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DR BLOCDMONEY, COR HOWWE GOT ALONG AFTER THE BOVB
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Early in the bright sun-yell owed norning, Stuart MConchie swept the sidewal k before Mbdem
TV Sales & Service, hearing the cars along Shattuck Avenue and the secretaries hurrying on high
heels to their offices, all the stirrings and fine snells of a new week, a newtine in which a
good sal esman coul d acconplish things. He thought about a hot roll and coffee for his second
br eakfast, along about ten. He thought of custoners whom he had talked to returning to buy, all of
t hem perhaps today, his book of sales running over, like that cup in the Bible. As he swept he
sang a song froma new Buddy Greco al bum and he thought too howit mght feel to be fanous, a
wor | d- f amous great singer that everyone paid to see at such places as Harrah's in Reno or the
fancy expensive clubs in Las Vegas whi ch he had never seen but heard so nuch about.

He was twenty-six years old and he had driven, late on certain Friday nights, from
Berkel ey al ong the great ten | ane highway to Sacranmento and across the Sierras to Reno, where one
could ganble and find girls; he worked for JimFergesson, the owner of Mdern TV, on a salary and
conmmi ssion basis, and being a good sal esnan he nmade plenty. And anyhow this was 1981 and busi ness
was not bad. Another good year, booming fromthe start, where America got bigger and stronger and
everybody took nore hone.

"Morning, Stuart." Nodding, the m ddl e-aged jewel er fromacross Shattuck Avenue passed by.
M. Crody, on his way to his own little store.

Al the stores, the offices, opening, now, it was after nine and even Doctor Stockstill,
the psychiatrist and specialist in psychosomatic disorders, appeared, key in hand, to start up his
hi gh- payi ng enterprise in the glass-sided office building which the insurance conmpany had built

with a bit of its surplus noney. Doctor Stockstill had parked his foreign car in the lot; he could
afford to pay five dollars a day. And now cane the tall, long-legged pretty secretary of Doctor
Stockstill's, a head taller than he. And, sure enough as Stuart watched, |eaning on his broom the

furtive first nut of the day sidled guiltily toward the psychiatrist's office.

It's a world of nuts, Stuart thought, watching. Psychiatrists nake a lot. If | had to go
to a psychiatrist 1'd come and go by the back door. Nobody'd see me and jeer. He thought, Maybe
some of them do; naybe Stockstill has a back door. For the sicker ones, or rather (he corrected
his thought) the ones who don't want to nake a spectacle out of themselves; | mean the ones who
sinply have a problem for instance worry about the Police Action in Cuba, and who aren't nuts at
all, just--concerned.

And he was concerned, because there was still a good chance that he might be called up for
the Cuban War, which had now becone bogged down in the nountains once nore, despite the newlittle
anti - personnel bonbs that picked out the greasy gooks no nmatter how well dug in. He hinself did
not blane the president--it wasn't the president's fault that the Chinese had decided to honor
their pact. It was just that hardly anyone cane hone fromfighting the greasy gooks free of virus
bone infections. A thirty-year-old conbat veteran returned | ooking |like some dried mumy |eft out

of doors to hang for a century . . . and it was hard for Stuart MConchie to imagine hinself
pi cki ng up once nore after that, selling stereo TV again, resuming his career in retail selling.
"Morning, Stu," agirl's voice cane, startling him The snall, dark-eyed waitress from

Edy's candy store. "Day dreanmi ng so early?" She smiled as she passed on by al ong the sidewal k.

"Heck no," he said, again sweeping vigorously.

Across the street the furtive patient of Doctor Stockstill's, a man black in color, black
hair and eyes, light skin, wapped tightly in a big overcoat itself the color of deep night,
paused to light a cigarette and gl ance about. Stuart saw the man's hollow face, the staring eyes
and the mouth, especially the mouth. It was drawn tight and yet the flesh hung slack, as if the
pressure, the tension there, had |long ago ground the teeth and the jaw away; the tension renmained
there in that unhappy face, and Stuart | ooked away.

Is that howit is? he wondered. To be crazy? Corroded away |like that, as if devoured by .

he did not know what by. Tine or perhaps water; sonething slow but which never stopped. He had
seen such deterioration before, in watching the psychiatrist's patients come and go, but never
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this bad, never this conplete.

The phone rang frominside Mddern TV, and Stuart turned to hurry toward it. Wen next he
| ooked out onto the street the bl ack-w apped man had gone, and once nore the day was regaining its
brightness, its pronise and snell of beauty. Stuart' shivered, picked up his broom

| know that man, he said to hinmself. |'ve see his picture or he's cone into the store.
He's either a custoner--an old one, naybe even a friend of Fergesson's--or he's an inportant
celebrity.

Thought ful Iy, he swept on.

To his new patient, Doctor Stockstill said, "Cup of coffee? O tea or Coke?" He read the
little card which Mss Purcell had placed on his desk. "M. Tree," he said aloud. "Any relation to
the fanbus English literary famly? Iris Tree, Max Beerbohm. . ."

In a heavily-accented voice M. Tree said, "That is not actually ny name, you know. " He

sounded irritable and inpatient. "It occurred to ne as | talked to your girl."
Doctor Stockstill glanced questioningly at his patient.
"I amworld-famous,” M. Tree said. "I'msurprised you don't recognize ne; you nust be a

recluse or worse.” He ran a hand shakily through his long black hair. "There are thousands, even
mllions of people in the world, who hate ne and would Iike to destroy ne. So naturally | have to

take steps; | have to give you a made-up nane." He cleared his throat and snoked rapidly at his
cigarette; he held the cigarette European style, the burning end w thin, alnost touching his palm
Oh ny god, Doctor Stockstill thought. This man, | do recognize him This is Pruno

Bl ut hgel d, the physicist. And he is right; a |ot of people both here and in the East would like to
get their hands on him because of his mscal culation back in 1972. Because of the terrible fall-
out fromthe high-altitude blast which wasn't supposed to hurt anyone; Bluthgeld' s figures
_proved_ it in advance.

"Do you want ne to know who you are?" Doctor Stockstill asked. "O shall we accept you
simply as "M. Tree'? It's up to you; either way is satisfactory to ne."

"Let's sinply get on," M. Tree grated.

"All right.” Doctor Stockstill nade hinself confortable, scratched with his pen agai nst
the paper on his clipboard. "Go ahead."

"Does an inability to board an ordinary bus--you know, with perhaps a dozen persons
unfamliar to you--signify anything?' M. Tree watched himintently.

"It might," Stockstill said.

"I feel they're staring at ne."

"For any particul ar reason?"

"Because," M. Tree said, "of the disfiguration of ny face."

Wthout an overt notion, Doctor Stockstill nmanaged to glance up and scrutinize his
patient. He saw this m ddl eaged man, heavy-set, with black hair, the stubble of a beard dark
agai nst his unusually white skin. He saw circles of fatigue and tension beneath the nman's eyes,
and the expression in the eyes, the despair. The physicist had bad skin and he needed a haircut,

and his entire face was marred by the worry within him. . . but there was no "disfiguration."
Except for the strain visible there, it was an ordinary face; it would not have attracted notice
in a group.

"Do you see the blotches?" M. Tree said hoarsely. He pointed at his cheeks, his jaw "The
ugly marks that set nme apart from everybody?"

"No," Stockstill said, taking a chance and speaking directly.
"There're there," M. Tree said. "Thery're on the inside of the skin, of cdurse. But
peopl e noti ce them anyhow and stare. | can't ride on a bus or go into a restaurant or a theater; |

can't go to the San Francisco opera or the ballet or the synphony orchestra or even a nightclub to
wat ch one of those folk singers; if | do succeed in getting inside | have to | eave al nost at once
because of the staring. And the remarks."

"Tell me what they say."

M. Tree was silent.

"As you said yourself," Stockstill said, "you are world-fanmous--and isn't it natural for
peopl e to murnmur when a worl d-fanous personage cones in and seats 'hinself anmong then? Hasn't this
been true for years? And there is controversy about your work, as you pointed out . . . hostility
and perhaps one hears di sparagi ng remarks. But everyone in the public eye--"

"Not that," M. Tree broke in. "I expect that; | wite articles and appear on the TV, and
| expect that; | know that. This--has to do with ny private life. My nost innernost thoughts." He
gazed at Stockstill and said, "They read ny thoughts and they tell ne about ny private persona
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life, in every detail. They have access to ny brain."

_Paranoi a sensitiva_, Stockstill thought, although of course there have to be tests
the Rorschach in particular. It could be advanced insidi ous schi zophrenia; these could be the
final stages of a life-long illness process. O --

"Sone people can see the blotches on ny face and read ny personal thoughts nore accurately
than others," M. Tree said. "lI've noted quite a spectrumin ability--sone are barely aware,
others seemto nake an instantaneous Gestalt of ny differences, ny stigmata. For exanple, as |
canme up the sidewal k to your office, there was a Negro sweeping on the other side . . . he stopped
wor k and concentrated on me, although of course he was too far away to jeer at me. Nevert hel ess,
he saw. It's typical of |ower class people, |I've noticed. Mdre so than educated or cultured
peopl e. "

"l wonder why that is," Stockstill said, naking notes.

"Presumably, you would know, if you're conpetent at all. The wonman who recomended you
said you were exceptionally able.”" M. Tree eyed him as if seeing no sign of' ability as yet.

"I think I had better get a background history fromyou," Stockstill said. "I see that
Bonny Kel |l er recommended ne. How is Bonny? | haven't seen her since last April or so . . . did her
husband give up his job with that rural grammar school as he was tal ki ng about ?"

"I did not cone here to discuss George and Bonny Keller," M. Tree said. "I am desperately
pressed, Doctor. They may decide to conplete their destruction of ne any time now, this harassnent
has gone on for so long now that--" He broke off. "Bonny thinks I'mill, and | have great respect
for her." Hs tone was low, alnpst inaudible. "So | said I'd come here, at |east once."

"Are the Kellers still living up in West Mrin?"

M. Tree nodded.

"l have a sunmer place up there," Stockstill said. "I'ma sailing buff; | like to get out
on Tomal es Bay every chance | get. Have you ever tried sailing?"

"No. "

"Tell me when you were born and where."

M. Tree said, "In Budapest, in 1934."

Doctor Stockstill, skillfully questioning, began to obtain in detail the life-history of
his patient, fact by fact. It was essential for what he had to do: first diagnose and then, if
possi bl e, heal. Analysis and then therapy. A man known all over the world who had del usi ons that
strangers were staring at him-how in this case could reality be sorted out from!| antasy? What
was the franme of reference which would distinguish themone fromthe other?

It would be so easy, Stockstill realize, to find pathol ogy here. So easy--and so tenpting.
A man this hated . . . | share their opinion, he said to hinself, the they that Bl uthgeld--or
rather Tree--tal ks about. After all, |'mpart of society, too, part of the civilization nenaced by

t he grandi ose, extravagant miscalculations of this man. It could have been--coul d soneday be--ny
children blighted because this man had the arrogance to assume that he could not err.

But there was nore to it than that. At the time, Stockstill had felt a twisted quality
about the man; he had watched himbeing interviewed on TV, |listened to himspeak, read his
fantastic anti-communi st speeches--and conme to the tentative conclusion that Bluthgeld had a
prof ound hatred for people, deep and pervasive enough to make hi mwant, on sone unconscious |evel
to err, to make himwant to jeopardize the lives of mllions.

No wonder that the Director of the FBlI, Richard N xon, had spoken out so vigorously
against "mlitant amateur anti-comunists in high scientific circles.” N xon had been al ar ned,
too, long before the tragic error of 1972. The el enents of paranoia, with the delusions not only
of reference but of grandeur, had been pal pable; Ni xon, a shrewd judge of nen, had observed them
and so had many ot hers.

And evidently they had been correct.

"I canme to America," M. Tree was saying, "in order to escape the Conmuni st agents who
wanted to rmurder ne. They were after me even then . . . so of course were the Nazis. They were al
after nme."

"I see," Stockstill said, witing.

"They still are, but ultimately they will fail," M. Tree said hoarsely, lighting a new
cigarette. "For | have God on ny side; He sees nmy need and often He has spoken to me, giving ne
the wisdom | need to survive my pursuers. | amat present at work on a new project, out at
Livernore; the results of this will be definitive as regards our eneny."

_Qur_ eneny, Stockstill thought. Who is our eneny . . . isn't it you, M. Tree? Isn't it

you sitting here rattling off your paranoid del usions? How did you ever get 'the high post that
you hol d? Who is responsible for giving you power over the lives of others--and letting you keep
that power even after the fiasco of 1972? You--and they--are surely our enenies.
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Al our fears about you are confirned; you are deranged--your presence here proves it. O

does it? Stockstill thought, No, it doesn't, and perhaps | should disqualify myself; perhaps it is
unethical for me to try to deal with you. Considering the way | feel . . . | can't take a
det ached, disinterested position regarding you; | can't be genuinely scientific, and hence ny

anal ysis, ny diagnosis, nmay well prove faulty.
"Why are you looking at me like this?" M. Tree was saying.

"Beg pardon?" Stockstill murmured.
"Are you repelled by ny disfigurations?' M. Tree said.
"No-no," Stockstill said. "It isn't that."

"My thoughts, then? You were reading themand their disgusting character causes you to
wish | had not consulted you?" Rising to his feet, M. Tree noved abruptly toward the office door
"Good day."

"Wait." Stockstill cane after him "Let's get the biographical material concluded, at
| east; we've barely begun.”

M. Tree, eying him said presently, "I have confidence in Bonny Keller; | know her
political opinions . . . she is not a part of the international Communi st conspiracy seeking to
kill nme at any opportunity." He reseated hinself, nore conposed, now. But his posture was one of
wari ness; he would not pernmit hinself to relax a noment in Stockstill's presence, the psychiatri st
knew. He woul d not open up, reveal hinself candidly. He would continue to be suspicious--and
perhaps rightly, Stockstill thought.

As he parked his car Ji mFergesson, the owner of Mdern TV, saw his sal esman Stuart
McConchi e | eaning on his broom before the shop, not sweeping but nmerely daydream ng or whatever it
was he did. Followi ng McConchie's gaze he saw that the sal esman was enjoyi ng not the sight of sone
girl passing by or some unusual car--Stu liked girls and cars, and that was nornmal --but was
instead looking in the direction of patients entering the office of the doctor across the street.
That wasn't normal. And what business of MConchie's was it anyhow?

"Look," Fergesson called as he wal ked rapidly toward the entrance of his shop. "You cut it

out; soneday nmaybe you'll be sick, and how Il you like sonme goof gawking at you when you try to
seek nedi cal hel p?"
"Hey," Stuart answered, turning his head, "I just saw sonme inportant guy go in there but I

can't recall who."

"Only a neurotic watches other neurotics," Fergesson said, and passed on into the store,
to the register, which he opened and began to fill with change and bills for the day ahead.

Anyhow, Fergesson thought, wait'll you see what | hired for a TV repairman; you'll really
have sonething to stare at.

"Listen, MConchie," Fergessson said. "You know that kid with no arms and | egs that cones
by on that cart? That phoconelus with just those dinky flippers whose nother took that drug back
in the early '60s? The one that always hangs around because he wants to be a TV repairmn?"

Stuart, standing with his broom said, "You hired him"

"Yeah, yesterday while you were out selling."

Presently McConchie said, "It's bad for business."

"Why? Nobody'll see him he'll be downstairs in the repair departnent. Anyhow you have to
gi ve those people jobs; it isn't their fault they have no arns or legs, it's those Gernans'
fault."

Ater a pause Stuart MConchie said, "First you hire me, a Negro, and now a phoce. Well, |
have to hand it to you, Fergesson; you're trying to do right."

Feel i ng anger, Fergesson said, "I not only try, | do; I'mnot just daydream ng, |ike you
I'"'ma man who nakes up his mind and acts." He went to open the store safe. "His nane is Hoppy.
He'll be in this norning. You ought to see himnove stuff with his electronic hands; it's a marve

of nodern science."

"I've seen," Stuart said.

"And it pains you."

CGesturing, Stuart said, "It's--unnatural."”

Fergesson glared at him "Listen, don't say anything along the lines of razzing to the
kid; if I catch you or any of the other sal esmen or anybody who works for ne--"

"Ckay," Stuart nuttered.

“You're bored," Fergesson said, "and boredomis bad because it means you're not exerting
yoursel f fully; you' re slacking off, and on ny tinme. If you worked hard, you wouldn't have tinme to
|l ean on that broom and poke fun at poor sick people going to the doctor. | forbid you to stand
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outside on the sidewal k ever again; if | catch you you're fired."

"Ch Christ, how am | supposed to cone and go and go eat? How do | get into the store in
the first place? Through the wall?"

"You can conme and go," Fergesson decided, "but you can't loiter."

G aring after himdolefully, Stuart MConchie protested, "Aw cripes!"

Fergesson however paid no attention to his TV sal esman; he began turning on displays and
signs, preparing for the day ahead.

The phoconel us Hoppy Harrington generally wheeled up to Mddern TV Sales & Service about
el even each norning. He generally glided into the shop, stopping his cart by the counter, and if
Ji m Fergesson was around he asked to be allowed to go downstairs to watch the two TV repairnmen at
wor k. However, if Fergesson was not around, Hoppy gave up and after a while wheel ed off, because
he knew that the sal esmen would not let himgo downstairs;' they nerely ribbed him gave himthe
run-around. He did not mind. O at |least as far as Stuart MConchie could tell, he did not mnd

But actually, Stuart realized; he did not understand Hoppy, who had a sharp face with
bright eyes and a quick, nervous manner of speech which often becanme junbled into a stamer. He
did not understand him _psychol ogically_. Wy did Hoppy want to repair TV sets? VWat was so great
about that? The way the phoce hung around, one would think it was the nost exalted calling of all
Actual ly, repairwrk was hard, dirty, and did not pay too well. But Hoppy was passionately
determ ned to becone a TV repairnman, and now he had succeeded, because Fergesson was deternmned to
do right by all the minority groups in the world. Fergesson was a nenber of the Anerican G vi
Li berties Union and the NAACP and the Help for the Handi capped League--the latter being, as far as
Stuart could tell, nothing but a | obby group on an international scale, set up to pronote soft
berths for all the victins of nbdern medi ci ne and science, such as the nultitude fromthe
Bl ut hgel d Cat astrophe of 1972.

And what does that make ne? Stuart asked hinself as he sat upstairs in the store's office,
goi ng over his sales book. | nean, he thought, with a phoce working here . . . that practically
makes nme a radiation freak, too, as if being colored was a sort of early formof radiation burn
He felt gl ooy thinking about it.

Once upon a time, he thought, all the people on Earth were white, and then some horse's
ass set off a high-altitude bonmb back say around ten thousand years ago, and sonme of us got seared
and it was permanent; it affected our genes. So here we are today.

Anot her sal esman, Jack Lightheiser, came and sat down at the desk across fromhimand lit
a Corina cigar. "I hear Jims hired that kid on the cart," Lightheiser said. "You know why he did
it, don't you? For publicity. The S.F. newspapers'|l| wite it up. Jimloves getting his nane in
the paper. It's a smart nove, when you get down to it. The first retail dealer in the East Bay to
hire a phoce."

Stuart grunted.

"Jims got an idealized image of hinself," Lightheiser said. "He isn't just a nerchant;
he's a nodern Ronan, he's civic-mnded. After all, he's an educated nan--he's got a naster's
degree from Stanford."

"That doesn't mean anything any nore," Stuart said. He hinself had gotten a nmaster's
degree from Cal, back in 1975, and | ook where it had got him

"It did when he got it,"” Lightheiser said. "After all, he graduated back in 1947; he was
on that G Bill they had."

Bel ow them at the front door of Mddern TV, a cart appeared, in the center of which, at a
bank of controls, sat a slender figure. Stuart groaned and Lightheiser glanced at him

"He's a pest," Stuart said.

"He won't be when he gets started working," Lightheiser said. "The kid is all brain, no
body at all, hardly. That's a powerful mind he's got, and he also has anbition. Cod, he's only
seventeen years old and what he wants to do is work, get out of school and work. That's
admirable. "

The two of them watched Hoppy on his cart; Hoppy was wheeling toward the stairs which
descended to the TV repair departnent.

"Do the guys downstairs know, yet?" Stuart asked.

"Ch sure, Jimtold themlast night. They're philosophical; you know how TV repairnen are--
they griped about it but it doesn't nean anything; they gripe all the' time anyhow "

Hearing the sal esman's voice, Hoppy gl anced sharply up. Hi s thin, bleak face confronted
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them his eyes blazed and he said stammeringly, "Hey, is M. Fergesson in right now?"

"Naw, " Stuart said.

"M . Fergesson hired ne," the phoce said

"Yeah," Stuart said. Neither he nor Lightheiser noved; they remined seated at the desk,
gazi ng down at the phoce.

"Can | go downstairs?" Hoppy asked.

Li ght hei ser shrugged.

"I"'mgoing out for a cup of coffee,"’
m nutes; watch the floor for ne, okay?"

"Sure," Lightheiser said, nodding as he snoked his cigar

When Stuart reached the main floor he found the phoce still there; he had not begun the
difficult descent down to the basement.

"Spirit of 1972," Stuart said as he passed the cart.

The phoce flushed and stamered, "I was born in 1964; it had nothing to do with that
blast.” As Stuart went out the door onto the sidewal k the phoce called after himanxiously, "It
was that drug, that thalidon de. Everybody knows that."

Stuart said nothing; he continued on toward the coffee shop

Stuart said, rising to his feet. "I'Il be back in ten

It was difficult for the phoconelus to maneuver his cart down the stairs to the basenent
where the TV 'repairmen worked at their benches, but after a time he managed to do so, gripping
the handrail with the manual extensors which the U S. Governnment had thoughtfully provided. The
extensors were really not nuch good; they had been fitted years ago, and were not only partly worn
out but were--as he knew fromreading the current literature on the topic--obsolete. In theory,
the Governnent was bound to replace his equi pnent with the nore recent nodels; the Remi ngton Act
specified that, and he had witten the senior California senator, AilIf M Partland, about it. As
yet, however, he had received no answer. But he was patient. Many tinmes he had witten letters to
U. S. Congressnmen, on a variety of topics, and often the answers were tardy or nerely m nmeographed
and sonetines there was no answer at all

In this. case, however, Hoppy Harrington had, the law on his side, and it was only a
matter of tinme before he conpelled soneone in authority to give himthat which he was entitled to.
He felt grimabout it, patient and grim They had_ to help him whether they wanted to or not.
Hi s father, a sheep rancher in the Sonona Valley, had taught himthat: taught himalways to denand
what he was entitled to.

Sound bl ared. The repairnen at work; Hoppy paused, opened the door and faced the two men
at the long, littered bench with its instrunents and neters, its dials and tools and tel evision
sets in all stages of deconposition. Neither repairnan noticed him

"Listen," one of the repairnen said all at once, startling him "Mnual jobs are |ooked
down on. Wy don't you go 'into sonething nmental, why don't you go back to school and get a
degree?" The repairman turned to stare at hi m questioningly.

No, Hoppy thought. | want to work wth--mnmy hands.

"You could be a scientist,” the other repairman said, not ceasing his work; he was tracing
a circuit, studying his voltneter.

"Li ke Bluthgeld,"” Hoppy said.

The repai rman | aughed at that, with synpathetic understandi ng.

"M . Fergesson said you'd give nme sonething to work on," Hoppy said. "Some easy set to
fix, to start with. Ckay?" He waited, afraid that they were not going to respond, and then one of
them pointed to a record changer. "What's the matter with it?" Hoppy said, exanmi ning the repair
tag. "I know !l can fix it."

"Broken spring," one of the repairnmen said. "It won't shut off after the last record."

"l see," Hoppy said. He picked up the record changer with his two manual extensors and
rolled to the far end of the bench, where there was a cleared space. "I'll work here." The
repairmen did not protest, so he picked up pliers. This is easy, he thought to hinmself. 1've
practiced at home; he concentrated on the record changer but al so watching the two repairnmen out
of the corner of his eye. |'ve practiced nmany tines; it nearly always works, and all the tine it's
better, nore accurate. More predictable. Aspringis alittle object, he thought, as little as
they come. So light it alnost blows away. | see the break in you, he thought. Ml ecul es of netal
not touching, like before. He concentrated on that spot, holding the pliers so that the repairman
nearest himcould not see; he pretended to tug at the spring, as if trying to renmove it.

As he finished the job he realized that soneone was standi ng behind him had conme up to
wat ch; he turned, and it was Ji m Fergesson, his enployer, saying nothing but just standing there
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with a peculiar expression on his face, his hands stuck in his pockets.

"Al'l done," Hoppy said nervously.

Fergesson said, "Let's see." He took hold of the changer, lifted it up into the overhead
fluorescent light's glare.

Did he see ne? Hoppy wondered. Did he understand, and if so, what does he think? Does he
nm nd, does he really care? |Is he--horrified?

There was silence as Fergesson inspected the changer

"Where' d you get the new spring?" he asked suddenly.

"I found it lying around,"” Hoppy said, at once.

It was okay. Fergesson, if he had seen, had not understood. The phoconel us rel axed and
felt glee, felt a superior pleasure take the place of his anxiety; he grinned at the two
repai rmen, | ooked about for the next job expected of him

Fergesson said, "Does it make you nervous to have people watch you?"

"No,". Hoppy said. "People can stare at ne all they want; | know I'mdifferent. |'ve been
stared at since | was born."

"I mean when you work."

"No," he said, and his voi ce sounded | oud--perhaps too loud--in his ears. "Before | had a
cart," he said, "before the Governnent provided ne anything, ny dad used to carry ne around on his
back, in a sort of knapsack. Like' a papoose." He | aughed uncertainly.

"I see," Fergesson said.

"That was up around Sononm," Hoppy said. "Were | grew up. W had sheep. One tine a ram
butted ne and | flew through the air. Like a ball."” Again he | aughed; the two repairnmen regarded
himsilently, both of them pausing in their work.

“I'"1l bet," one of themsaid after a nonent, "that you rolled when you hit the ground."

"Yes," Hoppy said, |aughing. They all |aughed, now, hinself and Fergesson and the two
repai rmen; they imagined how it |ooked, Hoppy Harrington, seven years old, with no arns or |egs,
only a torso and head, rolling over the ground, howing with fright and pain--but it was funny; he
knewit. He told it so it would be funny; he nade it becone that way.

"You're a lot better set up now, with your cart," Fergesson said.

"Ch yes," he said. "And |I' mdesigning a new one, ny own design; all electronic--1 read an
article on brain-wiring, they're using it in Switzerland and Germany. You're wired directly to the
motor centers of the brain so there's no lag; you can nove even qui cker than--a regul ar

physi ol ogi cal structure.” He started to say, _than a human_. "I'Il have it perfected in a couple
of years," he said, "and it'l|l be an inprovenment even on the Swi ss nodels. And then | can throw
away this Governnent junk."

Fergesson said in a solemm, formal voice, "I adnmire your spirit."

Laughi ng, Hoppy said with a stamrer, "Th-thanks, M. Fergesson."

One of the repairnmen handed hima nultiplex FMtuner. "It drifts. See what you can do for
the alignnent."

"Ckay," Hoppy said, taking it in his netal extensors. "I sure will. |I've done a |ot of
aligning, at hone; |'mexperienced with that." He had found such work easiest of all: he barely

had to concentrate on the set. It was as if the task were made to order for himand his abilities.

Readi ng the cal endar on her kitchen wall, Bonny Keller saw that this was the day her
friend Bruno Bl uthgel d saw her psychiatrist Doctor Stockstill at his office in Berkeley. In fact,
he had al ready seen Stockstill, had had his first hour of therapy and had | eft. Now he no doubt

was driving back to Livernore and his own office at the Radiation Lab, the lab at which she had
wor ked years ago before she had gotten pregnant: she had met Doctor Bluthgeld, there, back in
1975. Now she was thirty-one years old and living in West Mrin; her husband George was now vice-
principal of the local grammar school, and she was very happy.

"Well, not _very_ happy. Just noderately--tol erably--happy. She still took analysis
hersel f--once a week now i nstead of three times--and in many respects she understood hersel f, her
unconsci ous drives and paratactic systematic distortions of the reality situation. Analysis, six
years of it, had done a great deal for her, but she was not cured. There was really no such thing
as being cured; the "illness" was |life itself, and a constant growth (or rather a viable grow ng
adaptation) had to continue, or psychic stagnation would result.

She was determined not to becone stagnant. Right now she was in the process of reading
_The Decline of the West_ in the original German; she had gotten fifty pages read, and it was well
worth it. And who el se that she knew had read it, even in the English?

Her interest in German culture, inits literary and phil osophical works, had begun years
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ago through her contact with Doctor Bluthgeld. Although she had taken three years of German in
coll ege, she had not seen it as a vital part of her adult life; like so nmuch that she had
carefully learned, it had fallen into the unconscious, once she had graduated and gotten a job.
Bl ut hgel d's nmagnetic presence had reactivated and enl arged many of her academic interests, her
|l ove of nmusic and art . . . she owed a great deal to Bluthgeld, and she was grateful

Now, of course, Bluthgeld was sick, as al nbst everyone at Livernore knew. The man had
prof ound consci ence, and he had never ceased to suffer since the error of 1972-- which, as they
all knew, all those who had been a part of Livernore in those days, was not specifically his
fault; it was not his personal burden, but he had chosen to nmake it so, and because of that he had
becone ill, and nore ill with each passing year.

Many trained people, and the finest apparati, the forenost conmputers of the day, had been
involved in the faulty calculation--not faulty in terns of the body of know edge available in 1972
but faulty in relationship to the reality situation. The enornous masses of radioactive clouds had
not drifted off but had been attracted by the Earth's gravitational field, and had returned to the
at nrosphere; no one bad been nore surpised than the staff at Livernore. Now, of course, the Janm son-
French Layer was nore conpl etely understood; even the popul ar nagazi nes such as _Tine and US News_
could lucidly explain what had gone wong and why. But this was nine years |ater

Thi nki ng of the Jami son-French Layer, Bonny renenbered the event of the day, which she was
nm ssing. She went at once to the TV set in the living roomand switched it on. Has it been fired
of f yet? she wondered, exam ning her watch. No, not for another half hour. The screen lighted, and
sure enough, there was the rocket and its tower, the personnel, trucks, gear; it was decidedly
still on the ground, and probably Walter Dangerfield and Ms. Dangerfield had not even boarded it
yet .

The first couple to emgrate to Mars, she said to herself archly, wondering how Lydi a
Dangerfield felt at this monment . . . the tall blond woman, knowi ng 'that their chances of getting
to Mars were conputed at only about sixty per cent. Geat equipnment, vast diggings and
constructions, awaited them but so what if they were incinerated al ong the way? Anyhow, it would
i npress the Soviet bloc, which had failed to establish its colony on Luna; the Russians had
cheerfully suffocated or starved--no one knew exactly for sure. In any case, the col ony was gone
It had passed out of history as it had come in, nysteriously.

The idea of NASA sending just a couple, one man and his wife, instead of a group, appalled
her; she felt instinctively that they were courting failure by not randomi zing their bets. It
shoul d be a few people | eaving New York, a few | eaving California, she thought as she watched on
the TV screen the technicians giving the rocket |ast-mnute inspections. Wiat do they call that?
Hedgi ng your bets? Anyhow, not all the eggs should be in this one basket . . . and yet this was
how NASA had al ways done it: one astronaut at a time fromthe beginning, and plenty of publicity.
When Henry Chancel | or, back in 1967, had burned to particles in his space platform the entire
worl d had watched on TV--grief-stricken, to be sure, but nonetheless they had been permitted to
wat ch. And the public reaction had set back space exploration in the West five years.

"As you can see now," the NBC announcer said in a soft but urgent voice, "fina
preparations are being nmade. The arrival of M. and Ms. Dangerfield is expected nmonmentarily. Let
us review just for the sake of the record the enornous preparations nade to insure--"

Bl ah, Bonny Keller said to herself, and, with a shudder, shut off the TV. | can't watch,
she said to herself.

On the other hand, what was there to do? Merely sit biting her nails for the next six
hours--for the next two weeks, in fact? The only answer woul d have been _not_to renenber that
this was the day the First Couple was being fired off. However, it was too |ate now not to
remenber .

She like to think of themas that, the first couple_. . . like sonmething out of a
sentinmental, old-tine, science-fiction story. Adam and Eve, once over again, except that in
actuality Walt Dangerfield was no Adam he had nore the quality of the last, not the first man
with his wy, nordant wit, his halting, alnobst cynical manner of speech as he faced the reporters.
Bonny adm red him Dangerfield was no punk, no crewcut-haired young bl ond automaton, hacki ng away
at the Air Forces' newest task. Walt was a real person, and no doubt that was why NASA had
selected him Hi s genes--they were probably stuffed to overflowing with four thousand years of
culture, the heritage of mankind built right in. Walt and Lydia would found a Nova Terra
there would be Iots of sophisticated little Dangerfields strolling about Mars, decl aining
intellectually and yet with that amusing trace of sheer jazzi ness that Dangerfield had.

"Think of it as a long freeway," Dangerfield had once said in an interview, answering a
reporter's query about the hazards of the trip. "Amllion mles of tenlanes . . . with no
oncom ng traffic, no slow trucks. Think of it as being four o' clock in the morning . . . just your
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vehicle, no others. So like the guys says, what's to worry?" And then his good snmile.

Bendi ng, Bonny turned the TV set back on.

And there, on the screen, was the round, bespectacled face of Walt Dangerfield; he wore
his space suit--all but the hel met--and beside himstood Lydia, silent, as Walt answered
questi ons.

"I hear," Walt was drawing, with a chew ng-novenent of his jaw, as if he were nasticating
t he question before answering, "that there's a LOL in Boise, Idaho who's worried about ne." He

gl anced up, as sonmeone in the rear of the room asked something. "A LOL?" Walt said, "Well, --that
was the great now departed Herb Caen's termfor Little Od Ladies . . . there's always one of
them everywhere. Probably there's one on Mars already, and we'll be living down the street from

her. Anyhow, this one in Boise, or so | understand, is a little nervous about Lydia and nyself,
afrai d sonething m ght happen to us. So she's sent us a good luck charm" He displayed it, holding
it clumsily with the big gloved fingers of his suit. The reporters all nurnmured with anusenent.
"Nice, isn't it?" Dangerfield said. "I'lIl tell you what it does; it's good for rheumatism" The
reporters laughted. "In case we get rheunmatismwhile we're on Mars. O is it gout? | think it's
gout, she said in her letter." He glanced at his wife. "Gout, was it?"

| guess, Bonny thought, they don't nake charns to ward off neteors or radiation. She felt
sad, as if a prenpnition had cone over her. O was it just because this was Bruno Bl uthgeld' s day
at the psychiatrist's? Sorrowful thoughts emanating fromthat fact, thoughts about death and
radi ati on and miscal cul ation and terrible, unending illness.

| don't believe Bruno has beconme a paranoid schizophrenic, she said to herself. This is
only a situation deterioration, and with the proper psychiatric help--a few pills here and there--
he'll be okay. It's an endocrine disturbance manifesting itself psychically, and they can do
wonders with that; it's not a character defect, a psychotic constitution, unfolding itself in the
face of stress.

But what do | know, she thought glgomily. Bruno had to practically sit there and tell us

"they" were poisoning his drinking water before either George or | grasped howill he was. . . he
merely seemed depressed
Ri ght this nonent she could inmagine Bruno with a prescription for sonme pill which

stimul ated the cortex or suppressed the di encephal on; in any case the nbdern Western equi val ent
for contenporary Chinese herbal nedicine would be' in action, altering the netabolismof Bruno's
brain, clearing away the delusions |like so many cobwebs. And all would be well again; she and
George and Bruno woul d be together again with their West Mrin Baroque Recorder Consort, playing
Bach and Handel in the evenings . . . it would be like old tinmes. Two wooden Bl ack Forest

(genui ne) recorders and, then herself at the piano. The house full of baroque nusic and the snell
of home-baked bread, and a bottle of Buena Vista wine fromthe oldest winery in California

On the television screen Wlt Dangerfield was wi se-cracking in his adult way, a sort of
Voltaire and WIIl Rogers conbined. "Ch yeah," he was saying to a |ady reporter who wore a funny
| arge hat. "W expect to uncover a |lot of strange life forms on Mars." And he eyed her hat, as if
saying, "There's one now, | think." And again, the reporters all laughed. "I think it noved,"
Dangerfield said, indicating the hat to his quiet, cool-eyed wife. "It's com ng for us, honey."

He really | oves her, Bonny realized, watching the two of them | wonder if George ever
felt toward ne the way Walt Dangerfield feels toward his wife; | doubt it, frankly. If he did, he
never woul d have allowed nme to have those two therapeutic abortions. She felt even nore sad, now,
and she got up' and wal ked away fromthe TV set, her back to it.

They ought to send George to Mars, she thought with bitterness. O better yet, send us
all, George and nme and the Dangerfields; George can have an affair with Lydia Dangerfield--if he's
able--and | can bed dowmn with Walt; |'d be a fair to adequate partner in the great adventure. Wy
not ?

I wish sonething woul d happen, she said to herself. | wish Bruno would call and say Doctor
Stockstill had cured him or | w sh Dangerfield would suddenly back out of going, or the Chinese
woul d start Wrld War Three, or George would really hand the school board back that awful contract
as he's been saying he's going to. Sonething, anyhow. Maybe, she thought, | ought to get out ny
potter's wheel and pot; back to so-called creativity, or- anal play or whatever it is. | could
make a |l ewd pot. Design it, fire it in Violet Clatt's kiln, sell it down in San Ansel no at
Creative Artworks, Inc., that society ladies' place that rejected nmy welded jewelry |ast year. |
know t hey' d accept a lewd pot if it was a _good_ |ewd pot.

At Mbdern TV, a small crowd had collected in the front of the store to watch the |arge
stereo color TV set, the Dangerfields' flight being shown to all Anericans everywhere, in their
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homes and at their places of work. Stuart MConchie stood with his arns fol ded, back of the crowd,
al so wat chi ng.
"The ghost of John L. Lewis,” WAlt Dangerfield was saying in his dry way, "would

appreci ate the true neaning of portal to portal pay . . . if it hadn't been for him they'd
probably be paying ne about five dollars to make this trip, on the grounds that ny job doesn't
actually begin until | get there." He had a sobered expression, now, it was alnost tinme for him
and Lydia to enter the cubicle of the ship. "Just remenber this . . . if sonething happens to us,
if we get lost, don't cone out |ooking for us. Stay home and I'msure Lydia and | will turn up
somewhere. "

"Good luck," the' reporters were nmurnuring, as officials and technicians of NASA appeared
and began bundling the Dangerfields off, out of view of the TV caneras.

"Wn't be long," Stuart said to Lightheiser, who now stood beside him also watching.

"He's a sap to go," Lightheiser said, chewing on a toothpick. "He'll never come back; they
make no bones about that."

"Why should he want to cone back?" Stuart said. "What's so great about it here?" 'He felt
envious of Walt Dangerfield; he wished it was he, Stuart MConchie, up there before the TV
caneras, in the eyes of the entire world.

Up the stairs fromthe basement cane Hoppy Harrington on his cart, wheeling eagerly
forward. "Have they shot himoff?" he asked Stuart in a nervous, quick voice, peering at the
screen. "He'll be burned up; it'Il be like that time in '65; | don't remenber it, naturally, but--

"Shut up, will you," Lightheiser said softly, and the phoconelus, flushing, becane silent.
They all watched, then, each with his own private thoughts and reactions as on the TV screen the
| ast inspection teamwas |lifted by an overhead boom fromthe nose cone of the rocket. The
count down woul d soon begin; the rocket was fuel ed. checked over, and now the two people were
entering it. The small group around the TV set stirred and nurnured.

Sonetinme |ater today, sonetinme in the afternoon, their waiting would be rewarded, because
Dutchman 1V woul d take off; it would orbit the Earth for an hour or so, and the people would stand
at the TV screen watching that, seeing the rocket go around and around, and then finally the
deci si on woul d be made and soneone below in the bl ockhouse would fire off the final stage and the
orbiting rocket woul d change trajectory and | eave the world. They had seen it before; it was much
like this every time, but this was new because the people in this one this tine would never be
returning. It was well worth spending a day in front of the set; the crowd of people was ready for
the wait.

Stuart MConchi e thought about |lunch and then after that he would cone back here and watch
agai n; he would station hinmself here once nore, with the others. He would get little or no work
done today, would sell no TV sets to anybody. But this was nore inportant. He could not nmniss this.
That might be ne up there soneday, he said to hinself; maybe I'Il enmigrate later on when I'm
earni ng enough to get married, take ny wife and kids and start a new life up there on Mars, when
they get a really good col ony going, not just machines.

He thought of hinself in the nose cone, like Walt Dangerfield, strapped next to a wonman of
great physical attractiveness. Pioneers, he and her, founding a new civilization on a new planet.
But then his stomach runmbl ed and he realized how hungry he was; he could not postpone |unch nuch
| onger.

Even as he stood watching the great upright rocket on the TV screen, his thoughts turned
toward soup and rolls and beef, stew and apple pie with ice creamon it, up at Fred' s Fine Foods.

Al nost every day Stuart MConchie ate lunch at the coffee shop up the street from Mddern
TV. Today, as he entered Fred's Fine Foods, he sawto his irritation that Hoppy Harrington's cart
was parked in the back, and there was Hoppy eating his lunch in a perfectly natural and easygoing
manner, as if he were used to com ng here. Goddam Stuart thought. He's taking over; the phoces
are taking over. And | didn't even see himleave the store.

However, Stuart seated hinself in a booth and picked up the nenu. He can't drive ne off,
he said to hinmself as he | ooked to see what the special of the day was, and how nuch it cost. The
end of the nonth had arrived, and Stuart was nearly broke. He | ooked ahead constantly to his tw ce-
mont hl y paycheck; it woul d be handed out personally by Fergesson at the end of the week.

The shrill sound of the phoce's voice reached Stuart as he sipped his soup; Hoppy was
telling a yarn of some sort, but to whon? To Connie, the waitress? Stuart turned his head and saw
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that both the waitress and Tony the frycook were standi ng near Hoppy's cart, listening, and
neither of them showed any revul sion toward the phoce.

Now Hoppy saw and recogni zed Stuart. "H!" he call ed.

Stuart nodded and turned away, concentrating on his soup

The phoce was telling themall about an invention of his, some kind of electronic
contraption he had either built or intended to build--Stuart could not tell which, and he
certainly did not care. It did not matter to hi mwhat Hoppy built, what crazy ideas emanated from
the little man's brain. No doubt it's sonmething sick, Stuart said to hinmself. Some crank gadget,
like a perpetual notion machine . . . maybe a perpetual notion cart for himto ride on. He | aughed
at that idea, pleased with it. | have to tell that to Lightheiser, he decided. Hoppy's perpetua
nmoti on--and then he thought, H s phoconobile. At that, Stuart |aughed al oud.

Hoppy heard him | augh, and evidently thought he was | aughi ng at sonethi ng which he hinself
was saying. "Hey, Stuart," he called, "come on over and join ne and |I'Il buy you a beer."

The noron, Stuart thought. Doesn't he know Fergesson woul d never |et us have a beer on our
lunch hour? It's arule; if we have a beer we're supposed to never cone back to the store and
he'll mail us our check

"Listen," he said to the phoce, turning around in his seat, "when you've worked for
Fergesson a little | onger you'll know better than to say sonmething stupid like that."

Fl ushi ng, the phoce murnured, "Wat do you nmean?"

The frycook said, "Fergesson don't allow his enployees to drink; it's against his
religion, isn't it, Stuart?"

"That's right,"” Stuart said. "And you better learn that."

"I wasn't aware of that," the phoce said, "and anyhow | wasn't going to have a beer
mysel f. But | don't see what right an enployer has to tell his enployees what they can't have on
their owmn tine. It's their lunch hour and they should have 'a beer if they want it." H s voice was
sharp, full of grimindignation. He was no | onger ki dding.

Stuart said, "He doesn't want his salesnmen coming in snelling like a brewery; | think
that's his right. It'd offend sone old | ady custoner.™

"I can see that for the salesnen |ike you," Hoppy said, "but I'"'mnot a salesnan; I'ma
repairman, and |'d have a beer if | wanted it."
The frycook | ooked uneasy. "Now | ook, Hoppy--" he began

"You're too young to have a beer,
and wat chi ng.

The phoce had flushed a deep red. "I'mof age,"” he said in a quiet, taut voice.

"Don't serve himany beer," Connie, the waitress, said to the frycook. "He's just a kid."

Reaching into his pocket with his extensor, Hoppy brought Qut his wallet; he laid it open
on the counter. "I'mtwentyone," he said.

Stuart |aughed. "Bull." He nust have some phony identification in there, he realized. The
nut printed it hinmself or forged it or sonething. He has to be exactly |ike everyone; he's got an
obsessi on about it.

Exam ning the identification in the wallet, the frycook said, "Yeah, it says he's of age
But Hoppy, renenber that other tine you were in here and | served you a beer; renenber--"

"You have to serve ne," the phoce said.

Gunting, the frycook went and got a bottle of Hanmm s beer, which he placed, unopened,
bef ore Hoppy.

"An opener," the phoce said.

The frycook went and got an opener; he tossed it on the counter, and Hoppy pried open the
bottl e.

Taki ng a deep breath, the phoce drank the beer

What's going on? Stuart wondered, noticing the way that the frycook and Conni e--and even a
coupl e of the patrons--were watchi ng Hoppy. Does he pass out or sonething? Goes berserk, maybe? He

Stuart said. Now everyone in the place was |istening

felt repelled and at the sanme tine deeply uneasy. | wish | was through with ny food, he thought; |
wish | was out of here. Whatever it is, | don't want to be a witness to it. |I'mgoing back to the
shop and watch the rocket again, he decided. I'mgoing to watch Dangerfield' s flight, sonething
vital to America, not this freak; | don't have tinme to waste on this.

But he stayed where he was, because sonething was happeni ng some peculiar thing involving
Hoppy Harrington; he could not draw his attention away fromit, try as he mght.

In the center of his cart the phoconel us had sunk down, as if he were going to sleep. He
lay with his head resting on the tiller which steered the cart, and his eyes becane al nost shut;
his eyes had a gl azed | ook

"Jeez," the frycook said. "He's doing it again." He appeal ed around to the rest of them
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as if asking themto do sonmething, but no one stirred; they all stood or sat where they were.

"I knew he would," Connie said in a bitter, accusing Voi ce.

The phoce's lips trenbled and in a munbl e he said, "Ask me. Now sonebody ask ne."

"Ask you what?" the frycook said angrily. He made a gesture of disgust, turned and wal ked
away, back to his grill.

"Ask me," Hoppy repeated, in a dull, far-off voice, as if he were speaking in a kind of
fit. Watching, Stuart realized that it was a fit, a kind of epilepsy. He yearned to be out of the
pl ace and away, but still he could not stir; he still, Iike the others, had to go on watching

Connie said to Stuart, "Can't you push himback to the store? Just start pushing!" She
glowered at him but it wasn't his fault; Stuart shrank away and gestured to show his
hel pl essness.

Munbl i ng, the phoce flopped about on his cart, his plastic and nmetal nanual extensors

twitching. "Ask me about it," he was saying. "Conme on, before it's too late; | can tell you now, |
can see."

At his grill the frycook said loudly, "I w sh one of you guys would ask him | w sh you'd
get it over with; | know sonebody's going to ask himand if you don't | will--1 got a couple of
questions." He threw down his spatula and made his way back to the phoce. "Hoppy," he said |oudly,

"you said last time it was all dark. Is that right? No light at all?"

The phoce's lips twitched. "Sonme light. Dimlight. Yellow, like it's about burned out."
Besi de Stuart appeared the m ddl e-aged jewel er fromacross the street. "I was here | ast
he whi spered to Stuart. "Want to know what it is he sees? | can tell you; listen, Stu, he

time,
sees _beyond._.

"Beyond what ?" Stuart said, standing up so that he could watch and hear better; everyone
had noved cl oser, now, so as not to mniss anything.

"You know," M. Crody said. "Beyond the grave. The after life. You can |augh, Stuart, but
it's true; when he has a beer he goes into this trance, like you see himin now, and he has occult
vi sion or sonething. You ask Tony or Connie and sone of these other people; they were here, too."

Now Conni e was | eani ng over the slunped, twitching figure in the center of the cart.
"Hoppy, what's the light fron? Is it God?" She |aughed nervously. "You know, like in the Bible.
mean, is it true?"

Hoppy said nunblingly, "Gay darkness. Like ashes. Then a great flatness. Nothing but
fires burning, light is fromthe burning fires. They burn forever. Nothing alive."

"And where are you?" Conni e asked

"I"'m-floating," Hoppy said. "Floating near the ground . . . no, now l'mvery high. I'm
wei ghtless, | don't have a body any nore so I'mhigh up, as high as | want to be. | can hang here,
if I want; | don't have to go back down. | like it up here and | can go around the Earth forever.
There it is down below ne and | can just keep going around and around."

Goi ng up beside the cart, M. Crody the jewel er said, "Uh, Hoppy, isn't 'there anybody
el se?" Are each of us dooned to isolation?"

Hoppy munbl ed, "Il--see others, now. |I'mdrifting back down, |I'm Il andi ng anong the
grayness. |'mwal ki ng about."

Wal ki ng, Stuart thought. On what? Legs but no body; what an after life. He | aughed to
hi nsel f. What a performance, he thought. Wat crap. But he, too, canme up beside the cart, now,
squeezing in to be able to see.

"I's it that you're born into another life, like they teach in the East?" an elderly | ady
customer in a cloth coat asked.

"Yes," Hoppy said, surprisingly. "Anewlife. | have a different body; | can do all Kkinds
of things."

"A step up," Stuart said.

"Yes," Hoppy nunbled. "A step up. I'mlike everybody else; in fact |I'm better than anybody
el se. | can do anything they can do and a lot nore. | can go wherever | want, and they can't. They
can't nove."

"Way can't they nove?" the frycook demanded.

"Just can't," Hoppy said. "They can't go into the air or on roads or ships; they just
stay. It's all different fromthis. | can see each of them Ilike they're dead, like they're pinned
down and dead. Like corpses."

"Can they tal k?" Connie asked.

"Yes," the phoce said, "they can converse with each other. But--they have to--" He was
silent, and then he smled; his thin, twisted face showed joy. "They can only talk through ne."

| wonder what that neans, Stuart thought. It sounds |like a megal onmani acal daydream where
he rules the world. Conpensation because he's defective . . . just what you' d expect a phoce to
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i magi ne.

It did not seemso interesting to Stuart, now that he had realized that. He noved away,
back toward his booth, where his [unch waited.

The frycook was saying, "Is it a good world, there? Tell nme if it's better than this or
wor se. "

"Worse," Hoppy said. And then he said, "Wrse for you. It's what everybody deserves; it's
justice."
"Better for you, then," Connie said, in a questioning way.
"Yes," the phoce said.
"Listen," Stuart said to the waitress fromwhere he sat, "can't you see it's just
psychol ogi cal conpensation because he's defective? It's how he keeps going, inagining that.
don't see how you can take it seriously."

"I don't take it seriously," Connie said. "But it's interesting; |'ve read about nedi uns,
like they're called. They go into trances and can conmune with the next world, |ike he's doing.
Haven't you ever heard of that? It's a scientific fact, | think. Isn't it, Tony?" She turned to
the frycook for support.

"I don't know," Tony said noodily, walking slowy back to his grill to pick up his

spat ul a.

