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COUNTER- CLOCK WORLD

Pl ace there is none; we go backward and forward, and there is no place.
--St. Augustine

As he glided by the extrenely small, out-of-the-way cenmetery in his airborne prow car
late at night, Oficer Joseph Tinbane heard unfortunate and fam liar sounds. A voice. At once he
sent his prowl car up over the spiked iron poles of the badly nmaintained cenetery fence, descended
on the far side, |istened.

The voice said, nuffled and faint, "My nane is Ms. Tilly M Benton, and | want to get
out. Can anybody hear ne?"

O ficer Tinbane flashed his light. The voice came from beneath the grass. As he had
expected: Ms. Tilly M Benton was underground

Snappi ng on the mcrophone of his car radio Tinbane said, "I'mat Forest Knolls Cenetery--
I think it's called--and | have a 1206, here. Better send an anbul ance out with a digging crew,
fromthe sound of her voice it's urgent."

"Chang," the radio said in answer. "Qur digging crew will be out before norning. Can you
sink a tenporary energency shaft to give her adequate air? Until our crew gets there--say nine or
ten AM"

“"I"ll do the best | can," Tinbane said, and sighed. It neant for himan all-night vigil
And the dim feeble voice frombel ow begging in its senile way for himto hurry. Begging on and
on. Unceasingly.

This part of his job he liked least. The cries of the dead; he hated that sound, and he
had heard them the cries, so nuch, and so nany tinmes. Men and wonen, nostly old but sone not so
old, sonetines children. And it always took the digging crew so long to get there.

Again pressing his mke button, Oficer Tinbane said, "I'mfed up with this. I'd like to
be reassigned. |I'mserious; this is a formal request."

Distantly, from beneath the ground, the inpotent, ancient fermale voice called, "Please,
sonmebody; | want to get out. Can you hear ne? | know sonebody's up there; | can hear you tal king."

Leaning his head out the open wi ndow of his prow car, Oficer Tinbane yelled, "W'Il be

getting you out any time now, |lady. Just try to be patient.”

"What year is this?" the elderly voice called back. "How nuch tinme has passed? Is it stil
1974? | have to know, please tell nme, sir."

Ti nbane said, "It's 1998."

"Ch dear." Dismay. "Well, | suppose | nust get used to it."

"l guess," Tinbane said, "you'll have to." He picked a cigaret butt fromthe car's
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ashtray, lit it and pondered. Then, once again, he pressed his m ke button. "I'd |ike perm ssion
to contact a private vitarium"

"Perm ssion denied,” his radio said. "Too late at night."

"But," he said, "one m ght happen al ong anyhow. Several of the bigger ones keep their
scout - anbul ances headi ng back and forth all through the night." He had one vitariumin particular
in mnd, a snmall one, old-fashioned. Decent in its sales methods.

"So late at night it's unlikely--"

"This man can use the business." Tinbane picked up the vidphone receiver nmounted on the

car's dashboard. "I want to talk to a M. Sebastian Hernes," he told the operator. "You find him
I"I'l wait. First of all try his place of business, the Flask of Hernes Vitarium he probably has
an all-night relay to his residence." If the poor guy can currently afford it, Tinbane thought.

"Call me back as soon as you've located him" He hung up, then, and sat snoking his cigaret.

The Flask of Hermes Vitariumconsisted primarily of Sebastian Hermes hinself, with the
hel p of a neager assortment of five enployees. No one got hired at the establishment and no one
got fired. As far as Sebastian was concerned these people constituted his famly. He had no ot her
bei ng ol d, heavy set, and not very |ikable. They, another, earlier vitarium had dug himup only

ten years ago, and he still felt on him in the dreary part of the night, the coldness of the
grave. Perhaps it was that which made hi m synpathetic to the plight of the ol d-born
The firm occupied a small, wooden, rented buil ding which had survived Wrld War Three and

even portions of World War Four. However, he was, at this |late hour, of course hone in bed, asleep
in the arnms of Lotta, his wife. She had such attractive clinging arns, always bare, always young
arnms; Lotta was much younger than he: twenty-two years by the non-Hobart Phase net hod of

reckoni ng, which she went by, not having died and been reborn, as he, so nuch ol der, had.

The vi dphone besi de his bed clanged; he reached, by reflex of his profession, to
acknow edge it.

"Acall fromOficer Tinbane, M. Hermes," his answering girl said brightly.

"Yes," he said, listening in the dark, watching the dull little gray screen

A controll ed young man's face appeared, fanmliar to him "M. Hernmes, | have a liye one at
a hell of athird rate place called Forest Knolls; she's crying to be let out. Can you nake it
here right away, or should | begin to drill an air vent nyself? | have the equipment in ny car, of
course. "

Sebastian said, "I'Il round up nmy crew and get there. Gve ne half an hour. Can she hold
out that |long?" He switched on a bedside light, groped for pen and paper, trying to recall if he
had ever heard of Forest Knolls. "The nane."

"Ms. Tilly M Benton, she says."

"Ckay," he said, and rang off.

Stirring beside him Lotta said drowsily, "A job call?"

"Yes." He dial ed the number of Bob Lindy, his engineer

"Want nme to fix you some hot sogun®?" Lotta asked; she had al ready gotten out of bed and
was stunbling, half-asleep, toward the kitchen

"Fine," he said. "Thanks." The screen glowed, and thereon forned the glum and grunpy, thin
and rubbery face of his conpany's sole technician. "Meet nme at a place called Forest Knolls,"
Sebastian said. "As soon as you can. WIIl you have to go by the shop for gear, or--"

“I've got it all with me," Lindy grunbled, irritably. "In my own car. Chang." He nodded,
broke the connecti on.

Paddi ng back fromthe kitchen, Lotta said, "The sogumpipe is on. Can | cone al ong?" She
found her brush and began expertly conbi ng her mane of heavy dark-brown hair; it hung alnbst to
her waist, and its intense color matched that of her eyes. "I always |like to see them brought up
It's such a miracle. | think it's the nost marvel ous sight i've ever watched; it seens to ne it
fulfills what St. Paul says in the Bible, about 'Gave, where is thy victory?'" She waited
hopefully, then, finished with her hair, searched in the bureau drawers for her blue and white sk
sweat er which she al ways wore

"We'll see," Sebastian said. "If |I can't get all the crew we won't be handling this one at
all; we'll have to leave it to the police, or wait for norning and then hope we're first." He
dialed Dr. Sign's nunber.

"Sign residence," a groggy niddle-aged famliar fermal e voice said. "Ch, M. Hernes.

Anot her job so soon? Can't it wait until norning?"

"W'll lose it if we wait," Sebastian said. "I'msorry to get himout of bed, but we need

the business.” He gave her the name of the cemetery and the nane of the ol d-born individual
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"Here's your sogum" Lotta said, conming fromthe kitchen with a ceranic container and
ornanent ed i ntake tube; she now had her big ski sweater on over her pajanss.
He had only one nore call to make, this one to the conpany's pastor, Father Jerany Faine

Placing the call, he sat precariously on the edge of the bed, dialing with one hand, using the
other to hold in place the container of sogum "You can cone with ne," he said to Lotta. "Having a
worman al ong ni ght make the old | ady--1 assunme she's old--nore confortable.”

The vidscreen lit; elderly, dwarfish Father Faine blinked owishly, as if surprised in the
act of a nocturnal debauchery. "Yes, Sebastian," he said, sounding, as always, fully awake; of
Sebastian's five enpl oyees, Father Faine al one seened perpetually prepared for a call. "Do you
know whi ch denomi nation this ol d-born is?"

"The cop didn't say," Sebastian said. As far as he hinself was concerned it didn't mnuch
matter; the conpany's pastor sufficed for all religions, including Jewish and Udi. Although the
Uditi, in particular, did not nuch share this view Anyhow, Father Faine was what they got, |ike
it or not.

"It's settled, then?" Lotta asked. "W're goi ng?"

"Yes," he said. "We've got everyone we need." Bob Lindy to sink the air shaft, put digging
tools to work; Dr. Sign to provide pronpt--and vital--medical attention; Father Faine to perform
the Sacranent of Mraculous Rebirth . . . and then tonorrow during business hours, Cheryl Vale to
do the intricate paper work, and the conpany's sal esman, R C. Buckley, to take the order and set
about finding a buyer.

That part--the selling end of the business--did not nmuch appeal to him he reflected on
this as he dressed in the vast suit which he customarily wore for cold night calls. R C, however,
seenmed to get a bang out of it; he had a phil osophy which he called "placenent |ocation," a
dignified termfor nmanaging to pawn off an ol d-born individual on sonebody. It was R C's line
that he placed the old-borns only in "specially viable, selected environnents of proven
background, " but in fact he sold wherever he could--as long as the price was sufficient to
guarantee himhis five percent comm ssion

Lotta, trailing after himas he got his greatcoat fromthe closet, said, "Did you ever
read that part of First Corinthians in the NNE.B. translation? | knowit's getting out of date,
but 1've always liked it."

"Better get finished dressing," he said gently.

"Ckay." She nodded dutifully, trotted off to get workpants and the high soft-Ieather boots

whi ch she cherished so nuch. "I'min the process of nmenorizing it, because after all | amyour
wife and it pertains so directly to the work we--1 mean you-- do. Listen. That's how it starts, |
mean; |'mquoting. 'Listen. I will unfold a nystery: we shall not all die, but we shall be changed
ina flash, in the twinkling of an eye, at the last trunpet call."'"

"Acall," Sebastian said neditatively as he waited patiently for her to finish dressing,

"that came one day in June of the year 1986." Muich, he thought, to everyone's surprise--except of
course for Al ex Hobart hinself, who had predicted it, and after whomthe anti-tinme effect had been
naned.
"I"'mready," Lotta said proudly; she had on her boots, workpants, sweater, and, he knew,
her pajamas under it all; he smled, thinking of that: she had done it to save time, so as not to
detain him

Toget her, they left their con apt; they ascended by the building's express elevator to the
roof-field and their parked aircar

"Mysel f," he said to her as he wi ped the m dnight noisture fromthe w ndows of the car, "I
prefer the old King James translation."

“I've never read that," she said, childish candor in her voice, as if meaning, But Il

read it; | pronise.

Sebastian said, "As | recall, in that translation the passage goes, 'Behold! | tell you a
mystery. We shall not all sleep; we shall be changed--' and so on. Sonething like that. But I
remenber the '"behold." | like that better than 'listen.” He started up the notor of the aircar

and they ascended.

"Maybe you're right," Lotta said, always agreeable, always willing to look up to him-he
was, after all, so nuch ol der than she-as an authority. That perpetually pleased him And it
seermed to please her, too. Seated beside her, he patted her on the knee, feeling affection; she
t hereupon patted him too, as always: their love for each other passed back and forth between
them wi thout resistance, without difficulty; it was an effortless two-way fl ow.

Young, dedicated Oficer Tinbane nmet theminside the dil api dated spi ked iron-pole fence of
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the cenetery. "Evening, sir," he said to Sebastian, and saluted; for Tinbane every act done while
wearing his uniformwas official, not to mention inpersonal. "Your engi neer got here a coupl e of
m nutes ago and he's sinking a tenporary air-shaft. It was lucky |I passed by." The policeman
greeted Lotta, seeing her now "Good evening, Ms. Hernes. Sorry it's so cold; you want to sit m
the squad car? The heater's on."

“"I"'mfine," Lotta said; craning her neck, she strove to catch sight of Bob Lindy at work.

"I's she still tal king?" she asked O ficer Tinbane.
"Chattering away," Tinbane said; he |l ed her and Sebastian, by neans of his flashlight,
toward the zone of illumnation where Bob Lindy already toiled. "First to ne; now to your

engi neer."

On his hands and knees, Lindy studied the gauges of the tubeboring rig; he did not |ook up
or greet them although he evidently was aware of their presence. For Lindy, work came first;
socializing ran a late |ast.

"She has relatives, she clains,” Oficer Tinbane said to Sebastian. "Here; | wote down
what she's been saying; their nanes and addresses. | n Pasadena. But she's senile; she seens
confused." He gl anced around. "Is your doctor coming for sure? | think he'll be needed; Ms.

Bent on sai d sonething about Bright's disease; that's evidently what she died of. So possibly he'l
need to attach an artificial Kkidney."

Its landing lights on, an aircar set down. Dr. Sign stepped fromit, wearing his plastic
heat - encl osi ng, nodern, stylish suit. "So you think you've got a live one," he said to Oficer
Ti nbane; he knelt over the grave of Ms. Tilly Benton, cocked an ear, then called, "Ms. Benton
can you hear ne? Are you able to breat he?"

The faint, indistinct, wavering voice drifted up to them as Lindy nonentarily ceased his
drilling. "It's so stuffy, and it's dark and |'mreally very nmuch afraid; 1'd like to be rel eased
to go home as soon as | can. Are you going to rescue ne?"

Cupping his hands to his mouth, Dr. Sign shouted back, "W're drilling now, Ms. Benton

just hang on and don't worry; it'll only be another minute or so.” To Lindy he said, "Didn't you
bother to yell down to her?"

Li ndy grow ed, "I have nmy work. Talking's up to you guys and Father Faine." He resuned the
drilling. It was al nost conplete, Sebastian noted; he wal ked a short distance away, |i stening,
sensing the cenetery and the dead beneath the headstones, the corruptible, as Paul had called
them who, one day, like Ms. Benton, would put on incorruption. And this nortal, he thought, nust

put on imortality. And then the saying that is witten, he thought, will conme to pass. Death is
swal lowed up in victory. Grave, where is thy victory? Ch death, where is thy sting? And so forth
He roamed on, using his flashlight to avoid tripping over headstones; he noved very slowy, and
al ways hearing--but not exactly; not literally, with his ears, but rather inside him-the dim
stirrings underground. Qthers, he thought, who one day soon will be old-born; their flesh and
particles are migrating back already, finding their way to their onetime places; he sensed the
eternal process, the unending conplex activity of the graveyard, and it gave hima thrill of

ent husi asm and of great excitenent. Nothing was nore profoundly optimstic, nore powerful inits
nmonent um of good, than this re-formng of bodies which had, as Paul put it, corrupted away, and
now, with the Hobart Phase at work, reversing the corruption

Paul's only error, he reflected, had been to anticipate it in his ow lifetine.

Those who were presently being ol d-born had been the last to die: final nortalities before
June of 1986. But, according to Al ex Hobart, the reversal of time would continue to nmove
backwards, continually sweeping out a greater span; earlier and still earlier deaths would be
reversed . . . and, in tw thousand years fromnow, Paul hinself would no | onger "sleep," as he
hinsel f had put it.

But by then--long, |ong before then--Sebastian Hernmes and everyone el se alive would have
dwi ndl ed back into waiting wonbs, and the nothers who possessed those wonbs woul d have dwi ndl ed,
too, and so on; assuming, of course, that Hobart was right. That the Phase was not tenporary,
short in duration, but rather one of the nbst vast of sidereal processes, occurring every few
bfflion years.

One final aircar now sputtered to a landing; fromit strode short little Father Faine,
with his religious books in his briefcase. He nodded pleasantly to Oficer Tinbane and said,
"Commendabl e, your hearing her; | hope now you won't have to stand around in the cold any | onger."
He noted the presence of Lindy at work and Dr. Sign waiting with his black nedi cal bag, and of
course Sebastian Hermes. "W can take over now," he informed O ficer Tinbane. "Thank you."

"Good evening, Father," Tinbane said. "Good evening, M. and Ms. Hernes, and you too,
Doctor." He glanced then at sour, taciturn Bob Lindy, and did not include him turning, he wal ked
off in the direction of his squad car. And was quickly off into the night, to patrol the rest of
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hi s beat.

Conming up to Father Faine, Sebastian said, "You know something? |--hear another one.
Sonmebody very near to being reborn. A matter of days, possibly even hours.” | catch a terrific,
strong enanation, he said to hinmself. What nust be a unguely vital personality very cl ose by.

“I'"ve got air down to her," Lindy declared; he ceased drilling, shut off the portable,
nmuch- depended-on rig, turned now to excavation equi pnent. "Cet ready, Sign." He tapped the
ear phones which he had put on, the better to hear the person below "She's very ill, this one.
Chronic and acute."” He snapped the autononic scoops on, and they at once began to toss dirt from
t heir exhaust.

As the coffin was lifted up by Sebastian, Dr. Sign and Bob Lindy, Father Faine read al oud
fromhis prayer book, in a suitable comandi ng and cl ear voice, so as to be audible to the person
within the coffin. "' The Lord rewarded ne after my righteous dealing, according to the cl eanness
of my hands did he reconpense nme. Because | have kept the ways of the Lord, and have not forsaken
my God, as the wicked dotb. For | have an eye unto all his laws, and will not cast out his
comandnents fromme. | was al so uncorrupt before him and eschewed m ne own w ckedness. Therefore
the Lord rewarded nme after ny righteous dealing, and according unto the cleanness of ny hands in
his eyesight. Wth the holy thou shalt be holy--" On and on Father Faine read, as the work
progressed. They all knew the psal mby heart, even Bob Lindy; it was their priest's favorite on
t hese occasi ons, being sonetinmes replaced, as for exanple by psal mnine, but always returning.

Bob Lindy rapidly unscrewed the lid of the coffin; it was cheap synthetic pine,
Iightweight, and the lid cane right off. Instantly Dr. Sign noved forward, bent over the old | ady
with his stethoscope, listening, talking to her in a |low voice. Bob Lindy started up the hot fan,
keeping a stream of constant heat on Ms. Tilly M Benton; this was vital, this transfer of heat:
the ol d-born were always terribly cold; had, in fact, an inevitable phobia about cold which, as in
Sebastian's case, often |lasted for years after their rebirth.

His part of the job tenporarily over, Sebastian once again noved about the cenetery, anpng
the graves, listening. Lotta this tinme tagged after himand insisted on talking. "lIsn't it
mystical ?" she said breathlessly, in her little girl's awed voice. "I want to paint it; | wish I
could get that expression they have when they first see, when the lid of the coffin is opened.
That | ook. Not joy, not relief; no one particular thing, but a deeper and nore--"

"Listen," he said, interrupting her

"To what?" She obligingly listened, obviously hearing nothing. Not sensing what he sensed:
t he enornmous _presence_ nearby.

Sebastian said, "W're going to have to keep a watch on this strange little place. And |
want a conplete list--absolutely conpl ete--of everyone buried here." Sonetines, studying the
inventory list, he could fathomwhich it was; he had a virtually psionic gift, this ability to
sense in advance a forthcoming oldbirth. "Remind nme," he said to his wife, "to call the
authorities who operate this place and find out exactly who they have."

This invaluably rich storehouse of life, he thought. This onetime graveyard whi ch has
becone instead a reservoir of reawakeni ng soul s.

One grave-and one al one-had an especially ornate nonunment placed above it; he shone his
flashlight on the nonunent, found the nane.

THOVAS PEAK

1921-1971
Sic igitur magni quoque circum
nmoeriia mundi expugnata dabunt
| abem put resque rui nas.

His Latin was not good enough for himto translate the epitaph; he could only guess. A
stat ement about the great things of the earth, all of which fell eventually into corruption and
ruin. Well, he thought, that is no |onger true, that epitaph. Not about the great things wth
souls; themespecially. | have a hunch, he said to hinmself, that Thomas Peak--and he evidently had
been sonebody, to judge by the size and stone-quality of the monunent--is the person | sense to be
about to return, the person we should watch for.

"Peak," he said aloud, to Lotta.

“"I've read about him" she said. "In a course | took on Oriental Philosophy. You know who
he is--was?"

He said, "Was he related to the Anarch by that name?"

"Udi," Lotta said.

"That Negro cult? That's overrun the Free Negro Minicipality? Run by that demagogue

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Dick,%20Philip%20K%20-%20Counter%20Clock%20World.txt (5 of 86) [7/1/03 3:07:31 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Dick,%20Phili p%20K %20-%20Counter%20Cl ock%20World.txt

Raynond Roberts? The _Uditi?_ This Thomas Peak buried here?"

She exam ned the dates, nodded. "But it wasn't a racket, in those days, my teacher told
us. There really is a Udi experience, | believe. Anyhow, so we were taught at San Jose State.
Everyone nerges; there's no you and no--"

"I know what Udi is," he said testily. "God, now that | know who he is |I'mnot so sure
want to help bring this one back."

"But when the Anarch Peak conmes back," Lotta said, "he'll resune his position as head of
Udi and it'll stop being a racket."

Behi nd them Bob Lindy said, "You could probably make a fortune by _not_ bringing himback
to an unwilling, unwaiting world." He explained, "I'mnow done with your job-call, here; Signis

i nserting one of those hand-ne-down el ectric kidneys and getting her on a stretcher and into his
car." He lit a cigaret butt, stood snoking and shivering and neditating. "You think this fella
Peak's about to return, Seb?"

"Yes," he said. "You know ny intimations." Qur firmoperates at a profit because of them
he neditated; they're what keep us ahead of the big outfits, nake it possible in fact to get any
business at all . . . anything, anyhow, above and beyond what the city police throw to us.

Li ndy said sonberly, "Wait'|ll R C. Buckley hears about this. He'll really go into action
on this one; in fact, | suggest you call himright now The sooner he knows, the sooner he can
formul ate one of those wild rizzle-drizzle promotion canpaigns he concocts.” He | aughed sharply.
"Qur man in the graveyard," he said.

"I"'mgoing to plant a bug here on Peak's grave,"” Sebastian said after a thoughtful pause
"One that' |l both pick up cardiac activity and will transmt a notifying coded signal to us."

“You're that sure," Lindy said, nervously. "I nean, it's illegal; if the L.A police find
it, you know -maybe a suspension of our license to operate."” His innate Swedish caution emerged,
now, and his dubi ousness regardi ng Sebastian's psionic intimtions. "Forget it," he said. "You're
getting as bad as Lotta." He plonped her friendlily on the back, neaning well. "I always say, |'m
not going to let the atnosphere of these places get to ne; it's a technical job having to do with
exact location, adequate air supply, digging accurately so you don't saw it in half, then raising
it up, getting Dr. Sign to patch its busted parts together." To Lotta he said, "You're too
met aphysi cal about this, kid. Forget it."

Lotta said, "I'mmarried to a nman who | ay dead down bel ow, once. Wien | was born
Sebasti an was dead, and he renmined dead until | was twelve years old." Her voice--odd for her--
was unyi el di ng.

"So0?" Lindy dermanded.

"This process," she said, "has given ne the only man in the world or on Mars or on Venus

that | love or could love. It has been the greatest force in ny life." She put her arm around
Sebastian, then, and hugged him hugged his big bul k agai nst her
"Tonorrow," Sebastian said to her. "I want you to pay a visit to Section B of the People's

Topi cal Library. Get all the information you can about the Anarch Thomas Peak. Most of it has
probably gone into erad by now, but they may have a few term nal typescript manuscripts.”
"Was he really that inportant?" Bob Lindy asked.

Lotta said, "Yes. But--" She hesitated. "I'mscared of the Library, Seb; | really am You
know |l am It's so--oh the hell with it. I'Il go." Her voice sank
"There | agree with you," Bob Lindy said. "I don't like that place. And |'ve been there

exactly once."

"It's the Hobart Phase,"” Sebastian said. "The sanme force at work that operates here." He
turned to Lotta again. "Avoid the Head Librarian, Mavis McQuire." He had run into her severa
times in the past, and he had been repelled; she had struck himas bitchy, hostile, and nean. "Go
right to Section B," he said.

God help Lotta, he thought, if she gets fouled up and runs into that McCuire woman. Maybe
I should go - . - No, he decided; she can ask for soneone else; it'll work out all right. 1"l
just have to take the chance.
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Man is nost correctly defined as a certain intellectual notion eternally nade in the
di vine m nd
--Erigena

Sunl i ght ascended and a penetrating mechani cal voice declared, "ALl right, Appleford. Tine
to get up and show 'em who you are and what you can do. Big man, that Dougl as Appl eford; everybody
acknow edges it--1 hear themtalking. Big man, big talent, big job. Miuch admired by the public at
large.” It paused. "You awake, now?"

Appl eford, fromhis bed, said, "Yes." He sat up, batted the sharp-voiced al armcl ock at
his bedside into nullification. "Good norning," he said to the silent apartnent. "Slept well; |
hope you did, too."

A press of problens tunbled about his disordered mnd as he got grouchily fromthe bed,
wandered to the closet for clothing adequately dirty. Supposed to nail down Ludwi g Eng, he said to
hi msel f. The tasks of tonorrow becone the worst tasks of today. Reveal to Eng that only one copy
of his great-selling book is left in all the world; the time is comng soon for himto act, to do
the job oniy he can do. How would Eng feel? After all, sonetines inventors refused to sit down and
do their job. Wll, he decided, that actually consisted of an Erad Council problenm theirs, not
his. He found a stained, runpled red shirt; renoving his pajama top he got into it. The trousers
were not so easy; he had to root through the hanper.

And then the packet of whiskers.

My anbi tion, Appleford nused as he padded to the bathroomw th the whi sker packet, is to
cross the WU. S. by streetcar. Wee. At the bow he washed his face, then | athered on foam gl ue
opened t he packet and with adroit slappings nmanaged to convey the whiskers evenly to his chin,
jow s, neck; in a noment he had expertly gotten the whiskers to adhere. I'mfit now, he decided as
he reviewed his countenance in the mrror, to take that streetcar ride; at |east as soon as
process ny share of sogum

Swi tching on the autonmati c sogum pi pe--very nodern--he accepted a good nascul i ne bundl e,
sighed contentedly as he gl anced over the sports section of the Los Angeles Tines . Then at | ast
wal ked to the kitchen and began to lay out soiled dishes. In no time at all he faced a bow of
soup, lamb chops, green peas, Martian blue nbss with egg sauce and a cup of hot coffee. These he
gathered up, slid the dishes frombeneath and around them -of course first checking the w ndows of
the roomto be sure no one saw him-and briskly placed the assorted foods in their proper
receptacl es, which he placed on shelves of the cupboard and in the refrigerator. The tine was
eight-thirty; he still had fifteen mnutes in which to get to work. No need to dw ndl e hinself
hurryi ng; the People's Topical Library Section B would be there when he arrived.

It had taken himyears to work up to B. And now, as a reward, he had to deal téte-a-téte
with a bewildering variety of surly, boorish inventors who bal ked at their assigned--and according
to the Erads mandatory--final cleaning of the sole remaining typescript copy of whatever work
their nane had beconme associated with--1inked by a process which neither he nor the assortnent of
i nventors conpl etely understood. The Council presunmably understood why a particul ar given inventor
got stuck with a particular assignment and not sone other assignment entirely. For instance, Eng
and HOW 1 MADE MY OAN SWABBLE OUT OF CONVENTI ONAL HOUSEHOLD OBJECTS I N My BASEMENT DURI NG MY SPARE
TIME. Appleford reflected as he gl anced over the renminder of the 'pape. Think of the
responsibility. After Eng finished, no nore swabbles in all the world, unless those untrustworthy

rogues in the F.NM had a couple illicitly tucked away. In fact, even though the ter-cop, the
term nal copy, of Eng's book still remained, he already found it difficult to recall what a
swabbl e did and what it | ooked |ike. Square? Small? O round and huge? HmMm He put down the 'pape
and rubbed his forehead while he attenpted to recall--tried to conjure up an accurate nental inmage
of the device while it was still theoretically possible to do so. Because as soon as Eng reduced

the ter-cop to a heavily inked silk ribbon, half a ream of bond paper, and a folio of fresh carbon
paper there existed no chance for himor for anyone else to recall either the book or the
mechani sm-up to now quite useful --which the book descri bed.

That task, however, would probably occupy Eng the rest of the year. C eaning of the ter-
cop had to progress line by line, word by woid; it could not be handled as were the assenbl ed
heaps of printed copies. So easy, up until the terminal typescript copy, and then . . . well, to
make it worth it to Eng, a really huge salary would be paid him plus--.

By his el bow on the small kitchen table the receiver of the vidphone hopped fromits
nmooring onto the table, and fromit cane a distant tiny shrill voice. "Goodbye, Doug." A wonan's
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Voi ce.

Lifting the receiver to his ear he said, "Goodbye."

"l love you, Doug," Charise MFadden stated in her breathless, enotion-saturated voice.
"Do you | ove nme?"

"Yes, | |love you, too,
me it won't be long."

"Most probably tonight," Charise said. "After work. There's soneone | want you to neet, a
virtually unknown inventor who's desperately eager to get official eradication for his thesis on
ahem the psychogenic origins of death by nmeteor strike. | said that because you're in Section B--

he said. "Wen have | seen you last? | hope it won't be long. Tel

"Tell himto eradicate his thesis hinself. At his own expense."

"There's no prestige in that." Her face on the vidscreen earnest, Charise pleaded, "It's
really a dreadful piece of theorizing, Doug; it's as nutty as the day is long. This oaf, this
Lance Arbuthnot--"

"That's his nanme?" It al nbst persuaded him But not quite. In the course of a single day
he received many such requests, and every one, w thout exception, cane represented as a socially
dangerous piece by a crank inventor with a goofy nane. He had held his chair at Section B too |ong
to be easily snared. But still--he had to investigate this; his ethical structure, his
responsibility to society, insisted on it. He sighed.

"I hear you groaning," Charise said brightly.

Appl eford said, "As long as he's not fromthe F.NM"

"Well--he is." She | ooked--and sounded--guilty. "I think they threw himout, though
That's why he's here in Los Angel es and not there."

Rising to his feet, Douglas Appleford said stiffly, "Hello, Charise. | nust |eave now for
work; | will not and cannot discuss this trivial matter further." And that, as far as he was
concerned, ended that.

He hoped.

Arriving home to his conapt at the end of his shift, O ficer Joe Tinbane found his wife
sitting at the breakfast table. Enbarrassed, he averted his gaze until she noticed himand rapidly
finished filling her cup with hot, dark coffee.

"Shane," Bethel said reprovingly. "You should have knocked on the kitchen door." Wth
haughty dignity she carefully placed the orange-juice bottle in the refrigerator, carried the now
nearly full box of Happy-QCats to its conceal ment in the cupboard. "I'lIl be out of your way in a
mnute. My victual nmonentumis now just about conplete." However, she took her tine.

“I'mtired," he said, at |ast seating hinself.

Bet hel placed enpty bows, a glass, a cup, and a plate before him "Guess what the 'pape
says this norning," she said as she retired discreetly to the living roomso that he, too, could
di sgorge. "That thug fanatic is com ng here, that Raynond Roberts person. On a pug."

"Hm " he said, enjoying the hot, liquid taste of coffee as he runinated it up into his
weary nout h.
"The Los Angel es chief of police estimtes that four _nmillion_ people will turn out to see

him he's performng the sacrament of Divine Unification in Dodger Stadium and of course it'l
all be on TV until we're ready to go clear out of our nmnds. Al day long--that's what the 'pape
says; |'mnot making it up."

"Four million," Tinbane echoed, thinking, professionally, how nmany peace officers it would
take to handle crowd control when the crowd consisted of that many. Everybody on the force,
i ncludi ng Skyway Patrol and special deputies. Wat a job. He groaned inwardly.

"They use those drugs,"” Bethel said, "for that unification they practice; there's a |ong

article on it, here. The drug's a derivative fromDNT; it's illegal here, but when he goes to
performthe sacranent they'll et him-themall--use it that one tine. Because the California | aw
states--"

"I know what it states," Tinbane said. "It states that a psychedelic drug can he used in a
bona fide religious cerenpny." God knew he had had this drumed into himby his superiors.

Bet hel said, "I have half a mnd to go there. And participate. It's the only tinme, unless

we want to fly to, ugh, the FNM And | frankly don't feel nuch like doing _that ."

"You do that," he said, happily disgorging cereal, sliced peaches and mlk and sugar, in
t hat order.

"Want to cone? It'll be exciting. Just think: thousands of people unified into one entity.
The Udi, he calls it. Which is everyone and no one. Possessing absol ute knowl edge because it has
no single, limting viewoint." She cane to the kitchen door, eyes shut. "WelI?"

"No thanks," Tinbane said, his nouth enbarrassingly full. "And don't watch ne; you know
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how | can't stand to have anyone around when |'m havi ng victual nomentum even if they can't see
me. They might hear ne--chew ng."

He could feel her there; he sensed her resentnent.

"You never take ne anywhere," Bethel said presently.

"Ckay," he agreed, "l never take you anywhere." He added, "And if | did, it wouldn't be
there, to hear about religion.” W have enough religious nuts in Los Angel es anyhow, he thought. |
wonder why Roberts didn't think of making a pilg here a long tinme ago. | wonder why just now.

of all possible tines.

Earnestly, Bethel said, "Do you think he's a fake? That there's no such state as Udi ?"

He shrugged. "DNT is a potent drug." Maybe it was so. In any case it didn't matter; not to
hi m anyhow. "Another unexpected rebirth,” he said to his wife. "At Forest Knolls, naturally.
They' re never watching those mnor ceneteries; they know we'll handle it--with city equi pnent.”
Anyhow, Tilly M Benton was safely at the L. A receiving hospital, thanks to Seb Hermes. Wthin a
week she woul d be disgorging |like the rest of them

"Eerie," Bethel said, still at the doorway to the kitchen

"How do you know? You never saw it happen."

"You and your damm job," Bethel said. "Don't take it out on ne, just because you can't
stand it. If it's so awful, quit. Fish or cut bait, as the Ronmans said."

"I can handle the job; matter of fact, |'ve already put in for a reassignment." Wuat's
hard, he thought, is you. "Let ne disgorge in private, will you?" he said angrily. "Go off; read
the 'pape."

"WIl you be affected?" Bethel asked. "By Ray Roberts coming here to the Coast?"

"Probably not," he said. He did, after all, have a regular beat. Nothing ever seened to

change _that .

"They won't have you out with your popgun protecting hin®"

"Protecting hinP" he said. "I'd shoot him"

"Ch dear," Bethel said nockingly. "Such ambition. And then you could go down in history."

“I'l'l go down in history anyhow," Ti nbane said.

"What for? What have you done? And what in the future do you intend to do? Keep on digging
up old |l adies out at Forest Knolls Cenetery?" Her tone |lacerated him "O for being married to
me?"

"That's right; for being married to you." His tone was equal ly scathing; he had learned it
fromher, over the long, dead nmonths of their alleged marriage.

Bet hel returned, then, to the living room Left alone, he continued to disgorge, now | eft
in peace. He appreciated it.

Anyhow, he thought gloomly, Tilly M Benton of South Pasadena |ikes ne.

Eternity is a kind of neasure. But to be nmeasured belongs not to God. Therefore it does
not belong to Hmto be eternal
--St. Thomas Aqui nas

It had always been difficult for Oficer Joe Tinbane to determ ne precisely what officia
rank George Core held in the Los Angel es Police Departnent; he wore an ordinary citizen's cape,
natty turned-up Italian shoes and a bright, fashionable shirt which | ooked even a bit gaudy. Core
was a relatively slender man, tall, in his md-forties, Tinbane guessed. He cane directly to the
point, as the two of them sat facing each other in Gore's office.

"Since Ray Roberts is arriving in town, we've been asked by the Governor to provide a
personal bodyguard . . . which we planned to do anyway. Four or possibly five nen; we're in
agreenment on that, too. You asked to be reassigned, so you' re one." Gore shuffled sone docunents
on his desk; Tinbane saw that they pertained to him "GCkay?" Core said.
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"If you say so," Tinbane said, feeling sullen--and surprised. "You don't nean for crowd

control; you nmean all the time. Around the clock." In proximty, he realized. By personal they
meant personal
Core said, "You'll eat with him-excuse the expression; sorry--and sleep with himin the

same room all that. He has no bodyguard, nornally. But we have a | ot of people out here hol ding
deep grudges toward the Uditi. Not that they don't in the F.N.M, but that's not our problem" He
added, "Roberts hasn't asked for this, but we're not about to consult him Wether he likes it or
not he's going to get twenty-four hour protection while he's in our jurisdiction." Gore's tone was
bureaucrati c and stony.

"I gather we won't be relieved."

"You'll stagger your wake-sleep cycle, the four of you. But no; except for that you'll be
with himall the tine. It's only for forty-eight or seventy-two hours; whichever he chooses. He
hasn't deci ded. But you probably know that; you read the 'papes."

Ti nbane said, "I don't like him"
"Too bad for you. But that's not going to affect Roberts nuch; | doubt if he cares. He's
got plenty of followers out here, and he'll get the curiosity crowd. He can survive your opinion.

Anyhow, what do you know about hinf You've never nmet him"
"My wife likes him"
Core grinned. "Well, he can probably endure that, too. | get your point, though. It is a

fact that a major part of his follow ng are women. That seens to be generally the case. | have our
file on Ray Roberts; | think you should read it over before he shows up. You can do it on your own
tinme. You'll be interested; there're sonme strange things in there, things he's said and done, what

Udi believes. W're allow ng that conmmunal drug experience, you know, even though it's technically
illegal. That's what it is: a drug orgy; the religious aspect is just fabrication, just w ndow
dressing. He's a weird and violent man--at |east so we view him | guess his followers don't find
himso. O maybe they do and they like it." Gore tapped a | ocked green netal box at the far edge
of his desk. "You'll see when you' ve read this--all the crines he's sanctioned for those gunsels
of his, those Ofspring of Mght, to do." He pushed the box toward Ti nbane. "And after this,
want you to go to the People's Topical Library, Section A or B. For nore."

Accepting the |ocked file, Tinbane said, "Gve ne the key and I'll read this--on my own
tine."

Core produced the key. "One thing, Oficer. Don't fall for the 'pape stereotype view of
Ray Roberts. A lot's been said about him but nost of it is fictitious, and what actually is true

hasn't been said . . . but it's in there, and when you've read it you'll understand what |'m
referring to. In particular | nean the violence." He | eaned toward Joe Ti nbane. "Look; I'Il give
you a choice. Alter you've read the material on Roberts, cone back and see ne; give ne your
decision then. Frankly | think you'll take the job; it's officially a promtion, a step up in your
career."

St andi ng, Ti nbane picked up the key and the | ocked box. | don't agree, he thought to
hi msel f. But he said, "Ckay, M. Gore. | have how | ong?"

"Call nme by five," Gore said. And continued to grin his acid, knowing grin

In Section B of the People's Topical Library, Oficer Joe Tinbane warily stood at the
chief librarian's desk; sonmething about the Librai y intimdated him-and he did not know what it
was or why.

Several persons were ahead of hin he waited restlessly, glancing about and wondering as
al ways about his nmarriage with Bethel and about his career with the police departnent, and then
about the purpose of life and the neaning--if any--of it, what the ol d-borns experienced while
they lay in the ground, and what it would be Iike, soneday, to dwi ndle away as he eventually
woul d, and enter a nearby wonb.

As he stood there a familiar person came up beside hin small, in a long cloth coat, with
her dark, extensive brown hair tunmbling: a pretty, but married girl, Lotta Hernmes.

"'Bye," he said, pleased to run into her

Her face white, Lotta whispered, "l--can't stand it in here. But | have to | ook up sone
information for Seb." Her disconfort was pal pabl e; her whol e body was held rigidly, awkwardly, so
that its natural lines were warped; her fear nade her ni sshapen

"Take it easy," he said, surprised at her apprehension; he wanted at once to nake her fee
better and he took her by the arm |ed her away fromthe chief librarian's desk, out of the
i mrense, dully booming roomand into the relatively stress-free corridor

"Ch god," she said mserably. "I just can't do it, go in there and face that wonan, that
awful Ms. MG@iire. Seb told ne to ask for soneone else, but | don't know anyone. And when | get
scared | can't think." She gazed up at himmiserably, appealing to himfor help.
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Ti nbane said, "This place gets a ot of people down." H's arm around her waist, he steered
her down the corridor toward the exit.

"I can't leave," she said frantically, pulling away. "Seb said | have to find out about
t he Anarch Peak."

"Ch?" Tinbane said. He wondered why. Did Sebastian expect the Anarch to be old-born in the
near future?

That woul d shed a sonewhat different [ight on the pilg by Ray Roberts; in fact an entirely
new light: it would explain why now and why Los Angel es.

"Dougl as Appl eford," Ti nbane decided. He knew the man; a stuffy, formal, but reasonably
hel pful person; certainly far nore easily dealt with than Mavis McGuire. "I'll take you to his
office," he said to the frightened girl, "and introduce you to him As a matter of fact |'mhere
doi ng research nyself. On Ray Roberts. So | need assistance, too."

Lotta said, gratefully, "You know just about everybody." She | ooked nuch better, now, the
twi sted, hunched posture had | eft her, and again she struck himas vital and attractive. Hmm he
t hought, and gui ded her down the hall, toward Douglas Appleford' s offices.

When Dougl as Appl eford arrived at his office in Section B of the Library that norning he
found his secretary Mss Tonsen trying to rid herself--and him too--of a tall, sloppily dressed,
m ddl e-aged Negro gentleman with a briefcase under his arm

“"Ah, M. Appleford,"” the individual said in a dry, hollow voice as he made out Appl eford,
obvi ously recogni zi ng hi mat once; he approached, hand extended. "How nice to neet you, sir.
Goodbye, goodbye. As the Phase has taught us to say." He smiled a flashbulb instantly vani shing
snmle at Appleford, who did not return it.

"I"'mquite a busy man," Appleford said, and continued on past Mss Tonsen's desk to open
the inner door to his especially private office. "If you wish to see me you'll have to nmake a
regul ar appointment. Hello." He started to shut the door after him

"This concerns the Anarch Peak,"” the tall Negro with the briefcase said. "Whom| have
reason to believe you're interested in.,

"Why do you say that?" He paused, irritated. "I don't recall ever having felt or expressed
any interest in areligious fanatic fortunately laid in his grave for two decades.” Wth sudden
suspi ci on and aversi on he said, "Peak isn't about to be reborn, is he?"

