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To Nancy Hackett
... A way where you mght tread the Sun, and be
More bright than he.
Henry Vaughan

ONE

The apertyx-shaped building, so famliar to him gave off its usual snoky gray
light as Eric Sweetscent coll apsed his wheel and nanaged to park in the tiny
stall allocated him Eight o' clock in the norning, he thought drearily. And

al ready his enployer M Virgil L. Ackerman had opened TF&D Corporation's offices
for business. Imagine a nman whose nmind is nost sharp at eight a.m, Dr

Sweet scent nused. It runs against God's clear command. A fine world they're
doling out to us; the war excuses any human aberration, even the old nan's.

Nonet hel ess he started toward the in-track — only to be halted by the calling of
his nanme. 'Say, M Sweetscent! Just a nmonent, sir!' The twangy — and highly
repellant — voice of a robant; Eric stopped reluctantly, and now the thing
coasted up to him all arns and | egs flapping energetically. 'M Sweet-scent of
Ti juana Fur & Dye Corporation?

The slight got across to him 'Dr Sweetscent. Please.'

"I have a bill, doctor.' It whipped a folded white slip fromits netal pouch.
"Your wife Ms Katherine Sweetscent charged this three nonths ago on her

Dream and Happy Tines For All account. Sixty-five dollars plus sixteen per cent
charges. And the law, now, you understand. | regret delaying you, but it is,
ahem illegal.' It eyed himalertly as he, with nmassive reluctance, fished out
hi s checkbook.

"What's the purchase?' he asked gloonily as he wote the check.

"It was a Lucky Strike package, doctor. Wth the authentic ancient green. Circa
1940, before Wrld War Two when the package changed. "Lucky Strike green has
gone to war," you know.' It giggled.

He couldn't believe it; sonething was wong. 'But surely,' he protested, 'that
was supposed to be put on the conpany account.'
"No, doctor,' the robant declared. 'Honest injun. Ms Sweetscent nmade it

absolutely clear that this purchase was for her private use.' It nmanaged to add,
then, an expl anati on which he knew at once to be spurious. But whether it
originated in the robant or with Kathy — that he could not tell, at |east not
imediately. 'Ms Sweetscent,' the robant stated piously, 'is building a
Pitts-39."

"The hell she is.' He tossed the made-out check at the robant; as it strove to
catch the fluttering bit of paper he continued on, toward the in-track.

A Lucky Strike package. Well, he reflected grimy, Kathy is off again. The
creative urge, which can only find an outlet in spending. And al ways above and
beyond her own salary — which, he had to admt to hinmself, was a bit greater
than his own, alas. But in any case, why hadn't she told hin? A major purchase
of that sort
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The answer, of course, was obvious. The bill itself pointed out the problemin
all its depressing sobriety. He thought, Fifteen years ago | would have said —
did say — that the conbi ned i ncones of Kathy and me woul d be enough and
certainly ought to be enough to maintain any two seni-reasonabl e adults at any
| evel of opul ence. Even taking into account the wartinme inflation

However, it had not quite worked out that way. And he felt a deep, abiding
intuition that it just never quite woul d.

Wthin the TF&D Building he dialed the hall leading to his own office,

squel ching the inmpulse to drop by Kathy's office upstairs for an i medi ate
confrontation. Later, he decided. After work, perhaps at dinner. Lord, and he
had such a full schedul e ahead of hiny he had no energy — and never had had in
the past —for this endl ess squabbling.

' Morni ng, doctor.'

"Hi,' Eric said, nodding to fuzzy Mss Perth, his secretary; this time she had
sprayed herself a shiny blue, inlaid with sparkling fragnents that reflected the
outer office's overhead lighting. 'Were's Hmmel? No sign of the final-stage
quality-control inspector, and already he perceived reps fromsubsidiary outfits
pulling up at the parking |ot.

"Bruce H mel phoned to say that the San Diego public library is suing himand
he may have to go to court and so he'll probably be late.' Mss Perth snmiled at
hi m engagi ngly, showi ng spotless synthetic ebony teeth, a chilling affectation
which had migrated with her fromAmarill o, Texas, a year ago. 'The library cops
broke into his conapt yesterday and found over twenty of their books that he'd
stol en — you know Bruce, he has that phobia about checking things out... howis
it put in Geek?

He passed on into the inner office which was his alone; Virgil Ackerman had
insisted on it as a suitable mark of prestige — in lieu of a raise in salary.

And there, in his office, at his w ndow, snoking a sweet-snelling Mexican
cigarette and gazing out at the austere brown hills of Baja California south of
the city, stood his wife Kathy. This was the first time he had net up with her
this norning; she had risen an hour ahead of him had dressed and eaten al one
and gone on in her own wheel

"What's up?' Eric said to her tightly.

"Come on in and shut the door.' Kathy turned but did not |ook toward him the
expression on her exquisitely sharp face was neditative.

He cl osed the door. 'Thanks for welcomng me into my own office.

"I knew that damm bill collector would intercept you this norning,' Kathy said
in a faraway voice

"Alnost eighty greens.' he said. '"Wth the fines.'

"Did you pay it?" Now for the first tine she glanced at him the flutter of her
artificially dark | ashes quickened, revealing her concern

‘"No,' he said sardonically. 'l let the robant gun nme down where | stood, there
in the parking lot.' He hung his coat in his closet. 'O course | paidit. It's
mandat ory, ever since the Ml e obliterated the entire class of credit-system
purchasing. | realize you're not interested in this, but if you don't pay

wi t hi n—
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'Please,' Kathy said. 'Don't lecture nme. What did it say? That |'mbuilding a

Pitts-39? It lied; | got the Lucky Strike green package as a gift. | wouldn't
build a babyland without telling you; after all, it would be yours, too.'

"Not Pitts-39,' Eric said. '|I never lived there, in "39 or any other tinme.' He
seated hinself at his desk and punched the visconbox. 'I'mhere, Ms Sharp,' he

informed Virgil's secretary. 'How are you today, Ms Sharp? Get hone all right
fromthat war-bond rally last night? No warnongering pickets hit you on the
head?' He shut off the box. To Kathy he explained, 'Lucile Sharp is an ardent
appeaser. | think it's nice for a corporation to pernmit its enployees to engage
in political agitation, don't you? And even nicer than that is the fact that it
doesn't cost you a cent; political neetings are free.'

Kat hy said, 'But you have to pray and sing. And they do get you to buy those
bonds."

"Who was the cigarette package for?

"Virgil Ackerman, of course.' She exhaled cigarette snoke in twin gray trails.
' You suppose | want to work el sewhere?

"Sure, if you could do better.

Kat hy said thoughtfully, '"It's not the high salary that keeps ne here, FEric,
despite what you think. | believe we're helping the war effort.’

" Her e? How?'

The office door opened; Mss Perth stood outlined, her |umnous, fuzzy,

hori zontally inclined breasts brushing the frame as she turned toward hi m and
said, 'Oh, doctor, sorry to bother you but M Jonas Ackerman is here to see you
— M Virgil's great-grandnephew fromthe Baths.

"How are the Baths, Jonas?' Eric said, holding out his hand; the
great - grandnephew of the firms owner cane toward himand they shook in
greeting. 'Anything bubble out during the night shift?

"If it did,' Jonas said, 'it imtated a workman and left by the front gate.' He
noti ced Kathy then. 'Mrning, Ms Sweetscent. Say, | saw that new config you
acquired for our Wash-35, that bug-shaped car. What is that, a Vol kswagen? 1Is
that what they were called?

"An air-flow Chrysler,' Kathy said. 'It was a good car but it had too nuch
unsprung netal in it. An engineering error that ruined it on the market."'

"CGod,' Jonas said, with feeling. To know sonething really thoroughly; how that

must feel. Down with the fliegenmer Renai ssance — | say specialize in one area
until— He broke off, seeing that both the Sweetscents had a grim taciturn cast
about them 'I interrupted?

' Conpany business takes priority,' Eric said, 'over the creature pleasures.' He
was gl ad of the intervention by even this junior nmenmber of the organization's
convol uted bl ood hierarchy. 'Please scramout of here, Kathy,' he said to his

wife, and did not trouble hinself to nake his tone jovial. '"W'll talk at
dinner. |'ve got too rmuch to do to spend ny tine haggling over whether a robant
bill collector is mechanically capable of telling lies or not." He escorted his

wife to the office door; she noved passively, wthout resistance. Softly, Eric
said, 'Like everyone else in the world it's busy deriding you, isn't it? They're
all talking.' He shut the door after her.

Presently Jonas Ackernman shrugged and said, 'Well, that's marri age these days.
Legal i zed hate.'
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"Why do you say that?'

"Ch, the overtones cane through in that exchange; you could feel it in the air
like the chill of death. There ought to be an ordinance that a man can't work

for the same outfit as his wife; hell, even in the sane city.' He snmiled, his

thin, youthful face all at once free of seriousness. 'But she really is good,

you know, Virgil gradually let go all his other antique collectors after Kathy
started here ... but of course she's nmentioned that to you.

"Many tinmes.' Al npost every day, he reflected caustically.
"Why don't you two get divorced?

Eri c shrugged, a gesture designed to show a deep phil osophi cal nature. He hoped
it truly did so.

The gesture evidently fell short, because Jonas said, 'Meaning that you |ike
it?

"I mean,' he said resignedly, 'that |I've been nmarried before and it was no

better, and if | divorce Kathy I'll marry again — because as ny brai nbasher puts
it 1 can't find ny identity outside the role of husband and daddy and big
butter-and-egg- man wage earner — and the next damm one will be the same because

that's the kind | select. It's rooted in ny tenperament.’' He raised his head and
eyed Jonas with as good a show of masochistic defiance as he coul d manage. ' What
did you want, Jonas?

"Trip,' Jonas Ackerman said brightly. 'To Mars, for all of us, including you
Conference! You and | can nab seats a good long way fromold Virgil so we won't
have to di scuss conpany busi ness and the war effort and Gno Mlinari. And since
we're taking the big goat it'll be six hours each way. And for God's sake, let's
not find ourselves standing up all the way to Mars and back — let's nmake sure we
do get seats.'

"How long will we be there?' He frankly did not |look forward to the trip; it
woul d separate himfromhis work too |ong.

"We' | | undoubtedly be back tonmorrow or the day after. Listen; it'll get you out
of your wife's path: Kathy's staying here. It's an irony, but |'ve noticed that
when the old fellow s actually at Wash-35 he never |likes to have his antique
experts around him... he likes to slide into the, ahem magic of the place ..
more so all the time as he gets older. Wen you're one hundred and thirty you'l
begin to understand — so will I, naybe. Meanwhile we have to put up with him'
He added, somberly, 'You probably know this, Eric, because you are his doctor.
He never will die; he'll never make the hard decision — as it's called - no
matter what fails and has to be replaced inside him Sometines | envy himfor
being — optimstic. For liking life that nuch; for thinking it's so inportant.
Now, we puny nortals; at our age— He eyed Eric. 'At a miserable thirty or
thirty-three—

"I've got plenty of vitality,' Eric said. 'I'"'mgood for a long time. And life
isn't going to get the best of me.' Fromhis coat pocket he brought forth the
bill which the robant collector had presented to him 'Think back. Did a package
of Lucky Strike with the green show up at Wash-35 about three nonths ago? A
contribution from Kat hy?

After a |ong pause Jonas Ackerman said, 'You poor suspicious stupid creak
That's all you can nanage to brood about. Listen, doctor; if you can't get your
m nd on your job, you're finished; there's twenty artiforg surgeons wth
applications in our personnel files just waiting to go to work for a nan |like
Virgil, a man of his inportance in the econony and war effort. You're really
just plain not all that good.' H s expression was both conpassi onate and
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di sapproving, a strange m xture which had the effect of waking Eric Sweetscent
abruptly. 'Personally, if nmy heart gave out — which it no doubt will do one of
these days — | wouldn't particularly care to go to you. You're too tangled in
your own personal affairs. You live for yourself, not the planetary cause. My
God, don't you renenber? W're fighting a life-and-death war. And we're | osing.
W' re being pulverized every goddam day!

True, Eric realized. And we've got a sick, hypochondriacal, dispirited | eader
And Tijuana Fur & Dye Corporation is one of those vast industrial props that

mai ntain that sick |eader, that nmanage just barely to keep the Mdle in office.
Wt hout such warm high-placed personal friendships as that of Virgil Ackerman,
G no Molinari would be out or dead or in an old folks' rest hone. | knowit. And
yet — individual life must go on. After all, he reflected, | didn't choose to
get entangled in ny donestic life, ny boxer's clinch with Kathy. And if you
think I did or do, it's because you're norbidly young. You' ve failed to pass
from adol escent freedominto the land which | inhabit: married to a woman who is
economically, intellectually, and even this, too, even erotically ny superior

Before | eaving the building Dr Eric Sweetscent dropped by the Baths, wondering
if Bruce H mmel had shown up. He had; there he stood, beside the huge
reject-basket full of defective Lazy Brown Dogs.

"Turn them back into groonk,' Jonas said to Himrel, who grinned in his enpty,

di sjointed fashion as the youngest of the Ackermans tossed hi mone of the
defective spheres which rolled off TF&D s assenbly |ines along with those
suitable for wiring into the command gui dance structure of interplanetary
spacecraft. 'You know,' he said to Eric, 'if you took a dozen of these contro
syndrones — and not the defective ones but the ones going into shipping cartons
for the Arny — you'd find that conpared with a year ago or even six nonths ago
their reaction tinme has slowed by several m croseconds.'

"By that you mean,' Eric said, 'our quality standards have dropped?

It seemed inpossible. TF&D s product was too vital. The entire network of
mlitary operations depended on these head-sized spheres.

"Exactly.' It did not appear to bother Jonas. 'Because we were rejecting too
many units. W couldn't show a profit.'

H mrel stamrered, 'S-sonetinmes | wish we were back in the Martian bat guano
busi ness. "

Once the corporation had collected the dung of the Martian flap bat, had made
its first returns that way and so had been in position to underwite the greater
econom ¢ aspects of another non-terrestrial creature, the Martian print anpeba.
Thi s august unicellular organismsurvived by its ability to mimc other life
forns — those of its own size, specifically — and although this ability had
anused Terran astronauts and UN officials, no one had seen an industrial usage
until Virgil Ackerman of bat guano fame had cone upon the scene. Wthin a matter
of hours he had presented a print anpeba with one of his'current mstress's
expensive furs; the print anoeba had faithfully m mcked it, whereupon, for al
intents and purposes, between Virgil and the girl tw mnk stoles existed.
However, the anpeba had at |last grown tired of being a fur and had resumed its
own form This conclusion |left something to be desired.

The answer, devel oped over a period of many nonths, consisted of killing the
anpeba during its interval of mimcry and then subjecting the cadaver to a bath
of fixing-chem cals which had the capacity to | ock the anbeba in that fina
form the anpeba did not decay and hence could not |ater on be distinguished
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fromthe original. It was not |ong before Virgil Ackerman had set up a receiving
pl ant at Tijuana, Mexico, and was accepting shipnments of ersatz furs of every
variety fromhis industrial installations on Mars. And al nost at once he had
broken the natural fur nmarket on Earth.

The war, however, had changed all that.

But, then, what hadn't the war changed? And who had ever thought, when the Pact
of Peace was signed with the ally, Lilistar, that things would go so badly?
Because according to Lilistar and its Mnister Freneksy this was the don nant
mlitary power in the galaxy; its eneny, the reegs, was inferior mlitarily and
in every other way and the war woul d undoubtedly be a short one.

War itself was bad enough, Eric runminated, but there was nothing quite like a

| osing war to make one stop and think, to try — futilely — to second-guess one's
past deci sions — such as the Pact of Peace, to nane one exanple, and an exanple
whi ch currently might have occurred to quite a nunber of Terrans had they been
asked. But these days their opinions were not being solicited by the Mdle or by
the government of Lilistar itself. In fact it was universally believed — openly
noi sed about at bars as well as in the privacy of living roonms — that even the
Mol e' s opi nion was not being asked.

As soon as hostilities with the reegs had begun, Tijuana Fur & Dye had converted
fromthe luxury trade of ersatz fur production to war work, as, of course, had
all other industrial enterprises. Supernaturally accurate duplication of
rocketship master syndrones, the ruling nmonad Lazy Brown Dog, was fatalistically
natural for the type of operation which TF&D represented; conversion had been
pai nl ess and rapid. So here now, neditatively, Eric Sweetscent faced this basket
of rejects, wondering — as had everyone at one time or another in the

corporation — how these sub-standard and yet still quite conplex units could be
put to some econom ¢ advantage. He picked one up and handled it; in terms of
weight it resenbled a baseball, in terms of size a grapefruit. Evidently nothing

could be done with these failures which H mel had rejected, and he turned to
toss the sphere into the maw of the hopper, which would return the fixed plastic
into its original organic cellular form

"Wait,' Hi mel croaked.
Eric and Jonas glanced at him

"Don't nelt it down,' H mel said. His unsightly body tw sted with
enbarrassnent; his arnms wound thensel ves about, the |ong, knobby fingers
withing. Idiotically, his nmouth gaped as he nunbled, 'I — don't do that any
more. Anyhow, in terns of raw material that unit's worth only a quarter of a
cent. That whole bin's worth only about a dollar.

'So?' Jonas said. They still have to go back to—

H mrel munbled, "I'Il buy it." He dug into his trouser pocket, straining to find
his wallet; it was a | ong and arduous struggle but at last he produced it.

"Buy it for what?' Jonas demanded

"I have a schedul e arranged,' H mel said, after an agonized pause. 'l pay a
hal f cent apiece for Lazy Brown Dog rejects, twice what they're worth, so the
conpany's nmaking a profit. So why should anyone object? H's voice rose to a
squeak.

Pondering him Jonas said, 'No one's objecting. |I'mjust curious as to what you
want it for.' He glanced sideways at Eric as if to ask. What do you say about
this?

H mrel said, 'Un, | use them' Wth gloomhe turned and shanbl ed toward a
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nearby door. 'But they're all mine because | paid for themin advance out of ny
salary,' he said over his shoul der as he opened the door. Defensively, his face
dark with resentnment and with the corrosive traces of deeply etched phobic

anxi ety, he stood aside.

Wthin the room—- a storeroom evidently — small carts rolled about on
silver-dollar-sized wheels; twenty or nore of them astutely avoiding one
another in their zeal ous activity.

On board each cart Eric saw a Lazy Brown Dog, wired in place and controlling the
nmovements of the cart.

Presently Jonas rubbed the side of his nose, grunted, said, 'Wat powers then?
St oopi ng, he managed to snare a cart as it wheeled by his foot; he lifted it up,
its wheels still spinning futilely.

"Just a little cheap ten-year A-battery,' H mrel said. 'Costs another half
cent.'

"And you built these carts?

"Yes, M Ackerman.' H mel took the cart fromhimand set it back on the floor;
once nore it wheeled industriously off. 'These are the ones too newto |let go,'
he expl ai ned. ' They have to practice.'

"And then,' Jonas said, 'you give themtheir freedom'

That's right.' H nmel bobbed his |arge-domed, al nost bald head, his horn-rimred
gl asses sliding forward on his nose.

"Way?' Eric said.

Now the crux of the matter had been broached; H mel turned red, tw tched
m serably, and yet displayed an obscure, defensive pride. 'Because,' he blurted,
'they deserve it.'

Jonas said, 'But the protoplasnis not alive; it died when the chenica
fixing-spray was applied. You know that. Fromthen on it — all of these — is
not hing but an electronic circuit, as dead as — well, as a robant.’

Wth dignity H mel answered, 'But | consider themalive, M Ackernman. And just
because they're inferior and i ncapabl e of guiding a rocketship in deep space,
that doesn't nean they have no right to live out their neager lives. | rel ease
them and they wheel around for, | expect, six years or possibly longer; that's
enough. That gives themwhat they're entitled to.

Turning to Eric, Jonas said, 'If the old man knew about this—

"M Virgil Ackerman knows about this,' H nmel said at once. 'He approves of it.
He anmended, 'Or rather, he lets nme do it; he knows |'mreinbursing the conpany.

And | build the carts at night, on ny own tinme; | have an assenbly line —
naturally very primtive, but effective — in ny conapt where | live.' He added,
"I work till around one o'clock every night.'

"What do they do after they're rel eased?" Eric asked. 'Just roamthe city?

' God knows,' Hi nmel said. Obviously that part was not his concern; he had done
his job by building the carts and wiring the Lazy Brown Dogs in functioning
position. And perhaps he was right; he could hardly acconpany each cart, defend
it against the hazards of the city.

"You're an artist,' Eric pointed out, not sure if he was anused or revolted or
just what. He was not inpressed; that much he was sure of: the entire enterprise
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had a bizarre, zany quality — it was absurd. H nmel ceasel essly at work both
here and at his conapt, seeing to it that the factory rejects got their place in
the sun ... what next? And this, while everyone el se sweated out the folly, the

greater, collective absurdity, of a bad war.

Agai nst that backdrop Hi nmel did not |ook so ludicrous. It was the tines.
Madness haunted the atnmosphere itself, fromthe Mdle on down to this
quality-control functionary who was clearly disturbed in the clinical,
psychi atric sense.

Wal ki ng off down the hall with Jonas Ackerman, Eric said, 'He's a pook.' That
was the nost powerful termfor aberrance in currency.

"Cbviously,' Jonas said, with a gesture of dismssal. 'But this gives nme a new
insight into old Virgil, the fact that he'd tolerate this and certainly not
because it gives hima profit — that's not it. Frankly I'mglad. | thought
Virgil was nore hard-boiled; |I'd have expected himto bounce this poor nurt

right out of here, into a slave-labor gang on its way to Lilistar. God, what a
fate that would be. Hi mrel is |ucky.

"How do you think it'll end?" Eric asked. 'You think the Mole will sign a
separate treaty with the reegs and bail us out of this and | eave the 'Starnen to
fight it alone — which is what they deserve?

"He can't,' Jonas said flatly. 'Freneksy's secret police would swop down on us
here on Terra and nake m nceneat out of him Kick himout of office and repl ace
hi m overni ght with soneone nore nmilitant. Soneone who |ikes the job of
prosecuting the war.'

"But they can't do that,' Eric said. 'He's our elected |eader, not theirs.' He
knew, however, that despite these | egal considerations Jonas was right. Jonas
was nmerely appraising their ally realistically, facing the facts

"Qur best bet,' Jonas said, 'is sinmply to lose. Slowy, inevitably, as we're
doing.' He lowered his voice to a rasping whisper. 'l hate to talk defeati st
tal k—

"Feel free.'

Jonas said, '"Eric, it's the only way out, even if we have to look forward to a
century of occupation by the reegs as our punishnent for picking the wong ally
in the wong war at the wong tinme. Qur very virtuous first venture into
interplanetary mlitarism and how we picked it — how the Mle picked it.' He
gri maced.

"And we picked the Mle,' Eric reminded him So the responsibility, ultimtely,
cane back to them

Ahead, a slight, leaflike figure, dry and weightless, drifted all at once toward
them calling in a thin, shrill voice, 'Jonas! And you, too, Sweetscent — tine
to get started for the trip to Wash-35." Virgil Ackernan's tone was faintly
peevi sh, that of a nother bird at her task; in his advanced age Virgil had
becone al nost hermaphroditic, a blend of nman and wonman i nto one sexl ess,
juiceless, and yet vital entity.

TWO

Opening the ancient, enpty Canel cigarettes package, Virgil Ackernman said as he
flattened its surfaces, 'Hits, cracks, taps, or pops. Wich do you take,

Sweet scent ?

Taps,' Eric said.

The ol d man peered at the nmarking stanped on the inside glued bottomfold of the
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now t wo-di nensi onal package. 'It's cracks. | get to cork you on the arm-—
thirty-two tines.' He ritualistically tapped Eric on the shoulder, smling
gleefully, his natural-style ivory teeth pale and full of animated luster. 'Far

be it fromnme to injure you, doctor; after all, | mnmight need a new |iver any
monent now... | had a bad few hours last night after | went to bed and | think —
but check me on this — it was due to toxemia once again. | felt |oggy.'

In the seat beside Virgil Ackerman, Dr Eric Sweetscent said, 'How |late were you
up and what did you do?

"Well, doctor, there was this girl.' Virgil grinned m schievously at Harvey,
Jonas, Ralf and Phyllis Ackerman, those nenbers of the fam |y who sat around him
in his thin, tapered interplan ship as it sped from Terra toward Wash-35 on

Mars. 'Need | say nore?

Hi s great-grandniece, Phyllis, said severely, 'Ch Christ, you're too old. Your
heart'll give out again right in the mddle. And then what'll she — whoever she
is —think? It's undignified to die during you know what.' She eyed Virgi
reprovingly.

Virgil screeched, Then the dead man's control in ny right fist, carried for such
energenci es, would sumon Dr Sweet-scent here, and he'd dash in and right there
on the spot, w thout removing ne, he'd take out that bad, coll apsed old heart
and stick in a brand new one, and |'d— He giggled, then patted away the saliva
fromhis lower lip and chin with a folded |inen handkerchief fromhis breast
coat pocket, 'I'd continue.' Hi s paper-thin flesh gl owed and beneath it his
bones, the outline of his skull, fine and clearly distinguishable, quivered with
delight and the joy of tantalizing them they had no entree into this world of
his, the private life which he, because of his privileged position, enjoyed even
now during the days of privation which the war had brought on

""Mlle tre,"" Harvey said sourly, quoting Da Ponte's libretto. 'But with you,
you old craknit, it's — however you say a billion and three in Italian. | hope
when |'myour age—

"You won't ever be ny age,' Virgil chortled, his eyes dancing and flam ng up
with the vitality of enjoynent. 'Forget it, Harv. Forget it and go back to your
fiscal records, you wal ki ng, droning-on abacus. They won't find you dead in bed
with a woman; they'll find you dead with a— Virgil searched his nmnd. 'Wth an,
ahem inkwell .’

"Please,' Phyllis said drily, turning to | ook out at the stars and the bl ack sky
of 'tween space.

Eric said to Virgil, '"I'd like to ask you sonething. About a pack of Lucky
Strike green. About three nonths ago—

"Your wife loves ne,' Virgil said. 'Yes, it was for me, doctor; a gift w thout
strings. So ease your feverish nmind; Kathy's not interested. Anyhow, it would
cause trouble. Wnen, | can get; artiforg surgeons — well.. .' He reflected
"Yes. When you think about it |I can get that, too.

"Just as | told Eric earlier today,' Jonas said. He winked at Eric, who
stoically did not show any response.

"But | like Eric,' Virgil continued. 'He's a calmtype. Look at himright now.
Subl i mely reasonabl e, always the cerebral type, cool in every crisis; |'ve
wat ched hi mwork many tines, Jonas; | ought to know And willing to get up at
any hour of the night.. . and that sort you don't see nuch.'

"You pay him' Phyllis said shortly. She was, as always, taciturn and wi thdrawn;
Virgil's attractive great-grandni ece, who sat on the corporation's board of
directors, had a piercing, raptorlike quality — nmuch like the old nman's, but
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without his sly sense of the peculiar. To Phyllis, everything was business or
dross. Eric reflected that had she cone onto H mrel there would be no nore
little carts wheeling about; in Phyllis' world there was no room for the

harm ess. She remnded hima little of Kathy. And, like Kathy, she was
reasonably sexy; she wore her hair in one |ong braided pigtail dyed a

fashi onabl e ultramarine, set off by autonomic rotating earrings and (this he did
not especially enjoy) a nose ring, sign of nubility with the higher bourgeois
circles.

"What's the purpose of this conference? Eric asked Virgil Ackerman. 'Can we
start discussing it nowto save tine? He felt irritable.

"A pleasure trip,' Virgil said. 'Chance to get away fromthe gloony biz we're
in. W have a guest neeting us at Wash-35; he nmay already be there... he's got a
Bl ank Check; 1've opened ny babyland to him the first tine |I've |l et anybody but
mysel f experience it freely.'

"Who?' Harv demanded. 'After all, technically Wash-35 is the property of the
corporation, and we're on the board.'

Jonas said acidly, "Virgil probably lost all his authentic Horrors of War
flipcards to this person. So what else could he do but throw open the gates of
the place to hin®'

"I never flip with nmy Horrors of War cards or ny FBI cards,' Virgil said. 'And
by the way | have a duplicate of the Sinking of the Panay. Eton Hanbro — you
know, the fathead who's board chairman of Manfrex Enterprises — gave it to ne on
my birthday. | thought everyone knew | had a complete file but evidently not
Hanbro. No wonder Freneksy's boys are running his six factories for himthese
days.'

"Tell us about Shirley Tenple in The Littlest Rebel,' Phyllis said in a bored
tone, still |ooking out at the panorama of stars beyond the ship. 'Tell us how
she—

"You've seen that.' Virgil sounded testy.

"Yes, but | never get tired of it," Phyllis said. 'No matter how hard | try
still can't find it anything but engrossing, right down to the |ast mserable
inch of film' She turned to Harv. 'Your l|ighter.

Rising fromhis seat, Eric walked to the |lounge of the small ship, seated
hinself at the table, and picked up the drink list. Hs throat felt dry; the
bi ckering that went on within the Ackerman clan always nmade himdully thirsty,
as if he were in need of sone reassuring fluid ... perhaps, he thought, a
substitute for the prinordial mlk: the Umlch of |ife. | deserve ny own
babyl and, too, he thought half in jest. But only half.

To everyone but Virgil Ackerman, the Washington, D.C., of 1935 was a waste of
time, since only Virgil remenbered the authentic city, the authentic tinme and

pl ace, the environment now so | ong passed away. |In every detail, therefore,
Wash- 35 consisted of a painstakingly el aborate reconstruction of the specific
limted universe of childhood which Virgil had known, constantly refined and
improved in matters of authenticity by his antique procurer — Kathy Sweetscent -
without really ever being in a genuine sense changed: it had coagul ated, cleaved
to the dead past... at least as far as the rest of the clan were concerned. But
to Virgil it of course sprouted life. There, he blossonmed. He restored his

fl aggi ng bi ocheni cal energy and then returned to the present, to the shared,
current world which he eminently understood and nani pul ated but of which he did
not psychologically feel hinmself a native.

And his vast regressive babyland had caught on: beconme a fad. On | esser scales
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other top industrialists and noney-boys — to speak in a brutal and frank way,
war profiteers — had nade |ife-size nodels of their childhood worlds, too;
Virgil's now had ceased to be unique. None, of course, matched Virgil's in
conpl exity and sheer authenticity; fakes of antique itens, not the actua
surviving articles, had been strewn about in vulgar approxi mati ons of what had
been the authentic reality. But in all fairness, it had to be realized, Eric
refl ected, no one possessed the noney and econoni ¢ know how to underwite this

admttedly uniquely expensive and beyond all others — imitations all — utterly
i mpractical venture. This — in the midst of the dreadful war

But still it was, after all, harmess, in its quaint sort of way. A bit, he
reflected, like Bruce Himel's peculiar activity with his many clanky little
carts. It slaughtered no one. And this could hardly be said for the nationa
effort... the jihad against the creatures from Proxim

On thinking of this, an unpleasant recollection entered his n nd.

On Terra at the UN capital city, Cheyenne, Wonming, in addition to those in POW
canps, there existed a herd of captured, defanged reegs, mmintained on public
exhibition by the Terran nilitary establishnent. Citizens could file past and
gawk and ponder at |ength the neaning of these exo-skel etoned beings with six
extremities in all, capable of progressing linearly at a great rate on either
two or four legs. The reegs had no audi bl e vocal apparatus; they comunicated
beewi se by el aborate, dancelike weavings of their sensory stalks. Wth Terrans
and ' Starnen they enployed a nmechanical translation box, and through this the
gawkers had an opportunity to queston their hunbled captives. >

Questions, until recently, had run to a nonotonous, baiting uniformty. But now
a new interrogation had begun by subtle stages to put in its very om nous
appearance — om nous at |east fromthe standpoint of the Establishnent. In view
of this inquiry the exhibit had abruptly term nated, and for an indefinite tine.
How can we cone to a rapprochenment? The reegs, oddly, had an answer. It anobunted
to: live and let live. Expansion by Terrans into the Proxi ma System woul d cease;
the reegs would not — and actually had not in the past — invest the Sol System

But as to Lilistar: The reegs had no answer there because they had devel oped
none for thenselves; the 'Starnmen had been their enemes for centuries and it
was too |ate for anyone to give or take any advice on this subject. And anyhow
"Star 'advisers' had already nmanaged to take up residence on Terra for the
performance of security functions... as if a four-armed, antlike organism six
feet high could pass unnoticed on a New York street.

The presence of 'Star advisers, however, easily passed unnoticed; the 'Starnen
wer e phyconycetous nentally, but norphologically they could not be distinguished
from Terrans. There was a good reason for this. In Musterian tinmes a flotilla
fromLilistar's Al pha Centaurus Enpire had mgrated to the Sol System had
coloni zed Earth and to sone extent Mars. A fracas with deadly overtones had
broken out between settlers of the two worlds and a | ong, degenerating war had
foll owed, the upshot of which had been the decline of both subcultures to acute
and dreary barbarism Due to climatic faults the Mars colony had at |ast died
out entirely; the Terran, however, had groped its way up through historical ages
and at last back to civilization. Cut off from Al pha by the Lilistar-reeg
conflict, the Terran col ony had agai n becone pl anet-w de, el aborated, bountiful,
had advanced to the stage of launching first an orbiting satellite, and then an
unmanned ship to Luna, and at last a manned ship . .. and was, as chef-d' oeuvre,
abl e once nore to contact its systemof origin. The surprise, of course, had
been vast on both sides.

'Cat got your tongue?' Phyllis Ackerman said to Eric, seating herself beside him
in the cranped | ounge. She smiled, an effort which transfigured her thin,
delicately cut face; she |ooked, for a nonment, appealingly pretty. 'Order ne a
drink, too. So | can face the world of bolo bats and Jean Harl ow and Baron von
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Ri cht hof en and Joe Louis and — what the hell is it?" She searched her nenory,
eyes squeezed shut. 'I've blocked it out of my mnd. Ch yes. TomMx. And his
Ral ston Strai ght Shooters. Wth the Wangler. That wetched Wangler. And that
cereal! And those eternal goddam box tops. You know what we're in for don't you?
Anot her session with O phan Annie and her |i'l decoder badge ... we'll have to
listen to ads for Ovaltine and then those nunbers read out for us to take down
and decode — to find out what Annie does on Minday. God.' She bent to reach for
her drink, and he could not resist peering with near-professional interest as
the top of her dress gave way to show the natural line of her small, articulated
pal e breasts.

Put by this spectacle in a reasonably good nood, Eric said playfully but
cautiously, '"One day we'll jot down the nunmbers the fake announcer gives over
the fake radi o, decode themw th the O phan Anni e decoder badge, and— The
message will say, he thought glumy, Mke a separate peace with the reegs. At
once.

"I know,' Phyllis said, and thereupon finished for him '"It's hopel ess,

Eart hnen. G ve up now. This is the Monarch of the reegs speaking; |ooky heah,
y'all: I've infiltrated radio station WWMAL in Washington, D.C., and I'mgoing to
destroy you."' She sonberly drank fromher tall stemmed glass. '"And in addition

the Ovaltine you' ve been drinking—

"I wasn't going to say precisely that.' But she had cone awfully darn cl ose.
Nettled, Eric said, 'Like the rest of your fam |y you've got a sense that
requires you to interrupt before a non-bl ooder—

" A what ?'

"This is what we call you,' he said grimy. 'You Ackernen.'

'Go ahead then, doctor.' Her gray eyes lit with anusenent. 'Say your tiny say.
Eric said, 'Never m nd. Wo's the guest?

The great pale eyes of the woman had never seenmed so | arge, so conposed; they
dom nated and commanded with their utter inner universe of certitude. O
tranquillity created by absol ute, unchangi ng know edge of all that deserved to
be known. ' Suppose we wait and see.' And then, not yet affecting the

changel essness of her eyes, her |ips began to dance with a w cked, teasing

pl ayful ness; a nonent later a new and different spark ignited within her eyes
and t hereupon the expression of her entire face underwent a total change. ' The
door,' she said wi ckedly, her eyes gleaning and intense, her nouth twitching in
a mrth-ridden giggle alnost that of an adol escent girl, 'flies open and there
stands a silent delegate from Prox-ima. Ah, what a sight. A bloated greasy eneny
reeg. Secretly, and incredibly because of Freneksy's snooping secret police, a
reeg here officially to negotiate for a— She broke off and then at last in a

| ow nonotone finished, '—a separate peace between us and them' Wth a dark and
nmoody expression, her eyes no longer lit by any spark whatsoever, she listlessly
finished her drink. 'Yes, that'll be the day. How well | can picture it. Od
Virgil sits in, beam ng and crackling as usual. And sees his war contracts,
every fnugging | ast one of them slither down the drain. Back to fake m nk. Back
to the bat crap days ... when the whole factory stank to high heaven.' She

| aughed shortly, a brisk bark of derision. 'Any mnute now, doctor. Ch sure.'

'Freneksy's cops,' Eric said, sharing her nood, 'as you pointed out yourself,
woul d swoop down on Wash-35 so dalb fast—

"I know. It's a fantasy, a wish-fulfilnent dream Born out of hopel ess | onging.
So it hardly matters whether Virgil would decide to mastermind — and try to
carry off — such an encounter or not, does it? Because it couldn't be done
successfully in a million light-years. It could be tried. But not done.
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"Too bad,' Eric said, half to hinmself, deep in thought.
"Traitor! You want to be popped into the slave-Ilabor pool ?
Eric, after pondering, said cautiously, 'l want—

"You don't know what you want, Sweetscent; every man involved in an unhappy
marri age | oses the metabiol ogical capacity to know what he does want — it's been
taken away fromhim You're a snelly little shell, trying to do the correct
thing but never quite making it because your niserable little |ong-suffering
heart isn't init. Look at you now You' ve managed to squirm away from ne.

' Have not.'

'-So we're no longer touching physically. Especially thigh-wi se. Oh, perish

thi ghwi se fromthe universe. But it is hard, is it not, to do it, to squirm away
in such close quarters ... here in the I ounge. And yet you've nanaged to do it,
haven't you?'

To change the subject Eric said, 'l heard on TV |l ast night that the
quatreol ogi st with the funny beard, that Professor Wald, is back from—

"No. He's not Virgil's guest.
" Marm Hasti ngs, then?

That Taoi st spell bi nding nut and crank and fool ? You manufacturing a joke,
Sweetscent? Is that it? You suppose Virgil would tolerate a marginal fake,
that - She nade an obscene upward-jerking gesture with her thunmb, at the sane
time grinning in a show of her white, clean and very inpressive clear teeth.

' Maybe,' she said, 'it's |l an Norse.

"Who's he?" He had heard the nane; it had a vaguely famliar sound to it, and he
knew that in asking her he was nmaking a tactical error; still he did it: this,

i f anything, was his weakness in regard to wonen. He | ed where they followed —
sonetinmes. But nore than once, especially at critical tines in his life, in the
maj or junctions, he followed guilelessly where they | ed.

Phyllis sighed. '"lan's firmmakes all those shiny sterile new very expensive
artificial organs you cleverly graft into rich dying people; you nean, doctor,
you're not clear as to whomyou're indebted?

"I know,' Eric said, irritably, feeling chagrin. 'Wth everything el se on ny
mnd | forgot monmentarily; that's all."’

"Maybe it's a conposer. As in the days of Kennedy; maybe it's Pablo Casals. God,
he woul d be old. Maybe it's Beethoven. Hmm ' She pretended to ponder. 'By God,
do think he said sonething about that. Ludwi g van sonebody; is there a Ludwi g
van Sonebodyel se ot her than—

"Christ,'" Eric said angrily, weary of being teased. 'Stop it.'

"Don't pull rank; you're not so great. Keeping one creepy old man alive century
after century.' She giggled her |ow, sweet, and very intimate warm gi ggl e of
delighted mrth.

Eric said, with as much dignity as he could manage, '| also maintain TF&D s
entire work force of eighty thousand key individuals. And as a matter of fact,
can't do that fromMars, so | resent all this. | resent it very much.' You

i ncluded, he thought bitterly to hinself.

"What a ratio,' Phyllis said. 'One artiforg surgeon to eighty thousand patients
— eighty thousand and one. But you have your team of robants to help you ..
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per haps they can nmake do while you're absent.'’
"Arobant is an it that stinks,' he said, paraphrasing T. S. Eliot.
"And an artiforg surgeon,' Phyllis said, 'is an it that grovels.

He gl owered at her; she sipped her drink and showed no contrition. He could not
get to her; she sinply had too nmuch psychic strength for him

The onphal os of Wash-35, a five story brick apartment buil ding where Virgil had
lived as a boy, contained a truly nodern apartnent of their year 2055 with every
detail of convenience which Virgil could obtain during these war years. Severa
bl ocks away | ay Connecticut Avenue, and, along it, stores which Virgi

renenbered. Here was Ganmage's, a shop at which Virgil had bought Tip Top comics
and penny candy. Next to it Eric made out the faniliar shape of People's
Drugstore; the old man during his chil dhood had bought a cigarette |lighter here
once and chenicals for his Glbert Nunmber Five glass-blowi ng and chem stry set.

"What's the Uptown Theatre showi ng this week? Harv Ackerman murnured as their
ship coasted al ong Connecticut Avenue so that Virgil could review these
treasured sights. He peered.

It was Jean Harlow in Hell's Angels, which all of them had seen at |east tw ce
Harv gr oaned.

"But don't forget that lovely scene,' Phyllis rem nded him 'where Harl ow says,

"I think I'I'l go slip into something nore confortable,” and then when she
returns—
"I know, | know,' Harv said irritably. 'Okay, that | like.

The ship taxied from Connecticut Avenue onto McConb Street and soon was parking
before 3039 with its black wought-iron fence and tiny |Iawn. Wen the hatch slid
back, however, Eric snelled — not the city air of a | ong-gone Terran capital -
but the bitterly thin cold atnosphere of Mars; he could hardly get his |ungs
full of it and he stood gasping, feeling disorientated and sick

"I'"lI'l have to goose them about the air machinery,' Virgil conplained as he
descended the ranp to the sidewal k, assisted by Jonas and Harv. It did not seem
to bother him however; he spryly hiked toward the doorway of the apartnent
bui I di ng.

Robants in the shape of small boys hopped to their feet and one of themyelled
authentically, 'Hey Virg! Were you been?

"Had to do an errand for ny nother,' Virgil cackled, his face shining with
delight. 'How are ya, Earl? Hey, | got some good Chi nese stanps ny dad gave ne;
he got themat his office. There's duplicates; I1'll trade you.' He fished in his
pocket, halting on the porch of the building.

' Hey, you know what | have?' a second robant child shrilled. 'Sone dry ice; |
| et Bob Rougy use ny Flexie for it; you can hold it if you want.

"I"lIl trade you a big-little book for it," Virgil said as he produced his key
and unl ocked the front door of the building. 'How about Buck Rogers and the Doom
Conet? That's real keen.'

As the rest of the party descended fromthe ship, Phyllis said to Eric, 'Ofer
the children a mnt-condition 1952 Marilyn Monroe nude cal endar and see what
they'll give you for it. At least half a popsicle.
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As the apartment house door swung aside, a TF&D guard bel atedly appeared. ' Oh,
M Ackerman; | didn't realize you' d arrived.' The guard ushered theminto the
dark, carpeted hall.

‘"I's he here yet?' Virgil asked, with sudden apparent tension

"Yes sir. In the apt resting. He asked not to be disturbed for several hours.’
The guard, too, seened nervous.

Halting, Virgil said, 'How large is his party?
"Just hinself, an aide, and two Secret Service nen'.

"Who's for a glass of ice-cold Kool-Aid? Virgil said reflexively over his
shoul der as he | ed the way.

"Me, me,' Phyllis said, mimcking Virgil's enthusiastic tone. 'I want imtation
fruit raspberry |lime; what about you, Eric? How about gin bourbon line or cherry
Scotch vodka? Or didn't they sell those flavors back in 1935?

To Eric, Harv said, 'I'd like a place to lie dowmn and rest, nyself. This Martian
air nmakes ne weak as a kitten.' His face had becone nottled and ill -1 ooking.
"Way doesn't he build a donme? Keep real air in here?

'Maybe,' Eric pointed out, 'there's a purpose in this. Prevents himfrom
retiring here for good; nekes himleave after a short while.'

Coming up to them Jonas said, 'Personally |I enjoy coming to this anachronistic
pl ace, Harv. It's a fnugging museum' Tc Eric he said, 'In all fairness, your

wi fe does a superb job of providing artifacts for this period. Listen to that —
what's it called? — that radio playing in that apt.' Dutifully they listened. It
was 'Betty and Bob,' the ancient soap opera, emanating fromthe | ong-departed
past. And even Eric found hinself inpressed; the voices seened alive and totally
real. They were here now, not nere echoes of thenselves. How Kathy had achi eved
this he didn't know.

Steve, the huge and handsome, masculine Negro janitor of the building — or

rat her his robant sinulacrum— appeared then, snoking his pipe and noddi ng
cordially to themall. 'Mrning, doctor. Little nip of cold we having these
days. Kids be getting they sled out soonly. My own boy, Georgie, he saving for a
sled, he say little while ago to ne.'

"I''l'l chipin a 1934 dollar,' Ralf Ackerman said, reaching for his wallet. In a
sotto voce aside to Eric he said, 'O does old papa Virgil have it that the
colored kid isn't entitled to a sled?

"That no neverm nd, M Ackernman,' Steve assured him 'GCeorgie, he earn he sled;
he not want tips but real and troo pay.' The dignified dark robant noved off
then and was gone.

"Damm convi ncing,' Harv said presently.

"Really is.' Jonas agreed. He shivered. 'God, to think that the actual nman's
been dead a century. It's distinctly hard to keep in nmind we're on Mars, not
even on Earth in our own tine — | don't like it. | like things to appear what
they really are.'

A thought came to Eric. 'Do you object to a stereo tape of a synphony pl ayed
back in the evening when you're at home in your apt?

"No,' Jonas said, '"but that's totally different.

"It's not,' Eric disagreed. 'The orchestra isn't there, the original sound has
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departed, the hall in which it was recorded is now silent; all you possess is
twel ve hundred feet of iron oxide tape that's been nmagnetized in a specific
pattern ... it's an illusion just like this. Only this is conplete.' QE.D., he
t hought, and wal ked on then, toward the stairs. We live with illusion daily, he
reflected. Wien the first bard rattled off the first epic of a sonetine battle,
illusion entered our lives; the Iliad is as much a 'fake' as those robant

children tradi ng postage stanps on the porch of the building. Humans have al ways
striven to retain the past, to keep it convincing; there's nothing wcked in
that. Wthout it we have no continuity; we have only the nmonent. And, deprived
of the past, the nonent — the present — has little nmeaning, if any.

Maybe, he pondered as he ascended the stairs, that's ny problemwi th Kathy. |
can't renmenber our conbi ned past: can't recall the days when we voluntarily
lived with each other. .. nowit's beconme an involuntary arrangenent, derived
God knows how far fromthe past.

And neither of us understands it. Neither of us can puzzle out its meaning or
its notivating nechanism Wth a better memory we could turn it back into
somet hing we coul d fathom

He thought, Maybe this is the first sign of old age naking its dread appearance.
And for ne at thirty-four!

Phyllis, halting on the stair, waiting for him said, 'Have an affair with ne
doctor.'

Inwardly he quailed, felt hot, felt terror, felt excitenent, felt hope, felt
hopel essness, felt guilt, felt eagerness.

He said, 'You have the nobst perfect teeth known to man.'
" Answer .’

"l - He tried to think of an answer. Could words respond to this? But this had
come in the formof words, had it not? 'And be roasted into a cinder by Kathy —
who sees everything that goes on?' He felt the woman staring at him staring and
staring with her huge, star-fixed eyes. 'Hm' he said, not too cleverly, and
felt mserable and small and exactly precisely right to the last jot and tittle
what he ought not to be.

Phyllis said, 'But you need it.'

"Umm ' he said, wilting under this unwanted, undeserved fenal e psychiatric

exami nation of his evil, inner soul; she had it — his soul — and she was turning
it over and over on her tongue. Goddam her! She had figured it out; she spoke
the truth; he hated her; he longed to go to bed with her. And of course she knew
— saw on his face — all this, sawit with her accursed huge eyes, eyes which no
nmortal woman ought to possess.

"You're going to perish without it,' Phyllis said. 'Wthout true, spontaneous,
rel axed, physical sheer—

'One chance,' he said hoarsely. '"In a billion. O getting away with it.' He
managed, then, actually to laugh. 'In fact our standing here right now on these
damm stairs is folly. But what the —do you care?' He started on, then,
actual |y passed her, continued on up to the second floor. Wat do you have to

| ose? he thought. It's ne; I'd be the one. You can handle Kathy just as easily
as you can yank nme around at the end of that line you keep paying out and
reel i ng back.

The door to Virgil's private, nodern apt stood open; Virgil had gone inside. The
bal ance of the party straggled after him the blood clan first, of course, then
the nere titled officers of the firm
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Eric entered — and saw Virgil's guest.

The guest; the man they had cone here to see. Reclining, his face enmpty and
slack, lips bulging dark purple and irregul ar, eyes fixed absently on not hing,
was G no Molinari. Suprene elected | eader of Terra's unified planetary culture,
and the supreme commander of its arned forces in the war against the reegs.

H's fly was unbuttoned.