The phoce, now, seened to have fallen deeper into his beer-induced trance; he seened
asleep, in fact, no longer seeing anything or at |east no | onger conscious of the people around
himor attenpting to conmunicate his vision-- or whatever it was--to them The séance was over.

Well, you never know, Stuart said to hinself. |I wonder what Fergesson would say to this;
wonder if he'd want sonebody who's not only physically crippled but an epileptic or whatever
working for him | wonder if | should or shouldn't nmention this to himwhen | get back to the
store. If he hears he'll probably fire Hoppy right on the spot; | wouldn't blame him So maybe
better not say anything, he decided.

The phoce's eyes opened. In a weak voice he said, "Stuart."

"What do you want?" Stuart answered.

"I --" The phoce sounded frail, alnost ill, as if the experience had been too nmuch for his
weak body. "Listen, | wonder . . ." He drew hinself up, then rolled his cart clowy over to
Stuart's booth. In a |ow voice he said, "I wonder, could you push ne back to the store? Not right
now but when you're through eating. 1'd really appreciate it."

"Why?" Stuart said. "Can't you do it?"

"I don't feel good," the phoce said.

Stuart nodded. "Ckay. Wien |I'mfinished eating."

"Thanks, " the phoce said.

Ignoring himstonily, Stuart continued eating. | wish it wasn't obvious | know him he
thought to himself. | wish he'd wheel off and wait sonewhere el se. But the phoce had sat down,
rubbing his forehead with the I eft extensor, |ooking too spent to nove away again, even to his
pl ace at the other end of the coffee shop

Later, as Stuart pushed the phoce in his cart back up the sidewal k toward Mbdern TV, the
phoce said in a | ow voi ce,

"It's a big responsibility, to see beyond."

"Yeah," Stuart nurnured, maintaining 'his renmpteness, doing his duty only, no nore; he
pushed the cart and that was all. Just because |'m pushing you, he thought, doesn't mean | have to
converse with you.

"The first tine it happened,” the phoce went on, but Stuart cut himoff.

“"I"'mnot interested." He added, "I just want to get back and see if they fired off the
rocket yet. It's probably in orbit by now "

"l guess so," the phoce said.

At the intersection they waited for the light to change.

"The first tine it happened,” the phoce said, "it scared ne." As Stuart pushed hi m across
the street he went on, "I knew right away what it was | was seeing. The snoke and the fires
everything all snmudged. Like a mining pit or a place where they process slag. Awful." He
shuddered. "But is this so terrffic the way it is now? Not for ne."

"I like it," Stuart said shortly.

"Naturally," the phoce said. "You're -not a biological sport."

Stuart grunted.

"You know what ny earliest nenory from chil dhood is?" the phoce said in a quiet voice.
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"Being carried to church in a blanket. Laid out on a pew like a--" Hi s voice broke. "Carried in
and out in that blanket, inside it, so no one could see nme. That was my nother's idea. She
couldn't stand ny father carrying me on his back, where people could see.™

Stuart grunted.

"This is a terrible world," the phoce said. "Once you Negroes had to suffer; if you lived
in the South you'd be suffering now You forget all about that because they let you forget, but ne-
they don't let ne forget. Anyhow, | don't want to forget, about nyself | nmean. In the next world

it all will be different. You'll find out because you'll be there, too."

"No," Stuart said. "When | die |'mdead; | don't have a soul ."

"You, too," the phoce said, and he seened to be gloating; his voice had a nalicious, crue
tinge of relish. "I know "

"How do you know?"

"Because," the phoce said, "one tinme | saw you."

Frightened in spite of hinself, Stuart said, "Aw-"

"One tine," the phoce insisted, nore firmy now "It was you; no doubt about it. Want to
know what you were doi ng?"

" Naw. "

"You were eating a dead rat raw "

Stuart said nothing, but he pushed the cart faster and faster, down the sidewal k as fast
as he could go, back to the store.

When they got back to the store they found the crowd of people still in front of the TV
set. And the rocket had been fired off; it had just left the ground, and it was not known yet if
the stages had perforned properly.

Hoppy wheel ed hinsel f back downstairs to the repair departnment and Stuart renai ned
upstairs before the set. But the phoce's words had upset himso nuch that he could not concentrate
on the TV screen; he wandered off, and then, seeing Fergesson in the upstairs office, wal ked that
way.

At the office desk, Fergesson sat going over a pile of contracts and charge tags. Stuart
approached him "Listen. That goddam Hoppy--"

Fergesson gl anced up fromhis tags.

"Forget it," Stuart said, feeling discouraged.

"l watched himwork," Fergesson said. "I went downstairs and watched hi m when he didn't
know | was. | agree there's sonething unsavory about it. But he's conpetent; | |ooked at what he'd
done, and it was done right, and that's all that counts." He scow ed at Stuart.

"I said forget it," Stuart said.

"Did they fire the rocket off?"

"Just now. "

"W haven't noved a single itemtoday, because of that circus," Fergesson said.

"Circus!" He seated hinmself in the chair opposite Fergesson, in such a manner that he
could watch the floor below them "It's history!"

"I't's a way of you guys standing around doi ng not hi ng.
the tags.

"Listen, I'lIl tell you what Hoppy did." Stuart |eaned toward him "Up at the café, at
Fred's Fine Foods."

Fergesson eyed him pausing in his work.

"He had a fit," Stuart said. "He went nuts."

"No ki dding." Fergesson | ooked displ eased.

"He passed Qut because-he had a beer. And he saw beyond the grave. He saw nme eating a dead
rat. And it was raw. So he said."

Fer gesson | aughed.

"It's not funny."

"Sure it is. He's razzing you back for all the razzing you dish out and you' re so dunb you
get taken in."

"He really sawit,’

"Did he see ne?"

"He didn't say. He does that up there all the time; they give himbeers and he goes into
his trance and they ask questions. About what it's like. | just happened to be there, eating
lunch. | didn't even see himleave the store; | didn't know he would be there."

For a nonent Fergesson sat frowni ng and pondering, and then he reached out arid pressed

Once nore Fergesson sorted through

Stuart said stubbornly.
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the button of the intercomwhich connected the office with the repair departnment. "Hoppy, wheel up
here to the office; | want to talk to you."

"It wasn't ny intention to get himinto trouble,” Stuart said.

"Sure it was," Fergesson said. "But | still ought to know, I've got a right to know what
my enpl oyees are doing when they're in a public place acting in a fashion that mght throw
discredit on the store.”

They waited, and after a time they heard the | abored sound of the cart rolling up the
stairs to the office.

As soon as he appeared, Hoppy said, "What | do on ny lunch hour is nmy own business, M.
Fergesson. That's how | feel."

“"You're wong," Fergesson said. "It's ny business, too. Did you see ne beyond the grave,
like you did Stuart? What was | doing? | want to know, and you better give nme a good answer or
you're through here, the sanme day you were hired."

The phoce, in a low, steady voice, said, "I didn't see you, M. Fergesson, because your
soul perished and won't be reborn.”

For a while Fergesson studi ed the phoce. "Wiy is that?" he asked finally.

"It's your fate," Hoppy said.

"l haven't done anything crimnal or immoral."

The phoce said, "It's the cosnic process, M. Fergesson. Don't blanme ne." He becane
silent, then.

Turning to Stuart, Fergesson said, "Christ. Well, ask a stupid question, get a stupid
answer." Returning to the phoce he said, "Did you see anybody else | know, like ny wife? No, you

never nmet ny wife. Wat about Lightheiser? Wat's going to becone of hin®"

"I didn't see him" the phoce said.

Fergesson said, "Hgw did you fix that changer? How did you really_ do that? It |ooked
like-you healed it. It looked Iike instead of replacing that broken spring you nade the spring
whol e again. How did you do that? Is that one of those extra-sensory powers or whatever they are?”

"I repaired it,"” the phoce said in a stony voice.

To Stuart, Fergesson said, "He won't say. But | saw him He was concentrating on it in
some peculiar way. Maybe you were right, MConchie; maybe it was a mistake to hire him Still
it's the results that count. Listen, Hoppy, | don't want you nmessing around with trances out in
public anywhere along this street now that you' re working for nme; that was okay before, but not
now. Have your trances in the privacy of your own hone, is that clear?" He once nore picked up his
stack of tags. "That's all. Both you guys, go down and do sonme work instead of standing around.™

The phoce at once spun his cart around and wheel ed off, toward the stairs. Stuart, his
hands in his pockets, slowy followed.

When he got downstairs and back to the TV set and the people standing around ft he heard
the announcer say excitedly that the first three stages of the rocket appeared to have fired
successful ly.

That's good news, Stuart thought. A bright chapter in the history of the human race. He
felt alittle better, now, and he parked hinself by the counter, where he could obtain a good view
of the screen.

Wiy woul d | eat a dead rat? he asked hinself. It nust be a terrible world, the next
reincarnation, to live like that. Not even to cook it but just to snatch it up and gobble it down.
Maybe, he thought, even fur and all; fur and tail, everything. He shuddered.

How can | watch history being nade? he wondered angrily. Wien | have to think about things
like dead rats--1 want to fully neditate on this great spectacle unfol ding before ny very eyes,
and instead--1 have to have garbage like that put into nmy mnd by that sadistic, that
radi ati ondrug freak that Fergesson had to go and hire. Sheoot!

He thought of floppy, then, no | onger bound to his cart, no |onger an armess, |egless
cripple, but sonehow floating. Sonmehow master of themall, of--as floppy had said--the world. And
that thought was even worse than the one about the rat.

"Il bet there's plenty he saw, Stuart said to hinself, that he isn't going to say, that
he's deliberately keeping back. He just tells us enough to nmake us squirm and then he shuts up. If
he can go into a trance and see the next reincarnation then he can see _everything_ because what
else is there? But | don't believe in that Eastern stuff anyhow, he said to hinself. | nean, that
isn't Christian.

But he believed what Hoppy had said; he believed because he had seen with his own eyes.
There really was a trance. That nuch was true.

Hoppy had seen _sonmething . And it was a dreadful sonething; there was no doubt of that.

What el se does he see? Stuart wondered. | wish | could nake the little bastard say. Wat
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el se has that warped, w cked nmind perceived about ne and about the rest of us, all of us?

I wish, he thought, | could | ook, too. Because it seened to Stuart very inportant, and he
ceased | ooking at the TV screen. He forgot about Walter and Lydia Dangerfield and history in the
maki ng; he thought only about Hoppy and the incident at the café. He w shed he could stop thinking
about it but he could not.

He t hought on and on

(Y4

The far-of f poppi ng noise nade M. Austurias turn his head to see what was coning al ong
the road. Standing on the hillside at the edge of the grove of live oaks, he shielded his eyes and
saw on the road below the small phoconobil e of Hoppy Harrington; in the center of his cart the
phocomnel us gui ded hinmself al ong, picking a way past the potholes. But the popping noise had not
been nade by the phocompbile, which ran froman electric battery.

A truck, M. Austurias realized. One of Oio Stroud' s converted ol d wood-burners; he saw
it now, and it noved at great speed, bearing down on Hoppy's phoconobile. The phoconel us did not
seemto hear the big vehicle behind him

The road belonged to Orion Stroud; he had purchased it fromthe county the year before,
and it was up to himto maintain it and also to allow traffic to nove along it other than his own
trucks, He was not permitted to charge a toll. And yet, despite the agreenent, the wpod-burning
truck clearly neant to sweep the phoconobile fromits path; it headed s'traight w thout slow ng.

God, M. Austurias thought. He involuntarily raised his hand, as if warding off the truck
Now it was al nost upon the cart, and still Hoppy paid no heed.

Hoppy!" M. Austurias yelled, and his voice echoed in the afternoon qui et of the woods,
his voice and the poppopping of the truck's engine.

The phoconel us gl anced up, did not see him continued on with the truck now so cl ose that--
M. Austurias shut his eyes. Wien he opened them again he saw t he phoco-- nobile off onto the
shoul der of the road; the truck roared on, and floppy was safe: he had gotten out of the way at
the | ast noment..

Ginning after the truck, Hoppy waved an extensor. It had not bothered him not frightened
himih the | east, although he nust have known that the truck intended to grind himflat. Hoppy
turned, waved at M. Austurias, who he could not see but who he knew to be there.

H s hands trenbl ed, the hands of the grade school teacher; he bent, picked up his enpty
basket, stepped up the hillside toward the first old oak tree with its danp shadows beneath. M.
Austurias was out picking nushroons. He turned his back on the road and went up, into the gl oom
knowi ng that Hoppy was safe, and so he could forget him and what he had just now seen; his
attention returned swiftly to the imge of great orange _Cantharellus cibarius_, the chanterelle
nmushr oomns.

Yes, the color glowed, a circle in the mdst of the black humus, the pul py, spirited
flower very low, alnost buried in the rotting |l eaves. M. Austurias could taste it already; it was
big and fresh, this chanterelle; the recent rains had called it out. Bending, he broke its stalk
far down, so as to get all there was for his basket. One nore and he had his evening meal.
Crouchi ng, he | ooked in every direction, not noving.

Anot her, less bright, perhaps older . . . he rose, started softly toward it, as it it
m ght escape or he nmight sonehow | ose it. Nothing tasted as good as the chanterelle to him not
even the fine shaggy nanes. He knew the | ocations of many stands of chanterelles here and there in
West Marin County, on the oak-covered hillsides, in the woods. In all, he gathered eight varieties
of forest and pasture nushroons; he had been al nost that many years | earning where to expect them
and it was well worth it. Mst people feared mushroomns, especially since the Emergency; they
feared the new, mutant ones above all, because there the books could not help them

For instance, M. Austurias thought, the one he now broke . . . wasn't the color alittle
off? Turning it over he inspected the veins. Perhaps a pseudo-chanterelle, not seen before in this
region, toxic or even fatal, a nmutation. He sniffed it, catching the scent of nould.

Should | be afraid to eat this fell ow? he asked hinself. If the phoconelus can calnmy face
hi s danger, | should be able to face mine

He put the chanterelle in his basket and wal ked on.

From bel ow, fromthe road, he heard a strange sound, a grating, rough noise; pausing, he
| i stened. The noi se came again, and M. Austhrias strode quickly back the way he had cone until he
energed fromthe oaks and once nore stood above the road.

The phoconobile was still pulled off onto the shoulder; it had not gone on, and in it sat
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the arm ess, |egless handyman, bent over. \Wat was he doi ng? A convul sion jerked Hoppy about,
lifting his head, and M. Austurias saw to his amazenent that the phoconel us was crying.

Fear, M. Austurias realized. The phoconel us had been terrified by the truck but had not
shown it, had by enornous effort hidden it until the truck was out of sight--until, the phoconel us
had i nagi ned, everyone was out of sight and he was alone, free to express his enotions.

If you're that frightened, M. Austurias thought, then why did you wait so |long to pul
out of the truck's way?

Bel ow him the phoconelus' thin body shook, swayed back and forth; the bony, hawk-Ilike
features bulged with grief. | wetider what Doctor Stockstill, our |ocal nedical man, would nmake of
this, M. Austurias thought. After all, he used to be a psychiatrist, before the Energency. He
al ways has all sorts of theories about Hoppy, about what nmakes hi m plunk' al ong.

Touchi ng the two nushroons in his basket, M. Austurias thought, W're very close, all the
time, to death. But then was it so much better before? Cancer-producing insecticides, snog that
poi soned whole cities, freeways and airline crashes . . . it hadn't been so safe then; it hadn't
been any easy life. One had to hop aside ,both then and now.

We nust nmake the best of things, enjoy ourselves if possible, he said to hinself. Again he
t hought of the savory frying pan of chanterelles, flavored with actual butter and garlic and
gi nger and his home-nade beef broth . . . what a dinner it would be; who could he invite to share
it with hinf Someone he liked a lot, or soneone inportant. If he could only find one nore grow ng--
I could invite George Keller, he thought. George, the school superintendent, ny boss. O even one
of the school board nmenbers: even Orion Stroud, that big, round fat man, hinself.

And then, too, he could invite CGeorge's wife, Bonny Keller, the prettiest wonan i n West
Marin; perhaps the prettiest woman in the county. There, he thought, is a person who has nanaged
to survive in this present society of . . . both of the Kellers, in fact, had done well since E
Day. If anything, they were better off than before.

@ ancing up at the sun, M. Austurias conputed the tinme. Possibly it was getting close to
four o' clock; time for himto hurry back to town to listen to the satellite as it passed over
Must not miss that, he told hinself as he began to walk. Not for a mllion silver dollars, as the
expression used to go. _O Hunan Bondage --forty parts had been read already, and it was getting
really interesting. Everyone was attending this particular reading; no doubt of it: the man in the
satellite had picked a terrific one this tine to read. | wonder if he knows? M. Austurias asked
hinself. No way for me to tell him just listen, can't reply fromdown here in Wst Marin. Too
bad. It might mean a lot to him to know

Walt Dangerfield nust be terribly lonely up there alone in the satellite, M. Austurias
said to hinself. Circling the Earth, day after day. Awful damm tragedy when his w fe died; you can
tell the difference-he's never been the same again. If only we could pull himdown . . . but then,
if we did, we wouldn't have himup there talking to us. No, M. Austurias concluded. It wouldn't
be a good idea to reach him because that way he'd be, sure never to go back up; he nust be half-
crazy to get out of the thing by now, after all these years.

G i pping his basket of nushroons, he hurried in the direction of Point Reyes Station
where the one radio could be found, their one contact with Walt Dangerfield in the satellite, and
t hrough himthe outside world.

"The conpul sive," Doctor Stockstill said, "lives in a world in which everything is
decaying. This is a great insight. Imagine it."

"Then we rmust all be compul sives," Bonny Keller said, "because that's what's going on
around us . . . isn't it?" She snmled at him and he could not help returning it.

"You can | augh,” he said, "but there's need for psychiatry, maybe nore so even than

before."

"There's no need for it at all," Bonny contradicted flatly. "I'mnot so sure there was any
need for it even then, but at the time | certainly thought so. | was devoted to it, as you wel
know. "

At the front of the large room tinkering with the radio, June Raub said, "Quiet please.
We're about to receive him"

Qur authority-figure speaks, Doctor Stockstill thought to hinself, and we do what it tells
us. And to think that before the Emergency she was nothing nore than a typist at the | ocal Bank of
Aneri ca.

Frowni ng, Bonny started to answer Ms. Raub, and then she abruptly | eaned cl ose to Doctor
Stockstill and said, "Let's go outside; CGeorge is coning with Edie. Come on." She took hold of his
arm and propelled himpast the chairs of seated people, toward the door. Doctor Stockstffi found
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hi msel f being | ed outdoors, onto the front porch.

"That June Raub," Bonny said. "She's so goddam bossy." She peered up and down the road
which | ed past the Foresters' Hall. "I don't see ny husband and daughter; | don't even see our
good teacher. Austurias, of course, is out in the woods gathering poi sonous toadstools to do us
all in, and god knows what Hoppy is up to at the nonent. Sone peculiar puttering-about." She
pondered, standing there in the dimlate-afternoon twlight, |ooking especially attractive to
Doctor Stockstill; she wore a wool sweater and a | ong, heavy, hand-made skirt, and her hair was
tied back in a fierce knot of red. What a fine worman, he said to hinself. Too bad she's spoken
for. And then he thought, with a trace of. involuntary maliciousness, spoken for a nunber of tinmes
over.

"Here comes ny dear husband," Bonny said. "He's managed to break hinself off fromhis
school business. And here's Edie."

Al ong the road wal ked the tall, slender figure of the grammar school principal; beside
him hording his hand, came the dimnutive edition of Bonny, the little red-haired child with the
bright, intelligent, oddly dark eyes. They approached, and George smled in greeting.

"Has it started?" he call ed.

"Not yet," Bonny said.

The child, Edie, said, "That's good because Bill hates to miss it. He gets very upset."
"Who's 'Bill"'?" Doctor Stockstill asked her

"My brother," Edie said calmy, with the total poise of a seven-year-old.

| didn't realize that the Kellers had two children, Stockstill thought to hinmnself,

puzzl ed. And anyhow he did not see another child; he saw only Edie. "Were is Bill?" he asked her
"Wth ne," Edie said. "Like he always is. Don't you know Bill?"

Bonny said, "lmaginary playmate." She sighed wearily.

“"No he is not imaginary," her daughter said.

"Ckay," Bonny said irritably. "He's real. Meet Bill," she said to Doctor Stockstil. "M
daughter's brother."

After a pause, her face set with concentration, Edie said, "Bill is glad to neet you at
| ast, Doctor Stockstill. He says hello."

Stockstill laughed. "Tell himl'mglad to neet him too."

"Here cones Austurias," Ceorge Keller said, pointing.

"Wth his dinner," Bonny said in a grouchy voice. "Wy doesn't he teach us to find thenf
Isn't he our teacher? What's a teacher for? | nust say, George, sonetimes | wonder about a man who-

"I'f he taught us," Stockstill said, "we'd eat all the nushroons up." He knew her question
was nerely rhetorical anyhow, although they did not like it, they all respected M. Austurias'
retention of secret lore-it was his right to keep his nycol ogical wisdomto hinself. Each of them
had sonme sort of equivalent fund to draw from O herwi se, he reflected, they would not now be
alive: they would have joined the great nmajority, the silent dead beneath their feet, the nillions
who coul d either be considered the | ucky ones or the unlucky ones, depending on one's point of
view. Sonetinmes it seened to himthat pessinmsmwas called for, and on those days' he thought of
the dead as lucky. But for him pessimsmwas a passing nmood; he certainly did not feel it now, as
he stood in the shadows with Bonny Keller, only a foot or so fromher, near enough to reach out
easily and touch her . . . but that would not do. She would pop himone on the nose, he realized
A good hard bl ow-and then George would hear, too, as if being hit by Bonny was not enough

Al oud, he chuckl ed. Bonny eyed himw th suspicion

"Sorry," he said. "I was just wool -gathering."

M. Austurias cane striding up to them his face flushed with exertion. "Let's get
inside," he puffed. "So we don't niss Dangerfield s reading."

"You know how it comes out," Stockstill said. "You know M| dred comes back and reenters
his life again and nmakes hi m m serabl e; you know the book as well as | do--we all do." He was
anused by the teacher's concern

“"I"'mnot going to listen tonight,"” Bonny said. "I can't stand to be shushed by June Raub."

Wth a glance at her, Stockstill said, "Well, you can be conmunity | eader next nonth."

"I think June needs a little psychoanal ysis," Bonny said to him "She's so aggressive, so
masculine; it's not natural. Wiy don't you draw her aside and give her a couple of hours' worth?"

Stockstill said, "Sending another patient to me, Bonny? 1 still recall the last one." It
was not hard to recall, because it had been the day the bonb had been dropped on the Bay Area.
Years ago, he thought to hinself. In another incarnation, as Hoppy would put it.

“You woul d have done himgood," Bonny said, "if you had been able to treat him but you

just didn't have the tine."
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"Thanks for sticking up for me," he said, with a smle.

M. Austurias said, "By the way, Doctor, | observed sone odd behavior on the part of our
little phoconelus, today. | wanted to ask your opinion about him when there's the opportunity. He
perplexes nme, | nust admt . and |I'mcurious about him The ability to survive against all odds--

Hoppy certainly has that. It's encouraging, if you see what | nean, for the rest of us. If he can

make it--" The school teacher broke off. "But we nust get inside."

To Bonny, Stockstill said, "Sonmeone told nme that Dangerfield mentioned your old buddy the
ot her day."

"Mentioned Bruno?" Bonny at once becane alert. "Is he still alive, is that it? | was sure
he was."

"No, that's not what Dangerfield said. He said sonething caustic about the first great
accident. You recall. 1972."

"Yes," she said tightly. "I recall."

"Dangerfield, according to whoever told ne--

Actually, he recalled perfectly well who had

told him Dangerfield s bon not_; it had been June Raub, but he did not wi sh to antagoni ze Bonny
any further. "What he said was this. We're _all_living in Bruno's accident, now W're all the
spirit of '72. O course, that's not so original; we've heard that said before. No doubt |'ve
failed to capture the way Dangerfiekl said it . . . it's his style, of course, how he says things
No one can give things the twist he gives them"

At the door of the Foresters' Hall, M. Austurias had halted, had turned and was |i stening
to them Now he returned. "Bonny," he said, "did you know Bnuno Bl ut hgel d before the Energency?"

"Yes," she said. "I worked at Livernore for a while."

"He's dead now, of course," M. Austurias said.

“"I'"ve al ways thought he was alive sonmewhere," Bonny said renotely. "He was or is a great
man, and the accident in '72 was not his fault; people who know nothing about it hold him
responsible.”

Wthout a word, M. Austurias turned his back on her, wal ked off up the steps of the Hal
and di sappeared inside.

"One thing about you," Stockstill said to her, "you can't be accused of concealing your
opi ni ons. "

"Sonmeone has to tell people where to head in," Bonny said. "He's read in the newspapers
al | about Bruno. The newspapers. That's one thing that's better off, now the newspapers are gone,

unl ess you count that dunb little News & Views , which | don't. | will say this about
Dangerfield: he isn't aliar."

Toget her, she and Stockstill followed after M. Austurias, with George and Edie foll ow ng,
into the nostly-filled Foresters' Hall, to listen to Dangerfield broadcasting down to them from

the satellite.

As he sat listening to the static and the faniliar voice, M. Austurias thought to hinself
about Bruno Bl uthgel d and how t he physicist was possibly alive. Perhaps Bonny was right. She had
known the man, and, from what he had overheard of her eonversation with Stockstill (a risky act,

t hese days, overhearing, but he could not resist it) she had sent Bluthgeld to the psychiatri st
for treatnent which bore out one of his own very deeply held convictions: that Doctor Bruno

Bl ut hgel d had been nentally disturbed during his |last few years before the Emergency--had been

pal pably, dangerously insane, both in his private life and, what was nore inportant, in his public
life.

But there had really been no question of that. The public, in its own fashion, had been
consci ous that sonething fundamental was wong with the man; in his public statenents there had
been an obsessiveness, a norbidity, a tornented expression that had drenched his face, convol uted
hi s manner of speech. And Bluthgeld had tal ked about the eneny, with its infiltrating tactics, its
systematic contamination of institutions at hone, of schools and organizai ons--of the donestic
life itself. Bluthgeld had seen the eneny everywhere, in books and in novies, in people, in
political organizations - that urged views contrary to his own. O course, he had done it, put
forth his views, in a |learned way; he was not an ignorant man spouting and ranting in a backward
Sout hern town. No, Bluthgeld had done it in a lofty, scholarly, educated, deeply-worked-out
manner. And yet in the final analysis it was no nore sane, no nore rational or sober, than had
been the drunken ranblings of the boozer and woman-chaser, Joe MacCarthy, or of any of the others
of them

As a matter of fact, in his student days M. Austurias had once net Joe MCarthy, and had
found himlikeable. But there had been nothing |ikeable about Bruno Bl uthgeld, and M. Austurias
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had net himtoo--had nore than met him He and Bl uthgeld had both been at the University of
California at the sanme time; both had been on the staff, although of course Bluthgeld had been a
full professor, chairman of his departnent, and Austurias had been only an instructor. But they
had nmet and argued, had clashed both in private-in the corridors after class--and in public. And,
in the end, Bluthgeld had engi neered M. Austhrias' disnissal

It had not been difficult, because M. Austurias had sponsored all manner of little
radi cal student groups devoted to peace with the Soviet Union and China, and such |ike causes, and
in addition he had spoken out agai nst bomb testing, which Doctor Bluthgeld advocated even after
the catastrophe of 1972. He had in fact denounced the test of '72 and called it an exanpl e of

psychotic thinking at top levels . . . a remark directed at Bluthgeld and no doubt so interpreted
by him

He who pokes at the serpent, M. Austurias thought to hinmself, runs the risk of being
bitten . . . his dismissal had not surprised himbut it had confirmed himnore deeply in his

views. And probably, if he thought of it at all, Doctor Bluthgeld had become nmore entrenched, too.
But nost likely Bluthgeld had never thought of the incident again; Austurias had been an obscure
young instructor, and the University had not m ssed him-it had gone on as before,, as no doubt
had Bl ut hgel d.

I rmust talk to Bonny Keller about the man, he said to hinself. | mnmust find out all she
knows, and it is never hard to get her to talk, so there will be no problem And | wonder what
Stockstill has to offer on the topic, he wondered. Surely if he saw Bl uthgeld even once he woul d

be in a position to confirmm own di agnosis, that of paranoid schizophreni a.

From the radi o speaker, Walt Dangerfield s voice droned on in the reading from _ O Human
Bondage , and M. Austm|as began to pay attention, drawn, as always, by the powerful narrative.
The probl ens which seened vital to us, he thought, back in the old days . . . inability to escape
from an unhappy hunan rel ati onship. Now we prize any human rel ati onship. W have | earned a great
deal .

Seated not far fromthe school teacher, Bonny Keller thought to herself, Another one
| ooki ng for Bruno. Another one blamng him making himthe scapegoat for all that's happened. As
if _one man_ could bring about a world war and the deaths of mllions, even if he wanted to.

You won't find himthrough nme, she said to herself. | could help you a lot, but I won't,
M. Austurias. So go back to your little pile of coverless books; go back to your hunting
mushroons. Forget about Bruno Bluthgeld, or rather M. Tree, as he calls hinself now. As he has
called hinself since the day, seven years ago, when the bonbs began to fall on things and he found
hi msel f wal ki ng around the streets of Berkeley in the mdst of the debris, unable to understand--
just as the rest of us could not understand--what was tal dng pl ace.

\Y

Overcoat over his arm Bruno Bluthgeld wal ked up Oxford Street, through the canpus of the
University of California, bent over and not | ooking about him he knew the route well and he did
not care to see the students, the young people. He was not interested in the passing cars, or in
the buil dings, so many of themnew. He did not see the city of Berkel ey because he was not
interested init. He was thinking, and it seemed to himvery clearly now that he understood what

it was that was naking himsick. He did not doubt that he was sick; he felt deeply sick-- it was
only a question of |ocating the source of contam nation

It was, he thought, comng to himfromthe outside, this illness, the terrible infection
that had sent himat last to Doctor Stockstill. Had the psychiatrist, on the basis of today's

first visit, any valid theory? Bruno Bl uthgeld doubted it.

And then, as he wal ked, he noticed that all the cross streets to the left |eaned, as if
the city was sinking on that side, as if gradually it was keeling over. Bluthgeld felt anused,
because he recogni zed the distortion; it was his astigmtism which became acute when he was under
stress. Yes, he felt as if he were walking along a tilted sidewal k, raised on one side so that
everything had a tendency to slide; he felt hinself sliding very gradually, and he had trouble
pl aci ng one foot before the other. He had a tendency to veer, to totter to the left, too, along
with the other things.

Sense-data so vital, he thought. Not nmerely what you perceive but how He chuckled as he
wal ked. Easy to | ose your bal ance when you have an acute astigmatic condition, he said to hinself.
How pervasively the sense of bal ance enters into our awareness of the universe around us
hearing is derived fromthe sense of balance; it's an unrecogni zed basic sense underlying the
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others. Perhaps | have picked up a mld labyrinthitis, a virus infection of the middle ear. Should
have it | ooked into.

And yes, now it--the distortion in his sense of bal ance-- had begun affecting his hearing,
as he had anticipated. It was fascinating, how the eye and the ear joined to produce a Gestalt;
first his eyesight, then his bal ance, now he heard things askew.

He heard, as he wal ked, a dull, deep echo which rose fromhis own footsteps, fromhis
shoes striking the pavenent; not the sharp brisk noise that a woman's shoe might make, but a
shadowy, |ow sound, a runble, alnost as if it rose froma pit or cave

It was not a pleasant sound; it hurt his head, sending up reverberations that were acutely
pai nful. He slowed, altered his pace, watched his shoes strike the pavenent so as to anticipate
t he sound.

I know what this is due to, he said to hinmself. He had experienced it in the past, this
echoing of normal noises in the Iabyrinths of his ear-passages. Like the distortion in vision it
had a sinple physiological basis, although for years it had puzzled and frightened him It was due-
sinply-- to tense posture, skeletal tension, specifically at the base of the neck. In fact, by
turning his head fromside to side, he could test his theory out; he heard the neck-vertebrae give
alittle crack, a short, sharp sound that set up imediately the nost inmmensely painful
reverberations in his ear-channels.

I rmust be dreadfully worried today, Bruno Bl uthgekl said to hinself. For now an even
graver alteration in his sense-perceptions was setting in, and one unfamliar to him A dull,
snoky cast was beginning to settle over all the environment around him making the buil dings and
cars seemlike inert, gloony nounds, w thout color or notion.

And where were the people? He seened to be plodding along totally by himself in his
listing, difficult journey up Oxford Street to where he had parked his Cadillac. Had they (odd
thought) all gone indoors? As if, he thought, to get out of the rain . . . this rain of fine,
sooty particles that seened to fill the air, to inpede his breathing, his sight, his progress.

He stopped. And, standing there at the intersection, seeing down the side street where it
descended into a kind of darkness, and then off to the right where it rose and snapped off, as if
twi sted and broken, he saw to his amazenent--and this he could not explain imediately in ternms of
some specific physiological inpairment of function--that cracks had opened up. The buildings to
his left had split. Jagged breaks in them as if the hardest of substances, the cenent itself
whi ch underlay the city, nmaking up the streets and buil dings, the very foundations around him
were coming apart.

Good Christ, he thought. What is it? He peered into the sooty fog; now the sky was gone,
obscured entirely by the rain of dark

And then he saw, picking about in the gloom anobng the split sections of concrete, in the
debris, little shrivel ed shapes: people, the pedestrians who had been there before and then
vani shed--they were back now, but all of them dwarfed, and gaping at himsightlessly, not speaking
but sinply poking about in an ainm ess nanner.

_What is it?_ he asked hinself again, this tinme speaking aloud; he heard his voice dully
rebounding. It's all broken; the town is broken up into pieces. Wiat has hit it? What has happened
to it? He began to wal k fromthe pavenent, finding his way anong the strewn, severed parts of
Berkeley. It isn't ne, he realized; sone great terrible catastrophe has happened. The noi se, now,
booned in his ears, and the soot stirred, noved by the noise. A car horn sounded, stuck on, but
very far off and faint.

Standing in the front of Mddern TV, watching the tel evision coverage of Walter and Ms.
Dangerfield s ffight, Stuart MConchie saw to his surprise the screen go bl ank

"Lost their picture,” Lightheiser said, disgustedly. The group of people stirred with
i ndi gnati on. Lightheiser chewed on his toothpick

“"I't"ll come back on," Stuart said, bending to switch to another channel; it was, after
all, being covered by all networks.
Al'l channels were blank. And there was no sound, either. He switched it once nore. Stil

not hi ng.

Up fromthe basenent came one of the repairnmen, running toward the front of the store and
yelling, "Red alert!"”

"What's that?" Lightheiser said wonderingly, and his face becane ol d and unheal t hy-
| ooki ng; seeing it, Stuart MConchie knew without the words or the thoughts ever occurring in his
nmind. He did not have to think; he knew, and he ran out of the store onto the street, he ran onto
the enpty sidewal k and stood, and the group of people at the TV set, seeing himand the repairmn
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runni ng, began to run, too, in different directions, some of themacross the street, out into
traffic, sonme of themin circles, sone of themaway in a straight line, as if each of them saw
sonmething different, as if it was not the same thing happening to any two of them

Stuart and Lightheiser ran up the sidewal k to where the gray-green netal sidewal k doors
wer e whi ch opened onto the underground storage basenent that once, a long time ago, a drugstore
had used for its stock but which now was enpty. Stuart tore at the metal doors, and so did
Li ght hei ser, and both of themyelled that it wouldn't open; there was no way to open it except
frombelow At the entrance of the nmen's clothing store a clerk appeared, saw them Lightheiser
shouted at him vyelled for himto run downstairs and open up the sidewal k. "Open the sidewal k!"
Li ght hei ser yelled, and so did Stuart, and now so did several people all standing or squatting at
the sidewal k doors, waiting for the sidewalk to open. So the clerk turned and ran back into the
clothing store. A nonent later a clanking noise sounded under Stuart's feet.

"Cet back," a heavy-set elderly nman said. "Get off the doors." The people saw down into
cold gloom a cave under the sidewal k, an enpty cavity. They all junmped down into it, falling to
the bottom they lay pressed agai nst danp concrete, rolling thenselves up into balls or flattening
t hensel ves out--they squirnmed and pressed down into crunbly soil with the dead sowbugs and the
snel | of decay.

"Close it fromabove." a man was saying. There did not seemto be any wonen, or if there
were they were silent; his head pressed into a corner of the concrete, Stuart |istened but heard
only men, heard them as they grabbed at the doors above, trying to shut them More people cane
down now, falling and tunmbling and yelling, as if dwnped from above.

"How | ong, oh Lord?" a nan was sayi ng.

Stuart said, "Now " He knew it was now, he knew that the bonmbs were going off--he felt
them It seened to occur inside him Blam blam blam blam went the bonbs, or perhaps it was
things sent up by the Arny to help, to stop the bonbs; perhaps it was defense. Let ne down, Stuart
thought. Low as | can be. Let me into the ground., He pressed down, rolled his body to nmake a
depression. People lay now on top of him choking coats and sl eeves, and he was gl ad; he did not
m nd--he did not want enptiness around him he wanted solidness on every side. He did not need to
breathe. His eyes were shut; they, and the ot her openings of his body, his nouth and ears and
nose, all had shut; he had walled hinself in, waiting.

Bl am blam bl am

The ground junped.

We'll get by, Stuart said. Down here, safe in the earth. Safe inside where it's safe;
it'"ll pass by overhead. The w nd.

The wi nd, above on the surface, passed by at huge speed; he knew it noved up there, the
air itself, driven along altogether, as a body.

In the nose cone of Dutchman IV, Walt Dangerfield, while still experiencing the pressure
of many gravities on his body, heard in his earphones the voices frombelow, fromthe contro
bunker .

"Third stage successful, Walt. You're in orbit. W'Ill fire off the final stage at 15:45
i nstead of 15:44, they tell ne."

Orbital velocity, Dangerfield said to hinself, straining to see his wife. She had | ost
consci ousness; he | ooked away from her at once, concentrating' on his oxygen supply, know ng she
was all right but not wanting to witness her suffering. Ckay, he thought, we're both okay. In
orbit, waiting for the final thrust. It wasn't so bad.

The voice in his earphones said, "A perfect sequence so far, Walt. The President is
standi ng by. You have eight mnutes six seconds before the initial corrections for the fourth-
stage firing. If in correcting mnor--"

Static erased the voice; he no |longer heard it.

If in correcting minor but vital errors in attitude, Walter Dangerfield said to hinmself,

there is a lack of conplete success, we will be brought back down, as they did before in the robot-
runs. And later on we will try it again. There is no danger; reentry is an old story. He waited.
The voice in his earphones cane on again. " _Walter, we are under attack down here_."

What ? he said. Wat did you say?

"CGod save us," the voice said. It was a nan al ready dead; the voice had no feeling, it was
enpty and then it was silent. Gone.

"From whon?" Walt Dangerfield said into his mcrophone. He thought of pickets and rioters,
he thought of bricks, angry nobs. Attacked by nuts or sonmething, is that it?

He struggl ed up, disconnected hinself fromthe straps, saw through the port the world
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bel ow. C ouds, and the ocean, the globe itself. Here and there on it matches were lit; he saw the
puffs, the flares. Fright overcane him as he sailed silently through space, |ooking down at the
pi nches of burning scattered about; he knew what they were.

It's death, he thought. Death lighting up spots, burning up the world's |ife, second by
second.

He continued to watch

There was, Doctor Stockstill knew, a community shelter under one of the big banks, but he
coul d not renenber which one. Taking his secretary by the hand he ran fromthe building and across
Center Street, searching for the black and white sign that he had noticed a thousand tines, that
had beconme part of the perpetual background of his daily, business existence on the public street.
The sign had nerged into the unchangi ng, and now he needed it; he wanted it to step forward so
that he could notice it as he had at the beginning: as a real sign, meani ng something vital
sonet hi ng by which to preserve his life.

It was his secretary, tugging at his arm who pointed the way to hinm she yelled in his
ear over and over again and he saw-he turned in that direction and together they crossed the
street, running out into the dead, stalled traffic and anong the pedestrians, and then they were
struggling and fighting to get into the shelter, which was the basenment of the buil ding.

As he burrowed down, |lower and lower, into the basenent shelter and the nass of people
pressed together in it, he thought about the patient whom he had just seen; he thought about M.
Tree and in his mind a voice said with clarity, You did this. See what you did, you' ve killed us
all.

H s secretary had becone separated from himand he was al one with people he did not know,
breathing into their faces and being breathed on. And all the tine he heard a wailing, the noise
of wonmen and probably their snall children, shoppers who had come in here fromthe departnment
stores, mid-day nothers. Are the doors shut? he wondered. Has it begun? It has; the nonent has. He
cl osed his eyes and began to pray out loud, noisily, trying to hear the sound. But the sound was
| ost.

"Stop that racket,” someone, a wonan, said in his ear, so close that his ear hurt. He
opened his eyes; the woman, middle-aged, glared at him as if this was all that mattered, as if
not hi ng was happeni ng except his noisy praying. Her attention was directed on stopping him and in
surprise he stopped.

Is that what you care about? he wondered, awed by her, by the narrowness of her attention

by its mad constrictedness. "Sure," he said to her. "You dam fool," he said, but she did not hear
him "Was | bothering your' he went on, unheeded; she was now glaring at soneone el se who had
bunped or shoved her. "Sorry," he said. "Sorry, you stupid old crow, you--" He cursed at the

wonan, cursing instead of praying and feeling nore relief by that; he got nore out of that.

And then, in the middle of his cursing, he had a weird, vivid notion. The war had begun
and they were being bonbed and woul d probably die, but it was Washington that was dropping the
bonbs on them not the Chinese or the Russians; sonething had gone wong with an automatic defense
systemout in space, and it was acting out its cycle this way--and no one could halt it, either
It was war and death, yes, but it was error; it lacked intent. He did not feel any hostility from
the forces overhead. They were not vengeful or notivated; they were enpty, hollow, conpletely
cold. It was as if his car had run over him it was real but nmeaningless. It was not policy, it
was breakdown and failure, chance.

So at this monent, he felt hinself devoid of retaliatory hatred for the enenmy because he
could not imagine-did not actually believe in or even understand--the concept. It was as if the
previous patient, M. Tree or Doctor Bluthgeld or whoever he had been, had taken in, absorbed all
that, left none of it for anyone else. Bluthgeld had nade Stockstill over into a different person
one who could not think that way even now. Bl uthgeld, by being insane, had made the concept of
_the eneny_ unbelievabl e.

"We'll fight back, we'll fight back, we'll fight back," a man near Doctor Stockstill was
chanting. Stockstill |ooked at himin astonishnent, wondering who he would fight back agai nst.
Things were falling on them did the man intend to fall back upward into the sky in sone kind of
revenge? Would he reverse the natural forces at work, as if rolling a fil msequence backward? It
was a peculiar, nonsensical idea. It was as if the man had been gripped by his unconscious. He was
no longer living a rational, ego-directed existence; he had surrended to sone archetype.

The inpersonal, Doctor Stockstill thought, has attacked us. That is what it is; attacked
us frominside and out, The end of the co-operation, where we applied ourselves together. Nowit's
atons only. Discrete, without any wi ndows. Colliding but not nmaking any sound, just a general hum
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He put his fingers in his ears, trying not to hear the noises fromaround him The noises
appear ed- - absurdly-- to be below him rising instead of descending. He wanted to | augh

Ji m Fergesson, when the attack began, had just gone downstairs into the repair departnent
of Modern TV. Facing Hoppy Harrington he saw the expression on the phoconelus' face when the red
al ert was announced over the FMradio and the conalrad systemwent at once into effect. He saw on
the I ean, bony face a grin like that of greed, as if in hearing and. understandi ng, Hoppy was
filled with joy, the joy of life itself. He had becone Iit up for an instant, had thrown off
everything that inhibited himor held himto the surface of the earth, every force that nmade him
slow. His eyes burst into light and his |ips twitched; he seemed to be sticking out his tongue, as
i f nocking Fergesson.

To him Fergesson said, "You dirty little freak."

The phoce yelled, "It's the end!" The | ook on his face was al ready gone. Perhaps he had
not even heard what Fergesson had said; he seened to be in a state of self-absorption. He
shivered, and the artificial nmanual extensors emanating fromhis cart danced and flicked |ike
whi ps.

"Now |isten,"” Fergesson said. "W're below street-1evel." He caught hold of the repairmn,
Bob Rubenstein. "You noronic jackass, stay where you are. 1'll go upstairs and get those people
down here. You clear as much space as you can; nake space for thenl He |l et go of the repairnman and
ran to the stairs.

As he started up the steps two at a tinme, clutching the handrail and using it as a
ful crum sonething happened to his |l egs. The bottompart of himfell off and he pitched backward,
roll ed back and down, and onto himrained tons of white plaster. 'Hi s head hit the concrete floor
and he knew that the building had been hit, taken away, and the people were gone. He was hurt,
too, cut into two pieces, and only Hoppy and Bob Rubenstein would survive and naybe not even they.

He tried to speak but could not.

Still at the repairbench Hoppy felt the concussion and saw the doorway fill up with pieces
of the ceiling and the wood of the steps turned into flying fragments and anong the fragnments of
wood somet hing soft, bits of flesh; it, the pieces, were Fergesson--he was dead. The buil ding
shook and booned, as if doors were shutting. W're shut in, Hoppy realized. The overhead |i ght
popped, and now he saw nothing. Bl ackness. Bob Rubenstein was screeching.

The phoce wheel ed his cart backward, into the black cavity of the basement, going by the
touch of his extensors. He felt his way anong the stock inventory, the big television sets in
their cardboard cartons; he got as deep as possible, slowy and carefully burrowed in all the way
to the back as far fromthe entrance as he could. Nothing fell on him Fergesson had been right.
This was safe, here, below the street level. Upstairs they were all rags of flesh m xed with the
white, dry powder that had been the building, but here it was different.

Just not tine, he thought. They told us and then it began; it's still going on. He could
feel the wind noving over the surface upstairs; it noved uni npeded, because everything which had
stood was now down. W nust not go up even |l ater, because of radiation, he realized. That was the
m st ake those Japs nmade; they cane right up and sniled.

How long will 1 live down here? he wondered. A nonth? No water, unless a pipe breaks. No
air after a while, unless nolecules filtering through the debris. Still, better than trying to
come out. | will not cone out, he reiterated. | know better; |'mnot dunb |ike the others.

Now he heard nothing. No concussion, no rain of falling pieces in the darkness around him
smal | objects jarred | oose from stacks and from shel ves. Just silence. He did not hear Bob
Rubenst ein. Matches. From his pocket he got matches, lit one; he saw that TV cartons had toppled
to enclose him He was alone, in a space of his own.

Ch boy, he said to hinself with exultation. Am| lucky; this space was just nmade for ne.
I"lIl stay and stay; | can go days and then be alive, | know | was _intended_ to be alive.
Fergesson was intended to die right off the bat. It's God's will. God knows what to do; He watches
out, there is no chance about this. Al this, a great cleansing of the world. Room nmust be made,
new space for people, for instance nyself.

He put out the match anci the darkness returned; he did not mind it. Waiting, in the

m ddl e of his cart, he thought, This is ny chance, it was nmade for ne deliberately. It'll be
different when | enmerge. Destiny at work fromthe start, back before | was born. Now | understand
it all, ny being so different fromthe others; | see the reason

How rmuch tine has passed? he wondered presently. He had begun to becone inpatient. An
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hour? | can't stand to wait, he realized. | nean, | have to wait, but I wish it would hurry up. He
listened for the possible sound of people overhead, rescue teans fromthe Arny beginning to dig
peopl e out, but not yet; nothing so far

| hope it isn't too long, he said to hinself. There's lots to do; | have work ahead of ne.

When | get out of here | have to get started and organi ze, because that's what will be
needed: organi zation and direction, everyone will be mlling around. Maybe | can plan now.

In the darkness he planned. All manner of inspirations cane to him he was not wasting his
time, not being idle just because he had to be stationary. His head wildly rang with origina
notions; he could hardly wait, tlunknmg about them and how they woul d work when tried out. Most of
themhad to do with ways of survival. No one woul d be dependent on big society; it would all be
small towns and individuality, like Ayn Rand talled about in her books. It would be the end of
conformity and the mass mind and junk; no nore factory-produced junk, |ike the cartons of color 3-
D television sets which had fallen on all sides of him

Hi s heart pounded with excitenment and inpatience; he could hardly stand waiting--it was
like a mllion years already. And still they hadn't found himyet, even though they were busy
| ooki ng. He knew that; he could feel themat work, getting nearer

"Hurry!" he exclained al oud, |ashing his nmanual extensors; the tips scratched agai nst the
TV cartons, naking a dull sound. In his inpatience he began to beat on the cartons. The drumm ng
filled the darkness, as if there were many living things inprisoned, an entire nest of people, not
just Hoppy Harrington al one.

In her hillside home in West Marin County, Bonny Keller realized that the classical nusic
on the stereo set in the living roomhad gone off. She emerged fromthe bed.. room w ping the
wat er col or paint fromher hands and wondering if the sane tube as before had--as George put it--
cut out.

And then through the wi ndow she saw agai nst the sky to the south a stout trunk of snoke,
as dense and brown as a living stunp. She gaped at it, and then the w ndow burst; it pulverized
and she crashed back and slid across the floor along with the powdery fragments of it. Every
object in the house tunbled, fell and shattered and then skidded with her, as if the house had
tilted on end.

The San Andreas Fault, she knew. Terrible earthquake, |ike back ago eighty years; al
we've built . . . all ruined. Spinning, she banged into the far wall of the house, only now it was
I evel and the floor had raised up; she saw | anps and tables and chairs raining down and snashi ng,
and it was amazing to her how flinmsy everything was. She coul d not understand how things she had
owned for years could break so easily; only the wall itself, now beneath her, remained as
sonet hi ng hard.

My house, she thought. Gone. Everything that's mine, that neans sonething to ne. Oh, it
isn't fair.

Her head ached as she lay panting; she snoothed hersel f, saw her hands white and covered
with fine powder and trenbling--blood streaked her wist, fromsome cut she could not nake out. On
my head, she thought. She rubbed her forehead, and bits of nmaterial fell fromher hair. Now -she
could not understand it--the floor was flat again, the wall was upright as it had al ways been
Back to nornal. But the objects; they were all broken. That renmi ned. The garbage house, she
thought. It'll take weeks, nonths. We'Ill never build back. It's the end of our life, our
happi ness.

St andi ng, she wal ked about; she kicked the pieces of a chair aside. She kicked through the
trash, toward the door. The air swirled with particles and she inhaled them she choked on them
hating them d ass everywhere, all her |ovely plateglass wi ndows gone. Enpty square holes with a
few shards which still broke | cose and dropped even as she watched. She found a door--it had been
bent open. Shoving it, putting her weight against it, she made it nove aside so that she could go
unsteadily out of the house to stand a few yards away, surveying what had happened.

Her headache had become worse. Am | blinded? she wondered; it was hard to keep her eyes
open. Did | see a light? She had a menory of one click of light, Iike a camera shutter opening so
suddenly, so swiftly, that her optic nerves had not responded--she had not really _seen_it. And
yet, her eyes were hurt; she felt the injury there. Her body, all of her, seemed damaged, and no
wonder. But the ground. She did not see any fissure. And the house stood; only the wi ndows and the
househol d goods had been destroyed. The structure, the enpty container, renmained with nothing |eft
init.

wal king slowy along, she thought, | better go get help. | need nedical help. And then, as
she stunbled and half fell, she | ooked around her, up into the air, and saw once again the col umm
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of brown snoke fromthe south. Did San Francisco catch fire already? she asked hersel f.

