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The love in this novel is for Tessa,
and the love in ne is for her, too.
She is ny little song.

FLOW MY TEARS, THE PCLI CEMAN SAI D

PART ONE
Flow ny tears, fall fromyour springs!
Exiled forever |let me nourn;
Where night's black bird her sad infany sings,
There let ne live forlorn.
1

On Tuesday, Cctober 11, 1988, the _Jason Taverner Show_ran thirty seconds short. A
technici an, watching through the plastic bubble of the control done, froze the final credit on the
vi deo section, then pointed to Jason Taverner, who had started to | eave the stage. The technician
tapped his wist, pointed to his nouth.

Into the boom m ke Jason said snoothly, "Keep all those cards and V-letters com ng in,
folks. And stay tuned now for _The Adventures of Scotty, Dog Extraordinary_ ."

The technician smled; Jason sniled back, and then both the audio and the video clicked
of f. Their hour-long nusic and variety program which held the second highest rating anong the
year's best TV shows, had cone to an end. And it had all gone well.

"Where'd we lose half a nminute?" Jason said to his special guest star of the evening,

Heat her Hart. It puzzled him He liked to tine his own shows.

Heat her Hart said, "Baby bunting, it's all right." She put her cool hand across his
slightly noist forehead, rubbed the perineter of his sand-colored hair affectionately.

"Do you realize what power you have?" Al Bliss, their business agent, said to Jason
com ng up close--too close as always--to him "Thirty mllion people saw you zip up your fly
tonight. That's a record of sorts."

"I zip up ny fly every week," Jason said. "It's ny trademark. O don't you catch the
show?"

"But thirty mllion,"” Bliss said, his round, florid face spotted with drops of
perspiration. "Think of it. And then there's the residuals.”

Jason said crisply, "I'll be dead before the residuals on this show pay off. Thank CGod."

“You'll probably be dead tonight," Heather said, "with all those fans of yours packed in
outside there. Just waiting to rip you into little tiny squares |like so many postage stanps."

"Some of them are your fans, Mss Hart," Al Bliss said, in his doglike panting voice.

"God damm them " Heather said harshly. "Wiy don't they go away? Aren't they breaking sone
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law, loitering or sonething?"

Jason took hold of her hand and squeezed it forcefully, attracting her frowning attention
He had never understood her dislike for fans; to himthey were the |ifeblood of his public
exi stence. And to himhis public existence, his role as worl dwi de entertainer, was existence
itself, period. "You shouldn't be an entertainer," he said to Heather, "feeling the way you do.
Get out of the business. Becone a social worker in a forced-I|abor canp."

"There're people there, too," Heather said grimy

Two special police guards shouldered their way up to Jason Taverner and Heather. "W've
got the corridor as clear as we're going to get it," the fatter of the two cops wheezed. "Let's go

now, M. Taverner. Before the studi o audience can trickle around to the side exits." He signal ed
to three other special police guards, who at once advanced toward the hot, packed passageway t hat
| ed, eventually, to the nocturnal street. And out there the parked Rolls flyship in all its costly
splendor, its tail rocket idling throbbingly. Like, Jason thought, a mechanical heart. A heart
that beat for himalone, for himthe star. Well, by extension, it throbbed in response to the
needs of Heather, too.

She deserved it: she had sung well, tonight. Al nost as well as--Jason grinned inwardly, to
hinself. Hell, let's face it, he thought. They don't turn on all those 3-D color TV sets to see

the special guest star. There are a thousand special guest stars scattered over the surface of
earth, and a few in the Mrtian col onies.

They turn on, he thought, to see ne. And | am always there. Jason Taverner has never and
wi Il never disappoint his fans. However Heather may feel about hers.

"You don't |ike them" Jason said as they squirned and pushed and ducked their way down
the steam ng, sweatsnelling corridor, "because you don't |ike yourself. You secretly think they
have bad taste."

"They' re dunmb," Heat her grunted, and cursed quietly as her flat, large hat flopped from
her head and di sappeared forever within the whale's belly of close-pressing fans.

"They're ordinaries," Jason said, his lips at her ear, partly lost as it was in her great
tangl e of shiny red hair. The fanbus cascade of hair so wi dely and expertly copied in beauty
sal ons t hroughout Terra.

Heat her grated, "Don't say that word."

"They're ordinaries," Jason said, "and they're norons. Because"--he nipped the | obe of her
ear--"because that's what it neans to be an ordinary. Ri ght?"

She sighed. "Ch, God, to be in the flyship cruising through the void. That's what | |ong
for: an infinite void. Wth no human voi ces, no human snells, no human jaws nasticating plastic
chewing gumin nine iridescent colors.”

"You really do hate them" he said.

"Yes." She nodded briskly. "And so do you." She halted briefly, turning her head to
confront him "You know your goddamm voice is gone; you know you're coasting on your glory days,
whi ch you'll never see again." She smiled at him then. Warmy. "Are we grow ng ol d?" she said,
above the rmunbl es and squeaks of the fans. "Together? Like man and w fe?"

Jason said, "Sixes don't grow old."

"Ch yes," Heather said. "Oh yes they do." Reaching upward, she touched his wavy brown
hair. "How | ong have you 'been tinting it, dearheart? A year? Three?"

"CGet in the flyship," he said brusquely, maneuvering her ahead of him out of the building
and onto the paverment of Hollywood Boul evard.

"I"l'l get in," Heather said, "if you'll sing ne a high B natural. Renenber when you--"

He thrust her bodily into the flyship, squeezed in after her, turned to help A Bliss
cl ose the door, and then they were up and into the rain-clouded nighttime sky. The great gl eam ng
sky of Los Angeles, as bright as if it were high noon. And that's what it is for you and for ne,
he thought. For the two of us, in all times to cone. It will always be as it is now, because we
are sixes. Both of us. Whether they know it or not.

And it's not, he thought grimy, enjoying the bleak hunor of it. The know edge which they
toget her had, the know edge unshared. Because that was the way it was neant to be. And al ways had.

even now after it had all turned out so badly. Badly, at least, in the designers' eyes. The
great pundits who had guessed and guessed wong. Forty-five beautiful years ago, when the world
was young and droplets of rain still clung to the now gone Japanese cherry trees in Wshington
D.C. And the snell of spring that had hovered over the noble experinment. For a short while,
anyhow.

"Let's go to Zurich," he said al oud.

“I"'mtoo tired," Heather said. "Anyhow, that place bores ne."

"The house?" He was incredul ous. Heather had picked it out for the two of them and for
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years there they had gotten away--away especially fromthe fans that Heather hated so nuch
Heat her sighed and said, "The house. The Swi ss watches. The bread. The cobbl estones. The
snow on the hills.”
" Mount ai ns,

he said, feeling aggrieved still. "Well, hell,"” he said. "I'll go without
you. "

"And pick up soneone el se?"

He sinply could not understand. "Do you want nme to take soneone else with ne?" he
demanded.

"You and your magnetism Your charm You could get any girl in the world into that big
brass bed with you. Not that you're so nuch once you get there."

"CGod," he said with disgust. "That again. Always the sane old gripes. And the ones that're
fantasy--they're the ones you really hang on to."

Turning to face him Heather said earnestly, "You know how you | ook, even now at the age
you are. You're beautiful. Thirty nmillion people ogle you an hour a week. It's not your singing
they're interested in . . . it's your incurable physical beauty."

"The sane can be said for you," he said caustically. He felt tired and he yearned for the
privacy and seclusion that lay there on the outskirts of Zurich, silently waiting for the two of
themto cone back once nore. And it was as if the house wanted themto stay, not for a night or a
week of nights, but forever

"I don't show ny age," Heather said.

He gl anced at her, then studied her. Volunes of red hair, pale skin with a few freckles, a
strong roman nose. Deepset huge violet eyes. She was right; she didn't show her age. O course she
never tapped into the phone-grid transex network, as he did. But in point of fact he did so very
little. So he was not hooked, and there had not been, in his case, brain damage or prenature
agi ng.

"You' re a goddamm beauti ful -1 o0oking person,” he said grudgingly.

"And you?" Heat her said.

He could not be shaken by this. He knew that he still had his charisma, the force they had
i nscribed on the chronosones forty-two years ago. True, his hair had becone nostly gray and he did
tint it. And a few winkles had appeared here and there. But--.

"As long as | have ny voice," he said, "I'll be okay. I'll have what | want. You're wong
about me--it's your six aloofness, your cherished so-called individuality. Ckay, if you don't want
to fly over to the house in Zurich, where do you want to go? Your place? My pl ace?"

"I want to be married to you," Heather said. "So then it won't be ny place versus your
place but it'll be our place. And I'Il give up singing and have three children, all of them
| ooking Ii ke you."

"Even the girls?"

Heat her said, "They'll all be boys."

Leani ng over he kissed her on the nose. She smiled, took his hand, patted it warmy. "W
can go anywhere tonight," he said to her in alow, firm controlled, and highly projected voice,
al nost a father voice; it generally worked well with Heather, whereas nothing else did. Unless, he
t hought, 1 wal k of f.

She feared that. Sonetimes in their quarrels, especially at the house in Zurich, where no
one could hear themor interfere, he had seen the fear on her face. The idea of being al one
appal | ed her; he knew it; she knew it; the fear was part of the reality of their joint [ife. Not
their public life; for them as genuinely professional entertainers, there they had conpl ete,
rati onal control: however angry and estranged they becane they would function together in the big
wor shi ping world of viewers, letter witers, noisy fans. Even outright hatred could not change
t hat .

But there could be no hate between them anyhow. They had too much in conmon. They got so
damm much from each other. Even nere physical contact, such as this, sitting together in the Rolls
skyfly, made them happy. For as |ong, anyhow, as it |asted.

Reaching into the inner pocket of his customtailored genuine silk suit--one of perhaps
ten in the whol e world--he brought out a wad of governnment-certified bills. A great nunber of
them conpressed into a fat little bundle.

"You shouldn't carry so nuch cash on you," Heather said naggingly, in the tone he disliked
so rmuch: the opini onat ednot her tone.

Jason said, "Wth this"--he displayed the package of bills--"we can buy our way into any--

"I'f sonme unregistered student who has sneaked across froma canpus burrow just |ast night
doesn't chop your hand off at the wist and run away with it, both your hand and your flashy
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noney. You al ways have been flashy. Flashy and |oud. Look at your tie. Look at it!" She had raised
her voice, now, she seemed genuinely angry.

"Life is short,” Jason said. "And prosperity even shorter."” But he placed the package of
bills back in his inside coat pocket, snoothed away at the lunp it created in his otherw se
perfect suit. "I wanted to buy you sonmething with it," he said. Actually the idea had just cone to
hi m now, what he had planned to do with the noney was sonething a little different: he intended to
take it to Las Vegas, to the blackjack tables. As a six he coul d--and did--always w n at
bl ackj ack; he had the edge over everyone, even the deal er. Even, he thought sleekly, the pit boss.

"You're lying," Heather said. "You didn't intend to get nme anything; you never do, you're
so sel fish and al ways thinking about yourself. That's screw ng noney; you're going to buy sone big-
chested bl onde and go to bed together with her. Probably at our place in Zurich, which, you
realize, | haven't seen for four nonths now | nmight as well be pregnant."

It struck himas odd that she would say that, out of all the possible retorts that m ght
flow up into her conscious, talking mnd. But there was a good deal about Heather that he did not
understand; with him as with her fans, she kept nany things about her private.

But, over the years, he had |earned a | ot about her. He knew, for exanple, that in 1982
she had had an abortion, a well-kept secret, too. He knew that at one tinme she had been illegally
married to a student comune | eader, and that for one year she had lived in the rabbit warrens of
Col umbia University, along with all the snelly, bearded students kept subsurface lifelong by the
pol s and the nats. The police and the national guard, who ringed every canpus, keeping the
students from creeping across to society |like so many black rats swarm ng out of a |eaky ship.

And he knew t hat one year ago she had been busted for possession of drugs. Only her
weal t hy and powerful fam |y had been able to buy her out of that one: her noney and her charisnma
and fame hadn't worked when confrontation tinme with the police cane.

Heat her had been scarred a little by all that had overtaken her, but, he knew, she was al
right now Like all sixes she had enornous recuperative ability. It had been carefully built intc
each of them Al ong with rmuch, much el se. Even he, at forty-two years, didn't know themall. And a
| ot had happened to him too. Mstly in the form of dead bodies, the remains of other entertainers
he had tranpled on his long clinb to the top

"These 'flashy' ties--" he began, but then the skyfly's phone rang. He took it, said
hell 0. Probably it was Al Bliss with the ratings on tonight's show

But it was not. A girl's voice cane to him penetrating sharply, stridently into his ear.
"Jason?" the girl said |oudly.

"Yeah," he said. Cupping the nouthpiece of the phone he said to Heather, "It's Marilyn
Mason. Wiy the hell did | give her ny skyfly nunber?"

"Who the hell is Marilyn Mason?" Heat her asked.

“I"1l tell you later." He uncupped the phone. "Yes, dear; this is Jason for real, in the
true reincarnated flesh. What is it? You sound terrible. Are they evicting you agai n?" He w nked
at Heat her and grinned wyly.

"Cet rid of her," Heather said.

Agai n cuppi ng the nouthpi ece of the phone he said to her, "I will; I"'mtrying to; can't
you see?" Into the phone he said, "Ckay, Marilyn. Spill your guts out to ne; that's what I'mfor."

For two years Marilyn Mason had been his protégée, so to speak. Anyhow, she wanted to be a
si nger--be fanous, rich, loved--like him One day she had come wandering into the studio, during
rehearsal, and he had taken notice of her. Tight little worried face, short legs, skirt far too
short--he had, as was his practice, taken it all in at first glance. And, a week |ater, he had

arranged for an audition for her with Colunbia Records, their artists and repertoire chief.

A lot had gone on in that week, but it hadn't had anything to do with singing.

Marilyn said shrilly into his ear, "I have to see you. Oherwise I'Il kill nyself and the
guilt will be on you. For the rest of your life. And I'Il tell that Heather Hart worman about us
sl eepi ng together all the tine."

Inwardly he sighed. Hell, he was tired al ready, worn out by his hour-1ong show during
which it was smile, smle, snmle. "I"'mon ny way to Switzerland for the rest of tonight," he said
firmy, as if speaking to a hysterical child. Usually, when Marilyn was in one of her accusatory,
quasi - paranoid noods it worked. But not this tinme, naturally.

"It'll take you five minutes to get over here in that milliondollar Rolls skyfly of
yours," Marilyn dinned in his ear. "I just want to talk to you for five seconds. | have sonet hing
very inportant to tell you."

She's probably pregnant, Jason said to hinself. Sonewhere along the |ine she intentionally-
-or nmaybe unintentionally-- forgot to take her pill

"What can you tell me in five seconds that | don't already know?" he said sharply. "Tel
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me now. "

"I want you here with me," Marilyn said, with her customary total |ack of consideration
"You nust come. | haven't seen you in six nmonths and during that tine |'ve done a | ot of thinking
about us. And in particular about that last audition."

"Ckay," he said, feeling bitter and resentful. This was what he got for trying to
manuf acture for her--a no-talent--a career. He hung up the phone noisily, turned to Heather and

said, "I"'mglad you never ran into her; she's really a--"

"Bulishit," Heather said. "I didn't '"run into her' because you nade dam sure you saw to
that."

"Anyhow, " he said, as he nmade a right turn for the skyfly, "I got her not one but two

audi ti ons, and she snurfied themboth. And to keep her self-respect she's got to blane it on ne. |
sonehow herded her into failing. You see the picture."

"Does she have nice boobs?" Heather said.

"Actually, yes." He grinned and Heat her | aughed. "You know ny weakness. But | did ny part
of the bargain; | got her an audition--two auditions. The |ast one was six nonths ago and | know
goddamm wel | she's still snoldering and brooding over it. | wonder what she wants to tell ne."

He punched the control nodule to set up an autonatic course for Marilyn's apartnment
building with its small but adequate roof field.

"She's probably in love with you," Heather said, as he parked the skyfly on its tail
rel easing then the descent stairs.

"Like forty million others," Jason said genially.

Heat her, making herself confortable in the bucket seat of the skyfly said, "Don't be gone
very long or so help nme I'mtaking off wthout you."

"Leaving me stuck with Marilyn?" he said. They both laughed. "I'Il be right back." He
crossed the field to the elevator, pressed the button

When he entered Marilyn's apartnent he saw, at once, that she was out of her mind. Her
entire face had pinched and constricted; her body so retracted that it |ooked as if she were
trying to ingest herself. And her eyes. Very few things around or about wonen made hi m uneasy, but
this did. Her eyes, conpletely round, with huge pupils, bored at himas she stood silently facing
him her arns fol ded, everything about her unyielding and iron rigid.

"Start talking," Jason said, feeling around for the handl e of the advantage. Usually--in
fact virtually always--he could control a situation that involved a wonan; it was, in point of

fact, his specialty. But this. . . he felt unconfortable. And still she said nothing. Her face,
under | ayers of makeup, had beconme conpl etely bloodl ess, as if she were an ani mated corpse. "You
want anot her audition?" Jason asked. "ls that it?"

Mari |l yn shook her head no.

"Ckay; tell me what it is," he said wearily but uneasily. He kept the unease out of his
voi ce, however; he was far too shrewd, far too experienced, to let her hear his uncertainty. In a
confrontation with a woman it ran nearly ninety per cent bluff, on both sides. It all lay in _how_
you did it, not what you did.

"I have sonething for you,
strolled after her.

Marilyn turned, wal ked of f out of sight into the kitchen. He

"You still blame nme for the lack of success of both--" he began
"Here you are," Marilyn said. She lifted up a plastic bag fromthe drai nboard, stood
holding it a noment, her face still bloodless and stark, her eyes jutting and unblinking, and then

she yanked the bag open, swung it, nmoved swiftly up to him

It happened too fast. He backed away out of instinct, but too slowy and too |late. The
gelatinlike Callisto cuddl e sponge with its fifty feeding tubes clung to him anchored itself to
his chest. Already he felt the feeding tubes dig into him into his chest.

He | eaped to the overhead kitchen cabinets, grabbed out a half-filled bottle of scotch
unscrewed the lid with flying fingers, and poured the scotch onto the gelatinlike creature. His

t hought s had becone lucid, even brilliant; he did not panic, but stood there pouring the scotch
onto the thing.
For a nmonent nothing happened. He still managed to hold hinself together and not flee into

panic. And then the thing bubbled, shriveled, fell fromhis chest onto the floor. It had died.
Feel i ng weak, he seated hinself at the kitchen table. Now he found hinself fighting off
unconsci ousness; sone of the feeding tubes remained inside him and they were still alive. "Not
bad," he managed to say. "You al nost got ne, you fucking little tramp."
"Not alnobst,” Marilyn Mason said flatly, enotionlessly. "Sone of the feeding tubes are
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still in you and you know it; | can see it on your face. And a bottle of scotch isn't going to get
themout. _Nothing_is going to get themout."

At that point he fainted. Dinly, he saw the green-and-gray floor rise to take himand then
there was enptiness. A void without even hinself init.

Pai n. He opened his eyes, reflexively touched his chest. H s hand-tailored silk suit had
vani shed; he wore a cotton hospital robe and he was lying flat on a gurney. "God," he said thickly
as the two staff men wheeled the gurney rapidly up the hospital corridor.

Heat her Hart hovered over him anxious and in shock, but, like him she retained ful
possessi on of her senses. "l knew something was wong," she said rapidly as the staff men wheel ed
himinto a room "I didn't wait for you in the skyfly; I cane down after you."

"You probably thought we were in bed together," he said weakly.

"The doctor said," Heather said, "that in another fifteen seconds you woul d have succunbed
to the somatic violation, as he calls it. The entrance of that _thing_ into you."

"I got the thing," he said. "But | didn't get all the feeding tubes. It was too late."

"I know, " Heather said. "The doctor told nme. They're planning surgery for as soon as
possi ble; they may be able to do sonething if the tubes haven't penetrated too far."

"I was good in the crisis,"” Jason grated; he shut his eyes and endured the pain. "But not
qui te good enough. Just not quite." Qpening his eyes, he saw that Heather was crying. "Is it that
bad?" he asked her; reaching up he took hold of her hand. He felt the pressure of her |ove as she
squeezed his fingers, and then there was nothing. Except the pain. But nothing el se, no Heather
no hospital, no staff men, no light. And no sound. It was an eternal monent and it absorbed him
conpl etely.

Light filtered back, filling his closed eyes with a nenbrane of illum nated redness. He
opened his eyes, lifted his head to | ook around him To search out Heather or the doctor

He lay alone in the room No one else. A bureau with a cracked vanity mrror, ugly old
light fixtures jutting fromthe grease-saturated walls. And from sonewhere nearby the blare of a
TV set:

He was not in a hospital

And Heat her was not with him he experienced her absence, the total enptiness of
everyt hi ng, because of her

God, he thought. _Wsat's happened?_

The pain in his chest had vanished, along with so nmuch el se. Shakily, he pushed back the
soi |l ed wool bl anket, sat up, rubbed his forehead reflexively, gathered together his vitality.

This is a hotel room he realized. A |lousy, bug-infested cheap wino hotel. No curtains, no
bat hroom Like he had lived in years ago, at the start of his career. Back when he had been
unknown and had no noney. The dark days he al ways shut out of his nmenory as best he coul d.

Money. He groped at his clothes, discovered that he no | onger wore the hospital gown but
had back, in winkled condition, his hand-tailored silk suit. And, in the inner coat pocket, the
wad of high-denomination bills, the noney he had intended to take to Vegas.

At | east he had that.

Swiftly, he | ooked around for a phone. No, of course not. But there'd be one in the | obby.
But whomto call? Heather? Al Bliss, his agent? My Mann, the producer of his TV show? Hi s
attorney, Bill Wlilfer? O all of them as soon as possible, perhaps.

Unsteadily, he nmanaged to get to his feet; he stood swaying, cursing for reasons he did
not understand. An animal instinct held him he readied hinself, his strong six body, to fight.
But he could not discern the antagonist, and that frightened him For the first tine in as long as
he could renenber he felt panic.