THREE

At his lunch break Bruce H mrel, technician in charge of the final stage of
quality control at Tijuana Fur & Dye Corpor-ation's central installation, |eft
hi s post and shuffled down the streets of Tijuana toward the cafe at which he
traditionally ate, due to its being cheap plus making the fewest possible social
demands on him The Xanthus, a small yell ow wooden buil d-ing squeezed between
two adobe dry-goods shops, attracted a variable trade of worknen and peculiar
mal e types, nostly in their late twenties, who indicated no particular nethod of
earning a living. But they left H mmel alone and that was all he asked. In fact
this essentially was all he asked fromlife itself. And, oddly, life was willing
to consummate a deal of this sort with him

As he sat in the rear, spooning up the anorphous chili and tearing out chunks of
the sticky, pale, thick bread which acconpanied it, H mel saw a shape bearing
down on him a tangl e-haired Angl o- Saxon wearing a | eather jacket, jeans, boots,
and gl oves, an altogether absolutely attired individual seem ngly from another
era entirely. This was Christian Plout, who drove an anci ent turbine-powered
taxi in Tijuana; he had hidden out in Lower California for a decade now, being
in disagreement with the Los Angel es authorities over an issue involving the
sal e of capstene, a drug derived fromthe fly agaric nushroom H mel knew him
slightly because Plout, like hinmself, gleeked Taoi sm

"Salve, amicus,' Plout intoned, sliding into the booth to face H nmel.

'"Greetings,’ H el nmunbled, his nouth full of burdeningly hot chili. 'Wat's
new?' Plout always had in his possession the latest. During the course of his
day, cruising about Tijuana in his cab, he happened across everyone. If it
existed, Chris Plout was on hand to witness it and, if possible, extract sone
gain. Plout, basically, was a bundl e of sidelines.

"Listen,' Plout said, leaning toward him his sand-colored dry face winkled in
concentration. 'See this? Fromhis clenched fist he rolled across the table a
capsule; instantly his pal mcovered the capsule and it had di sappeared once nore
as suddenly as it had manifested itself.

"I see it,’" Hmel said, continuing to eat.
Twi t ching, Plout whispered, 'Hey, hee-hoo. This is JJ-180."

"What's that?' Hi mrel felt sullenly suspicious; he wi shed Pl out would shanbl e
back out of the Xanthus in search of other prospects.

"JJ-180," Plout said in an al nost inaudible voice, sitting hunched forward so

that his face nearly touched Hmel's, 'is the German nanme for the drug that's
about to be marketed in South America as Frohedadrine. A German chemical firm
invented it; the pharmaceutical house in Argentina is their cover. They can't

get it intothe USA;, in fact it isn't even easy to get it here in Mexico, if

you can believe that.' He grinned, showing his irregular, stained teeth. Even

his tongue, Hi mmel noted once again with disgust, had a peculiar tinge, as if

corrupted by some unnatural substance. He drew away in aversion

"l thought everything was available here in Tijuana,' H mrel said.
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"So did |I. That's what interested ne in this JJ-180. So | picked sone up.
'Have you taken it yet?

"Tonight,' Plout said. "At nmy place. | got five caps, one of themfor you. If
you are interested.'

"What's it do?' Sonehow that seemed pertinent.

Pl out, undulating with an internal rhythm said, 'Hallucinogenic. But nore than
that. Wee, whoo, fic-fic.' H s eyes glazed over and he retreated into hinself,
grinning with beatitude. Hi nmrel waited; at last Plout returned. 'Varies from
person to person. Sonehow invol ved with your sense of what Kant called the
"categories of perception." Get it?

' That woul d be your sense of time and space,’ H mmel said, having read the
Critique of Pure Reason, it being his style of prose as well as thought. In his
smal | conapt he kept a paperback copy of it, well marked.

"Right! It alters your perception of tine in particular, so it ought to be
called a tenpogogic drug — correct?" Plout seened transported by his insight.
"The first tenpogogic drug ... or rather naltenpogogic, to be precise. Unless
you believe what you experience.

H mrel said, 'l have to get back to TF&D.' He started to rise

Pressing himback down, Plout said, 'Fifty bucks. US.'

" Wwhat ?'

'"For a cap. Creaker, it's rare. First I've seen.' Once nore Plout allowed the
capsule to roll briefly across the table. 'I hate to give it up but it'll be an
experience; we'll find the Tao, the five of us. Isn't it worth fifty US dollars

to find the Tao during this nurty war? You may never see JJ-180 again; the Mex
coonks are getting ready to crack down on shipnments from Argenti na or wherever
it comes from And they're good.

"It"'s really that different from—

"Oh yes! Listen, Hi nmmel. You know what | alnost ran over with ny cab just now?
One of your little carts. | could have squashed it but | didn't. | see them al
the time; | could squash hundreds of them... | go by TF&D every few hours. ']
tell you sonething else: the Tijuana authorities are asking ne if | know where
these goddamlittle carts are coning from | told "em| don't know . .. but so
help me, if we don't all merge with the Tao tonight | night—

"Ckay,' Himrel said with a groan. 'I'Il buy a capsule fromyou.' He dug for his
wal | et, considering this a shakedown, expecting nothing, really, for his noney.
Toni ght woul d be a hol |l ow fraud.

He coul dn't have been further wong.

G no Molinari, suprene |eader of Terra in its war against the reegs, wore khaki
as usual, with his sole mlitary decoration on his breast, his Golden Cross
First Cass, awarded by the UN General Assenbly fifteen years before. Mdlinari,
Dr Eric Sweetscent noted, badly needed a shave; the |ower portion of his face
was stubbl ed, stained by a grinme and sootlike blackness that had risen nassively
to the surface fromdeep within. H s shoel aces, after the manner of his fly,
wer e undone.

The appearance of the man, Eric thought, is appalling.
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Molinari did not raise his head and his expression remai ned dull and unfocused
as Virgil's party filed one by one into the room saw him and gul ped in

dunmbf oundnent. He was very obviously a sick and worn-out man; the general public
i mpression was, it would seem quite accurate.

To Eric's surprise he sawthat inreal life the Mdole | ooked exactly as he had of
|late on TV, no greater, no sturdier, no nore in command. It seened inpossible
but it was so, and yet he was in comand; in every |egal sense he had retained
his positions of power, yielding to no one — at any rate, no one on Terra. Nor,
Eric realized suddenly, did Molinari intend to step down, despite his obviously
deteriorated psycho-physical condition. Sonmehow that was clear, nade so by the
man's utterly slack stance, his willingness to appear this natu-ral way to a
collection of rather potent personages. The Ml e remained as he was, with no

poi se, no posture of the mlitant heroic. Either he was too far gone to care, or
— Eric thought. O there is too nuch of genuine inportance at stake for himto
waste his waning strength at nerely inpressing people, and especially those of
his own planet. The Ml e had passed beyond that.

For better or worse.

To Eric, Virgil Ackerman said in a |ow voice, 'You re a doctor. You are going to
have to ask himif he needs nedical attention.' He, too, seened concerned.

Eric | ooked toward Virgil and thought, | was brought here for this. It has al

been arranged for this, for ne to nmeet Molinari. Everything else, all the other
people — a cover. To fool the 'Starmen. | see that now, | see what this is and
what they want nme to do. | see, he realized, whom| nust heal; this is the man

whomny skills and talents nust, fromthis point on, exist for. The nust; it is
put that way. The nmust of the situation: this is it.

Bendi ng, he said haltingly, 'M Secretary General — Hi s voice shook. But it was
not awe that stopped him- the reclining nan certainly did not pronote that
enotion — but ignorance; he sinply did not know what to say to a man hol di ng
such an office. '"I'"'ma GP,' he said finally, and rather enptily, he realized.
"As well as an org-trans surgeon.' He paused; there cane no response, visible or
audi ble. "Wile you're here at Wash—

Al'l at once Mdlinari raised his head; his eyes cleared. He focused on Eric
Sweet scent, then abruptly, startlingly, boomed in his famliar | owtoned voice,
"Hell on that, doctor. I'mokay.' He smiled; it was a brief but innately hunman
smle, one of understanding at Eric's clunsy, |abored efforts. 'Enjoy yourself!
Live it up 1935 style! Was that during prohibition? No, | guess that was
earlier. Have a Pepsi-Col a.

"I was about to try a raspberry Kool-Aid,' Eric said, regaining sonme of his
apl onb; his heart rate returned now to nornal.

Molinari said jovially, 'Qite a construct old Virgil has, here. | took the
opportunity to glimit over. | ought to nationalize the fniggin' thing;, too nmuch
private capital invested here, should be in the planet's war effort.' Hi's

hal f-j oki ng tone was, underneath, starkly serious; obviously this elaborate
artifact distressed him Mlinari, as all citizens of Terra knew, lived an
ascetic life, yet oddly intersticed with infrequent interludes of priapic,
little-reveal ed sybaritic indulgence. O |ate, however, the binges were said to
have tapered off.

"This individual is Dr Eric Swmeetscent,’' Virgil said. 'The goddam finest nuggi ng
org-trans surgeon on Terra, as you well know fromthe GHQ personnel dossiers;
he's put twenty-five — or is it -six? — separate artiforgs in ne during the |ast
decade, but 1've paid for it; he rakes in a fat haul every nonth. Not quite so
fat a haul, though, as his ever-loving wife.'" He grinned at Eric, his fleshless
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el ongated face genial in a fatherly way.

After a pause Eric said to Molinari, "Wiat |'mwaiting for is the day when |
trans a new brain for Virgil.' The irritability in his own voice surprised him
probably it had been the nention of Kathy that had set it off. 'I've got severa

on stand-by. One is a real goozler.

""Goozler,"' Mdlinari murnmured. 'I've mssed out on the argot of recent
months. .. just plain too busy. Too many official docunents to prepare; too nuch
establishnent talk. It's a goozlery war, isn't it, doctor? H s great, dark,

pai n-i npregnated eyes fixed on Eric, and Eric saw sonet hing he had never cone
across before; he saw an intensity that was not nornal or human. And it was a
physi ol ogi cal phenonenon, a sw ftness of reflex, due surely to a unique and
superior |aying dowmn of the neural pathways during chil dhood. The Ml e's gaze
exceeded in its authority and astuteness, its power alone, anything possessed by
ordinary persons, and in it Eric saw the difference between themall and the
Mol e. The prinmary conduit linking the mind with external reality, the sense of
sight, was, in the Mde, so far nore devel oped than one anticipated that by it
the man caught and hel d what ever happened to venture across his path. And,
beyond all else, this enormty of visual prowess possessed the aspect of
wariness. O recognition of the inm nence of harm

By this faculty the Mle renmmined alive.

Eric realized sonething then, something that had never occurred to himin al
the weary, dreadful years of the war.

The Mol e woul d have been their | eader at any tine, at any stage in hunman
soci ety. And — anywhere.

"Every war,' Eric said with utnost caution and tact, 'is a hard war for those
involved in it, Secretary.' He paused, reflected, and then added, 'W al
understood this, sir, when we got into it. It's the risk a people, a planet,
takes when it voluntarily enters a severe and ancient conflict that's been going
on a long tinme between two ot her peopl es.

There was silence; Mlinari scrutinized himwordl essly.

"And the 'Starnen,' Eric said, 'are of our stock. W are related to them
genetically, are we not?

Against that there was only a silence, a wordless void which no one cared to
fill. At last, reflectively, Mlinari farted.

Tell Eric about your stomach pains,' Virgil said to Mlinari
"My pains,' Mdlinari said, and grinaced
The whol e point in bringing you together— Virgil began

"Yes,' Mdlinari grow ed brusquely, nodding his massive head. '|I know. And you
all know. It was for exactly this.

"I"'mas certain as | amof taxes and |abor unions that Dr Sweetscent can help
you, Secretary,' Virgil continued. The rest of us will go across the hall to the
suite of roons there, so you two can talk in private.' Wth unusua
circunspection he noved away, and, one by one, the blood clan and firmofficers
filed out of the room |eaving Eric Sweetscent alone with the Secretary General

After a pause Eric said, "All right, sir; tell ne about your abdom na
complaint, Secretary.' In any case a sick man was a sick man; he seated hinself
in the formbinding arnchair across fromthe UN Secretary General and, in this
refl exively assunmed professional posture, waited.
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FOUR

That evening as Bruce H mel tronped up the rickety wooden stairs to Chris
Plout's conapt in the dismal Mexican section of Tijuana, a female voice said
fromthe darkness behind him "Hello, Brucie. It looks as if this is an all-TF&D
night; Sinon Ild is here, too.'

On the porch the worman caught up with him It was sexy, sharp-tongued Katherine
Sweet scent; he had run into her at Plout's gatherings a nunber of tinmes before
and so it hardly surprised himto see her now. Ms Sweetscent wore a sonewhat
nodi fi ed costunme fromthat which she enployed on the job; this also failed to
surprise him For tonight's mysterious undertaking Kathy had arrived naked from
the wai st up, except of course, for her nipples. They had been — not gilded in
the strict sense — but rather treated with a coating of living matter, sentient,
a Martian life form so that each possessed a consciousness. Hence each nipple
responded in an alert fashion to everything going on

The effect on H nmel was i mense.

Behi nd Kat hy Sweetscent ascended Simon Il1d; in the dimlight he had a vacant
expression on his sappy, pinply, uneducated face. This was a person whom H mel
could do without; Simon — unfortunately — rem nded hi mof nothing so nuch as a
bad simul acrum of hinself. And there was nothing for himquite so unbearable.

The fourth person gathered here in the unheated, | owceilinged roomof Chris
Plout's littered, stale-food-snelling conapt was an individual whom H nmel at
once recogni zed — recogni zed and stared at, because this was a man known to him
through pics on the back of book jackets. Pale, with glasses, his long hair
carefully conbed, wearing expensive, tasteful lo-fabric clothing, seemngly a
trifle ill-at-ease, stood the Taoist authority from San Franci sco, Marm
Hastings, a slight man but extremely handsone, in his md-forties, and, as

H mrel knew, quite well-to-do fromhis nany books on the subject of oriental
mysticism Wiy was Hastings here? Qoviously to sanple JJ-180; Hastings had a
reputation for essaying an experience with every hallucinogenic drug that cane
into being, legal or otherwise. To Hastings this was allied with religion

But as far as H nmel knew, Marm Hastings had never shown up here in Tijuana at
Chris Plout's conapt. What did this indicate about JJ-180? He pondered as he
stood off in a corner, surveying the goings-on. Hastings was occupied in
examining Plout's library on the subject of drugs and religion; he seened

uni nterested in the others present, even contenptuous of their existence. Sinon
Il1d, as usual, curled up on the floor, on a pillow, and lit a twi sted brown
marijuana cigarette; he puffed vacantly, waiting for Chris to appear. And Kat hy
Sweet scent — she crouched down, stroking reflexively at her hocks, as if
grooni ng herself flyw se, putting her slender, nuscular body into a state of

al ertness. Teasing it, he decided, by deliberate, alnost yogalike efforts.

Such physi cal ness disturbed him he glanced away. It was not in keeping with the
spiritual enphasis of the evening. But no one could tell Ms Sweetscent
anyt hing; she was nearly autistic.

Now Chris Plout, wearing a red bathrobe, his feet bare, entered fromthe
ki tchen; through dark gl asses he peered to see if it was tine to begin. 'Marm'

he said. 'Kathy, Bruce, Sinon, and |, Christian; the five of us. An adventure
into the unexpl ored by neans of a new substance which has just arrived from
Tanpi co aboard a banana boat... | hold it here.' He extended his open palm

within lay the five capsules. 'One for each of us — Kathy, Bruce, Sinon, Marm
and ne, Christian; our first journey of the mnd together. WIl we all return?
And will we be translated, as Bottom says?

H mrel thought. As Peter Quince says to Bottom actually.
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Al oud, he said, "Bottom thou art transl ated.
"Pardon?' Chris Plout said, frowning
"I"mquoting,'" H mrel explained.

'"Conme on, Chris,' Kathy Sweetscent said crossly, 'give us the jink and let's get
started.' She snatched — successfully — one of the capsules fromChris's palm
"Here | go,' she said. 'And without water.

M1ldly, Marm Hastings said with his quasi-English accent, '"Is it the sane, |

wonder, taken without water? Wthout novenent of his eye nuscles he clearly
succeeded in making a survey of the woman; there was that sudden stricture of
hi s body which gave himaway. H mrel felt outraged; wasn't this whole affair

designed to raise themall above the flesh?

"It's the sane,' Kathy inforned him 'Everything's the same, when you break
through to absolute reality; it's all one vast blur.' She then swall owed,
coughed. The capsul e was gone.

Reachi ng, Hi nmel took his. The others foll owed.

"If the Mole's police caught us,' Sinbn said, to no one in particular, '"we'd all
be in the Arny, serving out at the front.

"Or working in vol-labe canps at Lilistar,' Hi mmel added. They were all tense,
waiting for the drug to take effect; it always ran this way, these short seconds
before the jink got to them 'For good old Freneksy, as it's translated into
English. Bottom thou art translated as Freneksy.' He giggled shakily. Katherine
Sweet scent glared at him

"Mss,' Marm Hastings said to her in an unperturbed voice, '|I wonder if |
haven't net you before; you do seemfamiliar. Do you spend nmuch tinme in the Bay
area? | have a studio and architect-designed honme in the hills of Wst Mrin,
near the ocean ... we hold seninars there often; people come and go freely. But
I woul d renenber you. Ch yes.

Kat heri ne Sweetscent said, 'My damm husband — he wouldn't ever let nme. |I'm

sel f-supporting — I'mnore than econom cally independent — and yet | have to put
up with the rasping little noises and squeaks he nmakes whenever | try to do
somet hing original on ny own.' She added, 'I'm an antique buyer, but old things
becone boring; 1'd love to—

Marm Hastings interrupted, speaking to Chris Plout, 'Were does this JJ-180
originate, Plout? You said Gernany, | think. But you see, | have a nunber of
contacts in pharmaceutical institutes, both public and private, in Germany, and
none of them has so nuch as nentioned anything called JJ-180.' He sniled, but it
was a sharply forned astute snmile, denmandi ng an answer.

Chris shrugged. That's the poog as | get it, Hastings. Take it or leave it.' He
was not bot hered; he knew, as they all did, that under these circunstances no
brief of warranty was incunbent on him

Then it's not actually German,' Hastings said, with a faint nod. 'l see. Could
this JJ-180, or Frohedadrine as it's also called .. . could it possibly
originate entirely off Terra?

After a pause Chris said, 'l dunno, Hastings. | dunno.'

To all of them Hastings said in his educated, severe voice, There have been
cases of illegal non-terrestrial drugs before. None of them of any inportance.
Derived from Martian flora, nostly, and occasionally from Ganymedean |ichens. |
suppose you' ve heard; you all seeminforned on this topic, as you should be. O
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at least— His smile grew, but his eyes, behind his rimess glasses, were
codlike. "At the very |east you seemsatisfied as to the pedigree of this JJ-180
for which you've paid this man fifty US dollars.'

"I"'msatisfied," Sinmon Ild said in his stupid way. 'Anyhow it's too late; we
paid Chris and we've all taken the caps.

"True,' Hastings agreed reasonably. He seated hinself in one of Chris's
tottering easy chairs. 'Does anyone feel any change yet? Pl ease speak up as soon
as you do.' He glanced at Katherine Sweetscent. 'Your nipples seemto be
watching me, or is that just ny inmagination? In any case it nakes ne deci dedly
unconf ort abl e.

"As a matter of fact,' Chris Plout said in a strained voice, '|I feel sonething,
Hastings.' He licked his lips, trying to wet them 'Excuse ne. | — to be frank,
I'"'m here alone. None of you are with ne.'

Mar m Hasti ngs studied him

"Yes,' Chris went on. 'I'"'mall alone in ny conapt. None of you even exist. But
the books and chairs, everything el se exists. Then who'm| talking to? Have you
answer ed?' He peered about, and it was obvious that he could not see any of
them his gaze passed by themall.

"My nipples are not watching you or anybody el se,' Kathy Sweetscent said to
Hasti ngs.

"I can't hear you,' Chris said in panic. 'Answer!’

"W're here,' Sinon Ild said, and sni gger ed.

"Please,' Chris said, and now his voice was pleading. 'Say sonething: it's just
shadows. It's — lifeless. Nothing but dead things. And it's only starting — |'m
scared of howit's going on; it's still happeni ng.

Marm Hastings laid his hand on Chris Plout's shoul der.

The hand passed through Pl out.

"Wll, we've gotten our fifty dollars' worth,' Kathy Sweet-scent said in a | ow
voi ce, void of anusenent. She wal ked toward Chris, closer and cl oser

"Don't try it,' Hastings said to her in a gentle tone

"I will," she said. And wal ked through Chris Plout. But she did not reappear on
the other side. She had vani shed; only Plout remained, still bleating for
sonmeone to answer him still flailing the air in search of conpani ons he could

no | onger perceive.

I solation, Bruce Hi nmmel thought to hinself. Each of us cut off fromall the
others. Dreadful. But — it'll wear off. Wn't it?

As yet he did not know. And for himit had not even started.

' These pains,' UN Secretary General G no Mdlinari rasped, |ying back on the

| arge, red, hand-w ought couch in the living roomof Virgil Ackerman's Wash-35
apartnent, 'generally becone nost difficult for ne at night.' He had shut his
eyes; his great fleshy face sagged forlornly, the griny jow s wobbling as he
spoke. 'I've been exam ned; Dr Teagarden is ny chief GP. They've nade infinite
tests, with particular attention directed toward malignancy."
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Eric thought. The nman's speaking by rote; it's not his natural speech pattern
Thi s has becone that ingrained in his nind, this preoccupation; he's gone
through this ritual a thousand tines, with as many physicians. And — he stil
suf fers.

There's no malignancy,' Mlinari added. 'That seens to have been authoritatively
verified.'" H's words constituted a satire of ponpous medical diction, Eric
realized suddenly. The Mdl e had i nmense hostility toward doctors, since they had
failed to help him 'Generally the diagnosis is acute gastritis. O spasns of
the phyloric valve. Or even an hysterical re-enactnent of ny wife's | abor pains,
whi ch she experienced three years ago.' He finished, half to hinself, 'Shortly
before her death.’

"What about your diet? Eric asked.

The Mol e opened his eyes wearily. 'My diet. | don't eat, doctor. Nothing at all
The air sustains ne; didn't you read that in the honeopapes? | don't need food,
like you sinple schulps do. I'mdifferent.' His tone was urgently, acutely

enbi ttered.

"And it interferes with your duties? FEric asked.

The Mol e scrutinized him 'You think it's psychosomatic, that outnoded pseudo
science that tried to nake people norally responsible for their ailnments? He
spat in anger; his face withed and now the fl esh was no | onger hangi ng and

| oose — it was stretched taut, as if ballooned out fromwithin. 'So | can escape
my responsibilities? Listen, doctor; | still have ny responsibilities — and the
pain. Can that be called secondary neurotic psychol ogi cal gain?

"No," Eric adnitted. 'But anyhow |'mnot qualified to deal with psychosomatic
medi ci ne; you'd have to go to—

"I've seen them' the Ml e said. All at once he dragged hinself to his feet,
stood swaying, facing Eric. "Get Virgil back here; there's no point in your
wasting your time interrogating ne. And anyhow | don't choose to be
interrogated. | don't care for it.' He strode unsteadily toward the door,
hitching up his saggi ng khaki trousers as he went.

Eric said, 'Secretary, you could have your stomach renoved, you realize. At any
time. And an artiforg planted in replacenent. The operation is sinple and al nost
al ways successful. Wthout exam ning your case records | shouldn't say this, but
you may have to have your stonmach replaced one of these days. Ri sk or no risk.
He was certain that Mlinari would survive; the man's fear was pal pably phobic

"No," Molinari said quietly. 'l don't have to; it's nmy choice. | can die
i nstead.'

Eric stared at him

"Sure,' Mdlinari said. 'Even though I'"'mthe UN Secretary General. Hasn't it
occurred to you that | want to die, that these pains, this devel oping physical -

or psychosomatic — illness is a way out for ne? | don't want to go on. WMaybe.
Who knows? What difference does it make, to anybody? But the hell with it.' He
tore open the hall door. "Virgil,' he boonmed in a surprisingly virile voice.

"For chrissake, let's pour and get this party started.' Over his shoul der he
said to Eric, 'Did you know this was a party? | bet the old man told you it was
a serious conference for solving Terra's mlitary, political, and economc
problens. In one half hour.' He grinned, showing his big, white teeth.

"Frankly,' Eric said, 'I'mglad to hear it's a party.' The session with Mlinari
had been as difficult for himas it had been for the Secretary. And yet — he had
an intuition that Virgil Ackerman would not let it end there. Virgil wanted

sonet hing done for the Mdle; he desired to see the nan's di stress eased, and for
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a good, practical reason.

The col | apse of G no Mlinari would signify an end to Virgil's possession of
TF&D. Managenent of Terra's econom c syndrones no doubt held priority for
Freneksy's officials; their agenda had probably been drawn up in detail.

Virgil Ackerman was a shrewd busi nessnan.
"How much,' Mbdlinari asked suddenly, 'does the old fruit Pay you?
"V-very well,"' Eric said, taken by surprise.

Mol inari, eyeing him said, 'He's talked to ne about you. Before this

get-together. Sold ne on you, how good you are. Because of you he's still alive
|l ong after he ought to be dead, all that crap.' They both smled. 'VWat's your
choice in liquor, doctor? | like anything. And | like fried chops and Mexi can

food and spare ribs and fried prawns di pped in horse-radi sh and nmustard ... |
treat ny stomach kind.'

" Bour bon,' Eric said.

A man entered the room glanced at Eric. He had a gray, grimexpression and Eric
realized that this was one of the Mle's Secret Service nen.

"This is Tom Johannson,' the Ml e explained to Eric. 'He keeps nme alive; he's ny
Dr Eric Sweetscent. But he does it with his pistol. Show doc your pistol, Tom
show hi m how you can nam anybody, any tine you want, at any distance. Plug
Virgil as he comes across the hall, right in the fnigging heart; then doc can
paste a new heart in its place. How |long does it take, doc? Ten, fifteen

m nutes?' The Ml e |aughed loudly. And then he notioned to Johannson. ' Shut the
door."'

Hi s bodyguard did so; the Mdle stood facing Eric Sweetscent.

"Listen, doctor. Here's what | want to ask you. Suppose you began to perform an
org-trans operation on nme, taking out ny old stonmach and putting in a new one,

and sonething went wong. It wouldn't hurt, would it? Because |I'd be out. Could
you do that?' He watched Eric's face. 'You understand me, don't you? | see you

do.' Behind them at the closed door, the bodyguard stood inpassively, keeping

everyone el se out, preventing themfromhearing. This was for Eric alone. In

ut nost confi dence.

"Why?' Eric said, after a tine. Wiy not sinply use Johannson's | oger-mgnhum
pistol? If this is what you want. ..

"I don't know why, actually,' the Ml e said. 'No one particular reason. The

death of ny wife, perhaps. Call it the responsibility I have to bear.. . and
which 1'm not managi ng to discharge properly, at |east according to many peopl e.
I don't agree; | think I'm succeeding. But they don't understand all the factors

in the situation.' He admtted, then, "And |I'mtired.
"It — could be done," Eric said truthfully.

"And you could do it?" The man's eyes bl azed, keen and fixed on him Sizing him
up as each second ticked away.

"Yes, | could do it.' He held, personally, an odd view regardi ng suicide.
Despite his code, the ethical under-structure of nedicine, he believed — and it
was based on certain very real experiences in his owmn life — that if a man
wanted to die he had the right to die. He did not possess an el aborated
rationalization to justify this belief; he had not even tried to construct one.
The proposition, to him seened self-evident. There was no body of evidence
which proved that life in the first place was a boon. Perhaps it was for sone
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persons; obviously it was not for others. For Gno Mdlinari it was a nightnare.
The man was sick, guilt-ridden, saddled with an enornous, really hopel ess task:
he did not have the confidence of his own people, the Terran popul ation, and he
did not enjoy the respect or trust or admration of the people of Lilistar. And
then, above and beyond all that, lay the personal consideration, the events in
his own private life, starting with the sudden, unexpected death of his wife and
ending up with the pains in his belly. And then, too, Eric realized with acute
conpr ehensi on, there was probably nore. Factors known only to the Ml e. Deciding
factors which he did not intend to tell.

"Woul d you do such a thing? Molinari asked.

After a long, long pause Eric said, 'Yes | would. It would be an agreenent
bet ween the two of us. You'd ask for it and 1'd give it to you and it would end
there. It would be no one's business but our own.'

'Yes.' The Mol e nodded and on his face relief showed; he seemed now to relax a
little, to experience sone peace. '|I can see why Virgil recomended you.'

"Il was going to do it to nyself, once,' Eric said. 'Not so |long ago.'

The Mol e's head jerked, he stared at Eric Sweetscent with a | ook so keen that it
cut through his physical self and into that which lay at the deepest, nost
silent part of him 'Really? the Mle said then.

"Yes.' He nodded. So | can understand, he thought to hinself, can enpathize with
you even wi thout having to know t he exact reasons.

"But |I," the Mdle said, "want to know the reasons.' It was so close to a
telepathic reading of his mnd that Eric felt stunned; he found hinself unable
to | ook away fromthe penetrating eyes and he realized, then, that it had been
no parapsycho-logical talent on the Mole's part: it had been swifter and
stronger than that.

The Mol e extended his hand; reflexively, Eric accepted it. And, once he had done
so, he found the grip remaining; the Mle did not rel ease his hand but tightened
his grip so that pain flewup Eric's arm The M e was trying to see him better,
trying, as Phyllis Ackernman had done not so |ong ago, to discover everything
that could be discovered about him But out of the Mdle's mnd came no glib,
flip theories; the Mole insisted on the truth, and articulated by Eric

Sweet scent hinself. He had to tell the Mdle what it had been; he had no choi ce.

Actually, in his case it had been a very snall nmatter. Sonething which if told —
and he had never been so foolish as to tell it, even to his professional
headbasher — woul d have proved absurd, woul d have rmade hi m appear, and rightly
so, an idiot. O, even worse, nentally deranged.

It had been an incident between hinsel f and—

"Your wife,' the Mole said, staring at him never taking his eyes fromhim And
still the steady grip of his hand.

"Yes.' Eric nodded. 'My Anpex video tapes ... of the great mid-twentieth century
conmedi an Jonathan Wnters.'

The pretext for his first invitation of Kathy Lingromhad been his fabul ous
coll ection. She had expressed a desire to see them to drop by his apt — at his
invitation — to witness a few choi ce shots.

The Mol e said, 'And she read sonething psychol ogical into your having the tapes.
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Sonet hi ng "nmeani ngful " about you.'
"Yes.' Eric nodded somberly.

After Kathy had sat curled up one night in his living room as |ong-Ilegged and
snmooth as a cat, her bare breasts faintly green fromthe |ight coating of polish
she had given them (in the |atest style), watching the screen fixedly and, of
course, laughing — who could fail to? — she had said contenplatively, 'You know,
what's great about Wnters was his talent for role-playing. And, once in a role,
he was subnerged; he seened actually to believe init.’

'"I's that bad?' Eric had said.

"No. But it tells me why you gravitate to Wnters.' Kathy fondled the danp, cold

gl ass of her drink, her long |lashes lowered in thought. 'It's that residua
quality in himthat could never be subnerged in his role. It neans you resist
life, the role that you play out — being an org-trans surgeon, | suppose. Some

chil di sh, unconscious part of you won't enter hunman society.'

"Wll, is that bad?" He had tried to ask jokingly, wanting — even then — to turn
this pseudopsychiatric, ponderous discussion to nore convivial areas... areas
clearly defined in his mnd as he surveyed her pure, bare, pale green breasts
flicking with their own | um nosity.

"It's deceitful,' Kathy said.

Hearing that, then, something in himhad groaned, and something in himgroaned
now. The Mdl e seened to hear it, to take note.

"You're cheating people,' Kathy said. 'Me, for instance.' At that point -
mercifully — she changed the topic. For that he felt gratitude. And yet — why
did it bother himso?

Later, when they had nmarried, Kathy primy requested that he keep his tape
collection in his study and not out in the shared portion of their conapt. The
col l ection vaguely vexed her, she said. But she did not know — or anyhow did not
say — why. And when in the evenings he felt the old urge to play a section or
tape, Kathy conpl ai ned.

"Why?' the Ml e asked.

He did not know, he had not then and did not now understand it. But it had been
an oni nous harbi nger; he saw her aversion but the significance of it eluded him
and this inability to grasp the neaning of what was taking place in his narried
Iife made hi m deeply uneasy.

Meanwhi | e, through Kathy's intercession, he had been hired by Virgil Ackerman.
H's wife had nade it possible for himto take a notable leap in the hierarchy of
econ and sose — econonmic and social — life. And of course he felt gratitude
toward her; how could he not? His basic anbition had been fulfill ed.

The neans by which it had been acconplished had not struck himas overpoweringly
important: many w ves hel ped their husbands up the long steps in their careers.
And vice versa. And yet—

It bothered Kathy. Even though it had been her i dea.

' She got you your job here?" the Ml e demanded, scowling. 'And then after that
she held it against you? | seemto get the picture, very clear.' He plucked at a
front tooth, still scowing, his face dark.

"One night in bed— He stopped, feeling the difficulty of going on. It had been
too private. And too awfully unpl easant.
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"l want to know,' the Mble said, 'the rest of it.'

He shrugged. ' Anyhow — she said sonething about being "tired of the shamwe're
living." The "sham" of course, being ny job.'

Lying in bed, naked, her soft hair curling about her shoulders — in those days
she had worn it longer — Kathy had said, 'You nmarried ne to get your job. And
you're not striving on your own; a man should nake his own way.' Tears filled
her eyes, and she fl opped over on her face to cry — or appear, anyhow — to cry.

""Strive"?' he had said, baffled

The Mole interrupted, 'Rise higher. Get a better job. That's what they nmean when
they say that.'

"But | like ny job,' he answered.

'"So you're content,' Kathy said, in a nuffled, bitter voice, 'to appear to be
successful. When you really aren't.' And then, sniffling and snuffling, she
added, 'And you're terrible in bed.'

He got up and went into the living roomof their conapt and sat alone for a tine
and then, instinctively, he made his way into his study and placed one of his
treasured Johnny Wnters tapes into the projector. For a while he sat in msery
wat chi ng Johnny put on one hat after another and becone a different person under
each. And then—

At the doorway Kathy appeared, smooth and naked and slim her face contorted.
' Have you found it?

' Found what ?' He shut the tape projector off.
'The tape,' she stated, 'that | destroyed.'

He stared at her, unable to take in what he had heard.

"A few days ago.' Her tone, defiant, shrilled at him 'l was all alone here in
the conapt; | felt blue — you were busy doing sonme drafk nothing thing for
Virgil —and | put on a reel; | put it on exactly right; | followed all the

instructions. But it did something wong. So it got erased.'
The Mol e grunted sonberly. 'You were supposed to say "It doesn't matter."'

He had known that; known it then, knew it now But in a strangled, thick voice
he had said, 'Wich tape?

"l don't remenber.’

His voice rose; it escaped him 'Goddamit, which tape?" He ran to the shelf of
tapes; grabbed the first box; tore it open; carried it at once to the projector

"I knew,' Kathy said, in a harsh, bleak voice as she watched himw th withering
contenpt, 'that your —tapes neant nore to you than | do or ever did.

"Tell me which tape!' he pl eaded. 'Please?

'No, she wouldn't say,' the Mdle murnured thoughtfully. That would be the entire
poi nt. You'd have to play every one of them before you could find out. A couple
days of playing tapes. O ever dane; damm cl ever.

"No,' Kathy said in a low, enbittered, alnobst frail voice. Now her face was
peaked with hatred for him '"I'mglad | did it. You know what |'m going to do?
I"'mgoing to ruin all of them'
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He stared at her. Nunbly.

"You deserve it,' Kathy said, 'for holding back and not giving ne all your I ove.
This is where you belong, scrabbling like an animal, a panic-ridden animal. Look
at you! Contenptible — trenbling and about to burst into tears. Because soneone
rui ned one of your |NCREDIBLY inportant tapes.'

"But,' he said, '"it's ny hobby. My lifetine hobby.
"Like a kid pulling its pud,' Kathy said.

They — can't be replaced. | have the only copies of some of them The one from
the Jack Paar show—

' So what ? You know sonething, Eric? Do you know, really know, why you like
wat chi ng nen on tape?

The Mol e grunted; his heavy, fleshy, mddle-aged face flinched as he |i stened.
'Because,' Kathy said, 'you're a fairy.'
"Quch,' the Mdle nmurnmured, and blinked.

"You're a repressed honosexual. | sincerely doubt if you're aware of it on a
conscious level, but it's there. Look at nme; look. Here | am a perfectly
attractive worman, available to you any tinme you want ne.'

The Mol e said, aside, wyly, '"And at no cost.'

"And yet you're in here with these tapes and not in the bedroom screwbling with
me. | hope — Eric, | hope to God | ruined one that— She turned away fromthe
door then. 'Good night. And have fun playing with yourself.' Her voice —
actual |y and unbelievably — had becone controlled, even placid.

From a crouched position he bolted toward her. Reached for her as she retreated
snoot h and white and naked down the hall, her back to him He grabbed her,
grabbed firm hold, sank his fingers into her soft arm Spun her around.

Bl i nking, startled, she faced him

"I"'mgoing to— He broke off. I"'mgoing to kill you, he had started to say. But
already in the unstirred depths of his mind, slunbering beneath the frenzy of
his hysterical antics, a cold and rational fraction of himwhispered its ice-Cod
voice: Don't say it. Because if you do, then she's got you. She'll never forget.
As long as you live she'll make you suffer. This is a woman that one nust not
hurt because she knows techni ques; she knows how to hurt back. A thousandfol d.
Yes, this is her wisdom this knowing howto do this. Above all other things.

"Let — go — of — ne.' Her eyes blazed snokily.
He rel eased her.

After a pause, while she rubbed her arm Kathy said, 'l want that collection of
tapes out of this apartment by tonorrow night. OGherwise we're finished, Eric.

' Ckay, ' he said, nodding.

"And then,' Kathy said, '"I'lIl tell you what else | want. | want you to start
| ooking for a higher paying job. At another conpany. So | won't run into you
every time | turn around. And then... we'll see. Possibly we can stay together.

On a new basis, one fairer to ne. One in which you nake sone attenpt to pay
attention to ny needs in addition to your own.' Astonishingly, she sounded
perfectly rational and in control of herself. Remarkabl e.
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"You got rid of the tapes? the Mle asked him
He nodded.

"And you spent the next few years directing your efforts toward controlling your
hatred for your wife.'

Agai n he nodded.

"And the hatred for her,' Mdle said, 'became hatred for yourself. Because you
couldn't stand being afraid of one small wonan. But a very powerful person —
notice | said "person" not "woman."'

' Those low blows,' Eric said. 'Like her erasing ny tape—

"The low blow,' the Mdle interrupted, 'was not her erasing the tape. It was her
refusing to tell you which one she had erased. And her nmking it so clear that

she enjoyed the situation. If she had been sorry — but a woman, a person, like
that; they never becone sorry. Never.' He was silent for a tine. 'And you can't
| eave her.'

"W're fused,' Eric said. The damage is done.' The nutually inflicted pain
delivered at night without the possibility of anyone intervening, overhearing
and comng to help. Help, Eric thought. W both need hel p. Because this will go
on, get worse, corrode us further and further until at last, nercifully—

But that m ght take decades.

So Eric could understand G no Mdlinari's yearning for death. He, |ike the Mle,
could envision it as a release — the only dependabl e rel ease that existed ... or
appeared to exist, given the ignorance, habit patterns, and foolishness of the
participants. Gven the tineless human equation

In fact he felt a considerable bond with MIlinari

"One of us,' the Mble said, with perception, 'suffering unbearably on the
private level, hidden fromthe public, small and uni nportant. The ot her
suffering in the grand Ronan public manner, |ike a speared and dyi ng god.
Strange. Conpl etely opposite. The microcosm and the macro.'

Eri ¢ nodded.

"Anyhow,' the Ml e said, releasing Eric's hand and sl appi ng himon the shoul der,
I"'m maki ng you feel bad. Sorry, Dr Sweetscent; let's drop the topic.' To his
bodyguard he said, ' Open the door now W' re done.

"Wait,' Eric said. But then he did not know howto go on, to say it.

The Mole did it for him 'How would you like to be attached to ny staff?
Mol i nari said abruptly, breaking the silence. 'It can be arranged; technically
you' d be drafted into military service.' He added, 'You nay take it for granted
you' d be my personal physician.'’

Trying to sound casual, Eric said, 'I'minterested.

"You woul dn't be running into her all the tine. This might be a beginning. A
start toward prying the two of you apart.'

"True.' He nodded. Very true. And very attractive, when thought of that way. But
the irony — this consisted of precisely that which Kathy had goaded himtoward
all these years. 'I'd have to talk it over with ny wife,' he began, and then
flushed. 'Virgil, anyhow,' he muttered. 'In any case. He'd have to approve.'

Regarding himw th broodi ng severity, the Mdle said in a slow, dark voice. There
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i s one drawback. You would not see so nuch of Kathy; true. But by being with ne
you' d see a great deal of our— He grimaced. The ally. How do you suppose you'd
enj oy yourself surrounded by 'Starnmen? You might find yourself having a few
spasns of the gut late at night yourself ... and perhaps worse — other —
psychosomati ¢ di sorders, some you may nhot anticipate, despite your profession.

Eric said, '"It's bad enough for me late at night as it is. This way | m ght have
some comnpany. '

"Me?' Molinari said. 'l wouldn't be conpany, Sweetscent, for you or anybody
else. I'"'ma creature that's flayed alive at night. | retire at ten o' clock and
then I'mback up, usually by eleven; |I— He broke off, neditatively. 'No, night

is not a good tine for nme; not at all.'
It could clearly be seen in the man's face.

FI VE

On the night of his return fromWsh-35 Eric Sweetscent encountered his wife at
their conapt across the border in San Diego. Kathy had arrived before him The
meeting, of course, was inevitable.

"Back fromlittle red Mars,' she observed as she shut the living roomdoor after
him ' Two days doi ng what? Shooting your agate into the ring and beating all the
ot her boys and girls? O exposing sun pictures of TomM x?' Kathy sat in the
center of the couch, a drink in one hand, her hair swept back and tied, giving
her the | ook of a teen-ager; she wore a plain black dress and her |egs were |ong
and snooth, strikingly tapered at the ankles. Her feet were bare and each
toenail bore a shiny decal depicting — he bent to see — a scene in color of the
Nor man Conquest. The snmllest nail on each foot glittered with a picture too
obscene for himto contenplate; he went to hang his coat in the closet.

"W pulled out of the war,' he said.
"Did we? You and Phyllis Ackerman? O you and sonebody el se?

' Everybody was there. Not just Phyllis.' He wondered what he could fix for
dinner; his stomach was enpty and in a state of conplaint. As yet, however
there were no pains. Perhaps that cane |ater

"Any special reason why | wasn't asked al ong?" Her voice snapped like a |letha
whi p, making his flesh cringe; the natural biochem cal animal in himdreaded the
exchange which was in store for him—- and also for her. Cbviously she, like

hi nsel f, was conpelled to press head on; she was as nmuch caught up and hel pl ess
as he.

"No special reason.' He wandered into the kitchen, feeling a little dulled, as
if Kathy's opening had flattened his senses. Many such encounters had taught him
to shield hinmself on the somatic level, if at all possible. Only old husbands,
tired, experienced husbands, knew to do this. The newconers... they're forced on
by di encephalic responses, he reflected. And it's harder on them

"I want an answer,' Kathy said, appearing at the door. 'As to why | was
del i berately excl uded.

God, how physically appealing his wife was; she wore nothing, of course, under
the black dress and each curved |ine of her confronted himwith its savory
famliarity. But where was the snooth, yielding, fanmliar nentality to go with
this tactile forn? The furies had seen to it that the curse — the curse in the
house of Sweetscent, as he occasionally thought of it —had arrived full force;
he faced a creature which on a physiol ogical |evel was sexual perfection itself
and on the nental |evel —

Soneday the hardness, the inflexibility, would pervade her; the anatom ca
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bounty would calcify. And then what? Already her voice contained it, different
now from what he renenbered of a few years back, even a few nonths. Poor Kathy,
he thought. Because when the death-dealing powers of ice and cold reach your

| oi ns, your breasts and hips and buttocks as well as your heart — it was already
deep in her heart, surely — then there will be no nore woman. And you won't
survive that. No natter what | or any nman chooses to do.

"You were excluded,' he said carefully, 'because you' re a pest.

Her eyes flew open wide; for an instant they filled with alarm and sinple
wonder. She did not understand. Fleetingly, she had been brought back to the
| evel of the merely human; the goadi ng ancestral pressure in her had abated.

"Li ke you are now,' he said. 'So |leave ne alone; | want to fix nyself some
di nner.'

"CGet Phyllis Ackerman to fix it for you,' Kathy said. The super-persona
authority, the derision conjured up fromthe malforned crypto-w sdom of the
ages, had returned. Alnost psionically, with a woman's tal ent, she had intuited
his slight romantic brush with Phyllis on the trip to Mars. And on Mars itself,
during their overnight stay—

Caly, he assuned that her heightened faculties could not genuinely ferret out
that. Ignoring her, he began, in a nmethodical manner, to heat a frozen chicken
dinner in the infrared oven, his back to his wife.

‘Guess what | did,' Kathy said. 'Wile you were gone.
"You took on a |over.

"I tried a new hallucinogenic drug. | got it fromGChris Plout; we had a jink
session at his place and none other than the worl d-fanobus Marm Hastings was
there. He made a pass at ne while we were under the influence of the drug and it
was — well, it was a pure vision.

'"Did he," Eric said, setting a place for hinself at the table.
"How |'d adore to bear his child,' Kathy said.

""Adore to." Christ, what decadent English.' Ensnared, he turned to face her
"Did you and he—

Kathy smiled. 'Wll maybe it was an hallucination. But | don't think so. 1'lI
tell you why. Wen | got home—

"Spare ne!' He found hinsel f shaking.
In the living roomthe vidphone chi ned.

Eric went to get it and when he lifted the receiver he saw on the small gray
screen the features of a nman nanmed Captain Gtto Dorf, a mlitary adviser to G no
Mol i nari. Dorf had been at Wash-35, assisting in security nmeasures; he was a
thin-faced nman with narrow nel ancholy eyes, a man utterly dedicated to the
protection of the Secretary. 'Dr Sweetscent?

"Yes,' FEric said.'But | haven't—

"WIl an hour be enough? W'd like to send a 'copter to pick you up at eight
o' clock your tine.'

"An hour will do,'" Eric said. '"I'll have ny things packed and will be waiting in
the | obby of ny conapt buil ding.

After he had rung off he returned to the kitchen
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Kathy said, '"Ch ny God. Oh Eric — can't we talk? Ch dear.' She slunped at the
tabl e and buried her head in her arnms. 'I didn't do anything wth Marm Hasti ngs;
he is handsome and | did take the drug, but—

"Listen,' he said, continuing to prepare his neal. This was all arranged earlier
today at Wash-35. Virgil wants ne to do it. W had a long, quiet talk,
Molinari's needs are at present greater than Virgil's. And actually | can stil
serve Virgil in org-trans situations but 1'll be stationed at Cheyenne.' He
added, 'I've been drafted; as of tonorrow |'ma nedic inthe UNnilitary forces,
attached to Secretary Mdlinari's staff. There's nothing | can do to change it;
Mol i nari signed the decree to that effect |ast night.

"Why?' Terror-stricken, she gazed up at him
"So | can get out of this. Before one of us—
"I won't spend any nore noney.'

"There's a war on. Men are being killed. Mlinari is sick and he needs nedica
hel p. Whether you spend noney or not—

"But you asked for this job.

Presently he said, 'l begged for it, as a matter of fact. | gave Virgil the
greatest line of hot fizz ever strung together at one tine in one place.'

She had drawn hersel f together now, she had becone poised. 'Wat sort of pay
will you receive?

"Plenty. And 1'll continue to draw a salary from TF&D, t oo
"I's there any way | can conme with you?
"No.' He had seen to that.

"I knew you' d dunmp nme when you finally became a success — you' ve been trying to
extricate yourself ever since we net.' Kathy's eyes filled with tears. 'Listen,
Eric; I"'mafraid that that drug | took is addictive. I'"'mterribly scared. You
have no idea what it does; | think it comes from somewhere off Earth, naybe
Lilistar. What if | kept taking it? What if because of your | eavi ng—

Bendi ng, he picked her up in his arns. 'You ought to keep away fromthose
people; 1've told you so goddammany tinmes— it was futile talking to her; he
could see what |ay ahead for both of them Kathy had a weapon by which she coul d
draw hi m back to her once nore. Wthout himshe woul d be destroyed by her

i nvol venent with Plout, Hastings, and conpany; |eaving her would sinply nmake the
situation worse. The sickness that had entered them over the years could not be
nullified by the act he had in mnd, and only in the Martian babyl and coul d he
have i magi ned ot herw se.

He carried her into the bedroom and set her gently on the bed.
" Ah,' she said, and shut her eyes. 'Ch Eric— She sighed.