It's burning, she decided. It's a calamity. The city got it, not just West Marin, here.
Not just a few rural people up here, but all the city people; there nmust be thousands dead.
They' Il have to declare a national energency and get the Red Cross and Arny; we'll renmenber this
to the day we die. Wl king, she began to cry, holding her hands to her face, not seeing where she
was going, not caring. She did not cry for herself or her ruined house, now, she cried for the
city to the south. She cried for all the people and things in it and what had happened to them

"Il never see it again, she knew. There is no nore San Francisco; it is over. The end had
come about, today. Crying, she wandered on in the general direction of town; already she could
hear people's voices, rising up fromthe flatland bel ow. Going by the sound she noved that way.

A car drew up beside her. The door opened; a nan reached out for her. She did not know
him she did not even know if he lived around here or if he was passing through. Anyhow, she
hugged him

"Al'l right," the man said, squeezing her around the waist.

Sobbi ng, she struggled closer to him pressing herself against the car seat and draw ng
hi m over her.

Later, she once nore found herself wal king, this time dow a narrow road with oak trees,
the gnarled old live oaks which she | oved so nuch, on both sides of her. The sky overhead was
bl eak and gray, swept by heavy clouds which drifted in npbnotonous procession toward the north.
This must be Bear Valley Ranch Road, she said to herself. Her feet hurt and when she stopped she
di scovered that she was barefoot; somewhere along the way she had | ost her shoes.

She still wore the paint-splattered jeans which she had had on when the quake had
happened, when the radi o had gone off. O had it really been a quake after all? The man in the
car, frightened and babbling |ike a baby, had said sonething else, but it had been too garbl ed,
too full of panic, for her to understand.

| want to go home, she said to herself. | want to be back in ny own home and | want nmny
shoes. 1'll bet that man took them |1'Il bet they're back in his car. And I'll never see them
agai n.

She pl odded on, wincing at the pain, wi shing she could find sonebody, wondering about the
sky overhead and beconing nore |lonely with each passing nonent.

\l

Driving his Vol kswagen bus away, Andrew G || caught one |l ast sight of the woman in the
pai nt-spattered jeans and sweater whom he had just let off; he watched her as she trudged baref oot
along the road and then he | ost hen as his bus passed a bend. He did not know her nane but it
seermed to himthat she was about the prettiest woman he had ever seen, with her red hair and
smal |, delicatelyforned feet. And, the thought to hinself in a daze, he and she had just now made
I ove, in the back of his VW bus.

It was, to him a pageant of fignents, the wonman and the great explosions fromthe south
that had torn up the countryside and raised the sky of gray overhead. He knew that it was war of
sone sort or at |least a bad event of some nodern kind entirely newto the world and to his
experi ence.

He had, that norning, driven fromhis shop in Petaluna to West Marin to deliver to the
pharmacy at Point Reyes Station a |oad of inported English briar pipes. H's business was fine
i quors--especially w nes--and tobaccos, everything for the serious snoker including little nickel-
pl ated devices for cleaning pipes and tanping the tobacco down. Now as he drove he wondered how
his shop was; had the event enconpassed the Petal uma area?

| had better get the hell back there and see howit is, he said to hinself, and then he
t hought once again of the small red-haired woman in the jeans who had hopped into his bus--or
allowed himto draw her into it; he no longer was certain which had happened--and it seemed to him
that he ought to drive after her and nmake sure she was all right. Does she live around here? he
asked hinself. And how do I find her again? Already he wanted to find her again; he had never net
or seen anyone |ike her. And did she do it because of shock? he wondered. Was she in her right
m nd at the tinme? Had she ever done such a thing before . . . and, nore inportant, would she ever
do it again?

However, he kept on going, not turning back; his hands felt nunmb, as if they were
lifeless. He was exhausted. | know there're going to be other bonbs or explosions, he said to
hi nsel f. They | anded one on the Bay Area and they'|l|l keep shooting themoff at us. In the sky
over head he saw now fl ashes of light in quick succession and then after a tine a distant runble
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sei zed his bus and made it buck and quake. Bonbs .going off up there, he decided. Maybe our
defenses. But there will be nmore getting through.

Then, too, there was the radiation

Drifting overhead, now, the clouds of what he knew to be deadly radiati on passed on north,
and did not seemto be | ow enough yet to affect |life on the surface, his life and that of the

bushes and trees along the road. Maybe we'll wither and die in another few days, he thought. Maybe
it's only a question of tinme. Is it worth hiding? Should | head north, try to escape? But the
cl ouds were noving north. | better stay here, he said to hinself, and try to find sone | oca
shelter. | think | read somewhere once that this is a protected spot; the wi nds bl ow on past West
Marin and go inland, toward Sacranento.

And still he saw no one. Only the girl--the only person he had seen since the first great
bomb and the realization of what it meant. No cars. No people on foot. They'll be showi ng up from

down bel ow pretty soon, he reasoned. By the thousands. And dying as they go. Refugees. Maybe |
shoul d get ready to help. But all he had in his VWNtruck were pipes and cans of tobacco and
bottles of California wine fromsmall vintners; he had no medical supplies and no know how. And
anyhow he was over fifty years old and he had a chronic heart problemcalled paroxysnal
tachycardia. It was a wonder, in fact, that he had not had an attack of it back there when he was
making love with the girl.

My wife and the two kids, he thought. Maybe they're dead. | just have to get back to
Pet al uma. A phone call? Absurd. The phones are certainly out. And still he drove on, pointlessly,
not knowi ng where to go or what to do. Not knowi ng how much danger he was in, if the attack by the
eneny was over or if this was just the start. | could be w ped out any second, he realized.

But he felt safe in the famliar VWbus, which he had owned for six years now. It had not
been changed by what had happened; it was sturdy and reliable, whereas--he felt--the world, the
rest of things, all had undergone a permanent, dreadful metanorphosis.

He did not wish to | ook

VWhat if Barbara and the boys are dead? he asked hinself. Qddly, the idea carried with it
the breath of release. Anewlife, as witness ne neeting that girl. The old is all over; won't
tobacco and wi nes be very valuable now? Don't | in actual fact have a fortune here in this bus?
don't have to go back to Petal uma ever; | can di sappear, and Barbara will never be able to find
me. He felt buoyed up, cheerful, now.

But that woul d nmean--CGod forbid--he woul d have to abandon his shop, and that was a
horri bl e notion, overlain with the sense of peril and isolation. | can't give that up, he decided.
That represents twenty years of gradually building up a good custoner-rel ati onshi p, of genuinely
finding out people's wants and serving them

However, he thought, those people are possibly dead now, along with ny famly. | have to
face it: _everything_ has changed, not nerely the things | don't care for

Driving slowy along, he tried to cogitate over each possibility, but the nore he
cogitated the nore confused and uneasy he becane. | don't think any of us will survive, he
deci ded. We probably all have radiation exposure; ny relationship with that girl is the |ast
notable event in ny life, and the same for her--she is no doubt dooned too.

Christ, he thought bitterly. Some nunbskull in the Pentagon is responsible for, this; we
shoul d have had two or three hours warning, and instead we got--five mnutes. At the nost!

He felt no aninosity toward the eneny, now, he felt only a sense of shame, a sense of
betrayal . Those nilitary saps in Washi ngton are probably safe and sound down in their concrete
bunkers, like Adolf Hitler at the end, he decided. And we're left up here to die. It enbarrassed
him it was awful

Suddenly he noticed that on the seat beside himlay two enpty shoes, two worn slippers.
The girl's. He sighed, feeling weary. Sone nonento, he thought wi th gl oom

And then he thought in excitenent, It's not a nonento; it's a sign--for me to stay here in
West Marin, to begin all over again here. If | stay here I'll run into her again; | know | wll.
It's just a question of being patient. That's why she left her shoes; she already knew it, that
I"mjust beginning ny life here, that after what's happened | won't--can't--leave. The hell with
my shop, with nmy wife and children, in Petal unma.

As he drove along he began to whistle with relief and gl ee.

There was no doubt in the nmind of Bruno Bl uthgeld now, he saw t he unceasi ng stream of cars
all going one way, going north toward the highway that enptied into the countryside. Berkeley had
become a sieve, out of which at every hole | eaked the peopl e pressing upward from beneath, the
peopl e from Cakl and and San Leandro and San Jose; they were all passing through along the streets
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that had beconme one-way streets, now |It's not nme, Doctor Bluthgeld said to hinmself as he stood on
the sidewal k, unable to cross the street to get to his own car. And yet, he realized, even though
it is real, even though it is the end of everything, the destruction of the cities and the people
on every side, | amresponsible.

He thought, In some way | nmade it happen

I must make anmends, he told hinmself. He clasped his hands together, tense with concern. It
must unhappen, he realized. | nust shut it back off.

VWhat has happened is this, he decided. They were devel oping their arrangements to injure
me but they hadn't counted on nmy ability, which in ne seens to lie partly in the subconscious.
have only a dubious control over it; it enmanates from suprapersonal |evels, what Jung woul d cal
the coll ective unconscious. They didn't take into account the alnobst linmtless potency of ny
reactive psychic energy, and nowit's flowed back out at themin response to their arrangenents. |

didn't will it to; it sinply followed a psychic | aw of stinmulus and response, but | nust take
nmoral responsibility for it anyhow, because it is |, the greater I, the Self which transcends the
conscious ego. | nust westle with it, nowthat it's done its work contra the others. Surely it

has done enough; isn't, in fact, the danmge too great?

But no, it was not too great, in the pure physical sense, the pure real mof action and
reaction. A law of conservation of energy, a parity, was involved; his collective unconscious had
responded conmensurate to the harmintended by the others. Now, however, it was tine to atone for
it; that was, logically, the next step. It had expended itself . . . or had it? He felt doubt and
a deep confusion; had the reactive process, his neta-biological defense system conpleted its
cycle of response, _or was there nore?_

He sniffed the atnosphere, trying to anticipate. The sky, an adm xture of particles:
debris Iight enough to be carried. What lay behind it, concealed as in a wonb? The wonb, he
t hought, of pure essence within me, as | stand here debating. | wonder if these people driving by
in these cars, these nen and wonen with . their blank faces--1 wonder if they know who | am. Are
they aware that | amthe onphal os, the center, of all this cataclysm c disruption? He watched the
passi ng people, and presently he knew the answer; they were quite aware of him that he was the

source of this all, but they were afraid to attenpt any injury in his direction. They had | earned
their |esson.
Rai sing his hand toward them he called, "Don't worry; there won't be any nore. | promise."

Did they understand and believe hin? He felt their thoughts directed at him their panic,
their pain, and also their hatred toward himnow held i n abeyance by the tremendous denonstration
of what he could acconplish. I know how you feel, he thought back, or perhaps said al oud--he could
not tell which. You have learned a hard, bitter lesson. And so have |I. | nust watch nyself nore
carefully; in the future | must guard my powers with a greater awe, a greater reverence at the
trust placed in nmy hands.

Wiere should I go now? he questioned hinself. Away fromhere, so that this will gradually
die down, of its own accord? For their sakes; it would be a good idea, a kind, humane, equitable
sol uti on.

Can | | eave? he asked hinself. O course. Because the forces at work were to at |east sone
extent di sposable; he could summon them once he was aware of them as he was now. \What had been
wrong before had sinmply been his ignorance of them Perhaps, through intense psychoanal ysis, he
woul d have gotten to themin tine, and this great disturbance m ght have been avoi ded. But too
late to worry about that now. He began to wal k back the' way he had come. | can pass over this
traffic and absent myself fromthis region, he assured hinself. To prove it, he stepped from the
curb, out into the solid streamof cars; other people were doing so, too, other individuals on
foot, many of them carrying househol d goods, books, |lanps, even a bird in a cage or a cat. He
joined them waving to themto indicate that they should cross with him follow himbecause he
coul d pass on through at wll.

The traffic had, alnost halted. It appeared to be due to cars forcing their way in froma
side street ahead, but he knew better; that was only the apparent cause--the genui ne cause was his
desire to cross. An opening between two cars lay directly ahead, and Doctor Bluthgeld led the
group of people on foot across to the far side.

Wiere do | want to go? he asked hinmself, ignoring the thanks of the people around him
they were all trying to tell himhow nmuch they owed him CQut into the country, away fromthe city?
I am dangerous to the city, he realized. |I should go fifty or sixty mles to the east, perhaps al
the way to the Sierras, to sonme renote spot. West Marin; | could go back up there. Bonny is up
there. | could stay with her and George. | think that would be far enough away, but if it is not |
will continue on--1 nust absent nyself fromthese people, who do not deserve to be punished any
further. If necessary, | will continue On forever; | will never stop in one place.
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O course, he realized, | can't get to West Marin by car; none of these cars are noving or
are ever going to nove again. The congestion is too great. And the Richardson Bridge is certainly
gone. | will have to walk; it will take days, but eventually |I will rmake it there. | will go up to
the Bl ack Point Road, up toward Yallejo, and follow the route across the sloughs. The land is
flat; | can cut directly across the fields if necessary.

In any case it's a penance for what |'ve done. This will be a voluntary pilgrinage, a way
of healing the soul

He wal ked, and as he did so he concentrated on the damage about hin he viewed it with the
idea of healing it, of restoring the city, if at all possible, to its pure state. Wien he cane to
a building that had col | apsed he paused and said, _Let this building be restored . Wen he saw
i njured people he said, _Let these people be adjudged i nnocent and so forgiven_ . Each tine, he
made a notion with his hand which he had devised; it indicated his determination to see that
things such as this did not reoccur. Perhaps they have | earned a permanent | esson, he thought.
They may | eave ne al one, now.

But, it occurred to him perhaps they would go in the opposite direction; they would,
after they had dragged thenselves fromthe ruins of their houses, devel op an even greater
determ nation to destroy him This mght in the long run increase, rather than dispel, their
ani nosity.

He felt frightened, thinking about their vengeance. Miybe | should go into hiding, he
t hought. Keep the nane "M. Tree," or use some other fictive name for purposes of conceal nent.

Ri ght now they are wary of me . . . but I'mafraid it will not |ast.
And yet, even knowi ng that, he still continued to nake his special sign to themas he
wal ked along. He still bent his efforts to achieving a restoration for them H's own enotions

contained no hostility; he was free of that. It was only they who harbored any hate.

At the edge of the Bay, Doctor Bluthgeld emerged fromthe traffic to see the white,
shattered, glass-like city of San Francisco |ying everywhere on the far side of the water. Nothing
stood. Overhead, snoke and yellow fire mani fested thenselves in a way that he could not believe.

It was as if the city had becone a stick of stove wood, incinerated without |eaving a trace. And
yet there were people conming out of it. He saw, on the water, bobbing chunks; the people had
floated every kind of object out, and were clinging to them trying to push across to Marin
County.

Doctor Bl uthgeld stood there, unable to go on, his pilgrinmge forgotten. First he had to
cure them and then if possible cure the city itself. He forgot his own needs. He concentrated on
the city, using both hands. nmaki ng new gestures which he had never hit on before; he tried
everything, and after a long tinme he saw the snoke begin to clear. That gave hi m hope. But the
peopl e bobbi ng across, escaping, began to dimnish in nunber; he saw fewer and fewer until the bay
was enpty of them and only naked debris renmined.

So he concentrated then on saving the people thenmsel ves; he thought of the escape routes
north, where the people should go and what they would need to find. Water, first of all, and then
rations. He thought of '"the Army bringing in supplies, and the Red Cross; he thought of snal
towns in the country nmaeking their possessions available. Finally, what he willed began reluctantly
to come to pass, and he renai ned where he was a long time, getting it to be. Things inproved. The
peopl e found treatment for buns; he sawto that. He saw, too, to the healing of their great fear
that was inmportant. He saw to the first glimrerings of their getting thensel ves established once
more, in at least a rudinentary way.

But curiously, at the sane time that he devoted himself to inproving their condition, he
noticed to his surprise and shock that his own had deteriorated. He had | ost everything in the
service of the general welfare, because now his clothes were in rags, |ike sacks. H's toes poked
through his shoes. On his face a ragged beard hung down; a mustache had grown over his nouth, and
his hair fell all the way over his ears and brushed his torn collar, and his teeth--even his teeth-
-were gone. He felt old and sick and enpty, but nonetheless it was worth it. How | ong had he stood
here, doing this job? The streanms of cars had | ong since ceased. Only damaged, abandoned w ecks of
autos lay along the freeway to his right. Had it been weeks? Possibly nonths. He felt hungry, and
his legs trenbled with the cold. So once nore he began to wal k.

| gave themeverything | had, he told hinself, and thinking that he felt a little
resentment, nore than a trace of anger. What did | get back? | need a haircut and a nmeal and
nmedi cal attention; | need a few things nmyself. Were can | get then? Now, be thought, |I'mtoo
tired to walk to Marin County; 1'll have to stay here, on this side of the Bay, for a while, unti
I can rest up and get ny strength back. His resentnent grew as he wal ked sl owl y al ong.
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But anyhow he had done his job. He saw, not far ahead, a first aid station with rows of
dingy tents; he saw wonen wi th arnmbands and knew they were nurses. He saw men with nmetal hel nets
carrying guns. Law and order, he realized. Because of ny efforts it's being reestablished, here
and there. They owe ne a lot, but of course they don't acknow edge it. I'lIl let it pass, he
deci ded.

When he reached the first dingy tent, one of the nen with guns stopped him Another nman
carrying a clipboard, approached. Were are you fron?" the man with the clipboard asked.

"From Ber kel ey, " he answer ed.

"Name. "

"M. Jack Tree."

They wote that down, then tore off a card and handed it to him It had a nunber on it,
and the two nen explained that he shoul d keep the nunber because without it he could not obtain
food rations. Then he was told that if he tried--or had tried--to collect rations at another
relief station he would be shot. The two nen then wal ked off, |eaving himstanding there with his
nunbered card in his hand.

Should I tell themthat | did all this? he wondered. That |'m solely responsible, and
eternally damed for ny dreadful sin in bringing this about? No, he decided, because if | do
they' Il take nmy card back; | won't get any food ration. And he was terribly, terribly hungry.

Now one of the nurses approached himand in a matter of fact voice said, "Any vomting,

di zzi ness, change of col or of the stool ?"

"No, " he said.

"Any superficial burns which have failed to heal ?"

He shook hi s head no.

"Go over there," the nurse said, pointing, "and get rid of your clothing. They'll del ouse
you and shave your head, and you can get your shots there. We're out of the typhoid serumso don't
ask for that."

To his bew | dennent he saw a man with an electric razor powered by a gasoline generator
shavi ng the heads of nen and wonen both; the people waited patiently in line. A sanitary neasure?
he wonder ed.

| thought | had fixed that, he thought. O did | forget about disease. Evidently | did. He
began to walk in that direction, bewildered by his failure to have taken everything into account.
I must have left out a variety of vital things, he realized as he joined the |line of people
wai ting to have their heads shaved.

In the ruins of a cenent basenent of a house on Cedar Street in the Berkeley hills, Stuart
McConchi e spied sonething fat and gray that hopped fromone split bl ock and behind the next. He
pi cked up his broom handl e--one end cane to a cracked, elongated point--and wiggled forward.

The man with himin the basenent, a sallow, |ean man named Ken, who was dying of radiation
exposure, said, "You're not going to eat that."

"Sure | am" Stuart said, wiggling through the dust which had settled into the open
exposed basenent until he lay against the split block of cenment. The rat, aware of him squeaked
with fear. It had cone up fromthe Berkeley sewer and now it wanted to get back. But he was
between it and the sewer; or rather, he thought, between her and the sewer. It was no doubt a big
fermal e. The nal es were skinnier

The rat scurried in fright, and Stuart drove the sharp end of the stick intoit. Again it
squeaked, long and sufferingly. On the end of the stick it was still alive; it kept on squeaking
So he held it against it against the ground, held the stick down, and crushed its head with his
f oot .

"At least," the dying man with himsaid, "you can cook it."

"No," Stuart said, and, seating hinmself, got out the pocket knife which he had found--it
had been in the pants pocket of a dead school boy--and began skinning the rat. Wile the dying man
wat ched with di sapproval, Stuart ate the dead, raw rat.

"I"msurprised you don't eat ne," the nan said, afterward.

"It's no worse than eating raw shrinp,” Stuart said. He felt nuch better now, it was his
first food in days.

"Why don't you go | ooking for one of those relief stations that helicopter was talldng
about when it flew by yesterday?" the dying man said. "It said--or | understood it to say--that
there's a station over near the Hillside Gammar School. That's only a few bl ocks from here; you
could get that far."

"No," Stuart said.
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"Way not ?"

The answer, although he did not want to say it, was sinply that he was afraid to venture
out of the basenent onto the street. 'He did not know why, except that there were things noving in
the settling ash which he could not identify; he believed they were Americans but possibly they
wer e Chi nese or Russians. Their voices sounded strange and echoey, even in daytime. And the
heli copter, too; he was not certain about that. It could have been an eneny trick to induce people
to cone out and be shot. In any case he still heard gunfire fromthe flat part of the city; the
di m sounds started before the sun rose and occurred intermttently until nightfall

"You can't stay here forever," Ken said. "It isn't rational." He |lay wapped up in the
bl ankets whi ch had bel onged to one of the beds in the house; the bed had been hurled fromthe
house as the house disintegrated, and Stuart and the dying man had found it in the backyard. Its
neatly tucked in covers had been still on it, all in place including its two duck-feather pillows.

What Stuart was thinking was. that in five days he had coll ected thousands of dollars in
money fromthe pockets of dead people he had found in the ruins of houses al ong Cedar Street--from
their pockets and fromthe houses thensel ves. Ot her scavengers had been after food and different
obj ects such as knives and guns, and it nade hi muneasy that he al one wanted noney. He felt, now,
that if he stirred forth, if he reached a relief station, he would di scover the truth: the noney
was worthless. And if it was, he was a horse's ass for collecting it, and when he showed up at the
relief station carrying a pillowase full of it, everyone would jeer at himand rightly so,
because a horse's ass deserved to be jeered at.

And al so, no one else seened to be eating rats. Perhaps there was a superior food
avail abl e of which he knew nothing; it sounded Iike him down here eating sonething everyone el se
had di scarded. Maybe there were cans of energency rations being dropped fromthe air; naybe the
cans cane down early in the norning while he was still asleep and got all picked up before he had
a chance to see them He had had for several days now a deep and growi ng dread that he was mni ssing
out, that sonething free was bei ng di spensed--perhaps in broad daylight--to everyone but him Just
my luck, he said to hinmself, and be felt glumand bitter, and the rat, which he had just eaten, no
| onger seemed a surfeit, as before.

Hi di ng, these | ast few days, down in the ruined cement basenent of the house on Cedar
Street, Stuart had had a good deal of tinme to think about hinself, and he had realized that it had
al ways been hard for himto nake out what other people were doing; it had only been by the
greatest effort that he had managed to act as they acted, appear like them It had nothing to do,
either, with his beng a Negro because he had the sane problemw th bl ack people as with white. It
was not a social difficulty in the usual sense; it went deeper than that. For instance, Ken, the
dyi ng man lying opposite him Stuart could not understand him he felt cut off fromhim Maybe
that was because Ken was dying and he was not. Maybe that set up a barrier; the world was clearly
divided into two new canps now. people who were getting weaker with each passing nonment, who were
peri shing, and people like hinself, who were going to nmake it. There was no possibility of
conmmuni cati on between them because their worlds were too different.

And yet that was not it only, between hinself and Ken; there was still nore, the sanme old
problemthat the bonb attack had not created but nerely brought to the surface. Now the gulf Was
wi der; it was obvious that he did not actually conprehend the meani ng of npbst activities conducted
around him. . . he had, been brooding, for instance, about the yearly trip to the Departnent of
Mot or Vehicles for his auto license renewal. As he lay in the basenent it seened to himnore
clearly each nmonent that the other people had gone to the Departnent of Mtor Vehicles office over
on Sacramento Street for a _good reason_, but he had gone because they had gone; he had, |ike a
littler kid, nerely tagged al ong. And now there was no one present to tag after; now he was al one.
And therefore he could not think up any action to follow, he could not nake any decision or follow
any plan for the life of him

So he sinply waited, and as he waited, wondered about the 'copter which fl ew overhead now
and then and about the vague shapes in the street, and nore than anything else if he was a horse's
ass or not.

And then, all at once, he thought of sonething; he renenbered what Hoppy Harrington had
seen in _his_ vision at Fred's Fine Foods. Hoppy had seen him Stuart MConchie, eating rats, but
in the excitenent and fear of all that had happened since, Stuart had forgotten. This now was what
t he phoce had seen; this was the vision--not the afterlife at all

God damm that little crippled freak, Stuart thought to hinself as he lay picking his teeth
with a piece of wire. He was a fraud; he put something over on us.

Amazi ng how gullible people are, he said to hinself. W believed him naybe because he's
so peculiarly built anyhow . . . it seenmed nore credible with hhn being like he is--or was. He's
probably dead now, buried down in the service departnent. Well, that's one good thing this war has
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done: wiped out all the freaks. But then, he realized, it's also brewed up a whole new batch of
them there'll be freaks strutting around for the hext mllion years. It'll be Bluthgeld's
paradi se; in fact he's probably quite happy right now -because this was really bonb testing.

Ken stirred and murnured, "Could you be induced to crawl across the street? There's that
corpse there and it mght have cigarettes onit."

Cgarettes, hell, Stuart thought. It probably has a walletful of noney. He followed the
dying man's gaze and saw, sure enough, the corpse of a woman |ying anong the rubble on the far

side. His pul se raced, because he could see a bul ging handbag still cl utched.
In a weary voi ce Ken said, "Leave the noney, Stuart. It's an obsession with you, a synbold
of God knows what." As Stuart crawl ed out fromthe basenent Ken raised his voice to call, "A

synbol of the opulent society." He coughed, retched. "And that's gone now," he nanaged to add.

Up yours, Stuart thought as he craw ed on across the street to the purse lying there. Sure
enough, when he opened it he found a wad of bills, ones and fives and even a twenty. There was
also a U-No candy bar in the purse, and he got that, too. But as he crawl ed back to the basenent
it occurred to himthat the candy bar might be radioactive, so he tossed it away.

"The cigarettes?" Ken asked, when he returned.

“"None." Stuart opened the piliow case, which was buried up to its throat in the dry ash
whi ch had filled the basenent; he stuffed the bills in with the others and tied the pill ow case
shut agai n.

"How about a gane of chess?" Ken propped hinself up weakly, opened the wooden box of
chessmen which he and Stuart had found in the weckage of the house. Already, he had managed to
teach Stuart the rudi ments of the gane; before the war Stuart had never played.

"Naw, " Stuart said. He was watching, far off in the gray sky, the noving shape of sone
pl ane or rocket ship, a cylinder. God, he thought, could it be a bomb? Dismally, he watched it
sink lower and | ower; he did not even Iie down, did not seek to hide as he had done that first
time, inthe initial few mnutes on which so nuch--their being alive now-had depended. "Wat's
that ?" he asked.

The dying man scrutinized it. "It's a balloon.”
Not believing him Stuart said, "It's the Chinese!"
“I't really is a balloon, alittle one. Wiat they used to call a blinp, | think. | haven't

seen one since | was a boy."
"Coul d the Chinese float across the Pacific in balloons?" Stuart said, imagining thousands
of such small gray cigarshaped ball oons, each with a platoon of Mngolian-type Chinese peasant

soldiers, armed with Czech automatic rifles, clutching handholds, clinging to every fold. "It's
just what you'd expect themto think up fromthe beginning; they reduce the world to their |evel,
back a couple centuries. Instead of catching up with us--" He broke off, because now he saw t hat

the balloon had on its side a sign in English:

HAM LTON Al R FORCE BASE

The dying man said cirily, "It's one of ours.”

"I wonder where they got it," Stuart said

"I ngeni ous,"” the dying man said, "isn't it? | suppose all the gasoline and kerosene are
gone by now. Used right up. W'll be seeing a |ot of strange transportation fromnow on. O

rather, you will."

"Stop feeling sorry for yourself," Stuart said,

"I don't feel sorry for nyself or anyone," the dying man said as he carefully laid out the
chess pieces. "This is a nice set,"” he said. "Made in Mexico, | notice. Hand-carved, no doubt.
but very fragile.”

"Explain to me again how the bishop noves," Stuart said.

Overhead, the Hanilton Air Force Base balloon |ooned larger as it drifted closer. The two
men in the basement bent over their chess board, paying no attention to it. Possibly it was taking
pictures. O possibly it was on a strategic nmission; it mght have a wail de-tal ki e aboard and was
in contact with the Sixth Army units south of San Franci sco. Who knew? Who cared? The bal | oon
drifted by as the dying man advanced his king's pawn two spaces to open the gane.

"The gane begins," the dying man said. And then he added in a | ow voice, "For you, anyhow,
Stuart. A strange, unfaniliar, new gane ahead . . . you can even bet your pillow case of noney, if
you want."

Grunting, Stuart pondered his own men and decided to nove a rook's pawn as his opening
ganbit--and knew, as soon as he had touched it, that it was an idiotic nove.

"Can | take it back?" he asked hopefully.
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"When you touch a piece you nmust nove it," Ken said, bringing out one of his knights.

"I don't think that's fair; | nmean, I'mjust learning," Stuart said. He glared at the
dying man, but the sallow face was adamant. "Okay," he said resignedly, this tinme noving his
king's pawn, as Ken had done. 1'll watch his noves and do what he does, he decided. That way I|'|

be safer.

From the ball oon, now directly overhead, bits of white paper scattered, drifted and
fluttered dowmn. Stuart and the dying man paused in their game. One of the bits of paper fell near
themin the basement and Ken reached out and picked it up. He read it, passed it to Stuart.

"Burlingane!" Stuart said, reading it. It was an appeal for volunteers, for the Arny.
"They want us to hike fromhere to Burlingane_ and be inducted? That's fifty or sixty nmles, all
the way down this side of the Bay and around. They're nuts!"

"They are," Ken said. "They won't get a soul."

"Way hell, | can't even nake it down to LeConte Street to the relief station," Stuart
said. He felt indignant and he glared at the Hamilton Field balloon as it drifted on. They're not
going to get nme to join up, he said to hinself. Fork that.

"It says," Ken said, reading the back of the proclamation, "that if you reach Burlingane
they guarantee you water, food, cigarettes, anti-plague shots, treatnent for radiation burns. How
about that? But no girls."

"Can you get interested in sex?" He was amazed. "Christ, | haven't felt the slightest urge
since the first bonb fell; it's Iike the thing dropped off in fear, fell right off."

"That's because the diencephalic center of the brain suppresses the sex instinct in the
face of danger,"” Ken said. "But it'll return.”

"No," Stuart said, "because any child born would be a freak; there shouldn't be any
intercourse for say around ten years. They ought to nake it a law. | can't stand the idea of the
wor |l d popul ated by freaks because | have had personal experience; one worked at Mbdern TV Sal es
with me, or rather in the service departnment. One was enough. | nean, they ought to hang that

Bl ut hgeld up by his balls for what he did."

"What Bluthgeld did in the '70s," Ken said, "is insignificant when conpared to this." He
i ndicated the ruins of the basement around them

“I'"Il grant you that," Stuart said, "but it was the start."

Overhead, now, the balloon was drifting back the way it had cone. Perhaps it had run out
of little nmessages and was returning to Hamilton Field, over on the other side of the Bay or
wherever it was.

Gazing up at it, Stuart said, "Talk to us sonme nore."

"It can't," Ken said. "That's all it had to say; it's a very sinple creature. Are you
going to play, or should | nove your pieces? Either is satisfactory to ne."

Wth great caution, Stuart noved a bishop--and again knew at once that it had been the
wong nove; he could tell by the dying nan's face.

In the corner of the basenent, anong the cenent bl ocks, sonething agile and frightened
pl opped to safety, scurried and twittered with anxiety as it spied them Stuart's attention
wandered fromthe board to the rat, and he | ooked about for his broom handl e.

"Play!" Ken said angrily.

"Ckay, okay," Stuart said, feeling grunpy about it. He nmade a random nove, his attention
still on the rat.

VI |

In front of the pharmacy in Point Reyes Station, at nine in the norning, Eldon Blaine
wai ted. Under his armhe held tightly his worn briefcase tied together with string. Meanwhil e,

i nside the building, the pharmaci st renpved chains and struggled with the netal doors; Eldon
listened to the sound and felt inpatience.

"Just a mnute,” the pharnmacist called, his voice muffled. As he at last got the doors
open he apol ogi zed, "This was fornerly the back end of a truck. You have to use both your hands
and feet to make it work. Cone on in, nmister." He held the high door aside, and El don saw into the
dark interior of the pharmacy, with its unlit electric light bulb which hung fromthe ceiling by
an ancient cord.

"What |'m here for," Eldon said rapidly, "is a wide-spectrumantibiotic, the kind used in
clearing up a respiratory infection.” He nmade his need sound casual; he did not tell the
phar maci st how many towns in Northern California he had visited in the |ast few days, wal ki ng and
hitching rides, nor did he nention how sick his daughter was. It would only jack up the price
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asked, he knew. And anyhow he did not see nuch actual stock, here. Probably the man did not have
it.

Eying him the pharmacist said, "I don't see anything with you; what do you have in
exchange, assuming | have what you're after?" In a nervous nmanner he snoot hed his thinning gray
hair back; he was an elderly, snmall man, and it was obvious that he suspected El don of being a
napper. Probably he suspected everyone.

El don said, "Were | come froml'mknown as the glasses man." Unzi pping his briefcase, he
showed t he pharnacist the rows of intact and nearly-intact |enses, franes, and |l enses in franes,
scavenged fromall over the Bay Area, especially fromthe great deposits near Qakland. "I can
conpensat e al nost any eye defect,"” he said. "I've got a fine variety, here. Wat are you, near- or
far-sighted or astignmatic? | can fix you up in ten mnutes, by changing around a lens or two."

"Far-sighted," the pharmacist said slowy, "but | don't think | have what gou want." He
| ooked at the rows of gl asses |ongingly.

Wth anger, Eldon said, "Then why didn't you say so right off, so | can go on? | want to

meke Petal uma today; there's a lot of drugstores there--all | have to do is find a hay truck going
that way."

"Couldn't you trade ne a pair of glasses for sonething el se?" the pharmaci st asked
plaintively, following after himas he started away. "I got a valuable heart nedicine, quinidine

gl uconate; you could nost likely trade it for what you want. Nobody else in Marin County has
qui ni di ne gl uconate but ne."

"I's there a doctor around here?" Eldon said, pausing at the edge of the weed-infested
county road with its several stores and houses.

"Yes," the pharnmacist said, with a nod of pride. "Doctor Stockstill; he migrated here
several years ago. But he doesn't have any drugs. Just ne."

Bri ef case under his arm El don Bl aine wal ked on along the county road, |istening hopefully
for the pop-poppi ng noi se of the wood-burning truck nmotor rising out of the stillness of the early-
nmorni ng California countryside. But the sound faded. The truck, alas, was going the other way.

This region, directly north of San Franci sco, had once been owned by a few wealthy dairy
ranchers; cows had cropped in these fields, but that was gone now, along with the neat-aninals,
the steer and sheep. As everyone knew, an acre of |and could function better as a source of grains
or vegetables. Around hi mnow he saw cl osel y-planted rows of corn, an early-ripening hybrid, and
between the rows, great hairy squash plants on which odd yell ow squash |ike bowling balls grew.
This was an unusual eastern squash which could be eaten skin and seeds and all; once it had been
disdained in California valleys . . . but that was changed, now.

Ahead, a little group of children ran across the littleused road on their way to school
El don Blaine saw their tattered books and |unch pails, heard thcir voices, thought to hinself how
calming this was, other children well and busy, unlike his own child. If Gwven died, others would
repl ace her. He accepted that unenotionally. One | earned how One had to.

The school, off to the right in the saddle of two hills: nmpst of it the remains of a
singl e-story nodern building, put up no doubt just before the war by anbitious, public-spirited
citizens who had bonded thensel ves into a decade of indebtedness wi thout guessing that they would
not live to make paynent. Thus they had, without intending it, gotten their granmar school free.

Its wi ndows made hi mlaugh. Sal vaged fromevery var iety of old rural building, the
wi ndows were first tiny, then huge, with ornate boards holding themin place. O course the
ori gi nal wi ndows had been bl own instantly out. G ass, he thought. So rare these days . . . if you
own glass in any formyou are rich. He gripped his briefcase tighter as he wal ked.

Several of the children, seeing a strange man, stopped to peer at himw th anxiety
augrmented by curiosity. He grinned at them wondering to hinself what they were studying and what
teachers they had. An ancient senile old lady, drawn out of retirement, to sit once nore behind a
desk? A local man who happened to hold a coll ege degree? O nost |ikely some of the nothers
t hensel ves, banded together, using a precious annl oad of books fromthe local library.

A voice frombehind himcalled; it was a woman, and as he turned he heard the squeak-
squeak of a bicycle. "Are you the glasses man?" she called again, severe and yet attractive, with
dark hair, wearing a man's cotton shirt and jeans, pedaling along the road after him bouncing up
and down with each rut. "Please stop. | was talldng to Fred Quinn our druggi st just now and he
said you were by." She reached him stopped her bicycle, panting for breath. "There hasn't been a
gl asses man by here in nonths; why don't you come oftener?"

El don Bl aine said, "I'mnot here selling; I'mhere trying to pick up sone antibiotics." He
felt irritated. "I have to get to Petaluma,” he said, and then he realized that he was gazing at
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her bike with envy; he knew it showed on his face.
"W can get themfor you," the woman said. She was ol der than he had first thought; her

face was lined and a little dark, and he guessed that she was alnost forty. "I'mon the Planning
Conmittee for everyone, here in West Marin; | know we can scare up what you need, if you'll just
come back with ne and wait. Gve us two hours. W need several pairs . . . I'mnot going to |et

you go." Her voice was finn, not coaxing.

“You're not Ms. Raub, are you?" Eldon Bl aine asked.

"Yes," she said. "You recogni zed ne--how?"

He said, "I'mfromthe Bolinas area; we know all about what you' re doing up here. | w sh
we had soneone |like you on our Committee." He felt a little afraid of her. Ms. Raub al ways got
her own way, he had heard. She and Larry Raub had organi zed West Main after the Cooling-off;
before, in the old days, she had not anpunted to anything and the Emergency had gi ven her her
chance, as it had nany people, to show what she was really nade of.

As they wal ked back together, Ms. Raub said, "W are the antibiotics for? Not yourself;
you | ook perfectly healthy to ne."

"My little girl is dying," he said.

She did not waste synpathetic words; there were none left in the world, any nore-she
merely nodded. "Infectious hepatitis?" she asked. "How s your water supply? Do you have a
chlorinator? If not--"

"No, it's like strep throat," he said

"We heard fromthe satellite |ast night that some German drug firns are in operation
again, and so if we're lucky we'll be seeing German drugs back on the market, at |east on the East
Coast . "

"You get the satellite?" Excitedly, he said, "Qur radio went dead, and our handy is down
sonewhere near South San Franci sco, scavenging for refrigeration parts and won't be back probably
for another nonth. Tell me; what's he reading now? The last time we picked himup, it was so darn
| ong ago--he was on Pascal's _Provincial Letters_."

Ms. Raub said, "Dangerfield is now reading _OF Human Bondage_.

"I'sn't that about that fellow who couldn't shake off that girl he nmet?" Eldon said. "I
think I renmenber it fromthe previous time he read4 it, several years ago. She kept coning back
into his life. Didn't she finally ruin his life, in the end?"

"I don't know, |I'mafraid we didn't pick it up the previous tinme."

"That Dangerfield is really a great disc jockey," Eldon said, "the best |'ve ever heard
even _before_ the Energency. | nean, we never mss him we generally get a turnout of two hundred
peopl e every night at our fire station. | think one of us could fix that damm radi o, but our

Committee ruled that we had to let it alone and wait until the handy's back. If he ever is
the |l ast one di sappeared on a scavenging trip."

M's. Raub said, "Now perhaps your conmunity understands the need of standby equi pnent,
which I've always said is essential.”

"Coul d--we send a representative up to listen with your group and report back to us?"

"Of course," Ms. Raub said. "But--"

“I't wouldn't be the same,"” he agreed. "It's not--" He gestured. What was it about
Dangerfield, sitting up there above themin the satellite as it passed over them each day? Contact
with the world . . . Dangerfield | ooked down and saw everything, the rebuilding, all the changes

bot h good and bad; he nonitored every broadcast, recording and preserving and then playi ng back
so that through himthey were joined.

In his mnd, the famliar voice now gone so long fromtheir community--he could sumon it
still, hear the rich | ow chuckle, the earnest tones, the intimacy, and never anything phony. No
sl ogans, no Fourth-of-July expostul ations, none of the stuff that had gotten themall where they
Wer e now.

Once he had heard Dangerfield say, "Want to know the real reason | wasn't in the war? Wy
they carefully shot ne off into space a little bit in advance? They knew better than to give nme a
gun . . . | would have shot an officer." And he had chuckled, naking it a joke; but it was true,
what he said, everything he told themwas true, even when it was nmade funny. Dangerfield hadn't
been politically reliable, and yet now he sat up above them passing over their heads year in, year
out. And he was a nan they believed.

Set on the side of a ridge, the Raub house overl ooked West Marin County, with its
vegetabl e fields and irrigation ditches, an occasional goat staked out, and of course the horses;
standing at the living roomw ndow, Eldon Bl aine saw bel ow him near a farmhouse, a great
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Per cheron which no doubt pulled a plow.. . pulled, too, an enginel ess autonobile along the road to
Sonoma County when it was time to pick up supplies.

He saw now a horse-car noving along the county road; it would have picked himup if Ms.
Raub hadn't found himfirst, and he would have soon reached Petal una.

Down the hillside bel ow hi mpedaled Ms. Raub on her way to find himhis antibiotics; to
his anazenent she had | eft himalone in her house, free to nap everything in sight, and now he
turned to see what there was. Chairs, books, in the kitchen, food and even a bottle of w ne,
clothes in all the closets--he roaned about the house, savoring everything; it was al nost |ike
before the war, except that of course the useless electrical appliances had been thrown out |ong
ago.

Thr ough the back wi ndows of the house he saw t he green wooden side of a |arge water-
storage tank. The Raubs, he realized, had their own supply of water. Going outside he saw a cl ear,
untai nted stream

At the streama kind of contraption lurked, like a cart on wheels. He stared at it;
extensions fromit were busily filling buckets with water. In the center of it sat a nman with no
arns or |legs. The nan nodded his head as if conducting nusic, and the machi nery around hi m
responded. It was a phoconel us, Eldon realized, nmounted on his phoconobile, his conbination cart
and manual grippers which served as mechanical substitutes for his missing |linbs. Wat was he
doi ng, stealing the Raubs' water?

"Hey, " El don said.

At once the phoconelus turned his head; his eyes blazed at Eldon in alarm and then
somret hi ng whacked into Eldon's m ddl e--he was thrown back, and as he wobbl ed and struggled to
regai n his bal ance he discovered that his arns were pinned at his sides. A wire nmesh had whi pped
out at himfromthe phoconobile, had fastened in place. The phoconel us' neans of defense.

"Who are you?" the phoconelus said, stamering in his wary eagerness to know. "You don't
live around here; | don't know you."

“I'"'mfrom Bolinas," Eldon said. The nmetal mesh crushed in until he gasped. "I'mthe
gl asses man. Ms. Raub, she told ne to wait here.”
Now t he nesh seened to ease. "I can't take chances," the phoconelus said. "I won't let you

go until June Raub cones back." The buckets once nore began dipping in the water; they filled
nmet hodi cal ly until the tank |lashed to the phoconobil e was sl opping over.
"Are you supposed to be doing that?" Eldon asked. "Taking water fromthe Raubs' strean®?"

"I'"ve got a right," the phoconelus said. "I give back nore than | take, to everybody
around here."

"Let me go," Eldon said. "I"'mjust trying to get nedicine for ny kid; she's dying."

"'My kid, she's dying,' " the phoconelus m m cked, picking up the quality of his voice
with startling accuracy. He rolled away fromthe stream now, closer to Eldon. The 'nobile
gl eaned; all its parts were new |l ooking and shiny. It was one of the best-nmade nmechanica
constructions that Eldon Bl aine had ever seen.

"Let ne go," Eldon said, "and I'Il give you a pair of glasses free. Any pair | have."

"My eyes are perfect," the phoconelus said. "Everything about ne is perfect. Parts are
m ssing, but | don't need them | can do better without them | can get down this hill faster than

you, for instance."

"Who built your 'nobile?" Eldon asked. Surely in seven years it would have becone
tarni shed and partly broken, |ike everything el se.

"I built it," the phoconel us said.

"How can you build your own 'nobile? That's a contradiction.”

"I used to be body-wired. Now |'mbrain-wired; | did that nmyself, too. |I'mthe handy, up
here. Those ol d extensors the Governnment built befQe the war--they weren't even as good as the
flesh things, |like you have." The phoconel us grimaced. He had a thin, flexible face, with a sharp
nose and extremely white teeth, a face ideal for the enotion which he now showed El don Bl ai ne.

"Dangerfield says that the handies are the nost val uable people in the world," Eldon said.
"He declared Worl dwi de Handyman Week, one tinme we were listening, and he naned different handies
who were especially well-known. Wat's your nanme? Maybe he nentioned you."

"Hoppy Harrington," the phoconelus said. "But | know he didn't nention ne because | keep
nyself in the background, still; it isn't time for ne to make ny name in the world, as |'m going
to be doing. | let the local people see a little of what | can do, but they're supposed to be
qui et about it."

"Sure they'd be quiet," Eldon said. "They don't want to | ose you. W' re m ssing our handy,
right now, and we really feel it. Could you take on the Bolinas area for a little while, do you
think? We've got plenty to trade you. In the Energency hardly anybody got over the nountain to
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i nvade us, so we're relatively untouched."

"I've been down there to Bolinas," Happy Harrington said.

"In fact I've traveled all around, even as far inland as Sapranmento. Nobody has seen what
I've seen; | can cover fifty mles aday_ in ny 'nobile." Hs lean face twitched and then he
stamered., "I wouldn't go back to Bolinas because there are sea nonsters in the ocean, there."

"Who says so?" Eldon demanded. "That's just superstition--tell ne who said that about our
conmmunity."

"I think it was Dangerfield."

"No, he couldn't,"” Eldon said. "He can be relied on, he wouldn't peddle such trash as
that. | never once heard himtell a superstition on any of his progranms. Maybe he was ki dding; |
bet he was kidding and you took himseriously."

"The hydrogen bonbs woke up the sea nonsters,
He nodded earnestly.

"You cone and see our conmunity," Eldon said. "W're orderly and advanced, a lot nore so
than any city. W even have streetlights going again, four of themfor an hour in the evening. I'm
surprised a handy woul d believe such superstition.”

The phoconel us | ooked chagri ned. "You never can be sure,
wasn't Dangerfield | heard it from"

Bel ow them on the ascending road, a horse noved; the sound of its hoofs reached them and
they both turned. A big fleshy nman with a red face cane riding up and up, toward them peering at
them As he rode he called, "d asses nman! Is that you?"

"Yes," Eldon said, as the horse veered into the grassextingui shed driveway of the Raub
house. "You have the antibiotics, mster?"

"June Raub will bring them" the big florid man said, reining his horse to a stop
"d asses man, let's see what you have. | mnear-sighted but | also have an acute astigmatismin ny
I eft eye; can you help nme?" He approached on foot, still peering.

"I can't fit you," Eldon said, "because Hoppy Harrington has nme tied up."

"For God's sake, Happy," the big florid man said with agitation. "Let the gl asses man go
so he can fit me; 1've been waiting nonths and | don't nean to wait any |onger."

"COkay, Leroy," Happy Harrington said sullenly. And, from around El don, the netal nesh
uncoi l ed and then slithered back across the ground to the waiting phoconelus in the center of his
shiny, intricate 'nobile,

floppy said, "Fromtheir slunber in the

dept hs.

he murmured. "I guess naybe it

As the satellite passed over the Chicago area its wi nglike extended sensors picked up a
flea signal, and in his earphones Walter Dangerfield heard the faint, distant, holl owed-out voice
from bel ow.

and pl ease play 'Wal zing Matilda,' a lot of us like that. Arid play ' The Wodpecker

Song.' And--" The flea signal faded out, and he head only static. It had definitely not been a
| aser beam he thought to hinmself archly.

Into his nicrophone, Dangerfield said, "Well, friends, we have a request here for 'Walzing
Matilda.' " He reached to snap a switch at the controls of a tape transport. "The great bass-
baritone Peter Dawson--which is also the nane of a very good branch of Sctoch--in 'Wl zing
Matilda.' " Fromwell-worn nenory he selected the correct reel of tape, and in a nonent it was on

the transport, turning.

As the nmusic played, Walt Dangerfield tuned his receiving equipnment, hoping once nore to
pi ck up the same flea signal. However, instead he found hinmself party to a twoway transm ssion
between nmilitary units involved in police action sonmewhere in upstate Illinois. Their brisk
chatter interested him and he listened until the end of the nusic.

"Lots of luck to you boys in uniform" he said into the mcrophone, then. "Catch those

boodl e-burners and bl ess you all." He chuckled, because if ever a hunman being had i mmunity from
retaliation, it was he. No one on Earth could reach him-it had been attenpted six tines since the
Emergency, with no success. "Catch those bad guys . . . or should | say catch those good guys.

Say, who are the good guys, these days?" Hi s receiving equi pnent had picked up, in the last few
weeks, a number of conplaints about Arny brutality. "Now let me tell you something, boys," he said
snoothly. "Watch out for those squirrel rifles; that's all." He began hunting through the
satellite's tape library for the recording of "The Wodpecker Song." "That's all, brother," he
said, and put on the tape.

Bel ow hi mthe world was in darkness, its night side turned his way; yet already he could
see the rimof day appearing on the edge, and soon he would be passing into that once nore. Lights
here and there glowed |like holes poked in the surface of the planet which he had | eft seven years
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ago-- left for another purpose, another goal entirely. A nuch nore noble one.

H s was not the sole satellite still circling Earth, but it was the sole one with life
aboard. Everyone else had |ong since perished. But they had not been outfitted as he and Lydi a had
been, f or a decade of life on another world. He was |ucky: besides food and water and air he had
a mllion nmles of video and audio tape to keep himanmused. And now, with it, he kept _them
amused, the remants of the civilization which had shot himup here in the first place. They had
botched the job of getting himto Mars-- fortunately for them Their failure had paid themvita
di vi dends ever since.

"Hoode hoode hoo," Walt Dangerfield chanted into his m crophone, using the transnmitter
whi ch shoul d have carried his voice back frommnillions of mles, not nerely a couple hundred.
"Things you can do with the tinmer out of an old R C. A washer-dryer conbination. This itemarrives
froma handy in the Geneva area; thanks to you, Georg Schil per--1 know everyone will be pleased to
hear you give this tinely tip in your own words." He played into his transnitter the tape
recordi ng of the handyman hinsel f speaking; the entire G eat Lakes region of the United States
woul d now know Georg Schilper's bit of lore, and would no doubt wisely apply it at once. The world
hungered for the know edge tucked away i n pockets here and there, know edge whi ch--w t hout
Dangerfiel d--would be confined to its point of origin, perhaps forever.

After the tape of Georg Schil per he put on his canned reading from_O Human Bondage_ and
rose stiffly fromhis seat.