Has a I ot of time passed? he asked hinmself. He could not tell; he had no sense of it
either way. Daytine. Quibbles zoom ng and bleating in the skies outside the dirty glass of his
wi ndow. He | ooked at his watch; it read ten-thirty. So what? It could be a thousand years off, for
all he knew. His watch couldn't help him

But the phone woul d. He made his way out into the dustsaturated corridor, found the
stairs, descended step by step, holding on to the rail until at last he stood in the depressing,
enpty lobby with its ratty old overstuffed chairs.

Fortunately he had change. He dropped a one-dollar gold piece into the slot, dialed A
Bl i ss's number.
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"Bliss Talent Agency," Al's voice canme presently.

"Listen," Jason said. "I don't know where | am In the nane of Christ conme and get ne; get
me out of here; get me someplace el se. You understand, A ? Do you?"

Silence fromthe phone. And then in a distant, detached voice Al Bliss said, "Wwo am!|
tal king to?"

He snarled his answer.

"I don't know you, M. Jason Taverner," Al Bliss said, again in his nost neutral
uni nvol ved voice. "Are you sure you have the right nunber? Wio did you want to talk to?"

"To you, Al. Al Bliss, nmy agent. Wat happened in the hospital ? How d | get out of there
into here? Don't you know?" Hi s panic ebbed as he forced control on hinmself; he made his words
come out reasonably. "Can you get hold of Heather for me?"

"Mss Hart?" Al said, and chuckled. And did not answer.

"You," Jason said savagely, "are through as ny agent. Period. No nmatter what the situation
is. You are out."

In his ear Al Bliss chuckled again and then, with a click, the |ine became dead. Al Bliss
had hung up.

["1l kill the son of a bitch, Jason said to hinmself. I'lIl tear that fat balding little
bastard into inch-square pieces.

What was he trying to do to ne? | don't understand. Wiat all of a sudden does he have
agai nst me? What the hell did | do to him for chrissakes? He's been ny friend and agent nineteen
years. And nothing like this has ever happened before.

"1l try Bill Wl fer, he decided. He's always in his office or on call; 1'll be able to
get hold of himand find out what this is all about. He dropped a second gold dollar into the
phone's slot and, from nenory, once nore dial ed.

"Wl fer and Bl ane, Attorneys-at-law," a fenale receptionist's voice sounded in his ear

"Let me talk to Bill," Jason said. "This is Jason Thverner. You know who | am"
The receptionist said, "M. Wlfer is in court today. Wuld you care to speak to M. Bl ane
i nstead, or shall | have M. Wl fer call you back when he returns to the office later on this

af t ernoon?"

"Do you know who | an?" Jason said. "Do you know who Jason Taverner is? Do you watch TV?"
Hi s voice al nost got away fromhimat that point; he heard it break and rise. Wth great effort he
regai ned control over it, but he could not stop his hands from shaki ng; his whole body, in fact,
shook.

“I"'msorry, M. Taverner," the receptionist said. "I really can't talk for M. Wl fer or--

"Do you watch TV?" he said.

"Yes."

"And you haven't heard of ne? The _Jason Taverner Show , at nine on Tuesday ni ghts?"

"I"'msorry, M. Taverner. You really nust talk directly to M. Wlfer. Gve nme the nunber
of the phone you're calling fromand I'll see to it that he calls you back sonetine today."

He hung up.

' minsane, he thought. O she's insane. She and Al Bliss, that son of a bitch. God. He
noved shakily away fromthe phone, seated hinself in one of the faded overstuffed chairs. It felt
good to sit; he shut his eyes and breathed slowy and deeply. And ponder ed.

| have five thousand dollars in governnment high-denomination bills, he told hinmself. So
I"mnot conmpletely helpless. And that thing is gone fromny chest, including its feeding tubes.
They must have been able to get at themsurgically in the hospital. So at least I'malive; | can
rejoice over that. Has there been a tinme | apse? he asked hinself. Wiere's a newspaper?

He found an L.A. _Tines_ on a nearby couch, read the date. Cctober 12, 1988. No tine
| apse. This was the day after his show and the day Marilyn had sent him dying, to the hospital

An idea canme to him He searched through the sections of newspaper until he found the
entertai nment colum. Currently he was appearing nightly at the Persian Room of the Hollywood
H lton--had been in fact for three weeks, but of course | ess Tuesdays because of his show

The ad for himwhich the hotel people had been running during the past three weeks did not
seemto be on the page anywhere. He thought groggily, naybe it's been noved to anot her page. He
t her eupon conbed that section of the paper thoroughly. Ad after ad for entertainers but no nention
of him And his face had been on the entertai nment page of sonme newspaper or another for ten
years. Wthout an ellipsis.

["1l make one nore try, he decided. I'Il try Mry Mnn

Fi shing out his wallet, he searched for the slip on which he had witten Mry's nunber.

H s wallet was very thin.
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Al his identification cards were gone. Cards that nmade it possible for himto stay alive.
Cards that got himthrough pol and nat barricades w thout being shot or thrown into a forcedl abor

canp.

| can't live two hours without ny ID, he said to hinmself. |I don't even dare wal k out of
the | obby of this rundown hotel and onto the public sidewal k. They'Il assume |I'm a student or
teacher escaped fromone of the canpuses. I'll spend the rest of nmy |life as a slave doi ng heavy
manual |abor. | amwhat they call an _unperson_.

So ny first job, he thought, is to stay alive. The hell with Jason Taverner as a public
entertainer; | can worry about that |ater

He could feel within his brain the powerful six-deternined constituents noving already
into focus. | amnot |like other nen, he told hinmself. I will get out of this, whatever it is.

Sonehow.

For exanple, he realized, with all this noney | have on ne | can get nyself down to Watts
and buy phony ID cards. A whole walletful of them There nust be a hundred little operators
scratching away at that, fromwhat |'ve heard. But | never thought I'd be using one of them Not
Jason Taverner.

Not a public entertainer with an audience of thirty mllion. Arong all those thirty
mllion people, he asked hinself, isn't there one who renmenbers nme? If "renmenber” is the right
word. I'mtalking as if a lot of tine has passed, that I'man old man now, a has-been, feeding off
former glories. And that's not what's going on.

Returning to the phone, he | ooked up the nunber of the birth-registration control center
in lowa; with several gold coins he nmanaged to reach themat |ast, after nuch del ay.

"My nane is Jason Taverner," he told the clerk. "I was born in Chicago at Menori al
Hospital on Decenber 16, 1946. Wul d you please confirmand rel ease a copy of ny certificate of
birth? | need it for a job I'mapplying for."

"Yes, sir." The clerk put the Iine on hold; Jason waited.

The clerk clicked back on. "M . Jason Taverner, born in Cook County on Decenber 16, 1946."

"Yes," Jason said.

"W have no birth registration formfor such a person at that time and place. Are you
absol utely sure of the facts, sir?”

"You nean do | know nmy nanme and when and where | was born?" His voice again managed to
escape his control, but this time he let it; panic flooded him "Thanks," he said and hung up
shaking violently, now Shaking in his body and in his mnd

| don't exist_, he said to hinself. There is no Jason Taverner. There never was and there
never will be. The hell with ny career; | just want to live. If soneone or sonething wants to
eradicate ny career, okay; do it. But aren't | going to be allowed to exist at all? Wasn't | even
born?

Sonething stirred in his chest. Wth terror he thought, They didn't get the feed tubes out

entirely; sone of themare still growi ng and feeding inside of me. That goddamm tranp of a no-
talent girl. | hope she winds up wal king the streets for two bits a try.

After what | did for her: getting her those two auditions for A and R people. But hell--I
did get to lay her a lot. | suppose it cones out even

Returning to his hotel room he took a good long |look at hinmself in the flyspecked vanity
mrror. Hs appearance hadn't changed, except that he needed a shave. No older. No nore lines, no
gray hair visible. The good shoul ders and biceps. The fat-free waist that let himwear the current
fornfitting men's cl ot hing.

And that's inportant to your image, he said to hinself. Wiat kind of suits you can wear
especi ally those tucked-inwai st nunbers. | nust have fifty of them he thought. O did have. Were
are they now? he asked hinself. The bird is gone, and in what neadow does it now sing? O however
that goes. Sonething fromthe past, out of his days at school. Forgotten until this nonent.
Strange, he thought, what drifts up into your mind when you're in an unfaniliar and oni nous
situation. Sometimes the nost trivial stuff imaginable.

If wi shes were horses then beggars might fly. Stuff like that. It's enough to drive you
crazy.

He wondered how many pol and nat check stations there were between this mserable hote
and the closest ID forger in Watts? Ten? Thirteen? Two? For nme, he thought, all it takes is one.
One random check by a nobile vehicle and crew of three. Wth their damm radi o gear connecting them
to pol-nat data central in Kansas City. \Were they keep the dossiers.

He rolled back his sleeve and examined his forearm Yes, there it was: his tattooed ident
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number. H's somatic license plate, to be carried by himthroughout his life, buried at last with
himin his | onged-for grave.

Well, the pols and nats at the nobile check station would read off the ident nunber to
Kansas City and then--what then? Was his dossier still there or was it gone, too, like his birth
certificate? And if it wasn't there, what would the pol nat bureaucrats think it nmeant?

A clerical error. Sonebody msfiled the mcrofil mpacket that nmade up the dossier. It'l]
turn up. Soneday, when it doesn't nmatter, when |'ve spent ten years of ny life in a quarry on Luna
usi ng a manual pickax. If the dossier isn't there, he nused, they'll assune |I'm an escaped
student, because it's only students who don't have pol-nat dossiers, and even sonme of them the
i mportant ones, the |leaders--they're in there, too.

| amat the bottomof life, he realized. And | can't even clinb ny way up to nere physica
exi stence. Me, a man who yesterday had an audience of thirty nmillion. Soneday, sonehow, | will
grope ny way back to them But not now There are other things that come first. The bare bones of
exi stence that every man is born with: | don't even have that. But | will get it; a six is not an
ordinary. No ordinary could have physically or psychologically survived what's happened to ne--
especially the uncertainty--as | have.

A six, no matter what the external circunstances, will always prevail. Because that's the
way they genetically defined us.

He left his hotel roomonce nore, wal ked downstairs and up to the desk. A m ddl e-aged man
with a thin nustache was reading a copy of _Box_ magazine; he did not |ook up but said, "Yes,
sir."

Jason brought out his packet of governnent bills, laid a five-hundred-dollar note on the
counter before the clerk. The clerk glanced at it, glanced again, this tine with w de-opened eyes.
Then he cautiously |ooked up into Jason's face, questioningly.

"My ident cards were stolen,"” Jason said. "That fivehundred-dollar bill is yours if you
can get me to someone who can replace them |f you're going to do it, do it right now, |I'm not
going to wait." Wait to be picked up by a pol or a nat, he thought. Caught here in this rundown
di ngy hotel

"Or caught on the sidewalk in front of the entrance,” the clerk said. "lI'ma telepath of
sorts. | know this hotel isn't much, but we have no bugs. Once we had Martian sand fleas, but no
nmore." He picked up the five-hundred-dollar bill. "I'"lIl get you to sonmeone who can help you," he
said. Studying Jason's face intently, he paused, then said, "You think you' re world-famous. Wl
we get all kinds."

"Let's go," Jason said harshly. "Now. "

"Right now," the clerk said, and reached for his shiny plastic coat.

As the clerk drove his old-time quibble slowmy and noisily down the street he said
casually to Jason, seated beside him "I'mpicking up a lot of odd material in your mnd."

"Get out of nmy mind," Jason said brusquely, with aversion. He had al ways disliked the
prying, curiosity-driven telepaths, and this tine was no exception. "Get out of nmy mnd," he said,
"and get nme to the person who's going to help ne. And don't run into any pol-nat barricades. If
you expect to live through this."

The clerk said mldly, "You don't have to tell me that; |I know what woul d happen to you if
we got stopped. |I've done this before, many tines. For students. But you' re not a student. You're
a fanpbus man and you're rich. But at the sanme tine you aren't. At the sane tine you' re a nobody.
You don't even exist, legally speaking." He laughed a thin, effete laugh, his eyes fixed on the
traffic ahead of him He drove like an old wonman, Jason noted. Both hands fixedly hanging on to
t he steering wheel

Now they had entered the slunms of Watts proper. Tiny dark stores on each side of the
cluttered streets, overflow ng ashcans, the pavenent littered with pieces of broken bottles, drab
pai nted signs that advertised Coca-Cola in big letters and the nane of the store in snall. At an
intersection an elderly black man haltingly crossed, feeling his way along as if blind with age.
Seeing him Jason felt an odd enotion. There were so few bl acks alive, now, because of Tidnman's
notorious sterilization bill passed by Congress back in the terrible days of the Insurrection. The
clerk carefully slowed his rattly quibble to a stop so as not to harass the elderly black man in
his runmpl ed, seamtorn brown suit. Coviously he felt it, too.

"Do you realize," the clerk said to Jason, "that if | hit himwith nmy car it would nean
the death penalty for ne?"
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"It should," Jason said.

"They're like the last flock of whooping cranes,” the clerk said, starting forward now
that the old black had reached the far side. "Protected by a thousand | aws. You can't jeer at
them you can't get into a fistfight with one without risking a felony rap--ten years in prison
Yet we're nmaking themdie out--that's what Tidman wanted and | guess what the najority of
Silencers wanted, but"--he gestured, for the first tinme taking a hand off the wheel--"1 miss the
kids. | renenber when | was ten and | had a black boy to play with . . . not far fromhere as a
matter of fact. He's undoubtedly sterilized by now "

"But then he's had one child,"” Jason pointed out. "Hs wife had to surrender their birth
coupon when their first and only child canme . . . but they've got that child. The law lets them
have it. And there're a nmllion statutes protecting their safety."

"Two adults, one child," the clerk said. "So the black popul ation is halved every
generation. Ingenious. You have to hand it to Tidman; he solved the race problem all right."

"Somet hing had to be done," Jason said; he sat rigidly in his seat, studying the street
ahead, searching for a sign of a pol-nat checkpoint or barricade. He saw neither, but how | ong
were they going to have to continue driving?

"We're alnmost there," the clerk said calmy. He turned his head nonentarily to face Jason
"I don't like your racist views," he said. "Even if you are paying ne five hundred dollars."

"There're enough blacks alive to suit ne," Jason said.

"And when the | ast one dies?"

Jason said, "You can read ny nmind; | don't have to tell you."

"Christ,"” the clerk said, and returned his attention to the street traffic ahead.

They nmade a sharp right turn, down a narrow alley, at both sides of which closed, |ocked
wooden doors could be seen. No signs here. Just shut-up silence: And piles of ancient debris.

"What' s behind the doors?" Jason asked.

"People like you. People who can't cone out into the open. But they're different fromyou
in one way: they don't have five hundred dollars . . . and a lot nore besides, if |I read you
correctly.”

"It's going to cost nme plenty,

Jason said acidly, "to get nmy ID cards. Probably all 1've

got .
"She won't overcharge you," the clerk said as he brought his quibble to a halt half on the
sidewal k of the alley. Jason peered out, saw an abandoned restaurant, boarded up, w th broken

wi ndows. Entirely dark inside. It repelled him but apparently this was the place. He'd have to go
along with it, his need being what it was: he could not be choosy.

And- -t hey had avoi ded every checkpoint and barricade along the way; the clerk had picked a
good route. So he had damm little to conplain about, all things considered.

Toget her, he and the clerk approached the open-hangi ng broken front door of the
restaurant. Neither spoke; they concentrated on avoiding the rusted nails protruding fromthe
sheets of plywood hamered into place, presumably to protect the w ndows.

"Hang on to ny hand,"” the clerk said, extending it in the shadowy di mess that surrounded
them "I know the way and it's dark. The electricity was turned off on this block three years ago.
To try to get the people to vacate the buildings here so that they could be burned down." He
added, "But nost of them stayed on."

The noist, cold hand of the hotel clerk | ed him past what appeared to be chairs and
tabl es, heaped up into irregular tunbles of |egs and surfaces, interwoven with cobwebs and grainy

patterns of dirt. They bunped at |ast against a black, unnoving wall; there the clerk stopped,
retrieved his hand, fiddled with sonething in the gl oom
"I can't open it," he said as he fiddled. "It can only be opened fromthe other side,

_her_ side. What I'mdoing is signhaling that we're here."

A section of the wall groaningly slid aside. Jason, peering, saw into nothing nore than
addi ti onal darkness. And abandonnent.

"Step on through,” the clerk said, and naneuvered himforward. The wall, after a pause,
slid shut again behind them

Li ghts wi nked on. Monentarily blinded, Jason shielded his eyes and then took a good | ook
at her workshop.

It was small. But he saw a nunmber of what appeared to be conplex and highly specialized
machi nes. On the far side a workbench. Tools by the hundreds, all neatly nounted in place on the
wal I s of the room Bel ow the workbench | arge cartons, probably containing a variety of papers. And
a smal |l generator-driven printing press.

And the girl. She sat on a high stool, hand-arranging a |line of type. He nade out pale
hair, very long but thin, dribbling down the back of her neck onto her cotton work shirt. She wore
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jeans, and her feet, quite small, were bare. She appeared to himto be, at a guess, fifteen or
si xteen. No breasts to speak of, but good long legs; he liked that. She wore no makeup what soever,
giving her features a white, slightly pastel tint.

"H ," she said.

The clerk said, "I'"'mgoing. I'll try not to spend the five hundred dollars in one place."
Touching a button, he caused the section of wall to slide aside; as it did so the lights in the
wor kroom cl i cked out, |eaving them once again in absol ute darkness.

From her stool the girl said, "I'mKathy."

"I"'mJason," he said. The wall had slid shut, now, and the lights had come on again. She's
really very pretty, he thought. Except that she had a passive, alnost listless quality about her.
As if nothing to her, he thought, is worth a dam. Apathy? No, he deci ded. She was shy; that was
t he expl anati on.

"You gave himfive hundred dollars to bring you here?" Kathy said wonderingly; she
surveyed himcritically, as if seeking to make some ki nd of value judgnent about him based on his
appear ance.

"My suit isn't usually this runpled,"” Jason said.

"It's a nice suit. Silk?"

"Yes." He nodded.

"Are you a student?" Kathy asked, still scrutinizing him "No, you' re not; you don't have
that pul py pasty color they have, fromliving subsurface. Wll, that |eaves only one other
possibility."

"That I'ma crimnal,"” Jason said. "Trying to change ny identity before pols and nats get

me. "

"Are you?" she said, with no sign of uneasiness. It was a sinple, flat question

"No." He did not anplify, not at that nonent. Perhaps |ater

Kathy said, "Do you think a |Iot of those nats are robots and not real people? They al ways
have those gas masks on so you can't really tell."

"I"'mcontent just to dislike them" Jason said. "Wthout |looking into it any further."”

"What I D do you need? Driver's license? Police-file ident card? Proof of enploynent at a
| egal job?"

He said, "Everything. Including menbership tab in the Misicians Union Local Twelve."

"Ch, you're a nmusician." She regarded himwith nore interest, now.

"I"'ma vocalist,"” he said. "I host an hour-long TV variety show Tuesday ni ght at nine.
Maybe you' ve seen it. The Jason Taverner Show. "

"I don't own a TV set any nore," the girl said. "So | guess | wouldn't recogni ze you. Is
it fun to do?"

"Sonetines. You neet a |lot of show biz people and that's fine if that's what you Ilike.
I"ve found themnostly to be people |ike anybody el se. They have their fears. They're not perfect.
Some of them are very funny, both on and off canera."

"My husband al ways used to tell me |I have no sense of hunor,"” the girl said. "He thought
everything was funny. He even thought it was funny when he was drafted into the flats."

"Did he still laugh by the tine he got out?" Jason asked. "He never did. He was killed in
a surprise attack by students. But it wasn't their fault; he was shot by a fellow nat."

Jason said, "How nuch is it going to cost me to get ny full set of ID? You better tell ne
now before you start on them"

"I charge people what they can afford,” Kathy said, once nore setting up her |ine of type.
"I"'mgoing to charge you a |l ot because | can tell you're rich, by the way you gave Eddy five
hundred dollars to get you here, and by your suit. COkay?" Briefly she glanced in his direction
"Or am| wong? Tell me."

"I have five thousand dollars on nme," Jason said. "Or, rather, less five hundred. I'ma
wor | d-f amous entertainer; | work a nmonth every year at the Sands in addition to my show In fact,
| appear at a nunber of first-class clubs, when | can squeeze theminto ny tight schedule."

"Cee," Kathy said. "I wish | had heard of you; then | could be inpressed.”

He | aughed.

"Did | say sonething stupid?" Kathy asked timdly.

"No," Jason said. "Kathy, how old are you?"

“I"'mnineteen. My birthday is in Decenber, so |I'mal nost twenty. How old did you think
am by | ooking at ne?"

"About sixteen," he said.

Her nmouth turned down in a childlike pout. "That's what everybody says," she said in a | ow
voice. "lIt's because | don't have any bosom If | had a bosom|'d | ook twenty-one. How old are

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Dick%20Flow%20My%20Tears%20The%20Policeman%20Said.txt (11 of 89) [1/19/03 7:41:37 PM]



filex///F|/rah/Philip%20K .Dick/Dick%20F ow%20My%20T ears%20T he%20Poli ceman%20Said. txt

you?" She stopped fiddling with her type and eyed himintently. "I'd guess about fifty."
Fury flowed through him And m sery.
"You | ook like your feelings are hurt,'
"I"'mforty-two," Jason said tightly.
"Well, what's the difference? | nean, they're both--"

Kat hy sai d.

"Let's get down to business," Jason broke in. "Gve nme a pen and paper and |'Il wite down
what | want and what | want each card to say about ne. | want this done exactly right. You better
be good. "

"I made you mad," Kathy said. "By saying you look fifty. I guess on closer exam nation you

really don't. You | ook about thirty."'
apol ogeti cal | y.

Jason said, "Forget it." He patted her on the back

"“I'd rather people didn't touch ne," Kathy said; she slid away.

Like a fawn in the woods, he thought. Strange; she's afraid to be touched even a little
and yet she's not afraid to forge docunents, a felony that could get her twenty years in prison
Maybe nobody bothered to tell her it's against the |law. Maybe she doesn't know.

Sonet hing bright and colorful on the far wall caught his attention; he wal ked over to
inspect it. A medieval illuninated manuscript, he realized. O rather, a page fromit. He had read
about them but up until now he had never set eyes on one.

"I's this val uabl e?" he asked.