However, he couldn't. This, too. Mserably, he noved fromher, sat on the edge
of the bed. 'l have to | eave TF&D,' he said presently. 'And you have to accept
it." He stroked her hair. '"Mlinari is cracking up; maybe | can't hel p hi m but
at least | can try. See? That's the real —

Kathy said, 'You're lying.'
"When? In what way?' He continued stroking her hair but it had becone a

mechani cal action, without volition or desire.

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Dick%20Now%20wait%20for%20last%20year.txt (33 of 136) [1/19/03 7:43:01 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Philip%20K .Dick/Dick%20N ow%20wai t%20f or%20l ast%20year.txt

"You woul d have made | ove to me just now, if that was why you were | eaving.' She
rebuttoned her dress. 'You don't care about nme.' Her voice held certitude; he
recogni zed the drab, thin tone. Always this barrier, this inpossibility of
getting through. This tinme he did not waste his time trying; he sinply went on
stroking her, thinking, It'll be on my consci ence, whatever happens to her. And
she knows it, too. So she's absolved of the burden of responsibility, and that,
for her, is the worst thing possible.

Too bad, he thought, | wasn't able to nake |ove to her
"My dinner's ready,' he said, rising.

She sat up. 'Eric, I'mgoing to pay you back for |eaving ne.' She snoot hed her
dress. 'You understand?

"Yes,' he said, and wal ked into the kitchen

"I''l'l devote ny life toit,' Kathy said, fromthe bedroom 'Now | have a reason
for living. It's wonderful to have a purpose at last; it's thrilling. After al
these pointless ugly years with you. God, it's |like being born all over again.'

"Lots of luck,' he said.

"Luck? | don't need luck; | need skill, and | think |I have skill. | learned a
| ot during that episode under the effects of that drug. | wish | could tell you
what it is; it's an incredible drug, Eric — it changes your entire perception of

the universe and especially of other people. You don't ever view themthe sane
again. You ought to try it. It would help you.'

"Not hing,' he said, "would help ne.'

H s words, in his ears, sounded |ike an epitaph.

He had al nost finished packing — and had | ong since eaten — when the doorbell of
the conapt rang. It was Qtto Dorf, already here with the mlitary 'copter, and
Eric soberly went to open the door for him

@ anci ng about the conapt, Dorf said, 'Did you have an opportunity to say
good-by to your wife, doctor?

'Yes.' He added, 'She's gone now, |I'malone.’" He closed his suitcase and carried
it and its companion to the door. 'I'mready.' Dorf picked up one suitcase and
together they walked to the elevator. 'She did not take it very well,' he

remarked to Dorf as they presently descended.

"I munmarried, doctor,' Dorf said. 'l wouldn't know.' Hi s manner was correct
and formal .

In the parked 'copter another man waited. He held out his hand as Eric ascended
the rungs. 'Doctor; it's good to neet you.' The nman, hidden in the shadows,

expl ained, 'lI'm Harry Teagarden, chief of the Secretary's nedical staff. |I'm
glad you' re joining us; the Secretary hadn't inforned ne in advance but that's
no matter — he invariably acts on inpul se.

Eri c shook hands with him his mnd still on Kathy. 'Sweet-scent.'
"How did Molinari's condition strike you when you net hinf’

'He seened tired.
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Teagarden said, 'He's dying.

G ancing at himswiftly, Eric said, '"Fromwhat? In this day and age, with
artiforgs avail abl e—

I amfamliar with current surgical techniques; believe ne.' Teagarden's tone
was dry. 'You saw how fatalistic he is. He wants to be punished, obviously, for
|l eading us into this war.' Teagarden was silent as the 'copter ascended into the
ni ght sky and then he continued, 'Did it ever occur to you that Mlinari

engi neered the losing of this war? That he wants to fail? | don't think even his
nost rabid political enemies have tried that idea out. The reason |'m saying
this to you is that we don't have bales of tine. Right at this noment Molinari
is in Cheyenne suffering froma nmassive attack of acute gastritis — or whatever
you care to call it. Fromyour holiday at Wash-35. He's flat on his back.

"Any internal bleeding?

"Not yet. O perhaps there has been and Mlinari hasn't told us. Wth himit's
possible; he's naturally secretive. Essentially he trusts nobody.'

"And you're positive there's no malignancy?

"W can't find any. But Mdlinari doesn't allow us to conduct as many tests as we
woul d i ke; he bolts. Too busy. Papers to sign, speeches to wite, bills to
present to the General Assenbly. He tries to run everything singlehandedly. He
can't seemto delegate authority and then when he does he sets up overl apping
organi zations that imrediately conpete — it's his way of protecting hinself.’
Teagarden gl anced curiously at Eric. 'Wat did he say to you at Wash-35?

"Not nmuch.' He did not intend to disclose the contents of their discussion
Mol i nari had beyond doubt neant it for his ears exclusively. In fact, Eric
realized, that was the cardinal reason for being brought to Cheyenne. He had
something to offer Molinari that the other nedics did not, a strange
contribution for a doctor to be making... he wondered how Teagarden woul d react
if he were to tell him Probably — and for good reason — Teagarden woul d have
hi m put under arrest. And shot.

"I know why you're going to be with us,' Teagarden said.
Eric grunted. 'You do?' He doubted it.

"Molinari is sinply following his instinctive bias, having us doubl e-checked by
i nfusi ng new blood into our staff. But no one objects; in fact we're grateful -
we're all overworked. You know, of course, that the Secretary has a huge famly,
even larger than that of Virgil Ackerman, your paterfamlias-style former

enpl oyer.'

"l believe |'ve read it's three uncles, six cousins, an aunt, a sister, an
el derly brother who—

"And they're all in residence at Cheyenne,' Teagarden said. 'Constantly so.
Hangi ng around him trying to wangle little favors, better neals, quarters,
servants — you get the pic. And— He paused. '| should add there's a m stress.

That Eric did not know. It had never been mentioned, even in the press hostile
to the Secretary.

"Her nane is Mary Reineke. He net her before his wife's death. On paper Mary's

listed as a personal secretary. | like her. She's done a lot for him both
before and after his wife's death. Wthout her he probably wouldn't have
survived. The 'Starnen |loathe her ... | don't quite know why. Perhaps |'ve

m ssed out on sone fact.'
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"How ol d is she?' The Secretary, Eric guessed, was in his late forties or early
fifties

"As young as it's humanly possible to be. Prepare yourself, doctor.' Teagarden
chuckl ed. ' When he net her she was in high school. Wirking in the |ate
afternoons as a typist. Perhaps she handed hima docunent... nobody knows for
sure, but they did neet over sonme routine business matter.'

"Can his illness be discussed with her?

" Absolutely. She's the one — the only one — who's been able to get himto take
phenobarbital and, when we tried it, pathabamate. Phenobarb nmade hi m sl eepy, he
said, and path nmade his nouth dry. So of course he dropped them down a waste
chute; he quit. Mary nmade himgo back on. She's Italian. As he is. She can baw
himout in a way he renmenbers from his childhood, fromhis mama, perhaps... or
his sister or aunt; they all bawl himout and he tolerates it, but he doesn't
listen, except to Mary. She lives in a conceal ed apt in Cheyenne guarded by
lines of Secret Service nmen — because of the 'Star people. Mlinari dreads the
day they'|l|l — Teagarden broke off.

"They' Il what?

"Kill her or maimher. O weed out half her mental processes, turn her into a
debrai ned vegetable; they've got a spectrum of techni ques they can nake use of.
You didn't know our dealings with the ally were so rough at the top, did you?
Teagarden smiled. 'It's a rough war. That's how Lilistar acts toward us, our
superior ally beside which we're a flea. So imagi ne how t he eneny, the reegs,
would treat us if our defense |ine cracked and they managed to pour in.'

For a tine they rode in silence; no one cared to speak

"What do you think would happen,' Eric said finally, "if Mdlinari passed out of
the pic?

"Well, it would go one of two ways. Either we'd get soneone nore pro-Lilistar or
we woul dn't. What ot her choices are there, and why do you ask? Do you believe
we're going to |l ose our patient? If we do, doctor, we also |ose our jobs and
possi bly our lives. Your one justification for existence — and nmne — is the
continual viable presence of one overweight, mddle-aged Italian who lives in
Cheyenne, Womng, with his enornous fam |y and his ei ghteen-year-old m stress,
who has stonach pains and enjoys eating a | ate-evening snack of batter-fried
giant prawns with nustard and horse-radish. | don't care what they told you or
what you signed; you're not going to be inserting any nore artiforgs into Virgi
Ackerman for a long time; there won't be the opportunity because keeping G no
Molinari alive is a full-tinme task.' Teagarden seened irritable and upset now;
his voice, in the darkness of the 'copter cab, was jerky. 'It's too nmuch for ne,
Sweet scent. You won't have any other life but Mdlinari; he'll talk your ear off,
deliver practice speeches to you on every topic on Earth — ask your opinion
about everything from contraception to nushroons — how to cook them—- to God to
what would you do if, and so forth. For a dictator — and you realize that's what
he is, only we don't like to use the nane — he's an anomaly. First of all he's
probably the greatest political strategist alive; how el se do you suppose he
rose to be UN Secretary General? It took himtwenty years, and fighting all the
way; he dislodged every political opponent he net, fromevery country on Terra.
Then he got mixed up with Lilistar. That's called foreign policy. On foreign
policy the master strategist failed, because at that point a strange occl usion
entered his mnd. You know what it's called? Ignorance. Mlinari spent all his
time learning how to knee people in the groin, and with Freneksy that isn't
called for. He would no nore deal with Freneksy than you or | could — possibly
wor se. '

'l see,' Eric said.
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"But Molinari went ahead anyhow. He bluffed. He signed the Pact of Peace which
got us into the war. And here's where Molinari differs fromall the fat,
overblown, strutting dictators in the past. He took the blanme on his shoul ders;
he didn't fire a foreign mnister here or shoot a policy adviser fromthe State
here. He did it and he knows it. And it's killing him by quarter inches, day
in, day out. Starting fromthe gut. He |l oves Terra. He | oves people, all of
them washed and unwashed; he | oves his wetched pack of sponging relatives. He
shoots people, arrests people, but he doesn't like it. Mlinari is a conplex
man, doctor. So conpl ex that—

Dorf interrupted drily, "A mixture of Lincoln and Missolini.

'"He's a different person with everyone he neets,' Teagarden continued. 'Christ,
he's done things so rotten, so goddam wi cked that they'd nake your hair stand on
end. He's had to. Sonme of themw ||l never be made public, even by his politica
foes. And he's suffered because of doing them Did you ever know anyone who
really accepted responsibility, guilt and bl ane, before? Do you? Does your

wi fe?

"Probably not,' Eric admtted.

"If you or | ever really accepted the noral responsibility for what we've done
inour lifetime — we'd drop dead or go mad. Living creatures weren't nade to
under stand what they do. Take the aninmals we've run over on the road, or the
animals we eat. Wen | was a kid it was ny nonthly job to go out and Poi son
rats. Did you ever watch a poi soned ani mal die? And not just one but scores of
them nonth after nonth. | don't feel it. The blame. The load. Fortunately it
doesn't register — it can't, because if it did there'd be no way | could go on
And that's how the entire human race gets by. Al but the Mdle. As they cal
him' Teagarden added, '"Lincoln and Mussolini." | was thinking nore of One

O her, back about two thousand years.'

"This is the first tinme,' Eric said, '|I ever heard anyone conpare G no Mlinari
to Christ. Even in his captive press.'

'Perhaps,' Teagarden said, 'it's because |'"'mthe first person you've ever talked
to who's been around the Ml e twenty-four hours a day.'

"Don't tell Mary Reineke about your conparison,' Dorf said. 'She'll tell you
he's a bastard. A pig in bed and at the table, a | ewd m ddl e-aged nman with rape
in his eye, who ought to be in jail. She tolerates him.. because she's
charitable.' Dorf |aughed sharply.

"No,' Teagarden said, 'that's not what Mary would say ... except when she's
sore, which is about a fourth of the time. | don't really know what Mary Rei neke
woul d say; naybe she wouldn't even try. She just accepts himas he is; she tries
to inmprove him but even if he doesn't inprove — and he won't — she |oves him
anyhow. Have you ever known that other kind of woman? Who saw possibilities in
you? And with the right kind of help fromher—

"Yes,' Eric said. He wished to see the subject changed; it nade himthink about
Kathy. And he did not care to.

The 'copter droned on toward Cheyenne.

In bed al one Kathy lay half sleeping as norning sunlight ignited the variegated
textures of her bedroom Al the colors so fanmiliar to her in her married life
with Eric now became distinguished one fromanother as the |ight advanced. Here,
where she lived, Kathy had established potent spirits of the past, trapped
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within the concoctions of other periods: a lanp fromearly New Engl and, a chest
of drawers that was authentic bird s-eye maple, a Hepplewhite cabinet... She |ay
with her eyes half open, aware of each object and all the connecting strands

i nvol ved in her acquisition of them Each was a triunph over a rival; some
conpeting collector had failed, and it did not seemfarfetched to regard this
collection as a graveyard, with the ghosts of the defeated persisting in the
vicinity. She did not mind their activity in her home life; after all she was

t ougher than they.

"Eric,' she said sleepily, 'for chrissake get up and put on the coffee. And help
me out of bed. Push or speak.' She turned toward him but no one was there.
Instantly she sat up. Then she got fromthe bed, wal ked barefoot to the closet
for her robe, shivering.

She was putting on a light gray sweater, tugging it with difficulty over her
head, when she realized that a man stood watching her. As she had dressed he had
| ounged in the doorway, nmaking no nove to announce his presence; he was enjoying
the sight of her dressing, but now he shifted, stood upright and said, 'Ms
Sweet scent?' He was perhaps thirty, with a dark, rough nuzzle and eyes which did
not encourage her sense of well-being. In addition he wore a drab-gray uniform
and she knew what he was: a nmenber of Lilistar's secret police operating on
Terra. It was the first tine in her life that she had ever run into one of them

'Yes,' she said, alnost soundlessly. She continued dressing, sitting on the bed
to slip on her shoes, not taking her eyes fromhim 'I'm Kathy Sweetscent, Dr
Eric Sweetscent's wife, and if you don't—

"Your husband is in Cheyenne.

"I's he?" She rose to her feet. 'lI have to fix breakfast; please let me by. And
|l et me see your warrant for coming in here.' She held out her hand, waiting.

"My warrant,' the Lilistar graynman said, 'calls for nme to search this conapt for
an illegal drug, JJ-180. Frohedadrine. If you have any, hand it over and we'l|l
go directly to the police barracks at Santa Monica.' He consulted his notebook
"Last night in Tijuana at 45 Avila Street you used the drug orally in the
conpany of —

"May | call ny attorney?

" No. '

"You nmean | have no legal rights at all?
"This is wartine.'

She felt afraid. Neverthel ess she nanaged to speak with reasonable calm ' My |
call nmy enployer and tell himl won't be in?

The gray policeman nodded. So she went to the vidphone and dial ed Virgi
Ackerman at his honme in San Fernando. Presently his birdlike, weathered face
appeared, owishly waking in a fuss of confusion. 'Ch, Kathy. Were's the
clock? Virgil peered about.

Kathy said, 'Help ne, M Ackerman. The Lilistar— She ceased, because the
grayman had broken the connection with a swift novenent of his hand. Shrugging,
she hung up.

'"Ms Sweetscent,' the grayman said, 'I'd |like to introduce M Roger Corning to
you.' He made a notion and into the apartnent, fromthe hall, cane a 'Starman
dressed in an ordinary business suit, a briefcase under his arm 'M Corning,
this is Kathy Sweetscent, Dr Sweetscent's wife.
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"Who are you?' Kathy said.

' Someone who can get you off the hook, dear,' Corning said pleasantly. 'My we
sit down in your living roomand discuss this?

Going into the kitchen, she tw sted the knobs for soft-boiled eggs, toast, and
coffee without cream There's no JJ-180 in this apt. Unless you put it here
yourself during the night.' The food was ready; she carried it to the table on
its throwaway tray and seated herself. The snell of the coffee vanqui shed the
remmants of fear and bewi |l dernent in her; she felt capable again and not so

i ntimdated.

Corning said, 'W have a pernanent photographi c sequence of your evening at 45
Avila Street. Fromthe nonment you followed Bruce H mrel up the stairs and
inside. Your initial words were, "Hello, Bruce. It looks as if this is an

al |l - TF&D—"

"Not quite,' Kathy said. 'l called himBrucie. | always call him Brucie because
he's so hebephrenic and dunb.' She drank her coffee, her hand steady as it held
the throwaway cup. 'Does your photographic sequence prove what was in the
capsul es we took, M GCorning?

"Corning,' he corrected good-naturedly. 'No, Katherine, it doesn't. But the
testinony of two of the other participants Hoes O will when it's entered under
oath before a mlitary tribunal.' He explained. This falls outside the
jurisdiction of vour civilian courts. W ourselves will handle all details of
the prosecution.'

"Whay is that?' she inquired

"JJ-180 can only be acquired fromthe eneny. Therefore your use of it — and we
can establish this before our tribunal — constitutes intercourse with the eneny.
In tine of war the tribunal's demand naturally would be death.' To the

gray-uni formed policeman Corning said, 'Do you have M Plout's deposition with
you?'

"It's in the 'copter.' The grayman started toward the door

"I thought there was sonethi ng subhuman about Chris Plout,' Kathy said. 'Now |'m
medi tating about the others ... who else |ast night had a subhuman quality?
Hastings? No. Sinmon I1d? No, he—

"Al'l this can be avoided,' Corning said.

"But | don't want to avoid it,' Kathy said. 'M Ackerman heard ne on the
vi dphone; TF& will send an attorney. M Ackerman is a friend of Secretary
Molinari; | don't think—

"We can kill you, Kathy,' Corning said. 'By nightfall. The tribunal can neet
this norning; it's all arranged.’

After a time — she had ceased eating — Kathy said, 'Why? |I'mthat inmportant?
VWhat is there in JJ-180? | — She hesitated. 'Wat | tried last night didn't do
so very much.' Al at once she wished like hell that Eric had not left. This
woul dn't have happened with himhere, she realized. They woul d have been afraid.

Soundl essly, she began to cry; she sat hunched over at her Plate, tears sliding
down her cheeks and dropping to disappear. She did not even try to cover her
face; she put her hand to her orehead, rested | eaning against her arm saying
not hi ng. —+t, she thought.

Your position,' Corning said, 'is serious but not hopeless; there's a
difference. W can work out sonething... that's why |'mhere. Stop crying and
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sit up straight and listen to ne and I'Il try to explain.' He unzipped his
bri ef case.

"I know,' Kathy said. 'You want me to spy on Marm Hastings. You're after him
because he advocated signing a separate peace with the reegs that time on TV.
Jesus, you've infiltrated this whol e planet. Nobody's safe.' She got up, groaned
with despair, went to the bedroom for a handkerchief, still sniffling.

"Woul d you watch Hastings for us?" Corning said, when she returned.
"No."' She shook her head. Better to be dead, she thought.
"It's not Hastings,' the uniformed Lilistar policeman said.

Corning said, 'W want your husband. We'd like you to follow himto Cheyenne and
take up where you left off. Bed and board, | think the Terran phrase is. As soon
as it possibly can be arranged.’

She stared at him 'I| can't.
"Why can't you?

"W broke up. He left ne.' She could not understand why, if they knew everything
el se, they didn't know that.

"Resolutions of that type in a marriage,' Corning said, as if speaking with the
weary wi sdom of an infinity of ages, 'can always be reduced to the status of a
tenporary msunderstand-ing. W'll take you to one of our psychol ogists — we
have several excellent ones in residence here on this planet — and he'll brief
you on the techniques to use in healing this rift with Eric. Don't worry, Kathy;
we know what went on here last night. Actually it works out to our advantage; it
gives us an opportunity to talk with you al one.'

"No.' She shook her head. 'We'|l never be back together. | don't want to be with
Eric. No psychol ogi st, even one of yours, can change that. | hate Eric and

hate all this crap you're mxed up in. | hate you 'Starnen, and everyone on
Terra feels the same way — | wish you' d get off the planet, | w sh we'd never
gotten into the war.' Inmpotently, with frenzy, she glared at him

"Cool off, Kathy.' Corning renai ned unruffled.

"CGod, | wish Virgil were here; he's not afraid of you — he's one of the few
peopl e on Terra—

"No one on Terra,' Corning said absently, 'has that status. It's tine you faced
reality; we could, you know, take you to Lilistar, instead of killing you ..
had you t hought about that, Kathy?

"Ch God.' She shuddered. Don't take nme to Lilistar, she said to herself, praying

in silence. At least let ne stay here on Terra with people | know. 1'll go back
to Eric; 1'll beg himto take me back. 'Listen,' she said aloud. 'I'mnot
worrying about Eric. It isn't what you might do to himthat frightens ne.' It's

nmysel f, she thought.

"W know that, Kathy,' Corning said, nodding. 'So this really ought to pl ease
you, when you examine it wi thout distracting enmotion. By the way . " Di ppi ng
into the briefcase, Corning brought out a handful of capsules; he laid one on
the kitchen table and the capsule rolled off and fell on the floor. 'No of fense
meant, Kathy, but— He shrugged. 'It is addictive. Fromeven one exposure, such
as you indul ged yourself in at 45 Avila Street last night. And Chris Plout isn't
going to get you any nore.' Picking up the capsule of JJ-180 which had fallen to
the kitchen floor, he held it out to Kathy.
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"It couldn't be," she said faintly, declining. 'After just one try. |'ve taken
dozens of drugs before and never— She regarded himthen. 'You bastards,' she
said. 'l don't believe it and anyhow, even if it is true, | can get unaddicted —

there're clinics.'

"Not for JJ-180."' Returning the capsule to his briefcase. Corning added
casually, 'We can free you of your addiction, not here but at a clinic in our
own system ... perhaps later we can arrange this. O you can stay on it and we
can supply you for the rest of your life. Which won't be long.'

"Even to break a drug habit,' Kathy said, 'l wouldn't go to Lilistar. I'll go to
the reegs; it's their drug — you said so. They nust know nore about it than you
do if they invented it.' Turning her back to Corning, she walked to the living
roomcl oset and got her coat. 'I'mgoing to work. Good-by.' She opened the door
to the hall. Neither 'Starman made a nove to halt her

It must be true, then, she thought. JJ-180 nust be as addictive as they say.

haven't got a goddam chance; they know it and | knowit. | have to co-operate
with themor try to escape all the way across to the reeg |ines, where it
originates, and even then I1'd still be addicted; | wouldn't have gai ned

anything. And the reegs would probably kill ne.

Corning said. Take ny card, Kathy.' He wal ked to her, extending the small white
square. '\Wen you find yourself requiring the drug, nmust at any cost have it—
He dropped the card into the breast pocket of her coat. 'Come and see ne. W'l
be expecting you, dear; we'll see you' re supplied.' He added, as an
afterthought, 'OF course it's addictive, Kathy; that's why we put you on it.' He
smiled at her.

Shutting the door after her, Kathy nmade her way blindly to the el evator, nunbed
now to the point where she felt nothing, not even fear. Only a vague enpti ness
i nside her, the vacuumleft by the extinction of hope, of the ability even to
conceive a possibility of escape.

But Virgil Ackerman could help ne, she said to herself as she entered the
el evator and touched the button. I'Il go to him he'll know exactly what |
should do. 1'lIl never work with the 'Starmen, addiction or not; | won't
co-operate with them about Eric.

But she knew, before long, that she woul d.

Sl X

It was during the early afternoon, as she sat in her office at TF&D arrangi ng
for the purchase of a 1937 artifact, a reasonably unworn Decca record of the
Andrews Sisters singing 'Bei Mr Bist Du Schén', that Kathy Sweetscent felt the
first withdrawal synptons.

Her hands becane oddly heavy.

Wth extreme care she put the delicate record down. And there was a physi ognonic
alteration in the objects around her. Wile at 45 Avila Street, under the

i nfluence of JJ-180, she had experienced the world as consisting of airy,
penetrabl e, and benign entities, |like so many bubbl es; she had found herself
able — at least in hallucination — to pass through themat will. Now, in the
fam liar environnent of her office, she experienced a transformation of reality
along the lines of an om nous progression: ordinary things, whichever way she

| ooked, seenmed to be gaining density. They were no | onger susceptible to being
moved or changed, affected in any way, by her.

And, from anot her viewpoint, she sinultaneously experienced the oppressive
change as taking place within her own body. Fromeither standpoint the ratio
bet ween hersel f, her physical powers, and the outside world had altered for the
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wor se; she experienced herself as growi ng progressively nore and nore hel pl ess
in the literal physical sense — there was, with each passing nonent, |ess which
she could do. The ten-inch Decca record, for instance. It lay within touch of
her fingers, but suppose she reached out for it? The record woul d evade her. Her
hand, clumsy with unnatural weight, hobbled by the internal gathering of
density, would crush or break the record; the concept of performing intricate,
skillful actions in reference to the record seenmed out of the question

Refi nements of notion were no |longer a property belonging to her; only gross,

si nki ng mass remai ned.

Wsely, she realized that this told her sonething about JJ-180; it lay in the
class of thalamc stimulants. And now, in this wthdrawal period, she was
suffering a deprivation of thalam c energy; these changes, experienced as taking
place in the outside world and in her body, were in actuality mnute alterations
of the metabolismof her brain. But—

Thi s know edge did not help her. For these changes in herself and her world were
not beliefs; they were authentic experiences, reported by the normal sensory
channel s, inposed on her consciousness against her will. As stimuli they could
not be avoided. And — the alteration of the world's physiognony continued; the
end was not in sight. In panic she thought, How far will this go? How nmuch worse
can it get? Certainly not nmuch worse ... the inpenetrability of even the
smal | est obj ects around her now seened al nost infinite; she sat rigidly, unable
to nove, incapable of thrusting her great body into any new relationship with
the crushingly heavy objects that surrounded her and seenmed to be pressing
nearer and nearer.

And, even as the objects in her office settled massively agai nst her, they
became, on another level, renmpte; they receded in a neaningful, terrifying
fashion. They were |osing, she realized, their animation, their — so to speak —
wor ki ng soul s. The ani mae which inhabited them were departing as her powers of
psychol ogi cal projection deteriorated. The objects had | ost their heritage of
the fanmiliar; by degrees they becane cold, renpte, and — hostile. Into the
vacuum |l eft by the decline in her relatedness to themthe things surrounding her
achieved their original isolation fromthe tam ng forces which normally enmanat ed
fromthe hunman mnd; they became raw, abrupt, with jagged edges capabl e of
cutting, gashing, inflicting fatal wounds. She did not dare stir. Death, in
potentiality, lay inherent in every object; even the hand-wought brass ash tray
on her desk had beconme irregular, and in its lack of symmetry it obtained

proj ecting planes, shot out surfaces which, |ike spines, could tear her open if
she was stupid enough to cone near

The conbox on her desk buzzed. Lucile Sharp, Virgil Ack-erman's secretary, said,
'Ms Sweetscent, M Ackerman would like to see you in his office. |I'd suggest
you bring along the new "Bei Mr Bist Du Schén" record you purchased today; he
expressed interest init.'

"Yes,' Kathy said, and the effort al nobst buried her; she ceased breathing and
sat with her rib-cage inert, the basic physiological processes slow ng under the
pressure, dying by degrees. And then, sonehow, she breathed one breath; she
filled her lungs and then exhal ed raggedly, noisily. For the nonent she had
escaped. But it was all worsening. What next? She rose to her feet, stood. So
this is howit feels to be hooked on JJ-180, she thought. She managed to pick up
the Decca record. Its dark edges were |like knife blades sawi ng into her hands as
she carried it across the office to the door. Its hostility toward her, its

i nani mate and yet ferocious desire to inflict destruction on her, becane
overwhel mi ng; she cringed fromthe disc's touch

And dropped it.
The record lay on the thick carpet, apparently unbroken. But how to pick it up

once nore? How to drag it |oose fromthe nape, the backdrop, surrounding it?
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Because the record no | onger seened separate; it had fused. Wth the carpet, the
floor, the walls, and now everything in the office, it presented a single

i ndi vi si bl e, unchangeabl e surface, without rupture. No one could cone or go
within this cubelike spaciality; every place was already filled, conplete —
not hi ng coul d change because everything was present already.

My God, Kathy thought as she stood gazing down at the record by her feet. |
can't free nyself; I'"'mgoing to remain here, and they'll find me like this and
know sonething's terribly wong. This is catal epsy!

She was still standing there when the office door opened and Jonas Ackernan,
briskly, with a jovial expression on his snmooth, youthful face, entered, strode
up to her, saw the record, bent unhinderedly down and gently lifted it up and
placed it in her outstretched hands.

"Jonas,' she said in a slow, thickened voice, 'I — need nedical help. |I'msick.

'Sick how?" He stared at her with concern, his face tw sted up, wiggling, she
thought, |ike nests of snakes. Hi s enotion overpowered her; it was a sickening,
fetid force. 'My CGod,' Jonas said, "what a tine you picked — Eric's not here
today, he's in Cheyenne, and we haven't got the new man that's replacing him
yet. But | could drive you to the Tijuana Governnent Clinic. What is it?'" He
gri pped her arm pinching her flesh. 'l think you're just blue because Eric's
gone.'

Take ne upstairs,' she managed to say. 'To Virgil.'

' Boy, you do sound awful,' Jonas said. "Yes, |I'Il be glad to get you upstairs to
the old man; maybe he'll know what to do.' He guided her toward the office door
"Maybe | better take that record; you |look |like you' re about to drop it again.'

It could not have taken nmore than two minutes to reach Virgil Ackerman's office
and yet to her the ordeal consunmed a vast interval. Wen she found herself
facing Virgil at |ast she was exhausted; she panted for breath, unable to speak
It was just too goddam nmuch for her.

Eyei ng her curiously, and then with alarm Virgil said in his thin, penetrating
voi ce, 'Kathy, you better go hone today; fix yourself up with an arnful of woman
type magazi nes and a drink, propped up in bed—

'Leave ne al one,' she heard herself say. 'Christ,' she said, then, in despair,
"don't |eave nme alone, M Ackernman; please!

"Well, nmake up your mind,"' Virgil said, still scrutinizing her. 'l can see that
Eric's |l eaving here and going to Cheyenne to—

"No,' she said. 'I'"'mokay." Now it had worn off a little; she felt as if she had
i mbi bed sonme strength fromhim perhaps because he had so nuch. 'Here's a fine
itemfor Wash-35.' She turned to Jonas for the record. 'It was one of the nost
popul ar tunes of the tines. This and "The Musi ¢ Goes Round and Round."' Taking
the record, she placed it before himon his big desk. I'mnot going to die, she
thought; I'mgoing to get through this and recover ny health. "1'll tell you

what else | have a line on, M Ackerman.' She seated herself in a chair by the
desk, wanting to conserve what energy she had. 'A private recordi ng which
soneone made, at the tine, of Al exander Whollcott on his program "The Town
Crier." So the next time we're up at Wash-35 we'll be able to listen to
Wool I cott's actual voice. And not an imtation. As we're doing.'

""The Town Crier"!" Virgil exclained in childish joy. 'My favorite progran'

"I"'mreasonably sure | can get it,' Kathy said. 'OF course, until | actually pay
over the noney there could still be a hitch. | have to fly out to Boston to make
the final arrangements; the recording is there, in the possession of a rather
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shrewd spinster-lady named Edith B. Scruggs. It was nmade on a Packar d- Bel
Phon-o-cord, she tells ne in her correspondence.’

"Kathy,' Virgil Ackerman said, 'if you can actually turn up an authentic
recordi ng of the voice of Al exander Wollcott — I'mgoing to rai se your salary,
so help me God. Ms Sweet-scent, sweetheart, I'"'min love with you because of

what you do for ne. Was Whollcott's radi o programover WVAL or WISV? Research
that for me, will you? Go through those '35 copies of the Washi ngton Post — and
by the way, that rem nds ne. That American Wekly with the article on the
Sargasso Sea. | think we'll finally decide to exclude that from Wash-35 because
when | was a boy my parents didn't take the Hearst papers; | only saw it when

| —
"Just a nonent, M Ackerman,' Kathy said, raising her hand.
He cocked his head expectantly. 'Yes, Kathy?

"What if | went to Cheyenne and joined Eric?

"But— Virgil bleated, gesturing. 'l need you!

For a while,' she said. Maybe that will be enough, she thought. They m ght not
demand any nore. 'You let himgo,' she said, 'and he keeps you alive; he's a |lot
more vital than | am'

"But Molinari needs him And he doesn't need you; he has no babyl and he's
building; he's not a bit interested in the past — he's full of gas about the

future, like an adolescent.' Virgil |ooked stricken. 'l can't spare you, Kathy;
|l osing Eric was bad enough but the deal in his case is that | can send for him
any tinme | get into difficulty. | had to let himgo; in fact |I'm scared as hel

wi thout him But not you.' His tone becane plaintive. 'No, that's too nmuch. Eric
swore to ne when we were at Wash-35 that you wouldn't want to go with him' He
shot a mute, appealing glance at Jonas. 'Make her stay, Jonas.'

Rubbing his chin thoughtfully, Jonas said to her, 'You don't |love Eric, Kathy.
I"ve talked to you and to him you both tell nme your donmestic woes. You're as
far apart fromeach other as it's possible to be and not commt an outright
crime ... | don't get this.'

"l believed that,' she said, 'while he was here. But | kidded nyself. Now | know
better, and I'msure he feels the sane way.

"Are you sure?" Jonas said acutely. '"Call him' He indicated the vidphone on
Virgil's desk. 'See what he says. Frankly |I think you' re better off separated,
and | have no doubt Eric knows it.'

Kathy said, 'May | be excused to go? | want to get back down to ny office.' She
felt sick at her stomach and achingly frightened. Her danmmged, drug-addicted
body yearned for relief and in its thrashings it directed her actions; it was
conmpelling her to follow Eric to Cheyenne. Despite what the Ackernmans said. She
could not stop, and even now in her confusion she could read the future; she
could not escape the drug JJ-180 — the 'Starnen had been correct. She would have
to go back to them follow up on the card that Corning had given her. God, she
thought, if only I could tell Virgil. | have to tell soneone.

And then she thought, 1'Il tell Eric. He's a doctor; he'll be able to help ne.
I"1l go to Cheyenne for that, not for them

"WIl you do me one favor?' Jonas Ackerman was saying to her. 'For heaven's
sake, Kathy; listen.' Again he squeezed her arm

"I"'mlistening,' she said with irritation. 'And let go.' She tugged her arm
away, stepped back fromhim feeling rage. 'Don't treat ne like this; | can't
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stand it.' She glared at him

Carefully, in a deliberately cal mvoice, Jonas said to her, "W'll let you
foll ow your husband to Cheyenne, Kathy, if you promse to wait twenty-four hours
before you go.'

"Why?' She coul d not understand.

"So that this initial period of shock at the separation has a chance to wear

of f," Jonas said. 'I'mhoping that in twenty-four hours you'll see your way
clear to changing your mnd. And neanwhil e— He glanced at Virgil; the old man
nodded in agreenent. 'I'I|l stay with you,' Jonas said to her. "Al day and

night, if necessary.'
Appal | ed, she said, 'Like hell you will. | won't—

"I know there's sonmething wong with you,' Jonas said quietly. '"It's obvious. |
don't think you should be left alone. I"'mmaking it nmy responsibility to see
that nothi ng happens to you.' He added in a |l ow voice, 'You're too valuable to
us to do sonething termnal.' Again, and this tinme with harsh firmess, he took
hold of her arm 'Cone on; let's go downstairs to your office — it'll do you
good to get wapped up in your work, and I'll just sit quietly, not interfering.
After work tonight, I'Il fly you up to L.A to Spingler's for dinner; | know you
|ike sea food.' He guided her toward the door of the office.

She thought, I'Il get away. You're not that smart, Jonas; sometime today,
perhaps tonight. I'lIl lose you and go to Cheyenne. O rather, she thought with
nausea and an upsurge of her fornmer terror, 1'll lose you, dunp you, slip away
fromyou in the labyrinth that's the night city of Tijuana, where all kinds of
things, some of themterrible, sone of themwonderful and full of beauty,
happen. Tijuana will be too nuch for you. It's alnmost too nuch for ne. And
know it fairly well; 1've spent so nmuch of ny tinme, nmy life, in Tijuana at

ni ght.

And | ook how it's worked out, she thought bitterly. | wanted to find sonething
pure and nystical in life and instead | wound up spliced to people who hate us,
who doni nate our race. Qur ally, she thought. We ought to be fighting them it's
clear to ne now If | ever get to see Mdlinari alone at Cheyenne — and naybe
will —1'"Il tell himthat, tell himwe have the wong ally and the wong eneny.

"M Ackerman,' she said, turning urgently to Virgil. 'I have to go to Cheyenne
to tell the Secretary sonething. It affects all of us; it has to do with the war
effort.’

Virgil Ackerman said drily. Tell ne and I'Il tell him There's a better chance
that way; you'll never get to see him.. . not unless you' re one of his banbinos
or cousins.'

"That's it,' she said. '"I'"'mhis child.' It made perfect sense to her; all of
themon Terra were children of the UN Secretary. And they had been expecting
their father to lead themto safety. But somehow he had fail ed.

Unresistingly, she followed Jonas Ackernman. '| know what you're doing,' she said
to him '"You're using this opportunity, with Eric anay and ne in this terrible
state, to take sexual advantage of ne.'

Jonas | aughed. 'Well, we'll see.' His laugh, to her, did not sound guilty; it
sounded sl eekly confident.

'Yes,' she agreed, thinking of the 'Star policeman Corning. 'W' |l see how | ucky
you are in making out with me. Personally | wouldn't bet on it.' She did not

bot her to renove his big, determ ned hand from her shoulder; it would only
reappear.
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"You know,' Jonas said, 'if | didn't know better, 1'd say fromthe way you' ve
been acting that you' re on a substance which we call JJ-180.' He added, 'But you
couldn't be because there's no way you could get hold of it.

Staring at him Kathy said, 'Wat— She couldn't go on.
"It's a drug,' Jonas said. 'Devel oped by one of our subsidiaries.'
"It wasn't devel oped by the reegs?

' Frohedadri ne, or JJ-180, was developed in Detroit, last year, by a firm which
TF&D controls called Hazeltine Corporation. It's a najor weapon in the war — or
will be when it's in production, which will be later this year.

' Because,' she said nunbly, '"it's so addictive?

"Hell no. Many drugs are addictive, starting with the opium derivatives. Because
of the nature of the hallunications it causes its users.' He explained, '"It's
hal | uci nogeni c, as LSD was, "'

Kathy said. Tell nme about the hallucinations.'
‘"l can't; that's classified mlitary infornation.

Laughi ng sharply, she said, 'Oh God — so the only way | could find out would be
to take it.’

"How can you take it? It's not available, and even when it's in production we
woul dn't concei vably under any circunstance allow our own population to use it —
the stuff's toxic!' He glared at her. 'Don't even talk about using it; every
test animal to which it was administered died. Forget | even nmentioned it; |
thought Eric had probably told you about it — | shouldn't have brought it up,

but you have been acting strangely; it nmade ne think of JJ-180 because |'m so
scared — we all are — that soneone, sone way, will get hold of it on the
donmestic narket, one of our own people.’

Kathy said, 'Let's hope that never happens.' She felt |ike laughing, still; the
whol e thing was insane. The 'Starnen had obtained the drug on Terra but
pretended to have gotten it fromthe reegs. Poor Terra, she thought. W can't
even get credit for this, for this noxious, destructive chenical which destroys
the mind — as Jonas says, a potent weapon of war. And who's using it? Qur ally.
And on whon? On us. The irony is conplete; it fornms a circle. Certainly cosnmic
justice that a Terran should be one of the first to becone addicted to it.

Frowni ng, Jonas said, 'You asked if JJ-180 hadn't been devel oped by the eneny;
that suggests you have heard of it. So Eric did mention it to you. It's al

right; only know edge of its properties is classified, not its existence. The
reegs know we've been experinenting with drug warfare for decades, back into the
twentieth century. It's one of Terra's specialties.' He chuckl ed.

"Maybe we'll win after all,' Kathy said. That ought to cheer up G no Mlinari
Perhaps he'll be able to stay in office with the assistance of a few new niracle
weapons. |s he counting on this? Does he know?'

"Of course Mdlinari knows; Hazeltine has kept himinforned at every stage of
devel opnment. But for chrissake don't go and—

‘I won't get you in trouble,' Kathy said. | think I'll get you addicted to

JJ- 180, she said to herself. That's what you deserve; everyone who hel ped
develop it, who knows about it. Stay with me night and day during the next
twenty-four hours, she thought. Eat with me, go to bed with ne, and by the tinme
it's over you'll be earmarked for death just as | am And then, she thought,
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maybe | can get Eric on it. H mnost of all

I"lI'l carry it with me to Cheyenne, Kathy decided. Infect everyone there, the
Mol e and his entourage. And for a good reason.

They' Il be forced to discover a nethod of breaking the addiction. Their own
lives will depend on it, not just mne. And for nme alone it wouldn't be worth
seeking; even Eric wouldn't have tried, and certainly Corning and his people
don't care — no one cares about ne, when you get right down to it.

This was probably not at all what Corning and those above himhad in nmind in
sendi ng her to Cheyenne. But that was just too bad; this was what she intended
to do.

"It'"ll go in their water supply,' Jonas was explaining. The reegs — they
mai ntai n huge central water sources, as Mars did once. JJ-180 will be introduced
there, carried throughout their planet. | admit it sounds desperate on our part,

a — you know. A tour de force. But actually it's very rational and reasonable.’

"I"'mnot criticizing it at all,' Kathy said. 'In fact |I think the idea sounds
brilliant.'

The el evator arrived; they entered and descended.

"Look what the ordinary citizen of Terra doesn't know,' Kathy said. 'He goes
merrily on about his daily life ... it would never occur to himthat his
gover nnent has devel oped a drug that in one exposure turns you into a — how
woul d you put it, Jonas? Sonething | ess than a robant? Certainly |ess than
human. | wonder where you would place it on the evolutionary |adder.'

"I never told you that one exposure to JJ-180 neant addiction,' Jonas said.
"Eric nmust have told you that.

"Wth the lizards of the Jurassic Period,' Kathy decided. Things with tiny
brains and i mense tails. Creatures with alnost no nentalities; just reflex
machi nes acting out the externals of living, going through the notions but not
actually there. Right?

"Well,' Jonas said, 'it's reegs that'll be receiving the drug; | wouldn't waste
any tears on reegs."'

"I'd waste a tear on anything,' Kathy said, 'that got hooked by JJ-180. | hate
it; I wish— She broke off. '"Don't mind nme; |I'mjust upset by Eric's |eaving
I"l'l be okay.' To herself she wondered when she woul d have an opportunity to

| ook for Corning. And get nore capsules of the drug. It was clear now that she
had becone an addict. By now she had to face it.

She felt only resignation

At noon, in the neat, nodern, but excessively small conapt provided himby the
mysti fying working of the higher governmental authorities at Cheyenne, Dr Eric
Sweet scent finished reading the medical charts of his new patient — referred to
t hroughout the enornous body of witings nerely as "M Brown.' M Brown, he
reflected as he | ocked the folio back in its unbreakable plastic box, is a sick
man, but his sickness sinply could not be diagnosed, at least in the customary
way. Because — and this was the odd thing, for which Teagarden had not prepared
him— the patient had shown, over the years, synptonms of nmjor organic di seases,
synmpt ons not associated with psychosomatic di sorders. There had been at one tine
a malignancy in the Iiver which had nmetastasized — and yet M Brown had not
died. And the nalignancy had gone away. Anyhow it was not there now, tests
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during the last two years proved that. An exploratory operation had even been
performed, finally, and M Brown's liver had not even shown the degeneracy
anticipated in a man of his age.

It was the liver of a youth of nineteen or twenty.

And this oddity had been observed in other organs subjected to acute
exam nation. But M Brown was failing in his over-all powers; pal pably, he was
in the process of declining — he | ooked considerably ol der than his

chronol ogi cal age, and the aura around himwas one of ill health. It was as if
his body on a purely physiol ogical |evel were growi ng younger while his essence,
his total psychobiol ogical Gestalt, aged naturally — in fact failed

conspi cuousl y.

What ever physiol ogical force it was that naintained himorganically, M Brown
was not receiving any benefit therefrom except of course that he had not died
of the malignant tumor in his liver or the earlier one detected in his spleen,
or the surely fatal cancer of the prostate gland which had gone undetected
during his third decade

M Brown was alive — but just barely so. Throughout, his body was overworked and
in a state of deterioration; take his circulatory system for instance. Brown's
bl ood pressure was 220 — despite vasodil ators adm nistered orally; already his
eyesi ght had been materially affected. And yet, Eric reflected, Brown woul d
undoubt edl y surnount this as he had every other ailnent; one day it would sinply
go away, even though he refused to stay on the prescribed diet and did not
respond to reserpine.

The outstanding fact was sinply that M Brown had had at one tinme or another

al nost every serious disease known, frominfarcts in his lungs to hepatitis. He
was a peranbul ating synposi um of illness, never well, never functioning
properly; at any given tinme sone vital portion of his body was affected. And

t hen—

In sone fashion he had cured hinself. And without the use of artiforgs. It was
as if Brown practiced sone fol k-styl e, homeopat hi c nedicine, sone idiotic,
herbal remedy which he had never disclosed to his attending physicians. And
probably never woul d.

Brown needed to be sick. Hi s hypochondriasis was real; he did not nmerely have
hysterical synptoms — he had true di seases which usually turned the patient into
a termnal case. If this was hysteria, a variety of a purely psychol ogi ca
complaint, Eric had never run across it before. And yet, despite this, Eric had
the intuition that all these illnesses had existed for a reason; they were
engendered fromthe conplexity, the undisclosed depths, of M Brown's psyche.

Three times in his life M Brown had given hinself cancer. But how? And — why?

Perhaps it arose fromhis death wish. And each tine, M Brown halted at the
brink, pulled hinmself back. He needed to be sick — but not to die. The suicide
wi sh, then, was spurious.

This was inmportant to know. If it was so, M Brown would fight to survive —
woul d fight against the very thing he had hired Eric to bring about.

Therefore M Brown woul d be an exceedingly difficult patient. To say the |east.
And all this — beyond doubt — functioned at an unconscious | evel; M Brown was
certainly unaware of his twi n, opposing drives.

The door chinmes of the conapt sounded. He went to answer — and found hinsel f
facing an official-looking individual in a natty business suit. Producing
identification, the nan explained, 'Secret Service, Dr Sweetscent. Secretary
Mol i nari needs you; he's in a good deal of pain so we'd better hurry.
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'"Of course.' Eric dashed to the closet for his coat; a noment |ater he and the
Secret Service nan were hiking toward the parked wheel. 'Mre abdom nal pains?
Eri c asked.

‘"Now t he pains seemto have shifted over to his left side,' the Secret Service
man said as he piloted the wheel out into traffic. 'In the region of his heart.’

"He didn't describe themas feeling as if a great hand was pressing down on him
did he?'

"No, he's just lying there groaning. And asking for you.' The Secret Service man
seened to take it matter-of-factly; evidently for himthis was old and faniliar.
The Secretary, after all, was always sick

Presently they had reached the UN Wite House and Eric was descendi ng by
in-track. If only I could install an artiforg, he reflected. It would end al
t hi s—

But it was clear to him now that he had read the file, why Mlinari refused
artiforg transplant on principle. If he accepted a transplant he would recover;
the anbiguity of his existence — hovering between illness and health — woul d
cease. His twin drives would be resolved in favor of health. Hence the delicate
psychi ¢ dynam sm woul d be upset and Mdlinari would be delivered over to one of
the two forces striving for mastery within him And this he could not afford to
do.

"This way, doctor.' The Secret Service man |ed himdown a corridor, to a door at
whi ch several unifornmed police stood. They stepped aside and Eric entered.

In the center of the room in a vast runpled bed, lay Gno Mlinari, on his
back, watching a television set fixed to the ceiling. 'I'mdying, doctor,'

Mol inari said, turning his head. 'I think these pains are coning fromny heart
now. It probably was my heart all the time.' H s face, enlarged and florid,
shone wi th sweat.

Eric said, "W'll run an EKG on you.'

"No, | had that, about ten minutes ago; it showed nothing. My illness is too
goddam subtl e for your instrunments to detect. That doesn't nean it's not there.
I've heard of people who've had nassive coronaries and have taken EKGs and
not hi ng showed up; isn't that a fact? Listen, doctor. | know sonething that you
don't. You wonder why | have these pains. Qur ally — our partner in this war
They' ve got a naster plan which includes seizing Tijuana Fur & Dye; they showed
me the docunent — they're that confident. They've got an agent planted in your
firmalready. But I'mtelling you in case | die suddenly fromthis ailnment; |
could go any mnute, you know that.

"Did you tell Virgil Ackerman?' Eric asked.

"I started to but — Christ, how can you tell an old man sonething like that? He
doesn't understand what sort of things go on in an all-out war; this is nothing,
this seizing of Terra's nmajor industries. This is probably only the beginning.'

"Now that | know,' Eric said, 'I feel | should tell Virgil.'

"Ckay, tell him' Mdlinari grated. 'Maybe you can find a way. | was going to
when we were at WAsh-35 but— He rolled in pain. 'Do sonething for me, doctor;
this is killing ne!’

Eric gave himan intravenous injection of norprocaine and the UN Secretary
qui et ed.
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"You just don't know,' Mdlinari munbled in a lulled, relaxed voice, "what |I'mup
against with these 'Starnmen. | did ny best to keep them off us, doctor.' He
added, 'l don't feel the pain now, what you did seens to have taken care of it.'