Again the tall Negro smled his nmechanical snile--and nechanical it was; Doug Appl eford
now perceived the small but brilliant yellow stripe sewed on the tall man's coat sleeve. This
person was a robot, required by law to wear the identifying swath so as not to deceive. Realizing
this, Appleford' s irritation grew, he had a strict, deeply inbedded prejudi ce agai nst robi es which
he could not rid hinmself of; which he did not want to rid hinself of, as a matter of fact.

"Conme in," Appleford said, holding the door to his absolutely pin-neat office open. The

roby represented sone human principal; it had not dispatched itself: that was the | aw. He wondered
who had sent it. Some functionary of a European syndicate? Possibly. In any case, better to hear
the thing out and then tell it to |eave.

Together, in this central work chanber of his suite of chanbers, the two of them faced
each ot her.

"My card," the roby said, extending its hand.

Appl eford read the card, scowing.

Carl Gantrix
Attorney-At-Law, WU. S.

"My enployer," the roby said. "So now you know my name. You may address ne as Carl; that
woul d be satisfactory.” Now that the door had shut, with Mss Tonsen on the other side, the roby's
voi ce had acquired a sudden and surprising authoritative tone.

"I prefer," Appleford said cautiously, "to address you in the nore faniliar node as Carl
Junior. If that doesn't offend you." He made his own voice even nore authoritative. "You know
sel dom grant audi ences to robots. A quirk, perhaps, but one concerning which | amnotoriously
consi stent."

"Until now," the robot Carl Junior nurrmured; it retrieved its card and placed it back in
its wallet, a thrifty, robotish nove. Then, seating itself, it began to unzip its briefcase.
"Being in charge of Section B of the Library, you are of course an expert on the Hobart Phase. At
| east so M. Gantrix assunes. |Is he correct, sir?" The robot glanced up keenly.

"Well, | deal with it constantly." Appleford affected a vacant, cavalier tone; it was
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al ways better to show a superior attitude when dealing with a roby. Constantly necessary to rem nd
themin this particular, fashion--as well as in countless others--of their place.

"So M. Gntrix realizes. And it is to his everlasting credit that via such a profound
realization he has inferred that you have, over the years, becone sonething of an authority on the
advant ages, sir, the uses and al so nmani fol d di sadvantages, of the Hobart reverse- or anti-tine
field. True? Not true? Choose one."

Appl ef ord pondered. "I choose the first. Al though you nmust take into account the fact that
my know edge is pragmatic, not theoretical. But | can correctly deal with the vagaries of the
Phase wit hout being appalled. And it is appalling, Junior, the things that pop into being under
the Phase. Such as the deaders. That really doesn't appeal all that nmuch to nme; that, in ny
opinion, is one of the greater disadvantages. The rest of them | can stand."

"Certainly." The roby Carl Junior nodded its thernoplastic quite humanoid head. "Very
good, M. Appleford. Now down to business. H's Mghtiness, the Very Honorabl e Ray Roberts, is
preparing to come out here to the WU.S., as you may have read in your norning 'pape. It will be a
mej or public event, of course; that goes without saying. Hs Mghtiness, who is in charge of the
activities of M. Gantrix, has asked ne to cone to Section B of your Library and, if you wll
cooperate, sequester all manuscripts still extant dealing with the Anarch Peak. WII you
cooperate? I n exchange, M. Gntrix is willing to make a sizeabl e donation to assist your Library
in prospering in forthcom ng years."

"That is indeed gratifying," Appleford acknow edged, "but I'mafraid | would have to know
_why_ your principal w shes to sequester the docunents pertaining to the Anarch.” He felt tense;
somnet hi ng about the roby put his psychol ogi cal defenses into operation

The roby rose to its nmetal feet; leaning forward, it deposited a host of docunents on
Appl eford's desk. "In answer to your query | respectfully insist that you exam ne those."

Carl Gantrix, by means of the video circuit of the robot's system treated hinself to a
| eisurely inspection of the assistant |ibrarian Douglas Appleford as that individual plowed
through the wearying stack of deliberately obscure pseudo-docunments which the robot had presented.

The bureaucrat in Appleford had been ensnared by the bait; his attention distracted, the
I'ibrarian had becone oblivious to the robot and to its actions. Therefore, as Appleford read, the
robot expertly slid its chair back and to the left side, close to a reference card case of
i mpressive proportions. Lengthening its right arm the robot crept its nanual grippers of
fingeroid shape into the nearest file of the case; this Appleford did of course not see, and so
the robot then continued with its assigned task. It placed a mniaturized nest of enbryonic
robots, no larger than pinheads, within the card file, then a tiny find-circuit transmtter behind
a subsequent card, then at |ast a potent detonating device set on a three-day conmmand circuit.

Wat ching, Gantrix grinned. Only one construct remamined in the robot's possession, and this
now appeared briefly as the robot, eying Appleford sideways and cautiously, edged its extensor
once nore toward the file, transferring this last bit of sophisticated hardware fromits
possession to the Library's.

"Purp,” Appleford said, without raising his eyes.

The code signal, received by the aud chanber of the file, activated an energency rel ease;
the file closed in upon itself in the manner of a bival ve seeking safety. Collapsing, the file
retreated into the wall, burying itself out of sight. And at the sane tinme it ejected the
constructs which the robot had placed inside it; the objects, expelled with el ectronic neatness,
bounced in a trajectory which deposited themat the robot's feet, where they lay in clear view

"Good heavens,"” the robot said involuntarily, taken aback

Appl eford said, "Leave ny office inmediately." He raised his eyes fromthe pseudo-
docunents, and his expression was cold. As the robot reached down to retrieve the now exposed
artifacts he added, "And | eave those items here; | want them subjected to | ab anal ysis regarding
pur pose and source." He reached into the top drawer of his desk, and when his hand energed it held
a weapon.

In Carl Gantrix's ears the phone-cable voice of the robot buzzed. "Wat should |I do, sir?"

"Leave presently.” Gantrix no longer felt anused; the fuddyduddy |ibrarian was equal to
the probe, was capable in fact of nullifying it. The contact with Appleford would have to be nade
in the open, and with that in nind Gantrix reluctantly picked up the receiver of the vidphone
closest to himand dialed the Library's exchange.

A nmoment | ater he saw, through the video scanner of the robot, the librarian Dougl as
Appl ef ord pi cking up his own phone in answer.

"W have a problem” Gantrix said. "Common to us both. Wy, then, shouldn't we work
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t oget her ?"

Appl ef ord answered, "I'm aware of no problem™" H s voice held ultimte cal mess; the
attenpt by the robot to plant hostile hardware in his work area had not ruffled him "If you want
to work together," he added, "you're off to a bad start."

"Admittedly," Gantrix said. "But we've had difficulty in the past with you librarians."
Your exalted position, he thought; protected by the Erads and all. But he did not say it. "There
is, inthe wealth of material--accurate and inaccurate--one particular piece of info that we | ack
that we are particularly anxious to acquire. The rest. . ." He hesitated, then ganbled. "I1'IlIl put
you in mnd of that fact, and perhaps you can direct us to a source by which to verify it. _\Were
is the Anarch Peak buried? "

"God only knows," Appleford said.

"Somewhere in your books, articles, religious panphlets, city records--"

."Qur job here at the Library," Appleford said, "is not to study and/or nenorize data; it
is to expunge it."

There was sil ence.

"Well," Gantrix adm tted, "you've stated your position with clarity and admrable brevity.
So we're to assune that that fact, the location of the Anarch's body, has been expunged; as a f
act it no |onger exists."

"I't has undoubtedly been unwitten," Appleford said. "Or at |east such is a reasonable
presunption . . . and in accord with Library policy."

Gantrix said, "And you won't even check. You won't research it, even for a sizeable
donation." Bureaucracy, he thought; it naddened him it was insane.

"Good day, M. Gntrix," the librarian said, and hung up

For a tine Carl Gantrix sat in silence, keeping hinself inert. Controlling his enotions.

He at | ast picked up the vidphone receiver once nore and this tinme dialed the Free Negro
Municipality. "I want to speak to the Very Honorable Ray Roberts," he told the operator in
Chi cago.

"That party can only be reached by--"

"I have the necessary code," Gantrix said, and thereupon divested hinself of it. He felt
weary and defeated . . . and he dreaded Ray Roberts' reaction. But we can't give up, he realized.
We knew fromthe start that that bureaucrat Appleford wouldn't research the matter for us; we knew
we'd have to break into the Library and do it ourselves.

That fact is there in the Library somewhere, he said to hinself. That's probably the
_only_place it is, the only source fromwhich we can get that infornation

And there was not nuch tine |eft, according to Ray Roberts' arcane cal cul ations. The
Anarch Peak would be returning to life any day, now

It was a highly dangerous situation

If, therefore, God existed, there would be no evil discoverable; but there is evil in the
wor|l d. Therefore God does not exist.
--St. Thomas Aqui nas

As soon as the roby Carl Gantrix Junior had cleared out of his office, Doug Appleford
pressed the intercom button which connected himw th his superior, Chief Librarian Mavis MGuire.

"You know what just now happened?" he said. "Soneone representing that Udi cult got a
robot in here and began planting hostile hardware all over ny office. It has left." He added,
"Possibly I should have called the city police. Technically, | still could; the scanner | keep in
here recorded the incident, so W have the evidence if we want to seek recourse."

Mavi s had her usual accosting, bleak expression, the dead-cal mquality which generally
preceded a tirade. Especially at this tinme of day--early in the norning--she was nost irritable.
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Over the years Appleford had learned to live with her, so to speak. As an adm nistrator
she was superb. She had energy; she was accurate; she always--and rightly so--assuned fina
authority; he had never known Mavis to pass the poscred back, when it was handed to her . . . as
in this case. Never in his nost distorted dreans had he envisioned trying to supplant her; he
knew, rationally and coldly, that he did not possess her ability; he had enough talent to act as
her subordinate--and do the job well--but that was all. He respected her and he was afraid of her
a lethal conbination in regard to any aspirations he night have had to seek a rung higher in the
Li brary's hierarchy. Mavis McQuire was the boss and he liked it that way; he liked it now, being
able to drop this into her |ap

Mavi s said, her nouth tw sting, "Udi. That abomi nation. Yes; | realize Ray Roberts is
maki ng a pile out here; | expected they'd cone sni Thng around here. | assune you expelled the
hostil e hardware."

"Absolutely," Appleford assured her. It still lay on the carpeted floor of his office,

where the file had ejected it.
"What specifically,” Mavis said in her |ow, near-whisper voice, "were they after?”
"The burial site of the Anarch Peak."
"Do we have that information?"

Appl eford said, "I didn't bother to look it up."
“I'"l1l check with the Council of Erads," Mavis said, "and find out if they want that fact
rel eased; I'lIl check on their policy regarding this. R ght now | have other business; you'l

excuse ne." She then rang off.

M ss Tonmsen buzzed him "A Ms. Hernmes and an O ficer Tinbane to see you, sir. They have
no appoi ntnent."

"Ti nbane," he echoed. He had always |iked the young police officer. A man as honestly,
reputably intent on his tasks as was Appleford: they had sonmething in common. Ms. Hernes; he did
not know her. Possibly it involved sonmeone refusing to turn over a book to the Library; Tinbane
had tracked such cupidity down in past tines. "Send themin," he decided. Possibly Ms. Hernes was
a Hoarder--soneone who refused to give up a book whose tine had cone.

Oficer Tinbane, in uniform entered, and with hi mappeared a sweet-looking girl with
astoni shingly long dark hair. She seened ill-at-ease and dependent on the police officer.

"CGoodbye, " Appleford greeted them graciously. "Please sit down." He rose to offer Ms.
Hermes a chair.

"Ms. Hermes," Tinbane said, "is after information about the Anarch Peak. You have
anyt hing not yet eradicated that would hel p her?”

"Probably," Appleford said. This seens to be the topic of the day, he reflected. But these
two people, in contradistinction to Carl Gantrix, appeared to have no connection with Roberts, and
this altered his attitude. "Anything in particular?" he asked the girl in a kindly fashion
wanting to reassure her; she was obviously easily intin dated.

The girl said in a soft little voice, "My husband just wanted ne to find out all | could.”

"My suggestion,” Appleford told her, "is that rather than plow ng through manuscripts and
books you consult an expert in contenporary religious history." A nman who, by the way, enjoyed an
attractive wonman--as Appleford did. He toyed with a ball point pen, for dramatic enphasis. "As a
matter of fact | personally know nore than a little about the late Anarch." He | eaned back in his
swi vel chair, folded his hands, observed the inlaid ceiling of his office.

"What ever you can tell me would be appreciated,” Ms. Hernes said in her shy way.

Shrugging, with a snle, pleased in fact to be encouraged, Doug Appl eford began his
oration. Both Ms. Hernes and O ficer Tinbane |istened with obedient attention, and this pleased
him too.

At the tine of his death the Anarch had been fifty years old. He had |l ed an interesting--
and unusual --life. In his college days, as a brilliant student, he had studied at Canbridge; he
had in fact becone a Rhodes scholar, majoring in classic | anguages: Hebrew, Sanskrit, Attic Geek
and Latin. Then, at twenty-two, he had abruptly abandoned his acadenic career--and his country; he
had mgrated to the United States to study jazz with the then great jazz perforner, Herbie Mann
After a tinme he had forned his own jazz conbo, he hinmself playing the flute.

In connection with this he had |lived on the Wst Coast, in San Francisco. At that tine,
the late 'sixties, the Episcopal Bishop of the Diocese of California, James Pike, had been
arrangi ng to have jazz nmasses performed at Grace Cathedral, and one of the groups he had called on
was Thomas Peak's conbo. At this point, Peak had turned conposer; he had witten a lengthy jazz
mass and it had been a success. Pike's Peak, the |ocal newspaper columist Herb Caen had dubbed
him then; that had been in 1968. Bishop Pi ke hinself had been an interesting person, too. A
former |awyer, active in the A.C.L.U, one of the nost brilliant and radical clerical figures of
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his time, he had becone involved in what had been called "social action," the issues of the day:
in particular, Negro rights. He had for instance been at Selma with Dr. Martin Luther King. From
all this, Thonmas Peak had | earned. He, too, had becone involved in the issues of the day--on a
much snal |l er scale than Bi shop Pike, of course. At Bishop Pike's suggestion he had entered
sem nary school, had becone at |ast an ordai ned Epi scopal priest--and, |ike James Pike, his
bi shop, quite radical for those tines, although now the doctrines which he advocated had becomne
nore or less accepted. It was a case of being ahead of his tine.
Peak had, in fact, been charged in a heresy trial, had been booted out of the Episcopa
Church; whereupon he had gone on and founded his own. And, when the Free Negro Minicipality had
been born, he had headed that way; he had nade its capital the place of origin for his cult.
There was not much resenbl ance between Peak's new cult and the Episcopal Church which he

had | eft. The experience of Udi, the group m nd, conprised the central--if not the sole--
sacrament, and it was for this that the congregati on gathered. Wthout the hallucinogenic drug
enpl oyed, the sacrament could not take place; hence, like the North American Indian cult which it

resenbl ed, Peak's church depended on the availability, not to nmention the legality, of the drug.
So a curious relationship between the cult and cooperative authorities had to exist.

As to the Udi experience, the nost enlightened reports, based on first-hand testinony of
undercover agents, stated categorically that the group-mnd fusion was real, not inaginary.

"And what is nmore--" Appleford churned on, but at this point he was interrupted.
Hesitantly, but with determination, Ms. Hernes spoke up

"Do you think it would be to the advantage of Ray Roberts to have the Anarch reborn?"

For a tinme Appleford pondered that; it was a good question, and it showed himthat despite
her reticence and shyness Ms. Hernmes had a good deal on the ball

"Because of the Hobart Phase," he said finally, "the tide of history is with the Anarch
and agai nst Ray Roberts. The Anarch died in late mddl e-age; he will be that when he's reborn, and
he wi Il devel op progressively into greater and greater vitality and creativity--for thirty years,
anyhow. Ray Roberts is only twenty-six. The Hobart Phase is carrying himback to adol escence; when
Peak is at his prine, Roberts will be a child, searching for a handy wonb. _All Peak has to do is
wait . No," he decided, "it wouldn't be to Roberts' advantage." And that, he said to hinself, Carl

Gantrix had abundantly denonstrated . . . by his avid desire to know where the Anarch's body | ay.
"My husband," Ms. Hermes said in her sweet, earnest voice, "is the owner of a vitarium"
She gl anced at O ficer Tinbane, as if asking hi mwhether she should conti nue.
Ti nbane cleared his throat and said, "I gather that the Flask of Hermes Vitarium

anticipates Peak's rebirth nonentarily or anyhow within a reasonably short tine-period.
Technically, it would be incunbent on any vitariumthat gets himto offer Peak to the Uditi. But,
as we can both gather from Ms. Hermes' question, there is sone doubt--and on good grounds--as to
whet her that would be in the Anarch's best interest."

“I'f I understand the way the vitaria operate," Appleford said, "they generally list who
they have, and the highest bidder gets it. Is that the case, Ms. Hermes?"

She ducked her head, nodding yes.

"It"'s really not up to you," Appleford said, "or your husband, to noralize. You're in
busi ness; you | ocate deaders ready to be reborn, and you sell your product for what the market
will carry. Once you start poking into the issue of which _norally_ is the best custoner--"

"Qur sal esman, R C. Buckley, always |ooks into the norality," Ms. Hernes said, with
sincerity.

"Or so he says," Tinbane said.

"Ch," she assured him "I'm positive he does; he spends a lot of his tine studying the
customers' backgrounds; he really does."

There was an appropriate interval of silence.

"You do not," Appleford said to Ms. Hernmes, "want to know where the Anarch's body lies
buri ed? That's not--"

"Ch, we know that," Ms. Hernmes said in her grave, honest little voice; Tinbane started
vi sibly and | ooked annoyed.

Appl eford said to her, "Ms. Hernes, you probably shouldn't tell anyone you know that."

"Ch," she said, and flushed. "I'msorry."

Appl ef ord went on, "Soneone fromthe Uditi was in here just prior to you, trying to find
that out. If anyone approaches you--" He | eaned toward her, speaking slowy, so as to inpress it

on her. "-- don't tell them Don't even tell nme."

"O me," Tinbane said.

Ms. Hernes, looking as if she was about to cry, said chokingly, "I"'msorry; | guess |
screwed everything up. | always do."
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To Ms. Hernes, Oficer Tinbane said, "Have you told anybody el se, Lotta?"

She shook her head, wordl essly, no.

"Ckay." Tinbane nodded to Appleford in shared agreenent. "Probably no harm done yet. But
they'll be trying to find out. They may canvass all the vitariuns; you better discuss this with
Seb and with your enployees. You understand, Lotta?"

Agai n she nodded, this tine yes; her large dark eyes glinted with repressed tears.

Love is the end and qui et cessation of the natural notion of all noving things, beyond
whi ch no notion continues.
--Erigena

At three in the afternoon Oficer Tinbane reported to his superior, Ceorge CGore.

"Well," Core said, |eaning back and picking his teeth, neanwhile eying Tinbane critically,
"did you learn a | ot about Ray Roberts?"

"Not hi ng that changes my mind. He's a fanatic; he'd do anything to keep his power; and
he's potentially a killer." He was thinking about the Anarch Peak, but about that he said nothing;
that was strictly between himand Lotta Hermes . . . or so he viewed it. In any case it was a
conmpl ex problem He would play it by ear.

Core said, "A nodern Mal col m X. Renenber readi ng about hin? He preached viol ence; got
violence in return. Like the Bible says." He continued to scrutinize Tinbane. "Want ny theory? |
checked into the date that Anarch Peak died, and he's about due to be reborn. | think Ray Roberts

i s here because of that. Peak's rebirth would end Roberts' political career. | think he'd
cheerfully kill Peak--if he could find himin tinme. If he waits--" CGore nade a slicing notion with
the side of his hand. "Too late. Once Peak is re-established he'll stay that way; he was a canny

bastard hinsel f, but without the violence. The critical time will be the week or ten days--
whatever it is-- between the tine Peak is dug up and the tine he | eaves the hospital. Peak was
very ill, the last months of his life; toxema, | understand. He'll have to lie in a hospital bed,
waiting for that to go away, before he can effectively regain control of Udi."

"Would it be to Peak's advantage," Tinbane said, "if a police teamcould | ocate hinP"

"Ch yes; _hell _yes. W could protect him if we dig himup. But if one of those private
vitariums gets hold of him-they can't shield himfrom assassination; they' re just not equi pped
for it. For instance, they use regular city hospitals . . . we of course have our own. This, as
you know, isn't the first tine this has cropped up, sonebody having a vested interest in an ol d-
born individual staying dead. This is sinply nore public, on a bigger scale."

Ti nbane said thoughtfully, "But on the other hand, owning Anarch Peak, having himto sell
woul d be a financial asset to a vitarium Peddled properly, to the right party, he could bring in
a nmediumsized fortune."” He was thinking what a sale |ike that would nean to a concern as snall as
the Flask of Hernes Vitarium it could stabilize themfinancially for virtually an indefinite
peri od. Confiscation of Peak by the police would be a disaster to Sebastian Hernes . . . this was,
after all, the first, the one, the really great break for Sebastian. In the entire |life span of
his flea-bag enterprise.

Can | take that away from hin? Tinbane asked hinmself. God, what a thing to do, to take
col d, professional advantage of Lotta's blurting it out there in Appleford s office.

O course Appleford mght do it, mght sell the information to Ray Roberts--at a good
price. But he doubted it; Appleford did not strike himas that sort of nan.

On the other hand, for the Anarch's own good- -

But if the police seized the Anarch, Sebastian would know how they found out; he would
track it, with no difficulty, to Lotta. | nust consider that, he realized, in view of any plans
m ght have in her direction. As regards ny relationship--or potential relationship--to her

Just who am | trying to aid? he asked hinself. Sebastian? Or Lotta? O --nysel f?
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I can bl ackmail her, he found hinself thinking, and was horrified; yet the thought had
been clearly there. Sinply tell her, when | can manage to get her off alone for a few m nutes,
that--she has a choice. She can be--.

Hel |, he thought. That's terrible! Blackmailing her into becomng ny nistress; what kind
of person am|1?

On the other hand, in the final analysis it didn't matter what you thought; it was what
you di d.

VWhat | ought to do, he decided, is talk to sone clergyman about this; _somebody's_got to
know how to deal with difficult noral matters.

Fat her Faine, he thought. | could talk to him

As soon as he Irtt George Gore's office he shot off in his Squad car for the Flask of
Hermes Vitarium

The frail old wooden buil ding al ways amused him it seened perpetually about to fall, and
yet it never had. What a variety of enterprises had been transacted, over the decades, on these
faded prem ses. Before beconming a vitarium Sebastian had told him the building had housed a
smal | cheese factory, enploying nine girls. And before that, Sebastian believed, it had housed a
tel evision repair establishnent.

He | anded his squad car, wal ked through the doorway. There at the typewiter, behind the
counter, sat Cheryl Vale, the obliging, thirtyish receptionist and bookkeeper of the firm at the
monent she was on the phone, and so he passed on through the back doorway, into the enpl oyees
portion of the prem ses. These he found their sole salesman, R C. Buckl ey, reading a dog-eared
copy of _Playboy , the eternal sal esman's choi ce and obsessi on

"Hi, Oficer," RC greeted him with a toothy smle. "Qut fixing tickets as usual ?" He
| aughed a sal esman' s | augh.

Ti nbane said, "Is Father Faine here?" He |ooked around, but did not see him

"Qut with the rest of them" R C. said. "They zeroed in on another live one at Cedar Halls
Cenetery in San Fernando. Should be back in a half hour. Want sonme sogun?" He indicated a nearly
full sogumtank, the establishnent's pastine when there was nothing el se to do.

"Do you think," Oficer Tinbane said earnestly, seating hinself on one of Bob Lindy's tal
wor kbench stools, "that it's what you do, or is it what you think? |I nmean ideas that cone to you
that you null over but never put into action . . . do they count, too?"

R C's forehead winkled. "I don't get you."

"Look at it this way." Tinbane gestured, trying to convey what he had on his mnd; it was
difficult, and R C. was not the person he would have picked. But at least it was better than
mul I'i ng. "Li ke what you dream " he said; a way of conveying it had conme to him "Suppose you're
married. You are, aren't you?"

"Ch sure, yeah," R C said.

"Ckay, so aml. Now, for instance, say you love your wife. |I'massumng you do; | |ove
m ne. Now, suppose you have a dream you dreamyou' re naking out wi th another woman."

"What ot her woman?"

"Any. Just another wonan. You're frankly in bed with her. In your dream | nean. Ckay. Is
this a sin?"

"It is," RC decided, "if after you wake up you think back to it, the dream and you
enj oy thinking about it."

Ti nbane continued, "Ckay, suppose the idea cones into your head as to how you could hurt
anot her person, take advantage of him and you don't do it, naturally, because he's your friend,
you see what | nean? | nean, you don't do that to soneone you like; that's axiomatic. But isn't
there sonmething wong if you have the idea, just the idea?"

"You've got the wong man to talk to," R C said. "Wait until Father Faine gets back; ask
him"

"Yeah, but you're here and he's not." And he felt the urgency of the problem it probed at
him maki ng himnove and talk, forcing himto follow-not his own |ogic--but its |ogic.

"Everybody," R C. said, "has hostile inpul ses, toward everybody, at sone tinme or another.
Li ke sonetines | feel like taking a swing at Seb, or nore often Bob Lindy; Lindy really gets ny
goat. And then even sonetines--" R C. lowered his voice. "You know, Seb's wife Lotta; she cones in
here a lot of tines. Not for any reason but just to--you know, sort of hang around and tal k. She's
sweet, but goddamit, sonmetimes she drives ne nuts. Sonetimes she can be a real pest."”

Ti nbane said, "She's nice."

"Sure she's nice. They don't cone any nicer. But isn't that the point you were trying to
make? Ckay; a nice person like that and | feel |ike bouncing an ashtray off her head because she's
so-" He gesticul ated. "Dependent. Hanging on Seb all the tine. And he's so goddam much ol der than
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her. And with this anti-time, this Hobart Phase, she's getting younger and younger; pretty soon
she'll be a teen-ager and then she'll be in grammar school, and about the tine he's back to his
prime of say around my age she'll be a baby. A baby!" He stared at O ficer Tinbane.

"That's a point," Tinbane conceded.

"She was ol der, of course, when he narried her. Mdre mature. You didn't know her then; you
weren't on this beat. She was full-grown, fully like a real wonman; hell, she was a real woman. But
now -" He shrugged. "You can see what that damm Hobart Phase does."

Ti nbane said, "Are you sure? | thought you had to be already dead and be reborn to get
younger . "

"Christ," RC said, "don't you understand anti-tinme at all? Listen; | knew her. She was
older. | _was older; we all were. | think--you know what | think? You' ve got a nental bl ock
against facing it, because you're young now, too young, in fact; _you, too, can't afford to get
any younger_. You can't be a cop if you do."

"You're full of food." He felt terrific anger, swift and terrible. "Maybe anti-tine
affects you a little if you haven't died, maybe sort of stabilizing you, but it's not like the
deaders. Like Seb was. Sure, | admt he's growi ng younger, but not Lotta. |'ve known her for--" He
calculated nentally. "Al nost a year. She's natured."

An aircar |landed on the roof above them down the stairs cane Bob Lindy, Sebastian Hernes,
and Father Faine. "A good job," Sebastian said, seeing Oficer Tinbane. "By Dr. Sign. He's with

him-the old-born--at Citizens' Energency." He sighed. "lI'mbeat." Seating hinself on a cane-
bottoned chair he picked a cigaret butt froma nearby ashtray, lit it and began puffing snoke into
it. "Well, Joe Tinbane; what's the good word? Any new unkilings?" He | aughed; they all did

Ti nbane said, "I wanted to talk to Father Faine about a -- religious matter. Personal." To

Fat her Fai ne he said, "Can you cone out with me to the squad car so we can sit and | can consult
you?"

"Yes indeed," Father Faine said; he followed Ti nbane back into the front room of the
est abl i shnment, past Cheryl Vale, who was still tal king on the phone, and out where Ti nbane had
parked the squad car

For a nonent they sat in silence. Then Father Faine said, "Does it have to do with
adul tery?" Like Seb he, too, was undoubtedly slightly psionic.

"Hell no," Tinbane said. "It has to do with certain thoughts |I've had, not like any | ever
had before. You see--there's this situation | can profit from But at someone el se's expense. Now,
whose good should cone first? If theirs, then why? Wiy not nine? |I'ma person, too. | don't get
it.” He lapsed into brooding stillness again. "Ckay, so it does have to do with a worman, but the
adultery part isn't the part I'mtalking about; it's about hurting her, this girl. |I've got a hold
over her where | think--1 just think; | don't know -l could make her go to bed with ne." He
wondered if Father Faine's nmild telepathic ability would enable himto distinguish the innage of
Lotta Hermes; he hoped to hell not . . . but then of course the pastor was pl edged to silence.
Still, it would be awkward.

"Do you |l ove her?" Father Faine asked.

That stopped him Cold. "Yes," he said finally. It was true; he did. It had never entered
his conscious thoughts, but there it was. So this was the spur goading him fromthis cane the
baf fling thought-processes.

"I's she married?"

"No," he said. Just to play it safe.

Fat her Faine said presently, "But she doesn't |ove you."

"Ch hell no; she loves her husband." He realized, then, instantly, what he had said, and
how easily Fat her Faine coul d deci pher why he had said she wasn't married; he would know it had to
be Lotta. "And he's a good friend of mine," he said. "I don't want to hurt him" But | do really
| ove her, he thought. And that hurts; that's what's naking nme feel the way | do; when you | ove
sonmeone you want to be with her, you want to have her as your wife or girl friend. It's natural
it's biologic.

Fat her Faine said, "Be careful that you don't tell nme the nanes. | don't know how nuch you
know about the rite of confession, but it is always obligatory not to nention nanes."
“I''"'mnot confessing!" He felt indignation. "I'mjust asking for your professiona

opi nion." Was he confessing--a sin? In a sense, yes; he was asking for help but he was al so
requesti ng absol uti on. Forgiveness for what he had thought, for what he might do; forgiveness for
bei ng what he was in essence; this was his essence talking, this part of himthat |onged for Lotta

Hernmes and was willing to navigate any difficult series of maneuverings to acquire her, like a
sal mon fl opping and flapping its way against the tidal currents.
"Man," Father Faine said, "is on the one hand an animal, w th animl passions. It's not
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our fault, not your fault for having illicit yearnings that transgress Cod's noral |aw"

"Yes, but | have a higher nature,"” he said, bitingly. But it doesn't get in the way, he
thought; that's not the real conflict. _There really is no part of me rejecting this_.

VWhat | want, he realized, is not advice on what is right, or even absolution. 1 want a
bl ueprint by which this thing can be brought about!

"I can't help you there," Father Faine said. Sonewhat sadly. Startled, aware of the near-
psionic reading of his mnd, he said, "You sure can figure out what a person's thinking." He
wi shed, now, to term nate the discussion; Father Faine, however, was not ready to |let himgo: he
had, he realized, to pay the price of consulting him

Fat her Faine said, "You're not afraid of doing wong; you're afraid of trying to do wong
and failing, and having everyone know. The girl you want, her husband; you're afraid you'll fai
and there they'll be, a united front again you, shutting you out." His tone was critical and
upbrai di ng. "You have, you say, a certain hold over this girl; suppose you nmake the try and she
Junps the wong way, gets frightened and huddl es up to her husband--which isn't so unnatural--and

you're a--" He gestured. "I think the phrase is, 'a horse's nouth.'"
Over the radio of the squad car the police announcer babbled briefly to another teamin
anot her part of Los Angel es. Tinbane, however, said, "That's for ne; | have to get noving." He

opened t he door of the car, and Father Faine got out. "Thanks a lot, Father," he said, formally
and correctly.

The door cl osed; Father Faine departed, back into the buil ding.

Ti nbane roared up into the sky, away fromthe Flask of Hernmes Vitarium For the tine
bei ng.

Seei ng Father Faine re-enter the store, Sebastian Hernes noted his troubl ed, dour
expression and said, "He nust have sone problem"

"W all do," Father Faine said vaguely, opaque in his thoughts.

"Let's get down to business," Sebastian said, to himand to Bob Lindy at work at his
bench. "1've been nonitoring the bug | put on the Anarch Peak's grave and | believe |'ve picked up
heartbeats. Very faint and irregular, but my intuition tells ne there's sonmething there; we're
very close."

"Qught to be worth a mllion poscreds," Lindy said.

Sebastian said, "Lotta picked up a good deal of info at the Library. She did us a good

job." He had wondered, in fact, how, given her tinidity, she had managed. "I know about all there
is to know regarding this Anarch Peak. He was a really great man. Nothing like this Ray Roberts;
the conpl ete opposite, actually. W'll be doing the world a service and in particular the

popul ation of the Free Negro Municipality." He inhaled cigaret snoke vigorously, in agitation; the
cigaret in his hand grew | onger and longer. "The trouble is," he declared, "she's got to go back
to the Library again; this time | want all she can get on that nut Ray Roberts."

"Why?" Bob Lindy asked.

Sebastian gestured for conplete attention. "Roberts is both a threat and at the sane tine
potentially our greatest buyer."” He turned to the expert, R C. Buckley. "Aren't | right?"

R C. digested the subject in his mind for a tinme. "Like you say, we'll know better if
Lotta can get us nore background on him a lot of what you read in the 'papes about TV stars and
politicians and religious figures just ain't so. But yes; | think you're right. The Anarch founded
the Udi Cult; it's reasonable that nobody'Il want himas badly as they." He concluded, "OF course,
as you point out they may kill himagain right away."

"I's that our worry?" Lindy said. "Wiat they do with the Anarch after they get himisn't
our affair; our responsibility ends when we transfer ownership and collect the fee."

Cheryl Vale, listening, said, "That's awful. The Anarch was such a good nman."

"WAit, wait," Sebastian said. "Wait for what Lotta brings back fromthe Library. Mybe
Roberts isn't that bad. Maybe we can do perfectly legal, ethical business with him" Hi s instinct--
that they had on their hands a possibly nmonurmental strike-- remai ned undi nmed.

Fat her Faine said, "Lotta isn't going to enjoy that, having to go back to the Library
agai n. That place has traumati zed her."

"She did it once," Sebastian said. "And it didn't kill her." But underneath he felt guilt;
maybe he should go hinself. But--the Library baffled him too. Perhaps, he reflected noodily, that
was why he had di spatched his wife to do the research job in the first instance . . . his job,
actually. And Lotta would know it; yet still she went.

That quality in her nmade her appealing. And yet it offered a way by which to take
advant age of her, a way he had to guard agai nst and decline. The decision lay with him not with
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her. Sonetinmes he declined successfully and other tines, as in the case of the Library, he yielded
to his own fears; he spared hinmself and Il et her suffer. And for this he periodically hated
hinself. . . as, to a certain extent, he did now.

"One thing," Father Faine was saying, "that may not have occurred to you, Sebatian
Al'lowi ng for human jeal ousies, Ray Roberts may resent the rebirth of Anarch Peak, but in his
organi zation there may be those joyfully anticipating Peak's return.”

"A splinter group," Sebastian said, mulling.

"Through your police buddy, Oficer Tinbane, perhaps you can get in touch with them" To
R C. Buckley, Father Faine said, "It seens to ne that's your job; that's what we pay you for."

"Sure, sure," R C agreed, nodding vigorously; he got out his notebook, nade a few
jottings. "I'Il look intoit."

Bob Lindy, wearing the earphones of the monitoring device which Sebastian had installed at
the Anarch's grave, said suddenly, "Hey, | think you're right. | do pick up heartbeats; like you
say, irregular and weak, but they're getting stronger."

"Let ne listen,” R C Buckley said, going over to Lindy inpatiently. He, too, like
Sebastian, scented the quarry. "Yep," he agreed, after a tinme; he renoved t he earphones, offered
them to Father Faine.

Sebastian said abruptly, "Let's go dig himup; let's not wait."

"It's against the law," Father Faine reminded him "to do any excavating prior to hearing
the actual and perfect very voice."

"Laws," R C. said disgustedly. "Ckay, Father, if you want to obey the letter of the | aw
then let's contact Ray Roberts; according to |l aw we have the right to sell to the highest bidder.
That's established business practice, in this business."

At the store's vidphone, Cheryl Vale called to Sebastian. "M . Hernes, | have a |ong
di stance call for you personally." She put her hand over the receiver. "I don't know who it is.
All I knowis that the call originated in Italy."

"Italy," Sebastian said, puzzled. To R C. Buckley he said, "Take a |l ook in our inventory

card-file and see if we own anybody of Italian extraction." He wal ked over beside Mss Vale and
took the receiver fromher. "This is Sebastian Hernes," he said. "Who am | speaking to?"

To him as to Cheryl Vale, the face on the small screen was unfamiliar. A Caucasian with
I ong, neatly waved bl ack hair and an intense, thorough gaze. "You don't know ne, M. Hermes," the
man said, "and up to now | have never had the pl easure of speaking to you." He had a nild Italian
accent and his speech was formal, neasured. "Nice talking to you, sir."

"Nice talking to you, too," Sebastian said. "You are Signor --

"Tony," the dark-haired Italian said. "Never mnd ny |last nane; at the nonment it isn't
i mportant. We understand, M. Hernes, that you own rights to the late Anarch Peak. O the
_formerly_late Anarch Peak, if that's the case. Which is it, M. Hernes?"

Sebastian hesitated, then said, "Yes, ny firmowns the rights to the individual in
question. Are you in the market for hin®"

"Very much so," Tony said.

"May | ask whom you represent?"

"An interested principal," Tony said. "Not connected with Udi. And that's inportant. You
understand, don't you, that Ray Roberts is a killer and it is essential to keep the Anarch Peak
out of his hands? That there is a law both in the Western United States and in Italy which makes
it afelony to transfer ownership of an old-born to anyone you reasonably anticipate night harm
hi n? Are you conscious of this, M. Hernes?"

“"I"1l let you talk to M. Buckley," Sebastian said, nettled; this part of the enterprise
was not his pipe of sogum "He's our sales representative; just a monent." He passed the receiver
to R C. who at once sprang into action

"R C. Buckley here," he intoned. "Uh, yes, Tony; your source of info is accurate; we do
have the Anarch Peak in our inventory; he's currently recovering fromrebirth pains at the finest
hospital we could locate for him Naturally |I can't tell you its nane; you understand that." He
wi nked at Sebastian. "May | ask, sir, what your source of information is? W've kept this matter
somewhat private . . . because of various conflicting interests involved; as an instance Ray
Roberts, whom | believe you nentioned." He paused, waiting.

Sebastian t hought, _How could anybody know?_ Only the six of us here, our organization
know. Lotta, he thought, then. She knows, too. Could she have told anyone? Well, it had to cone to
light eventually, if they expected to sell the Anarch. But this soon, before they had actua
physi cal custody--this nmade it inperative, he realized, to get the Anarch out of the ground with
no delay, lawor no law. I'Il bet it was Lotta, he thought. Dam her

Leadi ng Bob Lindy off to the workshop area of the store, he said to him "Now we're forced

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Dick,%20Philip%20K%20-%20Counter%20Clock%20World.txt (20 of 86) [7/1/03 3:07:31 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Dick,%20Phili p%20K %20-%20Counter%20Cl ock%20World.txt

to go ahead. As soon as R C. is off the phone get on it and round up Dr. Sign; you and he and

Fat her Faine nmeet nme at Forest Knolls Cenetery; |I'mtaking off right now" He felt the urgency of
it. "I"ll see you there. And nmake it quick; explain the situation to Sign." He slapped Lindy on
the back, then strode up the stairs to the roof field parking area, where his aircar reposed.

In a monent he was airborne and on his way to the small, nearly abandoned cenetery where

t he Anarch Peak | ay.

Only in a perfect flight fromnothingness is Being to be found in all its purity.
--St. Bonaventura

Forest Knolls, Sebastian thought. The cenetery abandoned by everyone, obviously picked
with great care by those who had buried the Anarch. They nust have believed Al ex Hobart and his
theorumthat time was about to reverse itself; they--those who |oved the Anarch--mnmust have
anticipated this exact situation.

He wondered how | ong and how hard Ray Roberts' crack corps had hunted for the grave. Not
I ong nor hard enough, evidently.

The cenetery, a brief flickering quad of green, sped by bel ow, Sebastian reversed the
flight of his aircar, coasted back down and came to rest in what had once been a gravel parking
area of the cenetery but which now had becone overgrown, |ike the graves, with rank and
frighteni ng weeds.

Even in daytine it was a forbidding place. Despite the nascent |ife beneath the ground
potentially crying out for aid. Then shall the eyes of the blind be opened, he thought in
quot ation from some vaguely remenbered portion of the Bible. And the tongues of the dead
unst opped. A lovely passage; and now so factually, accurately true. Wo would have thought? Al
those centuries, regarded as a pretty and conforting fable by the world's intellectuals, sonething
to lull people into accepting Their fate. The understanding that, as predicted, it would one day
be literally true, that it was not a nmyth--.

Maki ng his way past the |l ess inpressive gravestones he cane at last to the ornate granite
nmonunent for Thonmas Peak, 1921-1971

The grave--thank god--remained as he had |last seen it. Untouched. No one in sight, no one
to witness this illegal act.

Just to be sure, however, he knelt at the grave, clicked on the bullhorn which he used on
such occasions, and said into it, "Can you hear ne, sir? If so, nake a sound." H's voi ce booned
and echoed; he hoped it would not attract persons passing by the cenetery. CGetting out the phones
he clanped themto his head, placed the sound-sensitive cup against the earth. Listened.

