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CHAPTER 1

Theradio said that the qudity of the air had been judged acceptable for thefirst timein two years.
Ernest Weinraub couldn't see any difference, through his modular gpartment’s single window the skies
over Brooklyn still looked yellow, asick color that tempted him to get back into bed. But, as every
morning, he prodded himsalf with thoughts of job and money. He closed the stedl shutters so the light
wouldn't disturb Gretchen in her deep. Then he went into the tiny, curtained bathroom areato shave.

Ernest wondered if the air outside would smell better than usual. He could dmost recall the
summertime fragrances of his childhood. L ord, there were probably plenty of kids on the streets now
who had never gotten thet first fresh smell. They were probably down there this morning, bouncing
gpa deens againgt the building, trying to figure out why the air was so funny. Lifein the city had changed
rapidly; not many trees grew leavesthese days, just afew in Prospect Park. That didn't make Ernest fed!
sad. It made him fed old.

It was dark in the small gpartment with the louvers shut. Ernest dressed quickly; he dwaysfet lonely
in the morning, with his wife adeep across the room. He tended to think cheerless thoughts, unpleasant
things, and he often had to shake his head to bregk the melancholy train. On television he heard the
popular sociologists talking about the reasons. Too many people living too closely together. A person
needed a certain territory that he felt he could master. The regulated apartment modules seemed more
and more like tin boxes, the kind they packed dead fishin....

Ernest pulled the hinged bench down from its place on the wall and sivung open one of the seats. He
made himsdlf abowl of cered, permitting himself alarge teaspoon of sugar and a cup of milk subdtitute.
The sugar was aluxury; he didn't missred milk very much, but sugar subgtitutes dways|eft ahorrible



taste in his mouth. Thefiltered light wastoo dim to read by. The cered box's messageswould remain a
mystery. That wasn't such agreat |oss, particularly the side pand that listed the ingredients. Ernest
wondered how his stomach would react if it were ever again confronted with real food.

Theradio was till on, playing softly, distracting him with the familiar commercias and themes, lulling
him with the tinny, muffled voices. Hefinished his breskfast and took the empty bowl to the sink, leaving
it for Gretchen to wash. He stood by the sink for amoment, looking around the small gpartment. "Thisis
my domain,” he thought bitterly. "Thisisthelittle areal'm supposed to feel secure about.” No, not even
the old module was his completely. The smdl sink was plugged into the invisible skeleton of the building;
carefully metered dollops of water drizzled out when the correct combination was dialed on the tap. How
could hethink that he was his own master when he was dependent on the city's crumbling systemsto
keep him dive?

Ernest sighed and switched off the radio. He had to get to work. He walked quietly across the room,
not even glancing a Gretchen. He didn't want to think about her yet.

"You going?' shesad, yawning.

He stopped by the door, gill not turning. "Y eah. Seeyou later.”

"What do you want for supper?'

Ernest opened the door, ready to duck out quickly. Helooked at hiswife. "How do | know?' he
sad. "Lord, it'sonly eight-thirty. How do | know what I'll want for supper? Anything you want. | got to
go."
"All right, honey. | loveyou." Ernest nodded and shut the door behind him. He was halfway
downgtairs before he remembered that he hadn't checked the baby.

Outsde, the day was warm and pleasant. The sun shonein adiffuse bal behind the grayish yelow
haze and, though it was not yet hot, Ernest removed hislight jacket. The ride in the subway was going to
be very unpleasant. The entrance to the subway was at the end of atiresome busride; dthough it was il
early, along line of commuters siretched up the stairs and down the sidewal k. These were the foolish or
unlucky people who had not bought enough subway tokens at a more convenient time. Ernest dways got
hislate at night, during the week-end.

He dug in his pocket and found the dull meta coin. It gave him astrange pleasure to be able to
bypass the dowly moving line. Once through the turnstile, he pushed through the rush-hour mob to the
front of the platform. All through its adminigtration the current city government had wrestled with the
problems of masstransit: the equipment was deteriorating, many of the subway carswere over thirty
years old and in terrible condition. There were ever more people to move, as the population and labor
force grew year by year. The Representative of Europe had adopted the Gleitzeit plan, which had been
popular in Germany and certain other areas of Europe for almost twenty years. Under the system,
workers were permitted to arrive at their jobs at any time before ten o'clock. They worked aslong as
they liked, going home any time after two o'clock. Aslong asthey put in the necessary hours every
week, the management was pleased. The system seemed to encourage initiative while cutting down on
the great masses of employees clogging the public transportation systems at the same hours each day.

Negative effects soon became gpparent when the plan was put into continent-wide use. The lack of
discipline led to shoddy work and alessening of persond interest in the traditional vaues of the
mercantile and free-enterprise systems. The Representatives abolished the Gleitzeit plan wherever it was
in practice and returned to the old nine-to-five scheme. Other ideas were tested; the Representative of
North Americarequired corporationsto pay bonuses to employeeswho lived within walking distance of
their jobs. In New Y ork City, workers were forbidden to take jobs outside their borough of residence.
There were complaints of governmental meddling but, as usud, the Representatives had along ligt of
mitigating explanations.

Ernest'sjob bored him to the point of insanity. He worked in afactory, making electronic testing
equipment. He sat at along table with adozen women; everyone at the table had abox of toolsand a
high stool with an uncomfortable back. Ernest was afourth-class subassembler, which meant that he was
not rated for soldering work; histoolbox held fewer and less specidized tools than those of the women,



who werefor the most part third- and second-class assemblers. Maybe hisfedings of inferiority were
imaginary. He didn't know for sure, and he wasn't worried enough to test the Situation further. But Ernest
noticed how rarely the women included himin their conversation.

Some days Ernest worked only on front panels. He would take the plates of sheet metal from their
tissue wrappings very carefully, becauseif he nicked the light green paint on the front the dightest bit, the
pand was ruined. His panels had odd-sized holes punched in them, some with calibration markings
gtenciled around their circumferences. In some of the holes Ernest ingtalled control knobs, in some he
merely pushed rubber gaskets or fuses, and in one he put an on-off toggle, which was difficult to tighten
without chipping the paint on the front. Sokol, the nervous foreman, walked around the section checking
how much was wasted by each employee. He carried a blue plastic notebook; severa timesaday held
stand behind each worker and scribble hisidea of the person'sworth.

When Ernest took his seet at the table, Sokol was aready making his rounds, apparently taking an
early attendance check. Sokol stopped by Ernest's stool and made a notation.

"Why are you checking up, Sokol?' asked Ernest. "That's what the timeclocks are for, aren't they?"

"Just making sure, Weinraub. It'smy job. Just leave me adone.”

Ernest shrugged. "Arethey that worried?'

"No, they don't even care," said Sokol. "It's very hard to understand, Weinraub. | can understand it
fine. That'swhy I'm aforeman.”

"Is that why you're aforeman?'

"Y eah. And because | never wised off, either. Once you get real good at that work, if you get red
good, you may get to be aforeman, too. And then you'll find out it's not such aterrific thing."

Ernest snorted skepticaly. "What do you do al day? Just walk around and scribble in that notebook,
right?'

"Yeah, that'sal. And then | write up reports on everything, and | turn them into the front office, and
the secretaries throw them away."

"| fed red sorry for you."

Sokol dapped his notebook shut and turned away. Ernest stared after him. "Anybody check up on
you, Sokol?" he called.

Sokol stopped and turned again. "Y eah. Kibling does."

"Anybody check up on him?"

"l guess the Assembly Supervisor.”

"Where doesit end? Old Man Jennings?'

Sokol shook hishead sadly. "Y ou won't listen, Weinraub; that's your trouble. It doesn't end. | told
you. It doesn't even begin. Now get to work." The foreman stalked off down the narrow aide toward his
cubicleof an office.

Before him on the bench Ernest arranged the color-coded socket wrenchesto hisleft, and the
corresponding screwdriversto hisright. He seated the toggle switch in the proper hole, held it witha
wrench, and tightened a hexagond nut on the back. Asthe morning passed, he paid less attention to his
work, completing one pand after another efficiently, mechanicdly. Hishandswere cut and hisfingernails
torn. His day was measured out from clocking-in to coffee break, from bresk to lunch, from lunch to
afternoon break to clocking-out. Those were the only goals he had; if he worked quickly it wasonly to
minimize the awful tedium. But the company knew perfectly well that his boredom would begin to work
againg that productivity. All that it could devise to dleviate the monotony was piped-in music.

Ernest found that even worse. He sat huddled over hiswork, protecting histiny areafrom the
innocent glances of the women and the omniscient gaze of the foreman. Ernest defined the others by their
functions -- not even limiting them to as human athing as aname on atimecard. There was the heavy
black woman who picked up the stack of front panels he completed. There wasthe old lady next to him
who soldered complex bals of €ectronic components, turning out those delicate webs with mindless
precision. And Sokol, the foreman. He was the boss. He prowled with more freedom, and Ernest envied
him. But Sokol wasn't area person to Ernest, either. Sokol was only the man who watched him.



It was asif everyone were like arough crysta, with dozens of different facets. Here in the factory
Ernest saw only one facet of each person, the same facet every day. And in return he didn't want these
Strangers to have access to more than one of his own facets. There were thirty million people in the New
Y ork metropolitan area, and he could fed the presence of every individua of those masses. There wasn't
any way to escapeit. The only privacy available was insde; to defend it there could be no hints of one's
fedings, no tentative gestures of friendship or loneliness. And there was atterrible londiness.

Ernest enforced his own dienation; heignored the multiple facets of the millions of others. Each
person had to work out his own savation; idealism to the contrary, there was no way for Ernest to
submerge himsdlf in theincessant dramas of his neighbors and maintain his own mind. So he held himsalf
gpart from the shopping-bag ladieswho lived their meager lives on the subway, and the kids who shaved
around area on their skulls where three wires poked out, and the others who could so easily upset him.
He concentrated on those friendships he wished to endure; and when those people ignored him, he found
only adeeper depression. There was only trouble when one person presented the wrong facet to
another.

There was no one to whom a person like Ernest could turn for help. He was certain that thousands of
other people were making the same depressing redlizations every day; the environment was becoming
less attractive, and more and more people were turning inward, only to discover thereagrowing
madness. Coping with the mere physica presence of thirty million people was an exhausting occupation.
The Representatives had long ago made a declaration which had effectively crippled the psychiatric
industry; they had decided that relying on psychic crutches could only weaken the popular mind.
Nevertheless, Ernest often felt the need to lessen the emotional burden he carried.

The only person he could address |egally was the fuser assigned to the modapt building. The fuser had
no specid training in psychology; in fact, theideaof public fusersin each modapt building originaly came
from the office of the Representative of Asa, so they had the government's blessing. But, unskilled as
they were, the fuserswere vitd to the new, highly mobile culture. They were given authority to decide
disputes among tenants and, by extension, to make many other decisonswhich in earlier times had been
concluded between neighbors and friends. Few people stayed in one place long enough to form those
kinds of relationships, and their places had to be taken by professiona strangers. But while minor
domestic hasdes could be solved by arbitration, there were unfortunately no such solutions beyond the
limits of the private resdence.

Ernest's job provoked him more as the day went on, and his thoughts moved from simple to abstract.
When they became too frightening, usualy just before lunch, he thought about Gretchen. She no longer
had any facets of her own that he could respond to. Gretchen was the cement that filled the gaps among
his other relationships. She was a bland, even unattractive, subgtitute, but she was dependable. From
there he thought about the lack of depth in their marriage; the even shalower relationship he had with
amost everyone ese; how such awillingness to ignore people guaranteed his freedom to do ashe
pleasad (how, after al, misanthropy was the surest safeguard of liberty); how such an attitude led to
community gpathy; and then, just asthe lunch bell rang, he redized that apathy was what had deluded
them dl into accepting theworld they lived in.

As he walked toward the plant's cafeteria, he met Sokol by thetool cage. ™Y ou going to lunch now,
Sokol?* he asked.

“Inalittlewhile

"Do you foreman types get longer lunch bresks?' Sokol only glared. "I wasthinking," said Ernest. "If
you look at the way we're watched in here, you wonder if maybe we're being watched outside, too. |
mean, like at home."

Sokol leaned against theiron mesh of the tool cage and yawned. "Maybe we are. But if we're
watched by people like plant foremen, then we don't have anything to worry about. They're probably just
people who got put into the job just to get them off the streets. They do their work and nobody pays any
atentionat dl."

Ernest looked at Sokol curioudy. "Y ou were serious about what you said? About the secretaries



throwing your reports awvay?'

The foreman nodded dowly. "Y ou ever wonder why we got old ladies soldering the insdes of these
units, when they got printed circuits and magnetics that would be awhole lot cheaper and better?
Because our Representative figures the ladies need jobs. | mean, for God's sake, you need ajob, right?
And what would you be doing if some damn machine was turning out two thousand chassis an hour while
you did twelve?

"It'slunchtime, Sokal. | got to go eat lunch.”

Sokol sighed and gestured Ernest away impatiently. Ernest shrugged and followed the crowd of
employeesto the cafeteria

The ten-minute coffee break earlier in the morning only began to soothe him; lunch wasthe only red
chanceto relax during the long day. But even here the company could order his private life withitsrules.
It required him to take afull hour for lunch every day; and so, working from nineto four, in order to
make up athirty-five-hour week, he had to comein for dmost awhole day on Saturdays. Every day at
noon the employees lined up to punch out at the time-clocks, then filed into the large, cold cafeteria. The
lunch tables were staked out by the various cliques, none of which seemed interested in including Ernest.
Often he ate done, but lately he had been speaking to one of the secretaries from the front office.

A fundamenta disregard for peoplein generd dlowed the masses akind of new, frantic liberty; this
disregard was not abusive in nature, but merely a defensive reaction to the crowded and disturbing
environment. One of the most unfortunate aspects of this freedom was the utter transience of human
relationships. Not only were neighbors nothing more than temporary and accidenta affiliations, but the
very idea of fellowship was disappearing. Whenever a person transported his modapt to anew building,
his relations with his old neighbors were abruptly cut. Consequently, he had to find awhole new crew of
locdl friendsto replace those he had left behind. This happened with such frequency that long-term
friendships were maintained only by the very few people who cared to remain in the same locdlity and
who coincidentaly had friends who did the same. In the mgjority of cases, however, one did not bother
to create lagting ties, but instead looked for new peopleto fill old roles from place to place. With the
North American national average resdency down to 2.8 years, the roles were kept rather smple, and a
person could not be overly critica of the new people he met. At the moment, Ernest was looking for
someoneto play therole of sexua partner. He had good hopes for his noontime conversations with the
secretary turning in that direction.

"Hello, Eileen," he said, Sitting in the seet that she had saved for him. "How'sit going?'

"Hi, Ernie. Terrible. I'm just getting so sick of that Mr. Di Liberto. | mean, no matter what | do, he
knows better. I've been a secretary for three years now, you know. For crying out loud, there are some
things | can do by mysdf. I'm not as stupid as hethinks | am."

"Don't mind him. It'sjust ajob. Just do what you're told and take your money."

Eileen took asip of her orange drink. "Easy enough for you to say," she said. They talked awhile
longer, until they were interrupted by the chime signa that prefaced an announcement on the public
address system.

"Y our attention please.”" The amplified voice spoke out from severd locationsin the lunch room. "We
have amessage of specia importance from the president of the Jennings Manufacturing Corporation, Mr.
Robert L. Jennings.”

"Thank you, Bob. My fellow employees, asmy son hastold you, | have unusua and particularly
important news. For that reason, | would appreciateit if you al would stop what you're doing, whether
you areworking or on the lunch break, and listen closdly.

"We have received word of agrave stuation, the details of which unfortunately have not been
released. But the government has ordered that al norma daily employment be suspended, so that you
may al go hometo bewith your familieswhen an officia statement is made later this afternoon. Only
essentia police and transportation facilitieswill remain operative after one o'clock this afternoon.

"Therefore, in compliance with the governmentd order, you are dl hereby dismissed to return to your
homes. We are given to understand that norma activity will resume as soon as circumstances permit.



Please do not attempt to call our officesfor detailsfor, as| have said, | am asignorant of the exact
Stuation as you. But whatever the emergency, | wish you al the best of luck, and may God bless."

Therewas the chime signa indicating the end of the announcement, and then therewas asilence. A
second later, someone laughed nervoudy; Ernest guessed that afew people wanted to pretend it was dl
ajoke. "A grave stuation." It had to be, if Old Man Jennings was giving them the rest of the day off. That
ought to convince the skeptics. A moment later they al came to the same conclusion, for the cafeteria
was ascene of confusion. Ernest smiled to himsdf as he camly began packing up hislunch. He dways
enjoyed watching the herd ingtincts begin to take possession.

"What?" asked Eileen. "They're sending us home?"

"That'sfinewithme" said Ernest.

"But what do you think isthe matter?' she asked.

"l don't redly care." Eileen stared at him, and he smiled back. "WEell find out soon enough, won't we?
| mean, what could it be? Maybe a Representative died, or something. | don't know. I'mjust glad to go
home. Can you give me aride to the subway? | want to begt thisrush.”

Meantime A
Jermany, 1918.

Like agreat reef sunk treacheroudy in the depths of the ocean, the Jerman nation ripped gaping holes
inthe Allied war machine. While the greedy Jerman indugtrialists cried out for the opening of anew front
in the eadt, the Jerman War Ministry fought doggedly on to the west, still keeping an eye on Russia,
hoping desperately to keep her out of thewar. At least until the rest of Europe was secure. And thét,
admitted even the top-level spokesmen, might be along timein coming.

But the Allieswere exhausted. Wave after wave of weary soldiers hurled themselves againgt the
stubborn defenses of the Jerman Reich. Time after time they were thrown back, crushed and dismayed.
With no satisfactory staging area on the continent proper, the British and American forces were unable to
gain afoothold; counting on arecaptured Europe to supply the necessary outposts and provisions, the
failure to mount a successful invasion was doubly disastrousto the Allied High Command. Petience and
atention to detail gained the Jerman leaderstimeto deploy their forces to best advantage. Discipline and
ashrewd appraisa of its strengths enabled the Jerman nation to wear down its enemies.

But it was not unperceived by the General Staff that the Jerman people themselves were growing
dangeroudy fatigued. The best hope wasin kegping Russiaout of the struggle while avoiding adecisve
battle in the west. Time would tell whether the Allies or the Jerman Empire would prevail; time, and the
srength of the combatants nationa will.

The summer passed, and the Allied threats grew fewer and weaker; that news was good, but the
Jerman population was starving. Angry mobs demonstrated in Berlin, Hamburg, Munich, demanding an
end to the war and arestoration of a stable economy. As autumn degpened into winter, the Stuation
became desperate. The army, unable to win aclear victory on its own, was discredited and bitter. The
Generd Staff wasblamed for both its aleged military failures and the resulting socia ruin throughout the
empire. The pressure increased until the War Ministry had only one courseleft in its defense; on the
morning of October 20, 1918, the General Staff declared that the great corporate and banking trusts of
Jermany were secretly working againgt the interests of the empire, and that al industry would henceforth
be nationalized.

The announcement caused awrathful and outraged reaction. It was commonly rumored that the Allies
had assembled nearly three-quarters of amillion fresh troopsin Great Britain in preparation for the spring



offengve. Jermany could not continue much longer. The General Staff informed Kaiser Wilhelm that the
war was certainly logt unless something was done soon about the domestic Situation. At first the Kaiser
did not take the obvious hint; instead, food rations were cut once more. Munitionsworkersin Berlin
began a series of violent strikes. The Jerman battleships in the North Sea refused to follow an order to
attack the British Navy. In amatter of days, the mutiny had spread to al the northern ports, and then to
Berlin. Still the Kaiser choseto ignore the gravity of the Situation.

At that time, the Kaiser |€eft the capital for arest a a Belgian resort. In his absence, arepublic was
proclaimed; the old Kaiser was forced to abdicate and flee to Sweden. Under the banner of a shaky
codition government, the Jerman people settled down. Order was dowly restored, and the business of
the war was taken up with renewed vigor. The Allies, who in truth had been largely responsiblefor the
ingtigation of theinterna upheavals, were as good as defeated -- the 750,000 troopswaiting in England
never existed.

Ernst Weintraub, Jugendleiter of the Frachtdorf Red Front, threw the newspaper into the air. "Do we
celebrate now, boys?' he said.

"Yes, gr, Herr Kamerad Weintraub.”

Weintraub, at the age of elghteen, was the leader of thetiny cedll of the Jerman Communist party. He
had enjoyed little prestige, though, partially because of the underground nature of their organization, and
a so because his command consisted of the more insolent of the neighborhood's delinquents. But now,
according to the Berlin edition of Pravda, recognition was at last only afew gunshots away. The World
War was nearing itsend.

"Now, boys, our work shal begin indeed. Soon we will see that day weve been struggling so long to
bring about." Weintraub indicated the headline of the paper: the world revolution has begun!

"Wine, Herr Weintraub?'

"No, not for me. Beer, | think. Good Jerman beer."

"The dunkel ?"

"Yes, of course," said Weintraub distractedly. Though his adolescent henchmen seemed more
interested in the festivities than the occasion, he couldn't hel p thinking about the future's task with pleasant
anticipation. Despiteits victory, the Jerman Reich had collapsed; its economy had been strained by the
World War and would findly be ruined by the disillusionment of peace. The Jerman people had no
leadership inthis crucia time. They had no sense of nationd destiny, no direction among the ashes of the
old, fasevdues. All thisWeintraub viewed with great satisfaction; asaminor worker for the cause of
international Communism, he could easily see that such astate of economic anarchy wasfertile ground
for the cultivation of his party'sbeliefs.

"Mein Lehrer," said Staefler, atal, athletic youth, "isit true, now that the revolution is approaching,
that we can break our sworn secrecy?'

Steefler was the most enthusiastic member of the small town's cdll, though Weintraub redlized that the
boy was unfortunately too dow of mind to accept much authority. The Y outh Leader thought for afew
seconds, chewing hislip while Staefler regarded him eagerly. "No," said Weintraub at last, "1 think not.
Until we get directives from Berlin dong those lines, | fed it best to continue as we have. | know that
makesit hard onyou," he said, dapping Staefler's shoulder in acomraddy fashion, "but the Party expects
certain sacrifices. Wemust al put persona conveniences aside for the benefit of our great cause.”

"Certainly, mein Lehrer," said Staefler, alittle disappointed.

"It will not be much longer. The Bolsheviks are ready. The Russian and the Jerman Revolutions will
merge, joining forces and facing westward together. Then how can the rest of Europe stand againgt us?”

"Jermany,” said Staefler brightly, "and then the world!"

"Go drink," said Weintraub with a proud smile. "These preliminary worries are not for you. The
celebration isyour only concern this afternoon.” While his young charges laughed drunkenly around him,
Weintraub studied his day's concerns. Therewas asmall sheaf of dispatches from Party headquartersin
Berlin. He stared at the top sheet of paper -- a copy of atwo-week-old handbill printed by the Slasniev
Loyd Soviet Red Sports Club congratul ating the Jerman folk for throwing off the chains of the corporate



bosses. The handbill made Weintraub fed alittle sad; what did the soccer playersin Slasniev know about
Jerman conditions? What did the Berlin Party leaders know or care about Slasniev? Suddenly the idea of
atrue revolution seemed too big, too remote, too unrealistic. He shook his head to stop those thoughts.
Berlin was coordinating everything, after al. Herein Frachtdorf he couldn't be expected to have an
objectiveview. That'swhat dl the handbills and clippings werefor, to give him abetter glimpse of the
internationa implications of hiswork.

"Some more beer, Kamerad Weintraub?' asked another of the boys. He was grinning crookedly,
aready beyond Weintraub's dight authority. His tunic was unbuttoned and his hair mussed; oneleg of his
trousers showed alarge wet stain, and the youth reeked of cheap wine. Weintraub wondered how the
Party expected to seize power through the agency of such asthese inept scoundrels.

"No, no, Kleib. Just let me work. Y ou go back to your fellows now. Let them know that | don't wish
to be disturbed.”

Kleib tottered in his place. He laughed as he redlized how drunk he was. "Y ou got something
interesting today?" he asked.

Weintraub waved the papers. "Nothing,” he said irritably. "It's far too early. There's nothing here but
the usud garbage." Kleib nodded, still grinning, and staggered back to the party. Weintraub riffled
through the remainder of the day's dispatches: greetings from workers organizationsin the Soviet Union,
music and art associations, palitical theory groups. Transcriptions of radio broadcasts pledging the
support of the Russian people. Newspaper clippingsfrom al over the Russian nation in praise of the
courageous Jermans and their imminent revolution.

One printed notice excited Weintraub more than the others. It said amply, without the use of large
banner type or crude, inflammeatory illustrations, that an All-Jerman Workers and Soldiers Council was
st to convenein Berlin, Thiswas ostensibly ameeting of the discontented army and trade union
members, most of whom had been dl but destroyed by the war; Weintraub could see the hand of the
radical |eft behind it. The trade unions had dways demondtrated a certain receptivity to socidist thought;
it would not be difficult at dl to lead their unsophisgticated minds to accept the attractive promises of
Communism. The soldierswere the angriest segment of the population, having seen their fellowskilled
daily during the needlesdy drawnout war, sSmply because of the greed of theindudtrialist and the ambition
of the paliticians. They, too, would be eager to embrace the Party'sideas. The groundwork had been
well prepared.

It was suggested by the Party leadersin Berlin that al Jugendieiters produce handhbills of their own,
which would then be distributed around the nelghborhoods by the younger cell members. In thisway, the
union of Jerman peasants and prol etariat might be hastened. Some hel pful guidelines were supplied, with
guotations from the writings of Marxist theorists. Weintraub studied the excerpts for severd minutes. He
decided to base his handhbill on something that Lenin had written in 1917: "An essentia condition for the
victory of the socidist revolution isthe closest dliance between the toiling and exploited peasantry and
theworking class -- the proletariat -- in al advanced countries." Herein the rural town of Frachtdorf, the
mighty struggles of government seemed remote and ingignificant. But it was Weintraub's duty to educate
the citizens of the village. He must makeiit clear that if they joined together they could have an
unprecedented influence on the affairs of sate; if they then cooperated in a serious and uncompromising
effort with the oppressed urban workers, nothing in Jermany could stand against them.

Weintraub made afew notes for the handbill. "We have won the war againgt the capitdist 'Allies™ he
sad to himsdf. "But a what cost? How much of Jermany isleft? How much lesswill remain after werise
to demand our fair shares? The old leadership hasfailed us, and seeksto placate our righteous anger with
speeches about internationa prestige. Will that prestige feed us through the winter?' He paused and
rehearsed these lines, wondering if they had a proper revolutionary ring to them. " Sentiment is out of
place” hesad. "Itisaluxury wewill never again be ableto afford. Government by emotion isidentified
with rule by tyranny."

"Eh, Herr Lehrer Weintraub?'

Weintraub was startled from his concentration. "Nothing, Staefler,” he said. "I'm just a bit tired."



A week passed. The reluctant Friedrich Ebert was made the Chancellor of the new Republic; trying
to make the best of the confused, somewhat illegitimate Stuation, Ebert issued severd declarations aimed
at uniting the Jerman people behind him. Prisoners taken during the weeks of open rebellion were freed.
Guarantees were made for freedom of expression. Promises were made for the eventua improvement of
the economy and in the areas of socid justice and reform. Ebert was not a strongly willed leader, but he
was shrewd enough to see that, the Stuttering revol ution notwithstanding, the Jerman people asawhole
gill dung to the old conservative idedls.

Ebert had not wanted arepublic a dl. He was working for a congtitutional monarchy, modeled after
that of Great Britain, with one of Wilhelm's sons at the head of the government. But when Ebert himsalf
wasthrust into the role of Chancellor, he found the courage to ded with the unpleasant circumstances.
He knew that he could count on little support in any sort of showdown with the radical eements, which
were gtill agitating throughout the nation; however, a secret pact with the remnants of the army bolstered
his uncertain authority. The government promised to crush the Bolshevik influence, and the army pledged
itsstrength in carrying out Ebert's programs.

Little of these semi-official dedlings were reported in the official news services. Weintraub learned bits
of newsthrough the Party's angry bulletins and in the secondhand reports that were forwarded from the
Soviet Union. "We must redouble our efforts, Staefler,” said Weintraub, after reading of the new
Chancedllor's program. "'If we're not careful, our chance for power will dip right through our fingers.”

"They're betraying usin Berlin," said Staefler resentfully. "They've betrayed the Jerman people. Why
have our enemies not been disarmed? Must we appease the Allies?"

"I pray that'snot true," said Weintraub. But the evidence accumulated; Ebert would not let the
Communigts claim their proportional share of legidative control. He feared another Bolshevik
Revolution.

In December, Weintraub was invited to attend the first Soviet Council in Berlin, a mass meeting of
local Party leaders and representatives of the various Workers and Soldiers Councilswhich had sprung
up throughout the nation. He did not attend, however, because of hismother'sillness. He sent Staefler
instead; the youth returned several dayslater, hisreport colored by hisinfatuation with the capital
metropolis. At last Weintraub managed to obtain an objective list of the Council's activities: it had
demanded that Hindenburg resign as Fidld Marshdl of the armed forces, that the army be disbanded and
replaced by acivil guard, and that the Jerman Republic accept the gift of two trainloads of grain offered
by the Union of Soviet Socidist Republics.

"Perhaps those demands are a bit too aggressive,”" said Weintraub thoughtfully. "We cannot afford to
compromise, and Ebert will surely not concede. If we back down now, welll lose everything.”

"WEell haveto wait and see," said Staefler.

"That's the hard part,” said Weintraub. "We have to sit here in our secret den in Frachtdorf, while
hundreds of miles away our destinies are being decided.” At that moment in Berlin, the Communist
forces, flushed with their initid success, sought to consolidate their gains. The bands of militant
Communists seized buildings and blockaded streets. The army fought back, and demanded that Ebert
make a strong denunciation of the Party, as he had promised. Ebert vacillated. In the meantime, the
Communists gained support. Strikes closed Jermany's industries once more. Demonstrators numbering in
the hundreds of thousands took control of transportation facilities and newspapers. Thearmy, at last
grown impatient with Ebert, took the matter into its own hands. Machine guns, grenades, and armored
vehicleswere usaed against the Communist bands. It was a case of an organized military force against a
disordered mob of unemployed men, widows of soldierskilled in thewar, and fanatica students. In three
days the Communists were crushed.

The bad news reached Frachtdorf dowly. With it came the announcement of an election for the
Nationd Assembly, which would draw up anew congtitution and elect a President. The officia Party
directive sated that all Communists should boycott the eections, and Strive to reform their shattered
organization. At the polls, the Jerman people vindicated Ebert's policies. He was chosen the first
president of the Jerman Republic by the Congtituent Assembly in Weimar. Hisfirst act as president was



to declinethe offer of grain from the Soviet Union, in favor of what he termed "reparations’ from the
United States. There was shocked silence from the east, angry replies from Jerman Ostamerika.

"We're dead,” said Kleib.

"No, not yet. But we've been forced underground again,” said Weintraub. "We can't give up. We
can't get discouraged. The Party will not die. It just means more work for us, more dedication, a greater
willingness to sacrifice oursalves to convince the Jerman people of the swindle they've accepted.”

"Oh, hell," said Kleib. Weintraub's cell wasfaling apart. Even Staefler had grown weary of the
Communist game. The boysfound other entertainments; in afew days, Weintraub was dl doneinthe
Party's Frachtdorf headquarters. His superior, Herr Schneck, in the nearby city of Gelnhausen, learned of
the situation and ordered Weintraub to report in person.

The following afternoon, Weintraub was escorted into a darkened room where the old man lay,
tucked up to his chin with an old army blanket. He was dying, Weintraub knew, but he worked steadily
during hisintermittent periods of consciousness. Schneck gestured, and Weintraub moved quietly to the
bedside. The old man spoke, hisvoice dry and soft in the darkness.

"Wilhem, my grandson," he said, mistaking Weintraub in hisddirium, "stay in touch with the Russians.
It will serve no purposeto cause conflict. But now you must go. Go to America. Good luck, and may
God bless”

Weintraub bowed to the old man. Schneck smiled, and made a gurgling sound deep in histhroat. He
let hishead fal one last timeto the pillow. As Weintraub backed away, an aide handed him athick
folder.

CHAPTER 2

Thetrainswere dready crowded. Apparently everyone in the city had been given the same message,
and they dl rode home together with the same worried expression. Ernest wondered if he were the only
one without that parayzing feding of agpprehension. No matter what had happened, its effects would
probably never trickle far enough down the ladder of fortuneto ater hislife. Or, he thought, the lives of
any of these people. But here they al were.

Thelr lives continued without thought, without concern. There was a peculiar insectlike qudity to them,
Ernest reflected. 1t wasn't a complimentary comparison. A few days before, he had talked to Sokal the
foreman about that sad fact. " Jennings must get pretty burned,” Ernest had said. "1 mean, | do my work
al right. Not asgood as | would if | gave adamn about these idiot machines. But, after all, the old man
can't expect meto jump for joy the way he does.”

"Nah," said Sokoal, "hewon't expect that. He's running the red queen's race himsdlf, trying to hold his
employees back so they won't advance themsalves right into unemployment.”

"We're like abunch of bees," said Ernest. "Y ou and me and everybody's working like crazy at jobs
we don't care anything about, and only Old Man Jennings getsto suck theroyd jelly.”

"He'sjust adrone himself,” said Sokol with acynica expresson. ™Y ou ever see him? He's seventy
years old, running around the secretary pool pinching bottoms. He don't fool me, though. What's even
sadder, he don't fool the secretaries. And anyway, he's not the big boss. He can't understand what we're
doing, either. Only the Representatives can.”

"I hopethey do."

Sokol sighed. "Y eah, metoo." The two men lapsed into silence; the discussion was edging nearer a
"meaning of existence" argument, and that was a pointless business before lunch.

The Representatives had |learned to move softly while pursuing their enigmatic ends. Each of the



Representatives had at |east a billion congtituents; in such concentrations, even such smple matters as
minor urban renewas or revised agricultura quotas could bring about agenera depressionin the
population. The citizenry reacted with symptoms of extreme distress and, sometimes, fury. Starving for
symbols of gability intheir lives, people began to resent the tearing down of familiar buildingsand
landmarks, the encroachment of highways on what small open areas remained. The Representatives
exercised their willsto the fullest degree, but with a shrewd eye on the temper of the witless maob.

On the short ride from the factory to the subway, Eileen, the girl from the front office, speculated
about the announcement that had sent them al home. "I redlly hopeit isn't too bad," she said, shaking her
head. Ernest looked at her closely, and saw that her eyes were bright with tears.

"Itisn't worth it, baby," hesaid. "It redly isn't."

"l don't know what I'd do,” she said. "I remember once, when the son of the Representative of Africa
was shot. | couldn't go to work or anything. For along time| didn't think we could keep going.”

"Wdl, we did. And no matter what happened today, we will. The Representatives are only people,
you know. Likeus."

Eileen glanced away from the Street. "They're Representatives,” she said, in the tone of voice she
would reservefor angels or devils.

"Yeah," said Ernest, sghing. He douched in his seat. Eileen might make alunch-hour mistress, but
sheld never fit into hislife any other way. He nodded to her without aword when sheleft him at the
subway station. Before he had gone down the stairs to the turnstiles, he had forgotten everything she had
sad.

The crush in the subway car wasterrible, for the time spoiling Ernest's holiday. In a perverse way he
wished that the emergency was, in fact, as serious as the commuters feared, to reward al their sullen,
graceless behavior. It was so damned easy for people to lose perspective. When they got home, their
televisonswould tell them nothing more than that the Asan Representative's daughter-in-law had had
another miscarriage. The world would be duefor a planet-wide Day of Prayer. Or something equaly as
unshattering; hardly worth dl the anxiety.

In any event, hewould have to find ways of killing the additiona time a home. The prospect of
spending the extra hours with hiswife was not at dl attractive. Whatever the seriousness of the situation
demanded, Gretchen would react with panic and hysteria. He hoped the announcement would be made
early; the sooner it came, the quicker he could dope her up and put her away.

Ernest recdled the night before. He had come home and found his wife watching television. He sat on
the couch next to her. Neither of them said aword. Finally, during acommercial break, Ernest spoke.
"You know," he said, "Old Man Jennings made a speech today. He said that with al the sparetime we
have now, we al ought to try to improve our education.”

"That'sright," said Gretchen, her eyesfastened on the animated ad.

"Maybe we could do that. | might get a better job. Lots of guysdoit. By going to thelibrary, | mean.
It'sfree, you know. Or go back to school.”

"Sssh," said Gretchen. The program was resuming.

Ernest said nothing more until the next commercid.

"Stuff like thisturns my stomach,”" he said.

"Don't watch it," said Gretchen.

"What am | supposed to do? There's only one room in thislousy module.”

"So gotothelibrary."

"Y eah, right. Does somebody think that show's supposed to be entertaining? That guy singing? Who
isit?'

"Phil Gatelin. He's great," said Gretchen. "Now, shut up.”

Ernest went over and stretched out on the bed. The noise of the television wouldn't let him nap.
Findly he got up, put on his coat, and went out to a bar for afew hours. He would never mention the
idea of further education to her again.

The memory irritated Ernest. He cut it off with aquick shake of his head.



The press on the subway had been so unpleasant that he decided to walk the mile and ahalf to his
apartment rather than take a bus. The pedestrians had the same concerned look as the passengers on the
train. Ernest shouldered hisway through the people, forcing his own path among the currents of traffic.

The buildings that he passed were dl condominium dormitories, every one of them filled to capacity
with various-colored modular gpartments. The government claimed that housing was being built at an
even faster rate than necessary, but Ernest didn't believe it. Everyone knew someone who was having a
difficult timefinding aplace for his modapt.

Sokol had been trying to find anew dot for his apartment, closer to the Jennings plant. He hadn't had
any luck in the three weeks he/d been looking. Do you know anyone ready to move out of your
neighborhood?' he'd asked Ernest.

"No, not offhand," said Ernest. "I | hear anything..."

"Y eah, thanks. Y ou live right on the edge of the walking-distance limit. Y ou don't walk, though, do
you?’
Ernest shook his head. "It'sarotten part of town these days. | want to get out, myself. If | could find a
place, I'd sublet my old oneto you." Sokol just nodded his head sadly.

"It used to be that people from the same backgrounds settled together,” said the foremen. "My wife,
now. She'sltaian. | met her in Galis five years ago, and brought her back with me. Y ou'd think she'd
want to live near the rest of the Italians. No, in five years, she can't understand them any more. They've
changed so fast. And the ones who came here before then, well, they won't understand her . Shefeds
better away from them. | kind of missthe old neighborhoods. Now everything'sthe same.”

"That'sthe Representatives," said Ernest. "That's equdlity.”

"That'srigor mortis," said Sokal.

Ernest hated his own module. It was a Kurasu; it had been given to him new by hisparentsasa
wedding gift. It was as smal and asinexpensive as possible -- Gretchen thought it was"snug." Ernest
rented aplacefor it in aprivately owned building, athird-floor dot. They didn't have the money yet to
rent ahigher dot, up awvay from the noise and filth of the city. But at least they werewell in theinterior of
the building, with only asingle window to the outside. Although Ernest complained that it waslikelivingin
ashoe box, still they were never troubled by the racket from the street. The economy modapt came
equipped with only the merest essentids; it was old now, without the standard equipment of the Fords,
the Chevrolets, the Peugeots Ernest dreamed of . It could not take advantage of even those piped-in
luxuries which the skeleton frame of the building offered. Rather than moving, as Gretchen hoped to do,
Ernest planned eventudly to trade in the modapt and buy another and better fitted moddl.

Gretchen was dways eager to move. She hadn't learned yet that, as Sokol had pointed out, every
neighborhood in the city wastaking on adismally smilar appearance. There weren't any more enclaves
of Spanish- or Czech- or Chinese-gpesking immigrants, dowly being assmilated into the American
culture. There were only individuas, dready dienated from the countrymen they had left behind, unable
to identify with their predecessorsin North America, trying to make out as best they could on their own.
Customs, language, points of view atered so frequently that a person had much lessin common with his
ethnic fellows than with astranger living acrossthe hal, who at least shared the same spatia, temporal,
and socid locus.

"Why don't we try to find anice little neighborhood?’ Gretchen had often asked. ™Y ou know, with
shops and strange holidays. Don't you remember how there used to be strings of light acrossthe streets
sometimes? They were always celebrating some holy day or somebody's birthday. When | was alittle
girl, those were the best times. It was like abig party right on the street, with hot dogs and soda and
everything. This part of town istoo modern.”

"They don't do that any more," said Ernest patiently. "The Representatives decided that, don't you
remember? Weredl citizens of North America, and we can't go around excluding people by having
private minority holidays."

Gretchen looked disgusted. "Well, they still have little shops, don't they?”

"l don't know," said Ernest. "1I'm not sure.”" He had ended that fruitless discussion in the usua manner,



by shaking his head and waking away.

All these thoughts surged through Ernest's mind, triggered perhaps by the unusua circumstance, the
mysterious "emergency.” He walked past the modapt buildings on hisblock, thinking about the thousands
of individuaslocked in each, dl saring anxioudy at their television sets. Gretchen would be staring
anxiondy at hers. In afew minutes, againgt hiswill, so would Ernest.

As he unlocked the door to his apartment, Gretchen called to him. "Isthat you?' she asked. When he
didn't reply, she came out of the partitioned nursery. "1 was expecting you to come home," she said.
"Mom called to tell me about the announcement.”