Eri c asked, '\Wen are they going ahead with seizing TF&D? Soon?

"A few days. Week. Elastic schedule. It nmakes a drug they're interested in ..

you probably don't know. Neither do I. In fact |I don't know anything, doctor;
that's the whole secret of ny situation. Nobody tells ne a thing. Even you;
what's wong with ne, for instance — you won't tell me that, | bet.

To one of the watching Secret Service nmen Eric said, 'Were can | find a
vi dphone boot h?

"Don't go off,' Mdlinari said, fromhis bed, half rising. ' The pain would come
back right away; | can tell. Wat | want you to do is get Mary Rei neke here; |
need to talk to her, nowthat I'"'mfeeling better. See, doctor, | haven't told

her about it, about how sick I am And don't you, either; she needs to hold an
i deal i zed i mage of me. Wbnen are like that; to | ove a nan they have to | ook up
to him glorify him See?

' But when she sees you lying in bed doesn't she think—
"Ch, she knows |'msick; she just doesn't know that it's fatal. You see?
Eric said, 'l promise |l wn't tell her it's fatal.

"Is it? Mlinari's eyes flew open in alarm

"Not to my know edge,' Eric said. Cautiously he added, 'Anyhow, | learn from
your file that you've survived several customary fatal illnesses, including
cancer of —

"I don't want to talk about it. | get depressed when |I'mrem nded how many tines

|'ve had cancer.'

"l should think—

"That it would elate me that | recovered? No, because naybe the next tinme |'m
not going to recover. | nean, sooner or later it'll get ne, and before ny job is
done. And what'l|l happen to Terra then? You figure it out; you make an educated
guess.'

"I"lIl go and contact M ss Reineke for you,' Eric said, and started toward the
door of the room A Secret Service nman detached hinself to lead the way to the
vi dphone.

Qutside in the corridor the Secret Service nan said in a | ow voice, 'Doctor,
there's an illness on level three, one of the Wite House cooks passed out about
an hour ago; Dr Teagarden's with himand wants you for a confab.

"Certainly,' Eric said. '"I'lIl look in on himbefore | nake ny phone call.' He
foll owed the Secret Service man to the elevator. In the Wite House di spensary
he found Dr Teagarden. '| needed you,' Teagarden said at once, 'because you're
an artiforg man; this is a clear case of angina pectoris and we're going to need
an org-trans right away. | assume you brought at |east one heart with you.'

"Yes,' Eric nurnured. 'Had there been a history of heart trouble with this
patient?

"Not until two weeks ago,' Teagarden said. 'Wen he had a mld attack. Then of
course dormnyl was adm nistered, twice daily. And he seened to recover. But

now—
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"What's the rel ationship between this man's angi na and the Secretary's pains?
""Rel ationship"? Is there one?

‘"Doesn't it seem strange? Both nen devel op severe abdom nal pains at about the
sane time—

"But in the case of MNeil, here,' Teagarden said, leading Eric to the bed, 'the
di agnosi s is unm stakable. Whereas with Secretary Mlinari no such di agnosis as
angi na can be nade; the synptons are not there. So | don't see any

rel ati onship.' Teagarden added, ' Anyhow this is a very tense place, doctor
peopl e get sick here regularly.

"It still seems—

"In any case,' Teagarden said, 'the problemis sinply a technical one;
transplant the fresh heart and that's that.'

"Too bad we can't do the same upstairs.' Eric bent over the cot on which the
patient McNeil lay. So this was the man who had the ail ment which Mlinari

i magi ned he had. Wich cane first? Eric wondered. McNeil or G no Mlinari? Wich
is cause and which effect — assuming that such a relationship exists, and that
is a mghty tenuous assunption at best. As Teagarden points out.

But it would be interesting to know, for instance, if anyone in the vicinity had
cancer of the prostate gland when Gno had it... and the other cancers,
infarcts, hepatitis, and whatever else as well.

It mght be worth checking the nedical records of the entire Wite House staff,
he conj ect ur ed.

"Need me to assist in the org-trans?' Teagarden asked. 'If not |I'Il go upstairs
to the Secretary. There's a Wiite House nurse who can hel p you; she was here a
m nute ago.'

"I don't need you. What 1'd like is a list of all the current conplaints anong
menbers of the | ocal entourage; everyone who's in physical contact with Mlinari
fromday to day, whether these people are staff nmenbers or frequent officia
visitors — whatever their posts are. Can that be done?

"Wth the staff, yes,' Teagarden said. 'But not with visitors; we have no
medical files on them Cbviously.' He eyed Eric.

"I have a feeling,' Eric said, '"that the noment a fresh heart is transplanted to
McNeil here the Secretary's pains will go away. And | ater records will show that
as of this date the Secretary recovered from severe angi na pectoris.'

Teagarden's expression fused over, becane opaque. 'WlIl,' he said, and shrugged.
' Met aphysics, along with surgery. We've obtained a rare conbination in you,
doctor.'

"Wul d you say that Mdlinari is enpathic enough to devel op every ail nent
suffered by every person around hin? And | don't nean just hysterically; | mean
he genui nely experiences it. Gets it.'

"No such enpathic faculty,' Teagarden said, 'if you can bring yourself to
dignify it by calling it a faculty, is known to exist.'

"But you've seen the file,' Eric pointed out quietly. He opened his instrunent
case and began to assenble the robant, self-guiding tools which he woul d need
for the transplant of the artificial heart.

SEVEN
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After the operation — it required only half an hour's labor on his part — Eric
Sweet scent, acconpani ed by two Secret Service nen, set off for the apartnent of
Mary Rei neke.

"She's dunb,' the man to his left said, gratuitously.

The other Secret Service man, older and grayer, said, '"Dunmb"? She knows what
makes the Mol e work; nobody el se has been able to dope that out.'

"There's nothing to dope out,' the first — youthful — Secret Service man said.
"It's just the neeting of two vacuuns and that's the sane as one big vacuum'

' Yeah, sonme vacuum He rises to the UN Secretaryship; you think you or anybody
el se you know could do that? Here's her conapt.' The ol der Secret Service nman
halted and indicated a door. 'Don't act surprised when you see her,' he told

Eric. 'l mean, when you see she's just a kid.'

"I was told," Eric said. And rang the bell. "I know all about it.'

""You know all about it,"' the Secret Service man to his |left nocked. 'Good for
you — without even seeing her. Maybe you'll be the next UN Secretary after the

Mol e finally succunbs.'’

The door opened. As astonishingly snmall, dark, pretty girl wearing a nan's red
silk shirt with the tails out and tapered, tight slacks stood facing them She
held a pair of cutical scissors; evidently she had been trinm ng and inproving
her nails, which Eric saw were |ong and | uni nous.

"I"'mDr Sweetscent. |'ve Joined Gno Mlinari's staff.' He al nost said your
father's staff; he caught the words barely in tine.

"I know,' Mary Reineke said. 'And he wants ne; he's feeling | ousy. Just a
m nute.' She turned to | ook for a coat, disappearing nonmentarily.

"A high school girl," the Secret Service man on Eric's left said. He shook his
head. 'For any ordinary guy it'd be a felony.'

" Shut up,' his conpani on snapped, as Mary Rei neke returned wearing a heavy,
bl ue- bl ack, |arge button, navy-style jacket.

"Coupl e of smart guys,' Mary said to the Secret Service nmen. 'You two take off;
I want to talk to Dr Sweetscent w thout you sticking your big fat ears into it.'

'Ckay, Mary.' Ginning, the Secret Service nen departed. Eric was alone in the
corridor with the girl in the heavy jacket, pants and slippers.

They wal ked in silence and then Mary said, 'How is he?

Cautiously, Eric said, 'In many ways exceptionally healthy. Al nobst unbelievably
so. But—
"But he's dying. Al the tine. Sick, but it just goes on and on — | wish it

woul d end; | wish he'd— She paused thoughtfully. '"No, | don't wish that. If
Gno died I'd be booted out. Along with all the cousins and uncl es and banbi nos.
There' d be a general housecl eaning of all the debris that clutters up this

pl ace.' Her tongue was anmazingly bitter and fierce; Eric glanced sharply at her,
taken aback. 'Are you here to cure hin?' Mry asked.

"Well, | can try. | can at |east—

"Or are you here to administer the — what do they call it? The final blow You
know. Coup sonething.'

'Coup de grace,' FEric said.
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"Yes.' Mary Rei neke nodded. 'Well? Which did you cone for? Or don't you know?
Are you as confused as he is, is that it?

"I"'mnot confused,' Eric said, after a pause.

' Then you know your duty. You're the artiforg man, aren't you? The top org-trans
surgeon ... | read about you in Tinme, | think. Don't you think Tinme is a highly
informative nmagazine in all fields? | read it fromcover to cover every week,
especially the nmedical and scientific sections.'

Eric said, '"Do — you go to school ?

"l graduated. Hi gh school, not college; |'ve got no interest in what they call
"hi gher |earning."’

"What did you want to be?

"What do you nean?' She eyed hi m suspi ciously.
"I mean what career did you intend to enter?'
"l don't need a career.'

"But you didn't know that; you had no way of telling you' d wi nd up— He
gestured. 'Be here at the Wite House.'

"Sure | did. | always knew, all nmy life. Since | was three.'

" How?'

"I was — | am - one of those precogs. | could tell the future.' Her tone was
cal m

‘Can you still do it?

"Sure.’

' Then you don't need to ask ne why |'m here; you can | ook ahead and see what |
do.'

"What you do,' Mary said, 'isn't that inmportant; it doesn't register.' She
smled then, showi ng beautiful, regular, white teeth.

'l can't believe that,' he said, nettl ed.

' Then be your own precog; don't ask ne what | know if you're not interested in
the results. Or not able to accept them This is a cutthroat environnent, here
at the White House; a hundred people are clanbring to get G no's attention all
the tinme, twenty-four hours a day. You have to fight your way through the
throngs. That's why G no gets sick — or rather pretends to be sick.'

""Pretends,"' Eric said.

"He's an hysteric; you know, where they think they have illnesses but really
don't. It's his way of keeping people off his back; he's just too sick to deal
with them' She | aughed nerrily. 'You know that — you've exam ned him He
doesn't actual ly have anything.'

'Have you read the file?
"Sure.’

' Then you know that G no Mdlinari has had cancer at three separate occasions.'
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'So what ?' She gestured. 'Hysterical cancer.’
"In the nedical profession no such—

"Which are you going to believe, your textbooks or what you see with your own
eyes?' She studied himintently. '"If you expect to survive here you better
becone a realist; you better learn to detect facts when you nmeet up with them
You t hink Teagarden is glad you're here? You're a nenace to his status; he's
al ready begun trying to find ways to discredit you — or haven't you noticed?

"No,' he said. '|I haven't noticed.'

' Then you haven't got a chance. Teagarden will have you out of here so fast—
She broke off. Ahead lay the sick man's door and the two rows of Secret Service
men. ' You know why G no has those pains actually? So he can be panpered. So
people will wait on himas if he's a baby; he wants to be a baby again so he
won't have grownup responsibilities. See?

"Theories like that,' Eric said, 'sound so perfect, they're so glib, so easy to
say—

"But true,' Mary said. 'In this case.' She pushed past the Secret Service mnen,
opened the door, and entered. Going up to G no's bed, she gazed down at him and
said, 'Get on your feet, you big | azy bastard.'

Qpening his eyes, G no stirred leadenly. "Ch. It's you. Sorry, but |I—

"Sorry nothing,' Mary said in a sharp voice. 'You're not sick. Get up! I'm
ashaned of you; everybody's ashaned of you. You're just scared and acting |like a
baby — how do you expect ne to respect you when you act like this?

After a time Gno said, 'Maybe | don't expect you to.' He seenmed depressed nore
than anything else by the girl's tirade. Now he made out Eric. 'You hear her,
doctor?' he said gloomly. 'Nobody can stop her; she comes in here when I'm
dying and talks to ne |like that — maybe that's the reason I'mdying.' He rubbed
his stomach gingerly. 'I don't feel themright now | think that shot you gave
me didit; what was in that?'

Not the shot, Eric thought, but the surgery downstairs on MNeil. Your conplaint
i s gone because an assistant cook on the Wite House staff now has an artiforg
heart. | was right.

"I'f you' re okay— Mary began.

"Ckay,' Molinari sighed. '"I'll get up; just leave me alone, will you, for
chrissake?' He stirred about, struggling to get fromthe bed. 'Ckay —I1'I1 get
up; will that satisfy you?" H's voice rose to a shout of anger.

Turning to Eric, Mary Reineke said, 'You see? | can get himout of bed; | can

put himback on his feet |ike a man.'

"Congratulations,' Gno nmurrmured sourly as he shakily rose to a standing
position. 'l don't need a nmedical staff; all | need is you. But | noticed it was
Dr Sweetscent here who got rid of ny pains, not you. What did you ever do but
bawl me out? If |I'mback up it's because of him' He passed by her, to the
closet for his robe.

"He resents ne,' Mary said to Eric. 'But underneath he knows I'mright.' She
seenmed perfectly placid and sure of herself; she stood with her arns fol ded,
wat ching the Secretary as he tied the sash of his blue robe and got on his
deerskin slippers.
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"Big-tine,'" Mdlinari nuttered to Eric, jerking his head at Mary. 'She runs
things — according to her.

"Do you have to do what she says?' FEric inquired
Mol i nari |aughed. 'Sure. Don't |?

"What happens if you don't? Does she neke the heavens fall?

'Yes, she pulls down everything.' Mdlinari nodded. 'It's a psionic talent she
has ... it's called being a womman. Like your wife Kathy. I'mglad to have her
around; | like her. | don't care if she baws ne out — after all, | did get out

of bed and it didn't hurt me; she was right.'
"I always know when you're malingering,' My said.

"Conme with nme, doctor,' Mlinari said to Eric. There's sonething they' ve set up
for me to watch; | want you to see it too.

Trailed by Secret Service nmen, they crossed the corridor and entered a guarded,
| ocked roomwhich Eric realized was a projection chanber; the far wall consisted
of a permanent vidscreen installation on a grand scale.

'Me nmaking a speech,' Mlinari explained to Eric as they seated thenselves. He
signal ed and a video tape began to roll, projected on the large screen. '"It'l|
be delivered tonorrow night, over all the TV networks. | want your opinion on it
in advance, in case there's anything | should change.' He glanced slyly at FEric,
as if there was nore he was not saying.

Way woul d he want mny opinion? Eric wondered as he watched the inage of the UN
Secretary fill the screen. The Mole in full military regalia as Cin-C of
Terra's arnmed forces: nedals and arm bands and ri bbons and, above all, the stiff
marshal's hat with its visor partly shielding the round, heavy-jow ed face so
that only the Iower part, the grinmy chin, was visible with its disconcertingly
harsh scow .

And the jow s, unaccountably, were not flabby; they had becone, for no reason
which Eric could conjure up, firmand determ ned. It was a rocklike, severe face
whi ch showed on the screen, stern and strengthened by inner authority that Eric
had not seen before in the Mle ... or had he?

Yes, he thought. But it had been years ago, when the Mle had first taken

of fice, when he had been younger and there had not been the crushing
responsibility. And now, on the screen, the Mdl e spoke. And his voice — it was
the old original voice frompast tinmes; it was exactly as it had been, a decade
ago, before this terrible, |osing war.

Chuckling, Mlinari said fromthe deep, foamrubber chair in which he | ounged
beside Eric, 'I look pretty good, don't |7

"You do.' The speech rolled on, sonorous, even containing, now and then, a trace
of the awesone, the mpjestic. And it was precisely this which Mdlinari had | ost:
he had become pitiable. On the screen the mature, dignified man in mlitary garb
expressed hinself clearly in a voice that snapped out its sentences without

hesi tancy; the UN Secretary, in the video tape, demanded and informed, did not
beg, did not turn to the electorate of Terra for help ... he told themwhat to
do in this period of crisis. And that was as it should be. But how had it been
done? How did the pleadi ng, hypochondriacal invalid, suffering fromhis eterna
hal f-killing conplaints, rise up and do this? Eric was nystified.

Beside him Mdlinari said, 'It's a fake. That's not nme.' He grinned with delight
as Eric stared first at himand then at the screen
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Then who is it?

"It's nobody. It's a robant. General Robant Servant Enterprises made it up for
me — this speech is its first appearance. Pretty good, like my old self, makes
me feel young again just to watch it.' And, Eric saw, the UN Secretary did seem
more his old self; he had genuinely perked up as he sat watching the simulacrum
on the screen. The Ml e, above and beyond everyone el se, was taken in by the
ersatz spectacle; he was its first convert. 'Want to see the thing? It's top
secret, of course — only three or four people know about it, besides Dawson
Cutter of GRS Enterprises, of course. But they'll keep it confidential; they're
used to handling classified material in the process of war-contract letting.' He
thunped Eric on the back. 'You're getting let in on one of the secrets of state
—how does that feel? This is the way the nodern state is run; there're things
the el ectorate doesn't know, shouldn't know for their own good. Al governnents
have functioned this way, not just mine. You imagine it's just mne? If you do
you've got a lot to learn. I'musing a robant to make ny speeches for me because
at this point | don't— He gestured 'present quite the proper visual inmage,
despite the make-up technicians who work me over. It's just an inpossible job.'
Now he had becone dour, no longer joking. "So | gave up. |I'mbeing realistic.

He settled back in his chair, noodily.

"Who wote the speech?

"I did. | can still put together a political manifesto, depicting the situation,
telling them how we stand and where we're goi ng and what we've got to do. My
mnd is still there.' The Mdl e tapped his big bul ging forehead. 'However,
natural ly had help.'

""Hel p,"" Eric echoed.

"Aman | want you to neet — a brilliant new young | awer who acts as
confidential adviser to ne, wthout pay. Don Festenburg, a whiz; you'll be as
impressed as | was. He has a knack for renolding, condensing, extracting the
substance and presenting it in a fewdistilled sentences... | always had a

tendency to run on at excessive |l ength; everybody knows that. But not any nore,
not with Festenburg around. He programmed this sinulacrum- he's really saved ny
life.'

On the screen his synthetic i mage was sayi ng com nandi ngly, '—and gathering up
the collective eclat of our several national societies, we as Terrans present a
form dabl e associ ation, nore than just a planet but adnmittedly |ess, at the
monent, than an interplanetary enpire on the order of Lilistar . .. although
per haps—"

"I — would prefer not to have a | ook at the sinulacrum' Eric decided.

Mol i nari shrugged. 'It's an opportunity, but if you're not interested or if it

di stresses you— He eyed Eric. 'You'd rather retain your idealistic inmage of ne;
rather imagine that the thing talking up there on the screen is real.' He

| aughed. 'l thought a doctor, like a lawer and a priest, could withstand the
shock of seeing life as it is; | thought truth was your daily bread.' He |eaned
toward Eric earnestly; under himhis chair squeaked in protest, giving under his
excessive weight. '"I'mtoo old. | can't talk brilliantly any nore. God knows |'d

like to. But this is a solution; would it be better just to give up?
"No," Eric adnitted. That wouldn't solve their problens.

"So | use a robant substitute, speaking lines that Don Festenburg progranmred.
The point is: we'll go on. And that's what matters. So learn to live with it,
doctor; grow up.' His face was cold now, unyielding. '

"Ckay,' Eric said after a nonent.
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Mol i nari tapped himon the shoulder and said in a | ow voice. The 'Starnen don't
know about this simulacrumand Don Festenburg's work; | don't want themto find
out, doctor, because |I'd like to inpress them too. You understand? In fact |I'm
sending a print of this video tape to Lilistar; it's already on the way. You
want to know the truth, doctor? Frankly, I'mnore interested in inpressing them
than I am our own popul ati on. How does that strike you? Tell ne honestly.

"It strikes ne,' Eric said, 'as an acute comentary on our plight.’

The Mol e regarded hi m sonberly. 'Perhaps so. But what you don't realize is that
this is nothing; if you had any idea of -

"Don't tell ne any nore. Not right now.'

On the screen the imtation of Gno Mdlinari boonmed and expostul at ed,
gesticul ated to the unseen TV audi ence.

"Sure, sure,' Mlinari agreed, nollified. 'Sorry to have bothered you with ny
troubles in the first place.' Downcast, his face nore |lined and weary than
before, he turned his attention back to the screen, to the healthy, vigorous,
conpletely synthetic inage of his earlier self.

In the kitchen of her conapt Kathy Sweetscent lifted a small paring knife with
difficulty, attenpted to cut a purple onion but found to her incredulity that
she had somehow sl ashed her finger; she stood nutely holding the knife, watching
the crinmson drops slide fromher finger to merge with the water sprinkled across
her wist. She could no | onger handl e even the nbst commonpl ace object. The dam
drug! she thought with enbittered fury. Every mnute it's making nme nore
power | ess. Now everything defeats me. So how the hell am | going to fix dinner?

St andi ng behind her, Jonas Ackerman said with concern, 'Sonething has to be done
for you, Kathy.' He watched her as she went to the bathroomfor a Band-Aid. 'Now
you're spilling the Band-Ai ds everywhere; you can't even handle that.' He
conplained, '"If you'd tell ne what it is, what—

"Put the Band-Aid on for nme, will you?" She stood silently as Jonas w apped her
cut finger. "It is JJ-180,' she blurted suddenly, wi thout preneditation. 'I'mon
it, Jonas. The 'Star-nmen did it. Please help nme, get nme off it. Okay?

Shaken, Jonas said, 'l — don't know exactly what | can do, because it's such a
new drug. OF course we'll get in touch with our subsidiary right away. And the
whol e conpany wi |l back you up, including Virgil.

"G talk to Virgil right now.'

"Now? Your time sense, Kathy; you feel this urgency because of the drug. | can
see himtonorrow. '

"Dam it, |I'mnot going to die because of this drug. So you better see him
toni ght, Jonas; do you understand?

After a pause Jonas said, '"I'll call him'
"The vidlines are tapped. By the 'Starnen.'
"That's a paranoid idea. Fromthe drug.’

"I"'mafraid of them' she said trenbling. They can do anything. You go and see
Virgil face to face, Jonas; calling isn't enough. O don't you care what happens
to me?
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"OF course | care! Okay, I'lIl go and see the old man. But will you be all right
al one?

"Yes,' Kathy said. '"I'll just sit in the living roomand do nothing. 'l just

wait for you to conme back with sone kind of help. Wat could happen to ne if |

don't try to do anything, if | just sit there?

"You nmight get yourself into a state of norbid agitation. You m ght be swanped
by panic . .. start torun. If it's true you're on JJ-180—

"It's true!'" she said loudly. 'Do you think I'm ki ddi ng?

"Ckay,' Jonas said, giving in. He led her to the couch in the living room sat
her down. 'God, | hope you'll be all right — | hope |I'm nnot nmaking a m stake.

He was sweating and pale, his face wizened with worry. 'See you in about half an
hour, Kathy. Christ, if sonething goes wong, Eric'1l never forgive ne and

won't blame him' The apartnment door shut after him He did not even say

good- hy.

She was al one.

At once she went to the vidphone and dialed. 'A cab.' She gave her address and
hung up.

A nmonent | ater, her coat over her shoul ders, she hurried fromthe building and
out onto the nocturnal sidewal k.

When t he autonomic cab had picked her up she instructed it by nmeans of the card
whi ch Corni ng had given her.

If I can get nore of the drug, she thought, ny mind will clear and | can reason
out what | have to do; as | amnow | can't think. Anything | decide now, in this
state, would be spurious. | owe it to nyself to restore the normal functioning —
or rather the desired functioning — of ny faculties; without that I can't plan
or survive and |I'm dooned. | know, she thought fiercely, that the only way out
for me would be suicide; it's just a matter of a few hours at the nost. And
Jonas couldn't help me in that short a tine.

The only way | could have gotten rid of him she realized, is the way | chose;
by telling himof nmy addiction. O herw se he woul d have hung around ne forever

and | never woul d have had a chance to get to Corning for nore. | gained the
opportunity | need, but now the Ackermans understand what's wong with ne and
they'll try even harder to keep me fromgoing to Cheyenne and joining Eric.

Maybe | should go there tonight, not even return to ny apartnent. Just take off
as soon as | have the capsul es. Leave everything I own behi nd, abandoned.

How denent ed can you get? she asked herself. And it required only one exposure
to JJ-180 to do this; what'll | be like when |'ve taken it repeatedly ... or
even just twice.

The future, to her, was nmercifully obscure. She frankly did not know

"Your destination, mss.' The cab settled onto the rooftop landing field of a
building. That will be one dollar and twenty cents US plus a twenty-five-cent

tip.'

"Screw you and the tip,' Kathy said, opening her purse; her hands shook and she
could barely get out the noney.

"Yes, miss,' the autononic cab said obediently.

She paid and then stepped out. A dull guide-light showed her descent. Wat a
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rundown building for 'Starmen to inhabit, she thought. It surely isn't good
enough for them they nust be pretending to be Terrans. The only consol ati on was
a bitter one: the '"Starnmen, like Terra, were losing the war, would ultimtely be
defeated. Relishing that thought, she increased her pace, felt nore confidence;
she did not sinply hate the 'Starnmen: she could, for a nonment, despise them

In this fortified frane of m nd she reached the conapt held by the 'Starnen,
rang the bell, and waited.

It was Corning hinmself who answered; she saw, behind him other 'Starnen,
evidently in conference. In canera, she said to herself; |I'mdisturbing them
Too bad; he said to cone.

'"Ms Sweetscent.' Corning turned to the people behind him 'Isn't that a superb
nane? Conme in Kathy.' He held the door wi de.

"Gve it to ne out here.' She remained in the hall. "I'"'mon ny way to Cheyenne;
you'll be glad to hear that. So don't waste ny time.' She held out her hand.

An expression of pity — incredibly — passed over Conming's face; he masterfully
suppressed it. But she had seen it, and this, nore than anything el se that had
happened, even the addiction itself or her suffering when the drug had worn off
— not hi ng shocked her so nuch as Comng's pity. If it could nove a 'Starnan.

she cringed. Oh God, she thought; | really amin trouble. | nust be on ny way to
deat h.
"Look,' she said reasonably. 'My addiction nmay not |ast forever. |'ve found out

that you lied; the drug cones from Terra, not fromthe eneny, and sooner or

| ater our subsidiary will be able to free ne. So |'mnot afraid.' She waited
while Corning went to get the drug; at |east she presuned that this was what he
had gone for. He certainly had vani shed sonewhere.

One of the other 'Starnen, observing her leisurely, said, 'You could float that
drug around Lilistar for a decade and never find anyone unstabl e enough to
succunb. '

"Right,' Kathy agreed. That's the difference between you and us; we | ook alike
but inside you' re tough and we're weak. Gosh, | envy you. How long is it going
to take M Corning?'

"He'I | be back in a nonent,' the 'Starman said. To a conpanion he said, 'She's
pretty.’
"Yes, pretty as an animal,' the other 'Starman answered. 'So you like pretty

animal s? Is that why you were assigned to this?

Corning returned. 'Kathy, I'mgiving you three caps. Don't take nore than one at
atine. OGherwise its toxicity would probably be fatal to your heart action.'

'Ckay.' She accepted the capsules. 'Do you have a cup or glass of water so | can
take one right now?

He brought her a gl ass, stood watching synpathetically as she swall owed the
capsule. 'I'mdoing this,' she explained, '"to clear ny mind so that | can plan
what to do. |I've got friends helping ne. But | will go to Cheyenne because a
deal is a deal, even with you. Can you give me the nane of soneone there — you
know, who can give nme further supplies when | need then? If | need them

mean. '

"W have no one in Cheyenne who can help you. I'mvery nuch afraid you'll have
to travel back here when your three caps are gone.

"Your infiltration of Cheyenne doesn't consist of nuch, then.
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"l guess not.' Corning did not appear perturbed, however.

' Good-by,' Kathy said, starting away fromthe door. 'Look at you,' she said,
addressing the group of 'Starmen within the apartnent. 'God but you're
detestable. So confident. Wiat kind of victory is it to— She broke off; what
was the use? 'Virgil Ackerman knows about ne. |1'Il bet he can do sonething; he's
not afraid of you, he's too big a man.'

"All right,' Corning said, nodding. 'You cherish that conforting del usion,

Kat hy. Meanwhil e be sure you don't tell anyone else, because if you do, then no
nmore caps. You shouldn't have told the Ackermans but |'Il let that pass; after

all, you were dazed when the drug wore off — we expected that. You did it in a

state of panic. Good |uck, Kathy. And we'll hear from you shortly."'

"Can't you give her further instructions now?' a 'Starman said from behind
Corni ng, sl eepy-eyed and toadlike, drawing his question.

'She woul dn't be able to retain anything nore,' Corning said. 'It's asking a | ot
of her already; can't you see how overtaxed she is?

"Ki ss her good-by,' the 'Starman behi nd hi m suggested. He strolled forward. 'O
if that doesn't cheer her up—

The apartnent door shut in Kathy's face.

She stood a nonent and then started back down the hall, toward the ascent ranp.
Di zzy, she thought; |'mbeginning to becone disoriented — | hope | can nake it
to acab. Once I'min the cab I'll be okay. Jesus, she thought, they treated ne
badly; | should care but | really don't. Not as long as | have these two
remai ni ng capsul es of JJ-180. And can get nore.

The capsules were like a contracted formof life itself and yet at the same tine
everything they contai ned was fabricated from absol ute del usi on. What a mess,
she thought drably as she emerged on the roof field and gl anced about for the
red, winking Iight of an autononic cab. A — ness.

She had found a cab, was seated in it and on her way to Cheyenne, when she
experienced the drug beginning to take effect.

Its initial manifestation was baffling. She wondered if perhaps a clue to its
true action could be inferred fromthis; it seened to her terribly inportant and
she tried with every bit of nmental energy she had to conprehend it. So sinple
and yet so neani ngful.

The cut on her finger had di sappear ed.

She sat exami ning the spot, touching the snmooth, perfect skin. No break. No
scar. Her finger, exactly as before ... as if tine had been rolled back. The
Band- Aid, too, was gone, and that seemed to clinch it, make it thoroughly
comprehensi bl e, even to her swiftly deteriorating faculties.

'Look at ny hand,' she instructed the cab, holding her hand up. 'Do you see any
sign of an injury? Wuld you believe that | slashed nyself badly, just half an
hour ago?’

"No, mss,'" the cab said as it passed out over the flat desert of Arizona,
headi ng north toward Utah. 'You appear uninjured.

Now | understand what the drug does, she thought. Wy it causes objects and

peopl e to becone insubstantial. It's not so magical, and it's not mnerely
hal | uci nogenic; my cut is really gone — this is no illusion. WII | renenber
this later on? Maybe, because of the drug, |1'Il forget; there never will have
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been a cut, after a little while |longer, as the action of the drug spreads out,
engul fs nmore and nore of ne.

"Do you have a pencil?" she asked the cab

"Here miss.' Froma slot in the seat-back ahead of her a tablet of paper wth
attached witing stylus appeared.

Carefully Kathy wote: JJ-180 took ne back to before | had a severe cut on
finger. 'What day is this? she asked the cab

‘"May 18, miss.'

She tried to recall if that was correct, but now she felt nuddled; it was
al ready slipping away fromher? Good thing she had witten the note. O had she
witten the note? On her lap the tablet lay with its styl us.

The note read: JJ-180 took ne.

And that was all; the remainder dwi ndled into nere | aboured convol uti ons w t hout
meani ng.

And yet she knew that she had conpl eted the sentence, whatever it had been; now
she could recall it. As if by reflex she exam ned her hand. But how was her hand
i nvol ved? 'Cab,' she said hurriedly, as she felt the balance of her personality
ebbi ng away, 'what did | ask you just a nonent ago?

The date.'

"Before that.'

"You requested a witing inplenent and paper, m ss.
" Anyt hi ng before that?

The cab seened to hesitate. But perhaps that was her imagination. 'No, m ss;
not hi ng before that.'

' Not hi ng about ny hand?’

Now t here was no doubt about it; the circuits of the cab did stall. At last it
said creakily, 'No, niss.

Thank you,' Kathy said, and sat back against the seat, rubbing her forehead and
thinking. So it's confused, too. Then this is not nerely subjective; there's
been a genuine snarl in time, involving both me and my surroundi ngs.

The cab said, as if in apology for its inability to assist her, 'Since the trip
will be several hours, mss, would you enjoy to watch TV? It, the screen, is
pl aced directly before you; only touch the pedal.

Refl exively she lit the screen with the tip of her toe; it came to life at once
and Kathy found herself facing a fam liar inage, that of their |eader, G no
Molinari, in the mddle of a speech

"I's that channel satisfactory? the cab asked, still apol ogetic.

"Ch sure,' she said. 'Anyhow when he gets up and rants it's on all channels.
"That was the | aw.

And yet here, too, in this famliar spectacle, sonething strange absorbed her;
peering at the screen, she thought, He | ooks younger. The way | renmenber him
when | was a child. Ebullient, full of aninmation and shouting excitenent, his
eyes alive with that old intensity: his original self that no one has forgotten,
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al t hough | ong since gone. However, obviously it was not |ong since gone; she
witnessed it now with her own eyes, and was nore bew | dered than ever.

Is JJ-180 doing this to me? she asked herself, and got no answer.
"You enjoy to watch M Mdlinari? the cab inquired.
"Yes,' Kathy said, 'l enjoy to watch.'

‘"May | hazard,' the cab said, 'that he will obtain the office for which he is
runni ng, that of UN Secretary?

"You stupid autonom c robant nmachine,' Kathy said wither-ingly. 'He's been in

of fice years now.' Running? she thought. Yes, the Mle had | ooked like this
during his canpaign, decades ago.. . perhaps that was what had confused the
circuits of the cab. '| apol ogize,' she said. 'But where the hell have you been?
Parked in an autofac repair garage for twenty-two years?'

"No, miss. In active service. Your own wits, if | may say so, seem scranbled. Do
you request nedi cal assistance? W are at this nonment over desert |and but soon
we will pass St George, U ah.

She felt violently irritable. 'OF course | don't need nedical assistance; |'m
healthy.' But the cab was right. The influence of the drug was upon her ful
force now She felt sick and she shut her eyes, pressing her fingers against her
forehead as if to push back the expandi ng zone of her psychol ogical reality, her

private, subjective self. |I'mscared, she realized. | feel as if ny wonb is
about to fall out; this time it's hitting me nuch harder than before, it's not
the sane, maybe because |'malone instead of with a group. But I'll just have to

endure it. If | can.

'"Mss,' the cab said suddenly, 'would you repeat ny destination? | have
forgotten it.' Its circuits clicked in rapid succession as if it were in
mechani cal distress. 'Assist ne, please.

"I don't know where you're going,' she said. That's your business; you figure it
out. Just fly around, if you can't renenber.' Wat did she care where it went?
What did it have to do with her?

"It began with a C' the cab said hopefully.
' Chi cago.

"I feel otherw se. However, if you're sure— Its nechani smthrobbed as it
al tered course

You and | are both in this, Kathy realized. This drug-induced fugue. You rmade a
m stake, M Corning, to give nme the drug wi thout supervision. Corning? Wo was
Cor ni ng?

"I know where we were going,' she said aloud. 'To Corning.
"There is no such place,' the cab said flatly.
" There nust be.' She felt panic. 'Check your data again.'

'Honestly, there isn't!’

"Then we're lost,' Kathy said, and felt resigned. 'God, this is awmful. | have to
be in Corning tonight, and there's no such place; what'll | do? Suggest
sonet hing. | depend on you; please don't |leave nme to flounder like this — | fee

as if I"'mlosing ny mnd.'

"I"lIl request administrative assistance,' the cab said. 'Fromtop-I|eve
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di spatching service at New York. Just a nonent.' It was silent for a tine.
'"Mss, there is no top-level dispatching service at New York, or if there is,
can't raise them'

"I's there anything at New York?

"Radio stations, lots of them But no TV transm ssions or anything on the FM or
ul tra-high frequency; nothing on the band we use. Currently |I am picking up a
radi o station which is broadcasting sonething entitled "Mary Marlin." A piano
pi ece by Debussy is being played as thene.'

She knew her history; after all she was an antique collector and it was her job.
"Put it on your audio systemso | can hear it,' she instructed.

A nmoment | ater she heard a fenale voice, retailing a wetched tale of suffering
to sone other fenmale, a dreary account at best. And yet it filled Kathy with
frantic excitement.

They' re wong, she thought, her mnd working at its peak pitch. This won't
destroy me. They forgot this era is nmy specialty — | knowit as well as the
present. There's nothing threatening or disintegrative about this experience for
me; in fact it's an opportunity.

'Leave the radio on,' she told the cab. 'And just keep flying.' Attentively, she
listened to the soap opera as the cab continued on

El GHT

It had — against nature and reason — becone daytine. And the autonom c cab knew
the inpossibility of this; its voice was screechy with pain as it exclainmed to
Kat hy, 'On the hi ghway bel ow, m ss! An ancient car that can't possibly exist!"’
It sank lower. 'See for yourself! Look!’

Gazi ng down, Kathy agreed, 'Yes. A 1932 Mddel A Ford. And | agree with you;
there haven't been any Mddel A Fords for generations.' Rapidly and with
preci sion she reflected, then said, 'l want you to |and."'

"Where?' Decidedly, the autonomic cab did not |ike the idea.

"That vill age ahead. Land on a rooftop there.' She felt calm But in her mnd
one realization domnated: it was the drug. And only the drug. This would | ast
only so long as the drug operated within her cycle of brain metabolisn JJ-180
had brought her here w thout warning and JJ-180 woul d, eventually, return her to
her own tine — also without warning. 'l amgoing to find a bank,' Kathy said

al oud. 'And set up a savings account. By doing so— And then she realized that
she possessed no currency of this period; hence there existed no way by which
she coul d transact business. So what could she do? Nothing? Call President
Roosevelt and caution hi mabout Pearl Habor, she decided caustically. Change

hi story. Suggest that years from now t hey not devel op the atom bonb.

She felt inpotent — and yet overwhel ned with her potential power; she
experienced both sensations at once, finding the m xture radically unpl easant.
Bring sone artifact back to the present for Wash-35? O check on sone research
qui bbl e, settle sone historical dispute? Snare the actual authentic Babe Ruth,
bring himback to inhabit our Martian enterprise? It would certainly inpart
verisimlitude.

"Virgil Ackerman,' she said slowy, '"is alive in this period as a snall boy.
Does that suggest anything?

"No,"' the cab said.
"It gives nme enornous power over him' She opened her purse. '"I'll give him

sonet hing. The coins | have, bills.' Wisper to himthe date the United States
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enters the war, she thought. He can use that know edge |ater on, sonehow ...
he'll find a way; he's always been snmart, mnmuch smarter than |I. God, she thought,
if only I could put nmy finger on it! Tell himto invest in what? Genera

Dynami cs? Bet on Joe Louis in every fight? Buy real estate in Los Angel es? \Wat
do you tell an eight- or nine-year-old boy when you have exact and conplete
know edge of the next hundred and twenty years?

"Mss,' the cab said plaintively, 'we've been in the air so long that |I'm
runni ng short of fuel.’

Chilled, she said, 'But you ought to be good for fifteen hours.

"I was low.' It admitted this reluctantly. '"It's ny fault; I'msorry. | was on
my way to a service station when you contacted ne.'

"You damm fool nechanism' she said with fury. But that was that; they couldn't
reach Washington D.C.; they were at least a thousand miles fromit. And this
peri od, of course, |acked the high-grade super-refined protonex which the cab
required. And then all at once she knew what she had to do. The cab had given
her the idea, unintentionally. Protonex was the finest fuel ever devel oped — and
it was derived fromsea water. Al she had to do was mail a container of
protonex to Virgil Ackerman's father, instruct himto procure analysis of it and
then a patent on it.

But there was no way she could nmail anything, not w thout noney to buy stanps.
In her purse she had a small wad of dogeared postage stanps, but of course all
fromher own era, from2055. — she said furiously to herself, overwhel ned.
Here | have it right before ne, the solution as to what | should do — and
can't do it.

"How, ' she asked the cab, 'can | send a letter in this tinme period with no
contenporary stanps? Tell ne that.

"Send the letter unstanped, with no return address, mss. The post office wll
deliver it with a postage due stanp attached.

"Yes,' she said, 'of course.' But she could not get protonex into a first-class
envel ope; it would have to go parcel post, and in that class, |acking franking
power, it would not be delivered. 'Listen,' she said. 'Do you have any
transistors in your circuits?

"A few But transistors becane obsol ete when—

"Gve me one. | don't care what it does to you; yank it out and let me have it,
and the smaller it is the better.'

Presently, fromthe slot in the back of the seat before her, a transistor
rolled; she caught it as it fell

That puts nmy radio transmtter out of service,' the cab conplained. '"I'll have
to bill you for it; it'll be expensive because of —

"Shut up,' Kathy said. '"And land in that town; get down as soon as you can.' She
wote hurriedly on the tablet of paper: 'This is a radio part fromthe future,
Virgil Ackerman. Show it to no one but save it until the early 1940s. Then take
it to Westinghouse Corp. or to General Electric or any electronics (radio) firm
It will make you rich. | am Katherine Sweetscent. Renenber nme for this, later
on.'

The cab | anded gingerly on the roof of an office building in the centre of the
smal |l town. Bel ow on the sidewal k the rustic, archaic-Iooking passers-by gaped.

‘Land on the street,' Kathy reinstructed the cab. 'I have to put this in the
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mail." She found an envelope in her purse, hurriedly wote out Virgil's address
in Wash-35, put the transistor and note into the envel ope and sealed it. Bel ow
themthe street with its obsolete old cars rose slowy.

A nmoment | ater she was racing to a mail box; she deposited the letter and then
stood gaspi ng for breath.

She had done it. Insured Virgil's econonmc future and therefore her own. This
woul d make his career and hers forever

The hell with you, Eric Sweetscent, she said to herself. | don't ever have to
marry you now, |'ve |eft you behind.

And then she realized with dismay, |'ve still got to marry you in order to
acquire the nane. So that Virgil can identify me, later on in the future, in our
own tine. What she had done, then, came to exactly nothing.

Slowy, she returned to the parked cab
‘"Mss,' the cab said, 'can you help ne find fuel, please?

"You won't find any fuel here,' Kathy said. Its obstinate refusal — or inability
— to grasp the situation maddened her. 'Unless you can run on sixty octane
gasoline, which | very much doubt.’

A passer-by, a mddle-aged man wearing a straw hat, frozen in his tracks by the
sight of the autonomc cab, called to her, 'Hey l|ady, what's that, anyhow? A US
Mari ne Corps secret weapon for war ganes?'

"Yes,' Kathy answered. 'And in addition later on it'll stop the Nazis.' As she
boarded the cab she said to the group of people who had cautiously formed around
the cab at a safe distance, 'Keep the date Decenber 7, 1941, in nmind; it'll be a
day to remenmber.' She closed the cab door. 'Let's go. | could tell those people
so much ... but it seens hardly worth it. A bunch of Mddle Wstern hicks.' This
town, she decided, lay either in Kansas or M ssouri, fromthe |ooks of it.
Frankly, it repelled her.

The cab dutifully ascended.

The ' Starnen shoul d see Kansas in 1935, she said to herself. If they did they
m ght not care to take over Terra; it mght not seemworth it.

To the cab she said, 'Land in a pasture. We'll sit it out until we're back in
our own tinme period.' It probably would not be |Iong, now, she had an inpression
of a devouring insubstanti-ality here in this era — the reality outside the cab
had gai ned a gaseous quality which she recogni zed from her previous encounter

wi th the drug.

"Are you joking?' the cab said. 'Is it actually possible that we—

'"The problem' she said tartly, '"is not in returning to our ow tine; the
problemis finding a way to stay under the drug's influence until something of
worth can be acconplished.' The tinme was just not |ong enough.

"What drug, m ss?

' None of your goddam business,' Kathy said. 'You nosy autononm c nonentity with
your big prying circuits all opened up and flapping.' She Iit a cigarette and
| eaned back against the seat, feeling weary. It had been a tough day and she
knew, with acuity, that nore |ay ahead.
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The sal |l owfaced young nman, who oddly enough al ready possessed a conspi cuous
paunch, as if physically yielding to the nore |ush pleasures at this, the

pl anet's financial and political capital, shook Eric Sweetscent's hand danply
and said, 'I'm Don Festenburg, doctor. It's good to hear you're joining us. How
about an ol d-fashi oned?’

"No thanks,' Eric said. There was sonethi ng about Festenburg which he did not
care for, but he could not put his finger on it. Despite his obesity and bad
compl exi on Festenburg seened friendly enough, and certainly he was conpetent;

the latter alone counted, after all. But — Eric pondered as he watched
Festenburg m x hinmself his drink. Perhaps it's because | don't think anyone
shoul d speak for the Secretary, he decided. |1'd resent anyone who hol ds the job

Fest enbur g does.

"Since we're alone,' Festenburg said, glancing around the room 'I'd like to
suggest sonething that may nake ne nore, palatable to you.' He grinned
knowingly. 'I can tell what your feelings are; |I'msensitive, doctor, even if

I'"mthe pyknic body-type. Suppose | suggested that an el aborate ruse has been
carried off successfully, convincing even you. The flabby, aging, utterly

di scouraged and hypochondriacal G no Mlinari whom you' ve net and accepted as
the authentic UN Secretary— Festenburg lazily stirred his drink, eyeing Eric.
"That's the robant sinmulacrum And the robust, energetic figure you w tnessed on
video tape a short while ago is the living man. And this ruse nmust necessarily
be nmi ntai ned, of course, to sidetrack no one el se but our beloved ally, the
"Starnmen.’

"What ?' Startled, he gaped. 'Wiy woul d—

"The ' Starnmen consider us harm ess, unworthy of their mlitary attention, only
.so0 long as our leader is palpably feeble. Quite visibly unable to discharge his

responsibilities — in other words, in no sense a rival to them a threat.
After a pause Eric said, 'l don't believe this.'
"Well,' Festenburg said, shrugging, 'it's an interesting idea fromthe ivory

tower, intellectual standpoint. Don't you agree?'" He wal ked toward Eric,
swirling the contents of his glass. Standing very close to him Festenburg

breat hed his noxious breath into Eric's face and said, 'It could be. And unti
you actually subject G no to an intensive physical exam nation you won't know,
because everything in that file you read — it could all be faked. Designed to
validate a gross, well-worked-out swindle.' H s eyes twinkled with mercil ess
anmusenent. 'You think I"'mout of my mind? |'mjust playing, like a schizoid,
with ideas for the fun of it, without regard to their actual consequences? Maybe
so. But you can't prove what | just nowtold you is untrue, and as long as this

remai ns the case— He took a nmassive swallow of his drink, then nade a face.
"Don't deplore what you saw on that Anpex video tape. Ckay?

"But as you say,' FEric said, 'I'lIl know as soon as | have a chance to exam ne
him' And, he thought, that will come soon. 'So if you'll excuse ne I'd like to
end this conversation. | haven't yet had tine to set up ny conapt here

satisfactorily.'

"Your wife — what's her name? Kathy? — isn't comng, is she?" Don Festenburg

wi nked. 'You can enjoy yourself. I'min a position to give you a hand. That's ny
departnent, the land of the illicit, the feral, and the — let's just call it the
peculiar. Instead of the unnatural. But you cone from Tijuana; | probably can't
teach you a thing.'

Eric said, 'You can teach ne to deplore not only what | saw on the video tape
but — He broke off. Festenburg's personal life was, after all, his own business.

"But its creator as well,' Festenburg finished for him 'Doctor, did you know
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that in the Mddle Ages the ruling courts had people who lived in bottles. Spent
their entire lives ... all shrunken, of course, put in while babies, allowed to
grow — to sone extent, anyhow — within the bottle. W don't have that now.
However — Cheyenne is the contenporary ranking seat of kings; there are a few
sights that could be shown you, if you're interested. Perhaps fromthe purely
medi cal standpoint —a sort of professional, disinterested—

"I think whatever it is you want to show ne woul d only rmake me | ess pleased with
my decision to cone to Cheyenne,' Eric said. 'So frankly | don't see what profit
it would serve.'

"Wait,' Festenburg said, holding up his hand. 'One item Just this particular
exhibit, all properly sealed hernetically, bathed in a solution that maintains
the thing ad infinitum or, as you probably will prefer, ad nauseam May | take
you there? It's in what we at the Wiite House call Room 3-C.' Festenburg wal ked
to the door, held it open for Eric.

After a pause Eric foll owed.

Hands in the pockets of his runpled, unpressed trousers, Festenburg |ed the way
down one corridor after another until at |ast they stood on a subsurface |evel,
facing two high-ranking Secret Service nen stationed at a netal reinforced door
mar ked TOP SECRET, NO UNAUTHORI ZED PERSONNEL PERM TTED

"I"mauthorized," Festenburg said genially. "G no's given nme the run of the
warren; he has great trust in nme, and because of this you're going to see a
state secret which you normally would never in a thousand years be allowed to
view.' As he passed by the uniforned Secret Service nen and pushed open the door

he added, ' However, there will be one disappointing aspect of this; I'mgoing to
show it to you but not explainit. I'd like to explain it but — very sinply I
can't.'

In the center of the nurky, cold roomEric saw a casket. As Festenburg had said,
it was hernetically sealed; a punp throbbed dully, at its task of maintaining at
extrene | ow tenperatures whatever lay within the casket.