No response frombelow A dismal wind stirred the wild, irregular tufts of grass, the
wi | derness of this little peripheral cenetery . . . He noved the listening cup about, here and
there over the grave, straining to pick up something, sone response. None.

From several yards off, froma different grave entirely, he heard a weak voi ce issuing

from beneath the sod. "I can hear you, mister; |I'malive and |'m shut up down here; it's all dark
Where am 1 ?" Panic in the dim lonely voice. Sebastian sighed; he had awakened, by use of the
bul I horn, sonme ot her deader. Well, that would have to be attended to, too; he owed it to the

trapped ol d-born person suffocating in the coffin. He wal ked over to the active grave, knelt
there, placed the listening cup to the ground, although really it was unnecessary.

"Don't be frightened, sir," Sebastian said into the bullhorn. "I amup here and aware of
your plight. We'll get you out, soon."
"But--" the voice quavered, ebbing arid fading. "Wiere am|? Wat is this place?"

"You have been buried," Sebastian expl ai ned; he was accustoned to this: each job his firm
handl ed called for this odd little interval between the time the deader awakened and the tine they
had himup and out . . . and yet he had never gotten used to it. "You died," he explained, "and
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were buried, and now tine has reversed itself, and you're alive again."

"Ti me?" the voice echoed. "Pardon? |--don't understand; time for what? Can't | get out of
here? | don't like it here; I want to go back to ny bed, in my roomat La Honda General."

The last nenmories. O hospitalization, which had proved term nal. Sebastian said into the
bul l horn, "Listen to ne, sir. Very shortly we will have equi pmrent and nmen here to get you out; try
to breathe as little of the air as possible; try not to use it up. Can you relax? Try."

"My nane," the voice called up quaveringly, "is Harold Newkom and |I'ma war vet; | get
preference. | don't think you ought to treat a war vet like this."

"Believe ne," Sebastian said, "it's not ny fault.” |I had to undergo it, too, he thought
sonberly; | remenber how it felt. Waking up in darkness, in the Tiny Place, as it's called. And
sonme of them he reflected, bleating without getting any response . . . because the systemis all
tied up by the goddam bureaucratic | aws passed in Sacramento, |aws that bind and hanper us,
obsol ete | aws, damm them

He rose stiffly to his feet--he was not beconi ng young fast enough--and nmade his way back
to the Anarch's tonb.

When Bob Lindy and Dr. Sign and Father Faine arrived, he said to them "W've got a live
one we have to handle first." He showed themthe grave, and Bob Lindy at once sent his dril
driving furiously into the hard-packed soil, bringing down essential air. So that was that; the
rest would be routine.

Standi ng beside him Dr. Sign said sardonically, "This is |lucky. You now have an excuse
for being here if the cops come by. You were visiting the ceneteries in your usual rounds and you
heard this man. . . correct?" He returned to the grave; nowdirt was flying in all directions as
Li ndy operated the autononiic diggers. Turning again toward Sebastian Hernes he called, over the
noi se of the diggers, "I think you re naking a big mstake, froma medi cal standpoint, digging
Peak up now while he's still dead. It's risky; it interferes with the natural process of
reconstitution of the biochenical entity. W' ve been told all about that; if the body cones up too
soon he ceases to nend; it's got to be _down there_ , in the dark, cold, away fromthe light."

"Li ke yoghurt," Bob Linday said.

Dr. Sign continued, "And in addition it's bad |uck."

"' Bad luck,'" Sebastian echoed, anused.

"He's right," Bob Lindy said. "There's supposed to be a rel ease of the forces of death,
when you dig up a deader prematurely. The forces get |loose in the world when they shouldn't, and
they always cone to rest on one person."

"Who?" Sebastian said. But he knew the superstition; he had heard this all before. The
curse fell on the person who had dug the deader up

“I't"ll be on you," Bob Lindy said; he grimaced and gri nned.

"We'll bury himagain," Sebastian said. The diggers had stopped now, Lindy hung over the
shal l ow pit, groping for the rimof the coffin. "In the basenment. Under the Flask of Hernes
Vitarium" He canme over; he and Dr. Sign and Father Faine hel ped Lindy drag up the danp, nol dering
coffin.

"Froma religious standpoint," Father Faine said to Sebastian, as Lindy expertly unscrewed
the lid of the coffin, "it's a violation of God's noral law. Rebirth nmust come in its own tine;
you, of all of us, ought to know that--since you underwent this yourself." He opened his prayer
book, to begin his recitation over M. Harold Newkom "M text for today," he declared, "is from
_Ecclesiastes_. 'Cast thy bread upon the waters: for thou shalt find it after many days.'" He gave
Sebastian a severe | ook and then conti nued.

Leaving the others at their various subdivisions of the job, Sebastian Hernmes wandered
about the graveyard, in his usual fashion, yearning, reaching out, listening . . . but this tine
as before he found hinmself drawn toward one grave, to the one place which mattered. Back to the
ornate granite nonunent of Anarch Thonas Peak; he could not keep away fromit.

They're right, he thought. Doc Sign and Father Faine; it's a hell of a medical risk and an

outright breaking of the law not just God's |law but the civil code. | know all that, he thought;
they don't have to tell ne. My own crew, he thought gloonm |y, and they' re not backing ne up.

Lotta will, he realized. That, he could al ways count on: her support. She would
understand; he couldn't risk not digging the Anarch up. To | eave himhere was to invite Ray
Roberts' O fspring of Mght in for a nurder. A good excuse, he thought wyly. | can rationalize
it: it's for the Anarch's safety.

Just how dangerous, he wondered once nore, is Ray Roberts? W still don't know, we're
still going on 'pape articles.
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Returning to his parked aircar he dialed his hone phone nunber

"Hello," Lotta's small-girl voice sounded, intimdated by the phone; then she saw hi mand
snmled. "Another job?" She could see the graveyard behind him "I hope this is a valuable one.”

Sebastian said, "Listen, honey--1 hate to do this to you, but | don't have the tine to do
it myself; we're all tied up here with this job, and after him-" He hesitated. "Then we've got
anot her waiting," he said, not telling her who it would be.

"What woul d you like?" She listened attentively.

"Anot her research assignnent at the Library."

"Ch." She managed--nearly--not to show her dismay. "Yes, |I'd be glad to."
"This time we want to know the story on Ray Roberts."

“I"I'l doit," Lotta said, "if I can."

"How do you nean, if you can?"

Lotta said, "I get--an anxiety attack there."

"I know," he said, and felt the fullness of his injury to her

"But | guess | can do it one nore tinme." She nodded, drably.

"Renenber, absolutely renenber," he said, "to stay away fromthat nonster Mavis McGuire."
If you can, he thought.

Al at onde Lotta brightened. "Joe Tinbane just now did a research of Ray Roberts. Maybe

can get it fromhim®" Her face showed utter, blissful relief. "I won't have to go there, then."
"Agreed," Sebastian said. Way not? It nmade sense, the Los Angel es police researching
Roberts; after all, the man was about to show up in their jurisdictional area. Tinbane probably

had everything there was; to be harsh about it, he had probably done--God forbid, but it was
undoubtedly true--he had done a better job at the Library than Lotta could ever do.

As he rang off he thought, | hope to hell she can get hold of Joe Tinbane. But he doubted
it; the police were undoubtedly extrenely busy right now, Tinbane was probably tied up for the
rest of the day.

He had a feeling that Lotta was in for bad luck; very soon and in | arge neasure. And,
thinking that, he ffinched; he felt it for her

And felt even nore guilty.

Wal ki ng back to his crew of enployees at the open grave he said, "Let's try to get this
one wrapped up fast. So we can get on to the inportant one." He had definitely made up his mnd
they woul d exhune the body of the Anarch, now, on this trip

He hoped he would not live to regret it. But he had a deep and abidi ng hunch that he
woul d.

And yet still--to him at least--it seened like the best thing to do. He could not shake
that conviction.

7
You and |, when we argue, are nmade in each other. For when | understand what you
understand, | become your understanding, and ammade in you, in a certain ineffable way.
--Erigena

Qut cruising his beat in his roving prow car, Oficer Joseph Tinbane got the call over the
police radio. "A Ms. Lotta Hermes asks you to get in touch with her. Is this police business?"

"Yes," he said, lying; what else could he say. "Ckay," he said, "I'll phone her. | have
t he nunber; thanks."

He waited until four o'clock, the end of his shift, and then, out of uniform called her
froma pay vi dphone boot h.

“"I'mso relieved to hear fromyou," Lotta said. "You know what? W have to get all the
info we can on that Ray Roberts who heads that Udi cult. You were just at the Library |ooking him
up, and | thought | could get it fromyou and not have to go back to the Library." She gazed at
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himentreatingly. "lI've already gone there once today; | just can't go back, it's so awful
everybody | ooking at you, and you have to be quiet."

Ti nbane said, "I'Il nmeet you for a tube of sogum At Sam s Sogum Pal ace; do you know where
that is, and can you get there?"

"And then you'll tell nme all about Ray Roberts? It's getting late in the day; |I'mafraid

the Library will be closing. And then | Wn't be able to--"

"l can tell you all you need to know," Tinbane said. And a great deal nore besides, he
t hought .

He hung up, then buzzed over to Sanis Sogum Pal ace on Vine. As yet, Lotta had not arrived;
he took a booth in the rear where he could watch the door. And presently she appeared, wearing a
much too large wintery coat, eyes dark with concern; glancing about, she made her way hesitantly
into the pal ace, not seeing him afraid he wasn't really there, etc. So he rose, waved to her

"l brought a pen and paper to wite it down." She seated herself breathlessly across from
him so pleased to find him. . . as if it was a mracle, sone special dispensation of fate, that
they had contrived to appear at the sane place at roughly the sane tine.

"Do you know why | wanted to neet you here?" he said. "And be with you? Because,
"I'mfalling in love with you."

"Ch God," she said. "Then | have to go to the Library after all.'
her pen and paper and purse.

Al so standi ng, he assured her, "That doesn't nean | don't have the info on Ray Roberts or

he said,

She | eaped up, picked up

won't give it to you. Sit down. Be calm it's all right. | just thought I should tell you."

"How can you be in |love with ne?" she said, reseating herself. "I'mso awful. And anyhow
I"'mmarried.”

"You're not awful," he said. "And marriages are made and broken; they're a civil contract,
like a partnership. They begin; they end. I"'mnarried, too."

"I know," Lotta said. "Whenever we run across you you're always talking about how nean she
is. But I love Seb; he's my whole life. He's so responsible.” She gazed at himattentively. "Are
you really in love with ne? Honestly? That's sort of flattering.” It seened, sonehow, to make her
nore at ease; plainly it reassured her. "Well, let's have all the data on that creepy Ray Roberts.

Is he really as bad as the 'papes say? You know why Sebastian wants the info on him don't you? |
guess it won't hurt to tell you; you already know the one secret thing | wasn't supposed to say.
He wants the info on Roberts because--"

"I know why," Tinbane said, reaching out and toucbng her hand; she drew it away instantly.
"l nmean,"” he said, "we all want to know Roberts' reaction to Peak's rebirth. But it's a police
matter; as soon as Peak is old-born it's automatically our responsibility to protect him If ny
superiors knew your vitarium had | ocated Peak's body they'd send in their own teamto dig him
right up." He paused. "If that happened, your husband would take a great loss. | haven't told
Gore. Ceorge Gore is ny superior in this. | probably should." He waited, studying her

"Thank you," Lotta said. "For not telling M. Core."

He said, "But | nmay have to."

"At the Library you said it was as if | hadn't told you; you said, 'Don't even tell ne,
meani ng that officially as a policeman you hadn't heard nme. If you tell M. Gore--" She blinked
rapidly. "Sebastian will figure out how you found out; he knows how dunmb | am |'m always the one;
it's always ne."

"Don't say that. You're just not constituted for deceit; you say what's on your mind,

which is normal and natural. You re an admirable person and very lovely. | admire your honesty.
But it is true. Your husband woul d be sore as hell."

"He'l | probably divorce ne. Then you can divorce your wife and marry ne."

He started; was she joking? He couldn't tell. Lotta Hernes was a deep river, unfathomable.
"Stranger things," he said cautiously, "have happened."

"Than what ?"

"What you said! Qur eventually getting married!"

"But," Lotta said earnestly, "if you don't tell M. Gore then we won't have to get
married. "

Baffled, he said, "True." In a sense it was | ogical

"Don't tell him please.” Her tone was inploring, but with overtones of exasperation
after all, as she pointed out, he had made it clear that he hadn't--officially--heard. "I don't
think," she went on, "that you and | are suited; | need soneone older who | can cling to; |'mvery
clinging. I'mnot really grown up any nore, and that damm Hobart Phase is nmaking it nore true
every day." She nmde assorted scratches on the pad of paper with her pen. "What a thing to | ook

forward to: chil dhood. Being a baby again, being hel pless, waited-on. Every day | try to be nore
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grown up; | fight all the tine against it, the way | adies used to fight being old, getting mniddle-

aged, fat, with winkles. Well, | don't have to worry about that. But see, Sebastian will be an
adult still when I"'ma child, and that's good; he can be ny father and protect ne. But you're the
same age as |; we'd just be children together, and what's in that?"

"Not nuch," he agreed. "But listen to ne. |I'll nmake a deal with you. I'Il give you the

info on Ray Roberts and | won't tell CGore about Anarch Peak's body being in your vitariuns
possessi on. Sebastian won't know that you told ne."

"Told both of you," Lotta anended. "That |ibrarian, too.

He continued, "My deal. Do you want to hear it?"

"Yes." She |istened obediently.

Plunging into it, he said hoarsely, "Could you spread any of your love in ny direction?"

She | aughed. Wth nalice-free delight. And that really_ nystified him now he hadn't the
foggi est idea of where he stood or what--if anything--he had achieved. He felt depressed; sonehow,
despite her girlishness, her inexperience, she was controlling the conversation

"What does _that_mean?" she asked.

It neans, he thought, going to bed with ne. But he said, "W could neet like this from
tinme to tinme. See each other; you know. Go out, naybe during the day. | can get nmy shift changed."

"You nmean while Sebastian is down at the store.”

"Yes." He nodded.

To his incredulity, she began to cry; tears ran down her cheeks and she made no effort to
stifle them she cried |like a child.

"What's the matter?" he demanded, reflexively getting out a handkerchi ef and dabbi ng at
her eyes.

Lotta said chokingly, "I was right; | do have to go back to the Library. Food." She stood
up, gathered her pen and paper and purse, noved away fromthe table. "You don't know, " she said,
more calmy, "what you've done to me. Between you and Seb; both of you. Making ne go back there
for a second tinme today. | know what's going to happen; | know this time I'll neet that Ms.
McGQuire; | would have before if you hadn't helped ne to find M. Appleford.”

"You can find himagain. You know where his office is; go there, where we were before,
where | took you."

"No." She shook her head drearily. "It won't work out that way; he'll be out to sogum or
finished for the day."

He watched her depart, unable to think of anything to say, feeling totally futile. He
thought, she's right; I amsending her off to face that. Somethi ng and sonmeone she can't face.

Bet ween us, between Sebastian Hernes and ne, we did it; he could have gone; | could have given her
the info. But he didn't go and | wouldn't tell her w thout sonething in return. God, he thought;
and hated hinsel f. What have | done?

And | say | love her, he thought. And so does Sebastian; he "loves" her, too.

He stood watching until she was out of sight, and then he went quickly to the payphone on
the far side of the sogum pal ace; he | ooked up the Library's nunber and dialed it.

"Peopl e's Topical Library."

"Let me talk to Doug Appleford.”

“I"'msorry," the switchboard girl said. "M. Appleford has left for the day. Shall
connect you with Ms. MGQuire?"

He hung up.

@ ancing up fromthe nmanuscript she had been reading, Ms. Mwis MCGQiire saw a frightened-
| ooki ng young woman with long dark hair standing in front of her desk. Irritated by the
interruption, she said, "Yes? What do you want ?"

“I'd Iike what info you have on M. Ray Roberts." The girl's face was waxen, w thout
col or, and she spoke mechanically.

"'*The info we have on M. Ray Roberts," Ms. MQ@ire said nockingly. "I see. And it's now-
She gl anced at her wistwatch. "Five-thirty. Half an hour before closing. And you want ne to
gather all the sources together for you. Just hand themto you, all assenbled and in order. So all
you have to do is sit down and read them over."

"Yes," the girl said faintly, her Iips barely noving.

"Mss," Ms. MQire said, "do you know who | am and what nmy job is? |I'm Chief Librarian
of the Library; | have a staff of al nost one hundred enpl oyees, any one of whom could help you--if
you had come here earlier in the day."

The girl whispered, "They said to ask you. The people at the main desk. | asked for M.
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Appl eford but he's gone. He hel ped nme before."

"Are you fromthe Gty of Los Angel es? From any civic body?"

"No. I"'mfromthe Flask of Hermes Vitarium"

Ms. MQiire said harshly, "Is M. Roberts dead?"

"I --don't think so. Maybe | better go." The girl turned away fromthe desk, hunching her
shoul ders together, draw ng herself together like a sick, crippled bird. "I'"'msorry . . ." Her
voice trailed off.

"Just a minute." Mavis MQuire beckoned her back. "Turn around and face me. _Sonebody_
sent you; your vitariumsent you. Legally, you have the right to use the Library as a reference
source. You have a perfect right to search for info here. Cone into the inner office; follow ne."
She stood up, briskly led the way through two outer offices, to her nost private quarters. At her
own desk she pressed one of the nany buttons on her intercomsystemand said, "I'd appreciate it
if one of the Erads who's free could come down here for a few minutes. Thank you." She turned,
then, to confront the girl. I amnot letting this person out of here, Mavis McGQuire said to
hersel f, until | find out why she's been sent by her vitariumto get info on Ray Roberts.

And if | can't get the information fromher, the Erad can

Matter itself (apart fromthe forns it receives) is |likew se invisible and even
i ndefi nabl e.
--FErigena

In the work area of the Flask of Hernes Vitarium Dr. Sign listened intently with a
st et hoscope pl aced on the uni npressive dark chest of the body of the Anarch Thonmas Peak

"Anyt hi ng?" Sebastian asked. He felt extrenely tense.

"Not so far. But at this stage it frequently cones and goes; this is critical, this
period. Al the conponents have mgrated back into place and resuned the capacity to function, but
the--" Sign gestured. "Wait. Maybe |'ve got it." He glanced at the instruments which nmechanically
regi stered pul se, respiration and cephalic activity; all traced and blipped unwavering |ines.

"A body's a body," Bob Lindy said dispassionately; he showed by his expression the dim
view he took of all this. "A deader is dead, whether he's the Anarch or not, and whether he's five
mnutes or five centuries away fromrebirth."

Reading froma slip of paper, Sebastian said aloud, "Sic igitur nmagni quoque circum noenia
mundi . Expugnata dabunt | abem putresque ruinas.' Those | ast are the key words:' putresque ruinas."'"

"What's that fron?" Dr. Sign asked

"The nmonurment. | copied it off. The epitaph for him" He gestured at the body.

"My Latin isn't nmuch good outside medical terminology," Dr. Sign said, "but | can pick up
on the terns putrify and ruin. But he doesn't |ook it, does he?" He, Lindy and Sebastian vi ewed
the body for a short time in silence. Small as it was it |ooked conplete, ready for life. Wuat's
keeping it, Sebastian wondered, fromresuning |ife?

Fat her Faine said, "No single thing abides; but all things flow Fragnent to fragment
clings--the things thus grow until we know and nanme them By degrees they nelt, and are no nore
the things we know '"

"What's that?" Sebastian asked him he had yet to hear rhymed couplets fromthe Bible.

"Atranslation of the first quatrain of the Anarch's epitaph. It's a poemof Titus
Lucretius Carus--Lucretius who wote De Rerum Natura_. Didn't you recognize it, Seb?"

"No," he adnmitted.

“"Maybe," Lindy said caustically, "if you recite it backward, he'll return to life; maybe
that's how you're supposed to handle this." He turned his hostility directly on Sebastian. "I
don't like trying to bring a corpse back to life; it's conpletely different fromhearing a |live
person who's trapped underground in the box, and hauling himup."
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"A difference," Sebastian said, "only in tine. A nmatter of days or hours, naybe m nutes.
You just don't like to think about it."
Lindy said brutally, "Do you spend rmuch of your tine, Seb, renmenbering the days when you

were a corpse? Do you think about that?"

"There's nothing to think about," he answered. "I had no awareness after death; | went
fromthe hospital to the coffin and I woke up in the coffin." He added, "I renenber that; | think
about that." After all he still had claustrophobi a because of that. Many ol d-borners did; it

constituted their shared pyschol ogi cal ail ment.

"I guess," Cheryl Vale, watching froma distance, said, "this disproves God and the
Afterlife. What you said, Seb; about not having any awareness after you died."

“"No nore so," Sebastian said, "than the absence of preuterine nenories disproves

Buddhi sm "

"Sure," R C Buckley put in. "Just because the ol d-borners can't renenber doesn't nean
not hi ng happened; like a lot of times in the nmorning | know I've dreaned like hell all night but I
can't remenber a damm thing about them not anything at all.”

"Sonetines," Sebastian said, "I have dreans."

"About what ?" Bob Lindy asked.

"A sort of forest."

"And that's all?" Lindy demanded.

"One other." He hesitated, then said it. "A pulsating black presence, beating |like a huge
heart. Enormous and | oud, going thunp, thunp, rising and falling, in and out. And very angry.
Burning out everything in ne it disapproves of . . . and that seened to be nost of ne."

"Dies lrae," Father Faine said. "The Day of Wath." He did not seem surprised. Sebastian
had tal ked with himabout it before.

Sebastian said, "And a sense on ny part of it being so alive. It was absolutely living. By
conmparison--we're a spark of life in a lunmp that isn't alive, that the spark makes nove around and
talk and act. But this was totally aware; not out of eyes or ears, just aware.”

"Paranoia,” Dr. Sign nurmured. "The sense of being watched."”

"What was it angry at you about?" Cheryl asked.

He pondered, then said, "I wasn't small enough."

"“'Smal | enough,'" Bob Lindy echoed in disgust. "Feood."

"It was right," Sebastian said. "I was in reality nuch smaller than | realized. O
admtted; | liked to think | was larger, with large anbitions." Like seizing the Anarch's corpse,

he thought wyly. And trying to cash in big; that was an exanple, a perfect one. He hadn't
| ear ned.

"Wy, " Cheryl persisted, "did it want you to be snmall ?"

"Because it was true. Afact. | had to face the fact."

"Why?" Lindy denmanded

"That's what happens on the Day of Judgnent,'

R C. Buckl ey said philosophically. "That's

the day you have to face all the reality you ve been avoiding. I nean, we all lie to ourselves; we
tell our own selves nore lies than we ever do other people."
"Yes," Sebastian said; that expressed it. "It's hard to explain," he said. It would be

interesting, if they could bring back the Anarch Peak, to talk to himabout it; he night know a
good deal. "He--God---can't help you until you understand that everything you do depends on Hm"

"Religious victuals," Lindy said contenptuously.

"But think about it," Sebastian said. "Literally. | raise nmy hand."” He raised his hand. "I
think I doit, can do it. But it's done by a conplex biochenical, physiological apparatus that |
nmherited, that | entered; | didn't construct it. A blood clot on one side of the brain, a clot no
bi gger than a pencil eraser, and | couldn't Iift ny hand again or nove ny |leg or anything on that
side for the rest of nmy life."

"So you grovel," Bob Lindy said, "before His majesty?"

Sebastian said, "He can help you if you face it. It's just so damm hard to face. Because
when you do you--cease to exist, alnost. You shrink down alnpbst to nothing." But not quite;
sonet hi ng real renai ned.

""God is angry with the wi cked every day,'" Father Faine quoted.

"I wasn't wi cked," Sebastian said. "Just ignorant. It was necessary for nme to be

confronted, finally, with the truth. That way--" He hesitated. "I could go back to Hm" he said
finally. "Were |I bel onged. And understand that nine-tenths of everything | did in my life was
really Hmdoing it; | was a bystander while He acted through ne."

"You did all that good?" Lindy denanded.
"Everything. Good _and_ bad."
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"A heresy," Father Faine said.

"So?" Sebastian said. "It was true. Renenber, Father; _1've been there_. I'mnot spouting
my beliefs, nmy faith; |I'msaying what is.”
Dr. Sign said, "I amgetting a cardiac fibrillation now An arrhythm a. Auricul ar

fibrillation; probably what finally killed him He's successfully passed back to that stage.
Normal cardiac rhythmwi ||l probably supervene, if we're lucky; if the process continues nornally."

Still continuing the theol ogical discussion, Cheryl Vale said, "I still don't see why God
woul d want us to feel insignificant. Doesn't He _like_ us?"

"Be quiet,"” Dr. Sign said swiftly.

"W have to be little," Sebastian said, "so there can be so many of us. So billions upon
billions of separate creatures can live; if one of us were big, the sanme size as God, then how

many would there be? | see it as the only way by which every potential soul can--"

"He's alive," Dr. Sign said. And sagged visibly. "It worked out; it didn't kill him" He
gl anced at Sebastian, smiled slightly. "Your ganble paid off; we've got a live one, and the live
one is the Anarch Thonas Peak.™"

"So now what ?" Lindy said.

"So now," R C. Buckley said, exulting, "we're rich. W've got an itemin our catal og
that'lIl bring prices we've never even heard of before." He grinned excitedly, his salesman's eyes
darting and busy. "Ckay," he said. "Here | go. That lead fromltaly; that's just one, but they're
bi ddi ng; that's what counts. And they'll keep bidding, up and up."

"Wow, " Cheryl Vale said. "W ought to have a token pipeful of sogumtogether. To
celebrate."” This, she could understand; the theol ogical discussion had baffled her, but not this.
Like R C., she had a good, compn-sense, seasoned reasonability.

"Get out the sogum" Sebastian said. "It's sogumtine."

"So now you've got him" Lindy said. "All you have to do is decide who to peddle himto."
He grimaced mirthlessly.

"Maybe, " Sebastian said, "we'll let himdecide.” It was an approach they had not
di scussed; the Anarch, while still a corpse, had seened just that: an object, a commpdity. But he
was, now, appearing anong them as a hunman being, although still technically the property of the
vitarium. . . a comercial entity. "He was--is-a shrewd man," he pointed out. "He probably can
tell us nore about Ray Roberts than the Library can." And Lotta had not returned; this he noted,
and sensed that sonething had gone wong. He wondered what . . . and how seriously . . . and kept
the thought alive, in the back of his nmind. Despite the nore pressing problemof the Anarch

"Are we going to turn himover to a hospital ?" R C asked.

"No," Sebastian decided. It was too risky; Dr. Sign, here on the prem ses, would have to
provi de the nedical care.

Dr. Sign said, "Evidently he's going to becone conscious. He seens to be passing through
the rebirth process unusually rapidly; that indicates his death was originally rapid."

Bendi ng over the Anarch, Sebastian studied him studied the tiny, dark, winkled face. It
was certainly a living face, now, the change struck himas enornous. To see what had been inert

organic matter becone active . . . this is the real mracle, he said to hinself; the greatest of
themall. Resurrection

The eyes opened. The Anarch gazed up at Sebastian, his chest rising and falling regularly;
his expression was tranquil, and Sebastian decided that in this state the man had di ed. Wrthy of

his calling, he reflected; the Anarch had died |ike Socrates: hating no one, fearing nothing. He
found hinself inpressed. But always he and his crew at the Flask of Hermes Vitariumm ssed this
nmonent: this took place before the digging up, the recovery; this took place in the dismal vacuity
of the tonb.

“"Maybe he'll say sonething profound,” Lindy offered

The pupils of the eyes noved; the inert man now living again was seeing each of them here
in the room The eyes roved but the expression in themand on the other features stayed constant.
As if, Sebastian thought, we have resurrected a watchi ng-machi ne. | wonder what he renenbers, he
asked hinself. More than I? | hope so, and it would be reasonabl e. He, because of his calling,
woul d be nore alert.

The dry, cracked, darkened mouth stirred. The Anarch said in a rustling, wnd-Iike
whi sper, "I saw God. Do you doubt it?"

There was a nonment of silence and then, shockingly, R C Buckley said, "Do you dare to
doubt it?"

The Anarch said, "I saw the Al m ghty Mn."

"Hi s hand," Buckley said, "was resting on a nountain." He paused, strained to renenber;
the others in the room watched him The Anarch watched him listening for himto go on. "And he
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| ooked upon the world," Buckley said finally. "And all about it."
"I saw hi m pl ai ner than you see ne now," the Anarch whispered. "You nustn't doubt it."
"What's that?" Bob Lindy said.
"An old Irish poem" Buckley said. "I'mlrish. It's by Janes Stephens, | think. As |
remenber . "
The Anarch said, in a stronger voice, "He was not satisfied; his | ook was all
di ssatisfied." He shut his eyes then, rested; Dr. Sign listened to his heart, checked the
regi stering gauges of body functions. "He lifted up his hand," the Anarch said, dimy. As if once

nmore fading back into death. "I'min the way, | said. And I will never nove fromwhere | stand.”
"He said," Buckley said, "dear child, | feared that you were dead. And stayed his hand."
"Yes," the Anarch said, and nodded; his expression was peaceful. "I don't want to forget.

He stayed his hand. Because of ne."
Li ndy said, "Were you sonething special ?"

"No," the Anarch said. "I was sonething small."

"Smal | ,'" Sebastian echoed, nodding. How well he renenbered that. Terribly, conpletely
smal |, the nost neager iota in the universe of things. Now he, too, renenbered this: the
di ssatisfied | ook; the raising of the hand . . . and then the staying of the hand, because he had
sai d sonething. The Anarch's words, and Buckley's, had brought it back, the rest of his
recol l ection. That terrifying, angry, lifted hand.

"He said," the Anarch said, "that he feared | was dead."

"Well, you were," Lindy said practically. "That's why you were there; right?" He gl anced
at Sebastian, clearly not inpressed. "What about you, R C ," he said to Buckley. "You were al ong?
How cone you know so nuch?"

"A poem " Buckley said hotly. "I renenber it frommy childhood. For chrissake; forget it."
He | ooked ill at ease. "It made a big inpression on ne when | was a kid. | don't renenber it all
but what he said--" He gestured at the Anarch. "Brought nost of it back."

Sebastian said to the Anarch, "That's how it was; | renenber now. " And nore; he renenbered
nore, a great deal. It would take hima long tine to sift it and digest it. To Dr. Sign he said

"Can you provide himadequate nedi cal attention? Can we keep himout of a hospital ?"

"W can try," Dr. Sign said nonconmittally. He continued taking readings, testing the
pul se; he seened particularly concerned about the pulse. "Adrenalin," he said, and dived into his
medi cal bag; in a noment he was preparing an injection

"So R C. Buckley," Bob Lindy said, "the hot-shot sal esnan, is a poet.'
fusion of contenpt and disbelief.

"Lay off," Cheryl Vale said to himsharply.

Agai n bendi ng over the Anarch, Sebastian said, "Do you know where you are, sir?"

Faintly, the Anarch said, "In a nmedical ward, | think. | don't seemto be in the
hospital ." Again his eyes roved, with the curiosity of a child, sinple and naive. Wndering.
Accepting, w thout resistance, what he saw. "Are you ny friends?"

"Yes," Sebastian said.

Bob Lindy, traditionally, had a down-to-earth fashion of speaking to the ol d-born; he
trotted it forth now "You were dead," he said to the Anarch. "You died around twenty years ago.
Whil e you were dead sonet hing happened to tinme; it reversed itself. So you' re back. How do you
like it?" He | eaned down, speaking louder, as if to a foreigner. "Wat's your reaction to that?"
He waited, but no response cane. "Now you're going to have to live your entire life over again,
back to childhood and finally to babyhood and then back into a wonb." He added, as if by way of

Hi s reaction was a

consolation, "It's true of the rest of us, whether we died or not." He indicated Sebastian. "This
guy here died. Same as you."

"Then Al ex Hobart was right," the Anarch said. "I had people who thought so; they expected
me back." He sniled, an innocent, enthusiastic smile. "I thought it was grandiose, on their parts.
I wonder if they're still alive."

"Sure," Lindy said. "Or about to be alive again. Don't you understand? If you think your
com ng back signifies something, you're wong; | nean, it has no religious significance; it's just

a natural event, now. "

"Even so," the Anarch said, "they will be pleased. Have you been approached by any of
then? 1'd be glad to give you their nanmes."” He shut his eyes again, then, and for a tinme seened to
have difficulty breathing.

"When you're stronger,"” Dr. Sign said

"We should et himget in touch with his people," Father Faine said.

"Of course," Sebastian said, irritated. "It's standard; we always do that; you know " But
this was special. And they all knewit, except of course the Anarch hinself. He seened blissfully
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glad to be alive again, already thinking of those who had been close to him those whom he had
depended on and those who had | eaned on him The joyful reunion, he thought. Not in the next life,
but back here. Ironic . . . this is the neeting place of souls, the Flask of Hermes Vitarium of
Greater Los Angeles, California

Fat her Fai ne was speaking to the Anarch, now, two brethren of the cloth, deep in their
nmut ual concern

"The epitaph on your nonunent," Father Faine was saying. "I know the poem it's interested
me, because | suppose of its conplete repudiation of everything in Christianity, the idea of an
i nperi shabl e soul, an afterlife, redenption. Did you choose it?"

"They chose it for me," the Anarch nurnured. "My friends. | tended to agree with
Lucretius; | suppose that's why."

"Do you still?" Father Faine asked. "Now that you've experienced death, the afterlife and
rebirth?" He listened intently.

The Anarch whi spered, "'This bow of mlk, the pitch on yonder jar, are strange and far-
bound travelers cone fromfar. This is a snowf|l ake that was once a flame--the flame was once the

fragment of a star.'" He nodded, staring up now at the ceiling of the work area. "I still believe
that. | always will."

"But this," Father Faine said. "'The seeds that once were we take flight and fly, w nnowed
to earth, or whirled along the sky, not |ost but disunited. Life lives on.""

The Anarch finished. "'It is the lives, the lives, the lives, that die.'" H s voice was
al nost inaudi ble, strange and dimand lonely. "I don't know. I'Il have to think. . . it's too
soon. "

"Let himrest," Dr. Sign said

"Yeah, |eave himalone," Bob Lindy agreed. "You're always like this, Father; every tine we
bring a deader back--you always hope it'll come carrying the answers to your theol ogica
questions. And they never do; they're like Seb, they just renmenber a little."

"This is no ordinary nman," Father Faine said. "The Anarch was a great religious force and
person.” He added, "And will be again.”

And val uabl e, Sebastian said to hinself. For just that reason. Let's keep first things
first; the theol ogy and the poetry conme in second. Conpared to what's really at stake.

At horme in his conapt, followi ng the end of his work day, Dougl as Appl eford nmade a person-
t o- person vidphone call to Rome, Italy.

"I want to talk to a Signor Anthony G aconetti,

Presently he had G aconetti on the line

"What luck did you have?" Appleford asked. "Wth the vitarium"

he told the operator.

G aconetti, in his dressing gown, his hair |avish and |ong, his powerful eyes intense,
said, "Listen, are you sure they have hin? Really sure? They fritted and fratted around; | think
if they actually have himlike they say they'd have finalized on a price. After all, they're in

busi ness; they want a sale.”

"They have him" Appleford said, with absolute assurance; he had assessed the Hernes wonan
with what he knew to be conplete certitude. "They're afraid of the Udi people," he expl ai ned.
"They're afraid you represent Ray Roberts; that's why they won't say. But just keep your bid in

hang in there and you'll get title to him"

"COkay, M. Appleford," G aconetti said sullenly. "I'Il take your word for it; you' ve
hel ped us in the past, we rely on you."

"And you can," he declared. "If |I get any nore information I'Il pass it on to you

for the usual fee. She didn't say they'd dug himup, that he was alive; she just said they know
where he's buried. That nmight explain their reluctance--they can't legally sell himuntil he's
been reborn." He added, "I'Il give her a call and try to get nore fromher. She doesn't seem able
to conceal anything; she's one of those."

G aconetti, sourly, broke the connection

As he started away fromthe vidphone, Appleford heard it ring; he bent, picked up the
receiver, expecting to see G aconetti once again, with an afterthought. Instead he found hinself
facing the reduced but real image of his superior, Mavis MGQuire.

“I'"'monce again involved," Mavis said, her nouth twisting in aversion, "wth questions
regardi ng Ray Roberts and the Uditi. A young woman, a Ms. Lotta Hernes, is here at the Library
wanting to know what we have on Roberts; I'mholding her in nmy office while | get an Erad in. It
shoul d be fairly soon, now. "

Appl eford said, "Did you check with the Council of Erads regarding the burial site of the
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Anar ch Peak?"

"I did. We don't have that information." Mavis regarded himw th the gl azed, |ight-
splintered eyes of suspicion. "This Ms. Hermes says she tal ked to you previously today. About the
Anar ch. "

“"Yes," Appleford said. "She canme in with an L. A police officer just after | talked to
you. They--the vitarium her husband owns--know where the Anarch is buried, so if you want that
information you can with a little effort get it fromher."

"I had a feeling she knew," Mavis said. "I've been conversing with her; she skirts the
topic of the Anarch each tinme. Afraid of saying too nuch, | suppose. Tell ne the work status of
that apologia pro sua vita of Peak's, that God In a Box_; is there still a typescript nmanuscript
of it, or did you already turn it over to the Erad Council? | know that it never passed through ny
hands; |'d renenber such ful sone platitudes as he used to cast before the sw ne."

"l have four printed copies left," Appleford said, calculating and renenbering. "So it
hasn't reached the typescript stage, yet. And |'ve been told by one of ny staff that several nore
book-forms of it are sonewhere in circulation, probably in private libraries.”

"So to sonme extent it still circulates. It's still theoretically possible for sonmeone to
cone across it."

"If they were lucky, yes. But four copies is not nuch, considering that at one tine nore
than fifty thousand hardbound and three hundred thousand softbound copies were in circulation."

Mavi s said, "Have you read it?"

"I --glanced through it, briefly. It's powerful, | think. And original. | don't agree with
you about 'fulsone platitudes.'"

"When the Anarch is reborn," Mavis said, "he will probably attenpt to resune his religious
career. |If he can avoid assassination. And | have a feeling that he's shrewd; there was a worldly,
practical underpinning to his _God in a Box_--he didn't have his head in the clouds. And he wll
have the benefit of his experience beyond the grave. | think he'll renmenber it, conpared wth npst
ol d- borns; or anyhow he'll _claim he renenbers it." Her tone was scathingly cynical. "The Counci
is not too pleased at the idea of the Anarch resum ng his career of religion-nongering; they're
qui te skeptical. Just as we manage to erad the last copies of _God in a Box_ he shows up again to
wite some nore . . . and we have a feeling that his future work will be worse, nore radical, nore
destructive."

"Yes, | see," Appleford said thoughtfully. "Having been dead he'll be in a position to
claimauthentic visions of the hereafter; that he talked with God, saw the Day of Judgnent--the

usual material the old-born bring back . . . but his will have authority; people will listen.” He
contenpl ated Ray Roberts, then, in that connection. "I know that you and the Council dislike
Roberts," he said. "But if you're worried about the doctrines the Anarch will bring back--"

“Your logic is clear," Mavis McQuire said. She pondered. "All right, then; we'll keep

after the Hernmes wonman until we have the name of the cenetery, and if we can get it we'll turn it
over to Roberts. At least--" She hesitated. "I'Il reconmend that to the Council; the decision wll
be theirs, of course. And if his body has been taken fromthe cenetery we'll concentrate on her

husband's vitarium"

“I't could be done legally," Appleford said; he always took a stand in favor of nobderation
"The Anarch can be bought, aboveboard, fromthe vitarium by a bid." He did not, of course,
mention his connection with Anthony G aconetti; that was not the Library's affair. Tony is going
to have to work fast, he said to hinself; once the Council of Erads nmoves in, things will progress
rapidly. He wondered if the principal whom G aconetti represented coul d--or woul d--outhid the
Library. An interesting thought: a showdown between the Erads and the npbst powerful religious
syndi cate in Europe.

Mavis McQuire rang of f, and Appleford seated hinself with the evening 'pape . . . to read,
he di scovered, about Ray Roberts' pilg; that seenmed to be all there was. El aborate police
precautions, all the rest; he felt bored, and he went into the kitchen to inbibe a trifle of
sogum

Wi | e he busied hinself the vidphone rang again. He gave up on the sogum plodded back to
answer the ring.

It proved to be Mavis McQuire again. "An Erad is now with Ms. Hernes," Mvis said
"They' || question her; it's taken care of. It's their theory that the vitarium probably took a
cal cul ated risk and dug up the Anarch, to avoid any chance of losing him he's too val uable
comercially to lose. So it's their assunption that we don't have to |ocate the cenmetery; all we

need to do is approach the vitariurm The Council is sending soneone to the vitarium now, they
want to nmove in before it closes up shop for tonight." She added, "It's ny daughter they're
sendi ng. "
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"Ann?" Appl eford said, surprised. "Wy not an Erad?"

Mavi s said, "Annie works well with nen, and this will be with a M. Sebastian Hernes, an
old-born, nowin his md-forties. W feel that that kind of approach will be nore successful than
an out-and-out raid; it's conceivable that they brought the Anarch's body fromthe cenetery to the
vitarium revived it, and then noved it to another |ocation, a private nursing hone that we'd
never track down."

"l see," Appleford said, inpressed. Ann McCQuire inpressed him too; he had seen her at
work before. Especially with nmen, as her nother said; she was generally effective whenever the
matter of sex becane invol ved.

It had al ways been his hope, his masochistic plea, that Mavis and the Council woul d
di spatch Ann to do a hatchet job on _him.