There was a pain in his chest which worried him it had appeared one day, | ocated beneath
hi s breastbone, and now for the hundredth time he got down one of the mcrofilnms of medica

i nformati on and began scanning the section dealing with the heart. Does it feel like the heel of a
hand squeezing ny breath out of ne? he asked hinsel f. Soneone pushing down with all his weight? It
was difficult to recall what "weight" felt like in the first place. O does it nerely burn. .. and

if so, when? Before neals or alter?

Last week he had made contact with a hospital in Tokyo, had described his synptons. The
doctors were not sure what to tell him Wat you need, they had said, is an el ectrocardi ogram but
how coul d he give hinmself a test |like that up here? How coul d anyone, any nore? The Japanese
doctors Were living in the past, or else there had been nore of a revival in Japan than he
realized; than anyone realized

Amazi ng, he thought suddenly, that |'ve survived so long. It did not seemlong, though
because his tinme-sense had becone faulty. And he was a busy nman; at this nonment, six of his tape
recorders nonitored six nuch-used frequencies, and before the reading fromthe Maugham book had
ended he woul d be obliged to play them back. They m ght contain nothing or they mght contain
hours of neaningful tal k. One never knew. If only, he thought, | had been able to nake use of the
hi gh-speed transnission . . . but the proper decoders were no |onger in existence, below Hours
coul d have been conpressed into seconds, and he could have given each area in turn a conplete
account. As it was, he had to dole it out in small clusters, with nuch repetition. Sonetines it
took months to read through a single novel, this way.

But at |east he had been able to | ower the frequency on which the satellite's transmtter
broadcast to a band which the people bel ow could receive on a conmon AMradi o. That had been his
one big achievenent; that, by itself, had made himinto what he was.

The readi ng of the Maugham book ended, then autonmatically restarted itself; it droned from
the start once nore for the next area below Walt Dangerfield ignored it and continued to consult

his medical reference microfilms. | think it's only spasns of the pyloric valve, he decided. If |
had phenobarbital here . . . but it had been used up several years ago; his wife, in her |ast
great suicidal depression, had consuned it all--consuned it and then taken her |ife anyhow. It had

been the abrupt silence of the Soviet space station, oddly enough, that had started her
depression; up until then she had believed that they would all be reached and brought safely back
down to the surface. The Russians have starved to death, all ten of them but no one had foreseen
it because they had kept up their duty-oriented line of scientific patter right into the last few
hours.

"Hoode hoode hoo," Dangerfield said to hinself as he read about the pyloric valve and its
spasns. "Folks," he nmurnured. "I have this funny pain brought on by over-indulgence . . . what |
need is four-way relief, don't you agree?" He snapped on his microphone, cutting out the tape-in-
progress. "Renenber those old ads?" he asked his darkened, unseen audience below. "Before the war--
let's see, how did they go? Are you building nore H bonmbs but enjoying it |ess?" He chuckled. "Has
t her nonucl ear war got you down? New York, can you pick me up, yet? | want every one of you within
the reach of ny voice, all sixty-five of you, to quick light up a match so I'll know you're
there. "

In his earphones a loud signal canme in. "Dangerfield, this is the New York Port Authority;
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can you give us any idea of the weather?"

"Ch," Dangerfield said, "we've got _fine_ weather conming. You can put out to sea in those
little boats and catch those little radioactive fish; nothing to worry about."”

Anot her voice, fainter, came in now. "M. Dangerfield, could you possibly please play sone
of those opera arias you have? W' d especially appreciate 'Thy Tiny Hand is Frozen' from La
Bohene_."

"Heck, | can _sing_ that," Dangerfield said, reaching for the tape as he hunmed tenorishly
into the mcrophone.

Returning to Bolinas that night, Eldon Blaine fed the first of the antibiotics to his
child and then quickly drew his wife aside. "Listen, they have a top-notch handy up in West Marin
whi ch they' ve been keepi ng qui et about, and only twenty niles fromhere. | think we should send a
del egation up there to nap himand bring himdown here." He added, "He's a phoce and you shoul d
see the 'nobile he built for hinself; none of the handies we've had could do anything half that
good." Putting his wool jacket back on he went to the door of their room "lI'mgoing to ask the
Conmittee to vote on it."

"But our ordinance agai nst funny people,” Patricia protested. "And Ms. Wallace is
Chairnan of the Commttee this nonth; you know how she feels, she'd never |et any nore phoces cone

here and settle. | nean, we have four as it is and she's always conpl ai ni ng about them"

"That ordi nance refers only to funny people who could becone a financial burden to the
comunity," Eldon said, "I ought to know, | helped draft it. Hoppy Harrington is no burden; he's
an asset--the ordi nance doesn't cover him and |'mgoing to stand up to Ms, Wallace and fight it
out. I know | can get official permssion; |I've got it all worked Qut how we'll do the napping.
They invited us to come up to their area and listen to the satellite, and we'll do that; we'll
show up but not just to listen to Dangerfield. Wiile they're involved in that we'll nap Happy;
we' |l put his phoconobile out of action and haul himdown here, and they'll never know what
happened. Finders keepers, losers weepers. And our police force will protect us."

Patricia said, "I'mscared of phoces. They have peculiar powers, not natural ones;

everybody knows it. He probably built his 'nobile by neans of magic."
Laughing with derision, Eldon Blaine said, "So nuch the better. Maybe that's what we need:

magi ¢ spells, a comunity magician. I'mall for it."
"I'"'mgoing to see how Gven is," Patricia said, starting toward the screened-off portion of
the roomwhere their child lay on her cot. "I won't have any pant of this; | think it's dreadful,

what you're doing."
El don Bl ai ne stepped fromthe room out into the night darkness. In a nonment he was
striding dowmn the path toward the Wall aces' house.

As the citizens of Wst Marin County one by one entered the Foresters' Hall and seated
t hemsel ves, June Raub adjusted the variable condenser of the twelve-volt car radio and noticed
that once again Hoppy Harrington had not shown up to hear the satellite. What was it he had sai d?
"1 don't like to listen to sick people_." A strange thing to say, she thought to herself.

From the speaker of the radio static issued and then first faint beepings fromthe
satellite. In a fewnore mnutes they would be picking it up clearly . . . unless the wet-cel
battery powering the radio chose to give out again, as it had briefly the other day.

The rows of seated people listened attentively as the initial words from Dangerfield began
to enmerge fromthe static.".. . lice-type typhus is said to be breaking out in Washington up to
t he Canadi an border," Dangerfield was saying. "So stay away fromthere, ny friends. If this report
is true it's a very bad sign indeed. Also, a report fromPortland, Oregon, nore on the cheerfu
side. Two ships have arrived fromthe Orient. That's welconme news, isn't it? Two big freighters,
just plain packed with manufactured articles fromlittle factories in Japan and China, according
to what | hear."

The listening roonful of people stirred with excitement.

"And here's a household tip froma food consultant in Hawaii," Dangerfield said, but now
his voice faded out; once nore the |istening people heard only static. June Raub turned up the
vol une, but it did no good. Disappointnent showed clearly on all the faces in the room

| f Hoppy were here, she thought, he could tune it so nuch better than | can. Feeling
nervous, she | ooked to her husband for support.

"Weat her conditions," he said, fromwhere he sat in the first row of chairs. "W just have
to be patient."
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But several people were glaring at her with hostility, as if it was her fault that the
satellite had faded out. She nade a gesture of hel pl essness.

The door of the Foresters' Hall opened and three nmen awkwardly entered. Two were strangers
to her and the third was the glasses man. |1l -at-ease, they searched for seats, while everyone in
the roomturned to watch.

"Who are you fellows?" M. Spaul ding, who operated the feed barn, said to them "Did
anyone say you could cone in here?"

June Raub said, "I invited this delegation fromBolinas to nake the trip up here and
listen with us; their radio set is not working."

"Shbh," several people said, because once again the voice fromthe satellite could be
hear d.

" anyhow, " Dangerfield was saying, "l get the pain nostly when |'ve been asleep and
before | eat. It seens to go away when | eat, and that nakes me suspect it's an ulcer, not ny
heart. So if any doctors are listening and they have access to a transmitter, maybe they can give
me a buzz and let me know their opinion. I can give themnore information, if it'll help them"

Ast oni shed, June Raub listened as the man in the satellite went on to describe in greater
and greater detail his nedical conplaint. Was this what Happy neant? she asked herself.
Dangerfield had turned into a hypochondriac and no one had noticed the transition, except for
Hoppy whose senses were extra acute. She shivered. That poor nan up there, dooned to go around and
around the Earth until at last, as with the Russians, his food or air gave out and he died.

And what will we do then? she asked herself. Wthout Dangerfield. . . how can we keep
goi ng?

VI

Oion Stroud, Chairman of the West Marin school board, turned up the Col eman gasoline
lantern so that the utility school roomin the white glare becane clearly lit, and all four
menbers of the board could nmake out the new teacher.

"Il put a few questions to him" Stroud said to the others. "First, this is M. Barnes
and he cones from Oregon. He tells nme he's a specialist in science and natural edibles. R ght, M.
Bar nes?"

The new teacher, a short, young-Ilooking man wearing a khaki shirt and work pants,
nervously cleared his throat and said, "Yes, | amfamliar with chenicals and plants and ani mal -
life, especially whatever is found out in the woods such as berries and nushroons."

"We've recently had bad luck with mushroons," Ms. Tallnman said, the elderly |ady who had
been a nenber of the board even in the old days before the Energency. "It's been our tendency to
| eave them al one; we've | ost several people either because they were greedy or carel ess or just
pl ain ignorant."

Stroud said, "But M. Barnes here isn't ignorant. He went to the University at Davis, and
they taught himhow to tell a good nushroom fromthe poi sonous ones. He doesn't guess or pretend;
right, M. Barnes?" He | ooked to the new teacher for confirmation

"There are species which are nutritious and about which you can't go wong," M. Barnes
sai d, nodding. "lI've | ooked through the pastures and woods in your area, and |'ve seen sone fine
exanpl es; you can suppl enment your diet w thout taking any chances. | even know the Latin names."

The board stirred and nmurrmured. That had inpressed them Stroud realized, that about the
Latin nanes.

"Why did you | eave Oregon?" CGeorge Keller, the principal, asked bluntly.

The new teacher faced himand said, "Politics."

"Yours or theirs?"

"Theirs," Barnes said. "I have no politics. | teach children how to nake ink and soap and
how to cut the tails fromlanbs even if the | anbs are al nost grown. And |'ve got nmy own books." He
pi cked up a book fromthe small stack beside him showi ng the board in what good shape they were.
"Il tell you sonething el se: you have the neans here in this part of California to nake paper
D d you know t hat ?"

Ms. Tallman said, "W knewit, M. Barnes, but we don't know quite how. It has to do with
bark of trees, doesn't it?"

On the new teacher's face appeared a nysterious expression, one of conceal nent. Stroud
knew that Ms. Tallnmn was correct, but the teacher did not want to | et her know, he wanted to
keep the know edge to hinself because the West Marin trustees had not yet hired him H's know edge
was not yet avail abl e--he gave nothing free. And that of course was proper: Stroud recogni zed
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that, respected Barnes for it. Only a fool gave sonething away for nothing.

For the first tine the newest nenber of the board, M ss Costigan, spoke up. "I--know a
little about nushrooms nyself, M. Barnes. Wat's the first thing you look for to be sure it isn't
the deadly amanita?" She eyed the new teacher intently, obviously determned to pin the nman down
to concrete facts.

"The death cup," M. Barnes answered. "At the base of the stipe; the volva. The ananitas

have it, nost other kinds don't. And the universal veil. And generally the deadly amanita has
white spores . . . and of course white gills." He snmiled at Mss Costigan, who smled back.

Ms. Tallman was scrutinizing the new teacher's stack of books. "I see you have Carl
Jung's _Psychol ogical Types_. |Is one of your sciences psychol ogy? How nice, to acquire a teacher

for our school who can tell edible nushroons and also is an authority on Freud and Jung."

"There's no value in such stuff,” Stroud said, with irritation. "W need useful science,
not academic hot air." He felt personally let down; M. Barnes had not told himabout that, about
his interest in nere theory. "Psychol ogy doesn't dig any septic tanks."

"I think we're ready to vote on M. Barnes," Mss Costigan said. "I for one amin favor of
accepting him at |east on a provisional basis. Does anyone feel otherw se?"

Ms. Talinman said to M. Barnes, "W killed our |last teacher, you know. That's why we need
another. That's why we sent M. Stroud out |ooking up and down the Coast until he found you."

Wth a wooden expression, M. Barnes nodded. "I know. That does not deter ne."

"Hi s nane was M. Austurias and he was very good wi th nushroomnms, too," Ms. Tallman said,
"al t hough actually he gathered themfor his own use alone. He did not teach us anything about

them and we appreciated his reaSons; it was not for that that we decided to kill him W killed
hi m because he lied to us. You see, his real reason for com ng here had nothing to do with
teaching. He was | ooking for sone nan nanmed Jack Tree, who it turned out, lived in this area. CQur
Ms. Keller, a respected nenber of this community and the wife of George Keller, here, our
principal, is a dean friend of M. Tree, and she brought the news of the situation to us and of
course we acted legally and officially, through our chief of police, M. Earl Colvig."

"I see,” M. Barnes said stonily, listening without interrupting.

Speaki ng up, Oion Stroud said, "The jury which sentenced and executed hi mwas conposed of
mysel f, Gas Stone, who's the |argest |and-owner in Wst Marin, Ms. Tallman and Ms. June Raub. |
say 'executed,' but you understand that the act--when he was shot, the shooting itself-- was done
by Earl. That's Earl's job, after the West Marin Oficial Jury has nmade its decision." He eyed the
new t eacher.

"It sounds,” M. Barnes said, "very formal and | aw abiding to nme. Just what |'d be
interested in. And--" He smiled at themall. "I'lIl share _my_ know edge of nushroons with you; |
won't keep it to nyself, as your late M. Austurias did."

They all nodded; they appreciated that. The tension in the roomrel axed, the people
murmured. A cigarette--one of Andrew G 11's special deluxe Gold Labels--was lit up; its good, rich
snell wafted to themall, cheering them and making themfeel nore friendly to the new teacher and
to one anot her.

Seeing the cigarette, M. Barnes got a strange expression on his face and he said in a
husky voice, "You've got tobacco_ up here? After seven years?" He cleanly could not believe it.

Smiling in anusenent, Ms. Talimn said, "W don't have any tobacco, M. Barnes, because
of course no one does. But we do have a tobacco expert. He fashions these special deluxe Cold
Label s for us out of choice, aged vegetable and herbal materials the nature of which remain-- and
justly so--his individual secret.”

"How nmuch do they cost?" M. Barnes asked.

“In terns of State of California boodle noney," Orion Stroud said, "about a hundred
dollars apiece. In terns of prewar silver, a nickel apiece.

"I have a nickel," M. Barnes said, reaching shakily into his coat pocket; he fished
about, brought up a nickel and held it toward the snoker, who was Ceorge Keller, |eaning back in
his chair with his |legs crossed to nake hinsel f confortable.

"Sorry," Ceorge said, "I don't want to sell. You better go directly to M. GIIl; you can
find himduring the day at his shop. It's here in Point Reyes Station but of course he gets all
around; he has a horse-drawn VW m ni bus."

“I'I'l make a note of that," M. Barnes said. He put his nickel away, very carefully.

"Do you intend to board the ferry?" the Gakland official asked. "If not, |I wi sh you' d nove
your car, because it's blocking the gate."
"Sure," Stuart MConchie said. He got back into his car, flicked the reins that made

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Dick%20Dr%20Bloodmoney.txt (41 of 102) [1/19/03 7:40:18 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/Philip%20K .Dick/Dick%20Dr%20Bloodmoney .txt

Edward Prince of Wales, his horse, begin pulling. Edward pulled, and the engineless 1975 Ponti ac
passed back through the gate and out onto the pier.

The Bay, choppy and blue, lay on both sides, and Stuart watched through the wi ndshield as
a gull swopped to seize sone edible fromthe pilings. Fishing lines, too . . . nen catching their
evening neals. Several of the nmen wore the remains of Arny uniforns. Veterans who perhaps |ived
beneath the pier. Stuart drove on

If only he could afford to tel ephone San Franci sco. But the underwater cable was out
again, and the lines had to go all the way down to San Jose and up the other side, along the
peninsula, and by the time the call reached San Francisco it would cost himfive dollars in silver
nmoney. So, except for a rich person, that was out of the question; he had to wait the two hours
until the ferry left . . . but could he stand to wait that |ong?

He was after sonething inportant.

He had heard a runmor that a huge Soviet guided nissile had been found, one which had
failed to go off; it lay buried in the ground near Bel mont, and a farmer had discovered it while
pl owi ng. The farmer was selling it off in the formof individual parts, of which there were
thousands in the gui dance system al one. The farner wanted a penny a part, your choice. And Stuart,
in his line of work, needed nmany such parts. But so did lots of other people. So it was first
come, first serve; unless he got across the Bay to Belnont fairly soon, it would be too | ate--
there woul d be no electronic parts left for himand his business.

He sold (another man made them) snmall electronic traps. Vernmin had nutated and now coul d
avoid or repel the ordinary passive trap, no matter how conplicated. The cats in particul ar had
becone different, and M. Hardy built a superior cat trap, even better than his rat and dog traps.

It was theorized by sone that in the years since the war cats had devel oped a | anguage. At
ni ght people heard them mewi ng to one another in the dankness, a stilted, brisk series of gruff
sounds unli ke any of the old noises. And the cats ganged together in little packs and--this nuch
at least was certain--collected food for the times ahead. It was these caches of food, cleverly
stored and hi dden, which had first alarmed people, nuch nore so than the new noises. But in any
case the cats, as well as the rats and dogs, were dangerous. They killed and ate small children
al nrost at will--or at |east so one heard. And of course wherever possible, they thensel ves were
caught and eaten in return. Dogs, in particular, if stuffed with rice, were considered deli cious;
the little local Berkeley newspaper which came out once a week, the Berkeley _Tribune_, had
reci pes for dog soup, dog stew, even dog puddi ng.

Medi tati ng about dog puddi ng made Stuart realize how hungry he was. It seened to himthat
he had not stopped being hungry since the first bonb fell; his last really adequate nmeal had been
the lunch at Fred's Fine Foods that day he had run into the phoce doing his phony vision-act. And
where, he wondered suddenly, was that little phoce now? He hadn't thought of himin years.

Now, of course, one saw many phoces, and alnost all of themon their 'nobiles, exactly as
Hoppy had been, placed dead center each in his owmn little universe, like an arm ess, |egless god
The sight still repelled Stuart, but there were so many repellent sights these days . . . it was
one of many and certainly not the worst. Wat he objected to the nbost, he had deci ded, was the
sight of synbiotics anbling along the street: several people fused together at sonme pert of their
anat oy, sharing comon organs. It was a sort of Bluthgeld el aboration of the old Sianese tw ns

but these were not linmted to two. He had seen as many as six joined. And the fusions had
occurred--not in the wonb--but shortly afterward. It saved the lives of inperfects, those born
| acking vital organs, requiring a synmbiotic relationship in order to survive. One pancreas now
served several people . . . it was a biological triunph. But in Stuart's view, the inperfects
shoul d sinply have been allowed to die.

On the surface of the Bay to his right a | egless veteran propelled hinself out onto the
wat er aboard a raft, rowing hinself toward a pile of debris that was undoubtedly a sunken ship. On
the hulk a nunber of fishing Iines could be seen; they belonged to the veteran and he was in the
process of checking them Witching the raft go, Stuart wondered if it could reach the San
Franci sco side. He could offer the man fifty cents for a one-way trip; why not? Stuart got out of
his car and wal ked to the edge of the water.

"Hey," he yelled. "Cone here." From his pocket he got a penny; he tossed it down onto the
pier and the veteran saw it, heard it. At once he spun the raft about and cane paddling rapidly
back, straining to nmake speed, his face streaked with perspiration. He grinned up at Stuart,
cupping his ear.

"Fish?" he called. "I don't have one yet today, but maybe later. O how about a snal
shark? Guaranteed safe." He held up the battered Geiger counter which he had connected to his
wai st by a length of rope--in case it fell fromthe raft or sonmeone tried to steal it, Stuart
realized.
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"No," Stuart said, squatting down at the edge of the pier. "I want to get over to San
Franci sco; 1'll pay you a quarter for one way."
"But | got to leave ny lines to do that,"” the veteran said, his smle fading. "I got to

collect themall or sonebody'd steal themwhile r was gone."

"Thirty-five cents," Stuart said.

In the end they agreed, at a price of forty cents. Stuart |ocked the |egs of Edward Prince
of WAl es together so no one could steal him and presently he was out on the Bay, bobbing up and
down aboard the veteran's raft, being rowed to San Franci sco.

"What field are you in?" the veteran asked him "You're not a tax collector, are you?" He
eyed himcalmy

“"Naw, " Stuart said. "I'ma snmall trap man."

"Listen, nmy friend," the veteran said, "I got a pet rat lives under the pilings with ne?
He's smart; he can play the flute. I'mnot putting you under an illusion, it's true. | nade a
little wooden flute and he plays it, through his nose . . . it's practically an Asiatic nose-flute
like they have in India. Wll, | did have him but the other day he got run over. | saw the whol e
thing happen; | couldn't go get himor nothing. He ran across the pier to get sonething, naybe a
piece of cloth. . . he has this bed | nade for himbut he gets--1 nmean he got--cold all the tine

because when they nmutated, this particular line, they lost their hair."
"I've seen those," Stuart said, thinking how well the hairless brown rat evaded even M.

Handy's electronic vermin trap. "Actually | believe what you said,"” he said. "I knowrats pretty
well. But they're nothing conpared to those little striped gray-brown tabby cats . . . 1'll bet
you had to meke the flute, he couldn't construct it hinself."

"True," the veteran said. "But he was an artist. You ought to have heard himplay; | used
to get a crowd at night, after we were finished with the fishing. | tried to teach himthe Bach

Chaconne in D."

"I caught one of those tabby cats once," Stuart said, "that | kept for a month until it
escaped. It could nake little sharp-pointed things out of tin can lids. It bent them or sonething;
I never did see., howit didit, but they were w cked."

The veteran, rowing, said, "What's it |like south of San Francisco these days? | can't cone
up on land." He indicated the I ower part of his body. "I stay on the raft. There's a little trap
door, when | have to go to the bathroom Wat | need is to find a dead phoce sonetinme and get his
cart. They call them phoconobiles."

"I knew the first phoce," Stuart said, "before the war. He was brilliant; he could repair
anything." He lit up an inmtation-tobacco cigarette; the veteran gaped at it longingly. "South of
San Francisco it's, as you know, all flat. So it got hit bad and it's just farm and now. Nobody
ever rebuilt there, and it was nostly those little tract houses so they left hardly any decent
basements. They grow peas and corn and beans down there. Wat |'mgoing to see is a big rocket a

farmer just found; | need relays and tubes and other electronic gear for M. Hardy's traps." He
paused. "You ought to have a Handy trap."
"Why? | live on fish, and why should | hate rats? | like them?"

"I like them too," Stuart said, "but you have to be practical; you have to | ook to the
future. Soneday Anerica nay be taken over by rats if we aren't vigilant. W owe it to our country

to catch and kill rats, especially the wi ser ones that would be natural |eaders."
The veteran glared at him "Sales talk, that's all."
“I'"'msincere."

"That's what | have agai nst sal esnen; they believe their own lies. You know that the best
rats can _ever_do, in a mllion years of evolution, is maybe be useful as servants to us human
bei ngs. They coul d cany nessages naybe and do a little nmanual work. But dangerous--" He shook his
head. "How much does one of your traps sell for?"

"Ten dollars silver. No State boodle accepted; M. Hardy is an old man and you know how
ol d people are, he doesn't consider boodle to be real noney." Stuart |aughed.

"Let ne tell you about a rat | once saw that did a heroic deed,” the veteran began, but
Stuart cut him off.

“I have my own opinions," Stuart said. "There's no use arguing about it."

They were both silent, then. Stuart enjoyed the sight of the Bay on all sides; the veteran
rowed. It was a nice day, and as they bobbed al ong toward San Franci sco, Stuart thought of the
el ectronic parts he mght be bringing back to M. Handy and the factory on San Pabl o Avenue, near
the ruins of what had once been the west end of the University of California.

"What kind of cigarette is that?" the veteran asked presently.

"Thi s?" Stuart exam ned the butt; he was alnbst ready to put it out and stick it away in
the metal box in his pocket. The box was full of butts, which would be opened and rmade into new
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cigarettes by Tom Frandi, the local cigarette man in South Berkeley. "This," he said, "is
i mported. From Marin County. It's a special deluxe Gold Label made by--" He paused for effect. "I
guess | don't have to tell you."

"By Andrew G I1," the veteran said. "Say, |'d like to buy a whole one fromyou; |'ll pay
you a dine."

"They're worth fifteen cents apiece," Stuart said. "They have to cone all the way around
Bl ack Point and Sear's Point and al ong the Lucas Valley Road, from beyond Nicasi o somewhere."

"I had one of those Andrew G || special deluxe CGold Labels one tine," the veteran said
"It fell out of the pocket of some man who was getting on the ferry; | fished it out of the water
and dried it."

Al'l of a sudden Stuart handed himthe butt.

"For God's sake," the veteran said, not |ooking directly at him He rowed nore rapidly,
his Iips nmoving, his eyelids blinking.

"I got nore," Stuart said.

The veteran said, "I'Il tell you what el se you got; you got real humanity, mister, and
that's rare today. Very rare.”

Stuart nodded. He felt the truth of the veteran's words.

Knocki ng at the door of the small wooden cabin, Bonny said, "Jack? Are you in there?" She
tried the door, found it unlocked. To M. Barnes she said, "He's probably out with his flock
sonewhere. This is | anmbing season and he's been having trouble; there're so nany sports born and a
ot of themwon't pass through the birth canal wthout help."

"How nmany sheep does he have?" Barnes asked.

"Three hundred. They're out in the canyons around here, wild, so an accurate count is
i npossible. You're not afraid of rams, are you?"

"No, " Barnes said.

"We'll wal k, then," Bonny said.

"And he's the man the former teacher tried to kill," Barnes nmurmured, as they crossed a
sheep-nibbled field toward a | ow ridge overgrown with fir and shrubbery. Many of the shrubs, he
noti ced, had been nibbl ed; bare branches showed, indicating that a good nunber of M. Tree's sheep
were in the vicinity.

"Yes," the wonan said, striding along, hands in her pockets. She added quickly, "But |
have no idea why. Jack is--just a sheep rancher. | knowit's illegal to raise sheep on ground that
could be plowed . . . but as you can see, very little of his land could be plowed; nost of it is
canyon. Maybe M. Austurias was jeal ous."

M. Barnes thought to hinself, | don't believe her. However, he was not particularly
interested. He neant to avoid his predecessor's mstake, in any case, whoever or whatever M. Tree
was; he sounded, to Barnes, |ike sonething that had beconme part of the environment, no | onger

fully peripatetic and human. His notion of M. Tree nmade himunconfortable; it was not a
reassuring imge that he held in his mnd

"I"'msorry M. GII couldn't cone with us," Barnes said. He still had not met the fanous
tobacco expert, of whom he had heard even before comng to West Marin. "Did you tell ne you have a
musi ¢ group? You play sone sort of instrunents?" It had sounded interesting, because he, at one
tinme, had played the cello.

"W play recorders," Bonny said. "Andrew G |1 and Jack Tree. And | play the piano; we play
early composers, such as Henry Purcell and Johann Pachel bel. Doctor Stockstill now and then joins
us, but--" She paused, frowning. "He's so busy; he has so many towns to visit. He's just too
exhausted, in the evenings."

"Can anyone join your group?" Barnes inquired hopefully.

"What do you play? | warn you: we're severely classical. It's not just an anateur get-
toget her; George and Jack and | played in the old days, before the Emergency. W began-- nine
years ago. G Il joined us after the Energency." She sniled, and Barnes saw what |ovely teeth she
had. So many people, suffering fromvitam n deficiencies and radi ation sickness in recent tinmes

they had | ost teeth, devel oped soft gunms. He hid his own teeth as best he could; they were no
| onger good.

"I once played the cello," he said, knowing that it was worthless as a former skil
because there were--very sinply--no cellos anywhere around now. Had he played a netal instrunent

"What a shame,"” Bonny said.
"There are no stringed instrunents in this area?" He believed that if necessary he could
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| earn, say, the viola; he would be glad to, he thought, if by doing so he could join their group

"None, " Bonny sai d.

Ahead, a sheep appeared, a bl ack-faced Suffolk; it regarded them then bucked, turned and
fled. A ewe, Barnes saw, a big handsone one, with nuch neat on it and superb wool. He wondered if
it had ever been sheared.

Hi s nmouth watered. He had not tasted lanb in years.

To Bonny he said, "Does he slaughter, or is it for wool only?"

"For wool," she answered. "He has a phobia about slaughtering; he won't do it no matter
what he's offered. People sneak up and steal fromhis flock, of course . . . if you want |anb
that's the only way you'll get it, so | advise you now his flock is well-protected."” She pointed,

and Barnes saw on a hilltop a dog standing watching them At once he recognized it as an extrene
nmutati on, a useful one; its face was intelligent, in a new way.

"I won't go near his sheep," Barnes said. "It won't bother us now, will it? It recognizes
you?"

Bonny said, "That's why | canme with you, because of the dog. Jack has only the one. But
it's sufficient."

Now the dog trotted toward them

Once, Barnes conjectured, its folk had been the fanmiliar gray or black German shepherd; he
identified the ears, the muzzle. But now-he waited rigidly as it approached. In his pocket he of
course carried a knife; it had protected himmany tinmes, but surely this--it would not have done
the job, here. He stayed close to the woman, who wal ked on unconcernedly.

"H ," she said to the dog.

Hal ting before them the dog opened its nouth and groaned. It was a hideous sound, and
Barnes shivered; it sounded |ike a human spastic, a damaged person trying to work a voca
apparatus which had failed. Qut of the groaning he detected--or thought he detected--a word or so,
but he could not be sure. Bonny, however, seenmed to understand.

"Nice Terry," she said to the dog. "Thank you, nice Terry." The dog wagged its tail. To
Barnes she said, "We'll find hima quarter mle along the trail." She strode on

"What did the dog _say? " he asked, when they were out of earshot of the aninal.

Bonny laughed. It irritated him and he scowed. "Oh," she said, "my God, it evolves a
mllion years up the | adder--one of the greatest niracles in the evolution of life-- and you can't

understand what it said." She wi ped her eyes. "I'msorry, but it's too damm funny. |I'mglad you
didn't ask me where it could hear."
"I"'mnot inpressed,” he said, defensively. "lI'mjust not very ruch inpressed. You' ve been

stuck here in this small rural area and it seens like a lot to you, but |I've been up and down the
Coast and |'ve seen things that woul d nake you--" He broke off. "That's nothing, that dog. Nothing
by conparison, although intrinsically | suppose it's a mgjor feat."

Bonny told hold of his arm still laughing. "Yes, you're fromthe great outside. You' ve
seen all there is; you're right. What have you seen, Barnes? You know, ny husband is your boss,
and Orion Stroud is his boss. Wiy did you conme here? Is this so remote? So rustic? | think this is
a fine place to live; we have a stable conmmunity here. But as you say, we have few wonders. W
don't have the miracles and freaks, as you have in the big cities where the radiati on was
stronger. OF course, we have Hoppy."

"Hel |l ," Barnes said, "phoces are a dine a dozen; you see them everywhere, now. "
"But you took a job here," Bonny said, eying him
"I told you. | got into political trouble with little two-bit local authorities who

consi dered thensel ves kings in their owm little kingdom"

Thought ful ly, Bonny said, "M . Austurias was interested in political matters. And in
psychol ogy, as you are." She continued to survey him as they wal ked al ong. "He was not good-
| ooki ng, and you are. He had a little round head |like an apple. And his | egs wobbl ed when he ran
he never should have run." She becane sober, now. "He did cook a delightful nushroom stew, shaggy
manes and chanterelles-- he knew themall. WII you invite ne over for a nushroomdinner? It's
been too long . . . we did try hunting on our own, but as Ms. Tallman said, it didn't work out;
we got pronptly sick."

"You're invited," he said.

"Do you find ne attractive?" she asked him

Startled, he nunbled, "Sure, |I certainly do." He held onto her armtightly, as if she were
|l eading him "Wy do you ask?" he said, with caution and a grow ng deeper enotion whose nature he
could not fathomy it was newto him It resenbled excitenent and yet it had a cold, rationa
quality to it, so perhaps it was not an enpotion at all; perhaps it was an awareness, a form of
acute intuition, about hinself and the | andscape, about all things visible about him-it seened to
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take in every aspect of reality, and nost especially it had to do with her

In a split second he grasped the fact--w thout having any data to go on--that Bonny Kell er
had been having an affair with soneone, possibly GII the tobacco man or even this M. Tree or
Oion Stroud; in any case the affair was over or |eastw se nearly over and she was searching for
another to replace it. She searched in an instinctive, practical way, rather than in sone starry-
eyed ronmantic school-girl fashion. So no doubt she had had a good many affairs; she seened expert
inthis, in the sounding people out to see how they would fit.

And me, he thought; | wonder if | would fit. Isn't it dangerous? My God, her husband, as
she said, is ny boss, the school principal

But then perhaps he was imagining it, because it really did not appear very likely that
this attractive woman who was a |l eader in the community and who scarcely knew hi mwoul d sel ect him
like this. . . but she had not selected him she was nerely in the process of exploring. He was
being tried, but as yet he had not succeeded. H s pride began to swmup as an authentic enotion
coloring the cold rational insight of a noment before. Its distorting power nade itself felt
instantly; all at once he wanted to be successful, to be selected, whatever the risk. And he did
not have any |love or sexual desire toward her; it was far too early for that. Al that was
i nvol ved was his pride, his desire not to be passed over

It's weird, he thought to hinself; he was amazed at hinmself, at how sinple he was. H's
m nd worked like sone | ow order of life, sonething on the order of a starfish; it had one or two
responses and that was all.

"Listen," he said, "where is this man Tree?" He wal ked on ahead of her, now, peering to
see, concentrating on the ridge ahead with its trees and flowers. He saw a nmushroomin a dark
hol | ow and at once started toward it. "Look," he said. "Chicken-of-the-forest, they call it. Very
del ectabl e. You don't see it very often, either."

Conmi ng over to see, Bonny Keller bent down. He caught a glinpse of her bare, pale knees as
she seated herself on the grass by the mushroom "Are you going to pick it?" she asked. "And cany
it off like a trophy?”

"I''ll carry if off,” he said, "but not like a trophy. Mdxre |like a thing to pop into the
frying pan with a bit of beef fat."

Her dark, attractive eyes fixed .themselves on himsonberly; she sat brushing her hair
back, | ooking as if she were going to speak. But she did not. At |ast be becane unconfortable;
apparently she was waiting for him and it occurred to him-chillingly--that he was not nerely
supposed to say sonething; he was supposed to _do_ sonethi ng.

They stared at each other, and Bonny, too, now | ooked frightened, as if she felt as he
did. Neither of themdid anything, however; each sat waiting for the other to nake a nove. He had
the sudden hunch that if he reached toward her she would either slap himor run off. . . and there
woul d be unsavory consequences. She mi ght--good lord; they had killed their |ast teacher. The
t hought came to himnow with enormous force: _could it have been this?_ Could she have been having
a love affair with himand he started to tell her husband or some danmthing? Is this as dangerous
as that? Because if it is, nmy pride can go to hell; | want to get away.

Bonny said, "Here's Jack Tree."

Over the ridge canme the dog, the nutation with the allegeci ability to speak, and slightly
behind it canme a haggard-faced man, bent, with round, stooped shoul ders. He wore a seedy coat, a
city man's coat, and dirty blue-gray trousers. In no way did he look like a farner; he | ooked, M.
Barnes thought, l|ike a m ddl e-aged insurance clerk who had been lost in the forest for a nmonth or
so. The man had a bl ack-sneared chin which contrasted in an unpl easant manner with his unnaturally
white skin. Immediately M. Barnes experienced dislike. But, was it because of M. Tree's physica
appear ance? God knew he had seen nmi ned, burned, danaged and blighted humans and creatures in
profusion, during the last years . . . no, his reaction to M. Tree was based on the man's
pecul i ar shanmbling walk. It was the wal k--not of a well man--but of a violently sick nman. A man
sick in a sense that Barnes had never experienced before.

"H ," Bonny said, rising to her feet.

The dog frisked up, acting in a nost natural nanner now.

“I''m Barnes, the new school teacher," Barnes said, rising, too, and extendi ng his hand.

“I''mTree," the sick nman said, also extending his hand. Wen Barnes took it he found it
unaccountably noist; it was difficult if not inpossible for himto hold onto it--he let it drop at
once.

Bonny said, "Jack, M. Barnes here is an authority on renmoving |lanbs' tails after they're
grown and the danger of tetanus is so great."

"I see," Tree nodding. But he seened only to be going through the notions; he did not seem
really to care or even to understand. Reaching down he thunped the dog. "Barnes," he said to the

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Dick%20Dr%20Bloodmoney.txt (46 of 102) [1/19/03 7:40:18 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/Philip%20K .Dick/Dick%20Dr%20Bloodmoney .txt

dog distinctly, as if he were teaching the dog the nane.

The dog groaned. " brnnnnz . . ." It barked, eying its master with gl eam ng
hopef ul ness.

"Right," M. Tree said, smling. He displayed alnost no teeth at all, just enpty guns.
Wrse even than ne, Barnes thought. The man must have been down bel ow, near San. Franci sco, when
the big bonb fell; that's one possibility, or it could sinply be diet, as in nmy case. Anyhow, he
avoi ded | ooki ng; he wal ked away, hands in his pockets.

"You've got a lot of land here," he said over his shoulder. "Through what |egal agency did
you acquire title? The County of Marin?"

"There's no title," M. Tree said. "I just have use. The West Marin Citizens' Council and
the Planning Conmittee allow nme, through Bonny's good offices."
"That dog fascinates ne," Barnes said, turning. "It really talks; it said ny nane

clearly.

"Say 'good day' to M. Barnes," M. Tree said to the dog.

The dog woof ed, then groaned, "Gddday, Mbarnzzzzz." It woofed again, this tine eying him
for his reaction.

To hinself, Barnes sighed. "Really terrific." he said to the dog. It whined and ski pped
about with joy.

At that, M. Barnes felt sonme synpathy for it. Yes, it was a remarkable feat. Yet--the dog
repelled himas did Tree hinself; both of themhad an isolated, warped quality, as if by being out
here in the forest alone thay had been cut off fromnormal reality. They had not gone wld; they
had not reverted to anything resenbling barbarism They were just plain unnatural. He sinply did
not |ike them

But he did Iike Bonny and he wondered how the hell she had gotten nixed up with a freak
like M. Tree. Did owming a |lot of sheep nake the man a great power in this snmall comunity; was
it that? Or--was there something nore, sonething which night explain the former--dead-- teacher's
action in trying to kill M. Tree?

H's curiosity was aroused; it was the same instinct, perhaps, that cane into play when he
spotted a new variety of nushroomand felt the intense need to catalogue it, to |learn exactly
whi ch species it was. Not very flattering to M. Tree, he thought caustically, conparing himto a
fungus. But it was true; he did feel that way, about both himand his weird dog.

M. Tree said to Bonny, "Your little girl isn't along, today."

"No," Bonny said. "Edie isn't well."

"Anything serious?" M. Tree said in his hoarse voice. He | ooked concerned.

"A pain in her stomach, that's all. She gets it every now and then; has as far back as
can renmenber. It's swollen and hard. Possibly it's appendicitis, but surgery is so dangerous,

t hese days--" Bonny broke off, then turned to Barnes. "My little girl, you haven't net her
she loves this dog, Terry. They're good friends, they talk back and forth by the hour when we're
out here."

M. Tree said, "She and her brother."

"Listen," Bonny said, "lI've gotten sick and tired of that. | told Edie to quit that. En
faot, that's why | like her to conme out here and play with Terry; she should have actual playnates
and not becone so introverted and delusional. Don't you agree, M. Barnes; you're a teacher--a
child should relate to actuality, not fantasy, isn't that right?"

"These days," Barnes said thoughtfully, "I can understand a child withdrawi ng into fantasy

it's hard to blame him Perhaps we all ought to be doing that." He snmiled, but Bonny did not
sml e back, nor did M. Tree.

Not for a monent had Bruno Bl uthgeld taken his eyes off the new young teacher--if this
actually was the truth; if this short young nman dressed in khaki trousers and workshirt really was
a teacher, as Bonny had said.

Is he after nme, too? Bluthgeld asked hinself. Like the |ast one? | suppose so. And Bonny
brought himhere. . . does that nean that even she, after all, is on their side? Agai nst ne?

He could not believe that. Not after all these years. And it had been Bonny who had
di scovered M. Austurias' actual purpose in conmng to Wst Miin. Bonny had saved himfrom M.
Austurias and he was grateful; he would not now be alive except for her, and he could never forget
that, so perhaps this M. Barnes was exactly what he clainmed to be and there was nothing to worry
about. Bluthgeld breathed a little nore relaxedly now, he cal med hinmself and | ooked forward to
showi ng Barnes his new born Suffol k | anbs.

But sooner or later, he said to hinself, sonmeone will track ne here and kill nme. It's only
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a matter of time; they all detest me and they will never give up. The world is still seeking the
man responsible for all that happened and | can't blame them They are right in doing so. After
all, I carry on ny shoulders the responsibility for the death of mllions, the | oss of three-

fourths of the world, and neither they nor | can forget that. Only God has the power to forgive
and forget such a nonstrous crinme against humanity.

He thought, | would not have killed M. Austurias; | would have let himdestroy me. But
Bonny and the others--the decision was theirs. It was not mine, because | can no | onger make
decisions. | amno longer allowed to by God; it would not be proper. My job is to wait here,

tendi ng ny sheep, wait for _himwho is to cone_, the man appointed to deal out final justice. The
wor | d' s avenger.

When will he come? Bl uthgel d asked hinself. Soon? |'ve waited yeas now. |I'mtired . . .
hope it won't be too nuch | onger

M. Barnes was saying, "What did you do, M. Tree, before you becane a sheep rancher?"

"I was an atomic scientist," Bluthgeld said.

Hurriedly, Bonny said, "Jack was a teacher; he taught physics. H gh school physics. That
wasn't around here, of course.'

"A teacher," M. Barnes said. "Then we have sonething in comon." He smiled at Doctor
Bl ut hgel d and automatically Bluthgeld sniled back. Wth nervousness Bonny watched the two of them
her hands cl asped together, as if she were afraid that something was going to happen, sonething
dr eadf ul .

"W rnust see nore of each other,"” Bluthgeld said, sonberly nodding. "W rust talk."

I X

When Stuart M Conchie returned to the East Bay fromhis trip to the peninsula south of San
Franci sco he found that someone--no doubt a group of veterans living under the pier--had killed
and eaten his horse, Edward Prince of Wales. All that remained was the skeleton, |egs and head, a
heap worthless to himor to anyone el se. He stood by it, pondering. Wll, it had been a costly
trip. And he had arrived too | ate anyhow, the fanner, at a penny api ece, had al ready disposed of
the electronic parts of his Soviet mssile.

M. Handy woul d supply another horse, no doubt, but he had been fond of Edward Prince of
Wales. And it was wong to kill a horse for food because they were so vitally needed for other
pur poses; they were the mai nstay of transportation, now that nost of the wood had been consumed by
t he wood-burning cas and by people in cellars using it in the winter to keep warm and horses were
needed in the job of reconstruction--they were the main source of power, in the absence of
electricity. The stupidity of killing Edward naddened him it was, he thought, l|ike barbarism the
thing they all feared. It was anarchy, and right in the niddle of the city; right in downtown
Cal dand, in broad day. It was what he woul d expect the Red Chinese to do.

Now, on foot, he wal ked slowy toward San Pabl o Avenue. The sun had begun to sink into the
| avi sh, extensive sunset which they had beconme accustoned to seeing in the years since the
Energency. He scarcely noticed it. Maybe | ought to go into sone other business, he said to
himsel f. Small animal traps--it's a living, but there's no advancement possible in it. | mean,
where can you rise to in a business |ike that?

The loss of his horse had depressed him he gazed down at the broken, grass-infested
si dewal k as he picked his way al ong, past the rubble which once had been factories. Froma burrow
in a vacant | ot something with eager eyes noted his passing; sonething, he surm sed gloomly, that
ought to be hanging by its hind legs mnus its skin.

Thi s, he thought, explains why Hoppy mght legitimtely have imagi ned he was seeing the
afterlife. These ruins, the snoky, flickering pallor of the sky . . . the eager eyes stil
followi ng himas the creature cal cul ated whether it could safely attack him Bendi ng, he picked up
a sharp hunk of concrete and chucked it at the burrow-a dense |layer of organic and in-organic
mat eri al packed tightly, glued in place by sone sort of white sline. The creature had enul sified
sonme of the debris lying around, had reforned it into a usable paste. Miust be a brilliant aninmal,
he thought. But he did not care. The world could do without the brilliant and deranged life forns
exposed to the light of day in the past years.

|'ve evolved, too, he said, turning one last tinme to face the creature, in case it m ght
scuttle after himfrombehind. My wits are nuch clearer than they formerly were; I'ma match for
you any tine, so give up

Evidently the creature agreed; it did not even cone forth fromits burrow

' mevol ved, he thought, but sentinmental. For he genuinely mssed the horse. Dam those
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crimnal veterans, he said to hinmself. They probably swarnmed all over Edward the noment we pushed
off inthe raft. | wish | could get out of town; | wish | could enigrate to the open country where
there's none of this brutal cruelty and hoodl um sm That's what that psychiatrist did, after the
Energency. Stockstill got right out of the East Bay; | saw himgo. He was snart. He did not try to
return to his old rut, he did not nmerely pick up where he left off, as | did.

| mean, he thought, I"'mno better off now than | was before the goddam Energency; | sold
TV sets then and now | sell electronic vermin traps. Wat is the difference? One's as bad as the
other. 1'mgoing downhill, in fact.

To cheer hinself he got out one of his remaining special deluxe Gold Label Andrew G|
cigarettes and it up

A whol e day wasted, he realized, on this wild goose chase to the far side of the Bay. In
two hours it would be dark and he woul d be going to sleep, down in the cat peltlined basenent room
which M. Hardy rented himfor a dolhr in silver a nonth. O course, he could light his fat |anp;
he could burn it for alittle while, read a book or part of a book--npbst of his library consisted
of nerely sections of books, the renmining portions having been destroyed or lost. O he could
visit old M. and Ms. Hardy and sit in on the evening transmi ssion fromthe satellite.

After all, he had personally radi oed a request to Dangerfield just the other day, fromthe
transmitter out on the nudflats in West Richnond. He had asked for "Good Rockin' Tonight," an ol d-
fashi oned favorite which he remenbered from his childhood. It was not known if Dangerfield had
that tune on his nmles of tapes, however, so perhaps he was waiting in vain.

As he wal ked al ong he sang to hinself,

Oh | heard the news:

There's good rockin' tonight.

Ch | heard the _news!

There's good rockin' tonight!
Tonight I'1l be a mghty fine man,
I'"lI'l hold nmy baby as tight as | can

It brought tears to his eyes to renenber one of the old songs, fromthe world the way it
was. All gone now, he said to hinself. Bluthgelded out of existence, as they say . . . and what do
we have instead, a rat that can play the noseflute, and not even that because the rat got run
over.

There was another old favorite, the tune about the man who had the knife; he tried to
recall how it had gone. Something about the shark having teeth or pretty teeth. It was too vague;
he could not recollect it. H's nother had played a record of it for him a man, with a gravelly
voice, had sung it and it was beautiful

"Il bet the rat couldn't play that, he said to hinself. Not in a mllion years. | nean,
that's practically sacred nusic. Qut of our past, our sacred past that no brilliant aninml and no
funny person can share. The past belongs only to us genui ne human beings. | wish (the idea stirred
hin) that | could do |ike Hoppy used to do; | wish I could go into a trance, but not see ahead
like he did--1 want to go _back_.

If Hoppy's alive now, can he do that? Has he tried it? | wonder where he is, that preview,
that's what he was, a preview. The first phoce. 1'll bet he did escape with his life. He probably
went over to the Chinese when they made that | anding up north.

I'd go back, he decided, to that first time | met Jim Fergesson, when | was | ooking for a
job and it was still tough for a Negro to find a job in which he nmet the public. That was the
thi ng about Fergesson; he didn't have any prejudice. | remenber that day; | had a job selling
al um num pans door to door and then | got the job with the Britannica people but that was al so
door to door. My god, Stuart realized; ny first genuine job was with Ji m Fergesson, because you
can't count that door to door stuff.

Wi | e he was thinking about Jim Fergesson--who was now dead and gone all these years since
the bonb fell-- he arrived on San Pablo Avenue with its little shops open here and there, little
shacks which sold everything fromcoat hangers to hay. One of them not far off, was HARDY' S
HOVECSTATI C VERM N TRAPS, and he headed in that direction

As he entered, M. Hardy glanced up fromhis assenbly table in the rear; he worked under
the white light of an arc lanp, and all around himlay heaps of electronic parts which he had
scavenged fromevery corner O Northern California. Many had come fromthe ruins out in Livernore;
M. Hardy had connections with State officials and they had pernitted himto dig there in the
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restricted deposits.

In fornmer times Dean Hardy had been an engineer for an AMradio station in downtown
Cakl and; he was a sl ender, quiet-spoken, elderly man who wore a green sweater and a necktie even
now-and a tie was unique, in these tines. His hair was gray and curly, and he rem nded Stuart of
a beardless Santa C aus: he had a droll, dour expression and a rogui sh sense of hunor. Physically,
he was small; he weighed only a hundred and twenty pounds. But he had a near-viol ent tenper and
Stuart respected him Hardy was nearly sixty, and in many respects he had beconme a father-figure
to Stuart. Stuart's actual father, dead since the '70s, had been an insurance underwiter, also a
qui et man who wore a tie and sweater, but he had not had Hardy's ferocity, his outbursts; or if he
had, Stuart had never witnessed them or had repressed the nmenory of them

And, too, Dean Hardy resenbl ed Ji m Fergesson

That nore than any other factor had drawn Stuart to him three years ago. He was consci ous
of it; he did not deny it or want to deny it. He nissed Ji mFergesson and he was drawn to anyone
who resenbl ed him

To M. Hardy he said, "They ate ny horse." He seated hinself on a chair at the front of
t he shop.

At once Ella Hardy, his enployer's wi fe, appeared fromthe living quarters in the rear
she had been fixing dinner. "You _left_ hinP"

"Yes," he admitted. She, a formni dable woman, glared at himwi th accusing indignation. "I
t hought he was safe out on the City of QGakland public ferry pier; there's an official there who--"

"It happens all the time," Hardy said wearily. "The bastards. It nust have been those war
vets who hole up down there. Somebody ought to drop a cyani de bonb under that pier; they re down
there by the hundreds. Wat about the car? You had to |leave it, | guess."

“I"'msorry," Stuart said.

Ms. Hardy said caustically, "Edward was worth eighty five silver U S. dollars. That's a
week's profit gone."

"Il pay it back," Stuart said, rigidly.

"Forget it," Hardy said. "W have nore horses at our store out in Oinda. What about the
parts fromthe rocket?"

"No luck," Stuart said. "Al gone when | got there. Except for this." He held up a handfu
of transistors. "The farner didn't notice these; | picked themup for nothing. | don't know if
they're any good, thought." Carrying themover to the assenbly table he laid them down. "Not much
for an all-day trip." He felt nore glumthan ever

Wthout a word, Ella Hardy returned to the kitchen; the curtain closed after her

"You want to have sonme dinner with us?" Hady said, shutting off his |ight and renoving his
gl asses.