"Look at it,' Festenburg said sharply.
Del i berately pausing, Eric lit a cigarette, then wal ked over

In the casket, supine, lay Gno Mlinari, his face |ocked in agony. He was dead.
Bl ood coul d be seen, dried drops on his neck. His uniformwas torn, stained with
mud. Both hands were lifted, the fingers withing, as if trying even nowto
fight back at whatever —whoever — it was that had nurdered him Yes, Eric
thought. 1'm seeing the results of an assassination; this is the |eader's
corpse, flailed with bullets enmanating froma weapon with notably high nmuzzle
velocity; the man's body had been twi sted, alnobst torn apart. It had been a
savage assault. And — successful

"Well,' Festenburg said, after a time, taking in a deep rush of breath, 'there
are several ways this item— which I like to think of as Exhibit One of the
Cheyenne Freak Show — can be explained. Let's assume it's a robant. Witing here
in the wings for the monent that G no needs it. Built by GRS Enterprises, the

i nventive Dawson Cutter, whom you must mneet soneday.'

"Way woul d Molinari need this?

Fest enburg, scratching his nose, said, 'Several reasons. In case of an attenpted
assassination — one which failed — this could be exhibited, taking the heat off
G no while he hid out. O - it could be for the benefit of our sanguine ally;

G no may have it in the back of his nmind that sonme incredibly conplex, baroque
plan will be necessary, sonething involving his retirenent fromoffice under the
pressure they're exerting on him'
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"You're sure this is a robant?" To Eric the thing in the casket |ooked real

"I don't even think it is, let alone know' Festenburg jerked his head and Eric
saw that the two Secret Service nen had entered the room obviously it would not
be possible to inspect the corpse.

"How | ong has it been here?

"Only G no knows and he won't say; he just smiles slyly. "You wait, Don," he
says in his secretive fashion. "I got a big use for it."'

"And if it's not a robant—

Then it's G no Mdilinari lying there ripped apart by machi ne-gun slugs. A
primtive, outnoded weapon but it certainly can kill its victimbeyond the
possibility of even org-trans repair; you can see that the brain case has been
punctured — the brain is destroyed. If it is Gno, then where's it fron? The
future? There is a theory, having to do with your firm TF&D. A subsidiary has
devel oped a drug which pernmits its user to nove freely in tinme. You know about
that?' He studied Eric intently.

"No,'" Eric admtted. The runor was nore or | ess newto him

" Anyhow, here's this corpse,' Festenburg said. 'Lying here day after day,
driving me nuts. Perhaps it's froman alternate present in which G no has been
assassinated, driven out of office the hard way by a splinter political group of
Terrans backed by Lilistar. But there's a further ramfication of this theory,
one which really haunts ne.' Festenburg' s tone now was somber; he was no | onger
in a joking nood. 'That would inply sonething about the virile, strutting G no
Mol i nari who nade that video tape; that's not a robant either and GRS
Enterprises did not manufacture it because it too is an authentic G no Mdlinari
froman alternate present. One in which war didn't conme about, one perhaps in
which Terra didn't even get mixed up with Lilistar. G no Mlinari has gone into
a more reassuring world and plucked his healthy counterpart over here to assist
him What do you think, doctor? Could that be it?

Baffled, Eric said, 'If | knew anythi ng about that drug—

"I assuned you woul d. |'m di sappointed; that was ny reason for bringing you
here. Anyhow — there's one other possibility . . . logically. Suggested by this
assassi nated corpse, here.' Festenburg hesitated. 'l hate to nention it because

it's so bizarre that it nmakes ny other conjectures | ook tainted by association.
'"CGo head,' Eric said tightly.

"There is no Gno Mlinari.'

Eric grunted. Good grief, he thought.

"Al'l of themare robants. The healthy one who's on the video tape, the tired,
sick one you've nmet, this dead one here in the casket — that sonebody, possibly
GRS Enterprises, engineered this to keep the 'Starmen from taking over our

pl anet. So far they've made use of the ill one.' Festenburg gestured. 'And now
they' ve haul ed out the healthy one, made the first tape of him And there may be
more. Logically, why not? |I've even tried to inmagine what other alternatives

m ght be like. You tell me. In addition to the three we know, what's |eft?

Eric said, 'Cbviously it |leaves the possibility of building one with powers
above the norm Beyond the nerely healthy.' He thought, then, of Mlinari's
recovery fromone termnal illness after another. 'But nmaybe we have that

al ready. Have you read the nedical file?
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"Yes.' Festenburg nodded. 'And there's one very interesting .quality about it.
None of the tests were conducted by any persons now on his nedical staff.
Teagarden didn't authorize any of them the tests predate him and as far as |

know, Teagarden, |ike yourself, has never managed to subject Gno to even a
cursory physical exam Nor do | think he ever will. Nor do I think you ever
will, doctor. Even if you're kept around here for years.'

"Your mind,' Eric said, 'is certainly hyperactive.'

"Am | a gl andul ar case?'

"That has no bearing on the natter. But you certainly have spun a |l ot of ad hoc
i deas out of your own head.'

'Based on facts,' Festenburg pointed out. 'I want to know what Gno is up to. |
think he's one hell of a smart man. | think he can outthink the 'Starnmen any day
of the week, and if he had the econom c resources and the popul ati on behind him
that they have, he'd be in the driver's seat, no contest. As it is, he's in
charge of one dinky planet and they have a systemw de enpire of twelve planets
and eight moons. It's frankly a wonder he's been able to acconplish all he has.
You know, doctor, you're here to find out what's making G no sick. | say that's
not the issue. It's obvious what's making himsick: the whole darn situation.
The real question is: Wat's keeping himalive? That's the real nystery. The
mracle.'

"I guess you're right.' Grudgingly, he had to admt that despite his repellent
qualities Festenburg was intelligent and original; he had nanaged to see the
probl em properly. No wonder Mdlinari had hired him

"You've met the school girl shrew?
"Mary Rei neke?' Eric nodded.

"Christ, here's this tragic, conplicated ness, this sick nan barely making it
through the day with the weight of the world, of Terra itself, on his back,

knowi ng he's | osing the war, knowi ng the reegs are going to get us if by sone
mracle Lilistar doesn't — and in addition he's got Mary on his back. And the
final blistering irony is that Mary, by being a shrew and si npl e- m nded,

sel fish, demandi ng, and anything else you want to articulate as a basic
character defect — she does have himon his feet; you' ve seen her get himout of
bed and back into uniform functioning again. Do you know anyt hi ng about Zen,
doctor? This is a Zen paradox, because froma |ogical standpoint Mary ought to
have been the final straw that utterly destroyed G no. It nmakes you rethink the
entire role of adversity in hunman life. To tell you the truth, | detest her. She
detests nme, too, naturally. Qur only working connection is through G no; we both
want himto nake it.'

' Has she been shown the video tape of the healthy Mlinari?

Festenburg gl anced up swiftly. '"A wise thought. Has Mary seen the tape? Yes,
maybe or no — check one. Not to ny know edge. But if you suppose ny
alternate-present theory, and that it's not a robant on that tape, if it's a
human bei ng, that nagnetic, fire-eating, striving dem god, and if Mary catches
sight of it — you can assunme the following: the other Mdlinaris will disappear.
Because what you saw on that tape is exactly what Mary Rei neke wants —insists —
that G no be.'

It was an extraordinary thought. Eric wondered if G no was aware of this aspect
of the situation; if so, it mght explain why he had waited so |l ong to enpl oy
this tactic.

"I wonder,' he said to Festenburg, 'how the sick G no, whomwe know, could be a
robant, in view of Mary Rei neke's existence.'
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' How so? Way not ?

"To put it in delicate terms ... wouldn't Mary be sonmewhat peeved by being the
m stress of a product of GRS Enterprises?

"I"'mgetting tired, doctor,' Festenburg said. 'Let's wite finis to this

di scussion — you go and fix up your sw nkly new conapt which they've donated to
you for your |oyal services here at Cheyenne.' He noved toward the door; the two
top-position Secret Service nen stepped aside.

Eric said, '"I'lIl give you one opinion of my own. Having net G no Mlinari |
refuse to believe GRS could construct sonething so human and—

"But you haven't net the one they filnmed,' Festenburg said quietly. 'It's
interesting, doctor. By drawing on hinself fromthe alternates contained in the
m shmash of time G no may have coll ected an ensenbl e capable of facing the ally.
Three or four Gno Milinaris, formng a cormittee, would be rather form dable..
don't you agree? Think of the conbined ingenuity; think of the harebrained,
clever, wild schenes they could hatch up working collectively.' As he opened the
door he added, 'You've met the sick one and glinpsed the well one — weren't you
i mpressed?’

"Yes,' Eric adm tted.

"Woul d you now vote with those who want to see hi msacked? And yet when you try

to pin down what he's actually done that's so inpressive — it isn't there. If we
were wi nning the war, or forcing back Lilistar's investnent of our planet... but
we're not. So what is it specifically, doctor, that Gno's done that so

i npresses you? Tell nme.' He waited.

"Il — guess | can't say specifically. But—

A Wiite House enpl oyee, a uniforned robant, appeared and confronted Eric
Sweet scent. 'Secretary Mdlinari has been | ooking for you, doctor. He's waiting
to see you in his office; I'll lead the way.'

'Qops,' Festenburg said, chagrined and all at once quite nervous. 'Evidently I
kept you too |long.'

Wthout a further exchange Eric foll owed the robant up the corridor to the
el evator. This was probably inmportant; he had that intuition

In his office Molinari sat in a wheel chair, a blanket over his lap, his face

gray and sunken. 'Were were you?' he said, as Eric came into sight. "Well, it
doesn't matter; listen, doctor — 'Starnen have called a conference and | want
you to be with ne while | attend. | want you to be on hand constantly, just in
case. I'mnot feeling well and I w sh this dam get-together could be avoi ded or

at | east postponed for a few weeks. But they insist.' He began to wheel hinself
fromthe office. '"Cone on. It's going to start any tine.'

"I met Don Festenburg.'

"Brilliant rat, isn't he? | put complete faith in our eventual success in him
What did he show you?

It seenmed unreasonable to tell Mlinari that he had been view ng his corpse,
especially in view of the fact that the nman had just now said he did not fee
well. So Eric nmerely said, 'He took nme around the buil ding.

' Festenburg has the run of the place — because of the trust | put in him' At a
bend in the corridor a gang of stenographers, translators, State Depart nent
officials, and arned guards nmet Mlinari; his wheel chair disappeared into the
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corporate body and did not reappear. Eric, however, could still hear himtalking
away, explaining what |ay ahead. 'Freneksy is here. So this is going to be
rough. | have an idea what they want, but we'll have to wait and see. Better not

to anticipate; that way you do their work for them you sort of turn on yourself
and do yourself in.'

Freneksy, Eric thought with a sensation of dread. Lilistar's Prime Mnister,
here personally on Terra.

No wonder Mdlinari felt sick

NI NE

The nenbers of Terra's delegation to the hastily called conference occupied
seats on one side of the Iong oak table, and now, on the far side, the
personages from Lilistar began to energe fromside corridors and find chairs. As
a whole they did not |ook sinister; they |ooked, in fact, overworked and
harried, caught up, as was Terra, by the strain of conducting the war. Obviously
they had no tinme to spare. They were clearly nortal.

"Translation,' a 'Starman said in English, '"will be done by human agency not by
machi ne, as any machi ne nmi ght make a permanent record, which is contrary to our
desires here.'

Mol i nari grunted, nodded.

Now Freneksy appeared; the 'Star del egati on and several nenbers of the Terran
rose in a show of respect; the 'Starnen cl apped their hands as the bald, |ean,
oddly round-skulled man took a chair at the center of the del egation and began
without prelimnaries to open a briefcase of docunents.

But his eyes. Eric noticed that, as Freneksy gl anced briefly up at Mlinari and
smled in greeting, Freneksy had what Eric thought of — and recognized in his
practice as — paranoid eyes. Once he had | earned to spot this, future
identification generally came easy. This was not the glittering, restless stare
of ordinary suspicion; this was a notionl ess gaze, a gathering of the totality
of faculties within to conprise a single undisturbed psychonotor concentration
Freneksy did not decide to do this; in fact he was hel pl ess, compelled to
confront his compatriots and adversaries alike in this fashion, with this
unendi ng ensnaring fixity. It was an attentiveness which nade enpathic
under st andi ng i npossi ble; the eyes did not reflect any inner reality; they gave
back to the viewer exactly what he hinmself was. The eyes stopped conmuni cation
dead; they were a barrier that could not be penetrated this side of the tonb.

Freneksy was not a bureaucrat and he did not — could not even if he tried —
subordinate hinself to his office. Freneksy remained a man — in the bad sense;
he retained, in the mdst of the busy activity of official conduct, the essence
of the purely personal, as if to himeverything was deliberate and intentional -
a contest between people, not one between abstract or ideal issues.

What M ni ster Freneksy does, Eric realized, is to deprive all the others of the
sanctity of their office. O the security-producing reality of their titled
position. Facing Freneksy, they becane as they were born: isolated and

i ndi vi dual , unsupported by the institutions which they were supposed to
represent.

Take Molinari. Customarily, the Mble was the UN Secretary; he as an individua
had — and properly so — dissolved into his function. But facing Mnister
Freneksy, the naked, hapless, lonely man reenerged — and was required to stand
up to the Mnister in this unhappy infinitude. The normal rel ative-ness of

exi stence, lived with others in a fluctuating state of nore or |ess adequate
security, had vani shed.
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Poor G no Mdlinari, Eric thought. Because facing Freneksy the Ml e nmight as well
not have beconme UN Secretary. And nmeanwhile M nister Freneksy becane even nore
cold, nore lifeless; he did not burn with the desire to destroy or dominate: he
merely took away what his antagoni st possessed — and | eft himnothing and
nowhere, literally.

It was perfectly clear to Eric, at this point, why Mlinari's procession of
lethal illnesses had not proved fatal. The illnesses were not nerely a synptom
of the stress under which he lay; they were sinultaneously a solution to that
stress.

He coul d not as yet make out quite precisely how the illnesses behaved in order
to function as a response to Freneksy. But he had the deep and acute intuition
that he would very soon; the confrontation between Freneksy and Molinari |ay
only noments away, and everything which the Mdl e had woul d have to be trotted
out, if the Mdle wi shed to survive.

Beside Eric a minor State Department official nmuttered, ' Oppressive in here,
isn't it? Wsh they'd open a wi ndow or turn on the vent system'

Eri c thought, No mechani cal vent systemw ||l clear this air. Because the
oppressi on emanates fromthose seated across fromus and it will not depart
until they depart — and perhaps not even then

Leaning toward Eric, Mdolinari said, 'Sit here beside ne.' He drew the chair
back. 'Listen, doctor, do you have your bag of instruments with you?

‘It'"s in ny conapt.'

Mol i nari at once dispatched a robant runner. 'l want you to have the bag at al
times.' He cleared his throat, then turned toward those seated on the far side
of the table. 'Mnister Freneksy, | have a, uh, statenent. 1'd like to read it;

the statement summarizes Earth's present position as regards—

"Secretary,' Freneksy said suddenly in English, 'before you read any statenent |
would Iike to describe the status of the war effort on Front A ' Freneksy rose;
an aide at once unrolled a map projection which took effect on the far wall. The
room sank into shadow.

Gunting, Mlinari placed his witten statenent back inside the jacket of his
uniform he would not get his opportunity to read it. In an obvi ous manner he
had been pre-enpted. And, for a political strategist, this was a grave defeat.
The initiative, if it had ever been his, was gone now.

"Qur conbined armes,' Freneksy stated, 'are shortening their lines for
strategi c purposes. The reegs are expendi ng i nordi nate anounts of nmen and
materiel in this area.' He indicated a sector on the map; it lay hal fway between
two planets of the Al pha System 'They will not be able to continue this |ong;
predi ct a bankruptcy of their strength no later than a nonth — Terran count -
fromnow. The reegs do not understand yet that this is to be a | ong war.
Victory, for them nust cone soon or not at all. W, however— Freneksy
indicated the entire map with a sweep of the pointer. 'W are maturely aware of
the over-all strategic meaning of this struggle, and how long it nust remain
with us in terns of time as well as space. Also, the reegs are spread too
thinly. If a mayjor battle were to break out here— Freneksy indicated the spot
'—they could not support their forces already committed. Further, we will have
twenty nore first-line divisions in action by the end of the Terran year; this
is a prom se, Secretary. W have yet to call up several classes here on Terra,
whereas the reegs have scraped the barrel.' He paused.

Mol inari murrmured, 'Is your bag here yet, doctor?

‘"Not yet,' Eric said, looking for the robant runner; it had not returned.
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Leaning close to Eric, the Ml e whispered, 'Listen. You know what |'ve been
experiencing |lately? Head noi ses. Rushing sounds — you know, in ny ears. Swoop,
zwoop. Does that sound |ike anything?

M ni ster Freneksy had continued. 'W have new weapons, also, emanating from

Pl anet Four of the Enpire; you will be astonished, Secretary, when you see video
clips of themin tactical operation. They are devastating in their accuracy. |
will not attenpt to describe themin detail now, | prefer to wait until the
tapes are available. | personally supervised their engineering and
construction.'

Hi s head al nbst touching Eric's, Mlinari whispered, 'And when | turn ny head
fromside to side | get a distinct cracking sound fromthe base of ny neck. Can
you hear it?' He turned his head fromside to side, nodding in a slow, stiff
manner. 'What is that? It resounds unpleasantly as hell in ny ears.'

Eric said nothing; he was watching Freneksy, barely paying attention to the
whi spering fromthe man beside him

"Secretary,' Freneksy said, pausing, 'consider this aspect of our joint effort;
the reegs' space-drive output has been severely restricted due to the success by
our Whbonbs. Those which have cone off their assenbly lines recently — we are
informed by MCI — are unreliable, and a nunber of highly destructive
cont am nati ons have occurred in deep space aboard their |ine ships.

The robant runner entered the roomnow, with Eric's instrunent case.

Ignoring this, Freneksy continued, his voice harsh and insistent. '|I also point
out, Secretary, that on Front Blue the Terran brigades have not perfornmed well,
no doubt due to a lack of proper equipnent. Victory is of course inevitable for
us — eventually. But right now we nust see to it that our troops who hold the
line agai nst the reegs are not put in the position of facing the eneny deprived
of adequate materiel. It is crimnal to allow nen to fight under those
circunstances; don't you agree, Secretary? Wthout pausing, Freneksy continued,
' Therefore you can see the urgency of increasing Terra's output of strategic war
goods and weapons of all sorts.'

Mol inari saw Eric's instrunent case and nodded with relief. 'You have it,' he
said. 'Good. Keep it ready, just in case. You know what | think these head
noi ses are fronP? Hypertension.

Cautiously, Eric said, 'Could be.

Now M ni ster Freneksy had ceased; his expressionless face seened to becone nore
severe, nore withdrawn into the vacuum of his own intensity, the nonBeing which
seenmed to be his npjor quality. Irritated by Mdlinari's |ack of attention,
Freneksy was drawing fromthis well of his own anti-existence, Eric decided.
Casting his principle over the conference roomand the people init, as if
forcing everyone away from each other step by step

"Secretary,' Freneksy said, 'this nowis nost crucial. My generals in the field
tell me that the new reeg of fensive weapon, their—

"Wait,' Molinari croaked. 'l wish to confer with ny coll eague, here beside ne.'
Bending so close to Eric that his soft, perspiration-danpened cheek pressed
agai nst his neck, Mdlinari whispered to him 'And you know what else? | seemto
be having trouble with ny eyes. As if I'mgoing conpletely blind. Here's what |
want you to do, doctor; give ne a pressure reading right now Just to be sure
it's not dangerously high. | feel it is frankly.

Eri c opened his instrument case.
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At the wall map M nister Freneksy said, 'Secretary, we nust attend to this

deci sive detail before we can continue. Terran troops do not stand up well

agai nst the reegs' new honeostatic bonmb, hence | would like to relieve a nmillion
and a half of ny own factory workers and put theminto uniform replacing them
in Empire factories with Terrans. This is an advantage for you, Secretary, in
that Terrans will not be fighting and dying in the lines but will be safe inside
Enpire factories. However, this must be done soon or not at all.' He added,
"This explains ny desire for an i mmedi ate conference at a superior |evel.'

Eric read, fromthe testing disc, a pressure of 290 for Mlinari, an el evation
unnatural ly high and om nous.

"Bad, isn't it?" Mdlinari said, resting his head on his arms. 'Get Teagarden in
here,' he instructed a robant. 'I want himto confer with Dr Sweetscent; tel
himto be prepared to nmake a di agnosis on the spot.

"Secretary,' Freneksy said, 'we cannot continue unless you turn attention to
what |'msaying. My request for a million and a half Terran males and fermales to
work in Enpire factories — did you hear that? This crucial requisition nust be
honored at once; transport of these entities must begin no later than the end of
this week, your tine.'

"Um' Mlinari nmurmured. 'Yes, Mnister, | heard; |'m pondering this request."’

"There is nothing to ponder,' Freneksy said. 'It nust be achieved if we are to
hold the line on Front C, where reeg pressure i s now greatest. A breakthrough is
i mm nent, and Terran brigades have not—

"I"lIl have to consult with nmy Labor Secretary,' Mlinari said, after a |long
pause. 'Get his approval.

"W nust have the one and a half million of your people!’

Reaching into his jacket, Mlinari fished out his fol ded sheets of paper
"Mnister, this statement which | —

‘Do | have your prom se?" Freneksy demanded. 'So that we can go on to other
matters, now?'

"I"'msick,' Mlinari said.
There was sil ence.

At | ast Freneksy said thoughtfully, 'I amaware. Secretary, that your health has
not been good for years now. Therefore | took the liberty of bringing an Enpire
physician with ne to this conference. This is Dr Gornel.' On the far side of the
table a | ank-faced ' Starnan nodded curtly to the Mdle. "I would Iike himto
exam ne you, with a view toward naki ng a permanent correction of your physica
probl ens. '

' Thank you, Mnister,' Mlinari said. 'Your kindness in bringing Dr Gornel is
deeply appreci ated. However, | have my own staff physician here, Dr Sweetscent.
He and Dr Teagarden are about to perform an exploratory exam nation to determ ne
the cause of ny hypertension.

' Now?' Freneksy said, and showed, for the first tine, a trace of genuine
enotion. Amazed anger.

"My bl ood pressure is dangerously high,' Mlinari explained. 'If it continues
I"lI'l lose ny eyesight. In fact already |I'msuffering inpaired vision." In a | ow
voice he said to Eric, 'Doctor, everything around ne has becone din | think I'm
al ready blind. Where the hell's Teagarden?
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Eric said, 'l can seek for the source of the hypertension, Secretary; | have the
necessary diagnostic instrunents with ne.' He reached into his case once nore.
"“Initially I'lIl give you an injection of radioactive salts which will carry

t hrough your bl oodstream—

"I know,' Modlinari said. 'And collect at the source of the vasoconstriction. CGo
ahead.' He rolled up his sleeve and held out his furry arm Eric pressed the
sel f-cl eansi ng head of the injecting tube against a vein near the el bow and
pressed the tab

Severely, Mnister Freneksy said, 'What is taking place, Secretary? Can't we
continue with the conference?

"Yes, go ahead,' Mdlinari said, nodding. 'Dr Sweetscent is nerely making an
expl oration to—

"Medical matters bore me,' Freneksy interrupted. 'Secretary, there is a further

proposal | wish to make to you now. First, | would like to have ny physician, Dr
CGornel, placed permanently on your staff to supervise your nedical care.
Secondly, | have been informed by the Enpire counter-intelligence agency

operating here on Terra that a group of nalcontents, desiring an end to Terra's
participation in the war, are planning your assassination; hence | w sh, for
your safety, to provide you with a perpetual arned guard of 'Starnen comrando
troops who will, by their extreme courage and determ nation and efficiency,
protect your person at all times. They nunber twenty-five, an adequate number
given their unique quality.'

"What?' Molinari said. He shuddered. 'Wat do you find, doctor? He seened
confused now, unable to keep his attention fixed on both Eric and the progess of
the conference. 'Wait, Mnister.' To Eric he nurnmured, 'Wat the hell do you
find, doctor? O did you just tell me? Sorry.' He rubbed his forehead. 'I'm
blind!" H's voice was filled with panic. 'Do sonething doctor!"’

Eric, exam ning the sighting graph which traced the novenent of the radioactive
salts in Molinari's circulatory system said, 'There appears to be a stricture
of the renal artery which passes through your right kidney. A ring which—

"I know,' Mdlinari said, nodding. 'l knew the stricture was in my right Kkidney;
I"ve had it before. You'll have to operate, doctor, and cut the ring or it'll
kill me.' He seemed too weak now to raise his head; he sat slunped over, face in

his hands. 'God, | feel terrible,' he nunbled. Then he raised his head and said
to Freneksy, 'Mnister, | nust undergo an i mredi ate corrective operation to
relieve this arterial stricture. W'Il have to postpone this discussion.' He
rose to his feet, swayed, and then fell noisily back; Eric and the man fromthe
state caught him hel ped himback into his chair. The Ml e seemed incredibly
heavy and inert; Eric could hardly support him even wth assistance.

Freneksy decl ared, The conference nust continue.'

"All right," Mlinari gasped. 'I'll have the operation while you talk.' He
nodded weakly to Eric. 'Don't wait for Teagarden; get started.'

"Here?' Eric said

"It'"ll have to be,' Mlinari whinpered. 'Cut the ring, doctor, or I'mdead. |I'm
dying — | know it.' He slunped, then, against the table. And this tinme he did
not draw hinself back up to a sitting position; he renmai ned as he was. Like sone
great discarded, tossed sack.

At the far end of the table UN Vice Secretary Rick Prindle said to Eric, 'Begin,
doctor. As he said, it's urgent; you know that.' Obviously he — and the others
present — had been through this before.
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Freneksy said, 'Secretary, will you enpower M Prindle to take your officia
place in Terra-Lilistar negotiations?

There was no answer from Molinari; he had passed into unconsci ousness.

Fromhis case Eric lifted a small surgical homeostatic unit; it would suffice —

he hoped — for the delicate operation. Drilling its own path, and closing the
passage behind it, the tool would penetrate the dermal |ayer and then the
omentumuntil it reached the renal stricture, whereupon, if it was behaving

properly, it would begin construction of a plastic bypass for the arteria
section; this would be safer, at the nonent, than attenpting to renove the ring

The door opened and Dr Teagarden entered; he hurried up to Eric, saw Mdlinari
| yi ng unconscious with his head on the table, said, 'Are you prepared to
oper at e?"

"I have the equipnent; yes, |'mready.
"No artiforg, of course?
"It isn't necessary.'

Teagarden took hold of Mdlinari by the wist, neasured his pul se; then he
whi pped out a stethoscope, unbuttoned the Secretary's jacket and shirt, |istened
to his heart. 'Wak and irregular. W'd better cool himoff.

"Yes,' Eric agreed, and brought a col d-pak assenbly fromhis case.

Freneksy, coming over to see, said, 'You're going to |l ower his body tenperature
during the operation?

"Yes, we'll put himout,' Eric said. The netabolic processes—

"I don't care to hear,' Freneksy said. 'Biological mtters do not interest ne;

all 1 amconcerned with is the evident fact that the Secretary is unable to
continue at present with this discussion. A discussion for which we have
travel ed a nunber of light-years.' His face displayed a dull, baffled anger

whi ch he coul d not suppress.
Eric said, 'W have no choice, Mnister. Mlinari is dying.'
"I realize that,' Freneksy said, and wal ked away, his fists clenched.

"He's technically dead,' Teagarden said, still listening to Mdlinari's heart
action. 'Put the freeze into effect at once, doctor.

Eric swiftly attached the cold-pak to Mdlinari's neck, started its
sel f-contai ned conpression-circuit up. The cold radiated out fromit; he let go
and turned his attention to the surgical tool

M ni ster Freneksy conferred, speaking in his own tongue, with the Enpire doctor;
he lifted his head all at once and said crisply, 'l would Ilike Dr Gornel to
assist in this operation.'

Vice Secretary Prindle spoke up. 'It can't be pernmitted. Mlinari has given
strict orders that only his own staff doctors, chosen by hinself personally, are
to touch his person.' He nodded to Tom Johannson and his corps of Secret Service
men; they noved closer to Mlinari

"Why?' Freneksy asked.
"They're familiar with his case history,' Prindle said woodenly.

Freneksy shrugged, wal ked away; he seened even nore baffl ed now, even
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bewi | dered. 'It's inconceivable to nme,' he said aloud, his back to the table,
"that this could be pernmitted to happen, that Secretary Mlinari could let his
physi cal condition deteriorate to such a point.'

To Teagarden, Eric said, 'Has this happened before?

"You nmean has Mdlinari died during a conference with the 'Starnen?' Teagarden
smled reflexively. '"Four times. Right here in this room even in the sane
chair. You may start your borer, now.'

Pl aci ng the honeostatic surgical tool against Mlinari's |ower right side, Eric
activated it; the device, the size of a shot glass, at once flung itself into
activity, delivering first a strong | ocal anaesthetic and then beginning its
task of cutting its way to the renal artery and the ki dney.

The only sound in the room now was the whirring caused by the action of the
tool; everyone, including Mnster Freneksy, watched it disappear from sight,
burrowing into Mdlinari's heavy, notionless, slunped body.

' Teagarden,' Eric said, '| suggest that we keep— He stood back and lit a
cigarette. 'Watch for a case of hypertension occurring sonewhere here in the
Wi te House, another partially blocked renal artery or—

"It's come up already. A nmaid on the third floor. Hereditary malformation, as it
has to be of course. But conming to a crisis in this woman during the |ast
twenty-four hours because of an overdose of anphetani nes; she began to | ose her
sight and we decided to go ahead and operate — that's where | was when summoned
here. | was just finishing up.'

" Then you know,' FEric said.

' Know what ?' Teagarden's voice was | ow, conceal ed fromthose across the table.
"W' || discuss it later. But | can assure you that | know nothing. Nor do you.

Conming over to them M nister Freneksy said, 'How soon will Mdlinari be capable
to resuming this discussion?

Eri c and Teagarden gl anced at each other. Caught each other's eye.
"Hard to say,' Teagarden said presently.

"Hours? Days? Weks? Last tine it was ten days.' Freneksy's face withed with

i npotence. 'l amsinply unable to remain here on Terra that |ong; the conference
will have to be rescheduled for later in the year if it's to be a wait of nore
than seventy-two hours.' Behind himhis consulting staff, his mlitary and

i ndustrial and protocol advisers, were already putting their notes away in their
bri ef cases, closing up shop

Eric said, 'Probably he won't be strong enough within the two-day period
generally allowed in cases like this; his over-all condition is too—

Turning to Prindle, Mnister Freneksy said, 'And you decline any authority as
Vice Secretary to speak in his place? What an abominable situation! It's obvious
why Terra— He broke off. 'Secretary Mdlinari is a personal friend of mne,' he
said, then. '"I'mkeenly concerned as to his welfare. But why nust Lilistar bear
the major burden in this war? Wiy can Terra go on draggi ng her feet

i ndefinitely?

Nei t her Prindle nor the two doctors answered.

In his own | anguage Freneksy spoke to his del egation; they rose en nasse,
obvi ously prepared to depart.
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The conference, because of Mdlinari's sudden near-fatal illness, had been call ed
off. At least for now Eric felt overwhelning relief.

Through his illness Mdlinari had escaped. But only tenporarily.

Nevert hel ess, that was sonething. That was enough. The million and a half
Terrans, demanded by Lilistar for its factories, would not be rounded up ..
Eric gl anced at Teagarden, exchanged a brief flash of agreenment and

conpr ehensi on. Meanwhi |l e, the borer went about its task, unaided, whining on

A psychosomatic, hypochrondiacal illness had protected the lives of a great nany
people and it made Eric rethink, already, the value of nedicine, the effect of
bringing about a 'cure' for Mdlinari's condition

It seemed to himas he listened to the borer at work that he was now begi nni ng

to understand the situation — and what was really required of himby the ailing
U N Secretary who | ay agai nst the conference table, neither seeing nor hearing,
in a state where the problenms of the discussion with Mnister Freneksy did not

exi st.

Later, in his well-guarded bedroom G no Mlinari sat propped up on pillows,
weakly contenpl ati ng the honeopape the New York Tines, which had been pl aced at
hi s di sposal .

"It's okay to read, isn't it, doctor?" he nmurnured faintly.

"I think so,' Eric said. The operation had been totally successful; the el evated
bl ood pressure had been restored to a normal plateau, comrensurate with the
patient's age and general condition

'Look at what the papes are able to get wind of." Mlinari passed the first
section to Eric.

PCLI CY MEET CALLED OFF ABRUPTLY DUE TO
SECRETARY' S | LLNESS. ' STAR DELEGATI ON
HEADED BY FRENEKSY | N SECLUSI ON.

"How do they find those things out? Mdlinari conplained peevishly. 'CGod, it
makes me | ook bad; makes it obvious | finked out at a crucial time.' He glared
at Eric. 'If | had any guts |1'd have stood up to Freneksy on that |abor-force
conscription demand.' He shut his eyes wearily. 'I knew the demand was comi ng.
Knew it | ast week, even.'

"Don't blanme yourself,' Eric said. How much of the physiological fugal dynam sm
was conprehensible to Modlinari? None of it, evidently; Mlinari not only did not
grasp the purpose of his illness — he did not even approve of it. And so it
continued to function at an unconsci ous | evel

But how | ong can this go on? Eric wondered. Wth such a powerful dichotony

bet ween consci ous aspiration and unconscious will to escape ... perhaps,
finally, an illness would be produced fromwhich the Secretary woul d never
energe; it would not only be fatal, it would be final

The door to the next room opened; there stood Mary Rei neke.

Taking her by the arm Eric |led her back out into the hall, shutting the door
after them 'Can't | see hin?' she demanded indignantly.

‘In a minute.'" He studied her, still unable to determine just how well| she
understood the situation. 'I want to ask you sonething. Has Mdlinari undergone
any psychiatric therapy or analysis that you know of ?' No nention existed in the
file ; but he had a hunch
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"Why should he?" Mary toyed with the zipper of her skirt. 'He's not crazy.
That certainly was true; he nodded. 'But his physical =

"G no has had back luck. That's why he's always getting sick. You know no
psychiatrist is going to change his luck.' Mary Rei neke added with rel uctance,
"Yes, he did consult an anal yst once, last year, a fewtines. But that's a top
secret; if the honeopapes got hold of it—

"G ve nme the analyst's nane.'

"The hell 1 will." Her black eyes snapped with hostile triunph; she glared at
hi m unwi nkingly. 'I won't even tell Dr Teagarden, and him1 Iike.
"After watching Gno's illness in action | feel |—

'The analyst,' Mary broke in, 'is dead. G no had himkill ed.
Eric stared at her.

'Quess why.' She smled with the randommalice of a teen-age girl, the
pur posel ess, delicious cruelty which took himback in a flash to his own

boyhood. To the agonies such girls had caused himbefore. 'It was sonething the
anal yst said. About Gno's illness. | don't know what it was but | assune he was
on the right track ... as you think you are. So do you really want to be so
clever?

"You remind ne,' he said, 'of Mnister Freneksy.
She pushed by him toward Gno's door. 'l want to go on in; good-by.'
"Did you know that G no died there in that conference roomtoday?

'Yes, he had to. Just for a few nonments, of course; not |ong enough to nuddle

his brain cells. And of course you and Teagarden cool ed himright down; | know
about that, too. Wiy do | remi nd you of Freneksy, that crulp!' She cane back
toward him studying himintently. '"I"'mnot like himat all. You' re just trying
to nake ne sore so I'll tell you sonething.'

Eric said, 'What do you think | want you to tell ne?

"About G no's suicide inpulses.' She spoke matter-of-factly. 'He has them
everybody knows that. That's why | was brought here by his relatives, to make
sure sonebody spent every night with him snuggled right up against himin bed
every hour or watching himwhile he paces around when he can't sleep. He can't
be alone at night; he's got to have ne to talk to. And | can talk sense to him-
you know, restore his perspective at four o' clock in the norning. That's hard to
do but | do it.'" She sniled. 'See? Do you have sonebody to do that for you
doctor? At your four a.m nonents?

Presently he shook his head no.

"A shame. You need it. Too bad | can't do it for you, too, but one's enough.
Anyhow you're not nmy type. But good |uck — maybe someday you'll find soneone
like me.' Opening the door, she disappeared. He stood alone in the corridor,
feeling futile. And, all at once, extrenely |lonely.

I wonder what becane of the analyst's files? he thought nechanically, turning
his mnd back to his job. No doubt G no had them destroyed, so as not to fal
into 'Star hands.

That's right, he thought. It is about four a.m when it hits hardest. But
there's no one else like you, he thought. So that's that.
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'Dr Sweetscent ?'
He gl anced up. A Secret Service man had approached him ' Yes.

"Doctor, there's a wonman outsi de who says she's your wife; she wants to be
admtted to the building.

"It can't be,' Eric said, with fear
"You want to cone with ne and see if you can identify her, please?

Automatically he fell in beside the Secret Service man. Tell her to go away,' he
sai d. No, he thought, that won't do; you don't handle your problens |ike that,
like a child waving a wand. '| have no doubt it's Kathy,' he said. 'Followed ne
here after all. In the name of God — what dreadful luck. Did you ever feel this
way?' he asked the Secret Service man. 'Did you ever find yourself unable to
live with soneone you had to live with?

"Nope,' the Secret Service man said unfeelingly, |eading the way.

TEN

Hs wife stood in a corner of the outside conpound which was the Wite House
recei ving room reading a honeopape, the New York Tines; she wore a dark coat
and a good deal of nake-up. Her skin, however, |ooked pal e and her eyes seened
enornous, filled w th anguish.

As he entered the conpound she glanced up and said, 'I'mreadi ng about you; it
seens you operated on Mdlinari and saved his life. Congratulations.' She sniled
at himbut it was a bleak, trenbling snmle. 'Take nme somewhere and buy ne a cup
of coffee; | have a lot to tell you.

"You've got nothing to tell me,
of his voice

he said, unable to keep his stunned di snay out

"I had a major insight after you left,' Kathy said.
"So did 1. It was that we'd done the right thing by splitting up.
"That's strange, because ny insight was just the opposite,' she said.

‘"I see that. Oobviously. You're here. Listen: by law |l don't have to live with
you. Al I'mrequired to do—

"You ought to listen to what | have to say,' Kathy said steadily. "It wouldn't
be norally right for you just to walk off; that's too easy.'

He sighed. Useful philosophy by which to achieve one's goals. But neverthel ess
he was snared. 'Okay,' he agreed. 'l can't do that, just as | couldn't honestly
deny you're ny wife. So let's have the coffee.' He felt fatalistic. Perhaps it
was an attenuated formof his self-destructive instinct. In any case he had
given in; taking her arm he guided her along the passage, past the Wite House
guards, toward the nearest cafeteria. 'You |ook bad,' he said. 'Your color. And
you're too tense.'

"I've had a bad tinme,' she admtted, 'since you left. | guess I'mreally
dependent on you.'

"Synbiosis,' he said. 'Unhealthy."'
‘"It's not that!'

"Sure it is. This proves it. No, I'"'mnot going to go back with you on the old
basis.' He felt — at least for the noment —deterni ned; he was prepared to fight
it out, here and now. Eyeing her, he said, 'Kathy, you | ook quite sick.
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'That's because you' ve been hangi ng around the Ml e; you' re getting used to a
sick environment. |'mperfectly well, just alittle tired."'

But she | ooked — smaller. As if sonething in her had dw ndl ed away, as if she
had dried up. It was alnbst — age. Yet not quite. Could their separation have
done this nuch danage? He doubted it. His wife, since he had seen her |ast, had
becone frail, and he did not like this; despite his aninpbsity he felt concern

"You better get a nultiphasic,' he said. 'A conplete check-up.'

"Christ,' Kathy said, 'I'"mokay. | nmean, 1'll be okay, if you and | can iron out
our m sunderstandi ng and—

"The termination of a relationship,' he said, 'is not a msunderstanding. It's a
reorgani zation of Iife.'" He got his coffee cup and hers, filled both fromthe
di spenser, paid the robant cashier

When they had seated thenselves at a table, Kathy |lit a cigarette and said, 'Al
right, suppose | admit it; without you I'mconpletely falling apart. Do you
care?'

"I care, but that doesn't nean—

"You'd just let ne fade away and perish.’

"I have one sick man who occupies all ny tinme and attention. | can't heal you
too.' Especially, he thought, when | don't genuinely want to.

"But all you have to do is— She sighed, sipped her coffee glunly; her hand
trenbl ed, he noticed, in an al most pseudo Parki nsonism 'Nothing. Just accept me
back. Then I'Il be well.’

"No,' he said. 'l frankly don't believe it. You're sicker than that; there's
sonme other cause.' I'mnot in the nmedical profession by nistake, he thought.

can spot a thoroughgoing illness pattern when | see it. But he could not

di agnose it beyond that. 'I think you know what ails you,' he said bluntly. 'You

could tell ne if you cared to. This nmakes nme nore wary than ever; you're not
telling nme all that you should, you' re not being honest or responsible, and
that's a hell of a basis on which to—

"Ckay!' She stared at him 'I'msick; | admit it! But let's just say it's ny
busi ness; you don't have to worry.'

"I'd say,' he said, 'that there's been neurol ogi cal danage.'
Her head jerked; what col or she had now drai ned from her face.

"I think,' he said suddenly, '"that |I'mgoing to do something | genuinely think
may be premature and overly drastic, but I'lIl try it and see what comes of it.
I'"mgoing to have you arrested."'

' Good God why?' Panic stricken, she gazed at him now speechl ess; her hands
lifted in defense, then fell back

He rose, wal ked over to a cafeteria enployee. 'Mss,' he said, 'would you have a
Secret Service nan cone to ny table? He pointed to his table.

"Yes sir,' the woman said, blinking but unperturbed. She turned to a busboy who,
wi t hout further discussion, scanpered off into the kitchen.

Eric returned to his table, reseated hinself opposite Kathy. He resuned si pping
his coffee, trying to keep hinself calmand at the same time bracing hinmself for
the scene that |lay ahead. 'My rationale,' he said, 'is that it's for your own
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good. O course | don't know yet. But | think it'll turn out that way. And
think you know it.'

Bl anched, wi zened with fright, Kathy inplored. "1'Ill leave. Eric; I'lIl go back
to San Di ego — okay?

"No,' he said. 'You got yourself into this by com ng here; you nmade it ny
busi ness. So you'll have to suffer the consequences. As they say.' He felt
conpletely rational and in control; it was a bad situation but he sensed the
possibilities of sonmething inmnent which was far worse.

Kat hy said huskily, 'Okay, Eric. I'll tell you what it is. |'ve got nyself

addi cted to JJ-180. That's the drug | told you about, the drug we all, including
Mar m Hasti ngs, took. Now you know. | have nothing nore to say; that covers it.
And |'ve taken it once since. And just one exposure is addicting. As you no
doubt realize; after all, you are a doctor.

"Who el se knows?'
" Jonas Ackerman.'
"You got it through Tijuana Fur & Dye? From our subsidiary?

"Y-yes.' She did not meet his gaze. Presently she added, That's why Jonas knows;
he got it for me — but don't tell anybody that. Please.’

Eric said, 'l won't.' His mnd had begun to function properly again, thank God.
Was this the drug which Don Festenburg had obliquely referred to? The term
JJ-180 roused dornant nenories; he tried to straighten themout. 'You nade a
hell of a mstake,' he said, 'fromwhat | renenber hearing about Frohedadri ne,
as it's also called. Yes, Hazeltine makes it.

At the table a Secret Service man appeared. 'Yes, doctor?

"I just wanted to informyou that this wonman is ny wife, as she says. And |I'd
like to have her cleared to remain here with nme.'

"All right, doctor. W'Il run a routine security probe on her. But I'mcertain
it's okay.' The Secret Service man nodded and depart ed.

' Thanks,' Kathy said presently.

"I consider addiction to such a toxic drug a major illness,' Eric said. 'In this
day and age worse than cancer or a nassive cardiac arrest. It's obvious | can't
dump you. You'll probably have to enter a hospital; you' re probably aware of
that already. 1'll contact Hazeltine, find out all they know ... but you

understand it may be hopel ess.
"Yes.' She ducked her head in a spasnodi ¢ nod.

" Anyhow, you seemto have a great deal of courage.' He reached out, took hold of
her hand; it was dry and cold. Lifeless. He let it go. 'That has al ways been one
thing 1've admired in you — you're not a coward. Of course that's how you got
yourself into this in the first place, by having the guts to try some new
substance. Well, so now we're back together.' G ued fast to each other by your
possi bly fatal drug habit, he thought with norose despair. Wat a reason to
resune our marriage. It was just a little too nuch for him

"You're a good egg, too,' Kathy said.
‘Do you have any nore of the stuff?

She hesitated. 'N-no.
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"You're 1ying.

"I won't give it up. 1'd rather |leave you and try to make it on ny own.' Her
fear had becone, monentarily, obstinate defiance. 'Look, if I'm hooked on JJ-180
I can't give you the supply | possess — that's what it neans to be hooked! |
don't want to take any nore; | have to take it. Anyhow, there's not much.' She
shuddered. 'It makes me wish | were dead; that goes w thout saying. God, | don't
know how | got nyself into this.

"What's the experience like? | understand it involves tine.'

'Yes, you |lose your fixed point of reference; you pass easily back and forth.
What |'d like to do is put nmyself at the service of soneone or sonething, find a
use for the period that I'min the hands of. Could the Secretary use me? FEric,
maybe | could get us out of the war; | could warn Ml inari before he signs the
Pact of Peace.' Her eyes glowed with hope. '"Isn't it worth trying?

' Maybe so.' However, he recalled Festenburg's statenents on the subject; perhaps
Mol i nari had use of JJ-180 already. But the Mdle clearly had not tried — or been
able — to find a route back to pre-pact days. Perhaps the drug affected each
person uni quely. Mny stinulant, hallucinogenic drugs did.

"Can | get access to himthrough you?' Kathy asked.

"Il — suppose so.' But sonething sprang to life inside himand nade himwary. 'It
woul d take tine. R ght now he's recovering fromthe ki dney operation, as you
seemto know.'

She shook her head then, nodding with pain. 'Jesus, | feel awful, Eric. Like I'm
not going to survive. You know... inpending disaster. Gve ne a bunch of
tranquilizers; it mght help alittle.' She held out her hand and agai n he saw
How badly it shook. Even worse, it seemed, than before.

"I"lIl put you in the building's infirmary,' he decided, rising to his feet. 'For
the tinme being. Wiile | figure out what to do. I'd prefer not to give you any
medi cation, though; it mght further potentiate the drug. Wth a new substance
you never —

Kat hy broke in, '"Want to know what | did, Eric, while you were off getting the
Secret Service? | dropped a cap of JJ-180 into your coffee cup. Don't laugh; I'm
serious. It's true, and you've drunk it. So you're addicted now. The effects
shoul d begin any tine; you' d better get out of this cafeteria and to your own
conapt, because they're enornous.' Her voice was flat and drab. 'I did it
because | thought you were going to have ne arrested; you said you were and
believed you. So it's your own fault. I'msorry ... | wish | hadn't, but anyhow
now you have a notive for curing ne; you' ve got to find a solution. | just

coul dn't depend on your sheer goodw |Il; we've had too nmuch troubl e between us.
Isn't that so?

He managed to say, '|I've heard that about addicts in general; they like to hook
ot her people.’

"Do you forgive ne?" Kathy asked, also rising.

"No," he said. He felt wathful and dizzy. Not only do | not forgive you, he
thought, but I'Il do everything | can to deny you a cure; nothing neans anything
to ne now except getting back at you. Even my own cure. He felt pure, absolute
hate for her. Yes, this was what she woul d do; this was his wife. This was
precisely why he had tried to get away.

"W're in this together,' Kathy said.

As steadily as possible he wal ked toward the exit of the cafeteria step by step,
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past the tables, people. Leaving her.

He al nost made it. He al npbst.

Everything returned. But totally different. New. Changed.

Across from hi m Don Festenburg | eaned back, said, 'You' re lucky. But |1'd better
explain this. Here. The calendar.' He pushed a brass object; across the desk
Eric saw. 'You've noved slightly over one year ahead.' Eric stared. Sightlessly.
O nate inscriptions. 'This is June 17, 2056. You're one of the happy few the
drug affects this way. Most of them wander off into the past and get bogged down
in manufacturing alternate universes; you know, playing God until at |ast the
nerve destruction is too great and they degenerate to randomtwi tches.

Eric tried to think of something useful to say. Could not.

'Save yourself the effort,’ Festenburg said, seeing himstruggle. 'I can do the
talking; you'll only be here a fewmnutes so let ne get it said. A year ago,
when you were given JJ-180 in the building cafeteria, | was fortunate enough to

get in on the flurry; your wi fe becanme hysterical and you of course —
di sappeared. She was taken in tow by the Secret Service and she admitted her
addi ction and what she had done.'

"Ch.' The room dropped and rose as he refl exively nodded.

"So that — you're feeling better? So anyhow, but now Kathy is cured, but we
won't go into that; it hardly matters.'