In this situation, with Sebastian Hermes married, Ann would be especially efficient; her
specialty was entering a man-worman relationship as a third party, eventually driving out the wife--
or mstress; whatever--and reducing the nunmber of players to two: herself and the man.

Lots of luck, M. Hernmes, he thought wyly. And then he thought of timd little Ms.

Her nes subjected to the explorations of an Erad, and that nmade hi munconfortable.

After the interrogation, Lotta Hernmes would be different. He wondered which way: for the
good or for the worse. The interrogation would either make her or destroy her; it could go in
ei ther direction.

He hoped for the former; he had liked the girl.

But his hands were tied.

CGod does not know things because they are: they are because He knows them and His
know edge of themis their essence.
--FErigena

O ficer Joe Tinbane rum nated, | certainly nade a horse's nouth of nyself. |'ve ruined ny
friendship with the Herneses, and because of ne she had to go back to the Library. It's ny nora
burden, whatever happens to her; it's on ny conscience, until birth.

A lot of tines, he reflected, when a person has a phobia about a particul ar place or
situation, there's a valid reason. It's a formof precognition. If Lotta's that afraid of going
there, then she probably has reason to be. Those Erads, he said to hinmself. Mysterious; who and
what are they? The Los Angel es Police Departnment doesn't know, | _don't know.

He was hone, now, with Bethel. And, as usual, she was giving hima hard tine.

“You're not taking any interest in your sogum" Bethel said fiercely.

"I"'mgoing off," he announced, "and di sgorge. \Were | can be alone and think."

"Ch? | interfere with your thoughts? Who are they about?"

He said, stung by her tone, "Ckay; if you want to know, 1'Il tell you."

" Anot her wonan."

"Right." He nodded. "One whom | could |ove."

"“You once said you could never |ove anyone in the way you |l oved nme; that every other
rel ati onship--"

"That was then." Too many years had passed; talk could not revive a noribund marriage. Wy
should | be married--stay married--to soneone who doesn't basically respect nme or |ike nme? he
asked hinself. The dreary years, passing . . . the accusations. Rising to his feet, he detached
himsel f fromhis sogum pipe. "I may have killed her," he said. "I take responsibility." | have to
get her out of the Library, he said to hinself.

"You're off to visit her now," Bethel said. "Wthout even trying to conceal this--illicit
relationship fromnme, your wife. | took our marriage vows seriously, but you ve never tried; if we
can't work things out it's because you haven't tried or been responsible. And now you're openly,
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blatantly, running off to her. Go ahead."

"Hell o," he said; the conapt door shut after himand he was out in the hall, hurrying
toward his parked, unmarked prow car. Should I go this way? he wondered. Qut of uniforn? No. He
ran back to the door of their conapt--and found it | ocked.

"Don't try to cone back," Bethel said. "I'mgetting a divorce." Even through the heavy
servof one door her voice was clear. "As far as |'mconcerned you don't live here."

"l want," he grated, "my uniform"

There was no response. The door stayed shut.

In his prowl car on the roof parking | ot he kept a spare doorkey; once nore he raced
toward the ascent runnel. She can't cone between ne and ny uniform he declared to hinself. That's
illegal. Reaching his car he funbled in the glove conpartnent. Aw, the hell with it; he got in
behi nd the wheel, started up the engine. As long as | have nmy gun, he said to hinself; he tugged
it fromhis shoul der hol ster, checked to be sure all twelve chanbers were | oaded--except the one
agai nst which the hal f-cocked firing pin potentially rested--and then zooned off into the early
eveni ng Los Angel es sky.

Five mnutes |later he | anded on the deserted--or rather al nbst deserted--roof parting |ot
of the People's Topical Library. Expertly, he flashed his light into each of the parked aircars.
Al'l belonged to Erads, except one registered to Mavis McGuire. So he knew who he coul d expect to
find in the Library besides Lotta Hernes: a gang of at |least three Erads and the Chief Librarian

He quickly reached the roof entrance of the Library, and found it | ocked. Well, he
thought, naturally; it's after hours. But | know she's in there, he thought, even if her car isn't
parked up here; she probably cane by taxi. Probably she was afraid to drive.

Fromthe trunk of his prowl car he got a | ock-analyzer, carried it by its worn | eather
strap-it had seen a good deal of service--to the Library door. Set in notion, the anal yzer probed
the lock, listened, then devel oped a proper tunbler-lift pattern; the door swung open, unl ocked,
with no damage done to it, no proof that it had been forced.

He returned the |uck-analyzer to the car's trunk; then, pausing, inspected the mass of
gear which he habitually carted about; what else mght help hin? Riot gas? Its use could be
reported to his superiors in the departnent; he'd he in trouble. Cephalic-wave detection
apparatus, he decided; it'll tell ne how nmany people are in the vicinity and it'll plot their
paths. "Il know who's converging on me and fromwhere. So he took the cephalic-wave detector
snapped it on and set it for mnimmrange; at once the sweep of its scope-screen displayed five
di stinct dots, five human brains at work within yards fromhim probably on the top floor of the

Li brary. He then set the detector for naxi numrange, and now rmade out seven dots; so in all, he
had six Library officials to cope with, plus Lotta Hernes, whom he assuned to be one of the dots.
He assumed she was still alive, as well as still in the Library.

However, before he entered the Library by its now unl ocked roof door, he seated hinself in
the front of his prow car, picked up the vidphone receiver, and dial ed the nunber of the Flask of
Hernmes Vitarium he had that number clear in his mnd, now

"Flask of Hernes Vitarium" R C. Buckley said, appearing in cameo on the vidphone screen

“I'd like to talk to Lotta," Tinbane said.

"Let me check." Buckl ey disappeared briefly, then returned. "Seb says she hasn't cone back
fromthe Library. He sent her there to do sone research for him-just a second; here's Seb."

Now t he somber, intelligent features of Sebastian Hermes appeared on the screen. "No, she

hasn't come back, and I'mreally worried. |I'mbeginning to regret that | sent her; maybe | ought
to call the Library and ask about her."

"You'd be wasting your tine," Tinbane said. "I'mat the Library now, parked on the roof.
know she's in there. The Library is | ocked up, but that's no problem | have ny prow car and gear
with me; in fact I've already retired the lock. I'"mjust wondering if | ought to give thema
chance to voluntarily rel ease her."

" Rel ease_ her," Seb echoed, and bl anched. "It sounds like you think they're holding her."

"I know," he said, "that at closing time they didn't throw her out.” He had an absol ute
intuition about that; his near-psionic faculty in that directi on had nade hi mthe good police
officer that he was. "She's still in there, and being held; she wouldn't stay unless they detained
her."

"Il vidphone them" Sebastian said hollowy.

"And say what ?"

"And say | want ny wi fe back!"

"Ckay," Tinbane said, "you do that." He gave Sebasti an the extension nunber of his prow
car's phone. "And then you call ne back and tell me what they said." He continued fixedly to watch
the screen of the cephalic-wave detector; it continued to indicate seven brains in the vicinity,
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nmovi ng about slightly; the location of the dots on the screen underwent continual mnute

rel ocations. They'll tell you that she was there, he said to hinself, and that she left. She never
got there at all; maybe they' Il say that. And they know nothing. Noli me tangere, he thought;
that's what the Library says about itself. Warning: don't nmeddle with ne. Touch me not. The
bastards, he said to hinself.

Five minutes later his car vidphone |light flashed on; he lifted the receiver. "I got the
" Sebastian said miserably.

"And he said what."

"That he was alone in the building; everyone else, the staff, everybody, had gone hone."
Ti nbane said, "There are seven l|iving people below ne. Ckay, |I'll go down and take a | ook
I'"lI'l call you back as soon as | have anything definite."

“"Should I call the police?" Sebastian asked.

"I amthe police," Tinbane said, and rang off.

He set the warning circuit of the cephalic-wave detector to activate itself when someone
was within five feet of hinself, and then, lugging the detector in one hand, his service revol ver
in the other, he hurried awkwardly to the unl ocked entrance door of the Library.

A nmoment later, by the stairs, he had reached the top floor

Cl osed doors. Darkness and silence; he funbled with his infrared flashlight, switched it
on. A study of the screen of the cephalic-wave detector showed the seven dots arranged on a
hori zontal plane vertically distant fromhimby over five feet; the warning circuit had not
triggered. The next floor down, he decided. He tried, as he again descended the stairs, to recall
on which floor Mavis McQuire naintained her private suite of offices. On floor three, as | recall
he said to hinself.

The warning circuit it up, blinked on and off at the vertical side of the two-fil ament
bulb. He was on the right floor, distant now only horizontally. Floor six, he noted. The |eve
whi ch the Erad Council is said to occupy. And the overhead lights, on this floor, had not been
shut off; bathed in yellow, the corridor of closed doors |ay ahead of him

He wal ked slowy, glancing intermttently up and then back at the cephalic-wave detector's

janitor,

screen. The seven dots advanced toward himon the horizontal axis. Al in one spot, nore or |ess;
grouped together in one suite of offices.
I wonder what 1'Il get out of this, Tinbane asked hinmself. Probably Library pressure wll

cost me ny job; they reach pretty far up in city governnent. So the hell with it, he said to
hinself; it wasn't much of a job anyhow And, if he could prove that the Erads had forcibly

detai ned Lotta Hernmes--anyhow a senbl ance of a case could be nade, if she was willing to back him
up. But, he reflected, that nmight nmean Lotta would have to appear in court, or at |east sign a
conpl aint, and she would shrink fromthat; to her it nmight appear as terrible as the Library.
Well, too late to worry about that; he could only hope that, if it came to it, Lotta would

vi ndi cate what he--out of uniformbut w th police equipnent--was doing.

The horizontal side of the bulb Iit, now, and stayed lit. He was less than five feet from
sonmeone. Ahead, a closed office door; he sensed the persons on the far side, the seven of them
but, listening, he could hear nothing. Rats, he said to hinself.

Muttering, he hurried all the way back up to the roof, to his prow car, and, fromthe
trunk, got a nonitoring tool, which he | aboriously lugged along with the other equiprment: his gun
flashlight, cephalic-wave detector, back to floor six and the inhabited, closed office door

There, working with speed and deft precision, he set the nobnitoring tool into notion
programmed, it stretched its plastic self thin enough to pass under the door, and then, on the far
side, it--presunably--reformed in sone neutral shape, and set its aud and vid receptors going.

In his hand he held the vid receiver of the nonitoring tool; in his ear he had, squeezed
tightly in, the aud outlet.

The aud outl et squeaked into his ear a man's voice. An Erad, he decided. And the vid

portion; he peered at the postage stanp sized tube surface, gray and vaguely illum nated. The
nmoni tori ng machi nery had not focused; it was still sweeping out a random scan
"--also," the Erad was saying in his gloony, sententious Erad voice, "we are concerned as

to the matter of public safety. It is an axiomof this Library that public safety ranks forenpst
in value; our eradication of dangerous, disturbing witten material--" It pontificated on. Tinbane
i nspected the tube surface. Three figures grouped together, a man and two wonen; he screwed the

pan-1 ens knob cl ockwi se, and the face of one woman grew until it filled the neager screen. It
appeared to be Lotta Hernmes, but the imge was distorted and indistinct, and he could not be sure.
He operated the sweep-scanner until it cane to rest on the other woman's features. This, he

deci ded, was certainly Mavis McQuire. His identification of her was certain.
And now, in his ear plug, he heard her voice.
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"Can't you see how harnful this man is?" Mavis was ranting. "How pandering to the proles,
as he'll try to do, will bring about nore riots, nmore civil disobedience; not only in the Free
Negro Municipality, but here anbng Negroes and white pro-Negroes on the Wst Coast. Don't forget
Watts and Qakl and and Detroit; don't forget what you |earned in school."

A harsh, penetrating Erad voice said, "W night as well all becone part of the Free Negro
Muni ci pality, when that happens."

"We've virtually done a conplete erad job on _God In a Box_," Mavis McQuire said. "H s
maj or tract, or whatever you want to call it, is alnost gone. Forever. It was _God In a Box_
which, thirty years ago, before you were born, hel ped inflame mass sentinent which brought about
the creation of the F.NNM The Anarch was personally responsible; if he hadn't nmade speeches and
sernons and witten tracts, the F.N. M would never have been fornmed, and a whole United States,
undi vi ded, would still exist; our country wouldn't have been chopped into three pieces. Four, if
you count Hawaii and Al aska; they woul dn't have becone separate nations."

The ot her wonan, presumably Lotta Hernes, cried quietly, her hand over her face, a huddl ed
shape overshadowed by Mavis McQuire and the Erad. And, Tinbane reflected, four nore Erads loitered
somewhere in the vicinity, probably in the next chanber of the office. Waiting to take turns at
her, he thought; he knew the procedure of interrogation, the shifts which spelled each other at
regular intervals; the police departnment worked in this fashion al so.

"Now, as to Ray Roberts," the Erad said. "He probably knows nore about the Anarch than
does anyone el se alive. Wat do you suppose his sentinments toward the Anarch's rebirth are? Wuld
you say Roberts is probably profoundly disturbed? O would you say that he's overjoyed?"

"Do the Council menber the courtesy of answering,” Ms. MQiire said to the huddled girl.
"He asked you a reasonabl e question. You know that Roberts is out here, nmaking his pilg here to
the West Coast, because he's distressed. He doesn't want to see this happen. And Roberts is a
Negro. And fromthe F.N.M And head of Udi."

The Erad said, "Don't you think that tells us what to expect fromthe ol d-born Anarch? If
Roberts, a fellow Negro and head of Udi and--"

Ti nbane renmoved the aud plug fromhis ear, set down the visual portion of the gear, freed
hinself fromall his equipnment except for his service revolver. | wonder if Erads go about arned,
he asked hinmself. In the light of the overhead hallway fixtures he carefully set the instruction-
conmpl ex of his service revolver. He cal cul ated distance, how many of themthere were to take out,
how best to protect Lotta Hernes. And how finally, after the havoc cleared, to nake sure that he
and Lotta got out of the Library and up to the roof and in his prow car.

I have about one chance in ten, he decided, of making this work. What w |l probably happen

will be that both Lotta and I will have di sappeared into the Library and never re-energed. Never
seen agai n.

But just maybe, he thought, | owe this to her

Once nore he adjusted the controls of his weapon. Not kill any of them he realized;
can't conceivably get away with that--even if Lotta and | did get out, they'd hunt us, hound us,
for the rest of our lives. Until we were back in the wonb. And, he thought, | don't think they'll
go for killing either of us. . . at least not now, not w thout sone Council discussion; a forma

decision, if what | know about the Erads is accurate, will have to be arrived at.

Okay, he said to hinmself. Here goes.

He opened the door and said, "Ms. Hermes? You' re coning hone."

Soundl essly, without noving, the three of them Lotta and Mavis McQ@iire and the tall,
strawlike Erad with his ugly elongated face, stared at him

The far door of the office had been left open, and fromw thin four nore Erads al so
peered. Everything had cone to a stop. He had frozen the seven of them suspended themand their
activities out of tine, just by his presence. By the big gray gun he held; the regulation police-
i ssue manmoth revolver. He was a man with a gun, not a police officer, but he knew how to talk
from behind his gun; he knew how to use it without using it.

Beckoning to the hunched-up little shape of Lotta Hermes he said, "Come over here." She
continued to stare blankly. "Cone over here," he repeated in exactly the sane tone; he nade it
unvarying. "I want you," he told her, "to conme and stand over by ne."

He waited and then, all at once, she rose and made her way over to him to stand by him
No one interfered; no one even spoke.

The know edge of w ong-doing--and the recognition of being caught at it--had on nost
peopl e a paralyzing effect. As |long, he thought, as | can keep about ne the archetype of
authority. Even Erads, he thought, are not exenpt. Maybe.

"I've seen you before," Mavis McGQuire said. "You're a police officer."

"No," he said. "You ve never seen ne before." He took hold of Lotta's wist and said to
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her, "CGo upstairs to the roof field and wait in nmy aircar. Make sure you get the right one; it's
parked over to the left as you come out of the stairwell." As she started obediently off he said,
"Feel the hood; the nmotor's warm You can tell by that."

One of the Erads within the inner office fired at himw th what he recogni zed as an
illegal pelfrag pistol, very snall, with one single fragnenting shot.

The slug, without fragmenting, hit himin the foot. Evidently the amunition was old, and
the pistol probably had never been used; its owner, the Erad, probably did not know how to cl ean
and maintain a gun, and the rimfire hammer had m ssed the inner charge.

Ti nbane swiftly fired nine random shots, sweeping both offices. He squeezed the trigger of
his service revolver until the roons had becone opaque with ricocheting pellets, all of them
traveling at a velocity which would stun or inflict a minor injury or blind--he fired once nore as
he linped into the hall and then, as best he could, he hopped and hobbled up the hall to the
stairs, cursing the wound in his foot, feeling the pain and the mal functioning; he could hardly
make any time at all and he felt them behind him doing sonething--food, he thought savagely; what
a place to be hit. As the stair door swung shut behind hima pelfrag slug detonated in the hal
behi nd him the glass wi ndow of the door shattered and shards slashed at his neck and back and
arns. But he continued on, up the stairs. At the top of the stairs, at roof level, he fired his
remai ni ng shot back down the stairs, filling the well with rebounding pellets, enough to stop
anyone, unless the person was willing to risk blindness, and then he dragged hinself and his
injured foot to his prow car

Beside the car, not inside it, he found Lotta Hernes; she |ooked up into his face
speechl essly, and he opened the car door for her and got her inside. "Lock your door," he said,
and linmped to the driver's side, also getting in, also |ocking his door. Now a group of Erads had
come out onto the roof, but they milled in confusion, sone evidently wanting to try one good,
pl anned shot at the prow car, some wanting to followin their own cars, sonme possibly willing to
gi ve up.

He took off, gained altitude, accelerated as rapidly as the beefed-up engi ne which the
police departnent used could manage, and then lifted his m crophone and said to the dispatching
officer at his substation, "I'mon ny way to Peralta General and I'd |i ke another car waiting for
me in the parking lot, just in case."

"Ckay, 403," the dispatcher acknow edged. "301," be instructed, "join 403 at Peralta

General ." To Tinbane he said, "Aren't you off duty, 403?"

Ti nbane said, "I ran into sone trouble on ny way hone." H's foot throbbed and he felt
fatigue, general and all-enbracing. I'll be laid up for a week, he said to hinself as he reached
gingerly down to unlace the shoe on his injured foot. Well, there goes the assignnent regarding

bei ng a bodyguard for Ray Roberts.

Seeing himfussing with his shoe, Lotta said, "Are you hurt?"

"We're lucky," he said. "They were arnmed after all. But they're not used to a showdown."
Handi ng her the vidphone receiver, he said, "D al your husband at the vitariuny | told himl'd |let
hi m know when | had you out of there.”

"No," Lotta said.

"Why not ?"
Lotta said, "He sent ne there."
Shruggi ng, Tinbane said, "l guess that's true enough."” He felt too foolish fromhis injury

to argue; anyhow it was so. "But | could have given you the info," he said. "That's what's rotten
about me, about what | did. You might as well blane me as him"

"But you got ne out," Lotta said.

That, too, was true; he had to agree.

Reaching, Lotta hesitantly touched his cheek, his ear; she examined his face with her
fingers, as if she were blind.

"What's that nean?" he said.

Lotta said, "I"'mgrateful. | always will be. | don't think they would ever have let ne go.
It was as if they enjoyed it, as if ny know ng about the Anarch was just a--pretext."

“"Very probably," he murnured.

“I love you," Lotta said.

Startled, he turned to look at her; the girl's expression was calm al nost peaceful. As if
she had resol ved some maj or ndeci si on

He thought he knew what it was. And his gl adness knew no bounds; he was thoroughly el ated--
nmore so than in his whole life.

As they drove on toward Peralta General she continued to touch him as if never intending
to let go. He at last took hold of her hand, squeezed. "Cheer up," he said. "You won't have to go
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back there."

"Maybe | will," she said. "Maybe Seb will tell me to."

"Tell himto go to hell,"” Tinbane said.

Lotta said, "I want you to tell himfor nme; | want you to talk for ne. You tal ked to those
Erads and Ms. McQ@uire, you nade them do what you ordered themto do. Nobody el se has ever stood
up for me. Not in my whole life. Not like that, the way you did it."

Putting his arm around her he held her against him She seenmed, now, very happy. And

relieved. My god, he thought, this is a big thing she's done, bigger than what _|_did; she's
transferred her dependency from Sebastian Hermes to ne. Because of a single incident. |'ve got
her, he realized. Entirely away fromhim _|I swng it! _

10

Thus God, considered not in Hinself but as the cause of all things, has three aspects: He
is, He is wise, and He lives.
--Erigena

The vi dphone at the Flask of Hermes Vitariumrang; expecting the call-back from O ficer
Joe Ti nhane, Sebastian answered it.

On the screen Lotta's, not Tinbane's, face appeared. "How are you?" she asked wanly, with
a peculiar nechanical |istlessness which he had never heard in her voice before.

"I"'mfine," he said, violently relieved to see her. "But that's not inportant; how are
you? Did he get you away fromthe Library? | guess he did. Were they actually trying to keep you
t here?"

"They were," she said, still listlessly. "How s the Anarch?" she asked. "Di d he cone back
tolife yet?"

Sebastian started to say, W dug himup. W revived him But instead he took pause; he
renenbered the call fromltaly. "Whom specifically, did you tell about the Anarch?" he asked. "I
want you to renenber everyone you told."

“"I"'msorry you're mad at ne," Lotta said, still listlessly, as if reading the words froma
pi ece of paper held in front of her. "I told Joe Tinbane and | told M. Appleford at the Library
and that's all | told. What | called for is to tell you that I'mokay; | got out of the Library .

Joe Tinbane got ne out. We're at the hospital; they're renoving a bullet fromhis foot. It
isn't serious but he says it hurts. And he'll undoubtedly be laid up for a few weeks. Sebastian?"

"Yes?" He wondered if she, |ike Tinbane, had been hurt; he felt his heart speed up in

agitation; he felt, now, as concerned as before--actually nore so. There was a subtl e,
unver bal i zed om nousness in her voice. "Tell nme!" he said, urgently.

Lotta said, "Sebastian, you didn't come and get nme out of there. Even after | didn't neet
you at the store as we planned. You nust have been too busy; | guess you have the Anarch to think
of ." Tears, abruptly, filled her eyes; as usual, she nmade no effort to w pe them away; she cried
soundl essly, like a child. Wthout hiding her face.

"Goddamit," he said, in a frenzy. "Wat is it?"

"I can't," she wept.

"Can't what? Can't you tell nme? I'lIl get over to the hospital; which hospital is it? Were
are you, Lotta? Goddamit; stop crying and say."

"Do you | ove ne?"

"Yes!"

Lotta said, "I still love you, Seb. But | have to | eave you. For a while at least. Until
feel better."

"Leave ne and go where?" he demanded.

Her crying had ceased; her sw nming eyes confronted himw th unusual defiance. "I'm not
going to say. |I'Il wite to you; I'll figure out exactly howto tell you and i'll put it all in a
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letter." She added, "I can't talk over the phone; | feel so conspicuous. Hello."
"Ch ny god," he said, unbelievingly.
"Hel l 0, Sebastian,” Lotta said, and hung up; the imge of her pinched snall face vani shed.
Besi de Sebastian, R C. Buckl ey appeared, apologetically. "Sorry to bother you at a tine
like this," he munbled, "but there's soneone asking for you. At the front door."
"We're closed!" Sebastian said savagely.
"She's a buyer. You said never to turn away a buyer, even after six P.M That's your
phi | osophy. "
Sebastian grated, "If she's a custoner, take care of her; you' re our sal esman.”
"She asked for you; she won't talk to anyone else."
"I feel like killing nyself," Sebastian said to him "Sonmething terrible nust have

happened in the Library; I'll probably never find out what it was--she'll never be able to put it
into words." Lotta was so bad with words, he thought. Too many, too few, the wong ones or to the
wrong person; always m sconmunicating in one way or another. "If | had a gun," he said, "I would
kill nyself." He got out his handkerchi ef and bl ew his nose. "You heard what Lotta said. | |let her

so badly down she left ne. Who's this custoner?

"She says her name--" R C. Buckley exam ned his jotting. "M ss Ann Fisher. Know her?"

"No." Sebastian wal ked toward the front of the store, out of the work area and into the
reception lounge with its noderately nodern chairs, carpet, and nmagazines. In one of the chairs
sat a well-dressed young woman with snmartly clipped, fashionable short black hair. He paused,
collecting his wits and considering her. The girl had lovely slimlegs; he could not hel p noticing
that. Cass, he thought. This girl really has it; even in her earrings. And in the very slight
make-up; all the tints of her eyes and | ashes and |ips seemed her own very intense natura
coloration. Her eyes, he saw, were blue, unusual for a girl with black hair.

"Goodbye," she said, and smiled a warm crinkly smile; her face was extraordinarily
nmobi | e; when she smiled her eyes danced with light, and she showed perfect, regular teeth, with
m schievous little incisors; he found hinself fascinated by her rows of teeth.

"I'" m Sebasti an Hernes," he said.

Ri sing, putting aside her nmagazine, Mss Fisher said, "You have a,Ms. Tilly M Benton in
your catalog. In the nost recent daily supplenent." She funbled with her smart shiny purse,
brought out the addenda ad which the Flask of Hermes Vitarium had placed in that day's evening
' papes. She seened to be a determ ned, pert young wonman . . . a titanic contrast, he could not
hel p noticing, fromLotta's indecisiveness, which he had over a long period of time been forced to
accustom hinsel f to

"Technically," he said, "we're closed for the day. Ms. Benton is of course not here; we
have her in a hospital bed, recuperating. W'll be glad to take you over there tonorrow. Are you a
relative?"

"She's ny great-aunt,"” Ann Fisher said, with a kind of philosophical exasperation, as if
one had regularly to be ready to cope with reborn elderly relatives. "Ch, I'mso dam gl ad you
heard her calling,” she went on. "W kept visiting the cenetery, hoping we'd hear her voice, but
it always --" She nade a wy face. "Al ways seens to happen at weird hours."”

"True," he agreed. That was indeed part of the problem He |ooked at his watch; it was,
roughly, sogumtinme; nornmally he would want to be at hone with Lotta. But Lotta wasn't there. And
anyhow he wanted nore or less to keep in the vicinity of the store, pending these new, critica
hours of life for the Anarch. "I guess | could take you briefly to the hospital tonight," he
began, but M ss Fisher interrupted him

"Ch no; thanks, but forget it. I'mtired. |I've been working all day |long and so have you."
Ast oni shingly, she reached out her snooth, tapered hand and patted his, neanwhile beamning sunlike,
radi ant understanding, as if she knew himintimately. "I just want to nmake sure that the State of
California doesn't nake her its ward, and turn her over to one of those awful public rest homnes
for the old-born. W can take her; we have the noney, my brother Jimand |I." Mss Fisher exan ned
her wistwatch; he saw that her wist was lightly, enticingly freckled; nore coloration. "I've
just got to get sone soguminto ne," she said. "I'mabout to faint. Is there a good sogum pal ace
near here?"

"Down the street," he said. And once again he thought of Lotta, of the enptiness at honeg,
so bewi | dering and abrupt; who was she with? Tinbane, evidently; Joe Tinbane had rescued her and--
well, it probably was Tinbane; that nade sense. In a way he hoped so. Tinbane was a good nan
Thi nki ng of Lotta and Ti nbane, both of them young, both nearly the same age, he felt fatherly;
perversely, he wi shed her luck, but prinmarily he w shed her back. Meanwhil e.

“I"1l treat you," Mss Fisher said. "I just got paid today; if | don't spend these
inflation bills they won't be worth anything tonorrow anyhow. And you |l ook tired." She scrutinized
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him and it was a different sort of scrutiny; Lotta had al ways searched to di scern whether he was
pl eased with her, mad at her, in love with her, not in love with her; Mss Fisher seened to be
judgi ng what he was, not how he felt. As if, he thought, she has the power--or anyhow the ability--
to determine whether I'ma man. O just playing at being a man.

"Ckay," he said, surprising hinmself. "But first | have to close up in the back." He
i ndi cated one of the store's reasonably nodern chairs. "You wait here; 1'll be back."

"And we can talk about Ms. Tilly M Benton," Mss Fisher said, enitting her approving
smle.

He made his way back to the work area of the store, carefully closing the door so that
M ss Fisher could not see; having brought the Anarch here they had been forced to becone adept at
this, on short notice.

"How i s he?" he asked Dr. Sign. A bed had been fashioned, pro tern. In it lay the Anarch
smal |, dry, everything about himgray or black, his eyes fixed apparently on nothing; he seened
content, and Dr. Sign still |ooked pleased

"Healing rapidly,” Dr. Sign said. He | ed Sebastian over to one side, then, out of the
Anarch's hearing. "He asked for a 'pape and | gave himone, the evening edition with our ad init.
He's been readi ng about Ray Roberts."

"What's he say about Roberts?" Sebastian asked, chewing his lip. "Is he afraid of hin? O
does he consider Roberts one of those 'friends' he nentioned?"

Dr. Sign said, "The Anarch has never heard of Ray Roberts. According to all the public
relations material rel eased by Roberts, he was handpi cked by the An arch to succeed him This
appears not to be true. Not unless--" His voice dimed to a whisper. "There may be brain danage,
you realize. |'ve run an EEG now for sone tinme, and find nothing out of order. But-- let's call it
amesi a. Fromthe rebirth shock. Anyhow, he's puzzled about Udi; not what it is--he renenbers
founding it-- but what it's up to."

Goi ng over to the bed, Sebastian said, "Wat can | tell you? That you'd like to know?"

The old brown eyes, with so nuch hidden wisdomin them so nuch experience, fastened on

him "I see that, like all other religions, mne has becone a hallowed institution. Do you approve
of it?"

Taken aback, Sebastian said, "lI--don't think I'min a position to judge. It has its
followers. It's still a vital force."

"And M. Roberts?" The old eyes were keen

Sebastian said, "Opinions differ."

"Does he believe Udi is for both whites and col ored?"

"He--tends to restrict it to colored.”

The eyebrows knitted; the Anarch said nothing, but he no |onger |ooked tranquil. "If | ask
you an enbarrassing question," the Anarch said, "will you kindly give ne a truthful answer? No
mat t er how unpl easant it m ght be?"

"Yes," Sebastian said, preparing hinself.

The Anarch said, "Has Udi becone a Circus?"

"Sone people think so."

"Has M. Roberts made efforts to |ocate ne?"

"Possibly." Hi s answer was guarded; this was expl osive.

"Have you notified himof my--rebirth?"

"No," Sebastian said. After a pause he said, "Generally, an old-born is kept in a hospita
for atinme, and the vitariumsolicits bids on himfromrelatives and friends. O, if he's a public
figure--"

“I'f he has no relatives or friends," the Anarch said, "and he is not_a public figure, is
he put to death again?"

"He's made a ward of the state. But in your case, obviously you--"

"I would like you to ask M. Roberts to conme here," the Anarch said in his hoarse, dry
voice. "Since he will be in California on a pilg it won't be much trouble for him"

Sebasti an pondered. And then he said, "I would prefer that you | et us handle your sale.
We're experts, Your Mghtiness. We do nothing but this. | would prefer not to bring Ray Roberts
here, or in fact give himany infornmation about you. He's not the buyer we have in nmind."

"Do you want to give ne the reason?" The wi se eyes again fastened on him "Wn't the Uditi
care to put up the noney?"

"It's not a matter of that,'
i medi ately canme over.

"I think you should rest, Anarch," Dr. Sign said

“I"lIl talk to you again later," Sebastian said to the Anarch. "I'm going out for a pipefu

Sebastian said. He nmade a covert signal to Dr. Sign, who
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of sogum but I'Il be back again this evening." He left the work area and the Anarch, carefully
maneuver ed the door open and shut; however, M ss Fisher sat readi ng, engrossed.

"Sorry to keep you waiting," Sebastian said.

She gl anced up, smiled, slid gracefully to her feet, stood facing him she was relatively
tall and very slender with extrenely meager breasts; her figure, in fact, was that of a supple
adol escent. But her face was sharp-etched and mature, with strong features. And again he thought,
This is one of the best-dressed wonen | have ever seen. And cl othes had never inpressed him
bef ore.

After they had inbi bed sogumthey wandered al ong the evening street, looking in store
wi ndows, saying very little, glancing cautiously at each other every now and then. Sebastian
Hernmes had a problem He still intended to return to his vitarium to talk further with the
Anarch, but he could not very well do it until he had parted conmpany with M ss Fisher

M ss Fisher, however, did not seeminclined toward the normal, customary noment of saying
hell 0. He wondered why; as tine passed it seemed nore and nore strange.

Al at once, as they stood studying a w ndow di splay of furniture made from Marti an
wobwood, M ss Fisher said, "Wat day is this? The ei ghth?"

"The ninth," Sebastian said.

"Are you married?"

He thoughtly briefly; one had to calculate carefully in answer to this question
"Technically," he said. "Lotta and | are separated.” It was true. Technically.

"The reason | ask,” Mss Fisher said, starting on, "is that | have a problem" She si ghed.

It was energing, now. Her reason for sticking so close to him He glanced sidelong at her
once again noted her attractiveness, marvel ed at the anpbunt of conmuni cation already achi eved
between them and said, "Tell ne. Maybe | can hel p."

"Well, see . . . just about nine nonths ago, there was this lovely little baby, naned
Arnold Oxnard Ford. You get the situation?"
"Yes," he said.

"He was so darling.” Her |ips pursed, babytal k-wi se, notherly. "And he was there in that
children's ward, in the hospital, and he was searching for a wonb, and | was doi ng vol unteer work
of various kinds for the city of San Bernardino, and | was getting really terribly sick of it, the
vol unteer work, and | thought, Gee wouldn't it be wonderful to have a sweet little creature like
Arnold Oxnard Ford inside nmy tumy." She patted her flat stomach as they wal ked ai ml essly al ong.
"So | went to the nurse in charge of the ward and | said, Could | apply for Arnold Oxnard Ford?
And she said, Yes, you look healthy, and | said | was, and she said, It's just about tinme for him
he'll have to go into a wonb--he was in an incubator already--and | signed the papers, and--" She
smled at Sebastian. "I got him N ne nonths of having himday by day beconing nore and nore a
part of nme; it's a marvel ous feeling--you have no idea-- howit feels to sense another creature,
one whom you | ove, merging nol ecul e by nol ecule with your own nol ecul es. Every nonth | had an
exam nation and an x-ray, and it was working out fine. Now, of course, it's really over."

"I wouldn't know to | ook," he agreed; there was no bul ge.

M ss Fisher sighed. "So now Arnold Oxnard Ford is a part of ne and always will be, as |ong
as | live. | like to think--a |lot of nothers think--that the babys spirit is still here." She
tapped her black bangs, her forehead. "I think it is: | think his soul migrated there. But--"
Again she nade a face, wistfully. "You know what ?"

"I know, " he said.

"That's right. By the eleventh--the doctor says no later--1 have to give up the fina
physical bit of him To a _man_." She made a nocking, but not hostile, face. "Wiether | like it or
not, | have to go to bed with sone man; as a nedical necessity. Otherw se the process won't be
complete and | won't ever be able to offer ny wonb for any other babies again. And--it's strange;
for the last two weeks, even longer, |'ve been experiencing it as a drive, a biological urge. To
sleep with some man; any man." She glanced at him perceptively. "Or does that offend you? It
wasn't meant to."

Sebastian said, "Then Arnold Oxnard Ford will be a part of ne, too."

"Does the idea appeal to you? | had pictures of him but of course the Erads got them
| deal Iy, you should have seen him if we had been married you would. But |'ve been told |I'mvery
good in bed, so maybe you could enjoy just that part alone; would that be enough?"

He pondered. Again astute calculation was required. How would Lotta feel if she knew?
Woul d she know? _Shoul d_ she know? And it seened strange, Mss Fisher selecting himthis way,
virtually at random But what she said was true; nothers, nine nonths after a baby had entered
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their wonmb, became--in need. As Mss Fisher said, it was a biol ogical necessity; the zygote had to
separate into sperm and egg.
"Where could we go?" he asked artfully.

"My place," she offered. "It's nice and you could stay all night; you wouldn't get tossed
out after it was over."

Again he thought, |I have to get back to the store. But--this was, at this tine,
fortuitous. He needed the psychological lift; one woman--probably quite rightly--had abandoned

him and now anot her had fixed her attention on him He could not manage to be anything el se but
flattered

"Ckay," he said.

Ann Fisher hailed a passing cab and in a nonent they were en route to her conapt.

It struck himas beautifully decorated; he roaned about the living room inspecting a vase
here, a wall-hanging there, books, a snall jade statue of Li Po. "Nice," he said. However, he
found himsel f al one; M ss Fisher had slipped off into the other roomto, ahem disgorge.

Presently she returned, her beaming, warmsnmile manifesting itself cheerfully in his

direction. "I have sone very fine, aged, inported Siddon's sogurn,” she said, holding up the
flask. "Care for sone?"
"CQuess not." He picked up an | -p record of Beethoven cello and piano sonatas. Just think

he thought. Someday, a couple of centuries fromnow, these will be eraded; the Library in Vienna
will receive back the original botchy, tormented note-pages which Beethoven w th mnurderous | abor
and pain copied fromthe last printed edition of the score. But, he reflected, Beethoven will also
live again; one day he would call up anxiously fromwithin his coffin. But for what? To erad sone
of the finest nusic ever witten. What a dreadful destiny.

"Want ne to put those on the phonograph?" Ann Fi sher asked.

"Fine," he said.

"These are so lovely." She put the earliest one on, Qpus Five Nunber One; they both
listened but after a nonment she became restive; obviously attentive |listening was not her style.
"Do you think," she asked him strolling about the Iiving room "that the Hobart Phase will peter
out eventually? And normal tine will restore itself?"

"I hope so," he said.

"But you gain. You were dead once. Wren't you?"

"Can you tell?" he said, nettled.

"I don't mean to offend you. But you are about fifty, aren't you? So you have a | onger
life, this way; in fact you have two conplete lives. Are you enjoying this one nore than the
first?"

"My problem" he said candidly, "is with my wife."

"She's much younger than you?"

He was silent; he inspected a Venusian snoffie-fur-bound copy of English poetry of the
seventeenth century. "Do you |ike Henry Vaughn?" he asked her.

"Didn't he wite the poem about seeing eternity? '|I saw eternity the other night'?"

Qpeni ng the vol une, Sebastian said, "Andrew Marvell. To H's Coy Mstress . 'But at ny
back | always hear tine's wi nged chariot hurrying near, and yonder all before us |lie deserts of
vast eternity.'" He shut the volunme, convulsively. "|I sawit, that eternity; outside of time and

space, wandering anong things so big--
afterlife experience.

"I think you're just trying to hurry me into bed," Ann Fisher said. "The title of the poem
-1 get the nessage."

He quoted, "'The worns shall try that |ong-preserved virginity. Smiling, he turned
toward her; perhaps she was right. But the poem kept himfrom anticipation; he knewit too well--
knew it and the experience it envisioned. "'The grave's a fine and private place,'" he half-
snarled, feeling it all return, the snell of the grave, the chill, the cramped, evil darkness.

"' But none, | think, do there enbrace.'"
"Then let's hop into bed,” Mss Fisher said practically. And led the way to her bedroom

He ceased; he still found it pointless to discuss his

Afterward they | ay naked, with only the sheet over them Ann Fisher snoked in silence, the
red glow identifying her presence. He found it peaceful, now, his grimtension had departed.

"But it wasn't eternity for you," Ann Fisher said distantly, as if deep down in her own
meditations. "You were dead only a finite time. Wat, fifteen years?"
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"It feels the sanme," he said brusquely. "I try to make this point, and no one who hasn't
gone through it understands. Wen you' re outside of the categories of perception, tine and space,
then it's endless; _no tinme passes_, no matter how long you wait. And it can be infinite bliss or
infinite torment, according to your relationship withit."

"Wth what? God?"

"The Anarch Peak called it God," he said pondering, "when he cane back." And then
paral yzed, he realized--absolutely and utterly--what he had said.

After a time Ann Fisher said, "I remenber him Years ago. He founded Udi, this big group-
mind cult. | didn't know he was alive again."

What coul d he say? Wirds, he thought in terror, that could not be expl ained. They neant
only one thing; they told it all, that Peak had been reborn, that he, Sebastion Hernes had been
present. So the Anarch was at the Flask of Hernes Vitarium In which case, having said this, he
nm ght as well discuss it openly.

"W revived himtoday," he said, and wondered what this would nmean to her; he did not know
her, not really at all, and it could nean nothing, just an idle topic, or something of theol ogica
interest, or on the other hand--he would have to take the chance. Mathematically, it was unlikely
that Ann Fi sher had any connections with anyone naterially interested in the Anarch; he would be
pl aying the odds with her, fromnow on. "He's back at the vitarium that's why | can't stay here
with you--1 told himl'd be talking to him again tonight."

"Could I come al ong?" Ann Fisher asked. "I've never seen an old-born in his first hours
back . . . | understand they have a certain, special expression on their faces. From what they've
seen. They're still watching sonething el se, sonething vast. And they sonetines say epigrammtic,
enigmatic things, like, | amyou. O, it isn't. Sort of Zen-satori cryptic utterances that mean
everything to them but to us--" In the dimnocturnal |ight she gestured vigorously, obviously
intrigued by the subject. "To us it conveys nothing . . . yes, | agree; you have to go through it
yoursel f." She hopped fromthe bed, padded barefoot to the closet, got out a bra and underpants,
began rapidly to dress.