“I dunno," Stuart said. "I feel strange. It upset me to come back and find Edward eaten."
He roamed about the shop. Qur relationship, he thought, is different with animals now. It's nuch
closer; there isn't the great gap between us and themthat there was. "Over on the other side of

the Bay | saw sonething |I've never seen before,” he said. "A flying animal like a bat but not a
bat. More |like a weasel, very skinny and long, with a big head. They call them _tonmi es_ because
they're always gliding up agai nst wi ndows and | ooking in, |ike peeping tons."

Hardy said, "It's a squirrel. I've seen them" He | eaned back in his chair, |oosened his
necktie. "They evolved fromthe squirrels in CGolden Gate Park." He yawned. "I once had a schene
for them. . . they could be useful--in theory, at |east--as nessage carriers. They can glide or
fly or whatever they do for amobunts up to a mle. But they're too feral. | gave it up after

catching one." He held up his right hand. "Look at the scar, there on ny thunb. That's froma
torn."

“"This man | talked to said they taste good. Like old-time chicken. They sell them at
stalls in downtown San Franci sco; you see old | adies selling them cooked for a quarter apiece,

still hot, very fresh."
"Don't try one," Hardy said. "Many of themare toxic. It has to do with their diet."
"Hardy," Stuart said suddenly, "I want to get out of the city and out into the country."

Hi s enpl oyer regarded him

“"It's too brutal here," Stuart said.

"It's brutal everywhere."

"Not so much if you get away fromtown, really far away, say fifty to a hundred nmiles."
"But then it's hard to nake a living."

"Do you sell any traps in the country?" Stuart asked.

"No," Hardy said.

"Why not ?"
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"Vermin live in towns, where there's ruins. You know that. Stuart, you're a wool gatherer.
The country is sterile; you' d mss the flow of ideas that you have here in the city. Nothing
happens; they just farmand listen to the satellite. Anyhow, you're apt to run into the old race
prej udi ce agai nst Negroes, out in the country; they' ve reverted to the old patterns.” Once nore he
put on his glasses, turned his arc |ight back on and resuned the assenbling of the trap before
him "It's one of the greatest nyths that ever existed, the superiority of the country. | know
you'd be back here in a week."

"I"'d like to take a line of traps say out around Napa,'

Stuart persisted. "Maybe up to the

St. Helena Valley. Maybe | could trade them for wine; they grow grapes up there, | understand,
like they used to."

"But it doesn't taste the sane," Hardy said. "The ground is altered. The wine is--" He
gestured. "You'd have to taste it, | can't tell you, but it's really awful. Foul."

They were both silent, then.

"They drink it, though," Stuart said. "lI've seen it here in town, brought in on those old

wood- bur ni ng trucks."
"Of course, because people will drink anything they can get their hands on now. So do you

so do |." M. Hardy raised his head and regarded Stuart. "You know who has liquor? | nean the
genuine thing;, you can't tell if it's prewar that he's dug up or new that he's nade."

"Nobody in the Bay Area."

Hardy said, "Andrew G |1, the tobacco expert."

"I don't believe it." He sucked in his breath, fully alert, now

"Ch, he doesn't produce much of it. I've only seen one bottle, a fifth of brandy. | had

one single drink fromit." Hardy smled at himcrookedly, his lips twitching. "You would have
liked it."

"How nmuch does he want for it?" He tried to sound cassal

“"More than you have to pay."

"And--it tastes like the real thing? The _pre-war?_"

Hardy | aughed and returned to his trap-assenbling. "That's right."

I wonder what sort of a man Andrew G Il is, Stuart said to hinself. Big, maybe, with a
beard, a vest . . . walking with a silver-headed cane; a giant of a man with wavy, snowwhite
hair, inported nmonocle--1 can picture him He probably drives a Jaguar, converted of course nowto
wood, but still a great, powerful Mark XVI Sal oon

Seeing the expression on Stuart's face, Hardy | eaned toward him "I can tell you what el se

he sells."

"English brier pipes?"

"Yes, that, too." Hardy |owered his voice. "Grly photos. In artistic poses--you know. "

"Aw, Christ," Stuart said, his inagination boggling; it was too nmuch. "I don't believe
it."

"CGod's truth. Genuine pre-war girly calendars, fromas far back as 1950. They're worth a
fortune, of course. |I've heard of a thousand silver dollars changi ng hands over a 1962 Pl ayboy
cal endar; that's supposed to have happened sonewhere back East, in Nevada, sonewhere |ike that."
Now Har dy had becone pensive; he gazed off into space, his vernin trap forgotten

"Where | worked when the bonb fell," Stuart said, "at Mbdern TV, we had a lot of girly
cal endars downstairs in the service departnent. They were all incinerated, naturally." At |east so
he had al ways assumned.

Har dy nodded in a resigned way.

"Suppose a person were poking around in the ruins somewhere," Stuart said. "And he cane
onto a entire warehouse full of girly calendars. Can you inmagine that?" His nind raced. "How much
could he get? MIlions? He could trade themfor real estate; he could acquire a whole county!"

"Right," Hardy said, nodding.

"I mean, he'd be rich forever. They make a few in the Orient, in Japan, but they're no

good. "

"I've seen them" Hardy agreed. "They're crude. The know edge of howto do it has
declined, passed into oblivion; it's an art that has died out. Maybe forever."

"Don't you think it's partly because there aren't the girls any nore who | ook |ike that?"
Stuart said. "Everybody's scrawny now and have no teeth; the girls nost of them now have burn-
scars fromradiation, and with no teeth what kind of a girly cal endar does that make?"

Shrewdly, Hardy said, "I think the girls exist. | don't know where; maybe in Sweden or
Norway, maybe in outof-the-way places |like the Sol onon Islands. |I'mconvinced of it from what
people coming in by ship say. Not in the U S. or Europe or Russia or China, any of the places that
were hit--1 agree with you there."
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"Could we find then?" Stuart said. "And go into the business?"

After considering for a little while Hardy said, "There's no film There're no chenicals
to process it. Most good caneras have been destroyed or have di sappeared. There's no way you could
get your calendars printed in quantity. If you did print them-"

"But if soneone could find a girl with no burns and good teeth, the way they had before
the war--"

“I"1l tell you," Hardy said, "what would be a good business. |'ve thought about it many
times." He faced Stuart neditatively. "Sew ng machi ne needl es. You could nane your own price; you
coul d have anything."

Gesturing, Stuart got up and paced about the shop. "Listen, 1've got nmy eye on the big
time; | don't want to ness around with selling any nore--1"'mfed up with it. | sold alum num pots
and pans and encycl opedias and TV sets and now these vermin traps. They're good traps and peopl e
want them but | just feel there must be sonething else for ne.

Hardy grunted, frowning.

"I don't nean to insult you," Stuart said, "but | want to grow. | _have_to; you either
grow or you go stale, you die on the vine. The war set ne back years, it set us all back. |I'mjust
where | was ten yeas ago, and that's not good enough."

Scratching his nose, Hardy said, "What did you have in nind?"

“Maybe | could find a mutant potato that woul d feed everybody in the world."

"Just one potato?"

"I mean a type of potato. Maybe | coul d beconme a plant breeder, |ike Luther Burbank. There
must be mllions of freak plants growing around out in the country, like there're all those freak
ani mal s and funny people here in the city."

Hardy said, "Maybe you could locate an inteffigent bean."

“I'"'mnot joking about this," Stuart said quietly.

They faced each other, neither speaking.

"It's a service to humanity," Hardy said at |last, "to nake honeostatic verm n traps that
destroy nmutated cats and dogs and rats and squirrels. | think you're acting infantile. Maybe your
horse being eaten while you were over in South San Franci sco--"

Entering the room Ella Hardy said, "Dinner is ready, and |1'd like to serve it while it's
hot. It's baked cod-head and rice and it took ne three hours standing in |ine down at Eastshore
Freeway to get the cod-head."

The two nmen rose to their feet. "You'll eat with us?" Hardy asked Stuart.

At the thought of the baked fish head, Stuart's nouth watered. He could not say no and he
nodded, following after Ms. Hardy toward the little conbination |living roomand kitchen in the
rear of the building. It had been a nonth since be had tasted fish; there were al nost none left in
the Bay any |onger--nost of the schools had been wi ped out and had never returned. And those that
were caught were often ,radioactive. But it did not matter; people had becone able to eat them
anyhow. People could eat al mobst anything; their |ives depended on it.

The little Keller girl sat shivering on the exam nation table, and Doctor Stockstill,
surveying her thin, pale body, thought of a joke which he had seen on television years ago, |ong

before the war. A Spanish ventriloquist, speaking through a chicken . . . the chicken had produced
an egg.

"My son," the chicken said, neaning the egg.

"Are you sure?" the ventriloquist asked. "It's not your daughter?”

And the chicken, with dignity, answered, "I know ny business."

This child was Bonny Keller's daughter, but, Doctor Stockstill thought, it isn't George
Kel l er's daughter; | amcertain of that . . . | know nmy busi ness. Wo had Bonny been having an
affair with, seven yeas ago? The child nust have been conceived very close to the day the war
began. But she had not been conceived before the bonb fell; that was clear. Perhaps it was on that

very day, he ruminated. Just |ike Bonny, to rush out while the bonb was falling, while the world
was comng to an end, to have a brief, frenzied spasmof |ove with someone, perhaps sone nan she
did not even know, the first nman she happened onto . . . and now this.

The child smled at himand he snmled back. Superficially, Edie Keller appeared normal
she did not seemto be a funny child. How he wi shed, God damm it, that he had an x-ray machi ne.
Because- -

He said aloud, "Tell me nore about your brother."

"Well," Edie Keller said in her frail, soft yoice, "I talk to ny brother all the tinme and
sonetimes he answers but nore often he's asleep. He sleeps alnost all the tine.™
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"I's he asl eep now?"

For a monent the child was silent. "No, he's awake."

Rising to his feet and com ng over to her, Doctor Stockstill said, "I want you to show ne
exactly where he is."

The child pointed to her left side, |ow down; near, he thought, the appendi x. The pain was
there. That had brought the child in; Bonny and George had beconme worried. They knew about the
brother, but they assumed himto be imaginary, a pretend playmate which kept their little daughter
conmpany. He hinself had assumed so at first; the chart did not nmention a brother, and yet Edie
tal ked about him Bill was exactly the sane age as she. Born, Edie had inforned the doctor, at the
sane tine as she, of course.

"Why of course?" he had asked, as he began exani ning her--he had sent the parents into the
other room because the child seened reticent in front of them

Edi e had answered in her calm solem way, "Because he's ny twin brother. How el se coul d

he be inside ne?" And, like the Spanish ventriloquist's chicken, she spoke with authority, wth
confidence; she, too, knew her business.
In the years since the war Doctor Stockstill had exam ned many hundreds of funny peopl e,

many strange and exotic variants on the hunman |life formwhich flourished now under a nuch nore
tol erant--al though snmokily veil ed--sky. He could not be shocked. And yet, this--a child whose
brother lived inside her body, down in the inguinal region. For seven years Bill Keller had dwelt
i nside there, and Doctor Stockstill, listening to the girl, believed her; he knew that it was
possible. It was not the first case of this kind. If he had his x-ray machine he would be. able to
see the tiny, w zened shape, probably no larger than a baby rabbit. In fact, with his hands he
could feel the outline . . . he touched her side, caefully noting the firmcyst-like sack within
The head in a nornal position, the body entirely within the abdoninal cavity, linbs and all.
Soneday the girl would die and they woul d open her body, perform an autopsy; they would find a
little winkled nale figure, perhaps with a snow white beard and blind eyes . . . her brother
still no larger than a baby rabbit.

Meanwhile, Bill slept nostly, but now and then he and his sister tal ked. What did Bil
have to say? Wat possibly could he know?

To the question, Edie had an answer. "Well, he doesn't know very much. He doesn't see
anything but he thinks. And | tell himwhat's going on so he doesn't niss out."
"What are his interests?" Stockstill asked. He had conpl eted his exanm nation; with the

meager instrunents and tests available to himhe could do no nore. He had verified the child's
account and that was sonething, but he could not see the enbryo or consider renoving it; the
|atter was out of the question, desirable as it was.

Edi e considered and said, "Well, he uh, likes to hear about food."

"Food!" Stockstill said, fascinated.

"Yes. He doesn't eat, you know. He likes me to tell himover and over again what | had for
di nner, because he does get it after a while. . . | think he does anyhow. Wuldn't he have to, to
l'iver

"Yes," Stockstill agreed.

"He gets it fromme," Edie said as she put her bl ouse back on, buttoning it slowy. "And
he wants to know what's in it. He especially likes it if | have apples or oranges. And--he |ikes
to hear stories. He always wants to hear about places. Far-away, especially, |like New York. M
nmot her tells ne about New York so | told him he wants to go there someday and see what it's
like."

"But he can't see."

"I can, though," Edie pointed out. "It's al nbst as good."

“"You take good care of him don't you?" Stockstill said, deeply touched. To the girl, it
was normal; she had lived Iike this all her life--she did not know of any other existence. There
is nothing, he realized once nore, which is "outside" nature; that is a logical inmpossibility. In
a way there are no freaks, no abnornalities, except in the statistical sense. This is an unusua
situation, but it's not sonething to horrify us; actually it ought to make us happy. Life per se
is good, and this is one formwhich |ife takes. There's no special pain here, no cruelty of
suffering. In fact there is solicitude and tenderness.

"I"'mafraid," the girl said suddenly, "that he m ght die sonmeday."

"I don't think he will," Stockstill said. "What's nore likely to happen is that he'll get
larger. And that m ght pose a problem it might be hard for your body to acconmpbdate him"

"What woul d happen, then?" Edie regarded himwi th |large, dark eyes. 'Wuld he get born
t hen?"

"No," Stockstill said. "He's not |ocated that way; he would have to be renoved surgically.
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But--he wouldn't live. The only way he can live is as he's living now, inside you." Parasitically,

he thought, not saying the word aloud. "W'll worry about that when the tine cones," he said,
patting the child on the head. "If it ever does."

"My nother and father don't know, " Edie said.

"I realize that," Stockstill said.

“I told them about him" Edie said. "But--" She |aughed.

"Don't worry. Just go on and do what you'd ordinarily do. It'Il all take care of itself."

Edie said, "I'mglad | have a brother; he keeps me frombeing |lonely. Even when he's
asleep | can feel himthere, | know he's there. It's Iike having a baby inside ne; | can't whee
himaround in a baby carriage or anything like that, or dress him 'but talking to himis a |lot of
fun. For instance, | get to tell himabout MIldred."

"Mldred!'" He was puzzl ed.

"You know." The child sniled at his ignorance. "The girl that keeps coming back to Philip.
And spoils his life. W listen every night. The satellite.”

"Of course.” It was Dangerfield s reading of the Maugham book. Eerie, Doctor Stockstil
thought, this parasite swelling within her body, in unchanging noisture and darkness, fed by her
bl ood, hearing fromher in sone unfathonmable fashion a second-hand account of a fanbus nove
it makes Bill Keller part of our culture. He |l eads his grotesque social existence, too. God knows
what he makes of the story. Does he have fantasies about it, about our |ife? Does he _dream about
us?

Bendi ng, Doctor Stockstill kissed the girl on her forehead. "Ckay," he said, |eading her
toward the door. "You can go, now. I'Il talk to your nother and father for a minute; there' re sone
very ol d genuine pre-war nmagazines out in the waiting roomthat you can read, if you're carefu
with them™

"And then we can go home and have dinner," Edie said happily, opening the door to the
wai ting room GCeorge and Bonny rose to their feet, their faces taut with anxiety.

"Come in," Stockstill said to them He shut the door after them "No cancer," he said,
speaking to Bonny in particular, whomhe knew so well. "It's a growth, of course; no doubt of
that. How large it may get | can't say. But I'd say, don't worry about it. Perhaps by the tine
it's large enough to cause trouble our surgery will be advanced enough to deal with It."

The Kellers sighed with relief; they trenbled visibly.

"You could take her to the U.C. Hospital in San Francisco," Stockstill said. "They are
perform ng mnor surgery there . . . but frankly, if | were you l'd let it drop."” Mich better for
you not to know, he realized. It would be hard on you to have to face it . . . especially you

Bonny. Because of the circunstances involving the conception; ft would be so easy to start feeling
guilt. "She's a healthy child and enjoys life," he said. "Leave it at that. She's had it since

birth."

"Has she?" Bonny said. "I didn't realize. | guess I'mnot a good nmother; |I'mso wapped up
in conmunity activities--"

"Doctor Stockstill,"” George Keller broke in, "let me ask you this. Is Edie a--special
chil d?"

"'Special'?" Stockstill regarded hi mcautiously.

"I think you know what | nean."

"You nean, is she a funny person?"

George bl anched, but his intense, grimexpression remained; he waited for an answer.
Stockstill could see that; the man woul d not be put off by a few phrases.

Stockstill said, "I presune that's what you nean. Wiy do you ask? Does she seemto be
funny in some fashion? Does she | ook funny?"

"She doesn't ook funny," Bonny said, in a flurry of concern; she held tightly onto her
husband's ann, clinging to him "Christ, that's obvious; she's perfectly normal -1ooking. Go to
hell, George. What's the matter with you? How can you be norbid about your own child; are you
bored or sonething, is that it?"

"There are funny people who don't show it," George Keller said. "After all, | see nany
children; | see all our children. I've developed an ability to tell. A hunch, which usually is
proved correct. W're required, we in the schools, as you know, to turn any funny children over to
the State of California for special training. Now-"

“I'"'mgoing hone," Bonny said. She turned and wal ked to the door of the waiting room "CGood-
bye, Doctor."

Stockstill said, "Wait, Bonny."

"I don't like this conversation," Bonny said. "lIt's ill. You're both ill. Doctor, if you
intimate in any fashion that she's funny I won't ever speak to you again. O you either, Ceorge.
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mean it."

After a pause, Stockstill said, "You re wasting your words, Bonny. | amnot intinating,
because there's nothing to intimate. She has a benign tunor in the abdom nal cavity; that's all."
He felt angry. He felt, in fact, the desire to confront her with the truth. She deserved it.

But, he thought, after she has felt guilt, after she's blanmed herself for going out and
having an affair with some man and producing an abnormal birth, then she will turn her attention
to Edie; she will hate her. She will take it out on the child. It always goes like that. The child
is a reproach to the parents, in sone dimfashion, for what they did back in the old days or in
the first nonents of the war when everyone ran 'his own crazy way, did his private, personal harm
as he realized what was happening. Sone of us killed to stay alive, sone of us just fled, sone of
us nmade fools out of ourselves. . . Bonny went wild, no doubt; she let herself go. And she's that
same person now, she would do it again, perhaps has done it again. And she is perfectly aware of
t hat .

Agai n he wondered who the father was.

Sormeday | am going to ask her point blank, he decided. Perhaps she doesn't even know, it
is all a blur to her, that tinme in our lives. Those horrible days. O was it horrible for her?
Maybe it was |ovely; she could kick the traces, do what she wanted wi thout fear because she
believed, we all did, _that none of us would survive_.

Bonny made the nost of it, he realized, as she always does; she makes the nost out of life
in every contingency. | wish | were the sane . . . he felt envious, as he watched her nove from
the roomtoward her child. The pretty, trimwoman; she was as attractive now as she had been ten
years ago--the damage, the inpersonal change that had descended on themand their lives, did not
seemto have touched her

The grasshopper who fiddled. That was Bonny. In the darkness of the war, with its
destruction, its infinite sporting of life fornms, Bonny fiddl ed on, scraping out her tune of joy
and ent husi asm and | ack of care; she could not be persuaded, even by reality, to becomne
reasonabl e. The lucky ones: people |ike Bonny, who are stronger than the forces of change and
decay. That's what she has el uded-- the forces of decay which have set in. The roof fell on us,
but not on Bonny.

He remenbered a cartoon in _Punch_--

Interrupting his thoughts, Bonny said, "Doctor, have you net the new teacher, Hal Barnes?"

"No," he said. "Not yet. | saw himat a distance only."
"You' d like him He wants to play the cello, except of course he has no cello."” She
| aughed merrily, her eyes dancing with pure life. "Isn't that pathetic?”

“"Very," he agreed.
“I'sn't that all of us?" she said. "Qur cellos are gone. And what does that |eave? You tel

"Christ," Stockstill said, "I don't know, | haven't the foggiest idea."

Bonny, |aughing, said, "Ch, you're so earnest."”

"She says that to nme, too," Ceorge Keller said, with a faint smle. "My wife sees mankind
as a race of dungbeetles |aboring away. Naturally, she does not include herself."

"She shouldn't," Stockstill said. "I hope she never does."

George glanced at himsourly, then shrugged.

She mi ght change, Stockstill thought, if she understood about her daughter. That m ght do
it. It would take sonmething |ike that, sone odd bl ow unprecedented and unantici pated. She m ght
even kill herself; the joy, the vitality, mght switch to its utter opposite.

"Kellers," he said aloud, "introduce ne to the new teacher one day soon. I'd like to neet

an ex-cello player. Maybe we can nake hi m sonet hing out of a washtub strung with baling wire. He
could play it with--"

"Wth horsetail,"” Bonny said practically. "The bow we can make; that part is easy. What we
need is a big resonating chanber, to produce the low notes. | wonder if we can find an ol d cedar
chest. That might do. It would have to be wood, certainly."”

George said, "A barrel, cut in half."

They | aughed at that; Edie Keller, joining them |aughed, too, although she had not heard
what her father--or rather, Stockstill thought, her nother's husband--had said.

"Maybe we can find sonething washed up on the beach," George said. "I notice that a | ot of
wooden debris shows up, especially after storns. Wecks of old Chinese ships, no doubt, fromyears
ago. "

Cheerfully, they departed from Doctor Stockstill's office; he stood watching them go, the
little girl between them The three of them he thought. O rather, the four, if the invisible but
real presence within the girl was counted.
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Deep in thought he shut the door.
It could be nmy child, he thought. But it isn't, because seven years ago Bonny was up in
West Marin here and | was at mnmy office in Berkeley. But if | had been near her that day--

Who was up here then? he asked hinself. Wen the bonbs fell . . . who of us could have
been with her that day? He felt a peculiar feeling toward the man, whoever he was. | wonder how he
woul d feel, Stockstill thought, if he knew about his child . . . about his _children_. Maybe
soneday |'lIl run into him | can't bring nyself to tell Bonny, but perhaps | will tell him
X

At the Foresters' Hall, the people of West Marin sat discussing the illness of the man in

the satellite. Agitated, they interrupted one another in their eagerness to speak. The reading
from _O Human Bondage_ had begun, but no one in the roomwanted to listen; they were al

murmuring grimfaced, all of themalarned, as June Raub was, to realize what woul d happen to them
if the disc jockey were to die.

"He can't really be that sick,"” Cas Stone, the |argest | and-owner in West Marin,
exclaimed. "I never told anybody this, but listen; |I've got a really good doctor, a specialist in
heart di seases, down in San Rafael. I'll get himto a transmitter sonewhere and he can tel
Dangerfield what's the matter with him And he can cure him"

"But he's got no nmedicines up there," old Ms. Lully, the nost ancient person in the
comunity, said. "I heard himsay once that his departed wife used themall up."

"I've got quinidine," the pharnmaci st spoke up. "That's probably exactly what he needs. But
there's no way to get it up to him"

Earl Col vig, who headed the West Marin Police, said, "I understand that the Army people at
Cheyenne are going to nmake another try to reach himlater this year."

"Take your quinidine to Cheyenne," Cas Stone said to the pharmacist.

"To Cheyenne?" the pharnaci st quavered. "There aren't any through roads over the Sierras
any nore. 1'd never get there.”

In as calma voice as possible, June Raub said, "Perhaps he isn't actually ill; perhaps
it's only hypochondria, frombeing isolated and alone up there all these years. Sonething about
the way he detailed each synptom made ne suspect that." However, hardly anyone heard her. The
three representatives from Bolinas, she noticed, had gone quietly over beside the radio and were
stooping down to listen to the reading. "Maybe he won't die," she said, half to herself.

At that, the glasses nman gl anced up at her. She saw on his face an expression of shock and
nunbness, as if the realization that the nman in the satellite mght be sick and woul d die was too
much for him The illness of his own daughter, she thought, had not affected him so.

A silence fell over the people in the furthest part of the Hall, and June Raub | ooked to
see what had happened.

At the door, a gleamng platformof nachinery had rolled nto sight Hoppy Harrington had
arrived.

"Hoppy, you know what?" Cas Stone called. "Dangerfield said he's got sonething wong with
him naybe his heart."

They all became silent, waiting for the phoconelus to speak

Hoppy rolled past themand up to the radio; he halted his 'nobile, sent one of his nmanual
extensions over to delicately diddle at the tuning knob. The three representati ves from Bol i nas
respectfully stood aside. Static rose, then faded, and the voice of Walt Dangerfield cane in clear
and strong. The reading was still in progress, and Hoppy, in the center of his nachinery, |istened
intently. 'He, and the others in the room continued to listen w thout speaking until at last the
sound faded out as the satellite passed beyond the range of reception. Then, once again, there was
only the static.

Al of a sudden, in a voice exactly |ike Dangerfield' s, the phoconelus said, "Wll, mnmy
dear friends, what'll we have next to entertain us?"

This tinme the imtation was so perfect that several people in the roomgasped. Ohers
cl apped, and Hoppy smiled. "How about sone nore of that juggling?" the pharnacist called. "I like
that."

"'"Juggling,'" the phoconelus said, this tine exactly in the pharnacist's quavering, prissy
voice. " 'l like that.'

"No," Cas Stone said, "I want to hear himdo Dangerfield; do sone nore of that, Hoppy.
Conme on."

The phoconel us spun his 'nobile around so that he faced the audience. "Hoode hoode hoo,"
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he chuckled in the | ow, easy-going tones which they all knew so well. June Raub caught her breath;
it was eerie, the phoce's ability to mimc. It always disconcerted her . . . if she shut her eyes
she could inmagine that it actually was Dangerfield still talking, still in contact with them She
did so, deliberately pretending to herself. He's not sick, he's not dying, she told herself;
listen to him As if in answer to her own thoughts, the friendly voice was nmurnuring, "l've got a
little pain here in ny chest, but it doesn't amount to a thing; don't worry about it, friends.
Upset stomach, nost |ikely. Over-indul gence. And what do we take for that? Does anybody out there
r enenmber ?"

A man in the audi ence shouted, "I renenber: alkalize with Al ka Seltzer!"

"Hoode hoode hoo," the warm voice chuckled. "That's right. Good for you. Now |l et nme give
you a tip on howto store gladiola bulbs all through the winter without fear of annoying pests.
Sinply wap themin alumnumfoil."

Peopl e in the room cl apped, and June Raub heard sonmeone cl ose by her say, "That's exactly

what Dangerfield would have said." It was the gl asses man from Bol i nas. She opened her eyes and
saw the expression on his face. | nmust have | ooked Iike that, she realized, that night when
first heard Hoppy imtating him

"And now, " Hoppy continued, still in Dangerfield' s voice, "I'll performa few feats of
skill that I've been working on. | think you'll all get a bang out of this, dear friends. Just
wat ch. "

El don Bl ai ne, the glasses man from Bolinas, saw the phoconelus place a coin on the fl oor
several feet fromhis 'nobile. The extensions w thdrew, and Hoppy, still nurnuring in
Dangerfield s voice, concentrated on the coin until all at once, with a clatter, it slid across
the floor toward him The people in the Hall clapped. Flushing with pleasure, the phoconel us
nodded to them and then once nore set the coin down away fromhim this time farther than before

Magi ¢, El don thought. What Pat said; the phoces can do that in conpensation for not having
been born with arns or legs, it's nature's way of hel ping themsurvive. Again the coin slid toward
the 'nobil e and again the people in the Foresters' Hall appl auded.

To Ms. Raub, Eldon said, "He does this every night?"

"No," she answered. "He does various tricks; |'ve never seen this one before, but of
course |I'mnot always here--1 have so much to do, helping to keep our comunity functioning. It's
remar kable, isn't it?"

Action at a distance, Eldon realized. Yes, it is remarkable. _And we nust have him, he
said to hinself. No doubt of it now For when Walt Dangerfield dies--and it is becom ng obvious
that he will, soon--we would have this nmenory of him this reconstruction, enbodied in this phoce.
Li ke a phonograph record, to be played back forever

"Does he frighten you?" June Raub asked.

"No, " Eldon said. "Should he?"

"I don't know," she said in a thoughtful voice.

"Has he ever transnmitted to the satellite?" Eldon asked. "A lot of other handl es have. Gdd
he hasn't, with his ability."

June Raub said, "He intended to. Last year he started building a transmtter; he's been
working on it off and on, but evidently nothing cane of it. He tries all sorts of projects
he's al ways busy. You can see the tower. Cone outside a minute and |I'Il show you."

He followed her to the door of the Foresters' Hall. Together, they stood outside in the
darkness until they were able to see. Yes, there it was, a peculiar, crooked mast, rising up into
the night sky but then brealdng off abruptly.

"That's his house,” June Raub said. "It's on his roof. And he did it without any help from
us; he can anplify the inpulses fromhis brain into what he calls his servo-assists, and that way
he's quite strong, nmuch nore so than any unfunny nan." She was silent a nonent "We all adnmire him
He's done a lot for us."

"Yes," Eldon said.

"You cane here to nap himaway fromus," June Raub said quietly. "Didn't you?"

Startled, he protested, "No, Ms. Raub--honest, we cane to listen to the satellite; you
know t hat . "

“It's been tried before," Ms. Raub said. "You can't nap himbecause he won't let you. He
doesn't |ike your comunity down there; he knows about your ordi nance. W have no such
discrimnation up here and he's grateful for that, He's very sensitive about hinself."

Di sconcerted, Eldon Bl aine noved away fromthe woman, back toward the door of the Hall.

"Wait," Ms. Raub said. "You don't have to worry: | won't say anything to anyone. | don't
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bl ame you for seeing himand wanting himfor your own comunity. You know, he wasn't born here in
West Marin. One day, about three years ago, he cane rolling into town on his 'nobile, not this one
but the ol der one the Governnment built before the Energency. He had rolled all the way up from San
Franci sco, he told us. He wanted to find a place where he could settle down, and no one had given
himthat, up until us."

"Ckay," Eldon nmurrmured. "I understand."

"Everyt hi ng nowadays can be napped,” Ms. Raub said. "All it take is sufficient force. |
saw your police-cart parked down the road, and | know that the two nen with you are on your police

force. But floppy does what he wants. | think if you tried to coerce himhe'd kill you it wouldn't
be nuch trouble for himand he wouldn't mnd."

After a pause El don said, "I|--appreciate your candor."

Toget her, silently, they re-entered the Foresters' Hall

Al eyes were on Hoppy Harrington, who was still imrersed in his imtation of Dangerfield.

it seems to go away when | eat," the phocomel us was saying, "And that makes me think it's
an ulcer, not ny heart. So if any doctors are listening and they have access to a transnitter--"

A man in the audience interrupted, "I'mgoing to get hold of ny doctor in San Rafael; I'm
not kidding when | say that. W can't have another dead man circling around and around the Earth."
It was the same man who had spoken before; he sounded even nore earnest now "O if as Ms. Rab
says it's just in his mind, couldn't we get Doc Stockstill to help hin®"

El don Bl ai ne t hought, But Hoppy was not here in the Hall when Dangerfield said those
words. How can he m m c sonething he did not hear?

And then he understood. It was obvious. The phoconelus had a radio receiver at his house;
before coming to the Foresters' Hall he had sat by hinself in his house, listening to the
satellite. That nmeant there were two_ functioning radios in Wst Marin, conpared to none at al
in Bolinas. Eldon felt rage and despair. W have nothing, he realized. And these people here have
everything, even an extra, private radio set, for just one person al one.

It's like before the war, he thought blindly. They're living as good as then. _It isn't
fair_.

Turni ng, he plunged back out of the Hall, into the night darkness. No one noticed him
they did not care. They were far too busy argui ng about Dangerfield and his health to pay
attention to anything el se.

Coming up the road, carrying a kerosene |lantern, three figures confronted him a tall
ski nny man, a young worman wi th dank red hair, and between thema small girl.

"I's the readi ng over?" the wonan asked. "Are we too | ate?"

"I don't know," Eldon said, and continued on past them

"Ch, we mssedit," the little girl was clanoring. "I told you we should have hurried!"

“"Well, we'll go on inside anyhow," the man told her, and then their voices faded away as
El don Bl ai ne, despairing, continued on into the darkness, away fromthe sounds and presence of
ot her people, of the wealthy Wst Mariners who had so nuch.

Hoppy Harrington, doing his imtation of Dangerfield, glanced up to see the Kellers, with
their little girl, enter the roomand take seats in the rear. About time, he said to hinself, glad
of a greater audience. But then he felt nervous, because the little girl was scrutinizing him
There was sonmething in the way she | ooked at himthat upset him it had always been so, about
Edie. He did not like it, and he ceased suddenly.

"CGo ahead, Hoppy," Cas Stone call ed.

"Go on," other voices chimed in.

"Do that one about Kool Aid," a worman called. "Sing that, the little tune the Kool Aid
twins sing; you know. "

"'Kool Aid, Kool Aid, can't wait,'" Hoppy sang, but once nore he stopped. "l guess that's
enough for tonight," he said.

The room became silent.

"My brother,” the little Keller girl spoke up, "he says that M. Dangerfield is sonewhere
inthis room"

Hoppy | aughed. "That's right," he said excitedly.

"Has he done the reading?" Edie Keller asked.

"Ch yeah, the reading's over," Earl Colvig said, "but we weren't listening to that; we're
listening to floppy and watchi ng what he does. He did a lot of funny things tonight, didn't you,
Hoppy ?"

"Show the little girl that with the coin,” June Raub said. "I think she'd enjoy that."
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"Yes, do that again," the pharmacist called fromhis seat. "That was good; we'd all Iike
to see that again, I'msure,” In his eagerness to watch he rose to his feet, forgetting the people
behi nd him

"My brother," Edie said quietly, "wants to hear the reading. That's what he cane for. He
doesn't care about anything with a coin."

"Be still," Bonny said to her.

Brot her, Hoppy thought. She doesn't have any brother. He | aughed out |oud at that, and
several people in the audience automatically smiled. "Your brother?" he said, wheeling his 'nobile

toward the child. "Your _brother? " He halted the 'nobile directly before her, still laughing. "I
can do the reading," he said. "I can be Philip and MIdred and everybody in the book; | can be
Dangerfiel d--sonetines | actually am | was tonight and that's why your brother thinks
Dangerfield s in the room Wat it is, it's ne." He | ooked around at the people. "Isn't that

right, folks? Isn't it actually Hoppy?"

"That's right, Hoppy," Cas Stone agreed, nodding. The others nodded, too, all of them or
at | east nost of them

"Christ sake, Hoppy," Bonny Keller said severely. "Calmdown or you'll shake yourself
right off your cart." She eyed himin her stem dom neering way and he felt hinself recede; he drew
back in spite of hinmself. "Wat's been going on here?" Bonny demanded.

Fred Quinn, the pharmacist, said, "Wy, floppy's been initating Walt Dangerfield so wel
you'd think it was him"

The ot hers nodded, chiming in with their agreement.

"You have no brother, Edie," Hoppy said to the little girl. "Why do you say your brother
wants to hear the readi ng when you have no brother?" He | aughed and | aughed, The girl renai ned
silent. "Can | see hin?" he asked. "Can | talk to hin? Let ne hear himtalk and--1'Il do an
imtation of him" Now he was | aughing so hard that he could barely see; tears filled his eyes and
he had to wi pe them away wi th an extensor

"That'll be quite an imtation," Cas Stone said.

"Like to hear that,"” Earl Colvig said. "Do that, Hoppy."

“"I"lIl do it," Hoppy said, "as soon as he says sonmething to nme." He sat in the center of
his "mobile, waiting. "I'" mwaiting," he said.

"That's enough," Bonny Keller said. "Leave ny child alone." Her cheeks were red with
anger .

To Edie, ignoring the child' s nother, Hoppy said, "Were is he? Tell nme where--is he
near by?"

"Lean down," Edie said. "Toward ne. And he'll speak to you." Her face, |ike her nother's,
was grim

Hoppy | eaned toward her, cocking his head on one side, in a nock-serious gesture of
attention.

A voi ce, speaking frominside him as if it were a part of the interior world, said, "How
did you fix that record changer? How did you really_do that?"

Hoppy screaned.

Everyone was staring at him white-faced; they were on their feet, now, all of themrigid.

"I heard Ji m Fergesson," Hoppy said.

The girl regarded himcalmy. "Do you want to hear ny brother say nore, M. Harrington?
Say some nore words to him Bill; he wants you to say nore."

And, in Hoppy's interior world, the voice said, "It |ooked like you healed it. It | ooked
Iike instead of replacing that broken spring--"

Hoppy wheel ed his cart wildly, spun up the aisle to the far end of the room wheel ed again
and sat panting, a long way fromthe Keller girl; his heart pounded and he stared at her. She
returned his stare silently, but noww th the faint trace of a snmile on her |ips.

"You heard my brother, didn't you?" she said.

"Yes," Hoppy said. "Yes | did."

"And you know where he is."

"Yes." He nodded. "Don't do it again. Please. | won't do any nore imtations if you don't
want me to; okay?" He | ooked pleadingly at her, but there was no response there, no pronmise. "I'm
sorry," he said to her. "I believe you now. "

"Good lord," Bonny said softly. She turned toward her husband, as if questioning him
George shook his head but did not answer.

Slowy and steadily the child said, "You can see himtoo, if you want, M. Harrington
Wul d you like to see what he | ooks |ike?"

"No," he said. "I don't want to."
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"Did he scare you?" Now the child was openly sniling at him but her snile was enpty and
cold. "He paid you back because you were picking on ne. It nade himangry, so he did that."

Com ng up beside floppy, George Keller said, "What happened, Hop?"

"Not hi ng," he said shortly.

Scared ne, he thought. Fooled nme, by imtating Ji mFergesson; he took ne conpletely in, |
really thought it was Jimagain. Edie was conceived the day Ji m Fergesson died; | know because
Bonny told nme once, and | think her brother was conceived sinmultaneously. But--it's not true; it
wasn't Jim It was--an _imitation_.

"You see," the child said, "Bill does imtations, too.

"Yes." He nodded, trenbling. "Yes, he does."

"They're good." Edie's dark eyes sparkl ed.

"Yes, very good," Hoppy said. As good as mne, he thought. Maybe better than mne. |
better be careful of him he thought, of her brother Bill; | better stay away. | really learned ny
| esson.

It could have been Fergesson, he realized, in there. Reborn, what they call reincarnation
the bonb mi ght have done it sonmehow in a way | don't understand. Then it's not an imtation and |

was right the first tine, but how!ll | know? He won't tell me; he hates ne, | guess because | nade
fun of his sister Edie. That was a mistake; | shouldn't have done that.

"Hoode hoode hoo," he said, and a few people turned his way; he got some attention, here
and there in the room "Wll, this is your old pal," he said. But his heart wasn't init; his

voi ce shook. He grinned at them but no one grinned back. "Maybe we can pick up the reading a
little while nore,” he said. "Edie's brother wants to listen to it." Sending out an extensor, he
turned up the volunme of the radio, tuned the dial

You can have what you want, he thought to hinmself. The reading or anything el se. How | ong
have you been in there? Only seven years? It seens nore |ike forever. As if--you' ve always
existed. It had been a terribly old, w zened, white thing that had spoken to him Sonething hard

and small, floating. Lips overgrown with downy hair that hung trailing, streamers of it, w spy and
dry. | bet it was Fergesson, he said to hinmself; it _felt_Iike him He's in there, inside that
chi I d.

| wonder. Can he get out?

Edie Keller said to her brother, "What did you do to scare himlike you did? He was really

scared. "

Fromw thin her the faniliar voice said, "I was someone he used to know, a long tine ago
Soneone dead."

"Ch," she said, "so that's it. | thought it was sonething like that." She was anused. "Are
you going to do any nore to hinP"

“If I don't like him" Bill said, "I may do nore to him a lot of different things,
maybe. "

"How di d you know about the dead person?”

"Ch," Bill said, "because-you know why. Because |'m dead, too.
i nsi de her stonmach; she felt himquiver

“"No you're not," she said. "You're as alive as | am so don't say that; it isn't right."
It frightened her.

Bill said, "I was just pretending; I'msorry. | wish | could have seen his face. How did
it |ook?"

"AMul ," Edie said, "when you said that. It turned all inward, like a frog's. But you
woul dn't know what a frog | ooks |ike either; you don't know what anything |ooks |ike, so there's
no use trying to tell you."

He chuckl ed, deep down

"I wish | could cone out," Bill said plaintively. "I wish | could be born |ike everybody
else. Can't | be born later on?"

"Doctor Stockstill said you couldn't."

"Then can't he make it so | could be? | thought you said--"

"I was wong," Edie said. "I though he could cut alittle round hole and that would do it,

but he said no."
Her brother, deep within her, was silent, then

"Don't feel bad," Edie said. "I'll keep on telling you how things are." She wanted to
console him she said, "I'll never do again like | did that tine when | was nad at you, when
stopped telling you about what's outside; | promse.”

"Maybe | could _rmake_Doctor Stockstill let nme out,” Bill said.
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"“Can you do that? You can't."
"I canif | want."
"No," she said. "You're lying; you can't do anything but sleep and talk to the dead and

maybe do imtations like you did. That isn't much; | can practically do that nyself, and a | ot
nore."

There was no response fromwi thin.

"Bill," she said, "you know what? Well, now two peopl e know about you--Hoppy Harrington
does and Doctor Stockstill does. And you used to say nobody woul d ever find out about you, so
you're not so smart. | don't think you're very smart."

Wthin her, Bill slept.

“I'f you did anything bad," she said, "I could swallow sonething that woul d poi son you

Isn't that so? So you better behave."
She felt nmore and nore afraid of hinm she was talking to herself, trying to bol ster her
confidence. Maybe it would be a good thing if you did die, she thought. Only then |I'd have to

carry you around still, and it--wouldn't be pleasant; | wouldn't |ike that.

She shudder ed.

"Don't worry about nme," Bill said suddenly. He had become awake again or maybe he had
never been asleep at all; maybe he had just been pretending. "I know a |ot of things; | can take
care of nyself. 1'Il protect you, too. You better be glad about ne because | can--well, you
woul dn't understand. You know | can | ook at everyone who's dead, like the man | initated. Well,
there're a whole ot of them trillions and trillions of themand they're all different. Wen I'm
asleep | hear themnuttering. They're still all around.™

"Around where?" she asked.

"Underneath us," Bill said. "Down in the ground."

"Brrr," she said.

Bill laughed. "It's true. And we're going to be there, too. And so is Mommy and Daddy and
everybody el se. Everybody and everything's there, including animls. That dog's al nbst there, that
one that talks. Not there yet, naybe; but it's the sane. You'll see.”

"I don't want to see," she said. "I want to listen to the reading; you be quiet so | can
listen. Don't you want to listen, too? You always say you like it."

"He'll be there soon, too," Bill said. "The man who does the reading up in the satellite.”

"No," she said. "I don't believe that; are you sure?"

"Yes," her brother said. "Pretty sure. And even before him-do you know who the ' gl asses
man' is? You don't, but he'll be there very soon, in just a few mnutes. And then later on--" He
broke off. "I won't say."

"No," she agreed. "Don't say, please. | don't want to hear."

Guided by the tall, crooked nmast of Hoppy's transnmitter, Eldon Blaine made his way toward
t he phoconel us' house. It's now or never, he realized. | have only a little tine. No one stopped
him they were all at the Hall, including the phoconelus himself. 1'll get that radio and nap it,

El don said to hinself. If | can't get himat least | can return to Bolinas with sonething. The
transmtter was now cl ose ahead; he felt the presence of Hoppy's construction--and then all at

once he was stunbling over sonething. He fell, floundered with his arms out. The remains of a
fence, |ow to the ground.
Now he saw t he house itself, or what remmined of it. Foundations and one wall, and in the

center a patchedtogether cube, a room made out of debris, protected fromrain by tar paper. The
mast, secured by heavy guy wires, rose directly behind a little nmetal chimey.

The transmtter was on.

He heard the hum even before be saw t he gaseous blue light of its tubes. And fromthe
crack under the door of the tar-paper cube nore |ight streaned out. He found the knob, paused, and
then quickly turned it; the door swung open with no resistance, alnost as if sonething inside were
expecting him

A friendly, intimte voice nmurrmured, and El don Bl ai né gl anced around, chilled, expecting
to see--incredibly--the phoconelus. But the voice cane froma radi o nounted on a work bench on
which lay tools and neters and repair parts in utter disorder. Dangerfield, still speaking, even
though the satellite surely had passed on. Contact with the satellite such as no one el se had
achi eved, he realized. They even have that, up here in Wst Marin. But why was the big transmitter
on? \Wat was it doing? He began to | ook hastily around. . . .

Fromthe radio the low, intimate voice suddenly changed; it became harsher, sharper
"d asses nman," it said, "what are you doing in ny house?" It was the voice of Hoppy Harrington
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and El don stood bewi | dered, rubbing his head nunbly, trying to understand and knowi ng on a deep
instinctive level that he did not--and never really woul d.

"Hoppy," he managed to say. "Were are you?"

"I"'mhere,"” the voice fromthe radio said. "I'mcomng closer. Wit where you are, gl asses
man." The door of the room opened and Hoppy Harrington, aboard his phoconpbile, his eyes sharp and
bl azi ng, confronted El don. "Wl come to ny honme," Hoppy said caustically, and his voice now issued
fromhimand fromthe speaker of the radio both. "Did you think you had the satellite, there on
that set?" One of his manual extensions reached out, and the radio was shut off. "Maybe you did,
or maybe you will, sonmeday. Well, glasses man, speak up. Wat do you want here?"

El don said, "Let ne go. | don't want anything; | was just |ooking around.”

"Do you want the radio, is that it?" Hoppy said in an expressi onl ess voice. He seened
resigned, not surprised in the |east.

El don said, "Why is your transnmitter on?"

"Because |'mtransnmitting to the satellite."

"I'f you'll let me go," Eldon said, "I'Il give you all the glasses |I have. And they
represent nmonths of scavenging all over Northern California."

"You don't have any glasses this tine," the phoconelus said. "I don't see your briefcase,
anyhow. But you can go, though, as far as Fm concerned; you haven't done anything wong, here.
didn't give you the chance," He laughed in his brisk, stanmering way.

El don said, "Are you going to try to bring down the satellite?"

The phoconel us stared at him

"You are,"” Eldon said. "Wth that transnmitter you' re going to set off that final stage
that never fired; you'll nmake it act as a retro-rocket and then it'll fall back into the
at nrosphere and eventual |y cone down."

“I couldn't do that," floppy said, finally. "Even if | wanted to."

"You can affect things at a distance."

“I"1l tell you what |'m doing, glasses man." Wheeling his 'nmobile past Eldon, the
phoconel us sent an extension thrusting out to pick up an object fromhis work bench. "Do you
recognize this? It's a reel of recording tape. It will be transnmitted to the satellite at
tremendously high speed, so that hours of information are conveyed in a few nonments. And at the
sane tine, all the nessages which the sateffite has been receiving during its transit will be
broadcast down to me the same way, at ultra high speed This is how it was designed to work
originally, glasses man. Before the Energency, before the nonitoring equi prent down here was
| ost. "

El don Bl ai ne | ooked at the radio on the work bench and then he stole a glance at the door
The phoconobil e had noved so that the door was no | onger blocked. He wondered if he could do it,
if he had a chance.

"I can transmit to a distance of three hundred miles," Hoppy was saying. "I could reach
receivers up and down Northern California, but that's all, by transmitting direct. But by sending
my nessages to the satellite to be recorded and then played back again and again as it noves on--"

"You can reach the entire world," Eldon said.

"That's right," Hoppy said. "There's the necessary mae chinery aboard; it'll obey all
sorts of instructions fromthe ground."

"And then you'll be Dangerfield," Eldon said.

The phoconel us sniled and stanmered, "And no one will know the difference. | can pull if
of f; Fve got everything worked out. What's the alternative. Silence. The satellite will fal
silent any day, now. And then the one voice that unifies the world will be gone and the world will
decay. |I'mready to cut Dangerfield off any noment, now. As soon as |'mpositive that he's really
going to cease."

"Does he know about you?"

"No, " Hoppy said.

"I"1l tell you what | think," Eldon said. "I think Dangerfield s been dead for a |ong
time, and it's actually been you we've been listening to." As he spoke he noved closer to the
radio on the work bench.

"That's not so," the phoconelus said, in a steady voice. He went on, then, "But ft won't
be long, now It's amazing he's survived such conditions; the nmlitary people did a good job in
selecting him"

El don Bl ai ne swept up the radio in his arns and ran toward the door

Ast oni shed, the phoconel us gaped at him El don saw the expression on Hoppy's face and then
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be was outside, running through the darkness toward the parked police cart. | distracted him
El don said to hinself. The poor dammn phoce had no idea what | was going to do. Al that talk--
what did it nean? Nothing. Delusions of grandeur; he wants to sit down here and talk to the entire
world, receive the entire world, make it his audience . . . but no one can do that except
Dangerfiel d; no one can work the nmachinery in the satellite fromdown here. The phoce woul d have
to be inside it, up there, and it's inpossible to--

Sonet hi ng caught him by the back of the neck

How? El don Bl ai ne asked hinself as he pitched face-forward, still clutching the radio.
He's back there in the house and I'mout here. Action at a distance . . . he has hold of ne. Ws
wong? Can he really reach out so far?

The thing that had hold of himby the neck squeezed.

Xl

Pi cking up the first m nmeographed sheet of the West Marin News & Views , the little tw ce-
nmont hl y newspaper which he put out, Paul Dietz scrutinized critically the lead item which he had
witten hinself.

BOLI NAS MAN DI ES OF BROKEN NECK

Four days ago El don Bl aine, a glasses nman from Bol i nas,
California, visiting this part of the country on

busi ness, was found by the side of the road with his
neck broken and marks indicating violence by soneone
unknown. Earl Colvig, Chief of the Wst Mrin Police,
has begun an extensive investigation and is talking to
various peopl e who saw Bl ai ne that night.

Such was the itemin its entirety, and Diets, reading it, felt deep satisfaction; he had a
good lead for this edition of his paper--a |ot of people would be interested, and naybe for the
next edition he could get a few nore ads. His main source of incone came fromAndy G 11, who
al ways advertised his tobacco and liquor, and from Fred Quinn, the pharmacist, and of course he
had several classifleds. But it was not like the old days.

O course the thing he had left Qut of his itemwas the fact that the Boi hias gl asses man
was in West Marin for no good purpose; everyone knew that. There had even been specul ati on that he
had conme to nap their handy. But since that was nere conjecture, it could not be printed.

He turned to the next itemin terms of inportance.

DANGERFI ELD SAI D TO BE Al LI NG

Persons attending the nightly broadcasts fromthe
satellite report that Walt Dangerfield declared the other
day that he "was sick, possibly with an ul cerous or
coronary condition," and needed nedical attention. Mich
concern was exhibited by the persons at the Foresters
Hall, it was further reported. M. Cas Stone, who
informed the News & Views of this, stated that as a

| ast resort his personal specialist in San Rafael would
be consulted, and it was di scussed wi thout a decision
bei ng reached that Fred Qui nn, owner of the Point

Reyes Pharmacy, mght journey to Arny Headquarters

at Cheyenne to offer drugs for Dangerfield s use.