"What about —

"Yes, your problem Your addiction. There was no cure then, a year ago. However,
you'll be gratified to hear that there is now It came into being a couple of
mont hs ago, and |'ve been waiting for you to show up — so nuch nore i s known
about JJ-180 now that | was privileged to conpute alnost to the m nute when and
where you' d appear.' Reaching into his runpled coat pocket, Festenburg brought
out a small glass bottle. This is the antidote which TF&D s subsidi ary now

manuf actures. Wuld you like it? If you took it now, twenty milligranms, you' d be
free of your addiction even after you return to your own tine.' He smled, his
sallow face winkling unnaturally. 'But — there are problens.'

Eric said, 'How is the war goi ng?

Deprecatingly, Festenburg said, 'Wat do you care? Good God, Sweetscent; your
|ife depends on this bottle — you don't know what addiction to that stuff is
like!"

'I's Molinari still alive?

Fest enburg shook his head. 'Mnutes he's got and he wants to know about the
Mol e's state of health. Listen.' He | eaned toward Eric, his nouth turned down

poutingly, his face puffy with agitation. 'l want to nmake a deal, doctor. |I'm

asking astonishingly little in return for these nedication tablets. Please do

business with me; the next time you take the drug — if you' re not cured — you'l
go ten years into the future and that'll be too late, too far.'

Eric said, 'Too late for you, but not for ne. The cure will still exist.'

"You won't even ask what | want in return?
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"Why not ?'
Eric shrugged. 'I don't feel confortable; |I'm being subjected to pressure and
don't care for that — I'lIl take ny chances with the drug without you.' It was

sufficient nmerely to know that a cure existed. Such know edge obliterated his
anxiety and left himfree to do as he liked. 'Obviously, my best bet is to use
the drug as often as physiologically possible, two or three times, going farther
into the future each tine, and then when its destructive effects becone too
great —

'Even one use,' Festenburg said between his clenched teeth, 'causes irreversible
brain damage. You damm fool - you've already used it too much. You saw your
wi fe; you want that damage for yourself?

After a nonment, considering deeply, Eric said, 'For what |'Il get out of it,
yes. By the tinme |I've used it twice I'lIl know the outcone of the war and if the
outcone is unfavorable possibly I'lIl be in a position to advise Mlinari howit

could be avoided. What's ny health conpared to that?' He was silent then; it
seened perfectly clear to him There was nothing to discuss: he sat waiting for
the effects of the drug to wear off. He waited to return to his own tine.

Opening the gl ass bottle, Festenburg poured out the white tablets; he dropped
themto the floor and ground themto dust under his heel

"Did it occur to you,' Festenburg said, 'that within the next ten years Terra
may be so destroyed in the war that TF&D s subsidiary may no |longer be in a
position to supply this antidote?

It had not occurred to him although jolted, he nmanaged not to showit. 'W']I
see,' he nurnured.

"Frankly | have no know edge of the future. However, | have know edge of the
past — of your future, this last year.' He produced a honeopape, which he turned
toward Eric and spread out on the desk. 'Six nonths follow ng your experience in
the Wiite House cafeteria. It'll interest you.'

Eric scanned the lead article and its headline.

SWEETSCENT | MPLI CATED AS PRI ME MOVER | N
DOCTOR S PLOT AGAI NST ACTI NG UN SECRETARY
DONALD FESTENBURG, HELD BY SECRET SERVI CE

Abruptly Festenburg whi pped the newspaper away, crunpling it and tossing it
behind him 'I1'm not saying what becane of Mlinari — find that out for
yoursel f, since you're uninterested in reaching a rational agreement with ne.'

After a pause Eric said, 'You ve had a year to print up a fake of the Tines. |
seemto recall that such has been done before in political history . . . Joseph
Stalin did it to Lenin during Lenin's |ast year. Had a conpletely phony edition
of Pravda printed, given to Lenin, who—

"My uniform' Festenburg said wildly, his face dark red and quivering as if it
were about to burst. 'Look at mny shoul der patches!

"Why couldn't that be faked, too? I'mnot saying it is, or that the honeopape
was faked.' After all, he was not in a position to know one way or another. 'I'm
merely saying it could be, and that's enough to cause ne to suspend mny

j udgenent .’

Wth enornous effort Festenburg nanaged to gain partial control of hinself. 'All
right; you're playing cautious. This entire experience is disorienting for you —
| understand. But doctor, be realistic for a nonent; you' ve seen the pape, you
know that in a way which I'mnot specifying | succeeded Mdlinari as UN
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Secretary. Plus the fact that six nonths fromyour own tinme period you were
caught red-handed conspiring agai nst nme. And—

"Acting UN Secretary,' Eric amended.
"What ?' Festenburg stared at him

"Apro tern situation is inplied. Transitional. And | wasn't — or won't be -
caught "red-handed." The pape nerely relates an accusation; there's been no
trial, no conviction. | could be innocent. | could be about to be framed, and by
you. Again, recall Stalin during his last year, the so-called—

"Don't lecture ne in my own field!' Yes, | know of the situation you related,;
know how conpletely Stalin fooled the dying Lenin. And | know about the doctor's
pl ot, paranoi acally engineered by Stalin during his final illness. Ckay—
Festen-burg's voice was steady. 'l admit it. That honeopape which | showed you
just now — it was faked.'

Eric sm | ed.

"And I'mnot Acting UN Secretary,' Festenburg continued. 'But as to what
actually has happened —I'I|l leave it to you to guess. And you're not going to
be able to; you're going to return to your own tine a few nonments from now
knowi ng not hing, not a damm thing, about the world of the future — whereas if
you had nade a few deals with nme you could know everything.' He gl owered at
Eric.

"l guess,' Eric said, 'I'"'ma fool.'

"More than that: pol ynorphic perverse. You could be going back arnmed with

i ncredi bl e weapons — in the figurative sense, of course — to save yourself, your
wife, Molinari. And for one year you'll stew ... assumng that you survive your
drug addiction that long. W'll see.'

For the first time Eric felt a wavering doubt. Was he making an error? After
all, he had not even heard what he would need to pony up in order to consummate
the deal. But now the antidote had been destroyed; it was too late. This was
just talk.

Ri sing, Eric took a quick |ook out of the window at the city of Cheyenne.
The city was in ruins.

Wil e he stood staring at that he felt the reality of the room the
substantiality of what he saw, ebb; it eased away from himand he clutched at
it, trying to retain it.

"Much luck, doctor,' Festenburg said hollowy, and then he, too, becane a streak
of foglike wi spiness that eddied gray and indistinct around him blending with
the disintegrated remmants of the desk, the walls of the room the objects that
a monent before had been utterly stable.

He lurched — and struggled to catch hinmself. Losing his bal ance, he pitched into
the sickening experience of no weight. . . and then, with pain banging at his
head, he | ooked up, saw around himthe tables and people of the Wite House
cafeteri a.

A group had formed around him Concerned but hesitant. Unwilling to actually
touch him they remai ned spectators.

' Thanks for the help,' he grated, and got unsteadily to his feet.

The spectators nelted guiltily off to their tables, |eaving himal one. Al one —
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except for Kathy.
"You were out about three mnutes,' she said.

He said nothing; he had no desire to speak to her, to have anything to do with
her. He felt nauseated and his | egs shook under him his head felt splintered
and broken and he thought, This nust be how it feels to experience carbon
nmonoxi de poi soning. As described in the old textbooks. A sense of having inbibed
of death itself.

"Can | help you?' Kathy asked. '|I renenber how | felt the first tine.'

Eric said, '"I'll take you to the infirmary now.' He grabbed her by the arm her
purse bobbed agai nst him 'You nust have your supply in your purse,' he said,
and yanked it away from him

A monent | ater he held two el ongated spansules in his hand. Dropping theminto
hi s pocket, he returned her purse to her

' Thanks,' she said with nmassive irony.

' Thank you, too, dear. W' ve each got a lot of |ove for one another. In this new
phase of our marital relationship.'" He led her fromthe cafeteria then; she
acconpani ed hi m wi t hout resistance.

I"'mglad | didn't nake a deal with Festenburg, he thought. But Festenburg woul d
be after himagain; this was not the end. However, he possessed an advant age
over Festenburg, one which the sallow faced speech witer did not — at this date
— know of .

Fromthis encounter a year hence he knew that Festenburg had politica
anbitions. That in sonme fashion he would attenpt a coup and would try to buy
support. The UN Secretary uniformhad turned out to be ersatz, but Festenburg's
aspirations had not.

And it was entirely possible that Festenburg had not yet begun this phase of his
career.

Festenburg, in this tine period, could not take Eric Sweet-scent by surprise
because one year in the future, unknown to his present self, he had tipped his
hand. And, in doing so, had not grasped the inplications of what he had done.

It was a major political error and one which could not be retrieved. Especially
in viewof the fact that other political strategists, some with i nmense
capabilities, were on the scene.

One of these was G no Mdlinari.

After he had gotten his wife admitted to the Wiite House infirmary he placed a
vi dphone call to Jonas Ackerman at TF&D in Tijuana.

'So you know about Kathy,' Jonas said. He did not | ook happy.
"I"'mnot going to ask you why you did it," Eric said. '"I'"'mcalling in order to—

"Did what?' Jonas' face convul sed. 'She told you | put her on the stuff, did
she? Not true, Eric. Wiy should | do that? Ask yourself.

"W won't discuss that now.' There was no tinme. 'l want to find out, first if
Virgil knows anything about JJ-180."'
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'Yes, but no nbre than | do. There's not nuch—
"Let me talk to Virgil.'

Rel uctantly, Jonas switched the call to Virgil's office. Eric after a nonent
faced the old man, who |leered with guil el ess abandon when he saw who was
calling. "Eric! | read in the pape — you've already saved his life once. | knew
you'd nmake out. Now, if you can do that every day— Virgil chuckled delightedly.

"Kathy is addicted to JJ-180. | need help; | have to get her off it.'

The pl eased enotions left Virgil's face. 'That's horrible! But what can | do,
Eric? 1'd like to, of course. We all |ove Kathy around here. You' re a doctor,
Eric; you ought to be able to do sonmething for her.' He tried to babble on but
Eric interrupted.

"Tell me who to contact at the subsidiary. Wiere JJ-180 is nmde.

'"Ch yes. Hazeltine Corporation, in Detroit. Let's see . .. who should you talk
to there? Maybe Bert Hazeltine hinself. Just a nminute; Jonas is up here in ny
of fice. He's saying sonething.

Jonas appeared on the vidscreen. 'I was trying to tell you, Eric. Wen | found
out about Kathy's situation | contacted Hazeltine Corporation i mediately.
They' ve al ready sent someone out; he's on his way to Cheyenne; | figured Kathy

woul d show up there after she di sappeared. Keep Virgil and me posted as to what
progress he can make. Good luck.' He disappeared fromthe screen, evidently
relieved to have contributed his share

Thanking Virgil, Eric rang off. Rising, he at once went to the Wite House
receiving roomto see if the representative of Hazeltine Corporation had shown

up yet.

"Ch yes, Dr Sweetscent,' the girl said, checking her book. Two persons arrived
just a nmonment ago; you're being paged in the halls and in the cafeterias.' She
read the nanmes fromthe book. '"A M Bert Hazeltine and a wonan. M ss Bachi s

I"'mtrying to read her witing; | think that's it. They were sent upstairs to
your conapt.'

When he reached his conapt he found the door ajar; in the small |iving room sat
two individuals, a niddle-aged man, well dressed, in a |ong overcoat, and a

bl onde- haired woman, in her late thirties; she wore glasses and her features
wer e heavy and professionally conpetent.

"M Hazeltine? Eric said, entering with his hand out.

Both the man and the wonman rose. 'Hello, Dr Sweetscent.' Bert Hazeltine shook
hands with him This is Hilda Bachis; she's with the UN Narcotics Contro
Bureau. They had to be infornmed of your wife's situation, doctor; it's the |aw.
However —

M ss Bachis spoke up crisply, '"W're not interested in arresting or punishing
your wife, doctor; we want to help her, as you do. W' ve already arranged to see
her but we thought we'd talk with you first and then go down to the infirmary."'

In a quiet voice Hazeltine said, 'Your wife has how large a supply of the drug
with her?

'None,' Eric said.

"Let me explain to you, then,' Hazeltine said, 'the difference between
habi tuati on and addi ction. In addiction—
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‘I"'ma doctor,' Eric renminded him 'You don't have to spell it out for ne.' He
seated hinself, still feeling the effects of his bout of the drug; his head
still ached and his chest hurt when he breat hed.

" Then you realize that the drug has entered her liver netabolismand nowis
required for that metabolismto continue. If she's denied the drug she'll die
in— Hazeltine cal cul ated. 'How rmuch has she taken?' Two or three capsul es.

"Wthout it she'll die very possibly within twenty-four hours.
"And with it?

"She'll live roughly four nmonths. By that tine, doctor, we may have an anti dote;
don't think we're not trying. W've even tried artiforg transplant, removing the
l'iver and substituting—

'Then she's got to have nore of the drug,' Eric said, and he thought about
hinself. H's own situation. 'Suppose she had only taken it once. Wuld that—

"Doctor,' Hazeltine said, 'don't you understand? JJ-180 was not designhed as a
medicine; it's a weapon of war. It was intended to be capable of creating an
absol ute addiction by a single dose; it was intended to bring about extensive
nerve and brain damage. It's odorless and tasteless; you can't tell when it's
bei ng administered to you in, say, food or drink. Fromthe start we faced the
probl em of our own peopl e becom ng accidentally addicted; we were waiting unti
we had the cure and then we woul d use JJ-180 agai nst the eneny. But— He eyed
Eric. 'Your wife was not accidentally addicted, doctor. It was done with
deliberate intent. W know where she got it.' He glanced at M ss Bachis

"Your wife couldn't have obtained it from Tijuana Fur & Dye,' M ss Bachis said,
'because no quantity of the drug whatsoever has been rel eased by Hazeltine to
its parent company.'’

"Qur ally," Bert Hazeltine said. 'It was a protocol of the Pact of Peace; we had
to deliver to thema sanple of every new weapon of war produced on Terra. The UN
conpelled nme to ship a quantity of JJ-180 to Lilistar.' H's face had becone
slack with what for himwas now a stale, flat resentnent.

M ss Bachis said, The quantity of JJ-180, for security purposes, was shipped to
Lilistar in five separate containers on five separate transports. Four reached
Lilistar. One did not; the reegs destroyed it with an automnmi ne. And, since then,
we' ve heard persistent runors through our intelligence service operating within
the Enpire that 'Star agents have carried the drug back here to Terra, to use
agai nst our people.'

Eric nodded. 'All right; she didn't get it at Tijuana Fur & Dye.' But what does
it matter where Kathy had gotten it?

"So your wife,' Mss Bachis said, 'has been approached by 'Star intelligence
agents and therefore can't be kept in Cheyenne; we've already talked to the
Secret Service and she's to be transferred back to Tijuana or San Di ego. There's
no alternative; she hasn't admtted it, of course, but she's being supplied in
exchange for acting as a 'Star recruit. That could be why she foll owed you
here.'

"But,' Eric said, '"if you cut her off her supply of the drug—

"W don't intend that,' Hazeltine said. 'In fact just the opposite; the nost
t hor oughgoi ng net hod of detaching her fromthe 'Star agents is to supply her
directly fromour stock. That's policy in cases such as this ... and your wife

is not the first, doctor; we've seen this before and take nmy word for it, we
know what to do. That is, within the limted nunmber of possibilities open to us.
First, she needs the drug nerely to stay alive; that alone makes it essential to
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keep her supplied. But there's one nore fact you should know. The shi prent that
was sent to Lilistar but was destroyed by a reeg mine ... we understand now t hat
the reegs were able to sal vage portions of that ship. They obtained a mnute but
nonet hel ess real quantity of JJ-180.' He paused. They're working on a cure,
too.'

The room went sil ent.

"W don't have a cure anywhere on Terra,' Hazeltine continued, after a pause.
"Lilistar, of course, isn't even trying, despite what they nmay have told your
wife; they're sinply cranking out their own supply of the drug, no doubt to use
against us as well as the eneny. That's a fact of life. But — a cure may al ready
exi st anmong the reegs; it would be unfair and norally wong not to tell you

this. 1'mnot suggesting that you defect to the eneny; |I'mnot suggesting
anything — I'mjust being honest with you. In four nonths we may have it or we
may not; | have no way of know ng the future.'

"The drug,' Eric said, 'permits some of its users to pass into the future.'
Hazel tine and M ss Bachi s exchanged gl ances.

"True,' Hazeltine said, nodding. That's highly classified information, as you no
doubt know. | suppose you learned that fromyour wife. Is that the direction she
nmoves when she's under the influence of the drug? It's relatively rare;
withdrawal into the past seens to be the rule.’

Guardedly Eric said, 'Kathy and | have tal ked about it.

"Well,' Hazeltine said, '"it's a possibility, logically at least. To go into the
future, obtain the cure — perhaps not a quantity of it but anyhow t he fornul a;
menorize it and then return to the present, turn the formula over to our

chem sts at H Corporation. And that would be that. It seens al nost too easy,
doesn't it? The drug's effects contain the nethod for procuring the nullifying
agent, the source of a new, unknown molecule to enter the liver netabolismin

pl ace of JJ-180 ... The first objection that occurs to me is that there may
never be such an antidote, in which case going into the future is useless. After
all, there is not yet any sure cure for addiction to opiumderivatives; heroin
is still illegal and dangerous, as much so as a century ago. But another

obj ection, a deeper one, occurs to ne. Frankly — and |'ve supervised all phases
of testing JJ-180 — | feel that the tinme period entered by the subject under its
i nfluence is phony. | don't believe it's the real future or the real past.'

Then what is it?" FEric asked.

"What we at Hazeltine Corporation have maintained fromthe start; we claimthat
JJ-180 is an hal |l uci nogeni ¢ drug and we nean just that. Just because the

hal | uci nati ons seemreal, that's no criterion to go by; nost hallucinati ons seem
real whatever the cause, whether froma drug, a psychosis, brain danage, or
electrical stinulation given directly to specific areas of the brain. You nust
know t hat, doctor; a person experiencing hallucinosis doesn't nerely think he
sees, say, a tree of oranges — he really does see it. For himit's an authentic
experience, as much so as our presence here in your living room No one who's
taken JJ-180 and gone into the past has returned with any artifact; he doesn't

di sappear or—

M ss Bachis interrupted, 'l disagree, M Hazeltine. |'ve talked to a number of
JJ-180 addicts and they've given details about the past which |I'm positive they
woul dn't know except by having gone there. | can't prove it but | do believe it.

Excuse me for interrupting.'’

"Buried nenories,' Hazeltine said irritably. 'Or Christ, possibly past lives;
maybe there is reincarnation.’

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Dick%20Now%20wait%20for%20last%20year.txt (90 of 136) [1/19/03 7:43:01 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Philip%20K .Dick/Dick%20N ow%20wai t%20f or%20l ast%20year.txt

Eric said, '"If JJ-180 did induce authentic time travel it mght not constitute a
good weapon to use against the reegs. It mght give them hallucinosis, M
Hazeltine. As long as you have plans of selling it to the governnent.

"An ad homi nem argunent,' Hazeltine said. 'Attack nmy notives, not ny argunent;
I"msurprised, doctor.' He |ooked glum 'But nmaybe you're right. How do | know?
I"ve never taken it, and we've given it to no one once we discovered its

addi ctive properties; we're linmted to animal experinments, our first — and
unfortunate — human subjects, and nore recent ones such as your wi fe whomthe
"Starmen have made into addicts. And— He hesitated, then shrugged and
continued. 'And, obviously, we've given it to captured reegs in POW canps;

ot herwi se we woul d have no way of determining its effects on them'

' How have they responded?' Eric asked.

"More or |less as our own people. Conplete addiction, neurol ogical decay,
hal | uci nati ons of an overpowering order which made them apathetic to their
actual situation.' He added, half to hinmself, The things you have to do in
wartime. And they tal k about the Nazis.

M ss Bachis said, 'W nust win the war, M Hazeltine.

"Yes,' Hazeltine said lifelessly. 'Ch, you're so goddamright, M ss Bachis; how
truly right you are.' He stared sightlessly dowmn at the floor

"G ve Dr Sweetscent the supply of the drug,' M ss Bachis said.

Noddi ng, Hazeltine reached into his coat. '"Here.' He held out a flat netal tin.
"JJ-180. Legally we can't give it to your wife; we can't supply a known addi ct.
So you take it —this is a formality, obviously — and what you do with it is
your own busi ness. Anyhow, there's enough in that tin to keep her alive for as
long as she'll live.' He did not neet Eric's gaze; he continued to stare at the
floor.

Eric, as he accepted the tin, said, 'You' re not very happy about this invention
of your conpany's.

"Happy?' Hazeltine echoed. 'Ch sure; can't you see? Doesn't it show? You know,
oddl y enough, the worst has been watching the POM after they' ve taken it. They

just plain fold up, wilt; there's no remission at all for them... they live
JJ- 180, once they've touched it. They're glad to be on it; the hallucinations
are that — what should | say? —entertaining for them... no, not entertaining.

Engrossing? | don't know, but they act as if they' ve | ooked into the ultimate.
But it's one which clinically speaking, physiologically speaking, constitutes an
i nsidious hell.

"Life is short,' Eric pointed out.

"And brutish and nasty,' Hazeltine added, vaguely quoting, as if responding
unconsciously. 'l can't be fatalistic, doctor. Maybe you're lucky or snart, sone
such thing.'

"No,' Eric said. 'Hardly that.' To be a depressive was certainly not desirable;
fatalismwas not a talent but a protracted illness. 'How soon after taking
JJ-180 do the withdrawal synptons appear? In other words nust—

"You can go fromtwelve to twenty-four hours between dosages,' M ss Bachis said.
' Then the physiol ogical requirenents, the collapse of adequate |iver netabolism
sets in. It's unpleasant. So to speak.

Hazel ti ne said hoarsely, 'Unpleasant — God in heaven, be realistic; it's
unendurable. It's a death agony, literally. And the person knows it. Feels it
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wi thout being able to label it. After all, how many of us have gone into our
deat h agoni es?"

"G no Mlinari has,' Eric said. 'But he's unique.' Placing the tin of JJ-180 in
his coat pocket, he thought, So | have up to twenty-four hours before I'Il be
forced to take nmy second dose of the drug. But it could cone as soon as this
eveni ng.

So the reegs may have a cure, he thought. Wuld | go over to themto save ny
life? Kathy's life? | wonder. He did not really know.

Per haps, he thought, 1'll know after | undergo ny first bout with the wi thdrawal
synptons. And, if not that, after | detect the first signs of neurol ogica
deterioration in ny body.

It still dazed himthat his wife had, just like that, addicted him What hatred
that showed. What enornmous contenpt for the value of life. But didn't he fee

the sanme way? He renenbered his initial discussion with Gno Mlinari; his
sentinments had enmerged then and he had faced them In the final analysis he felt
as Kathy did. This one great effect of war; the survival of one individual seens
trivial. So perhaps he could blane it on the war. That would make it easier.

But he knew better

ELEVEN
On his way to the infirmary to turn over to Kathy her supply of the drug, he
found hinmself facing unbelievably, the slumped, ill figure of Gno Mlinari. In

his wheel chair the UN Secretary sat with his heavy wool rug over his knees, his
eyes withing like separate living things, pinning Eric into inmobility.

" Your conapt was bugged,' Mdlinari said. 'Your conversation with Hazeltine and
Bachi s was picked up, recorded, and delivered in transcript formto ne.'

"So quickly? Eric managed to say. Thank God he had nmade no reference to his own
addi cti on.

"Get her out of here,’ Mlinari moaned. 'She's a 'Star fink; she'll do anything
— | know. This has happened before.' He was shaking. 'As a matter of fact she's
al ready out of here; ny Secret Service nen grabbed her and took her to the
field, to a 'copter. So | don't know why |'mgetting nyself upset like this
intellectually | know the situation's in hand.

"If you have a transcript you know that M ss Bachis already arranged for Kathy
to—

"I know Al right.' Mlinari panted for breath, his face unhealthy and raw, his
skin hung in folds, dark winkled wattles of |oose flesh. 'See how Lilistar
operates? Using our own drug against us; it's just |like the bastards, sonething

they'd get a kick out of. W ought to drop it in their reservoirs. | let you in
here and then you let your wife in; to obtain that crap, that mserable drug,
she'd be willing to do anything — assassinate ne if they asked her to. | know
everything there is to know about Frohedadrine; |I'mthe one who t hought up the
nane. Fromthe German Froh, neaning joy, and the Latin heda-, the root for

pl easure. Drine, of course— He broke off, his swollen lips twitching. 'I'mtoo
sick to get agitated like this; |'m supposed to be recovering fromthat
operation. Are you trying to heal nme or kill nme, doctor? O do you know?'

Eric said, 'l don't know.' He felt confused, nunbed; this was just too nuch.

"You | ook bad. This is tough on you, even though according to your security file
and your own statenents you detest your wife — and her you. | guess you figure
if you' d stayed wih her she wouldn't have become an addict. Listen: everyone
has to live his own life; she has to take the responsibility. You didn't nake
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her do it. She decided to do it. Does that help you? Feel any better?' He
scanned Eric's face for his reaction.

"I''"l'l — be okay,' Eric said briefly.

"In a pig's ass. You | ook as bad as she does; | went down there to have a | ook
at her, | couldn't resist. The poor goddam dane; you already can nmake out the
destruction caused by that stuff. And giving her a new liver and all new bl ood
won't help; that's been tried before, as they told you.'

"Did you talk to Kathy at all?

"Me? Talk to a 'Star fink?" Mlinari glared at him 'Yes, | talked to her a
little. Wile they were wheeling her out. | was curious to see what sort of
worman you' d get m xed up with; you' ve got a masochistic streak ei ght yards w de
and she proves it; she's a harpy, Sweetscent, a nonster. Like you told nme. You
know what she said?" He grinned. 'She told ne you' re an addict. Anything to
cause trouble, right?

"Right,' Eric said stiffly.

"Way are you | ooking at nme that way?' Mdlinari regarded him his black, fat eyes

showi ng his regained control. "It upsets you to hear that, doesn't it? To know
she'd do everything possible to destroy your career here. Eric, if | thought
you' d dabbled with that stuff | wouldn't have you ki cked out of here; |I'd have
you killed. During wartine | kill people; it's ny job. Just as you know and |
know, because we discussed it, there may cone a tinme not far from now when it
will be necessary for you to— He hesitated. 'Wat we said. Kill even ne. Right,
doctor?'

Eric said, 'l have to give her the drug supply. May | go. Secretary? Before they
take off.'

"No,' Mbdlinari said. 'You can't go because there's sonething I want to ask you.
M ni ster Freneksy is here still; you are aware of that. Wth his party, in the
East Wng, in seclusion.' He held out his hand. 'l want one capsul e of JJ-180,
doctor. Gve it to ne and then forget we had this talk.'

To hinself Eric thought, | know what you're going to do. O rather try to do.
But you don't have a chance; this isn't the Renai ssance.

"I"'mgoing to hand it to himpersonally,' Mlinari said. 'To see that it
actually gets there and isn't drunk by some pinp along the way.'

"No,' Eric said. 'l absolutely refuse."'
"Why?' Mlinari cocked his head on one side.
"It's suicidal. For everyone on Terra.'

"You know how the Russians got rid of Beria? Beria carried a pistol into the
Krem in, which was against the law, he had it in his briefcase and they stole
his briefcase and shot himwith his own pistol. You think matters at the top
have to be conpl ex? There're sinple solutions average peopl e al ways overl ook;
that's the nain defect of the mass man— Molinari broke off, put his hand
suddenly to his chest. "My heart. | think it stopped. It's going now, but for a
second there, nothing.' He had bl anched and his voi ce now ebbed to a whi sper.

“I''l'l wheel you to your room' Eric stepped behind Mdlinari's wheel chair and
began to push it; the M e did not protest but sat slunped forward, massagi ng
his fleshy chest, exploring and touching hinself, with the tentativeness of

di sintegrating, overwhelmng fear. Everything el se was forgotten; he perceived
not hing nore than his sick, failing body. It had becone his universe.
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Wth the assistance of two nurses he nanaged to get Mdlinari back into bed.

"Listen, Sweetscent,' Mblinari whispered as he | ay back against the pillow 'I

don't have to get that stuff through you; | can put pressure on Hazeltine and
he'Il deliver it right to ne. Virgil Ackerman is a friend of nmine; Virgil wll
see to it that Hazeltine conplies. And don't try to tell ne nmy job; you do yours
and 1'll do mne.' He shut his eyes and groaned. 'God, | know an artery near ny
heart just burst; | can feel the blood | eaking out. Get Teagarden in here.

Agai n he groaned and then turned his face to the wall. 'Wat a day. But |I'll get
that Freneksy yet.' Al at once he opened his eyes and said, 'l knewit was a

stupid idea. But that's the kind of ideas |'ve been having lately, dunb ideas
like that. And what else can | do but that? Can you think of something el se? He
wai ted. 'No. Because there isn't anything else, that's why.' Again he shut his
eyes. 'l feel terrible. I think I really amdying this tinme and you won't be
able to save ne.'

“I'I'l get Dr Teagarden,' Eric said, and started toward the door

Mol i nari said, T know you're an addict, doctor.' He drew hinmself up slightly. '
can alnost invariably tell when someone is |lying, and your wife wasn't. As soon
as | saw you | spotted it; you don't know how much you've changed.'

After a pause Eric said, 'Wat are you going to do?

‘W'l | see, doctor,' Mdlinari said, and again turned his face to the wall

As soon as he had conpleted the task of delivering the supply of JJ-180 to Kathy
he boarded an express ship for Detroit.

Forty-five mnutes |ater he had reached the Detroit field and was on his way to
Hazel ti ne Corporation by taxi. Gno Mlinari, not the drug, had forced himto
move this swiftly; he could not even wait until evening.

"Here we are, sir,' the autonomic circuit cab said respectfully. It slid open
its door so that he could energe. 'That gray one-story building with the hedge
of rose-colored calyx with the whorl of green bracts at the base ... that is
Hazel tine Corporation.' Looking out, Eric saw the building, the | awmn and heat her
hedge. It wasn't a large structure as industrial installations went. So this was
the point at which JJ-180 had entered the world.

"Wait,' he instructed the cab. 'Do you have a glass of water?

"Certainly.’ Fromthe slot facing Eric a paper cup of water slid forward,
teetered on the lip of the slot, and then halted.

Seated in the cab Eric swallowed the capsule of JJ-180 which he had brought with
him Purloined fromKathy's stock.

Several m nutes passed

"Way aren't you getting out, sir? the cab inquired. 'Have | done sonething
wr ong?'

Eric waited. When he felt the drug begin to reach himhe paid the cab, got out
and wal ked slowy up the redwood-round path toward the O fice of Hazeltine
Cor porati on

The building flashed as if caught by a whip of l|ightning. And, overhead, the
blue sky twisted laterally. He saw, gazing up, the clear blue of day dawdl e as
if attenpting to remain and then coll apse; he shut his eyes because the
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di zzi ness was too great, the reference point of outside objects had becone too
tenuous, and he wal ked, step by step, feeling his way ahead, bent down, for sone
reason notivated to continue in notion, however sl ow.

It hurt. This, unlike the initial exposure, was a mgjor readjustnment of the
reality structure inmpinging on him His steps nade no sound, he noticed; he had

strayed onto the lawn, but he still kept his eyes shut. Hallucination, he
t hought, of another world. |Is Hazeltine right? By a paradox perhaps | can answer
that within the hallucination itself... if that is what it is. He did not think

so; Hazeltine was w ong.

When a heather branch brushed his armhe let his eyes open. One of his feet had
penetrated the soft black soil of a flower bed; he rested on a hal f-crushed
tuber ous begoni a. Past the heather hedge the gray side of Hazeltine Corporation
rose, exactly as before, and above it the sky was a washed-out blue with
irregul ar clouds sweeping toward the north, the sane sky, as nearly as he could
tell. What had changed? He returned to the redwood-round path. Shall | go in? he
asked hinmsel f. He | ooked back toward the street. The cab had gone. Detroit, the
bui |l di ngs and ranps of the city, seened sonehow el aborate. But he did not know
this area.

When he reached the porch the door flew open automatically for himand he | ooked
in on a neat office, with relaxing, |eather-covered chairs, nmmgazines, a
deep-pil e carpet whose design changed continuously... he saw, , through an open
doorway, a business area: accounting machi nes and a conputer of sone ordinary
kind, and at the sane tinme he heard the buzz of activity beyond that, fromthe

| abs t hensel ves.

As he started to sit down, a four-armed reeg wal ked into the office, its bl ue,
chitinous face inexpressive, its enbryonic wi ngs pressed tightly to its sloping,
bull et-shiny back. It whistled a greeting to him- he had not heard that about
them — and passed on out through the doorway. Another reeg, manipulating its

ext ensi ve network of double-jointed arns vigorously, made its appearance,
traveled up to Eric Sweet-scent, halted, and produced a small square box.

Scuddi ng across the side of the box, words in English took shape and departed;
he woke to the fact that he had to pay attention to them The reeg was
conmmuni cating with him

VELCOVE TO HAZELTI NE CORPORATI ON

He read the words but did not know what to do with them This was a
receptionist; he saw that the reeg was a fenale. How did he reply? The reeg

wai ted, buzzing; its structure was so convoluted that it seened unable to renmain
entirely still; its nultilensed eyes shrank and grew as they were partially
absorbed back into the skull, then pushed out like flattened corks. If he hadn't
known better he would have said it was blind. And then he realized that these
were its false eyes; the genuine ones, conpound, were at its top-arm el bows.

He said, 'May | speak to one of your chem sts?" And he thought, So we did | ose
the war. To these things. And now Terra is occupied. And its industries are run
by these. But, he thought, human beings still exist, because this reeg was not
dumbf ounded to see ne; it has accepted ny presence as natural. So we can't be
mere sl aves, either.

REGARDI NG WHAT MATTER?

Hesitating, he said, 'A drug. Produced here in the past. Called either
Fr ohedadrine or JJ-180; both nanes refer to the same product.

JUST A MOVENT PLEASE
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The fenmal e reeg scuttled through the inner doorway to the business office, then
di sappeared entirely. He stood waiting, thinking to hinself that if this was an
hal I uci nation it certainly was not a voluntary one.

A larger reeg, a male, appeared; its joints seened stiff and Eric realized that
it was old. They had a short life span, measured in ternms of nonths, not years.
This one had al nost cone to the end of his.

Uilizing the translating box, the elderly male reeg said:
VWHAT |I'S YOUR | NQUI RY ABCQUT JJ-180? PLEASE BE BRI EF

Eric bent, picked up a nagazine that lay on a table nearby. It was not in
English; the cover bore a picture of two reegs and the witing consisted of the
crabbed, pictorial reegian script. Startled, he stared at it. The magazi ne was
Life. Sonehow it shocked him nore than the actual sight of the eneny itself.

PLEASE
The elderly reeg rattled with inpatience.

Eric said, 'l want to purchase an antidote to the addictive drug JJ-180. In
order to break my addiction.'

YOU DI D NOT NEED ME FOR THAT;, THE RECEPTI ONI ST COULD HAVE TAKEN CARE OF YCQU

Turning, the elderly reeg scrabbled haltingly off, eager to return to his work.
Eric was | eft al one.

The receptionist returned with a small brown paper bag; she held it out to him
not with a jointed armbut with a mandible. Eric accepted it, opened it and

| ooked inside. A bottle of pills. This was it; there was nothing nore to be
done.

THAT WLL BE FOUR THI RTY-FI VE SI R

The receptionist watched as he got his wallet; he took a five-dollar bill from
it and passed it to her

| AM SORRY SIR TH S | S QUTDATED WARTI ME CURRENCY NO LONGER | N USE
"You can't take it?" he said.
VW HAVE A RULE FORBI DDI NG US TO

"Il see,' he said nunbly, and wondered what to do. He could gulp down the
contents of the bottle before she could stop him But then he would probably be
arrested, and the rest could be visualized in an instant; once their police had
exam ned his identification they woul d know that he cane fromthe past. And they
woul d be aware that he might carry back information affecting the outcone —

whi ch had obvi ously been favorable for them - of the war. And they couldn't
afford that. They woul d have to nurder him Even if the two races now lived in
concert.

"My watch,' he said. He unfastened it fromhis wist, passed it to the female
reeg. 'Seventeen jewel, seventy-year battery.' On inspiration he added, 'An
antique, perfectly preserved. From prewar days.'

JUST A MOMENT SIR

Accepting the watch, the receptionist made her way on her long yielding legs to
the business office, conferred with someone invisible to Eric; he waited, nmaking
no attenpt to devour the pills — he felt trapped in a nenbrane of crushing
density, unable to act or escape from action, caught in a halfway |and between.
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From t he busi ness office somet hing energed. He | ooked up

It was a human. A nman, young, with close-cropped hair, wearing a work snock that
was stained and runpled. 'What's the trouble, buddy?" the nman asked. Behind him
the reeg receptionist foll owed, her points clacking.

Eric said, 'Sorry to bother you. Could you and | talk in private?

The man shrugged. 'Sure.' He led Eric fromthe roomand into what appeared to be
a storage chanber; shutting the door, the man turned to himplacidly and said.
That watch is worth three hundred dollars; she doesn't know what to do with it —
she's only got a 600-type brain; you know how the D-class is.' He lit a
cigarette, offered the pack — Canels — to Eric.

‘"I"'ma tinme traveler,' Eric said as he took a cigarette.
"Sure you are.' The nman | aughed. He extended his natch to Eric.
"Don't you know the action of JJ-180? It was made right here.

After a thoughtful pause the man said, 'But not for years. Because of its
addictive qualities and its toxicity. In fact there hasn't been any since the
war . '

' They won the war?'
""They"? Who's that?
'The reegs,' Eric said.

"The reegs,' the man said, 'is us. Not they. They was Lilistar. If you're a tine
travel er you ought to know that even better than I.

' The Pact of Peace—

"There was no "Pact of Peace." Listen, buddy, | minored in world history in
college; | was going to teach. | know all about the last war; it was ny
specialty. Gno Mlinari — he was UN Secretary then, just before hostilities

broke out — signed the Era of Commbn Understanding Protocols with the reegs and
then the reegs and the 'Starnen started fighting and Molinari brought us in, on
the reeg side, because of the protocols, and we won.' He smled. 'And this stuff
you say you're hooked on, it was a weapon that Hazeltine Corp. devel oped in
2055, during the war, for use against Lilistar, and it didn't work out because
the Freneksytes were advanced even over us in pharnacol ogy and qui ckly worked
out an antidote — which antidote you're attenpting to buy. God, they had to be
to develop it; we got the snunk into their drinking water; that was the Mle's
idea hinself.' He explained, 'That was Mdlinari's nicknane."'

"Al'l right,' Eric said. 'Let's just leave it at this. | want to buy the
antidote. | want to trade that watch. Is it satisfactory? He still held the
brown paper bag; reaching into it, he lifted out the bottle. 'Get nme sone water
and let nme take it and then let me get out of here; | don't know how long it'l|

be before | go back to ny own tinme. Is there any objection to that?" He had
difficulty controlling his voice; it tried to rise and escape. And he was
shaki ng, but he did not know with what. Anger, possibly fear — nore likely
bewi | derment. At this point he did not even know if he were bew | dered.

"Calmdown.' Cigarette jutting fromhis lips, the man wal ked off, evidently in
search of water. 'Can you take themw th a Coke

"Yes,' FEric said.

The man returned with a half-enpty bottle of Coca-Cola and watched as Eric
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struggled to get the pills down one after another

At the door the female reeg receptionist appeared.

IS HE ALL RI GHT?

"Yes,' the man said, as Eric nanaged to wash down the last pill.
WLL YOU TAKE CHARGE OF THE WATCH

Accepting it fromher, the man said, 'Of course it's conpany property; that goes
wi t hout saying.' He started out of the storeroom

"Was there ever a UN Secretary near the end of the war naned Donal d Fest enburg?
Eric said.

‘No,"' the nman said.

HE SHOULD RECEI VE SOVE CASH SETTLEMENT FOR THE WATCH I N ADDI TI ON TO THE
MEDI CATI ON

The flashing box, declaring its nessage, was extended by the fermal e reeg toward
the man; he halted, frowning, then shrugged. 'One hundred in cash,' he said to
Eric. Take it or leave it; it's all the same to ne.'

"I"lIl take it,' Eric said, and followed himto the business office. As the nan
counted out the nmoney — in odd, unfamliar bills which Eric had never seen the
li ke of — he thought of another question. 'How did G no Mdlinari end his termin
of fice?'

The man gl anced up. 'Assassinated.’
' Shot ?*

"Yes, by old-fashioned | ead slugs. A fanatic got him Because of his |enient
immigration policy, his letting the reegs settle here on Terra. There was a
raci st faction, scared about polluting the blood ... as if reegs and humans
could interbreed.' He | aughed.

This, then, Eric thought, may be the world fromwhich Mlinari got that
bull et-riddl ed corpse which Festenburg showed ne. The dead G no Mdlinari |ying
mangl ed and bl ood-spattered in his heliumfilled casket.

From behind hima dry, matter-of-fact voice said, 'Are you not going to nmake the
attenpt, Dr Sweetscent, to take the antidote for JJ-180 back to your wife?

It was an organi smw thout eyes entirely, and he thought, seeing it, of fruit he
had conme onto as a child, overripe pears lying in the weedy grass, covered by a
crawing | ayer of yellow jackets attracted by the sweet odor of rot. The
creature was vaguely spherical. It had fitted itself into a harness, however

whi ch had squeezed its soft body tortuously; no doubt it needed this in order to
get around in the Terran environment. But he wondered why it was worth it to the
t hi ng.

'"Is he really a time traveler? the man at the cash regi ster asked, jerking his
head at FEric.

The spherical organism wedged within its plastic harness, said by neans of its
mechani cal audi o system 'Yes, M Taubnman, he is.' It floated toward Eric, then
halted, a foot above the ground, making an indistinct sucking noise, as if
pulling fluids through its artificial tubes.

"This guy,' Taubman said to Eric, indicating the spherical organism 'is from
Bet el geuse. H's nane is WIlly K He's one of our best chemists.' He shut the
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register. 'He's a telepath; they all are. They get a kick out of prying into our
m nds and the reegs' but they're harmess. W |ike them' He wal ked over to

WIlly K, bent toward him and said, 'Listen, if he's a tinme traveler — | nean,
we can't let himjust wal k out of here; isn't he dangerous or worth sonething?
Shouldn't we at least call in the city police? | thought he was nuts or kidding
me. '

WIly Kfloated a little closer to Eric, then withdrew There is no way we can
keep him here, M Taubman. Wen the drug wears off he will go back to his own
period. However, | would |like to interrogate himto a certain extent while he's
here.' To Eric he said, 'Unless you object, sir.'

"I don't know,' Eric said, rubbing his forehead. It had been too much of the
unexpected, hearing WIly K ask about Kathy; it had disorientated himentirely
and all he wanted to do now was to | eave — he had no curiosity, no interest in
the situation.

"I synpathize with your situation," WIlly Ksaid. 'In any case to question you
formally is sham | amgetting everything I want fromyou as it is. Wuat | had
hoped to do was answer, if | could, sonme of your questions by the way | phrased
m ne. Your w fe, for exanple. You have great conflicting enotions about her,

fear for the nost part, then hatred, and al so a good deal of undistorted |ove.'

Taubnman said, 'God, how the Betels |ove to be psychol ogists. It nust cone
natural to telepaths; | don't think they can even help it.' He |oitered nearby,
evidently interested in WIlly K s probing.

"Can | take the antidote back to Kathy?

"No, but you can nenorize the formula,' WIly Ksaid. 'So that Hazeltine
Corporation, in your tine, can reproduce it. But | don't think you want to. |'m
not going to urge youto ... and | can't force you to.

"You nean his wife's hooked on JJ-180, too,
totry to help her?

Taubman said, 'and he isn't going

"You're not married,' WIly Ksaid. '"In marriage the greatest hatred that is
possi bl e between two human bei ngs can be generated, perhaps because of the
constant proximty, perhaps because once there was love. The intimacy is stil
there, even though the |love el enent has di sappeared. So a will to power, a
struggl e for dom nation, cones into being.' To Taubman he explained, 'It was his
wi fe Kathy who addicted himin the first place, so it is easy to understand his
sentinments.'

"I hope | never get in a fix like that,' Taubman said. 'Hating someone | once
| oved. "

The fenmal e reeg had clacked up to listen, watching the conversation as it was
reproduced on the surface of her translating box. Now she added her own coment.

HATE AND LOVE ARE CLOSELY LI NKED, MUCH MORE SO THAN MOST TERRANS REALI ZE
"Do you have another cigarette? Eric asked Taubman.
"Sure.' Taubman passed hi mthe pack

"What | find nmost interesting of all,” WIlly Ksaid, 'is that Dr Sweetscent
comes froma universe in which a pact exists between Terra and Lilistar. And
that in his year, 2055, a war is being fought in which they are slowy but
steadily losing. Cearly this is not our past but another past entirely. And, in
his mind, | find the excruciatingly interesting thought that Terra's quondam
warl ord, G no Mdlinari, has already discovered this rank of parallel universes
and has made use of it for his imrediate political advantage.' WIly K was
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silent a nmoment and then declared, 'No, Dr Sweetscent, after having visualized
your nmenory of the Molinari corpse | amfairly certain that it was not obtained
fromour world; true, Molinari died by assassination, but | recall pics of his
corpse and there is a small but crucial difference. In our world the Secretary
was hit repeatedly in the facial area; his features were destroyed. The corpse
you saw was not so danmaged and | would assune it conmes from another world in
whi ch he was assassinated, simlar to ours but not identical.

"This rmust be why so few time travel ers have shown up here,' Taubman said.
They're scattered through all the different possible futures.

"As to the virile Molinari,' WIly Ksaid thoughtfully. 'l suppose that, too, is
an alternate configuration. You realize of course, doctor, that all this

i ndi cates that your Secretary has taken JJ-180 hinself; there is therefore an

el ement of cruel hypocrisy in his threatening you with death if you becane

addi cted. But | would guess, by several clues in your mnd, that he al so
possesses the 'Star manufactured antidote which you just now took. So he has no
fears and can nove freely about anong the worl ds.

The Mole, Eric realized, could have given nme and Kathy the antidote any tine.

It was hard for himto accept that about G no Mlinari; he had seemed nore
humane than this. He was just playing with us, Eric realized. As WIlly K said,
with an el enent of cruel hypocrisy.

"But wait,' WIly K cautioned. 'We don't know what he intended to do; he had
just found out about your addiction, and he was as usual suffering froma spasm
of his chronic illness pattern. He might have given it to you in tinme. Before it
ceased to matter.'

COULD YQU EXPLAIN THI S DI SCUSSI ON?

The reeg receptionist, and al so Taubman, had | ost the thread of the discourse.

"Wul d you care to begin the | aborious process of menorizing the formula? WIlly
Ksaidto Eric. "It will take all the time you have left."'

Al right," Eric said, and listened intently.

WAI T

WIlly K ceased, rotated his supporting mechani sminquiringly.

THE DOCTOR HAS LEARNED SOVETHI NG MORE | MPORTANT THAN ANY CHEM CAL FORMULA
"What is it? FEric asked her.

I'N YOUR UNI VERSE WE ARE YOUR ENEMY BUT HERE YOU HAVE SEEN TERRANS AND OURSELVES
LI VE TOGETHER. YOU KNOW THAT WAR AGAI NST US IS UNNECESSARY. AND WHAT | S MORE
| MPORTANT, SO DOES YOUR LEADER

That was so. No wonder Molinari had no heart for the war; it was not nerely a
suspicion on his part that this was the wong war with the wong eneny and the
wong ally; it was a fact which he had experienced for hinself, perhaps many
times. And all due to JJ-180.

But not only that. There was sonething nore, sonething so om nous that he
wondered why the inhibition barriers of his mnd had pernitted the thought to
rise fromhis unconscious. JJ-180 had reached Lilistar — and in quantity.
"Starnmen had certainly been experinmenting with it. So they, too, knew the
alternate possibility, knew that Terra's better hope lay in cooperation with the
reegs. Had witnessed it for thensel ves.
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In both branches of possibility Lilistar had lost the war. Wth or without Terra
on her side. Or—

Was there a third alternative, one in which Lilistar and the reegs joi ned
agai nst Terra?

"A pact between Lilistar and the reegs is unlikely,' WIly K said. They have
been antagonists for too many years. | feel that it is only your planet, on

whi ch we now stand, that hangs in the balance; Lilistar will be defeated by the
reeg power in any eventuality.

"But that means,' Eric said, 'that the 'Starmen have nothing to lose; if they
know they can't win— He could inmagi ne Freneksy's reaction to this infornation.
The nihilism the destructive violence of the 'Starnen, would be inconceivable.

"True,' WIly K agreed. 'So your Secretary is wise to walk softly. Now perhaps
you can conprehend why his illness pattern must be so vast, why he rust push

hi nsel f actually over the brink, into repeated death, to serve his people. And
why he would hesitate to provide you with the antidote to JJ-180; if 'Star
intelligence agents — and your wife nmay be one — | earned that he possessed it,
they mght— WIly Kwas silent. "It is hard, as you yourself m ght observe, to
predi ct the behavior of psychotics. But this rmuch is clear: they woul d not
ignore the situation.'

"They'd find a way to get it away fromhim' Eric said.