Gradually. feeling old and weary, he, too, began to dress

I've made a mistake, he realized. I'll never get rid of her, now, sonething about her is
lethal inits persistence. If | could reverse just that one segnent of tinme, ny saying those few
words. . . he watched her put on an angora sweater and tight, tapered pants, then again resuned
his own dressing. She's smart; she's attractive; and she knows she's on to sonething, he
refl ected. Bel ow the verbal level |'ve nmanaged to convey to her that this is _different_.

God knows, he thought, how far she'll go before her interest is satisfied.

11

Not hi ng can be predicated of God literally or affirmatively. Literally God is _not_,
because He transcends bei ng.
--FErigena

By cab they flew across Burbank, to the Flask of Hernes Vitarium

From the outside the store | ooked enpty and cl osed and dark, and totally deserted for the
night. Seeing it, he had trouble believing that the Anarch Peak |ay on a makeshift bed inside,
presumably with at least Dr. Sign in attendance

"This is exciting," Ann Fisher said, pressing her |ean body cl ose agai nst himand
shivering. "It's cold; let's hurry and get inside. I"'mdying to see him you have no i dea how rmuch
| really appreciate this."

"We can't stay long," Sebastian said, as he unlocked the door. The door swung open. And
there, pointing a pistol at him stood Bob Lindy, blinking Iike an oW and at |east as watchful

"It's me," Sebastian said; he was startled, but it gratified himthat his staff was so
prepared. "And a friend." He shut and | ocked the door after them
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"That gun scares ne," Aim Fisher said nervously.

Sebastian said, "Put it away, Lindy. That wouldn't stop anybody anyhow. "

"It mght," Lindy said. He | ed the way back to the work area; the inner door opened and
all at once light shone out. "He's much stronger; he's been dictating to Cheryl." He surveyed Ann
Fi sher critically, and with cynical caution. "Wo's she?"

"“A customer," Sebastian said. "Negotiating for Ms. Tilly M Benton." He wal ked over to
the bed; Ann Fisher followed, breathlessly. "Your Mghtiness," he said fornally. "You're com ng
al ong okay, | hear."

The Anarch, his voice much stronger now, said, "I have so nuch I want to get down; why
don't you own a tape recorder? Anyhow, | can't tell you how nmuch | appreciate Mss Vale's facility
as an anmnuensis. In fact, all the hospitality and attention you' ve afforded ne."

"Are you actually the Anarch Peak?" Ann Fisher asked, in an awed voice. "It was so | ong
ago . . . do you feel that way, too?"

"I only know," the Anarch said dreanily, "that |'ve had a pricel ess opportunity. God has
provi ded ne--and others, too-- with nore than he allowed Paul to witness. | _nust_get it al
down." He appeal ed to Sebastian. "Don't you suppose you could get ne a tape recorder, M. Hernes?
| feel nyself forgetting . . . it's vanishing fromw thin ny grasp, nelting away." He clenched his

fists spasnodically.
To Bob Lindy, Sebastian said, "It ought to be possible to round up a tape recorder. W
used to have one; what happened to it?"

"The lifters jamed," Lindy said. "It's back where we got it, being serviced."

"That was nont hs ago,"” Cheryl Vale said severely.

"Well," Lindy said, "nobody's had the tine to pick it up. W can get it tonorrow norning."
"But it's departing," the Anarch wailed. "Please help ne."

Ann Fisher said, "I own a tape recorder. Back at my conapt. Not a very good one--"

"For voice recording," Sebastian said, "fidelity doesn't matter." He made a quick
decision. "Could you be prevailed on to go get it? And bring it back here?"

"Don't forget tape,” Lindy said. "Around twelve seven-inch reels.”

“I"d love to," Ann Fisher said, her eyes intense. "To be able to help in sonething as
wonderful as this--" She squeezed Sebastian's armbriefly, then started at a trot toward the front
of the store. "You will let ne in when | get back here with it, won't you?"

"W need it," Bob Lindy said. To Sebastian he said, "The old guy's talking so fast Cheryl
can't really get it down; it's coming out a mle a mnute." He added, nystified, "None of the
others rattled away like this. They usually just sort of sputter a while and then give up.”

Sebastian said, "He wants to be understood." He wants to do, he realized, what | wanted to

do--and what |, like the others, gave up trying for. He'll wheedl e and pester us until we can get
it domn. To himit was inpressive. And as he let Ann Fisher out onto the sidewal k he could see by
her feverish, illum nated expression that it inmpressed her, too.

"Hal f an hour," she told him And departed; her sharp heels clicked across the pavenent;
he saw her wavi ng down an aircab and then he shut and | ocked the door once again.

Dr. Sign, seated in a corner, taking a brief rest, said to him "I'msurprised, you
bringing that girl here.”

"She's a girl," Sebastian said, "who incorporated a baby nine nonths ago and she got nme to
go to bed with her tonight. She'll bring her tape recorder here, leave it off, and we'll probably

never see her again."

The vi dphone rang.

Lifting an eyebrow, Sebastian reached for the receiver. Perhaps it was Lotta. "Goodbye,"
he said, hopefully.

On the screen an unknown nman's face formed. "M . Hermes?" His voice was slow, extremely

met hodical. "I'mnot going to identify nyself because it isn't necessary. My conpani on and | have
this stake-out across the street fromyour vitarium"
"Ch?" Sebastian said; he made his own voice casual. "So?"

"W phot ographed the girl when you entered the building with her," the man continued. "The
one who just now left by cab. We transmitted the photo to Rome and ran an ident-scan through our
archives on it. | have here the info, back from Ronme." The man studi ed a sheet of paper; it
obscured his face as he read fromit. "Her nane's Ann McQuire; she's the daughter of the Chief
Li brarian at the People's Topical Library. The Erads use her fromtime to tinme in this area.”

"I see," Sebastian said mechanically.
"So they've got to you," the man finished. "You'll have to get the Anarch right out and
somewhere el se. Before they make a flying-wedge raid on you. The Erads, | nean. Okay, M. Hernes?"

"Ckay, " he said, and hung up.
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Presently Dr. Sign said, "Mybe ny house."

"Maybe it's hopel ess," Sebastian said.

Bob Lindy, who had also listened in on the vidcall, said, "Get the old man into an aircar
we' ve got three on the roof. Get himout of here --nove!" H's voice rose to a shout.

"You do it," Sebastian said thickly.

Both Dr. Sign and Bob Lindy disappeared into the back; standing inert, Sebastian heard
them getting the Anarch out of bed; he heard the Anarch protesting--he wanted to keep dictating--
and then he heard them making their way up the stairs to the roof field.

The noi se of an aircar notor. Then silence.

Cheryl Val e approached him "They're gone. The three of them Do you think--"

"I think," Sebastian said, "that |I'ma mouth-hole."

"And with you married," Cheryl said. "To that sweet little girl."

I gnoring her, Sebastian said, "That buyer in Italy. Gaconetti. | think he's going to be
our custoner."

"Yes, you owe them sonething."

And | was just in bed with her, he thought. An hour ago.

How can anybody do that? Use thenselves like that? "You can see," he said, "why Lotta left
me." He felt totally futile. And defeated, in a way newto him Not a conventional defeat, but
sonmet hing intimate and personal; sonethi ng which reached deep within him as a man and as a human
bei ng.

I will sonetinme see that worman again, he said to hinmself. And I will do something to her.
In return.

"Go hone," he said to Cheryl

“I intend to." She gathered up her coat and purse, unlocked the door and di sappeared out
into the night darkness. He was al one.

In one day, he thought, they got to both of us; they got Lotta and then they got ne.

He hunted around the store until he found Lindy's gun, |eft behind, and then he seated
himsel f by the front counter where he could watch the door. Tinme passed. For this | returned from
death, he thought. To do infinite harmin a finite world. He continued to wait.

Twenty minutes later a tap-tap sounded on the front door. He rose, put the gun in his coat
pocket, and went stiffly to answer it.

"'Bye," Ann Fisher said, gasping for breath as he opened the door and she squeezed into
the store carrying her tape recorder, plus a box of tapes. "Shall | take it in the back?" she
asked. "Wiere he is?"

"Fine," he said; again he seated hinself at the counter. Ann Fisher passed on by him
| uggi ng her | oad; he nade no nove to help her. He nerely sat waiting, as he had been doing.

After a nmonent she returned; he sensed her standing by him tall and lithe, not saying
anyt hi ng.

"He's gone,"” Ann said at |ast.

"He never was here. It was faked. For your benefit.” He had to play it by ear. Strangely,
he felt frightened. Wak and scared.

"I don't get it," Ann said.

"W received a tip," he said. "About you."

"Ch?" Her voice sharpened; it underwent a fundanental, al nost netabolic change. "Just what
did they have to say about me?" He did not answer. "I'd appreciate knowi ng," Ann said. "Anonynous
information--1 have a right know. " He still said nothing. "Well," she said, then, "I guess you
don't need ny tape recorder. O ne. |If you don't trust ne."

He said, wthout |ooking up, "Wat did your nother do to ny wife at the Library today?"

"Not hi ng," she said, natter-of-factly; she seated herself in one of the customers' chairs,
her | egs crossed. Presently she fished out a package of cigaret butts and lit one, inhaling,
breat hi ng out, inhaling.

"I't was enough," he said, "to cause her to | eave ne."

"Ch, they got frightened, she and her cop-friend. She didn't |eave you because of what
not her did; that cop's been trying to get her into bed for nonths. W know where they are; they're
holed up in a notel sonmewhere in San Fernando."

"As you and | were," he said. "Alittle while ago."

She had no conment about that; she nerely continued snmoking: the cigaret grew | onger and
| onger. "So now what?" Ann asked finally. "You noved him we find him There're only a finite
nunber of places he can be. And we have a tail on that aircar that left here; | presune you have
himin that."

"There was no Arnold Oxnard Ford," he said. "Was there?"
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"In a sense, yes. That was the name of ny first husband. He left ne last year." She
sounded nonconmittal, as if nothing of inportance were taking place. And perhaps, he thought,
she's right. He rose to his feet, wal ked toward her. d ancing up, she said, "And now?"

"Get out of ny store," he said.

"Look," Ann said, "be intelligent. W're a buyer. W want to be in a position to erad
everything he says; that's all we want . . . we're not going to injure him W don't need to do
that; it's your cop-friend who uses a gun, and that technician of yours. Were is that gun now?"

"I have it," he said. "So get out." He held the door to the street open. Witing.

Ann sighed. "I see no barrier to our relationship. Lotta is shacking up with soneone el se;
you're alone. I'malone. Wat's the probl en? W' ve done nothing illegal; your wife is a phobic
child, scared by everything--you' re naking a m stake, taking her neurotic fears seriously; you
ought to tell her, swimor drown. | would." She lit another cigaret. "lIt's that cop-friend of

yours, that Joe Tinbane, you ought to be after; doesn't it nake you sore, him sleeping with your
wi fe? That's what they' re doing right now, and you're mad at ne." Her tone was brittle and
accusi ng, but without heat or even color. A neutral stating of facts. Devastating, he thought. |
can't stand nuch nmore of it; this isn't the same wonan | slept wth; nobody can change that nuch.
"I think," Ann said, "you and | ought to forget this quarrel--it isn't doing either of us any
good, and then--" She shrugged. "Pick up where we left off. We could have a very rewarding
relati onship, very whol esonme and conpl ete. Despite your age."

He gave her a brutal, violent smack across the nouth.

Unruffled, she bent to retrieve her cigaret; she was, however, shaking. "Your marriage,"

she continued, "is finished, whether you like it or not. Your old |life is over and a new one--"

"Wth you?" he said.

“I't could be. | find you attractive--after a fashion. If we can get this matter regarding
the Anarch out of the way, then--" She gestured. "I don't see what would obstruct a gainful and
quite mutually satisfying relationship between us. Except for this one problem that of the
Anar ch, about which you have so much hostility and distrust, | still think we were off to a quite
good begi nning. Despite your hitting ne. | can even overlook that; | don't think you're really

like that; that's not you."

The vi dphone rang.

"Aren't you going to answer it?" Ann Fisher inquired.

"No, " he said.

CGoi ng over to the vidphone, Ann lifted the receiver. "Flask of Hermes Vitarium" she said,
wi th professional resonance. "W're closed, now, could you call back in the norning?"

A mal e voice, unfanmiliar to Sebastian, said, "Mrrrr." He caught the sound but not the
words; he sat inpassively, weighed down, his mnd drifting. Not Lotta, he thought. The thing is,
Ann Fisher is right; ny marriage is over because she can _nake_ it be over. Al she has to do is
find Lotta and tell her about our going to bed together. And she will paint it as she has just
now. as the begi nning of sonething enduring.

In one evening, he thought, this girl has inperiled both ny business and ny life as | |ead
it. Aday ago | couldn't have believed this.

To him Ann Fisher said, "lIt's a M. Carl Gantrix."

"l don't know him" he said.

She put her hand over the receiver. "He knows you have the Anarch Peak; it's about that. |
think he's a customer.” She held the receiver of the vidphone toward him

There was no choice. He got up, cane over, accepted the receiver. "Goodbye," he said.

Li stlessly.
"M. Hernes," M. Gantrix said. "Nice to have known you."

"Li kewi se. "
"I amcontacting you," Gantrix said, "officially, for Hs Mghtiness, Ray Roberts, who, at
this moment, | am happy to say, is aboard a jet on his pilg to the WU.S.; he will arrive in Los

Angel es ten m nutes from now. "

Sebastian said nothing. He nerely heard.

"M. Hermes," Gntrix said, "I've called at this unusual hour on the of fchance hope that
you'd be on your premses. | would in fact speculate that you are busily at work, reviving and
caring for the Anarch; am| right in this regard?”

"Who told you," Sebastian said, "that we have the Anarch?"

"Ah . . . that would be telling." Gantrix's face on the vidscreen was sly.

"Your informant was wong," Sebastian said.

"No, | don't think so." Again the al nbst bantering, teasing slyness, as if Gantrix was
playing with him As if Gantrix held all the cards and knewit. "I, nyself," Gantrix said, "am
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already here in the WU.S., in Los Angeles, where | will shortly again join M. Roberts. | do have
time, however, to conduct this business matter with you; H's Mghtiness, M. Roberts, has
instructed ne to negotiate for the purchase of the Anarch, and I amso doing. Wiat is he |listed at
in your catal og?"

"Forty billion poscreds," Sebastian said.
"That's rather high."
"Forty-five billion," Sebastian said, "with the sal esman's comm ssion."

St andi ng behind him Ann Fisher |eaned down and said, "You made a mi stake, naming a
price."

"It's a preposterous price," Sebastian said. "Nobody could pay it. Not even the Uditi."

"Not really," Ann said. "Not for them Not for what they're getting."

“I''"1l be by your place shortly," Gantrix said, "and we can perhaps shave the price a
trifle." He did not seem phased. Ann was right. "Hello, then, M. Hernes, for the time being."

"Hell o," Sebastian said, and hung up.

"You feel so guilty for hitting nme," Ann said, "that you're now punishing yourself. By
giving up."

"Maybe so," he said. But that price; he could hardly believe the Uditi could neet it.
"I'l'l raise the price," he said, "when Gantrix gets here."

"No you won't," Ann said. "You'll capitulate. Anyhow, you don't know if you still have
possession of the Anarch. | think you better let ne handle this, Sebastian; you' ve had it."

"You want," he said, "to handl e everything."

"Whay not? I'mintelligent; I'mhighly educated; |'ve had a good deal of training in
busi ness procedure. You're worn out. Go in the back of the shop and |lie down; |'Il wake you when

Gantrix gets here, and you can act as an adviser to ne. You need soneone who can take charge when
you get dispirited like this. | don't think Lotta could do that for you. That's why she lost out."
He got up, left the store, wal ked across the dark street. Searching for the stake-out. For
a tine he stood, waving his arms, and then froma building to his right a man energed, the man who
had called himto warn hi mabout Ann. "I need hel p," Sebastian said.
"I'n what regard?" the dark-haired Italian-looking man said. "To take care of that MQuire

girl?"

"“You probably saw our aircar take off fromour roof, alittle while ago."

"Yes," the man said, "and we saw the Library bus go after it." Sebastian said, "I don't
know i f we still have the Anarch or not."

"W're waiting to hear about that,” the man said. "It |ooked to us, at the stake-out, as

if your aircar had a headstart. And it was really noving. Your driver nust be an expert."

That woul d be Bob Lindy, Sebastian thought. He drives like a maniac. "How wi Il you know?"
he asked the nan. "I have to find out because a buyer, representing Ray Roberts, is on his way
here. "

"Gantrix," the man said, nodding. "W nonitored the vidcall from Gantrix; we know about
that. That's quite a price you set; is that your real price? O was that just to tie up the
uditi?"

Sebastian said, "I had no idea they could raise it."

"They can't. Not in WU S. poscreds, anyhow. Gantrix will try to get you to take F.N M
scrip; as you know, it's virtually worthless." He added, "You failed to specify."

"I'f we don't still have the Anarch," Sebastian said, "it doesn't matter."

"I can notify you as soon as we hear. W sent one of our own cars after the Library's; we
should hear any tine, now Stall Gantrix until we phone you."

"Ckay." Sebastian nodded. Then, awkwardly, he said, "I appreciate all your help."

The man said, "You' ve got to get rid of that McGQuire girl. Can't you get control of her?
She's tough; she's a pro--but you're bigger than _her_."

"What good woul d throwi ng her out on the street do?" It seemed futile to him Pointless.
"She's already told the Library what she found out; there isn't any nore harm she can do."

"She'll tip your hand to Gantrix; that's what she'll do." The man's voice rose in
i ndi gnation. "She'll take charge of the negotiations, and the first you know, she'll have sold the
Anarch and it'll all be over."

A second dark figure energed fromthe building on the right; the two stake-out nen from
the Rone syndicate conferred.

"She's using your store vidphone to call the Library,” the first nan said to Sebastian
"Telling the Erad Council about Gantrix, his neeting with you at the vitarium"

The ot her man, earphones still on his head, added, "And she's telling the Library that
she's planted a bonb--she brought it in as part of her phony tape recorder--sonewhere on the
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preni ses. Wich she can detonate by renpte any tine she feels like."

"What's that for?" the first man asked him "To bl ow up who? Hersel f?"

"She didn't say. The Erad at the Library who took her call seemed to know. Wait." He
tapped his earphones. "She's making a second call." He was silent and then he said, "This is to
her husband. "

"Her husband," Sebastian said. So even that part wasn't true. He felt real hatred for her
deep and abi di ng.

"This is very interesting,” the man with the headphones said after a tine. "She has a
whol e bunch of projects hunmi ng away. First, she wants your wife, Ms. Hernes, |ocated and
wat ched. Do you know where your wife is, M. Hernmes?"

"No, " he said.

"Second," the man continued. "she wants sone man naned Joe Tinbane killed. And lastly, if
t hat happens, she wants the Erads to pick up your wife so she can't cone back to you. Annie
McCuire intends to stick around you until the Library gets possession of the Anarch and then--" He
gl anced at Sebastian. "She says she intends to kill you. For what you did to her. What did you do
to her, M. Hermes?"

"I slapped her," he said.

“"Not hard enough," the man with the headphones said.

Sebastian turned and nade his way back across the street, to the vitarium Wen he entered
he found Ann seated a good di stance fromthe vidphone; she snmiled briskly at him "And where did
you go?" she asked. "I |ooked out but it was too dark; | couldn't see."

"I wal ked around and thought," he said.
"And what did you decide?"
"I"'mstill trying to decide," he said.

Ann said, "There's really nothing for you to decide."

"Yes there is," he said. "What to do about you. That's what | have to decide."

"“I'"'m hel ping you," Ann said ingratiatingly. "Go |lie down and get sonme rest. I'll tell you
when Gantrix gets here. And--" She rose, put her hand on his arm patted him "Don't worry so. I|f
you' ve | ost the Anarch then the Library has him and that's not so bad; they'll know what to do.
And if you still have him-" She hesitated, calculating; her intense blue eyes flickered nightily.
"I can handle that very well. The negotiations with Carl Gantrix."

Going into the rear of the store he lay down on the bed which the Anarch had so recently
occupi ed; he stared up sightiessly at the ceiling. My whole store, he thought. She can destroy it
and nme, everything; there's nothing about nme she can't get into and control. Wiy can't | stop her?
he asked hinself. | have a gun now, | could kill her

But he was trained to bring people back to life, not to kill them his whole orientation
everything he believed, involved bestowing Iife. On everyone possible, w thout distinction; the
vitarium never asked for a pedigree on the old-born it dug up; it never inquired into whether they
ought to live again.

It's not that easy to kill a person, he thought. That's not what people do; there has to
be another answer. But hitting her hadn't affected her--except to get him placed on her pernanent
foodlist, to be paid back. | don't think | can physically drive her away, he decided. Not if she
i ntends to hang around; words have no influence on her, nor nenace to her physical safety. He
wonder ed, Were is the bonb? Here in this roon? God, he thought. |I have to do sonmething; | can't
lie here; | have to act.

In the front roomthe vidphone rang.

He sprang up, thinking, | can't let her get that. He sprinted, panting, into the
receptionist's area; there she sat, already the receiver against her ear--he grabbed it away from
her .

"They wouldn't talk to me anyhow, " Ann said philosophically. "They said they'd talk only
to you, whoever they are." She added, "I didn't like their tone or their voice; you really have
some strange friends, if that's what they are.”

It was Bob Lindy. "Can she hear ne?" Lindy asked.

"No." He carried the phone and the receiver as far away fromher as the cord would all ow.
"CGo ahead," he said.

"Can't you get rid of her?" Lindy demanded.

"Just go ahead," he grated.

Lindy said, "W ditched them The car following us. It was a real dogfight, Iike Wrld War

One. | | ooped back and around, and then they |looped; | did an |Inmel mann a couple of tines...
finally I got themgoing north, with me going south. By the tinme they turned around | was out of
there. W set down just now, he's still in the car."
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"Don't tell me where you are," Sebastian said.
"Hell no, not with that screwy dame there. She isn't scared of you a bit, is she? Wrnen

are never scared of men they' ve been to bed with. But she's scared of ne; | saw it in her eyes

when | had that gun on her. You want ne to cone back? 1 can leave Sign with the Anarch and join

you at the store, say in about forty mnutes."

Sebastian said, "lI've got to handle it nyself. Thanks. Call ne back two hours from now.
Hello." He rang off.
Standi ng by the window with her arms folded, Ann said, "So you still have possession of

the Anarch. Well, well."

"How do you know that?" he said.

“When you told him'Don't tell me where you are.
toward him "What is it you' re going to handl e yoursel f?"

She turned away fromthe w ndow and

"You," Sebastian said.
12

We do not know what God is . . . because He is infinite and therefore objectively
unknowabl e. God Hi nsel f does not know what He is because He is not anything.

--Erigena

They faced each ot her.

"I have a bonmb hidden here in the vitarium" Ann said. "So don't try to use that gun on
me. And even if you get nme out of here, | can still detonate the bonb; |I can kill you and Carl
Gantrix, and if | do that the Uditi will go after your wife; they'll blanme you and they're very
vengeful . "

He said thoughtfully, "You won't detonate the bonb while you're still here. Because that
woul d kill you, too, and you're too vital, too active, to deliberately die."

"Thank you." She smiled her crinkly smle. "That's flattering."

A tap sounded at the front door

"It's M. Gntrix," Ann said; she noved toward the door. "Shall | let himin?" In answer
to her own question s"he said, "Yes, | think it would clear the air to have a third party here.

Then you woul dn't be making all sorts of violent threats.

"Wait," he said.

She gl anced up questioningly.

"Don't do anything to Lotta," he said, "and 1'Il |let you have the Anarch.”

Her eyes ignited, flared violently, triunphantly.

"But | want her back first," he said. "Physically back in nmy possession, before | give you
the Anarch. | don't want your word." To her, words nmeant not hing.

Pushing the hal f-open door aside, a sloppily dressed, rather gaunt and tall Negro said
tentatively, "M. Hermes? Sebastian Hernes?" He peered into the front roomof the vitarium "Good
to finally neet you, sir, face to face. Goodbye, M. Hernes." He wal ked toward Sebastian, his hand
ext ended.

"Just a nonent, M. @Gntrix," Sebastian said, ignoring the proffered hand. To Ann he said,
"You understand the agreenent?" He fixed his gaze on her, trying to read her face; it was
i mpossi bl e to guess what was going on in her mind: he couldn't gauge her response.

"I can see |I'minterrupting,"” Gantrix said, jovially. "I'll go take a seat--" He strode
toward one of the chairs. "--and read, until you're finished." He glanced at his wistwatch. "But
I do have to neet His Mghtiness, Ray Roberts, in an hour."

Ann said, "No one has 'physical possession' of anyone el se.”

"Words," Sebastian said. "You use themsadistically; you know what | nean. | just want her
back, here, not somewhere else like a notel or the Library, but here in the vitarium"

"I's the Anarch Peak on the prenises?" Gantrix spoke up. "Could I tiptoe in and have a | ook
at himwhile you good people carry on your discussion?"

"He's not on the prem ses,"” Sebastian said. "W were forced to nove him For purposes of
safety. "

"But you do have actual and legal custody," Gantrix said.

She opened the door
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"Yes," Sebastian said. "I guarantee it."
Ann said, "Wat makes you think | can deliver Lotta back to you? She |left of her own free
will. I have no idea where she is, except that somewhere in San--"

"But you will find the notel," he said. "Eventually. You phoned the Library and told the
Erads to keep working until they |ocated her."

The girl's face bl anched.

"I know the content of both calls," Sebastian said. "To the Library and to your husband."

"Those were strictly private," Ann said sulkily and w th indignation--but also, he
noticed, with fear. For the first time she had | ost control; she was afraid of him And with
reason. Havi ng knowl edge of the calls, of her real intentions, had changed him he felt the

newness in him and Ann evidently could see it. "I was just griped," she said. "Nobody's going to
kill Joe Tinbane; that was just talk. You upset nme terribly when you hit nme; no man has ever hit
me inmy entire life. And what | said about sticking with you--" She chose her words scrupul ously.
He coul d sense her sorting anpbng the possibilities. "Frankly, | want to stay with you because |I'm
attracted to you. | had to give nmy husband an excuse; | had to tell him _sonmething ."

"Get the bonb," he said.

"Hrhm " she said reflectively, again folding her arns. "I wonder if | ought to do that."

She seened | ess frightened, now.
His attention captured, Carl Gantrix again spoke up. "Bonb? Wat bonb?" He stood up

nervously.

"Turn the Anarch over to us," Ann said, "and I'Il|l defuse the bonb."

| npasse.

To Carl Gntrix, Ann said, "I brought the bonb in here when the Anarch was here. To kil
him"

Staring at her, with horror, Gantrix said,, "Wwhy?"

“I"'mfromthe Library," Ann said. Puzzled by his reaction, she said, "Doesn't Ray Roberts
want the Anarch killed?"

" Oh ny god no! " Gantrix said

Bot h Sebastian and Ann Fisher stared at him now.

"W revere the Anarch," Gantrix said, stammering in his vehenence, his disclaim "He's our
_saint_--the only one we've got. W've waited decades for his return; the Anarch will have all the
ultimte wi sdomof the afterlife; that's the entire purpose of Roberts' pilg: this is a holy
journey, for the purpose of sitting at the feet of the Anarch and hearing his good news." He
wal ked toward Ann Fi sher, now, his fingers clutching; she ducked away, avoiding him "The _news_,
Gantrix said. "The glorious news of the fusion in eternity of all souls. Nothing else matters but
this news_."

Ann said faintly, "The Library--"

"You Erads," Gantrix said; his voice was harsh, bleak with disdain. "Tyrants. Petty rulers
of this earth. Wat business is it of yours? You intend to eradicate the news which he has bro
ught back?" He turned to Sebastian. "The Anarch, you say, is physically safe, now?"

"Yes," Sebastian said. "They tried to get him in fact they alnost did." Had he been w ong
about Roberts? Was this true? He had a strange, eerie feeling of unreality, as if Carl Gantrix was
not actually here, not genuinely saying anything; it was like a dream Gantrix's words, his di smy
and outrage, his avowed dislike of the Library. But if it were true, he thought, then we can do
busi ness; we can go ahead and purvey the Anarch to him Everything is changed.

To Sebastian, Carl Gantrix said, "Does she have the detonator of the bonmb on her?"

"The Library can detonate the bonb," Ann said huskily.

"No, " Sebastian said. "lIt's on her." To Ann he said, "That's what you said in your vidcal
to the Library."

"Do you think she would let herself be killed by it?" Gantrix asked him

"No," Sebastian said. "I'mpositive; she nmeant to get out of here first."

Gantrix said, "Then we can proceed this way: I'll hold her arns while you search for the
detonator." He gripped the girl, then, in an iron-rigid hold. Too rigid, Sebastian thought; he
noted that. And then he understood his sense of unreality about Gantrix; it was a robot, operating
on renote.

No wonder "Gantrix" was not frightened by the bonb, now that he--or rather his operator--

knew t hat the Anarch was away and safe. It's only me, Sebastian realized, who'll be killed: nme and
Ann Fi sher McCQuire.
"l suggest,"” the roby said, "that you search her as quickly as you can." Its voice was

firmwith authority.
Sebastian said, "Annie, don't detonate it. For your own sake. It won't acconplish
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anything; this isn't a man--it's only a robot. The Uditi won't seek bl ood because of the
destruction of a robot."

"I's that true?" she asked "Gantrix."

“"Yes," it said. "I amCarl Junior. Please, M. Hernes; get the triggering device away from
her. We have business to conduct and | have | ess than an hour."

He found the nechanismin her purse. After a fifteen minute search. Thanks to the robot's
tight grip on the girl she had no chance of reaching it; they had never genuinely been in danger.

"You have that, now," Ann said, with stilted conposure, "but mnmy instructions to the
Li brary still stand. About Joe Ti nbane and about your wife." She faced himdefiantly, now, as the
robot rel eased her

"And about ne, too?" Sebastian asked. "Sticking to ne, staying with ne, to--"

"Yes, yes, yes," she said, massaging her arms. She brushed her hair back, snoothed it,
shook her head vigorously. "I think he's lying," she said, nmaking a quick, furtive gesture at Carl
Junior. "If you turn the Anarch over to himyou' Il get nothing but worthless F.N. M poscreds and
then they'll announce in a few weeks that the Anarch is ailing, and then he'll disappear. He'll be
dead. Alittle while ago, before it came, you offered ne a quid pro quo. I'll now accept; you'l
get Lotta back--as you specified, physically here at the vitarium And we receive the Anarch." She
studied him waiting for his answer.

He said, "But if Udi gets the Anarch--"

"Ch, you conceivably nmight see Lotta again anyhow. |I'mnot threatening you; |I'moffering
you an absol ute guarantee." Once again Ann seemed poised, in control of yerself. "We'Ill put the
resources of the Library behind persuading her to | eave Joe Tinbane and returning to you; it won't
be coercion; it'll be nothing nore than maki ng her appreciate how nuch you care for her. How nuch
you' ve given up for her sake. You gave up forty-five billion poscreds to get her back; she'l
under st and t hat

. sone of the Erads are very good at nmaking intricate issues clear."

"I"1l take you el sewhere,"” Sebastian said to the robot Carl Junior. "Were we can work the
sale out." He seized Ann Fisher by the arm led her in one swift notion fromthe store and out
onto the sidewal k. The robot Carl Junior silently followed.

As he locked up the vitarium Ann said, "You stupid foodhead. You stupid, stupid
foodhead." Her voice rang sharply, as he and Carl Junior started toward the rickety outside stairs
which led to the roof and his parked car.

"W have always pitted ourselves against the Library," Carl Junior said as they ascended
the unpai nted wooden stairs. "They want to erad the new teachi ngs of the Anarch; they want to
expunge every trace of the transcendental doctrine which he has brought back. Which | _presune_ he
has brought back. Is that so, M. Hermes? Has his discourse so far indicated a religious
experi ence of magnitude and dept h?"

"Very much so," Sebastian said. "He's been dictating and tal king fromthe nmonent we
revived him to everyone in sight."

They reached his parked car; he unl ocked the door and the robot got inside.

"What power does the Library have over your w fe?" Carl Junior asked as the car shot up
into the night. "As nuch as that girl alleged?"
"I don't know," Sebastian said. He wondered how well| Joe Ti nbane could protect Lotta,

while she remained with him Probably fairly well, he decided. Joe Tinbane had gotten her out of
the Library in the first place . . . he could therefore be expected, reasonably, to keep her from
bei ng haul ed back. How persistent, really, would the Library be? After all, this was a side issue,

a vendetta on the part of Ann Fisher, not a fundanental aspect of Library policy.

And it appeared to be the Erad Council which dictated policy, not Ann.

"Athreat," he said aloud to the robot. "Intimdation. A power-oriented wonan al ways hints
at violence unless you do what she says." He thought about Lotta, and how di fferent she was; how
i mpossible it would be for her to utilize the intimdation of hinted-at force to get what she
want ed.

I"mlucky, he thought, to have a wife like that. O _was_ |ucky. Wichever it turns out to
be. Wth the hel p of God.

"If the Library injures your wife," the robot seated beside himsaid, "you will probably
retaliate. Against that girl personally. AmI| wong or am| right? Choose one."

Sebastian said tightly, "You're right."

"That girl must realize that. It will probably deter her."

"Probably,"” he agreed. A bluff, he thought; that's what it is; Ann Fisher must know what
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I'd do to her. "Let's talk about other topics," he said to the robot; he was afraid to think
further in that direction. "I'"mtaking you to ny conapt,"” he said. "The Anarch is not there, but
we can work out price and the nethod of custody-transfer. W have a standard operating procedure;
| see no reason why it can't be applied in this case.”

"We trust you," the robot said warmy. "But of course we'll need to see the Anarch before
we pay over the noney. To certify that you do in fact have possession of himand that he's alive.
And we'd like to talk briefly with him"

"No," Sebastian said. "You can see himbut not talk to him"

"Why not?" The robot regarded hi mcuriously.

"What the Anarch has to say," Sebastian said, "isn't a factor in this sale. It never is;
the business of a vitariumisn't conducted on that basis."

After a pause the robot said, "So we must take your word for it that the Anarch brought
sonet hi ng of val ue back."

"That's correct,"” he agreed.

"At the price you re asking--"

"I't makes no neverm nd," Sebastian said. He always had a canny sense about this aspect of
hi s busi ness; he never budged.

The robot said, "Paynent will be nmade to you in our own currency. |In banknotes of the Free
Negro Municipality."”

As Ann Fi sher warned me, Sebastian thought with a chill. In this instance she told the
truth. And the Rone party--they warned ne, too. "In WU.S. notes," he said.

"W deal only in our own specie.” The robot's voice was flat. Final. "I have no. power to
negotiate on any other basis. If you insist on WU.S. notes, then let nme off. |I'Il have to report
to Hs Mghtiness M. Roberts that we couldn't reach an agreenent."

"Then he goes to the People's Topical Library," Sebastian said. And, he thought, | get ny

wi f e back.

"The Anarch would not want that,"” Carl Junior said.

True, Sebastian realized. However, he said, "We're required to nake the decision; we
possess the legal right, in these cases."

"There has never been a case like this before," the robot said, "in the history of the
worl d. Except," he hastily anended, "once. But that happened | ong ago."

"Can't you help nme get nmy wife back?" Sebastian demanded. "Don't the Uditi have a corps of
commandos for operations |ike this?"

"The O fspring exist only for vengeance,"” the robot said dispassionately. "And anyhow we
are not strong in the WU.S. Back honme it would be different."

Lotta, he thought. Did | |ose you? To the Library?

And then, strangely, he found hinself contenplating--not his w fe--but Ann Fisher. The
earlier hours, when they had wal ked the evening streets w ndow shoppi ng. When they had fiercely
besported thenselves in bed. | shouldn't renenber that, he realized. That was faked; she had been
given a job to do.

But it had proved good, for a tinme. Before the power-play nanifested itself, and the chic,
soft exterior ebbed away to reveal the iron

"An attractive girl, that Library agent," the robot said, acutely.

"M sl eading," he said gruffly.

"Isn't it always? You buy the wappings. It's always a surprise. | personally found her
typical of Library people, attractive and otherw se. Have you decided to let nme off, or will you
accept F.N.M currency?"

“I'"Il accept it," he said. It didn't really matter; the ritual of business, which he had
maneuvered through for so many years, neant nothing, now Considering the greater context.

Maybe | can reach Joe Ti nbane by way of the police radio system he conjectured. Warn him
That woul d be enough; if Joe Tinbane knew that the Library was seeking himhe'd do the rest
for hinself and Lotta. And isn't that what matters? Not whether | get her back?

He lifted the receiver of his car's vidphone and dial ed the nunber of Joe Tinbane's
precinct station. "I want to get hold of an Oficer Tinbane," he informed the police swtchboard
operator, when he had her. "He's off duty, but this constitutes an energency; his personal safety
is involved."

"Your name, sir.'

The police operator waited.

Food, Sebastian thought. Joe'll think I"'mtrying to track himdown to retrieve Lotta; he
won't acknowl edge nmy call. So there's no way | can get through, at |east not via the police. "Tel
him" he said to the operator, "that Library agents are out after him He'll understand." He rang

of f. And wondered bleakly if the nessage woul d be conveyed.
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"I's he your wife's paramour?" the robot inquired.

Sebasti an, soundl essly, nodded.

"Your concern for himis nmost Christian,
comended. "

Sebastian said curtly, "This is the second calculated risk I've taken in |l ess than two
days." Digging up the Anarch in advance of his rebirth had been risky enough; now he ganbl ed that
the Library wouldn't reach out and squash Ti nbane and Lotta. It nmade himill: he did not possess
the mental constitution for such ventures, one right after the other. "He'd do the sane for ne,"
he sai d.

"Does he have a wife?" the robot asked. "If so, perhaps you could arrange to nake her your
nm stress, while he has Ms. Hernes."

“"I"'mnot interested in anyone else. Only Lotta."

"You found that Library girl exciting. Even though she threatened you." The robot's tone
was al |l -knowi ng. "_We want the Anarch before you run into her again_. |, at renote, have conferred
by phone with His Mghtiness Ray Roberts; | aminstructed to obtain custody tonight. | amto stay
with you rather than neeting H's Mghtiness."

Sebastian said, "You think |'mthat vul nerable to Ann Fi sher?"

"His Mghtiness thinks so."

I wouldn't be surprised, Sebastian thought unhappily, if H's Mghtiness were right.

the robot acknow edged. "You are to be

At his conapt he switched on the phone relay; Bob Lindy's call-back to the vitarium would
be switched here. All he had to do was wait. Meanwhile he prepared a quantity of prime sogum from
his reserve, extra-special stock, inbibed it in an effort to raise both his physical energy-Ileve
and his noral e.

“"A weird custom" the robot said, observing him "Before the Hobart Phase you woul d never
have performed such an act before the eyes of another."

“"You're only a robot," he said.

"But a human operator perceives through ny sensory apparatus."”

The vi dphone rang. So soon? he thought, glancing at his watch. "Goodbye," he said tensely
into the receiver.

On the screen the image fornmed. It was not Bob Lindy; he faced the negotiator for the
interested Rone party, Tony G aconetti. "We followed you to your conapt," G aconetti said
"Hernes, you are deeply in spiritual debt to us; if it hadn't been for our stake-out, M ss Fisher
woul d have bl own up the Anarch with her bonb."

"I realize that," he said.

"In addition," G aconetti continued, "you would not have known the contents of the two
phone calls she nade fromyour vitarium So we may have saved your wife's |ife and possibly
yours. "

He repeated, "l realize that.'

The Rone buyer had him "Wat do you want me to do?" he
sai d.

"W want the Anarch. W know he's with your technician, Bob Lindy. Wen Lindy got in touch
with you we put a trace on the call; we know where he and the Anarch are. If we wanted to take the
Anarch forcibly we could do that, but that's not the approach we traditionally favor. This
purchase must be acconplished on an aboveboard ethical basis; Rone is not the People's Topica
Library nor the Uditi--we do not, under any circunstances, operate as they do. You understand?"

"Yes." He nodded.

G aconetti said, "Mrally, therefore, you are obliged to nake your sale to us, rather than
to Carl Gantrix. May we send our buyer to your conapt to negotiate the transfer? W can be there
inten mnutes."

“Your nethod of operation," he conceded, "is effective.
was right. "Send your buyer over," he said, and hung up

The robot Carl Junior had observed the conversation and had heard his end. But, oddly, it
did not appear perturbed.

"Your Anarch," Sebastian said to it, "would be dead, now If they hadn't--"

"What you're forgetting," the robot said patiently, as if explaining to a naive child,
"that the disposition of the Anarch depends on his own preference. That is the binding noral
obligation. Your solution will be this: suspend the negotiations until your technician phones in
and then inquire of the Anarch as to whom he wi shes to be sold." It concluded confidently, "W are
certain that it will be ourselves.”

"G aconetti may not agree," Sebastian said.

What el se could he do? G aconett
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The robot said, "The decision is not his. Al right; the Rone people have placed this on
an ethical basis; we are delighted. However, our ethical basis is superior to theirs." It beaned.

Rel i gi on, Sebastian thought wearily. Mre ins and outs, nore angles, than ordinary
conmer ce. The casuistry had al ready gone beyond him he gave up. "I'Il let you explainit to
G aconetti when his buyer arrives," he said. And inbibed, to fortify hinself, an additional ten
ounces of sogum

"The Rone party," the robot said, "has had centuries nore experience than we. Their buyer
will be clever. | entreat you to avoid various diverse pitfalls which he may dig for you, as the
expressi on goes."

"You talk to him" Sebastian said wearily. "Wen he gets here. Explain to himwhat you
spelled out to ne."

"dadly."

"You feel capable of out-arguing hinP"

The robot said, "God is on our side."