"That'sgood,” said Ernest. "I'm glad she called. That was avery wise thing for her to do. Now you've
had al morning to worry about it." He shut the door with hisfoot and hung hisjacket on ahook on the
wall.

"Don't be sarcagtic,” said Gretchen. "1 noticed that you didn't think to cdl me.”

"l wanted to trap you," said Ernest. "'l wanted to come home early and surprise you in thearms of a
neighbor.”

Gretchen stared at him. "Are you serious? What alousy thing to say! Isthat what you think | do all
day?"

Ernest sat on the couch, rubbing his aching temples. "It'shot in here, you know that? Y ou likeit like
this, or what? Why don't you get me a can of beer?' While she crossed the room to the kitchen area he
sad, "How come you didn't know about it yourself? All you do iswatch televison anyway.”

She gave him the cold beer, and he held it against the sSide of his head for afew seconds. "Our set's
broken again,” shesaid. "'l don't know, it just faded flat, and then it went out all the way. | haven't seena
thing al day. Maybe well haveto get anew one. Oursis so old, anyway."

"Never mind. I'll runit down to the building superintendent. That's what he'sfor, you know.
Sometimes | wonder if you know where money comes from."

"But what are we going to watch the bulletin on? That Hispanic guy they have hereto fix thingstakes
weeksto get ajob done. | don't trust him, anyhow."

"Therestheflat set in the kid'sroom. Did you forget about that?"

"| can't stand watching shows on that old set. It seems so dumb, looking at everything flat likea
postcard. It makes my head hurt, now that I'm used to the stereo,” said Gretchen.

"It's good enough for the announcement. I'll get it out.”

Meanwhile 1

In Europe, there were only memories of the great cultures. Spain, Portugdl, Italy, France, England,
Carbba, and Germany had al seized control of the world's course and the imagination of the human race
at onetime or another. But now these great powers of the past were drifting into acynica old age, where
decadence and momentary pleasures replaced the drive for dominance and nationa pride. The Russians
struggled pettily among themselves, expending the last energies of aonce-glorious nation in puerile
bickerings. Chinashowed signs of total degeneration, having lost itsimmensely rich heritage of art and
philosophy, while clinging to aruthless creed which crushed its hope ess peopl e benegth a burden of
mock patriotism. Breulandy wasthe only vibrant force east of the Caucasus Mountains, still, no observer
could tell what that guarded land might do. Perhaps a Breulen ssorm would spill out across the continent,
at leagt indtilling anew life forcein the decaying States. But from Breulandy itself came no word, no hint,
as though the country had bypassed itstime of ascendancy to settle for aweary and bitter mediocrity.

Of the rest of the world there was nothing to be said. The Americas till rested asthey had in the few



centuries since their discovery: huge, parklike land masses, populated by savages, too distant, too
worthless, too impractical to bother about. None of the crumbling European governments could summon
either the leadership or thefinancid support to exploit the New World. The Scandinavian lands were
inhabited by skin-clad brutes scarcely more civilized than the American cannibals. Further east, beyond
the teeming Chinese shores, between Asia and the unexplored western reaches of the Americas, no one
was quite certain just what existed and what was only myth. Perhaps the idand continent of Lemarry
waited with its untold riches and beautiful copper spires.

And then, lastly, there was Africa. One city sat done onitsfiery sands. One city, filled with refugees
and astrange mongrel population, guarded that massive continent. Beyond that single city, built in some
forgotten age by an unknown people for unimaginable purposes, beyond the high wooden gates that shut
in the crazy hest and locked in the broken citizens, there was only degth. Without water, the continent
was death. Without shade, the parching sharaq winds were death. Without human habitation, the vast
three thousand miles of whispering sands were degth for anyone mad enough to venture across them.
Only inthe city wasthere ahollow travesty of life.

Ernst Weinraub sat at atable on the patio of the Café de la Fée Blanche. A light rain fel on him, but
he did not seem to notice. He Sipped his anisette, regretting that the proprietor had served it to himin
such an ugly tumbler. The liqueur suffered. M. Gargotier often made such disconcerting |apses, but today
especidly Erngt needed dl the ddlicacy, dl the refinement that he could buy to hold off his growing
melancholy. Perhaps the Fée Blanche had been amistake. It was early, lacking some thirty minutes of
noon, and if it seemed to him that hisflood of tears wasrising too quickly, he could move on. To the
Respirette or the Cecil . But as yet there was no need to hurry.

Theraindropsfdl heavily, spatting on the smal meta table. Erngt turned in hischair, looking for M.
Gargotier. Was the man going to let his customer get drenched? The proprietor had disappeared into the
black interior of hisestablishment; Ernst thought of lowering the striped canopy himsdlf, but the
shopkeeper image of himslf that the idea brought to mind was too absurd. Instead, he closed hiseyes
and listened to the water. There was music when the drops hit the furnishings on the patio. Therewasa
duller sound when the rain struck the pavement. Then, more frequently, there was the irritating noise of
the drops hitting hisforehead. Ernst opened his eyes; his newspaper was a sodden mess and the puddie
on histable was about to overflow into hislap.

Erngt considered the best way to deal with the accumulating water. He could merely cup hishand and
swipe the puddle sideways. He dismissed that plan, knowing that his hand would be soaked; then held
gt, frustrated, without anything on which to dry it. He'd end up having to seek out M. Gargotier. The
confrontation then, with the proprietor standing bored, perhaps annoyed, would be too unpleasant.
Anyway, the round metal top of the table was easily removed. Erngt tipped it, revedling the edges of the
white metal legs which were sharp with crystal rust. The water splashed to the paved floor of the patio,
loudly, indegantly. Erngt Sghed; he had made another compromise with his manner. He had sacrificed
sylefor comfort. In the city, it was an easy bargain.

"It isamatter of bodies," he said to himsdlf, as though rehearsing bons mots for acocktail party. "We
have grown too aware of bodies. Because we must carry them aways from place to place, isthat any
reason to accord our bodies aspecia honor or affection? No, they are sacks only. Rather large,
unpleasant, undisciplined containers for meager charges of emotion. We should al stop paying attention
to our bodies demands. | don't know how." He paused. The ideawas stupid. He sipped the ani sette.

There were not more than twenty small tables on the Fée Blanche's patio. Erngt was the only patron,
as hewas every day until lunchtime. He and M. Gargotier had become close friends. At least, so Ernst
believed. It was so comforting to have a place where one could Sit and watch, where the management
didn't eterndly trouble about another drink or more coffee.

Bien slr, the old man never sat with Erngt to observe the city'sidlers, or offered to test Erngt's kill a
chess. Infact, to be truthful, M. Gargotier had rarely addressed afull sentenceto him. But Ernst was an
habitué, M. Gargotier's only regular customer, and for quite different reasons they both hoped the Fée
Blanche might become afavorite meeting placefor the city'sliterate and wedlthy few. Erngt had invested



too many months of gtting at that same table to move el sewhere now.

"A good way to remove a measure of the body's influence isto concentrate on themind,” he said. He
gazed at the table top, which aready wasrefilling with rainwater. "When | review my own psychological
history, I must admit to adistressing lack of moral sense. | have standards gleaned from romantic novels
and magistra decree, sandards which stick out awvkwardly among my intellectua baggage like the frantic
wings of atethered pigeon. | can examine those flashes of mordity whenever | choose, though | rarely
bother. They aredl so familiar. But dl around them in my mind are the heavy, dense shadows of events
and petty crimes.”

With aquick motion, Ernst emptied the table top once more. He sighed. "There was Eugenie. | loved
her for atime, | believe. A perfect name, alesser woman. When the romance began, | was well aware of
my moral sense. Indeed, | cherished it, worshipped it with an adolescent lover'sfervor. | knew and
needed the congtraints of society, of law and honor. | could only prove my worth and value within their
severelimits. Our love would grow, fed by the bitter sorings of righteousness. Ah, Eugenie! Y ou taught
me much. | loved you for it then, while my notion of purity changed, bit by bit, hour by hour. Then, when
| fell at long last to my ardent ruin, | hated you. For so many years| hated you for your joy in my dismay,
for the ease of your robbery and betrayal, for the entertainment | provided in my youthful terror. Now,
Eugenie, | have my reward. | would not have understood, in those days. But | am revenged upon you: |
have achieved indifference.

"How sad, | think, for poor Marie, who came after. | loved her from adistance, not wishing ever
again to be wounded on the treacherous point of my own affection. | was dill foolish." Ernst leaned back
inhischair, turning his head to stare across the small expanse of vacant tables. He glanced around; no
one else had entered the café. "What could | have learned from Eugenie? Pain? No. Discomfort, then?

Y es, but s0? These evaluations, | hasten to add, | make from the safety of my greater experience and
sophigtication. Nevertheless, evenin my yearling days | recognized that |a belle E. had prepared me well
to dedl not only with her successors but with all peoplein genera. | had learned to pray for another's bad
fortune. Thiswasthefirg greet stain on the bright emblems of virtue thet, at thetime, till resded in my
imagination.

"Marig, | loved you from whatever distance seemed appropriate. | was till not skillful in these
matters, and it gppears now that | judged those distances poorly. Y ou gave your heart and dl to another,
one whose management of proximity wasfar cleverer than mine. And | prayed fervently for the
destruction of your happiness. | could not rejoice in your good fortune. | wished you and him the most
totd of al disasters, and | was denied. Y ou left my life as you entered it -- acold, distant dream; but
before you left, you rehearsed mein the exercise of spite.”

Hetook asip of theliqueur and swirled it againg his paate. "1've grown since then, of course,” he
sad. "I've grown and changed, but you're ill there, an ugly spatter against the cleanness of what |
wanted to be." With asad expression he set the tumbler on the small table. Rain fell into the anisette, but
Ernst was not concerned.

Thismorning he was playing the bored expatriate. He smoked only imported cigarettes, his boxed
filters congpicuous among the Impers and Les Bourdes of the natives. He studied the strollers closdly,
gtaring with affected weariness into the eyes of the younger women, refusing to look away. He scribbled
on the backs of envelopesthat he found in his coat pockets, or on scraps of paper from the ground. He
waited for someone to show some interest and ask him what he did. "I am just jotting notes for the
novel," hewould say, or "Merdly asketch, asmall poem. Nothing important. A transient joy mingled with
regret.” He watched the hotel across the square with acarefully senditive expression, asif the view were
redly from the windswept cliffs of the English shore, or the history-burdened martid plains of France.
Anyone could seethat hewas avisonary. Erngt promised fascinating stories, secret romantic insgghts,
but, somehow, the passersby missed it all.

Only thoughts of the rewards for success kept him at M. Gargotier'stable. Severa months previoudy
apoet named Courane had been discovered while sitting at the wicker bar of the Café en Esquintand.
Since then, Courane had become the favorite of the city'sindolent dlite. Already he had purchased his



own café and held court inits several dank rooms. Stories circulated about Courane and his admirers;
exciting, licentious rumors grew up around the young man, and Erngt was envious. Erngt had lived in the
city much longer than Courane. He had even read some of Courane's alleged poetry, and he thought it
wasterrible. But Courane's excesses were notorious; it was this that no doubt had recommended him to
the city'sweary nohility.

Something about the city attracted the failed poets of the world. Like the excavation of Troy, which
discovered layer upon layer, settlement built upon settlement, the recent history of the civilized world
might be read in the eyes of thelonely men waiting in the city's countless cafés. Only rarely could Erngt
gpare thetimeto vist with hisfelows, and then the men just stared silently past each other. They al
understood; it was ahorrible thing for Erngt to redize that they al knew everything about him. So he sat
in the Fée Blanche, hiding from them, hoping for luck.

Erng’'scity sat like ablister on the fringe of agreat equatorial desert. The metropolitan centers of the
more sophisticated nations were much too far away to alow Erngt to fed proud of his cultivated tastes.
Hebuilt for himsdf alifein exile, pretending thet it made no difference. But the provincidity of these
people! The mountains and the narrow, fertile plain that separated the city from the northern sea
effectively divided him from every familiar landmark of his past. He could only think and remember. And
who wasthere to decide if hisrecollections might have blurred and dtered with repetition?

"Now, Eugenie. You had red hair. Y ou had hair like the embers of adying fire. How easy it wasto
kindle the blaze afresh. In the morning, how easy. The fud was there, the embers burned hotly within; al
that was needed was alittle wind, alittle stirring. Eugenie, you had red hair. I've always been weakened
by red hair.

"Marie, poor Marie, your hair was black, and | loved it, too, for atime. And I'll never know what
deftnesses and craft were necessary to fire your blood. Eugenie, the creature of flame, and Marie, the
gem of ice. | confuse your faces. | can't recall your voices. Good luck to you, my lost loves, and may
God bless”

The city was an oven, a prison, an asylum, adisma zoo of human aberration. Perhapsthisworked in
Erngt's favor; those people who did not have to hire themsalves and their children for food spent their
empty hours searching for diversion. The laws of probability suggested that it waslikely that someday
one of the patricianswould offer aword to Erngt. That was all that he would need. He had the scene
carefully rehearsed; Erng, too, had nothing else to do.

Therain wasfaling harder. Through the drops, which made a dense curtain that obscured the
buildings acrossthe square, Erngt saw outlines of people hurrying. Sometimes he pretended that the men
and, especidly, the women were familiar, remnants of his abandoned life come coincidentaly to cal on
him in his banishment. Today, though, his head hurt and he had no patience with the game, particularly the
disgppointment at itsinevitable conclusion.

Hefinished the last of the anisette. Ernst rapped on the table and held the tumbler above his head. He
did not look around; he supported his aching head with his other hand and waited. M. Gargotier came
and took the tumbler from him. Therain fdl harder. Ernst's hair was soaked and tiny rivuletsran down his
forehead and into his eyes. The proprietor returned with the tumbler filled. Ernst wanted to think
serioudy, but hishead hurt too much. The day before, he had devised aneat argument against the
traditiona contrast of city and arcadian lifein literature. Shakespeare had used that antithesisto great
effect: the regulated behavior of charactersin town opposed to their irrational, comedic entanglementsin
the forest world beyond the city's gates. Somehow, the present circumstances destroyed those myths;
somehow, Erngt knew that he didn't want them destroyed, and he had his headache and the everlasting
morning rain to preserve them another day.



CHAPTER 3

It was aquarter past three. Ignoring Gretchen's objections, Ernest had brought out the portable flat
set and put it on the floor, plugging it into asocket in the kitchen area. He had watched a progression of
three fifteen-minute programs, between them had come commercias and the specia news bulletin. He
had learned little more. It was now evident that the news media had been given no more detailsthan
Jennings had revedled at the factory. The forma announcement had been scheduled for eight o'clock that
evening. Beyond that, Ernest was as uninformed and as annoyed as ever.

"Why don't they tell us anything?' asked Gretchen.

"They're building suspense,” said Ernest sourly. " Save the best for last. Alwaysleave 'em laughing. It's
good theater.”

"But don't we have aright to know?'

Ernest couldn't stand another minute, either of the television's daytime programming or hiswife's
nerves. "1'm going to go out for awhile," he said.

"Go where?'

"1 might learn something,” he said, smiling at his own ingenuity. Gretchen nodded, staring at the flat set.
It didn't seem to be giving her aheadache.

Ernest took hisjacket from the hook on the wall and left. He walked quickly down the narrow,
foul-smelling hall. He punched the button for the elevator; anaked white bulb lit where the plastic "Down
arrow had been. Sounds from the other modapts startled him. He waited for the elevator; he put on his
jacket and searched his pockets for money.

Thefaint green light of the elevator car did up behind the round porthole of the door. Ernest opened
the door. Inside, in afar corner, he saw apuddie of urine, now running toward him, two long muddy
armsreaching for him. "Goddamn it,” he muttered. He let the elevator door go. Before it wheezed shut he
had started down the stairway.

Out on the sidewalk once more, Ernest paused to consider. It was now about haf past four. The
Representatives announcement was due a eight. That gave him agood amount of timeto kill, with avery
limited amount of money to spend. He sat for afew moments on the modapt building's stoop, watching
the few pededtrians. They al seemed so ugly. Those few people who ill forlornly claimed the
brotherhood of men had never visited New Y ork. Or Cleveland. Or Washington. Or Los Angeles. A
romantic notion had died, it wastrue, but it was unmourned. No one had the energy to climb up out of
the immense crowd and throw flowers. Or love his neighbor, thought Ernest, as he watched an incredibly
obese man make his dow progress down the block.

Ernest put hishand in his pocket and jingled the loose change. He had enough to get himsalf mildly
drunk. It was Gretchen'sfault; if it hadn't been for her, he would have taken histime and found more
money. Ah, wdll, it was good enough to make astart. He could finish the job with afew cans of beer
while he watched his government on televison.

He encountered few peopl e between the modapt building and the bar. Almost everyone had been
sent home from work, and were now waiting anxioudly for the news. The streets were deserted, giving
the usualy choked neighborhood of Brooklyn ahot, grimy, ghost-town atmosphere. It was frightening.
Ernest tried to turn histhoughts away, but he kept returning to the same notion: likeit or not, he was
involved in apeculiarly unplessant Stuation, one that he was entirely helplessto solve.

"1 wish Sokol were here," thought Ernest, trying again to ignore the empty streets, the solitary
gragglers. "Sokol. The Man Who Knows What's Going On. The Man Who Knows What To Do.
Somewherein that blue plastic notebook he must have the rules written down. Sokol, or somebody, has
been briefed. There is aright thing to do, a proper response, that will protect me and my family. All that |
haveto doislearnwhat it is. That isthefalacy of education. There are thingsto be done, and waysto
do them, and books to teach you how. All you haveto do is choose wisdly.' No, it just doesn't work in
red life

From adistance of half ablock, Ernest could see that the bar, like al the other businesses, had been



closed for the day. He didn't want to accept that disturbing fact. He continued walking. " Sokol could be
inthere now," hethought. "The lights are turned off, o most of the common people will think the bar's
closed. They'll just walk on by. But the genuine thinkerswill investigate. They'll try the door. Sokol will let
them in; after awhile, hell have collected asmal gang of sharp people, men and women who passed the
sampletest. Well dl sit around on the bar stools. Sokol will look around, nod at us dl, take out his
notebook, and begin reading. Then welll find out what al this nonsenseis about. And well know how to
copewithiit. Let dl the other idiots worry themselvesto death." The bar's door was locked. Ernest
rattled it angrily. It wastoo dark inside to see anything. Mike, the owner, was gone. Suzy, the "walitress,"
was gone. Sokol had never set foot inside the place. Ernest kicked a bent beer can, bouncing it off the
door. Heturned around, his hand jingling the coinsin his pocket again. The bar was closed, the lunch
counters would be closed, the bowling aleyswould be closed, the magazine stands would be closed.
Ernest muttered and walked dowly home.

"You're back," said Gretchen when Ernest opened the door to the modapt.

"I'm back," he said wearily.

"Did you learn anything?"

"Yeah," hesaid. "Wewait for the announcement, like everybody e se. But | figure, how bad could it
be, if they didn't tll usright off?'

Gretchen thought about that for amoment. "Maybe you'reright," she said. "1 hope s0."

"Get meabeer. And turn off that set.”

Thetime passed dowly. Gretchen chattered, talking about the things she had seen on the television,
the even more boring things her mother had told her, and dl the unimaginative things she expected the
Representatives to say. There was no way for Ernest to escape. He felt sorry for himsdlf, and the beer
was apoor consolation. Soon, though, it was seven forty-five: one more tedious program until the big
news. Ernest sat with bleary eyes, staring at the strange flat figures on the television screen. They were
engaged in some moronic activity, which he had little desire to understand. Ernest was pleased with
himsdlf; hewasfairly drunk, nearly isolated from theirritating influences around him. He had
accomplished that on his own, too. The bar had been closed. He was resourceful. Sokol would be
proud.

"Good evening, ladies and gentlemen, concerned citizens of North America. Theregularly scheduled
programs and their sponsors have gracioudy relinquished their time so that we may bring you this specid
message of national importance. Ladies and gentlemen, the Representative of North America”

"My felow Americans," said the Representative, "this morning | met with the other members of our
government -- with the Representatives of South America, of Europe, Asa, Africa, and of the Pacific --
and it was our decision to inform you of an impending state of emergency inthisway. We sincerdly felt
that under the circumstancesthisisthefairest procedure, not only for you, my colleagues and neighbors
of North America, but for each and every person in theworld, each of whom, | hope, is right now
ligening to his Representative in whatever distant land he cdlshome.™

"Wereinfor it, now," said Ernest, adrunken smile expressing histrue fedings. "War. An economic
cigs”

"Ligten," said Gretchen angrily, "it soundsliketrouble. | just wish hed get onwithiit."

"Maybe they've devalued the orgasm,” said Ernest. He sat till for afew seconds, repesting hisjoke
to himsdlf. Then he started laughing, so hard that tears did down hisface. Gretchen pushed him off the
low hassock they were sharing.

Ernest stopped laughing, but got up and went to the refrigerator for another beer. He shook his head,
amazed at how totally involved hiswife was. She sat close to the s, leaning toward it, staring at the
Representative'stepid smile, asif she could glean more sense from hiswords by following them visudly
from their source.

She hadn't dways been that smpleminded, Ernest admitted. When hefirst met her, she had been a
remarkable summation of al he had wanted in female beauty. He had cometo redize that hisearly ideas
of female beauty meant little; they meant less and less as the years passed. What he had seen in those



days had been an attitude of careless sexuality. He had observed merely her celebration of "freedom,”
and had given it another name. Now, of course, her ideas of sexua behavior were becoming fuzzy,
indistinct, and rather impersonal. They were dowly becoming nonexistent.

"When isthe next eection?" asked Ernest, returning to his seet. "Fifteen years? Remind me not to vote
for thisguy, whatever hisnameis. He surelikesto hear himsdlf talk.”

"Quiet," said Gretchen. "I'm sure he'sdoing it for areason. Maybe he doesn't want to Sart apanic.”

"Panic!" said Ernest scornfully.

"Now, let me describe the Situation calmly,” said the Representative. "The most serious hazard at this
moment isthe possibility of causing an unfortunate and emotiona reaction among you. But, nevertheless,
the caseissimply that the world, and thus the entire population of our planet, isin grave danger of sudden
and violent destruction.” The face of the North American Representative, flat on the screen of theold
televison set, smiled but displayed no emation. His expression was adopted to foster confidence and
composure, even while he reported such darming news.

"Precisely what the doom isthat threatens us, and how it will wreek itsterrible havoc, isnot to be
disclosed. The particulars of thisinformation are known only to your six Representatives, and to the team
of specidistswho prepared the origina papers. It isour decison here that the details could not benefit
the average citizen, and only serveto interfere with our plansfor orderly and impartia evacuation.”

The Representative paused, alowing his audience to accept the harsh facts. Ernest watched in
amazement; the Representative was still holding histight little smile, asthough he were spesking of
something astrivia asaCanadian cold front. "Well," thought Ernest, "I got my wish. | gpologizeto dl the
people on the subway." He wondered what Sokol was thinking then, what sexy Suzy from the bar was
thinking, what the shopping-bag ladieswould say when they were told. Thiswasanew role, that of "the
condemned.” He had studied at an early age how to be generous, how to be angry, how to be sincere.
He had never learned what to do just before degath.

He would miss getting drunk at Mike's. He would miss making whispered suggestions to Suzy, seeing
her dow smiles or impatient frowns. He would miss people like Eileen, the secretary from work; he
would miss her kind, though he would not miss her. He wished that he could have had thetimeto
scrambleinto abetter life. He was suddenly sorry that he had let his relationship with Gretchen go so
wrong. Findly, with asigh, heimagined that it was his respongbility to be strong for her now. That was
hisrole. It would be difficult.

"Weredl going to die?' asked Gretchen, her voice rising in pitch and volume with each syllable.

"No, aren't you listening? He just said 'evacuation.’ Trust him. That's what he'sfor; he knows what
helsdoing.”

" Although we are faced with a catastrophe on ascale previoudy unknown on earth, thereis no cause
for uncontrolled hysteria. Our teams of engineers have been at work since thefirst hint of the
circumstances was interpreted several months ago. We are pleased to report that protective bunkers
have been built, with the assurance that they are completely and perfectly able to withstand the harshest
blowsthe stuation will dedl. Following the actud period of disruption, we will emerge into asomewhat
disordered and damaged world, but we, oursalves, will be none the worse for the experience. We will
then be able to resume our liveswith only the most moderate and reasonable of adjustments.

"However, we have not had adequate time to build enough protective shelters for each and every one
of you. Indeed, the most generous estimates indicate that there isroom for only one out of each two
hundred and fifty persons. Consequently, we have devised this scheme for insuring that those fortunate
individuals who do survive will be chosen by means of an unbiased system.”

"We are going to die!" said Gretchen, sobbing.

"No, wewon't," said Ernest flatly. As he listened to the Representative's speech, he had formed odd
and horrible visonsin hismind, taken chiefly from old movies of fantastic disasters. the skyline of New
Y ork City toppling in flaming obliteration; \Washington, London, Tokyo crushed benegath the feet of
unconvincing monsters, great walls of water toppling down to bury coasta metropolises; fiery cracks
gplitting the earth, men and lizards plunging in to their destruction. And through them dl walked a



particular sort of man -- the male lead -- holding the femae lead by the hand. Ernest's hasty resolve to
follow that example began to fade. He trembled at the thought of the smalest smoking fissure, the most
inconsequentia of colliding planets. And Gretchen was the excuse that he chose to mask his own growing
fear. Certainly, with alittle mental preparation, Ernest could fit into the hero part, but what sort of
stientist's lovely daughter was Gretchen? She would not do at dl. She provided not the dightest
motivation toward heroism. She would not be able to draw out that final, vital measure of couragein the
critica moment. He would be lost, and no one could say that he wasto blame. He sighed again. "I'll see
usthrough,” he said softly, sadly.

"Admittance to the bunkers will be granted only to those persons who present one of these tokens.”
The Representative held up a shiny brass coin, about the size of aquarter dollar. "Each person must have
one, therefore, make sure that each member of your family obtains his own. All persons without atoken
will be turned away on the day of evacuation. Family groupswill receive no specid treatment. We will
have no compunction at adl about splitting up such groups. Thisisthe only way we have of enforcing fair
conduct.

"Furthermore, each person must obtain histoken by himself. Only one token will be given to each
individua. In the case of children under the age of five years, they will receive thelr tokensonly if they are
brought to the dispensing station by a parent. The aged and the infirm must obtain their tokensin smilar
fashion. Thismay seem heartless at first glance, but proper reflection will proveit to bethe only reliable
course. Names will be taken at the dispensing stations, and positive proof of identification will be
required. Later, these listsswill be checked with lists of those persons admitted to the shelters. Any
person who thus gppears to have obtai ned entrance through fraudulent means will beimmediately
executed, and his entire party with him.

"Finaly, beginning tomorrow the dispensing stations will be located at random spots around the globe.
Their positions have been chosen with especid care to safeguard the equitable distribution of tokens. But
the exact locations are also a secret, so that afurther element of chance may work to the democratic
effect.

"And now, | and my colleagueswish you all the best of luck, and may God bless."

Meantime B

Weintraub received orders from Berlin, ddlivered through the Red Front district headquartersin
Gelnhausen. After the sudden dissolution of hislocal cdll, and with Herr Schneck's persona
recommendation, Weintraub had become the prime candidate for a complex and subtle mission.

"Thisassgnment will make you ahero,” said Zeborian, the late Herr Schneck's successor.

"I'm not interested in that,” said Weintraub. "I can't help thinking that | failed in Frachtdorf. | owethe
Party something. | put mysdlf at the disposal of our leadersin Berlin; whatever role they choose for me, |
will try tofill to their satisfaction.”

"Excdlent, Herr Weintraub,” said Zeborian, smiling. "I will admit that your ordersrequire grest
sacrificesfrom you. It will be amost dangerous, difficult time, but the rewards for success will be beyond
your imagining.”

"I will do my best.”

"I know that, and Berlin redlizes that, too. A project of this scope would hardly be entrusted to
someone of lesser talents and enthusiasm. Now, listen.” Zeborian outlined the plan to Weintraub. The
youth would soon leave his homeland, journeying to the recently subjugated United States. The necessary
emigration papers had been obtained through Communist agents planted among the bureaucratic workers



in Berlin. Weintraub would begin anew lifein New Y ork; he would establish himsdf dowly. After a
period of time, he would make contact with a high-ranking Party member there who would guide the
second phase of the operation. Weintraub nodded. He felt both confident and proud.

"Well, then, Herr Weintraub,” said Zeborian, reaching across his desk to clagp Weintraub's hand,
"though we must continue our struggle on thisdistasteful confidentid levd, a least were il fighting. It
won't belong before the world will again thrill to the voices of liberated masses, joyoudy raised in
comraddly song.”

"Not long, | hope," said Weintraub.

"S0. Here. Y our new papers. Y our instructions for the next month, and those to be opened after your
arrival in Ostamerika. Expense money for your remaining days here, abank draft for your stay in New
Y ork. The Party iswith you, Kamerad Weintraub. Good luck, and may God bless."

"Long live the shining victory of the peopl€srevolution,” said Weintraub solemnly.

"Yes. Quite." Zeborian stood and escorted Weintraub to the door.

Weintraub led aquiet, londy life. It wasfairly smplefor him to tie up the loose ends of his business
and personal matters. He made ha f-muttered excusesto Frau Gansser, the owner of the bookshop in
which Weintraub had worked for four years. His landlady was rather pleased, for when Weintraub
moved out, she would be able to raise the rent on the musty attic apartment. And Weintraub's ssammered
explanation brought his girlfriend, Nati, to tears. She had begun talking frequently about marriage, and the
Party's orders provided Weintraub with awelcome excuse. He didn't tell her the details, of course;
merely that something had happened which would make her proud if he could explain. He said that after
the mysterious thing was over, he would return and marry her. They both knew perfectly well that wasa
lie; Weintraub soothed Nati's disappointment for awhile, and then said goodbye. He was relieved, but
gtill full of sadness. He had agenuine affection for her, but he could never have married her and till be as
useful to the Party.

Heleft Frachtdorf late in February 1919. He was to rent a cheap room in Hamburg, and do whatever
he pleased until the first of May. Then he was to meet a Party operative who would take him to the boat
which would get Weintraub out of the country. The months passed uneventfully, pleasantly. On thefirst of
May, he was contacted by an elderly man, dressed in expensive clothing, who led Weintraub through the
dirty streets of Hamburg to the waterfront. They boarded alarge, battered fishing boat. The captain of
the craft glanced once at the Party agent, once at Weintraub, and nodded. No one had said aword. The
elderly man turned silently and left. The captain pointed to asmdl cot in the cabin, and went out to
supervise the preparations for their departure. Weintraub yawned, went to the cot, and was soon adleep.

Hourslater, Weintraub went above to get the fresh air. It was adark and cold spring night, afew
hours before dawn. The stars shone hard and bright; there were no dark smears of land to be seen. The
fishing boat cut through the low seas, northward across the Skagerrak. Weintraub ran a hand through his
hair and rubbed his stiff neck, then climbed up to the pilot house. The captain was Sitting at asmall table
drinking coffee, while ayoung crewman held the whed. "Hdllo," said Weintraub. The captain nodded and
indicated the coffee. Weintraub poured himself acup. There was no sugar or milk. "Can you tell me
where were going?"

The captain stood and stretched. "Norway," he said. "I'll leave you in asmal village on the southern
cape. You'll be met. | don't have any ideawhere you'll go after that.”

"How long before we get there?”

The captain shrugged. "A while," he said. "Go below and get some deep. Thereain't anything eseto
do." It was very cold on deck; the wet wind off the North Sea chilled Weintraub, and he decided that the
captain was right. He spent the rest of the night and the following day in the cabin. Much later, they
arrived in the shdlow harbor of thevillage.

Weintraub siwung his smal bundle of belongings over his shoulder. When he started acrossthe
gangplank, the captain was nowhere in sght. There was aman waiting on the small pier. Assoon as
Weintraub stepped onto the dock, the captain's voice called out to the crew to make ready to shove off.
There was no sense of conspiracy or comradeship, no good luck backdaps or gruff words of advice.



Before the Party agent introduced himself, the fishing boat was dready putting out to sea. Weintraub had
left Jermany for thefirg timein hislife. Hewas afraid.

"Herr Weintraub, follow me plesse. | have acar. We have along journey, and | know you must
aready betired. Let usgo." Weintraub sighed. The agent took the bundle and led the way to the car.
Weintraub climbed into the rear seat and dozed.

They drove through the twilight for many miles, dong narrow, rutted dirt roads. Occasionally, they
passed smd| settlements, and Weintraub could catch glimpses of snug log houses, warm-looking, with
bright ydlow lights shining through the windows and thick billows of smoke streaming from the chimneys.
He wondered how long it would be before he could retire to ahome of his own, with acomfortable,
loving wife, afew sons, some smple occupation. These people, though innocent and lovely inarugtic
way, had to be protected; it wasfolk like these who could be so easily and secretly endaved. It was
happening now, as the corrupt, victorious Jerman Empire spread its influence throughout Europe and the
Bdltic. And it was up to Weintraub and others with awakened consciencesto fight on behalf of the smple
citizens. That waswhy, after al, these workers were egting their hard-earned dinnersin their ancient
homes, and he was driving by, cold, hungry, weary, not even knowing his destination. That waswhy,
after dl, he was glad to make the sacrifice.

They stopped at last, once again well before sunrise. Weintraub got out of the car and stretched
deepily. Hisdriver remained insde, but handed the bundle out through the window. Y et another agent
waited in the darkness, and the car rolled away down the rough Norwegian road as Weintraub presented
his identification. The agent handed the papers back. "Come aong, please” he said.

"Whereisthis?' asked Weintraub, noticing lights shining through a stand of trees.

"We are near the seq," said the agent. "The Party established a secret submarine base here five years
ago. You will leavefor Americaat dawn.”

Weintraub felt anervoustingle. The very ideaof submarines had aways frightened him, but he had at
least thought it unlikely that he'd ever see one, let doneridein one. Now it seemed that he was going to
crossthe Atlantic in an iron box, sunk many meters below the surface. He shook his head. The Party
could ask alot of aman.

Weintraub boarded the submarine a short time later. He was introduced to the commanding officer,
Kapitanleutnant Ditmars Kaufmann, and was shown to his quarters. These were merely a partitioned
area of the narrow gangway. A folding cot had been set up; there was room for little ese. Weintraub
undressed and resumed his night's deep. The submarine was under weigh when he awoke.

It was an old ship, built before the war began. It was one of the prototype U-boats, equipped with
kerosene-fuded engines for running on the surface rather than the more efficient and safer diesel engines
that became standard by 1914. When submerged, the submarine was powered by dectric batteries,
much the same asthose used by dl submarine fleetsin the world. The early Jerman submarines had
certain structura problems, many of which were solved during the course of thewar. This craft, now
operated by the Jerman Communist Party, would be sadly outclassed in any surface nava combat
Stuation; but that was not its purpose.

Weintraub sat in hislittle compartment, screened off by amakeshift door from the bustling traffic of
the submarine's single passageway. He had little desire to stir from his cabin while the sub made itsway
from the conced ed pen on the southern tip of Norway through the Jerman coastal defenses. Later that
day, when Kaufmann ordered the tanks blown and the vessal surfaced, Weintraub went out to stretch his
cramped legs. He climbed the ladder on the inside of the conning tower, and joined the captain on the
bridge.

"Good day, Herr Weintraub," said Kaufmann. "I hope you're comfortable.”

"Very," said Weintraub. It was damp and cold, but the clean air refreshed him. The day was ending;
the sun was setting, a perfect circle of red bleeding its color onto the western sea. "I must admit that | felt
alittle nervous, traveling submerged.”

"We don't carry many passengers,” said Kaufmann with ashrug. "They al haveto learn to get used to
it. It won't take long. Y ou should be well adjusted by the time we put in at the supply stationin



Greenland."

Weintraub nodded, but he didn't fedl as confident asthe captain. "Thisisavery old submarine, isn't
it?" hesad.

"Yes," said Kaufmann. While he spoke, he and two other crewmen scanned the horizon through field
glasses. "Thiswas one of the first submarines built by Krupp, around 1913. It was reported lost a sea
with dl handsonitsfirst trid cruise. Asyou can see, it wasn't.”

Weintraub was silent for amoment. "What happened to the origina crew?' he said at last.

The captain made an eaborate show of searching the night for danger. He shrugged again, inreply to
the question.

"Dead?' asked Weintraub. "Brave Jerman sailors?!

"The end, the means, they judtify.”

"Do you know the end?’

"If you would rather swim..." The cgptain was interrupted by the arriva of Porski and Gaffner, sailors
ordered to relieve the other officers of the watch. Kaufmann took the opportunity to call down to hisfirst
officer. "Take over, will you, Number One?1'm coming below for awhile; et me know if you see
anything unusua. And answer any questions our passenger may ask. Heisour guest.” The captain
disappeared down the hatch. After severa minutes of cold silence on the bridge, Weintraub went below
aso.

The next morning, Weintraub felt agood dedl better. Of course, the captain had been right. The
Party, being better able to see and understand the nature of its future difficulties, had taken stepswhich
might be impaossible for an uninformed individuad such as Weintraub to interpret. The loss of the Jerman
crew of the submarine had been regrettable but, apparently, necessary. The Communist Party was
aways unpopular. Now, it wasillegal aswell. So al of its activities had to be carried out under the
strictest of security routines. And, of course, he knew what the ends were that they al worked for; he
had |ooked foolish, and would have to gpologize to Kaufmann.

It was another fine clear day. The submarine moved along the surface at a speed of fourteen knots,
issuing athick plume of black smoke from the kerosene engines exhaust. Weintraub was greeted by a
low grunt from the captain, and annoyed |ooks from the other two men on watch. He knew that he was
just in their way, no matter where he went in the ship.

"How many other submarines does the Party own?' he asked.

"One," said Kaufmann. "It's ill back at Kaeresnat, being refitted.”

"Oh. Wasit sabotaged also?' There was no reply. Weintraub frowned and stared out over the bright
rolling waves.

Suddenly, one of the crewmen shouted and pointed out to starboard. Kaufmann swung hisglassesin
that direction, muttered something, and bent to the speaking tube. "Dive, dive, divel" he shouted. The
crewmen were dready scrambling down the hatch; Weintraub stood frozen, fearful. "Go on!™ cried
Kaufmann. "Get beow!" Weintraub hurried down the ladder, the captain following him. Kaufmann'sfoot
crushed the dow-moving youth's fingers, Weintraub leg go of the ladder and dropped the rest of the way
into the submarine. He heard the sailors around him cursing, and he heard the captain securing the
hatches in the conning tower. Already the submarine was dropping at a sharp angle. Kaufmann came
down the ladder and hurried to the periscope. "Leve off a ten meters,” he said.

"Ten meters,”" came the report.

"Up," said Kaufmann. The first officer stood at his post, and at the order operated the lever that ran
the periscope up. Kaufmann searched the surface of the sea around them for along while. "Down," he
sadfindly. The periscope did noisdesdy to it origind position. " Steer to course two-five-zero. Engines
al ahead full." Heturned to hisfirgt officer. "A convoy,” he said. "Threelarge freighters, one destroyer.
Range three-o-double-0."

"British?" asked Weintraub.

"Thefreightersare,”" said Kaufmann. "The destroyer is Jerman.”

"Food ships," said thefirst officer.



"Yes," said the captain. "Make ready al torpedo tubes.”

"All tubes clear, Herr Kapitanleutnant.”

"Stand by, first bow tube," said the captain. "Up scope.” He checked the range again, calling out
figures as the distance decreased. "Firefirst tube!" he said, when the range got to athousand meters.
There was arushing, hissng sound, and thefirst torpedo was on itsway. Kaufmann ordered the
periscope down. He didn't wait to see whether the torpedo hit its mark; he ordered the submarine to
forty meters. Nearly aminute | ater, there was amuffled concussion; the torpedo had found itstarget. The
crew began to cheer.

"They'll probably be pretty confused,” said thefirt officer.

"Those that aren't dead,” said Weintraub. The others glared.

"Those ships of food and medica supplies are the symbols of our surrender,” said Kaufmann. "I have
ordersto sink them on sight, if possible. | would do so without the orders.”

"Thisisn't wartime," said Weintraub.

"Itisnt wartime for them,” said the captain, jerking histhumb upward. "It il isfor us, and it will be
until the Party haswon its eventua tota victory. Perhaps our superiors have chosen unwisdly in sending
you on whatever misson you have."

"No," said Weintraub dowly. "I understand your meaning. I'm just unused to this sort of tactic. |
believein apoalitica revolution, without the aid of the military. | would rather win aman's mind then
compel hisobedience"

"Stand by, stern tube. Come about to course zero-seven-0. Well go back under them and hit them
going away."

"It's easy to understand how we won the war," said Weintraub. "There is no defense against a
submarine. That convoy is as helpless as ababy, and we arein no danger at al.”

"Unless the destroyer hits uswith adepth bomb," said thefirst officer. "Or if the weight of the water
damages our pressure hull. Or if arivet becomesjust abit loose, and seawater leaksin. If enough spills
into the acid of the storage batteries, well have atin can full of chlorine gas and dead bodies. And these
waters are fill cluttered with mines. Or the ballast tanks..."

"Take her up to ten meters,” said Kaufmann.

The sub glided back to periscope depth. Kaufmann ordered the scope up and took along look. He
stepped away and let hisfirst officer examine the scene above. Thefirst officer went back to his post
grinning. Kaufmann generoudy dlowed Weintraub aturn. He went to the periscope nervoudy; init he
saw thereflected horrors of submarine warfare. The freighter, marked with ahuge red cross amidships,
was hedling over. He could seetiny figures running across the hull. Some boats had been lowered, but
there hadn't been enough time to rescue the mgjority of the crew and the passengers. Even as Weintraub
watched, the freighter rocked and dowly settled benesth the water.