"You've missed the point. Their attitude would be punitive; they would know t hat
Mol i nari possesses too nuch power, that by having unhi ndered use of JJ-180,

wi t hout the possibility of addiction, of neural deterioration, he can't be
controlled by them This is why, on a deep, psychosonatic basis, Mlinari can
defy Mnister Freneksy. He is not entirely hel pless.'

"This is all over nmy head,' Taubman said. 'Excuse nme.' He wal ked off.
The reeg receptioni st remai ned.

URGE YOUR SECRETARY TO CONTACT THE REEG AUTHORI TY. WE WOULD ASSI ST | N PROTECTI NG
TERRA FROM STAR VENGEANCE, | AM SURE.

It was, Eric thought, a rather w stful nessage which the nulti-arned creature
had flashed at himw th her translation box. The reegs nmight want to assist, but
"Starmen were already on Terra, holding key positions. At the first hint that
Terra was negotiating with the reegs the 'Starnmen woul d nove in prearranged
order; they woul d seize the planet overnight.

A tiny Terran-controlled state mght function for alimted tinme in the Cheyenne
vicinity, shelled and bonbed day and night by the 'Starnen. But then it, too,
woul d capitulate. Its shield of Jupiter-obtained rexeroid conpounds woul d not
protect it forever — and Mlinari knew that. Terra woul d becone a conquered
state, supplying war materiel and slave |abor to Lilistar. And the war woul d go
on.

And the irony was this: as a slave planet Terra would be able to contribute nore
to the war effort than she did now as a quasi-i ndependent entity. And no one
recogni zed this nmore than did the Ml e. Hence his entire foreign policy; this
expl ai ned everything that he did.

"By the way,' WIly K said, and there was a trace of anusenment in his voice

"Your former enployer, Virgil Ackerman, is still alive; he still governs Tijuana
Fur & Dye. He is two hundred and thirty years old and retains twenty org-trans
surgeons within call. | believe | have read that he has gone through four

mat ched sets of kidneys, five livers, spleens, and undeterm ned nunbers of
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hearts—
'l feel sick,' Eric said, and rocked back and forth.

The drug is wearing off." WIly Kfloated toward a chair. 'Mss Ceeg, assist
him pl ease!"’

"I"mokay,' Eric said thickly. Hi s head ached and nausea staggered him Al the
lines, the surfaces around him had becone astigmatic; under himthe chair felt
unreal and then, abruptly, he fell, lay on his side.

"The transition is difficult,” WIlly K said. 'Apparently we can't help him M ss
Ceeg. Good luck to your Secretary, doctor. | can appreciate what a great service
he performed for your people. Perhaps | will wite a letter to the New York

Ti mes, conveying this know edge.

A prismof primal colors tapped at Eric like an illuminated wind; it was, he
thought, the wind of life blowi ng over him sweeping himwhere it desired

wi thout regard for his snmall wi shes. And then the wi nds becane bl ack; they were
no longer the winds of |ife but the opaque snoke of death.

He saw, projected as a pseudo environment around him a travesty of his injured
nervous system the nultitudes of conduits were visibly corrupted, had turned
inky as the drug's damage spread throughout himand established its grimself. A
voi cel ess bird, some carrion eater of the storm sat on his chest, croaking in
the silence left behind as the winds receded fromhim The bird renmained and he
felt its dunglike claws penetrate his lungs, his chest cavity, and then his
abdoni nal cavity. Nothing within himrenai ned untouched; it had all been

di sfigured and even the antidote had not stopped this. As long as he lived he
woul d never regain the purity of the original organi sm

This was the price exacted fromhimby the deciding forces.

Dragging hinself to a crouched position, he saw that he inhabited an enpty
wai ting room No one had seen himand he was free to get up and go. He rose to
his feet, steadied hinself by nmeans of a chrome and | eather chair.

The magazi nes, in the nearby rack, were in English. And on their covers,
| aughi ng Terrans. Not reegs.

"Did you want somet hing?' A nale voice, lisping slightly. A Hazeltine enpl oyee
wearing florid, fashionable robes.

"No,' Eric said. This was his own tinme; he recogni zed the trappi ngs of 2055
Thanks just the sane.'’

A nonment | ater he had made his way painfully outdoors in the direction of the
si dewal k, down the path of redwood-rounds

What he wanted was a cab, a place to sit down and rest. As he made his trip back
to Cheyenne. He had gotten what he wanted; presumably he was no | onger an addi ct
and if he cared to he could also free his wife. And in addition he had viewed a
wor |l d over which the shadow of Lilistar did not obtain.

"Ferry you somewhere, sir?" An autonomic cab drifted toward him
"Yes,' he said, and wal ked toward it.

Suppose an entire planet took the drug, he thought as he boarded. A mass fugue
away fromour dismal, ever narrowing world of reality. Suppose Tijuana Fur & Dye
gave the order to produce it in enormous quantity, distributed it, through the
governnent's help, to everyone. Wuld that be a noral solution? Are we entitled
to that?

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Dick%20Now%20wait%20for%20last%20year.txt (102 of 136) [1/19/03 7:43:01 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Philip%20K .Dick/Dick%20N ow%20wai t%20f or%20l ast%20year.txt

Anyhow it couldn't be done. The 'Starnen would nmove in first.
"Where to sir?" the cab's circuit inquired.

He decided to use it for the entire trip; it would take only a few m nutes
| onger. To Cheyenne.'

‘I can't, sir. Not there.' It sounded nervous. 'Request another—

"Way not?' He cane awake instantly.

'Because as is well known all Cheyenne belongs to them To the eneny.' |t added,
"And traffic into eneny areas is illegal, as you know. '
"What eneny?'

"The traitor G no Mdlinari,' the cab answered. 'Who sought to betray the war
effort; you know, sir. The forner UN Secretary who conspired with reeg agents
to—

"What is the date?' FEric denmanded.
"June 15, 2056.'

He had — possibly through the action of the antidote — failed to nake it to his
own tine; it was one year later and there was nothing he could do about it. And
he had saved no nore of the drug; the rest had been given to Kathy at the
Airfield, and so he was stuck here in what obviously was 'Star-dom nated
territory. Like nbst of Terra.

And yet G no Mlinari was alive! He still hung on; Cheyenne had not fallen in a
day or a week — perhaps the reegs had been able to bring in reinforcenents to
assi st the Secret Service.

He could find out fromthe cab. As they fl ew al ong.

And Don Festenburg could have told me this, he realized, because this is
precisely the tinme period at which | encountered himthere in his office with
t he phony honeopape and nock-up UN Secretary uniform

"Just head west,' he told the cab. |'ve got to get back to Cheyenne, he
realized. Sonehow, by sone route.

"Yes sir,' the cab said. 'And by the way, sir, you failed to show nme your trave
permt. May | see it now? Just a formality, of course.'

"What travel permit? But he knew, it would be an issue of the governing 'Star
occupation agency, and w thout their perm ssion Terrans could not cone and go.
This was a conquered planet and very nuch still at war.

"Please, sir,' the cab said. It had begun to descend once nore. 'Qherwi se I am
required to carry you to the nearest 'Star military police barracks; that is one
mle east. A short trip fromhere.'

"I"1Il bet it is," Eric agreed. 'From any point, not just fromhere. 1'll bet
they're all over.'

The cab dropped | ower and lower. 'Right you are, sir. They're very convenient.'
It clicked off its engine and coasted.

TWELVE
“I''l'l tell you what,' Eric said as the cab's wheels touched the ground; it slid
to a gradual halt at the curb and he saw, just ahead, an omi nous structure with
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armed guards at the entrance. The guards wore the gray of Lilistar. '"I'll nake a
deal with you.'

"What deal ?' the cab said, with suspicion

"My travel permit is back at Hazeltine Corporation — renenber, where you picked
me up? Along with nmy wallet. Al ny noney's there, too. If you turn nme over to
the "Star mlitary police ny noney won't be worth anything to ne; you know what
they'll do.'

"Yes sir,' the cab agreed. 'You'll be put to death. It's the new |l aw, passed by
decree on the tenth of May. Unauthorized travel by—

'So why not give ny noney to you? As a tip. You take me back to Hazeltine
Corporation, I'Il pick up my wallet, 1'Il show you ny travel permt so you won't
have to bring me here again. And you can have the nobney. You can see how I|'d
benefit by the deal and how you would too.'

"W'd both gain,' the cab agreed. Its autononmic circuit clicked .rapidly as it
cal cul ated. ' How nuch nobney do you have, sir?

‘I"'ma courier for Hazeltine. In ny wallet there's about twenty-five thousand
dollars.'

"l see! In occupation scrip or in pre-ocupation UN banknotes?
"The latter of course.'

"I''l'l comply!' the cab decided eagerly. And took off once nore. 'In strict sense
you can't be said to have travel ed, inasmuch as the destination you gave ne is
eneny territory and hence | did not turn even for a nonent in that direction. No
| aw has been broken.' It turned in the direction of Detroit, greedy for its

| oot .

When it set down at the parking | ot of Hazeltine Corporation Eric got out
hurriedly. "I'Il be right back.' He | oped across the pavenent toward a doorway
of the building; a noment |later he was inside. An inmense testing lab |ay

ext ended before him

When he found a Hazeltine enployee he said, 'MWy nane is Eric Sweetscent; |'mon
the personal staff of Virgil Ackerman and there's been an accident. WII| you get
in touch with M Ackerman at TF&D for ne, please?

The enpl oyee, a nmale clerk, hesitated. 'l understood— He |owered his voice
fearfully. "Isn't M Virgil Ackerman at Wash-35 on Mars? M Jonas Ackerman is in
charge at Tijuana Fur & Dye now and | know M Virgil Ackerman is listed in the
Weekly Security Bulletin as a war crimnal because he fled when the occupation
began.'

‘Can you contact Wash-35 for me?
"Eneny territory?

'CGet me Jonas on the vidphone, then.' There was not much el se he could do. He
followed the clerk into the business office, feeling futile.

Presently the call had been put through, Jonas' features forned on the screen;
when he saw Eric he blinked and stamrered, 'But — they got you, too? He
blurted, 'Wiy'd you | eave Wash-35? My God, you were safe there with Virgil. I'm
ringing off; this is sone kind of a trap — the MPs will— The screen died. Jonas
had hurriedly cut the circuit.

So his other self, his normally phased, one-year-later self, had nmade it to
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Wash-35 with Virgil; that was terribly reassuring — al nost unthinkably so. No
doubt the reegs had nanaged to—

Hi s one-year-later self.

That neant that sonehow he had gotten back to 2055. Otherw se there couldn't be
a self of 2056 to have fled with Virgil. And the only way he could reach 2055
woul d be by neans of JJ-180.

And the only source of the drug was here. He was standing in the one right spot
on the entire planet, by accident, due to the trick he had managed to pull off
at the expense of the idiotic autonom c cab.

Rel ocating the clerk, Eric said, 'I'msupposed to requisition a supply of the
drug Frohedadrine. One hundred milligranms. And I'min a hurry. You want to see
my identification? | can prove | work for TF&D.' And then it came to him 'Cal
Bert Hazeltine; he'll identify ne.' Undoubtedly Hazeltine would remenber him

fromthe encounter at Cheyenne.

The clerk nuttered, 'But they shot M Hazeltine. You nust renenber that; how
conme you don't? When they took over this place in January.'

The expression on Eric's face nust have conveyed his shock. Because all at once
the clerk's manner changed.

"You were a friend of his, | guess,' the clerk said.
‘Yes.' FEric nodded; that could be said.

"Bert was a good nman to work for. Nothing like these 'Star bastards.' The clerk
made up his mnd. 'l don't know why you're here or what's wong with you but
I"1l get the hundred milligrams of JJ-180: | know where it's kept.'

' Thanks.'

The clerk hurried off. Tine passed. Eric wondered about the cab; was it stil
waiting outside on the lot? Wuld it, if pressed too hard, attenpt to cone into
the building after hinf An absurd and yet nerve-w acking thought, the autonomc
cab forcing its way into Hazeltine, bursting — or trying to burst — through the
cenment wall .

The clerk returned and held out a handful of capsules to Eric.

From a nearby water cooler Eric got a cup, filled it, nmouthed a capsule, and
rai sed the Dixie cup

"That's the recently altered JJ-180 formula,' the clerk said, watching him
keenly. 'l better tell you, nowthat | see it's for yourself.' He was all at
once pal e.

Lowering the cup of water, Eric said, 'Altered how?

"Retains the addictive and liver-toxic properties but the time-freeing
hal | uci nati ons are gone.' The cl erk expl ai ned, 'Wen the 'Starmen cane in here
they ordered our chemists to reconstruct the drug; it was their idea, not ours.'

"Way?' In the nane of God, what good was a drug consisting of nothing but
addi ctive and toxic properties?

'For a weapon of war against the reegs. And— The clerk hesitated. "Also it's
used to addict rebel Terrans who've gone over to the eneny.' He did not |ook
very happy about that part of it.

Tossing the capsules of JJ-180 onto a nearby |ab bench, Eric said, 'l give up.'
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And then he had one nore — neagre — idea. 'If | can get approval fromJonas will
you supply ne a conpany ship? I'll call himagain; Jonas is an old friend of
nmne.' He wal ked toward the vidphone, the clerk trailing after him If he could
get Jonas to listen—

Two Lilistar MPs entered the |lab; behind them in the parking lot, Eric saw a
"Star patrol ship parked beside his autonom c cab

"You are under arrest,' one of the MPs said to him pointing an oddly shaped
stick in Eric's direction. 'For travel w thout authorization and felony fraud.
Your cab got tired of waiting and called in a conplaint.'

"What fraud?' Eric said. The clerk now had wi sely vanished. 'I'ma staff nenber
of Tijuana Fur & Dye; |'m here on busi ness.

The oddly shaped stick glowed and Eric felt as if his brain had been touched;
wi t hout hesitation he nmoved toward the |ab door, his right hand pawing in a
ticlike, useless gesture at his forehead. Ckay, he thought. I'mconing. He had
| ost any idea of resisting the Lilistar MPs now, or even of arguing with them
he was glad to get into their patrol ship.

A nmonent | ater they had taken off; the ship glided above the rooftops of
Detroit, heading toward the barracks two mles away.

"Kill himnow,' one of the MPs said to his conpanion. 'And drop his body out;
why take himto the barracks?

"Hell, we can just push himout,' the other MP said. 'The fall wll kill him'
He touched a button at the control panel of the ship and a vertical hatch

sli pped open; Eric saw the buildings below, the streets and conapts of the city.
Thi nk happy thoughts,' the MP said to Eric, 'on the way down.' G abbing Eric by
the arm he slung himinto a hel pless, crippled posture and shoved hi mtoward
the hatch. It was all expert and entirely professional; he found hinself
teetering at the hatch and then the MP released himin order to escape falling
hi nmsel f.

From beneath the patrol ship a second ship, larger, pitted and scarred, an
interplan mlitary vessel with cannon bristling as spines, floated on its back
as it ascended |ike sone raptorial water creature. Wth care it fired a

m crobolt into the open hatch, picking off the MP who stood by Eric and then one
of its larger cannon opened up and the front portion of the MP patrol ship burst
and flew outward, spattering Eric and the remaining MP with nolten debris.

The MP patrol ship dropped |ike a stone toward the city bel ow.

Awakeni ng fromhis stricken trance, the remaining MP ran to the wall of the ship
and threw on the emergency nmanual | y-operated gui dance system The ship ceased to

fall; it glided, wind-swept, in a spiral pattern until at last it crashed and
bunped and ski dded al ong a street, m ssing wheels and cabs, nosed into the curb,
lifted its tail into the air and cane to rest.

The remai ni ng MP staggered up, grabbed his pistol, and sonmehow got to the hatch:
he crouched sideways and began firing. After the third shot he snapped backward;
his pistol dropped fromhis hand and ski dded against the hull of the ship and he
tunbled into a ball that rolled helplessly |ike an aninmal that had been run over
until at last it collided with a portion of the hull. There it stopped,
gradual |y unwi nding i nto man shape once nore

The pitted, grimy military ship had parked on the street close by and nowits
forward side-hatch opened and a nan hopped out. As Eric stepped fromthe M
patrol ship the man sprinted up to him

"Hey,' the man panted. '"It's ne.
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"Who are you?' FEric said; the man who had tackled the MP ship with his own was
certainly famliar — Eric confronted a face which he had seen many tines and yet
it was distorted now, witnessed froma weird angle, as if inside out, pulled
through infinity. The man's hair was parted on the wong side so that his head
seenmed | opsided, wong in all its lines. What amazed hi mwas the physica
unattracti veness of the man. He was too fat and a little too old. Unpleasantly
gray. It was a shock to see hinself like this, without preparation; do | really
| ook I'ike that? he asked hinmsel f norosely. What had becone of the cl ean-cut

yout h whose imge he still, evidently, superinposed onto his shaving nmirror each
morning ... who had substituted this man bordering on m ddl e age?
"So I've gotten fat; so what?' his self of 2056 said. 'Christ, | saved your

life; they were going to pitch you out.’

"I know that,' Eric said irritably. He hurried al ong beside the man who was
hinsel f; they entered the interplan ship and his 2056 self at once slamed the
hatch shut and sent the ship hurtling into the sky, out of reach of any
possibility of containment by the Lilistar mlitary police. This was obviously
an advanced ship of the line; this was no barge.

"Wthout intending to insult your intelligence,' his 2056 self said, 'which I
personal ly consider very high, 1'd like to review for your benefit a few of the
nmor oni ¢ aspects of what you had in mind. First, if you had been able to obtain
the original type of JJ-180 it would have carried you to the future, not back to
2055, and you woul d have been readdi cted. What you need — and you seened for a
time to have worked this out — is not nore JJ-180 but something to bal ance the
effects of the antidote.' Hi s 2056 self nodded his head. 'Over there in mny
coat.' Hs coat hung by a magnetic spot on the wall of the ship. 'Hazeltine has
had a year to develop it. In exchange for your bringing themthe formula for the
antidote — you couldn't get back to 2055. And you know you do. O will, rather.

"Whose ship is this? It inpressed him It could pass freely through Lilistar
lines, penetrate Terra's defenses with ease.

"It's reeg. Made available to Virgil at Wash-35. In case sonething goes w ong.
We're going to bring Molinari to Wash-35 when Cheyenne falls, which it
eventually will, probably in another nonth.

"How s his heal th?

"Much better. He's doing what he wants now, what he knows he shoul d be doing.
And there's nore... but you'll find out. Go get the antidote to Lilistar's
antidote.'

Eric funbled in the pockets of the coat, found the tablets, took them w thout
benefit of water. 'Listen,' he said, 'what's the story on Kathy? W ought to
confer.' It was good having soneone he could talk to about his npst wasting,

obsessive problem even if it was only hinself; at least the illusion of

col I aborati on was achi eved.

"Well, you got — will get — her off JJ-180. But not before she's suffered major

physi cal damage. She'll never be pretty again, even with reconstructive surgery,
which she'll try several times before she gives up. There's nore but 1'd rather
not tell you; it'll just nmake your difficulties worse. 1'll say only this. Have

you ever heard of Korsakow s syndrome?
"No,' Eric said. But of course he had. It was his job.

"Traditionally it's a psychosis occurring in alcoholics; it consists of actua
pat hol ogi cal destruction of cortical brain tissue due to |ong periods of
intoxication. But it also can occur fromthe steady use of narcotic drugs.
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"Are you saying that Kathy has it?'

" Remenber those periods when she wouldn't eat for three days at a time? And her
violent, destructive rages — and ideas of reference, that everyone was being
mean to her. Korsakow s syndronme, and not from JJ-180, but fromall the drugs
she took prior to that. The doctors at Cheyenne, while getting her ready to be
returned to San Diego, ran an E E G on her and picked it up. They'll tell you
very soon after your return to 2055. So prepare yourself.' He added, 'It's
irreversible. Needless to say. Renoval of the toxic agents is not enough.

Both of them were silent then.

"I't's rough,' his 2056 self said finally, "to be nmarried to a woman with

psychotic traits. As well as show ng her physical deterioration. She's still ny
wi fe. Qur wife. Under phenothia-zine sedation she's quiet, anyhow. You know,
it's interesting that | — we — didn't pick it up, weren't able to diagnose a

case we're living with day in, day out. A commentary on the blinding aspects of
subjectivity and over-famliarity. It unfolded slowy, of course; that tended to
conceal its identity. | think eventually she'll have to be institutionalized,

but I"'mputting that off. Possibly until after the war's won. Wiich it will be.’

" You have proof? Through JJ-1807?

" Nobody' s using JJ-180 any nore except for Lilistar, and that as you know is
only for the toxic and addictive properties. So many alternate futures have been
di sclosed that the task of relating themto our world had to be put aside for
after the war. It takes literally years to test out a new drug thoroughly; we

bot h know that. But of course we'll win the war; the reegs have invested half of
Lilistar's Enpire. Now |listen to ne. | have instructions for you and you nust
fulfill them otherwi se another alternate future will split off and it may

cancel mnmy stand with you against the 'Star Ms.'
"I understand,' Eric said.

"In Arizona, at PONCanp 29, there's a reeg major fromthe reegian intelligence
service. Del Dal Il is his code name; you can contact himthrough that, since
it's Terra's code not theirs. The canp authorities have got him studying
insurance clainms filed agai nst the governnent in order to detect frauds, if you
can believe that. So he's still busy at work piping data back to his superiors,
even through our PON It's he who'll be the Iink between Mlinari and the
reegs.’

"What do | do with hinf Take himto Cheyenne?

"To Tijuana. To TF&D s central offices. You buy himfromthe canp authorities;
it's slave labor. You didn't know that, did you, that large Terran industrial
constell ations could acquire free |abor fromthe POWNcanmps. Well, when you show
up at Canp 29 and tell themyou' re from TF& and you want a cl ever reeg, they'l
under stand. '

"You | earn somet hing new every day of the week,' Eric said.

"But your main problemlies with Molinari. It's up to you to persuade himto
visit Tijuana to confer with Deg Dal Il and hence establish the first link in
the chain of circunstances that's going to get Terra pried |loose fromLilistar
and over to the reegs without everyone being killed in the process. I'Il tell
you why it'll be difficult. Mlinari has a schene. He's been involved in a
personal struggle, man to man, agai nst Freneksy; it's his masculinity that he
feels is at stake. For himit's not abstract, it's i medi ate and physical. And
you saw the virile Mdlinari strutting on the video tape. That's his secret
weapon, his V-2. He's starting to throwin the healthy duplicates of hinself
fromthe rank of parallel worlds, and as he knows he's got quite a supply of
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themto draw on. H s whol e psychol ogy, his point of orientation, is to dabble
with death and yet sonehow surmount it. Now s the tine for himto denonstrate
his way. In confrontation with Mnister Freneksy — whom he fears — he can die a
thousand tinmes and still spring back. The deteriorating process, the
encroachnment of his psychosomatic illness process, will cease as soon as he
throws the first healthy Mdlinari in. And when you get back to Cheyenne you'l
just be in tine to witness it; the video tapes go on all the TV networks that
night. At prinme viewing tine.'

Eric said nusingly, 'So he's as sick right nowas it will be necessary for him
ever to be.’

"And that's exceedingly sick, doctor.'

'Yes, doctor.' Eric eyed his 2056 self. 'W agree in our diagnoses.'

‘Late tonight, by your tine, not mne, Mnister Freneksy will demand - and get -
anot her face-to-face conference with Molinari. And the healthy, virile
substitute will be the one there in that room... while the sick one, our one,

recovers in his upstairs private quarters, guarded by his Secret Service,

wat chi ng the video tapes on TV and thinking grand thoughts to hinself as to how
easily he has found a way of evading M nister Freneksy and his burgeoning,
excessi ve demands.'

"l assune the virile Mdlinari fromthe other Terra has invol ved hi nmsel f
willingly.'

"Delighted to. All of themare. Al of themsee the penultimate in life as a
successful grudge-battle waged above and bel ow the belt agai nst Freneksy.
Molinari is a politician and he lives for this — lives for it while at the same
time it kills him The healthy one, after his conference with Freneksy, will
suffer his first attack of pyloric spasns; the attrition will start to eat away
at him too. And so on down the rank, until at last Freneksy is dead, as soneday
he has to be, and hopefully before Mlinari.'

"Beating Mdlinari to it will take sone doing,' Eric said.

"But this isn't norbid; this is straight out of the Mddle Ages, the clash of
armed knights. Molinari is Arthur with the spear wound in his side; guess who
Freneksy is. And the interesting thing, to ne, is that since Lilistar has no
period of chivalry, Freneksy has no conprehension of this. He sinply sees it in
terns of a struggle for econom ¢ dom nation; who runs whose factories and can
sequest er whose | abor force.'

‘"No romance,' Eric said. 'How about the reegs? WIIl they understand the Ml e?
Have they a period of knighthood in their past?

"Wth four arms and a chitinous shell,' his 2056 counterpart said, 'it would
have been sonmething to see one of themin action. | don't know, because neither
you nor | nor any other Terran that | ever met bothered to | earn as nuch about
reeg civilization as we should have. You have the nanme of the reeg intelligence
maj or ?'

' Deg sonet hi ng.

"Deg. Dal. Il. Think to yourself: the dog dallied and it nmade himill.'
"Mary Rei neke.'

"Christ,' FEric said.

"I nauseate you, don't 1? Well, you nauseate ne, too; you strike ne as fl abby
and bl ubbery and your posture is terrible. No wonder you're stuck with a wife
i ke Kathy; you got what you deserved. During the next year why don't you show
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some guts? Way don't you pull yourself together and go find another woman so by
the tine it gets to nme, in 2056, things aren't quite so goddam foul ed up? You
owe it to nme; | saved your life, got you away fromLilistar's police.' H s 2056
self glowered at him

"What woman do you suggest?' Eric said guardedly.
"You're out of your mnd.'

"Listen; Mary and Molinari have a quarrel about a nonth from now, your tinme. You
could exploit it. | didn't but that can be changed; you can set up a slightly

different future, everything the sane except for the nmarital situation. Divorce
Kathy and marry Mary Rei neke or someone — anyone.' There was desperation, all at

once, in his counterpart's voice. 'My God, | see this ahead, this having to
institutionalize her, and for the rest of her life — | don't want to do that;
want out.'

"Wth or without us—

"I know. She'll wind up there anyhow. But do | have to be the one? Together you
and | ought to be able to reinforce ourselves. It'll be hard; Kathy'll fight a
divorce action like a crazed thing. But bring the action in Tijuana; Mxican
divorce law is |l ooser than in the States. Get a good | awer. |'ve picked one;

he's in Ensenada. Jesus Guadaral a. Can you renenber that? | couldn't quite nake
it there to start litigation through him but dammit, you can.' He eyed Eric
hopef ul | y.

"Il try," Eric said presently.

"Now | have to let you out. The medi cation you took will start to work on you in
a fewmnutes and | don't care to have you drop five mles to the surface of the
pl anet.' The ship began to descend. "I'lIl let you off in Salt Lake City; it's a

big place, you won't be noticed. And when you're back in 2055 you can catch a
cab to Arizona.’

"I don't have any 2055 noney,' Eric renenbered. 'Or do | ?'" He was confused; too
much had happened. He groped for his wallet. 'I got into a panic after that
attenpt on ny part to buy the antidote from Hazeltine with warti me—

"Don't ruminate over the details. | know them al ready.

They conmpleted the flight to Earth's surface in silence, each inhibited by his
gl oony contenpt for the other. It was, Eric decided, a graphic denmponstration of
the necessity for having respect for one's own self. And this gave himfor the
first tinme an insight into his fatalistic quasi-suicidal inclinations ... they
wer e undoubt edly based on this same flaw. To survive he would have to learn to
vi ew hinmsel f and his acconplishnents differently.

"You're wasting your time,' his counterpart said after the ship had landed in an
irrigated pasture outside Salt Lake City. 'You' re not going to change.

As he stepped fromthe ship onto the spongy, moist alfalfa Eric said, 'According
to you, anyhow. But we'll| see.'

Wthout a further word his 2056 self slamred the hatch and took off; the ship
shot up into the sky and di sappear ed.

Eric trudged toward the nearby paved road.

In Salt Lake City proper he snared a cab. It did not ask for his travel pernit
and he realized that inperceptibly, probably as he was wal ki ng toward town al ong

file:/lIF|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Dick%20Now%20wait%20for%20last%20year.txt (110 of 136) [1/19/03 7:43:01 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Philip%20K .Dick/Dick%20N ow%20wai t%20f or%20l ast%20year.txt

the road, he had slipped a year back and was now in his own tinme. Neverthel ess
he deci ded to nmake sure.

"Gve me the date,' he instructed the cab

"June 15, sir,
val | eys.

the cab said as it buzzed south over green nountains and

"What year?'

The cab said, 'Are you M R p Van Wnkle or sonmething, sir? It's 2055. And
hope it satisfies you.' The cab was ol d and sonmewhat seedy, needing repairs; its
irritability showed in the activity of its autonomic circuitry.

"It does,' FEric said.

By use of the cab's vidphone he | earned fromthe information center at Phoeni x
the | ocation of the prisoner of war canp; this was not classified information
Presently the cab fl ew above flat desert |ands and nonotonous hills of rock and
enpty basins which in fornmer tinmes had been | akes. And then, in the mdst of

this barren, unexploited wlderness, the cab set himdown; he had arrived at POW
Canp 29, and it was just where he had expected it to be: in the nost

uni nhabi t abl e spot conceivable. To himthe great desert |ands of Nevada and
Arizona were like a dismal alien planet, not Earth at all; frankly he preferred
the parts of Mars which he had seen near Wash-35

"Lots of luck, sir,
pl at e shudderi ng.

the cab said. He paid it and it zoomed noisily off, its

' Thanks,' Eric said. He wal ked to the guardhouse at the entrance of the canp; to
the soldier within he explained that he had been sent by Tijuana Fur & Dye to
buy a PONfor clerical work that had to be processed with absol ute accuracy.

"Just one?' the soldier asked himas he led the way to his superior's office.
"W can give you fifty reegs. Two hundred. We're overrun with themright now.
Fromthat |ast battle we nailed six of their transports.'

In the colonel's office he filled out forns, signed for TF&D. Paynent, he
expl ai ned, woul d be forwarded through normal channels at the end of the nonth in
response to presentation of a fornal statenent.

' Take your pick,' the colonel, bored to death, told him 'Look around; you can
have any one of them - they're all alike, though.

Eric said, '|l see areeg filing forns there in the next room He — or it — | ooks
efficient.’

"That's old Deg,' the colonel said. 'Deg's a fixture around here; captured in
the first week of the war. Even built hinself one of those translating boxes so
he could be of nore use to us. | wish all of themwere as co-operative as Deg.'

"1'll take him' FEric said.

"W'I | have to affix a considerable additional fee,' the colonel said slyly.
' Because of the anpunt of training he's received here fromus.' He nade a note
of that. 'And a service charge for the translating box.'

"You said he built it.'
"W supplied the materials.’

At last they agreed on a price and then Eric walked into the next roomand up to
the reeg, busy with his four nmulti-jointed arns at the insurance claimfiles.
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"You belong to TF&D now,' Eric informed him 'So cone along.' To the colonel he
said, '"WII he try to escape or fight ne?

' They never do,' the colonel said, lighting a cigar and | eani ng agai nst the wall
of his office with dreary ennui. They don't have the nentality for it; they're
just bugs. Huge, shiny bugs.

Presently he was back outside in the hot sun, waiting for a cab from near by
Phoeni x. If | had known it would take such a short time, he said to hinself, |
woul d have held onto the cranky, elderly cab. He felt unconfortable, standing

with the silent reeg; this was, after all, their formal eneny. Reegs battled
with and killed Terrans, and this one had been and still was a comm ssi oned
of ficer.

Like a fly the reeg cleaned hinsel f, conbing his wi ngs, his sensory antennae,
then his | ower set of extrenities. He carried his translating box under one
brittle arm never letting go of it.

"Are you glad to get out of that PO Wcanp?' Eric asked.
Wirds, pale in the strong desert sun, appeared on the box.
NOT PARTI CULARLY

The cab arrived and Eric, along with Deg Dal Il, entered it. Soon they were in
the air, turning in the direction of Tijuana.

Eric said, 'l know you're an officer in reeg intelligence. That's why | bought
you. '

The box remmi ned bl ank. But the reeg trenbled. H s opaque, conpound eyes becane
even nore filmed-over and the fal se ones gaped enptily.

"I"lIl take the risk of telling you this right now,'" Eric said. 'I'm an
intermediary acting to bring you together with soneone high in UNcircles. It's
in your interest, yours and your people's, to co-operate with ne. You will be

dropped off at my firm—
The box came to life.

RETURN ME TO CAMP

"Al'l right," Eric said. 'I know you have to act out the pose you' ve maintai ned
for so long now. Even though it's no |onger necessary |I'maware that you're
still in contact with your governnent. That's why you can be useful to the

personage you're to neet in Tijuana. Through you he can establish relations with
your governnent— He hesitated, then plunged in. 'Wthout the 'Starmen know ng.'
That was saying a lot; he had mightily presumed on what, for his part, was a
very small role.

After a pause the box relit.
I HAVE ALWAYS CO OPERATED

"But this is different.'" And he dropped the subject then and there. For the
remai nder of the trip he did not try to communicate with Deg Dal 11; it was
obviously the wong thing to do. Deg Dal Il knew it and he knew it. The rest was
up to someone el se, not him

When they reached Tijuana Eric rented a roomat the Caesar Hotel on the main
street of town; the desk clerk, a Mexican, stared at the reeg but asked no
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questions. This was Tijuana, Eric reflected as he and Deg ascended to their
floor. Everyone minded his own business; it had always been |like this here, and
even now, in wartinme, Tijuana renmai ned unchanged. You coul d obtain anything, do
anyt hing, you wanted. As long as it was not done blatantly on the public street.
And nost especially if it was consummated at night. Because at night Tijuana
becane a transforned city in which everything, even unimgi nabl e things, was
possible. Once it had been abortions, narcotics, wonen, and ganbling. Now it was
concourse with the eneny.

In the hotel room he handed over a copy of the ownership papers to Deg Dal II;

in case trouble arose during his absence the papers would prove that the reeg
had not escaped froma POWcanp, nor was he a spy. In addition Eric provided him
with money. And instructed himto contact TF&D if any difficulty — especially
the appearance of 'Star intelligence agents — supervened. The reeg was to renmain
in the hotel roomat all times, eating his neals there, watching the TV if he

wi shed, admitting no one if he could avoid it, and if somehow ' Star agents got
through to him he was to reveal nothing. Even if this brought about his death.

"I think it's ny place to tell you that,' Eric said, 'not because | |ack respect
for reeg life or because | believe Terrans ought to tell a reeg when to die and
when not to but sinply because | know the situation and you do not. You'll just

have to accept ny word that it's that inportant.' He waited for the box to |ight
up but it did not. 'No coment?' he asked, disappointed in a vague way. There
had been so little real contact between himand the reeg; it seened a bad onen,
sonehow.

At last the box, reluctantly, lit.

GOOD- BY
"You have nothing else to say?" Eric said, incredul ous.

WHAT |'S YOUR NAME?

"It's on the forms | gave you,' Eric said, and left the hotel room shutting the
door loudly after him

CQut doors on the sidewal k he hail ed an ol d-fashi oned surface cab and told its
human driver to take himto TF&D.

Fifteen nmnutes later he once nore entered the attractive apteryx-shaped,
gray-lit building and nade his way down the faniliar corridor to his own office.
O what had until recently been his office.

M ss Perth, his secretary, blinked in amazenment. 'Wy, Dr Sweetscent — | thought
you were in Cheyenne!

"I's Jack Blair around?' He glanced toward the parts bins but he did not see his
departnental assistant. Bruce H mmel, however, lurked in the dimlast row, an
inventory chart and clipboard in one hand. 'How d you nake out with the San

Di ego Public Library?" Eric asked him

Startled, Himel rose to a standing position. 'I'm appealing, doctor. I'Il never
gi ve up. How come you're back here in

Ti j uana?'

Til Perth said, 'Jack is upstairs conferring with M Virgil Ackerman, doctor

You look tired. It's a lot of work there in Cheyenne, isn't it? Such a big
responsibility.' Her |ong-lashed blue eyes showed synpathy and her |arge breasts
seened to swell a trifle in a notherly, nobile, nourishing way. "Can | fix you a
cup of coffee?
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"Sure. Thanks.' He seated hinmself at his desk and rested for a nonent, thinking
back over the day. Strange that all these things had happened in a sequence

whi ch had returned himto this spot, to his own chair at last. Was this in sone
sense the end? Had he played out his little — or not so little — part in a braw
involving three races of the galaxy? Four, if the rotten-pear-shaped creatures
from Bet el geuse were included ... and out of sentiment he did. Perhaps the |oad
was off him A vidcall to Cheyenne, to Mdlinari; that would do it and once nore
he woul d be Virgil Ackerman's physician, replacing organ after organ as they

gave out. But there was still Kathy. WAs she here at TF&D' s infirmary? O in a
San Di ego hospital ? Perhaps she was trying to resune her life, despite the
addi ction, doing her job for Virgil. She was not a coward; she would keep

pushing until the end.
"I's Kathy here in the building? he asked Til Perth.

"I"lIl check for you, doctor.' She jiggled the button of her desk-corn. There's
your coffee, beside your el bow.'

" Thanks.' He sipped the coffee with gratitude. It was alnmost like old times; his
of fi ce had always been for himan oasis where things were rational, safe from
the fury of his botched-up donestic life. Here he could pretend that people were
nice to one another, that rel ationships between people could be nerely friendly,
merely casual. And yet — that was not enough. There had to be intinmacy, too.
Even with its threat of becomi ng a destroying force

Taki ng paper and pen, he wrote out fromnenory the formula for the antidote to
JJ- 180.

"She's in the infirmary on the fourth floor," Mss Perth rinfornmed him ‘I
didn't know she was sick; is it serious?

Eri ¢ handed her the paper, folded. Take this to Jonas. He'll know what it is and
what to do with it.' He wondered if he should go up to Kathy, tell her that the
antidote woul d soon be « in existence. Beyond the shadow of a doubt he was
obliged to, by the nost fundanental structure of decency. 'Ckay,' he said,
rising. "I'll go see her.

"G ve her ny best," Til Perth called after himas he plodded out of the office
into the hall.

"Sure,' he murnured

When he reached the fourth floor infirmary he found Kathy, wearing a white
cotton gown, seated in a reclining chair, her legs crossed, feet bare. She was
readi ng a magazi ne. She | ooked ol d and shrunken, and obvi ously under heavy
sedati on.

'Best wishes,' he said to her, '"fromTil.

Slowy, with conspicuous difficulty, Kathy glanced up, focused her gaze on him
"Any — news for ne?

"The antidote's in towmn. O soon will be. Al Hazeltine Corp. has to do is whip
up a batch and express it here. Another six hours.' He nmade an attenpt to snmile
encouragingly; it failed. 'How do you feel ?

"Fine now. Since you brought me the news.' She was surprisingly matter-of-fact,
even for her with her schizoid ways. The sedati on no doubt accounted for it.
"You did it, didn't you? Found it for ne.' Then, at |ast renenbering, she added,
"Ch yes, and for yourself, too. But you could have kept it, not told me. Thanks,
dear.'

""Dear."' It hurt to hear her use such a word to him
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‘"I can see,' Kathy said carefully, 'that underneath you really are fond of ne
still, despite what |'ve done to you. O herw se you woul dn't—

"Sure | would; you think I"'ma noral nonster? The cure should be a matter of
public record, available for anyone who's on the dam stuff. Even 'Starmen. As
far as |'mconcerned deliberately addictive toxic drugs are an abonination, a
crime against life.' He was silent then, thinking to hinmself, And sonmeone who
addi cts another is a crimnal and ought to be hanged or shot. 'I'mleaving,' he
sai d. 'Going back to Cheyenne. |I'll see you. Good |uck on your therapy.' He
added, trying not to make it sound deliberately unkind, 'You know, it won't
restore the physical damage al ready done; you understand that, Kathy.

"How ol d,' she asked,'do | | ook?
"You | ook what you are, about thirty-five.
"No.' She shook her head. 'I've seen in the mrror.

Eric said, 'See to it, will you, that everyone who took the drug that night with
you, that first tine, gets sone of the antidote; |'Il trust you to do that.
kay?'

"OfF course. They're ny friends.' She toyed with a corner of her magazine. 'FEric,
I can't expect you to stay with me now, with the way | am physically. A
wi t hered and— She broke off and becane silent.

Was this his chance? He said, 'You want a divorce, Kathy? If you do I'Il give it
to you. But personally— He hesitated. How far could hypocrisy go? Wat was
really required of himnow? His future self, his conpatriot from 2056, had

pl eaded with himto break | oose fromher. Didn't all aspects of reason dictate
that he do so and if possible right now?

In a low voice Kathy said, 'l still love you. | don't want to separate. |'Il try
to treat you better; honesty | will. | promse.'
"Shall | be honest?

"Yes,' she said. 'You should al ways be honest.
'Let ne go.'

She | ooked up at him Some of the old spirit, the venomthat had etched away the
fiber of their relationship, glowed in her eyes. But it was vitiated now Her
addi ction, plus the sedation had weakened her; the power which she had fornerly
exerted over him trapping himand hugging himto her, had gone. Shruggi ng, she

murmured, 'Well | asked you to be honest and | got just that. | guess | should
be gl ad.'
"WIl you agree, then? You'll commence litigation?

Kathy said carefully, 'On one condition. If there's no other wonan.'

"There isn't.' He thought of Phyllis Ackerman; that surely didn't count. Even in
Kat hy' s suspi ci on- haunt ed worl d.

"If I find out there is,' she stated, 'I'll fight a divorce; | won't co-operate.
You' Il never get free fromne: that's a prom se, too.

"Then it's agreed.' He felt a great weight slide into the abyss of infinity,
leaving himwith a nerely earthly | oad, one which | an ordinary human being
coul d bear. Thanks,' he said.

Kat hy said. Thank you, Eric, for the antidote. So | ook what ny drug addiction,
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my years of using drugs, has neant, finally. It's nade it possible for you to
escape. It did acconplish some good after all.

For the Iife of himhe could not determne if she neant that sardonically. He
decided to inquire about sonething else. 'Wen you feel better are you going to
resune your job here at TF&D?'

"Eric, | may have sonething stirring for ne. Wien | was under the drug's
i nfluence, back in the past— she halted, then painfully continued; talking was
difficult for her now 'l nmiled an electronic part to Virgil. Back in the md

1930s. Wth a note telling himwhat to do about it and also who | was. So he'd
renenber ne |ater on. About now, in fact.'

Eric said, 'But— He broke off.

'Yes?' She managed to fix her attention on him what he was saying. 'Did | do
somet hi ng wong? Alter the past and disturb things?

It was al nost inpossible, he discovered, to tell her. But she would find out
anyhow, as soon as she nmmde inquiries. Virgil would have received no part,
because as soon as she left the past the part left, too; Virgil, as a child, had
received an enpty envelope or nothing at all. He found this nmournfully sad.

"What is it?' she was asking laboriously. 'I can tell by your expression — |
know you so well — that | did sonething bad.'

Eric said, '"I'mjust surprised. By your ingenuity. Listen.' He crouched down
besi de her, put his hand on her shoulder. 'Don't count on it making nuch
difference; your job here with Virgil can't basically be inproved on and anyhow
Virgil is hardly the grateful type.

"But it was worth a try, don't you think?
"Yes,' he said, straightening up. He was glad at that point to let it drop

He said good-by to her, patted her — futilely — once nore, and then he made his
way to the elevator and fromit to Virgil Ackerman's office.

Virgil, glancing up as he entered, cackled, 'I heard you were back, Eric. Sit
down and tell ne howit is; Kathy |ooks bad, doesn't she? Hazeltine wasn't—

"Listen,' Eric said, shutting the door. The two of themwere alone. 'Virgil, can
you get Mdlinari here to TF&D?'

"Why?' Birdlike, Virgil regarded himalertly.

Eric told him

When he had heard, Virgil said, '"I'll call Gno. | can hint and because we know
each other he'll understand on an intuitive level. He'll come. Probably right
away; when he acts he goes fast.'

"I"lIl stay here, then,' Eric decided. 'l won't return to Cheyenne. In fact nmaybe
I'"d better go back to the Caesar Hotel and stay with Deg.'

"And take a gun with you,' Virgil said. He picked up the vidphone receiver and
said, 'Get ne the Wiite House in Cheyenne.' To Eric he said, 'If they've got
this line tapped it won't help them they won't be able to tell what we're
talking about.' Into the receiver he said, 'l want to talk to secretary
Molinari; this is Virgil Ackerman calling personally.
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Eric sat back and |istened. It was going well now, finally. He could take this
monent to rest. Becone sinply a spectator

From t he vi dphone a voice, that of the Wite House sw tchboard operator,
squalled in frantic hysteria, 'M Ackerman, is Dr Sweetscent there? W can't
| ocate himand Mlinari, M Mlinari, | mean, is dead, and can't be revived.

Virgil raised his eyes and confronted Eric.
"I"'mon ny way,' Eric said. He felt only nunb. Nothing nore.
"Too late," Virgil said. "I'll bet you.'

The operator shrilled, 'M Ackerman, he's been dead two hours how, Dr Teagarden
can't do anything with him and—

" Ask what organ gave out,' Eric said.

The operator heard him 'His heart. |Is that you, Dr Sweet-scent? Dr Teagarden
said the aortic artery ruptured—

"I"ll take an artiforg heart with me,'" Eric said to Virgil. To the operator at
the Wiite House he said, Tell Teagarden to keep his body tenp as | ow as he can;
I"msure he's doing that anyhow. '

There's one good hi gh-speed ship on the roof field,' Virgil said. '"It's the ship
we flew to Wash-35 in; it's undoubtedly the best anywhere near here.'

"I"lIl pick out the heart nyself,' Eric decided. '"So I'll go back to my office;
why don't you get the ship readied for me?" He was calmat this point. It was
either too late or it wasn't. He got there in tine or he didn't. Haste, right
now, had renote val ue.

Virgil, as he tapped the vidphone switch for TF&D s swi tchboard, said, The 2056
you were in is not the one connected to our world.

"Evidently not,' Eric agreed. And started on the run for the el evator

THI RTEEN

At the White House roof field Don Festenburg net him pale and stanmering with
tension. 'Wwhere were you, doctor? You didn't notify anybody you were | eaving
Cheyenne; we thought you were somewhere nearby.' He strode ahead of Eric, toward
the field s nearest in-track

Carrying the boxed artiforg, Eric foll owed.

At the door of the Secretary's bedroom Teagarden appeared, his face constricted
with fatigue. 'Just for the hell of it, where were you, doctor?

I was trying to end the war, Eric thought. He said nmerely, 'How cool is he?

'"No appreciable netabolism don't you think I know how to conduct that aspect of
restoration? |'ve got witten instructions here which automatically becone
operative the nonent he's unconscious or dead and can't be revived.' He handed
Eric the sheets.

At a glance Eric saw the vital paragraph. No artiforg. Under any circunstances.
Even if it were the only chance for Mli-nari's survival

"I's this binding? Eric asked.

"W've consulted the Attorney CGeneral,' Dr Teagarden said. 'It is. You ought to
know, any artiforg in anybody, can only be inserted with witten perm ssion in
advance.'
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"Why does he want it this way?' Eric asked.

"I don't know,' Teagarden said. 'WIIl you nake an attenpt to revive himw thout
use of the artiforg heart which | see you brought? That's all we're left with.'
His tone dropped with bitterness and defeat. 'Wth nothing. He conpl ai ned about
his heart before you left; he told you — | heard him- that he thought an artery
had ruptured. And you wal ked out of here.' He stared at Eric.

Eric said, 'That's the trouble with hypochondria. You never know.'

"Well,' Teagarden said with a ragged sigh, 'okay — | didn't realize it either.'
Turning to Don Festenburg, Eric said, 'Wat about Freneksy? Does he know?'
Wth a faint, quivering snmirk of nervousness Festenburg said, 'CF course.'
"Any reaction from hin®'

' Concern.'

"You're not letting any further 'Star ships in here, | assune.'

Fest enburg said, 'Doctor, your job is to heal the patient, not to dictate
policy.'

"I't would help ne to heal the patient if | knew that—

' Cheyenne is sealed off,' Festenburg conceded at last. 'No ship except yours has
been pernmitted to I and since this occurred."'

Eric wal ked to the bed and gazed down at G no Mlinari lost in a tangle of
machi nery that maintained his tenperature and neasured a thousand conditions
extant deep within his body. The plunp, short figure could hardly be seen; the
face was conpletely obscured by a new item scarcely ever enployed up to now,
for catching extrenely delicate alterations in the brain. It was the brain, at
all costs, that had to be protected. Everything could go but the brain.

Everything could go — except that Mdlinari had forbidden the use of an artiforg
heart. So that was that. Medically speaking the clock had been set back a
century by this neurotic, self-destructive injunction.

Al ready, without exami ning the now open chest of the nman, Eric knew that he was
hel pl ess. Qutside of the field of org-trans he was probably no nore conpetent a
surgeon than Teagarden. Everything in his own career had hung on the possibility
of replacing the failing organ.

'"Let's see that docunent again.' He took the paper back from Teagarden, studied
it more thoroughly. Surely as wily and resourceful a man as Mdlinari had
i magi ned sonme viable alternative to org-trans. It couldn't end here.

"Prindl e has been notified, of course,' Festenburg said. 'He's standing by,
ready to speak over TV when and if it's certain we can't revive Mlinari.' Hs
voice was flat, unnaturally so; Eric glanced at him wondering how he truly felt
about this.