"I's that what you're going to tell hin®"

Pondering, the robot decided, "He would cite apostolic succession. Free will, | believe,
is the best argunent. Civil |law regards an ol d-born individual as the chattel of the vitarium
which revives it. This however is not in accord with theol ogi cal considerations; a human bei ng
cannot be owned, old-born or otherw se, since both possess a soul. |I will therefore first
establish the fact that the ol d-born Anarch has a soul, which the Rone buyer will adnmit, and then
deduce fromthat prem se that only the Anarch can dispose of hinmself, which is our position.”
Again it pondered. For quite some tine. "H s Mghtiness, M. Roberts,” it declared at |ast,
"agrees with this line of reasoning. | amin touch with him |f the Rone buyer can counter it--

which is unlikely--then M. Roberts hinself, rather than I, Carl Gantrix, will operate Carl

Junior; it will becone Ray Junior. You can now see that we were prepared for this devel opnent from
the beginning; for this, Hs Mghtiness, M. Roberts, has traveled to the Wst Coast. He will not
return to the F.N. M enpty-handed."

"I wonder what Ann Fisher is doing," Sebastian said, brooding.

"The Library is no longer a factor. The conflict as to who is the proper buyer has been
reduced to two principals: ourselves and Rone."

"She won't give up." For her it would be inpossible. He wal ked to the wi ndow of his |iving
room gazed out on the dark street below. Oten, he and Lotta had done this; every object in the
conapt rem nded hi mof her, every object and every spot.

A knock sounded at the living room door.

"Let himin," Sebastian said to the robot. He seated hinself, picked up a cigaret butt
fromthe ashtray, lit it, and prepared to endure the inm nent debate.

"CGoodbye, M. Hernes," Anthony G aconetti said, entering; he had conme hinself . . . for
t he sane reasons which had pronpted Carl Gantrix to bring in _his_ principal. "Goodbye, Gantrix,"
he said sourly to the robot.

"M. Hernmes," the robot declared, "has asked ne to informyou of the position he takes. He
is tired and very worried about his wife--so he would rather not attenpt to discuss this nmatter
hi nsel f. "

To Sebastian, and not to the robot, G aconetti said, "Wat does it nean? We cane to an
agreenment on the phone.”

"Since then," the robot said, "I have inforned himthat only the Anarch can pronise
delivery."

"Scott versus Tyler," G aconetti said. "Two years ago, the Superior Court of Contra Costa
County. Judge W nsl ow presiding. The option of disposal of an ol d-born belongs to the owner of the
reviving vitarium not to his salesman, not to the ol d-born hinself, not to--"

"We have here, however," the robot interrupted, "a spiritual matter. Not a juridical one
The civil law regarding old-borns is two hundred years out of date. Rone--yourselves--recognizes
an ol d-born as possessing a soul; this is proved by the rite of Suprene Unction conferred when an
old-born is severely injured or--"

"The vitarium does not dispose of a soul; it disposes of the soul's possessor: its body."

"Negative," the robot disagreed. "A deader, before the soul reenters it and reanimates it,
cannot be dug up by a vitarium Wen it is only a body, a corpse of flesh, the vitarium cannot
sell or--"

"The Anarch," G aconetti said, "was illegally dug up before returning to |ife. The Flask
of Hermes Vitariumcommitted a crime. Under civil law, the Flask of Hernes Vitarium does not in
fact own the Anarch. Johnson versus Scruggs, the California Suprenme Court, |ast year."

"Then who does own the Anarch?" the robot asked, puzzled. "You clained," G aconetti said,
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and his eyes kindled, "that this is not a juridical matter but a spiritual one."

"OfF course it's juridical! W need to establish |egal ownership before either of us can
buy. "

"Then you concede, "
this transaction."

The robot was silent. And then, when it resumed, there was a subtle but real difference in
its voice. A deepening into greater power. Hi s Mghtiness M. Roberts, Sebastian decided, was now
operating it; Carl Gantrix had been snared by the argunent of the Rome party and hence had been
retired. "If the Flask of Hermes Vitarium does not own the ol d-born Anarch Peak," it decl ared,
"then according to law the Anarch is ownerless, and holds the sane | egal status as an ol d-born
who, as occasionally happens, manages to open his own coffin, claw the dirt aside, and exhune
hinsel f without external aid. He is then considered the proprietor of hinmself, and his own opinion
as to his disposition is the sole factor obtaining. So we Uditi still maintain that as an
ownerl ess ol d-born the Anarch alone can legally sell hinmself, and we are now waiting for his
decision.”

"Are you certain you dug up the Anarch too soon?" G aconetti asked Sebastian, cautiously.

G aconetti said quietly, "that Scott versus Tyler is the precedent for

"Do you actually stipulate that you acted illegally? It would nean a severe fine. | advise you to
deny it. If you so stipulate, we'll refer this to the Los Angel es County District Attorney's
Ofice."

Sebastian said woodenly, "I--deny we dug up the Anarch prematurely. There's no proof that
we did." He was positive of that; only his own crew had been involved, and they wouldn't testify.

"The real issue,” the robot said, "is spiritual; we nust determ ne and agree on the
preci se nonent at which the soul enters the corpse in the ground. Is it the nonent when it is dug
up? When its voice is first heard from bel ow, asking for aid? Wien the first heart beat is
recorded? Wien all brain tissue has fornmed? In the opinion of Udi the soul enters the corpse when
there has been total tissue regeneration, which would be just prior to the first heart action." To
Sebastian he said, "Before you dug the Anarch up, sir, did you detect heart action?"

"Yes," Sebastian said. "lrregular. But it was there."

"Then when the Anarch was dug up,"” the robot said triunphantly, "he was a person, having a
soul ; hence--"

The vi dphone rang.

"CGoodbye, " Sebastian said into the receiver.

This time Bob Lindy's leathery, tense features formed. "They got him" he said. He ran his
fingers shakily through his hair. "Library agents. So that's that."

"You can end your theol ogi cal argument," Sebastian said to the robot and G aconetti.

It was unnecessary; the argunent had al ready ended.

The living roomof his conapt, for the first time in quite a while, was silent.

13

Man is an animal, that is his genus, but man is a species, reasoning, that is the
di fference, capable of |aughter, that is his property.
- - Boet hi us

In the small hotel room Oficer Joe Tinbane Iounged in such a fashion that he could see
outside. In case anyone showed up. His wife Bethel, Sebastian Hernes, Library comandos--he had to
be ready for any and all of them No conbination would have surprised him

Meanwhi l e, he read the latest edition of the nost lurid 'pape in North Amrerica, the
Chi cago _Monday-Heral d_.

DRUNKEN FATHER EATS OMN BABY
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"You never know how life is going to work out for you," he said to Lotta. "Wen you're
ei ther newborn or old-born--1"Il bet this guy never expected he'd wind up this way, a headline in
the _Monday-Herald ."

"I don't see how you can read that,"
hair, on a chair on the far side of the room

"Well, as a peace officer | see a lot of this. Not exactly this bad--this one, where this
father eats his own baby, is rare." He turned the page, inspected the headline on page two.

Lotta said nervously; she sat conbing her |ong dark

CALI FORNI A LI BRARY KILLS AND KI DNAPS
A LAW UNTO | TSELF, SAFE FROM REPRI SAL

"My god,"” Tinbane said. "This could be about us; here's an article on the People's Topica
Li brary. About it doing what they tried with you--holding you hostage." He read the article,
i nterested.

How many Los Angel es citizens have di sappeared behind the grimgray walls of this
forbidding structure? Public authorities make no official estimate, but privately, guesses are
runni ng as high as three unexpl ai ned di sappearances each nonth. The notives of the Library are not
wel | -understood and are believed to be conplex. A desire to erad in advance witings which.

"I don't believe it," Tinbane said. "They couldn't get away with it. Take my case, for
instance; if anything happened to nme ny boss George Gore would spring ne. O, if | was dead, he'd
pay them back." Thi nki ng about Gore he renenbered that Ray Roberts was due any nminute now, Core
was probably trying to get hold of himfor the special bodyguard detail. "I better call in," he
said to Lotta. "I forgot about all that."

Using the notel apartment's vidphone he called Core.

"A nessage cane in for you," the police switchboard operator told him when he identified
hi nsel f. "Anonynous. Library agents are out after you, he states. Does this nean anything to you?"

"Hel | yes," Tinbane said. To Lotta he said, "Library agents are searching for us." To the
police operator he said, "Let ne talk to M. Core."

"M. CGore is at the Los Angeles airport, supervising security precautions for Ray
Roberts," the operator said.

"Tell M. Core when he cones back that if anything happens to nme," Tinbane said, "it was
the Library that did it, and if I'"'mmssing to look for ne in the Library. And especially if |I'm
dead, they did it." He rang off, feeling depressed.

"Do you think they can find us here?" Lotta asked.

"No," he said. He pondered awhile, and then he rooted through the drawers of the note
room s dresser until he found the vidphone book; he leafed through it glumy until at |ast he
found Dougl as Appl eford's hone phone nunber; several times he had called it in the past, and had
usual |y found Appleford in.

He called that nunber now.

"CGoodbye, " Appleford said presently, appearing on the screen

"Sorry to bother you at hone," Tinbane said, "but | need your imredi ate personal help. Can
you get hold of your superior, Ms. MCGuire?"

"Possibly,"” Appleford said. "In an emergency."”

"I consider this an energency," Tinbane said. He explained the situation, as he knewit,
to the librarian. "See?" he said in conclusion. "I'mreally in a difficult spot; they really have
reason to be hostile to ne. If they do show up here where | am sonebody's going to get killed
probably them I'min touch with the L. A police departnent; as soon as I'min trouble I'Il be
reinforced. My superior, Gore, knows mny situation and he's sympathetic. They have a prow car--at
| east one--floating around in the nei ghborhood, at all tines. | just don't want an incident;
have a lady with ne, and on her account |I'd prefer to see no violence--as far as | personally am
concerned, | couldn't care less. After all, it's nmy job."

"Where exactly are you?" Appleford asked

"Ch no," Tinbane said. "I'd be nuts to tell you that."

Appl ef ord acknow edged, "I suppose you would." He, too, pondered; his face was vague.
"There's not nmuch | can do, Joe. | don't nmke Library policy; that's up to the Erads. | can put in
a good word for you, tonorrow when | run into Ms. MQiire."

"Tonorrow," Tinbane said, "is too late. In ny professional opinion, this is going to cone
to a head tonight." After all, virtually every L.A police officer was tied up guarding Ray
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Roberts; this would be the ideal time for the Library to pick himoff. There nost decidedly was
_not_ a prowl car cruising about overhead, nor would there be one; at |east not until he had hold
of Core.

"I can tell them" Appleford said, "that you' re expecting them And that of course you're
arned. "

"No, they just would send a bigger team Tell themto forget it; | regret having had to do
what | did--going in there at gunpoint to get Ms. Hernes out--but | had no option; they were
det ai ni ng her."

"Ch, did the Erads do that?" Appleford said, obviously unconfortable. "Are they still--"

"Tell them" Tinbane interrupted, deciding, "that | stopped at the police arsenal and
pi cked up a weapon that fires a slug the size of a land mne. And it's rapid-fire, one of those

Skoda |ightweight nonsters. _|_ can operate it openly, because |I'ma police officer; | can use any
weapon avail able. But they've got to skulk around; they're severely linted, and tell them | know
it. Tell them ' m|ooking forward to seeing them show up. It'll be a pleasure. Hello." He hung up
Still conmbing her hair, Lotta said, "Do you really have a gun like that?"
"No," he said. "I have a pistol." He whapped his belt holster. "And in the car," he said,

"I have a regulation issue rifle. Maybe | better go get it." He started toward the door

"Who do you think the anonynous caller was?" Lotta asked.

"Your husband." He hobbled out of the notel room across the sidewalk to the on-street
parking lot, and got his rifle fromthe car

The ni ght seemed cold and enmpty, with no life, no activities; he sensed the | ack of
onm nousness. Everybody is at the airport, he thought. Where | ought to be. 1'Il probably get hell
fromGore for this, he thought. For not having shown up for the bodyguard detail. But that's the
| east of my worries, what |'ve done to ny career

He returned to the notel room I ocking the door behind him

"Did you see anyone?" Lotta asked softly.

"Not hi ng. So relax." He checked the magazine of the rifle, made sure it held a full clip

"Maybe you should call Sebastian.”

"Why?" he said irritably. "I got his nmessage. No," he said, "I don't feel up to talking
directly to him Because of you; | mean, because of our relationship." He felt enbarrassed. This
sort of activity cane with difficulty to him In fact he had never done anything such as this--
hiding in a notel roomw th soneone else's wife--before in his life. He mulled it over, his
attention turned i nward.

"You're not ashamed, are you?" Lotta inquired.

"Just--" He gestured. "It's delicate. | wouldn't know what to say to him" He eyed her
"I'f you want to, you can call hinm 1'll listen in."
"I--still think 1'd rather wite him" She had al ready begun | aboriously conposing a

letter; a paragraph and a half, scrawl ed across a fol ded page, lay on the bed, a pen beside it:
she had ceased working for the time being. Evidently the task confronting her had been
over whel m ng.

"Ckay," he said. "You wite to him he'll get it next week."

She gazed about unhappily. "Do you have anything to read in your car?" she asked.

"Read this." He tossed her the _Mnday-Herald_.

Shrinking away, Lotta said, "Ch no. Not ever."

"Are you already bored with nme?" Tinbane asked, still irritable.

"I always read, about this tine in the evening." She wandered around the room poking here
and there. On the table by the bed she found a G deon Bible. "I could read this," she said,
reseating herself. "I'll ask it a question and then open it at random you can use the Bible that
way. | do it all the tine." She concentrated. "I'Il ask it," she decided, "if the Library is going
to get us." Opening the book, she put her finger, eyes closed, on the top |left-hand page.

"*Whither is thy bel oved gone, O thou fairest anong wonen?'" she read al oud, studiously. "'Whither

is thy beloved turned aside?" She gl anced up, eyes solemm. "You know what that neans? You're going
to be taken away fromne."

"Maybe it neans Sebastian," he said, half-jokingly.

"No." She shook her head. "I'min love with you. So it nust refer to you." Once nore
consul ting the book she asked, "Are we in a safe place, here at the notel, or should we hide
sonmewhere el se?" Again she opened at random blindly found a passage. "Psalm91," she infornmed
him "'"He that dwelleth in the secret place of the nost Hi gh shall abide under the shadow of the
Almghty.'" She reflected. "I guess this is a secret place. So we're as safe here as anywhere

but they're going to get us, even so. There's nothing we can do about it."
"W can shoot our way out," Tinbane offered.
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"Not according to the Book. It's hopel ess."

Amused, but al so indignant at her passivity, he said, "If | had that attitude |I'd have
been dead years ago."

"It's not ny attitude; it's--"

"Sure it's your attitude. You make it nmean what you subconsciously want it to nmean. In ny
opi nion, a human being, a nman, controls his own fate. Maybe it's not true about wonen."

"I think in connection with the Library," Lotta said sadly, "it doesn't make any
di fference."

"There is a fundanental difference in the thinking of nmen versus that of wonen," Tinbane
declared. "In fact there's a fundanental difference between various types of wonen. Consider
yoursel f in conparison to Bethel nmy wife. You haven't met her, but the difference between the two
of you is enornous; consider just as an exanple the way in which you give your love. You do it
uncondi tionally--the man, me in this case, doesn't have to do anything or be anything in
particul ar. Now, Bethel, on the other hand, denmands certain criteria be upheld. In the matter of
how | dress, for example. O how nmany tinmes | take her out as for instance to a sogum pal ace three
times a week. O whether [|--"

Lotta said, fearfully, "I hear sonething on the roof."

"Birds," he said. "Running across."

"No. It's larger."

He listened. And heard it too. Patter on the roof; someone or something scranmbling.
Children. "It's kids," he said.

"Why?" Lotta said. Now she stared fixedly at the window. "They're looking in," she said.

He turned swiftly, saw a pinched little face earnestly pressed to the wi ndow of the notel
room "The Library," he said thickly, "uses them Fromits Children's Department." He got out his
pistol. Going to the door he put his hand on the knob. "I'Il get them" he said to Lotta. He
opened t he door.

Hi s shot, aimed too high, ainmed at an adult, passed over the head of the tiny child
standi ng there. Adult agents who have dwi ndl ed, he realized as he took aimagain. Can | kill a
child? But it's going back into a wonb anyhow, its tine is short. He started to fire again at the
four of themdarting about outside the notel

Lotta squalled in a travesty of adult fright, which annoyed him "Get down!" he yelled at
her. One of the small children was aimng a tube at him and he recogni zed the weapon: an old
wartime | aser beam not intended for donestic matters; its use was denied even the police
departnments. "Put that thing down," he said to the child, aimng his gun at the child. "You're
under arrest; you're not supposed to have one of those." He wondered if the child knew how to
operate it; he wondered--.

The | aser beam gl owed its adequate ruby red, its old intentional color. The beam reached

out.

And Ti nbane di ed.

Coweri ng behind the big double bed of the notel room Lotta saw the |laser beamKkill Joe
Ti nbane; she saw nore and nore children, a dozen of them working silently, their faces
transfigured with glee. You horrible little creeps, she thought in terror. "I give up, please,"”
she called to themin a wavering voice not her own. "Okay?" She stood up awkwardly, stunbled
agai nst the bed and alnost fell. "I'Il come back to the Library; okay?" She waited. And the |aser

beanms did not cone on again; the children seemed satisfied: now they were speaking into their
intercons, with their superiors. Telling themwhat had happened and getting instructions. Ch god,
she thought, |ooking down at Joe Tinbane. | knew they'd do it; he was so sure of hinself, and that
al ways neans the end. That's when you're destroyed.

"M's. Hermes?" one of the children piped shrilly.

"Yes," she said. Wy pretend? They knew who she was. They had known who Joe Ti nbane was- -
the man who had attacked the Erads and gotten her out of the Library.

An adult appeared, now. It was the notel man who had rented themthe room he was, she
realized, an informer for the Library. The nman conferred with the children, then raised his head
and beckoned to her.

"How coul d you shoot hin?" she asked, in dazed wonder; she stepped past Joe Tinbane,

I i ngered; maybe she should stay here with him get shot as he had--maybe that was better than
returning to the Library.

The notel man said, "He attacked us. First at the Library and then here. He boasted to M.
Appl eford that he could handle us; it was his declaration.” The nan nodded in the direction of a
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park VWairbus. "Wuld you get in, Ms. Hernes?" On the side of the bus the lettering read:
PEOPLE' S TOPI CAL LI BRARY. An official, marked bus.

Stunblingly, she got inside; the children, sweaty and breathing excitedly, piled in after
her and crowded around her. They did not speak to her, however; they chattered in | ow, exultant
tones anong t hensel ves. They were so pl eased, she realized. So glad to still be of use to the
Li brary, even in their dw ndled state. She hated them

14

But it hath not yet attained tonmorrow and hath | ost yesterday. And you live no nore in
this day's life than in that novable and transitory nonent.
- - Boet hi us

The TV news announcer said, "On the local scene it seenmed as if all Los Angel es turned out
tonight to stare at or cheer for the head of the Faith of Udi, his Mghtiness Ray Roberts, who
touched down at the Los Angel es airport shortly before seven o' clock this evening. On hand to neet
hi m was Mayor Sam Parks of Los Angeles, and, as a special rep of the Governor's Ofice in
Sacramento, Judd Asman." The TV screen showed a great, dense-packed throng of people, nmany of them
how i ng and wavi ng, others carrying banners with hand-lettered sl ogans ranging from GO HOVE to
WELCOME. I n general, the peopl e appeared good-nat ured.

A big event in our neager, paltry lives, Sebastian thought acidly.

"His Mghtiness," the announcer continued, "w ||l be whisked by notorcade to Dodger
St adi um where, under the lights, he will deliver a speech to the packed crowd of spectators,
nmostly his supporters, but not a few of the curious, the just plain interested; this nmarks the
first time in a decade that a major religious |eader has visited Los Angel es, and hearkens back to
the good ol d days when Los Angel es was one of the religious capitals of the world." To his
conpani on announcer, the announcer said, "Wuldn't you say, Chic, that the festive, exuberant
at nosphere of Dodger Stadiumis rem niscent of the days of Festus Crumb and Harol d Agee, back in
t he ' 80s?"

“Yes | would, Don," Chic said. "Wth one difference. The crowds which greeted Festus Crunb
and to a certain extent Harold Agee had a nore nilitant atnmosphere about them these four million
peopl e are here at Dodger Stadiumand at the airport for a good tinme and to see soneone fanous,
sormeone who delivers a dramatic, notable speech. They've watched himon TV, but sonmehow this is
not the sane."

The notorcade had now begun its trip fromthe airport to Dodger Stadium all along the way
peopl e coul d be nade out.

I di ots, Sebastian thought. Watching that gal oonf when the real religious figure is again
alive and back with us. Even though the Library has him

"Of course in seeing Ray Roberts,” Chic the announcer said, "one can't help but be
rem nded of his predecessor, the Anarch Peak."

“"Isn't there sone talk, Chic, about an imminent return of the Anarch to life?" Don asked.
"And a belief current anobng many that Ray Roberts is here principally to visit with the recently
ol d-born Anarch and perhaps persuade himto return to the Free Negro Minicipality?"

"There has been such speculation,” Chic said. "And also not a little speculation as to
whether it would be in the best interests of Udi--or rather would Ray Roberts consider it in the
best interests of Udi--for the Anarch to reappear just at this tine. Sone think Roberts might try
to stall the Anarch's return, if such indeed does occur, as nmany apparently think." There was
tenporary silence; the screen still showed the notorcade.

The announcer at the TV station cut back in and said, "Briefly, while we're waiting for
Ray Roberts to reach Dodger Stadium a review of other local news. A Los Angeles police officer
Joseph Ti nbane, has been found slain at the Happy Holiday Mtel in San Fernando, and the police
are speculating that it mght be the work of religious fanatics. Qther guests at the notel
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reported seeing a woman in the conpany of O ficer Tinbane at the nearby sogum pal ace, earlier this
evening, but if she exists she has di sappeared. Mre on this, including an interview with the
nmot el owner, during the eleven o' clock news. Floods in the northern hills near--"

Sebastian shut the TV set off. "Christ," he said to the robot, once nore Carl Junior
"They' ve got Lotta and they killed Tinbane." H s warning hadn't reached him it had been futile.
Hopel ess, he thought as he found a place to sit; he crouched with his head in his hands, staring
down at the floor. There's nothing | can do. If they could w pe out a professional |ike Tinbane
they'd have no trouble with ne.

"It seens al nost inpossible,” the robot said, "to penetrate the Library. Qur efforts to
seed a nest of miniaturized robots in Section B disnally failed. W do not know what el se to do.
If we had soneone synpathetic working there--" The robot pondered. "W hoped that Doug Appleford
nm ght cooperate; he appeared to be the nost reasonable of the librarians. But in that we were
di sappointed: it was he who expelled our nest." It added, "Turn the TV on again, please; | wish to
wat ch t he notorcade. "

He gestured. "You turn it on." He did not have the energy to get to his feet again.

The robot turned the TV set back on, and once again Chic and Don held forth.

" and a good nunber of whites, too," Don was saying. "So this has turned out to be,
as His Mghtiness pronised, a bi-racial event, although, as we observed shortly ago, Negroes
out nunber whites by a ratio of--i'd estimate five to one. What estinate would you give, Chic?"

"I find that about right, Don," Chic said. "Yes, five colored to each--"

G aconetti said, "W nust get soneone synpathetic into the Library. On its staff." He
pl ucked, scowing, at his lower lip. "Oherwi se the Anarch will never energe again.”

"Lotta," Sebastian said. Her, too.

"That is of considerably |esser inportance," the robot said. "Al though to you
subjectively, M. Hernes, it undoubtedly |loons large." To G aconetti it said, "Can the Rone party
be of any use in forging credentials which would admit one of us to the Library? | understand your
peopl e are very good at that."

Sardonical ly, G aconetti said, "Qur reputation is undeserved."”

"Gven time," Carl Junior ruminated, "we could construct a sinulacrumrobot resenbling,
for exanple, Mss Ann Fisher. But that would take weeks. Perhaps, M. Gaconetti, if we pooi our
resources, we can shoot our way into the Library."

"My principal does not operate on that basis,
tone was flat and final

To the robot, Sebastian said, "Ask Ray Roberts what | can do. To get into the Library."

"At this monment His M ghtiness--"

"Ask him"

"All right." The robot nodded and was silent for several minutes. Sebastian and G aconett
wai ted. At |ast the robot spoke up again, its tone nowfirm "You are to go to Section B of the
Library," it said. "You are to ask to see M. Douglas Appleford. Wuld he know you on sight, M.
Her mes?"

"No, " Sebastian said.

"You are to say," the robot said, "that a Mss Charise McFadden has sent you. Your nane
will be Lance Arbuthnot and you have witten a denented thesis on the psychogenic origins of death
by meteor-strike. You are a crank, originally fromthe F.N.M, but expelled because of your
peculiar views. M. Appleford is expecting you; Charise MFadden has already sounded hi m as
regards you and your queer thesis. He will not be glad to see you, but inline with his job he
must . "

G aconetti said. And that was that. Hi s

Sebastian said, "I don't see that that gets nme anywhere."

“I't will provide a cover," the robot said, "and a pretext. Your com ngs and goi ngs, your
presence in the Library, will be understandable. It is comon for crank inventors to hang around
Section B; Appleford is accustonmed to their presence. M. Gaconetti." It turned its attentions
toward the advocate of the Rome principal. "WII you and your people cooperate with Udi in
preparing M. Hernes a survival kit for use within the Library? Qur conbined resources are
required."

After a thoughtful pause G aconetti nodded. "I think we can assist. Providing nothing
destructive to human life is involved."

"M. Hermes will only be operating defensively,"” the robot said. "No aggressive programis

envi sioned. O fensive action on the part of one man against the Library is vainglorious. It could
never succeed."

Sebastian said, "Wiat if Lance Arbuthnot actually shows up?"

"There is no 'Lance Arbuthnot,'" the robot said succinctly. "M ss MFadden is one of the
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Uditi; her request to M. Appleford was a ploy on our part fromthe beginning. It stens, in fact,
fromthe teening, fertile nmind of Ray Roberts hinself. W even have prepared his hoky thesis on
psychosomatic factors in death by nmeteor-strike; tonorrow it will be delivered, bright and early,
to your conapt door. By special Udi nessenger." The robot beaned.

On the TV screen Don was saying, " at least. There has been a very substanti al
turnout, here at Dodger Stadium considering the weather. Ch, we understand H s M ghtiness, Ray
Roberts, is expected to put in his appearance any nonent." The crowd noi ses, nuted until now, al
at once surged up deafeningly. "M . Roberts is energing fromthe visitors' dugout," Don's voice
could be heard saying. "Let's have a closeup of him | think we can catch himwi th our canera."”
The canera zooned in, and on the screen four figures, marching across the infield toward the
i mprovi sed | ectern, could be discerned.

"I want absolute silence in this room" the robot said, "while M. Roberts is speaking."

"“Can you see what he's doi ng now, Don?" Chic was asking.

"He seens to be bl essing those gathered at the lectern,” Don answered. "He's waving his
hand in the direction of their heads, as if shaking holy water at them Yes, he is blessing them
they're all kneeling, now." The crowd continued to yell

Sebastian said to the robot, "Then there's nothing we can do tonight. Toward getting into
the Library."

"We nmust wait until it reopens tonorrow norning,
finger toits lip in a shushing notion.

St andi ng before the microphones, Ray Roberts surveyed the crowd.

H's Mghtiness was a slightly built man, Sebastian observed. Quite delicate, with a bird-

the robot confirnmed. Now it raised its

cage chest, slender arns--and unusually large hands. His eyes cast a penetrating brilliance; they
bl azed intensely as he sized up the audi ence before which he now spoke. Roberts wore a sinple dark
robe and a skullcap, and, on his right hand, a ring. One ring to rule themall, he thought,

renenmbering his Tolkien. One ring to find them One ring to--how did it go?--bring themall and in
the darkness bind them In the Land of Mrdor where the Shadows lie. The ring of earthly power, he
thought. Like that fashioned fromthe Rheingold, carrying a curse with it, to whoever put it on
Maybe the operation of the curse, he conjectured, is nanifest in the Library's seizing the Anarch

" Sumtu_," Ray Roberts said, raising his hands. "I amyou and you are |I. Distinctions
bet ween and anong us are illusory. Wat doo dat mean?, as the old Negro janitor asks in the
ancient joke. It means--" H s voice rose boomnmi ng and echoi ng; he stared upward, his gaze fixed on
a point in the sky beyond Dodger Stadium "The Negro cannot be inferior to the white man because
he is the white man. Wen the white man, in forner tines, did violence to the Negro he destroyed
hi nsel f. Today, when a citizen of the Free Negro Minicipality injures and nolests a white, he,
too, is injuring and nolesting hinself. | say to you: strike not the ear of the Roman sol di er off;
it will fall, like a dead leaf, of its own accord."

The crowd roared its cheers.

Going into his kitchen, Sebastian lit a cigar butt, puffed some angry snoke into it,
rapidly. It grew | onger. Maybe Bob Lindy could get ne into the Library tonight, he said to
hi nsel f. Lindy has an ingenious mnd; he can do anything nechanical, or electrical. O R C
Buckl ey; he can talk his way in anywhere, any tinme. My own staff, he thought. | ought to be
dependi ng on them not on Udi. Even if Udi does possess a prearranged plan all ready to go into
gear.

"I amrem nded,"” Roberts was expostulating in the living room "of the little old | ady who
had been recently ol d-born and whose greatest fear had been that, when they excavated her, they
woul d find her inproperly clothed." The audi ence chuckl ed. "But neurotic fears," Roberts
continued, now sonmberly, "can destroy a person and a nation. The neurotic fear by Nazi Gernany of
a two-front war--" He droned on; Sebastian ceased |istening.

Maybe 1'I1 have to accept the robot's nethod, he said to hinmself, and wait until tonorrow
Joe Tinbane shot his way in, got her and shot his way out, and what good did it do? Tinhane is
dead and Lotta is once nore inside the Library; nothing got acconplished.

The Library, he reflected, nust be dealt with in a certain way --a way custonmary and

famliar to them Udi is right; | nust be accepted voluntarily into the Library.
But how, when | get in there, he asked hinself, can | keep from runni ng anuck? Wen |
actually face them. . . the strain will be overwhel m ng. Enornmous. And | will have to sit there

chatting with Appl eford, about a deranged pseudo-manuscri pt

He returned to the living room Over the din of Ray Roberts' tirade he yelled at the
robot, "I can't do it!"
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The robot, annoyed, cupped its ear

"I"'mgetting into the Library tonight," Sebastian yelled, but the robot paid no attention
to him its head had swi vel ed back and once nore it was drinking up the noise fromthe TV set.

G aconetti rose, took himby the armand | ed himback to the kitchen. "In this case the
Uditi are right. This nust be done slowy, bit by bit; we--especially you yourself--nust be
patient. You'll sinply get yourself killed, Iike the police officer. It all nmust be--" He

gestured. "Indirect. Even--tactfully. You see?" He studied Sebastian's face.

"Toni ght," Sebastian said. "lI'mgoing there now "

"You will go, but you won't come back."

Setting down his conpleted cigar, Sebastian said, "Hello. I'll see you later; |'m
| eavi ng. "

“"Don't try to approach the Library! Don't--" G aconetti's words bl ended with the how of
the TV set, and then Sebastian shut the conapt door after him he was outside, in the hall, in

wel cone sil ence

For what seemed |ike hours he roaned the dark streets, hands deep in his trouser pockets,
passi ng stores, passing houses that, as tinme progressed, becane increasingly darkened until, at
| ast, he glanced up at a bl ock of residences which showed no light at all. Now no one passed him
on the sidewal k he was entirely al one.

Al'l at once he found hinself confronted by three nmenbers of Udi, two nen and one young
woman. Each wore the _sumtu_ button; the girl had placed hers at the farthest projection of her
right breast, |ike an enlarged, w nking netal nipple.

They greeted himcheerfully. "Vale, amcus,” they chorused. "Wat did you think of H's
M ghti ness' speech tonight?"

"Excel lent," Sebastian said. He tried to renenber it; only one phrase cane to mnd. "I
i ked that about the Roman sentry's ear," he said. "That gripped ne."

"W have some spirit-sogum" the taller of the two Uditi nen informed him "Want to join
Us? Even if you're not part of the brotherhood, you can celebrate with us."

He could not turn such an offer down. "Fine," he said. It had been years since he had
i mbi bed any spirit-sogum roughly, it resenbled the old-time alcoholic m xtures sold at |iquor
stores and in bars--this took himback years, to before the Hobart Phase.

Presently they had all squeezed into a parked aircar and were passing the flask with its
I ong pi pe back and forth. The atnosphere becane increasingly genial

"What are you doing out so late?" the Udi girl asked him "Hunting for a woman?"

"Yes," Sebastian said. The spirit-sogum had rel axed his tongue; he felt hinself anong
friends. And probably he was.

"Well, if that's what you want, we can go--"

"No, " Sebastian said, interrupting her. "lIt's not what you think. I'm1looking for ny wife.
And | know where she is, only | can't get her out."

"We'| | get her out," the shorter of the Uditi nen said happily. "Were is she?"

"At the People's Topical Library," Sebastian said.

"Feood," all three Uditi said in enthusiastic union, "let's go." One of them at the
wheel , started the notor of the car.

"It's closed right now," Sebastian pointed out.

That--tenporarily---dimed their enthusiasm The three of themconferred and at last their
spokesman presented their joint idea for his inspection. "The Library has an all-night slot, for
books past their erad date. One of those no-questions-asked slots. Couldn't you squeeze in through
t here?”

"Too small," Sebastian said.

That, too, danpened their ever-renew ng enthusiasm "You gotta wait until tonorrow, " the
girl informed him "Unless you want to call the police. But feood; | understand they have a hands-
off policy as regards the Library. A sort of live and let live."

"Except," Sebastian said, "the Library killed a Los Angel es patrol man earlier tonight."
But he couldn't prove it had been the Library; he had already heard the TV blane it on "religious
fanatics."

"Maybe you coul d get Ray Roberts to include your wife in one of his prayers,"” the Udi girl
said at |ast. Hopefully.

“I still think," the taller of the two nmen said, "the four of us ought to go sonewhere and
have an orgy."

He thanked them got out of the car, and wandered on
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The car, however, followed after him Wen it cane abreast with him one of the Uditi
rolled dowmn the wi ndow, | eaned out and yelled to him "If you want to bust in, we'll give you a
hand. We're not scared of the People's Topical Library.”

"You're goddamright we're not," the Udi girl chined in warmy.

"No," Sebastian decided. He had to do this alone; the three Uditi, good-intentioned as
they were, couldn't really help him

"Go on home, fella," their spokesman now inplored him "You can't do nothing tonight; give
it another try tonorrow. "

They were right; he nodded. "Ckay," he said. He felt overwhelm ng fatigue, now, as soon as
he recogni zed that fact: as soon as his mind gave up, his body readily followed suit. He waved
hell o--or rather salve--to the three of them and roaned on toward a |ighted intersection ahead,
searching for a cab

He had never felt as dejected before in all his life.

15

God' s know edge al so surpassing all notions of tinme, rernaineth in the sinplicity of Hs
pr esence.
- - Boet hi us

When he returned to his conapt, half an hour later, he found it nercifully deserted;

G aconetti and the robot Carl Junior had at |ast departed. Full-length cigarets filled every
ashtray; he wandered about, stuffing theminto packages, then gave up in nunb despair and got into
bed. At least the air in the roomsnelled clean and fresh; the desnoking of so many cigarets had
acconpl i shed t hat.

The next he knew, soneone was rapping on the door. He rose fromthe bed groggily, found
hinmself fully dressed, stunbled to the door. No one there; it had taken himtoo | ong. But there,
at the door, a brilliant blue, carefully wapped package. The spurious thesis of Lance Arbuthnot.

Jesus, he said to hinself in pain; his head ached and he felt ill in every part of his
body. Nine o'clock, the clock told him fromits place on the kitchen wall. Mrning. The Library
was al ready open

Shakily, he seated hinself in the living room unw apped the parcel. Hundreds of
typescri pt pages, with painstaking pen annotations; an utterly convincing job . . . it inpressed
him this handiwork of the Uditi. Wherever he dipped into it he found it nmaking a sort of sense;
it had its own outré |ogic--such anyhow as was required by the situation. Cearly it would pass
Li brary inspection

Wt hout having ingested any sogum or put on his nmorning pat of whiskers, he phoned the
Li brary and asked for Dougl as Appl ef ord.

The features of a ponpous, dimlittle functionary forned. "This is M. Appleford."” He eyed
Sebast i an.

"My nane," Sebastian said, "is Lance Arbuthnot. Mss MFadden tal ked to you about ne."

"Ch yes." Appleford nodded distastefully. "I've been expecting you to call. The neteor-
deat hs man."

Hol ding the typescript manuscript up before the screen Sebastian said, "May | bring ny
thesis over sonetinme this norning?"

"I could squeeze you in--briefly--around ten o' clock."

"I"lIl see you then," Sebastian said, and rang off. | now possess access up through all the
sections with the exception of the topfloor A Section, he realized. The Uditi are experienced
operators . . . it made a difference, having themon his side

The vi dphone rang; he answered it and found hinself confronted by H s M ghti ness Ray
Roberts. "CGoodbye, M. Hernes," Roberts said sententiously. "In view of the inportance of your
activity vis-a-vis the Library, | believe |I should consult directly with you. To be certain there
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i s no misunderstandi ng. You received the manuscript of Arbuthnot's thesis."”

"Yes," Sebastian said. "And it |ooks good."

"You will be in the Library, as far as they are concerned, only a matter of mnutes;
Dougl as Appleford will receive the manuscript, thank you, and file it away. Ten minutes in all,
perhaps. That will not be enough, of course; what you nust do is beconme |ost in the confusing nmaze
of offices and readi ng roons and stacks for a good part of the day. To do that you will need a
pretext."

"I can tell them-" Sebastian began, but His Mghtiness nterrupted him

"Listen, M. Hermes. Your excuse has been carefully prepared far, far in advance. This is
a long-termplan. Wiile you are sitting in M. Appleford' s office, with the manuscript still in
your possession, you will glance through it and inadvertently notice page 173. You will thereon
see an error of mmjor magnitude, and you will ask Appleford for use of a restricted-area reading
roomin which you can make pen-andink alterations. After you have corrected the copy, you will
tell him it will be turned over to him you conpute the tinme required for the changes to lie
between fifteen and forty-five mnutes.”

"l see," Sebastian said.

"The restricted-area reading roons are not patrolled," Ray Roberts said, "because there is
not hing in them except |ong hardwood tables. So no one will see you | eave the reading room |If
they do intercept you, say you got lost trying to find your way back to M. Appleford' s office. It
is essential, now, for us to speculate on the probable I ocation of the Anarch. Qur analysis of the
Li brary puts his location, tentatively, on the top floor, or in any case the top two floors. So it
will be on those higher floors that you will search . . . and those, of course, will be the nost
difficult to gain entrée to. An arnband with a special dye, which gives back correct responses to
a mnified radar scope, is worn by Library enpl oyees on those floors. It is a |uninous,
spectacul ar blue--the utility being that a Library guard, at long distance, can tell at a gl ance
who i s wearing one and who is not. The paper which the manuscript came wapped in: it is nade from
this specially treated blue material. You will cut yourself an arnmband fromthe wapper, follow ng
the dotted lines which we nade on it; you will carry it in your pocket and after you have |eft
Appl eford you will put it around your left arm"”

"Left," Sebastian echoed. He felt weak and di zzy; he needed sogum and a cold shower and a
change of cl ot hes.

"Now, if you will look in your disgorged victuals refrigerator," Ray Roberts said, "you
will find the survival kit which the robot Carl Junior and M. G acometti prepared jointly. It
will be essential to you." He paused. "One nore matter, M. Hernes. You |love your wife and she is
precious to you

but in terms of history, she does not count--_as does the Anarch_. Try to recogni ze the
distinction, the finiteness of your personal needs, the alnost infinite value of Anarch Peak. It
will be instinctive for you to seek out your wife . . . so you will have to gain conscious contro
of this al nost biological drive. You understand?”

"I want," Sebastian said between his rigid teeth, "to find Lotta."

"Possibly you will. But that is not your primary purpose in the Library; it is not for
finding her that we have so equi pped you. In ny opinion--" Ray Roberts |eaned toward the vidscreen
so that his eyes swam up and enl arged hypnotically; Sebastian sat silently and passively, like a
chicken, listening. "They will release your wife unharnmed once we have the Anarch back. They are
not genuinely interested in her."

"Ch yes they are,"” Sebastian said. "Vengeance toward ne, because of what happened between
me and Ann Fisher." He did not follow-or believe in--Ray Roberts' logic on this point; he sensed
it as facade. "You've never met her. Spite and hate and hol ding a grudge play a major role in her--

"l have net her several times," Ray Roberts said. "As a matter of fact the Council of
Erads had her stationed in Kansas City as a sort of enissary sine portfolio to our federa
government. She periodically holds power in the council halls of the Library and then abruptly
| oses it by overreaching herself. She nay have done this as regards police officer Tinbane; we
have dropped it in the ear of the Los Angeles Police Departnment that Library agents killed
Ti nbane, not 'religious fanatics.'" H's face contorted in a rhythmof distilled wath. "The Uditi
are always blamed for crimes of violence; it is conmon police and nedia policy."