"The destroyer and the other two have changed course and are heading away at full steam,” said the
firgt officer.

Kaufmann replaced Weintraub at the scope. "WEIl have to pass up the second freighter, but the third
isjust now coming into my sights. Stand by on stern tube, Number One. Readly... fire ern tube!™ This
time, Kaufmann watched the path of the torpedo through the periscope. Weintraub waited anxioudy,
fedling disturbed and somewhat sickened. At last he felt the shock of the explosion. He did not joininthe
celebration.

"Right behind the bridge," cried Kaufmann. "It's gone under already!"

"A lot of good Jerman folk will starve, certainly,” said Weintraub. No one answered him.

"Come about to course one-seven-five," said Kaufmann.

"Ready second bow tube."

Weintraub wanted to go back to his quarters, but he knew he couldn't stand the humiliation that
would follow. He closed his eyes and tried to wait out the terrible moments.

"The destroyer is coming after us," said the captain softly. "All right, well takeit on.”

Now Weintraub was more horrified than ever. "Captain," he said, "the freighters | can understand.



They were British ships, our nation's degradation. But the destroyer is our nation. It isa part of the
Jerman Navy. Itssailors joined in the rebellion that drove out the Kaiser. Y ou can't attack our own
people.”

"If the destroyer issunk," said the first officer, "then Jermany will suspect Itay, France, even the
United States. The Jerman folk will grow stronger in their resolve to stand against them.”

"Come to bearing one-six-0," said Kaufmann, ignoring the debate. "Ready, Number One. Fire
second bow tube! Down scope, stand by to dive. Open main vents. Clutches out. Take her down to
sxty meters. Come about to course two-eight-five. Take over, Number One." A short time later came
the shock wave of an explosion. Kaufmann wanted to leave the area as soon as possible, in case the
destroyer had not been sunk. The submarine had used its last torpedo, and was now defensel ess except
for the single 37mm gun. Kaufmann had no intention of surfacing to useit, however.

"Y ou've murdered them!" cried Weintraub. "Our own countrymen!”

Kaufmann gestured to thefirg officer. "Sig," he said, "come with me. | want to talk to you." Thefirst
officer sghed gratefully and followed the captain to the ward room. Weintraub was |eft standing aone;
the other sailors pointedly ignored him. At lat, ill trembling with anger and dismay, hereturned to his
quarters, where he remained for the rest of the voyage.

CHAPTER 4

Gretchen was screaming. She had stopped even trying to make sense. Her shrieks were growing
louder and stronger, rather than subsiding. Ernest himsalf was shaken; he wanted time to understand the
Stuation. He needed to be adone, somewhere quiet, where he could take out the few ideas that had any
vaue for him, where he could set up those congtructsin arationd order. He could examine himsdlf: his
meanness, his endurance, his dissatisfaction, his meager hopes. He could examine Gretchen, who
provided the unvarying stimulusfor his responses. He could put the two of them together, a one end of
some mental scale. Then he could figure in the baby someplace -- he didn't know where, exactly. And
the unborn baby, that Gretchen carried so resentfully. That would go between them. Then he could start
relating the externd influences. Sokol. The Representatives. Suzy? No, and aso not Eileen. What else?
Nothing else. There should be more, but there wasn't.

"All right," said Ernest loudly, "I'm going to give you three of these pills. Y ou're only supposed to take
one at atime. Don't take any more after | leave, O.K.?'

Gretchen looked at him wildly. She clutched hisarm so tightly that it hurt him. "Where are you going
now?' shecried.

Ernest shook hishead. "Just swallow the pills. | don't want to waste any moretime. If they're going to
open those token stations in the morning, they must be setting them up now. Everybody elseisgoing to
be sitting around swearing and crying tonight. I'm going out to check and seeif | can find anything out.”

That made Gretchen cry even more. "Don't leave me here" she said. "Don't leave Stevie.™

"Nothing will happen,” he said. "Everything will be fine tonight. Just get some rest. Well have atough
day tomorrow."

"Don't leave me, Ernie.”

Heled her to the smal bed. The pillswere dready beginning to calm her down alittle. He said nothing
moreto her, but left the modapt as quietly as he could. He shut the door softly behind him. Inthe
hallway, he heard more shouting from his neighbors modapts. The eevator wouldn't respond when he
pushed the button.

Suddenly, the door of the modapt across the hall from the Weinraubs swung open. Ernest glanced



idly back in that direction. The modapt belonged to a strange old man, amidget who lived in neurotic
secluson. Ernest and Gretchen had seen him only afew timesin the many monthsthey'd lived in the
building. The old man had his groceries delivered and went out only rarely, for what reasons Ernest did
not know.

"Ah, Mr. Weinblum!" said the midget, waking down the corridor with a peculiar, painful waddle.

"Weinraub," said Ernest.

"Yes, of course. It's so kind of you to visit mein my londiness. How isyour wonderful bride?!

"Fine" sad Ernest, wishing the eevator would arrive. "I'm sorry, | wasjust going out.”

"Isitimportant?' asked thelittle man. "I must gpologize, but I'm sure you heard the Representative
tonight, didn't you?"

Ernest nodded. There wasn't ahum or arattle from the elevator to promise rescue.

"Well, then, you can't deny that you're curious about it."

"And you can't say that you know any more than the rest of us."

Thetiny old man laughed. "Ddightful, I'm sure," he said. "Come, we both need to talk about this. |
have wine." Hetook Ernest's hand. Ernest flinched; the old man's fingers were rough and cold. The hand
waslike achild's, smal and ddicately boned, but the skin was too abrasive, too brittle.

"I'm redlly sorry, Mr. Vladieki. | wasjust on my way out.” The midget pretended not to hear.

"You call meLance," hesaid, peering up into Ernest's face. Vladieki's expression became very
serious. "Weve lived as neighbors for more than ayear, and you've never visited with my friends and me.
My real nameisLeonard, you see, but | used the name Lance in motion pictures.” He led Ernest by the
hand to his apartment.

They stopped at the threshold. Vladieki was obvioudy proud of his modapt, and waited for Ernest's
reaction. For amoment, Ernest just stared. "My God," he said finally.

"Look!" said Vladieki. "Emerald City iscloser and prettier than ever!” They entered, and the little man
shut the door. "There's no place like home," he said. The four walls of the modapt were covered with
gigantic blown-up photographs. On the wall directly opposite the front door, dominating the small room,
wastheface of ayoung girl. "That's Dorothy, of course," said Vladieki.

"Judy Garland?"

The old man smiled. "Yes. Dorothy." Shefilled the entire space of the wall, a close-up of her head;
her eyeswere shining, her expression awe-struck, lovely, her lips parted. A narrow dresser stood in the
corner of the room, obscuring some of her hair and her eft ear. An electrical outlet intruded into her
throat. Adjacent to that wall was one on which another enlarged picture showed Dorothy, the Tin
Woodman, the Straw Man, and the Cowardly Lion on the Y ellow Brick Road. Vladieki's kitchen area
was againgt thiswall, and the appliances and furniture covered the bottom half of the photograph. Across
from thiswall was a picture of Munchkinland, with severa beehive-shaped, thatched houses, scores of
oddly dressed Munchkins, and Billie Burke as Glindathe Good Witch. The Y ellow Brick Road led from
Glinda's feet right down to Vladieki's battered bed. Ernest turned, somewhat amazed, somewhat
repelled. Behind him, around the door, was the countryside, the Road, and a distant view of the Emerald
City of Oz.

"A place wherethereisn't any trouble,” said Vladieki. "That'swhat Dorothy cdled it.”

"l saw the movie acouple of times. Not for along while, though,” said Ernest. He didn't quite know
how to react.

"l wasinit," said Vladieki, hiswrinkled, ancient face showing great satisfaction. He walked over to
the picture of the Munchkins. He stood on his bed and pointed to afigure haf-hidden in the background.
"That'sme," hesaid. "l wasaMunchkin. | wasin the Munchkin Militia. We used to get together, years
ago, dl the old Munchkins. Those of usthat werein the militia, we dl had ranks. | was Sergeant-Magor.
I'm one of the last ones|eft.”

"That movie was madein the early or middle Sixties, wasn't it? That would make you pretty old.”
Vladieki didn't correct Ernest.

Ernest walked about the modapt; it was even smaler and more poorly equipped than his own.



Vladieki's was an African make, one that had gone out of business nearly twenty years before. On top of
the dresser was atape player and aframed photograph. The picture was brown and crumbling. It was
obvioudy apublicity ill, of abeautiful woman. She wore very old-fashioned clothing and makeup. It
wasinscribed: To Lance: If only your --- was as big as your heart! Love, Bobbie. Ernest studied it for
amoment.

"That's Roberta Quentini,” said the old man. He came over to Ernest and reached up for the picture.
Ernest looked down, fedling strange to have such an aged person bumbling about near him. He handed
the framed photo to Vladieki. "She was one of the best of the slent stars,” said the midget. "Until she
killed hersdlf. We had alot of good times." Ernest didn't know whether to believe him; if Vladieki had
been only twenty years old during the silent film days, he would have to be over ahundred and thirty
years old now.

Vladieki gave the picture back to Ernest. "If | ever go looking for my heart'sdesire again,” he said, "l
won't look any further than my own back yard."

"We don't have back yards," said Ernest, irritated by the senile old man.

"Dorothy said that, too. About the heart's desire. Thereésalot of wisdomin Oz."

"That'sit," said Ernest. "A big house will come crunching down from outer space and smash usdl.”

"Ah," said the midget. "The Representative.”

"Y ou remember, I'm sure. We're dl going to die.”

"All in good time, my little pretty. All in good time. Unquote. The Wicked Witch of the West." Ernest
decided to leave. Vladieki interpreted his guest's mood, and replied with another of the Witch'slines.
"Going so soon?' hesaid. "Why, | wouldn't hear of it!" Hisdry, forced cackle made Ernest shudder.

"l do havethingsto do," said Ernest. "My last will and testament, you know. One last night out with
the boys."

"Just amoment, please,” said Vladieki, in apitiable tone of voice. "Come back! Don't go without me!
Please, come back!"

Ernest stopped, his hand on the doorknob. He didn't turn around. The two men waited, each involved
in hisown particular anxiety. If Ernest could have separated himself from the evening, from the sour
news, from the lovelessworld that made everyone so uniquely insane, he might have hated the ancient
midget. And, smilarly, if the old man could have looked beyond his own fortress of dreams, he might
have had a stranger's contempt for Ernest and his petty, unorigina problems. But it was not the case for
either man; they cared for different things, they lived for different gods. It was asthough they existed in
mutudly invisbleworlds: itisnot only pardld linesthat never meet. Lines skewed in space have neither
intersection nor the minima interest of equidistance. Aswith Ernest and Leonard Vladieki, so it waswith
everyone. No pointsin common, no relationshipsto share.

Ernest looked up at the Emerald City. Under close inspection it was blurry and indistinct, abarely
comprehensible hexagonal pattern of dots -- white, gray, and black, red, yellow, green, blue. He turned
dowly toface Vladieki. "Y ou know," he sad, "it'salittle unhedthy, this attachment you have."

"Unhedlthy?' asked the old man, hisvoice strained, pitched too high. ™Y ou can listen to that televison
and tdl me I'm unhedthy? With al that's going on in theworld? Y ou cal me sick for building alittle room
of peace, where| can rest from the depravity around me?"

"You'renot resting,” said Ernest. "Y ou're hiding.”

Vladieki laughed again. " Since when have you been the prince of the activists, Migter, uh..."

"Weinraub. Never mind. At least | don't have my whole life centered around one single moment. At
least | haven't shut off my input like you have. Have you experienced anything at al in the last fifty years,
for God's sake?'

Thetiny man just stared. His hands hung at his sides, quivering with apasy of age. His head shook in
dight, involuntary jerks. Heindicated achair for Ernest, and took another himsdf. "Tdl me, then," he
sad, "what you have at the center of your life. Isthere anything there?'

"Yes," said Ernest angrily, "aperfectly good set of genitalsthat haven't been getting as much exercise
asthey should, and now probably won't get much more, if the Representative doesn't come through for



me”

"Ah," said Vladieki, rdlaxing. " The Representative again. How often he intrudes on your thoughts.”

Ernest was alittle amazed. The old midget had indicated that he had listened to the Representative's
broadcast; yet, Vladieki didn't appear to have digested the importance of the announcement.
"Sometimes," said Ernest, "rardly, | admit, | get to thinking about this grand old world of ours. | think
about what the Representative said tonight, and | imagine what asorry place it would be without me.
And, then, how sorry I'll bewithout it. That'sall.”

"Pay no atention to that man behind the curtain,” said Vladieki, with hisunnerving rustling cackle.

"What?'

"That'swhat the Wizard said to Dorothy and the others when he was reveded pulling the leversand
things"

"Y ou're not afraid of the Representative's news?'

"Once, right after we finished Oz, thisguy cdled Reverend Slight was going to organize us Munchkins
and take us on atour of the United States. We were going to clean up. Twenty-Six cities. One concert in
each town, packed audiences, enough money for everybody for years. So we al signed contracts. |
mean, none of us had agents or business managers or anything. We weren't actors, just midgets. We had
all been rounded up at the last minute to be in the movie. We didn't know any better. We didn't stop to
think that MGM owned dl the costumes and the sets. Hell, they probably could have gotten a court
order to keep usfrom appearing anyway, exploiting their movie. And, anyhow, we couldn't sing. All the
Munchkin songsin the picture were dubbed later. A lot of the midgets couldn't even speak English. We
al invested in Reverend Sight's enterprise, he vanished, and I've lived here ever since. Nobody's ever
donethat to me again, because | haven't given them the chance. Except the bastard kids that deliver my
groceries. But even that's been akind of game. Look." He opened adrawer of the bureau and brought a
heavy object wrapped in white linen. He unfolded the yellowing materid; indde was alarge gold frame.
He handed it to Ernest. It was a photograph of Judy Garland as Dorothy, adeep in thefield of poppies.
She was absolutely beautiful. Theinscription read: Lance -- thereis a magic land of Oz, if we know
where to look for it... Your love and friendship have shown me the way... con amore, Judy. The
handwriting was cramped and amost illegible. Ernest noticed that it was the same as that on the portrait
of Roberta Quentini. They were both obvioudy forged.

" think thistrouble will be agood thing for you," said Ernest. "Something like this, to shock you out of
your numbness. It'samost like doing you afavor.”

"'Come, soothing death.”

Ernest put the framed picture of Judy Garland on the floor. "That's not what | meant,” he said. "If the
threat of extinction doesn't drive you out, back into the world, nothing will. And of course, if nothing will,
then, well, | hateto say it, but it seemsthat might be the best thing. My boss Sokol would love to have
your modapt dot.”

"Was he aMunchkin, too?" asked Vladieki sarcagtically. "I seem to remember a Sokol. Hewasn't in
the militia, | think. But there were others. We had awhole drunken revel scene, too. That was cut out
very early. I'm glad. It wasn't thematically sound.”

Ernest waved at the wrinkled midget impatiently. "If nothing means anything to you, why did you
bother even ligtening to the announcement”?’

"l love the Representative,” said Vladieki. "Because of the wonderful things he does. Because of the
wonderful things he does."

"l will leave you now," said Ernest, standing, moving again toward the door. "I don't have anything
elseto say. | don't want to listen to anything else you have to say. But thanks, anyway, for taking away
the bad taste of my wife's hysteria. Now | have to go out and get ready al over again.”

"I'll see you to the door," said Vladieki, walking dowly acrossthe room. "I'm redly sorry you haveto
go. | have atape here of dl of the songsfrom Oz, and alot of the didogue. | know it dl, of course. Every
word, every sgh.”

"A harmless hobby," said Ernest. "Good night.”



"I'll never see you again, you know," said the very old man. "I'll be dead soon. And ether you will be,
too, or you won't. But Dorothy will live on. That'swhat you don't redlize."

"Good night, good night,” said Ernest wearily, stepping out into the hallway, back into the dim world,
into the night of tangiblewoe. It smdled like garlic and urine.

"I'd give anything to get out of Oz altogether," said Vladieki sadly. "That'swhat Dorothy said, at the
end."

"Good night."

Meanwhile 2

Asthe clock moved on toward midday, the rain stopped. Ernst leaned back in his chair and waited
for the sun to draw pedestrians from their shelters. He signaled to M. Gargotier, and the proprietor
brought arag from the bar to mop the table. Ernst left his seet to check his appearancein the Fée
Blanche's huge, cracked mirror. His clothes were still soaked, of course, and in the growing afternoon
heat they clung to him unpleasantly. He ran his hand through his hair, trying to give it amoreraffish,
rumpled look, but it was far too wet. M. Gargotier returned to his place behind the bar, ignoring Ernst.
There were voices from the patio; Ernst sighed and gave up the bar's muggy darkness.

Outside, the sun made Erngt squint. His headache began to throb angrily. He went back to his usua
table, noticing that acrowd had collected beyond the cafés rusty iron railing. A few people had come
into the Fée Blanche, preferring no doubt to witness the unknown affair from amore comfortable
vantage. It was nearly timefor Erngt to change to mashroub ra-why, his afternoon refreshment, but M.
Gargotier was busly serving the newcomers. Erngt waited impatiently, histumbler of anisette once again
empty. He stared at the people lining the sidewalk, unable for the moment to guess what had attracted
them.

"Now," thought Erngt, "if 1 look closaly enough, | will be able to recognize the backsides of every
person I've ever known. How tedious the world becomes, once one redlizes that everyonein it can be
divided into adozen or so groups. That young woman there, ah, afairly interesting knot of black hair,
attractive legs, athick waist. If she were to turn around, her face would be no surprise. Heavy eyebrows,
no doubt, full lips, her upper front teeth protruding just alittle. Large breasts hanging, her shirt cut to
expose them, but it isten yearstoo late for that. It istoo boring. | have no interest evenin seeingif I'm
correct.”

Erngt smiled, redlizing that he was deliberately avoiding any real observation. It was nonsense, of
course, to think that twelve physicd types might be enough to cata ogue the shabby mass of people that
filled the city. He had exhausted that particular entertainment, and rather quickly; what remained wasthe
more tiresome prospect of actually describing the crowd. Perhaps M. Gargotier would arrive soon,
interrupting the intdllectud effort, scattering the energy, mercifully introducing atiny but vital novelty.

"Aninteresting point," said Erngt doud, imagining himsdf alecturer before dozing sudentsin some
difling European hal, "agenuine philosophical point that we can dl grasp and taste for truth, isthat there
is nothing in the world quite like the opportunity of seeing someone make an ass of himsdlf. Free
entertainment is, after all, the Great Leveler, not desth, as we have often been told. In the case of desth,
therich are often able to regulate its moment of victory, staving off the fina instant for months, even
years, with purchased miracles of medicine. The poor take what they are given. But free entertainment is
democrétic!

"No one may say when a spectacle may arise, may explode, may stumble. And then, when that
moment comes, every man, rich or poor, must take advantage as best he can, elbowing aside the crowds



all together a the sametime. So, by sitting here, | have conquered them dl, diverson and audience dike.
And | can delude mysdlf with my own andogies, considering death alesser antagonist, and applaud my
ownimmortdity.”

Inawhile Erngt heard aragged ruffle of drums, and a high-pitched voice shouting orders. Only the
Gaish, thought Ernst with disgppointment. It was only the new Citizens Army; therewould belittle
chance here to advance his position. He did not care for the local folk and their sudden and silly palitics;
his own sort of people would not be long entertained by the fools parade. He caled M. Gargotier ina
loud, rude voice. "Bring me some of that ugly Arab drink," he said. "It'snoon, isn't it?" Therewasnot a
word from the proprietor, not asmile or anod.

The people on the sidewalk, however, were having awonderful time. Ernst could hear the beating of
the snare drums, playing a syncopated, unmilitary cadence. The several drummers had evidently not had
much practice together; the strokesrardly fdll together, and with alittle attention one could identify the
different styles of each man. The dapping of the marching feet againg the rough stones of the pavement
was likewise without precison. Ernst frowned, looking at his own frayed, stained suit. If things could be
arranged according to merit, then certainly he would be granted a better Situation than this. He
remembered the white linen suit he had owned when hefirst came to the city. He had worn it proudly,
contemptuous of the city's natives and their hanging, shapeless garments, dl darkly sweat-marked, torn,
and foul. That suit had not lasted long. It, along with the white wide-brimmed hat and his new boots, had
been stolen within aweek, while heindulged himsdlf at the Sourour baths. He had never returned to that
establishment, nor any other in the Arab quarter. Now he looked much like those he had disdained on his
arriva, and, strangdly, that brought him a certain pleasure aswell. At least he didn't ssem to beamere
tourist. He had been initiated. He belonged, asdl the cityful of mongrels belonged.

So the time passed with Erngt trying mightily to ignore the exhibition in the street. Often the
movements of the crowd opened spaces and he could see the garishly outfitted militia. The workmen and
daves of the city cheered them, and this annoyed Ernst even more. He swallowed some of the local
liquor in agulp, holding the smal wooden bowl on the flat of one pdm. What good isthat army? he
wondered. The Gaish had no weapons. An army of no threats. And, beyond that, thought Ernst ashe
waved once more to M. Gargotier, they have no enemies. There was nothing on dl the sand but the
snglecity. "Just bread and circuses," muttered Erngt, observing the crowd's excitement. "Just an
entertainment for the groundlings.” He had other thingsto consider.

"Eugenie," hethought, "magnificent horror of my youth, | would trade my eterna portion to have you
with me now. How old you must be! How like these cheap dorsdl identities | see before me, without
personality, without more than the instantaneous appetites, without the barest knowledge of me. They,
who have drifted here from the living world, have been charred dowly to that condition. They have
greedily accepted their lot, their badge of grime, their aristo suppuration, their plebaan filth. They left
Europe as| did, to change dowly and by degrees of privation, like adow sunset of amnesia, into thislife
of utter exhaustion. Never again will my eyes, my nose and mouth, the wet hairs of my body be free of
grit and sand. The wealthy and | have had to |abor to attain such an existence. But you, Eugenie, you had
it withyou al thetime. Y ou would be queen here, Eugenie, but you would be as ugly asthe rest.”

Ernst spped more of the liqueur. He dipped three fingertipsinto it, and flicked the dark fluid at the
backs of the people crowding against the railing. Spots formed on the clothing of aman and agirl. Ernst
laughed; the too-loud noise sobered him for amoment. Y ou'd be ugly, Eugenie,” he said, "and I'd be
drunk." The hest of the African noon enveloped him, and the stillness madeit difficult to breath. Ernst
struggled out of his old worn jacket, throwing it onto the chair acrossthe smal meta table from him.

"Marie, you don't matter. Not now. Not here. Africawould be perfect for Eugenie, but you, Marie, |
picture your destruction among the million mirror shards of Parisor Vienna So forget it; I'm talking to
Eugenie. Shewould come right across that square, scattering the pigeons, the pedestrians, the damned
army just the same, marching right across the square, right up to this café, to my table, and stare down a
me asif she had walked the Mediterranean knowing where | was dl thetime. But it won't work again.
She wouldn't have thought that | could catch up to her laughing crime, thet 1'd till be the same rhyming



idiot I dwayswas. And sheld be old, older than [, lined and wrinkled, leaning, tucked in, shaking just a
bit in the limbs, aching just abit in the joints, showing patches and patterns of incorrect color, purpleson
the legs, brown maculae on the arms, swirls and masses on the face benegth the surgery and appliances.
Then what would | do? 1 would buy her adrink and introduce her to everyone | know. That would
destroy her surdly enough, speedily enough, satisfyingly enough, permanently enough. Oh, the hell with
indifference. | redly can't maintainit." Erngt laughed again and hoped some patrician in the Gaish's
audience would turn around, bored by the mock-military show, and ask Ernst what amused him. No one
did. Erngt sat in glum sllence and drank.

He had been in the Fée Blanche al morning and no one, not even the most casud early strollers, had
paused to wish him agood day. Should he move on? Gather "materid" in another café, have asordid
experiencein adisorderly house, get beaten up by ajeaous gavroche?

" S0, akkel Weinraub! Y ou St out under al skies, en?!

Erngt started, blinking and rapidly trying to recover histattered image. "Y es, leneth, you must if you
want to be successful. What is climate, to interfere with the cregtive process?’

The girl was young, perhaps not as old as seventeen. She was one of the city's very poor, gaunt with
years of hunger and dressed in foul old clothes. But she was not adave -- if she had been, she would
have |ooked better. She earned atrivid living asalens grinder. Behind her she pulled atwo-whedled
cart, dilapidated and pedling, filled with pieces of equipment and tools. "How doesit go?' she asked.

"Badly," admitted Ernst, smiling sadly and pulling asoggy bit of scrap paper from his pocket. "My
poem of yesterday lies till unfinished.”

Thegirl laughed. "Chi ama assai, parla poco,” shesad. "Y ou spend too much time chasing the
pretty ones, no? Y ou do not fool me, akkel, Stting there with your solemn long face. Y our poem will
have to be finished while you catch your breath, and then off after another of my city's sweet daughters.”

"Y ou've seen right through me, leneth,” said Erngt, with atired shrug. "Y ou'reright, of course. One
can't spend one's entire life chasing the Muse. Wooing the Muse, | mean. If you chase the Muse, you
gain nothing. Wooing becomes a chief business. It's like anything else -- you get better with practice.” He
smiled, though he was dreadfully weary of the conversation aready. The necessity of keeping up the
pretense of sexua metaphor annoyed him.

"You arelucky, inaway," said thegirl. "Pity the poor butcher. What has he in his employment to aid
him in the wooing? Y ou must understand your advantage.”

"|sthere then aMuse of butchery?' asked Erngt with a solemn expression.

"You arevery clever, akkel . | meant, of course, in thewooing of alovely imraa. Were a butcher to
approach me, ablood sausage in hishands, | would only laugh. That is not technique, akkei. Thatis
uninspired. But these poems of yours are the product, as you say, of one kind of wooing, and moreover
the weaponry of amore secular sort.”

"Do poems gtill work their magic?' asked Erngt, wondering if this meeting were, after dl, better than
ample monotony.

"For some young girls, | suppose. Do you favor many young girlswith them?”

A sudden cry from the crowd on the sidewalk prevented Ernst's reply. He shook his head in disgugt,
leneth interpreted his expression correctly, looking over her shoulder for afew seconds. She turned back
to him, leaning on therailing near histable. He, of course, could not invite her to join him. Therewere
only two classes of peoplein the city, besides the daves: the wealthy and those like leneth. Shewas
forbidden by custom to intrude socidly on her betters, and Ernst was certainly not the crusading sort to
sweep aside the laws of delicacy. Anyway, he thought, her people had their own dives and he surely
wouldn't be made welcome in them.

"Ah, | seeyou disapprove of the Gaish," said leneth. "At least, your expression shows contempt, and
its object must be either our army or mysdf.”

"No, no, don't worry, | have nothing but affection for you," said Ernst. He was amazed by hisfacile
speech; generally he would have been reduced to unpleasant sarcasm long before this. Indeed, he felt
even lessthan mere affection for the girl. Hefdt only recognition; he knew her as another resident of the



city, with little to recommend her in any way. He didn't even fed lust for her. He rather wished that shed
0o away.

"Thenit'sthe Gaish. That'sashame, redlly. There are severa very nice gentlemen involved with it."
She amiled broadly. Erngt felt certain that she would wink, dowly; shedid. Ernst smiled briefly.

"I'msurethereare,” hesaid. "It'sjust that I'm not one of them, and | have no interest at al in making
the acquaintance of any, and | wish they'd stop poiling my afternoons with their juveniletin soldiery.”

"Y ou should seethelarger story,” said leneth. "Aslong asthey spend their time marching and carrying
broom-rifles, you will have no competition for the company of their wives and daughters.”

"You mistake me," said Erng,, "though you flatter me unduly. Surdly it ishopeessfor such aoneasl,
with such, ah, cosmopolitan tastes.”

"l would not agree," she whispered. Ernst became aware that he had been staring at her. She reached
acrosstherailing and touched him confidentialy on the shoulder. The motion exposed her wonderful
breasts completely.

Ernst took a deep bresth, forcing himsdlf to look into her eyes as he spoke. "Do you know whét |
mean, then”?"

"Certainly," she said, with an amused smile. Sheindicated her little wagon. "There are other sorts of
grinders about, and anyone may have alucrative avocation, no?'

"When | was young, there was an old man who ground scissors and sharpened knives. He had acart
very much like your own."

"There, you see? | am of the acquaintance of a... what shal | say?... an organ-grinder.”

"| don't understand.”

leneth shook her head, laughing at his obtuseness. She motioned for him to come closer. Hedid his
chair nearer to therailing. Shetouched hisarm at the elbow, trailing her fingers down his deeve, across
hiship, and, most lightly of al, over the bunched materid & his crotch. "1 will meet you herein an hour?'
she asked softly.

Erngt'sthroat was suddenly dry. "1 will be here," he said.

CHAPTERS

It was people like Leonard Vladieki, who had conscioudy chosen not to live in the redl world, who
felt the greatest pressures from those they abandoned. Ernest, while thoroughly disgusted by the old
man'sway of life, couldn't help wondering how Vladieki dedlt with the many unavoidable intrusons; the
midget had lived in the same place for amatter of decades, while around him people packed up their
modular gpartments and plugged them in somewhere €l se every couple of years. The mobile citizens
stayed only long enough to save the money for another move; they affected their neighborhood
temporarily, making their voices heard in local eections. They left the area before the tangible results
could befelt. VIadieki, on the other hand, had the details of hislife, histaxes, the services availableto
him, his community's very gppearance, dictated by transients. He had abdicated from such activity,
though, and by doing so had retreated even further into his own world.

Whatever emotion Ernest could summon for Vladieki scarcely had any importance. There was very
little room for fedling this evening, not againgt the ponderous weight of the Representative's
announcement, not even againgt Ernest'sreal concern for hisown life with Gretchen. As he circled down
the stairs, Ernest's pity changed to pure contempt, then to anger. His frustrations had afocus &t last, and
not adifficult one at that. Ernest paused on thefirgt floor before going out into the cooler evening air. He
knocked on the fuser's door.



Ernest's building had gotten anew fuser only a couple of weeks before. The old one, as mobile asthe
other tenants, had unplugged his modapt and moved it to a government-owned building in Boston. With
him he had taken a detailed knowledge of the uncountable unwritten tresties among his neighbors,
half-settled disputes, low-leve palitica actions. The new fuser, ayoung girl just out of high schoal, had
been appointed by the Representative of North America's Brooklyn office. She had yet to learn her
fellow tenants names, let done their myriad subjective agreements. Nevertheless, Ernest saw her asthe
only authority intheir smal community.

Her door opened dowly. "Yes?' she asked.

"Hdlo," said Ernest. "My namée's Weinraub. | live upstairs. | waswondering if | could seeyou for a
minute.”

Thefuser studied hisface for afew seconds. She was short, somewhat heavy, with short brown hair
and amottled complexion. Her eyeswere red, now; she had been crying. "I guess so, Mr. Weinraub.
Comein."

Ernest nodded and went past her into the modapt. "Y ou can call me Ernie. Thisisan officia vist, |
suppose, but you're till aneighbor. | want to talk to you about this guy Vladieki. He lives acrossthe hall
fromme"

"Sit down, Mr. Weinraub. You livein 5G?

"Right. Helives acrossthe hall. Still, | never see him much, because he staysin most of thetime. But
he cornered metonight. | tried telling him off, but he just wouldn't listen. Y ou know how peoplelike him
are. Anyway, I'd appreciateit if you'd give him theword. It isn't much of aproblem, but | think if you just
spoketo him, it would catch thething early. I'd really gppreciateit.”

Helooked at her. She said nothing. She opened her mouth asif to speak, then began crying. She
couldn't stop. "Oh, my God," thought Ernest. "We got ared winner thistime." He stood up and went to
her chair, making a halfhearted attempt to calm her. He looked around hel plessly, sorry that he had
knocked on her door in thefirst place. He couldn't do anything now but wait until she got control of
hersdlf.

"I'm sorry, Mr. Weinraub," she said, sobbing. "I don't know, I'm just so scared. I've never been a
fuser before. | just got out of schoal, you know. I've only been herefor alittle while, and everything's
been going dong dl right, and then tonight, the Representative..." She started crying loudly again. Ernest
went back to his set.

"That'sO.K.," hesaid. "l can understand. | suppose | came at the wrong time. Look, | never got your
name."

"Vaurigny," shesaid, inalow voice. "BrendaVaurigny." She looked up and took agulp of air. "How
can you worry about that old man? The whole world's coming to an end.”

Ernest was suddenly restless. He didn't want to get into along discussion with thisplain, stupid girl.
"That might not happen for years yet. Nobody's said anything for certain. | think people are panicking
without any cause. When | was akid, we used to have tornado warnings dl the time. | remember hiding
in the corner in the basement. | aways wanted to see atornado, but we never had one. In eighteen years
we never had asingle tornado. But we had so many aertsthat we built little recreation roomsin the
tornado corners wherever welived."

"That's different,” she said. "That doesn't have anything to do with it. How many times hasthe
Representative announced the end of the world?"

"What do you want?" asked Ernest. "Do you want us al to go crazy? The only way we're going to get
through thisisto keep our heads. Look at my wife. She's upstairs now being hysterica. It'sfine with meif
everybody spendsthe next few days hollering and carrying on, becauseit'll makeit just that much easier
for meto save my own neck."

"But what about Mr. Vladieki? Who will take care of him?*

"Judy Garland, | suppose. | mean, the Representative said that two hundred and forty-nine people out
of every two hundred and fifty are going to be left outside the shelters, hammering on the doors when the
time comes. Now, theway | seeit, and it may sound crud, is that with the odds two-fifty to one against



you, you can't afford to be gracious. | can see some poor guy politely holding the door for some girl, and
shetakesthe last place and he's left dead but with asense of mora superiority.”

"Y ou can't decide which people should die. Y ou can't say that Mr. Vladieki ought to bekilled, and
you ought to be saved.”

Ernest smiled. "Show mewhereit says| can't say that. Anyway, I'm not saying Mr. Vladieki ought to
bekilled. He's saying that. And why shouldn't | say that | ought to be saved? Don't you think you ought
to be saved?’

She ran ahand through her tangled hair. "No, | never thought | ought to be. | want to, of course, but
the Representatives are right in making it arandom chance.”

"It'snot asrandom asit seems," said Ernest. "The people who end up in the shelterswill bethe
people who worked to get atoken. Oneway or another, they got one. They'll al be survivor types, even
though some of their methods may not have been gtrictly legal. But in theworld weregoingtoend upiin,
we're going to have to adjust our ways of thinking."

"I'mjust scared,” shesaid. "I'm redlly scared.”

"It'sdl right to be scared. Y ou're supposed to be. But you have to stay on top of it dl, at the same
time. Think how much easier it will be. Y oull have aterrific advantage tomorrow over dl the other
people. That'swhat I'm trying to do. I'm just trying to stay cool.”

"But you cant," said Brenda.

"Well see" he said.

She stood up and began pacing about her modapt, nervoudy moving things around, straightening
pictures onthewadl. As she walked, she gestured and shook her head, as though illustrating some secret
interna monologue, though she said nothing. Ernest turned in his sest, watching her. Seeing her, afuser, in
such a condition of anxiety made him hopeful that the contest for the tokens would be less of abrawl than
he had imagined. He fdt sad, of course, alittle regretful that so many people would be left helpless at the
time of the disaster. That was something each survivor would haveto live with for the rest of hislife. But
that was afoolish reason to stop working to get the token; if Ernest didn't get one, then someone else
would. Therewasn't timefor ethica deliberations.

"So, tdl me" hesad. "What'sit like being afuser?"

Brenda stopped and turned. "What do you mean?' she asked.

"l don't know. | wonder what it'slike, hearing everybody's problems dl the time, knowing al the
gossip, having to put up with al those stupid bastards.”

"For God's sake, we're not going to have fusers any more! What difference doesit make?'

"Stop thinking about it," said Ernest quietly. "Well dways have people like Vladieki. But you'reright.
Wewon't have fusers any more. We're going to have to go back to handling al that nonsense ourselves.
| didn't think of that before. Hell, it's back to the Stone Age.”

"l don't have any placein anything likethat," said Brenda.

"You'll make one. Y ou're not any less equipped than the rest of us. Y ou're even better, because
you're used to dealing with small problems, details, necessary jobsthe rest of usignore.”

"How isthat going to get atoken for me?' she was getting near hysteria again. Ernest went to her,
hoping to avoid another long crying episode. He touched her short, stringy hair. Shelooked at him
questioningly. She started to say something and stopped. He smiled.

"Y ou haveto learn to stop worrying," he said. "Y ou're an awfully intelligent woman." Hisown glib lies
shocked him. He hadn't realized how frustrated he was.

"That won't count for much tomorrow. | won't impress anybody enough to get atoken. | need to be
crudl. | need to learn how to lie and chest. | have to become those things very quickly, or I'm going to die
aong with therest. That's the only way you can win. That'swhat thisworld's dl about, only it'staken this
long for usto get concrete proof.”

"You'll bedl right, Brenda," said Ernest. "Maybe if you had somebody help you. | mean, somebody
you could depend on. When you got tired, he could take over. Y ou ought to ask your boyfriend. Y ou
seewhat | mean? Use your head. Work thisout, like it was a problem in school. Y ou have aregular



boyfriend?’

She closed her eyes. A small tear dipped down between her lashes, making abright, narrow path
besde her rather fleshy nose. Ernest smiled to himself; he put hisarms around her, meanwhile making
small soothing sounds. She held him, tightly in the excess of her fear. When sherelaxed alittle, he kissed
her. She pressed hersdlf against him; he was dismayed by the savagery of her response.

Meantime C

It can be very difficult living among a conquered people. For Ernst Weintraub, alonein New Y ork
City, it was a sobering experience. He knew little English. He knew nothing about the American manner
-- what little he had surmised from rumors and popular gossip in Jermany proved to be nothing but
impractical exaggeration. He quickly learned to say "frankfurter" and "hamburger,” words which carried a
weight of ironic amusement; the foods connected with them in no way resembled anything to be found in
either of the namesake cities. For many weeks, he was depressed by the arrogant attitude of the people
of New York. Hewas, after al, arepresentative of the victorious Jerman nation, even though he hated its
government more than did the American people themsalves. But his mission on behaf of the internationa
Communist establishment was too highly confidentia for him to share his secret with even asingle person;
he remembered that here he was il "the enemy,” and he could find no friends.

In order to lose himsalf among the masses of the city, Weintraub threw away most of his possessions
shortly after his midnight landing on the shores of the United States. He wandered the dim streets of New
York for severd days, hisforged papers protection against the newly installed Jerman authorities. He
was not questioned, however; his evident Jerman nationality brought him grudging service, for which he
was grateful, as he did not wish to draw on his bank account as yet. He became an imitation vagrant. He
gave hisextraclothing and persond effects to awhiskery old man he saw lying haf-consciousin alittered
aley. The old man drooled and muttered some uninterpretabl e phrases. Weintraub merely waved and
wa ked away, unencumbered, independent (in away), and curious.

Reather than renting an gpartment immediately, thereby putting his name on record with the
Jerman-Ostamerikan Occupation Authority for Housing and Public Welfare, Weintraub decided to move
from one chegp rooming house to another, observing the bottom strata of American life, the classes of
people the Communist Party would have to mobilize if the worl dwide revolution would have any hope of
success. Hisorders madeit clear that he could not contact his superior in America before the first of
January, 1920. Until that date, he was supposed to familiarize himsdf with his new home. He knew that
his decision to forego the luxuries his Party's funds could afford would be noted with interest.

One day, Weintraub was walking amlessy about Greenwich Village. He enjoyed the nelghborhood;
he knew that it was afocal point for the artists and writers of the city, and for the sStudentsaswell. The
former, in their bohemian decadence, would present a problem of discipline to the Party eventudly,
though a the moment their unsophi sticated enthusiasm helped the Communist workersin their
underground programs. The students, of course, were gtill infected with youthful ideslism, aquality which
lent itself perfectly to the dissemination of Party precepts. The late adolescents of Ostamerika could be
counted on to volunteer the energies of their politica artlessnessfor the benefit of an international
brotherhood of workers and intellectuds.

These thoughts comforted Weintraub, even as the objects of his musing avoided him on the Ssdewalk.
He had lived for severa weeksin the same grubby suit of clothes. He badly needed abath and ashave,
and hishair was greasy and growing long over his ears. Helooked like many other degenerates of the
New Y ork streets, adisguise which alowed him surprising liberty in observing the various classes of



American citizens. On this particular morning in the Village, Weintraub was heading across town after
spending an uncomfortable night in afilthy hotel on the Lower East Sde. Ashe gtrolled across Waverly
Place, he saw an ederly woman stumble. She had been walking toward him, and then suddenly she just
fell. Now sherested on the ground, her legs still on the sdewalk, bent at awkward angles, her upper
torso and head over the curb in the street. A brown stream of water running in the gutter formed a broad
puddie where it was blocked by her chest and face, then ran swiftly by her hair and aong one
outstretched arm, to continue toward the sewer. She did not move.

Weintraub was frightened. He knelt by her, not knowing at al what to do. Her face was mottled red,
her eyes fill open, staring, her mouth contorted in arather dack, unnatura expression. Helifted her
hand; the skin was dry and old. The thought that the old woman might be dead made Weintraub unessy,
and he quickly dropped thearm. It fdl limply, making adull smacking sound asit hit the pavement.