"What about this paragraph?' Eric said, showi ng the docunment to Dr Teagarden.
" About the activation of the GRS Enterprises robant sinulacrum the one of
Mol i nari used in the video tape. To be put on TV tonight.'

"What about it?" Teagarden said, rereading the paragraph. 'The airing of the
tape will be scratched, of course. As far as the robant itself goes |I know
not hi ng about it. Maybe Festenburg does.' He turned questioningly to Don
Fest enbur g.
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That paragraph,' Festenburg said, 'is senseless. Literally. For instance, what's
a robant doing in cold-pak? W can't make out Mdlinari's reasoni ng and anyhow
we' ve got our hands full. There're forty-three paragraphs to this dam docunent;

we can't carry themall out simultaneously, can we?'
Eric said, 'But you know where—
"Yes,' Festenburg said. 'l know where the simulacrumis.'

"CGet it out of the cold-pak,' Eric said. 'Activate it as per the instructions in
this document. Which you already know to be | egally binding.

"Activate it and then what?'

"It'1l tell you itself,' Eric said, "fromthen on.' And for years to cone, he
said to hinself. Because that's the whole point of the docunent. There will be
no public announcenent that G no Mlinari has died because as soon as that
so-cal led robant is activated it will not be so.

And, he thought, | think, you know it, Festenburg.
They | ooked at each other silently.

To a Service man Eric said, '|I want four of you to acconpany hi mwhile he does
it. Just a suggestion, but | hope you take me up on it.'

The man nodded, beckoned to a group of his co-workers; they fell in behind
Fest enburg, who | ooked confused and frightened now and in no way sel f-possessed.
He left on his reluctant errand, the group of Secret Service nmen cl ose behind.

"What about a further attenpt to repair the ruptured aortic artery? Dr
Teagarden denmanded. 'Aren't you going to try? A plastic section can still be—

The Molinari in this time sequence,' Eric said, 'has been battered enough. Don't
you agree? This is the nonent to retire it; that's what he wants.' W' re going
to have to face a fact, he realized, that none of us wants to face because it
means we're in for a kind of governnent — have had a kind of governnent already
— hardly in accord with our theoretical ideas.

Mol i nari had founded a dynasty consisting of hinself.

"That sinmulacrumcan't rule in Gno's place,' Teagarden protested. 'It's a
construct and the | aw forbids—

"That's why G no refused the use of an artificial organ. He can't do what Virgi
has done, replace each in turn, because by doing so he'd be open to | ega

chall enge. But that's not inportant.' Not now, anyhow. He thought, Prindle isn't
the Mole's heir and neither is Don Festenburg, however nmuch he'd like to be. |
doubt if the dynasty is endless but at least it'll survive this blow. And that's
quite a |lot.

After a pause Teagarden said, 'That's why it's in cold-pak. | see.'

"And it'll stand up to any test you care to give it.' You, Mnister Freneksy,
anyone including Don Festenburg who probably figured it out before | did, he
realized, but couldn't do anything about it. 'That's what distinguishes this
solution; even if you know what's going on you can't stop it.' This rather

enl arged the concept of political maneuvering. Was he horrified by this? O

i npressed? To be honest, as yet he did not know. It was too novel a solution,
this collusion of Gno Mlinari with hinself, behind the scenes. Hi s tinkering
with the colossal entity of rebirth in his own ininitable, faster-than-the-eye
way.
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"But,' Teagarden protested, 'that |eaves another tine conti nuumw thout a UN
Secretary. So what's gained if—

' The one which Don Festenburg has gone to activate,' Eric said, 'undoubtedly
cones froma world in which the Mole was not elected.' In which he went down to
political defeat and soneone el se becane UN Secretary. There no doubt were a
nunber of such worlds, considering the closeness of the original vote in this
wor | d.

In that other world the absence of the Mol e would have no neani ng, because he
was sinply one nore defeated political figure, perhaps even in retirement. And —
in a position to be thoroughly rested up and fresh. Ready to tackle Mnister
Freneksy.

"It's admirable,' Eric decided. 'I think, anyhow.' The Ml e had known t hat
sooner or later this battered body would di e beyond the possibility of
reconstruction except by artiforg nmeans. And what good was a politica
strategi st who couldn't | ook ahead to his own death? Wthout that he would have
been nmerely another Hitler, who didn't want his country to survive him

Once nore Eric glanced over the docunent which Mdlinari had presented them It
i ndeed was airtight. Legally the next Mlinari absolutely had to be activated.

And that one, in turn, would see to it that he provided hinself with a
repl acenent. Like any good tag-team of westlers it could theoretically go on
for ever.

Could it?

Al the Mdlinaris, in all the tine-continua, were aging at the sane rate. It
could only go on for thirty or forty nore years. At the nost.

But that would carry Terra through and out of the war
And that was all the Ml e cared about.

He was not trying to be imortal, a god. He was sinply interested in serving out
his termof office. What had happened to Franklin D. Roosevelt in a previous
maj or war was not going to happen to him Molinari had | earned fromthe m stakes
of the past. And he acted accordingly, in typical Piednontese style. He had
found a bizarre and colorfully idiosyncratic solution to his political problem

Thi s expl ai ned why the UN Secretary's uniform and honeopape shown to Eric a year
hence by Don Festenburg were counterfeit.

Wthout this, they might conceivably have been real
That al one justified what Ml inari had done.
An hour later G no Mdlinari summoned himto his private office.

Fl ushed, glowi ng with good hunour, the Mdl e in a spanking new uni form| eaned
back in his chair and expansively, at |eisure, surveyed Eric. 'So the nurts
weren't going to start me up,' he booned out. Then abruptly he | aughed. 'l knew
you'd put pressure on them Sweetscent; | had it all worked out. Nothing by
accident. You believe ne? Or you think there was a | oophole, they m ght have
gotten away with it, especially that Festenburg — he's plenty smart, you know. |
admre the hell out of him' He belched. 'Listen to nme. Well, so rmuch for Don.'

"I think they al nost got by,' Eric said.

"Yes, they did,' Mlinari agreed, sonber now 'It was very close. But everything
in politics is close; that's what makes it worth the effort. Who wants a sure
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thing? Not ne. By the way: those video tapes are going on the air as pl anned;
sent poor Prindle back to the vault or wherever it is he hangs out.' Again
Mol i nari | aughed | oudly.

"Am | right,' Eric said, '"that in your world —'

"This is nmy world," Mlinari interrupted; putting his hands behind his head he
rocked back and forth, eyeing Eric brightly.

Eric said, 'In the parallel world you cane from—'

' Gar bage!"

' —you were defeated in your attenpt to become UN Secretary; is that right? I'm
just curious. | don't intend to discuss it with anyone.

"I'f you do,' Molinari said, '"I'll have the Secret Service glunk you and sink you
inthe Atlantic. Or drop you in deep space.' He was silent a nmonent. 'l got

el ected, Sweetscent, but the drats knocked ne right out of office in a
no-confidence recall thing they cooked up. Having to do with the Pact of Peace.
They were right, of course; | shouldn't have gotten involved in it. But who
wants to make a deal with four-arned shiny bugs who can't even talk, who have to
go around carrying a translation box |like an indoor potty?

"You know now,' Eric said guardedly, 'that you have to. Reach an understandi ng
with the reegs.'

"Sure. But it's easy to see that now' The Mle's eyes were dark and intense,
fighting this out with vast, native intelligence. 'Wat do you have in m nd,
doctor? Let's have a | ook. What did they used to say in the last century? Let's
kick it up on the roof and see if it — sone damm t hing.

"A contact is ready for you in Tijuana.'

"Hell, I"'mnot going to Tijuana; that's a dirty towm — that's where you go for a
broad, age thirteen. Even younger than Mary.'

" You know about Mary, then?' Had she been his mstress in the alternate worl d?

"He introduced us,' Mlinari said blandly. 'MW best friend; he fired nme up. The
one they're burying or whatever it is they're doing with the corpse. It couldn't
interest ne less, just so they get rid of it. 1've already got one, that
bullet-riddl ed one in the casket. Wich you saw. One is enough; they nmake ne
nervous. '

"What are you going to do with the assassinated one?

Mol i nari showed his teeth in a great grin. 'You don't get it, do you? That was

the previous one. That came before the one that just died. I'mnot the second,
I"'mthe third." He cupped his ear, then. 'OCkay, let's hear what you' ve got; I'm
waiting.'

Eric said, "Un, you'll goto TF&D to visit Virgil Ackernman. That won't arouse

suspicion. It's my job to get the contact into the factory so he can confer with
you. | think I can do it. Unless—

"Unl ess Corning, the top 'Star agent in Tijuana, gets to your reeg first.

Listen, | give the Secret Service orders to round himup; that'll keep the
"Stars busy for a while, get themoff our knabs. W can cite their activity
regarding your wife, their getting her addicted; that'll be the covering story.

You agree? Yes? No?'

"It'll do." Once nore he felt weary, even nmore so than before. It was a day, he
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deci ded, that would never termnate; the huge former burden had returned to
wei gh himinto submni ssion.

"I don't inpress you very much,' Mlinari said.

"On the contrary. |I'mjust exhausted.' And he still had to go back to Tijuana to
bring Deg Dal Il into the factory fromhis roomat the Caesar Hotel; it was not
over yet.

' Soneone else,' Milinari said acutely, 'can pick up your reeg and bring it to
TF&D. G ve ne the location and I'Il see that it's done right. You don't have to
do any nore; go get drunk or find some fresh newgirl. O take sonme nore JJ-180,
visit another tine period. Anyhow enjoy yourself. How s your addiction com ng?
Broken it yet, like | told you to?

"Yes.'

Molinari raised his thick eyebrows. 'I'll be dammed. Amazing; | didn't think it
could be done. Get it fromyour reeg contact?

'"No. Fromthe future.'

How s the war cone out? | don't nove ahead, |ike you do; | nove sideways only,
into the parallel presents.’

It's going to be tough,' Eric said.
' Cccupati on?
For nmost of Terra.'

How about ne?"

" Apparently you nmanage to get away to Wash-35. After hol ding out |ong enough for
the reegs to cone in with strength.’

"I don't care for it," Modlinari decided. 'But | guess |'ve got to do it. How s
your wife Katherine?

' The antidote—
"I mean your relationship.'
"W're separating. It's decided.’

"Ckay.' Molinari nodded briskly. 'You wite out the address you have for ne and

in exchange I'lIl wite out a nanme and address for you.' He took pen and paper,
wote rapidly. "Arelative of Mary's. A cousin. Bit player in TV dramatic
series, lives in Pasadena. N neteen. Too young?'

“Illegal.’

"I"1l get you off." He tossed Eric the paper. Eric did not pick it up. 'Wat's
the matter?" Mlinari shouted at him 'Has using that tinme-travel drug scranbl ed
your wits, you don't know you've got only one tiny life and that |ies ahead of
you, not sideways or back? Are you waiting for |last year to come by again or
somet hi ng?'

Reaching out, Eric took the paper. That's exactly right. I've been waiting a
long tine for last year. But | guess it's just not comi ng again.'

"Don't forget to say | sent you,' Mdlinari said, and beaned broadly as Eric put
the paper in his wallet.

file:/lIF|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Dick%20Now%20wait%20for%20last%20year.txt (122 of 136) [1/19/03 7:43:02 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Philip%20K .Dick/Dick%20N ow%20wai t%20f or%20l ast%20year.txt

It was night and Eric wal ked the dark side street, hands in his pockets,
wondering if he was going in the right direction. He had not been in Pasadena,
California, for years.

Ahead a mmj or conapt building rose squarely against the sky, nore dense than the
at mosphere behind it, windows lit like the eyes of sone great bl ock-shaped

synt heti c punpkin. Eyes, Eric thought, are the w ndow of the soul, but a conapt
is a conapt. What lies inside there? A bossy — or perhaps not so bossy -

bl ack-haired girl whose anbition it is to appear in one-mnute beer and
cigarette commercials on TV or whatever it is Mdlinari said. Someone to goad you
to your feet when you're sick, travesty of the marital vows, of mnutual help,
protection.

He t hought about Phyllis Ackerman, their conversation at Wash-35, not so |ong
ago. If | really want to repeat the pattern stanped on the matrix of ny life, he

thought, | need only |ook her up; Phyllis is just enough like Kathy to attract
me. As both of us understand. And enough different fromher so that it would
seem — | say seem— |like sonething newin ny life. But then all at once he

thought, This girl here in Pasadena; | didn't pick her out. Gno Mlinari did.
So perhaps the matrix breaks here. And can be discarded. And | can go on in
sonet hing that does not nerely seem new but is new.

Locating the front entrance of the conapt building, he got out the slip of
paper, again nmenorized the nanme, then found the proper button anong the host of
identical rows in the big brass plate and gave it a vigorous, G no Mlinari

i nspi red push.

A ghostly voice presently issued fromthe speaker and a microscopic i mage formnmed
on the monitoring screen set in the wall above the buttons. 'Yes? W is it? In
such absurd miniature the girl's imge could not be deci phered; he could not

tell a thing about her. The voice, however, sounded rich and throaty and

al t hough nervous with the typical caution of the unattached girl living alone it
had its warnth.

"G no Mlinari asked me to | ook you up,' Eric said, supporting his burden on the
rock they all depended on in this, their collective journey.

"Oh!' she sounded flustered. 'To | ook me up? Are you sure you have the right
person? | only net himonce and that was casually.

Eric said, "May | cone in for a minute, Mss Garabal di ?'

"Garabaldi is ny old name,' the girl said. 'My name, the nane | work under when
I do TV shows, is Garry. Patricia Carry.

"Just let me conme in,' Eric said, and waited. 'Please.’

The door buzzed; he pushed it open and entered the foyer. A noment |ater by
el evator he had ascended to the fifteenth floor and was at her door, ready to
knock but finding it ajar in expectation of him

Wearing a flowered apron, her long dark hair hanging in twin braids down her
back, Patricia Garry nmet him smling; she had a sharp face, tapered to a

flawl ess chin, and |ips so dark as to appear black. Every feature had been cut
cleanly and with such delicate precision as to suggest a new order of perfection
in human symmetry and bal ance. He could see why she had gone into TV, features
like that, when ignited even by the ersatz enthusiasm of a nock-up beer-bust on
a Californian ocean beach, could inpale any viewer. She was not just pretty; she
was strikingly, lavishly unique and he had a precognition as he | ooked at her of
a long and vital career ahead, if the war did not catch her up in tragedy.
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"Hi,' she said gaily. 'Wo are you?

"Eric Sweetscent. I'mon the Secretary's nedical staff.’ O, was, he thought. Up
toalittle earlier today. 'Could | have a cup of coffee with you and talk? It
woul d mean a lot to ne.'

"What a strange cone-on,' Patricia Garry said. 'But why not?' She whirled about,
her | ong Mexican skirt spinning out, and bobbed her way down the hall of her
conapt, with himfollowi ng, to the kitchen. 'I have a pot on, in fact. Wy did
M Molinari tell you to | ook me up? For any special reason?

Could a girl look Iike this and not be conscious of what an overriding speci al
reason she constituted? "Well,' he said, 'I live out here in California, in San
Di ego.' And he thought, | guess | work in Tijuana. Again. 'I'man org-trans
surgeon, Mss Garry. Or Pat. Okay to call you Pat?" He found a seat at the bench
tabl e, clasped his hands before him resting his el bows agai nst the hard,

i rregul ar redwood.

"If you're an org-trans surgeon,' Patricia Garry said as she got the cups from
the cupboard over the sink, 'why aren't you at the mlitary satellites or at the
front hospital s?

He felt his world sink frombeneath him 'l don't know, ' he said.

There is a war on, you realize.' Her back to him she said. The boy | was going
wi th, he was mangl ed when a reeg bonb got his cruiser. He's still in a base
hospital .’

"What can | say,' he said, 'except that maybe you've put your finger on the
great central weak link of ny life. Wiy it hasn't got the neaning it should
have.'

"Well, who do you blanme for that? Everyone el se?

‘"It seened to me,' he said, 'at the tine anyhow, that keeping G no Mlinari
alive sonmehow contributed to the war effort.' But, after all, he had only done
that for a short tine and had gotten into it not by his own efforts but by
Virgil Ackerman's.

"I"mjust curious,' Patricia said. 'l just would have thought that a good
org-trans surgeon would want to be at the front where the real work is.' She
poured coffee into two plastic cups.

"Yes, you' d think so,' he said, and felt futile. She was nineteen years old,
roughly half his age, and already she had a better grasp on what was right, what
one ought to do. Wth such directness of vision she had certainly patterned her
own career out to the last stitch. 'Do you want ne to | eave?' he asked her

"Just say if you do.'

"You just got here; of course | don't want you to go. M Mdlinari wouldn't have
sent you here if there hadn't been a good reason.' She eyed himcritically as
she seated herself across fromhim 'I'm Mary Reineke's cousin, did you know

t hat ?'

"Yes.' He nodded. And she's quite tough, too, he thought. 'Pat,' he said, 'take
my word for it that | have acconplished sonething today that affects us all
even if it isn't connected with ny nedical tasks. Can you accept that? If so
then we can go on fromthere.

"What ever you say,' she said with nineteen-year-old nonchal ance.

'Have you been watching Mdlinari's TV cast tonight?
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‘I had it on alittle while earlier. It was interesting; he | ooked so nuch
bi gger .

""Bigger."' Yes, he thought; that described it.

"It's good to see himback in his old form But | have to adnmit — all that
political spouting, you know how he does, sort of lectures in that feverish way,
with his eyes flashing; it's too long-winded for me. | put on the record pl ayer
instead.' She rested her chin in her open palm 'You know what? It bores the
hell out of ne.'

The vidphone in the Iiving roomrang.

'Excuse ne.' Pat Carry rose and skipped fromthe kitchen. He sat silently, no
particular thoughts in his mnd, only alittle of the old weariness wei ghing on
him and then suddenly she was back. 'For you. Dr Sweetscent; that's you, isn't

it?
"Who is it?" He |labored to get up, his heart strangely |eaden
' The White House in Cheyenne.

He made his way to the vidphone. "Hello. This is Sweetscent.'

"Just a nonent, please.' The screen bl anked out. The next inage which formed was
that of G no Milinari.

"Well, doctor,' Mdlinari said, 'they got your reeg.
"Jesus,' he said.

"When we got there all we found was a banged-up big dead bug. Sonebody, one of
them nust have seen you go in. Too bad you didn't take it directly to TF&D
I nstead of that hotel.

'l see that now.'

"Listen," Molinari said briskly. 'l called to tell you because | knew you woul d
want to know. But don't knock yourself; those 'Starnen are professionals. It
coul d have happened to anyone.' He | eaned closer to the screen, speaking with
enphasis. 'It's not that inportant; there're other ways to contact the reegs,
three or four — we're | ooking into how best to exploit it right now'

"Should this be said on the vidphone?

Mol i nari said, 'Freneksy and his party just now took off for Lilistar, shot out
of here as fast as they could. Take my word for it, Sweetscent, they know So
our problemis that we have to work fast. W expect to raise a reeg governnent

station within two hours; if necessary we'll do our negotiating on an open
broadcast with Lilistar listening in.' He glanced at his wist watch. 'l have to
ring off; 1'll keep you posted.' The screen, then, becanme dark. Busy, in hectic

haste, Mlinari had gone on to the next task. He could not sit gossiping. And
then, all at once, the screen relit; again Mlinari faced him ' Renenber,
doctor, you did your job; you forced themto honor that will | left, that

t en- page docunent they were passing back and forth when you arrived. | wouldn't
be here now except for you; | already told you that and | don't want you to
forget it — 1 haven't got time to keep repeating again and again.' He grinned
briefly and then once nore the image faded. This tine the screen stayed dark

But to fail is to fail, Eric said to hinself. He wal ked back into Pat Garry's
kitchen and reseated hinself at his cup of coffee. Neither of them spoke.
Because | nessed it up, he realized, the 'Starnen will have just that nuch nore
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time to close in on us, conme rushing here to Terra with everything they have.
MI1lions of human |ives, perhaps years of occupation — that's the price we'll
collectively pay. Because it seened, earlier today, a good idea to put Deg Dal
Il in aroomat the Caesar Hotel instead of bringing himdirectly to TF&D. But
then he thought, They have at |east one agent at TF&D too; they night even have
gotten himthere.

Now what ? he asked hi nmsel f.

' Maybe you're right, Pat,' he said. 'Maybe | ought to beconme a mlitary surgeon
and go to a base hospital near the front.'

'Yes, why not?' she said.

"But inalittle while," he said. 'and you don't know this, the front will be on
Terra.'

She bl anched, tried to smle. "Wiy is that?

"Politics. The tides of war. Unreliability of alliances. The ally of today is
the eneny of tonorrow. And the other way around.' He finished his coffee and
rose. 'Good luck, Pat, in your television career and in every other aspect of
your glowi ng, just beginning life. | hope the war doesn't touch you too deeply.
The war | hel ped bring here, he said to hinself. 'So |ong.

At the kitchen table she remai ned seated, drinking her coffee and saying
not hi ng, as he wal ked down the hall to the door, opened it, and then shut it
behind him She did not even nod good-by; she was too frightened, too stunned by
what he had told her.

Thanks anyhow, G no, he said to hinself as he descended to the ground floor. It
was a good idea; not your fault nothing canme of it. Nothing but a greater

awar eness on ny part of howlittle I've done and how nuch harm — by conmi ssion
or onmission — I'mresponsible for in ny tine.

He wal ked the dark Pasadena street until he |located a cab; he hailed and boarded
it, then wondered where he was supposed to go.

"You nmean you don't know where you live, sir? the cab asked.

"Take me to Tijuana,' he told it suddenly. 'Yes sir,' the cab said and turned
south at great speed.

FOURTEEN
Ni ghttime in Tijuana.

He wal ked ai m essly, scuffing the pavenment, passing one after another the neon
signs of the narrow boothlike shops, listening to the clanor of the Mexican
hucksters and enjoying as he always did the steady noti on and ceasel ess, nervous
honki ng of wheel s and aut onom ¢ cabs and ol d-tine turbine surface cars made in
the USA, which somehow, in their |ast decrepitude, had been brought across the
bor der.

"Grl, mster? A boy no older than el even seized Eric by the sl eeve and hung
on, dragging himto a stop. 'My sister, only seven, and never lay with a man in
her life; | guarantee before God, you be assuredly first.

" How nmuch?' Eric asked.

"Ten dollars plus the cost of the room there nust be in nane of God a room The
si dewal k nakes | ove into sonething sordid; you cannot do it here and respect
yoursel f after.’
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"There's wisdomin that,' Eric agreed. But he continued on anyhow.

At night the robant peddlars and their enormnous, usel ess, nachi ne-nmade rugs and
baskets, their carts of tamales, customarily vani shed; the daytinme people of

Ti juana di sappeared along with the m ddl e-aged Anerican tourists to make way for
the ni ght people. Men, hurrying, pushed past him a girl wearing a crushingly
tight skirt and sweater squeezed past him pressing monentarily against him...
as if, he thought, we had some durable relationship penetrating our two |ives
and this sudden heat exchange through body contact expressed the deepest
possi bl e under st andi ng between the two of us. The girl went on, disappeared.
Smal | tough Mexicans, youths wearing open-throated fur shirts, strode directly
at him their nouths agape as if they were strangling. He carefully stepped from
their path.

In a town where everything is |legal, he thought, and nothing achi eves worth, you
are wrenched back into childhood. Placed anong your blocks and toys, with al
your universe within grasp. The price for license is high: it consists of a
forfeit of adulthood. And yet he loved it here. The noise and stirrings
represented authentic life. Sone people found all this evil; he did not. People
who thought that were wong. The restless, roving banks of nales who sought God
knew what —they thenselves didn't know their striving was the genui ne pri nal
under-urge of protoplasmc material itself. This irritable ceasel ess notion had
once carried life right out of the sea and onto | and; creatures of the |and now,

they still roamed on, up one street and down another. And he went along with
t hem
Ahead, a tattoo parlor, nodern and efficient, lit by a wall of gl ow ng energy,

the proprietor inside with his electric needle that did not touch the skin, only
brushed near it as it wove a cat's cradle of design. How about that? Eric asked
hi nsel f. What could | have etched on nme, what notto or picture which would give
me confort in these unusual tines of duress? In tinmes when we wait for the
"Starmen to appear and take over. Helpless and frightened, all of us becone
essentially unnmanly.

Entering the tattoo parlor, he seated himself and said, 'Can you wite on mny
chest something |li ke— He pondered. The proprietor continued with his previous
custoner, a beefy UN sol dier who stared sightlessly ahead. '|I want a picture,"’
Eri c decided.

"Look through the book.' Huge sanpl e-caseli ke | edger passed to him he opened at
random Woman with four breasts; each spoke a conplete sentence. Not quite it;
he turned the page. Rocketship with puffs belching fromits tail. No. Rem nded
hi m of his 2056 self whom he had failed. | amfor the reegs, he decided. Tattoo
that on me so the 'Star MPs can find it. And | won't have to nake further
deci si ons.

Sel f-pity, he thought. O is there such a thing as self-conpassion? Not much
menti oned, anyhow.

' Made up your mnd, buddy?' the proprietor asked him now fini shed.

Eric said, 'l want you to wite on ny chest, "Kathy is dead." Ckay? How much
will that cost?

""Kathy is dead,"' the proprietor said. 'Dead of what?
' Kor sakow s syndrone.

"You want ne to put that too? Kathy is dead from - how you spell it?" The
proprietor got pen and paper. '|I want it to be right.

"Where around here,' Eric said, 'can | find drugs? You know, real drugs?
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"Across the street at the pharmacy. Their specialty, creaker.'

He left the tattoo parlor, crossed against the seething, massive organi sm of
traffic. The pharmacy | ooked ol d-fashi oned, with displays of foot-ailnent nodels
and hernia belts and bottles of cologne. Eric opened the door, manually
operated, and wal ked to the counter in the back

"Yes sir.' A gray-haired respectabl e professional-1ooking man in a white snock,
waiting on him

"JJ-180," Eric said. He laid a fifty-dollar US bill on the counter. 'Three or
four caps.'

"One hundred US.' This was business. Wth no sentinent.

He added two twenties and two fives. The pharnaci st di sappeared. \Wen he
returned he had a glass vial which he placed close to Eric; he took the bills
and rang themup on his antique register. Thanks,' Eric said. Carrying the vial,
he | eft the pharnacy.

He wal ked until nore or less by chance he | ocated the Caesar Hotel. Entering, he
approached the desk clerk. It appeared to be the sane nman who had taken care of
himand Deg Dal Il earlier in the day. A day, Eric thought, nade out of years.

"You renenber the reeg | came here with?' he asked the clerk
The clerk eyed himsilently.

"I's he still here? Eric said. '"Was he really cut to bits by Corning, the 'Star
hatchet man in this area? Show ne the room | want the sane room'

"Pay in advance, sir.

He paid, received the key, took the elevator to the proper floor; he wal ked down
the dark carpeted enpty hall to the door of the room unlocked it, and stepped
in, feeling for the light switch

The roomlit up and he saw that there was no sign of anything; the room was
sinmply enpty. As if the reeg had gone. Stepped out, perhaps. He was right, Eric
deci ded, when he asked me to take himback to the POWNcanp; he was on the right
track all the tine. Knew how it woul d end.

Standing there, he realized that the roomhorrified him

He opened the glass vial, got out one capsule of JJ-180, laid it on the vanity
table, and with a dine cut the capsule into three parts. There was water in a
pi tcher nearby; he swallowed one third of the capsule and then wal ked to the
wi ndow to | ook out and wait.

Ni ght becane day. He was still in the roomat the Caesar Hotel but it was later;
he could not tell how nmuch. Mnths? Years? The room | ooked the sane but probably
it always would; it was eternal and static. He left the room descended to the

| obby, asked for a homeopape at the newsstand next to the reservations desk. The
vendor, a plunp old Mexi can woman, handed hima Los Angel es daily; he exam ned
it and saw that he had gone ahead ten years. The date was June 15, 2065.

So he had been correct as to the anmobunt of JJ-180 needed.

Seating hinself in a pay vidphone booth, he inserted a coin and dialed Tijuana
Fur & Dye. The tinme appeared to be about noon
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"Let me speak to M Virgil Ackerman.'
"Who is calling, please?
"Dr Eric Sweetscent.

'Yes of course, Dr Sweetscent. Just a nonent.' The screen becane fused over and
then Virgil's face, as dry and weat hered as ever, basically unchanged, appeared.

"Well 1'1l be darned! Eric Sweetscent! How the hell are you, kid? Gosh, it's
been — what has it been? Three years? Four? Howis it at—

Tell nme about Kathy,' he said.

' Par don?'

Eric said, 'l want to know about nmy wife. Wat's her medical condition by now?

Where is she?
"Your ex-wfe.'
"Al'l right,' he said reasonably. 'My ex-wife.'

"How woul d | know, Eric? | haven't seen her since she quit her job here and that
was at least — well, you renenber — six years ago. Right after we rebuilt. R ght
after the war.'

Tell nme anything that would help me find out about her.

Virgil pondered. 'Well Christ, Eric; you renmenber how sick she becane. Those
psychopat hi ¢ rages.'

"l don't remenber.’

Rai sing his eyebrows, Virgil said, 'You were the one who signed the conmm tnent
papers.'

"You think she's institutionalized now? Still?'

"As you explained it to me it's irreversible brain damage. Fromthose toxic
drugs she was taking. So | presune she is. Possibly in San Diego. | think Sinon
Ild told me that one day, not |ong ago; you want ne to check with hinf? He said
he met sonmebody who had a friend in a psychiatric hospital north of San Di ego
and—

"Check with him' He waited while the screen showed nothing, while Virgi
conferred on the interdepartnental circuit with Sinon.

At last the elongated, doleful face of his former inventory control clerk
appeared. 'You want to know about Kathy,' Sinmon said. '"I'Il tell you what this
fellow told nme. He net her in Ednund G Brown Neuropsychiatric Hospital; he had
a nervous breakdown, as you call it.'

"I don't call anything that,' Eric said, 'but go ahead.

Si non said, 'She couldn't control herself, her rages, those destructive binges
where she'd break everything, they were com ng every day, sonetines four tinmes a
day. They kept her on phenothiazine and it had hel ped — she told himthat

herself — but finally no matter how nmuch phenot hi azi ne they gave her it didn't
hel p. Danage to the frontal |obe, | guess. And she had difficulty renenbering
things properly. And ideas of reference; she thought everyone was agai nst her,

trying to hurt her... not grandi ose paranoia, of course, but just the
never-ending irritability, accusing people as if they were cheating her, holding
out on her — she blamed everyone.' He added, 'She still tal ked about you.
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' Sayi ng what ?'

"Bl ami ng you and that psychiatrist — what was his nanme? — for naking her go into
the hospital and then not letting her out.'

' Does she have any idea why we did it?" Wiy we had to do it, he thought.

' She said she | oved you, but you wanted to get rid of her so you could marry
someone el se. And you had sworn, at the time of the divorce, that there wasn't
anyone el se.'

'Ckay,' Eric said. Thanks, Sinon.' He cut the connection and then called Ednund
G Brown Neuropsychiatric Hospital in San D ego.

"Edmund G Brown Neuropsychiatric Hospital.' A rapid, overworked niddl e-aged
femal e at the hospital sw tchboard.

'l wish to ask about Ms Katherine Sweetscent's condition,' Eric said.

"Just a nmonent, sir.' The woman consulted her records, then switched his call to
one of the wards; he found hinmself facing a younger woman, not in white uniform
but in an ordinary flowered cotton dress.

"This is Dr Eric Sweetscent. Wiat can you tell nme about Katherine Sweetscent's
condition? |Is she naking any progress?

' There hasn't been any change since you called | ast, doctor, tw weeks ago. 'l
get her file, however.' The woman di sappeared fromthe screen

Good Lord, Eric thought. I'mstill watching over her ten years fromnow, am!|
caught in this one way or another the rest of ny life?

The ward technician returned. 'You know that Dr Bramel-man is trying the new

G oser-Little unit with Ms Swmeetscent. In order to induce the brain tissue to
start repair of itself. But so far— She | eafed through the pages. 'Results have
been nmeager. | woul d suggest you contact us again in another nonth or possibly
two. There won't be any change before that.

"But it could work,' he said. This new unit you spoke about.' He had never heard
of it; obviously it was a construct of the future. 'l mean, there's still hope.’

'Ch yes, doctor. There's definitely hope.' She said it in such a way as to
convey to himthat this was nerely a phil osophical answer; there was hope in
every case, as far as she was concerned. So it meant not hing.

' Thank you.' And then he said, 'Check your files, please, and see what it says
as to ny place of business. |'ve changed jobs recently so it nmay be wong.'

After a pause the ward technician said, 'You're listed as Chief O g-trans
Surgeon at Kai ser Foundation in Cakland.'

"That's correct,' Eric said. And rang off.

He obtai ned the nunber frominformation and dial ed Kai ser Foundation in QGakl and.
"Let me talk to Dr Sweetscent.'

"Who is calling, please?

That stopped himnonentarily. Tell himit's his younger brother.

"Yes sir. Just a noment, please.’
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Hi s face, his older, grayer face, appeared on the screen. '"Hi.'

"Hello,' Eric said. He was not sure what to say. 'Am| bothering you when you're
busy?' He did not | ook bad, ten years fromnow. Dignified.

'No, go ahead. 1've been expecting the call; | renenber the approxi mate date.
You just called Ednund G Brown Neuro-psychiatric Hospital and | earned about the
G oser-Little unit. I'lIl tell you sonmething the ward technician didn't. The

G oser-Little unit constitutes the only brain artiforg they' ve nanaged to cone
up with. It replaces portions of the frontal |obe; once it's installed it stays
as long as the person lives, If it helps. To be truthful with you, it should
have worked right away.'

"So you don't think it's going to.

"No,' the older Eric Sweetscent said.

"Do you think if we hadn't divorced her—

"It would have nade no difference. Tests we give now — believe ne.'

Then even that wouldn't help, Eric realized. Staying with her, even for the rest
of my life. 'l appreciate your help,' he said. "And | find it interesting — |
guess that's the word — that you're still keeping tabs on her.'

' Conscience is conscience. In sone respects the divorce put nore of a
responsibility on us to see about her wel fare. Because she got so much worse
i Mmedi ately after.’

"I's there any way out?' Eric asked.
The ol der Eric Sweetscent, of the year 2065, shook his head.
"Ckay,' Eric said. Thanks for being honest with ne.'

"Li ke you yourself say, you should always be honest with yourself.' He added,
' Good luck on the conmitnent proceedings; they' re going to be rough. But that
won't cone for a while.'

' How about the rest of the war, in particular the takeover of Terra by the
' Starmen?

The ol der Eric Sweetscent grinned. 'Hell, you're too bogged down in your own
personal trouble to notice. War? \Wat war?'

"So long,' Eric said, and rang off.

He I eft the vidphone booth. He's got a point, he admitted to himself. If | were
rational — but I'"mnot. The 'Starnen are probably assenbling an energency pl an

right now, getting ready for the junmp-off; | know this and yet | don't feel it,
| feel-The need for death, he thought.

Wiy not? G no Molinari made his death into an instrunent of political strategy;
he outwitted his opponents through it and he'll probably do so again. O course,
he realized, that's not what | had in mnd. |'moutw tting nobody. Many peopl e
will die in this invasion; why not one nore? Wo |loses by it? Wiwo am | close to?
He thought, Those future Sweetscents are going to be sore as hell about it but
that's just too bad. | don't particularly give a damm about them anyhow. And,
except that their existences depend on nmine, they feel the sane about ne.

Per haps, he decided, that's the problem Not nmy relationship with Kathy but ny
relationship with nmyself.

Passi ng through the | obby of the Caesar Hotel, he energed on the daytine, busy
Tijuana street of ten years hence.
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Sunlight blinded him he stood blinking and adjusting. The surface vehicles,
even here, had changed. Sleeker, nore attractive. The street, now, was
adequat el y paved. There cane the tanmal e vendors and the rug vendors except that
now t hey were not robants; they were, he sawwith a start, reegs. Evidently they
had entered Terran society at the bottomrung, would have to work their way to
the equality he had witnessed a century fromhis own tine, ninety years from
now. It did not seemfair to him but there it was.

Hands in his pockets, he wal ked with the surging crowd that inhabited the

si dewal ks of Tijuana throughout all the ages, until he arrived at the pharnmacy
at whi ch he had bought the capsules of JJ-180. As always it was open for
business. It, too, had not altered in a decade, except that now the hernia belt
di splay had gone. In its place he saw a contrivance unfamliar to him Halting,
he exam ned the Spani sh sign propped behind it. The thing evidently increased
one's sexual potency, he decided. Permitted — as he transl ated the Spanish — an
i nfinitude of orgasms, one inmediately follow ng the other. Anmused, he continued
on inside the pharmacy, to the counter in the rear.

A different pharmacist, this one a black-haired elderly female, greeted him
"Si?' She | eered, show ng cheap chrom umteeth.

Eric said, 'You have a West Gernan product, g-Totex blau?

"I look. You wait, okay?' The woman trudged off and di sappeared anong the
pharmaceuticals. Eric wandered around the displays sightlessly. 'G Totex blau a
terrible poison,' the old woman called to him 'You have to sign the book for
it; si?

"Si,"' Eric said.

The product, in its black carton, was laid on the counter before him Two
dollars fifty US,' the old worman said. She |ugged the control book out, put it
where he could reach it with the chained pen. As he signed she wapped the bl ack
carton. 'You going to kill yourself, sefior?'" she asked acutely. 'Yes, | can
tell. This will not hurt with this product; | have seen it. No pain, just no
heart all of a sudden.

"Yes,' he agreed. 'It's a good product.’
"From A. G Chenie. Reliable.' She beaned in what seened approval

He paid the nmoney — his ten-year-old bills were accepted wi thout coment — and
left the pharmacy with his package. Weird, he thought, in Tijuana it's still as
it was. Always will be. Nobody even cares if you destroy yourself; it's a wonder
they don't have booths at night where it's done for you, at ten pesos. Perhaps
there is by now

It shook hima little, the woman's evi dent approval — and she did not know
anyt hi ng about him even who he was. The war did it, he said to hinself. | don't
know why | let it surprise mne.

When he returned to the Caesar Hotel and started upstairsJo his room the desk
clerk — unfamliar to him—- halted him 'Sir, you are not a resident here.' The
clerk had noved swiftly frombehind the counter to bar his way. 'Did you want a
roon?"

"I have one,' FEric said, and then renenbered it had been ten years in the past;
hi s occupancy had | apsed | ong ago.

"Nine U S dollars each night in advance,' the desk clerk said. 'Since you do not
have | uggage.'
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Eric got out his wallet, passed over a ten-dollar bill. The clerk, however,
inspected the bill with professional disavowal and nounting suspicion

'These were called in,' the clerk informed him 'Hard to exchange now because no
more legal.' He raised his head and scrutinized Eric with defiance. Twenty. Two
tens. And maybe even then | not accept them' He waited, devoid of enthusiasm
he clearly resented being paid in currency of this kind. It probably reninded
himof the old days, the bad tines of the war.

He had only one nore bill in his wallet and that was a five. And, incredibly,

t hrough sone freakish foul -up, perhaps because he had traded his watch for them
the useless currency fromninety years in the future; he spread themon the
counter, their intricate, multi-colored scroll-work shimering. So perhaps, he
thought, Kathy's electronic part had reached Virgi|l Ackerman back in the md
thirties after all; at least it had a chance. That cheered him

The clerk picked up one of the 2155 bills. "Wat is this? He held it to the
light. 'l never see before. You nmake it yourself?

"No,"' FEric said.

‘I can't use,' the clerk decided. 'Go before | call the police; you nmake it
yourself, | know.' He tossed the bill back with the others in a gesture of
repugnance. ' Funny noney. Go away.'

Leaving the 2155 bills on the counter but retrieving the five, Eric turned and
wal ked out the door of the hotel, his package of g-Totex blau under his arm

There were many malforned little alleys in Tijuana, even now after the war; he

found a narrow, dark passage between brick buildings, littered with debris and
the overflow fromtwo i mense ashcans that had once been oil drums. In the alley
he seated hinmself on the wooden step by a boarded-up entrance, lit a cigarette,

sat snoki ng and pondering. He could not be seen fromthe street; the people
rushing by on the sidewal k paid no attention to himand he focused his attention
by watching them in particular the girls. This, too, was as he knew it in the
previ ous decade. A girl during daylight hours on the streets of Tijuana dressed
wi t h i nconprehensi bl e smartness: high heels, angora sweater, shiny purse,

gl oves, coat over her shoul ders, preceded, as she hurried, by high,

shar p-as-tacks breasts, the smartness carrying even to the detail of her nodern
bra. What did these girls do for a living? Were had they |learned to dress so
well, not to nention the problem of financing such a wardrobe? He had wondered
this in his own time and he wondered it now.

The answer, he specul ated, would be to stop one of these daytime Tijuana girls
in flight, ask her where she lived and if she bought her clothes here or across
the border. He wondered if these girls had ever been across to the United
States, if they had boy friends in Los Angeles, if they were as good in bed as
they | ooked to be. Sonething, sone force not visible, nade their |ives possible.
He hoped that at the sane tine it did not make themfrigid; what a travesty of
life, on the potency of natural creatures, that woul d be.

The trouble with such girls, he thought, is that they get old so fast. Wat you
hear is true; by thirty they're worn out, fat, the bra and the coat and purse
and gl oves are gone; all that remains is the black, burning eyes peering out
from beneath the shaggy brows, the original slender creature still inprisoned
somewhere within but unable to speak any | onger, play or nmake | ove or run. The
click of heels against the pavement, the rushing forward into life; that's gone
and only a sl opping, dragging sound is |eft behind. The npost horrid sound in the
worl d, that of the once-was: alive in the past, perishing in the present, a
corpse made of dust in the future. Nothing changes in Tijuana and yet nothing
lives out its normal span. Tinme noves too fast here and also not at all. Look at
my situation, for instance, he thought. |'mcomrtting suicide ten years in the
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future, or rather I'Il wipe out alife ten years ago. If | do this, what becones
of the Eric Sweetscent now working for Kaiser in Qakland? And the ten years he's
spent wat chi ng over Kathy — what does that do to her?

Maybe this is nmy weak way of hurting her. A further punishment because she's
si ck.

Underneath my rationality ny warped view, he thought. You can't quite nanage to
puni sh the sick enough. Is that it? Christ, he thought. No wonder | feel hatred
for mysel f.

Hol di ng the package of g-Totex blau in the pal mof his hand, he weighed it,
experienced its nmass. Felt the Earth's attraction for it. Yes, he thought, the
Earth |ikes even this. She accepts everything.

Sonet hing ran across his shoe.

He saw, skittering away into the safety of the shadows and heaps of debris, a
smal | wheel ed cart.

The cart was pursued by another of its kind. They net, in the tangle of
newspapers and bottles, and then the debris trenbled and bits flew everywhere as
the carts fought it out, rammi ng each other head-on, trying for the cephalic
unit nmounted in each other's center. Trying to knock out the Lazy Brown Dog.

Still alive? he thought in disbelief. Ten years later? But possibly Bruce H mel
still manufactured them By now Tijuana nust be overrun by them if that was so.
It was hard to know how to take such a sight. He continued to watch the two
carts as they battled it out to the end; now one had knocked its antagonist's
Lazy Brown Dog | oose, seenmed to be triunphing. It withdrew and, |ike a goat,
maneuvered to locate itself for the coup de grace.

Wiile it was positioning itself the damaged one, in a last burst of native wt,
popped into the sanctuary of a discarded gal vani zed zi nc bucket and was out of
the fray. Protected, it becane inert, prepared to wait things out, forever if
necessary.

Getting to his feet, Eric stooped and grabbed up the stronger cart; its wheels
spun futilely and then sonehow it managed to twi st out of his grasp. It bounced
clatteringly to the pavenent, backed, maneuvered, and then hurled itself against
his foot. Surprised, he retreated. The cart nade another menaci ng nove toward

hi mand he retreated again. Satisfied, the cart wheeled in a circle and then
rattled off, out of sight.

In the bucket the |oser could still be seen. Still waiting.

"I won't hurt you,' Eric said to it, crouching down in order to get a better
glinpse of it. The damaged thing, however, renmained where it was. 'Ckay,' he
said and straightened up. 'I get the idea.' It knew what it wanted. There was no
point in nolesting it.

Even these things, he decided, are determned to live. Bruce was right. They
deserve their opportunity, their mnuscule place under the sun and sky. That's
all they're asking for and it isn't nmuch. He thought. And | can't even do what
they do, make nmy stand, use ny wits to survive in a debris-littered alley in
Tijuana; that thing that's taken refuge there in that zinc bucket, w thout a
wife, a career, a conapt or noney or the possibility of encountering any of
these, still persists. For reasons unknown to ne its stake in existence is
greater than nine.

The g-Totex blau no | onger seened attractive to him

Even if 1'mgoing to do this, he thought, why does it have to be now? Like
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everything else it can be put off — ought, in this case, to be put off. And

anyhow he did not feel well; he felt dizzy and he shut his eyes, although by
doing so he was inviting another attack by the fearsone Lazy Brown Dog cart

whi ch Bruce H nel had rade

The slight weight in his hand di sappeared entirely. He opened his eyes, saw that
the paper bag with its black carton inside, the box of g-Totex blau, had

di sappeared. And the litter heaped here and there in the alley did not appear
quite as extensive. Fromthe | ong shadows cast by the sun he knew that it had
becone late in the day and this nmeant that the JJ-180 had worn of f and he had
gone back in time to — roughly — his own period. But he had taken the piece of
capsule at night, in the dark, and this seened nore like five p.m So, as
before, the return was not exact and he wondered just how far off it was in this
instance. After all, the 'Starnen were on their way.

In fact, he saw, they had already arrived.

Overhead a vast, dark, ugly nass hung in the sky, like sonmething that had
descended into this world froma lightless Iand of iron and surprise and
frightened, purposeful silence. It was huge enough, he thought, to feed forever;
even fromthe spot where he stood, at the very least a nile fromit, he could
see that it consisted of a limitless, appetitive self which would begin any tine
now to gulp down everything in sight. It nade no sound. Its engi nes were off.
This ship had cone a long way, fromthe lines deep in intersystem space. It was
a seasoned, inforned, world-weary apparition, brought out by strange needs from
its normal place of residence.

I wonder how easy it's going to be, Eric wondered. For themsinply to drop to
the surface and enter key buil dings and take everything over. Probably easier
than | think, than anyone here on Terra thinks.

He wal ked fromthe alley to the street, thinking to hinself, | wish | had a gun

Strange, he thought, that in the center of the greatest abom nation of our tineg,
this war, | should find sonething neaningful. A desire animating nme equal to
that possessed by the Lazy Brown Dog cart hiding in the zinc pail ten years from
now. Maybe |'mits conpatriot at last. Able to take ny place in the world beside
it, do as it does, fight as it fights; whenever it's necessary and then sone,

for the pleasure of it. For the joy. As was intended fromthe start anterior to
any tinme or condition |I could conprehend or call my own or enter into.

Traffic had slowed to a near stop along the street. Everyone, in the vehicles
and on foot, watched the 'Star ship.

"Taxi!' Walking out into the street he hailed an autononic cab capabl e of
non-surface flight. 'Take me to Tijuana Fur & Dye,' he ordered it. 'Make it as
fast as you can and don't pay any attention to that ship up there, including any
instructions it mght broadcast.

The cab shuddered, rose slightly fromthe asphalt, and hung stationary. 'W've
been forbidden to take off, sir. The Lilistar Army Command for this area sent
out orders that—

"I"'min supreme charge of this situation,' Eric told the cab. 'I outrank the
Lilistar Army Command; they're dirt conpared with me. | have to be at Tijuana
Fur & Dye imrediately — the war effort hangs on ny being there.'

"Yes sir,' the cab said, and soared up into the sky. "And it's an honor, sir;
believe ne, a rare honor to convey you.'

"My presence there,' Eric said, 'is of inconparable strategic inportance.' At
the factory I'Il nmake nmy stand, he said to hinself. Wth the people | know And,
when Virgil Ackernman escapes to Wash-35, 1'Il go along with him it's beginning
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to unfold as | witnessed it a year from now.
And, at Tijuana Fur & Dye, he realized, I'Il undoubtedly run into Kathy.
To the cab he said suddenly, 'If your wife were sick—

"l have no wife, sir,
knows that."

the cab said. 'Automatic Mechani sns never narry; everyone

"All right," Eric agreed. 'If you were ne, and your wife were sick, desperately
so, with no hope of recovery, would you | eave her? O would you stay with her,
even if you had traveled ten years into the future and knew for an absol ute
certainty that the damage to her brain could never be reversed? And staying with
her woul d nmean—

‘"l can see what you nean, sir,' the cab broke in. 'It would nmean no other life
for you beyond caring for her.

"That's right,' Eric said.

"I'd stay with her,' the cab deci ded.

L} W]y?l
'Because,' the cab said, 'life is conposed of reality configurations so
constituted. To abandon her would be to say, | can't endure reality as such. |

have to have uni quely special easier conditions.

"I think | agree,' Eric said after a tine. 'l think I will stay with her.’
'CGod bl ess you, sir,' the cab said. 'I can see that you're a good man.'

' Thank you,' Eric said.

The cab soared on toward Tijuana Fur & Dye Corporation
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