Sebastian said, "Do you think Lotta also will be found on the top two floors?"
"Most likely." H's Mghtiness surveyed Sebastian. "I can see that despite nmy exhortation
you will spend the majority of your brief time searching for her." He gestured philosophically; it

was an enpathic reaction, one of understandi ng, not condemmation. "Wl I, Hermes; go inspect your
survival kit and then get off to the Library for your appointnment. It was nice talking to you. |
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assume we will talk again, perhaps |ater today. Hello."

"Hello, sir," Sebastian said, and hung up the phone.

Eagerly, at the refrigerator filled with various favorite victuals ready to go to the
supermarket, he inspected the small white carton which G aconetti and the robot had left him To
his disappointnment it contained only three itens. LSD, in vapor-under-pressure form to be set off
by grenade. An oral antidote to the LSD -probably a phenothiazine--to be carried ma plastic
capsule in his nouth, during his hunt at the Library: those made up two of the three. And the
third. He studied it for several mnutes, at first not recognizing what he held. An intravenous
i njection device, containing a small amount of pale, saplike liquid; it came with a renovabl e
wr apper of instructions, so he renoved the wapper to read the brochure.

For a linmted period an injection of the solution would free himof the Hobart Phase.

He woul d, he realized, be stationary in time; for all intents and purposes noving neither
forward nor backward. It would, paradoxically, be for a finite period: by common tine, no nore
than six mnutes. But, fromhis standpoint, it would be experienced as hours.

This last item he discovered, cane from Ronme; in the past, he recalled, it had been used,
with limted success, for prolonged spiritual neditation. Now it had been officially banned and
could not be obtained. But still, here it was.

The Rone principal overlooked nothing of a practical nature, in conjunction with its
per petual spiritual quest.

A conbination of the items, the LSD i mposed on the Library guards, and the injection for
hi nsel f--he would be in notion and they would not; it was as sinple as that. And, in accordance
with G aconetti's wi shes, no one would be injured

For a subjective period of one to three hours he woul d probably be free to go anywhere, do
anyt hing, on the upper floors of the Library. It struck himas an extrenely wellthought-out
survival kit, sinple as it was.

He took a quick shower, changed to properly soiled clothes, patted dabs of whiskers in
pl ace, inbi bed sogum divested hinmself of various victuals in the ritual dishes, and then, wth
the manuscript under his arm left his enpty, lonely conapt and nade his way out onto the street
where he had, the night before, parked his car. His heart hung in his throat, strangling himwth
fear. My one chance, ny _last_ chance, he realized. To get Lotta out. And with her, if possible,
the Anarch. If this fails then she's really gone. Slipped away. Forever.

A nmoment later, in his car, he soared up into the bright norning sky.

16

These thoughts | revolved in ny mserable heart, overcharged with nost gnaw ng cares, |est
I should die ere | had found the truth.
--St. Augustine

"A M. Arbuthnot to see you, sir,
his office.

He groaned. Well, here it was finally; the burden w shed on him by perpetually
ent husi astic Charise McFadden. "Send himin," Appleford said, and tipped his chair back, folded
hi s hands and wait ed.

A large, inmposing, nattily dressed ol der man appeared at the doorway of the office. "I'm
Lance Arbuthnot," he rmunbled; his eyes roaned in unease, |like those of a trapped ani nal

"Let's see it," Appleforcl said, with no preanble.

"Of course." Shakily, Arbuthnot seated hinmself in the chair before Doug Appleford' s desk,
handed hi m a bul ky, dog-eared typescript manuscript. "The |labor of a lifetine," he nuttered.

"So you mmintain," Doug Appleford said briskly, "that if a person is killed by a meteor
it's because he hated his grandnother. Sone theory. Anyhow you're realistic enough to want it
eraded."” He leafed cursorily through the manuscript, reading a line here and there, at random

Doug Appleford's secretary said, over the intercomto
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Dul | phrases, jargon, strained and inverted cliché sentences, clains of a fantastic nature
it had a famliar quality. The Library saw ten such trashy manuscripts of that sort a day. It
constituted routine business for Section B

"May | have it back a nonent?" Arbut hnot asked hoarsely. "For one |last |ook. Before
consign it to your office pernanently."”

Appl ef ord dropped the bul ky manuscript on his desk. Lance Arbuthnot picked it up, studied
it, then turned pages. After a pause he stopped turning pages, read one particul ar page, his lips
nmovi ng.

"What's the matter?" Appl eford denanded.

"I --seemto have garbled an inportant passage on page 173," Lance Arbuthnot nuttered.
"I't'll have to be set straight before you erad it."

Pressing the button of his intercom Appleford said to his secretary M ss Tonsen, "Please
show M. Arbuthnot to a reading roomup on one of the restricted floors, where he can work w thout
being interrupted.” To Arbuthnot he said, "How soon will you get it back to ne?"

"Fifteen, twenty mnutes. Anyhow, under an hour." Arbuthnot rose, clutching his precious
grubby nanuscript. "You will accept it for eradication?"

"You're darn right. You go fix it up and I'll see you later." He, too, rose; Arbuthnot
hesitated, then bunbled his way once nore out of Appleford' s office, into the outer waiting room

And Appl eford turned to other business; he forgot the crackpot inventor Lance Arbuthnot
al nrost at once.

Al one in the reading room Sebastian Hermes with trenbling fingers got out his arnband and
fastened it on his sleeve. He dug into his coat pocket, got out his survival kit, and placed the
capsul e of LSD-antidote in his nmouth, being careful not to bite down on it. The grenade he held in
his left hand, clumsily, thinking, This isn't ne. | don't know how to do this. Joe Tinbane could
have. He was trained for this.

Virtually unable to make his hand and armwork, he injected hinself with the smal
quantity of pale, saplike fluid. Well, he had begun; he was in it. And would be, for what--to him-
woul d seem hours.

Openi ng the door of the reading roomhe glanced down the hall. No one. He began to walk
he saw a sign reading STAIRS and headed for it.
There was no problemin clinbing the stairs; still he saw no one. But when he opened the

door at what he guessed to be the next to top floor, he found hinmself facing a col d-eyed uniforned
Li brary guard.

The guard, in slownotion, began to nove toward him

Wth no difficulty he eluded the guard; he ducked past himand hurried down the corridor.

Ann Fisher, froma side door, appeared with an arm oad of papers, noving in hazy sl ow
nmotion, like the guard. She saw him turned gradually over a matter of what seened to hi m m nutes;
her jaw, by retarded degrees, dropped until at |ast, at agonizing |ast, she registered anazenent.

"What - - ar e--you--doi ng--" she began to say. But he could not wait for the enormously
prol onged sentence to be conpl eted; he knew everything had gone wong--he never shoul d have run
into her, and certainly not so soon--and he slipped by her and on down the corridor, realizing
futilely that despite the tine-difference between them he had stood still |ong enough for her to
identify him | should al ways have been in notion, he realized. Constant, accelerated notion. But
too late now

An alarmbell would ring; it would take her minutes, by his time-scale. But it would cone.
I nevitably.

Ahead, two uniformed guards, armed, stood rigidly before a doorway. He darted toward them
nmoving as swiftly as possible. The guards seened to sense himfeebly; their heads rotated, as if
mechani cal --but by then he had slid past themand turned the knob of the door

The alarmbell rang. Din-din-din, with nmeasurable intervals between each inpact. Like a
tape recorder, he thought, at the wrong speed. Wth the sl ower speed. He opened the office door

Four Erads--he recognized themby their neo-togas--1|ounged about the office. On a chair in
the center sat the Anarch Peak

"I don't want you," Sebastian said, deciding instantly. "I want ny wife; where's Lotta?"
None of them understood him to themit was a blur of noise. He ducked back out of the room
| eaving the dry, wi zened little figure of the Anarch; in the hail once nore he passed two armnmed
sentries, who by now had turned to follow himinside . . . he wi ggled between them tugged free as
their arms canme gradually up, and hurried toward the next office.

Not hi ng but an enpty desk. File cabinets.
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He tried a third office. Someone--unfamiliar--talking on the phone; he hurried on

In the fourth roomhe found stored supplies. Dead and inertly cold.

The next floor, he said to hinself; ahead he saw the sign STAIRS once nore, and ran that
way.

On the top floor he encountered a nunber of men and wonen in the corridor, and all, like
him wore the |unmi nous blue arnband. He darted anong them opened a door at random

Behi nd hi m he heard soneone, invisible to him cock a weapon; he tw sted around and saw
the barrel of arifle rise.

Clunsily, he threw the LSD hand grenade. And at the sanme tine bit into the antidote
capsul e.

The barrel ceased rising. The gun, lugubriously, fell fromthe guard' s hands; the guard
settled to a heap on the floor, his hands up, warding off sonething assailing him Hallucinations.

The LSD, |ike snoke, billowed up and spread throughout the corridor. He waded through it,
past slownotion figures, tried door after door. Mdre Library officials at work; he saw, severa

tinmes, the insignia of the Erad Council . . . he saw the hierarchy of the Library disintegrating
because of his presence and what he had brought with him But not Lotta.

He cornered at last, alone in her office, one frail, elderly, female Erad who regarded him
wi de- eyed. "Where," he said, slowing his speech to her tine-phasing, "is--Ms.--Hernes. On--what--
floor." He noved toward her, menacingly.

However, the LSD had by now reached her; she had begun to fall into a groveling heap, an
expression of awe on her face. Bending over her he grabbed her by the shoul der, repeated his
questi on.

"On--the--basenent--level," the reply, with agoni zing sl owness, cane at last. And then the

elderly Eréad dissolved into a private world of colors; he left her to it and hurried on, once nore
out into the hail

The hail resounded with people and noi ses. But everyone had devolved into a persona
realm there remai ned no interpersonal action, no coordinated effort. So he had no troubl e making
his way to the elevator; no one paid any attention to him

He pressed the button, and after a fantastically |long period, the elevator arrived.

Fully arned and ready Library guards filled the elevator. They wore gas masks; they eyed
himas he-to them-flitted away, and one of them after a nonment nmanaged to fire his side arm

The shot m ssed. But at |east they had been able, at last, to shoot in his genera
direction. And the LSD gas woul d not affect these nen.

| can't get Lotta, he realized. | can't get on the elevator, not when it's full. _Ray
Roberts was right ; | should have lugged the Anarch out of here and forgotten about Lotta. The
dead shall live, he thought ironically, the living die. And nusic shall untune the sky. | am
untuned, he said to hinmself. They have ne. | didn't get anyone out, as Joe Tinbane did. Even

tenmporarily. It might have worked out differently if | hadn't run across Ann Fisher, he thought.

He had a strange inpression of tinelessness, now, fromthe drug with which he had injected
himsel f. A sense, alnost, of imortality. But not of strength, not of mmjestic power; he felt
weak, tired and hopel ess. So Ann Fisher gets all she wanted, he thought. Her prophecies are com ng
true, one by one; | amthe last part, and |, |ike Joe Tinbane and the Anarch and Lotta, have cone
about .

| messed it up, he realized. In only a few minutes. If Joe Tinbane had been here it would
be different; | knowit would be.

He could not stop thinking that; his awareness of his own inferiority overwhel med him He
versus Joe. His defects; Joe's prowess. And yet they got him he reflected hopel essly. Joe is
dead!

And | will be, he thought. Presently.

Maybe we coul d have done it working together, Joe and I, he reflected. The two of us in
uni son trying to get Lotta out; we both love her. And one by one, alone, we die. It just didn't
work out. If he had gotten nmy warning, if he had called ne fromthe notel, if--.

I"'mold and |I'minpotent, he thought. | should have been left in ny grave; they dug up
not hi ng. An enptiness: only the deadness; the chill, the nold of the tonb still clings to ne and
infects whatever | try. | feel nyself dying again, he thought. O rather, | never stopped being
dead.

He thought: If they kill nme it doesn't matter because it doesn't change ne. But Lotta is
different, just as Tinbane was different. Maybe, he thought, even if | can't get out of here,
can't save anyone, including nyself--maybe | can still kill Ann Fisher. That would be worth

sonet hi ng. For Joe Ti nbane's sake.
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17

But time present how do we neasure, seeing it bath no space? It is nmeasured while passing,
but when it shall have passed, it is not measured; for there will be nothing to be measured.
--St. Augustine

Seizing arifle fromone of the sl owed-down Library guards Sebastian Hernes scanpered
toward the stairs. As he reached them he heard voi ces bel ow, echoing up. Maybe they're bel ow the
next floor down, he hoped; he descended rapidly. And found hinsel f unopposed.

The corridor of the next floor down, |ike that above, teemed with halting, heavily weighed
armed men. He saw, as through a glass clearly, Ann Fisher, a great distance off, standing by
herself. So he hurried in that direction, evading without difficulty those who languidly tried to

intercept him. . . and then, as before, he confronted her; once again she blanched in
recognition.

Slowy, matching his words to her tinme-sense, he said, "l-- can't--get--out. So--l--will--
kill--you." He raised the rifle.

"Wait," she said, "I'll--nmake--a--deal--wth--you--right--here-and--now. " She peered at

him trying to make himout, as if she perceived himonly dimy. "You--let--ne-- go," she said,
"and- - you- - can--take----Lotta--and--|eave."

Did she nean it? He doubted it. "You--have--the--authority--to--order--that?" he asked.

"Yes." She nodded.

"But |'mtaking you along,” he said. "Until she and | are out of here."

"Pardon?" She strained, trying to follow his too-rapid discourse. "Ckay," she said
finally, evidently having deci phered what he had said. She seened fatalisticaily resigned;
surprisingly so.

"You're afraid," he said.

"Well _of course_ | am" Astonishingly, her speech did not seem sl owed, now, evidently the
i njection had begun to wear off. "You cone bursting in here and running about berserk, | obbing
grenades and threatening everyone. | want to get you out of the Library and | don't care how | do

it." She spoke, then, into her |apel mcrophone. "Put Lotta Hernes into an aircar on the roof.
I"1l join her there."
"You have the authority?" he asked, amazed.
"My father is pro tern Chairman of the Erad Council. And you've nmet ny nother. Shall we go

up to the roof ?" She seened cal mer now, with a good deal of her old poise. "I don't want to get
killed by some psychotic," she said patiently. "I know you, don't forget. | just happened to be
very much afraid you'd do this, exactly what you've done. | would have stayed away fromthe

Library entirely, but in the present conplex situation--"

"Let's get up to the roof," he interrupted. "Cone on." He goaded her, with the rifle,
toward the nearby el evator.

"Cal m down," Ann said, frowning reprovingly. "Nothing's going to happen except for what we
agreed on: Lotta will be waiting. If you go mad and fire off that rifle it's she that m ght be
killed, and you don't want that."

"No," he agreed. She was right; he had, now, to get control of hinself. The el evator
arrived and Ann Fisher notioned the armed guards out of it. "Get lost," she told them brusquely.
"@uns," she said disdainfully to Sebastian as he and she ascended. "And the kind of people who use
them Conpensates for a weak ego. Look at you with that thing; all of a sudden you're not afraid
of anything, because you can nake anyone do anything you want. Vox dei, as the Udi commandos cal
guns. The voice of God." She reflected. "I suppose it was a m stake to seize your wife and detain
her for a second tine; we were pressing our |uck."

"Killing Oficer Tinbane," Sebastian said, "was a dreadful act of wanton cruelty. Wat did
he ever do to you?"

"He did what you did," Ann Fisher said. "He burst in here with a gun and shot it out with
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a few harm ess old Erads-- unarmed Erads."

"Vengeance for that," Sebastian said bitterly. "I assune you're going to go after ne, now,
for what 1've done today. Until you get ne, too."

"We'l | see,"” Ann Fisher said with tranquility. "The Council will have to neet and vote on
it. O else they can vote to |let nme nmake the decision.” She eyed him

"The Library," he said, "respects violence."

"Ch yes; we certainly do. In fact we're very nmuch afraid of it; we know what it can
acconplish. W enmploy it ourselves, not gladly, but in adnission of its efficacy. Look what _you_
acconpl i shed, today." They had reached the roof; the el evator had stopped and the doors now slid

soundl essly open. "Were did you get that rifle?" she asked curiously. "It |ooks |ike one of
ours."

"It is," he said. "I came here unarned."

“"Well," Ann said resignedly, "guns have no loyalty; they're not |ike dogs." The two of

them stepped out onto the Library's roof field. "There she is," Ann said, straining to see.
"They're just leaving her off. Cone on." She strode |ong-legged ahead of him he hurried to catch
up. The guards who had brought Lotta to the roof field furtively ducked off and di sappeared; he
paid no attention to them Ann Fisher and his wife alone concerned him

As soon as he and Ann reached the parked aircar, Lotta said, "Did you get the Anarch out,
Sebastian? | overheard themtal ki ng; they have hi mdown there, too."

At once Ann Fisher said briskly, "No deal on that."

Stoically, Sebastian herded her into the front seat of his car, got in behind the whee
and handed Lotta the rifle. "Keep this pointed at Mss Fisher,"” he instructed her

Hesitantly, Lotta said, "I--"

"Your life," he said, "depends on it, and so does mine. Renenber what they did to Joe
Ti nbane? It was this wonan's decision to do that; she gave the order. Now will you keep the rifle
poi nted at her?"

"Yes," Lotta whispered; he saw the barrel of the rifle cone up: realization about Joe
Ti nbane had done it. "But what about the Anarch?" she asked again.

"I can't get himout," Sebastian said, his voice rising hoarsely. "I can't work niracles.
I"mincredibly lucky to get you and ne out. So will you lay off ne?"

Behind him Lotta nodded in nmute obedi ence.

He turned on the car's notor and in a nonment they were in the air above the Library,
joining in with the md-norning shoppers' traffic.

Parking briefly on the roof of a downtown public building Sebastian Hermes |let off Ann
Fi sher--taking her |apel nicrophone with him Again he sent the aircar up into the sky; he and
Lotta rode in silence for a tine and then Lotta said, "Thanks for coming to get ne."

"I was lucky," he said shortly. He did not tell her that he had given up, that he intended
only to destroy Ann Fisher. That saving his wife had, in effect, been virtually an acci dent. But
one, however, which he rejoiced in; he appreciated it. "The news about Joe Ti nbane got flashed on
the TV," he said. "So that's how we knew. And the TV said he had been with a woman who di sappeared
after the crine."

“I'"l1l never get over his death," Lotta said wanly.

"I don't expect you to. Not for a long tine."

Lotta said, "They killed himright in front of ne. | saw it happen, all of it. Children,
fromthe Library . . . it was grotesque, like a dream He fired at thembut he's used to firing up
high, at a full grown adult; so his shots passed right over their heads." Again she fell silent.

Roughly, wanting to nmake her feel better, he said, "Anyhow you're out of the Library. This

tinme it'll be pernmanent."”

"WIl the Uditi be mad at you?" she asked. "For not getting the Anarch out? That's really
a shame . . . he's so inportant a person, and |'mnot; it seems so unfair."

"You're inmportant to ne," Sebastian pointed out. "Were did you get all those devices you
wer e usi ng? That speeded you up, and that LSD snoke bomb; | heard themdiscussing it; it took them

conpletely by surprise. You don't nornmally have possession of LSD and--"

"Udi gave themto ne," he broke in harshly. "They outfitted ne. Arranged a pretext for
getting nme in and up to Section B."

"Then they will_ be sore," Lotta said, with perception. "They did it expecting you to
haul the Anarch out, didn't they?"

He didn't answer; he concentrated on driving the car and watching to nake certain they
were not foll owed.
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"You don't have to say," Lotta said. "I can tell. Don't the Uditi have those O fspring of
M ght, those killer commandos? |'ve read about them. . . do they really exist?"
"They exist,"” he admitted. "To sone extent. | suppose."” Specul atively, Lotta said, "Mybe

M. Roberts will send theminto the Library and not after you. That's what they shoul d have done;
it's not your job to get the Anarch out. You're not a commando."

"I wanted to go," he said.

"Because of me?" She studied him he could feel the intensity of her scrutiny. "Because
you didn't get nme out the first tine? Now you've nmade up for it, haven't you?"

"I tried to," Sebastian said. That had been the idea.

"Do you | ove ne?" Lotta asked.

"Yes." Very much. Mre than ever before; he realized that as he sat beside her here in the
aircar. Just the two of them

"Are you--resentful ? About ne visiting Joe Ti nbane?"

"About the motel ?" he said. "No." It had, after all, been his own fault. And there had
been his journey with Ann Fisher. "I'mjust sorry Joe got killed," he said.

“"I'"ll never get over it," Lotta said. As if prom sing. "What did they do to you at the
Li brary?" he asked, and prepared hinself.

"Not hi ng. They had schedul ed ne to see a psychiatrist they keep; he would have done
sonmething to nmy mnd. And that woman, that Mss or Ms. Fisher--she showed up and talked to ne
awhile. ™"

" About what ?"

"About you." In her characteristic small voice Lotta continued, "She clained that you and
she had been intimte. That you--hopped into bed together. She clained a ot of things like that."
She added, "But of course | didn't listen to her."

"Good for you," he said, and felt the burden of the lies--his |ies--weighing upon him
First to his wife and then, shortly, to Ray Roberts; he would have to give thema story, too.
Everyone had to be placated . . . that's the style of life, Sebastian realized, that |'ve begun to
|l ead. As bad as R C. Buckley, who does it naturally. But for ne, he thought, it isn't natural. And
yet-- here I am

“I't wouldn't have bothered nme," Lotta said, "even if what she said about you and her

turned out to be true. After all, look what | did. .. the notel, | nean. | wouldn't hold it
agai nst you; | couldn't."
"Well, it's not true," he said |laconically.

"She's very attractive with that absolutely black hair and those blue eyes. A lot nore
attractive than ne."

Sebastian said, "I detest her."

"Because of Joe?"

"That, and other reasons."” He did not anplify.

"Where are we goi ng now?" Lotta asked.

"Back to our conapt."

"Are you going to call Udi? And tell them-"

"They'll call ne," Sebastian said, stoically resigned.

18

I will pass then beyond this power of ny nature also, rising by degrees unto H m Wo made
me. And | conme to the fields and spaci ous pal aces of ny nenory.
--St. Augustine

At their conapt he phoned the vitariumto nake sure it was still in business. Cheryl Vale
answered. "Flask of Hernes," she said nmerrily.
"I"'mnot comng in today," Sebastian said. "lIs everybody el se there?"
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"Everyone but you," Cheryl said. "Ch, M. Hernmes--Bob Lindy wants to talk to you; he wants
to give you the details on how the Library got the Anarch away fromhim Do you have tine--"
"I"l'l talk to himlater," Sebastian said. "It can wait. Hello." He hung up, feeling

terrible.

“"I've been thinking," Lotta said, seated on the couch across fromhim her face showed
agitation. "If the Library took a vengeful position regarding Joe Tinbane and what he did, then
they' || take the sane position regarding you."

"I thought of that," Sebastian said.

"And then the Ofspring of Mght," Lotta said. "I'mafraid --"

"Yes," he said brusquely. Al of them he thought. The Rone party, the Library, Udi--

because of what he had done he had nanaged to line all of them-_all of them--up against him
Even the L. A Police Departnent, he thought; they nmay think | killed Joe Ti nbane because he was
ensconced at a notel with ny wife; I'd have an all eged noti ve.

Lotta asked, "Wo can you turn to?"

"No one," he answered. It was a dreadful, terrifying feeling. "No one but you," he
corrected hinself; he did, after all, have Lotta back, now. And that nade up for a great deal

But it was not enough

“"Maybe," Lotta continued, "we should hide, you and |I. Go somewhere el se. What they did to

Joe--it's so vividinny nind; | can't forget it, seeing it like I did. | remenber the pitpat of
their feet on the roof, and then one of them that one particular child, peering in through the
wi ndow. And Joe had guns and he knew they were coming--but it still did no good. | think we should

| eave Los Angel es and maybe the Western United States. Maybe even Earth.”

"Mgrate to Mars?" he said broodingly.

"The Uditi have no power there," Lotta said. "The U N. is the only authority, and
understand they run the col ony-donmes very well. Everything' s always under control. And they're
al ways soliciting for volunteers. You see their ad on TV every evening."

"You can't return fromthere," he said. "Once you've emgrated. You're told that before
you sign the legal papers. It's a one-way trip."

"I know that. But at |east we'd be alive. W wouldn't one night hear noises on the roof or

outside the door. | guess you really should have gotten the Anarch out, Sebastian; then at |east
you'd have Udi to help you. But this way--"

"I tried," he repeated, nechanically. "You heard Ann Fisher; | couldn't make a dea
regarding him | took what | could get--1 took you--and got the hell out. Ray Roberts will have to

like it; it's the truth.” But he knew, inside, that he had never at any point really tried to

rel ease the Anarch. He had been thinking only of Lotta. As Roberts had said, it constituted a near
bi ol ogi cal drive. A drive which Roberts had feared, which had. in the end, as Roberts antici pated,
won out. Once he entered the Library all talk about the "transcendental value to history" had
evapor ated, gone up in the snoke of the LSD grenade.

"I'd really enjoy going to Mars," Lotta said. "We've tal ked about it, remenber? It's
supposed to be fascinating . . . you get a sort of intangible sense of the cosmic, of the
awesoneness of it--man on another planet. It has to be experienced, they say. To be understood."

"The only work | can do," Sebastian grated, "is sniffing."

"Fi ndi ng deaders who're about to return to life?"

"You know that's ny only talent." He gestured. "Wat good would that be on Mars? On Mars
the Hobart Phase tests out weak, alnost nil." And because of that he had another reason. There, he
woul d resune normal aging, and for himthat would soon prove lethal: in that direction he lay only
a few years fromillness and death.

For Lotta, of course, it would be different. She had decades to live in normal tinme; nore
in fact than under the Phase.

But what do | care, he thought, if | die again soon? |'ve gone through it once; it's not

all that bad. In some ways |I'd welconme it . . . the great endless rest. The absolute relief from
al | burdens.

"That's right," Lotta adnmtted. "There're no deaders on Mars. | forgot."

“I'd have to become a manual |aborer or a clerk," he said.

“No, | think your managerial ability would be worth a lot, your talent for organization.
They' d undoubtedly give you aptitude tests; |I'mpositive they do. So they'd know about all your

many abilities. See?"

He said, "You have the optimsmof youth.” And |, he thought, the despair of old age.
"Let's wait," he decided, "until |'ve talked to Ray Roberts. Maybe |I can sell hima story he'l
believe. | nmean," he amended, "maybe | can nake hi munderstand the situation | was in. And |like
you say, naybe their conmandos can rescue the Anarch. It really is a task for them not for ne.
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"1l point that out, too."
"Good luck," Lotta said wistfully.

Wthin the hour Ray Roberts' call cane.
"I see you're back," Roberts said, inspecting himtautly--and critically. He seened
extrenely tense, very keyed-up and expectant. "How did you nake out?"

"Not well," Sebastian said, with caution; he had to play this right all the way through
with not the slightest m sstep.
"The Anarch," Roberts said, "is still being detained in the Library."

"I reached him" Sebastian said, "but | couldn't--"

"What about your wife?"

Wth frozen, tonb-like care, he said, "I did get her. By accident. They--the Library
authorities--decided to release her. | didn't ask for it; the idea, as | say, was theirs."

"A détente," Roberts said. "You received Lotta in exchange for vacating the Library
premi ses; it turned out in a friendly nanner."

"No, " he said.

"That's what it sounds |ike." Roberts continued to scrutinize him expressionlessly; no

af fect showed on the dark, alert face. "They bought you off. And--" His voice rose into sharpness.
"They woul dn't have done that unless you stood a good chance of getting the Anarch out."

"Ann Fisher decided it," Sebastian countered. "I started to kill her; she bought her way
out. | took her with ne; | even--"

"Did it occur to you," Roberts continued, "that this is the reason why they again took
your wife into the Library? To act as a hostage? In order to neutralize you?"

"I had a choice," Sebastian said doggedly, "between--"

"They fathonmed your psychol ogi cal makeup,” Roberts said witheringly. "They have
psychiatrists; they knew the deal you'd buy. Ann Fisher isn't afraid of death. That was an act;
she didn't 'buy her way out.' She got you out, away fromthe Anarch. |If Ann Fisher had been truly
afraid of you she wouldn't have been loitering anywhere in sight."

Grudgi ngly, Sebastian said, "Maybe--you're right."

"You nmanaged to see the Anarch? He's definitely alive?"

"Yes," Sebastian said. He felt hinmself collecting perspiration fromthe atnosphere; it
col l ected under his arnms, down his back. He felt his pores trying to--and failing to--absorb it
all. Too nmuch had gat hered.

"And t he Erads were working himover?"

"There--were Erads with him Yes."

"You' ve changed human history, you know," Roberts said. "Or rather _you've failed to
change it_. You had your chance and now it's gone. You could have been renenbered forever as the
vitarium owner who revived and then saved the Anarch; you woul d never have been forgotten by Udi
or by the rest of the planet. _And an entirely new basis for religious belief would have been
established_. Certitude would have replaced nere faith, and a totally new body of scriptures would
have enmerged.” No trace of anger had entered Ray Roberts' voice; he spoke calmy, nmerely reciting
known facts. Facts which Sebastian could not deny.

"Tell him" Lotta said urgently frombehind him "that you'll try again.
on his shoul der, rubbed encouragingly.

Sebastian said, "I'lIl go back to the Library. Once nore."

"W sent you," Roberts said, "as a conprom se with G aconetti; he asked us to avoid
vi ol ence. Now our arrangenent regarding you has died; we are free to send in our zealots. But--"

She put her hand

He paused. "They will probably find a corpse. The Library will identify the Ofspring as being
present in the area--imedi ately, as soon as the first one enters the building. As G aconett
pointed out to nme last night. Still, there is nothing else we can do. Wth them no negoti ati ons
are possible; nothing we have or can pronise will induce the Library to release the Anarch. It
does not resenble the situation with Ms. Hernes."

"Well," Sebastian said, "it's been nice talking to you. I'mglad to |l earn the situation
t hanks for--"

The screen faded. Ray Roberts had rung off. Wth no salutation

Sebastian sat holding the receiver for a tinme and then, by degrees, placed it back on the
hook. He felt fifty years older... and a hundred years nore tired.

"You know," he said presently to Lotta, "when you wake up in your coffin you first feel a
weird fatigue. Your mind is enpty; your body does nothing. Then you have thoughts, things you want
to say, acts you want to perform You want to yell and to struggle, to get out. But still your
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body doesn't respond; you can't speak and you can't nove. It goes on for--" He estimated. "About
forty-ei ght hours.™

"I's it very awful ?"

"I't's the worst experience |I've ever had. Mich worse than dying." He thought, And |I fee
l'ike that now

“Can | bring you sonmething?" Lotta asked perceptively. "Sonme warm sogunf"

"No," he said. "Thanks." He got to his feet, walked slowy across the living roomto the

wi ndow overl ooking the street. He's right, he said to hinself. | have failed to change human
history; | nmade nmy personal life nore inportant--at the expense of every other |iving human bei ng,
and especially the Uditi. |I've destroyed the whole newly form ng basis for world theol ogy; _Ray

Roberts is right!

“Can | do anything for you?" Lotta asked softly.

"I'l'l be okay," he said, gazing down at the street below, the people and sardine-like
surface vehicles. "The thing about Iying there in your coffin like that," he said, "the part that
mekes it so bad, is that your mind is alive but your body isn't, and you feel the duality. \Wen
you're really dead you don't feel that; you're not related to your body at all. But that--" He
gestured convulsively. "Aliving mnd tied to a corpse. Lodged inside it. And it doesn't seem as
if the body will ever becone ani mated; you seemto wait forever."

"But you know," Lotta said, "that it can never happen to you again. It's over with."

Sebastian said, "But | remenber it. The experience is still part of ne." He tapped his
forehead, knocking it fiercely. "It's always in here." This is what | think of, he said to
himself, when I'mreally terribly frightened; this swinms up to confront me. A synptom of ny
terror.

“I'"1'l nmake the arrangenents," Lotta said, sonmehow reading his mnd, sonmehow nanaging to
understand him "For our emigration to Mars. You go in the bedroomand |lie down and rest and |'1|
start making calls."

"You know you hate to use the vidphone,
noire."

"I can do it this time." She guided himtoward the bedroom her hands gentle.

he said. "You dread it. The vidphone is your béte

19

But in these things is no place of repose; they abide not, they flee; and who can foll ow
themwi th the senses of the flesh?
--St. Augustine

In his sleep Sebastian Hermes dreanmed of the grave; he dreamed he once nmore lay within his
tight plastic casket, in the Tiny Place, in the darkness. He called over and over again, "M/ nane
is Sebastian Hernes and | want to get out! Is there anyone up there who can hear nme?" In his dream
hs listened. And, far off, for the second time in his life, he felt the weight of footsteps, of
sonmeone noving toward his grave. "Let nme out!" he squeaked, over and over again; and, against the
confining plastic, he struggled |ike a danp insect. Hopel essly.

Now someone dug; he felt the inpact of the spade. "Get air down to nme!" he tried to yell
but since there was no longer any air he could not breathe; he was suffocating. "Hurry!" he
called, but his call becane soundless in the absence of air; he lay conpressed, crushed, by an
enor nous vacuum the pressure grew until, silently, his ribs broke. He felt that, too, his bones
one by one snappi ng.

“I'f you get nme out of here," he tried to say, wanted to say, "I'lIl go back into the
Li brary and find the Anarch. Okay?" He listened; the excavation continued: dulled thunps,
met hodi cally. "I promise," he said. "Is it a deal ?"
The bl ade of the spade rasped across his coffin's lid.
| admit it, he thought. | could have gotten himout, but | chose to save ny wfe instead.
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_They_ didn't stop ne; | stopped nyself. But | won't do that again; | pronise. He listened; now,
with a screwdriver, they had begun renoving the Iid, the |ast barrier between himand the |ight,
the air. It'll be different next time, he prom sed. Ckay?

The lid, noisily, was dragged aside. Light spilled in.and he | ooked up, saw into a face
whi ch peered down at him

A wi zened, dark, little old face. The Anarch's.

"I heard you calling," the Anarch said. "So | dropped what | had been doing and cane to
give aid. What can | do for you? Do you want to know the year? It is 4 B.C."

"Why?" Sebastian asked. "What does that signify?" He felt that it portended sonething
vast; he felt awe.

The Anarch said, "You are the savior of nankind. Through you it will be redeened. You are
the nost inportant person ever born."

"What do | have to do," Sebastian said, "to redeem nankind?"

"You nmust die again," the Anarch answered, but now the dream becane waith-1ike and hazy
and he began to wake up; he sensed hinself here in bed in his conapt, beside Lotta; he sensed that
he had dreamed and so the dream ebbed away from him-1eaving a peculiar residue.

Sone nessage, he thought as he turned over, sat up, pushed the covers away from hi mand
rose unsteadily to his feet to stand by the bed, deep in thought. Trying to remenber as much of
the dream as possi bl e.

I rmust what? he asked hinsel f. What did the Anarch want to say to me? Die? The dreamtol d
hi m nothing, only that he felt trapped and inpotent, that he felt guilt, boundlessly so, for
| eaving the Anarch in the Library; all things he consciously knew. Big deal, he thought gloomly

He stunmbled into the kitchen--and found three nen, wearing black silk clothes, seated at
the table. Three O fspring of Mght. The three nmen |l ooked tired and fretful. Before them on the
table, lay a heap of creased handwitten notes.

"This is the man," one of them said, indicating Sebastian, "who left the Anarch in the
Li brary. Wen he coul d have gotten himout."

The three O fspring of Mght regarded Sebastian with m xed enotions visible on their weary
faces.

To Sebastian the spokesman of the O fspring explained, "W're going to nmake our nove
agai nst the Library tonight. Nothing subtle; we're going to drag a cannon up and lire nucl ear
shells at it until it falls apart. W may not get the Anarch but at |east we'll have taken care of
_them ." Hs tone indicated contenpt and irate hostility.

"You don't think you could get in and get out?" Sebastian asked. It appalled him the
clumsy quality of their plans. The nihilism Not saving the Anarch but destroying the Library;
they had missed the entire point.

"There's a miniscule chance," the spokesman of the O fspring conceded. "That's why we
stopped off to talk to you; we want to know exactly where you found the Anarch and how they're
guarding him. . . how many men and with what weapons. O course, it all will be changed by the
time we arrive-it's probably all changed now -but there may be sonething we can nake use of." He
eyed Sebastian, waiting.

Lotta, sleepy-eyed, appeared in the kitchen doorway behind him "Are they here to kil
us?" she asked, slipping her arm through his.

"Apparently not," Sebastian told her; he patted her arm trying to soothe her. "AIl |
renenmber is armed Library guards,” he said to the Ofspring. "I don't remenber which office
found himin, except that it was on the next to top floor. It seenmed to be an ordinary office,
like all the others; they probably selected it at random"”

"Have you dreaned about the Anarch since?" the spokesman of the O fspring asked,
surprisingly. "W're told that in his previous life the Anarch occasionally communicated with his
followers through their dreans.”

"Yes," Sebastian said guardedly. "I did dream about him he told ne something, about
myself. That | had to do sonething. The year, he said, was 4 B.C. and | would be the savior of
manki nd. By doing this thing."

"Not very hel pful," the spokesman of the O fspring comented.

"But in a sense true," another of the Ofspring spoke up. "If he _had_ brought the Anarch
out he would_ have been the savior of nmankind. That's what the Anarch wanted himto do; we don't
need to hear the dreamto know that." He jotted notes, scow ing.

"You missed your chance, M. Hernes," the first Ofspring said. "The bi ggest chance of
your life."

"I know, " Sebastian sai d woodenly.

"“"Maybe we should kill him" the third Ofspring said. "Kill both of them Now, instead of
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after the thrust on the Library."

Sebastian felt his pul se cease; he felt his body shrink into death. As it had been in the
Tiny Place. But he said nothing; he nerely hugged Lotta agai nst him

"Not as |long as he may be hel pful," their spokesman said flatly. Again he surveyed
Sebastian. "Did you come across any weapons nore fornidable than | aser beans and autonatic
rifles?" he inquired.

"No." Sebastian stiffly shook his head.

"There seened to be no force-field, nothing nodern, protecting the highly sensitive top
| evel s of the structure.”

"Al'l hand weapons," Sebastian said.

"By what systemare the Library guards al erted? Radi o?"

"Yes." Again he nodded.

"They didn't try to stop you with nerve gas?"

Sebastian said, "I was the only one who used gas. Supplied to ne by H's Mghtiness and the
Rone party."

"Yes, we know what you were supplied with." The spokesman of the O fspring toyed with his
pencil, licking the corner of his nmouth and concentrating. "They had gas masks?"

"Sone of them"

"Then they have gas--one kind or another--available. In case of an out-and-out invasion
And when our first shell hits the building we may see sonething | arger than hand weapons energe
fromwi thin there." He once nore contenpl ated Sebastian. "I don't believe it. | mean, | believe
you--but | know they're better defended. They really didn't try to stop you; if it had been a team
i nstead of one man, you'd have gotten the Anarch out." He turned to consult his two conpanions.
"The Library is still an enigna," he told them "Twice, within fortyeight hours, a man has gone in
there and hauled Lotta Hermes out. Yet, there sits the Anarch, as if available; as if a fastnoving
_putsch_ could be carried off. In my opinion the Anarch is already dead and what Hernmes saw
consi sts of nothing nmore than a sinulacrumrobot, prepared in advance.”

One of his conpanions said, "But Hernmes' dream It inplies that Hs Mghtiness is stil
alive. Sonewhere. Maybe not in the Library, though."

Lotta detached herself from Sebastian and seated herself at the kitchen table across from
the three O fspring of Mght. "Haven't the Uditi ever been able to--" She gestured, not know ng
the word. "CGotten one of you in--you know. On the staff. A spy."

"They use quasi-tel epathic probes in screening applicants,” the spokesman said. "W tried
several times. They gunned the individual down each tinme; we got back a corpse.™

"You couldn't say you were the inventor of a book," Sebastian said.

" That _ you used up," the spokesnan said cuttingly. "A ganbit we prepared nonths ago.
Because of the interference of the Ronme party, you got hold of that. That didn't please us . .
the OFfspring. Hermes, it may have perpl exed Ray Roberts that you failed, but it doesn't perplex
us. W have an enornous regard for the resources, the ingenuity of the Library; we will, on orders
from Roberts, kill you to avenge the Anarch . . . but in our own separate opinion, you didn't have
the foggi est ghost of a chance.”

Sebastian said huskily, "But | didn't even try."

"That nmakes no nevermind. Not if what you saw consisted of a sinrobot. O they had nore
sophi sti cated weapons, ready to be lugged out as soon as you showed success. How readily did they
agree to the détente? You getting out alive with your wife but without the Anarch?"

"They made the offer," Sebastian said.

"It's a trap," the spokesman of the O fspring said. "To lure us into a kam kaze raid;
_all_ the Ofspring: our entire corps. The Anarch probably has been taken niles fromhere, to one
of the branch Libraries up the Coast toward Oregon. Any one of the nore than eighty branches in
the WU.S." He brooded. "Or he could be in one of the private residences of an Erad. O in a
hotel . Do you know anyone high up in the Library hierarchy, Hernes? An Erad? A librarian? | mean
personal ly."

"l know Ann Fisher," he said.

"Yes. The daughter of the Chief Librarian and the pro tem Chairman of the Council." The
O fspring nodded. "How intimately do you know her? Be accurate; this could be vital."

"l gnore your wife tenporarily," another of the O fspring spoke up. "This takes
pr ecedence. "

Sebastian said, "lI've been to bed with her."

"Ch," Lotta gasped. "Then what she told ne was true."

"That makes two of us," Sebastian said.

"l guess it does," Lotta said, forlornly. She buried her face in her hands, rubbed her
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forehead, then lifted her head and gazed up at him "Could you tell nme why you--"

"You have the bal ance of your lives to discuss this," the spokesman of the O fspring broke
in. "Do you think you could lure Ann Fisher out of the Library?" he asked Sebastian. "On a
pretext? So we could put our own tel epathic probe on her?"