"If it was the real thing it m ght be worth a hundred dollars,” Kathy said. "But it's not;
I nmade it years ago, when | was in junior high school at North American Aviation. | copied it, the
original, ten tinmes before | had it right. | love good calligraphy; even when | was a kid | did.
Maybe it's because ny father designed book covers; you know, the dust jackets."

He said, "Wuld this fool a nuseunf"

For a monent Kathy gazed intently at him And then she nodded yes.

"Woul dn't they know by the paper?"

"It's parchnent and it's fromthat period. That's the sanme way you fake ol d stanps; you
get an old stanp that's worthless, eradicate the inprint, then--" She paused. "You're anxious for
me to get to work on your ID" she said.

"Yes," Jason said. He handed her the piece of paper on which he had witten the
i nformation. Most of it called for pol-nat standard postcurfew tags, with thunbprints and
phot ogr aphs and hol ographi ¢ signatures, and everything with short expiration dates. He'd have to
get a whole new set forged within three nonths.

"Two t housand dollars,"” Kathy said, studying the Iist.

He felt |ike saying, For that do | get to go to bed with you, too? But al oud he said, "How
long will it take? Hours? Days? And if it's days, where aml|--"

"Hours," Kathy said.

He experienced a vast wave of relief.

"Sit down and keep ne conpany,"” Kathy said, pointing to a three-legged stool pushed off to
one side. "You can tell me about your career as a successful TV personality. It nust be
fascinating, all the bodies you have to wal k over to get to the top. O did you get to the top?"

"Yes," he said shortly. "But there's no bodies. That's a nmyth. You nake it on talent and
tal ent al one, not what you do or say to other people either above or below you. And it's work; you
don't breeze in and do a soft-shoe shuffle and then sign your contract with NBC or CBS. They're
tough, experienced businessnen. Especially the A and R people. Artists and Repertoire. They decide
who to sign. I'mtal king about records now. That's where you have to start to be on a nationa
| evel ; of course you can work club dates all over everywhere until--"

"Here's your quibble driver's license," Kathy said. She carefully passed hima snmall black
card. "Now I'Il get started on your military service-status chit. That's a little harder because
of the full-face and profile photos, but | can handle that over there." She pointed at a white
screen, in front of which stood a tripod with canera, a flash gun nounted at its side.

"You have all the equipnent,"” Jason said as he fixed hinself rigidly against the white
screen; so many photos had been taken of himduring his |ong career that he al ways knew exactly
where to stand and what expression to reveal

But apparently he had done sonething wong this tinme. Kathy, a severe expression on her
face, surveying him

"You're all lit up," she said, half to herself. "You're glowing in sone sort of phony

She handed hi m pen and paper, smiling shyly. And

way. "
"Publicity stills," Jason said. "Eight-by-ten gl ossy--"
"These aren't. These are to keep you out of a forced-labor canp for the rest of your
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life. Don't snile."

He didn't.

"Good," Kathy said. She ripped the photos fromthe canera, carried themcautiously to her
wor kbench, waving themto dry them "These danm 3-D ani mateds they want on the mlitary service
papers--that canmera cost nme a thousand dollars and | need it only for this and nothing el se
but | have to have it." She eyed him "It's going to cost you."

"Yes," he said, stonily. He felt aware of that already.

For a tine Kathy puttered, and then, turning abruptly toward him she said, "Wo are you
_really?_ You're used to posing; | saw you, | saw you freeze with that glad smle in place and
those lit-up eyes."

"I told you. I'mJason Taverner. The TV personality guest host. |'mon every Tuesday
ni ght."

"No," Kathy said; she shook her head. "But it's none of mny business--sorry--1 shouldn't

have asked." But she continued to eye him as if with exasperation. "You're doing it all wong.
You really are a celebrity--it was reflexive, the way you posed for your picture. But you're not a
celebrity. There's no one nanmed Jason Taverner who nmatters, who is anything. So what are you

then? A man who has his picture taken all the time that no one's ever seen or heard of."

Jason said, "lI'mgoing about it the way any celebrity who no one has ever heard of would
go about it."

For a monent she stared at him and then she [aughed. "I see. Wll, that's cool; that's
really cool. I'll have to renmenber that." She turned her attention back to the docunents she was
forging. "In this business,” she said, absorbed in what she was doing, "I don't want to get to
know people |'m naking cards for. But"--she glanced up--"I1'd sort of like to know you. You're
strange. |'ve seen a lot of types--hundreds, maybe--but none like you. Do you know what | think?"

"You think I'minsane," Jason said.

"Yes." Kathy nodded. "Clinically, legally, whatever. You' re psychotic; you have a split
personality. M. No One and M. Everyone. How have you survived up until now?"

He said nothing. It could not be expl ai ned.

"Ckay," Kathy said. One by one, expertly and efficiently, she forged the necessary
docunent s.

Eddy, the hotel clerk, lurked in the background, snoking a fake Havana cigar; he had

nothing to say or do, but for sone obscure reason he hung around. | wi sh he'd fuck off, Jason
thought to hinself. 1'd like to talk to her nore

"Cone with ne," Kathy said, suddenly; she slid fromher work stool and beckoned hi mtoward
a wooden door at the right of her bench. "I want your signature five times, each a little

different fromthe others so they can't be superinposed. That's where so nmany docunenters"--she
smil ed as she opened the door--"that's what we call ourselves--that's where so many of us fuck it
up. They take one signature and transfer it to all the docunments. See?"

"Yes," he said, entering the nusty little closetlike roomafter her.

Kat hy shut the door, paused a nonent, then said, "Eddy is a police fink."

Staring at her he said, "Wy?"

"“tWhy?' Whay what? Way is he a police fink? For noney. For the sane reason | am"

Jason said, "God damm you." He grabbed her by the right wist, tugged her toward him she
grimaced as his fingers tightened. "And he's al ready--"

"Eddy hasn't done anything yet," she grated, trying to free her wist. "That hurts. Look
calmdown and |I'Il show you. Okay?"

Reluctantly, his heart hamrering in fear, he let her go. Kathy turned on a bright, smal
light, laid three forged docunents in the circle of its glare. "A purple dot on the margin of
each," she said, indicating the alnmbst invisible circle of color. "A microtransnitter, so you'l
emt a bleep every five seconds as you nove around. They're after conspiracies; they want the
peopl e you're with."

Jason said harshly, "I'mnot with anyone."

"But they don't know that." She nassaged her wist, frowning in a girlish, sullen way.
"You TV celebrities no one's ever heard of sure have quick reactions,"” she nurnmured.

"Way did you tell ne?" Jason asked. "After doing all the forging, all the--"

"I want you to get away," she said, sinply.

"Why?" He still did not understand.

"Because hell, you've got some sort of nmagnetic quality about you; | noticed it as soon as
you cane into the room You're"--she groped for the word--"sexy. Even at your age."

"My presence," he said.

"Yes." Kathy nodded. "I've seen it before in public people, froma distance, but never up
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close like this. | can see why you inmagine you're a TV personality; you really seemlike you are.”
He said, "How do | get away? Are you going to tell me that? Or does that cost a little
nor e?"
"God, you're so cynical."
He | aughed, and again took hold of her by the wist. "I guess | don't blanme you," Kathy
sai d, shaking her head and meki ng a maskli ke face. "Well, first of all, you can buy Eddy off.
Anot her five hundred should do it. Me you don't have to buy off--if, and only if, and | nean it,
if you stay with me awhile. You have . . . allure, like a good perfune. | respond to you and

just never do that with nmen."

"Wth wonen, then?" he said tartly.

It passed her without registering. "WII you?" she said.

"Hell," he said, "I'lIl just |leave." Reaching, he opened the door behind her, shoved past
her and out into her workroom She followed, rapidly.

Among the dim enpty shadows of the abandoned restaurant she caught up with hiny she
confronted himin the gloom Panting, she said, "You ve already got a transnmtter planted on you.'

"l doubt it," he answered.

"It's true. Eddy planted it on you."

"Bullshit," he said, and noved away fromher toward the light of the restaurant's saggi ng,
broken front door.

Pursuing himlike a deft-footed herbivore, Kathy gasped, "But suppose it's true. It could
be." At the half-avail abl e doorway she interposed herself between himand freedom standing there,
her hands lifted as if to ward off a physical blow, she said swiftly, "Stay with ne one night. Go
to bed with ne. Ckay? That's enough. | promise. WII you do it, for just one night?"

He thought, Sonething of ny abilities, nmy alleged and well-known properties, have cone
with me, to this strange place | now live in. This place where | do not exist except on forged
cards manufactured by a pol fink. Eerie, he thought, and he shuddered. Cards wth
mcrotransmtters built into them to betray me and everyone with me to the pols. | haven't done
very well here. Except that, as she says, |'ve got allure. Jesus, he thought. And that's all that
stands between ne and a forced-|abor canp.

"Ckay," he said, then. It seened the wi ser choice--by far. "Go pay Eddy," she said. "Get
that over with and himout of here.”

"I wondered why he's still hanging around," Jason said. "Did he scent nore noney?"

"l guess so," Kathy said.

"You do this all the tine," Jason said as he got out his noney. SOP: standard operating
procedure. And he had tunbled for it.

Kathy said blithely, "Eddy is psionic."

Two city bl ocks away, upstairs in an unpainted but once white wooden building, Kathy had a
single roomwi th a hotconpart in which to fix one-person neals.

He | ooked around him A girl's room the cotlike bed had a handnade spread covering it,
tiny green balls of textile fibers in row after row Like a graveyard for soldiers, he thought
nmor bi dly as he nmoved about, feeling conpressed by the smallness of the room

On a wicker table a copy of Proust's _Renenbrance of Things Past_.

"How far'd you get into it?" he asked her

"To Wthin a Budding Grove ." Kathy doubl e-l1ocked the door after them and set into
operation sone kind of electronic gadget; he did not recognize it.

"That's not very far," Jason said.

Taki ng off her plastic coat, Kathy asked, "How far did you get into it?" She hung her coat
inatiny closet, taking his, too.

"I never read it," Jason said. "But on ny programwe did a dramatic rendering of a scene .

I don't know which. W got a lot of good nmail about it, but we never tried it again. Those out
things, you have to be careful and not dole out too nmuch. If you do it kills it dead for
everybody, all networks, for the rest of the year." He prow ed, cranpedly, about the room
exanm ning a book here, a cassette tape, a nmicromag. She even had a tal king toy. Like a kid, he
t hought; she's not really an adult.

Wth curiosity, he turned on the talking toy.

"Hi!'" it declared. "I'm Cheerful Charley and |'mdefinitely tuned in on your wavel ength."

"Nobody naned Cheerful Charley is tuned in on ny wavel ength," Jason said. He started to
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shut it off, but it protested. "Sorry," Jason told it, "but I'mtuning you out, you creepy little
bugger. "

"But | love you!" Cheerful Charley conplained tinnily.

He paused, thunmb on off button. "Prove it," he said. On his show he had done comercial s
for junk like this. He hated it and them Equally. "G ve ne sone noney," he told it.

"I know how you can get back your nanme, fane, and gane," Cheerful Charley inforned him
"WIIl that do for openers?"

"Sure," he said.

Cheerful Charley bleated, "Go | ook up your girl friend."

"Who do you nean?" he said guardedly.

"Heat her Hart," Cheerful Charley bl eeped.

"Hard by," Jason said, pressing his tongue against his upper incisors. He nodded. "Any
nor e advi ce?"

"I've heard of Heather Hart," Kathy said as she brought a bottle of orange juice out of
the col d-cupboard of the rooms wall. The bottle had al ready becone three-fourths enpty; she shook
it up, poured foany instant ersatz orange juice into two jelly glasses. "She's beautiful. She has
all that long red hair. Is she really your girl friend? Is Charley right?"

"Everybody knows," he said, "that Cheerful Charley is always right."

"Yes, | guess that's true." Kathy poured bad gin (Muntbatten's Privy Seal Finest) into
the orange juice. "Screwdrivers," she said, proudly.

"No, thanks,"” he said. "Not at this hour of the day." Not even B & L scotch bottled in
Scotl and, he thought. This dam little room. . . isn't she meking anything out of pol finking and
card-forging, whichever it is she does? Is she really a police inforner, as she says? he wonder ed.
Strange. Maybe she's both. Maybe neither

"Ask me!" Cheerful Charley piped. "I can see you have sonething on your mind, mister. You
good- | ooki ng bastard, you."

He let that pass. "This girl," he began, but instantly Kathy grabbed Cheerful Charley away
fromhim stood holding it, her nostrils flaring, her eyes filled with indignation

"The hell you're going to ask my Cheerful Charley about ne," she said, one eyebrow raised.
Like a wild bird, he thought, going through el aborate notions to protect her nest. He | aughed.
"What's funny?" Kat hy demanded.

"These tal king toys," he said, "are nore nuisance than utilitarian. They ought to be
abol i shed." He wal ked away fromher, then to a clutter of mail on a TV-stand table. Ainlessly, he
sorted anmong the envel opes, noticing vaguely that none of the bills had been opened.

"Those are mine," Kathy said defensively, watching him

“You get a lot of bills," he said, "for a girl living in a oneroom schmal ch. You buy your
cl ot hes--or what else?--at Metter's? Interesting.”

"I --take an odd size."

He said, "And Sax and Cronbi e shoes."

"I'n my work--" she began, but he cut her off with a convul sive sw pe of his hand.

"Don't give nme that," he grated.

"Look in my closet. You won't see much there. Nothing out of the ordinary, except that
what | do have is good. |I'd rather have a little anpbunt of sonething good . " Her words trailed
of f. "You know," she said vaguely, "than a lot of junk."

Jason said, "You have anot her apartment."

It registered; her eyes flickered as she | ooked into herself for an answer. That, for him
constituted plenty.

"Let's go there," he said. He had seen enough of this cranped little room

"I can't take you there," Kathy said, "because | share it with two other girls and the way
we' ve divided up the use, this time is--"

"Evidently you weren't trying to inpress nme." It amused him But also it irritated him he
felt downgraded, nebul ously.

"I would have taken you there if today were ny day," Kathy said. "That's why | have to
keep this little place going; |I've got to have _soneplace_to go when it's not ny day. My day, ny
next one, is Friday. Fromnoon on." Her tone had beconme earnest. As if she w shed very nuch to
convince him Probably, he nused, it was true. But the whole thing irked him Her and her whole
life. He felt, now, as if he had been snared by sonething draggi ng hi mdown into depths he had
never known about before, even in the early, bad days. And he did not like it.

He yearned all at once to be out of here. The aninmal at bay was hinself.

"Don't look at ne like that," Kathy said, sipping her screwdriver

To hinsel f, but aloud, he said, "You have bunped the door of |life open with your big,
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dense head. And now it can't be closed."
"What's that fron?" Kathy asked.
"Fromny life."
"But it's |ike poetry."
"I'f you watched ny show," he said, "you'd know | cone up with sparklers like that every so

often.”

Appraising himcalmy, Kathy said, "I'mgoing to look in the TV log and see if you're
listed. " She set down her screwdriver, fished anong di scarded newspapers piled at the base of the
wi cker table.

"l wasn't even born," he said. "I checked on that."

"And your showisn't listed," Kathy said, folding the newsprint page back and studying the
| og.

"That's right," he said. "So now you have all the answers about ne." He tapped his vest
pocket of forged ID cards. "Including these. Wth their mcrotransmtters, if that much is true."

"Gve themback to ne," Kathy said, "and I'll erad the microtransmtters. It'll only take
a second." She held out her hand.

He returned themto her

"Don't you care if | take them of f?" Kathy inquired.

Candidly, he answered, "No, | really don't. I've lost the ability to tell what's good or
bad, true or not true, anynore. If you want to take the dots off, do it. If it pleases you."

A nmoment |ater she returned the cards, smling her sixteenyear-old hazy snile.

(bserving her youth, her automatic radiance, he said,” 'I feel as old as yonder elm'

"From _Fi nnegans Wake ," Kathy said happily. "Wen the old washerwonen at dusk are nerging
into trees and rocks."

"“You' ve read _Fi nnegans Wake? " he asked, surprised.

"I saw the film Four tines. |I like Hazeltine; | think he's the best director alive."

"I had himon nmy show, " Jason said. "Do you want to know what he's like in real life?"

"No, " Kathy said.

"Maybe you ought to know. "

"No," she repeated, shaking her head; her voice had risen. "And don't try to tell ne--
okay? I'll believe what | want to believe, and you believe what you believe. Al right?"

"Sure," he said. He felt synpathetic. The truth, he had often reflected, was overrated as
a virtue. In nost cases a synpathetic lie did better and nore nercifully. Especially between nmen
and woren; in fact, whenever a woman was invol ved.

This, of course, was not, properly speaking, a woman, but a girl. And therefore, he
decided the kind lie was even nore of a necessity.

"He's a scholar and an artist," he said.

"Real | y?" She regarded hi m hopeful ly.

"Yes."

At that she sighed in relief.

"Then you believe," he said, pouncing, "that | have nmet M chael Hazeltine, the finest

living filmdirector, as you said yourself. So you do believe that | ama six--" He broke off;
that had not been what he intended to say.
""Asix," " Kathy echoed, her brow furrowing, as if she were trying to renenber. "I read

about themin Time. Aren't they all dead now? Didn't the government have themall rounded up and
shot, after that one, their |eader--what was his nane?--Teagarden; yes, that's his name. WIllard
Teagarden. He tried to--how do you say it?--pull off a coup against the federal flats? He tried to
get them di sbanded as an illegal parinutuel--"

"Paranmilitary," Jason said.

"You don't give a damm about what |'m saying."

Sincerely, he said, "I sure do." He waited. The girl did not continue. "Christ," he spat
out. "Finish what you were saying!"

"I think," Kathy said at last, "that the sevens made the coup not cone off."

He thought. Sevens. Never in his |ife had he heard of sevens. Nothing could have shocked
hi m nmore. Good, he thought, that | let out that |apsus |inguae. | have genuinely | earned
sonet hing, now. At last. In this maze of confusion and the half real

A small section of wall creaked neagerly open and a cat, black and white and very young,
entered the room At once Kathy gathered himup, her face shining.

"Di nman' s phil osophy," Jason said. "The mandatory cat." He was famliar with the
vi ewpoint; he had in fact introduced Dinman to the TV audi ence on one of his fall specials.

"No, | just love him" Kathy said, eyes bright as she carried the cat over to himfor his

file:///F|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Dick%20Flow%20My%20Tears%20The%20Policeman%20Said.txt (16 of 89) [1/19/03 7:41:37 PM]



filex///F|/rah/Philip%20K .Dick/Dick%20F ow%20My%20T ears%20T he%20Poli ceman%20Said. txt

i nspecti on.

"But you do believe," he said, as he patted the cat's little head, "that owning an anima
i ncreases a person's enpathic--"

"Screw that," Kathy said, clutching the cat to her throat as if she were a five-year-old
with its first animal. Its school project: the communal guinea pig. "This is Donenico," she said.

"Nanmed after Domenico Scarlatti?" he asked.

"No, after Domenico's Market, down the Street; we passed it on our way here. VWen |I'm at
the M nor Apartment--this room-1 shop there. |Is Donmenico Scarlatti a nmusician? | think |I've heard
of him™"

Jason sai d, "Abraham Lincoln's high school English teacher."

"Ch." She nodded absently, now rocking the cat back and forth.

“I''"'mkidding you," he said, "and it's nean. |'msorry."

Kat hy gazed up at himearnestly as she clutched her small cat. "I never know the
di fference," she murnured.

"That's why it's nean

Jason sai d.

"Why?" she asked. "If | don't even know. | nean, that neans |'mjust dunb. Doesn't it?"
“You're not dunb," Jason said. "Just inexperienced." He cal cul ated, roughly, their age
difference. "lI've lived over twice as long as you," he pointed out. "And |'ve been in the

position, in the last ten years, to rub el bows with sone of the nost fanous people on earth. And--

"And," Kathy said, "you're a six."

She had not forgotten his slip. O course not. He could tell her a million things, and al
woul d be forgotten ten mnutes |ater, except the one real slip. Well, such was the way of the
worl d. He had becone used to it in his tine; that was part of being his age and not hers.

"What does Donenico nmean to you?" Jason said, changing the subject. Crudely, he realized,
but he went ahead. "Wat do you get fromhimthat you don't get from human bei ngs?"

She frowned, |ooked thoughtful. "He's always busy. He al ways has sonme project going. Like
following a bug. He's very good with flies; he's learned how to eat themw thout their flying
away." She snmiled engagingly. "And | don't have to ask nyself about him Should | turn himin to
M. MNulty? M. MNulty is my pol contact. | give himthe anal og receivers for the
mcrotransmtters, the dots | showed you--"

"And he pays you."

She nodded.

"And yet you live like this."

"I--" she struggled to answer--"1 don't get nmany custoners.”
"Nonsense. You're good; | watched you work. You're experienced."
"Atalent."

"But a trained talent."

"Ckay; it all goes into the apartment uptown. My Major Apartnent.” She gritted her teeth,
not enj oyi ng bei ng badgered.

"No." He didn't believe it.

Kat hy said, after a pause, "My husband's alive. He's in a forced-labor canp in Alaska. |'m
trying to buy his way out by giving information to M. MMNulty. |In another year"-- she shrugged,
her expression moody now, introverted--"he says Jack can come out. And comnme back here."

So you send ot her people into the canps, he thought, to get your husband out. It sounds
like a typical police deal. It's probably the truth

"It's aterrific deal for the police," he said. "They | ose one man and get--how nmany woul d
you say you've bugged for then? Scores? Hundreds?"

Pondering, she said at last, "Maybe a hundred and fifty."

"It's evil," he said.

"I's it?" She glanced at himnervously, clutching Donenico to her flat chest. Then, by
degrees, she becane angry; it showed on her face and in the way she crushed the cat agai nst her
rib cage. "The hell it is," she said fiercely, shaking her head no. "I |ove Jack and he | oves ne.
He wites to ne all the tine."

Cruelly, he said, "Forged. By sone pol enployee."

Tears spilled fromher eyes in an amazing quantity; they di nmed her gaze. "You think so?
Sonetimes | think they are, too. Do you want to | ook at thenf? Could you tell?"

"They' re probably not forged. It's cheaper and sinpler to keep himalive and let himwite
his own letters." He hoped that would nake her feel better, and evidently it did; the tears
st opped coni ng.