The rest of the paper consisted of |local itens of |esser interest; who had dined with
whom who had visited what nearby town . . . he glanced briefly at them nade sure that the ads
were printed perfectly, and then began to run off further sheets.

And then, of course, there were itens nissing fromthe paper, itens which could never be
put into print. Hoppy Harrington terrified by seven-year-old child, for instance. D etz chuckl ed,
thinking of the reports he had received about the phoce's fright, his fit right out in public.
M's. Bonny Keller having another affair, this time with the new school teacher, Hal Barnes
that woul d have made a swell item Jack Tree, |ocal sheep rancher, accuses unnanmed persons (for
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the millionth tinme) of stealing his sheep. Wat else? Let's see, he thought. Fanpus tobacco
expert, Andrew G IIl, visited by unknown city person, probably having to do with a nerger of Gll's
tobacco and |iquor business and sone huge city syndicate as yet unknown. At that, he frowned. If
G Il noved fromthe area, the News & Views_ would lose its npbst constant ad; that was not good at
all.

Maybe | ought to print that, he thought. Stir up local feeling against GIl for whatever

it is he's doing. Foreign influences felt in |ocal tobacco business . . . | could phrase it that
way. CQutside persons of questionable origin seen in area. That sort of talk. It mght dissuade
Gll; after all, he's a newconer--he's sensitive. He's only been here since the Energency. He's

not really one of us.

Who was this sinister figure seen talking to GII1? Everyone in town was curious. No one
liked it. Some said he was a Negro; sone thought it was radiation buns--a war-darky, as they were
cal | ed.

Maybe what happened to that Bolinas glasses nan will happen to him Diets conjectured.
Because there's too nany people here won't don't |ike outside foreign influences; it's dangerous
to cone around here and neddl e.

The El don Blaine killing rem nded him naturally, of the Austurias one. . . although the
| atter had been done legally, out in the open, by the CGtizens' Council and Jury. Still, there was
in essence little difference; both were legitimate expressions of the town's sentinents. As woul d
be the sudden di sappearance fromthis world of the Negro or wardarky or whatever he was who now
hung around GI11-- and it was always possible that some retaliation mght be taken out on GIl| as
wel | .

But G Il had powerful friends; for instance, the Kellers. And many people were dependent
on his cigarettes and liquor; both Oion Stnoud and Gas Stone bought from himin huge quantity. So
probably GII was safe.

But not the darky, Dietz realized. | wouldn't like to be in his shoes. He's fromthe city
and he doesn't realize the depth of feeling in a small community. We have integrity, here, and we
don't intend to see it violated.

Maybe he'll have to learn the hard way. Maybe we'll have to see one nore killing. A darky-
killing. And in some ways that's the best Kkind.

@ iding down the center street of Point Reyes, Hoppy Harrington sat bolt-upright in the
center of his 'nobile as he saw a dark man famliar to him It was a man he had known years ago,
worked with at Modern TV Sales & Service; it |ooked like Stuart MConchie.

But then the phoce realized that it was another of Bill's imtations.

He felt terror, to think of the power of the creature inside Edie Keller; it could do
this, in broad daylight, and what did he hinself have to counter it? As with the voice of Jim
Fergesson the other night he had been taken in; it had fooled him despite his own enornous
abffities. | don't know what to do, he said to hinmself frantically; he kept gliding on, toward the
dark figure. It did not vanish.

Maybe, he thought, Bill knows | did that to the glasses nman. Maybe he's payi ng nme back
Children do things |like that.

Turning his cart down a side street he picked up speed, escaping fromthe vicinity of the
imtation of Stuart MConchie.

"Hey," a voice said warningly.

@ anci ng about, Hoppy di scovered that he had al nost run over Doctor Stockstill. Chagrined,
he slowed his "nobile to a halt. "Sorry." He eyed the doctor narrowy, then, thinking that here
was a man he had known in the old days, before the Energency; Stockstill had been a psychiatri st

with an office in Berkel ey, and Happy had seen himnow and t hen al ong Shattuck Avenue. Wiy was he
here? How had he happened to deci de on West Marin, as Happy had? Was it only coinci dence?

And then the phoconel us thought, Maybe Stockstill is a perpetual imtation, brought into
exi stence the day the first bonmb fell on the Bay Area; that was the day Bill was conceived, wasn't
it?

That Bonny Keller, he thought; it all emanates fromher. Al the trouble in the comunity

the Austurias situation, which al nost wecked us, divided us into two hostile canps. She saw
to it that Austurias was killed, and actually it should have been that degenerate, that Jack Tree
up there with his sheep; he's the one who should have been shot, not the former school teacher

That was a good man, a kindly person, the phoce thought, thinking of M. Austurias. And
hardl y anyone--except me-- supported himopenly at his so-called trial

To the phoce, Doctor Stockstill said tartly, "Be nore careful with that 'nobile of yours,
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Hoppy. As a personal favor to ne."
"I said | was sorry," Hoppy answered.
What are you afraid of ?" the doctor said.

"Not hi ng," Hoppy said. "I"'mafraid of nothing in the entire world." And then he renenbered
the incident at the Foresters' Hall, how he had behaved. And it was all over town; Doctor
Stockstill knew about it even though he had not been present. "I have a phobia," he adnitted, on
i mpul se. "Is that in your line, or have you given that up? It has to do with being trapped. | was
trapped once in a basenent, the day the first bonb fell. It saved ny life, but--" he shrugged.

Stockstill said, "I see.™

"Have you ever examned the little Keller girl?" Hoppy said.

"Yes," Stockstill said.

Wth acuity, Happy said, "Then you know. There's not just one child but two. They're
conbi ned sonmehow; you probably know exactly how, but | don't--and | don't care. That's a funny
person, that child, or rather she and her brother; isn't that so?" H's bitterness spilled out.
"They don't look funny. So they get by. People just go on externals, don't they? Haven't you
di scovered that in your practice?"

Stockstill said, "By and large, yes."

"l heard," Happy said, "that according to State law, all funny nminors, all children who
are in any way funny, either feral or not, have to be turned aver to Sacranmento, to the
authorities.”

There was no response fromthe doctor; Stockstill eyed himsilently.

"You're aiding the Kellers in breaking the | aw, " Happy said.

After a pause, Stockstill said, "Wiat do you want, Happy?" H's voice was | ow and steady.

"N-not hi ng," Hoppy stammered. "Just justice, | nean; | want to see the | aw obeyed. |s that
wong? | keep the law. I'mregistered with the U. S. Eugenics Service as a--" He choked on the
word. "As a biological sport. That's a dreadful thing to do, but | doit; | conply."

"Hoppy," the doctor said quietly, "what did you do to the glasses man from Bol i nas?"

Spinning his 'nobile, Happy glided swiftly off, |eaving the doctor standing there.

What did | do to him Happy thought. | killed him you know that. Wiy do you ask? What do
you care? The man was fromoutside this area; he didn't count, and we all know that. And June Raub
says he wanted to nap ne, and that's good enough for nost people--it's good enough for Earl Colvig
and Onion Stroud and Cas Stone, and they run this community, along with Ms. Tallnman and the
Kel l ers and June Raub.

He knows | killed Blaine, he realized. He knows a | ot about ne, even though |I've never |et
hi m exam ne nme physically; he knows | can performaction at a distance . . . but everyone knows
that. Yet, perhaps he's the only one who understands what it signifies. He's an educated nan

If | see that imtation of Stuart MConchie, he thought suddenly, |I will reach out and
squeeze it to death. | have to.

But | hope | don't see it again, he thought. | can't stand the dead; ny phobia is about
that, the grave: | was buried down in the grave with the part of Fergesson that was not
disintegrated, and it was awful. For two weeks, with half of a nman who had consideration for ne,
nmore so than anyone el se | ever knew. \Wat would you say, Stockstill, if you had me on your
anal yst's couch? Wuld that sort of traumatic incident interest you, or have there been too nany
like it in the |last seven years?

That Bill-thing with Edie Keller lives sonmehow with the dead, Happy said to hinself. Half
in our world, half in the other. He laughed bitterly, thinking of the time he had inagined that he
hinsel f could contact the other world. it was quite a joke on ne, he thought. | foal ed nyself nore
than anybody el se. And they never knew. Stuart MConchie and the rat, Stuart sitting there
munching with relish

And then he understood. That nmeant that Stuart survived; he had not been killed in the
Emergency, at least not at first, as Fergesson had. So this perhaps was not an inmtation that he
had seen just now.

Trenbling, he halted his 'npbile and sat rapidly thinking.

Does he know anyt hi ng about me? he asked hinself. Can he get nme into any trouble? No, he
deci ded, because in those days--what was |? Just a hel pless creature on a Coyernment-built cart
who was glad of any job he could find, any scrap tossed to him A |lot has changed. Now | amvital
to the entire West Marin area, he told hinmself; | ama top-notch handy.

Rol l'i ng back the way he had cone he energed once nore on the main street and searched
about for Stuart MConchie. Sure enough, there he was, heading in the direction of Andrew Gll's
tobacco and liquor factory. The phoce started to wheel after him and then an idea cane to him

He caused McConchie to stunble.
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Seated within his 'nobile he grinned to hinself as he saw the Negro trip, half-fall, then
regain his footing. MConchie peered down at the pavenent, scow ing. Then he continued on, nore
slowy now, picking his way over the broken cenment and around the tufts of weeds with care.

The phoce wheel ed after himand when he was a pace or so behind he said, "Stuart
McConcbi e, the TV sal esman who eats raw rats."

As if struck the Negro tottered. He did not turn; he sinply stood, his arns extended,
fingers apart.

"How are you enjoying the afterlife?" Hoppy said.

After a nonent the Negro said in a hoarse voice, "Fine." He turned, now. "So you got by."
He | ooked the phoce and his 'nobile up and down.

"Yes," the phoce said, "I did. And not by eating rats."

"I suppose you're the handy here," Stuart said.

"“Yes," Hoppy said. "No-hands Handy Hoppy; that's ne. \What are you doi ng?"

"I'm-in the honeostatic vernmin trap business," Stuart said.

The phoce gi ggl ed.

"I's that so goddam funny?" Stuart said.

"No," the phoce said. "Sorry. |I'mglad you survived. Wio el se did? That psychiatri st
across from Modern--he's here. Stockstill. Fergesson was killed."

They both were silent then.

"Li ght hei ser was killed," Stuart said. "So was Bob Rubenstein. So were Connie the waitress
and Tony; you renenber them"

"Yes," the phoce said, nodding.

"Did you know M. Crody, the jeweler?"

"No," the phoce said, "afraid not."

"He was nmmi ned. Lost both arms and was blinded. But he's alive in a Government hospital in
Hayward. "

"Why are you up here?" the phoce said.

"On business. "

"Did you conme to steal Andrew Gll's fornma for his special deluxe Gold Label cigarette?"
Agai n the phace giggled, but he thought, It's true. Everyone who cones sneaking up here from

outside has a plan to nurder or steal; |look at Eldon Blaine the glasses nan, and he canme from
Bol i nas, a nuch cl oser place.
Stuart said woodenly, "My business conpels ne to travel; | get all around Northern

California.” After a pause he added. "That was especially true when | had Edward Prince of Wl es.
Now | have a second-rate horse to pull ny car, and it takes a lot |longer to get sonmewhere."

"Listen," Hoppy said, "don't tell anyone you know ne from before, because if you do I'l
get very upset; do you understand? |'ve been a vital part of this conmunity for many years and
don't want anything to cone along and change it. Maybe | can help you with your business and then
you can | eave. How about that?"

"Ckay," Stuart said. "I'Il |leave as soon as | can."” He studied the phoce with such
intensity that Happy felt hinself squirmw th self-consciousness. "So you found a place for
yoursel f," Stuart said. "Good for you."

Happy said, "I'Il introduce you to Gll; that's what 1'll do for you. I'ma good friend of
his, naturally."

Noddi ng, Stuart said, "Fine. |'d appreciate that."

"And don't you do anything, you hear?" The phoce heard his voice rise shrilly; he could
not control it. "Don't you nap or do any other crime, or terrible things will happen to you--
under st and?"

The Negro nodded sonberly. But he did not appear to be frightened; he did not cringe, and
the phoce felt nore and nore apprehensive. | wi sh you would go, the phoce thought to hinself. Get
out of here don't nake trouble for me. | wish | didn't know you; | wish | didn't know anyone from
outside, frombefore the Enmergency. | don't want even to think about that.

“I hidin the sidewal k," Stuart said suddenly. "Wen the first big bonb fell. | got down
through the grating; it was a real good shelter."

"Why do you bring up that?" the phoce squeal ed.

"l don't know. | thought ydu'd be interested."

“I"'mnot," the phoce squeal ed; he cl apped his nanual extensors over his ears. "I don't
want to hear or think any nore about those tines."
"Well," Stwtrt said, plucking neditatively at his lower lip, "then let's go see this

Andrew G 11."
"If you knew what | could do to you

the phoce said, "you'd be afraid. | can do--" He
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broke of f; he had been about to nmention Eldon Blaine the glasses nman. "I can nove things," he
said. "Froma long way off. It's a formof nmagic; |I'ma magician!"

Stuart said, "That's not nagic." He voice was toneless. "W call that _freak-tapping ." He
sm | ed.

"N-no," Happy stammered. "What's that nean? 'Freaktapping,' | never heard that word. Like

t abl e-t appi ng?"

"Yes, but with freaks. Wth funny people.”

He's not afraid of ne, Hoppy realized. It's because he knew ne in the old days when
wasn't anything. It was hopel ess; the Negro was too stupid to understand that everything had
changed--he was al nbst as he had been before, seven years ago, when Happy had | ast seen him He
was inert, like a rock

Hoppy thought of the satellite, then. "You wait," he said breathlessly to Stuart. "Pretty

soon even you city people will know about me; everyone in the world will, just Iike they do around
here. It won't be long now, |I'm al nost ready!"
Ginning tolerantly, Stuart said, "First inpress ne by intraducing ne to the tobacco nan."
"You know what | could do?" Happy said. "I could whisk Andrew GIIl's fornula right out of

his safe or wherever he keeps it and plunk it down in your hands. Wat do you say to that?" He
| aughed.

"Just let ne neet him" Stuart repeated. "That's all | want; I'mnot interested in his
tobacco-fornmula." He | ooked weary.

Trenbling with anxiety and rage, the phoce turned his '"nobile in the direction of Andrew
Gll's little factory and | ed the way.

Andrew G Il glanced up fromhis task of rolling cigarettes to see Hoppy Harri ngton--whom
he did not like--entering the factory with a Negro--whom he did not know. At once GII| felt
uneasy. He set down his tobacco paper and rose to his feet. Beside himat the |long bench the other
rollers, his enployees, continued at their work.

He enployed, in all, eight nen, and this was in the tobacco division alone. The
distillery, which produced brandy, enployed another twelve nmen, but they were north, in Sonoma
County. They were not |ocal people. H's was the | argest comrercial enterprise in Wst Marin, not
counting the farmng interests such as Orion Stroud or Jack Tree's sheep ranch, and he sold his
products all over Northern California; his cigarettes traveled, in slow stages, fromone town to
anot her and a few, he understood, had even gotten back to the East Coast and were known there.

"Yes?" he said to Hoppy. He placed hinself in front of the phoce's cart, halting himat a
di stance fromthe work-area. Once, this had been the town's bakery; being made of cenent, it had
survived the bonb blasts and nade an ideal place for him And of course he paid his enpl oyees
al nrost nothing; they were glad to have jobs at any sal ary.

Hoppy stanmered, "This mnan canme up from Berkeley to see you, M. GIIl; he's an inportant
busi nessman, he says. Isn't that right?" The phoce turned toward the Negro. "That's what you said
tone, isn't it?"

Hol di ng out his hand, the Negro said to GIIl, "I represent the Hardy Honeostatic Vermn
Trap Corporation of Berkeley, California. I'mhere to acquaint you with an amazi ng proposition
that could well nmean tripling your profits with six nmonths." Hi s dark eyes bl azed.

There was sil ence.

G Il repressed the inmpulse to laugh aloud. "I see," he said, nodding and putting his hands
in his pockets; he assumed a serious stance. "Very interesting, M.--" He glanced questioningly at
t he Negro.

"Stuart MConchie,"” the Negro said.

They shook hands.

"My enployer, M. Hardy," Stuart said, "has enpowered ne to describe to you in detail the
design of a fully automated cigarette-maki ng machine. W at Hardy Honeostatic are well aware that
your cigarettes are rolled entirely in the ol d-fashi oned way, by hand." He pointed toward the
enpl oyees working in the rear of the factory. "Such a nethod is a hundred years out of date, M.

Gll. You ve achieved superb quality in your special deluxe Cold Labe cigarettes--"

"Which | intend to maintain," GIIl said quietly.

M. MConchie said, "Qur automated el ectronic equiprment will in no way sacrifice quality
for quantity. In fact--"

"Wait," Gl said. "I don't want to discuss this now " He glanced toward the phoce, who
was parked close by, listening. The phoce flushed and at once spun his 'nobile away.

"I"mgoing," Hoppy said. "This doesn't interest me; goodbye." He wheel ed t hrough the open
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door of the factory, out onto the street. The two of them watched himgo until he di sappeared.

"Qur handy," G| said.

McConchi e started to speak, then changed his mnd, cleared his throat and strolled a few
steps away, surveying the factory and the men at their work. "N ce place you have here, GII. |
want to state right now how nuch | admre your product; it's first inits field, no doubt of
that."

| haven't heard talk like that, GII| realized, in seven years. It was difficult to believe
that it still existed in the world; so nuch had changed and yet here, in this nman McConchie, it
remai ned intact. Gl felt a glow of pleasure. It remnmi nded himof happier tinmes, this salesnan's
line of chatter. He felt amiably inclined toward the nan.

"Thank you," he said, and neant it. Perhaps the world, at last, was really beginning to
regain some of its old forms, its civilities and custons and preoccupations, all that had gone
into it to make it what it was. This, he thought, this talk by MConchie; it's authentic. It's a
survival, not a sinulation; this man has sonehow managed to preserve his viewpoint, his
ent husiasm through all that has happened--he is still planning, cogitating, bullshitting
nothing can or will stop him

He is, GIIl realized, sinply a goad sal esnan. He has not |et even a hydrogen war and the
col | apse of society dissuade him

"How about a cup of coffee?" Gl said. "I'll take a break far ten or fifteen mnutes and
you can tell me nore about this automated nachi ne or whatever it is."

"Real coffee?" MConchie said, and the pleasant, optimstic mask slid for an instant from
his face; he gaped at G Il w th naked, eager hunger

"Sorry," Gl said. "It's a substitute, but not bad; | Think you'll like it. Better than
what's sold in the city at those so-called 'coffee' stands." He went to get the pot of water.

"Quite a place you have here," MConchie said, as they waited for the coffee to heat.
"Very inpressive and industrious."

"Thank you," Gl said.

"Coming here is a long-tine dreamfulfilled,” MConchie went on. "It took me a week to
make the trip and I'd been thinking about it ever since | snoked ny first special deluxe Gold
Label . It's--" He groped for words to express his thought. "An island of civifization in these
barbaric times."

Gl said, "What do you think of the country, as such? A small town like this, conpared to
life inthe city . . . it's very different.”

"I just got here,” MConchie said. "l came straight to you; | didn't take time to explore.
My horse needed a new right front shoe and | left himat the first stable as you cross the little
nmetal bridge."

"Ch yes," GII said. "That belongs to Stroud; | know where you nean. Hs blacksnmith'll do

a good job."
McConchi e said, "Life seens nmuch nore peaceful here. In the city if you | eave your horse--

well, a while ago | left nmy horse to go across the Bay and when | got back sonmeone had eaten it,
and it's things like that that make you disgusted with the city and want to nove on."
"I know," G Il said, nodding in agreenent. "It's brutal in the city because there're stil

so many honel ess and destitute people.”
"I really loved that horse,"” MConchie said, |ooking dol eful

"Well," Gl said, "in the country you're faced constantly with the death of animals;
that's al ways been one of the basic unpl easant verities of rural life. Wen the bonbs fell,
t housands of aninmals up here were horribly injured; sheep and cattle . . . but that can't conpare

of course to the injury to hunan |ife down where you cone from You nust have seen a good deal of
human mi sery, since E Day."
The Negro nodded. "That and the sporting. The freaks both as regards ani mals and peopl e.

Now Happy--"

"Hoppy isn't originally fromthis area,” Gl said. "He showed up here after the war in
response to our advertising for a handyman. I'mnot fromhere, either; | was traveling through the
day the bonb fell, and | elected to renmain."

The cof fee being ready, the two of them began to drink. Neither nman spoke for a tine.

"What sort of vennin trap does your conpany make?" G| asked, presently.

"I't's not a passive type," MConchie said. "Being honeostatic, that is, self-instructing,
it follows for instance a rat-- or a cat or dog--dawn into the network of burrows such as now
underlie Berkeley . . . it pursues one rat after another, killing one and going on to the next--
until it runs out of fuel or by chance a rat nmanages to destroy it. There are a few brilliant rats-
-you know, mnutations that are higher on the evolutionary scal e--that know how to | anme a Hardy
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Homeostatic Vermin Trap. But not many can."

"I npressive," G I nurmnured.

"Now, our proposed cigarette-rolling nmachine--"

"My friend," Gl said, "I like you but--here's the problem | don't have any noney to buy
your machine and | don't have anything to trade you. And | don't intend to | et anyone enter ny
busi ness as a partner. So what does that |eave?' He smiled. "I have to continue as | am"

"Wait," McCanchie said instantly. "There must be a solution. Maybe we. could | ease you a
Hardy cigarette-rolling machine in exchange for x-nunber of cigarettes, your special deluxe Gold
Label variety, of course, delivered each week for x-nunber of weeks." His face glowed with
ani mation. "The Hardy Corporation for instance could becane sole |icensed distributors of your
cigarette; we could represent you everywhere, develop a systematic network of outlets up and down
Nort hern California instead of the haphazard system you now appear to enploy, Wat do you say to
t hat ?"

"Hmmm " G111 said. "I rmust admit it does sound interesting. | admt that distribution has
not been ny cup of tea . . . I've thought off and on for several years about the need of getting
an organi zation going, especially with my factory being located in a rural spot, as it is. |'ve

even thought about noving into the city, but the napping and vandalismis too great there. And
don't want to nove back to the city; this is ny hone, here."

He did not say anything about Bonny Keller. That was his real reason for remaining in Wst
Marin; his affair with her had ended years ago but he was nore in love with her now than ever. He
had wat ched her go fromnman to man, becomi ng nore dissatisfied with each of them and G|
believed in his own heart that soneday he woul d get her back. And Bonny was the nmother of his
daughter; he was well aware that Edie Keller was his child.

"You're sure," he said suddenly, "that you didn't come up here to steal the fornula for ny
cigarettes?"

McConchi e | aughed.

"You laugh,” Gl said, "but you don't answer.”

"No, that's not why I'mhere,” the Negro said. "We're in the business of nmaking el ectronic
machi nes, not cigarettes.” But, it seened to GIIl, he had an evasive | ook on his face, and his
voi ce was too full of confidence, too nonchalant. Al at once Gl felt uneasy.

O is it the rural nmentality? he asked hinself. The isolation getting the better of ne;

suspicion of all newconmers . . . of anything strange.

| had better be careful, though, he decided. | nust not get carried away just because this
man recalls for me the good old pre-war days. | mnust inspect this machine with great suspicion
After all, | could have gotten Hoppy to design and build such a nachine; he seens quite capable in
that direction. | could have done all these things proposed to me _entirely by nyself_.

Perhaps | amlonely, he thought. That might be it; I amlonely for city people and their

manner of thought. The country gets nme down--Point Reyes with its _News & Views_ filled up with
medi ocre gossi p, and m nmeogr aphed!

"Since you're just up fromthe city,"” he said aloud, "I mght as well ask you--is there
any interesting national or international news, of late, that | might not have heard? W do get
the satellite, but I"'mfranidy tired of disc jockey talk and nusic. And those endl ess readings."

They bot h | aughed. "I know what you nean," MConchie said, sipping his coffee and noddi ng.
"Well, let's see. | understand that an attenpt is being made to produce an autonobil e again,
somewhere around the ruins of Detroit. It's nmostly nade of plywood but it does run on kerosene."

"I don't know where they're going to get the kerosene,” G Il said. "Before they build a
car they better get a fewrefineries operating again. And repair a few nmajor roads."

"Ch, sonething else. The Government plans to reopen one of the routes across the Rockies
sonmetime this year. For the first tinme since the war."

"That's great news," G| said, pleased. "I didn't know that."

"And t he tel ephone conpani es--"

"Wait," Gl said, rising. "How about a little brandy in your coffee? How |long has it been
since you've had a coffee royal ?"

"Years," Stuart MConchie said.

"This is Gll's Five Star. My own. Fromthe Sonoma Valley." He poured fromthe squat
bottle into MConchie's cup

"Here's sonething else that might interest you." MConchie reached into his coat pocket
and brought out something flat and folded. He opened it up, spread it out, and G Il saw an
envel ope.

"What is it?" Picking it up, GIIl examined it w thout seeing anything unusual. An ordinary
envel ope with an address, a cancelled stanp .. . and then he understood, and he could scarcely
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credit his senses. Miil service_ . Aletter from New York

"That's right," MConchie said. "Delivered to ny boss, M. Hardy. Al the way fromthe
East Coast; it only took four weeks. The Government in Cheyenne, the mlitary people; they're
responsible. it's done partly by blinp, partly by tiuck, partly by horse. The |last stage is on
foot,"

"Good lord," GII said. And he poured some GIll's Five Star into _his_ coffee, too

X

"I't was Hoppy who killed the glasses man fromBolinas," Bill said to his sister. "And he
plans to kill soneone later on, too, and then | can't tell but after that it's sonething nore |ike
that, again."

H s sister had been playing Rock, Scissors, Paper with three other children; now she
stopped, junped to her feet and quickly ran to the edge of the school grounds, where she would be

alone and could talk to Bill. "How do you know t hat?" she asked, excited.

"Because | talked to M. Blaine," Bill said. "He's down bel ow now, and there's others
comng. I'd like to conme out and hurt Hoppy; M. Blaine says | should. Ask Doctor Stockstill again
if | can't be born." Her brother's voice was plaintive. "If | could be born even for just a little
whi | e--"

"Maybe | could hurt him" Edie said thoughtfully. "Ask M. Blaine what | ought to do. |I'm
sort of afraid of Hoppy."

"I could do imtations that would kill him" Bill said, "if | only could get out. | have
some swell ones. You should hear Hoppy's father; | do that real good. Want to hear?" In a | ow,
grown-up nman's voice he said, "I see where Kennedy proposes another one of those tax cuts of his.

If he thinks he can fix up the econony that way he's crazier than | think he is, and that's damm
crazy."

"Do ne," Edie said. "Imtate ne."

"How can | ?" Bill said. "You' re not dead yet."

Edie said, "What's it |ike to be dead? |I'm going to be someday so | want to know. "

“It's funny. You're down in a hole |Iooking up. And you're all flat like--well, like you're

enpty. And, you know what? Then after a while you conme back. You bl ow away and where you get bl own
away to is back again! Did you know that? |I mean, back where you are right now Al fat and
alive."

"No," Edie said. "I didn't know that." She felt bored; she wanted to hear nore about how
Hoppy had killed M. Blaine. After a point the dead peopl e down bel ow weren't very interesting
because they never did anything, they just waited around. Sone of them I|ike M. Blaine, thought

all the tinme about killing and others just nooned |ike vegetables--Bill had told her many tines
because he was so merested. He thought it mattered.

Bill said, "Listen, Edie, let's try the animal experinment again; okay? You catch sone
little animal and hold it against your belly and I'lIl try again and see if | can get outside and
init. Ckay?"

"We tried it," she said practically.

"Let's try again! Get sonething real snmall. Wat are those things that--you know. Have
shel |l s and rmeke slinme."

"Slugs. "

"No. "

"Snails."

"Yes, that's it. Get a snail and put it as close to me as you can. Get it right up to ny
head where it can hear nme and | can hear it back. WIIl you do that?" Ominously, Bill said, "If you
don't, I"'mgoing to go to sleep for a whole year." He was silent, then

"Go to sleep, then," Edie said. "I don't care. | have a lot of other people to talk to and
you don't."

“I"lIl die, then, and you won't be able to stand that, because then you'll have to carry a
dead thing around forever inside you, or--1 tell you what |I'Il do; | know what 1'Il do. If you
don't get an aninmal and hold it up near me I'll grow big and pretty soon |I'lI|l be so big that
you'll pop like an ol d--you know. "

"Bag, " Edie said.

"Yes. And that way I'Il get out."

"You'll get out," she agreed, "but you'll just roll around and die yourself; you won't be

able to live."
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"l hate you," Bill said.

"I hate you nore," Edie said. "I hated you first, a long tine ago when | first found out
about you."

"Al'l right for you," Bill said norosely. "See if | care. |I'mrubber and you're glue."

Edi e said nothing; she wal ked back to the girls and entered once nore the gane of Rock
Sci ssors, Paper. It was much nore interesting than anything her brother had to say; he knew so
little, did nothing, saw nothing, down there inside her

But it was interesting, that part about Hoppy squeezing M. Blaine' s neck. She wondered
who Hoppy was going to squeeze next, and if she should tell her nother or the policeman M.
Col vi g.

Bill spoke up suddenly. "Can | play, too?"

d anci ng about, Edie nade sure that none of the other girls had heard him "Can ny brother
pl ay?" she asked.

"You don't have any brother," WIlm Stone said, with contenpt.

"He's made-up,"” Rose Quinn renminded her. "So it's okay if he plays." To Edie she said, "He
can play."

"One, two, three," the girls said, each extending then one hand with all fingers, none or
two di spl ayed.

"Bill goes scissors," Edie said. "So he beats you, WIna, because scissors cuts paper, and
you get to hit him Rose, because rock crushes scissors, and he's tied with ne."

"How do I hit hin?" Rose said.

Pondering, Edie said, "Hit me very lightly here."” She indicated her side, just above the
belt of her skirt. "Just with the side of your hand, and be careful because he's delicate."

Rose, with care, rapped her there. Wthin her Bill said, "Okay, |'ll get her back the next
tine."

Across the playground canme Edie's father, the principal of the school, and wi th hi mwal ked
M. Barnes, the new teacher. They paused briefly by the three girls, smling.

"Bill's playing, too," Edie said to her father. "He just got hit."

George Keller laughed. To M. Barnes he said, "That's what conmes of being imginary; you
al ways get hit."

"How s Bill going to hit nme?" WI nma said apprehensively; she drew away and gl anced up at
the principal and teacher. "He's going to hit me," she explained. "Don't do it hard," she said,
speaking in the general direction of Edie. "Okay?"

"He can't hit hard,” Edie said, "even when he wants to." Across fromher WI|m gave a
little junp. "See?" Edie said. "That's all he can do, even when he tries as bard as he can.”

"He didn't hit ne," Wlm said. "He just scared nme. He doesn't have very good aim"

"That's because he can't see," Edie said. "Maybe | better hit you for him that's nore

fair." She | eaned forward and swiftly rapped Wlma on the wist. "Nowlet's do it again. One, two,
three.”

"Why can't he see, Edie?" M. Barnes asked

"Because," she said, "he has no eyes."

To her father, M. Barnes said, "Wll, it's a reasonabl eenough answer." They bot h | aughed
and then strolled on.

Inside Edie her brother said, "If you got a snail | could be it for a while and | could

maybe crawl around and see. Snails can see, can't they? You told ne once they have eyes on
sticks."
"Stal ks," Edie corrected.

"Pl ease," Bill said.

She thought, | know what 1'Il do; 1'll hold a worm agai nst ne, and when he gets into it
he'll be just like he is--a wormcan't see or do anything but dig, and won't he be surprised.

"Al'l right," she said, again springing up. "I'll get an animal and do that. Wit a minute
until | find one; | have to find it first so be patient."

"Cee, thanks a lot," Bill said, in a voice |aden with nervousness and yearning. "I'll do

sonet hi ng back for you; on ny word of honor."

"What can you do for ne?" Edie said, searching about in the grass at the edge of the
school yard for a worm she had seen nmany of them since the rains of the previous night. "Wat
can a thing like you do for anybody?" She searched avidly, stirring the grass with eager, swift
fingers.

Her brother did not answer; she felt his nmute sorrow and to hersel f she snickered.

"Looki ng for sonething you lost?" a nman's voice said from above her. She peeped up; it was
M. Barnes, standing there smiling dow
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"I"'mlooking for a worm" she said shyly.

"What an unsqueanish girl," he said.

"Who are you talking to?" Bill said, in confusion. "Wo's that?"

"M. Barnes," she said, explaining

"Yes?" M. Barnes said.

"I was talking to my brother, not you," Eclie said. "He asked who it was. He's the new
teacher," she explained to Bill

Bill said, "I see; | understand him he's close so | can get him He knows Mana."

"Qur Manm?" Edie said, surprised.

"Yes," Bill said, in a puzzled voice. "I don't understand but he knows her and he sees
her, all the tinme, when nobody is |ooking. He and she--" He broke off. "It's awful and bad. It's--
" He choked. "I can't say it."

Edi e stared at her teacher open-nouthed.
"There," Bill said hopefully. "Didn't | do something back for you? | told you sonething
secret younever woul d have known. Isn't that sonething?"

"Yes," Edie said slowy, nodding in a daze. "l guess so."

To Bonny, Hal Barnes said, "I saw your daughter today. And | got the distinct inpression
t hat she knows about us."

"Ch Christ, how could she?" Bonny said. "It's inpossible." She reached out and turned up

the fat-lanp. The living roomassunmed a nuch nore substantial quality as the chairs and a table
and pictures becanme visible. "And anyhow it doesn't matter; she wouldn't care.”

To hinsel f, Barnes thought, But she could tell George.

Thi nki ng about Bonny's husband nade hi m peer past the w ndow shade and out onto the
moonlit road. No one stirred; the road was deserted and only foliage, rolling hillsides and the
flat farmland bel ow, were to be seen. A peaceful, pastoral sight, he thought. George, being the
princi pal of the school, was at the PTA neeting and would not be home for several hours. Edie, of
course, was in bed; it was eight o'clock

And Bill he thought. Where is Bill, as Edie calls hinf? Roani ng about the house, sonewhere,
spying on us? He felt unconfortable and he noved away from the wonan besi de himon the couch

"What's the matter?" Bonny said alertly. "Hear sonething?"

“"No. But--" He gestured.

Bonny reached out, took hold of himand drew himdown to her. "My god, you're cowardly.
Didn't the war teach you anything about |ife?"

"It taught ne," he said, "to value ny existence and not to throwit away; it taught nme to
play it safe."

Groani ng, Bonny sat up; she rearranged her clothes, buttoned her bl ouse back up. What a
contrast this man was to. Andrew G |1, who always rmade | ove to her right out in the open, in broad
dayl i ght, along the oaklined roads of West Marin, where anyone and anything m ght go past. He had
sei zed her each tine as he had the first tine-- yanking her into it, not gabbling or quaking or

munbling . . . maybe | ought to go back to him she thought.
Maybe, she thought, | ought to | eave themall, Barnes and George and that nutty daughter
of mine; | ought to go live with GIIl openly, defy the conmunity and be happy for a change
"Well, if we're not going to nake |ove," she said, "then let's go down to the Foresters

Hall and listen to the satellite."

"Are you serious?" Barnes said.

"Of course."” She went to the closet to get her coat.

"Then all you want,"” he said slowy, "is to make love; that's all you care about in a
rel ationship."

"What do you care about? _Tal ki ng?_"

He | ooked at her in a nelancholy way, but be did not answer.

"You fruit," she said, shaking her head. "You poor fruit. Wiy did you come to West Marin
inthe first place? Just to teach little kids and stroll around picking nushroons?" She was
overcome wth disgust.

"My experience today on the playground--" Barnes began

"You had no experience," she interrupted. "It was just your goddam guilty conscience
catching up with you. Let's go; | want to hear Dangerfield. At |east when he talks it's fun to
listen." She put on her coat, wal ked quickly to the front door and opened it.

"WIl Edie be all right?" Barnes asked as they started down the path.

"Sure," she said, unable at the nonment to care. Let her burn up, she said to herself.
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@ oom |y, she plodded down the road, hands thrust deep in her coat pockets; Barnes trailed al ong
behi nd her, trying to keep up with her strides.

Ahead of themtwo figures appeared, turning the corner and energing into sight; she
stopped, stricken, thinking one of themwas George. And then she saw that the shorter, heavier nman
was Jack Tree and the other--she strained to see, still walking as if nothing were wong. It was
Doct or Stockstill.

"Cone on," she said over her shoulder, calmy, to Barnes. He cane, then, hesitantly,
wanting to turn back, to run. "H ," she called to Stockstill and Bl uthgeld; or rather Jack Tree--
she had to renenber to keep calling himthat. "Wat's this, psychoanalysis out in the dark at
ni ght? Does that nmake it nore effective? I'mnot surprised to learn it."

Gasping, Tree said in his hoarse, grating voice, "Bonny, | saw himagain_. It's the Negro
who understood about nme that day when the war began, when | was going into Stockstill's office,
Renmenber, you sent ne?"

Jokingly, Stockstill said, "They all |ook alike, as the saying goes. And anyhow-"

"No, it's the same nan," Tree said. "He's followed ne here. Do you know what this nmeans?"
He | ooked from Bonny to Stockstil to Barnes, his eyes rubbery and enlarged, terror-stricken. "This
means that it's going to start again.”

"What's going to start agai n?" Bonny sai d.

"The war," Tree said to her. "Because that's why it began last tine; the Negro saw ne and

understood what | had done, he knew who | was and he still does. As soon as he sees nme-" He broke
of f, wheezing and coughing in his agony. "Pardon me," he murmnured.

To Stockstil, Bonny said, "There's a Negro here; he's right. I saw him Evidently he cane
totalk to GIl about selling his cigarettes."

"“I't couldn't be the same person," Stockstill said. He and she went off to one side

slightly, tal king now between thensel ves.

"Certainly it could,"” Bonny said. "But that doesn't matter because that's one of his
delusions. |'ve heard biin gabble about it countless tinmes. Sone Negro was sweeping the sidewal k
and saw himgo into your office, and that day the war began so he's got them connected in his
m nd. And now he'll probably conpletely deteriorate, don't you think?" She felt resigned; she had
been expecting this to happen, eventually. "And so the period," she said, "of stable nal adj ustnent
is drawing to a close." Perhaps, she thought, for us all. Just plain all of us. W could not have
gone on like this forever, Bluthgeld with his sheep, me with George. . . she sighed. "What do you
t hi nk?"

Stockstil said, "I wish | had sonme Stel azine, but Stel azine ceased to exist on E Day. That
would help him | can't. I've given that up; you know that, Bonny." He sounded resigned, too.

"He'll tell everyone," she said, watching Bluthgeld, who stood repeating to Barnes what he
had just told her and Stockstill. "They'll know who he is, and they will kill him as he fears;
he's right."

"I can't stop him" Stockstill said mildly.

"You don't particularly care,” she said.

He shrugged.

Goi ng back to Bl uthgeld, Bonny said, "Listen, Jack, let's all goto GIll's and see this
Negro and I'Il bet he didn't notice you that day. Do you want to bet? |I'Il bet you twenty-five
silver cents.”

"Why do you say you caused the war?" Barnes was saying to Bluthgeld. He turned to Bonny
with a puzzl ed expression. "Wat is this, a war psychosis? And he says the war's com ng back."
Once nore to Bluthgeld he said, "It isn't possible for it to happen again; | can give you fifty
reasons. First of all, there're no hydrogen weapons left. Second--"

Putting her hand on Barnes' shoul der, Bonny said, "Be quiet." She said to Bruno Bl uthgel d,
"Let's go down, all of us, together, and listen to the satellite. Okay?"

Bl ut hgeld muttered, "What is the satellite?"

"Good lord," Barnes said. "He doesn't know what you're talldng about. He's nentally ill."

To Stockstill he said, "Listen, Doctor, isn't schizophrenia where a person |oses track of their
culture and its values? Wll, this man has |lost track; listen to him"

“I hear him" Stockstill said in a renote voice.

Bonny said to him "Doctor, Jack Tree is very dear to ne. He has been in the past very
much like a father to me. For God's sake, do something for him | can't stand to see himlike
this; I just can't stand it."

Spreadi ng his hands hel pl essly, Stockstill said, "Bonny, you think like a child. You think
anything can be obtained if you just want it badly enough. That's nmmgical thinking. | can't help--

Jack Tree." He turned away and wal ked off a few steps, toward town. "Cone on," he said to them
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over his shoulder. "We'l|l do as Ms. Keller suggests; we'll go sit in the Hall and listen for
twenty minutes to the satellite and then we'll all feel a good deal better."

Once nore Barnes was talking with great earnestness to Jack Tree. Let me point out where
the error in your logic lies. You saw a particular man, a Negro, on Energency Day. Ckay. Now,
seven years |ater--"

"Shut up," Bonny said to him digging her fingers into his arm "For God's sake--" She
wal ked on, then, catching up with Doctor Stockstill. "I can't stand it," she said. "I knowthis is
the last of him he won't survive past this, seeing that Negro again."

Tears filled her eyes; she felt tears dropping, escaping her. "Goddam" she said bitterly,
wal ki ng as fast as possible, ahead of the others, in the direction of town and the Foresters

Hall. Not even to know about the satellite. To be that cut off, that deteriorated . . . | didn't
realize. Howcan | stand it? How can a thing like this be? And once he was brilliant. A man who
tal ked over TV and wote articles, taught and debated

Behi nd her, Bluthgeld was munbling, "I knowit's the sanme man, Stockstill, because when
ran into himon the street--1 was buying feed at the feed store--he gave ne that sane queer | ook,

as if he was about to jeer at ne, but then he knewif he jeered I'd make it all happen again, and
this time he was afraid. He saw it once before and he knows. Isn't that a fact_, Stockstill? He
woul d know now. Am | correct?"

“I doubt if he knows you're alive," Stockstill said.

"But 1'd have to be alive,"” Bluthgeld answered. "Or the world--" Hi s voice becane a blur
and Bonny nissed the rest; she heard only the sound of her own heels striking the weedy remai ns of
pavenment beneath her feet.

And the rest of us, we're all just as insane, she said to herself. My kid with her
i magi nary brother, Hoppy noving pennies at a distance and doing initations of Dangerfield, Andrew
GIll rolling one cigarette after another by hand, year after year . . . only death can get us out
of this and maybe not even death. Maybe it's too late; we'll carry this deterioration with us to
the next life.

We' d have been better off, she thought, if we'd all died on E Day; we wouldn't have |ived
to see the freaks and the funnies and the radiation-darkies and the brilliant aninals--the people
who began the war weren't thorough enough. I'mtired and | want to rest; | want to get out of this
and go lie down sonmewhere, off where it's dark and no one speaks. Forever.

And then she thought, nore practically, Maybe what's the matter with ne is sinply that |

haven't found the right nan yet. And it isn't too late; I'mstill young and I'mnot fat, and as
everyone says, |'ve got perfect teeth. It could still happen, and | nust keep wat chi ng.
Ahead lay the Foresters' Hall, the ol d-fashi oned white wooden building with its w ndows

boarded up--the glass had never been replaced and never woul d be. Maybe Dangerfield, if he hasn't
died of a bleeding ulcer yet, 'could run a classified ad for nme, she conjectured. How woul d that
go over with this comunity, | wonder? Or | could advertise in _News & Views_ , |let the worn-out
drunk Paul Dietz run a little notice on ny behalf for the next six nonths or so.

Openi ng the door of the Foresters' Hall she heard the friendly, famliar voice of Walt
Dangerfield in his recorded readi ng; she saw the rows of faces, the people listening, sone with
anxiety, sonme with relaxed pleasure . . . she saw, seated inconspicuously in the corner, two nen,
Andrew G |1 and with hima sl ender, good-Iooking young Negro. It was the nan who had caved in the
roof of Bruno Bluthgeld' s fragile structure of mal adaptati on, and Bonny stood there in the doorway
not knowi ng what to do.

Behi nd her came Barnes and Stockstill and with them Bruno; the three nmen started past her
Stockstill and Barnes automatically searching for enpty seats in the crowded hail. Bruno, who had
never shown up before to hear the satellite, stood in confusion, as if he did not conprehend what
the people were doing, as if he could nmake nothing out of the words emanating fromthe small
battery-powered radio.

Puzzl ed, Bruno stood besi de Bonny, rubbing his forehead and surveying the people in the
rogm he glanced at her questioningly, with a nunbed | ook, and then he started to foll ow Barnes
and Stockstill. And then he saw the Negro. He stopped. He turned back toward her, and now the
expression on his face had changed; she saw there the eroding, dreadful suspicion--the conviction
that he understood the neaning of all that he saw

"Bonny," he munbl ed, "you have to get himout of here."

"I can't," she said, sinply.

"If you don't get himout of here,"” Bruno said, "I'll make the bonbs fall again."

She stared at himand then she heard herself say in a brittle, dry voice, "WIIl you? Is
that what you want to do, Bruno?"

"I have to," he nmunbled in his toneless way, staring at her sightlessly; he was conpletely
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preoccupied with his own thoughts, the various changes taking place within him "I'msorry, but
first 1"l make the high-altitude test bonbs go off again; that's how | started before, and if
that doesn't do it then I'll bring themdown here, they'll fall on everyone. Please forgive ne,

Bonny, but ny God, | have to protect nyself." He tried to smle, but his toothless nouth did not
respond beyond a distorted quiver

Bonny said, "Can you _really_do that, Bruno? Are you sure?"

"Yes," he said, nodding. And he was sure; he had al ways been sure of his power. He had
brought the war once and he could do it again if they pushed himtoo far: in his eyes she saw no
doubt, no hesitation.

"That's an awful |ot of power for one nan to have," she said to him "lIsn't that strange,
that one man woul d have so nuch?"

"Yes," he said, "it's all the power in the world rolled together; | amthe center. God
willed it to be that way."

"What a mi stake God made," she said.

Bruno gazed at her bleakly. "You, too," he said. "I thought you never would turn against
me, Bonny."

She said nothing; she went to an enpty chair and seated herself. She paid no nore
attention to Bruno. She could not; she had worn herself out, over the years, and now she had
nothing left to give him

Stockstill, seated not far away, |eaned toward her and said, "The Negro is here in the
room you know. "
"Yes." She nodded. "I know. " Seated bolt-upright, she concentrated on the words com ng

fromthe radio; she listened to Dangerfield and tried to forget everyone and everything around
her .

It's out of my hands now, she said to herself. \Watever he does, whatever beconmes of him
it's not ny fault. Watever happens--to all of us. | can't take any nore responsibility; it's gone
on too long, as it is, and | amglad, at last, to get out fromunder it.

VWhat a relief, she thought. Thank God.

Now it must begin again, Bruno Bl uthgeld thought to hinself. The war. Because there is no
choice; it is forced on me. | amsorry for the people. Al of themwll have to suffer, but
perhaps out of it they will be redeenmed. Perhaps in the long run it is a good thing.

He seated hinself, folded his hands, shut his eyes and concentrated on the task of
assenbling his powers. Gow, he said to them the forces at his command everywhere in the world.
Join and becone potent, as you were in forner tines. There is need for you again, all ye agencies.

The voice issuing fromthe | oudspeaker of the radi o, however, disturbed himand nade it
difficult for himto concentrate. Breaking off, he thought, | nust not be distracted; that is
contrary to the Plan. Who is this that's talking? They are all listening . . . are they getting
their instructions fromhim is that it?

To the man seated beside himhe said, "Who is this we're listening to?"

The man, elderly, turned irritably to regard him "Wy, it's Walt Dangerfield," he said,
in tones of utter disbelief.

"l have never heard of him" Bruno said. Because he bad not wanted to hear of him "Were
is he tal king fron®"

"The satellite,” the elderly man said witheringly, and resumed his |istening.

| remenber now, Bruno said to hinmself. That's why we came here; to listen to the
satellite. To the man speaki ng from over head.

Be destroyed, he thought in the direction of the sky above. Cease, because you are
deliberately tormenting me, inpeding ny work. Brung waited, but the voice went on

"Why doesn't he stop?" he asked the man on the other side of him "How can he continue?"

The man, a little taken aback, said, "You nean his illness? He recorded this a long tine
ago, before he was sick."
"Sick," Bruno echoed. "I see.” He had nade the man in the satellite sick, and that was

sonet hi ng, but not enough. It was a beginning. Be dead, he thought toward the sky and the
satellite above. The voice, however, continued uninterrupted.

Do you have a screen of defense erected agai nst nme? Bruno wondered. Have they provided you
with it? | will crush it; obviously you have been long prepared to withstand attack, but it wll
do you no real good.

Let there be a hydrogen instrunent, he said to hinself. Let it expl ode near enough to this
man's satellite to denolish his ability to resist. Then have himdie in conpl ete awareness of who
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it is that he is up against. Bruno Bluthgeld concentrated, gripping his hands together, squeezing
out the power from deep inside his nind.

And yet the reading continued.

You are very strong, Bruno acknow edged. He had to admire the nman. In fact, he sniled a
little, thinking about it. Let a whole series of hydrogen instrunents expl ode now, he willed. Let
his satellite be bounced around; |et himdiscover the truth.

The voice fromthe | oudspeaker ceased.

Well, it is high time, Bruno said to hinself. And he I et up on his concentration of
powers; he sighed, crossed his |egs, snoothed his hair, glanced at the man to his left.

“It's over," Bruno observed.

“Yeah," the man said. "Wll, now he'll give the news-- if he feels well enough."

Ast oni shed, Bruno said, "But he's dead now. "

The man, startled, protested, "He can't be dead; | don't believe it. Go on--you're nuts."

"It's true," Bruno said. "His satellite has been totally destroyed and there is nothing
remai ning." Didn't the man know that? Hadn't it penetrated to the world, yet?

"Doggone it," the man said, "I don't know who you are or why you say sonething |ike that,
but you sure are a gloony gus. Wait a second and you'll hear hiny I'll even bet you five U S
Government metal cents."

The radio was silent. In the room people stirred, murnured with concern and apprehensi on

Yes, it has begun, Bruno said to hinmself. First, highaltitude detonations, as before. And,
soon--for all of you here. The world itself w ped out, as before, to halt the steady advance of
cruelty and revenge; it nust be halted before too late. He glanced in the direction of the Negro
and smled. The Negro pretended not to see him he pretened to be involved in discussion with the
man beside him

You are aware, Bruno thought. | can tell; you can't fool nme. You, nore than anyone el se,
know what is beginning to happen

Sonething is wong, Doctor Stockstill thought. Wiy doesn't Walt Dangerfield go on? Has he
suf fered an enbolismor sonething on that order?

And then he noticed the crooked grin of triunph on Bruno Bluthgeld's toothless face. At
once Stockstill thought, He's taking credit for it, in his own nind. Paranoid del usi ons of
omi pot ence; everything that takes place is due to him Repelled, he turned away, noved his chair
so that he could no |onger see Bl uthgeld.

Now he turned his attention on the young Negro. Yes, he thought, that could well be the
Negro tel evision sal esnan who used to open up the TV store across fromny office in Berkel ey,
years ago. | think I'Il go over and ask him

Ri si ng, he nade his way over to Andrew G|l and the Negro. "Pardon ne," he said, bending
over them "Did you ever live in Berkeley and sell TV sets on Shattuck Avenue?"

The Negro said, "Doctor Stockstill." He held out his hand and they shook. "It's a snal
world," the Negro said

"What' s happened to Dangerfiel d?" Andrew G|l said worriedly. Now June Raub appeared by
the radio, fiddling with the knobs; other people began to collect around her, offering advice and
murnmuring with one another in small, grave clusters. "I think this is the end. Wat do you say,
Doct or ?"