By now, severd other pedestrians had gathered nearby. A man bent down and asked Weintraub
something, but of course the Jerman youth couldn't understand. The man gave him a suspicious look and
reached for the woman's purse. Another man ran down the street, calling for the police. Weintraub stood
up dowly, somewhat embarrassed. He wondered if he would bein any sort of trouble. Could he be held
in any way respons ble? Was there something he should have done for the old woman? Perhapsit |ooked
asif he had tried to rob her. Not understanding English, he didn't know if there had been any other
witnesses. Before he could move away from the smal crowd, a policeman arrived. Again, Weintraub
couldn't understand the questions. "I st sie gestorben?" he asked. The policeman shook his head
uncomprehendingly. After afew moments, an ambulance stopped afew yards from the woman's body.
The palice officer indicated that everyone should move on. Weintraub gratefully took the opportunity to
hurry away from the scene. It was the first time he had ever seen a dead person.

Theincident gave Weintraub much to think about. He knew that sometimes his own idedlism, hisown
energy could be ahindrance to hisams. He had to be able to do anything the Party demanded, at any
time, no matter what his own esthetic or mora promptings might be. Certainly the people of Ostamerika
werein no great way different than his own folk in Frachtdorf. This discovery, naive asit seems, caused
no little anxiety for him. He had come across the ocean, fully expecting to meet anation of strange,
barbaric people, anong whom he could work in a subversive manner with no thoughtsfor their nature,
ether asapoliticd state or masses of individuas. But living among them he had to redize that they were
only people, and could not in any way be dismissed with rhetorica abstractions. No doubt the Party, in
itswisdom, had ordered him not to contact his superior immediately for just this reason; he was
supposed to walk the streets of New Y ork, and thereby learn whether or not he could carry out his
misson.

The very humanity of the American people decided him. Rather then flee back to Jermany,
disllusoned and shattered, he resolved that he must carry out the Party's program. He loved the
Americans. He had to help them find their own salvetion.

The spring passed, and the summer. Weintraub decided that it was about time to begin establishing his
proper identity. He went to the Ostamerikanische Bank Deutschlands, presented hisidentification to a
rather skeptica official, and withdrew enough money to set himself up. He went first to abarber and had
himsalf groomed in the conservative style of the day. Then he purchased two fine suits and the necessary
effects. The sdesman in the clothing store took Weintraub's old, reeking garments reluctantly, removing
them to atrash can on the sidewalk as though they carried plague. Now Weintraub looked and felt like a
respectable member of the Jerman community. Using hisinfluence, real and implied, he soon found
himsdlf an excellent apartment at a much reduced monthly rent. Another meeting with his banker resulted
in asatisfactory temporary job, working asacivilian typist for the administrative staff of the Jerman
military forcesin Ostamerika

In these few months, Weintraub had learned enough English so that he could make himsdlf understood
in most common daily Stuations. He had studied the Americans habits and customs, and for the most
part found them intriguing. There was a childlike preoccupation with entertainment -- books, plays, films,
gports -- that was entirely foreign to him, and, after hisrather strict upbringing, very atractive. He found



that of al the exatic influences he experienced in New Y ork, nothing delighted him more than the purely
American game of baseball. Therewas aluxury to it -- an unhurried, relaxed, yet thoroughly strenuous
and dramatic tension quite unlike European soccer football. Weintraub spent severa Saturday and
Sunday afternoons watching the New Y ork Y ankees play. He learned the general rules of the game
dowly, through observation. He marveled at the ddlicate control of the pitchers, the skill and cunning of
the batters, the amazing reflexive abilities of the fielders. With the sun warm, the sky blue overhead, the
grass of the outfield an unflawed green, and the lazy, infrequent motions of the men on the playing field,
Weintraub felt closer to the spirit of the nation he had come to study.

Weintraub couldn't help but make some friends, both at his new job and in the neighborhood where
he lived. But he was dways careful not to become too closdly involved with any one person; he knew
that his orders might cause future disappointments, and, aso, it was dways possible that someone he met
casualy could turn out to be a dangerous enemy of hiswork and that of the Party. For these reasons,
Weintraub was cautiousin his public activitiesand his private affairs, he joined no politica organizations,
no loca community service groups, made no religious ffiliations -- which, asaloyd Communist, he had
renounced years ago -- that might attract notice.

Still, there were afew people whose company he enjoyed often. There was ayoung secretary in
Weintraub's office whom he escorted out severa times, once to a production of Up in Mabel's Room
(of which Weintraub understood little, his English not being strong enough to follow the witty lines of the
farce; but the point was clear, and both he and the girl enjoyed themselves despite the language
problem), to a concert of the Chambermusic Society of Cologne (which bored them both), and to
various lectures sponsored by the Jerman-American Mutual Cultura Exchange (from which they escaped
during the intermission). And, after atime, Weintraub found another Jerman expatriate who enjoyed
basebd |l as much as he, and the two young men made aregular ritua of attending al the remaining
Y ankee home games.

After the baseball season ended, Weintraub's life and the year itself took a somber tone. A few
months remained before he could take up his serious activity. He began to fed abandoned and usdless,
living in an dien environment, alone, directionless, and forgotten. The autumn camein cold and rainy, and
for thefirst time Weintraub experienced attacks of pure regret. He thought about how lovely October
was near Gelnhausen; the towering buildings of New Y ork were beginning to lose their fascination,
becoming mere grimy testaments to hisisolation. The newly founded newspaper, the New Y ork Daily
News, reported that the Y ankees had purchased the contract of Babe Ruth, the young pitching and
hitting star of the Boston Red Sox. This piece of news thrilled Weintraub for ashort time, until he recalled
how long it would be until he could see that famous athletein aNew Y ork uniform; by that time, only the
Party chiefs could say where Weintraub might be.

January 1, 1920, began gray and cold. Weintraub awoke fedling the effects of a prolonged anxiety
attack. At last he would learn just what the Party expected of him. His period of adjustment was over,
whether he was prepared or not. Hefelt that he had adequately assmilated much of what the American
attitude had to offer. He knew that he understood the people of that proud though defeated land much
better than the political theorigts of the Jerman colonia staff. It wastimeto be of serviceto hisParty and,
through it, to al oppressed peoplesin dl nations. That seemed like more of an assgnment than he was
cgpable of fulfilling, at least on thismorning.

Thetrip to the New Y ork headquarters of the Party was unpleasant. The weather was bad -- a
damp, chilly day that spoiled much of the New Y ear's celebration. He arrived at Herr Elsenbach's office
depressed and worried. Hisfield director greeted him gruffly.

"Pease be seated,” said Elsenbach after shaking hands with Weintraub. "I must get to know you, en?
Y ou are from Jermany recently?'

"Yes, dr. Frachtdorf, near Gelnhausen. Severad months ago.”

"S0. And you worked there for the Party?"

"Yes, | wasa outh Leader in the underground cell.”

"Very good. Herr Schneck spoke very highly of you. | will expect much. The Party will expect even



more."

Weintraub only smiled and stared past Elsenbach's shoulder, out the window overlooking the great
park. There was silence in the room for amoment or two, and then Elsenbach stood up from behind his
desk and went to alarge map on thewall. "So," he said, "let usbegin. Listen well. Thisis perhapsal of
the briefing and indoctrination you can expect.

"Herewe have Jermany. After the war ended, and the treaty terms ratified, our boundaries were
extended thudy, the red line here. Our armies, you will recall, were exhausted. From al frontsthey were
pulled back within the borders of Jermany herself. Except for the divisons of Generd von der Galtzin
these areas of the Baltic. Ebert and his republican henchmen feared Russia, and feared even morethe
very red possibility of awave of Bolshevism sweeping out of Russiaand carrying away the weakened
Jerman nation.”

"It might well have happened,” said Weintraub. "With any kind of fortune."

Elsenbach paused briefly, disturbed by the interruption. "Of course,” he said at last, "of course, Russa
demanded that von der Goltz be withdrawn from her territory. Russaredized that he was drawing a
force from Jerman colonistsin the Bdtic and certain anti-Communist Russian generdsto overthrow the
new Soviet regime. Thisrevolutionary army, unofficialy backed by the Jerman government, intended to
restore theimperid czarist rule. Berlin felt that von der Goltz was an effective buffer between Jermany
and the Bolsheviks, and might stave off the Communist threat until Jermany recovered her economic and
political head. Therefore, he was not recaled for sometime. Wein the Party believed that von der Goltz
actualy wasn't aserious threat to the Communist government of Russia; what could he do that Napoleon
and al hisarmies could not?

"Wefdt that he was actudly building a bridge between Jermany and Russa, that while originaly he
was planning for the downfal of Communism in both countries, after hisremova his machinery and
organization could be retreaded and used for the greater benefit of the Party. Russia had two revolutions:
in February, to depose the czar, and in October, the final victory of the Party. Our 'February’ revolution
had already occurred, when the Kaiser was compelled to abdicate. But, somehow, we have missed our
chance. Thefind stroke was never made, and the democratic government in Berlin has held itsalf
together long enough to dissipate our threat and disenchant our membership. We are no longer a
potentia power in Jermany. We are underground again.”

"Itisthe only way that | understand,” said Weintraub.

Elsenbach looked at him closdly. "That is not necessarily a positive recommendation. Why are you
doing this?'Y ou would undermine your own homeland?'

Weintraub was Slent for afew seconds. "Yes."

"Y ou may eventually be found out. Then your only fateisto be hanged as atraitor.”

"This| recognize and accept."

Elsenbach turned away from him and looked out the window &t the heavy rain which had begun to
fdl."You are very much afool," hesaid.

CHAPTER 6

It had begun to rain by the time Ernest left the mod-apt building. It was about half past eleven; the
warmth and freshness of the morning had been replaced by a chill, depressing drizzle. The sky seemed
very close overhead, as drifts of cloud and smog tumbled toward Long Idand. There were il very few
people out. Ernest was surprised by the quiet of the night. The buses had not returned to anormal
schedule, and there was little passenger car traffic. The usua parade of ddivery trucks had been



canceled by the Representative. "That disaster of his better happen soon,” thought Ernest. "If it doesn't,
we're going to starve here waiting for it." He walked dong Flatbush Avenue, listening to the lonely sound
of pebblesand grit crunching benesth his shoes.

Most of the small stores and offices aong Hatbush were now burned-out buildings, their fronts
boarded up, old metd sgns now hanging loosely, swinging out over the sdewalk with sudden creaks.
There were afew grocerias, afew liquor shops, and a strange number of travel agencies dtill dive,
athough al of them had closed early on this specid day. They may aswell have been burned-out, too;
pretty soon FHatbush Avenue would join the Roman Forum and the Cambodian jungle templesas aplace
to come and stare &, to pretend some kind of sad nostalgia, to abandon again after a brief vigt.

Ernest wasn't redly afraid. He was rather proud of himself for that. It was obvious from the deserted
dreetsthat everyone else was home being afraid, just like Gretchen, just like the fuser (Brenda
something, her name was. He wondered what sheld be like under normal circumstances. She wasn't too
bad when shewasjust about to die). Ernest had awary regard for the Situation, an honest anxiety,
perhaps. But he wouldn't go asfar asto say it wasfear. After dl, here he was, walking around, right out
initdl, trying to cometo termswith it. He wasn't home cowering.

Could it belikethisdl over theworld? It was quite likely that each Representative had made the
same speech, had given the same executive order, and created the same helpless, apprehensive
response. Ernest began to understand why so few people were with him, walking the stinking, littered
sdewalks, searching for the very cluethat would save their lives. It was because they didn't have enough
imagination. It was Ernest's crestive fancy that would rescue him, he knew.

"All right," thought Ernest, "to give her the benefit of the doult, let'stry to figure out what precisaly is
making Gretchen act theway sheis. Well, she sees hersdlf dead. That's areasonable thing to be afraid
of. But | seethe same possibility for myself. We dl have, ever since childhood. So she sees herself dead
soon. O.K., | understand that; and again, so do I. | may not get atoken, after dl. I'll worry about that
when the time comes. But the difference between her and meisin the details of what weimagine.
Gretchen sees hersdf dead, and nothing else. Lying al twisted up on the ground. She doesn't even know
how it'll happen, and she has no curiosity. The worst thing about the Situation for her isthat she won't get
aproper funeral. And thered sinker isthat there won't be anybody crying over her coffin. She's
probably been looking forward to that for years. That's how she was going to make everybody fed
sorry, a last. And now the Representatives have robbed her of her single moment of attention; the grand
climax of her worthlesslife, lost now among ten billion identically mere droppings dead.”

It seemed a petty response to the Situation, but the more he considered it, the more perfectly it fit his
wife. He knew Gretchen very well, after al; he knew her reactionsto stress. If she had had alivelier
imagination, she wouldn't have stopped a pardysis, like himsdf, he thought, she would have visudized so
many of the possible outcomes that each would have negated the other, until there was nothing left to
fear, no real problem greater than anything one faced each day, anyway....

Ernest stooped to pick up achunk of brick. It was small, rough, dimy with mud. He bounced it in his
hand a couple of times as he walked. He made a pitching motion, pretending to throw the brick through a
storefront window. A meta gate was drawn protectively over the window, but Ernest didn't really want
to smash it, anyway. He saw a car abandoned on the sdewalk, its four wheels missing, its doors hanging
open. The car had a particularly violated appearance, adeeply persona and ugly look. It made Ernest
think of the fuser. The windshield and rear windows had been shattered dready. He would have liked to
have thrown something through them.

He stopped beneath atall streetlamp. Most of the old yellow globes on Hatbush had long since died,
but afew Hill glowed, providing the neighborhood with an uncomfortable, sickly light. Ernest stared up at
the flickering lamp. He weighed the brick in his hand, judged the proper trgjectory, stepped back afew
feet, and threw. The brick sailed high above the target and landed severd yards away. Ernest grinned
and spat. He retrieved the brick, or onelikeit, and tossed it again. Once more he missed.

"O.K.,you," caled avoicefrom acrossthe street. "Come on over here.” Ernest turned around,
gartled. A police officer wasydling at him from a cruiser. Ernest shrugged and obeyed.



"Look," said the cop, "you was throwing arock at that lamp, weren't you?"

Ernest was surprisingly relaxed; in stuationslike this, he generaly fdt giddy and dreamlike, nervoudy
separated from the threats of trouble. "Yeah," hesaid, "l was. | didn't hit nothing, though.”

"No," said the officer dowly. "That isn't the point, you know."

"l know that. Y ou can still get me for attempted light breaking or something. But you wouldn't want to
put meinjail tonight.”

The second cop in the cruiser leaned across the seat. He was young, and he looked crazy to Ernest.
"So why wouldn't we?' he asked.

"The Representative,” said Ernest. "Y ou heard the announcement, didn't you?' Thefirst policeman
nodded. "I wonder if maybe you cops are getting specid treatment. Arethey dipping you heroes free
shelter tokensin your paycheck?'

"Not that I've heard,” said thefirst cop quietly.

"I want to know why we can't break the guy's ass,”" said the second officer.

Ernest smiled. "I figured it out before, while | waswalking. See, you take mein and book me. Then
you have to keep me overnight, right? But in the morning, everybody's going to be out scrounging for
tokens. Except me, because I'm locked up. So | don't get one, and come the big bang, | die screaming
and clutching my throat. And afterward, when you come out of the bunkers and the birds are singing
again and the rainbow pops through the clouds, they'll get you for cruel and unusud punishment. So you
can't takemein.”

"I wouldn't be bothered, anyhow," said the first policeman.

"I would," said his partner.

"Onyour own time," said the first man. He nodded to Ernest. "L ots of luck," he said. "Seeyou insde,
maybe." Then the cruiser drove dowly away.

"Inthat case," said Ernest to himsdlf, "I'll have to watch out for mysdlf tonight. Suddenly everybody is
faced with questions of degp mord sgnificance. Right now were staring into the face of desth and
darkness, and you can't expect peopleto lie easy after that. There should be alot of brick throwing
tonight. And alot of copswith the safeties off."

It was getting even colder; low smog hung in swatches, hiding the flicker-lit skyline of Manhattan.
Ernest shoved his handsinto his pockets, waking hunched over againgt the gusty wind. He kicked
chunks of brick and broken bottles out of his path, imagining the sound of each one crashing through the
windshield of apolice car or the great, green window in the front office of Jennings factory. Ernest
laughed, thinking of what poor old Jennings was doing now, his meager empire made no smdler by
events, merdly pointless.

"He'sjust aharmless old guy,” Sokol had said once. "He can't help it if he'sthe apex of a considerable
indugtria pyramid. Y ou can't pick your parents, you know. And hisfamily had lots of money, that'sdl.
Onceyou get acertain amount of money in thisworld, it's nearly impossible for you to avoid making
more." Sokol had smiled, and Ernest had laughed skepticaly.

"Jennings, the voltmeter king," said Ernest. "Jennings, the breskfast food king. Jennings, the toasted
metal plate king. God only knowswhat €l se he does.”

"Jennings?' said Sokoal, surprised. ™Y ou ought to know better than that. He doesn't do anything. |
doubt if he'sdone anything at dl inthelast fifty years. That includes normd bodily functions, too. Y ou
never saw a sourer face on anybody in your life. But he's got money.”

"Yeah," sad Ernest. "He's got money.”

The two men were silent for afew seconds, waiting for the hands on the timeclock to mark quitting
time so they could punch out. "Wouldn't you think that somebody with his money would do something
withit?" asked Ernest. "Y ou know, build parks or something?”

"Where you going to build a park? Tear down some apartment buildings, huh? We could just pave
over dl of Brooklyn and makeit aparking lot for Manhattan.”

"That's not what | mean, wise-ass. Okay, forget the park. But rich guys aways used to give money
for public things. They used to get libraries named after them and stuff.”



Sokol nodded. "All right, Weinraub, you politica baby, let metell you why they don't give away their
millions any more. Because it doesn't get them anything. There weren't ever many people who donated
their fortunes because they loved humanity, you know. We haven't changed that much. It'sjust that we
working-class types used to be operated by the tycoons as atax loss. But the Representatives, in their
omnipotent mystery, have taken that kind of advantage away fromtherich."

"The Representatives get it al. They get dl mine, anyway."

"They get mine, too," said Sokal. "And they get Jennings. Therejust isn't any way for anyone to score
points. Not big business, not |abor, not even the military. The Representatives have made us dl equa.”

"That'sterrific,” said Ernest. "Let'sgo home."

Now, hours after the Representative had gone on television, solemnly to announce hisregret at their
coming annihilation, Ernest wished that he had listened to Sokol. For months the foreman had tried to
teach him how things stood, how the Representative ran everything down to the lowest leve, to the
extent that even someone asinvisble as Sokol had actualy not the dightest room for initiative. North
America had become anation of redundants, the world, the entire population of continents was basically
meaningless now. In more cynical moods, Ernest redlized that humanity was dways meaningless, dl that
the Representatives had done was put that condition in amore efficient frame. Today, everyone wasted
his time and resources to the same ends; only the Representatives and their anonymous associates made
decisions, and they made them dl. And only the Representatives shared the rewards.

"Maybe Sokol wasright after al," said Ernest. He walked back toward his modapt building. It was
getting late. He wouldn't have said that he was especidly worried, but then he was rarely objective about
his own moods; he knew that he would have to get agood night's deep. Therewould be ared battlein
the morning. He couldn't afford to get alate start; everything might well be over within ahalf hour after
the token stations opened. "Maybe Sokol wasright after dl,” said Ernest. "Maybe we are only toysin the
hands of the Representatives. Not even rich old Jennings could buy himself atoken now. That'sanice
thought. Maybe Sokol wasright.”

A bright neon sign caught his attention: Bar's Mike and Grill. Ernest stopped and looked in; Mike
was behind the bar and Suzy wasleaning againgt its nearer end. The place was dimly lit, but Ernest could
see acouple of the regulars itting on the stools. The scene cheered him immediately. It was good to
know that, no matter what kind of catastrophe threatened, there was something unconquerable about the
human spirit and the need for beer. He pushed open the heavy door and went in.

"Hey, Mike," he said.

"Say, Ernie," said the bartender. "Nice to see you. Come join the wake. Wereringing out the old,
ringing inthenothing.”

"Hey, Ernie," said one old whiskery man, very drunk, very shabby.

"Hey, Eagle," said Ernest. He took astool next to the old drunk.

"Ah, wine. Theréstherub," said the Eagle. It was hisinevitable pun on Ernest's name. Ernest laughed
shortly, dutifully. "We're making up ateam, to get them dugs."

"It was hisidea," said the bartender. "To al work together tomorrow. We'd stand a better chance that
way."

"And we could dl wear Bar's Mike and Grill bowling shirts, too," said one of the other patrons.
"And every time we didn't get atoken, wed chip in aquarter, and at the end of the day we could have an
awards banquet.”

"Very funny,” said Eagle bitterly. "Some people il think thisisal an advertisng gimmick or
something.”

"I hear they're going to have breath tests a the shdlters," said the sameregular. "They don't want no
winosgettingin.”

"All right, Moran, that's enough,” said Mike. The owner turned to Ernest. "So how are you tonight?
Want something to stun the butterflies? I'll bet Gretchenisredly giving it to you tonight.”

"You don't know," said Ernest. "L et mejust have abeer, O.K.? And some change. | want to call my
father." He took the beer and the money and went to the public telephone in the back of the room. He



noticed that Suzy followed him. He dropped a quarter into the phone and punched his father's number.
An operator interrupted and demanded another seventy-five cents. Ernest put the rest of the dollar into
the coin dots and waited. He heard alot of static, some distant voices having their own anxious
conversation, and then araucous busy signdl.

"I'm sorry," said awoman'stinny voice, "the long-distance linesare dl busy. Please hang up and try
again later. Thisisarecording. Two-one-two-four-three. I'm sorry, the...”

"Aw, hdl," said Ernest, "sheain't sorry."

"Who ain't?' asked Suzy.

"Nothing. Let me buy you adrink." She smiled; their whole relationship had logt its commercia and
historica basis, but they till went through the motions. Perhgps they couldn't help it, plugged into the
roleswith no timefor developing aternatives. There certainly wasn't any placein theworld for
unambitious b-girls, not since early that afternoon. Ernest realized suddenly why Mike had given him the
beer on the house: the bartender expected that the bank would be closed in the morning, to phrase it
euphemigtically. Nevertheless, the telephone company was still collecting itsrates. That wasasign of
confidence that Ernest found peculiarly unpleasant, more so than the black humor and irony of the bar's
resident souls.

"You don't haveto do that," said Suzy. "Y ou may never haveto buy me adrink again.”

"l hopel do," said Ernest. "I intend to get through it dl unscratched. And you will, too. Somebody
with your talentswill be valuable after dl thisisover. I'd rather have you around than the Six best dentists
intheworld." Shelaughed.

They went back to the stools and sat down. Eagle muttered to himsdlf, and then went to deep, his
head resting in a sparkling smear of beer on the countertop. "Redlity isthe spice of life," said one of the
others. Ernest got afree beer for himsdlf and onefor Suzy. Mike joined them. They drank and they
talked for awhile.

Meanwhile 3

"A poem,” thought Erngt. "1 need a poem. Nothing impresses the uneducated mind quite like rhymes.
But it must betheright sort, or it will bring nothing but ruin and humiliation. How they used to laugh a my
romantic verses! How dismayed | was, |eft done on the darkened ba cony, holding the flimsy product of
my innocent wit. The sonnet on the arch of her brow. Good God, how could | have doneit? 1 wish |
could return, go back to those iron moments, stand behind a curtain and listen to mysdlf. | wonder if |
would be amused. | cannot understand why those brainless princesses o easily dismissed me; they
couldn't have been so plagued with clowns. | ought to have been kept as arefreshing antidote to dawning
maturity.”

Hetook out a pen and began to compose on the back of a soiled napkin. The atmosphere of the Fée
Blanche was not the best for the generation of poetry, he redlized. But he d so understood that the
unknown recipient of his craft would be more awed by the fact of the poem than by any singular verbal
charm. Surely no friend of leneth's could be sophi sticated enough to appreciate anything but the grossest
of street chants. In that case, al that was required was aquick, smple collection of lines, without
attention to musica vaues, arranged visudly in arecognizably poetic way. Theink from the fountain pen
blotted on the napkin, spreading quickly and obscuring each letter, obliterating all sense and intention.
Ernst cursed and crushed the paper into aball, tossing it to the floor.

"My lifewould have been greetly different, Eugenie, if this had happened while | loved you. If | had
only known enough to keep my mouth closed, to express myself only in abstract looks and gestures, so



that it all might be disowned quickly asworldly nonsense. Wisdom does not necessarily come with age,
only silence. And that isthe greatest treasure of adl.” He returned his pen to his pocket and caled for M.
Gargotier.

In thetimeit took for Erngt to drink two more bowls of the warm dark Arabic beer, the parade had
ended. The crowd broke up, shouting new dogans which Ernst could not understand. The other patrons
finished their drinks and departed, and the café was again empty except for its single poet. The sun had
marked noon and now, hotter gtill, moved down the sky just enough to hurt his eyes as he looked
westward across the street.

"West," thought Erng, rocking restlesdy in his chair. "What absurd, boring thoughts can | think about
that to help pass this hour? One day after another. It getsto be so tedious. | should begin walking
through thisrancid city, through the wealthy sections clustered here about this square, through the more
populated tradesmen'’s quarter, through thefilthy paupers streets, past the noisy, dangerous rim of utter
human refuse just within the walls, out the western gate and across the dunes. Then what? Then I'd diein
about twelve hours, crisped by the sun of noon, chisaled by the windborne sand, frozen by Barid, the
cold wind of night. Westward, toward the Atlantic, toward England and her debauched civilities. West,
the direction of death, decay, findity, and poetic conclusions. Into Avalon. Perhapsif it weren't for leneth
and her dy, snickering hints, | would wander off that way. Pack a picnic lunch, perhaps, and bake mysdlf
dead upon ahill of sand. | dways dreamed of a heroic death, defending Eugeni€'s recurring honor, or
fighting for Marie's bemused favor. Gasping, I'd lie upon the specified lap and sheldd weep; her tears
would restore my fleeing mortdity. Then I'd smile, aswould Eugenie or Mariein her proper turn, amazed
and joyful. A signd that would be for me to begin the dream anew. Another way of getting through the
hours, though much too unfulfilling for my present needs.”

Erngt watched the clock on the hotel impatiently. The pedestrians moved by in their aimless courses,
and each ticked off afew seconds on the yellow clockface. But the traffic could not beguile Erngt's
furious expectation, and was too duggish to move the clock's rigid hands quickly enough.

It was while Erngt was silent in thought, staring at the damned clock, lost in his own strange
anticipatory horror that someone moved achair to histable and joined him. Helooked up, startled. The
stranger was atal, thin Polish man named Czerny, awedthy man who had cometo the city apolitica
refugee, and who had made hisfortune by teaching the city's hungry inhabitants to require the luxuries of
Europe. Ernst had been introduced to Czerny afew times, but neither had been overly taken with the
other's company.

"Good afternoon, Monsieur Weintraub," said Czerny. "Although there are anumber of tablesfree, |
have preferred to join you. | hope you will forgive my rather forward behavior.”

Erngt waved away the apology, more curious about Czerny's motives. He did realize that the blond
man was the founder of the Gaish, the Citizens Army, and its principa financia support. His gppearance
after the parade was not mere happy chance.

"I'd like to speak with you for amoment, if | may, M. Weintraub," said Czerny.

"That's Weinraub, without the't'. Certainly. Would you care for adrink?"

Czerny smiled hiscommercid smile. "No, thank you. Thisnew religion of mine doesn't dlow it. But
look, M. Weinraub, | wonder if you redlize the service you could render, in the time you spend idly
here?"

Erngt was dightly annoyed. Surely Czerny wanted something, and his patronizing attitude wasn't going
to help him get it. "What service do you mean, Monsieur Czerny? | doubt if | have anything that you
might envy?'

"It isyour talent. Asyou know, the Gaish is4till smdl in numbers, even smdler inresources. | have
been doing my limited best to help, but for our purposes even dl my savingswould betoo little.”

Erngt finished haf abowl of liquor in one swallow. He raised hishand for M. Gargotier. "What are
those purposes?' he asked.

"Why, liberty for dl, of course," said Czerny, disappointed that Ernst had need to ask. "We distribute
lesfletsat al parades. Surdly you've seen them.”



"Yes" sad Erngt, "but not read them.”

"Ah. Well, then. Perhapsif they were composed in better style...."

"Might | ask who has the task now?"

"A young man of great promise," said Czerny proudly. "Sandor Courane.”

Ernst leaned back, lifting the front legs of his chair off the pavement. "M. Czerny," he said dowly, "that
isvery interesting, but | must embarrassedly admit that you have chosen an inopportunetime for this
interview. This afternoon | have something of an assignation, and so..." Erngt settled hischair, smiled
drunkenly, and shrugged.

Czerny looked angry. Herose from his seat. "M. Weintraub, | will return later. | believeit istime that
you cons dered such matters as duty and honor. Perhaps this evening you will be more of amind to
discussthisthing. Good day, and have agretifying... assgnation.”

"Weinraub," whispered Erngt, as Czerny strode away down the sdewalk. "Without the 't'."

Czerny waked swiftly dong the eastern edge of the square until he came to aparked limousine. It
was one of the very few automobilesin the city; Erngt did not doubt that it was Czerny's private car. The
driver got out and handed Czerny agray uniform coat, taking the wealthy man's more expensively cut
jacket inreturn. "Ah," thought Erngt, "at least | rated achange of clothing. We shal see whether or not
the same thing happens this evening. It is sad that the scheme of great men may be deciphered by such
paltry tokens." Czerny put on hisuniform coat and waited until the driver opened the rear door of the
limousine for him. Then he entered; the driver walked around the car and disgppeared insde. Ina
moment the vehicle moved dowly away from the curb, its Siren crying shrilly and the pennants of the
Gaish whipping in the breeze. The car drove down the length of the square, turned along the north side,
and went on for ashort distance. Then it slopped again, while Czerny spoke with two figureson the
sdewak. From that distance Ernst could not recognize them.

"If | wereyou, Czerny," he thought, "I would not involve mysdf too deeply with the people of this
city. Thereisawaysthe danger that you may find peopleto like or, most deadly of dl, to love. What
should you do, having fdlen in love with some rare lady, and then find yourself betrayed? Ah, | anticipate
your outraged answer. We are both too far along to have that happen to us again. Perhaps you are right,
though one can never be too careful. But what if you are not betrayed, eh, Czerny? What then? No fina
demarcations, however painful. Y ou have forgotten that. Nothing to chop it off before weariness setsin.
Lifetimes go by that way, Czerny. Boredom and angry frustration are only the first symptoms. No
mistresses for you, no wives, no playful daughters of police commissioners. We find that we need them,
sooner or later. And that isthefirst of the body's spasms of death. Years, years, yearsin this city, with
the samefaces, yours and hers. Years, years, years. Do not stop for them, Czerny. Tend to your army.”
Czerny's car drove on, and after afew moments Ernst saw that one of the two people walking toward
him wasthegirl leneth.

With her was another girl, taller and darker. When they approached, Ernst rose from his chair by the
railing, and the two girlsjoined him at histable. M. Gargotier, evidently expecting that Ernst would soon
depart, did not come to take an order; he stood glaring in the bar's doorway, obviousy resenting the
presence of the two lower-class women. Ernst made a flamboyant gesture to summon' the proprietor. He
switched hisdrinking to absinthe, and the girls ordered wine.

"What is her name, leneth?' he asked, staring at the new girl. Shelooked shyly at thetable.

"Sheiscaled Ua" said leneth. "In her language, it means 'flower." She does not understand our
Speech.”

"How lovely her name, and how charming sheis. Truly aflower. Convey to her my sincerest
compliments." leneth did s0. "What language isthat?' asked Erngt.

"It isastrange diaect, spoken by the black people beyond the desert and the mountains. It iscalled
Swehili."

"Black people?’ asked Erngt. "How interesting. | have only heard stories. They actudly exig?'

"Yes, akkei," sad leneth.

"And how did she learn the tongue? And you, o, for that matter?' leneth closed her eyes, fluttering



her painted lashes, and smiled.

Erngt turned to Ua. "What isthis caled in your language?' he said, pointing to her foot. leneth
trandated, and Uareplied.

"Mguu,"” shesaid.

"And this?' said Erngt, pointing to her ankle.

"Kifundo cha mguu,”

"What isthis?'

"Jicho." Eye.

"How do you say 'mouth'?’

"Kinywa."

Ernst sipped hisdrink nervoudly, although he labored to seem casua and urbane. "This?' he asked.

"Mkono." Arm.

"This?' Erng'sfingerslingered on her breast, fedling the rough materia of the brassere beneath the
cotton blouse.

Uablushed. "Kifua," she whispered.

"Sheisindeed very lovely," Erngt said.

"And worthy of reward for her, ah, agent?' asked leneth.

"Certainly," said Erngt absently, as he moved his hand down past Uas ssomach, stopping at the
Seductive curve of her pudendum. "Now, my love, what could this be?"

Uasaid nothing, staring at the table. She blushed fiercely while she played with the base of her
wineglass.

"AsK her what theword for thisis," he said. leneth did so.

"Mkunga" Uasaid at last, removing Erngt's hand.

leneth laughed stridently, clapping her hands. Tears ran down her cheeks as she rose from her seat.
"Ah, the ‘cosmopolitan tasted™ she said.

"What isso amusing?' asked Erng.

"'"Mkunga'!" sad leneth. "'Mkunga’ isthe word for 'egl.’ Oh, enjoy your hour, akkei! Y ou and 'she
will have much to discuss™ And she went out of the café, laughing as she walked away from Erngt's
disconcerted and savage glare.

CHAPTER 7

"Maybe you ought to stop, now," said Mike the bartender. "1 think | want to close up soon. We're dl
going to haveto be up early."

"Onemore," said Ernest. "One more beer won't hurt me. Anyway, what's going to happen to dl that
beer? The building will cavein on it tomorrow night. It won't be any good to anybody. We might aswell
drink it up.”

"If | haveto go," said Suzy, "I might aswell go with ahangover.”

"All right," said Mike. "One more. But it'samost two o'clock.”

Therewere only the three of them left in the bar. They sat together, drinking the beer, thinking, not
saying very much. Everyone e se had gone home, hoping afew hours of rest would prepare them for the
morning.

"Why don't | open up some of the good stuff, then?" asked Mike. "I hate to see all that private stock
gotowaste."

"We can't drink everything," said Ernest.



"I don't want to get sick or passout,” said Suzy. "Or maybe | do."

"Y ou could deep through the whole thing that way,” said Ernest.

"A pleasant way to meet your Maker," said Mike.

They were silent once again. Suzy seemed particularly nervous, Ernest wondered where she would
spend the night. He wished that she could come home with him. More than likely she would bresk a
longstanding custom and go with Mike. She certainly wasn't worried about |osing a paying customer
tonight, and shelooked in need of a sympathetic friend.

"Well, that's about it," said Mike.

"What did you havein mind?" asked Ernest.

"Oh, just about everything,” said Mike.

"Y ou know what | wish?' asked Suzy. "1 wish they'd tell me what's going to happen and when.
Maybe they will tomorrow night. It makes methink it'll be messy and ugly, instead of anice, clean
wipe-out.”

"Doctorsdo that," said Ernest. "Right before they do something that hurts. They won't ever say where
or when, though."

"Itshumane," said Mike.

"No, it'snot,” said Suzy.

"l want to go home," said Mike. "Come on. Let meturn off the lights and lock up." He laughed. "I
don't know why. In case, maybe." He followed Ernest and Suzy out of the bar and closed the front door.
They said good-bye to each other; Ernest turned and walked toward his building. He didn't ook back to
see whether Suzy went home with Mike.

"Thismay well bethelast night of my life," thought Ernest. He looked upward; the sky was il
covered by low-hanging clouds. "I ought to be bidding everything farewell. Say good-bye to the stars.
Say good-bye to the moon. Say good-bye to the beer."

There werefew lights shining. The modapt buildings were al dark, locked, closed up for the
remaining hours of life. No cars passed him on the street. He heard nothing but his own noise and the
dead, abandoned sounds of wind, broken glass, duminum cans rattling along the sdewalk, newspaper
sheets gusting and rustling. There was nowhere to go now but back home, back home to Gretchen, back
to bed and deep and abad awakening. It had taken him severad hours, but at last he admitted that he
was terrified. He was even more frightened than Gretchen; as usua, he had tried to push the trouble out
of hismind, but this particular problem wouldn't be pushed. Now, after hisfew desperate encounters,
there wasn't the smallest shred of anything to disguise hisfear. He stopped suddenly on the sidewak.
Therewas no one to help him through this criss. He leaned againgt a building and vomited.

Hewaked on, awkwardly, with his handsfolded in front of him. "God," he thought, "I supposeyou're
getting alot of people praying dl of asudden. A lot of people like me, who haven't been praying very
much. I'm not going to tell you what | want. Y ou know what. And I'm not going to promisethat I'll be
any better, because you know what I'm like. But I'm sorry. I'm redl sorry." Hewas crying. Hefelt atear
dangling onthetip of hisnose. Thetickleirritated him; he swiped it off angrily. "Thisis goddamn stupid,”
hesaid doud. "Yeah, if | get out of thisdive, I'll build agoddamn cathedrd right here on this spot.”

He remembered Eileen, the secretary from the Jennings Corporation. He wondered what she was
doing, how she was reacting to the Situation. " She's probably home now,” thought Ernest, "adeep in bed,
dressed in along flannel nightgown with blue flowers on it. She probably set her darm for seven-thirty,
giving hersdf half an hour to get up, brush her teeth, eat abowl of cereal, and get out. Shelll hunt for her
token like she was getting anew floor lamp at Abraham & Straus. If she finds atoken booth, shelll
probably think it's too crowded, and go off to look for another one.

"Eileen, it just wasn't right, thank God. The wholetime | wastrying to get your skirt off, | knew
doggonewell it was abad idea. Y ou would have started coming by the sub-assembly areaon strange,
make-believe errands. Y ou would have touched me on the arm or the neck al thetime. Y ou would have
given me horrible secret smiles. Y ou would have called me at home every day, hanging up quickly if
Gretchen answered. And you would aways, ways be on the verge of laughing or crying, and | can't



stand it when you do either. Y ou see, Eileen, there are two sidesto every story. At least adisaster can
save you from your own crazy genitals." That wasthe farewell to Eileen.

"If 1 had only spent the time better. If | had only listened, | might not bein thislousy thing. Instead of
messing around with that secretary, | should have been working on Sokol's notebook. The blue plastic
key to the universe. Damned Sokol probably has the location of every New Y ork token station written
down in scribbly red ink. Probably knew it all weeks ago. But he wouldn't tell me. | never listened to him,
and heknew it. | never believed him; who would? It sounded stupid, to tell the truth. But now both me
and Old Man Jennings are in the same boat, and Sokol's standing on the windswept shore, safe and
sound, waving to us with abig secure grin on hisface, the bastard. | could have invited him over for a
beer. | could have helped him find adot for his modapt. No, | had to be the company idiot. All right,
Sokol, you bastard. Y ou and that Itaian wife of yours can Sit out the fires and the winds, playing canasta,
mixed doubles, with the other nice couplesin the bunker. Y ou earned it. | wish | could figure out why."
That was the farewell to Sokal.

Ernest stood outside the front door to his building. He tottered there, looking up drunkenly at the
rowsof small, louvered windows. There were no lights, no sounds, only afamiliar smell of old garbage.
"Welcome home," he muttered. He opened the front door and went through the small foyer. He paused
outside the door to Brenda Vaurigny's modapt. He raised hisfist to knock, hesitated, then let his hand
fall.

"Good night, fuser, whatever your nameis,” he thought. "We had agood time, didn't we? | brightened
your day. | brought atiny ray of sunshineinto your otherwise drab life. | showed you that, even at your
worst, with your outside as disheveled and confused as your inside, somebody can want you, aslong as
he's got awife like mine and al the cheap lays are home worrying about what to wear tomorrow. It's
people like you, whatever your name was, that saved my sanity. | oweyou alot. And | hope, while we're
al doing our dying trick tomorrow, that you'll remember me and amile. | wonder what it'slike to think
that I'm the last person you'll ever do it with. It'sweird enough that you'rethe last for me.” That wasthe
farewel|l to Brendathe fuser.

Ernest staggered to the eevator; it was waiting on the ground floor. "Hooray," he said. It shuddered
onitsway up to hisfloor. "Terrific,” he thought. "The cable will sngp right now. | won't even have to wait
until the morning. I wonder how old thisthing is." The door did open dowly, and he stepped out. He
stared for amoment at Leonard Vladieki's door.

"Y ou know something, Lance, old buddy?" he thought. "Y ou're probably deeping better than
anybody in thiscity. Intheworld. Werre dl going out tomorrow, just the way we cameinto thislife.
Crying. Screaming. With red, twisted-up faces and confused expressions. And we won't know adamn
thing more than we did then. Y ou were right, Lance, old pal. So was everybody ese. Everybody was
right | long about everything. The hdl withit." And that wasthe farewd| to Vladieki.

It was dark in Ernest's modapt. It waswell after three o'clock. Ernest closed the door quietly. He sat
wearily inachair, his head lolling back, his mouth open, his eyes closed. He had aterrible headache and
he was il nauseous. He stood up and looked around. Nothing had changed. He sighed and went to the
telephone.