"I hadn't thought of that," she said, nodding, but still not smiling; she gazed off into
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the distance, reflexively still rocking the small black and white cat.

"I'f your husband's alive," he said, cautiously this tine, "do you believe it to be al
right for you to go to bed with other nmen, such as ne?"

"Ch, sure. Jack never objected to that. Even before they got him And |I'm sure he doesn't
object now As a matter of fact, he wote nme about that. Let's see; it was maybe six nonths ago. |

think I could find the letter; |I have themall on nmicrofilm Over in the shop."
n \le?ll
Kathy said, "I sometimes |ens-screen themfor customers. So that later on they'll

understand why | do what | did."

At this point he frankly did not know what enotion he felt toward her, nor what he ought
to feel. She had becone, by degrees, over the years, involved in a situation fromwhich she could
not now extricate herself. And he saw no way out for her now, it had gone on too |long. The fornula
had becone fixed. The seeds of evil had been allowed to grow.

"There's no turning back for you," he said, knowing it, knowi ng that she knew it.
"Listen," he said to her in a gentle voice. He put his hand on her shoul der, but as before she at
once shrank away. "Tell them you want himout right now, and you're not turning in any nore
peopl e. "

"Wuld they release him then, if | said that?"

"Try it." Certainly it wouldn't do any harm But--he could inmagine M. MMNulty and how he
| ooked to the girl. She could never confront him the MNultys of the world did not get confronted
by anyone. Except when sonet hi ng went strangely w ong.

"Do you know what you are?" Kathy said. "You're a very good person. Do you understand
t hat ?"

He shrugged. Like nost truths it was a matter of opinion. Perhaps he was. In this
situation, anyhow. Not so in others. But Kathy didn't know about that.

"Sit down," he said, "pet your cat, drink your screwdriver. Don't think about anything;
just be. Can you do that? Enpty your mind for a little while? Try it." He brought her a chair; she
dutifully seated herself on it.

"I doit all the time," she said enptily, dully.

Jason said, "But not negatively. Do it positively."

"How? What do you nean?"

"Do it for a real purpose, not just to avoid facing unfortunate verities. Do it because
you | ove your husband and you want hi m back. You want everything to be as it was before.”

"Yes," she agreed. "But now |'ve net you."

"Meani ng what ?" He proceeded cautiously; her response puzzled him

Kathy said, "You' re nore nmagnetic than Jack. He's magnetic, but you're so nuch, nuch nore.
Maybe after nmeeting you | couldn't really love himagain. O do you think a person can |ove two
peopl e equally, but in different ways? My therapy group says no, that | have to choose. They say
that's one of the basic aspects of life. See, this has come up before; |I've nmet several nen nore
magnetic than Jack . . . but none of them as magnetic as you. Now |l really don't know what to do.
It's very difficult to decide such things because there's no one you can talk to: no one
under stands. You have to go through it al one, and sonetines you choose wong. Like, what if |
choose you over Jack and then he comes back and | don't give a shit about hin what then? How is
he going to feel? That's inportant, but it's also inportant how | feel. If | Iike you or someone
like you better than him then | have to act it out, as our therapy group puts it. Did you know I
was in a psychiatric hospital for eight weeks? Mrningside Mental Hygi ene Relations in Atherton
My folks paid for it. It cost a fortune because for sone reason we weren't eligible for comunity
or federal aid. Anyhow, | learned a | ot about nyself and | nade a whole |ot of friends, there.
Most of the people |I truly know | met at Mrningside. O course, when | originally net them back
then | had the delusion that they were fanous people |ike Mckey Quinn and Arlene Howe. You know -
celebrities. Like you."

He said, "I know both Quinn and Howe, and you haven't m ssed anything."

Scrutinizing him she said, "Maybe you're not a celebrity; maybe |'ve reverted back to ny
del usi onal period. They said | probably would, sonetime. Sooner or |later. Maybe it's later now "

"That," he pointed out, "would nmake nme a hallucination of yours. Try harder; | don't fee
conpletely real ."

She | aughed. But her nood remnai ned sonber. "Wuldn't that be strange if | made you up
like you just said? That if | fully recovered you' d di sappear ?"

"I wouldn't disappear. But |1'd cease to be a celebrity.”

"You al ready have." She raised her head, confronted himsteadily. "Maybe that's it. Wy
you're a celebrity that no one's ever heard of. | nade you up, you're a product of ny del usiona
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m nd, and now |'m beconi nhg sane again."
"A solipsistic view of the universe--"
"Don't do that. You know I haven't any idea what words |ike that nean. Wat kind of person

do you think I an? I'mnot fanbus and powerful like you; I'mjust a person doing a terrible, awfu
job that puts people in prison, because | |love Jack nore than all the rest of humanity. Listen."
Her tone becane firmand crisp. "The only thing that got nme back to sanity was that | |oved Jack

nmore than M ckey Quinn. See, | thought this boy named David was really Mckey Quinn, and it was a
big secret that M ckey Quinn had | ost his nmind and he had gone to this nental hospital to get

hi msel f back in shape, and no one was supposed to know about it because it would ruin his imge.
So he pretended his name was David. But | knew. O rather, | thought | knew. And Dr. Scott said |
had to chose between Jack and David, or Jack and M ckey Quinn, which | thought it was. And | chose
Jack. So | came out of it. Maybe"--she wavered, her chin trenbling--"mybe now you can see why
have to believe Jack is nore inportant than anything or anybody, or a |lot of anybodys, else. See?"

He saw. He nodded.

"Even nen like you,'
away from Jack."

"I don't want to." It seened a good idea to nmke that point.

"Yes--you do. On sone level you do. It's a conpetition." Jason said, "To nme you're just
one small girl in one small roomin one snall building. For me the whole world is mine, and
everybody init."

"Not if you're in a forced-I|abor canp."

He had to nod in agreenent to that, too. Kathy had an annoyi ng habit of spiking the guns
of rhetoric.

"You understand a little now," she said, "don't you? About me and Jack, and why | can go
to bed with you without wonging Jack? | went to bed with David when we were at Mbrningside, but
Jack understood; he knew | had to do it. Wuld you have under st ood?"

"I'f you were psychotic--"

"No, not because of that. Because it was ny destiny to go to bed with Mckey Quinn. It had
to be done; | was fulfilling my cosmic role. Do you see?"

"Ckay," he said, gently.

“I think I'mdrunk." Kathy exam ned her screwdriver. "You're right; it's too early to
drink one of these." She set the half-enpty glass down. "Jack saw. O anyhow he said he saw. Wul d
he lie? So as not to | ose me? Because if | had had to chose between himand M ckey Quinn"--she
paused--"but | chose Jack. | always would. But still I had to go to bed with David. Wth M ckey
Quinn, | nean."

| have gotten nyself mixed up with a conplicated, peculiar, malfunctioning creature, Jason
Taverner said to hinself. As bad as--worse than--Heather Hart. As bad as |'ve yet encountered in
forty-two years. But how do | get away fromher without M. MNMNulty hearing all about it? Christ,
he thought dismally. Maybe | don't. Maybe she plays with ne until she's bored, and then she calls
inthe pols. And that's it for ne.

"Woul dn't you think," he said aloud, "that in four decades plus, | could have |earned the
answer to this?"

"To nme?" she said. Acutely.

Kat hy said, "who' re nore magnetic than him even you can't take ne

He nodded.

"You think after you go to bed with me I'Il turn you in."

At this point he had not boiled it down to precisely that. But the general idea was there.
So, carefully, he said, "I think you've learned in your artless, innocent, nineteen-yearold way,

to use people. Wiich | think is very bad. And once you begin you can't stop. You don't even know
you're doing its"

"l would never turn you in. | love you."

"You' ve known me perhaps five hours. Not even that."

"But | can always tell." Her tone, her expression, both were firm And deeply sol em.

"You're not even sure who | am"

Kathy said, "I'mnever sure who anybody is."

That, evidently, had to be granted. He tried, therefore, another tack. "Look. You're an
odd conbi nation of the innocent romantic, and a"--he paused; the word "treacherous" had cone to
m nd, but he discarded it swiftly--"and a cal cul ati ng, subtle manipulator." You are, he thought, a
prostitute of the mind. And it's your mind that is prostituting itself, before and beyond anyone
el se's. Although you yourself would never recognize it. And, if you did, you' d say you were forced
intoit. Yes; forced into it, but by whonP By Jack? By David? By yourself, he thought. By wanting
two men at the same tinme--and getting to have both.
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Poor Jack, he thought. You poor goddam bastard. Shoveling shit at the forced-1abor canp
in Alaska, waiting for this elaborately convoluted waif to save you. Don't hold your breath.

That eveni ng, wi thout conviction, he had dinner with Kathy at an Italian-type restaurant a
bl ock from her room She seened to know the owner and the waiters, in some dimfashion; anyhow,
they greeted her and she responded absentm ndedly, as if only half hearing them O, he thought,
only half aware of where she was.

Little girl, he thought, where is the rest of your mind?

"The | asagna is very good," Kathy said, without |ooking at the nenu; she seened a great
di stance away now. Receding further and further. Wth each passing nmonment. He sensed an
approaching crisis. But he did not know her well enough; he had no idea what formit would take.
And he did not |ike that.

"When you bl ep away," he said abruptly, trying to catch her off guard, "how do you do it?"

"Ch," she said tonelessly. "I throw nmyself down on the floor and scream O else | kick
Anyone who tries to stop ne. Who interferes with ny freedom"

"Do you feel |ike doing that now?"

She gl anced up. "Yes." Her face, he saw, had becone a mask, both tw sted and agoni zed. But
her eyes remmined totally dry. This tine no tears would be involved. "I haven't been taking ny
medi cation. |'m supposed to take twenty milligranms of Actozine per diem?"

"Why don't you take it?" They never did; he had run across that anomaly several tines.

"It dulls nmy mind," she answered, touching her nose with her forefinger, as if involved in
a conplex ritual that had to be done absolutely correctly.

"But if it--"

Kathy said sharply, "They can't fuck with my mind. I'"'mnot letting any Mrs get to ne. Do
you know what a M is?"

"You just said." He spoke quietly and slowy, keeping his attention firmy fixed on her

as if trying to hold her there, to keep her mnind together.

The food came. It was terrible.

"Isn't this wonderfully authentically Italian?" Kathy said, deftly wi nding spaghetti on
her fork.

"Yes," he agreed, ainlessly.

“"You think 1'mgoing to blep away. And you don't want to be involved with it."

Jason said, "That's right."

"Then | eave."

"I"--he hesitated--"1 like you. I want to nmake sure you're all right."” A benign lie, of
the kind he approved. It seened better than saying, Because if | walk out of here you will be on
the phone to M. MNulty in twenty seconds. Which, in fact, was the way he saw it.

“I'I'l be all right. They'll take ne hone." She vaguely indicated the restaurant around
them the custoners, waiters, cashier. Cook steami ng away in the overheated, underventil ated
kitchen. Drunk at the bar, fiddling with his glass of O ynpia beer

He said, calculating carefully, fairly, reasonably sure that he was doing the right thing,
"You're not taking responsibility.'

"For who? I'mnot taking responsibility for your life, if that's what you nean. That's
your job. Don't burden nme with it."

"Responsibility," he said, "for the consequences to others of your acts. You're norally,
ethically drifting. Hitting out here and there, then subnmerging again. As if nothing happened.
Leaving it to everyone else to pick up the sweltering noons."

Rai si ng her head she confronted himand said, "Have | hurt you? | saved you fromthe pols;
that's what | did for you. Was that the wong thing to do? Was it?" Her voice increased in vol ung;
she stared at himpitilessly, unblinkingly, still holding her forkful of spaghetti.

He sighed. It was hopeless. "No," he said, "it wasn't the wong thing to do. Thanks.
appreciate it." And, as he said it, he felt unwavering hatred toward her. For enmeshing himthis
way. One puny nineteen-year-old ordinary, netting a fullgrown six like this--it was so inprobable

that it seenmed absurd; he felt on one |level |ike laughing. But on the other |evels he did not.
"Are you responding to ny warnth?" she inquired.
"Yes."

"You do feel my |ove reaching out to you, don't you? Listen. You can al nost hear it." She
listened intently. "My love is growing, and it's a tender vine."

Jason signaled the waiter. "What have you got here?" he asked the waiter brusquely. "Just
beer and wi ne?"
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"And pot, sir. The best-grade Acapulco Gold. And hash, grade A"

"But no hard |iquor."

"No, sir."

Gesturing, he disnmissed the waiter.

"You treated himlike a servant," Kathy said.

“Yeah," he said, and groaned al oud. He shut his eyes and nassaged the bridge of his nose
M ght as well go the whole way now, he had nanaged, after all, to inflame her ire. "He's a | ousy
waiter," he said, "and this is a lousy restaurant. Let's get out of here."

Kathy said bitterly, "So that's what it neans to be a celebrity. | understand." She
qui etly put down her fork

"What do you think you understand?" he said, letting it all hang out; his conciliatory
rol e was gone for good now. Never to be gotten back. He rose to his feet, reached for his coat.
"I'mleaving," he told her. And put on his coat.

"Ch, God," Kathy said, shutting her eyes; her nouth, bent out of shape, hung open. "Oh,
God. No. What have you done? Do you know what you' ve done? Do you understand fully? Do you grasp
it at all?" And then, eyes shut, fists clenched, she ducked her head and began to scream He had
never heard screans like it before, and he stood paral yzed as the sound--and the sight of her
constricted, broken face-- dinned at him nunbing him These are psychotic screans, he said to
hinsel f. Fromthe racial unconscious. Not froma person but froma deeper level; froma collective
entity.

Knowi ng that did not help.

The owner and two waiters hustled over, still clutching nenus; Jason saw and mar ked
details, oddly; it seened as if everything, at her screans, had frozen over. Becone fixed.
Customers raising forks, |owering spoons, chewing . . . everything stopped and there renmained only

the terrible, ugly noise.

And she was saying words. Crude words, as if read off sone back fence. Short, destructive
words that tore at everyone in the restaurant, including hinself. Especially hinself.

The owner, his mustache twitching, nodded to the two waiters, and they lifted Kathy bodily
fromher chair; they raised her by her shoul ders, held her, then, at the owner's curt nod, dragged
her fromthe booth, across the restaurant and out onto the street.

He paid the bill, hurried after them

At the entrance, however, the owner stopped him Holding out his hand. "Three hundred
" the owner said.

"For what?" he denanded. "For draggi ng her outside?"

The owner said, "For not calling the pols."

Gimy, he paid

The waiters had set her down on the pavenment, at the curb's edge. She sat silent now,
fingers pressed to her eyes, rocking back and forth, her mouth maki ng soundl ess i mages. The
wai ters surveyed her, apparently essaying whether or not she would nake any nore trouble, and
then, their joint decision nmade, they hurried back into the restaurant. Leaving himand Kathy
there on the sidewal k, under the red-andwhite neon sign, together

Kneeling by her, he put his hand on her shoulder. This tinme she did not try to pull away.
"I"'msorry," he said. And he neant it. "For pushing you." | called your bluff, he said to hinself,
and it was not a bluff. Okay; you won. | give up. Fromnow on it's whatever you want. Nanme it. He
t hought, Just nmake it brief, for God's sake. Let nme out of this as quickly as you possibly can

He had an intuition that it would not be soon

dol | ars,

Toget her, hand in hand, they strolled along the evening sidewal k, past the conpeting,
flashing, w nking, flooding pools of color created by the rotating, pulsating, jiggling, lit-up
signs. This kind of neighborhood did not please him he had seen it a mllion tinmes, duplicated
t hroughout the face of earth. It had been fromsuch as this that he had fled, early in his life,
to use his sixness as a nethod of getting out. And now he had cone back

He did not object to the people: he saw them as trapped here, the ordinaries, who through
no fault of their own had to remain. They had not invented it; they did not like it; they endured
it, as he had not had to. In fact, he felt guilty, seeing their grimfaces, their turned-down
mout hs. Jagged, unhappy nout hs.

"Yes," Kathy said at last, "I think | really amfalling in love with you. But it's your
fault; it's your powerful nmagnetic field that you radiate. Did you know | can see it?"
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"Cee," he said nechanically.

"It's dark velvet purple,"” Kathy said, grasping his hand tightly with her surprisingly
strong fingers. "Very intense. Can you see nmine? My magnetic aura?"

“No, " he said.

“I'"'msurprised. | would have thought you could." She seened calm now, the expl osive
scream ng episode had left, trailing after it, relative stability. An al nost pseudoepil eptoid
personality structure, he conjectured. That works up day after day to-- "My aura," she broke into
his thoughts, "is bright red. The col or of passion.”

"I"'mglad for you," Jason said.
Halting, she turned to peer into his face. To deci pher his expression. He hoped it was

appropriately opaque. "Are you mad because | |lost ny tenper?" she inquired.
"No," he said
“You sound mad. | think you are nad. Well, | guess only Jack understands. And M ckey."

"M ckey Quinn," he said reflexively.

"Isn't he a remarkabl e person?" Kathy said.

"Very." He could have told her a lot, but it was pointless. She did not really want to
know, she believed she understood al ready.

What el se do you believe, little girl? he wondered. For exanple, what do you believe you
know about nme? As little as you know about M ckey Quinn and Arlene Howe and all the rest of them
who, for you, do not in reality exist? Think what |I could tell you if, for a nonment, you were able
to listen. But you can't listen. It would frighten you, what you m ght hear. And anyhow, you know
everyt hi ng al ready.

"How does it feel," he asked, "to have slept with so many fanous peopl e?"

At that she stopped short. "Do you think | slept with them because they were fanous? Do
you think I"'ma CF, a celebrity fucker? Is that your real opinion of me?"

Li ke flypaper, he thought. She enneshed him by every word he said. He could not win.

"I think," he said, "you've led an interesting life. You're an interesting person.”

"And inportant,” Kathy added.

"Yes," he said. "lInportant, too. In sone ways the nost inportant person |'ve ever
encountered. It's a thrilling experience."

"Do you mean that?"

"Yes," he said enphatically. And in a peculiar, assbackward way, it was true. No one, not
even Heather, had ever tied himup so conpletely as this. He could not endure what he found
hi msel f goi ng through, and he could not get away. It seenmed to himas if he sat behind the tiller
of his custommade uni que qui bble, facing a red light, green light, anber light all at once; no
rati onal response was possible. Her irrationality nmade it so. The terrible power, he thought, of
illogic. O the archetypes. Operating out of the drear depths of the collective unconsci ous which
joined himand her--and everyone el se--together. In a knot which never could be undone, as |ong as
they lived.

No wonder, he thought, sonme people, many people, long for death.

"You want to go watch a captain kirk?" Kathy asked.

"What ever," he said, briefly.

"There's a good one on at Cinema Twelve. It's set on a planet in the Betel geuse System a
lot Iike Tarberg's Planet-- you know, in the Proxima System Only in the captain kirk it's
i nhabited by m nions of an invisible--"

"I sawit,"” he said. As a matter of fact, a year ago they had had Jeff Poneroy, who pl ayed
the captain kirk in the picture, on his show, they had even run a short scene: the usual flick-
pl uggi ng, you-visit-us deal with Pomeroy's studio. He had not liked it then and he doubted if he
would like it now And he detested Jeff Poneroy, both on and off the screen. And that, as far as
he was concerned, was that.

"It really wasn't any good?" Kathy asked trustingly.

"Jeff Pomeroy," he said, "as far as |'mconcerned, is the itchy asshole of the world. He
and those like him H s inmtators."

Kathy said, "He was at Morningside for a while. | didn't get to know him but he was

there."

"I can believe it," he said, half believing it.

"Do you know what he said to ne once?"

"Knowi ng him" Jason began, "I'd say--"

"He said | was the tanest person he ever knew. Isn't that interesting? And he saw ne go
into one of ny nystic states--you know, when | Iie down and scream-and still he said that. |
think he's a very perceptive person; | really do. Don't you?"
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"Yes," he said.

"Shall we go back to ny room then?" Kathy asked. "And screw |like m nks?"

He grunted in disbelief. Had she really said that? Turning, he tried to nake out her face,
but they had cone to a patch between signs; all was dark for the noment. Jesus, he said to
hinself. |I've got to get nyself out of this . I've got to find ny way back to ny own worl d!

"Does mny honesty bot her you?" she asked.

"No," he said grimy. "Honesty never bothers nme. To be a celebrity you have to be able to
take it." Even that, he thought. "All kinds of honesty," he said. "Your kind nost of all."

"What kind is mne?" Kathy asked.

"Honest honesty," he said.

"Then you do understand ne," she said.

"Yes," he said, nodding. "I really do."

"“And you don't | ook down on ne? As a little worthless person who ought to be dead?"

"No," he said, "you're a very inportant person. And very honest, too. One of the nost

honest and straightforward individuals |'ve ever net. | mean that; | swear to God | do."

She patted himfriendlily on the arm "Don't get all worked up over it. Let it cone
naturally."

“I't cones naturally," he assured her. "It really does."

"CGood," Kathy said. Happily. He had, evidently, eased her worries; she felt sure of him
And on that his life depended . . . or did it really? Wasn't he capitul ating to her pathol ogi ca
reasoni ng? At the nmonment he did not really know.

"Listen,"” he said haltingly. "I"'mgoing to tell you sonmething and I want you to listen

carefully. You belong in a prison for the crimnally insane."

Eerily, frighteningly, she did not react; she said nothing.

"And," he said, "lI'mgetting as far away fromyou as | can." He yanked his hand | oose from
hers, turned, made his way off in the opposite direction. Ignoring her. Losing hinmself anpbng the
ordinaries who nmilled in both directions along the cheap, neon-lit sidewal ks of this unpleasant
part of town.

I'"ve lost her, he thought, and in doing so | have probably | ost ny goddamm Iife.

Now what ? He halted, |ooked around him Am| carrying a nmicrotransnitter, as she says? he
asked himself. Am| giving nyself away with every step | take?

Cheerful Charley, he thought, told ne to | ook up Heather Hart. And as everybody in TV-1and
knows, Cheerful Charley is never w ong.

But will | live Iong enough, he asked hinself, to reach Heather Hart? And if | do reach
her and |I' m bugged, won't | sinply be carrying my death onto her? Like a m ndl ess plague? And, he
thought, if Al Bliss didn't know ne and Bill Wl fer didn't know ne, why shoul d Heat her know ne?
But Heather, he thought, is a six, like nyself. The only other six | know. Maybe that will be the
difference. If there is any difference.