"I say," Stockstill said, "that if it is it's a tragedy."

In the rear of the room Bruno Bluthgeld rose to his feet and said in a | oud, husky voice,
"The denolition of existence has begun. Everyone present will be spared by special consideration
I ong enough to confess sins and repent if it is sincere.”

The roomfell silent. The people, one by one, turned in his direction

"You have a preacher, here?" the Negro said to Stockstill.

To GIl, Stockstill said rapidly, "He's sick, Andy. We've got to get himout of here. Gve
me a hand.”

"Sure," GII said, following him they wal ked toward Bl uthgeld, who was still on his feet.

"The high-altitude bonbs which I set off in 1972," Bluthgeld was declaring, "find
reinforcement in the present act, sanctioned by God Hinself in H's wisdomfor the world. See the
Book of Revel ations for verification." He watched Stockstill and G Il approach. "Have you cl eansed
yoursel f?" he asked them "Are you prepared for the judgnent which is to cone?"

Al at once, fromthe speaker of the radio, cane a f anmiliar voice; it was shaky and
mut ed, but they all recognized it. "Sorry for the pause, folks," Dangerfield said. "But | sure
felt giddy there for a while; | had to lie dowmn and | didn't notice the tape had ended. Anyhow -"
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He [ aughed his old, famliar laugh. "I'mback. At least for a while. Now, what was | about to do?
Does anybody renmenber? Wait, |1've got a red light on; somebody's calling me frombelow Hold on."
The people in the roombuzzed with joy and relief; they turned back to the radi o, and
Bl ut hgel d was forgotten. Stockstill hinself wal ked toward the radio, and so did GI| and the Negro
TV sal esman; they joined the circle of smling people and stood waiting.
"I've got a request for 'Bei Mr Bist Du Schon,' " Dangerfield said. "Can you beat that?

Anybody remenber the Andrews Sisters? Well, the good old U S. Governnment had the kindness to
provide me with, believe it or not, a tape of the Andrews Sisters singing this corny but well-
|l oved nunmber . . . | guess they figured | was going to be sonme sort of tine capsule on Mars,
there." He chuckled. "So it's "Bei Mr Bist Du Schén,' for sone old codger in the Geat Lakes
Area. Here we go." The nusic, tinny and archaic, began, and the people in the roomgratefully,
joyfully, noved one by one back to their seats.

Standing by his chair rigidly, Bruno Bluthgeld listened to the music and thought, | can't
believe it. The man up there is gone; | nyself caused himto be destroyed. _This nust be a fake of
some kind. A deception. | know that it is not real .

In any case, he realized, | nust exert nyself nore fully; | nust begin again and this tine
with utnost force. No one was paying attention to him-they had all turned their attention back to
the radi o--so he left his chair and nade his way quietly fromthe Hall, outside into the darkness.

Down the road the tall antenna at Hoppy Harrington's house gl owed and pul sed and humred;
Bruno Bl ut hgel d, puzzled, noted it as he wal ked al ong toward his horse, where he had left the
beast tied up. What was the phoconel us doi ng? Lights bl azed behind the wi ndows of the tarpaper
house; Hoppy was busy at work.

I rmust include him too, Bluthgeld said to hinself. He nust cease to exist along with the
others, for he is as evil as they are. Perhaps nore so.

As he passed Hoppy's house he sent a stray, nonmentary thought of destruction of Hoppy's
direction. The lights, however, renmained on and the antenna mast continued to hum It will take
more nmind-force, Bluthgeld realized, and | don't have the tine right now Alittle later.

Medi tating profoundly, he continued on

Xl

Bill Keller heard the small animal, the snail or slug, near himand at once he got into
it. But he been tricked; it was sightless. He was out but he could not see or hear, he could only
nove.

"Let me back," he called to his sister in panic. "Look what you did, you put nme into
sonmet hing wong." You did it on purpose, he said to hinself as he noved. He nobved on and on
searching for her.

If I could reach out, he thought. Reach--upward. But he had nothing to reach with, no
linbs of any sort. What am |l now that I'mfinally out? he asked hinmself as he tried to reach up
VWhat do they call those things up there that shine? Those lights in the sky . . . can | see them
wi t hout havi ng eyes? No, he thought, | can't.

He nmoved on, raising himself now and then as high as possible and then sinking back, once
more to crawl, to do the one thing possible for himin his newlife, his born, outside life.

In the sky, Walt Dangerfield noved, in his satellite, although he was resting with his
head in his hands. The pain inside himgrew, changed, absorbed himuntil, as before, he could
i magi ne not hi ng el se.

And then he thought he saw sonet hing. Beyond the wi ndow of the satellite--a flash far off,
along the rimof the Earth's darker edge. What was that? he asked hinsel f. An explosion, like the
ones he had seen and cringed fromseven years ago - . . the flares ignited over the surface of the
Earth. Were they begi nning agai n?

On his feet he stood peering out, hardly breathing. Seconds passed and there were no
further explosions. And the one he had seen; it had been peculiarly vague and shadowy, with a
di ffuseness that had nade it seem sonehow unreal, as if it was only inagined.

As if, he thought, it was nore a recollection of a fact than the fact itself. It nmust be
sone sort of sidereal echo, he concluded. A remmant left over fromE Day, still reverberating in
space sonmehow . . . but harm ess, now. Mre so all the tine.

And yet it frightened him Like the pain inside him it was too odd to be dismssed; it
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seened to be dangerous and he could not forget it.

| feel ill, he repeated to hinmself, resunming his litany based on his great disconfort.
Can't they get ne down? Do | have to stay up here, creeping across the sky again and agai n--
forever?

For his own needs he put on a tape of the Bach B Mnor Mass; the giant choral sound filled
the satellite and nade himforget. The pain inside, the dull, elderly explosion briefly outlined
beyond t he wi ndow-both began to | eave his nmind

"Kyrie eleison,” he murmured to himself. G eek words, enmbedded in the Latin text; strange.

Remmants of the past . . . still alive, at least for him I1'll play the B Mnor Mass for the New
York area, he decided. |I think they'll like it; a lot of intellectuals, there. Wiy should | only
pl ay what they request anyhow? | ought to be teaching them not follow ng. And especially, he

thought, if I'mnot going to be around nmuch longer . . . | better get going and do an especially

bang-up job, here at the end.

Al'l at once his vehicle shuddered. Staggering, he caught hold of the wall nearest him a
concussi on, series of shock waves, passing through. Objects fell and collided and burst; he | ooked
around amazed.

Met eor ? he wonder ed.

It seenmed to himalnost as if soneone were attacking him

He shut off the B Mnor Mass and stood, listening and waiting. Far off through the w ndow
he saw another dull explosion and he thought, they may get me. But why? It won't be |ong anyhow
before I'mfinished . . . why not wait? And then the thought cane to him But dam it, |I'malive
now, and | better act alive; I"'mnot utterly dead yet.

He snapped on his transmitter and said into the mke, "Sorry for the pause, folks. But |
sure felt giddy there for a while; | had to lie down and | didn't notice the tape had ended.

Anyhow- - "

Laughi ng his | augh, he watched through the wi ndow of the satellite for nore of the strange
expl osions. There was one, faint and farther off . . . he felt a neasure of relief. Maybe they
woul dn't get himafter all; they seened to be losing track of the range, as if his location were a

mystery to them

['I'l play the corniest record | can think of, he decided, as an act of defiance. "Bei Mr
Bi st Du Schon"; that ought to do it. Wistling in the dark, as they say, and he | aughed agai n,

t hi nki ng about it; what an act of defiance it was, by God. It would certainly come as a surprise
to whoever was trying to eradicate him-if that was in fact what they wanted to do.

Maybe they're just plain tired of my corny talk and my corny readi ngs, Dangerfield
conjectured. Well, if so--this will fix them

"“I'mback," he said into his mke. "At least for a while. Now, what was | about to do?
Does anybody renenber ?"

There were no nore concussions. He had a feeling that, for the time being, they had
ceased.

"Wait," he said, "lI've got a red |light on; sonebody's calling me frombelow. Hold on."

Fromhis tape library he selected the proper tape, carried it to the transport and pl aced
it on the spindle.

"I've got a request for 'Bei Mr Bist Du Schon,' " he said, with grimrelish, thinking of
their di smay down bel ow. "Can you beat that?" No, you can't, he said to hinmself. And--by the
Andrews Sisters. Dangerfield is striking back. Ginning, he started the tape into notion

Edie Keller, with a delicious shiver of exultation, watched the angle wormcraw ing slowy
across the ground and new with certitude that her brother was in it.

For inside her, down in her abdonmen, the nentality of the worm now resided; she heard its
nonot onous voi ce. "Boom boom boom" it went, in echo of its nondescript biological processes.

"CGet out of me, worm" she said, and giggled. Wat did the wormthink about its new
exi stence? Was it as dunbfounded as Bill probably was? | have to keep ny eye on him she realized,
meani ng the creature wiggling across the ground. For he mght get lost. "Bill," she said, bending
over him "you look funny. You're all red and long; did you know that?" And then she thought, What
| shoul d have done was put himin the body of another human being. Wiy didn't | do that? Then it
woul d be like it ought to be; | would have a real brother, outside of me, who | could play wth.

But, on the other hand, she would have a strange, new person inside her. And that did not
sound |i ke rmuch fun.

VWho woul d do? she asked herself. One of the kids at school? An adult? | bet Bill would
like to be in an adult. M. Barnes, maybe. Or Hoppy Harrington, who was afraid of Bill anyhow Or--
she screeched with delight, Manma. It would be so easy; | could snuggle up close to her, lay
against her . . . and Bill could switch, and I'd have ny own mana i nside ne--and wouldn't that be

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Dick%20Dr%20Bloodmoney.txt (78 of 102) [1/19/03 7:40:18 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/Philip%20K .Dick/Dick%20Dr%20Bloodmoney .txt

wonderful ? | could make her do anything | wanted. And she couldn't tell ne what to do.

And Edi e thought, She couldn't do any nore unnentionable things with M. Barnes any nore,
or with anybody else. I'd see to that. | know Bill wouldn't behave that way; he was as shocked as
I was.

"Bill," she said, kneeling down and carefully picking up the angleworm she held it in the
pal m of her hand. "Wait until you hear ny plan--you know what? W're going to fix Mama for the bad
t hi ngs she does." She held the worm agai nst her side, where the hard lunp within lay. "Get back
i nsi de now. You don't want to be a wormanyhow, it's no fun."

Her brother's voice once nore cane to her. "You pooh-pooh; | hate you, I'll never forgive
you. You put ne in a blind thing with no legs or nothing; all | could do was drag nysel f around!"

"I know, " she said, rocking back and forth, cupping the now usel ess wormin her hand
still. "Listen, did you hear ne? You want to do that, Bill, what | said? Shall | get Manma to |et

me |ie against her so you can do you-knowwhat? You' d have eyes and ears; you'd be a full-grown
person.”

Nervously, Bill said, "I don't know. | don't think | want to wal k around being Mama; it
sort of scares ne."

"Sissy," Edie said. "You better do it or you may never get out ever again. Well, who do
you want to be if not Mama? Tell me and I'Il fix it up; | cross nmy heart and promise to fall down
bl ack and hard."

"Il see,"” Bill said. "I'lIl talk to the dead people and see what they say about it.
Anyhow | don't know if it'll work; | had trouble getting out into that little thing, that worm?"

"You're afraid to try," she laughed; she tossed the wormaway, into the bushes at the end
of the school grounds. "Sissy! My brother is a big baby sissy!"

There was no answer fromBill; he had turned his thoughts away from her and her world,
into the regions which only he could reach. Talking to those old crumry, sticky dead, Edie said to
hersel f. Those enpty pooh-pooh dead that never have, any fun or nothing.

And then a really stunning idea came to her. 1'll fix it so he gets out and into that
crazy man M. Tree who they're all talking about right now, she decided. M. Tree stood up in the
Foresters' Hall last night and said those dunb religious things about repenting, and so if Bil

acts funny and doesn't know what to do or say, _nobody will pay any attention_.

Yet, that posed the awful problemof her finding herself containing a crazy nman. Maybe
coul d take poison like |I'm always saying, she decided. | could swallow a | ot of ol eander |eaves or
castor beans or sonething and get rid of hinm he'd be hel pless, he couldn't stop ne.

Still, it was a problem she did not relish the idea of having that M. Tree-she had seen
hi m often enough not to |like him-inside herself. He had a nice dog, and that was about all

Terry, the dog. That was it. She could lie down against Terry and Bill could get out and
into the dog and everything would be fine.

But dogs had a short life. And Terry was already seven years ol d; according to her nother
and father. He had been born the same tine al nost as she and Bill

Darn it, she thought. It's hard to decide; it's a real problem what to do with Bill who
wants so bad to get out and see and hear things. And then she thought, Wio of all the people |
know would | like nmost to have living inside nmy stonmach? And the answer was: her father

"You want to wal k around as Daddy?" she asked Bill. But Bill did not answer; he was stil
turned away, conversing with the great majority beneath the ground.

| think, she decided, that M. Tree would be the best because he lives out in the country

wi th sheep and doesn't see too many people, and it would be easier on Bill that way because he
woul dn't have to know very nuch about tal king. He'd just have Terry out there and all the sheep
and then with M. Tree being crazy nowit's really perfect. Bill could do a |ot better with M.
Tree's body than M. Tree is doing, | bet, and all | have to worry about really is chew ng the
ri ght nunber of poisonous ol eander |eaves--enough to kill himbut not me. Maybe two woul d do.
Three at the nost, | guess.

M. Tree went crazy at the perfect tine, she decided. He doesn't know it, though. But
wait'll he finds out; won't he be surprised. | mght let himlive for a while inside ne, just so
he'd realize what happened; | think that would be fun. | never liked him even though Manma does,

or says she does. He's creepy. Edi e shuddered.
Poor, poor M. Tree, she thought delightedly. You aren't going to ruin any nmore meetings

at the Foresters' Hall because where you'll be you won't be able to preach to anybody, except
maybe to ne and I won't listen

Where can | do it? she asked herself. Today; 1'll ask Mana to take us out there after
school. And if she won't do it, I'll hike out there by nyself.

| can hardly wait, Edie said to herself, shivering with anticipation
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The bell for class rang, and, together with the other children, she started into the
building. M. Barnes was waiting at the 'door of the single classroomwhich served all the
children fromfirst grade to sixth; as she passed him deep in thought, he said to her, "Wy so
absorbed; Edie? What's on your wei ghty mnd today?"

"Well," she said, halting, "you were for a while. Nowit's M. Tree instead."

"Ch yes," M. Barnes said, nodding. "So you heard about that."

The other children had passed on in, leaving themalone. So Edie said, "M. Barnes, don't

you think you ought to stop doing what you're doing with my mama? It's wong; Bill says so and he
knows. "

The school teacher's face changed color, but he did not speak. |Instead he wal ked away from
her, into the roomand up to his desk, still darkly flushed. Did | say it wong? Edie wondered. Is
he mad at ne now? Maybe he'll nake ne stay after, for punishnent, and maybe he'll tell Manma and
she' |l spank ne.

Feel i ng di scouraged, she seated herself and opened the precious, ragged, fragile,
coverless book to the story of _Snow Wiite_ ; it was their reading assignment for the day.

Lying in the danp rotting | eaves beneath the old live oak trees, in the shadows, Bonny
Kel l er clasped M. Barnes to her and thought to herself that this was probably the last tinme; she
was tired of it and Hal was scared, and that, she had | earned fromlong experience, was a fata
conbi nati on.

"All right,"” she murnured, "so she knows. But she knows on a small child s |level; she has
no real understanding."

"She knows it's wong," Barnes answered.

Bonny si ghed.

"Where is she now?" Barnes asked.

"Behind that by tree over there. Watching."

Hal Barnes sprang to his feet as if stabbed; he whirled around, w de-eyed, then sagged as
he conprehended the truth. "You and your nmalicious wit," he nuttered. But he did not return to
her; he stayed on his feet, a short distance off, |ooking glumand uneasy. "Were is she really?"

"She hi ked out to Jack Tree's sheep ranch.”

"But--" He gestured. "The man's insane! Wn't he be-- well, isn't it dangerous?"

"She just went out to play with Terry, the verbose canine." Bonny sat up and began picking
bits of hunus fromher hair. "I don't think he's even there. The last time anybody saw Bruno, he--

"'Bruno,'" Barnes echoed. He regarded her queerly.

"l mean Jack." Her heart | abored.

"He said the other night sonething about having been responsible for the high-altitude
devices in 1972." Barnes continued to scrutinize her; she waited, her pul se throbbing in her
throat. Well, it was bound to cone out sooner or |ater

"He's insane," she 'pointed out. "Right? He believes--"

"He believes," Hal Barnes said, "that he's Bruno Bluthgeld, isn't that right?"

Bonny shrugged. "That, anpbng other things."

"And he is, isn't he? And Stockstill knows it, you know it--that Negro knows it."
"No," she said, "that Negro doesn't know it, and stop saying 'that Negro." H's nane is
Stuart MConchie; | talked to Andrew about him and he says he's a very fine, intelligent,

ent husi astic and alive person.™

Barnes said, "So Doctor Bluthgeld didn't die in the Emergency. He cane here. He's been
"here, living anong us. The man nost responsi bl e for what happened.”

"Go nurder him" Bonny said.

Bar nes grunted.

"I nean it," Bonny said. "I don't care any nore. Frankly | wish you would." It would be a
good manly act, she said to herself. It would be a distinct change.

"Why have you tried to shield a person like that?"

"I don't know." She did not care to discuss it. "Let's go back to town," she said. H s
conpany wearied her and she had begun to think once again about Stuart MConchie. "I'm out of
cigarettes," she said. "So you can drop ne off at the cigarette factory." She wal ked toward
Barnes' horse, which, tied to a tree, conplacently cropped the |ong grass.

"A darky," Barnes said, with bitterness. "Now you're going to shack up with him That
certainly makes nme feel swell."

"Snob, " she said. "Anyhow, you're afraid to go on; you want to quit. So the next tine you
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see Edie you can truthgully say, 'I amnot doing anything shameful and evil wth your mang,
scout's honor.' Right?" She mounted the horse, picked up the reins and waited. "Conme on, Hal."

An explosion lit up the sky.

The horse bolted, and Bonny |leaped fromit, throwing herself fromits side to roll
sliding, into the shrubbery of the oak forest. Bruno, she thought; can it be himreally? She |ay
cl aspi ng her head, sobbing with pain; a branch had |aid her scalp open and bl ood dri pped through
her fingers and ran down her wist. Now Barnes bent over her; he tugged her up, turned her over.

"Brunb," she said. "Goddamm him Somebody _will_ have to kill him they should have done it |ong
ago--they should have done it in 1970 because he was insane then." She got her handkerchief out
and nopped at her scalp. "Ch dear," she said. "I really amhurt. That was a real fall."

"The horse is gone, too,"Barnes said.

“"I't's an evil god," she said, "who gave himthat power, whatever it is. | knowit's him

Hal . W' ve seen a lot of strange things over the years, so why not this? The ability to re-create
the war, to bring it back, like he said |last night. Maybe he's got us snared in time. Could that
be it? Wo're stuck fast; he's--" She broke off as a second white flash broke overhead, traveling
at enornous speed; the trees around themlashed and bent and she heard, here and there, the old
oaks splinter.

"l wonder where the horse went,'
peering around.

"Forget the horse," she said. "W'|l have to wal k back; that's obvious. Listen, Hal. Maybe
Hoppy can do sonet hing; he has funny powers, too. | think we ought to go to himand tell him He
doesn't want to be incinerated by a lunatic. Don't you agree? | don't see anything el se we can do
at this point."

"That's a good idea," Barnes said, but he was still |ooking for the horse; he did not seem
really to be listening.

“Qur punishment," Bonny sai d.

"What ?" he rmurnmur ed.

"You know. For what Edie calls our 'shaneful, evil doings.' | thought the other night

maybe we shoul d have been killed with the others; maybe it's a good thing this is happening."

"There's the horse," Barnes said, walking swiftly fromher. The horse was caught; his
reins had become tangled in a bay linb.

The sky, now, had beconme sooty black. She renenbered that color; it had never entirely
departed anyhow. It had nerely | essened.

Qur little fragile world, Bonny thought, that we |abored to build up, after the Energency

- . this puny society with out tattered school books, our "del uxe" cigarettes, our wood-burning

trucks--it can't stand nuch punishnent; it can't stand this that Bruno is doing or appears to be
doing. One blow again directed at us and we will be gone; the brilliant animals will perish, al
the new, odd species wll disappear as suddenly as they arrived. Too bad, she thought with grief.
It's unfair; Terry, the verbose dog--him too. Maybe we were too anbitious; maybe we shoul dn't
have dared to try to rebuild and go on

"I think we did pretty well, she thought, all in all. W've been alive; we've nade | ove
and drunk Gll's Five Star, taught our kids in a peculiar-w ndowed school building, put out News &
Views, cranked up a car radio and listened daily to W Sonerset Maugham Wat nore coul d be asked
of us? Christ, she thought. _It isn't fair_, this thing now It isn't right at all. W have our
horses to protect, our crops, our lives. .

Anot her expl osion occurred, this time further off. To the south, she realized. Near the
site of the old ones. San Franci sco.

Wearily, she shut her eyes. And just when this MConchie has shown up, too, she thought.
What | ousy, stinking |uck

Barnes nmurnured, rising cautiously to his feet and

The dog, placing hinself across the path, barring her way, groaned in his difficult voice,
"Treezzz bizzzzeeeeee. Stopppppp." He woofed in warning. She was not supposed to continue on to
t he wooden shack.

Yes, Edie thought, I know he's busy. She had seen the explosions in the sky. "Hey, you
know what ?" she said to the dog.

"Whuuuuut ?" the dog asked, becomning curious; he had a sinple nmind, as she well knew, he
was easily taken in.

"I learned how to throw a stick so far nobody can find it," she said. She bent, picked up
a nearby stick. "Want nme to prove it?"

Wthin her Bill said, "Who're you talking to?" He was agitated, now that the tinme was
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drawi ng near. "Is it M. Tree?"

"No," she said, "just the dog.'
throwit you can't find it."

"Surrrrre | cannnnnn," the dog said, and whined in eagerness; this was his favorite sort
of sport. "Buuuut | cannnn't bettttt," he added. "I haaaaave no nonnnnnneyyyy."

Fromt he wooden shack wal ked M. Tree, all at once; taken by surprise, both she and the
dog stopped what they were doing. M. Tree paid no attention to them he continued on up a snall
hill and then di sappeared down the far side, out of sight.

"M. Tree!" Edie called. "Maybe he isn't busy now," she said to the dog. "Go ask him
okay? Tell himl want to talk to hima mnute."

She waved the stick. "Bet you a paper ten dollar bill if |

Wthin her Bill said restlessly, "He's not far off now, is he? | know he's there. |I'm
ready; I'mgoing to try real hard this time. He can do al nbst anything, can't he? See and wal k and
hear and snell--isn't that right? It's not Iike that worm"

"He doesn't have any teeth," Edie said, "but he has everything el se that nost people
have." As the dog obediently |loped off in pursuit of M. Tree she began wal ki ng al ong the path

once nore. "It won't be long," she said. "I'Il tell him-" She had it all worked out. "I'lIl say,
"M. Tree, you know what? Well, | swall owed one of those duckcallers hunters use, and if you | ean
cl ose you can hear it.' How s that?"

"l don't know," Bill said desperately. "What's a 'duckcaller'? What's a duck, Edie? Is it

alive?" He sounded nmore and nore confused, as if the situation were to nmuch for him

"You sissy," she hissed. "Be quiet." The dog had reached Tree and now 'the man had turned;
he was starting back toward her, frowning.

"I amvery busy, Edie," M. Tree called. "Later--1'll talk to you later; | can't be
interrupted now." He raised his arnms and nade a bizarre notion toward her, as if he were keeping
time to sone nusic; he scow ed and swayed, and she felt |ike |laughing, he |ooked so foolish

"I just want to show you sonething," she called back

"Later!" He started away, then spoke to the dog.

"Yessirr," the dog grow ed, and | oped back toward the girl. "Nooo," the dog told her
" St oppppp. *

Darn it, Edie thought. We can't do it today; we'll have to come back nmaybe tonorrow.

"Gooo awayyyy," the dog was saying to her, and it bared its fangs; it had been given the
strongest possible instructions.

Edie said, "Listen, M. Tree--" And then she stopped, because there was no | onger any M.
Tree there. The dog turned, whined, and within her Bill npaned.

"Edie," Bill cried, "he's gone; | can feel it. Now where'll | go to get out? Wat'I| |

do?"

High up in the air, a tiny black speck blew and tunbled; the girl watched it drift as if
it were caught in sone violent spout of wind. It was M. Tree and his arns stuck out as he rolled
over and over, dropping and rising like a kite. Wat's happened to hin? she wondered di smally,

knowi ng that Bill was right; their chance, their plan, was gone forever now.
Sonet hing had hold of M. Tree and it was killing him It lifted him higher and hi gher
and then Edie shrieked. M. Tree suddenly dropped. He fell like a stone straight at the ground;

she shut her eyes and the dog, Terry, let out a how of stark disnay.

"What is it?" Bill was clamoring in despair. "W did it to hin? They took hi maway,
didn't they?"

"Yes," she said, and opened her eyes.

M. Tree lay on the ground, broken and crooked, with his |legs and anns sticking up at al
angl es. He was dead; she knew that and so did the dog. The dog trotted over to him halted, turned
to her with a stricken, nunbed | ook. She said nothing; she stopped, too, a distance away. It was
awf ul , what they--whoever it was--had done to M. Tree. It was |like the glasses man from Bol i nas,
she thought; it was a killing.

"Hoppy did it," Bill npaned. "Hoppy killed M. Tree froma di stance because he was afraid
of him M. Tree's down with the dead, now, | can hear himtal king. He's saying that; he says
Hoppy reached out all the way fromhis house where he is and grabbed M. Tree and picked hi mup
and flung him everywhere!"

"Cee," Edie said. | wonder how come Hoppy did that, she wondered. Because of the
expl osions M. Tree was making in the sky, was that it? Did they bother Hoppy? Make hi m sore?

She felt fright. That Hoppy, she thought; he can kill fromso far off; nobody el se can do
that. W better be careful. Very careful. Because he could kill all of us; he could fling us al
around or squeeze us.

"I guess _News & Views_ will put this on the first page," she said, half to herself, half
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to Bill.

"What's _News & Views?_ " Bill protested in anguish. "I don't understand what's going on
can't you explain it to me? _Please ."

Edie said, "W better go back to town now. " She started slowy away, |eaving the dog

sitting there beside the squashed renmains of M. Tree. | guess, she thought, it's a good thing you
didn't switch, because if you had been inside M. Tree you woul d have been kill ed.
And, she thought, he would be alive inside me. At least until | got the ol eander |eaves

chewed and swal | owed. And naybe he woul d have found a way to stop that. He had funny powers; he
coul d make those expl osions, and he m ght sonmehow have done that inside ne.
"W can try sonebody else,” Bill said, hopefully. "Can't we? Do you want to try that--what

do you call it again? That dog? | think I'd like to be that dog; it can run fast and catch things
and see a long way, can't it?"

"Not now," she said, still frightened, wanting to get away. "Sone other tine. You'd better
wait." And she began to run back along the path, in the direction of town.

XV

Oion Stroud, seated in the center of the Foresters' Hall where he could clearly be heard
by everyone, rapped for order and said:

"Ms. Keller and Doctor Stockstill asked that the West Marin O ficial Jury and al so the
West Marin Governing Citizens' Council convene to hear a piece of vital news regarding a killing
that just took place today."

Around him Ms. Tallnman and Cas Stone and Fred Quinn and Ms. Lully and Andrew G Il and
Earl Colvig and M ss Costigan--he glanced fromone to the next, satisfied that everyone was
present. They all watched with fixed attention, knowing that this was really inportant. Nothing
like this had ever happened in their community before. This was not a killing |like that of the
gl asses man or of M. Austurias.

"I understand," Stroud said, "that it was discovered that M. Jack Tree who's been living
anong us--"

Fromt he audi ence a voice said, "He was Bluthgeld."

"Right," Stroud said, nodding. "But he's dead now so there's nothing to worry about; you
have to get that through your heads. And it was Hoppy that done it. Did it, | mean." He glanced at
Paul Di etz apologetically. "Have to use proper granmar," he said, "because this is all going to be
in News & Views --right Paul ?"

"A special edition," Paul said, nodding in agreenent.

“"Now you understand, we're not here to decide if Hoppy ought to be punished for what he
did. There's no problemthere because Bluthgeld was a noted war criminal and what's nore he was
begi nning to use his magical powers to restart sone of the old war. | guess everybody in this room
knows that, because you all saw the expl osions. Now-" He glanced toward GI1l. "There's a
newconer, here, a Negro naned Stuart MConchie, and ordinarily |I have to adnmt we don't wel cone
darkies to West Marin, but | understand that MConchi e was tracki ng down Bl ut hgeld, so he's going
to be allowed to settle in West Marin if he so desires.”

The audi ence rustled with approval

“"Mainly what we're here for," Stroud continued, "is to vote sone sort of reward to Hoppy
to show our appreciation. W probably would all have been killed, due to Bluthgeld s nagica
powers. So we owe hima real debt of gratitude. | see he isn't here, because he's busy at work in

his house, fixing things; after all, he's our handy and that's a pretty big responsibility, right
there. Anyhow, has anybody got an idea of how the people here can express their appreciation for
Hoppy's tinmely killing of Doctor Bl uthgeld?" Stroud | ooked around questioningly.

Rising to his feet, Andrew GII| cleared his throat and said, "I think it's appropriate for
me to say a few words. First, | want to thank M. Stroud and this community for welcom ng ny new
busi ness associate, M. MConchie. And then | want to offer one reward that m ght be appropriate
regardi ng Hoppy's great service to this community and to the world at large. 1'd like to
contribute a hundred special deluxe Gold Label cigarettes." He paused, starting to reseat hinself,
and then added, "And a case of GIl's Five Star."

The audi ence appl auded, whistled, stanped in approval.

"Well," Stroud said, smling, "that's really something | guess M. G Il is aware of what
Hoppy's action spared us all. There's a whole | ot of oak trees knocked over along Bear Valley
Ranch Road, fromthe concussion of the blasts Bluthgeld was setting off. Al so, as you nmay know,
understand that he was beginning to turn his attention south toward San Franci sco--"
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"That's correct," Bonny Keller spoke up

"So," Stroud said, "Muybe those poeple down there will want to pitch in and contribute
sonmet hing to Hoppy as a token of appreciation. | guess the best we can do, and it's good but |
wi sh there was nore, is turn over M. GIll's gift of the hundred special deluxe Gold Labe
cigarettes and the case of brandy . . . Hoppy will appreciate that, but | was actually thinking of
sonmething nore in the line of a nenorial, like a statue or a park or at |east a plaque of sone
sort. And--1'd be willing to donate the Iand, and | know Cas Stone would, too."

"Right," Gas Stone decl ared enphatically.

"Anybody el se got an idea?" Stroud asked. "You, Ms. Tallnman; |1'd like to hear fromyou."

Ms. Tallman said, "It would be fitting to elect M. Harrington to an honorary public

of fice, such as President of the West Marin Governing Citizens' Council for instance, or as clerk
of the School Trustees Board, That, of course, in addition to the park or nmenorial and the brandy
and cigarettes.”

"CGood idea," Stroud said. "Well? Anybody el se? Because let's be realistic, folks; Hoppy
saved our lives. That Bluthgeld had gone out of his mnd, as everybody who was at the reading | ast
night knows . . . he would have put us right back where we were seven years ago, and all our hard
work in rebuilding would have gone for nothing. Nothing at all."

The audi ence nurnured its agreenent.

"When you have magic |ike he had," Stroud said, a physicist like Bluthgeld with all that
know edge . . . the world never was in such danger before; am| right? It's just |ucky Hoppy can
nmove objects at a distance; it's lucky for us that Hoppy's been practicing that all these years
now because nothing el se woul d have reached out like that, over all that distance, and nashed that
Bluthgeld like it did."

Fred Quinn spoke up, "I talked to Edie Keller who witnessed it and she tells ne that
Bl ut hgeld got flung right up into the air before Hoppy nmashed him tossed all around.”

"I know," Stroud said. "I interviewed Edie about it." He | ooked around the room at al
the people. "If anybody wants details, |'msure Edie would give them Right, Ms. Keller?"

Bonny, seated stiffly, her face pal e, nodded.

"You still scared, Bonny?" Stroud asked.

"I't was terrible," Bonny said quietly.

"Sure it was," Stroud said, "but Hoppy got him" And then he thought to hinself, That
makes Hoppy pretty form dable, doesn't it? Maybe that's what Bonny's thinking. Maybe that's why
she's so quiet.

"I think the best thing to do," Cas Stone said, "is to go right to Hoppy and say, ' Hoppy,
what do you want that sye can do for you in token of our appreciation? W'IIl put it right to him
Maybe t here's sonething he wants very badly that we don't know about."

Yes, Stroud thought to hinmself. You have quite a point there, Cas. Maybe he wants many

things we don't know about, and naybe one day--not too far off--he'll want to get them Whether we
forma del egation and go inquire after that or not.
"Bonny," he said to Ms. Keller, "I wish you d speak up; you're sitting there so quiet."
Bonny Keller murnured, "I'mjust tired."

"Did you know Jack Tree was Bl ut hgel d?"

Silently, she nodded.

"WAs it you, then," Stroud asked, "who told Hoppy?"

"No," she said. "I intended to; | was on nmy way. But it had al ready happened. He knew. "

I wonder how he knew, Stroud asked hinself.

"That Hoppy," Ms. Lully said in a quavering voice, "he seens to be able to do al nost
anything . . . why, he's even nore powerful than that M. Bluthgeld, evidently."

"Right," Stroud agreed.

The audi ence nurnured nervously.

"But he's put all his abilities to use for the welfare ot our comunity,"” Andrew G ||
said. "Renenber that. Renenber he's our handy and he hel ps bring in Dangerfield when the signal's
weak, and he does tricks for us, and imtations when we can't get Dangerfield at all--he does a
whol e | ot of things, including saving our |ives from another nuclear holocaust. So | say, God
bl ess Hoppy and his abilities. | think we should thank God that we have a funny here like him™"

"Right," Cas Stone said.

"I agree," Stroud said, with caution. "But | think we ought to sort of put it to Hoppy
that maybe from now on--" He hesitated. "Qur killings should be like with Austurias, done |egally,
by our Jury. | nmean, Hoppy did right and he had to act quickly and all . .. but the Jury is the
| egal body that's supposed to decide. And Earl, here should do the actual act. In the future,
mean. That doesn't include Bluthgeld because having all That nmagic he was different." You can't
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kill a man with powers |ike that through the ordinary methods, he realized. Like Hoppy, for
instance . . . suppose someone tried to kill him it would be next to inpossible.

He shivered

"What's the matter, Oion?" Cas Stone asked, acutely.

"Not hing," Oion Stroud said. "Just thinking what we can do to reward Hoppy to show our
appreciation; it's a weighty probl em because we owe himso nuch."

The audi ence nurnured, as the individual nenbers discussed with one another how to reward

Hoppy.

George Keller, noticing his wife's pale, drawn features, said, "Are you okay?" He put his
hand on her shoul der but she | eaned away.

"Just tired," she said. "I ran for a mle, | think, when those expl osions began. Trying to
reach Hoppy's house."

"How di d you know Hoppy could do it?" he asked.

"Ch," she said, "we all know that; we all surely know he's the only one of us who has
anything renotely resenbling that kind of strength. It came into our--" She corrected herself. "My
mnd right away, as soon as | saw the explosions.” She glanced at her husband.

"Who were you with?" he said.

"Barnes. W were hunting chanterelle nmushroons under the oaks al ong Bear Valley Ranch
Road. "

George Keller said, "Personally |I'mafraid of Hoppy. Look--he isn't even here. He has a
sort of contenpt for us all. He's always late getting to the Hall; do you know what | mean? Do you
sense it? And it gets nore true all the tinme, perhaps as he sharpens his abilities.™

"Per haps," Bonny nur rmur ed.

"What do you think will happen to us now?" George asked her. "Now that we've killed
Bl uthgel dP We're better off, a lot safer. It's a |load off everybody's m nd. Soneone should notify
Dangerfleld so he can broadcast it fromthe satellite."

"Hoppy could do that," Bonny said in a renote voice. "He can do anything. Al nost
anyt hi ng. "

In the speaker's chafr, Orion Stroud rapped for order. "Who wants to be in the del egation
t hat goes down to Hoppy's house and confers the reward and notification of honor on hin?" He
| ooked all around the room "Sonebody start to volunteer."

“I'"1l go," Andrew G || spoke up

"Me, too," Fred Quinn said.

Bonny said, "I'Il go."
To her, Ceorge said, "Do you feel well enought to?"
"Sure." She nodded listlessly. "I'"'mfine, now Except for the gash on ny head."

Aut omati cal ly she touched the bandage.
"How about you, Ms. Tallnman?" Stroud was sayi ng.
"Yes, I'll go," Ms. Taliman answered, but her voice trenbled.
"Afrai d?" Stroud asked.
"Yes," she said.

"\ 2"
Ms. Talinman hesitated. "I--don't know, Orion."
“I"1l go, too," Orion Stroud announced. "That's five of us, three nmen and two wonen;
that's just about right. W'll take the brandy and the ci gaboos al ong and announce the rest--about

the pl ague, and him being President of the Council and clerk and all that."

"Maybe," Bonny said in a | ow voice, "we ought to send a delegation there that will stone
himto death."

George Keller sucked in his breath and said, "For CGod' s sake, Bonny."

"I nean it," she said.

"You' re behaving in an incredible way,"'
understand her. "Wiat's the matter?”

"But of course it wouldn't do any good," she said. "He'd nash us before we got near his

he said, furious and surprised; he did not

house. Maybe he'll nash ne now. " She sniled. "For saying that."
"Then shut up!" He stared at her in great fear
"All right," she said. "I'Il be quiet. | don't want to be flung up into the air and then

dropped all the way to the ground, the way Jack was."
"I should think not." He was trenbling.
"You're a coward,” she said mldly. "Aren't you? | wonder why | in all this time didn't

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Dick%20Dr%20Bloodmoney.txt (85 of 102) [1/19/03 7:40:18 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/Philip%20K .Dick/Dick%20Dr%20Bloodmoney .txt

realize it before. Maybe that's why | feel the way | do about you."

"And what way's that?"

Bonny smiled. And did not answer. It was a hard, hateful and rigidly cold smle and he did
not understand it; he glanced away, wondering once again if all the runors he had heard about his

wi fe, over the years, could be true after all. She was so cold, so independent. George Keller felt
ni serabl e.
"Christ," he said, "you call ne a coward because | don't want to see ny wife nashed flat."
"I't's nmy body and ny existence," Bonny said. "I'll do with it what | want. I'mnot afraid
of Hoppy; actually I am but | don't intend to act afraid, if you can conprehend the difference.
"Il go down there to that tar-paper house of his and face himhonestly. [I'Il thank him but I
think 1'Il tell himthat he nust be nore careful in the future. We insist onit."

He couldn't help admiring her. "Do that," he urged. "It would be a good thing, dear. He
shoul d understand that, how we feel."

"Thank you," she said renptely. "Thanks a |lot, George, for your encouragenent." She turned
away, then, listening to Oion Stroud.

George Keller felt nore miserable than ever

First it was necessary to visit Andrew GIll's factory to pick up the special deluxe Gold
Label cigarettes and the Five Star brandy; Bonny, along with Orion Stroud and GII, left the
Foresters' Hall and wal ked up the road together, all of them conscious of the gravity of their
t ask.

"What's this business relationship you' re going into with MConchie?" Bonny asked Andrew

all.

GIll said, "Stuart is going to bring automation to ny factory."

Not believing himshe said, "And you're going to advertise over the satellite, | suppose
Si ngi ng comrercials, as they used to be called. How will they go? Can | conpose one for you?"

"Sure," he said, "if it'll help business.”

"Are you serious, about this automation?" It occurred to her now that perhaps he actually
was.

GIll said, "I'lIl know nore when |'ve visited Stuart's boss in Berkeley. Stuart and | are
going to nake the trip very shortly. | haven't seen Berkeley in years. Stuart says it's building

up again--not as it was before, of course. But even that nay eventually cone sone day."

"I doubt that," Bonny said. "But | don't care anyhow, it wasn't so good as all that. Just
so it builds back sone.”

d anci ng about to nmake sure that Orion could not hear him G|l said to her, "Bonny, why
don't you cone along with Stuart and ne?"

Ast oni shed, she said, "Wy?"

“I't would do you good to break with George. And maybe you coul d manage to nmake t he break
with himfinal. You should, for his sake and yours."

Noddi ng, she said, "But--" It seened to her out of the question; it went too far.
Appear ances woul d not be mai ntai ned. "Then everyone would know," she said. "Don't you think?"

G Il said, "Bon, they know al ready."

"Ch." Chastened, she nodded neekly. "Well, what a surprise. |1've been living under a
del usion, evidently."

"Cone to Berkeley with us," GIIl said, "and start over. In a sense that's what |'m going
to be doing; it marks the end of rolling cigarettes by band, one at a tine, on alittle cloth and

rod machine. It neans 1'll have a true factory in the old sense, the pre-war sense."

"' The pre-war sense,'" she echoed. "lIs that good?”

"Yes," G Il said. "lI'"'mdam sick and tired of rolling themby hand. |'ve been trying to
free nyself for years; Stuart has shown nme the way. At least, | hope so." He crossed his fingers.

They reached his factory, and there were the nen at work in the rear, rollins away. Bonny
thought, So this portion of our lives is soon to be over with forever. | nust be sentinenta

because | cling to it. But Andrew is right. This is no way to produce goods; it's too tedious, too
slow. And too few cigarettes are nade, really, when you get right down to it. Wth authentic

machi nery, Andrew can supply the entire country--assunming that the transportation, the neans of
delivery, is there.

Anong the worknen Stuart MConchie crouched by a barrel of GII's fine ersatz tobacco,
inspecting it. Well, Bonny thought, he either has Andrew s special deluxe fornula by now or he
isn't interested init. "Hello," she said to him "Can you sell his cigarettes once they start
rolling off the assenbly line in quantity? Have you worked that part out?".
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"Yes," MConchie said. "W've set up plans for distribution on a mass basis. My enpl oyer,
M. Hardy--"

"Don't give me a big sales pitch,” she interrupted. "I believe you if you say so; | was
just curious." She eyed himcritically. "Andy wants ne to travel to Berkeley with you. What do you

say?"

"Sure," he said vaguely.

"l could be your receptionist,"” Bonny said. "At your central offices. Right in the center
of the city. Correct?" She |aughed, but neither Stuart MConchie nor GIIl joined her. "Is this
sacred?" she asked. "Am | treading on holy topics when | joke? | apologize, if I am"”

"I't's okay," MConchie said. "W're just concerned; there're still a nunber of details to
wor k out."

"Maybe | will go along," Bonny said. "Maybe it'll solve nmy problems, finally."

Now it was McConchie's turn to scrutinize her. "Wat problens do you have? This seens a
ni ce environment here, to bring up your daughter in; and your old man being principal of--"

"Pl ease,"” she said. "I don't care to hear a summary of ny bl essings. Spare ne." She wal ked
off, tojoin GIl who was packaging cigarettes in a netal box for presentation to the phoconel us.

The world is so innocent, she thought to herself. Even yet, even after all that's happened
tous. GIlI wants to cure me of ny--restlessness. Stuart MConchie can't imagine what | could w sh
for that | don't have right here. But nmaybe they're right and I'mwong. Maybe |'ve nade ny life
unduly conplicated . . . maybe there's a machine in Berkeley that will save ne, too. Perhaps ny
probl ems can be automated out of existence.

Of in acorner, Oion Stroud was witing out a speech which he intended to deliver to
Hoppy. Bonny sniled, thinking of the solemity of it all. Wuld Hoppy be inpressed? Wuld he
per haps be armused or even filled with bitter contenpt? No, she thought; he will like it--1 have an
intuition. It is just the sort of display that he yearns for. Recognition of him that will please
himterribly.

I s Hoppy preparing to receive us? she wondered. Has he washed his face, shaved, put on an
especially clean suit . . . is he waiting expectantly for us to arrive? Is this the achi evenent of
his life, the pinnacle?

She tried to i magi ne the phoconelus at this nonent. Hoppy had, a few hours ago, killed a
man, and she knew from what Edie said the people all believed he had killed the gl asses man. The
town rat catcher, she said to herself, and shivered. Wo will be next? And will he get a
presentation next time--for each one, from now on?

Maybe we will be returning again and again to nake one presentation after another, she
t hought. And she thought, | will go to Berkeley; | want to get as far away from here as
possi bl e_.

And, she thought, as soon as possible. Today, if | can. R ght now. Hands in her coat
pockets, she wal ked quickly back to join Stuart MConchie and G1l; they were conferring, now, and
she stood as close to themas she could, listening to their words with conpl ete raptness.

Doubtfully, Doctor Stockstill said to the phoconelus, "Are you sure he can hear ne? This
definitely transmts all the way to the satellite?" He touched the m ke button again
experinmentally.

"I can't possibly assure you that he can hear you," Hoppy said with a snigger. "I can only
assure you that this is a five hundred watt transmitter; that's not very nuch by the old standards
but it's enough to reach him 1've reached himwith it a nunmber of times." He grinned his sharp
alert grin, his intelligent gray eyes alive with splinters of light. "Go ahead. Does he have a
couch up there, or can that be skipped?" The phoconel us | aughed, then

Doctor Stockstill said, "The couch can be skipped." He pressed the nike button and said,
"M. Dangerfield, this is a--doctor, down below here in West Marin. |'mconcerned with your
condition. Naturally. Everyone down here is. I, urn, thought nmaybe I could help you."

"Tell himthe truth," Hoppy said. "Tell himyou' re an anal yst."

Cautiously, Stockstill said into the mcrophone, "Fornmerly | was an anal yst, a

psychiatrist. O course, nowl'ma G P. Can you hear ne?" He |listened to the | oudspeaker nounted
in the corner but heard only static. "He's not picking me up," he said to Hoppy, feeling
di scour agenent .

"It takes tine to establish contact," floppy said. "Try again." He giggled. "So you think

it's just in his mind. Hypochondria. Are you so sure? Well, you might as well assune that because
if it's not, there is practically nothing you can do anyhow. "
Doctor Stockstill pressed the m ke button and said, "M. Dangerfield, this is Stockstill
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speaking fromMarin County, California, |I'ma doctor." It seenmed to himabsolutely hopel ess; why
go on? But on the other hand--

"Tell himabout Bluthgeld,” Hoppy said suddenly.

"Ckay," Stockstill said. "I wll."

“You can tell himny nane," floppy said. "Tell himl didit; listen, Doctor--this is how
he'll sound when he tells it." The phoconel us assunmed a peculiar expression and fromhis nouth, as
before, issued the voice of Walt Dangerfield. "Well, friends, | have a bit of good, good news here

I think you'll all enjoy this. Seenms as if--" The phoconel us broke off, because fromthe

speaker came a faint sound.
“. . . hello, Doctor. This is Walt Dangerfield."

Doctor Stockstill said instantly into the nicrophone, "Good. Dangerfield, what | want to
talk to you about is the pains you've been having. Now, do you have a paper bag up there in the
satellite? We're going to try a little carbon dioxide therapy, you and I. | want you to take the

paper bag and blow into it. You keep blowing into it and inhaling fromit, so that you're finally
i nhal i ng pure carbon di oxide. Do you understand? It's just a little idea, but it has a sound basis
behind it. You see, too nuch oxygen triggers off certain diencephalic responses which set up a
vicious cycle in the autonom c nervous system One of the systems of a too-active autonomc
nervous systemis hyperperistalsis, and you may be suffering fromthat. Fundamentally, it's an
anxi ety synptom "

The phoconel us shook his head, turned and rolled away.

"I"'msorry . " the voice fromthe speaker cane faintly. "I don't understand, Doctor
You say breathe into a paper bag? What about a pol yet hyl ene contai ner? Coul dn't asphyxiation
result?" The voice, querul ous and unreasonabl e, stunbled uncertainly on, "lIs there any way | can
synt hesi ze phenobarbital out of the constituents available to me up here? I'lIl give you an
inventory list and possibly--" Static interrupted Dangerfield; when he next was audi bl e he was
tal ki ng about sonething el se. Perhaps, Doctor Stockstill thought, the man's faculties were
wander i ng.

"Isolation in space,” Stockstill broke in, "breeds its own disruptive phenonena, sinlar

to what once was terned 'cabin fever.' Specific to this is the feedback of free-floating anxiety
so that it assunes a somatic consequence." He felt, as he tal ked, that he was doing it all wong;
that he had failed al ready. The phoconelus had retired, too disgusted to |listen--he was off
somewhere else entirely, puttering. "M. Dangerfield," Stockstill said, "what | want to do is
interrupt this feedback and the carbon dioxide trit'k mght do just that. Then when tension
synptons have eased, we can begin a form of psychotherapy; including recall of forgotten traumatic
material ."

The disc jockey said drily, "My traumatic material isn't forgotten, Doctor; |I'm
experiencing it right now It's all around ne. It's a form of claustrophobia and | have it very,
very bad."

"d austrophobi a,"” Doctor Stockstill said, "is a phobia lireetly traceable to the
di encephalon in that it's a disturbance of the sense of spaciality. It's connected with the panic
reaction to the presence or the i magi ned presence of danger; it's a repressed desire to flee."

Dangerfield said, "Well, where can | flee to, Doctor? Let's be realistic. What in Christ's
name can psychoanalysis do for me? I|'ma sick man; | need an operation, not the crap you're giving
me. "

"Are you sure?" Stockstill asked, feeling ineffective and foolish. "Now, this wll
admttedly take time, but you and | have at |east established basic contact; you know |I'm down
here trying to help you and | know that you're listening." You are listening, aren't you? he asked
silently. "So | think we've acconplished sonmething already."

He waited. There was only silence.

"Hel | o, Dangerfield?" he said into the nicrophone.

Si | ence.

From behi nd hi mthe phoconelus said, "He's either cut hinself off or the satellite' s too
far, now. Do you think you're hel ping hin®"

"I don't know," Stockstill said. "But | knowit's worth trying."
“I'f you had started a year ago--"
"But nobody knew. " We took Dangerfield for granted, like the sun, Stockstill realized. And

now, as Hoppy says, it's alittle late.

"Better luck tonorrow afternoon,"” Hoppy said, with a faint--al nost sneering--snile. And
yet Stockstill felt in it a deep sadness. Was Hoppy sorry for him for his futile efforts? O for
the man in the satellite passing above then? It was difficult to tell

“I'"I'l keep trying," Stockstill said.
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There was a knock at the door

floppy said, "That will be the official delegation." A broad, pleased smile appeared on
his pinched features; his face seenmed to swell, to fill with warnmh. "Excuse ne." He wheeled his
"mobile to the door, extended a nmanual extensor, and flung the door open

There stood Orion Stroud, Andrew G 1l, Cas Stone, Bonny Keller and Ms. Taliman, al
| ooki ng nervous and ill-at-ease. "Harrington," Stroud said, "we. have sonething for you, a little
gift."

"Fine," Hoppy said, grinning back at Stockstill. "See?" he said to the doctor. "Didn't |
tell you? It's their appreciation.” To the del egation he said, "Cone on in; |I've been waiting." He
hel d the door w de and they passed on inside his house.