He punched hisfather's number and got the same recorded message as before. He kept trying; after
about fifteen minutes, he heard the preliminary clicks and pops that meant he was getting through to the
town in western Pennsylvaniawhere Steve Weinraub, hisfather, il lived. "Hdlo?' said Mr. Weinraub,
alast.

"Hello, Dad?' said Ernest. "Sorry to cdl you so late. The lines have been busy dl night.”

"l canimagine. How are you?"'

"All right." Therewas along, uncomfortable silence. "Y ou heard the news, | guess” said Ernest.

"Yes, that's al that's been on the television today. | don't suppose they'll have one of those token
getions herein thisdumb town."

"I don't know," said Ernest. "From what they said, it sounded like they're spreading them out pretty
well. There might be onefairly close by. Y ou'll have abetter shot at atoken than | will. | haveto



compete with thirty million people.”

"Youll dodl right," said Mr. Weinraub. "L ook, though, if you have any trouble, and if | manageto get
one, | could send..."

"That'sdlly, Dad. Don't worry about that. | mean, there may not even betime.”

"Yes, of course."

"What about Grandpa Ernst?’

"I'm worried about him, Ernie. He's -- what? -- seventy-five, now. | don't know if he can get around
any more. He might not even be aware of the Situation.”

"Maybe that's agood thing."

"Yes. Well, look, when thisisall over, give meacdl and let me know that you and Gretchen and the
baby areadl right. If you can makeacdl. | don't know if the phoneswill work."

"Everything will be O.K., Dad. Don't worry."

"Y ou're probably right. Well, thanks for thinking about me. All the best of luck to you, and may God
bless”

Ernest said good-bye and hung up. That wasthe farewell to hisfather.

"Ernie?" It was Gretchen's deepy, drugged voice.

"Yeah, it'sme. Goto deep.”

"Iseverything dl right?"

"Fine. I'm coming to bed now."

"Ernie, what are we going to do?'

"Simple," said Ernest. "Tomorrow morning I'll get up, and you'll take the baby, and well find one of
those booths. There's bound to be crowds around them. They can't stay hidden long, can they? There's
nothing we can do now."

"Ernie," said Gretchen, "l can't go. You know | can't go. I'm pregnant.”

"Yeah," hesad, garing a her in the dark room. "Y eah, among other things."

"No, redly. | can't go out and fight those crowds tomorrow. You doit. Y ou can tell them. Tell them
I'm in no shape to go out of the house. And we have ababy, too. They can't expect meto go out like
this, and with ababy, yet. They're not that crud.”

"Weren't you listening? | can't get your token for you. Didn't you hear what the Representative said?
Y ou haveto get your own. They won't et me bring you one. Y ou have to come with me tomorrow."

"Oh, Ernie," said Gretchen, crying. "Ernie, | can't! | just can't! | don't want this! |..."

"Here," said Ernest, "take this. Go back to deep.”

"Will you ask them to give you three?

"No. You're coming with me."

"No, Ernie, no!"

"Y ou just want to wake up tomorrow, and have everything taken care of for you, right? But it won't
be. Y ou have to go out there and get you own damn token. Because I'm getting mine, and if you don't
want to bother, well, I'm sorry."

"But you'l try? Ask them for threg?"

"All right, I'll ask them. For two. I'll take the baby with me."

"Ernie, no! You can't take Stevie out there with al those people. Leave him home with me tomorrow,
please? Y ou can't take my baby!"

"Go back to deep. Well talk about it in the morning.”

That was the farewell to Gretchen. It wasthe farewell to everyone, and Ernest was grateful.



Meantime D

A note had been | eft in Weintraub's mailbox requiring him to meet with hisfield director, Herr
Elsenbach, at his earliest convenience. For Weintraub, this was good news. The early part of 1920 had
been very much like the previous months of his stay in Ostamerika. To acertain degree, he was happy;
he was glad that he had the opportunity to live a somewhat relaxed life, without any of the onerous
politica responshilities he had been prepared to accept. Evidently the Party was content to move dowly,
to lay out the ground work of his still-secret mission in a meticulous manner. Nevertheess, Weintraub
was growing impatient; he hurried uptown to the Party's headquarters.

"Good day," said Elsenbach warmly when Weintraub arrived. "Y ou received the message, en? Sit
down. Y our time of liberty iscoming shortly to an end. Doesthat disappoint you? No?*

"Not at dl,” sad Weintraub. "I fed alittle guilty, asamatter of fact. | don't fed that I've adequately
repaid the Party'strust.”

Elsenbach grunted. "Thereisno purpose in hurrying things. Always the young want to speed. Itisa
reason the Jerman nation did so poorly whileits defensesheld off the Allies.”

"Itisby no meansthe only reason,” thought Weintraub. But he said nothing.

"S0," said Elsenbach. "We have agood file on your activities, of course. I'm sure you will not be
surprised to learn that. Y ou may beinterested in certain of our findings, naturaly.”

Weintraub was curious, but still he kept his silence.

"Y ou are frequently in the company of aHerr Rudolf Ketteler, nicht wahr?" Weintraub nodded. "It is
with him that you attended severa sports matches last year, and again this spring. Heisamember of the
Party, dthough he has kept his effiliation secret from you at my orders. Heis our chief informant
concerning your behavior. No, no," said Elsenbach with alaugh, "do not be worried. We are very
pleased with what he has reported. Another of your associates has been Fréaulein Gretchen Kammer.
She, likewise, isone of our senior operativesin Ostamerika. Y ou have escorted her on many occasions,
and your relationship has grown into avery romantic and satisfying attachment. Thisis no doubt against
your origina intentions, but quite what the Party had hoped. Y ou will see that your friends have not been
chosen by you with precisely the accidental fortune you might have believed.”

"I do not question anything," said Weintraub, athough he felt abit resentful of the Party's
manipulation.

"I am not surethat | believe that statement completely,” said Elsenbach. "But, asit iswithout
importance, we shal move on. Here, at last, are your orders, an outline of your future herein
Ogtamerika, ascenario of your role within the Party. Study it well. Y ou will work closely with Fraulein
K&mmer. She has had much experience along these lines, and will act as your guide and supervisor in my
absence”

"l understand.”

"Have you any questions, then?" asked Elsenbach.

Weintraub wondered whether Gretchen had meant the things she had said to him in their more private
moments, or if everything had been planned by the Party. "I have no questions," he said.

"Then | will merely say that Fréulein Kammer has confided in methe great love shefedsfor you. This
will make your entire operation agood deal smpler. She shdl pose as your wife. | wish you both the best
of luck, and may God bless"

"God?" asked Weintraub, with asmile.

"l gpologize,”" said Elsenbach shaking hishead sadly. "The habits of alifetime.

Several hourslater, Weintraub had read his orders and tried to comprehend their grand scope. He
waited inadimly lit corner of an expensive Jerman restaurant, Spping imported Pilsner and looking for
his new partner. At last he saw her enter. He set down his glass of beer and rose from his seat. "Fraulein
K&mmer, how nice you look thisevening.”

"Gretchen. We will be working together and, under the circumstances, the 'Fraulein’ can only waste
the Party'stime." She smiled.



"It isdifficult, speaking to you not as the woman | love, but asafelow Party member.”

"And, in addition, I am now your wife. Have you eaten?"

"Yes" said Weintraub. "A late lunch."

"And | have no hunger a al."

"Wadll, then!" said Weintraub. "L et usleave this restaurant for aplace more suitable. Mein schones
Fraulein, darf ich wagen / Meinen Arm und Geleit I hr anzutragen?”

"Goethe?'

"y es"

"And Margarete's reply?'I'm not your maid, nor am | fair / And for your arm | do not care.™

"But the Party ingstsl" said Weintraub.

"Yes" sad Gretchen, laughing, "for the Party!"

An hour later, while spping wine, they discussed their related missions. They talked about the danger
of being uncovered as Communist agents. As such, they would not be safe anywhere within Jerman
Ogtamerika, or in Cdiforniawhich, though independent, was on strong economic and politica termswith
Jermany. Safety was possible only in the huge and sparsely settled Western Territories, which began
abruptly on the farther bank of the Mississppi.

"S0," said Gretchen, "we two are the conspiracy.”

"Yes," sad Weintraub. "A great respongbility. What faith the Party must havein us.”

"| am certain that Herr Elsenbach knows what heisdoing.”

"Perhaps. But organizing such awidespread and pervasive operation is much more complex than, say,
running weekly mesetings for the hoodlums of Frachtdorf."

"Naja, you undervaue yourself.”

"I don't know. Thejobissolarge. And soisyours.”

"1 must corrode the moral fiber of the American youth."

"By yoursdlf, Gretchen? How will you do it?"

She laughed. "I have anotebook," she said brightly. "1 have been thinking for months, making little
notes to mysdlf. | will get the young people to believe that sexud freedom isanatural and God-given
right. The youth of these Stateswill listen less and less to the advice of their elders, preferring instead the
promptings of their own baser selves."

"Surely that will not be difficult. Y oung people think aong those lines every generation. That will not
be enough initsdf to corrode their mord fiber."

"No. But | will causeto be published articles encouraging the American youth to be shallow. That was
Herr Elsenbach'sinspiration. He has been agreat help. Y ou know that he studied in various universitiesin
the Soviet Union."

Weintraub nodded. "He has been atireless counsdl," he said.

"Well," said Gretchen, "having thus succeeded with the articles, | will replace the American youths
naturd interest in religion with lustful desiresfor sex, drugs, dcohol, crime, and rebellion againgt
authority.”

"That sounds like agood beginning, Gretchen.”

"Thank you," she said softly.

"Y ou are agood Party member.”

"I have had good ingtructors. These ideas are well-established practices, of course. Werely on the
young people'slack of disciplineto beour dly. | have been thinking this through rather thoroughly. First,
| will attempt to isolate afew frustrated and warped youths and teach them the skills of revolution. Then,
by tricky means| will fool the non-Communist sympathizersto support what arein redity Communist
movements. Those that cannot be so deluded | shall weaken with accessto drugs and 'freelove,’ so they
will be hdplessto defend themsdlves.”

"Yes, of course. That is much the same ideathat | was required to follow in Frachtdorf."

"1 will need time, for thisisamuch larger operation. | will have Bible readings banned in public and
governmenta conclaves, under the guise of protection of religious freedom. | will encourage sexud



liberties, including homaosexudity, at the same time flooding the book stallswith pornography.”

"l canfed thefiber going aready," said Weintraub, laughing.

"Most importantly, | will attempt to have the penalties removed for exercising these new 'freedoms.’
When the attitude becomes one of "Why not? my mission will have been accomplished.”

"Y ou have an excellent schedule, Gretchen. | only wish that my own orders gave me such detailed
plans”

"What exactly isyour assgnment?'

Weintraub frowned. "My work isin aid of yours, a hecessary complement to your task. | anto
infiltrate and render hel plessthe spiritua defenses of Ostamerika.™

"A difficult job, indeed. | will be unsuccessful if you do not manageit.”

"Y es, in many respects our work overlgps." Heillustrated on the tablecloth, drawing circleswith his
fingertip. He accidentaly touched her hand, and pulled his own back quickly. He could hear her sharply
indrawn bregath.

"Qur relationship has not changed,” she said in alow voice. "The context of our affection has been
greatly dtered. Rather than friend and companion, | am now your Party chief. Neverthel ess, though it
goes againgt Party principles, | will awaysloveyou."

Weintraub smiled, and the fear that he felt toward his duties was submerged in awarm rush of
happiness.

CHAPTER 8

Ernest awoke dowly. He felt sick. He hadn't had nearly enough deep, and his body hadn't quite
finished the chore of flushing the acohol from his system. He got out of bed and went to the louvered
window. It was adark, drizzly day; the air smelled bad, again. He went over to the radio and switched it
on, but there was nothing but static. Naturally; no one was going to sacrifice histoken in order to provide
early morning music and chatter. Ernest turned off the radio and rubbed hisbleary eyes. It was arotten
day aready.

He went into the bathroom and relieved himsdlf. He glanced at hisreflection in the mirror. He looked
asterrible ashefdt. "Might aswell never mind," he muttered. " Anybody that looks aslousy asthat,
doesn't deserve atoken." He went back into the kitchen area and made himself asmall breskfast. He ate
it dowly and then got dressed. He wasin no hurry to go downdtairs.

"Gretchen?' he called. He hadn't seen her yet.

"What?'

"Where are you?'

"What do you mean, where am I? I'm in the nursery with Stevie. If it was up to you, the baby'd starve
to death or something. Y ou never even think about him. | know you hate me, but | can't understand why
you hate Stevie. He's never done anything to you."

Ernest frowned. "That point is debatable,” he thought. "And | don't hate him. Y ou can't hate your own
son, can you?"

"Areyou ready to go?' she asked.

"Y eah, put your clotheson.”

"Ernie, I'm not coming."

"If you don't come with me, you're going to die.”

"No, | won't. Tell them at the Sation. Tell them I'm pregnant. They'll give you atoken for me. They
haveto."



"All right. Seeyou.”

That was that, Ernest knew. Their relationship, the marriage, the baby, everything. Gretchen had
locked hersdlf and little Stevie in the nursery area, and nothing that he had said had shaken her wall of
fear. Well, then, held get his token. Maybe this was the best way.

His own fear was lessened by a confusion of other emotions. He knew that he was not going to die;
he'd get atoken oneway or another. But hiswife, and his son.... Therewas just too much to accept all at
once, and he shunted the uncomfortable thoughts avay for awhile, preferring to ded with the
here-and-now problem of getting his token.

He dammed the modapt's door loudly, but he didn't hurry down the dim hall to the eevator. He just
stood there for afew seconds, listening. There were none of the usual noises from the other modapts on
the floor. Everyone was aready out, scrambling in hisown best interests. He put his ear againgt hisown
door; he heard Stevie begin to cry, no doubt because Gretchen was picking him up and "soothing™ him
again. Well, hewouldn't have to put up with that much longer. It was hardly a consolation. He went over
to Vladieki's door. Ernest could hear taped music being played. He listened carefully and heard a
high-pitched woman's voice singing. "Kansas she saysisthe name of the star." Theideaof the old man
stting so calmly in his modapt angered Ernest. He spat at the door and walked toward the elevator.

"Well," he thought as he rode down in the cresking car, "it'stimeto put asde al the childish fedings.
It'stimeto face the Stuation like an adult. It'svery smple, redly. It'sjust me againgt them. And I've
always been good at getting what | want, especialy when | don't have to worry about courtesy.”

It didn't work. He was till afraid. He wanted to hide, like Gretchen. He wanted to pretend that it
might al go away. The only reason that he managed to motivate himself wasthat, deep insde, heredly
hadn't accepted the enormity of the Situation.

Hewas dill trying to figure the best search method when he reached the street. In acity the size of
New Y ork, there must be dozens of stations. Where? Follow the mob. Just find an angry crowd and get
to the head of the line. No problem there, thought Ernest, nodding to himsdlf. Just find astation.

And now, of course, the same thought occupied every one of the other thirty million residents of the
city. Hisown street, normaly amildly busy thoroughfare, was jammed with shouting, milling people.
"Well," thought Ernest, "that's service. There must be astation set up on the corner.”

He watched the thick mass of people surging by him. "I wonder," he thought, "is it worth getting
mysdlf crushed in that crowd just to save my life? Isit worth getting dl frustrated and angry, lowering
mysdf to their leve, pushing and shoving with dl thereg, fighting like acommon animd, just to stay
dive?' He amiled ruefully. "It dways comesto the smple question: what is more important, life or
sef-respect? Well, here goes.” He left the shelter of the building and plunged into the crowd.

For afew moments, he had no idea of what was happening; he waslost in a shifting maze of people,
likeasingle peain abag of beans. His half-formed plans were proven pointlessimmediately; Ernest
could move only in the direction and at the speed of the current. He was entirely in the crowd's grasp,
and that suited him, for the time being. He had no better idea of what to do, and it was vaguely possible
that the people around him did.

"How easily thiscould beacarnivd," he thought. "Instead of agreat big funera. All | can see arethe
backs of about five people. My world has been reduced to this. Who knows what's up ahead? It may be
Mardi Gras, for dl | know. There may be afunny parade on Fulton Street, with floats and marching
bands and costumed riders. And maybe they're throwing tokens from the floats, dong with strings of
plastic beads, and only our innate ideas of honor, our mature sense of fair play, prevent everyone from
rushing the Representative's masked subordinates. The population of theworld iswaiting patiently on the
curb for some henchman to toss afew tokensinto the crowd. How much more fun that would be. They
never run these thingsright.”

It took him about half an hour to shove hisway through the people to the corner, a distance of sixty
yards. He had to fight al the way, and every foot he gained was at the expense of agreat ded of
pounding and cursing from the others. He began to hit back, dapping and throwing people out of the
way, ignoring them asindividuas. Ernest cleared a path for himsdf with aspirit of the community of all



men: now, even more than usual, none of them were his brothers; the sense and humor of the mob
treated him and al the rest impartidly.

Perhaps he could organize everyone. He could stand up on something and shout sogans until he had
attracted enough attention. Then he could begin some rambling speech, hoping that the people around
him would be so desperate for leadership they wouldn't notice the absurdity of what he said. Once he
had their support, he could march with them, moving the millions of other individuals asde with the
grength of their union. Then Ernest and hisfollowers would have an overwheming advantage. But, of
course, once hisarmy redlized its power, it would have little use for him. He might find himsalf quickly
bloodied, lying benegth the aimless feet of friends and enemies dike. Hewould be atarget, and soon
these frantic people would begin looking for targets. Better to go on alone. He didn't know what hed
say, inthefirst place.

He had aquick image of hisfather, struggling in asimilar crowd, afew hundred milesaway in
Pennsylvania. It was easy to accept that he, Ernest, had to contend with the problem; he was young
enough, still strong enough. But suddenly the Representatives scheme took on a particular though
unpleasant wisdom. Ernest’'s father was not old, still a couple of years short of sixty. But he would find
himsdlf a aterriblelossin afurious mob likethis. The very old, the Sick or injured, the very young would
have no hope at all.

"Anyway," thought Ernest, "those towns have popul ations numbering in the thousands, not millions.
And if thereisn't atoken station right in town, word of where thereis one will spread fast. He ought to do
al right.”

When he got to the corner of the street there was no sign of atoken station. He looked up and down
Fulton Street; it wasfilled, as packed with people as his street had been. There was no hope for public
trangportation; even cars and motorcycles were usaless. And, most likely, there was no one to operate
the subways. Where were these people going?

"There hasto be abetter way," he thought. He realized that, under the circumstances, therewas
nothing to prevent him from indulging al his hogtileingincts. He could smply kill everyonewho stood in
front of him; hewould fed little remorse, and society itself would have nothing to say. He could just
murder aswath for himself, until he met someone who, for the same reasons or in self-defense, killed
Ernest first. The only red consideration stopping Ernest was that he didn't know where he was going.
"Maybelater," hethought, trying to laugh.

While he stood staring down the street, he was hit sharply in the ribs and pushed. Only the density of
the crowd itsdlf prevented him from falling to his knees, where he easily might have been crushed or
suffocated. He struck back angrily with hisfist, and hit ayoung girl in theface. Ernest could not tell if she
had been the one who had struck him; she seemed to collapse in her place, and Ernest caught her,
supporting her while she recovered.

"Thanks," she said, "I could have been trampled.”

"I'm sorry | hit you inthefirgt place. | don't know. Thiswholething is starting to get to me.”

"Did you hit me? Oh, never mind; it doesn't make any difference.” Shefdt her swollenlip and tried to
amile. "Were not getting anywhere," she said.

"Doesn't look likeit. Which way are we headed?"

"l don't know," she said. "I've been out since five thismorning and | haven't seen ahint of atoken
booth."

"Maybe that's their plan. Maybe they have them hidden where only the smart people would think to
look. They don't want a bunch of idiots coming out of those bunkers.”

"Maybe."

Ernest looked at her closdly. "The mae sexud driveis supposed to fal off during moments of stress,”
he thought. "It is comforting sometimes to know that | must be abnormal. Especidly in agtuation likethis.
Perpetua lust has got to be good for the human race.” She was just abit shorter than Ernest, and very
thin. She had very smal hands, the first thing that he noticed about her. Her fingerslooked like achild's,
though the nails were painted with a cracked, silvery polish. Her hair waslong and very black, though her



eyebrows were areddish brown. She had a bright red blush applied to her cheeks, and her lipstick was a
dark wine color. Ernest wondered why she had gone to the trouble of dressing up for the disaster.
"You'revery pretty, you know," he said.

She laughed bitterly. "Thanks," she said.

"l know it doesn't seem very important. It just made me fedl good to say it."

"Where are you from?"

"Here," said Ernest. "Brooklyn."

"No, | mean wherewere you born," she said. "I'm sure you haven' lived here your wholelife.”

"I'mfrom alittle town in Pennsylvania, near Oil City."

"Ah," she said with amocking amile. "Qil City."

"Yeah. It'sanice place to be from."

"| talked to my brother last night,” she said. "He'safuser over in Queens. Y ou know, peoplein his
building were actualy coming to him, expecting that he had tokensto give them. Some people areredly
dumb, or esethey just don't listen very well. | guessthey'rein for ared surprisetoday. How much time
do we have?'

"What?'

"l said, how much time do we have? Will the stations close tonight? Do we have aweek? How long
before the disaster?*

"l don't think they ever told us," he said. Ernest pushed hisway downtown, and the girl followed
closdy in hiswake. They had to shout to make themsalves understood.

"That figures. Have you seen anybody with atoken?

"No," said Ernest. "But | don't imagine that the people who get them will tell. They'll try to hold the
lines down for their own families and friends. Cut out the competition by playing cool. Were just going to
have to keep looking."

"We could be passing the damn thing by and not even know it. It might be right across the street.”

Ernest shook hishead. "No, probably not. There's going to be a tremendous uproar around the token
booths. | think you'll have to be ready to fight your way to the front.”

"| till get the feding that there could be a station on the other side of the street, and there's so many
peaple going by that news of it just doesn't make it through.”

"Y ou underestimate the ability of peopleto act likeidiots," he said. "Believe me, wed know."

"All right," she said, so quietly that Ernest dmost didn't hear her. "Y ou're the boss. Just tell mewhat to
do."

Therewas apromiseimplicit in her tone, one that made Ernest fed a subdued excitement. "It'snice to
have additiond incentive," he thought. He turned around and looked at her. She smiled, without the
cynicism she had shown eaxrlier.

Ernest thought about the women he had been closetoin hislife. He wasn't proud of al the
relationships he had formed; he knew that he often used women, manipulated their emotions as he had
done with thefuser. But it ways seemed to him that while he was doing that, the woman was using him
for something aswell. He had never exploited anyone, at least without getting the feding that the process
had been mutua. Of course, relationships like that were based on far different qualitiesthan love or
respect. But why should that make them less worthwhile? They fulfilled certain needs -- needs that,
hedlthy or not, had to be fulfilled. He knew that this girl, whom he had met under such evil circumstances,
would likely provide that oddly businessike sort of affair. But, given the chance, it could aways change
into something more emotiond. So far, the peoplein charge of giving away the chanceswere being
somewhat less than cooperative.

"Wewon't get ten blocks by nightfall at thisrate," said the girl.



Meanwhile 4

It was |ate afternoon, and aready the sun was melting behind the hotel acrossthe square. Erngt
sipped wine now, for he gppreciated the effect of the danting sun'srays on therich, dark liquid. He had
discovered this by accident when he had first come to the city, strolling dong the single, huge avenue. He
had seen the red shimmers reflecting on the impassive face of a shopworn gourgandine. How much
better, he had thought then, how much better it would be to have that sngular fortunate play of light grace
agenuine post.

"It may be abit naive of me, nonetheless,”" he thought. "After dl, if theseloiterers of the city lack the
verbal sophistication to gppreciate the verses themsalves, how can | expect them to have any grester
regard for the wilder of the pen? But | must defeat that argument, by ignoring it if by no more rigorous
means. | cannot alow myself to be pulled down into the intellectud miasmaof these Afric prisoners. The
sun must burn out al wonder and ddlight at an early age; it isonly we unlucky travelerswho can deplore
their sand-worn ignorance." He took some more of the wine and held it in his mouth until he began to fed
foolish. He swalowed it and pushed the glass away.

While Erngt sat there, sucking the taste of the wine from histeeth, ayoung boy walked by on the
sdewdk. Hewas smdl, nearly hairless, and quite obvioudy strayed from the neighborhood of his
parents. He stopped when he saw Erngt. "Ayah, are you not Weinraub the wanderer, from Europe?’

"l am," said Erngt. "'l have been, for sometime. Has my fame then spread asfar as your unwashed
ears?'

"1 have heard much about you, akkei," said the boy. "I never believed that I'd redlly see you.”

"And are your dreams confirmed?”

"Not yet," said the boy, shaking his head. "Do you redly kiss men?'

Ernst spat at the boy, and the dark boy laughed, dancing into the street, hopping back on the
sdewdk. "Come here," said Erngt, "and I'll wrap this chair around your skinny neck."

"It was only ajoke, akkei," said the boy, not the least afraid.

"A joke. How old are you?"

"l an nine, akkei ."

"Then you should know the danger in mocking such as|. | will draw apicture of you. | will touch you
with my left hand. Y our mother will beat you dead when she hears."

"You arewrong,” said the boy, laughing again. "Y ou are a Nazarene, yes, or aJew. But | anno
rug-squatter. Touch mewith your left hand, akkei, and | will gnaw it off. Do you wish meto fetch your
supper? | will not charge you thistime."

"| tend to doubt your offer. In any event, | have aregular boy who brings my food. What isyour
name, you young crimina?"

"l am Kebap," said the boy. "It means 'roast beef' in the language of Turkey.”

"l can seewhy,” said Erngt dryly. "Y ou will have to work hard to take the place of my regular boy, if
you want hisjob."

"l am sorry,” said Kebap. "1 have no wish to perform that kind of service." Then heran away,
shouting insults over his shoulder. Erngt stared after him, his hands clenching.

"leneth will pay for her sport,” he thought. "If only | could find avulnerable spot in these people.
Without possessions, inured againsgt discomfort, hoping for nothing, they are difficult indeed to injure.
Perhapsthat isthe reason | have stayed in this capita of lice so long. No other reason comes quickly to
mind."

He sipped hiswine again, and stared at the smudged handwriting on a scrap of paper: an ébauche of
histrilogy of novels. He had done the rough outline so long ago that he had forgotten its point. But hewas
certain that the wine waves shifted to good effect on the yellowed paper, too.

"Thiswasthetrilogy that was going to make my name," thought Ernst sadly. "I remember how | had



planned to dedicate the first volume to Eugenie, the second to Marie, and thethird...? | can't remember,
after dl. It hasbeen along time. | cannot even recal the characters. Ah, yes, here. | had stolen that
outstanding, virtuous fool, d'Aubont, put a chevdier's outfit on him, taken off his moustache, and renamed
him Gerhardt Friedlos. How the ladies fluttering hearts of Germany, Carbba, France, and England were
to embrace him, if hearts are capable of such adexterousfeat. Friedios. Now | remember. And thereis
no further mystery asto why | can't recal the plot. It was nothing. Mere dicings of rapier, mere wooings
of maid, mere tauntings of coward. One thousand pages of adolescent dreams, just to restore my manly
figure. Beyond the dedications, did | not aso represent Eugenie and Marie with characters? | cannot
read this scrawl. Ah, yes. Eugenieisdisguised in Volume One as the red-haired Marchioness Fgra. She
isconsumed in a horrible holocaust as her outraged tenants wreek their just revenge. Friedlos observes
the distressing scene with mixed emotions. In'Volume Two, he consoles himsdlf with the contragting
charms of Marie, known in my fiction asthe maid Mavarma, who pitiably froze to death on the great
plain of Breulandy rather than acknowledge her secret love. Friedlos comes upon her blue and twisted
corpse and grieves. | am happy, | am very, very happy that | never wrote that trash.”

Erngt took ashort, fat pencil and wrote in the narrow spaces |l eft to him on the scrap. "My scap
itches" hewrote. "When | scratch it, | break open haf-healed sores. | have a headache; behind my right
eye, my brain throbs. My ears are blocked, and the canals are swollen deep inside, as though large pegs
had been hammered into them. My nostrils drip congtantly, and the front of my facefedslikeit isfilled
with sand. My gums bleed, and my teeth communicate with stabbing pains. My tongueis still burned from
the morning tea. My throat isdry and sore.” This catal ogue continued down the margins of the paper, and
down hisbody, to end with, "My arches cramp up at regular intervas, whenever | think about them. My
toes are cut and painful on the bottom, and fungused and itching between. And now | believethat it pains
meto piss. But thislast symptom bearswatching; it is not confirmed.”

On anapkin stained with rings of chocolate and coffee, Ernst began another ligt, pardld to thefirgt.
"The very continents shudder with the fever-chills of war. Europe, my first home so far away, cringesin
the dark sickroom between the sea and the Urds. Asateeterstoward the fal se adolescence of senility,
and isthe more dangerous for it. Breulandy risesin the north and east, and who can tell of her goals and
motives? South of the city Africadumbers, unpopulated and sterile, under the cauterizing sun. The
Americas? Far too large to colonize, to contral, to aid us now.

"Oh, and whom do | mean by 'us? Theworld isfractured so that we no longer know anything but
sdf. My sdf finds symptoms everywhere, apalitical hypochondriac in exile. Perhapsif | were dill inthe
numbing academic life of old, | would see none of this: Otio sepoltura del I'uomo vivo -- 'inactivity is
the tomb of the vitd man.' | have time to makelists, now."

Of course, he found sad significance in the two inventories when they were completed. He shook his
head sorrowfully, and stared meditatively at hiswineglass, but no one noticed.

Erngt folded the paper with histrilogy synopsisand thefirst list, and put it back into his pocket. He
skimmed through the second list again, though. "I have timeto makelists, now,™ heread. "What does
that mean?Who am | trying to distress?" Just beyond the railing, on the sdewak bordering the Fée
Blanche, sat Kebap, the little boy named "roast beef." The boy was grinning.

"'Allo, akkel Weinraub. I'm back. I've come to haunt you, you know."

"You'redoing afinejob,” said Erngt. "Do you know anything of poetry?'

"I know poetry,” said the boy. "I know what akkel Courane writes. That's poetry. That's what
everyone says. Do you write poetry, too?"

"Inmy youth," said Erngt.

"It islucky, then, that | cannot read,”" said Kebap. He grinned again a Erngt, evilly. "l seethat your
usual boy hasn't yet brought your supper.”

"Why areyou cdled 'roast beef'? | doubt if you've ever seen any in your wholelife.”

"One of my unclescaled methat,” said the boy. "He said that'swhat | looked like when | was born.”

"Doyou have alot of uncles?' asked Ernst mdicioudy.

Kebap's eyes opened very wide. "Oh, certainly,” he said solemnly. " Sometimes a new one every day.



My mother isvery beautiful, very wise, and often very silent. Would you like to meet her, akkei ?*

"Not today, you little thief." Erngt held up the annotated napkin. "I'm very busy."

Kebap snorted. "Certainly, akkei," hesaid. "Of course." Then heran away again.

"Good evening, M. Weinraub." 1t was Czerny, gtill dressed in hisgray uniform of the Citizens Army.
Ernst saw that the tunic was without decoration or indication of rank. Perhagps the Gaish was till so
gmall that the men had only two or three officersin the whole organization. And here was the man again,
to convince him that the Situation was not foolish after dl.

"Y ou areaman of your word, M. Czerny," said Erngt. "Will you join me again? Have adrink?"

"No, I'll haveto passthat up,” said Czerny as he seated himsdlf at Ernst'stable. "I trust your
gppointment concluded satisfactorily?

Erngt grunted. It became evident that he would say nothing more. Czerny cursed softly. "Look," he
sad, "I don't want to have to go through dl these stupid contests of yours. Thisisn't akind of amusement
any longer. Y ou're going to have to choose sides. If you're not with us, you're against us.”

Erngt was amused by the man's grave talk. He couldn't understand the urgency at dl. "Whom are you
going to fight? 1 don't seeit. Maybeif you paid them enough, you could hire some Arabs. But it'ssill a
good distance to ask them to ride just for a battle. Or maybe if you split your tiny bunch in half, one part
could start acivil uprisng and the other part could put it down. But | redlly just want to watch.”

Perhaps it was the heat of the afternoon, or the amount of liquor he had aready taken, or the
annoying events of the day, but Ernst refused to dlow Czerny the pleasure of making asingle
argumentative point. It was not often that someone came to Ernst with arequest, and he was certainly
going to take the opportunity to enjoy it fully. That in doing so he would have to disgppoint and even
antagonize Czerny meadelittle difference. If Czerny wanted Erngt's help badly enough, Czerny would
return again. And if Czerny didn't mean what he said, then, well, he deserved everything Ernst could
devise.

"Wewill get nowhere, Monsieur,” said Czerny in atight, controlled voice, "until you cease tregting my
army asatoy and our cause asatilting at windmills."

"My good Czerny," said Ernst dowly, "you reved quite alot when you say 'my army.' Y ou reved
yourslf, if you understand me. Y ou divulge yourself. Y ou display yoursdf, do you see? Y ou expose
yoursdlf. There, | seethat | must say it plainly. Y ou expose yourself, but in thislocdlity, at thistime, that
seems to be amost commendable form of expression.”

"Damnit, you are anidiot! I'm not asking you to be adirty goundi. We can get plenty of infantry by
just putting up notices. If we could afford to pay them. If we could afford the notices. But intelligenceis at
apremium in this city. We need you and the otherslike you. | promise you, you'll never haveto carry a
rifle or face one. But you have to be man enough to cast your lot with us, or well sweep you aside with
the rest of the old ways."

"Rhetoric, Czerny, rhetoric!” said Erngt, giggling drunkenly. "1 came here to get away from al that.
Leave medonewill you? 1 st hereand drink. | don't interfere with you while you play soldiers. I'm not
any more useful than you, but at least | don't bother anybody.”

Erngt looked around him, hoping that some diversion might arise to rescue him. There was nothing.
Perhaps he might cause enough of arow with Czerny that M. Gargotier would ask that they both leave;
the danger with that plan wasthat Czerny would be sure to invite Ernst somewhere, some place where
Czerny and his Gaish held an edge. Well, then, something smpler was necessary. Perhaps the young
nuisance would return. With any luck, the boy would change histarget; Czerny would bein no mood to
ignore Kebap. But that didn't seem likely, ether.

Czerny banged the little table with hisfigt. The table's metd top flipped off itsthreelegs, dumping
Erngt'swineglass to the ground. Czerny didn't gppear to notice. He talked on through the crashing of the
table and the bresking of the glass. "Useful! Y ou want to talk about useful? Have you ever read anything
about politics? Economics? Y ou know what keeps a culture alive?’

"Yes," sad Erngt sullenly, while M. Gargotier cleaned up the mess. "People not bothering other

people.”



"A good war every generation or s0," said Czerny, ignoring Erngt, seeing him now as an enemy.
"Weve got authorities. Machiavelli said that the first cause of unrest in anation isidleness and peace.
That'sall this city has ever known, and you can see the results out there." Czerny waved in the direction
of the street. All that Ernst could see was ayoung woman in ashort leather skirt, naked from the waist
up. She met his glance and waved.

"Ah," thought Erngt, it has been along time since | have been ablejust to st and watch those lovely
girls. It seemsthat one should have theright to do that, without fear of interruption. But thereisdways
war, disease, jedoudes, business, dways hunger. | have asked for littlein my life. Indeed, dl that | would
have now isaquiet placein the Faubourg St.-Honoré to watch the Parisian girls. Instead, here | am. But
that angle distant brown woman isinfinitely preferableto lisening to Czerny'sranting.” Erngt smiled at the
half-naked woman; she turned away for amoment. A small boy had been standing behind her. The
woman whispered in the boy's ear. Ernst recognized the boy, of course; he laughed. It would not be long
before Kebap learned that even industry and enterprise would avail him nothing in that damned city.

"Y ou cannot afford slence,” said Czerny loudly.

"Ah," said Erngt unhappily, "1 hadn't redlized your thing had gotten thisinvolved. | realy thought you
fellowswere just showing off. But it'sawhole ot worse than that. Well, | won't disturb you, if that's what
you'reworried abouit. | ill don't see why you're so anxious to have me. | haven't held arifle snce my
partridge-shooting daysin Madrid."

"You aren't even listening,” said Czerny, hisvoice low and outraged.

"No, | guessI'm not. What isit again that you want?"'

"Wewant youtojoinus."

Erngt smiled sadly, looking down at his new glassof wine. "I'm sorry,” he said. "I don't make
decisonsany more."

Czerny stood up. Hekicked ashard of the broken wineglassinto the street. "Y ou're wrong," he said.
"You'vejust made avery bad one."

CHAPTER 9

Ernest shaded his eyes with his hand and looked through the crack between the boards. "1 don't even
know why they bothered putting up these planks," he said to Darlaine, his new partner. "If they thought
they'd help protect the windows, that's pretty stupid. These windows aren't going to be much good
againgt the Representative's disaster. Hell, no matter what happens, everybody triesto hang on to what
they have."

"That figures," said Darlaine, tossing her long hair over her shoulder. "I can understand it. Sometimes
you'rejust too critical. | mean, thisisaweird Situation. Y ou can't knock people for acting strange.”

"Surel can," said Ernest. "1 see somebody moving around in there. Hand me that chunk of rock.”
Darlaine bent to pick up the rock he pointed to; Ernest turned around and watched the dowly moving
river of peoplein the street. "They're going to wear themselves out like that,” he thought. "I | can hold on
until they start dropping, I'll have the city to mysdlf."

"Here, isthisO.K.?"

"Fine" he said, taking the rock. "Move back alittle. Don't get caught in the crowd. It'slike an
undertow; I'll never seeyou again.”

Darlaine smiled, then chewed her lip. "Would that bother you?' she said at last.

"A little. Yeah." Ernest picked a place where the gap between the boards was at its widest, about
threeinches. He held the rock in both hands and began pounding. Sivers of wood split from the boards,



but they held fast. He raised the rock above his head and hit the wood as hard as he could. He repested
the blow severd times; the planks didn't move, but he heard the musical cracking of glass. "'l think | got
the window. That ought to get them out.” He continued to strike at the wooden barrier.

In amoment, Ernest heard arattling at the door, next to the boarded-up window. He stopped his
pounding and waited. The door opened up alittle; it was dark insde, and Ernest couldn't see anything,
but an angry voice began ydling a him.

"What do you think you'retrying to do?" screamed the voice from the building. "Why don't you just
leave usaone?'

Ernest dropped the rock and nodded to Darlaine. He went to the door, which closed again quickly.
Before the person on the inside could get it locked, however, Ernest threw his shoulder againgt it and
forced it open. He sumbled into the dim room, and Darlaine followed nervoudly.

"l wasright," said Ernest, as he dusted off his clothing. "This place was a grocery acouple of days
ago. | figured the old lady might <till be here, but | didn't count on the whole family.”

A thin middle-aged man with atrim gray beard faced Ernest. He held aheavy iron bar in his hands.
"All right," he said. "What do you want?'

"Areyou figuring to hit me with that crowbar?' asked Ernest. "Y ou know, to do anything mean withiit,
you're going to haveto heft it and whip it around, like abaseball bat. I1t's got alot of weight to it, doesn't
it? Well, by the time you got the thing moving, I'd duck under it and lay you out on the ground for the rest
of theday. Look." And Ernest took afew steps toward the other man, who raised the bar threateningly.
Ernest shook his head, reached out, and grabbed the crowbar away easily. The bearded man didn't even
protest.

"So," said the man dismaly, "you and everybody e se are happy being crookstoday. It'slike adevil's
Christmas. What do you want?"

"We don't want to bother you or anything,” said Darlaine. "We just thought you might give us
something to eat.”

"Y ou have enough stuff in this place, that'sfor sure" said Ernest.

"Thisisagtore," said the man. "Thisisour busness, it'swhat supports my family. | can't just give
everything away. If | give you food, then everybody esein that filthy mob will comein here and grab
things. We'd be ruined in an hour. Y ou'd cause ariot. The store would be wrecked. My family would be
besten, maybekilled."

"Y ou don't have aclear idea of what's happening,” said Ernest, tossing the iron bar in his hands. "In
thefirst place, | have your crummy wegpon now. And, as you could see from the demonsiration aminute
ago, | won't mind using it. But let that go. | want you to understand that Darlaine and | are quite abit
different from the others out there."

"Sure," said the old woman, sitting in the shadowed rear of the store. "The others out there are leaving
usdone”

"That's not what | mean, exactly," said Ernest, smiling unpleasantly. "Everyone e se has only one
thought: 'Get the token." Of course, that thought is uppermost in my mind, too. But there are other
congderations. | haveto edt. | haveto rest. Otherwise, | won't be able to keep up the search. Those
other foolswill kill themselves, the way they're going. A little foresight here will give us an advantagein
thelong run, I think."

"Very wise," said the owner of the store. "I'll be happy to sdll you anything you want."

"But you just won't understand, will you?' said Ernest. "This token business just shot down free
enterprise. The profit motive haslogt its attraction -- at least for normal, sane people. Where do you plan
to spend your money? Going to the Catskillsisn't going to save you from the disaster.”

"Y ou don't even know what kind of troubleis coming,” said the old woman. "Don't talk to me about
dissgters”

"Whenisthisdisaster?' asked the bearded man. "Tonight? Tomorrow morning? Next week? Next
year? If you get your token, how will you live until then”?"

"l have afeding that normd life will be hard to find after today,” said Darlaine.



"Wewill try," said the man.