He found a public phone booth, entered, shut the door against the noise of traffic, and
dropped a gold quinque into the slot.

Heat her Hart had several unlisted nunbers. Sone for business, sone for personal friends,
one for--to put it bluntly-- lovers. He, of course, knew that nunmber, having been to Heather what
he had, and still was, he hoped.

The viewscreen lit up. He nmade out the changi ng shapes as indicating that she was taking
the call on her carphone.

"Hi," Jason said.

Shadi ng her eyes to nmake hi mout, Heather said, "Who the hell are you?" Her green eyes
flashed. Her red hair dazzl ed.

"Jason. "

"l don't know anybody naned Jason. How d you get this nunber?" Her tone was troubl ed but
al so harsh. "Get the hell off my goddamm phone!" she scowl ed at himfromthe viewscreen and said,
"Who gave you this nunber? I want his nane."

Jason said, "You told nme the nunber six nonths ago. Wen you first had it installed. Your
private of the private lines; right? Isn't that what you called it?"

"Who told you that?"

"You did. W were in Madrid. You were on location and | had ne a six-day vacation half a
mle fromyour hotel. You used to drive over in your Rolls quibble about three each afternoon.

Ri ght ?"

Heat her said in a chattering, staccato tone, "Are you froma nmgazi ne?"

"No," Jason said. "I'myour nunber one paranour."

"My _what?_"
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"Lover."

"Are you a fan? You're a fan, a goddam twerp fan. I'Il kill you if you don't get off ny
phone."™ The sound and i mage di ed; Heather had hung up

He inserted another quinque into the slot, redial ed.

"The twerp fan again," Heather said, answering. She seened nore poised, now O was it
resi gned?

"You have one imtation tooth," Jason said. "Wen you' re with one of your |overs you glue
it into place in your mouth with a special epoxy cenment that you buy at Harney's. But with nme you
sonmetimes take it out, put it in a glass with Dr. Sloom s denture foam That's the denture
cl eanser you prefer. Because, you always say, it reninds you of the days when Bronp Seltzer was
| egal and not just black market nade in sonebody's basement |ab, using all three brom des that
Bromo Seltzer discontinued years ago when--"

"How, " Heather interrupted, "did you get hold of this information?" Her face was stiff--
her words brisk and direct. Her tone . . . he had heard it before. Heather used it with people she
det est ed.

"Don't use that 'l don't give a fuck' tone with ne,
a nolar. You call it Andy. Right?"

"Atwerp fan knows all this about me. God. My worst nightnmare confirned. What's the nane
of your club and how many fans are there in it and where are you fromand how, God damm it, did
you get hold of personal details fromny private life that you have no right to know in the first
pl ace? | mean, what you're doing is illegal; it's an invasion of privacy. I'll have the pols after
you if you call ne once nore." She reached to hang up the receiver

"I"'ma six," Jason said.

"A what? A six what? You have six legs; is that it? O nore likely six heads."

Jason said, "You're a six, too. That's what's kept us together all this tinme."

“"I"'mgoing to die," Heather said, ashen, now, even in the dimlight of her quibble he
could make out the change of color in her features. "What'll it cost nme to have you | eave ne
al one? 1 always knew t hat sonme twerp fan would eventual ly--"

"Stop calling ne a twerp fan," Jason said bitingly; it infuriated himabsolutely. It
struck himas the ultinmate in sonething or other; maybe a bird down, as the expression went now.

Heat her said, "Wat do you want?"

"To neet you at Altrocci's."

"Yes, you'd know about that, too. The one place | can go w thout being ejacul ated on by

he said angrily. "Your false tooth is

nerds who want ne to sign nenus that don't even belong to them" She sighed wetchedly. "Wll, now
that's over. | won't neet you at Altrocci's or anywhere. Keep out of ny life or I'lIl have ny prive-
pol s deball you and--"

"You have _one_ private pol," Jason interrupted. "He's sixtytwo years old and his nanme is

Fred. Oiginally he was a sharpshooter with the Orange County M nutenen; used to pick off student
jeters at Cal State Fullerton. He was good then, but he's nothing to worry about now. "

"I's that so," Heather said.

"Ckay, let nme tell you sonething else that how do you think I would know. Renenber
Const ance El Il ar?"

"Yes," Heather said. "That nonentity starlet that |ooked |like a Barbie Doll except that
her head was too small and her body | ooked as if soneone had inflated her with a CO2 cartridge,
overinflated her." Her lip curled. "She was utterly damm dunb."

"Right," he agreed. "Utterly danm dunmb. That's the exact ward. Renenber what we did to her
on nmy show? Her first planetw de exposure, because | had to take her in a tie-in deal. Do you
remenber that, what we did, you and | ?"

Si |l ence.

Jason said, "As a sop to us for having her on the show, her agent agreed to let her do a
comrercial for one of our quarter-time sponsors. W got curious as to what the product was, so
before Mss Ellar showed up we opened the paper bag and discovered it was a creamfor renoving | eg
hair. God, Heather, you nust--"

“I"'mlistening," Heather said.

Jason said, "We took the spray can of |eg-hair creamout and put a spray can of FDS back
inwith the same ad copy, which sinply read, 'Denobnstrate use of product with expression of
contentnent and satisfaction,' and then we got the hell out of there and waited."

"Did we."

"Mss Ellar finally showed up, went into her dressing room opened the paper bag, and then-
-and this is the part that still nmakes nme break up--she canme up to ne, perfectly seriously, and
said, 'M. Taverner, |I'msorry to bother you about this, but to denonstrate the Feninine Hygi ene
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Deodorant Spray I'Il have to take off ny skirt and underpants. Right there before the TV canera.'
"So?" | said. 'So what's the problen?' And Mss Ellar said, '"I'll need a little table on which
can put nmy clothes. | can't just drop themon the floor; that wouldn't look right. |I nean, I'll be

spraying that stuff into nmy vagina in front of sixty mllion people, and when you're doing that
you can't just |eave your clothes lying all around you on the floor; that isn't elegant.' She
really would have done it, too, right on the air, if Al Bliss hadn't--"

"It's a tasteless story."

"Al'l the same, you thought it was pretty funny. That utterly dumb girl with her first big
break ready to do that. 'Denobnstrate use of product with expression of contentnment and--'"

Heat her hung up

How do | nmmke her understand? he asked hinself savagely, grinding his teeth together
nearly biting off a silver filling. He hated that sensation: grinding off a piece of filling.
Destroying his own body, inpotently. Can't she see that ny know edge of everything about her mneans
sonet hi ng i nportant? he asked hinsel f. Who woul d know t hese things? Obviously only someone who had
been very close physically with her for sonme tine. There could be no other explanation, and yet
she had conjured up such an el aborate other reason that he couldn't penetrate through to her. And
it hung directly in front of her eyes. Her six's eyes.

Once nore he dropped in a coin, dialed.

"H again," he said, when Heather at |ast picked up the phone in her car. "I know that
about you, too," he said. "You can't let a phone ring; that's why you have ten private nunbers,
each for a different purpose of your very special own."

"I have three," Heather said. "So you don't know everything."

Jason said, "I nerely neant--"

"How rmuch?"

"“I'"ve had enough of that today," he said sincerely. "You can't buy nme off because that's
not what | want. | want-- listen to nme, Heather--1 want to find out why nobody knows ne. You nost
of all. And since you're a six | thought you m ght be able to explain it. Do you have _any_ nenory

of nme? Look at nme on the picture screen. Look!"

She peered, one eyebrow cocked. "You're young but not too young. You're good-I|ooking. Your
voi ce is comandi ng and you have no rel uctance about brigging me like this. You're exactly what a
twerp fan would | ook like, sound like, act like. Ckay; are you satisfied?"

“I'min trouble,"” he said. It was blatantly irrational for himto tell her this, since she
had no recollection of any sort of him But over the years he had beconme accustoned to laying his
troubl es before her--and listening to hers--and the habit had not died. The habit ignored what he
saw the reality situation to be: it cruised on under its own power.

"That's a shame," Heat her said.

Jason sai d, "Nobody renmenbers nme. And | have no birth certificate; | was never born, never
even born! So naturally | have no I D cards except a forged set | bought froma pol fink for two
t housand dol I ars plus one thousand for ny contact. |I'mcarrying them around, but, CGod: they nmay

have mcrotransmtters built into them Even knowing that | have to keep themon ne; you know why- -
even you up at the top, even you know how this society works. Yesterday | had thirty mllion

vi ewers who woul d have shrieked their aggrieved heads off if a pol or a nat so nuch as touched ne.
Now | m | ooking into the eyes of an FLC. "

"What's an FLC?"

"Forced-1abor canp." He snarled the words at her, trying to pin her down and finally nai
her. "The vicious little bitch who forged nmy papers nmade ne take her out to sonme Godforsaken
br oken- down wop restaurant, and while we were there, just talking, she threw herself down on the
floor scream ng. Psychotic scream ng; she's an escapee from Morningsi de, by her own adm ssion
That cost ne another three hundred dollars and by now who knows? She's probably sicced the pols
and nats _both_ on ne." Pushing his self-pity gingerly alittle further, he said, "They're
probably nonitoring this phone line right now "

"Ch, Christ, no!" Heather shrieked and again hung up

He had no nore gold quinques. So, at this point, he gave up. That was a stupid thing to
say, he realized, that about the phone lines. That woul d make anybody hang up. | strangled nyself
in ny own word web, right down the old freeber. Straight down the mddle. Beautifully flat at both
ends, too. Like a great artificial anus.

He shoved the door of the phone booth aside and stepped out onto the busy nocturna
sidewal k. . . down here, he thought acidly, in Slunmsville. Down where the pol finks hang out.
Jolly good show, as that classic TV nuffin ad went that we studied in school, he said to hinself.

It would be funny, he thought, if it were happening to soneone else. But it's happening to
me. No, it's not funny either way. Because there is real suffering and real death passing the tine

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Dick%20Flow%20My%20Tears%20The%20Policeman%20Said.txt (25 of 89) [1/19/03 7:41:37 PM]



filex///F|/rah/Philip%20K .Dick/Dick%20F ow%20My%20T ears%20T he%20Poli ceman%20Said. txt

of day in the wings. Ready to cone on any minute.

I wish | could have taped the phone call, plus everything Kathy said to ne and nme to her.
In 3-D color, on videotape it would be a nice bit on ny show, sonewhere near the end where we run
out of naterial occasionally. Qccasionally, hell: generally. Always. For the rest of nmy life.

He could hear his intro now. "Wat can happen to a nman, a good nan w thout a pol record, a
man who suddenly one day | oses his ID cards and finds hinself facing . . ." And so forth. It would
hold them all thirty million of them Because that was what each of themfeared. "An invisible
man," his intro would go, "yet a man all too conspicuous. Invisible |egally; conspicuous
illegally. What becomes of such a man, if he cannot replace . . ." Blah blah. On and on. The hel
with it. Not everything that he did or said or had happen to himgot onto the show, so it went
with this. Another |oser, anong many. Many are called, he said to hinself, but few are chosen.
That's what it nmeans to be a pro. That's how | nanage things, public and private. Cut your | osses
and run when you have to, he told hinmself, quoting hinself fromback in the good days when his
first full worldw de show got piped onto the satellite grid.

"Il find another forger, he decided, one that isn't a pol inforner, and get a full new
set of ID cards, ones without mcrotransmtters. And then, evidently, | need a gun

| should have thought of that about the tine | woke up in that hotel room he said to
hi nsel f. Once, years ago, when the Reynol ds syndicate had tried to buy into his show, he had
| earned to use--and had carried--a gun: a Barber's Hoop with a range of two mles with no | oss of
peak trajectory until the final thousand feet.

Kathy's "mystical trance," her screamng fit. The audio portion would carry a nmature nale
voi ce sayi ng agai nst her screans as BG "This is what it is to be psychotic. To be psychotic is to
suffer, suffer beyond . . ." And so forth. Blah blah. He inhaled a great, deep l|ungful of cold
ni ght air, shuddered, joined the passengers on the sea of sidewal k, his hands thrust deep into his
trouser pockets.

And found hinself facing a queue lined up ten deep before a pol random checkpoint. One
gray-cl ad policeman stood at the end of the line, loitering there to make sure no one doubl ed back
in the opposite direction.

"Can't you pass it, friend?" the pol said to himas he involuntarily started to | eave.

"Sure," Jason said

"That's good," the pol said good-hunoredly. "Because we've been checki ng here since eight
this morning and we still don't have our work quota."
6

Two husky gray pols, confronting the nman ahead of Jason, said in unison, "These were
forged an hour ago; they're still danp. See? See the ink run under the heat? Ckay." They nodded,
and the man, gripped by four thungly pols, disappeared into a parked van-qui bble, om nously gray
and bl ack: police colors.

"Ckay," one of the husky pols said genially to Jason, "let's see when yours were printed."

Jason said, "l've been carrying these for years." He handed his wallet, with the seven ID
cards, to the pols.

"Graph his signatures,

Kat hy had been right.

"Nope,"” the junior pol said, putting away his official canera. "They don't super. But it
| ooks like this one, the mlitary service chit, had a trans dot on it that's been scraped off.
Very expertly, too, if so. You have to view it through the glass.” He swung the portable
magni fying I ens and light over, illumnating Jason's forged cards in stark white detail. "See?"

"When you left the service," the senior pol said to Jason, "did this record have an
el ectronic dot on it? Do you renenber?" Both of them scrutinized Jason as they awaited his
response.

VWhat the hell to say? he asked hinself. "I don't know," he said. "I don't even know what
a"--he started to say, "mcrotransmtter dot," but quickly corrected hinself--soon enough, he
hoped--"what an el ectronic dot |ooks |ike."

"It's a dot, nmister," the junior pol informed him "Aren't yqu |listening? Are you on
drugs? Look; on his drug-status card there isn't an entry for the |ast year."

One of the thungly pols spoke up. "Proves they're not faked, though, because who woul d
fake a felony onto an ID card? They'd have to be out of their mnds."

"Yes," Jason said.

"Well, it's not part of our area,

the senior pol told his conpanion. "See if they superinpose.”

the senior pol said. He handed Jason's |ID cards back to
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him "He'll have to take it up with his drug inspector. Mwve on." Wth his nightstick the po
shoved Jason out of the way, reaching nmeanwhile for the ID cards of the man behind him

"That's it?" Jason said to the thungly pols. He could not believe it. Don't let it show,
he said to hinmself. Just nobve on

He did so.

From t he shadows beneath a broken streetlight, Kathy reached out, touched him he froze at
the touch, feeling hinmself turn to ice, starting with his heart. "What do you think of me now?"
Kathy said. "My work, what | did for you."

"They did it," he said shortly.

"I"'mnot going to turn you in," Kathy said, "even though you insulted and abandoned ne.
But you have to stay with ne tonight |ike you promi sed. You understand?"

He had to admire her. By lurking around the random checkpoi nt she had obtained firsthand
proof that her forged documents had been well enough done to get himpast the pols. So all at once
the situati on between them had altered: he was now in her debt. He no | onger held the status of
aggrieved victim

Now she owned a noral share of him First the stick: the threat of turning himin to the
pols. Then the carrot: the adequately forged ID cards. The girl had him really. He had to adm t
it, to her and to hinself.

"I could have gotten you through anyhow," Kathy said. She held up her right arm pointing

to a section of her sleeve. "l've got a gray pol-ident tab, there; it shows up under their
macrolens. So | don't get picked up by mstake. | would have said--"
"Let it lie there,” he broke in harshly. "I don't want to hear about it." He wal ked away

fromher; the girl skimed after him like a skillful bird.
"Want to go back to my Mnor Apartnent?" Kathy asked

"That goddamm shabby room" | have a floating house in Mlibu, he thought, wth eight
bedrooms, six rotating baths and a four-dinmensional living roomwth an infinity ceiling. And,
because of sonething I don't understand and can't control, | have to spend nmy tine like this.

Visiting run-down marginal places. Crappy eateries, crappier workshops, crappiest one-room
| odgi ngs. Am | being paid back for sonmething | did? he asked hinself. Something | don't know about
or renmenber? But nobody pays back, he reflected. | learned that a long tine ago: you're not paid
back for the bad you do nor the good you do. It all cones out uneven at the end. Haven't | | earned
that by now, if |I've |earned anything?

"CQuess what's at the top of ny shopping list for tonorrow, " Kathy was saying. "Dead flies.
Do you know why?"

"They're high in protein."

"Yes, but that's not why; I'mnot getting themfor nyself. | buy a bag of them every week
for Bill, my turtle."

"I didn't see any turtle.”

"At ny Major Apartnent. You didn't really think I'd buy dead flies for nyself, did you?"

" De gustibus non di sputandum est_," he quot ed.

"Let's see. In matters of taste there's no dispute. Right?"

"Right," he said. "Meaning that if you want to eat dead flies go ahead and eat them"

"Bill does; he likes them He's just one of those little green turtles . . . not a |land
tortoi se or anything. Have you ever watched the way they snap at food, at a fly floating on their
water? It's very small but it's awful. One second the fly's there and then the next, glunk. It's
inside the turtle.” She | aughed. "Being digested. There's a |l esson to be | earned there.”

"What | esson?" He anticipated it then. "That when you bite," he said, "you either get al
of it or none of it, but never part."

"That's how | feel."

"Whi ch do you have?" he asked her. "All or none?"

"I--don't know. Good question. Well, | don't have Jack. But maybe | don't want him
anynore. It's been so fucking long. | guess | still need him But | need you nore."

Jason said, "I thought you were the one who could |love two nen equally."”

"Did | say that?" She pondered as they wal ked. "What | neant was is that's ideal, but in
real life you can only approximate it . . . do you see? Can you follow ny |ine of thought?"

“I can followit," he said, "and | can see where it's leading. It's leading to a tenporary
abandonnent of Jack while I'm around and then a psychol ogical returning to himwhen |I'm gone. Do
you do it every tine?"

"I never abandon him" Kathy said sharply. They then continued on in silence until they
reached her great old apartnent building with its forest of no-longer-used TV masts jutting from
every part of the roof. Kathy funbled in her purse, found her key, unlocked the door to her room
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The lights had been turned on. And, seated on the noldering sofa facing them a middle-
aged man with gray hair and a gray suit. A heavy-set but immcul ate nman, with perfectly shaved
jow s: no nicks, no red spots, no errors. He was perfectly attired and grooned; each hair on his
head stood individually in place.

Kathy said falteringly, "M. MNulty."

Rising to his feet, the heavy-set man extended his right hand toward Jason. Autonatically,
Jason reached out to shake it.

"No," the heavy-set man said. "I'm not shaking hands with you; | want to see your ID
cards, the ones she made for you. Let ne have them™

Wordl essly--there was nothing to say--Jason passed himhis wallet.

"You didn't do these," MNulty said, after a short inspection. "Unless you're getting a
hell of a lot better."

Jason said, "lI've had sone of those cards for years."

"Have you," MNulty rmurrmured. He returned the wallet and cards to Jason. "Wo planted the
m crotrans on hin? You?" He addressed Kathy. "Ed?"

"Ed," Kathy said.

"What do we have here?" McNulty said, scrutinizing Jason as if measuring himfor a coffin
"Aman in his forties, well dressed, nodern clothing style. Expensive shoes. . . nade of actua
authentic leather. Isn't that right, M. Taverner?"

"They' re cowhide," Jason said.

"Your papers identify you as a nusician,” MNulty said. "You play an instrunment?"

"I sing."
McNulty said, "Sing sonething for us now "
"Go to hell," Jason said, and managed to control his breathing; his words cane out exactly

as he wanted themto. No nmore, no |ess.

To Kathy, McNulty said, "He's not exactly cowering. Does he know who | anP"

"Yes," Kathy said. "l--told him Part of it."

"You told himabout Jack,” MNulty said. To Jason he said, "There is no Jack. She thinks
so but it's a psychotic delusion. Her husband died three years ago in a qui bble accident; he was
never in a forced-I|abor canp."

"Jack is still alive," Kathy said.

"You see?" McNulty said to Jason. "She's made a pretty fair adjustment to the outside
worl d except for this one fixed idea. It will never go away; she'll have it for the bal ance of her
life."” He shrugged. "It's a harm ess idea and it keeps her going. So we've nade no attenpt to dea

with it psychiatrically."”

Kat hy, quietly, had begun to cry. Large tears slid down her cheeks and dropped, bl oblike,
onto her blouse. Tear stains, in the formof dark circles, appeared here and there.

“"I'I'l be talking to Ed Pracimin the next couple of days," MNulty said. "I'll ask hi mwhy
he put the microtrans on you. He has hunches; it nust have been a hunch." He reflected. "Bear in
mnd, the ID cards in your wallet are reproductions of actual docunments on file at various centra
dat a banks throughout earth. Your reproductions are satisfactory, but | nmay want to check on the
originals. Let's hope they're in as good order as the repros you carry."

Kathy said feebly, "But that's a rare procedure. Statistically--"

“"In this case," MNulty said, "I think it's worth trying."

"Why?" Kat hy sai d.

"Because we don't think you' re turning everyone over to us. Half an hour ago this man
Taver ner passed successfully through a random checkpoint. W followed himusing the mcrotrans.
And his papers look fine to ne. But Ed says--"

"Ed drinks," Kathy said.

"But we can count on him" MMNulty smiled, a professional beam of sunshine in the shabby
room "And we can't, not quite, on you."

Bringing forth his mlitary-service chit, Jason rubbed the snmall profile 4-D picture of
hinself. And it said tinnily, "How now, brown cow?"

"How can that be faked?" Jason said. "That's the tone of voice |I had back ten years ago
when | was an invol-nat."

"I doubt that," MNulty said. He examined his wistwatch. "Do we owe you anything, M ss
Nel son? Or are we clear for this week?"

"Clear," she said, with an effort. Then, in a |low, unsteady voice, she half-whispered,
"After Jack gets out you won't be able to count on ne at all."

"For you," McNulty said genially, "Jack will never get out." He w nked at Jason. Jason
wi nked back. Twi ce. He understood McNulty. The man preyed on the weaknesses of others; the kind of
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mani pul ati on that Kathy enpl oyed had probably been | earned fromhim And fromhis quaint, genia
conpani ons.