"l could," he said.

"What would you tell her?" Lotta said. "That you wanted to go to bed with her again?"

"I would say," he said, "that the Ofspring of Mght had been instructed to kill us. And |
wanted to arrange sanctuary for you and nme in the Library."

The spokesman pointed to the vidphone in the living room "Call her," he said.

Sebastian nade his way into the living room "She has an apartnent," he said. "Qutside the
Li brary; that's where she took ne. It'll probably be there, not here."

"Any place," the spokesman said. "So long as it's where we can get our hands on her and
attach a probe."

Seated at the vidphone he dialed the Library.

"Peopl e's Topical Library," the operator said presently.

He turned the vidphone set around, so that the canera would not pick up the four people in
the kitchen of his conapt. "Let ne talk to Mss Ann Fisher," he said.

"Who is calling, please?"

"Tell her M. Hermes." He sat waiting; the screen had now become bl ank. Then, after a
sputter, it relit. On the screen Ann Fisher's attractive face forned.

"Hel | o, Sebastian," she said quietly.

He said, "I"mmarked to be killed."

"By the Ofspring of M ght?"

"Yes," he said.

"Well, Sebastian," Ann said, in her clear voice, "I really do think you brought it on

yoursel f. You couldn't resolve your loyalty; you came to the Library, you forced your way in, but
instead of trying to bring the Anarch out--and you had equi pnent supplied by Udi; we recognized it-
-instead of doing that--"

"Listen," he said harshly, breaking in. "I want to neet you."

“I can't help you." Her voice was neutral, pert; his situation did not inpinge on her
savoir-faire. "After what you did in--"

"W want to arrange sanctuary," Sebastian said. "In the Library. Lotta and I."

"So?" Ann raised her thin eyebrows. "Well, | can ask the Council; | knowit's been done on
rare occasions. But don't get your hopes up. | doubt if the answer woul d be yes, in your case."”

Appearing besi de Sebastian, Lotta took the receiver fromhimand said, "My husband's a
very effective organi zer, Mss Fisher. | know you could make use of his ability. We had planned to
go to the UN and try to nake it to Mars, but the Ofspring of Mght are too near; we'll be
killed before we can get our medi cal exam nations and passports.”

"Has the O fspring of Mght contacted you?" Ann asked; she seened nore interested, now

"Yes," Sebastian said, retrieving the vidphone receiver

"Do you know," Ann said in a cold, hard voice, "if they have any plans regardi ng the
Anar ch?"

"They said one thing," Sebastian said cautiously.

"Ch? Teilme what it was."

“I"1l tell you," he said, "when we neet you. Either here at our conapt or at your
apartnent."

Ann Fisher hesitated, calculated, then decided. "I'Il neet you in two hours. At ny place

You renenber the address?"

"No," he said; he reached out, and one of the O fspring quickly handed hima pencil and
pad.

She gave himthe address and then rang off. Sebastian sat for a noment, then rose stiffly.
The three O fspring regarded hi mwordl essly.

"It's arranged,” he said. And it will give ne satisfaction, he said to hinmself. No matter
how it works out, whether they get the Anarch or not. "Here." He handed the spokesnman the slip of
paper on which he had witten Ann Fisher's address. "Wat do | have to do? Am | supposed to go in
t here arnmed?"

"Probably she has a standard search-beam system across her doorway," the spokesnman said,
exani ning the address. "It'll sound you for any weapons. No, just go in there and talk to her
We'll toss a gas grenade through the wi ndow, sonething like that . . . don't worry about that
part; that's up to us." He nused. "Maybe a thernotropic dart. W'd get both of you, but you'd
recover; we'd be bringing you both around."
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To the spokesman Lotta said, "If ny husband hel ps you this way, will you not kill us?"
"I'f Hernes makes it possible for us to get back the Anarch,” the spokesman of the
O fspring said, "we'll commute the death sentence which Ray Roberts passed on him"
Chilled, Sebastian said, "It's that formal, then."
"Yes." The spokesnman nodded. "Done in official session of the Elders of Udi. His
M ghtiness took tinme off fromhis spiritual pilg to participate in that decision."
"Do you think," Lotta said to Sebastian, "that you can really get Mss Fisher out of the

Li brary?"

"She'll come,"” he said. But whether the Ofspring can grab her--that's sonething el se, he
thought. He had a high regard for Ann Fisher's al ertness; she probably would be prepared for
sonmething just like this. After all, Ann knew how he felt about her

They won't question her, he realized. Sonehow, in sone fashion that none of us can
envision, she'll kill them And perhaps nme as well. But, he thought, Ann Fisher may die, too. That
consol ed him out of all this, that one grimpossibility appealed to him | could never kill her
nmysel f, he thought. That's beyond me; |I'mnot constituted to performan act like that. But the
O fspring: as with Joe Tinbane, killing is their vocation

He felt inmeasurably better. He had steered the assassins of Udi onto Ann Fisher: a great
acconpl i shnent .
Onto Ann and away from hinsel f and Lotta!l

20

So then when they rise and tend to be, the nore quickly they grow that they may be, so
much the nore they haste not to be.
--St. Augustine

Two hours later he sat in his aircar, parked on the roof of Ann Fisher's apartnent
bui l di ng, thinking introspective thoughts about his Iife and what he had tried to do during it.

Closing his eyes he inagined the Anarch; he tried to revive the truncated dreamof a few
hours ago. _You nust_, the Anarch had said to him You nmust do what? he wondered; he tried to
i nduce the dreamto continue on past that point. Again he nmade out the dried, shriveled little
face, the dark eyes and w se--both spiritually and earthly w se--nmouth. You nust die once nore, he
thought; was that it? O live? He wondered which. The dreamrefused to resune and he gave up; he
sat upright and opened the car door.

The Anarch, wearing a white cotton robe, stood beside the parked car. Waiting for himto
get out.

"My God," Sebastian said.

Smiling, the Anarch said, "I amsorry that ny earlier talk with you becane interrupted.
Now we can conti nue."

"You--got away fromthe Library?"

"They still hold ne," the Anarch said. "Wat you see is nothing nore or |ess than an
hal | uci nation; the antidote capsule to the LSD gas which you carried in your nouth failed the task
of neutralizing the gas conpletely; | ama remant of that gas operation." Hi s snile increased.
"Do you believe nme, Sebastian?"

Sebastian said, "I could have been hit by the gas. Alittle. --" But the Anarch | ooked
substantial. Sebastian reached out to touch him..

Hi s groping hand passed through the Anarch's body. "You see?" the Anarch said. "I can
| eave the Library spiritually; | can appear in nmen's dreans and as drug-i nduced visions. But
physically | amstill there _and they can kill ne any tine they wish_."

"Do they intend to?" he asked hoarsely.
"Yes." The Anarch nodded. "Because | will not give up ny views, ny specific, certain
knowl edge; | can't forget what | have | earned during death. Any nore than you can eradicate the
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horror of finding yourself buried; some nenories remain throughout life."

Sebastian said, "Wat can | do?"

"Very little," the Anarch said. "The O fspring of Mght are correct when they say that you
really had no chance of conveying nme fromthe Library; a splinter-bonb had been rigged and | was
the booby trap. If you had lifted ne to nmy feet the bonb would have killed us both."

"Are you just saying that," Sebastian said, "to make ne feel better?"

"I amtelling you the truth," the Anarch said.

"And now w aat ?" Sebastian said. "I'Il do anything you want. Anything | can.”

"Your neeting with Mss Fisher."

"Yes," he said. "The O fspring are waiting. I'mlike you; I'ma booby trap. For her."

The Anarch said, "Let her go."

"\ 2"

"She has a right to live." The Anarch seened tranquil, now, once nmore he smled. "I can't
be saved," he said. "The Ofspring can blow up the entire Library and all it will--"

"But," Sebastian said, "we can get her too."

"They possibly mght get her," the Anarch said, "when they blow up the Library. But, it is
all the same."

" They_ can get her," Sebastian said. "But this way | _can get her."

The Anarch said, "You don't actually hate Ann Fisher. In fact it's the opposite; you are
deeply, violently in love with her. That's why you' re so anxious to see her destroyed: Ann Fisher
draws of f huge quantities of your enotions; the major share, in fact. Killing her won't bring you
closer to Lotta; you nust neet Ann Fisher here on the roof when she | ands and warn her not to go
into her apartnment. Do you understand?"

"No, " Sebastian said.

"You nmust, in fact, warn her not to go back to the Library; you nust tell her about the

proposed attack. Tell her to arrange for the Library to be evacuated. The attack will cone at six
this evening; at least that is the present operating schedule of the Ofspring. | think they
possibly will do it; as you have thought yourself, killing is their vocation."

Hearing his own thoughts read back to himjarred him he felt acutely unconfortable. He
said haltingly, "I don't think Ann Fisher is that inportant one way or another; | think you are

i mportant--you and your safety. The Uditi are absolutely right; it's worth blowing the Library to
bits if there's any chance--"

"But there isn't," the Anarch said. "No chance at all."

"So your doctrines, your know edge of the ultimate reality beyond the grave, disappear
Eradi cated by the Erads."” He felt futile.

"I am appearing to M. Roberts in vision-form" the Anarch said peacefully. "I ambusily
conmuni cating with him To a certain, linmted extent inspiring him Substantial parts of ny new
understanding will therefore reach the world, through him And your secretary, Mss Vale,
possesses reans of dictation which she took fromne." The Anarch did not seem perturbed; he
radiated, in fact, an aura of saintly acceptance.

"Am | really in love with Ann Fisher?" sebastian asked.

The Anarch did not answer.

“Your M ghtiness," Sebastian said urgently.

Reachi ng up, the Anarch pointed into the afternoon sky. And, as he pointed, he wavered;
cars beyond hi m becane visible, and then, by degrees, he flickered out.

Above the roof an aircar glided down, seeking a |anding.

Here she cones, Sebastian realized. It could be no one el se.

As the aircar |anded he wal ked toward it. Wen he reached it he found Ann Fi sher
i ndustriously wiggling out of her safety belt. "Goodbye," he said to her

"Bye," she said, preoccupied. "Goddamthis belt; it always gives ne trouble." She gl anced
up at him then, her blue eyes penetrating. "You look odd. As if you want to say something but
can't."

He said, "Can we talk up here?"

"Why up here?" Her eyebrows knitted. "Explain."

"The Anarch," he said, "appeared to ne in a vision."

"Ch ny nouth he did. Tell ne what the Offspring are up to; tell nme here, if you want. But
start telling!" Her eyes blazed inpatiently. "Sonething's the matter with you; | can tell. Did he
really appear to you? That's a superstition; he's back at the Library, |ocked up with half a dozen
Erads. The Uditi have been getting to you; _they , think he can nmani fest hinself wherever he
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wants. "

Sebastian said, "Let himgo."

"He'll undermne the structure of society, a nut |like that. A baboon cone back fromthe
dead, spoutng holy wit. You should be around him the way |'ve been; you should hear sone of the
t hi ngs he says."

"What does he say?"

Ann Fisher said, "I didn't come here to discuss that; you told me you knew what the Udi
fanatics are doing."

Seating hinself in the car beside her, he said, "I consider the Anarch on a par with
Gandhi . "

Ann sighed. "Okay. He says there's no death; it's an illusion. Tinme is an illusion. Every

instant that cones into being never passes away. Anyhow -he says--it doesn't really even cone into
being; it was always there. The universe consists of concentric rings of reality; the greater the
ring the nore it partakes of absolute reality. These concentric rings finally wind up as God; He's
the source of the things, and they're nore real as they get nearer to him It's the principle of

emanation, | guess. Evil is sinply a |lesser reality, aring farther fromHm It's the |ack of
absolute reality, not the presence of an evil deity. So there's no dualism no evil, no satan
Evil is an illusion |like decay. And he kept quoting bits of all those old-tinme nmedieva

phi | osophers, like St. Augustine and Erigena and Boet hius and St. Thomas Aqui nas--he says for the

first time he understands them kay, is that enough?
"I'"l'l listen to any nore you renenber."
"Why should | pass on his doctrines? Qur whole function is to erad them not tout them™

She got a cigaret butt fromthe car's ashtray, lit it and began puffing snoke into it rapidly.
"Let's see." She shut her eyes. "Eidos is form Like Plato's category--the absolute reality. It
exists; Plato was right. Bidos is inprinted on passive matter; matter isn't evil, it's just inert,
like clay. There's an anti-eidos, too; a form _destroying_ factor. This is what people experience
as evil, the decay of form But the anti-eidos is an eidolon, a delusion; once inpressed, the form
is eternal--it's just that it undergoes a constant evolution, so that we can't perceive the form
The way, for instance, the child disappears into the nan, or, |like we have now, the man dw ndl es
away into the child. It looks like the man is gone, but actually the universal, the category, the
form-it's still there. The problemis one of perception; our perception is linited because we

have only partial views. Like Leibnitz's nonadol ogy. See?"

"Yes," he said, nodding.

"Not hi ng new," Ann said. "Just a rehash of Plotinus and Plato and Kant and Lei bnitz and
Spi noza. "

Sebastian said, 'W weren't necessarily expecting sonething new. W didn't know what it
woul d be like, when it arrived."

"You died; didn't you experience all that?"

"It's like during life. Each person experiences different--"

"Yes, like Leibnitz's nonads."” She placed the conpleted cigaret in its paper package,
along with others like it. "lIs that enough? At last?" She waited, her body tense with inpatience

"And this doctrine," he said, "you want to erad."

"Well, if the doctrine's true," Ann said, "we _can't_ destroy it. So there's nothing for
you to get your nouth in an uproar about."

Sebastian said, "The Ofspring of Mght will spring a trap on you as soon as you enter

your apartnent."

Her eyes flickered. "This is why you wanted to neet ne?"

"Yes," he said.

“You changed your m nd?"

He nodded.

Reachi ng, Ann squeezed himon the knee. "I appreciate it. Al right; 1'll duck back to the
Li brary. "
"Evacuate the Library," he said. "Totally. Before six tonight."
"They're going to bonbard it with some heavy weaponry fromthe F.N. M ?"
"They have an atonic cannon. Nucl ear shells. They know they can't get the Anarch back
They' || settle for leveling the Library."

"Vengeance," Ann said. "That always animates them Back to the days of Malcolm X s
assassi nation.”

Agai n he nodded.

"Well, what do you personally say about this?" she demanded.

“lI've given up," he said, sinply.
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"They'll be sore as hell at you for stopping me," Ann said. "If they were nmad at you
before--"

"I know." He had thought of that. While the Anarch was telling him He had, in fact, been
t hi nki ng about it ever since.

"Can you get away somewhere? You and Lotta?"

“"Maybe Mars," he said.

Once nore she squeezed his knee. "I appreciate your telling ne. Good |uck. Now get out;
I"mgetting terribly nervous--1 want to take off while I still can."”

He slid fromthe car and shut the door. Instantly Ann started up the engine; the car rose
swiftly and headed in the direction of mid-afternoon cross-town traffic. Standing there, he
wat ched it go until it had di sappeared.

Fromthe elevator entrance two silk-clad Ofspring of Mght appeared, gun in hand. "What
happened?" one demanded. "Wy didn't she and you cone downstairs?"

| don't know, he started to say. But then, instead, he told them "I warned her off."

One of the Ofspring raised his pistol, started to point it in Sebastian's direction
"Later," the other said rapidly. "Maybe we can catch her; let's go." He raced toward their parked
car, and, indecisively, the other forgot about Sebastian and sprinted after him A nonment |ater
they, too, were airborne; he watched them streak off and then he wal ked to his own car. |nside he
sat for a time doing nothing, not even thinking; his mnd had beconme enpty.

At | ast he picked up the car's phone and dial ed his own nunber
"CGoodbye," Lotta said breathlessly, in answer; her eyes dil ated when she recogni zed him
"I's it over?" she asked.

"I tipped her off," he said.

" \Why? "

Sebastian said, "I'min love with her. Evidently. What | did would seemto substantiate
that."

"Are--the O fspring upset?”

"Yes," he said curtly.

"You really love her? That nuch?"

"The Anarch told ne to do it," he said. "He appeared to ne in a vision."

"That's silly." She had, as al ways, begun to cry; tears rolled unobstructed down her
cheeks. "I don't believe you; nobody has visions any nore."

"Are you crying because | |love Ann Fisher?" he asked. "Or because the Uditi will be after
us agai n?"

"I --don't know. " She continued to cry. Hel plessly.

Sebastian said, "lI'mcomng honme. | don't nean | don't love you; | love you in a different
way. |'mjust hung up on her; | shouldn't be but evidently | am In time | can get rid of it. It's
like a neurosis; |ike obsessive thinking. It's an illness."

"You bastard," Lotta said, choking with grief.

"Ckay," he said leadenly. "You're right. Anyhow, the Anarch told ne that, told ne how
really feel about her. Can_ | come hone? O should I--"

"Cone on hone," Lotta said, wiping at her eyes with her knuckle. "We' Il decide what to do.
Hello." Wanly, she rang off.
He started the engine of his car and ascended into the sky.

When he arrived back at his conapt, Lotta nmet himon the roof. "I've been thinking," she
said, as he enmerged fromthe parked car, "and | realize |I have no right to blane you; |ook what I
did with Joe Tinbane." Hesitantly, she reached her arnms Qut toward him He hugged her, tightly. "I
think you're right when you regard it like an illness," she said, against his shoulder. "W both
have to viewit that way. And you will get over it. Just like I'mgetting over Joe."

Toget her, they wal ked to the el evator

"Since | talked to you," Lotta continued, "I phoned the U N people here in L. A and
talked to them about our emigrating to Mars. They said they'd mail us the forms and instructions
t oday. "

"Fine," he said.
“It'll be an exciting trip," Lotta said, "if we actually do it. Do you think we wll?"
He said, candidly, "I don't know what el se we can do."

Downstairs, in their apartnment, they faced each other across the snall expanse of their
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l'iving room

"I"'mtired," Sebastian said; he nassaged his achi ng eyes.

"At least now," his wife said, "we don't have to worry about Library agents. Isn't that
so? They're probably grateful to you for saving her hide; wouldn't you imagi ne?"

"The Library won't do us any nore harm" he agreed.

"Do you find ne insipid?" Lotta asked.

"No," he said. "Not at all."

"That Fisher girl is so--dynanm c. So aggressively active."

Sebastian said, "Wat we've got to do is hide until all our papers are in order and we're
aboard a ship heading to Mars. Can you think of any place?" At the nmonent he could not. He
wonder ed how nmuch tine they had. Possibly only mnutes. The Offspring could return at each new
tick of the clock.

"At the vitariunP" Lotta offered hopefully.

"No chance. They'll |ook here first, there second."

"A hotel room Picked at random"

"Maybe," he said, chewing on it.

"Did the Anarch really appear to you in a vision?"

"It seened so. Maybe--he said it himself--1 inhaled too nuch of the LSD. And what spoke to
me consisted of a part of my own mnd." He would probably never know. Perhaps it didn't natter

“"I"'d like that," Lotta said. "To have a religious vision. But | thought you had visions of
peopl e dead. Not living."

"Maybe they had already killed him" Sebastian said. He probably is dead by now, he
conjectured. Well, that's that. _Sumtu_, he thought, quoting Ray Roberts. | amyou, so when you
died | died. And, while I still live, you, too live on. In ne. In all of us.

21.

Thou cal | edst, and shoutedst and burstest ny deafness. Thou fl ashedst, shinest and
scatteredst ny blindness . . . Thou did touch nme, and | burned for Thy peace.
--St. Augustine

That evening, drably, he and Lotta watched the news on TV.

"All day," the announcer exclained, "a crowd of Uditi, the followers of H s M ghtiness Ray
Roberts, has been growing in the vicinity of the People's Topical Library; a restless crowd,
surging back and forth in a manner suggesting anger. Los Angel es police, who have kept an eye on
the crowd without attenpting to interfere with it, expressed fear shortly before five P.M that an
attack on the Library would be soon forthconming. We tal ked to a nunber of persons in the crowd,
aski ng them why they had assenbl ed here and what they proposed to do."

The TV screen showed di sjointed scenes of people in notion. Noisy people, nostly nen,
wavi ng their arms, yelling.

"W talked to M. Leopold Haskins and asked hi mwhy he had conme to parade in front of the
Li brary, and he had this to say."

A burly Negro man, probably in his late thirties, appeared on the TV screen, | ooking
sullen. "Well, I'"'mhere," he said gruffly, "because they got the Anarch in there."

Hol di ng out the portable nicrophone the TV news announcer said, "They have the Anarch
Thomas Peak in the Library, sir?”

"Yeah, they got himin there," Leopold Haskins said. "W heard about ten this norning that
not only do they got the Anarch in there but they plan to dispatch him"

“"To nurder him sir?" the TV announcer inquired.

“"That right; that what we hear."

"And what do you propose to do about it, assuming this to be true?"

"Well, we plan on goin' in there. That what we plan." Leopold Haskins gl anced about self-
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consciously. "They told us that we going to get himout if at all possible, so that why |'m here;
I'"mhere to keep the Library fromdoin' that terrible thing they plan on doin'."

"WIIl the police try to stop you, do you think?"

"Uh, no," Leopold Haskins said, taking a deep, shuddering breath. "The L. A police, they
hate the Library bad as we do."

"And why is that, sir?"

"The L. A police know," Haskins said, "that it was the Library that kilt that policeman
yesterday, that O ficer Tinbane."

"W were told--"

"I know what you were told," Haskins said excitedly, his voide rising to a falsetto, "but
it wasn't any 'religious fanatics' |ike they said. They know who did it and we know who did it."

The canera switched, then, to focus on an ill-at-ease very thin Negro wearing a white
shirt and dark trousers. "Sir," the TV announcer said, mike in hand, "can we have your nane,
pl ease?"

"Jonah L. Sawyer," the thin Negro said in a rasping voice.

"And why are you here today, sir?"

"The reason |'m here," Sawyer said, "is because that Library won't listen to no reason and
won't let the Anarch out."

"And you're assenbl ed here to get himout."

"That right, sir; we here to get himout." Sawer nodded earnestly.

The TV announcer asked, "And how, specifically, do you propose to do that, sir? Do the
Uditi have definite plans?”

"Well, we got our elite organization, the Ofspring of Mght, and they in charge; they the
ones that ask us to cone here today. | of course not know specifically what they plan to do, but--

"But you think they can do it."

"Yes, | think they can do it." Sawyer nodded.

"Thank you very much, M. Sawyer," the TV announcer hol ding the m ke said. He then
met anor phosed into his later self, seated--live--at his desk, with a stack of news bulletins
before him "Shortly before six this evening," he continued, "the crowd around the People's
Topi cal Library, by then several thousand in nunber, became extrenely tense, as if sensing that
sonet hi ng was about to happen. And happen it did. Fromout of nowhere, or so it seemed, a cannon
appeared and began poorly aimed, sporadic firing, |obbing shell after shell on the |arge gray
stone building conprising the People's Topical Library. At this, the cromd went wild." The TV
screen now showed the crowd going wild, nmilling and shouting, faces ecstatic. "Earlier in the day
I talked with Los Angel es Police Chief Mchael Harrington and asked whether or not the Library had
requested police assistance. Here is what Chief Harrington had to say."

The screen now showed a thick-necked white, with pocked skin and codfish eyes, wearing a
uni form and gl anci ng about slyly as he wet his lips to speak. "The People's Topical Library," he
intoned in a loud, assertive voice, as if making a formal speech, "have made no such request. W
have nade various attenpts to contact them but our understanding is that at approxi mately four-
thirty this afternoon all Library personnel vacated the building, and that it is now enpty,
pendi ng the disposition of the matter of this disorderly, illegal crowd and their intentions
toward the Library." He paused, chewed his cud. "I have al so been told--but this has not been
confirmed, to nmy know edge--that a nmilitant faction of the Udi people has plans to use an atomc
war head cannon against the Library building in an effort to smash it open so that the crowd can
then rush in and rescue their former |eader, the Anarch Thonas Peak, whom they assunme to be
there."

" _Is_ the Anarch Peak in there, Chief Harrington?" the TV announcer asked.

"To our know edge," the L. A police chief answered, "the Anarch Peak may well be in there.
We do not know for sure." His voice faded off, as if he had his m nd somewhere el se; continually
he gl anced at sonething or soneone out of the corner of his eye. "No, we have no know edge of that
one way or another."

“"I'f the Anarch were in there," the announcer said, "as the Uditi appear to believe, would
they, in your opinion, be justified in attenpting forced entry? As they seem bent on? O do you
regard--"

"W regard this crowd," Chief Harrington said, "as constituting an unlawful assenbly, and
we have already nade several arrests. At the present tinme we are attenpting to persuade themto
di sband. "

Agai n the announcer renmaterialized at his desk, handsonely attired and unruffled. "The
crowd," he stated, "did not disband as Chief Harrington hoped. And now, fromlater reports
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directly at the scene, we understand as we said before that the atomi c cannon referred to by Chi ef
Harrington has in fact appeared, and we further understand is at this nmonent doi ng considerable
damage to the Library building. We will interrupt our regular programs during the evening to keep
you inforned of the progress of this virtually pitched battle between the proponents of the cult
of Udi, as represented by the noisy, mlling, and quite angry, crowd, and the--"

Sebastian shut the TV set off.

"It's a good thing," Lotta said thoughtfully. "The Library disappearing. I'mglad it's
gone. "

"I't's not gone. They'll rebuild. The whole staff and all the Erads got out; you heard what
the TV said. Don't get your hopes up." He rose fromthe couch where he had been sitting and began
to pace.

"We're probably safe for alittle while," Lotta pointed out. "The Ofspring are tied up
trying to get into the Library; they're probably so busy they've forgotten about us."

"But they'll renenber us again," he said. "Wen they're through with the Library." He
thought, | wonder if by sone miracle they could possibly reach the Anarch before he's killed. My
god, he thought; | wonder . . . it's theoretically possible, at |east.

But he knew, in his heart, that it would not work out that way. The Anarch woul d never be
seen again alive; he knewit, the Anarch had known it, and the Uditi knew it. Ray Roberts and the
Uditi knew it nost of all

"Turn the news back on,'

He did so.

And saw, on the screen, the face of Mavis MCuire.

"Ms. MG@ire," the TV announcer was saying, "this attack on your Library--have you made
any statenent to the crowd to the effect that you are not_ holding their fornmer spiritual |eader?
O do you think such a frank announcenent woul d have the desired effect of quieting thenP"

Ms. MQiire said in her severe, frigid voice, "Early today, we called in representatives

Lotta requested, restlessly.

of the news nedia and read thema prepared statenent. | will read it to you again, if you w sh;
wi || somebody--thanks.” She received a sheet of paper, glanced over it, and then began to read in
her crisp, no-nonsense Library voice. "'Because of the presence of M. Ray Roberts in Los Angel es

at this tinme, religious bigotry has been fanned by a consi derabl e--and del i berate--flane of
i ntended viol ence. That the People's Topical Library is a prinme target earnarked for this viol ence
does not surprise us, inasnuch as the Library stands for the mai ntenance of the physical and
spiritual institutions of present-day society--institutions the overthrow of which the so-called
Uditi have a vested interest in. As regards the use of police to protect us, we wel conme any
assi stance which Chief Harrington may render, but incidents of this kind date back to the Watts
riot in the 1960s and their constant recurrence-"

"Ch God," Lotta said, clapping her hands to her ears and gazing at himw th stricken fear
"That voice; that awful voice, babbling away at ne--" She shuddered.

"W also talked to Mss Ann Fisher," the TV news announcer said, "the daughter of Chief
Li brarian Mavis McQiire. And she had this to say." The screen now showed Ann, in the living room
of her conapt, seated across fromthe TV canera and announcer; she | ooked poised and pretty and
cal m undi sturbed by what was taking place.

"--that it appears to have been planned |ong ago," Ann said. "I think the idea of razing
the Library dates back nonths, and that this explains the visit of Ray Roberts to the Wst Coast."

"You think, then," the announcer said, "that the attack on your Library--"

"--is and has been the cardinal target-goal of Udi for this year,"” Ann continued. "W're
on their tinetable; it's as sinple as that."

"So the attack was not spontaneous."

"Ch no. Certainly not; it has all the earmarks of being neticul ously planned, and long in
advance. The presence of their cannon denonstrates that."

"Has the Library tried to comunicate directly with H's Mghtiness Ray Roberts? To assure
himthat you are not in fact holding the Anarch?"

Ann said placidly, "Ray Roberts has nmanaged to nake hinself totally unavailable at this

time."

"So efforts on your part--"

"We've had no luck. Nor will we have any."

"You feel, then, that the Uditi will be successful in destroying the Library?"

Ann shrugged. "The police are naking no attenpt to stop them As usual. And _we_aren't
arned. "

"Why, M ss Fisher, do you think the police are not attenpting to halt the Uditi?"
"The police are afraid. They've been afraid since 1965 when the Watts riots broke out.
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How i ng nobs have controlled Los Angeles--in fact nost of the WU. S.--for decades. |'m surprised
this didn't happen to us sooner."

"But you will rebuild? Afterward?”

Ann Fisher said, "W will construct, on the site of the old Library building, a nuch
| arger, much nore nodern structure. Blueprints have already been drawn up; we have an extrenely
fine firmof architects at work right now Wrk will begin next week."

"' Next week'?" the announcer queried. "It sounds as if the Library anticipated this nmob
vi ol ence. "

"As | said, I'msurprised it didn't happen | ong ago."

"M ss Fisher, are you personally afraid of the Udi zealots, the so-called Ofspring of
M ght ?"

"Not at all. Well, perhaps a little." She snmled, showing her fine, even teeth.

"Thank you, Mss Fisher." Once nore the announcer appeared at his desk, facing his TV
audi ence with an appropriate worried expression on his face. "Mb violence in Los Angel es: an evi
whi ch has haunted the city since, as Mss Fisher said, the Watts riots of 1965. A venerable
building, a landnark, at this nonent being blown to pieces . . . and still the nystery of the
wher eabout s of the Anarch Peak--assuming that it is true that he has returned to |life--renains
unsol ved." The announcer pawed anong his news di spatches, then once nore raised his eyes to
confront his viewers. "Is the Anarch in the People's Topical Library?" he inquired rhetorically.
"And if he is--"

"I don't want to hear any nore,

Lotta said; getting up, she reached to shut off the TV
set.
"They ought to interview you," Sebastian said. "You could tell the TV viewers sonething
about the Library's venerable nmethod of operation.”

Frightened, Lotta said, "I couldn't get in front of a TV canera; | wouldn't be able to say
a word."

"I was joking," he said, hunmanely.

"Why don't _you_ call the 'papes and the TV stations?" Lotta asked. "You _saw_ the Anarch
in there; you could vindicate the Uditi."

For a tine he toyed with the idea. "Maybe | will," he said. "In the next day or so. This
will be in the news for sonme tine." I'lIl do it, he thought, if I'mstill alive. "I could tell them
sonet hi ng about the Offspring of Mght while I'mat it," he said. "I"'mafraid that what | have to

say woul d cancel itself out.” Wuld indict both parties, he realized. So | probably had better
stay entirely out of it.

Lotta said earnestly, "Let's leave here; let's not stay in the conapt any longer. I--can't
_stand_ it, just sitting and waiting like this."

“You want to go to a notel ?" he said brusquely. "That didn't do Joe Ti nbane nuch good."

"Maybe the O fspring of Mght aren't as smart as the Library agents.”

"They' re about equal," he said.

"Do you love ne?" Lotta asked timdly. "Still?"

"Yes," he said.

"I thought | ove conquered everything," Lotta said. "I guess that isn't true.
about the room then started off for the kitchen.

And screaned.

In an instant he had reached her; he gripped the shovel fromthe fireplace--it happened to
be near at hand--and pushed her blindly behind him the shovel raised.

Smal | and withered and old, the Anarch Peak stood at the far end of the kitchen, holding
together his dingy cotton robe. Gief seenmed to hang about him it had shrunk him but not
defeated him he managed to lift his right hand in greeting.

They' ve killed him Sebastian thought with a thrill of sick sorrow. | can tell; that's why
he isn't speaking.

"You see hin?" Lotta whispered.

"Yes." Sebastian nodded, |owered the shovel. Then it hadn't been the LSD; his vision, on
the roof of Ann Fisher's building, had been genuine. "Can you talk to us?" he asked the Anarch. "I
wi sh you coul d. "

Presently, in a voice like the dry rasping of an abandoned winter |eaf, the Anarch said,
"An Ofspring of Mght has left Ray Roberts, with whom he has been conferring, and nowis on his
way here. This man they consider their ranking assassin.”

There was silence, and then, by degrees, Lotta--as always-- began to cry.

"What can we do, Your M ghtiness?" Sebastian asked, hel plessly.

"The three O fspring who cane here earlier in the day," the Anarch said, "placed a device

She roaned
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on you, M. Hernes, which informs them continually of your location. No nmatter where you go, the
device will register with them"

Sebastian groped at his coat, his sleeves, seeking the device.

"It consists of an electronically active non-eradicable dye," the Anarch said. "You can't
renove it, because it is on your skin."

"W wanted to go to Mars," Lotta managed to say. "You still will," the Anarch said. "I
intend to be here when the Ofspring of Mght arrives. If | can be." To Sebastian the Anarch said,
"I amvery weak, now. It is difficult. . . | don't know " H s face showed pain, acute and

terrible.
"They' ve killed you," Sebastian said to him
"They injected ne with a toxic agent, organic, to blend with my general deteriorated

condition. But it will take several minutes . . . it is slowacting."
The bastards, Sebastian thought.
"I amlying on a bed," the Anarch said. "In a dark narrow room At a branch of the
Li brary; | don't know which one. No one is with ne any longer. They injected the toxin and now

they have left."

"They didn't want to see," Sebastian said.

The Anarch said, "I feel so very tired. | have never felt so tired, in all nmy life. Wen
awoke in ny coffin | could not nove ny body, and that frightened nme, but this is worse. But it
will end in a few nore m nutes.”

"I'n view of your own condition," Sebastian said, "it's good of you to care what happens to
us."

"You revived ne," the Anarch said faintly. "I will never forget that. And we tal ked
together, | and you, | and your staff. | remenber that; it pleased nme very nuch. Even your
sal esman; | remenber him too."

Sebastian said, "Can't we do anything for you?"

"Keep talking to nme," the Anarch said. "I don't want to fall asleep. "It is the lives, the
lives, the lives, that die.'" For a nonment he said nothing; he appeared to be thinking. And then
he said, "'Tissue by tissue to a soul he grows, as |leaf by leaf the rose becones the rose. Tissue
fromtissue rots; and, as the sun goes fromthe bubbles when they burst, he goes.'"

"Do you still believe that?" Sebastian asked.

There was no answer. The Anarch, paltry in substance, trenbled and drew his cotton robe
tighter around him

"He's dead," Lotta said quaveringly, shocked.

Not yet, Sebastian thought. Another two minutes. _One_ nore.

The remants of the Anarch drifted away. And di sappeared.

"Yes, they killed him" Sebastian said. He's gone, he thought. And this tine he won't be
back; this finishes it. The last tine.

Gazing at him Lotta whispered, "Now he can't help us."

"Maybe it doesn't matter," Sebastian said. The |lives die, he thought. They have to, ours
i ncluded. His. Even the assassin on his way here; eventually he will dw ndl e away and be gone, too-
-slowy, over years, or in an instant: all at once.

A knock sounded on the hall door

Going to the door, shovel in hand, Sebastian opened it.

The bl ack-silk figure with cold eyes standing there tossed sonmething snmall into the
living, room Sebastian, dropping the shovel, grabbed the Ofspring by the neck and dragged him
fromthe hall, into the room

The room expl oded.

The body of the Offspring over him Sebastian felt hinself lifted up, as by a wi nd; he
crashed against the far wall of the room as in his hands, the assassin withed. Now snoke filled
the room He--and the assassin--lay against a broken door; shards of wood projected fromthe
assassin's back. The assassin had died.

"Lotta," Sebastian said, pulling hinself free fromthe lolling, inert mass of body; now
fire licked up the walls, consum ng the drapes, the furniture. The floor itself burned. "Lotta,"
he said, and groped about for her

He found her, still in the kitchen. Wthout picking her up he could see that she was dead.
Fragments of the bonb had entered her brain and body. Had killed her nore or less inmediately.

The fire crackled; the air, consuned by it, became opaque. He lifted his wife up, carried
her fromthe apartnment and out into the hall. Already, people filled the hall. Their voices
yammered and he felt their hands plucking at him-he shoved them away, still carrying Lotta.

Bl ood, he discovered, ran in trails down his face. Like tears. He did not wipe it away;
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i nstead he made his way toward the el evator. Someone, or several people, got the elevator for him
he found hinself inside it.

"Let us get her to the hospital,"” voices--unfamliar--said to him voices acconpanying the
pl ucki ng hands. "And you're badly hurt too; |ook at your shoul der."

Wth his left hand--his right seened paral yzed--he found the control buttons of the
el evator; he pressed the top one.

Next, he wandered across the roof of the building, searching for his car. Wen he found it
he placed Lotta inside, in the back, shut the doors, stood for a time and then, reopening a door
got in behind the wheel

He then reached the sky; the car flew through the evening twlight. Were? he wondered. He
did not know, he nmerely kept driving. He drove on and on as the eveni ng becane darker; he felt the
eveni ng settle about himand the whole earth. An evening which would | ast forever

Fl ashlight in hand he searched anmong the trees; he saw grave stones and withered fl owers
and knew that he had cone to a cenetery--which one he did not know An old one, a little one. Wy?
he wondered. For Lotta? He | ooked around, but the car and Lotta had di sappeared: he had gone too
far fromthem It didn't matter. He continued on

The narrow, yellow beamof light carried himat last to a tall iron fence; he could go no
farther. So he turned about and started back, still following the light, as if it were alive.

An open grave. He halted. Ms. Tilly M Benton, he thought; she lay here, once. And, not
far off, the ornate nonunment under which the Anarch Peak had once rested. This is Forest Knolls
Cenetery, he realized. He wondered why he had conme here; he seated hinself on the danp grass, felt
the cold of night, felt the utter cold deep inside him nuch colder than the night itself. Cold,
he thought, like the grave.

Fl ashing the neager beam of his light on the Anarch's nonunent he read the inscription
Sic igitur magni quoque circum nmoeni a nundi expugnata dabunt | abem putresque ruina.s, he read,
wi t hout conprehension. He wondered what it nmeant. He could not remenber. Did it have any neani ng?
Per haps not. He withdrew the yell ow beam of |ight fromthe nmonunent.

For atinme, along time, he sat listening. He did not think; there was nothing to think
about. He did not because there was nothing to do. Eventually, his flashlight gave out; the beam
shrank to a spot and then di med away and vani shed. He laid the tube of netal and gl ass down,

touched his injured shoulder, felt the pain and wondered about that, too. It, like the Latin
inscription, did not seemto nean anyt hing.
Si | ence.

And then, as he sat, he heard voices. He heard them from many graves; he detected the
growing into life of those below- sone very close to it, sonme indistinct and far off. But al
nmoving in that direction. He heard them coning closer; the voices becane a babbl e.

Under me, he thought. One very near by. He coul d-- al nost--nmake out its words.

"My nane is Earl B. Quinn," the voice crackled. "And |I'm down here, shut in, and | want to
He did not stir.

"Can anybody up there hear nme?" Earl B. Quinn called anxiously. "Please, sonebody; hear

me. 1 want to get out--1'm suffocating!"”

"I can't get you out," he said, then. Finally.

Excitedly, the voice stamered, "C-can't you dig? | know I'mnear the top; | can hear you
real clearly. Please start digging, or go tell everybody; | have relatives--they'll dig nme out.

Pl ease! "

He noved over, away fromthe grave. Away fromthe insistent noise. Into the babble of al
the many ot hers.

Much later the headlights of an aircar beamed down at him The engine of the car roared as

get out.

it set down in parking lot of the cemetery. Then footsteps, and the illum nation of a |arge-
battery light, a vast seal ed headlight beam The path of illum nation swng fromside to side;
like a visible pendulum he thought; like part of a clock. He waited, not stirring, but at |ast

the light reached him touched him
"I figured 1'd find you here," Bob Lindy said.
He said, "Lotta is--"

"l found your car. | know " Lindy crouched down, shone the heavy white beam on him "And
you're seriously hurt; you' re covered with blood. Conme on--1'll take you to the hospital."

"No," Sebastian said. "No; | don't want to go."

"Why not? Even if she's gone you still have to--"
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Sebasti an said, "They want to get out. Al of them"

"The deaders?" Lindy gripped himaround the waist, lifted himto his feet. "Later," he
said. "Can you walk at all? You rmust have been wal ki ng; your shoes are covered with nud. And your
clothes are torn, but nmaybe the blast did that."

"Let Earl Quinn out," Sebastian said. "He's the closest; he can't breathe." He pointed to
the grave stone. "Under there."

"You're going to die," Lindy said. "Yourself. Unless | can get you to the hospital. Goddam
it, walk as well as you can; I'Il try to support you. My car's right over here."

"Call the police," Sebastian said, "and have the cop who patrols this area sink an
energency air shaft down. Until we can get back here and start excavation.”

"COkay, Sebastian. I'll do that." They had reached the car; Bob Lindy tugged the door open
grunting and perspiring, got himinside.

"They need hel p," Sebastian said, as the car lifted and Bob Lindy put on the headlights.

"It wasn't just one | heard this tinme; | heard themall." He had never heard anything like it
before. Ever. So many at once--all of themtogether
“In tine," Lindy said. "We'lIl get Quinn out first; I'll call the police departnent now "

He quickly picked up the receiver of the car's phone.
The car flew on silently, in the direction of the city receiving hospital
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