"What about your tokens?' asked Ernest. "Y ou're dl sitting in here because you've got tokens?
Wheredid you get them?”

"We have no tokens," said the old woman. "We would never find them. We are too old or too wesk.
If it was meant for usto survive, wewill. Meanwhile, we will protect what is ours.”

Ernest sghed. "Themore | think about it, the better | like thisthing of the Representatives. Whatever
happened to plain old guts, for God's sake? Y ou're just going to wait here for death to come flooding up
under your door?"

"We're happy,” said the old woman. "Just aswe've aways been. Are you?'

"Not yet," said Ernest.

"Not until we get our tokens," said Darlaine.

These people were just like Gretchen, hiding from the terrible redlity only afew yards away inthe
dreet. Like her, they had found justification for their behavior -- reasons that sounded to them like
perfect logic. It was an insanity of somekind, an inability to face acriss, even when such evasion meant
certain death. It might have been amusing under different circumstances, here was this poor idiot, thought
Ernest, defending his canned goods with much more vigor than he was protecting hislife!

Peoplé€'s values were quickly crumbling. What did this man care about his store? Nearly everyone
was going to be dead soon. And what did Gretchen think that she was doing for Stevie? Shidlding himin
the nursery? She had only condemned him to die with her, when the big bang came.

"What's your name?" asked Ernest.

"Capataz," said the bearded man. "John-Peter Capataz. Thisismy store.”

"I know," said Ernest. "l comein here sometimes.”

"'Capataz,” sad Darlaine. "El Capataz, the boss."

"The boss, eh?' said Ernest. "I'm sorry, boss, but I'm going to have to take over some of your
authority. It'stime people like you redlized that times are changing. Y ou just can't hoard thingsin astore
like thiswhile people like me are going hungry. That kind of thing just doesn't work any more, boss." He
turned his back on Capataz and the old woman and began browsing among the shelves of food.

"All right," said Capataz. "Take what you want. Take whatever | have. Just take it and go. Leave us
done”"

"Y ou dways have smple answersfor things, don't you, boss?' asked Ernest. "Just leave you in pesce,
huh? 1 don't know how long | worked for you, never having aminute's rest because you were sneaking
around with that damned notebook of yours. Every time | stopped to take a breath, there you were,
writing it down, spying on me. Y ou tell methat Old Man Jennings never saw those reports. Y ou expect
meto believethat, to treat you like an old pal now. All of a sudden, without your magic notebook, you're
afraid, aren't you?"' he waked around the corner of an aide, holding theiron bar in one hand and two
cans of vegetable hash in the other. He dammed the cans down on the counter angrily and tried to grab
Capataz. Darlaine cried out; Capataz hid behind afood freezer.

"Okay, Sokal," said Ernest, laughing. "All right. I won't have to do athing. The Representative will
take care of it dl for me." Darlaine was pulling on Ernest'sarm; he was il laughing. Sheled him out of
the store, carrying the cans of food.

"Good-bye," caled the old woman. Her laughter was adry cackle. "Good luck to you, and may God
bless”

"Areyou dl right, Ernest?' asked Darlaine,

"Sure," hesaid. "'l guess so. | think I'm just tired.”

They paused outside the Capatazes store, pressed against the side of the building, away from the il
furioudy moving crowd on Fulton Street. Each of them took a can of the vegetable hash and opened it,
pressing the three plastic perforations and twisting the top of the can. They said nothing asthey ate,
scooping the bland brown stuff up with their fingers. When they finished, they tossed the cansto the
ground. Ernest looked down Fulton in the direction of FHatbush. He wiped hisfingerson histrousers as
he thought.



"| don't suppose it makes much difference,” he said.

"We were headed that way before,” said Darlaine. "It took uslong enough to get thisfar. We might as
well keegp going.”

"There sureisn't anything back the way we came. All right. Keep close.”

They moved back into the crowd. At once, Ernest had afeding of disgust, both for the mob itself and
for what it had so quickly forced him to do. He shrugged. He just had to get through the day one way or
another, and then it would al be over. If he could only stop paying attention, it wouldn't be so bad. He
could do it. He knew he could; he just had to draw on areserve of strength and will. He turned back to
Dalane.

"Ligten," he said. "I'm going to bash some people out of the way. Don't get too close to me, or you'll
get hurt, too. And don't drop back or I'll lose you. Stay about where you are now, maybe astep and a
half behind." She nodded and waved. Curioudy, Ernest wondered what Eileen was doing at that
moment. Or the fuser, whatever her name was.

Meantime E

In 1920, Babe Ruth hit an astounding tota of fifty-four home runs. Weintraub saw none of them,
though he followed the Y ankees season in the newspaper. His duties with the Communist Party never
gave Weintraub the opportunity to see his basebal hero in person. With Gretchen as his companion and
tutor, he traveled around the eastern states of America. New Y ork City had amazed him, asit fascinates
everyonewho vidtsit for thefirgt time, but there was far more to the country than merely that single giant
city. Weintraub began to realize how large his assgnment was:. to sap the spiritual strength of such a
nation seemed more than any person or any cause could hope to accomplish. He saw none of the
festering decadence of Jermany, not even in the hearts of Ostamerika's grest cities. Gretchen, more
experienced, was less chagrined. "We will have to proceed in smdl stages,” she said oneday in late
November. "Y ou had the mistaken idea that we could move into alower-class neighborhood, print up a
few handbills and pogters, give aspeech in aloca park, and thereby win over the capitalist minds of
these people. Y ou are dtill in Frachtdorf, dear Erngt. Thisisthewide world.”

Shewasright, of course. If their mission were to get anywhere, Weintraub would have to overcome
both his affection for the American people and his awe at their creations. He had to begin thinking in
terms of concrete details; the Party chiefsin Berlin and, before them, in the Soviet Union had often
published guidelines for sudy groups and discussion meetings. Pamphlets entitled " The Communist
Strategy™ or "Conversion, Not Conquest” were common enough, even in Frachtdorf. Y et, when it came
to actua methods, these tracts were sketchy and abstract. It was dl well and good to program "a
lessening of respect for traditiona values." But how does one actually put that into effect?

Asthe year waned, Weintraub and Gretchen decided on abase of operations, asmall town called
Springfied. They arrived shortly before the American holiday of Thanksgiving and rented alarge, airy
house near the center of the village. It did not take long for the residents of the town to spread the news
that ayoung Jerman couple had moved in; soon, Weintraub and Gretchen were receiving visits from
many new neighbors and curious strangers, wishing them luck and asking frequently impolite questions.
The two Jermans boreit al patiently and with good humor, for the process of assmilation, unpleasant
though it was, wasthefirst step toward eventud victory.

"Intheseinitid stages, at least,” said Gretchen, "you will observe how the uneducated masses give us
their aid unknowingly. We may learn to depend on their innate honesty and generosity, the same qualities
which have caused their unfortunate endavement to their upper-class masters. When these same working



people have become informed of our background and our aims, they will turn resentful, distrustful, and
hodtile. This period will last only aslong astheir education in our policies remainsincomplete. As soon as
they fully understand us, they will once again return to our sides asfriends, neighbors, and politica dlies”

"Have you experienced this pattern before, then, Gretchen?" asked Weintraub.

"Y ou still have doubts, eh?' she said, smiling. "Y our own education isunfinished, | would say. Then
just wait and seeiif | am not accurate.”

"I do not doubt your estimate of the temper of thesefolk," he said. "And | do not doubt the Party's
proven methods. | lack faith only in my own gptitude.”

"That iswhat | am for," said Gretchen. "To improve your morae.”

"Isthat what you're doing here? I've been wondering.”

Gretchen kissed Weintraub on the cheek. "Do not speak to your Party bossin those tones,” she said
softly. Then, for an hour, the two young Jermans forgot the urgency of their venture,

In February of 1921, Weintraub joined the Springfield Literary Association, aloca book review club
which met twice monthly at the small village library. This activity had been planned by Gretchen asthe
very firgt blow in the toppling of the American philosophy. Weintraub was unconvinced, but he withheld
his opinion. At the first meeting, he was greeted warmly but somewhat nervoudly by the other members
of theclub.

"We have anew reader with usthis month,” said Mrs. Roya Abcock Smith, the presiding officer of
the club. "I'm sure you've al had the opportunity of meeting him, in the few monthsin which heand his
lovely wife have resided in our community. | know that Mr. Weintraub will bring fresh ingghtswith him, a
digtinctly European outlook from which wedl may learn. | hope you will dl help him dong, ashisEnglish
isnot perfect asyet. It ismy pleasure to wel come such a charming and educated representative of the
Jerman nation. He can surely reassure usthat Jermany is, after dl, acountry quite like our own, with its
own vast heritage of art, music, and literature, and that it istimeto forget our differencesand build alife
together in atrue globa community of peace and brotherhood.”

Weintraub wasill at ease, being suddenly the focus of the group's attention. He smiled but declined to
gpesk. Mrs. Smith fatered in her presentation for amoment, having planned to have Weintraub address
the club and thereby carry the meeting at |east another three-quarters of an hour. Instead, she turned to
thefirst novel under congderation for that evening.

Later that night, at home, Weintraub described the course of the meeting for Gretchen's benefit. "I do
not know, dear,” he said wearily, "whether | can do that again. Even for the Party, even for the good of
oppressed workersin al theworld. That is asking too much of me. | am not ahero of the Party. | am
only asmall functionary from a southern province."

"You aremy hero," said Gretchen. "And if you do not do just as | say, you will end up spitted on an
ice ax, like the counter-revolutionary villain in agrade-school pageant. The Party wastes nothing, and
leaves no loose ends. If Berlin decrees that you socidize with the Springfield grandmothers, well, you had
the opportunity to resgn your duties severd times. It isnow too late. | have you trapped.”

"Then | must read this book before two weeks," he said. He held up avolume entitled This Sde of
Paradise, by F. Scott Fitzgerad.

"Don't tell me how it ends," said Gretchen.

Onthefirgt Thursday of March, 1921, Weintraub returned to the Springfield library, having read the
Fitzgerad book and planned his strategy with Gretchen. He waited until the business portion of the
mesting was completed; then, while the other members of the club were arguing the merits of the book,
heintroduced a controversd point. "I wonder,” he said, "if literature might not indicate dternatives which
mankind seeksin the arena of politics and human rdations.”

The literary association members turned to look at him blankly. For amoment he had the great fear
that not only would hefail in planting the seeds of Communist thought, but he would succeed only in
branding himsdf atotd fool.

"Ah, Herr Weintraub,” said Mrs. Smith pleasantly. "I am glad that you are taking an active part in our
discussion thisweek. I'm sure our fellow lovers of good bookswill be asinterested as| amin hearing



your thoughts. Would you care to elaborate?'

Weintraub took a deep breath. "In reading this excellent fiction," he said dowly, "I wastroubled by
one or two idess. These things are not confined to the writing of Mr. Fitzgerald, you must understand.
These are concepts which have been growing in my mind since the beginning of the recent conflict. |
wonder if it isever good to useforceto further mora ends. Thisisthe sort of topic whichisavoided in
mogt literature. Certainly, these goaswhich we dl desire are achieved by violence in some books, or are
not achieved in others. But the use or nonuse of violenceis not caled into question. It isemployed or not
asthe Stuation demands, without critical evaluation. | think we, as civilized beings, must take the timeto
make just that decison.”

There was silence in the room. Findly, one elderly man spoke up. "1 wonder what connection that has
with Mr. Camberley's remark about the smut in Fitzgerald'swritings," he said.

"l think Mr. Weintraub is entirely correct,” said another voice. "I believe we ought to explorethisin
detail, and develop some sort of ethica program. Perhaps we could even send a copy of our conclusions
to Washington."

"Well, then," said Mrs. Smith, "would Herr Weintraub wish to suggest any particular questionswe
might discuss?'

"Certanly,” hesad. "Isit ever permissbletokill?1sit ever right to sted, to lie, to commit adultery
under any imaginable circumstance?”

"No, of course not,” said amatronly woman in the front of the room.

"How about war?' asked thefirst elderly man. "Surely inwartimeitisright to kill."

"It may only be necessary to kill, or expected of oneto kill," said Weintraub. "1t may not beright to
kill."

The discussion became more complex. Weintraub carefully changed from side to side, never taking an
inflexible pogition, leading the arguments both pro and con, making each member of the group less certain
of the absolutes of right and wrong. By the end of the evening, he had succeeded in confusing these
conceptsin the minds of everyone who listened to him. The achievement was agreat deal smpler than he
would have thought possible.

Again, that night, he discussed his progress with Gretchen. She was very pleased. "There," she said
proudly, "you see how easy it isto use these smple people in our work? Isit not rewarding? How foolish
they are, and how grateful they seem for our first tentative offers of guidance.”

"But where do | lead them?" asked Weintraub.

"They will need little direction, now," she said. "They will follow the obvious path. That is much the
better, for they have not the dightest ideathat they have been subverted. Itisal voluntary. It will seem
like recrestion to them."

Gretchen's prediction came true. The smal literary group channeled its collective energiesinto
debating the traditiona standards of conduct; their discussions soon grew away from the definite cases
into abstract redms of pure speculation. Thisiswhere Weintraub felt the most secure, for nothing that
was said could be pinned down and proven in practical terms. Generdly he sat quietly and listened,
putting in aword only now and then, to keep the flow of argument following aong acceptable Party lines.
At last, after severa weeks of talk, some of the members began to write short essays and articles. A few
were published in the Springfield weekly newspaper. Others were merdly read aoud at the meetings of
the Literary Association and criticized by the assembled members. Weintraub volunteered to draft along
presentation, summarizing the main points of these statements, which could then be submitted under the
authorship of the Springfield Literary Association.

Using thisas afirst stepping-stone, Weintraub began making appointments to meet with various civic
and culturd leadersin the area. He spoke at meetings of parents and teachers organi zations. He lectured
to library groupsin nearby towns. As aJerman citizen, hisideas received serious attention, athough
Weintraub never lost the feding that he was resented on abarely hidden level. Oneday in early summer,
he received an invitation from an important religious leader in the State. Gretchen was excited; it wasthe
firgt tangible proof of their success and she was proud and happy, athough it meant that Weintraub



would have to be away for severa days.

Thus, aweek later Weintraub visited another of Americas crowded cities. He had arrived half an
hour early for his appointment, and now stood nervoudy outside the office. The sign on the door read:
JERMAN-AMERICAN COUNCIL OF PROTESTANT CLERGY, DR. HERBERT S.
TIEFLANDER, PRESIDENT. Weintraub knocked on the door and entered.

Dr. Tieflander sat behind alarge, bare desk. "Good afternoon,” he said, "Herr...?"

"Weintraub. Erngt Weintraub. Good afternoon. It was very kind of you to take time out of your busy
schedule to see metoday.”

"Not at dl. What can | do for you, Herr Weintraub?

"l have come to discuss with you certain aspects of Christian behavior which concern me and my
associates.

"Redly?’

"Yes, gr. It seemsto usthat the church is sadly behind the times, asfar as socia consciousnessis
concerned. Surely situations have changed since medieva days. People and circumstances are never
smply black and white, asthey have aways been pictured in church literature. These are the nineteen
twenties. Why does the church differ so radically from modern psychology, sociology, and even common
Eense?'

"l had no ideathat such adiscrepancy existed,” said Dr. Tieflander, looking sincerdly and earnestly
across the polished desk top.

"Ah, but it does. Do you, personaly, interpret the Bible literaly?"

"Why, not precisely. The use of symbolism and metagphor is quite obvious."

"But the extent to which an individual considers Scripture as 'metaphor’ varies, doesit not?'

"Yes, of course.”

"And who isto say what is correct? It follows, then, that behavior must be judged smilarly, depending
upon the circumstances. Things are rdative. What is definitely wrong in one Stuation is sanctioned in
another.”

"Isthis some sort of faddish new morality? Are you demanding a permissive society to replacethe
present ethica order?"

"I demand nothing," said Weintraub, steepling hisforefingersand amiling. "I am only suggesting that
the church might benefit from amore humanistic and socialy aware perspective.”

"] see. But we have neither the time nor the funds to become involved with secular matters.”

"Y our congregations would be anxiousto help. That iswhere the church is needed most, remember. |
think it istimefor you to make asdly from your ivory towers.”

"Perhapsyou areright, after al."

"It would help to unite our troubled nationsiif the church discovered itsrole anew. The social
restrictions of ancient times which necessitated clerical prohibitions are long since extinct. A Chritian
should be freed from outdated canons, and made to act responsibly and maturely, answerable only to the
higher law withintheindividud."

"Do you have some printed material that presents these views?”'

Weintraub opened his briefcase. "Certainly. Y ou may keep theseif you like."

"Thank you. | am very interested, and | would like to show them to some of my colleagues.”

Weintraub shook hands with Dr. Tieflander and bid him good day. Outside the man's office, on the
long marble staircase, Weintraub saw his own reflection in the mirrored panels of thewall. He grinned a
himsdlf, and held up hisright thumb for victory.



CHAPTER 10

Ernest and Darlaine made dow headway down Fulton Street, toward the intersection of FHatbush
Avenue. The crowd was getting thicker, the pace dower. Ernest found himself muttering, and the sign of
mentd strain worried him. He took Darlaine's hand and pulled her behind him, out of the channel of the
traffic, into Carlton Avenue. "1 want to get out of that horde,” he said. "L et's cut acrosstown here. We
can probably make better time going down De Kab."

"Whatever you think, Ernie," said Darlaine.

Even the side streets were jammed now. It was the middle of the afternoon, and people were
beginning to get upset. If they hadn't found the token booths by now, they must be hidden too well. The
gations might al be too far away to do any good. It might betoo late. It might really betoo late. Ernest
kept repesting that to himsdf, then redlized what he was saying and shook his head angrily to clear the
thoughts. But it always came back: it might aready betoo late.

They moved past arow of identica modapt buildings between Fulton and Greene Avenue, another
row of modapt buildings between Greene and L afayette. There was a school building on the next block,
and Ernest led Darlaine through agap in the wire fence around the playground. "Let'sfigurethisout,” he
saidto her.

"] don't see anything to figure," she said, panting.

"l don't either, but it isn't kind to mention it. We haven't seen the dightest flicker of excitement yet.
That means there can't be atoken station anywhere near where we've been. By now, people are going to
be so worked up, therell be aring of brawling idiots ten blocks thick around every booth. Let's get up
somewhere and look."

"Youwon't see anything inthiscity,” shesad. "Theway theserows of buildingsare, dl you'll seeis
into the neighboring street. Y ou'd have to be right on top of astation to see anything, and then you
wouldn't have to get on the roof of abuilding, anyway."

"1 know and I'm goin' get one," said alow, thick voice behind them. Ernest turned; there was aragged
derdlict walking toward them across the playground. He was dressed in torn, stained black trousers and
jacket, with abattered gray hat. He wasn't very old -- not much older than Ernest himsdlf -- but hisface
and hands were in worse condition than his clothing. Ernest took Darlaine's hand and began to lead her
away. The man waved a them drunkenly. "Wait aminute," he said. "1 know them tokens."

"Y ou know how to get atoken?' asked Ernest. "Tell me, how do you get atoken?

"My sister works on the City Planning somethin'. They had to plan this, you know. Couldn't just do it
right off, had to plan the whole thing, and my sister takes care of me, thistime. Told methey wasjust
going to use subway stations. Nobody's thinking about subways. Just go up to them and ask for your
token. Nobody at al down there.”

Darlaine stared at Ernest. "'l wonder,” she said. "Maybe that'swhy we haven't seen anything so far."

"l don't know," said Ernest. "Y ou want to trust thisguy?'

"Y ou have anybody eseto trust?' she asked.

"You have adallar, maybe?' asked the drunk. "I need adollar morefor aplaceto deep. | got my
wine"

"Sorry," said Ernest. They hurried out of the playground toward the nearest subway entrance afew
blocks away on De Kab Avenue. They pushed harder than ever through the crowds, having a
degtination for thefirst time that day. Darlaine had a difficult time kegping up with Ernest. He was curaing
loudly now, vicioudy fighting hisway down the street. Almost an hour later, they had nearly reached the
subway entrance.

"1 hope that wino knew what he was talking about,” he said.

"Sometimesthey do," said Darlaine hopefully. "They haveto, part of thetime. It'sjust being ableto
sortit dl out. Anyway, it made sense, sort of. Nothing else even makesthat kind of sense.”

"I'm hungry again."

"I'mthirgty," shesaid.



"I'm pretty damn tired, too. And I'm scared. And I'm fed up with people kicking my legs.”

"When thisisal over, maybe we ought to sue the Representatives. It would have been awholelot
better if we had just sent in post cards with our names and telephone numbers. They could have put them
al in abig hopper and made drawings. Then they could cal the lucky contestants during sometelevision
movie and ask Smple questions. If you didn't win atoken, you might at least end up with adozen blouses
or aweffleiron."

Ernest didn't laugh. "Remind meto tell you about my Mardi Grasidea," he said

"All right," said Darlaine, "but | think | can guess. It's till abetter way to handle it than this. Somehow
thisstuation isin awful taste. That'swhat it is. I'll bet they're awhole lot more orderly in London. I'll bet
you can't hear a sound, over there. They know how to behave."

"You know what?' said Ernest.

"What?' she said. Darlaine pushed herself through the people who closed in behind Ernest's back.
They rested at their goal, asheltered doorway only afew yards from the subway.

"We got to get one of those tokens.”

Thegirl laughed. "Y eah. Two. Where?!

Ernest wiped his upper lip with hiswrist. "l don't know. Down there, | hope. Y ou know what else?’

Darlaine sighed. "No." Shelooked out over the swarms of people. If they had, in fact, been in some
sort of movement toward an unknown objective, their short rest had dready lost the couple what
advantage they had won in the last half hour.

"Thiscrowd isredly getting to me."

"Me, too," she said.

Ernest started to push back into the crowd, but the girl held hisarm. "How many tokens do you
need?' she asked.

"Huh?'Y ou have some? All thistime?'

"No," she said, looking past his shoulder. "I just wondered.”

Ernest heditated. "One. Just one. Why?"'

"l only need one, too, | guess.”

Ernest laughed. "That makes things much smpler, doesn't it?"

A couple of trash cans had been shoved down the stairway into the subway, and garbage and litter
was piling up on them. Among the cans and bags Ernest could see amotionless arm. While he stared
down into the dark, cavernous stairwell, the crowd behind him shifted and threw Darlaine againgt him,
knocking both of them off their feet. They tumbled heavily down the flight of Stairs, landing painfully inthe
mass of garbage.

"I needed that," said Darlaine. "I redlly needed that.”

"At least we got here," said Ernest. He stood up and helped the girl to her feet. He kicked some of
the trash aside and uncovered the corpse of asmal girl, about twelve years old.

"Shegot here, too," said Darlaine, looking at the body with disgust.

" wonder if shewastrying to get out of the station,” said Ernest. "'l just wonder if she has atoken.”

"Y ou're not going to look through her clothes," said Darlaine. " There's an easy way of finding out.”
She pointed past the girl's body into the dimly lit subway station. Ernest nodded and stepped over the
corpse. Darlaine cursed and followed.

There was no one elsein the gtation. Ernest's steps echoed from the moist walls as he hurried to the
token booth. It was closed, dark, empty. He wouldn't admit how much he had counted on the drunk’s
being right. He didn't want to acknowledge how much the di sappointment weakened him. He turned to
Darlane.

"Well, that's that. It's another rumor we can cross off our list.”

"Maybe not," she said. "I don't suppose they'd be passing out shelter tokensin every subway station
inNew York City. That'salot of stations.”

"Wéll, how the hell are we going to find out which Stations are the right ones?’ She wouldn't answer.
Silently they retraced their steps, through the abandoned underground passage, past the morbid hint of



what would soon happen to dl of them.

They cut across Fort Greene Park, where the open spaces were not as thickly jammed with people.
Therewaslittlelikelihood that a token station would be anywhere in the area, but Darlaine thought the
government might set one up for the benefit of the CAS forces billeted near the East River. Ernest had no
objection to her idea. They stopped to rest twice, for afew minutes each time.

Asthey merged with the street-mol ded streams of people on the far side of the park, Ernest
succumbed to hisred fear once more. He viewed everything from afrightening distance; the scene
flickered like abad splicein ared of film. The world was diding away, out of control, and he couldn't tell
himself anything that eased the panic. It meant nothing that the red world was never in his control to begin
with. He wanted to cry, but that passed into asick nightmare feding. He wanted to scream, or hurt
himsdlf, or somehow do anything to regain his sense of vitality. But the teeming streets and the shouting,
brawling people scared him again and again.

"Gretchen," hethought, "I'm with you now. For the first time in many, many months were together. |
know what you fed, | understand what you're afraid of, and it can't do either me or you any good. It'sa
sck joke, Gretchen, and | hate you for it. And you're sitting around that rotten tin room, staring at the flat
set, watching the gray snow faling on every station, hating me because | forced you to admit that there
was something to be afraid of. Hold Stevie for me, Gretchen. It'stoo late for me, now. It'stoo late for
everybody. | think it's even too late for those sons of bitches who found the token stations.”

Helooked around. They were in aneighborhood completely unfamiliar to him. He wanted to weep,
but instead he began punching awoman in front of him. Darlaine caught hisarm and he whirled, ready to
attack her. He saw the contempt in her expression and camed himsdlf.

"Y ou know what?' asked Darlaine.

"Yeah"

"We're not getting anywhere here, either.”

"Well, goddamn it, what do you want to do about it? Wherever those Sations are, if they aren't pretty
damn near here, they're not going to do us one bit of good.”

"Y ou know the bench in the park where we stopped?”

"Yeah," said Ernest suspicioudy.

"I'll meet you there tonight.”

"What?"

"If we split up, well stand a better chance. Two of uslooking. Right now I'm duplicating your effort.
And I'm dowing you down. If | find one, I'll tell you. Or you'l tell me."

"Y ou running off to meet somebody now? How many times you done this before? How many other
guys are you working with?"

"Three" said Darlaine quietly.

"Am | supposed to trust you? | mean, if one of those guystells you where you can get atoken, are
you planning on telling the other three of us?'

Darlaine looked hurt. "Of course | would. Y ou should know me by now."

"Yeah, | do. And when we all get tokens, who are you going off with?Y ou're lucky, you know that?
Y ou got more to bargain with."

Suddenly, everything he had ever said to awoman took on anew dimension. Every word that had
passed from awoman to him became akind of emotional merchandise. His own fedlings, products of his
finer motives or, more frequently, merely abstractions of his physica urgings, became nothing morethan a
debased currency. No one, mae or female, had ever dealt with him on morethan asmple leve of trade;
he had provided something -- security, emotiona gratification, money -- and the other had provided
samulations of friendship or love. Gretchen stood out as an exception. Gretchen was too smple, too
unskilled to compete in that kind of market. It wastoo futile athing to cheat her. One could deal with
Gretchen only on her own dull but basic plane. And for that reason, Ernest regretted the time he had
spent -- wasted, gambled, refunded -- in return for gpproximations of her shrill, honest fedings.

"I'll gtick withyou," said Darlaine.



"Right," said Ernest. "Y ou want meto believe that. Well, I'll be there at ten tonight.”
"l loveyou, Ernest.”
"I'll sseyou."

Meanwhile5

Night crept westward, sweeping more of Africaunder her trailing cloak. The poor of the city happily
gave up their occupations and hurried to their homesto join their familiesfor the evening med. The
wedthy few consdered the entertainments and casualy made their choices. Along the city's central
avenue, shops closed up and iron shutters were locked over display windows. The marketing noises
dtilled, until Ernst could hear the bugle cals and shouted orders of the Gaish asthey drilled on the sand
before the city's northern gate. The day's liquor had had its desired effect, and so the noises failed to
remind Erngt even of Czerny'sanger.

"There seem to be no birdsin thiscity,” thought Erngt. "Thet is reasonable. For them to abidein this
vat of cultura horrors, they must first fly over that great, empty, dead world beyond the gates. Sand.
What a perfect device to excise usfrom al hope of reentering the world. We are shut up like lepers, ina
colony acrossthe sand, and easily, gratefully forgotten. The process of forgetting is readily learned. First
we are forgotten by our families, our nations. Then we are forgotten by those we've hated, our enemiesin
contiguous countries. At last, when we have dighted herein our find condition, we forget ourselves.
Children must be hired to walk the streets of this city, reminding us of our names and our natures,
otherwise we should disappear entirely, as we have dreamed and prayed for so many years. But that,
after dl, isnot the reason we have been sent here. We have come not to die, but to exist painfully apart.
Death would be a cleansing for us, adiscourtesy to our former friends." Ernst looked around him. The
twilight made pleasant shadows on the stone-paved street around the square. Some of the shadows
moved. "Hey!" shouted Ernst experimentally. The shadows burst, flew up, flapped avay in many
directions. "Pigeons,”" thought Erngt. "1 forgot pigeons. But that hardly ruins my thess. Pigeonsarea
necessity in acity. They were Stting here, adegp on the sand, when the first parched exiles arrived on this
spot. The abundantly foolish idea of building atown must have occurred to those unwanted knaves only
after seeing the pigeons.”

The city was certainly one of immigrants, thought Ernst. As he had escaped from a crazy Europe, so
had Czerny. So had Sandor Courane. leneth and her false flower, Ua, had fled from some mysterious
wild empire. Could it be that every person sheltered within the city's granite walls had been born
elsawhere? No, of course not; there must be alarge native population. These must be the ones most
stirred by the absurd wrath of the Gaish, for who e se had enough interest? Erngt lived in the city only
because he had nowhere e se to go. He had stopped briefly in Gelnhausen and the nearby village of
Frachtdorf. From Bremen he had sailed to the primitive Scandinavian settlements that bordered the
northern sea. He had resided for short termsin England and France, but those nations murderous
nationaism made him run once more. Each time he settled down, it wasin aless comfortable Situation.
Here on the very lip of Africa, the city was the final hope of those who truly needed to hide.

A smadl voice whispered behind Erngt. It was Kebap, the young fraud. "I knew of another city like
thisone," said the boy. "It wasin Armenia. Of course, there wasn't sand all around to keep usin. This
town was imprisoned by itsown lack of identity. There were perhgpsfifty thousand Turksliving there, of
which severd may have been my true father. Indeed, 'severd’ hardly does justice to the whiteness of my
mother's eyes, or the perfection of her skin, at least in those days of a decade past. But | must be modest
inal accounts, so that later claims may be made with greater hope of acceptance.”



"Y ou are wise beyond your years, Kebap," said Ernst sadly.

"That isnot difficult at the age of nine," said the boy. "Nevertheless, | continue. There were perhapsa
tenth again as many Armenians, and some Greeks. Persians passed through often, bearing objectswhich
they could not sdll. These men rode on the backs of bad-smelling horses and camels of aworse
reputation, and we aways deviled them continuoudy until they departed again.

"The housesin this Armenian wonder had flat roofs above stone walls, and it was the custom to grow
grass upon the roofs. Naturaly, with the best fodder in the neighborhood up there, our sheep and calves
grazed above our heads. When we stood on the hillsides not far from this town, the houses were invisible
againg the surrounding plain. | forget what the name of this city was. One day my mother and severd of
my unclestook me on along walk; we packed alunch of cold meat and water, for the Persians had
arrived early that morning and we wanted to escape their presence. We climbed far into the hills, so that
it wasdmost timefor evening wagib when we stopped. | was adeep, carried by an uncle, on the return
journey. | wastold the next day that our city could not be found. Every time aherd of sheep was
investigated, it was discovered to be firmly on the ground, not upon our familiar rooftops. We wandered
the hills and the nearby country for weeks, searching for that disguised city. At last, we arrived here.”

"Y our tactics were shrewd, Kebap," said Erngt. "That is very difficult to believe.”

"It isfully documented.”

"| shal have to examine your records someday." Erngt turned to see the boy, but there was no one
there. "Heisaquick mongter indeed,” thought Ernst.

The city held many sorts of wonderful things, objectsrare in Europe and prized by the daves and the
poor. There was alarge colony of artists, and their pottery and sculpture was famous al over the world,
though not so much so that it attracted either tourists or trade. At thistime of day, the craftsmen of the
city would be heading for the bars with their day's earnings, eager for the less tangible beauties of wine
and poetry. Ernst was bored by clay pots, and he had little enough of his own art to trade.

He had often tried to write poems or short, terse essays about the city, but each time he had given up
infailure. He couldn't seem to capture the true emotions he experienced, fedings different in subtle,
unpoetic ways from the vaguely similar emotions he had known while living in Europe. The poems could
not reflect the pervasive sense of isolation, of eterna un-cleanness, of a soul-deep loss of persondlity;
these things descended upon a European only hours after arriving at the dune-guarded gates of the city.

He had early on made the mistake of showing some of these frustrated scribblingsto M. Gargotier.
The proprietor had read them politely, muttering the words under his breath as he traced his progress
down the page with agrimy finger. When hefinished, he had handed the paper back to Erngt without a
word, and stood slently, evidently uncomfortable but unwilling to make afind judgment. Soon Ernest
stopped asking M. Gargotier to read the things, and both men seemed happier for it.

Dusk settled in on the shoulders of the city. Ernst sat at histable with hisbits of paper and hislittle
supper of cheese and gpples. Around him the city prepared for night, but he didn't care. Customarily
each evening after supper, he declared the day productive; reaching this point, he ordered bourbon and
water.

"Itistimeto relax, now," thought Erngt. "It istimeto pack away for the day the tedious, essentia
hatreds and hopes. It istimeto Sit back and bring out my informa thoughts. How | am growing to
despise these memories, even more than their subjects. The very issue of my thoughtsis soiled by this
city, so that had | known the dearest saint of Romein my youth, | could not think on her now with
anything but scorn and mdice. | am not intrigued by my musings, and their temper is becoming too acid
for my unpassionate sif.

"Eugenie, you seem to be suffering the most, though even now, a thisunofficid time of day, | can ill
summon up nothing but atepid didike. Y ou must hold aspecid position of disfavor in my heart; that is
your fate, grow used to it. Marie, you look lovely tonight. A congtellation of false memories enriches you.
If I do not look at them too closdly, | can successfully pretend afew moments of joy. Permit methis
indulgence, Marie. | will do the samefor you, if ever I'm given the opportunity.”

The people on the sdewak were rushing by now, their faces marked by an intensity of purpose that



was never gpparent during the day's business hours. In the city, one pursued amusement relentlessy, asa
plague victim might follow a hapless doctor in hope of miracles. At night, with only the cold cosmetic of
darkness, the city dipped on a shabby mask of gaiety, but no one criticized. Ernst smiled to himself,
nodded to the grim-faced celebrants, observed in aclinica fashion the desperate snatchings after
diverson.

It was adangerousthing to pray that alasting release might be had from the day's troubles. Each day
was S0 like every previous day that the pleasures pilfered during the night cheapened with the sun'srising.
It was as hopeless athing as the Bridge of the Crazy Berber, who cried for many yearsto the people of
the city that a bridge should be built -- agigantic bridge, the world's largest suspension bridge, an
engineering marve to catch theimagination of dl civilized people. It would rise from the north gate of the
city, span theimmense waste of sand, cross the distant range of mountains, the short strip of barren plain,
the rolling leagues of the Mediterranean Sea, to end at last, abruptly, curioudy, on theidand of Mdta. Of
course, the bridge would not be built directly northward, in the shortest line possible; to reach Malta, the
bridge would have to stretch diagonally across many hundreds of miles of Africals dead face. It would be
ahardship, indeed, for anyone traveling along that bridge. The Crazy Berber chose Mdta asthe terminus
evidently only because that idand had been the birthplace of his mother.

Many of the people hurried along the avenue to the south, toward the Chinee quarter, where another
eccentric resident of the city, aweary, stranded Breulen duke, had long ago built afantastic parody of
various memorable sections of Singapore. Like many thingsin the city, thisdollop of Asaseemed
romantic at first, but soon distressed the observer with arichness of unwholesome detail. The Breulen
nobleman had loved Singapore, the story went, or at least, according to other accounts, had been
fascinated by written descriptions and never actualy visted theidand at all. In any event, he, like so
many others of hisclass, at last took up residencein thelonely African city. His project to reproduce the
more spectacular attributes of Singapore was no less mad than the Crazy Berber's bridge, but in this case
the duke had the wesalth to accomplish hisgoal.

Now, the new Singapore wore the decaying garmentsthat clothed al the city. Theimitation Tiger
Bam Gardens were uncared-for -- atangle of brittle growths perverted from their natural forms by the
arid climate, the heat, and the genius of the city itsaf. There was atumbling-down replica of the Raffles
Hotdl, but there was no mystery there -- merely the scorpions scuttling across the littered parquet. Street
dining stdls after the Singapore fashion once dominated anarrow aley, which was now used asapublic
open-air toilet. The Breulen duke died during the construction of alikeness of Singapore's Happy World;
he was to have been buried beneath the joget platform, dl of the park which wasfinished at the time of
his death, but his corpse was never located.

Following the avenue to the north, the strollers would reach the amusement quarter, where models of
more familiar scenes from other lands dug at their buried homesickness. Ernst could see the brightly
colored strings of lights go on, shining through the gaps between trees and buildings, diffused by mist and
distance.

A cand ran paralle to the avenue beyond the affluent section. On itsfarther bank were restaurants,
bars, and casinos. Women danced naked in al of them, though they attracted few patrons. Diamonds
were sold by old menin tents, and every building had afew young whoresin the front window. There
were areas set asde for dozens of different sports: bocci, tennis, and miniature golf facilitieswerethe
most popular. Everything prohibited from sale within the centra city was available here: fine leather
goods, lace, gold and slverware, expensive woods made into furniture -- one or in combination with
sted or plagtic -- perfumes, slks, rugs, every sort of luxury.

Hoodlights went on, illuminating mode s of the ruins of Rome, Staeca, and of Athens. The replicaof
the Schloss Briihl opened its gates, complete with exact representations of the ceiling painting by
Nicholas Stiiber, and the furnishingsin white and gold of the Dining Room, Music Room, and State
Bedroom upgtairs. The large beggars marketplace of the city waslit by torches. Though containing little
merchandise of value, it was famed for its bouillabaisse.

Erngt had never seen any of this, but he had heard stories. He preferred to spend his evenings



dedicated to serious drinking.

CHAPTER 11

Ernest was aone. In the midst of acrowd of thirty million people -- acrowd that extended from him
and ran down Myrtle Avenue to Flatbush in an unbroken stream, across the Manhattan Bridge to that
idand borough, up to the Bronx, back down through Queens to meet the same crowd again in Brooklyn
-- sgueezed down among al those people, Ernest was more aone than he had ever dreamed he could
be.

"Thisisaterrific way to spoend an afternoon,” he said aloud. He was moving dong the edge of the
mob, only afew feet from the gpartment buildings across the sdewalk. These were not the modern
modapt containers, but the pre-modul ar, fixed-site tenement houses of the middle twentieth century, built
for and il rented to low-income families. While these projects had been acceptable dwelling unitsthree
quarters of acentury before, they had since deteriorated into the worst sort of Sum. Ernest had never
seen so much decay and poverty concentrated into so small an area. He would never have comeinto the
neighborhood but for the pressures of the crowd and his own growing madness.

"Y ou could dways go home," said aman who had walked next to Ernest for sometime.

"I doubt that," said Ernest. "I'd have to fight this crowd about thirty blocks."

"| think thisisafitting way to close out our earthly reign,” said the man. "When the age of reptiles
cameto an end, it waslike the fina episode after eighteen seasons of Crime Nurse. Weredoingitdl in
one flashy stereo spectacular.”

"God knows | didn't do anything to deservethis.”

"Of course not," said the man, laughing. "Theideaof sn and retribution is just an attempt to hide
behind the shield of superdtition. Y ou aretrying to find rational causes wherethere aren't any. If you or |
do not get tokens, it won't be because we are more evil than those who do get tokens. My wife, here,
had some thoughts on that subject afew hours ago. Honey, 1'd like you to meet Mr., uh, Mr.,..."

"Smith," said Ernest.

"Hello," said the man'swife. She looked completely exhausted. She was staggering beside her
husband, leaning on him now and then, staring from side to Side dazedly. "L et us Speak today of
goodness," she said. She spokein adull, tonelessvoice, asif shewere giving arecitation. Ernest
wondered how often during the day her husband had urged her to repeat her speech. "Does anyone ill
believein it? Can anyone cite me an example of goodness?' Here, shetrailed off into an unintdligible
mutter. Just as suddenly her voice rose again, Sartling Ernest. "God has given over the rule of theworld
to his subordinate angels, and they have proven to betraitors. The very seat of goodness has been
overthrown. We must make the best of what we have. Order has gone. Mordity isirrdevant. All that is
leftisus.” Again, for afew uncomfortable seconds, Ernest couldn't make out what she was saying. After
awhile she continued, thistime nearly shouting her words. No one nearby in the multitude seemed to
notice, though. "Thereis only teleology. [Muttered phrase]] Life without further goa's beyond sdlfish
pleasures. [Muttered phrase]] All that wedo, dl work, dl play, al cultura, organizationd, intellectual,
bestia activity represents nothing more than an effort to rid oursalves temporarily of that oppressive fact.
[Long muttered passage.] Hope. And hopeisanillusion, aromance. The universeis emptier than we are,
my friends. Thereisno universa Good waiting for you to pass your scabby human trids. Thereisno
Good at al." She dropped her clenched fists to her sides. She began to weep, and her husband stroked
her hair, light blonde hair wornintight curls.

"Y our wifelooks pretty beat," said Ernest. "My wife wouldn't even come with me. Sheld rather Sit



home and pretend she wasn't ever going to die. | kind of admire your wife's courage.”