He coul d understand now how she had becone what she had becone. Betrayal was an everyday
event; a refusal to betray, as in his case, was mraculous. He could only wonder at it and thank
it dimy

W have a betrayal state, he realized. Wen | was a celebrity | was exenpt. Now |I'mlike
everyone el se: | now have to face what they've always faced. And--what | faced in the old days,
faced and then later on repressed fromny nenory. Because it was too distressing to believe
once | had a choice, and could choose not to believe.

McNul ty put his fleshy, red-speckled hand on Jason's shoul der and said, "Conme along with
me. "

"Where to?" Jason demanded, noving away from McNulty exactly, he realized, the way Kathy
had noved away from him She had |earned this, too, fromthe McNultys of the world.

"You don't have anything to charge himw th!" Kathy said hoarsely, clenching her fists.

Easily, McNulty said, "W're not going to charge himwi th anything; | just want a
fingerprint, voiceprint, footprint, EEG wave pattern fromhim Okay, M. Tavern?"

Jason started to say, "I hate to correct a police officer--" and then broke off at the
war ni ng 1 ook on Kathy's face-- "who's doing his duty," he finished, "so I'll go along." Maybe
Kat hy had a point; maybe it was worth sonething for the pol officer to get Jason Taverner's nane
wong. Who knew? Time would tell

"'M. Tavern,' " MNulty said lazily, propelled himtoward the door of the room "Suggests
beer and warnmth and cozi ness, doesn't it?" He | ooked back at Kathy and said in a sharp voice,
"Doesn't it?"

"M. Tavern is a warm man," Kathy said, her teeth | ocked together. The door shut after
them and McNulty steered himdown the hallway to the stairs, breathing, nmeanwhile, the odor of
oni on and hot sauce in every direction

At the 469th Precinct station, Jason Taverner found himself lost in a nultitude of nen and
wonen who noved aimessly, waiting to get in, waiting to get out, waiting for information, waiting
to be told what to do. McNulty had pinned a colored tag on his |lapel; God and the police al one
knew what it meant.

Qoviously it did nmean sonething. A uniformed officer behind a desk which ran fromwall to
wal | beckoned to him

"Okay," the cop said. "lInspector McNulty filled out part of your J-2 form Jason Tavern.
Address: 2048 Vine Street."

Where had McNulty cone up with that? Jason wondered. Vine Street. And then he realized
that it was Kathy's address. McNulty had assuned they were |iving together; overworked, as was
true of all the pols, he had witten down the information that took the | east effort. A |aw of
nature: an objector living creature--takes the shortest route between two points. He filled out
t he bal ance of the form

"Put your hand into that slot," the officer said, indicating a fingerprinting machine.
Jason did so. "Now," the officer said, "renbve one shoe, either left or right. And that sock. You
may sit down here." He slid a section of desk aside, revealing an entrance and a chair.

"Thanks," Jason said, seating hinself.

After the recording of the footprint he spoke the sentence, "Down goes the right hut and
ate a put object beside his horse." That took care of the voiceprint. After that, again seated, he
allowed ternminals to be placed here and there on his head; the machine cranked out three feet of
scri bbl edon paper, and that was that. That was the electrocardiogram It ended the tests.

Looki ng cheerful, MNulty appeared at the desk. In the harsh white overhead light his five-
o' cl ock shadow coul d be seen over all his jaw, his upper lip, the higher part of his neck. "How s
it going with M. Tavern?" he asked.

The officer said, "W're ready to do a nonmenclature filepull."

"Fine," McNulty said. "I'Il stick around and see what cones up."

The uni formed officer dropped the formJason had filled out into a slot, pressed lettered
buttons, all of which were green. For sone reason Jason noticed that. And the letters capitals.

From a mout hli ke aperture on the very |ong desk a Xeroxed docunent slid out, dropped into
a netal basket.

"Jason Tavern," the uniforned officer said, exam ning the docunent. "Of Kemenmer, Woni ng
Age: thirty-nine. A diesel engine nechanic."” He glanced at the photo. "Pic taken fifteen years
ago. "
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"Any police record?" MNulty asked.

"No trouble of any kind," the uniformed officer said.

"There are no ot her Jason Taverns on record at Pol -Dat?" MNulty asked. The officer
pressed a yellow button, shook his head. "Ckay," MNulty said. "That's him" He surveyed Jason
"You don't look like a diesel engine nechanic."

“I don't do that anynore," Jason said. "I'mnow in sales. For farm equi pnent. Do you want
nmy card?" A bluff; he reached toward the upper right-hand pocket of his suit. MNulty shook his
head no. So that was that; they had, in their usual bureaucratic fashion, pulled the wong file on
him And, in their rush, they had let it stand.

He t hought, Thank God for the weaknesses built into a vast, conplicated, convol uted,
pl anet wi de apparatus. Too many people; too nmany machi nes. This error began with a pol inspec and
worked its way to Pol-Dat, their pool of data at Menphis, Tennessee. Even with ny fingerprint,
footprint, voiceprint and EEG print they probably won't be able to straighten it out. Not now, not
with my formon file.

"Shall | book hinP" the uniformed officer asked McNulty.

"For what?" MNulty said. "For being a diesel nechanic?" He slapped Jason convivially on
the back. "You can go hone, M. Tavern. Back to your child-faced sweetheart. Your little virgin."
Ginning, he noved off into the throng of anxi ous and bew | dered human men and wonen

"You may go, sir," the uniforned officer told Jason

Noddi ng, Jason made his way out of the 469th Precinct police station, onto the nighttinme
street, to nmix with the free and self-deterni ned people who resided there.

But they will get nme finally, he thought. They'll match up the prints. And yet--if it's
been fifteen years since the photo was taken, nmaybe it's been fifteen years since they took an EEG
and a voi ceprint.

But that still left the finger- and footprints. They did not change.

He t hought, Maybe they'll just toss the Xerox copy of the file into a shredding bin, and
that will be that. And transmt the data they got out of me to Menphis, there to be incorporated
in ny--or rather "my"--permanent file. In Jason Tavern's file, specifically.

Thank God Jason Tavern, diesel nechanic, had never broken a | aw, had never tangled with
the pols or flats. Good for him

A police flipflap wobbled overhead, its red searchlight glinmrering, and fromits PA
speakers it said, "M. Jason Tavern, return to 469th Precinct Police Station at once. This is a
police order. M. Jason Tavern--" It raved on and on as Jason stood stunned. They had figured it
out already. In a matter not of hours, days, or weeks, but ninutes.

He returned to the police station, clinbed the styraplex stairs, passed through the |ight-
activated doors, through the nilling throng of the unfortunate, back to the uniformed officer who
had handl ed his case--and there stood McNulty, too. The two of themwere in the process of
frowni ngly conferring.

"Well," McNulty said, glancing up, "here's our M. Tavern again. \WWat are you doi ng back
here, M. Tavern?"

"The police flipflap--" he began, but MNulty cut himoff.

"That was unauthorized. W nerely put out an APB and sone figtail hoisted it to flipflap
level. But as long as you're here"--MNulty turned the document so that Jason could see the photo--
"is that how you | ooked fifteen years ago?"

"l guess so," Jason said. The photo showed a sall owfaced individual wth protruding
Adam s apple, bad teeth and eyes, sternly staring into nothing. His hair, frizzy and corn-col ored,
hung over two near-jug ears.

"You've had plastic S," MNulty said.

Jason said, "Yes."

"\ 2"

Jason said, "Who would want to | ook like that?"

"So no wonder you're so handsone and dignified,” MNulty said. "So stately. So"--he groped
for the word-- "commanding. It's really hard to believe that they could do to _that "--he put his
i ndex finger on the fifteen-year-old photo--"something to make it ook |ike that." He tapped Jason
friendlily on the arm "But where'd you get the noney?"

Wiile McNulty tal ked, Jason had begun swiftly reading the data printed on the docunent.
Jason Tavern had been born in Cicero, Illinois, his father had been a turret |athe operator, his
grandf at her had owned a chain of retail farnequipnent stores--a |ucky break, considering what he
had told McNulty about his current career

"From Wndsl ow," Jason said. "lI'msorry; | always think of himlike that, and | forget
that others can't." Hi s professional training had hel ped him he had read and assim | ated nost of
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the page while McNulty was talking to him "M grandfather. He had a good deal of noney, and | was

his favorite. | was the only grandson, you see."
McNul ty studied the docunent, nodded.
"I looked like a rural hick," Jason said. "I |looked |ike what | was: a hayseed. The best

job I could get involved repairing diesel engines, and | wanted nore. So | took the nobney that
W ndsl ow | eft ne and headed for Chicago--"

"Okay," McNulty said still nodding. "It fits together. We are aware that such radica
pl astic surgery can be acconplished, and at not too large a cost. But generally it's done by
unpersons or | abor-canp i nmates who' ve escaped. W nonitor all graft-shops, as we call them"

"But | ook how ugly I was,"” Jason said.

McNul ty | aughed a deep, throaty |laugh. "You sure were, M. Tavern. Ckay; sorry to trouble
you. Go on." He gestured, and Jason began to part the throng of people before him "Ch!" MNulty
called, gesturing to him "One nore--" His voice, drowned out by the noise of the mlling, did not
reach Jason. So, his heart frozen in ice, he wal ked out.

Once they notice you, Jason realized, _they never conpletely close the file_. You can
never get back your anonymity. It is vital not to be noticed in the first place. But | have been

"What is it?" he asked McNulty, feeling despair. They were playing ganmes with him

br eaki ng hi m down; he could feel, inside him his heart, his blood, all his vital parts, stagger
in their processes. Even the superb physiology of a six tunbled at this.

McNul ty held out his hand. "Your ID cards. | want sone lab work on them If they're okay
you'll get them back the day after tonorrow. "

Jason said protestingly. "But if a random pol -check--"

"We'| | give you a police pass,” MNulty said. He nodded to a great-bellied ol der officer
to his right. "Get a 4-D photo of himand set up a bl anket pass."

"Yes, lnspector," the tub of guts said, reaching out an overstuffed paw to turn on the
camera equi pnent

Ten minutes |ater, Jason Taverner found hinself out once nobre on the now al nost deserted
early evening sidewal k, and this tine with a bona fide pol -pass--better than anything Kathy coul d
have nanufactured for him. . . except that the pass was valid only for one week. But stil

He had one week during which he could afford not to worry. And then, after that.

He had done the inpossible: he had traded a walletful of bogus ID cards for a genui ne pol -
pass. Examining the pass under the streetlights, he saw that the expiration notice was hol ographic

and there was roomfor the insertion of an additional number. It read seven. He could get
Kathy to alter that to seventy-five or ninety-seven, or whatever was easiest.

And then it occurred to himthat as soon as the pol |lab nmade out that his ID cards were
spurious the nunber of his pass, his name, his photo, would be transnitted to every police
checkpoint on the planet.

But until that happened he was safe.

PART TVO
Down, vain lights, shine you no nore!
No nights are black enough for those
That in despair their |ost fortunes deplore.
Li ght doth but shame discl ose.
7

Early in the gray of evening, before the cenent sidewal ks bloomed with nighttine activity,
Pol i ce General Felix Buckman |anded his opulent official quibble on the roof of the Los Angel es
Pol i ce Academny building. He sat for a tinme, reading page-one articles on the sole evening
newspaper, then, folding the paper up carefully, he placed it on the back seat of the quibble,
opened the | ocked door, and stepped out.

No activity below him One shift had begun to trail off; the next had not quite begun to
arrive.

He liked this tine: the great building, in these noments, seemed to belong to him "And
| eaves the world to darkness and to me," he thought, recalling a line from Thomas G ay's _Elegy._.
A long cherished favorite of his, in fact from boyhood.
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Wth his rank key he opened the building s express descent sphincter, dropped rapidly by
chute to his own level, fourteen. Where he had worked nost of his adult life.

Desks without people, rows of them Except that at the far end of the nmmjor room one
officer still sat painstakingly witing a report. And, at the coffee machine, a female officer
drinking froma Dixie cup

"Good evening," Buckman said to her. He did not know her, but it did not natter: she--and
everyone else in the buil ding--knew _him.

"CGood evening, M. Buckman." She drew herself upright, as if at attention

"Be tired," Buckman said.

"Pardon, sir?"

"Go hone." He wal ked away from her, passed by the posterior row of desks, the rank of
square gray netal shapes upon which the business of this branch of earth's police agency was
conduct ed.

Most of the desks were clean: the officers had finished their work neatly before |eaving
But, on desk 37, several papers. Oficer Someone worked | ate, Bucknan decided. He bent to see the
nanepl at e

I nspector McNulty, of course. The ninety-day wonder of the acadeny. Busily dream ng up
pl ots and remants of treason . . . Buckman smiled, seated hinself on the sw vel chair, picked up
t he papers.

TAVERNER, JASON. CODE BLUE.

A Xeroxed file frompolice vaults. Summoned out of the void by the overly eager--and
overwei ght--lInspector McNulty. A small note in pencil: "Taverner does not exist."

Strange, he thought. And began to |eaf through the papers. "Good evening, M. Bucknan."
Hi s assistant, Herbert Miine, young and sharp, nattily dressed in a civilian suit: he rated that
privilege, as did Buckman.

"McNulty seems to be working on the file of soneone who does not exist," Buckman said.

"I'n which precinct doesn't he exist?" Minme said, and both of them | aughed. They did not
particularly like McNulty, but the gray police required his sort. Everything would be fine unless
the McNultys of the acadeny rose to policy-making levels. Fortunately that rarely happened. Not,
anyhow, if he could help it.

Subj ect gave fal se name Jason Tavern. Wong file pulled
of Jason Tavern of Kememmer, Woming, diesel notor

repai rman. Subject clainmed to be Tavern, with plastic S.
I D cards identify himas Taverner, Jason, but no file.

Interesting, Buckman thought as he read McNulty's notes. Absolutely no file on the man. He
finished the notes:

Vel | -dressed, suggest has nobney, perhaps influence

to get his file pulled out of data bank. Look into
relationship with Katharine Nelson, pol contact in

area. Does she know who he is? Tried not to turn him
in, but pol contact 1659BD planted m crotrans on him
Subj ect now in cab. Sector N8823B, nobving east in

the direction of Las Vegas. Due 11/4 10:00 P. M

acadeny tine. Next report due at 2:40 P.M acadeny tine.

Kat hari ne Nel son. Bucknan had net her once, at a polcontact orientation course. She was
the girl who only turned in individuals whom she did not like. In an odd elliptical way he adnired
her; after all, had he not intervened, she would have been shi pped on 4/8/82 to a forced-I|abor
canp in British Col unbi a.

To Herb Maime, Bucknman said, "Get ne McNulty on the phone. | think I'd better talk to him
about this."

A nmoment | ater, Miine handed himthe instrument. On the small gray screen McNulty's face
appeared, looking runpled. As did his living room Small and untidy, both of them
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"Yes, M. Buckman,"” MNulty said, focusing on himand coning to a stiff attention, tired
as he was. Despite fatigue and a little hype of sonmething, MMNulty knew exactly how to conport
hinmself in relation to his superiors.

Buckrman said, "G ve ne the story, briefly, on this Jason Taverner. | can't piece it
together from your notes."

"Subj ect rented hotel roomat 453 Eye Street. Approached poi contact 1659BD, known as Ed,
asked to be taken to ID forger. Ed planted microtrans on him took himto pol contact 1980CC,
Kat hy. "

"Kat hari ne Nel son,"” Bucknman sai d.

"Yes, sir. Evidently she did an unusually expert job on the ID cards; |'ve put them
through prelimlab tests and they work out _al nost_ okay. She nmust have wanted himto get away.

"You contacted Katharine Nel son?"

“I met both of themat her room Neither cooperated with ne. | exam ned subject's ID
cards, but--"

"They seened genui ne,

Buckman i nt errupt ed.

"Yes, sir."

"You still think you can do it by eye."

“Yes, M. Buckman. But it got himthrough a random pol checkpoint; the stuff was that
good. "

"How nice for him"

McNul ty bumbled on. "I took his ID cards and i ssued hima seven-day pass, subject to
recall. Then I took himto the 469th Precinct station, where |I have my aux office, and had his
file pulled . . . the Jason Tavern file, it turned out. Subject went into a | ong song and dance
about plastic 5; it sounded plausible, so we let himgo. No, wait a mnute; | didn't issue himthe
pass until--"

"Well," Buckman interrupted, "what's he up to? Wo is he?"

"W're following him via the mcrotrans. W're trying to cone up with data-bank materi al
on him But as you read in ny notes, | think subject has nanaged to get his file out of every

central data bank. It's just not there, and it has to be because we have a file on everyone, as
every school kid knows; it's the law, we've got to."

"But we don't," Buckman said.

"I know, M. Bucknman. But when a file isn't there, there has to be a reason. It didn't
just _happen_ not to be there: soneone filched it out of there.”

"'Filched," "Buckman said, anused
"Stole, purloined.” McNulty |ooked disconfited. "I've just begun to go into it, M.
Buckman; 1'l1 know nore in twentyfour hours. Hell, we can pick himup any tine we want. | don't

think this is inportant. He's just sonme well-heeled guy with enough influence to get his file out--
"Al'l right," Buckman said. "Go to bed." He rang off, stood for a nonment, then wal ked in
the direction of his inner offices. Pondering.

In his main office, asleep on the couch, lay his sister Alys. Waring, Felix Bucknan saw
with acute displeasure, skintight black trousers, a man's |leather shirt, hoop earrings, and a
chain belt with a wought-iron buckle. Cbviously she had been druggi ng. And had, as so often
before, gotten hold of one of his keys.

"God damm you," he said to her, closing the office door before Herb Maine could catch a
gli npse of her.

In her sleep Alys stirred. Her catlike face screwed up into an irritable frown and, with
her right hand, she groped to put out the overhead fluorescent |ight, which he had now turned on

Grabbi ng her by the shoul ders--and experienci ng without pleasure her taut mnuscles--he
dragged her to a sitting position. "Wiat was it this tinme?" he denanded. "Termaline?"

"No." Her speech, of course, canme out slurred. "Hexophenophrine hydrosul phate. Uncut.
Subcut aneous. " She opened her great pale eyes, stared at himw th rebellious displeasure.

Buckman said, "Way in hell do you al ways cone here?" Wenever she had been heavily
fetishing and/ or druggi ng she crashed here in his main office. He did not know why, and she had
never said. The cl osest she had cone, once, was a nunbl ed decl arati on about the "eye of the
hurricane," suggesting that she felt safe fromarrest here at the core offices of the Police
Acadeny. Because, of course, of his position.

"Fetishist,"” he snapped at her, with fury. "W process a hundred of you a day, you and
your |l eather and chain mail and dildoes. God." He stood breathing noisily, feeling hinself shake
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Yawni ng, Alys slid fromthe couch, stood straight upright and stretched her |ong, slender
arms. "I'mglad it's evening," she said airily, her eyes squeezed shut. "Now | can go honme and go
to bed."

"How do you plan to get out of here?" he denmanded. But he knew. Every tine the sane ritua
unfol ded. The ascent tube for "secluded" political prisoners got brought into use: it led fromhis
extreme north office to the roof, hence to the quibble field. Alys came and went that way, his key
breezily in hand. "Soneday," he said to her darkly, "an officer will be using the tube for a
| egiti mate purpose, and he'll run into you.,

"And what woul d he do?" She massaged his short-cropped gray hair. "Tell me, please, sir.
Muf f-dive me into panting contrition?"

"One ook at you with that sated expression on your face--"

"They know |'m your sister."

Buckman sai d harshly, "They know because you're always coming in here for one reason or
anot her or no damm reason at all."

Perchi ng knees up on the edge of a nearby desk, Alys eyed himseriously. "It really
bot hers you."

“Yes, it really bothers ne."

"That | cone here and nmake your job unsafe."

"You can't make ny job unsafe,” Buckman said. "I've got only five nmen over me, excluding
the national director, and all of them know about you and they can't do anything. So you can do
what you want." Thereupon he stormed out of the north office, down the dull corridor to the |arger
suite where he did nost of his work. He tried to avoid | ooking at her

"But you carefully closed the door," Alys said, sauntering after him "so that that
Herbert Bl ame or Mame or Maine or whatever it is wouldn't see nme."

"“You," Buckman said, "are repellent to a natural nan."

"“I's Maine natural ? How do you know? Have you screwed hin®?"

"I'f you don't get out of here," he said quietly, facing her across two desks. "I'Il have
you shot. So help ne Cod."

She shrugged her nuscul ar shoul ders. And smil ed.

"Not hi ng scares you," he said, accusingly. "Since your brain operation. You
systematically, deliberately, had all your human centers renoved. You're now a"--he struggled to
find the words; Alys always hamstrung himlike this, even managed to abolish his ability to use
words--"you," he said chokingly, "are a reflex machine that diddles itself endlessly like a rat in
an experinent. You're wired into the pleasure nodul e of your brain and you push the switch five
thousand tines an hour every day of your life when you're not sleeping. It's a nmystery to ne why
you bother to sleep; why not diddle yourself a full twenty-four hours a day?"

He waited, but Al ys said nothing.

"Someday, " he said, "one of us will die."

"Ch?" she said, raising a thin green eyebrow

"One of us,"” Bucknman said, "will outlive the other. And that one will rejoice.”

The pol -1ine phone on the | arger desk buzzed. Reflexively, Buckman picked it up. On the
screen McNulty's runpled hyped-up features appeared. "Sorry to bother you, General Bucknan, but |
just got a call fromone of nmy staff. There's no record in Onmaha of a birth certificate ever being
i ssued for a Jason Taverner."

Patiently, Buckman said, "Then it's an alias."

"We took fingerprints, voiceprints, footprints, EEG prints. W sent themto One Central
to the overall data bank in Detroit. No match-up. Such fingerprints, footprints, voiceprints, EEG
prints, don't exist in any data banks on earth.” MNMNulty tugged hinself upright and wheezed
apol ogetically, "Jason Taverner doesn't exist."

Jason Taverner did not, at the nonment, wish to return to Kathy. Nor, he decided, did he
want to try Heather Hart once again. He tapped his coat pocket; he still had his noney, and,
because of the police pass, he could feel free to travel anywhere. A pol-pass was a passport to
the entire planet; until they APB-ed on himhe could travel as far as he wanted, including
uni nproved areas such as specific, acceptable jungle-infested islands in the South Pacific. There
they might not find himfor nonths, not with what his noney would buy in an open-area spot such as
t hat .

|'ve got three things going for ne, he realized. |'ve got noney, good |ooks, and
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personality. Four things: | also have forty-two years of experience as a six.
An apartnent.
But, he thought, if | rent an apartnment, the rotive nmanager will be required by lawto

take my fingerprints; they'll be routinely mailed to Pol-Dat Central . . . and when the police
have di scovered that ny ID cards are fakes, they'll find they have a direct line to ne. So there
goes that.