"What have you been doi ng?" Bonny asked Doctor Stockstill, seeing himstanding by the
transmitter and m crophone.

Stockstill said, "Trying to reach Dangerfield."

"Therapy?" she said.

"Yes." He nodded.

"No | uck, though."

"We'l | try again tonorrow,"” Stockstill said.

Orion Stroud, his presentation nmonentarily forgotten, said to Doctor Stockstill, "That's
right; you used to be a psychiatrist.”

I mpatiently, Hoppy said, "Well, what did you bring me?" He peered past Stroud, at GIl1l; he
made out the sight of the container of cigarettes and the case of brandy. "Are those nine?"

"Yes," Gl said. "In appreciation.”

The container and the case were lifted fromhis hands; he blinked as they sailed toward
t he phoce and canme to rest on the floor directly in front of the 'nobile. Avidly, Hoppy plucked
them open with his extensors.

"Uh," Stroud said, disconcerted, "we have a statenent to nake. Is it okay to do so now,
Hoppy?" He eyed the phoconel us w th apprehensi on

"Anyt hi ng el se?" Hoppy denanded, the boxes open, now "What else did you bring ne to pay
me back?"

To herself as she watched the scene Bonny thought, | had no i dea he was so childish. Just
alittle child . . . we should have brought nmuch nore and it should have been wapped gaily, with
ri bbons and cards, with as nuch col or as possible. _He must not be disappointed_, she realized.
Qur lives depend on it, on his being--placated.

"Isn't there nore?" Hoppy was sayi ng peevishly.

"Not yet," Stroud said. "But there will be." He shot a swift, flickering glance at the
others in the del egation. "Your _real_ presents, Hoppy, have to be prepared with care. This is
just a beginning."

"l see," the phoconelus said. But he did not sound convinced.

"Honest," Stroud said. "It's the truth, floppy."

"I don't snoke," Hoppy said, surveying the cigarettes; he picked up a handful and crushed

them letting the bits drop. "It causes cancer."
"Well," GII began, "there're two sides to that. Now-"
The phoconel us sniggered. "I think that's all you're going to give ne," he said.

“"No, there will certainly be nore," Stroud said.
The room was silent, except for the static com ng fromthe speaker.
Of in the corner an object, a transmitter tube, rose and sailed through the air, burst

|l oudly against the wall, sprinkling themall with fragments of broken gl ass.

"'More,'" Hoppy mimcked, in Stroud's deep, portentous voice. "'There will certainly be
nore.'"
XV

For thirty-six hours Walt Dangerileld had lain on his bunk in a state of sem -
consci ousness, knowi ng now that it was not an ulcer; it was cardiac arrest which he was
experiencing, and it was probably going to kill himin a very short tinme. In spite of what
Stockstill, the analyst, had said.

The transmitter of the satellite had continued to broadcast a tape of |ight concert nusic
over and over again; the sound of soothing strings filled his ears in a travesty of unavailing
confort. He did not even have the strength to get up and make his way to the controls to shut it
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of f.

That psychoanal yst, he thought bitterly. Tal ki ng about breathing into a paper bag. It had
been like a dream. . . the faint voice, so full of self-confidence. So utterly false inits
premn ses.

Messages were arriving fromall over the world as the satellite passed through its orbit
again iand again; his recordi ng equi pnent caught them and retained them but that was all
Dangerfield could no | onger answer.

| guess | have to tell them he said to hinself. | guess the time--the time we've been
expecting, all of us--has finally cone at |ast.

On his hands and knees he crept until he reached the seat by the nmicrophone, the seat in
whi ch for seven years he had broadcast to the world below After he had sat there for a tine
resting he turned on one of the many tape recorders, picked up the m ke, and began dictating a
message which, when it had been conpl eted, would play endl essly, replacing the concert nusic.

"My friends, this is Walt Dangerfield talking and wanting to thank you all for the tines
we have had together, speaking back and forth, us all keeping in touch. |I'mafraid though that
this conmplaint of mne nakes it inmpossible for me to go on any longer. So with great regret 1've
got to sign off for the last tinme--" He went on, painfully, picking his words with care, trying to
meke them his audience below, as little unhappy as possible. But nevertheless he told themthe
truth; he told themthat it was the end for himand that they would have to find sone way to
communi cate without him and then he rang off, shut down the nicrophone, and in a weary reflex,
pl ayed the tape back

The tape was bl ank. There was nothing on it, although he had tal ked for alnpost fifteen
m nut es.

Evidently the equi prent had for sone reason broken down, but he was too ill to care; he
snapped the m ke back on, set switches on the control panel, and this tinme prepared to deliver his
message live to the area bel ow. Those people there would just have to pass the word on to the
ot hers; there was no ot her way.

"My friends," he began once nore, "this is Walt Dangerfield. | have some bad news to give
you but--" And then he realized that he was talking into a dead ni ke. The | oudspeaker above his
head had gone silent; nothing was being transmtted. O herw se he woul d have heard his own voice
fromthe nonitoring system

As he sat there, trying to discover what was wong, he noticed sonething el se, sonething
far stranger and nore oni nous.

Systens on all sides of himwere in notion. Had been in notion for sone time, by the | ooks
of them The hi ghspeed recording and pl ayback decks which he had never used--all at once the druns
were spinning, for the first time in seven years. Even as he watched he saw relays click on and
of f; a drum halted, another one began to turn, this tine at slow speed.

| don't understand, he said to hinmself. _Wat's happeni ng?_

Evidently the systens were receiving at high speed, recording, and now one of them had
started to play back, but what had set all this in notion? Not he. Dials showed himthat the
satellite's transmitter was on the air, and even as he realized that, realized that nessages which
had been picked up and recorded were now bei ng pl ayed over the air, he heard the speaker above his
head return to life.

"Hoode hoode hoo," a voice--his voice--chuckled. "This is your old pal, Walt Dangerfield,
once nore, and forgive that concert nmusic. Wn't be any nore of that."

When did | say that? he asked hinself as he sat dully listening. He felt shocked and
puzzl ed. Hi s voice sounded so vital, so full of good spirits; how could | sound |like that now? he
wondered. That's the way | used to sound, years ago, when | had ny health, and when she was still
alive.

"Well," his voice nmurnured on, "that bit of indisposition |'ve been suffering from.
evidently nmice got into the supply cupboards, and you'll laugh to think of Walt Dangerfield
fending off nmice up here in the sky, but '"tis true. Anyhow, part of my stores deteriorated and
didn't happen to notice . . . but it sure played havoc with ny insides. However-- And he heard
hinmself give his famliar chuckle. "I'mokay now | know you'll be glad to hear that, all you
peopl e down there who were so good as to transmt your get-well nessages, and for that | give you
t hanks. "

Getting fromfromthe seat before the nicrophone, Walt Dangerfleld made his way unsteadily
to his bunk; he lay down, closing his eyes, and then he thought once nore of the pain in his chest
and what it neant. Angina peetoris, he thought, is supposed to be nore like a great fist pressing
down; this is nore a burning pain. If | could |ook at the nmedical data on the mcrofil magain

maybe there's sonme fact | failed to read. For instance, this is directly under the breastbone,
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not off to the left side. Does that nean anything?

O maybe there's nothing wong with nme, he thought to hinmself as he struggled to get up
once nore. Maybe Stockstill, that psychiatrist who wanted nme to breat he carbon di oxi de, was right;
maybe it's just in ny mind, fromthe years of isolation here.

But he did not think so. It felt far too real for that.

There was one other fact about his ifiness that bew ldered him For all his efforts, he
could not nmake a thing out of that fact, and so he had not even bothered to nention it to the
several doctors and hospitals below. Now it was too | ate, because now he was too sick to operate
the controls of the transmitter

The pain seened al ways to get worse when his satellite was passing over Northern
Cal i f orni a.

In the mddle of the night the din of Bill Keller's agitated murnuri ngs woke his sister
up. "What is it? Edie said sleepily, trying to make out what he wanted to tell her. She sat up in
her bed, now, rubbing her eyes as the nurnurings rose to a crescendo.

"Hoppy Harrington!" he was sayi ng, deep down inside her. "He's taken over the satellite!
Hoppy' s taken over Dangerfield' s satellite!” He chattered on and on excitedly, repeating it again

and agai n.

"How do you know?"

"Because M. Bluthgeld says so; he's down bel ow now but he can still see what's going on
above. He can't do anything and he's nad. He still knows all about us. He hates Hoppy because

Hoppy mashed him ™"

"What about Dangerfiel d?" she asked. "ls he dead yet?"

"He's not down below," her brother said, after a |ong pause. "So | guess not."

"Who should | tell?" Edie said. "About what Hoppy did?"

"Tell Mama," her brother said urgently. "Go right in now"

Clinbing fromthe bed, Edie scanpered to the door and up the hail to their parents
bedroom she flung the door open, calling, "Mama, | have to tell you sonething--" And then her
voi ce failed her, because her nother was not there. Only one sleeping figure lay in the bed, her
father, alone. Her nother--she knew instantly and conpletely-- had gone and she woul d not be
com ng back.

"Where is she?" Bill clanored fromw thin her. "I know she's not here; | can't feel her."

Slowy, Edie shut the door of the bedroom Wat'll | do? she asked hersel f. She wal ked
aimessly, shivering fromthe night cold. "Be quiet," she said to Bill, and his murnurings sank
down a little.

"You have to find her," Bill was saying.

"I can't," she said. She knew it was hopeless. "Let me think what to do instead," she
sai d, going back into her bedroomfor her robe and slippers.

To Ella Hardy, Bonny said, "You have a very nice hone here. It's strange to be back in
Berkel ey after so long, though." She felt overwhelnmngly tired. "I'mgoing to have to turn in,"
she said. It was two in the nmorning. dancing at Andrew G Il and Stuart she said, "W made awfully
good tine getting here, didn't we? Even a year ago it woul d have taken another three days."

"Yes," G Il said, and yawned. He | ooked tired, too; he had done nost of the driving
because it was his horsecar they had taken

M. Hardy said, "Along about this tine, Ms. Keller, we generally tune in a very | ate pass
by the satellite."

"Ch," she said, not actually caring but knowing it was inevitable; they would have to
listen at least for a few nonments to be polite. "So you get two transm ssions a day, down here."

"Yes," Ms. Hardy said, "and frankly we find it worth staying up for this | ate one,
al though in the last few weeks . " She gestured. "I suppose you know as well as we do
Dangerfield is such a sick man."

They were all silent, for a nonent.

Hardy said, "To face the brutal fact, we haven't been able to pick himup at all the |ast
day or so, except for a program of |ight opera that he has played over and over again
automatically . . . so--" He glanced around at the four of them "That's why we were pinning so
many hopes on this late transm ssion, tonight."

To hersel f, Bonny thought, There's so nuch business to conduct tonorrow, but he's right;
we nust stay up for this. W nmust know what is going on in the satellite; it's too inportant to us
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all. She felt sad. Walt Dangerfield, she thought, are you dying up there alone? Are you already
dead and we don't know yet?
WIll the light opera nmusic go on forever? she wondered. At least until the satellite at
last falls back to the Earth or drifts off into space and finally is attracted by the sun?
“I'"1l turn it on," Hardy said, inspecting his watch. He crossed the roomto the radio,

turned it on carefully. "It takes it a long tinme to warmup," he apologized. "I think there's a
weak tube; we asked the West Berkel ey Handyman's Association to inspect it but they're so busy,
they're too tied up, they said. 1'd look at it nyself, but--" He shrugged ruefully. "Last tine |
tried to fix it, | broke it worse."

Stuart said, "You're going to frighten M. GII| away."

"No," G Il said. "I understand. Radios are in the province of the handies. It's the sane

up in West Marin."

To Bonny, Ms. Hardy said, "Stuart says you used to live here."

"I worked at the radiation lab for a while," Bonny said. "And then | worked out at
Li vermore, also for the University. O course--" She hesitated. "It's so changed. | wouldn't know
Ber kel ey, now. As we came through | saw nothing | recogni zed except perhaps San Pabl o Avenue
itself. Al the little shops--they | ook new. "

"They are," Dean Hardy said. Now static issued fromthe radio and he bent attentively, his
ear close to it. "Generally we pick up this late transnission at about 640 kc. Excuse nme." He
turned his back to them intent on the radio.

"Turn up the fat lamp,” G Il said, "so he can see better to tune it."

Bonny did so, marveling that even here in the city they were still dependent on the
primtive fat | anp; she had supposed that their electricity had | ong since been restored, at |east
on a partial basis. In sone 'ways, she realized, they were actually behind Wst Marin. And in
Bol i nas- -.

"Ah," M. Hardy said, breaking into her thoughts. "I think I've got him And it's not
light opera.”" His face glistened, beaned.
"Ch dear,"” Ella Hardy said, "I pray to heaven he's better." She clasped her hands together

with anxiety.

From the speaker a friendly, infornmal, fanmliar voice booned out loudly, "H there, al
you ni ght peopl e down bel ow. Who do you suppose this is, saying hello, hello and hello."
Dangerfield | aughed. "Yes, folks, I'mup and around, on nmy two feet once nore. And just twrling
all these little old knobs and controls like crazy . . . yes sir." H's voice was warm and around
Bonny the faces in the roomrel axed, too, and smled in conpany with the pleasure contained in the
voi ce. The faces nodded, agreed.

"You hear hinP" Ella Hardy said. "Wiy, he's better. He is; you can tell. He's not just
saying it, you can tell the difference."

"Hoode hoode hoo," Dangerfield said. "Well, now, let us see; what news is there? You heard
about that public eneny nunber one, that one-tinme physicist we all remenber so well. Qur good
buddy Doctor Bluthgeld, or should | say Doctor Bl oodnoney? Anyhow, | guess you all know by now
that dear Doctor Bl oodnoney is no longer with us. Yes, that's right."

"I heard a runor about that," M. Hardy said excitedly. "A peddl er who hitched a ball oon
ride out of Marin County--"

"Shhh," Ella Hardy said, |istening.

"Yes indeed," Dangerfield was saying. "A certain party up in Northern California took care
of Doctor B. For good. And we owe a debt of sheer unadulterated gratitude to that certain little
party because--well, just considen this, folks; that party's a bit handi capped. And yet he was
able to do what no one el se could have done." Now Dangerfield' s voice was hard, unbending; it was
a new sound whi ch they had not heand from himever before. They gl anced at one another uneasily.
"I''mtal ki ng about Hoppy Harrington, ny friends. You don't know that nane? You shoul d, because
wi t hout Hoppy not one of you would be alive."

Har dy, rubbing his chin and frowning, shot a questioning |look at ElIla.

"This Hoppy Harrington," Dangerfield continued, "mashed Doctor B. froma good four mles
away, and it was easy. Very easy. You think it's inpossible for soneone to reach out and touch a

man four mles off? That's miiiiighty long arnms, isn't it, folks? And mi ghty strong hands. Wel|
I"1l tell you something even nore remarkable." The voice becane confidential; it dropped to an
i nti mate near-whisper. "Hoppy has no arnms and no hands _at all_." And Darigerfield, then, was
silent.

Bonny said quietly, "Andrew, it's him isn't it?"
Twi sting around in his chair to face her, GIl said, "Yes, dean. | think so."
"Who?" Stuart MConchie said.

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Dick%20Dr%20Bloodmoney.txt (92 of 102) [1/19/03 7:40:18 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/Philip%20K .Dick/Dick%20Dr%20Bloodmoney .txt

Now the voice fromthe radio resuned, nore calmy this time, but also nore bleakly. The

voi ce had becone chilly and stark. "There was an attenpt mmde," it stated, "to reward M.
Harrington. It wasn't nuch. A few cigarettes and sonme bad whi skey--if you can call that a
"reward.’ And sone enpty phrases delivered by a cheap local politico. That was all--that was it
for the man who saved us all. | guess they figured--"

Ella Hardy said, "That is not Dangerfield."

To G Il and Bonny, M. Hardy said, "Who is it? Say."

Bonny said, "It's Hoppy." G Il nodded.

"I's he up there?" Stuart said. "In the satellite?"

"I don't know," Bonny said. But what did it matter? "He's got control of it; that's what's
i mportant." And we thought by coming to Berkeley we woul d get away, she said to herself. That we
woul d have left Hoppy. "lI'mnot surprised," she said. "He's been preparing a long tine; everything
el se has been practice, for this."

"But enough of that," the voice fromthe radio declared, in a lighter tone, now "You'l

hear nore about the man who saved us all; 1I'Il keep you posted, fromtine to tine . . . old Walt
isn't going to forget. Meanwhile, let's have a little nusic. What about a little authentic five-
string banjo nusic, friends? Genuine authentic U S. Anerican oldtinme folk nmusic. . . 'Qut on

Penny's Farm' played by Pete Seeger, the greatest of the folk nusic nen."

There was a pause, and then, fromthe speaker, canme the sound of a full synphony
orchestra.

Thought ful |y, Bonny said, "Hoppy doesn't have it down quite right. There're a few circuits
| eft he hasn't got control of."

The synphony orchestra abruptly ceased. Silence obtained again, and then sonething spilled
out at the incorrect speed; it squeaked frantically and was chopped off. In spite of herself,
Bonny smiled. At last, belatedly, there cane the sound of the five-string banjo.

Hard tinmes in the country,
Qut on Penny's farm

It was a fol ksy tenor voice twangi ng away, along with the banjo. The people in the room
sat |istening, obeying out of |ong habit; the nmusic emanated fromthe radio and for seven years
t hey had depended on this; they had |earned this and it had beconme a part of their physica
bodi es, this response. And yet--Bonny felt the shanme and despair around hen. No one in the room
ful ly understood what had happened; she herself felt only a nunbed confusion. They had Dangerfield
back and yet they did not; they had the outer form the appearance, but what was it really, in
essence? It was some | abored apparition, like a ghost; it was not alive, not viable. It went
through the notions but it was enpty and dead. It had a peculiar _preserved_ quality, as if
sonehow the cold, the |oneliness, had conmbined to formaround the man in the sateffite a new
shell. A case which fitted over the living substance and snuffed it out.

The killing, the slow destruction of Dangerfield, Bonny thought, was deliberate, and it
came--not from space, not from beyond--but from below, fromthe fanmiliar |andscape. Dangerfield
had not died fromthe years of isolation; he had been stricken by careful instruments issuing up
fromthe very world which he struggled to contact. If he could have cut hinself off fromus, she
t hought, he would be alive now. At the very nmonent he listened to us, received us, he was being
killed--and did not guess.

He does not guess even now, she decided. It probably baffles him if he is capabl e of
perception at this point, capable of any form of awareness.

"This is terrible,” GIl was saying in a nonotone

"Terrible,"” Bonny agreed, "but inevitable. He was too vul nerable up there. If Hoppy hadn't
done it soneone el se would have, one day."

"What' Il we do?" M. Hardy said. "If you folks are so sure of this, we better--"
"Ch," Bonny said, "we're sure. There's no doubt. You think we ought to forma del egation
and call on Hoppy again? Ask himto stop? | wonder what he'd say." | wonder, she thought, how near

we would get to that familiar little house before we were denolished. Perhaps we are too cl ose
even now, right here in this room

Not for the world, she thought, would I go any nearer. | think in fact I will nove farther
on; | will get Andrew GII to go with nme and if not himthen Stuart, if not Stuart then soneone. |
will keep going; | will not stay in one place and maybe | will be safe from Hoppy. | don't care
about the others at this point, because | amtoo scared; | only care about nyself.

"Andy," she said to GIl, "listen. | want to go."

"Qut of Berkeley, you nmean?"
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"Yes." She nodded. "Down the coast to Los Angeles. | know we could make it; we'd get there
and we'd be okay there, | knowit."

GIll said, "I can't go, dear. | have to return to West Marin; | have ny business--1 can't
give it up."

Appal | ed, she said, "You'd go back to West Marin?"
"Yes. Wiy not? We can't give up just because Hoppy has done this. That's not reasonable to
ask of us. Even Hoppy isn't asking that."

"But he will," she said. "He'll ask everything, in time; | knowit, | can foresee it."
"Then we'll wait,” GIll said. "Until then. Meanwhile, let's do our jobs." To Hardy and
Stuart McConchie he said, "I'"'mgoing to turn in, because Christ--we have plenty to discuss

tonorrow." He rose to his feet. "Things may work thensel ves out. We nustn't despair." He whacked
Stuart on the back. "Ri ght?"

Stuart said, "I hid once in the sidewalk. Do | have to do that again?" He | ooked around at
the rest of them seeking an answer.

"Yes," Bonny said.

"Then | will," he said. "But | canme up out of the sidewalk; | didn't stay there. And ||
come up again." He, too, rose. "G IlIl, you can stay with ne in ny place. Bonny, you can stay with
t he Hardys."

"Yes," Ella Hardy said, stirring. "W have plenty of roomfor you, Ms. Keller. Until we
can find a nore permanent arrangenent."”

"CGood," Bonny said, automatically. "That's swell." She rubbed her eyes. A good night's
sl eep, she thought. It would help. And then what? W will just have to see.

I f, she thought, we are alive tonorrow.

To her, G Il said suddenly, "Bonny, do you find this hard to believe about Hoppy? O do
you find it easy? Do you know himthat well? Do you understand hin®"

"I think," she said, "it's very anmbitious of him But it's what we shoul d have expected.
Now he has reached out farther than any of us; as he says, he's now got long, long arns. He's
conpensated beautifully. You have to adnire hint

"Yes," GII| admitted. "I do. Very much."
“I'f I only thought this would satisfy him" she said, "I wouldn't be so afraid."
"The man | feel sorry for," GII| said, "is Dangerfield. Having to lie there passively,

sick as he is, and just listen."
She nodded, but she refused to inagine it; she could not bear to.

Hurrying down the path in her robe and slippers, Edie Keller groped her way toward Hoppy
Harrington's house.

"Hurry," Bill said, fromwthin her. "He knows about us, they're telling ne; they say
we're in danger. If we can get close enough to himl can do an initation of soneone dead that'|
scare him because he's afraid of dead people. M. Blaine says that's because to himthe dead are
like fathers, lots of fathers, and--"

"Be quiet," Edie said. "Let me think." In the darkness she had gotten m xed up. She could
not find the path through the oak forest, now, and she halted, breathing deeply, trying to orient
herself by the dull light of the partial noon overhead.

It's to the right, she thought. Down the hill. I rmust not fall; he'd hear the noise, he
can hear a long way, alnost everything. Step by step she descended, hol ding her breath.

"I'"ve got a good imtation ready," Bill was munbling; he would not be quiet. "lIt's like

this: when | get near himl switch with soneone dead, and you won't |ike that because it's--sort
of squishy, but it's just for a few mnutes and then they can talk to himdirect, frominside you
I s that okay, because once he hears--"

"I't's okay," she said, "just for alittle while."

"Well, then you know what they say? They say 'W have been taught a terrible | esson for
our folly. This is God's way of making us see.' And you know what that is? That's the mnister who
used to make sernons when Hoppy was a baby and got. carried on his Dad's back to church. He'l
remenber that, even though it was years and years ago. It was the nost awful nonent in his life;
you know why? Because that minister, he was maki ng everybody in the church | ook at Hoppy and that
was wong, and Hoppy's father never went back after that. But that's a lot of the reason why Hoppy
is like he is today, because of that minister. So he's really terrified of that ninister, and when
he hears his voice again--"

"Shut up," Edie said desperately. They were now above Hoppy's house; she saw the lights
bel ow. "Please, Bill, _please_."
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"But | have to explain to you," Bill went on. "Wen |--"

He stopped. Inside her there was nothing. She was enpty.

"Bill," she said.

He had gone.

Bef ore her eyes, in the dull noonlight, sonething she had never seen before bobbed. It
rose, jiggled, its long pale hair streanming behind it like a tail; it rose until it hung directly
before her face. It nad tiny, dead eyes and a gaping nouth, it was nothing but a little hard round
head, |ike a baseball. Fromits nouth came a squeak, and then it fluttered upward once nore,

rel eased. She watched it as it gained nore and nore height, rising above the trees in a sw nm ng
noti on, ascending in the unfam liar atnosphere which it had never known before.

"Bill," she said, "he took you out of ne. He put you outside."” And you are |eaving, she
real i zed; Hoppy is making you go. "Cone back," she said, but it didn't matter because he coul d not
live outside of her. She knew that. Doctor Stockstill had said that. He could not be born, and
Hoppy had heard hi m and made hi m born, knowi ng that he would die.

You won't get to do your imtation, she realized. | told you to be quiet and you woul dn't.
Straining, she saw -or thought she saw-the hard little object with the streamers of hair hair now
above her . . . and then it disappeared, silently.

She was al one.

Way go on now? It was over. She turned, wal ked back up the hillside, hen head | owered,
eyes shut, feeling her way. Back to her house, her bed. Inside she felt raw, she felt the tearing
| oose. If you only could have been quiet, she thought. He woul d not have heard you. | told you, |
told you so.

She pl odded on back

Fl oating in the atnosphere, Bill Keller sawa little, heard a little, felt the trees and
the animals alive and noving anong them He felt the pressure at work on him lifting him but he
remenbered his inmtation and he said it. H s voice canme out tiny in the cold air; then his ears
pi cked it up and he excl ai ned.

"W have been taught a terrible |l esson for our folly,"
in his ears, delighting him

The pressure on himlet go; he bobbed up, swi nmng happily, and then he dove. Down and
down he went and just before he touched the ground he went sideways until, guided by the living
presence within, he hung suspended above Hoppy Harrington's antenna andhouse.

"This is God's way!" he shouted in his thin, tiny voice. "W can see that it is tine to
call a halt to high-altitude nuclear testing. | want all of you to wite letters to President
Johnson!" He did not know who President Johnson was. A living person, perhaps. He | ooked around
for himbut he did not see him he saw oak forests of aninmals, he saw a bird with noi sel ess w ngs
that drifted, huge-beaked, eyes staring. Bill squeaked in fright as the noi sel ess, brownfeathered
bird glided his way.

The bird nmade a dreadful sound, of greed and the desire to rend.

"All of you," Bill cried, fleeing through the dark, chill air. "You nust wite letters in
protest!"”

The glittering eyes of the bird foll owed behind himas he and it glided above the trees,
in the di mnoonlight.

The ow reached him And crunched himin a single instant.

he squeaked, and his voice echoed

XVI

Once nore he was within. He could no | onger see or hear; it had been for a short tinme and
now it was over.
The owl, hooting, flew on.

Bill Keller said to the oW, "Can you hear ne?"
Maybe it could, maybe not; it was only an ow, it did not have any sense, as Edi e had had.
It was not the sane. Can | live inside you? he asked it, hidden away in here where no one knows .

you have your flights that you nake, your passes. Wth him in the oW, were the bodies of
nmce and a thing that stirred and scratched, big enough to keep on trying to live.

Lower, he told the owW. He saw, by neans of the ow, the oaks; he saw clearly, as if
everything were full of light. MIlions of individual objects lay i mobbile and then he spied one
that crept--it was alive and the ow turned that way. The creeping thing, suspecting nothing,
hearing no sound, wandered on, out into the open
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An instant later it had been swallowed. The oW flew on.

Good, he thought. And, is there nore? This goes on all night, again and again, and then
there is bathing when it rains, and the | ong, deep sleeps. Are they the best part? They are.

He said, "Fergesson don't allow his enployees to drink; it's against his religion, isn't
it?" And then he said "Hoppy, what's the light fron? Is it God? You know, like in the Bible. |
mean, is it truer

The ow hoot ed.

"Hoppy," he said, fromwithin the oW, "you said last tine it was all dark. Is that right?
No Iight at all?"

A thousand dead things within himyanmrered for attention. He |listened, repeated, picked
anong t hem

"You dirty little freak," he said. "Now |isten. Stay down here; we're bel ow street-1evel
You noronic jackass, stay where you are, you are, you are. |I'll go upstairs and get those. People.
Down here .you clear. Space. Space for them"

Frightened, the ow flapped; it rose higher, trying to evade him But he conti nued,
sorting and picking and |istening on.

"Stay down here," he repeated. Again the lights of Hoppy's house cane into view, the ow
had circled, returned to it, unable to get away. He nmade it stay where he wanted it. He brought it
closer and closer in its passes to Hoppy. "You noronic jackass," he said. "Stay where you are."

The owW flew lower, hooting inits desire to leave. It was caught and it knew it. The ow
hated him

"The president nust listen to our pleas," he said, "before it is too late."

Wth a furious effort the owl perforned its regular technique; it coughed himup and he
sank in the direction of the ground, trying to - catch the currents of air. He crashed anong hunus
and plant-growh; he rolled, giving little squeaks until finally he cane to rest in a holl ow.

Rel eased, the oW soared off and di sappeared.

"Let man's conpassion be witness to this," he said as he lay in the hollow, he spoke in

the minister's voice fromlong ago. "it is ourselves who have done this; we see here the results
of mankind's own folly."
Lacking the ow eyes he saw only vaguely; the illum nation seenmed to be gone and all that

remai ned were several nearby shapes. They were trees.
He saw, too, the form of Hoppy's house outlined against the dimnight sky. It was not far

of f.

"Let me in," Bill said, noving his mouth. He rolled about in the hollow he thrashed unti
the | eaves stirred. "I want to cone in."

An aninal, hearing him noved further off, warily.

“In, in, in," Bill said. "I can't stay out here long; I'll die. Edie, where are you?" He

did not feel her nearby; he felt only the presence of the phoconelus wthin the house.
As best he could, he rolled that way.

Early in the norning, Doctor Stockstill arrived at Hoppy Harrington's tar-paper house to
make his fourth attenpt at treating Walt Dangerfield. The transnitter, he noticed, was on, and so
were lights here and there; puzzled, he knocked on the door

The door opened and there sat Hoppy Harrington in the center of his 'nobile. Hoppy
regarded himin an odd, cautious, defensive fashion

"I want to nmake another try," Stockstill said, knowi ng how useless it was but wanting to
go ahead anyhow. "Is it okay?"

"Yes sir," Hoppy said. "It's okay."

"Is Dangerfield still alive?"

"Yes sir. I'd know if he was dead."” Hoppy wheel ed aside to admit him "He rnust still be up
there. "

"What ' s happened?" Stockstill said. "Have you been up all night?"

"Yes," Hoppy said. "Learning to work things." He wheeled the 'nobile about, frowning.
"I't's hard," he said, apparently preoccupi ed.

"I think that idea of carbon dioxide therapy was a m stake, now that | | ook back on it,"
Stockstill said as he seated hinself at the mcrophone. "This time I'mgoing to try sone free
association with him if |I can get himto."

The phoconel us continued to wheel about; now the 'nobile bunped into the end of a table.
"I hit that by mistake," Hoppy said. "lI'msorry; | didn't mean to."

Stockstill said, "You seemdifferent."
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"I'mthe sanme; I'mBill Keller," the phoconelus said. "Not Hoppy Harrington." Wth his
ri ght manual extensor he pointed. "There's Hoppy. That's him from now on."

In the corner lay a shrivel ed dough-1like object several inches long; its nmouth gaped in

congeal ed enptiness. It had a hunan-like quality to it, and Stockstill went over to pick it up

"That was ne," the phoconelus said. "But | got close enough last night to switch. He
fought a lot, but he was afraid, so | won. | kept doing one inmtation after another. The m nister
one got him"

Stockstill, holding the wi zened little homuncul us, said not hing.

"Do you know how to work the transmitter?" the phoconel us asked, presently. "Because
don't. | tried, but I can't. | got the lights to work; they turn on and off. | practiced that all
night." To denonstrate, he rolled his 'nobile to the wall, where with his nanual extensor he
snapped the |light switch up and down.

After a time Stockstill said, |ooking dowmn at the dead, tiny formhe held in his hand, "I

knew it woul dn't survive.
"It did for a while," the phoconelus said. "For around an hour; that's pretty good, isn't

it? Part of that time it was in an ow; | don't know if that counts."

"I --better get to work trying to contact Dangerfield," Stockstill said finally. "He may
die any tinme."

"Yes," the phoconelus said, nodding. "Want me to take that?" He held out an extensor and
Stockstill handed hi mthe homunculus. "That owW ate ne," the phoce said. "I didn't |ike that, but
it sure had good eyes; | liked that part, using its eyes.”

"Yes," Stockstill said reflexively. "OMs have tremendously good eyesi ght; that mnmust have
been quite an experience." This, that he had held in his hand--it did not seemat all possible to
him And yet, it was not so strange; the phoce had noved Bill only a matter of a few inches--that
had been enough. And what was that in conparison to what he had done to Doctor Bl uthgel d?
Evidently after that the phoce had | ost track because Bill, free fromhis sister's body, had

mngled with first one substance and then another. And at |ast he had found the phoce and m ngl ed
with him too; had, at the end, supplanted himin his own body.

It had been an unbal anced trade. Hoppy Harrington had gotten the losing end of it, by far
the body which he had received in exchange for his own had |asted only a few mnutes, at the nost.

"Did you know," Bill Keller said, speaking haltingly as if it was still difficult for him
to control the phoconelus' body, "that Hoppy got up in the satellite for a while? Everybody was
excited about that; they woke me up in the night to tell ne and | woke Edie. That's how | got
here,” he added, with a strained, earnest expression on his face.

"And what are you going to do now?" Stockstil asked.

The phoce said, "I have to get used to this body; it's heavy. |I feel gravity . . . I'm
used to just floating about. You know what? | think these extensors are swell. | can do a lot with
them al ready." The extensors whi pped about, touched a picture on the wall, flicked in the
direction of the transmitter. "I have to go find Edie," the phoce said. "I want to tell her I'm
okay; | bet she probably thinks | died."

Turning on the mcrophone, Stockstill said, "Walter Dangerfield, this is Doctor Stockstil
in West Marin. Can you hear ne? If you can, give ne an answer. |I'd like to resune the therapy we
were attenpting the other day." He paused, then repeated what he had said.

"You'll have to try a lot of times," the phoce said, watching him "It's going to be hard

because he's so weak; he probably can't get up to his feet and he didn't understand what was
happeni ng when Hoppy tpok over."

Noddi ng, Stockstill pressed the m crophone button and tried again.

"Can | go?" Bill Keller asked. "Can | | ook for Edie now?"

"Yes," Stockstull said, rubbing his forehead; he drew his faculties together and said,

"You'll be careful, what you do. . . you may not be able to switch again."

"I don't want to switch again,"” Bill said. "This is fine, because for the first tine
there's no one in here but nme."” In explanation, he added, "I nmean, |I'malone; |I'mnot just part of
soneone el se. O course, | switched before, but it was to that blind thing--Edie tricked nme into
it and it didn't do at all. This is different." The thin phoce-f ace broke into a snile.

"Just be careful" Stockstill repeated.

"Yes sir," the phoce said dutifully. "I"Il try; | had bad luck with the oW but it wasn't
my fault because | didn't want to get swallowed. That was the ow's idea."

Stockstill thought, But this was yours. There is a difference; | can see that. And it is
very inportant. Into the m crophone he repeated, "Walt, this is Doctor Stockstill down below, |I'm
still trying to reach you. | think we can do a lot to help you pull through this, if you'll do as
| tell you. | think we'll try some free association, today, in an effort to get at the root causes
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of your tension. In any case, it won't do any harm | think you can appreciate that."

From t he | oudspeaker came only static.

Is it hopel ess? Stockstill wondered. Is it worth keepi ng on?

He pressed the m ke button once nore, saying, "Walter, the who usurped your authority in
the satellite--he's dead, now, so you don't have to worry regarding him Wen you feel strong

enough 1'll give you nore details. Okay? Do you agree?" He listened. Still only static.

The phoce, rolling about the roomon his 'nobile, like a great trapped beetle, said, "Can
I go to school now that |'m out?"

"Yes," Stockstill nurnured.

"But | know a lot of things already,"” Bill said, "fromlistening with Edie when she was in
school; I won't have to go back and repeat, | can go ahead, like her. Don't you think so?"

St ockstill nodded.
"I wonder what ny nother will say," the phoce said.

Jarred, Stockstill said, "Wat?" And then he realized who was neant. "She's gone," he
said. "Bonny left with G U and McConchie."

"I know she left,"” Bill said plaintively. "But won't she be comi ng back sonetine?"

"Possibly not," Stockstill said. "Bonny's an odd wonan, very restless. You can't count on
it." It mght be better if she didn't know, he said to himself. It would be extrenmely difficult
for her; after all, he realized, she never knew about you at all. Only Edie and | knew. And Hoppy.
And, he thought, th¢ ow. "lI'mgoing to give up," he said suddenly, "on trying to reach
Dangerfiel d. Maybe some other tinme."

"I guess | bother you,"” Bill said.

St ockstill nodded.

"I"'msorry," Bill said. "I was trying to practice and | didn't know you were com ng by.
didn't nean to upset you; it happened suddenly in the night--1 rolled here and got in under the

door before Hoppy understood, and then it was too |l ate because | was close." Seeing the expression
on the doctor's face, he ceased.

"It's--just not like anything | ever ran into before,” Stockstill said. "I knew you
exi sted. But that was about all."
Bill said, with pride, "You - didn't know | was learning to switch."

"No," Stockstill agreed.

"Try talldng to Dangerfield again," Bill said. "Don't give up, because | know he's up
there. 1 won't tell you how | know because if | do you'll get nore upset."

"Thank you," Stockstill said. "For not telling ne."

Once nore he pressed the mi ke button. The phoce opened the door and rolled outside, onto
the path; the 'nobile stopped a little way off, and the phoce | ooked back indecisively.

"Better go find your sister," Stockstill said. "It'll nean a great deal to her, |I'msure."

When next he | ooked up, the phoce had gone. The 'nobile was nowhere in sight.

"Walt Dangerfield,"” Stockstill said into the mke, "I'mgoing to sit here trying to reach
you until either you answer or | know you're dead. |I'm not saying you don't have a genui ne

physical ailnment, but | am saying that part of the cause lies in your psychol ogical situation
which in nany respects is admttedly bad. Don't you agree? And after what you' ve gone through
seeing your controls taken away from you--"

From the speaker a far-off, |aconic voice said, "Okay, Stockstil. 1'll nake a stab at your
free association. If for no other reason than to prove to you by default that | actually am
desperately physically ill."

Doctor Stockstill sighed and relaxed. "It's about tine, Have you been picking ne up al
this time?"

"Yes, good friend," Dangerfield said. "I wondered how | ong you'd ranble on. Evidently
forever. You guys are persistent, if nothing else.”

Leani ng back, Stockstill shakily lit up a special deluxe CGold Label cigarette and said,
"Can you |lie down and make yourself confortabl e?”

"I _am_ lying down," Dangerfield said tartly. "I've been lying down for five days, now"

"“And you shoul d becone thoroughly passive, if possible. Becone supine."

"Li ke a whale," Dangerfield said. "Just lolling in the brine--right? Now, shall | dwell on
chil dhood incest drives? Let's see . . . | think I'"'mwatching nmy nother and she's conbing her hair
at her vanity table. She's very pretty. No, sorry, I"'mwong. It's a novie and |I' m wat chi ng Nornma
Shearer. It's the late-late show on TV." He | aughed faintly.

"Did your nother resenble Norma Shearer?" Stockstill asked; he had pencil and paper out,

now, and was naking notes.
"More like Betty Grable," Dangerfield said. "If you can remenber her. But that probably
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was before your time. I'mold, you know. Al npst a thousand years . . . it ages you, to be up here,
al one. "

"Just keep talking," Stockstill said. "Watever comes into your mnd. Don't force it, let
it direct itself instead."

Dangerfield said, "Instead of reading the great classics to the world maybe | can free-
associ ate as to childhood toilet traumas, right? | wonder if that would interest nankind as nuch
Personally, | find it pretty fascinating."

Stockstill, in spite of hinself, |aughed.

"You're human," Dangerfield said, sounding pleased. "I consider that good. A sign in your

favor." He laughed his old, famliar |augh. "W both have sonething in common; we both consider
what we're doing here as being very funny indeed."

Nettled, Stockstill said, "I want to help you."

“"Aw, hell," the faint, distant voice answered. "I'mthe one who's hel ping you, Doc. You
know t hat, deep down in your unconscious. You need to feel you're doing sonething worthwhile
again, don't you? When do you first renmenber ever having had that feeling? Just lie there supine,

and Il do the rest fromup here." He chuckled. "You realize, of course, that I'"'mrecording this
on tape; I'mgoing to play our silly conversations every ni ght over New York-- they love this
intellectual stuff, up that way."

"Pl ease, " Stockstill said. "Let's continue."

"Hoode hoode hoo," Dangerfield chortled. "By all neans. Can | dwell on the girl | loved in
the fifth grade? That was where ny incest fantasies really got started.” He was silent for a
monment and then he said in a reflective voice, "You know, | haven't thought of Myra for years. Not

in twenty years."

"Did you take her to a dance or sone such thing?"

“"In the _fifth grade?_" Dangerfield yelled. "Are you sone kind of a nut? O course not.
But | did kiss her." His voice seemed to become nore relaxed, nore as it had been in forner tines.
"I never forgot that," he nurnured

Static, for a nonment, supervened.

" and then," Dangerfieid was sayi ng when next Stockstill could make his words out,
"Arnold Klein rapped me on the noggin and | shoved himover, which is exactly what he deserved. Do
you follow? I wonder how many hundreds of ny avid listeners are getting this; | see lights lit up--
they're trying to contact nme on a lot of frequencies. Wait, Doe. | have to answer a few O these
calls. Who knows, sone of them mi ght be other, better analysts.” He added, in parting, "And at
| ower rates.”

There was silence. Then Dangerfield was back.

"Just people telling ne | did right to rap Arnold Klein on the noggin," he said

cheerfully. "So far the votes are in favor four to ohe. Shall | continue?"

"Pl ease do," Stockstill said, scratching notes.

"Well," Dangerfield said, "and then there was Jenny Linhart. That was in the | ow sixth."

The satellite, inits orbit, had cone closer; the reception was now |l oud and clear. O
perhaps it was that Hoppy Harrington's equi pment was especially good. Doctor Stockstill |eaned
back in his chair, snoked his cigarette, and listened, as the voice grew until it booned and

echoed in the room
How many tinmes, he thought, Hoppy nust have sat here receiving the satellite. Building up

his plans, preparing for the day. And now it is over. Had the phoconelus--Bill Keller--taken the
wi zened, dried-up little thing with hin? O was it still somewhere nearby?
Stockstill did not | ook around; he kept his attention on the voice which cane to him so

forcefully, now He did not let hinself notice anything else in the room
In a strange but soft bed in an unfam liar room Bonny Keller woke to sl eepy confusion
Diffuse light, yellow and undoubtedly the early-norning sun, poured about her, and above her a man

whom she knew wel |l bent over her, reaching down his arms. It was Andrew G Il and for a nonent she
i magi ned--she deliberately allowed herself to imagi ne--that it was seven years ago, E Day again
"Hi," she nmurnured, clasping himto her. "Stop," she said, then. "You're crushing ne and

you haven't shaved yet. Wat's goi ng on?" She sat up, all at once, pushing himaway.

Gl said, "Just take it easy." Tossing the covers aside, he picked her up, carried her
across the room toward the door.

"Where are we goi ng?" she asked. "To Los Angel es? This way--with you carrying nme in your
arnms?"

"We're going to listen to sonebody."
her down the small, |owceilinged hall

"Who?" she denanded. "Hey, |'mnot dressed." Al she on was her underwear, which she had

Wth his shoul der he pushed the door open and carried
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sl ept in.

Ahead, she saw the Hardys' living room and there, at the radio, their faces suffused with
an eager, youthful joy, stood Stuart MConchie, the Hardys, and several nmen whom she realized were
enpl oyees of M. Hardy.

From t he speaker cane the voice they had heard last night, or was it that voice? She
listened, as Andrew G || seated hinmself with her on his lap. " and then Jenny Linhart said to

me," the voice was saying, "that | resenbled, in her estimation, a large poodle. It had to do with
the--way ny big sister was cutting nmy hair, | think. | did ook like a |large poodle. It was not an
insult. It was nerely an observation; it showed she was aware of ne. But that's some inprovenent
over not being noticed at all, isn't it?" Dangerfield was silent, then, as if waiting for an
answer .

"Who's he tal king to?" she said, still befuddl ed by sleep, still not fully awake. And then
she realized what it neant. "He's alive," she said. And Hoppy was gone. "Goddam it," she said
loudly, "will sonebody tell me what happened?" She squirmed off Andrew s |lap and stood shivering;

the norning air was col d.

Ella Hardy said, "W don't know what happened. He apparently cane back on the air sonetine
during the night. W hadn't turned the radio off, and so we heard it; this isn't his regular tine
to transnmit to us."

"He appears to be talking to a doctor," M. Hardy said. "Possibly a psychiatrist who's
treating him"

"Dear Cod," Bonny said, doubling up. "It isn't --possible--he's being psychoanal yzed."

But, she thought, _where did Hoppy go? Did he give up?_ Was the strain of reaching Qut that far
too much for him was that it? Did he, after all, have limtations, |likp every other living thing?
She returned quickly to her bedroom still listening, to get her clothes. No one noticed; they
were all so intent on the radio.

To think, she said to herself as she dressed, that the old witchcraft could help him .It
was incredibly funny; she trenmbled with cold and nmerrinment as she buttoned her shirt. Dangerfield,

on a couch up in his satellite, gabbling away about his childhood . . . oh God, she thought, and
she hurried back to the living roomto catch it all
Andrew net her, stopping her in the hall "It faded out," he said. "It's gone, now."
"Why?" Her |aughter ceased; she was terrified.
"W were lucky to get it at all. He's all right, | think."
"Ch," she said, "lI'mso scared. Suppose he isn't?"

Andrew said, "But he is.” He put his big hands on her shoulders. "You heard him you heard
the quality of his voice."

"That anal yst," she said, "deserves a Hero First C ass nedal ."

"Yes," he said gravely. "Analyst Hero First Class, you're entirely right." He was silent,
then, still touching her but standing a little distance fromher. "I apol ogize for barging in on
you- and draggi ng you out of bed. But | knew you'd want to hear."

"Yes," she agreed.

"I's it still essential to you that we go further on? All the way to Los Angel es?"

"Well," she said, "you do have business here. W could stay here a while at |east. And see
if he remains okay." She was still apprehensive, still troubled about Hoppy.

Andrew said, "One can never be really sure, and that's what makes life a problem don't
you agree? Let's face it--he is nortal; soneday he has to perish anyhow Like the rest of us." He
gazed down at her. -

"But not now ," she said. "If it only can be later, a few years fromnow-| could stand
it then." She took hold of his hands and then | eaned forward and ki ssed him Time, she thought.
The love we felt for each other in the past; the love we have for Dangerfield right now, and for
himin the future. Too bad it is a powerless love; too bad it can't automatically knit himup
whol e and sound once nore, this feeling we have for one another--and for him

"Renenber E Day?" Andrew asked.

"Ch yes, | certainly do," she said.

"Any further thoughts on it?"

Bonny said, "lI've decided | |love you." She noved quickly away fromhim flushing at having
said such a thing. "The good news," she nmurmured. "I'mcarried away; please excuse nme, |'lI
recover."

"But you nean it," he said, perceptively.

"Yes." She nodded.

Andrew said, "I'mgetting alittle old, now"

"W all are," she said. "I creak, when | first get up . . . perhaps you noticed, just
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now.

"No," he said. "Just so long as your teeth stay in your head, as they are." He | ooked at
her uneasily. "I don't know exactly what to say to you, Bonny. | feel that we're going to achieve
a great deal here; | hope so, anyhow. Is it a base, onerous thing, comng here to arrange for new
machi nery for nmy factory? Is that--" He gestured. "Crass?"

"I't's lovely," she answered.

Coming into the hall, Ms. Hardy said, "W picked himup again for a just a minute, and he
was still talking about his childhood. I would say now that we won't hear again until the regul ar
time at four in the afternoon. Wiat about breakfast? W have three eggs to divide anong us; ny
husband managed to pick themfroma peddl er | ast week."

"Eggs," Andrew G Il repeated. "What ki nd? Chicken?"

"They're large and brown," Ms. Hardy said. "I'd guess so, but we can't be positive until
we open them"
Bonny said, "It sounds marvel ous." She was very hungry, now "Il think we should pay for

them though; you've already given us so nmuch--a place to stay and dinner last night." It was
virtually unheard of, these days, and certainly it was not what she had expected to find in the -
city.

"We're in business together," Ms. Hardy pointed out. "Everything we have is going to be
pooled, isn't it?"

"But | have nothing to offer.” She felt that keenly, all at once, and she hung her head. |
can only take, she thought. Not give.

However, they did not seemto agree. Taking her by the hand, Ms. Hardy | ed her toward the
kitchen area. "You can help fix," she explained. "W have potatoes, too. You can peel them W
serve our enpl oyees breakfast; we always eat together--it's cheaper, and they don't have kitchens,
they live in roons, Stuart and the others. W have to watch out for them"

You' re very good people, Bonny thought. So this is the city--this is what we've been
hi ding from throughout these years. W heard the awful stories, that it was only ruins, wth
predators creeping about, derelicts and opportunists and fl appers, the dregs of what it had once

been . . . and we had fled fromthat, too, before the war. W had al ready becone to afraid to |live
here.

As they entered the kitchen she heard Stuart MConchie saying to Dean Hardy,". .. and
besi des playing the nose-flute this rat--" He broke off, seeing her. "An anecdote about life
here," he apol ogi zed. "It mght shock you. It has to do with a brilliant animal, and many people

find them unpl easant."”

"Tell nme about it," Bonny said. "Tell ne about the rat who plays the nose-flute."

"I may be getting two brilliant aninals m xed together," Stuart said as he began heating
water for the inmtation coffee. He fussed with the pot and tien, satisfied, |eaned back agai nst
t he wood- burning stove, his hands in his pockets. "Anyhow, | think the veteran said that it also
had worked out a primtive system of bookkeeping. But that doesn't sound right." He frowned.

"It does to me," Bonny said.

"We could use a rat like that working here," M. Hardy said. "W'l|l be needing a good
bookkeeper, with our business expanding, as it's going to be."

Qut si de, al ong San Pabl o Avenue, horse-drawn cars began to nove; Bonny heard the sharp
sound of the hoofs striking. She heard the stirrings of activity, and she went to the w ndow to
peep out. Bicycles, too, and a mammoth ol d wood- burning truck. And people on foot, many of them

From beneath a board shack an ani mal enmerged and with caution crossed the open to
di sappear beneath the porch of a building on the far side of the street. After a nonment it
reappeared, this tine foll owed by another animal, both of them short-|egged and squat, perhaps
mut ati ons of bul Il dogs. The second ani mal tugged a crunsy sleigh-like platformafter it; the
platform |oaded with various val uabl e objects, nost of themfood, slid and bunped on its runners
over the irregul ar pavenent after the two aninmals hurrying for cover

At the wi ndow, Bonny continued to watch attentively, but the two short-1egged animls did
not reappear. She was just about to turn away when she caught sight of sonething else noving into
its first activity of the day. A round netal hull, splotched over with nuddy colors and bits of
| eaves and twi gs, shot into sight, halted, raised two slender antennae quiveringly into the early
nor ni ng sun.

VWhat in the world is it? Bonny wondered. And then she realized that she was seeing a Hardy
Honeostatic trap in action.

Good | uck, she thought.

The trap, after pausing and scouting in all directions, hesitated and then at | ast
doubtfully took off on the trail of the two bulldog-like animals. It di sappeared around the side
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of a nearby house, solemm and dignified, much too slowin its pursuit, and she had to snile

The business of the day had begun. Al around her the city was awakeni ng, back once nore
intoits regular life
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