"Courage sometimesisn't enough,” said the man angrily. "Some people just aren't born with theright
defense mechanisms. Like my wife. She never learned that there are alwaysjokerslike you around,
trying to take advantage of her. She's agood person, but she never learned to say no. Look at her. She's
amost hysterical, because people like you keep sniping at her. Ian't thislousy farce bad enough, without
your petty, malicioustricks?'

"Midter, you're crazy," said Ernest. "1 don't even know what you're talking about.”

The other man didn't answer. He glared furioudy at Ernest, and began flailing & him with both fists.
Ernest tried to step back, but the people around him wouldn't move. There wasn't enough room either to
fight or retreat. The stranger was making small, odd noisesin thisthroat; Ernest was sickened, but he had
to defend himsdlf. He caught one of the man'swrists, and with his other hand punched the man's throet.
The stranger doubled over, choking. Hiswife cried out and collapsed on her husbhand's struggling body.

"What did you do that for?" shouted awoman walking behind them.

"He'sapsycho," said somebody el se. "There's bound to be a bunch of them around today."

"He damn well better keep away from me." The voices around Ernest wererising -- louder, angrier,
full of contempt and loathing. He had become, after al, atarget. He was shoved and beaten; he bent
over, trying to protect himsdlf. He fought to stay on hisfeet, knowing that only desth would result if he fell
to the ground beneath the uncountable feet of the crowd. The mob wastaking out its day's worth of
frustration on him, and dl that Ernest could do wastry to get away. But the crowd was too big; there
was no getting away, nowhereto go. Ingtinct drove him to the edge of the sdewak, where the fringe of
the rabble was thinner. Already those who had been involved in beating him were making their way down
the street, passing him by in their amless, massive search.

Ernest was hurt and bleeding. He rested againgt the side of one of the tenement buildings, huddied up
to thewadl in order not to be swept aong with the dowly moving masses. He took a couple of deep
breaths, trying to clear hishead. He looked up; the sky was till dark and overcast, though the storm that
threatened had never happened. Above and behind him was a broad picture window, the sort of luxury
that had disappeared with the coming of the more mobile apartment modules. The first floor window was
just afew inches above his eye level; sanding behind the glass was a young black woman, naked,
pressed against the window. Her arms were spread out wide, and her head was turned and pushed
tightly to the glass. Cloudy smudges obscured parts of her face. Ernest moved back toward the Street a
little. He stared up at her and smiled.

Shelooked at him, twisting her head an inch or two, pivoting on her cheek, crushing her noseto the
glass. Shemoved dowly, asif shewerein atrance. "She's as crazy astherest of us," thought Ernest.
"Just because she'sinside and we're out here, that doesn't make her any better off."

The woman drew her hands dowly to her sides, then moved them up her belly and cupped her small
breasts. She offered them to Ernest. "1 wonder if shethinksthisisred,” he thought. "Were dl onthe
other Sde of the glass. Maybe she thinks she'swatching televison. If anything unusua happensin our
lives, it happenson televison.”

He smiled; she did not. He pointed to historn jacket, to his bruised face, to the thin line of blood
drying on his chin. She nodded, very dowly. Shelet go of one breast and pointed to her own mouth. She
opened her lipsin ahorrible grimace; her teeth were broken and bloody. A dark trickle spilled down
past her lower lip. Her free hand did dowly down her body, her fingers at last twisting in the dark hairs.
Her hips moved dowly against the window.

"She'sredlly crazy," muttered Ernest. " She's not too bad looking, but she's out of her tree.” Ernest
waved good-bye. She didn't seem to notice. He picked up a handful of pebbles and tossed them lightly
to the window. She didn't react. He shrugged and turned back to the crowd. The man who had caused
the riot afew minutes before was waiting for him.

"Areyou quitefinished?' asked the man.

"What's your trouble?" asked Ernest warily.

"My wife wasn't enough for you, eh? She's dead, now, you know. Y ou killed my wife. | can't even



find her body." The man turned to the street. "Thisguy'sasex killer," he shouted. "He raped my wife,
right herein the street. Hekilled her." Then he attacked Ernest again; othersin the crowd joined him
eagerly. Ernest had no time to be horrified. He drew his body together and closed his mind to the assault.
After awhile, he heard the man's raving voice, though he couldn't make out the words. Ernest felt severa
people pick him up and start to swing him back and forth. He opened his eyes. He saw the naked
woman staring a him. Details of her face dug into his consciousness: the blood flowing fregly from her
mouth; her eyes, opened impossibly wide; her head rising and dipping rhythmicaly. He heard a scream;
the hands holding him threw him, flung him at the woman. He was suddenly free, for only apartia second
relieved of dl responghility, al weight, al pain of living. Then he heard the plintering of glass, though he
felt no shock of impact. He heard his own crying and the shrill laughter of the woman.

Helooked up. It was Gretchen. "How did you get here?' he said in astunned voice. "Isthiswhat you
do during the day?"

Shelooked down at him sadly. "Ernie" she said, "every timeyou ydl a melikethat, it makes mefed
sorry for you. | don't takeit persondly. | can't, not after these last few years. It stops hurting after | think
about why you doiit.”

"Why do | doit?"

"Youreafraid of me, aren't you, Ernie? Or you're afraid of yoursdlf. Y ou're afraid that you'll do
something too wrong one of these days, and then you won't have somebody to come hometo. Y ou don't
haveto worry, Ernie. I'm not as small asthat.”

He said nothing for amoment. She stood afew feet away from him, her head cocked to one side; he
knew shewas only a couple of seconds away from making her pitiful clucking noises. He stood up and
brushed himsdlf off. "Y ou mean you're not assmdl as| am,” hesaid. "That's what you were going to say,
wasntit?"

"Ernie, you're forever putting wordsin my mouth, giving me rotten motives for doing things. It doesn't
make melook any worse. But the troubleis, it makes you look terrible to yoursdf. And you take it out
on me. And thewholething sartsall over again. If you were only alittle more sure of yourself, we could
have agreet life. Jugt likein the beginning.”

"We never had agrest life," he said bitterly. "It took me dl thistimeto redlizeit. It was never so
terrific. Y ou just had me swindled for awhile. With sex, with going out to eat, and going to movies. It
was like being in high school dl over again. But you can't do that forever. | don't think you'll ever learn
that. After awhile, it began to sink in just what kind of anonperson you are.”

Shesamiled. "I could till swindleyou if | had to, Ernie” She started unbuttoning her shirt. Y ou used
to like these." She touched her breasts, looking at her husband in amusement. She began moving her hips
inadow, suggestive motion. Then, suddenly, she stopped. "But | won't. No more. That's not the answer
at dl; at least you'reright, there. But | can't do anything else until you straighten yoursdlf out. | wish you'd
hurry. Stevi€'s getting too old.”

Ernest woke up painfully. "What is that supposed to mean?' he said hoarsdly. He waslying just ashe
hed fallen, in aclutter of broken glass. The wetness he felt on the floor beneath his face was blood. He
got to hishands and knees. His chest, hisarms, hislegs were bruised and swollen. Hisface had been
badly beaten, and his eyes were nearly closed.

It was very dark. The apartment was deserted; Ernest idly wondered what had happened to the
naked black woman. Already his dream of Gretchen was fading. He could remember little of what had
goneoninit, or what it could have meant. He sighed heavily and stood up.

The window was broken in ajagged silhouette. Beyond it, the avenue was il filled with people, all
moving restlesdy toward the downtown shopping area. They wouldn't give up, athough Ernest was sure
that during the day many individuals had smply quit, unable to stand the pressures and the
disappointment. He felt hisjaw; it did not seem that any bones had been broken and, in away, he wasn't
sorry about what had occurred. Now he could go back out there with ajustified attitude of ruthlessness.
The last tatters of humanity had been ripped from him by the mob's angry hands. He was sorry about it,
but the decision had been made for him. At thistime of night, in this Stuation, that was the way things



stood.

Meantime F
March 1922.

Gretchen'stimetable was gtrict, dlowing no margin either for error or persona comfort. Weintraub
knew virtually nothing about the precise methods she contemplated, but he had agood genera
knowledge of the stepsthey would both follow in infiltrating and wesakening the spiritual, economic, and
politica framework of America. Astime passed, the Americans|ogt their resentment of the Jermans, and
that fact made Weintraub's chores smpler. He found that the Americans were surprisingly eager to listen
to hisideas, even though he often contradicted his audience's cherished Congtitution. He had lived in the
country more than two years, but he was gill amazed that Americans actually upheld and defended the
freedoms they were guaranteed; in Europe, it had often been the custom to disregard casudly thefine
print in ancient governmental documents.

The Springfield Literary Association then becametoo small an arenafor Weintraub's activities. Using
theinfluence of Dr. Tieflander, Weintraub was soon addressing interested gatherings of religious leaders
from al over Ostamerika. Asthe result of one of these lectures, he wasinvited to deliver aguest sermon
inachurch in Rhode Idand. Thiswas just the opportunity he and Gretchen had been hoping for. When
Weintraub arrived on that Sunday morning, he learned that in the congregation were nearly adozen
ministers from neighboring communities who had come to hear him spesk.

"It used to arouse my curiosity,” said Weintraub, gazing out nervoudy over the assembled worshipers,
"that | am o often sought out by members of the clerical world. | found this puzzling because, after al,
my ideas are rather obvioudy palitical in nature. | use the past tense for the reason that, a short time ago,
my lovely wife stumbled upon the meaning of theriddle. Itis, smply, that al of our palitical thoughts, our
political theorieswhich we attempt in typicaly imperfect, human fashion to put into practicein our various
governments, are based directly on our religiousteachings. It isnot merdly that politica theory isakind of
highly refined theologica study; no, palitics is religion, made secular and substantive. Our governments
order themsdlves according to prevailing senses of right and wrong, according to mord principles derived
from the religious beliefs of the congtituency. Therefore, changesin palitical thinking reflect changesin
religious temperament.”

Weintraub paused; he saw Gretchen sitting several pews from the front. "1 am, as| said, an agitator
for socid reforms. We are al aware of certain injustices built into governmenta systems. We have dl
thought that these faults, being historically rooted, were immune to change. | do not believe that any
longer, not Ssnce my stay inthismost blessed of dl nations. | have seen and experienced what is
sometimes mockingly called 'the American way of life," and | have chosen to spend the rest of my own
life pursuing it rather than return to the land of my heritage. | offer no new complete socid system. | am
not crying out for the tearing down of one form of government in favor of another equdly infirm order. |
merely hope to awaken you to the existence of great possibilities, and it ismy good fortune to be ableto
use the church to further my ends." There was a crackle of applause in the congregation. Weintraub took
the opportunity to catch Gretchen's eye; she had her hand over her mouth, trying desperately to keep
from laughing out loud.



August 1923.

"l don't believe that eliminating deterrents can possibly lead to adeclinein crimina behavior,” said an
attorney with whom Waeintraub was having lunch.

"Y ou persst in misunderstanding me, Mr. Davidsohn,” said Weintraub. The luncheon, in honor of the
ten recipients of the 1922 Springfield Civic Awards -- including Weintraub -- had ended nearly an hour
before, but till alarge number of the Springfield Bar Association's members remained to debate. "I'm not
saying that we ought to remove categoricaly al pendtiesfor statutory infractions. No, what | suggestis
that we take a closer look at those very satutes themselves. | believe that it is possible to overlegidate
oursalvesinto ahighly regrictive form of government.”

"Where, then, would you begin?* asked Davidsohn.

Weintraub shook hishead. "I am not alawyer," he said. "I am only aphilosopher. But | truly think that
what was thought to be socialy wrong a century ago may not be so today. | think we ought to review our
legal structure criticdly, and remove the pendties for those offenses which the people, in their changing
attitudes, have come to accept.”

"That isavery dangerous course,” said another attorney. "Merely because our young people are
indulging themselvesinimmora pursuits, activities which we were wisdy forbidden at their age, and
because we haven't the strength of character smilarly to enforce restrictions, that does not mean that we
ought to legalize that behavior. That would only have the effect of increasing the amount of this scandd.”

"We are entering ahighly subjective area," said Weintraub, smiling. "Soon well be arguing our
respective definitions of right and wrong. And, after al, our laws only reflect the definitions of the
majority. When those ideas change, the laws change. That iswhat I've dways said. | say now that we
must prepare for arevolution in thinking, and arevolutionin legd interpretation.”

"| pray to God it won't happen while I'm still around to watch,” said Davidsohn.

"We shdl see" said Weintraub quietly.

Weintraub sat in his sunny living room, reading aloud an editoria he had written for the Springfield
Morning Call. "It has been several years now since the end of the World War. We who were bornin
Jermany have no fedling left of ‘victory," athough our troops and our governmenta assstantsremainin
Ostamerikato complete this nation's reconstruction. Similarly, the people of this, my adopted home, no
longer carry the psychologica stain of defeat. We have dl grown beyond such trivid digtinctions.™

"That isvery good," said Gretchen. "Y ou have an inborn talent for this. | havetold you so sincethe
beginning, but you never ligento me.”

"l am naturaly modest," said Weintraub. "'Perhaps, therefore, it istime that we join together in the
grand project of al mankind: eliminating the failures and prejudices entombed within our ancient attitudes.
With the collapse of Nationd Sociaism in Jermany, after the supremely foolish attempted Putsch of Herr
Hitler and his henchmen, we have had demonstrated to us that hate and racial falsehoods can never be
used to found asocia order. Human beings will not stand for it.

"'But let us show our charity. Let usnot fall into the Nazis own trgp. Our world is changing; patterns
of behavior crumble, to be replaced by new ones. The role of women grows each day; our feglings about
marriage, family, and mordlity dter, even aswe watch; theright of theindividua to choose hisown lifeis
now universaly accepted. L et us extend these freedoms. Let us put our faith in the judgment of our fellow
citizens. Socidism, Communism, even Fascism al haveloya adherents. It cannot be our stand in afree



nation to deny these men the right to preach their foreign creeds. It cannot be our stand to deny our
felowstheright to listen. We have proven our maturity as a people; we have nothing to fear from the
moral exercise of tolerance.

"The Golden Age of Man isat hand. We have only to quench forever our obsolete doubtsto enter it
together."

"That's more than sufficient,” said Gretchen with amocking laugh. "'If anything, it ought to make
everyoneturnto Fascismin disgust.”

"Then wed just have to start over,” he said.

September 1926.

Weintraub paced the narrow stage in the auditorium of the Springfield Senior High School. He was
addressing ameeting of the school's Council on World Affairs. "Now, it seemsto me," he said, "that as
soon as aperson fals back on smple name-calling, he'slost the force of hisargument.” He wasreferring
to acharge by areader of the Springfield newspaper that Weintraub was an "avowed Communigt.”

"Thisisnot alargetown,” he said. "I'm sure that many of you know me persondly; if not, then you
may know me by reputation, at least. | shop in your fathers stores. | cometo your fathers for medical
help, denta care, legd advice. I'm not some kind of strange political creature. The one thing that setsme
gpart from most other peopleisthat I'm voca about my palitical and ethical idedls.

"Now, being aCommunist, which I'm not, used to be a horrible thing. Nowadays, thanksto the
activities of our more enlightened citizens, a person has more opportunity for salf-determination. Before |
dart an epidemic of letter writing condemning mefor preaching Communism, let mejust make my point
and get off this stage. | suppose you're as bored as | am nervous. Anyway, it's your generation that will
soon inherit the duty of maintaining the liberty that has always been Americas greatest possession. Let
there be no doubt that | believe utterly in guarding our freedom. If making sure anyone hastheright to
gpeak hismind, no matter what minority opinion he represents, isthe hallmark of ‘Communism,’ well, you
young people will be the oneswho have to redefine things.”

Weintraub finished his speech and waved. As he started down the steps of the stage, the students
jumped to their feet and began applauding wildly.

Gretchen met him at the exit and gave him awarm hug.

"We are severd months ahead of schedule, | estimate,” she said. "We have now successfully enlisted
the aid of many groups of theoretically anti-Communist people, al supporting those very causeswhich
lead directly to victory for the Party. These studentswill be of great valuein cregting politica upheava
here in the next few years. Though they may not vote themselves, they will do agreat part of the work for
the candidates we shall endorse.”

"I think it was the vague promise of sexua freedom that did it," said Weintraub wryly. "That seemsto
work on everybody. Eventheclergy.”

June 1927.
Gretchen finished drying the dinner dishes and tossed the dish towe to Weintraub. " Sometimes, dear,"



shesad, "l wish | could figure away to liberate everyone from everything.”

"That'ssmple" he said. "Y ou've mentioned theice ax to me many times.”

"That isn't what | mean, and you know very well that it isn't. The one fallacy which tempers our
Party's reasoning isthat not everyone will fulfill his duties when left unattended. Without certain tangible
inducements, or the dreams of extravagant profit, many people will stop working. | fear that |, mysdf, am
of that kind. | hate doing the dishes."

"That iswhy | do them for you as often as you wish."

"Only because you're agood Communist, not because you're agood husband.”

Weintraub smiled affectionately. "We've never been married. How could | be agood husband?
Anyway, you're the most industrious person I've ever known."

"l amlazy. | work hard only so that eventualy someone else may be duped into doing my labors. Do
you know that Women's Study Group?'

"Yes, of course,” said Weintraub. "The one you started last autumn.”

"Mrs. Murray organized it. | only gave theideato her. Nevertheless, they passed aresol ution today.
They're going to support that young man, Spencyr.”

Weintraub thought for amoment. "The one who was arrested for selling obscene literature?”

"Yes" sad Gretchen, "that Irish book. One of my protegeesin the study group gave alittle speech
about freedom of expression. While they don't approve of what Spencyr was doing, they object to the
infringement of hisrights. That'sthe officia pogtion. And | didn't need to make use of the usud
preliminary hints. See, my students are beginning to take care of mein my old age.”

"Wait aminute," said Weintraub in mock outrage. "l won't be purged! It'stheice ax or nothing!"

October 1928.

"We have the various churchesin Springfield working for us,” said Weintraub. "They regularly
encourage liberd thinking and loose interpretation of formerly rigid mora standards. Without our
inducement, severa loca clergymen have preached tolerance and even respect for Communism. Even
better for our purposes, they have permitted the youth of the community to engagein just those activities
which you have been introducing. Premarita sex, liquor, and even opiates receive less attention from the
authorities, for the churches remind them of the imminent flowering of human perfection. Given an
atmosphere of freedom, our youth are supposed to choose the path of wisdom. | doubt whether the path
| envison isthe same oneour friendsin the clergy foresee.”

"Things are beginning to come together," said Gretchen. "The seedsweve so carefully planted aready
have sprouted. Soon, the fruit will be ready for the picking.”

CHAPTER 12

Asthe hours passed, and as the night deepened, the crowds became hysterical. No one knew for
sure how long they might have left. Was the disaster natural, on a cosmic scae, coming one yedr, five
yearsin thefuture? Or was it man-made? Could it come this very night, a midnight? No one fill onthe
streets seemed to have heard of anyone who had managed to obtain atoken. Those fortunate persons



who had stumbled onto the locations of the token stations kept their secrets. Soon, everyone learned to
ignore the sudden, excited news. Under the bridge! No one would think to look there. The dugout at
Shea Sadium! A perfect place! Everyone listened skepticaly but, asthe Situation was that desperate,
and as everyone was that unnerved, the rumors were passed...

The tremendous pressure of the crowd disappeared. It was no longer straining in one direction,
toward Brooklyn's deteriorating commercid center. Now Ernest was caught in sudden flurries of
movement, Spontaneous currents whipping out from the main channd, leading him at oblique anglesto his
path, down dark residentia streets, across brick-strewn empty lots. Sometimes these split-off pocket
mobs, tiny reservoirs of desperate power, would reach their gods, only to find another failure. Everyone
would stand about for afew moments, sapped of al energy, unable to gather the will to begin another
patrol. Then, asthough the group were some unthinking collective organism, they would al assemble and
push through the main crowd again. Ernest followed dumbly, painfully, unwilling to shoulder the
respongbility for hismisfortune any longer.

"Thisiskind of fun," said ayoung girl near Ernest.

"Yeah," hesaid. "l ain't never donethis before.”

"Meneither," said the girl. They walked along in sllence for afew seconds. "How long have you been
out?'

"Since about noon, | guess,” said Ernest.

"I've only been looking for acouple of hours. I'm getting red tired. Have you found atoken yet?"

Ernest didn't answer.

"My mother didn't want meto comeat al," said the child. " She said thiswasn't any placefor a
twelve-year-old girl. But I'm going to be thirteen in about amonth. I've been looking forward to that.
Being ateenager. Then | won't be just a baby any more."

"Thirteen's an unlucky number," said Ernest dowly.

"No, not redly,” said the girl. "I waited until my mother took her nap, and then | snuck out.”

"| saw another girl about your age," said Ernest. " She was dead, though. Lying in alot of garbage.”

Thegirl frowned at him. "I've never seen adead person,” she said.

"Wait," said Ernest. "Wait acouple of hours.”

A crosscurrent of traffic took hold of Ernest and bore him away from his young companion. Hetried
to fight free, but he could make little progress against the wide-eyed, maniacal members of the crowd.
"Hey," he cdled to her, "get atoken for me, will you?'

The girl smiled and waved. "Good luck," she shouted. "And may God..." Her voice and her face were
hidden among the peopl e between them. Ernest tried to spot her again. In afew seconds, he gave up.

"May God what?' he said.

"I've wondered about that," said awoman near him. She was older than most people till in the
crowd; that fact a one proved that she had agreat store of strength. She looked haggard. Her clothing
was torn and filthy. There was a bad cut over one eye, and the blood had dripped down the bridge of
her nose and dried, giving her the appearance of a prizefighter after afew tough rounds. She didn't seem
to notice her injury. "I just thought what ajob Hell have, when we dl die together.”

"Y ou just thought that?"

"Yes," sad thewoman. "When that lovely child was saying good-byeto you."

"Y ou just now thought that? What have you been doing al day?"

The woman ignored Ernest. "Heaven will befilled to bursting. Well probably have to spend haf of
eternity standing on line, being processed. Well be cheated out of our paradise.”

"Nothing new," said Ernest.

"Do you mind metalking to you?' she asked. "It makes mefed awholelot better, if | have somebody
to talk to while I'm waiting. If it bothersyou, | can go away. | don't want to make a nuisance out of
mysdf. It'sjust that it cms my nerves. God only knows how bad they are now."

"No," said Ernest, "it'sdl right. I'm not going anywhere.”

"Have you noticed that, too?"



"| started to get the picture about eight hours ago,” he said sourly.

"That was avery nice young lady you were speaking to," said the woman. "Forgive me. My nameis
Mrs. Elizabeth Costanza. I'm pleased to mest you."

"Youredly haven't, yet," said Ernest. "My nameis Smith. Bill Smith. | used to be a used-car expert.
They had me mounting rocker panel cotter pins on old Triumphs. Then they started to bring out these
Triumphs, these new ones, they don't need rocker panel cotter pins. | thought about going into the
used-modapt line. A friend of mine told me that changing the hinge plate shield bearings on amodapt is
very much like changing the cotter pins on an old Triumph. It turns out this friend of mine didn't know
what he was talking about. Anyway, the Representative found me ajob. Nothing terrific; I'm redly pretty
useless, just something the government made up to lower the unemployment figures. | do old license plate
rubbings”

"l see," said Mrs. Costanza, somewhat dismayed by Ernest's monologue. " They wanted to keep you
intheautomotivefied."

"Sort of. It'slike the rubbings they make of old tombstones. There must be some kind of market for
what | do. | haven't ever heard of it, though. Would you want alicense plate rubbing in your modapt?"

"No," said the old woman, "not redlly. Of course, I've never seen one. But | suppose that sort of thing
isfor the younger folk. My decorations tend to be more... traditiond.”

"Right,” said Ernest. "It'sashame. | could get you one, cheap.”

"Perhaps. When dl thisisover.”

"When dl thisisover." Ernest glowered at her, amazed by her stupidity. He purposely hung back a
little, letting the crowd around him swirl in and separate him from the woman. In only afew seconds he
had lost her. "Cotter pins," said Ernest derisively. "Right up hers, too, man.”

It wasimpossibleto tell where the violence began. The frantic movements of the crowd threw some
of itsweaker membersto the Side, off the street, through storefront windows. The crashing drama of the
broken glass promised rel ease; the crowd wanted more -- bricks, litter baskets, bodies thrown through
more windows. Signposts were rocked |oose from the pavement. Wires were pulled down to hang like
mortified, failled servants of processes no longer of vaue. Thirty million members of the mindlessrabblein
the city alone, and diffused among them were the off-duty uniformed services, the usua containing forces
of order, themsalves given over to anger checked only by lack of operating space.

"Let'sall rip down the cardboard buildings, now," thought Ernest. "It'stime to go home. This bunch of
usisgetting restless. Time to stop thisthing before we redlly take a beeting. Pull off the crummy disguises,
get agood laugh, around of applause for the magicians behind the scenes, and time for a couple of beers
a Mikes."

He shuffled dong the Street, paying no attention to where he was going. He imagined the face of the
young girl infront of him, filling the Sky with her ignorant, happy smile. The face changed dowly into Judy
Garland's, ftill wide-eyed and astounded. "What arotten way to die," thought Ernest. "I haveto go,
sared at dl theway by Judy Garland, for God's sake." Judy Garland's face faded alittle and modified
again, into the roughed and painted face of Darlaine. "Y eah," he thought, "I dmost forgot. Darlaine, right?
The bench. My token." He began pushing through the people with more force; few other people were
moving with any determination now, and he learned that he could make surprisingly good speed on the
Sde dtreets. It took him a couple of minutesto orient himsalf, and then he headed straight for Fort Greene
Park.

Ernest was still caught up occasionaly in the confusion as hetried to force hisway toward the park.
Even in the night-shaded patches of the grounds there was little peace. Ernest avoided the noisy fighting
as he headed for the meeting place; he had not given up. Somehow, he had found the tenacity to keep
looking. Giving up now, handing himself over to the pointless disorder would be, effectively, suicide.
"Good," he thought, as he warily observed the brawlersin the park, "it keeps them off the streets.”

Ernest stayed in the heavier shadows, shunning the paved wak. Benegth the occasiond pole lamp,
tiny individua dramaswere running; the furtive but unfamiliar urban violences of previous nights had dl
come together, jammed into the usua dangerous places and spilling out brashly into plain view. Men who



had been victims now relished the attacker's role. Women who had lived in fear of rape clubbed
strangers sensdess with jagged chunks of concrete. Among the children's swings, knots of people fought
wordlesdy, with dl identifications of friendship and hodtility dimming in their fury.

At ten o'clock, he was at the bench, aone. At ten-thirty. At eleven, he began to panic. At
eleven-fifteen, heleft. According to reports, the destruction would begin a midnight; haf an hour to find a
token, if any were left.

"Darlaine," hethought, "I would have been alittle disgppointed if you had come. Then | would have
had to do alot of thinking. What if you had found atoken, after adl? What if you had been telling the
truth, and laid down the challenge once and for al? Would | have gone with you? Would | redlly have
tried to build up anew life, with you in Gretchen's place? Darlaine, it must have sounded as stupid to you
asit didtome. Thanksalot, you bitch.”

Ernest had afew ideas, dl incomplete, al sad, hopeless detailsto take care of in the half hour before
he died. He wanted Mike to be in the bar, and Suzy, and Eagle, and the others. If Gretchen were any
kind of rationa person, she would know enough to meet him there. If not, well, if he had thetime, he
would try to get home.

"I'm asgood asdead,” hetold himsdlf. "I'm as good as dead. It'sdl over. I'm dead." After awhile, he
stopped thinking even this. He was whimpering softly when he thought he saw Darlaine.

Hewas certain that it was she, fighting through the crowd just alittle way in front of him. Maybe she
had gotten the token after al. Maybe she just couldn't get through the throng to meet him.

"That'sthe way!" he thought. "Good old Darlaine. It just goesto show who you can depend on when
it counts. Y our own wife, you've known her since the days when you grabbed her tits behind the water
tower in high school, she can't do athing for you. Some dumb-ass girl you pick up on the street comes
through, though. Y ou just never know."

There were hundreds of dead souls between him and her. Ernest cut them aside with hisfistsand
elbows. "I don't havetimeto fool around, woman," he muttered. "I1t's fifteen minutes. Let's get that token
and find the shelter. Come on, let's not play games. | only got fifteen minutes, you stupid broad!"

"Hey!" he screamed, knowing that she probably wouldn't hear or pay attention. "Darlaine, wait a
minute! 1t'sme, Ernest Weinraub.” The girl did hear, and turned back to look at him. Her expression was
terrified, and instead of attempting to make her way back to join him, she pushed on, trying to lose
hersalf among the people.

"What the hell," said Ernest. " She has one.”

He struggled againgt the crowd, trying to overtake the girl. He caught up with her, thanksto the
vicioustactics he used in pursuit. He forced her to one side of the street and into a doorway.

"Let mego," she screamed.

"Why didn't you show up? Whereld you get the token?”

"What do you mean?| don't have one! Who are you?' She was sobbing now.

"Let me haveyour purse,” said Ernest.

She stared at him, horrified. "No!" she cried.

Hetried to take it from her and she kicked his knee. He smashed hisfistsinto her face, and she
collapsed in the doorway. Ernest searched the purse carefully, hopefully. There was no token.
Meanwhile, the scene had been watched by the members of the crowd nearby. They quickly interpreted
itsmeaning.

"She had onel" someone yelled.

"He'sgot it now..."

Ernest turned and fled through the lobby of the modapt building. He hurried down the arcadelike
hallway, followed by scores of shouting people. He left the building at the other end of the hdl, hiding
himself in the crowded street.



M eanwhile 6

"Allo, again, akkei Weinraub, man of mysterious desires," whispered athin voice.

"'Allo to you, youngest scoundrel, apprentice felon. My desires are not so hidden, after dl. Itisonly
that you will not open your eyesto them. My most supreme desire, at this particular unpleasant moment,
isto have you sunken to your lice-ridden earsin that vast ocean of sand.”

"That will happen to me, no doubt,” said Kebap. "That isthe sort of thing that occursto such asme,
who has chosen the life of the shadow, the way of the murmured delights. | shall probably pass agood
portion of my life bound to creaking wooden racks; or with right wrist chained to left ankle | shall
languish forgotten in damp cells, throughout this municipa fantasy; or perhaps someone such as yourself
will capture me on an aristocratic whim and compe meto violate my principles.”

Erngt laughed. "Y ou are doubtlessin error,” he said loudly, drunkenly. Y ou shal not be the violator
of those principles. Y ou will betheviolatee.”

"Ah, akkel, | must take exception. One cannot make such forthright statements as that. One cannot
foresee the odd pleasures of the leisured class. Y ou, yoursdlf, are an example of that."

"l was merdly deceived,” said Erngt angrily.

"Of course, akkel."

"And if you do not cease exaggerating theincident, | shall grab you by your scruffy neck and imprison
you on arooftop of grass, where you can munch your life away like the mythical sheep of your
babyhood."

Kebap sighed. "Were you then so impressed by my tale?!

"No," sad Erng. "But it gave me some interesting glimpses of the shiny new cogwhed s of your
intelect.

“Then | will tell you of another town,” said the young boy. "Thisvillage will wipe dl memory of the
Armenian town from your thoughts."

"A not overly difficult feat."

"Thereisatown in nearer Hindoostan," said Kebap in alow, monotonous voice, "which has only one
remarkable feature. The areaaround the city isinfested with wild beasts of dl kinds. Tigersroam the
plains, fearing neither anima rivals nor human guile. Huge beasts somewhat like e ephants browse the
lower branches of the dender dey trees. There are other curious things about that plain, but my story
does not concern it other than to say it has caused the citizens of the village to erect alarge gray wall.
This mud-brick barrier is supposed to be for protection. It does serve to keep out the beasts a night, of
course. But it dso reminds the townspeople of the dangers beyond, and jailsthem in their city as surdly
asif the gates were permanently locked.”

"How curious,”" said Erngt scornfully. "Do you know, | don't care at al?"

"The principa occupation of the people of thiscity, in light of their salf-imposed imprisonment, isto
build and change their town, to provide entertainment both in the labor and in the enjoyment theresfter.
And the model they have chosen to follow isour city, here. It wasthe wall that inspired them. Y ou must
know that the mgjor's office here receives aletter from this village perhaps eight times yearly, asking for
ingtructions on how they may reproduce the newest dterationsin our city. | have seen their version, and it
IS0 exact arendition that it would give you the nervous allment peculiar to white Europeans. Y ou would
losedl sense of redity and orientation. This café has been built, table by table, tile by tile, bottle by
bottle. The very crack in the mirror insdeis reconstructed perfectly, attention having been paid to
angularity, width, depth, and character. A man ownsthe café, from whom Monsieur Gargotier could not
be differentiated, even by M. Gargotier himself. And, do you think, thereis adgected drunkard Sitting a
this table, many thousands of miles away, whose eyes have the same expression as yours, whose hands
flutter just as yours, whose parts smell asfoul asyours. What do you think heis doing?’



"Heiswishing that you would go away.”

"That ismildly put,” said Kebap. "I wish | could know what you really thought to say."

"Y ou may find out easily enough,” said Erngt. "AsK that solitary winesop in Hindoostan." Ernst hed
been observing adimly lit tower across the square. He turned to look at Kebap, to fix the teasing boy
with avenomous stare, perhapsto frighten him away at last. But Kebap was not there. Erngt sighed; he
would ask the proprietor to do something about the annoyance.

Every quarter hour aclock tower chimed more of the night away. Sitting donein the Café de la Fée
Blanche, he could hear the distant carniva noises: Srens, the flat clanging of chegp metd bells, themusic
of smdl slver bells, shrill organ melodies, gunshots, voices singing, voiceslaughing. Intheimmediate area
of the café, however, there were few people about -- only those who had exhausted their money or their
interest and were returning home. Occasiondly, the wind brought tenuous hints of strange smellsand
noises. Still, Ernst had no desire to discover what they might be. Over the years, hisroute to the city had
been long, and these days he wastired.

"l have returned,” said Kebap. Ernst regarded him with some boredom. Kebap leaned casudly over
theironrall of the café Erng redlized that thiswasthefirgt timein quite awhile that he had actualy seen
the boy, though their conversations had been growing increasingly bizarre for severa hours.

"Thereisno such town in Hindoostan,” said Erngt. "There is no such perfect imitation of this corrupted
city. The Lord of Heaven would not alow two pits of damnation in oneworld."

"Of course not,” said Kebap, with awink. "Wherever did you get theideathat there might be
another?"

"From the pigeons, of course," said Erngt, gredtly irritated. "The pigeons have to come from
somewhere.”

"Why?'

"Have you ever seen ababy pigeon?’ asked Erngt. "I don't believe | ever have. | dways wondered
where the fledgling pigeons were. We easly view the number of adult birds around; there must be a
proportionate mass of immature young. It isagreat mystery. And one never seesadead or dying bird,
unlessit has been the victim of some accident, generally caused by crud or careless human agency. |
theorize that pigeons areimmorta, and the actud carriers and disseminators of al human knowledge.
Thistown of yoursin Hindoostan isthe product of unimaginative pigeons.”

"Y ou ask dangerous questions, akkei," said Kebap, his expresson fearful. "We had wrensin
Armenia, | recall. There were many newly hatched chicks, chirping pleasantly before dusk. But here,
about the pigeons, you must learn to keep slent.”

"l believe | know who your mother might be," said Erngt. "At least, if sheisnot, Eugenie would be
proud to call you her son.”

"My mother stands over there," said Kebap. " She has not clothed her breasts, as she should in the
evening, only because she hopesto intrigue you. Sheisavery energetic person, akkei, and even though
the hour grows late, she ill reservesaplacein her heart for you."

Ernst shook his head. Theliquor had made him sick. "No, | am sorry. | have ceased hunting after
hearts. Indeed, | thought no one followed that fruitless sport any longer.”

"Then thereismy older sSister. That is her, on the far Sde of the square, pretending that sheisan
armless beggar.”

"No, tactless procurer. Y ou have much to learn.”

"l am sorry again,” said Kebap with acrud grin. "My own body will not be available for perhaps
another three years. These are the days of my carefree childhood.”

Ernst stood up and screamed at the child. Kebap laughed and ran toward his mother.

There were few customersin the Fée Blanche after dark. Erngt did not mind; his nightswere
entrusted to solitude. He actualy looked forward to night, when he ceased performing for the benefit of
the passersoy. Now, hisonly audience was himsdf. His thoughts grew confused, and he mistook that
qudlity for complexity. By thistime, he wastaking his bourbon straight.

There had been awoman, Erngt thought, later in hislife than either of hisjuvenescent calamities; this



woman had brought a great settling of his rampant doubts, a satisfaction of his many needs. There had
been atime of happiness, he thought. The idea seemed to fit, though the entire memory was clouded in
the haze of years and of deliberate forgetfulness. There was alarge open space, an asphalt field with
painted linesrunning in dl directions. Ernst was dressed differently, was speaking another language, was
franticaly trying to hide something. He couldn't see the picture any more clearly. He couldn't decide
whether or not he was alone.

Somehow, it seemed now asif it hadn't even been his own experience, as though he were recalling the
past of another person. He had forgotten very well indeed.

"Y our passport, Sir?" he whispered, remembering more.

"Yes, hereitis" heanswered himsdf. "I'm sureyou'll find it al in order." He spoke doud in German,
and the words sounded odd in the hot African night.

"You are Erngt Weinraub?'

"WithaT. My nameisWeintraub. A rather commonplace German name.”

"Yes. So. Herr Weintraub. Please step over here. Have a seet.”

"|s something wrong?'

"No, thisis purdly formdity. It won't take amoment to clear it up.”

Erngt recalled how he had taken achair against the gray and green wall. The officid disappeared for a
short time. When he returned, he was accompanied by another man. The two spoke quietly in their own
language, and quickly enough o that Ernst understood little. He heard his name mentioned severa times,
each time mispronounced as"Weinraub'".

Erngt stared at the hotel across the avenue. He took along swallow of bourbon. Now the Fée
Blanche was empty again except for himsaf and M. Gargotier, who sat listening to alargeradio insde
the dark cave of the bar. Ernst shook his head sadly. He had never gone through such a scene with
adminigrative officids. He had never spdled hisnamewith a"t". Unless, perhaps, in hisyouth, when
he...

"Monsieur Weinraub! Y ou're certainly dependable. Always here, en? What an outpost you'd make.”
It was Czerny, hisgray uniform soiled, his tunic hanging unbuttoned on histhin frame. He staggered
drunkenly; he supported a drunken woman with the aid of another uniformed man. Erngt's own eyes
were not clear, but he recognized leneth. He did not answer.

"Don't be so moody," said the woman. "Y ou don't have any more secrets, do you, akkei Weinraub?'
Czerny and the other man laughed.

Ernst looked at her as she swayed on the sdewalk. "No," he said. He took some more of hisliquor
and waved her away. She paid no attention.

"Here," said Czerny, "try some of this. From the amusement quarter. A little stand by the Pantheon.
The man makesthe best stuffed crab I've ever had. Do you know Lisbon? The Tavares hasanamefor
stuffed crab. Our local man should stedl that honor.”

"Alfama" said Erngt.

"What isthat?' asked leneth.

"Alfama," said Erngt. "Lisbon. The old quarter.”

"Yes" said Czerny, They weredl slent for afew seconds. "Oh, I'm sorry, M. Weinraub. Y ou have
the acquaintance of my companion, do you not?'

Erngt shook his head and raised his hand for M. Gargotier, forgetting that the proprietor had retired
inside hisbar and could not see.

"We have met before," said the stranger in the uniform of the Gaish. "Perhaps M. Weinraub does not
recall the occasion. It was at a party a the home of Safety Director Chanzir."

Erngt smiled politely but said nothing. "Then may | present my friend?’ said Czerny. "M. Weinraub, |
am honored to introduce Colond Sandor Courane.

Czerny grinned, waiting to see how Ernst would react. Courane reached over the railing to shake
hands, but Ernst pretended not to see. "Ah, yes," he said. "Forgive me for not recognizing you. Y ou write
verses, do you not?"



Czerny's grin vanished. "Do not be more of afool, M. Weinraub. Y ou see very little from your sest
here, you know. Y ou cannot understand what we have done. Tonight the city isourd™

Ernst drained the last drop of bourbon from hisglass. "To whom did it belong previoudy?' he said
softly.

"M. Weinraub," said leneth, "weve had some pleasant talks. | like you, you know. | don't want you
to be hurt.”

"How can | be hurt?' asked Erngt. "I'm carefully not taking sides. I'm not going to offend anyone.”

"Y ou offend me," said Czerny, beckoning to leneth and Courane. The woman and the two uniformed
men tottered away down the sidewalk. Ernst got up and took his glassinto the bar for more bourbon.

CHAPTER 13

Ernest wandered spiritlessy now, with only afew minutesleft to al their lives. So many had dready
died, victims of the energies of the crowd, or of their own fatal dread. There was no hope. If he could
find atoken station now, would there be any more tokens? Certain that the disaster was only minutes
away, he doubted that he could get to abunker before midnight.

Where would the death come from? Why wouldn't they tell him? Ashewaked, his earlier fantasies
returned; his panic grew and spread from him to touch the whole surrounding world. He could not look
into the sky, for hisfear told him that he would see a blazing comet come screaming down to consume
him, explode his ashes, vaporize the last traces of hislife. He could not look down, either, for fear of
seeing the street begin to break up, right benegth his feet, the pavement crack and thrust and fissure, and
hewould fal into the earth and burn. The air might suddenly turn poison, or hang in space while the Earth
turned out from under it, leaving him to choke in the instant of space. He had logt, but so had dl these
other millions, and nothing that anyone said could make him fedl sad for them.