What | need, he said to hinself, _is to find someone who already has an apartnent. In

their name, with their prints_.

And that means another girl.

Where do | find such a one? he asked hinself, and had the answer already on his tongue: at
a first-rate cocktail |ounge. The kind many wonen go to, with a three-nman conbo playing fob jazzy,
preferably blacks. Well dressed.

Am | well enough dressed, though? he wondered, and took a good |ook at his silk suit under
the steady white-and-red |light of a huge AAMCO sign. Not his best but nearly so. . . but winkled.
Well, in the gloomof a cocktail |ounge it wouldn't show.

He hailed a cab, and presently found hinself quibbling toward the nore acceptable part of
the city to which he was accustoned--accustoned, at |least, during the nbst recent years of his
life, his career Wien he had reached the very top

A club, he thought, where |'ve appeared. Aclub | really know. Know the maitre d', the
hat check girl, the flower girl . . . unless they, like nme, are sonehow now changed.

But as yet it appeared that nothing but hinmself had changed. _Hi s_ circunstances. Not
theirs.

The Bl ue Fox Room of the Hayette Hotel in Reno. He had played there a number of tines; he
knew the | ayout and the staff backward and forward.

To the cab he said, "Reno."

Beautifully, the cab peeled off in a great swooping righthand notion; he felt hinself
going with it, and enjoyed it. The cab picked up speed: they had entered a virtually unused air
corridor, and the upper velocity Iimt was perhaps as high as twelve hundred m p. h.

“I'd like to use the phone," Jason said.

The left wall of the cab opened and a picphone slid out, cord twisted in a baroque loop

He knew t he nunber of the Blue Fox Room by heart; he dialed it, waited, heard a click and
then a mature nmal e voi ce saying, "Blue Fox Room where Freddy Hydrocephalic is appearing in two
shows nightly, at eight and at twelve; only thirty dollars' cover charge and girls provided while
you watch. May | hel p you?"

"I's this good old Junpy M ke?" Jason said. "Good old Junpy M ke hinsel f?"

"Yes, this certainly is." The formality of the voice ebbed. "Who am| speaking to, may |
ask?" A warm chuckl e.

Taki ng a deep breath, Jason said, "This is Jason Taverner."

"I"'msorry, M. Taverner." Junpy M ke sounded puzzled. "R ght now at the nmoment | can't
quite--"

"It's been a long tineg,
the room-"

"The Blue Fox Roomis conpletely sold out, M. Taverner," Junpy Mke runbled in his fat
way. "l'mvery sorry."

"No table at all?" Jason said. "At any price?"

"Sorry, M. Taverner, none." The voice faded in the direction of renpteness. "Try us in
two weeks." Good old Junpy M ke hung up

Si |l ence.

Jesus shit Christ, Jason said to hinself. "God," he said aloud. "God dam it." H's teeth
ground agai nst one another, sending sheets of pain through his trigem nal nerve.

"New i nstructions, big fellow?" the cab asked tonel essly.

Jason interrupted. "Can you give ne a table toward the front of

"Make it Las Vegas," Jason grated. I'll try the Nellie Mel ba Roomof the Drake's Arns, he
deci ded. Not too |long ago he had had good |uck there, at a tinme when Heather Hart had been
fulfilling an engagenent in Sweden. A reasonabl e nunber of reasonably high class chicks hung out
there, ganbling, drinking, listening to the entertainnent, getting it on. It was worth a try, if
the Blue Fox Room-and the others like it--were closed to him After all, what could he | ose?

Hal f an hour later the cab deposited himon the roof field of the Drake's Arms. Shivering
in the chill night air, Jason nade his way to the royal descent carpet; a nonment |ater he had
stepped fromit into the warmh-color-1ight-nmovenent of the Nellie Ml ba Room
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The tinme: seven-thirty. The first show woul d begin soon. He glanced at the notice; Freddy
Hydrocephal i ¢ was appearing here, too, but doing a |lesser tape at |ower prices. Maybe he'l
remenber ne, Jason thought. Probably not. And then, as he thought nore deeply on it, he thought,
No chance at all.

| f Heather Hart didn't remenber himno one woul d.

He seated hinself at the crowded bar--on the only stool left--and, when the bartender at
| ast noticed him ordered scotch and honey, mulled. A pat of butter floated in it.

"That'll be three dollars," the bartender said.

"Put it on ny--" Jason began and then gave up. He brpught out a five.

And then he noticed her

Seat ed several seats down. She had been his nistress years ago; he had not seen her in a
hell of a while. But she still has a good figure, he observed, even though she's gotten a | ot
older. Ruth Rae. O all people.

One thing about Ruth Rae: she was smart enough not to |l et her skin becone too tanned.
Not hi ng aged a worman's skin faster than tanning, and few somen seened to know it. For a wonan
Rut h's age--he guessed she was now thirtyei ght or -nine--tanning would have turned her skin into
wri nkl ed | eat her

And, too, she dressed well. She showed off her excellent figure. If only tine had avoi ded
its constant series of appointnents with her face . . . anyhow, Ruth still had beautiful black
hair, all coiled in an upsweep at the back of her head. Featherplastic eyelashes, brilliant purple

streaks across her cheek, as if she had been seared by psychedelic tiger claws.
Dressed in a colorful sari, barefoot--as usual she had kicked of f her high-heel ed shoes
sonmewher e--and not wearing her glasses, she did not strike himas bad-|ooking. Ruth Rae, he nused.

Sews her own cl othes. Bifocals which she never wears when anyone's around . . . excluding nme. Does
she still read the Book-of-the-Mnth selection? Does she still get off reading those endl ess dull
novel s about sexual misdeeds in weird, small, but apparently norrmal M dwestern towns?

That was one factor about Ruth Rae: her obsession with sex. One year that he recalled she
had laid sixty nen, not including him he had entered and left earlier, when the stats were not so
hi gh.

And she had always liked his nmusic. Ruth Rae |iked sexy vocalists, pop ballads and sweet--
sickeningly sweet--strings. In her New York apartment at one tinme she had set up a huge quad
system and nore or less lived inside it, eating dietetic sandw ches and drinking fake frosty slinme
drinks nmade out of nothing. Listening forty-eight hours at a stretch to disc after disc by the
Purpl e People Strings, which he abom nated.

Because her general taste appalled him it annoyed himthat he hinmself constituted one of
her favorites. It was an anonmaly which he had never been able to take apart.

What el se did he renenber about her? Tabl espoons of oily yellow fluid every norning:
vitamin E. Strangely enough it did not seemto be a shuck in her case; her erotic stani na
i ncreased with each spoonful. Lust virtually |eaked out of her.

And as he recall ed she hated aninals. This made hi mthink about Kathy and her cat
Doneni co. Ruth and Kathy woul d never groove, he said to hinself. But that doesn't matter; they'l|
never neet.

Sliding fromhis stool he carried his drink down the bar until he stood before Ruth Rae.
He did not expect her to know him but, at one tinme, she had found himunable to avoid. . . why
woul dn't that be true now? No one was a better judge of sexual opportunity than Ruth.

"Hi," he said.

Foggi | y--because she did not have on her glasses--Ruth Rae lifted her head, scrutinized

him "H ," she rasped in her bourbon-bounded voice. "Wo are you?"
Jason said, "W met a few years ago in New York. | was doing a wal k-on in an epi sode of
_The PhantomBaller_ . . . as | recall it, you had charge of costunes."

"The episode,"” Ruth Rae rasped, "where the Phantom Ball er was set upon by pirate queers
from anot her tineperiod.” She | aughed, snmiled up at him "Wat's your nane?" she inquired,
jiggling her wire-supported exposed boobs.

"Jason Taverner," he said.

"Do you renenber ny nanme?"

"Ch yes," he said. "Ruth Rae."

"It's Ruth Gonen now," she rasped. "Sit down." She gl anced around her, saw no vacant
stools. "Table over there." She stepped supercarefully from her stool and careened in the
direction of a vacant table; he took her arm guided her along. Presently, after a noment of
difficult navigation, he had her seated, with hinself close beside her

"You | ook every bit as beautiful--" he began, but she cut himoff brusquely.

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Dick%20Flow%20My%20Tears%20The%20Policeman%20Said.txt (36 of 89) [1/19/03 7:41:37 PM]



filex///F|/rah/Philip%20K .Dick/Dick%20F ow%20My%20T ears%20T he%20Poli ceman%20Said. txt

"I"'mold," she rasped. "I"'mthirty-nine."

"That's not old," Jason said. "I'mforty-two."

"It's all right for a man. Not for a wonman." Blearily she stared into her half-raised
martini. "Do you know what Bob does? Bob Gonen? He rai ses dogs. Big, |oud, pushy dogs with |ong
hair. It gets into the refrigerator." She sipped noodily at her nmartini; then, all at once, her
face glowed with ani mation; she turned toward himand said, "You don't look forty-two. You | ook
all _right! Do you know what | think? You ought to be in TV or the novies."

Jason said cautiously, "I have been in TV. Alittle."

"Ch, like the Phantom Baller Show ." She nodded. "Well, let's face it; neither of us made
it."

“I''ll drink to that," he said, ironically anused; he sipped at his nmulled scotch and
honey. The pat of butter had nelted.

“I believe | do renenmber you," Ruth Rae said. "Didn't you have sone blueprints for a house
out on the Pacific, a thousand mles away from Australia? Was that you?"

"That was me," he said, |ying.

"And you drove a Rolls-Royce flyship."

"Yes," he said. That part was true.

Ruth Rae said, smiling, "Do you know what |'m doing here? Do you have any idea? |'mtrying

to get to see, to nmeet, Freddy Hydrocephalic. I'min love with him" She | aughed the throaty |augh
he renenbered fromthe old days. "I keep sending himnotes reading 'I love you,' and he wites
_typed_ notes back saying 'l don't want to get involved; | have personal problens.' " She |aughed

again, and finished her drink

"Anot her ?" Jason sai d, rising.

"No." Ruth Rae shook her head. "I don't drink anynore. There was a period"--she paused,
her face troubled--"1 wonder if anything Iike that has ever happened to you. | wouldn't think so,
to |l ook at you."

"What happened?”

Ruth Rae said, fooling with her enpty glass, "I drank all the time. Starting at nine
o'clock in the norning. And you know what it did for me? It nmade ne | ook older. | |ooked fifty.
Goddamm booze. Whatever you fear will happen to you, booze will nake it happen. In my opinion
booze is the great eneny of life. Do you agree?"

"I'"'mnot sure," Jason said. "I think |life has worse enem es than booze."

"l guess so. Like the forced-|abor canps. Do you know they tried to send me to one | ast
year? | really had a terrible tine; | had no noney--1I hadn't met Bob Gomen yet--and | worked for a
savi ngs-and-| oan conpany. One day a deposit in cash cane in . . . fifty-dollar-bill stuff, three

or four of them" She introspected for a tine. "Anyhow, | took them and put the deposit slip and
envel ope into the shredder. But they caught nme. Entrapnent--a setup.”

"Ch," he said.

"But--see, | had a thing going with my boss. The pols wanted to drag ne off to a forced-
| abor camp--one in Georgia--where |I'd be gangbanged to death by rednecks, but he protected ne. |
still don't know how he did it, but they let ne go. | owe that man a lot, and | never see him
anynore. You never see the ones who really love you and help you; you're always involved with
strangers. "

"Do you consider nme a stranger?" Jason asked. He thought to hinmself, | renmenber one nore

thi ng about you, Ruth Rae. She always naintained an inpressively expensive apartnment. No natter
who she happened to be married to: she always lived well.

Ruth Rae eyed himquestioningly. "No. | consider you a friend."

"Thanks." Reaching, he took hold of her dry hand and held it a second, letting go at
exactly the right tine.

Ruth Rae's apartnent appalled Jason Taverner with its luxury. It nust cost her, he
reasoned, at |east four hundred dollars a day. Bob Gonmen must be in good financial shape, he
deci ded. O anyhow was.

"You didn't have to buy that fifth of Vat 69," Ruth said as she took his coat, carrying it
and her own to a self-opening closet. "I have Cutty Sark and Hi ram \Wal ker's bourbon--"

She had | earned a great deal since he had last slept with her: it was true. Enptied, he
| ay naked on the blankets of the waterbed, rubbing a broken-out spot at the rimof his nose. Ruth
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Rae, or rather Ms. Ruth Gonen now, sat on the carpeted floor, snmoking a Pall Mall. Neither of
them had spoken for sone tinme; the roomhad become quiet. And, he thought, as drained as |I am
Isn't there sone principle of thernmodynanics, he thought, that says heat can't be destroyed, it
can only be transferred? But there's al so entropy.

| feel the weight of entropy on ne now, he decided. | have discharged nyself into a
vacuum and | will never get back what | have given out. | goes only one way. Yes, he thought, |I'm
sure that is one of the fundanental |aws of thernodynani cs.

"Do you have an encycl opedi a machi ne?" he asked the wonan.

"Hell, no." Worry appeared on her prunelike face. Prunelike--he withdrew the image; it did
not seemfair. Her weathered face, he decided. That was nore like it.

"What are you thinking?" he asked her

"No, you tell nme what you're thinking," Ruth said. "Wat's on that big al pha-consci ousness-
type supersecret brain of yours?"

"Do you renenber a girl nanmed Monica Buff?" Jason asked.

"' Remenber' her! Monica Buff was ny sister-in-law for six years. In all that time she
never washed her hair once. Tangl ed, nmessy, dark-brown ooze of dog fur hangi ng around her pasty
face and dirty short neck."

"I didn't realize you disliked her."

"Jason, she used to steal. If you left your purse around she'd rip you off; not just the
paper scrip but all the coins as well. She had the brain of a magpie and the voice of a crow, when
she tal ked, which thank God wasn't often. Do you know that that chick used to go six or seven--
sonetimes, one time in particular--eight days w thout saying a word? Just huddl ed up in a corner
like a fractured spider strumming on that five-dollar guitar she owned and never |earned the
chords for. Ckay, she did look pretty in an unkenpt nmessy sort of way. I1'Il concede that. If you
like gross tail."

"How d she stay alive?" Jason asked. He had known Monica Buff only briefly, and by way of
Ruth. But during that time he and she had had a short, mind-blowng affair.

"Shoplifting," Ruth Rae said. "She had that big w cker bag she got in Baja California

she used to stuff stuff into that and then go cruising out of the store big as life."

"Why didn't she get caught?"

"She did. They fined her and her brother cane up with the bread, so there she was again
out on the street, strolling al ong barefoot--1 nean it!--down Shrewsbury Avenue in Boston
tweaking all the peaches in the grocery-store produce sections. She used to spend ten hours a day
in what she called shopping." daring at him Ruth said, "You know what she did that she never got
caught at?" Ruth | owered her voice. "She used to feed escaped students."

"And they never busted her for that?" Feeding or sheltering an escaped student neant two
years in an FLC--the first time. The second tine the sentence was five years.

"No, they never busted her. |If she thought a pol team was about to run a spot check she'd
qui ckly phone Pol Central and say a man was trying to break into her house. And then she'd
maneuver the student outside and then |ock himout, and the pols would cone and there he'd be,
beating on the door exactly as she said. So they'd cart himoff and | eave her free." Ruth
chuckl ed, "I heard her nake one of those phone calls to Pol Central once. The way she told it, the
man- - "

Jason said, "Mnica was ny old lady for three weeks. Five years ago, roughly."

"Did you ever see her wash her hair during that tinme?"

"No," he admitted.

"And she didn't wear underpants,” Ruth said. "Wy woul d a good-I|ooking man |ike you want
to have an affair with a dirty, stringy, mangy freak |ike Mnica Buff? You coul dn't have been able
to take her anywhere; she snelled. She never bathed."

"Hebephrenia," Jason said.

"Yes." Ruth nodded. "That was the diagnosis. | don't know if you know this but finally she
just wandered of f, during one of her shopping trips, and never cane back; we never saw her again.
By now she's probably dead. Still clutching that w cker shopping bag she got in Baja. That was the

big nmoment in her life, that trip to Mexico. She bathed for the occasion, and | fixed up her hair--
after | washed it half a dozen tines. What did you ever see in her? How could you stand her?"

Jason said, "I liked her sense of hunor."

It's unfair, he thought, conparing Ruth with a nineteenyear-old girl. O even with Mnica
Buff. But--the conparison remained there, in his nind. Making it inpossible for himto fee
attraction toward Ruth Rae. As good--as experienced, anyhow-as she was in bed.

| amusing her, he thought. As Kathy used ne. As McNulty used Kat hy.

McNulty. Isn't there a microtrans on nme sonmewhere?
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Rapi dl y, Jason Taverner grabbed up his clothing, swiftly carried it to the bat hroom
There, seated on the edge of the tub, he began to inspect each article.

It took himhalf an hour. But he did, at last, locate it. Small as it was. He flushed it
down the toilet; shaken, he made his way back into the bedroom So they know where | am after all
he realized. | can't stay here after all

And |'ve jeopardi zed Ruth Rae's |ife for nothing.

"Wait," he said al oud.
"Yes?" Ruth said, |leaning wearily against the wall of the bathroom armnms fol ded under her

breasts.

"Mcrotransmitters," Jason said slowy, "only give approximate |ocations. Unless sonething
actual ly tracks back to themlocked on their signal." Until then-- He could not be sure. After
all, MNulty had been waiting in Kathy's apartment. But had McNulty come there in response to the

mcrotransmtter, or because he knew that Kathy lived there? Befuddl ed by too much anxiety, sex,
and scotch, he could not renmenber; he sat on the tub edge rubbing his forehead, straining to
think, to recall exactly what had been said when he and Kathy entered her roomto find McNulty
wai ting for them
Ed_, he thought. They said that Ed planted the nmicrotrans on ne. So it did | ocate ne. But-

- Still,_naybe it only told themthe general area. And they assuned, correctly, that it would be
Kat hy' s pad.
To Ruth Rae he said, his voice breaking, "God damm it, | hope | haven't got the pols

oi nking their asses after you; that would be too much, too goddam nuch." He shook his head,
trying to clear it. "Do you have any coffee that's super-hot?"

“I"1l go punch the stove-console." Ruth Rae skittered barefoot, wearing only a box bangl e,
fromthe bathroominto the kitchen. A nonent |later she returned with a big plastic nmug of coffee,
mar ked KEEP ON TRUCKI N . He accepted it, drank down the steaning coffee.

"I can't stay," he said, "any longer. And anyhow, you're too old."

She stared at him ludicrously, |ike a warped, stonped doll. And then she ran off into the
kitchen. Wiy did | say that? he asked hinself. The pressure; ny fears. He started after her

In the kitchen doorway Ruth appeared, holding up a stoneware platter nmarked SOUVENI R OF
KNO TS BERRY FARM She ran blindly at himand brought it down on his head, her mouth twisting |ike
newborn things just now alive. At that |ast instant he nanaged to lift his left el bow and take the
bl ow t here; the stoneware platter broke into three jagged pieces, and, down his el bow, blood
spurted. He gazed at the blood, the shattered pieces of platter on the carpet, then at her

"I"'msorry," she said, whispering it faintly. Barely fornmng the words. The newborn snakes
twi sted continually, in apol ogy.

Jason said, "lI'msorry."

"I'"l'l put a Band-Aid on it." She started for the bathroom "No," he said, "I'm|l eaving.
It's a clean cut; it won't get infected."

"Why did you say that to ne?" Ruth said hoarsely.

"Because," he said, "of ny own fears of age. Because they're wearing nme down, what's |eft
of me. | virtually have no energy left. Even for an orgasm"”

"You did really well."

"But it was the last,” he said. He nade his way into the bathroom there he washed the
bl ood fromhis arm kept cold water flowi ng on the gash until coagul ati on began. Five m nutes,
fifty; he could not tell. He nmerely stood there, holding his el bow under the faucet. Ruth Rae had
gone CGod knew where. Probably to nark to the pois, he said wearily to hinself; he was too
exhausted to care.

Hel I, he thought. After what | said to her | wouldn't blame her

10

"No," Police General Felix Buckman said, shaking his head rigidly. "Jason Taverner does
exi st. He's sonehow managed to get the data out of all the matrix banks." The police genera
pondered. "You're sure you can lay your hands on himif you have to?"

"A downer about that, M. Buckman,” MNulty said. "He's found the mcrotrans and snuffed
it. So we don't knowif he's still in Vegas. If he has any sense he's hustled on. Wich he al nost
certainly has."

Buckman said, "You had better come back here. If he can |ift data, prinme source nateria
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like that, out of our banks, he's involved in effective activity that's probably major. How
precise is your fix on hin®"

"He is--was--located in one apartnent of eighty-five in one wing of a conplex of six
hundred units, all expensive and fashionable in the Wst Fireflash District, a place called
Copperfield II."

"Better ask Vegas to go through the eighty-five units until they find him And when you
get him have himair-mailed directly to me. But | still want you at your desk. Take a couple of
uppers, forget your hyped-out nap, and get down here."

"Yes, M. Buckman,"” MNulty said, with a trace of pain. He grimaced.

"You don't think we're going to find himin Vegas," Buckman sai d.

"No, sir."

“"Maybe we will. By snuffing the microtrans he nay rationalize that he's safe, now"

"I beg to differ,” McNulty said. "By finding it he'd know we had bugged himto there in
West Fireflash. He'd split. Fast."

Buckman said, "He would if people acted rationally. But they don't. O haven't you noticed
that, McNulty? Mostly they function in a chaotic fashion.” Wich, he nedi ated, probably serves
themin good stead . . . it nakes them | ess predictable.

“l'"ve noticed that--"

"Be at your desk in half an hour," Buckman said, and broke the connection. MNulty's
pedantic foppery, and the fogged-up lethargy of a hype after dark, irritated hi mal ways.

Alys, observing everything, said, "A man who's unexisted hinself. Has that ever happened
bef ore?”