"It'snot so bad,” said aquiet voice. Ernest looked around, searching through the shrieking crowd for
the aingle cam person. He would have to impress on that man how futile the conditionswere. "All you
need isthe proper attitude. Y ou've just been too self-centered.”

Ernest squinted; he saw hisfather sanding on the sdewalk, ignoring the furiousriot around him.
"Dad?' asked Ernest.

"It'sdl right, Ernie," said hisfather. "I have Grandpa Ernst with me." The old man was standing behind
Ernest's father, bent over, coughing and spitting on the ground.

"I'm sorry about how thisdl turned out,” said Ernest. "I wish | could have been more help.”

"Y ou never thought about us much before" said hisfather, smiling sadly. "Anyway, were doing al
right. Look." He held up apair of shiny tokens.

"Wewere lucky," said Grandpa Ernst. Before Ernest could grab atoken away, hisfather and
grandfather looked different.

"That'sno way to act," said Old Man Jennings with a hoarse cackle. "Grab ‘em from behind. It dways
gives'emathrill.”

"That'smy dad," said Robert L. Jennings, Jr. "The girlsin the secretary pool have anicknamefor
him."

"l know," said Ernest. "Leave meaone.”

"They cadl methe Old Man," said the elder Jennings. "But | show 'em who'sold. Therésalot of lifein
the old geezer yet."

"Not for long," said Ernest. "Anyway, | wanted to talk to you about the Assurance deduction last
month. | think somebody in the front office got carried away."



"It'sredly the wrong time to make trouble,” said Sokal.

"I'm not making trouble," said Ernest. "Y ou guys are ganging up on me. It'slike you're taking the last
chanceto throw alittledirt. | don't think that's such aterrific thing to do. I'm going to be dead in afew
minutes. Theleast you could do, I'd think, istry to hep usdl throughiit.”

"l heard what you said to your father, you cruddy hypocrite,”" said Sokol. "Y ou tried to snatch his
token, didn't you? And youreydling at me. Well, forget it. I'll see you soon enough, in Hell."

"Wait aminute, Sokol," shouted Ernest, tears ginging his eyes. "Hey, wait. Y ou're the only person
who ever made any senseto me."

"Listen, Weinraub," said Sokol as he turned away, walking back into the mob, " sense doesn't make
any senseanymore.”

"Sure," said Ernest, weeping, "I didn't like that job. But that's no reason to leave me done.”

"You'renot done,” said the old black woman who gathered Ernest's finished front panels. "1 don't see
how you can stand here in this damn street and say you're done. We're dl together, here. Y ou got to
open up your eyes, boy."

"We old women are sticking together, en?' said Mrs. Capataz, the grocery store owner's mother.
"Old women. The world would have ended amillion years ago if it hadn't been for old women. Y oung
man, you're afilthy hoodlum. Y our faceis scarred and bloated. Somebody gave you what you deserved,
eh? How do you fed about that? But look at me. I'm an old woman. I'm hedlthy, thank God, and I'm not
beaten. Y ou laugh at old women, but we go on. Our voices are heard.”

"Until you die," screamed Ernest. A few in the crowd turned to look at him, but he didn't redlly appear
very different than most of the other people. The city wasfilled with them now; it wasacarniva of
lunatics

"Certainly, shell die," said the old woman's son. "But so will you. Sowill al of us. Y ou young jackals
are dways taunting old women with desth. But let metell you something." Capataz reached forward
boldly; Ernest hoped the man would grab an arm, just so Ernest could fed the truth of physical contact
again. But Capataz withdrew, sneering. "Let metdl you something,”" he said. "Old women are less afraid
of deeth than you are of life."

Another woman pushed through the crowd, stopped, and |ooked startled when she recognized
Ernest. "Ah," she said pleasantly, "it's Bill, isn't it? Bill Smith? The young man who caresses automobile
licenses?" It wasthe crazy lady Ernest had met in the crowd a short while before.

"Not any more, | don't," he said.

"It's Elizabeth Costanza. Y ou remember, | was saying that | thought God was going to be run ragged
trying to get usdl fitted into Heaven.”

"Of course | remember,” said Ernest, waving at her impatiently. "l wasjust alittle amused by your
ideaof a'ragged God.' These friends of mine don't want to let me play with thoughts like those, now."

"l suppose not, considering,” said Mrs. Costanza. "Never mind, then. Would you rather talk about
automobiles?'

"Lady," said Ernest, "'l just want to go home." His bresth wasraw in his chest; hefdt like he had just
run agresat distance for no purpose.

A clock in thewindow of adry cleaning storetold Ernest that it was Six minutes to twelve. He stood
against the iron bars before the window and tried to touch the clock. He wanted to drag the hands back,
move the day back to morning, give himself another chance. He dumped againgt the bars and closed his
eyes. Hefelt asoft, cold touch on his neck. The young naked black woman was standing very near him,
gill moving inadow coita rhythm, her eyes shut, smiling, lost in acertain dream of her own. Shewas
shaking her head, saying no to whatever words Ernest might utter.

"Shejust isn't your type,” said Eileen. Ernest turned to face her.

"When you get to acertain age," he said, "you stop having ‘types.”

"Wadl, I like that, | suppose | wasjust another warm chance for you?'

"Y ou know you were. When women get to a certain age, they know what they are.”

Eileen nodded. "What apair we are," she said, sighing.



"We're not apair. We never were, for God's sake. But if it will make you fed better for the next four
minutes, pretend that we had one of the great lost loves of western civilization. It'sal right. Just don't
bother mewithit."

"Nothing bothersyou, Ernie," she said. "Y ou're just not there."

"He'sjust not there," said Brenda Vaurigny, thefuser. "Y ou didn't missathing. It waslike being done
with a corpse that smelled like beer. It was definitely not the kind of thing | would have chosen to top off
my lifetime”

"All right, you morons,” said Ernest angrily. "Y ou don't have anything better to do than stand around
and makesjokes, huh? And you," he said to Brenda, "as| recall, you didn't say asingleword. You didn't
make asound. |'ve had better time lying on my stomach getting a suntan.”

"It'snot my job to entertain you," said Brenda sarcagticaly. "I'm just around to help you through these
rough times. When you don't have anyone dseto turnto. And if you're such aresourceful individuad, why
isit that in these last three and ahaf minutesyou don't have anyone eseto turn to?”

"l likeit that way," he said, weeping again.

"No, you don't,” said Eileen.

"No, | don't," he whispered.

"Becareful,” said Vladieki's voice. "It's very dangerous getting around in crowds like this. Especidly
tonight. | think it's going to clear up, don't you?"

Ernest looked up into the sky and winced. A tremor of fear shook him. "Things ought to be settled
soon,” he said.

"That'sgood," said the smdl old man. "Things haven't been settled for such along while. Now, don't
you wish you'd stayed last night? We could have had such agood time. | could have played my tapesfor
you. | have awhole drawer filled with priceless mementos. Y ou would have loved to have seen them.
But, instead, you had to go. And now you've spent athoroughly unprofitable day out here. No rainbows,
no blue birds, no ruby dippersto get you out of thisvison.”

"Do you have anything planned for yoursdf?' asked Ernest.

"It'stoo lateto try to seduce me now," said Vladieki with asmile. "I think you're anicefdlow, but
your methods are very obvious."

"Y ou can drop dead, too," said Ernest.

"Most assuredly. In about, ah, two minutes and forty seconds.” Vladieki shrugged and made hisway
among the people nearby. Ernest watched him for afew seconds, then waited nervoudy. The crowd
thinned and gradually disappeared. He glanced around, and found that everyone but himsalf had moved
back againgt the sdes of the buildings, leaving the street and sdewaksfree. Their expressonswere
eager; afew people began clapping in dow cadence. Ernest saw three figures approaching. He
recognized the youthful Judy Garland, dressed like Dorothy, Phil Gatelin, Gretchen'ssinging idol, and the
ancient Roberta Quentini, Vladieki's spurious |over. The three entertainers marched down the middle of
the avenue, waving to the people. Ernest spat in disgust. He wondered if there would be afloat with
Santafollowing them.

"Y ou shouldn't be so critical," said Mike the bartender. " Some people like thiskind of thing, you
know."

"The kind of person who gets excited over that, | don't care about,” said Ernest.

"1've dways wanted to meet Phil Gatelin,” said Suzy. Ernest just spat again.

"I wish we had time to go over to the bar,” said Mike. "I fedl bad about leaving al that good
Drambuieto rot. But we don't havetime. In, let me see, less than aminute and fifty-five seconds, well dl
be dead."

"It'l take some getting used to,” said Eagle.

"l don't want to get used to it,” said Ernest. He felt lightheaded, maybe alittle delirious. He wasn't
going to be able to stand it much longer, he knew.

"That's one of the good points about being adrunk,” said Eagle.

"There aren't many others," said the derdlict from the schoolyard.



"You dumbidiot,” said Ernest stridently. "Y ou told me there would be tokensin the subway station.”

"I'm only adrunk,”" said the shabby man. "How many other timesin the rest of your life have you ever
listened to adrunk?'

"Y ou know," said one of the policemen in the cruiser, "there's a standard procedure we employ
agang perpetrators and individuds. That's why when you're questioned, it's usudly by two officers."

"Right," said the other cop. " See, what happensis one of the interrogators starts off being atough guy,
threatening the suspect, dapping him alittle maybe. And then the other officer stepsin and says, 'Hey,
takeit easy.' So, naturally, the perpetrator is so relieved he trusts the second officer. Then we get the
confession. But it doesn't make any difference which policeman iswhich. SometimesI'm the tough guy,
and sometimes I'm the nice one.”

"Andyoureinalot of trouble right now," said thefirst cop. "But you only have, oh, about aminute
and ten seconds to figure out which of usyou can trust.”

"That'shim, dl right," said the man who had twice attacked Ernest. "My wife is dead on account of
him. Look."

Ernest glanced in the direction the man was pointing. He saw therigid body of the man'swife. He saw
the ugly, discolored corpse of atweve-year-old girl, lying in apile of garbage.

"That'sthe other one," said the girl who had had such agood time wandering through the crowd. "I'm
gill dive. That'sthe one you told me about, though. She'sredly dead.”

Ernest laughed loudly, bellowing, crying. "Have | forgotten anyone?' he asked the girl.

"I'm what you want, you know," she said with ady expression. "I'm redly everything you've ever
wanted. I'm clean and young. | don't know anything at al about men. Y ou could teach meto do
whatever you wanted. But you wouldn't dare, because I'm so clean. That's why you want me so much.”

"Thisisn't what | want," said Ernest, sobbing. He sank to his knees as the seconds, one by one,
cracked away. He was crying helplesdy, his head bowed to touch the pavement, his fingers contorting.
"Thisisn't what | want!"

Twelve o'clock.

The only sound came from the loudspeskers, the MU boxes on the rooftops. "Attention, al citizens.
Y ou arein no immediate danger. Please return to your homes and await further reports from your
Representative. We repedt, you are in no further immediate danger. Y ou can only risk doing yourself
seriousinjury by remaining in the streets. Return to your homes. A specid bulletin from the
Representative Council will be broadcast tomorrow at noon...."

Meantime G

It was early in February 1933. The village of Springfield dumbered in the peace, if not the prosperity,
of thetimes. The news from Europe was of only meager interest to the townspeople; the Nazi Party,
once so thoroughly discredited, had risen anew, but the Jerman politicians seemed united in their efforts
to keep Hitler from seizing any meaningful power. The Nazi used astheir chief propagandaweapon the
ideathat, rather than having won the World War, Jermany had gone down to economic defest.
Ostamerika, an unofficial colony of sorts, appeared to be the master in most trade agreements;, cries of
conspiracy and treachery arose in Jermany, but the fever of Jerman-American hogtility wasunfdtin
Weintraub's adopted land.

"1 do not like these coming Jerman nationa eections,” said Weintraub.

"Of course not,” said Gretchen. She was afew years older now, alittle more harried, alittle heavier,
but il the sharp-witted Party director. "Hitler may be Chancellor, but without a Nationd Socidist



majority in the Reichstag, hewill have won nothing.”

"1 have worked for the Communist Party for more than fifteen years," said Weintraub. "Never, in dl
that time, have things looked as black asthey do now."

"Yes, they look black," said Gretchen. "Black, red, and white. With a bent-up crossin the middle.”

"That isavery bad joke," said Weintraub, crossing the room to hug her.

"l was not chosen for this role because of my humor,” she said. "I was merely trying to point out to
you that our job cannot dacken now, even though our worst enemy enjoys his moment of authority.
Indeed, we can serve our Party best by increasing our efforts. Imagine, then, how much better off we
shall be, after the Nazis are put down forever. We will have been laboring al during their days of leisure,
and nothing shall stand in our way."

Weintraub only smiled; he had heard that same vain hope expressed many times over the years. He
had watched several governments come and go in Jermany, but never did the Communist Party seem
ableto usethe politicd chaosfor find victory.

"Our work here seemsto befinished,” said Gretchen sometime later. "What happens asaresult is out
of our hands"

Weintraub sighed. " This has been abusy few years, eh?"

"Yesand, | might say, quite successful. The Party is pleased.”

"It wasjust amatter of careful planning. The execution was Smple; our victimswere so willing!™

"Now, esawhere,”" said Gretchen serioudy. "We must start dl over again, from the beginning, ina
new location. It won't be so difficult this next time. Here are your tickets, Erngt, your papers, and your
orders. Be careful, my dear. When wefinish this, we may retire. Go to the Western States, or even back
to Jermany.”

"Isit so necessary that we travel separately?' he asked.

"Of course," said Gretchen. "Remember that it must seem as though you have gone away on one of
your usual speaking engagements. The Party has arranged for news releases to be issued concerning a
fase accident. We have workers among various police and emergency groups, so that the information
will become officia history. Wewill say that you have been killed.”

"That effectively gets me out of Springfield,” said Weintraub doubtfully. "But what about you? And
how will we arrivein our new assgnment?'

"| told you once that the Party never wastes anything, or leaves |oose ends. Though our stay in
Springfield is over, there are il benefits that we may gain from our departure. A smpletrain-station
farewd| would hardly be adequate &fter the years of notable citizenship we have given to this community.
But, on the other hand, if you weretragicdly killed in aterrible mishap, dl public sorrow would be
focused. Y ou would become agreat civic leader in retrospect, and your cleverly disguised Party
propagandawill not be forgotten. 1t will find anew homein newspaper editorialsall over thisstate. There
will be books donated to libraries in your memory, scholarshipsin your name begun for college-bound
radicals, who knows what else?'

"Then | am'dead,’ in afew days. Will you be the grieving widow?'

Gretchen smiled warmly. "Of course, Erngt. | shal have the comfort of my friendsin Springfield,
though. 1t shdl not be so difficult atime, and | will find amazing ease from pain in my activities. In aweek
or so, | will announce that ahypothetica sster hasinvited meto live with her, and | will teakeatrainto
meet you in our new home. Then, under new names, we will repeat precisaly our methods of the last
thirteen years. At the end, we shall be an aging and respected couple, and our term of active undercover
serviceto the Party will be completed.”

These were the ingtructions from the Communist leadersin Berlin. Weintraub was saddened to leave
Springfield, where he had cometo love his neighbors and the dow, comfortable life which he had built to
mask histrue purposes. But such sadness and reluctance were not the marks of agood Party worker, he
knew. He repressed those emotions, and three weeks later prepared to take hisfina leave of the village.

"Don't forget me, Gretchen," he said at the train station.

She laughed and kissed him on the cheek. He grasped her hand, and they both smiled. Then she



turned back to her taxi and climbed in.

Weintraub went into the waiting room. Within an hour histrain arrived and he boarded it done, taking
acoach seat by awindow so that he could watch the Ostamerikan coastlineroll past. Sometime |ater,
after midnight, he stepped out in a strange station in adistant part of the country.

"Now," hethought as he looked around him at the dim, deserted station, "1 must find this Herr
Liebknecht. Or better, | suppose, hewill find me. That isthe way of the Party." He took anew hold on
his suitcase, and carried it to the hard wooden benches. The other people from the train hurried through
the station as quickly as possble, asthough some nocturna evil lingered in the drafty spaces, Weintraub
didn't see anyone who looked like he might be a Party contact. Of course, Weintraub himself didn't look
much like the American idea of a skulking Communist. That was part of what made him so vauable. He
waited dlonein the cold railway station.

"Herr Weintraub? Ernst Weintraub?' said aman dressed in atan overcoat.

"Yes" said Weintraub.

"Excuse me. Have you read the late papers? There is a story from the foreign news serviceswhich |
think you might find of particular interest.”

"How do you know me?"

"Y ou are modest, Herr Weintraub,” said the man. Y ou have given many speeches and written many
essays. | have been following your career for more than ten years, now. At home | have a scrapbook
with every single article you've ever published. I've heard you lecture smply dozens of times.”

"I don't recdl your face," said Weintraub, studying the smal man closdly. "I'm terribly sorry, but |
meet SO many people on my varioustoursthat | can't keep everyone firmly in mind.”

"No, no, you probably wouldn't remember me," said the man with aquick gesture. "Thisisonly the
first time I've ever gpproached you in person. And | do so now only to show you this." He handed
Weintraub atorn, crumpled copy of the New Aulis Press. The headlineread: TERROR IN BERLIN!
Benegth that was a story of the burning of the Reichstag building, amalignant and symbolic act of arson
directed againg dl the people of Jermany.

"Who would do such atreacherous thing?' asked Weintraub, genuinely upset.

"We bdieve it was the Communists,”" said the man, hisvoice suddenly hard. “Would you please come
with me?'

"Areyou from Herr Liebknecht?'

"No," said theman. "I'm afraid Herr Liebknecht istoo busy right now to meet you. | have comein his
place.

"I'm sorry, Sir. | don't believe that | want to go with anyone other than the gentleman who was
supposed to meet me here. I'll ring him up, if you will excuse me."

The man in the overcoat took Weintraub's arm roughly. ™Y ou will come with me, eh? And do not try
to attract attention. |, at least, am not alone.”

"What does this mean?' asked Weintraub, beginning to panic.

"Y ou will guess, shortly. But now, if | may, | would like to ask you aquestion. Areyou of, ah, Jewish
extraction?"

"What? Jewish? Why, no."

The other man smiled grimly and led him away. Three other men fell in behind them. They marched
out of thetrain station to alarge black sedan parked dong the curb. One of the men got in the back sedt,
and Weintraub was pushed in next to him.

"Make yourself comfortable, Weintraub. Y ou're going to need your strength.”

They drovefor severd minutes. Weintraub wasin astrange city, lost, done, and increasingly
frightened. "Listento me," he said nervoudy. "If I'm in some sort of legd trouble, | have the right to notify
counsd.”

"Weintraub, Weintraub," said the man in the overcoat, evidently enjoying the Stuation. "Y ou've lived
inthis sewer of weaklingstoo long. Perhaps, afew years ago, you might have been cured, if you had
stayed in the fatherland. But you deserted Jermany when our nation needed every one of its children to



fight off theingdiousrot of the Jewish Communist gangsters. Now, I'm afraid, you're going to haveto
face some difficult questions.” The car stopped, and the men escorted Weintraub into adark building in
the business center of the city. Even though it waswell past midnight, workmen were busily hanging
Nationd Socidist banners on the outside of the building.

"A little pre-election celébration,” said one of the men.

"In here," said the man in the overcoat. He opened the door to an office and stepped through. A man
in ablack uniform rose from behind a cluttered desk and walked toward them. Weintraub |ooked around
the room: severd telephones; racks of rifles; boxes of ammunition; flags of red, white, and black; a
framed photograph of Adolf Hitler. Thiswasthe Nazi Party headquarters of New Aulis.

"I am sorry," said the black-uniformed man. "I regret that we in the SS have yet to acquire more
appropriate quarters. But with the flames of the Reichstag <till unquenched, at least in the hearts of the
Jerman people, it will not be long. Sit down, Herr Weintraub. Tell mewhat you know of that fire.”

Weintraub was astonished. "I know nothing," he said. 'l am herein Ostamerika. | have been herefor
thirteen years. How could | know?"

"You areaCommunigt,” said the SS man. "We have observed you for quite along time. Thereissuch
athick file on you in the office of Obergruppenfiihrer Heydrich, I'd hate to haveto carry it from room to
room. Y our name may even be on amemo or two on the very desk of Reichsfiihrer Himmler, himself.”

"l had noidea," said Weintraub faintly.

"Come now, Weintraub," said the SS man. " Of course you had no idea. Do not be foolish. Now, you
shall tell us everything you know about the operations of the Communist Party, both in Jermany and here
in Ostamerika. | am not suggesting that you do this. | am merely dlowing you to understiand the next few
hours.”

"I know nothing,” said Weintraub. "1 am only atool."

"Here," said the SS man. He handed Weintraub a sheet of stationery. The words on the paper at first
meant little to Weintraub; he stared at them through tear-filled eyes. But the typed | etterslooked familiar:
the broken-off "Z," the extra curl on the capital "C." It was aletter to HSSPF Starkwitz,
Ostamerikanischer Wehrkreis, written on Weintraub's own typewriter, informing the SS of Weintraub's
intended arrival in New Aulis, hisfuture plans, and the necessity to delay no longer in apprehending him.
Weintraub read the note again, then looked up into the smiling face of the SS man.

"Come," said the officer, "let ustalk before they comefor you."

Was thisthe way Weintraub's comrades operated? The years of his service, followed by betrayal
when he was needed no longer. He could not imagine how Gretchen could have done the thing, unless
she had only pretended for thirteen yearsthat sheloved him; he didn't want to consider that. But the
Party had demanded this; Weintraub was to be a scapegoat, the loca conspirator in the Reichstag
tragedy. "I suppose | can't doubt them," he thought, as his heart pounded, as his mouth grew dry, ashe
felt hishead become airy and histhoughts giddy. "After al, the Party has the broadest perspective. |
don't have any red sense of thisworldwide operation. It'sal for the greater good, | guess. They know
what they're doing."

CHAPTER 14

Ernest's eyesfdt like they had been seded shut with glue. A hand was on his shoulder, shaking him.
He wanted to roll over and smash whoever was doing it, but he couldn't find the energy.

"Ernie?' said Gretchen. "Are you awake? Come on, dready, wake up.”

"I'm awake, for God's sake. And get your hands off me. | fed like I'm ready to die.”



She gasped. Ernest wasn't prepared to face her yet. He stayed in bed, turned to the wall. She shook
him some more. "Hey, Ernie, get up. And don't talk like that."

"It'sgoddamn true," he said, &t last turning around. "My body hurts so much | don't think I'll ever walk
agan."

"Y ou can take a bath later," she said. "But hurry up. They're going to make the broadcast in a couple
of minutes"

"l don't know what you're so excited about,” he said, looking at her with cloudy eyes. "Y ou couldn't
even get yoursalf going yesterday. Y ou don't even have the tiniest idea of what | went through. Y ou never
saw any of theriots, or anybody going nutsright next to you, or had your head nearly torn off by a
couple of thousand stupid people. Y ou spent the whole day in here mumbling to yoursdlf. So let merest.
If I want to stay in bed today, I'm going to. | didn't get so much deep the night before last, and you know
doggone well | wore my ass off trying to find ustokens.”

"Did you redly ask them for three?' she said hopefully. "Like | wanted you to? Oh, Ernie, | knew you
wouldn't let me down. And little Stevie. I'm sorry, Ernie.”

"I didn't ask them for three," he said angrily. "I didn't ask them for any, for the very good reason that |
never in the whole damn day saw anybody to ask."

"Youredly didnt?' shesaid. "You're not just saying that? Maybe you got one token for yoursdlf, and
you don't want to tell me?”

Ernest glared at her. "'l dreamed about you yesterday," he said. "I don't know exactly when. But you
said some ugly things about me, and afterward | thought about them. | got to feding maybe | haven't
been keeping up my end of thisaswdl as | should be. | thought maybe | should give you and me another
chance. But you know something? After that last crack, | wouldn't careif you were the only personin the
wholeworld that didn't get atoken. Y ou're awholelot better as adream.”

At noon that day, Ernest turned on the flat set. Gretchen sat with him on the couch, still alittle groggy
from the drugs that had gotten her through the previous day's crises. "I'm glad | didn't go out there
yesterday, then,” shesaid. "If it did thisto you, I'm glad | stayed here. Y ou turned into some kind of
absolute animal. | don't believeit could have been as bad as you make it sound. The Representatives
wouldn't et it. But people like you took the chance to act out your childish aggressions. What did you
do? Hit people? Throw rocks through windows? Scream dirty words?"

"No," said Ernest dowly. "Mostly | learned alot about the way peopleredly are. | didn't learn as
much about myself as | did about, oh, you and other people. | acted pretty much like | thought | would. |
was scared, and | acted scared. But | didn't act mean.”

"I'll bet you did," said Gretchen. ™Y ou were so busy damming old men and women against the Sides
of buildings, you didn't have the time to get your tokens. Y ou were gone for nearly twelve hours
yesterday. Do you redlize that? Twelve hours! | could have gone door to door in al of Fort Greenein
that much time.”

Helooked at her for severa seconds. "The point is," he said findly, "you didn't. Y ou were reverting to
the womb up here, while | was out getting my face begt in. In the second place, everybody dsein the city
was out in the streetswith me. And to top it al off, what makes you so sure there was atoken booth in
Fort Greene? They might not have had one anywhere in Brooklyn."

"| think we're going to die because of you," she said quietly.

"Arethere any more beers?'

"No. We're going to die, and you want a beer."

"Shut up about it dready,” he said. "They're going to tell us something now. All | want to know is
when it'sgoing to happen. If we havetime, therell be ways of getting tokens. Just let melisten.”

The network was running a pre-recorded tape of amorning quiz show. The contestants |ooked vapid,
the announcer cheerfully bored, the questions pointless, and the prizes undesirable. "L ook at this Suff,”
sad Ernest. "Isthisthe kind of thing you watch when I'm at work?!

"l don't watch thisone," said Gretchen sullenly. "I watch Orient Express Challenge. Sometimesthey
have good people on."



"That'swhat | mean. When I'm at work, you St herein front of the television and do nothing.”

"l learn things from the questions.”

"You learnthings" said Ernest with contempt. "How much did it help you yesterday? Do you think
your terrific knowledge is going to help you stay dive now?”

"Y ou couldn't do any better,” she said.

Ernest turned back to the set. He saw the contestants waving good-bye, gleefully smiling into the
camera. He wondered if they were so overwhelmingly happy with their fates, or just glad that the stupid
show was over. "l wonder how they did yesterday in the streets," he thought. "Maybe they were too
busy admiring their newly won service for eight to go out. | wonder what they're doing right now."

There were no commercias; ingtead, a network announcer appeared and smiled at the audience. "As
you probably know," he said, "the Representatives have scheduled amgor policy statement for twelve
o'clock. Unlike mogt press conferences, no printed summary of what the Representatives will say has
been distributed. The reason for thisis open to conjecture, but the management of this network feelsthe
responsibility to warn its viewers not to lesp to unfortunate conclusions. Therewill be an andysisof the
Representatives words following their broadcast, which will be aired live from the Representative
Council Building in the Caribbean.”

The screen went blank for afew seconds. Then avoice announced, "L adies and gentlemen, Ther
Demoacratic Dignities, the Representatives of the peoples of Earth.”

The scene was the library of the Council building. The Sx men sat inasemicircle of captain'schairs
before a mantled fireplace. Some of them held partialy filled glasses, others smoked. They seemed
relaxed and, of course, confident.

"That'sthefirst timein along timel've seen dl six of them together,” said Ernest.

"Y ou know, they look alot dike," said Gretchen.

The sx men chatted among themsaves, gpparently unaware that the televison cameras were sending
their images around the planet. It was possible that dmost every person in the world was watching now;
they wereal waiting to hear thefind details of the great disaster, which would either certainly kill them
or, inthe case of the lucky few, estrange them from every particle of familiar life.

One of the Representatives rose from his chair. The cameramen immediately swung around to him; he
didn't notice them, but casually took his glassto abar and refilled it with liquor. Another Representative
waswhispering in the ear of athird, and when hefinished, both men laughed loudly. Thethird
Representative turned to passthe joke aong to afourth. The second Representative said something that
wasn't picked up by the microphones, got up, and left the room. The first Representative looked at the
cameras and nodded. "WEell get started as soon as Bill gets back,” he said. Then he resumed his
conversation. After awhile, the missing Representative returned and took his seet.

The cameraclosed in on the Representative of North America. He smiled pleasantly. "Asyou are no
doubt aware," he said, "abulletin issued by our offices reported that the entire world was endangered by
an unspecified though tota form of annihilation. | believe that Ed, here, would like to say afew words
about the current status of that Stuation.”

"Thank you, Tom. The circumstances have smplified somewhat. I'm sure that our viewerswill be
gratified to learn that there isno longer any danger of any sort of worldwide cataclysm.” He paused to Sip
from hisglass.

"At leadt, asfar aswe cantell now," said one of the others, laughing. “We don't want to affect the
insurance companies.”

"Right, Chuck," said Ed. "But what | meant was rather that the entire story of the disaster was untrue,
that it wastotd fabrication from the very beginning.”

Ernest was bewildered. He said nothing. He couldn't tell if Gretchen said anything.

"l hopethat our congtituents don't believe that we went to such lengths merely for our own
amusement,” said Tom.

"Our reasons are our own," said one of the others, "and we don't think it wise to explain them fully
just now."



"Whatever they are, they must be pretty important to cause dl this," said Gretchen.

"Shut up,” said Ernest.

"At least it soundslikewe're not al going to die,” she said.

" Shut up!™

"...fet that thiswould present aconvenient and rdatively painless way to thin out the population, for
onething," the Representative continued.

"Sort of enforced natural selection,” said Chuck.

"Right," said Tom. "Asthe years go by, and as our civilization learns more and more about the
problemsinvolved with maintaining afair and just society, it is possible that we may lose Sght of some of
the very qudities which have brought usto thislevel. Some well-known sociologists have hinted that this
is happening aready. We have become aworld of complacent idlers, in an environment that is becoming
ever more crowded and unableto sustain our desire for relaxation.”

"Look at them, why don't you?' said Ernest. "1 work six daysaweek." Hefdt very much like he had
the day before, unable to sort the essentid details from the overlay of grotesque fancy. Could he still be
out on the street somewhere, enveloped in acold, awful idea? He stared at the flat set, for the moment
incapable of assmilating their words. He recalled flashes of yesterday'sterror, and he heard what the
Representatives were saying; he just couldn't reconcile them.

"And that reminds me," said another Representative. "We're ill counting on you people being upset
enough about thisto riot tonight. That was part of the origina scenario.”

The six Representatives talked for nearly half an hour more. Ernest watched in stunned and outraged
dlence. Hedidn't want to believeit; it must be their insaneidea of ajoke. Hiswife sat with him, and for
the mogst part was thankful that she was not, after all, going to die. At last, Ernest got up and turned off
theflat set.

"It dill seemsridiculous,” Gretchen said. "'l mean, isn't that going alittle too far?'

Ernest searched around in adrawer, finaly finding hissmall revolver. "1 don't know," hesaid. "You
can't redly have an opinion.”

Gretchen noticed the gun. "What are you going to do?' she asked nervoudly. "Just because they
expect you to go out..."

Ernest shot her threetimes. "Y ou're certainly not in any position to criticize the government,” he said.
He went into the nursery and looked down at Stevie, hisinfant son. He took out hiswallet and found a
twenty-dollar bill. Hefolded it and tucked it into Stevie'slittle fist. Then he went back out into the room
and locked and chained the front door.

"Y ou don't have the right to that kind of talk. They're the only oneswho have dl thefacts." He stared
back at the darkened television. "They know what they're doing,” he said, just before he shot himsalf.

Meanwhile7

The short night passed. Ernst drank; his thoughts became more incoherent and his voice more
srident, but there was no one at dl to observe him. He sang to himself, and thought sadly about the past,
and, though he gestured energetically to M. Gargotier, even that patient audience remained sllent. Findly,
driven further into his own solitude, he drew out his dangerous thoughts. He reviewed hislife, ashedid
every night; hetook each incident in order, or at least in the specia order that this particular night
demanded. The events of the day, considered with his customary drunken objectivity. A trivid today, he
thought, a handful of smoke.

It waslate. Only the bright, londly lights of the amusement quarter still pierced the darkness. The



evening's celebrants had straggled back up the avenue, past the Café de la Fée Blanche; now there was
only Erngt and the nervous, deepy proprietor. When was the last time Ernst had seen Gretchen? He
recalled the characterigtic thrill he got whenever he saw hiswife'sfamiliar shape, recognized her
comfortable pace. What crime had he committed, that he was | eft to decay adone? Had he grown old?
He examined the backs of his hands, the rough, yelowed skin where the brown spots merged into afog.
Hetried to focus on the knife ridges of tendon and vein. No, he decided, he wasn't old. It wasn't that.

Erngt listened. It had been awhile since Kebap had last sauntered past with his vicious words and his
degenerate notions. It was so like the city, that one as young as the boy could aready possess the mora
character of aDanish chieftain. There were no sounds now. The festivalsin the other quarters of the city
had long ago cometo an end. The pigeons did not gtir; there wasn't even the amazed flutter of their
duggish wings, lifting the birds away from some imagined danger, settling them back adeep before their
mottled claws touched the ground again. Ernst sghed. No pigeons. They wouldn't move even if he threw
his table among their sculpted flock.

There was no Kebap, no Czerny, no leneth. There was only Erngt, and the darkness.

"Thisisthetimefor art,” said Erngt. "There can't be such silence anywhere lsein the world, except
perhaps at the frozen ends. And even there, why, you have whaes and bears splashing into the black
water. The sun never sinks, doesit? Theré's dways some daylight; or elsel haveit wrong, and it isdark
al thetime. In any event, there will be creatures of one sort or another to disturb the ftillness. Here | am,
the one cresture. And | have decided that it isagrand misuse of silenceto St here and drink only. The
night isthis city's single resource. Well, that and disease.”

Hetried to stand, to gesture broadly and include the entire city in amomentary act of drama, but he
lost hisbalance and sat heavily againin hischair. "Thisisthetimefor art," he muttered. "1 shall make of
the city either aliving Satue or avery boring play. But nevertheess, whichever, | shall present it before
the restless audiences of my former home. Then won't | be welcomed back! I'll et the others worry
about what to do with these meanest of people, these most malodorous of buildings, and al this sand. I'll
drop it al down inthe middie of Lausanne, | think, and let the proper officids attempt to dedl withiit. |
shall get my praise, they shall get another city. And then there won't be asingle person on the entire
breast of Africa. We should always, | believe, hold one continent in reserve. Oh, | don't care what |
think."

He fretted with his clothing for afew moments, fumbling in drunken incompetence with the buttons of
hisshirt. Hegave up a lagt. "It isthe time for art, as| said. Now | must make good on that claim, or else
these gentle folk will beright in calling me anidiot. The concept of presenting this city asawork of art, a
serious offering, had a certain amusement, but not enough of enchantment to carry the ideabeyond
whimsy. So, ingtead, | shdl recitethe fina chapter of my finetrilogy of novels. Thethird volume, you may
recdl, isentitled, The Suprina of the Maze. It concerns the Suprine of Carbba, Wreylan 111, who lived
about the time of the Protestant Reformation, and hiswife, the mysterious Queen Without A Name. The
Suprinahas been identified on many occasions by students of palitical history, but each such "authoritative
account' differs, and it isunlikdly that we shall ever know her true background.”

Ernst looked up suddenly, asif he had heard awoman caling his name. He closed hiseyestightly and
continued. "Thisenigmatic Suprina," he said, "isavery important character in thetrilogy. At least | shall
make her s0, even though she does not appear until the fina book. She has certain powers, amost
supernatura. And at the sametime, sheis possessed of an evil nature that battles with her conscience.
Frequently, the reader will stop his progress through the volume to wonder at the complications of her
persondity. Sheisto beloved and hated; | do not wish the reader to form but a single attitude toward
her. That isfor Friedlos, my protagonist. He will comeriding across the vast wooded miles, leaving
behind in the second volume the blegk, gelid corpse of Marie, lying stiff upon the westward marches of
Breulandy. Friedloswill pass through Poland, | suppose, in order to hear from the president there atale
of the Queen Without A Name. | must consider how best to get Friedlos from Breulandy to Poland.
Perhaps arapid trangition: ‘A few weeks later, till aggrieved by the death of his second love, Friedlos
crossed the somber limits of Poland.' Bien. Then, off he startsfor Carbba, intrigued by the president's



second-hand information. Ah, Friedlos, you are so much like your crestor that | may blush to put my
name on the book's spine.”

Erngt dug in his pockets, looking for his outline again. He could not find it, and shrugged carelesdly.
"Gretchen, will you ever learnthat it is you he seeks? | have put you on athrone, Gretchen. | have made
you Suprinaof al Carbba, but I have given you the tortured understanding that drove me from my own
life"

He longed to see Steven, his son. It had been years; that, too, wasn't fair. Governments and powers
must have their way; but certainly it wouldn't upset their dynastic redmsto alow the fulfilling of one man's
sentiments. How old was the boy now? Old enough to have children of his own? Perhaps, amazingly,
grandchildren for Ernst? Steven might have a son; he might be named Ernest, after hisfunny (old)
grandfather.

"How unusud it would be, to bounce a grandchild upon this palsied knee," he thought. "I doubt if ever
agrandchild has been fondled in dl the history of thiscity. Surdly Kebap could nat, in thefirst place,
accuratdly identify his own grandparents. And would they be anxiousto claim him? Heis, &fter dl,
somewhat of an objectionable person. And he has had only nine yearsto develop so remarkably
offensve amanner. It isan accomplishment and, all emotiona considerations aside, one must give the
wretch hisdue.

"Thereis something about him, though, that obsesses me. If there were not, | should without hesitation
perform some kind of permanent injury to him, to induce him to leave my peace unspoiled. | detect an
affinity; | cannot dispute the possibility that I, myself, may be thelad's own father. What adroll
entertainment that would be. | shall have to explore the thing with him tomorrow. Indeed, the morel
consder it, the better the ideabecomes. | hope | can remember it."

He heard therattling of M. Gargotier drawing the sted gate across the door and windows of the small
café. The sound was loud and harsh, and it made Erngt fed peculiarly abandoned, asit did every night.
Suddenly, he was aware that he sat donein a neglected city, a colony despised by the rest of the world,
alone on the insane edge of Africa, and no one cared. He heard the click of aswitch, and knew that the
Fée Blanche's own sad strings of lights had been extinguished. He heard M. Gargotier's dow, heavy
steps.

"M. Weinraub?' said the proprietor softly. "I will go now. It is nearly dawn. Everything islocked now.
Maybe you should go, too, en?" Ernst nodded, staring across the avenue. The proprietor made some
meaningless grunt and hurried home, down the Street.

Thelast of the bourbon went down Erngt's throat. Its abrupt end shocked him. So soon? He
remembered M. Gargotier'slast words, and tears formed in the corners of his eyes. He struggled to
order histhoughts.

"Isthat the bourbon? | need some more bourbon,” he said aloud. There was an unnatural cracked
qudlity to hisvoice that worried him. Perhgps he was contracting some disgusting rot of the city. "There
had better be some more bourbon,” he thought. "It isn't a matter of courtesy any longer. | requirea
certain quantity of the stuff to proceed through this. Gretchen would get it for me. | ssemto be logt, of
course. | cannot find Gretchen anywhere. Steven would get it for me, but | haven't seen Steven in years.
Onewould think that someonein my position would command abit more discipline.”

He wondered about his sanity for amoment. Perhaps the day's excitement, perhaps the liquor, had
introduced a painful madnessto his recollections. He redized that he had never been married. Gretchen,
again? Sometimes he thought of this unknown woman. Steven? Erngt's father's name had been Stefan.
Gretchen? Married? He called to M. Gargotier. "More bourbon, straight, no water,” he said. There was
till some darkness|eft. But he could aready make out the lines of the hotel acrossthe Street, just
beginning to edge clearly into view from the mask of nighttime.

"l have never gone anywhere," he whispered. "I have never come from anywhere." He sat silently for
afew seconds, hisadmisson hanging in the hot morning air, echoing in his sorrowing mind. Will that do?
he wondered. Helooked in vain for M. Gargotier.

He could amost read the face of the clock across the street. He picked up hisglass, but it was till



empty. Angrily, hethrew it at the clock. It crashed into piecesin the middle of the avenue, among the
small group of pigeons. So, it was morning; perhaps now he could go home. He rose from his cheap
latticed chair. He could not move. He stood, wavering drunkenly. Wherever he turned it seemed to him
that an invisblewal held him. His eyes grew misty. The wardens had locked hisdoors.

"No escape," he said, sobbing. "It's Courane that's done this. Courane and Czerny. He said they'd
get me, the bastards, but not now. Please." He could not move.

He sat again at thetable. "It is because they're the only oneswith all thefacts," he said, searching
tiredly for M. Gargotier. He held his head in hishands. "It isfor my own good. They know whét they're
doing."

His head bowed over the table. Soon, he would be able to hear the morning sounds of the city's
earliest risers. Soon, the day's business would begin. Not so very long from now, M. Gargotier would
arrive, greet him cheerfully as he did every morning, roll back the sted shutters and bring out two fingers
of anisette. Now, though, tears dropped from Erngt’'s eyes onto the table's rusting circular surface. They
formed little convex puddles, and in the center of each reflected the last of the new morning's stars.