“"No," Bucknman said. "And it hasn't happened this tine. Sonewhere, sone obscure place, he's
overl ooked a microdocunent of a minor nature. We'|l keep searching until we find it. Sooner or
later we'll match up a voiceprint or an EEG print and then we'll know who he really is."

"Maybe he's exactly who he says he is." Alys had been exanining McNulty's grotesque notes.
"Subj ect belongs to nusicians' union. Says he's a singer. Maybe a voiceprint would be your--"

"Get out of my office,” Buckman said to her

"I mjust specul ating. Maybe he recorded that new pornochord hit, 'Go Down, Mdses' that--"

“I'"1l tell you what," Buckman said. "Go honme and | ook in the study, in a gl assine envel ope

in the center drawer of ny naple desk. You'll find a lightly canceled perfectly centered copy of
the one-dollar black U S. Trans-M ssissippi issue. | got it for my own collection but you can have
it for yours; 1'Il get another. _Just go_. Go and get the damm stanp and put it away in your al bum

in your safe forever. Don't ever even |look at it again; just have it. And | eave nme al one at work.
I's that a deal ?"

"Jesus," Alys said, her eyes alive with light. "Were'd you get it?"

"Froma political prisoner on his way to a forced-labor canp. He traded it for his
freedom | thought it was an equitable arrangement. Don't you?"

Alys said, "The nost beautifully engraved stanp ever issued. At any tinme. By any country."

"Do you want it?" he said.

"Yes." She noved fromthe office, out into the corridor. "I'Il see you tonorrow. But you
don't have to give ne sonething like that to nake ne go; | want to go hone and take a shower and
change ny clothes and go to bed for a few hours. On the other hand, if you want to--"

"I want to," Buckman said, and to hinself he added, Because |I'm so goddamm afraid of you,
so basically, ontologically scared of everything about you, even your willingness to leave. I'm
even afraid of that!

_Way?_ he asked hinmself as he watched her head for the secluded prison ascent tube at the
far end of his suite of offices. |I've known her as a child and | feared her then. Because,
think, in sonme fundanental way that | don't conprehend, she doesn't play by the rules. W all have
rules; they differ, but we all play by them For exanple, he conjectured, we don't nmurder a man
who has just done us a favor. Even in this, a police state--even we observe that rule. And we
don't deliberately destroy objects precious to us. But Alys is capable of going honme, finding the
one-dol I ar bl ack, and setting fire to it with her cigarette. | know that and yet | gave it to her
I"mstill praying that underneath or eventually or whatever she'll cone back and shoot narbles the
way the rest of us do.

But she never will.

He thought, And the reason | offered her the one-dollar black was because, sinply, | hoped
to beguile her, tenpt her, into returning to rules that we can understand. Rules the rest of us
can apply. I'mbribing her, and it's a waste of time-- if not nuch nuch nore--and | know it and

she knows it. Yes, he thought. She probably will set fire to the one-dollar black, the finest
stanp ever issued, a philatelic item| have never seen for sale during ny lifetine. Even at
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auctions. And when | get home tonight she'll show me the ashes. Maybe she'll |eave a corner of it
unburned, to prove she really did it.
And 1'll believe it. And I'Il be even nore afraid.

Moodi |y, General Buckman opened the third drawer of the |arge desk and placed a tape-ree
in the small transport he kept there. Dowl and aires for four voices . . . he stood listening to
one whi ch he enjoyed very much, anong all the songs in Dow and's | ute books.

_For now left and forlorn_
I sit, I sigh, I weep, | faint, | die_
_In deadly pain and endl ess nisery_.

The first man, Buckman mused, to wite a piece of abstract music. He renpved the tape, put
in the lute one, and stood listening to the "Lachrime Antiquae Pavan." Fromthis, he said to
hinsel f, came, at |ast, the Beethoven final quartets. And everything el se. Except for Wagner

He detested Wagner. Wagner and those like him such as Berlioz, had set music back three
centuries. Until Karl heinz Stockhausen in his "Gesang der Junglinge" had once nore brought rmnusic
up to date.

St andi ng by the desk, he gazed down for a nonment at the recent 4-D photo of Jason Taverner-
-the phot ograph taken by Katharine Nel son. What a damm good-I| ooki ng nan, he thought. Al npst
prof essional |y good-1ooking. Wll, he's a singer; it fits. He's in show business.

Touching the 4-D photo, he listened to it say, "How now, brown cow?" And smiled. And,
listening once nore to the "Lachrinae Antiquae Pavan," thought:

_Flow, ny tears_ .

Do | really have pol -karma? he asked hinself. Loving words and nusic |ike this? Yes, he
thought, | make a superb pol because | _don't think like a pol_. | don't, for exanple, think |like
McNulty, who will always be--what did they used to say?--a pig all his life. I think, not like the
people we're trying to apprehend, but like the _inportant_people we're trying to apprehend. Like
this man, he thought, this Jason Taverner. | have a hunch, an irrational but beautifully
functional intuition, that he's still in Vegas. We will trap himthere, and not where MNulty
thinks: rationally and logically somewhere farther on

I amlike Byron, he thought, fighting for freedom giving up his life to fight for G eece.
Except that | amnot fighting for freedom | amfighting for a coherent society.

Is that actually true? he asked hinmself. |Is that why | do what | do? To create order
structure, harnony? Rules. Yes, he thought; rules are goddam inportant to ne, and that is why
Alys threatens ne; that's why | can cope with so nmuch el se but not with her.

Thank God they're not all like her, he said to himself. Thank God, in fact, that she's one
of a kind.

Pressing a button on his desk intercomhe said, "Herb, will you cone in here, please?"

Herbert Maine entered the office, a stack of conputer cards in his hands; he | ooked
harri ed.

"You want to buy a bet, Herb?" Bucknan said. "That Jason Taverner is in Las Vegas?"

"Why are you concerning yourself with such a funky little chickenshit matter?" Herb said.
"It's on McNulty's level, not yours.”

Seating hinself, Bucknan began an idle colortone gane with the picphone; he flashed the
flags of various extinct nations. "Look at what this nan has done. Sonehow he's managed to get al
data pertaining to himout of every data bank on the planet _and_ the lunar _and_ Martian col onies

McNulty even tried there. Think for a mnute what it would take to do that. Money? Huge

sunms. Bribes. Astrononmical. |If Taverner has used that kind of heavy bread he's playing for big
stakes. Influence? Sane conclusion: he's got a |ot of power and we nust consider hima ngjor
figure. It's who he represents that concerns ne nost; | think sone group, sonewhere on earth, is

backing him but | have no idea what for or why. Al right; so they expunge all data concerning
him Jason Taverner is the nan who doesn't exist. But, having done that, what have they achi eved?"
Her b pondered.
"I can't make it out," Buckman said. "It has no sense to it. But, if they're interested in
doing it, it nust signify something. Otherw se, they wouldn't expend so rmuch"--he gestured--
"what ever they've expended. Money, tine, influence, whatever. Maybe all three. Plus |arge sl abs of
effort."”
"l see," Herb said, nodding.
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Buckman said, "Sonetimes you catch big fish by hooking one small fish. That's what you
never know. will the next small fish you catch be the link with sonething giant or"-- he shrugged--
"just nmore small fry to be tossed into the | abor pool. Wich, perhaps, is all Jason Taverner is. |
may be conpletely wong. But I'minterested.”

“"Which," Herb said, "is too bad for Taverner."

"Yes." Buckman nodded. "Now consider this." He paused a nmonent to quietly fart, then
continued, "Taverner nmade his way to an ID forger, a run-of-the-mll forger operating behind an
abandoned restaurant. He had no contacts; he worked through, for God's sake, the desk clerk at the
hotel he was staying at. So he nust have been desperate for ident cards. Al right, where were his
power ful backers then? Wiy couldn't they supply himw th excellent forged ID cards, if they could
do all this else? Good Christ; they sent himout into the street, into the urban cesspool jungle,
right to a poi informant. They jeopardi zed everything!"

"“Yes," Herb said, nodding. "Something screwed up."

"Right. _Something went wong_. Al of a sudden there he was, in the mddle of the city,
with no ID. Everything he had on him Kathy Nel son forged. How did that conme to happen? How did
they manage to fuck up and send hi m gropi ng desperately for forged ID cards, so he could wal k
three bl ocks on the street? You see ny point."

"But that's how we get them"

"Pardon?" Buckman said. He turned down the lute nmusic on the tape player

Herb said, "If they didn't nake m stakes |like that we woul dn't have a chance. They'd
remai n a nmet aphysical entity to us, never glinpsed or suspected. Mstakes |like that are what we
live on. | don't see that it's inmportant why they nmade a m stake; all that matters is that they

did. And we should be damm glad of it."

| am Buckman thought to hinself. Leaning, he dialed McNulty's extension. No answer.
McNulty wasn't back in the building yet. Buckman consulted his watch. Another fifteen or so
m nut es.

He dialed central clearing Blue. "Wat's the story on the Las Vegas operation in the
Fireflash District?" he asked the chick operators who sat perched on high stools at the map board
pushing little plastic representations with [ ong cue sticks. "The netpull of the individua
calling hinself Jason Taverner."

A whirr and click of conputers as the operator deftly punched buttons. "I'Il tie you in
with the captain in charge of that detail." On Buckman's pic a uniformed type appeared, | ooking
idiotically placid. "Yes, Ceneral Buckman?"

"Have you got Taverner?"

"Not yet, sir. We've hit roughly thirty of the rental units in--"

"When you have him" Buckman said, "call ne direct." He gave the nerdish pol type his
ext ensi on code and rang off, feeling vaguely defeated.

"It takes tine," Herb said.

"Li ke good beer," Buckman nurnured, staring enptily ahead, his m nd working. But working
wi t hout results.

"You and your intuitions in the Jungian sense," Herb said. "That's what you are in the
Jungi an typol ogy: an intuitive, thinking personality, with intuition your main function-node and
t hi nki ng--"

"Balls." He wadded up a page of MNulty's coarse notations and tossed it into the
shr edder.

"Haven't you read Jung?”

"Sure. When | got ny naster's at Berkel ey--the whole poli sci departnent had to read Jung.
| learned everything you |learned and a |ot nore." He heard the irritability in his voice and
disliked it. "They're probably conducting their hits |like garbage collectors. Bangi ng and cl anki ng

Taverner will hear themlong before they reach the apartnment he's in."

"Do you think you'll net anyone with Taverner? Soneone who's his higher-up in the--"

"He woul dn't be with anyone crucial. Not with his ID cards in the |ocal precinct
stationhouse. Not with us as close to himas he knows we are. | expect nothing. Nothing but
Taverner hinsel f."

Herb said, "I'Il make you a bet."

"Ckay. "

“I"1l bet you five quinques, gold ones, that when you get himyou get nothing."

Startl ed, Buckman sat bolt upright. It sounded |ike his own style of intuition: no facts,
no data to base it on, just pure hunch

"Want to make the bet?" Herb said.

“I"1l tell you what |1'll do," Buckman said. He got out his wallet, counted the noney in
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it. "I'll bet you one thousand paper dollars that when we net Taverner we enter one of the nost
i mportant areas we've ever gotten involved with."
Herb said, "I won't bet that kind of noney."

"Do you think I'mright?"

The phone buzzed; Buckman picked up the receiver. On the screen the features of the
nerdi sh Las Vegas functionary captain formed. "Qur therno-radex shows a nal e of Taverner's weight
and hei ght and general body structure in one of the as yet unapproached remai ni ng apartnments.
We're noving in very cautiously, getting everyone else out of the other nearby units."

"Don't Kkill him" Buckman said.

"Absolutely not, M. Buckman."

"Keep your line to nme open," Buckman said. "I want to sit in on this fromhere on in."

"Yes, sir."

Buckman said to Herb Mainme, "They' ve really already got him" He sniled, chuckling with
del i ght.

11

When Jason Taverner went to get his clothes he found Ruth Rae seated in the sem -darkness
of the bedroomon the runpled, still-warmbed, fully dressed and snoki ng her customary tobacco
cigarette. Gray nocturnal light filtered in through the wi ndows. The coal of the cigarette gl owed

its high, nervous tenperature.

"Those things will kill you,
to a person a week."

"Fuck of f," Ruth Rae said, and snoked on

"But you get themon the black market," he said. Once he had gone with her to buy a ful
carton. Even on his income the price had appalled him But she had not seemed to m nd. Obviously
she expected it; she knew the cost of her habit.

"I get them" She stubbed out the far-too-long cigarette in a |ung-shaped ceram c ashtray.

"You're wasting it."

"Did you | ove Mnica Buff?" Ruth asked.

"Sure."

"I don't see how you could."

Jason said, "There are different kinds of |ove."

"Like Em |y Fusselman's rabbit." She glanced up at him "A wonman | knew, married, with
three kids; she had two kittens and then she got one of those big gray Bel gian rabbits that go
lipperty lipperty lipperty on those huge hind |l egs. For the first nonth the rabbit was afraid to
come out of his cage. It was a he, we think, as best we could tell. Then after a nonth he woul d
come out of his cage and hop around the living room After too nmonths he learned to clinb the
stairs and scratch on Emly's bedroom door to wake her up in the norning. He started playing with
the cats, and there the troubl e began because he wasn't as smart as a cat."

"Rabbits have smaller brains," Jason said.

Ruth Rae said, "Hard by. Anyhow, he adored the cats and tried to do everything they did.
He even | earned to use the catbox nmost of the time. Using tufts of hair he pulled fromhis chest,
he made a nest behind the couch and wanted the kittens to get into it. But they never would. The
end of it all--nearly--canme when he tried to play Gotcha with a German shepherd that sone | ady
brought over. You see, the rabbit learned to play this gane with the cats and with Emly Fussel nan
and the children where he'd hide behind the couch and then come running out, running very fast in
circles, and everyone tried to catch him but they usually couldn't and then he'd run back to
saf ety behind the couch, where no one was supposed to follow. But the dog didn't know the rul es of
the gane and when the rabbit ran back behind the couch the dog went after him and snapped its jaws
around the rabbit's rear end. Emily nmanaged to pry the dog's jaws open and she got the dog
outside, but the rabbit was badly hurt. He recovered, but after that he was terrified of dogs and
ran away if he saw one even through the wi ndow. And the part of himthe dog bit, he kept that part
hi dden behind the drapes because he had no hair there and was ashanmed. But what was so touching
about hi mwas his pushing against the linmits of his--what woul d you say?--physiology? H s
limtations as a rabbit, trying to becone a nore evolved life form like the cats. Wanting all the
time to be with themand play with themas an equal. That's all there is to it, really. The
kittens wouldn't stay in the nest he built for them and the dog didn't know the rul es and got
him He lived several years. But who woul d have thought that a rabbit could devel op such a conpl ex
personality? And when you were sitting on the couch and he wanted you to get off, so he could lie

he said. "There's a reason why they're rationed out one pack
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down, he'd nudge you and then if you didn't nove he'd bite you. But |ook at the aspirations of
that rabbit and look at his failing. Alittle life trying. And all the time it was hopel ess. But
the ra6bit didn't know that. O naybe he did know and kept trying anyhow. But | think he didn't
understand. He just wanted to do it so badly. It was his whole Iife, because he |Ioved the cats."

"I thought you didn't |ike animals," Jason said.

"Not anynmore. Not after so many defeats and w peouts. Like the rabbit; he eventually, of
course, died. Emly Fusselnman cried for days. A week. | could see what it had done to her and
didn't want to get involved."

"But stopping loving animals entirely so that you--"

"Their lives are so short. Just so fucking goddam short. Okay, sonme people |ose a
creature they love and then go on and transfer that | ove to another one. But it hurts; it hurts."

"Then why is |ove so good?" He had brooded about that, in and out of his own
relationships, all his long adult life. He brooded about it acutely now Through what had recently
happened to him up to Emly Fusselman's rabbit. This nonment of painful ness. "You | ove sonmeone and
they | eave. They come hone one day and start packing their things and you say, 'Wat's happeni ng?
and they say, '|I got a better offer soneplace else,' and there they go, out of your life forever,
and after that until you're dead you're carrying around this huge hunk of |Iove with no one to give
it to. And if you do find soneone to give it to, the sane thing happens all over. O you call them
up on the phone one day and say, 'This is Jason,' and they say, 'Wo0?' and then you know you've
had it. They don't know who the hell you are. So | guess they never did know, you never had them
inthe first place."

Ruth said, "Love isn't just wanting another person the way you want to own an object you
see in a store. That's just desire. You want to have it around, take it home and set it up
sonewhere in the apartnment |like a |anp. Love is"--she paused, reflecting--"like a father saving
his children froma burning house, getting them out and dying hinself. Wen you | ove you cease to
live for yourself; you live for another person."

"And that's good?" It did not sound so good to him

"It overcomes instinct. Instincts push us into fighting for survival. Like the pols
ringing all the canpuses. Survival of ourselves at the expense of others; each of us claws his way

up. | can give you a good exanple. My twenty-first husband, Frank. W were married six nonths.
During that time he stopped |oving ne and becane horribly unhappy. | still loved hinm | wanted to
remain with him but it was hurting him So | let himgo. You see? It was better for him and
because | loved himthat's what counted. See?"

Jason said, "But why is it good to go against the instinct for self-survival?"

"You don't think |I can say."

"No, " he said.

"Because the instinct for survival loses in the end. Wth every living creature, nole,
bat, human, frog. Even frogs who snoke cigars and play chess. You can never acconplish what your
survival instinct sets out to do, so ultimately your striving ends in failure and you succunb to
death, and that ends it. But if you |love you can fade out and watch--"

“"I"'mnot ready to fade out," Jason said.

"--you can fade out and watch w th happi ness, and with cool, nellow al pha contentnent,

t he highest form of contentnent, the Iiving on of one of those you love."

"But they die, too."

"True." Ruth Rae chewed on her lip.

"It's better not to love so that never happens to you. Even a pet, a dog or a cat. As you
poi nted out--you | ove them and they perish. If the death of a rabbit is bad--" He had, then, a
glinmpse of horror: the crushed bones and hair of a girl, held and | eaking blood, in the jaws of a
di Ml y-seen eneny outl ooni ng any dog.

"But you can grieve," Ruth said, anxiously studying his face. "Jason! Gief is the npst
powerful enotion a man or child or aninmal can feel. It's a _good_ feeling."

"I'n what fucking way?" he said harshly.

"Grief causes you to |eave yourself. You step outside your narrow little pelt. And you
can't feel grief unless you've had |ove before it--grief is the final outcone of |ove, because
it's love lost. You do understand; | know you do. But you just don't want to think about it. It's
the cycle of love completed: to love, to lose, to feel grief, to | eave, and then to | ove again
Jason, grief is awareness that you will have to be alone, and there is nothing beyond that because
being alone is the ultimate final destiny of each individual living creature. That's what death
is, the great loneliness. | renenber once when | first snoked pot froma waterpipe rather than a
joint. It, the snoke, was cool, and | didn't realize how nuch I had inhaled. Al of a sudden |
died. For alittle instant, but several seconds |long. The world, every sensation, including even
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t he awareness of ny own body, of even having a body, faded out. And it didn't like |leave ne in
isolation in the usual sense because when you're alone in the usual sense you still have sense
data comng in even if it's only fromyour own body. But even the darkness went away. Everything
just ceased. Silence. Nothing. Al one."

"They nust have soaked it in one of those toxic shit things. That used to burn out so many
peopl e back then."

"Yes, I'mlucky |I ever got ny head back. A freak thing-- | had snoked pot a lot of tines
before and that never happened. That's why | do tobacco, now, after that. Anyhow, it wasn't like
fainting; I didn't feel | was going to fall, because | had nothing to fall with, no body. . . and
there was no down to fall toward. Everything, including nyself, just"-- she gestured--"expired.

Li ke the | ast drop out of a bottle. And then, presently, they rolled the filmagain. The feature
we call reality." She paused, puffing on her tobacco cigarette. "I never told anyone about it
before."

"Were you frightened about it?"

She nodded. " Consciousness of unconsciousness, if you dig what | nean. When we do die we
won't feel it because that's what dying is, the loss of all that. So, for exanple, I'mnot at all
scared of dying anynore, not after that pot bad trip. But to grieve; it's to die and be alive at
the sane tine. The nost absol ute, overpowering experience you can feel, therefore. Sonetines |
swear we weren't constructed to go through such a thing; it's too much--your body damm near self-
destructs with all that heaving and surging. But | want to feel grief. To have tears."

"Why?" He couldn't grasp it; to himit was sonmething to be avoi ded. Wen you felt that you
got the hell out fast.

Ruth said, "Grief reunites you with what you've lost. It's a nmerging; you go with the
| oved thing or person that's going away. In sone fashion you split with yourself and acconpany it,
go part of the way with it on its journey. You followit as far as you can go. | renmenber one tine
when | had this dog | loved. | was roughly seventeen or eighteen--just around the age of consent,
that's how | remenber. The dog got sick and we took himto the vet's. They said he had eaten rat
poi son and was nothing nore than a sack of bl ood inside and the next twenty-four hours would
determine if he'd survive. | went honme and waited and then around eleven P.M | crashed. The vet
was going to phone nme in the norning when he got there to tell nme if Hank had |ived through the
night. | got up at eight-thirty and tried to get it all together in ny head, waiting for the call
I went into the bathroom-1 wanted to brush ny teeth--and | saw Hank, at the bottomleft part of
the room he was slowly in a very neasured dignified fashion clinbing invisible stairs. | watched
hi m go upward di agonally as he trudged and then at the top right nmargin of the bathroom he
di sappeared, still clinbing. He didn't | ook back once. | knew he had died. And then the phone rang
and the vet told me that Hank was dead. But | saw hi m going upward. And of course | felt terrible
overwhelming grief, and as | did so, |I lost nyself and followed along with him up the fucking
stairs."

Both of them stayed silent for a tine.

"But finally," Ruth said, clearing her throat, "the grief goes away and you phase back
into this world. Wthout him"

"And you can accept that."

"What the hell choice is there? You cry, you continue to cry, because you don't ever
conpl etely come back fromwhere you went with him-a fragnment broken off your pul sing, punping

heart is there still. A nick out of it. A cut that never heals. And if, when it happens to you
over and over again in life, too nmuch of your heart does finally go away, then you can't fee
grief any nore. And then you yourself are ready to die. You'll walk up the inclined | adder and

soneone else will remain behind grieving for you."

"There are no cuts in my heart," Jason said.

"If you split now," Ruth said huskily, but with conposure unusual for her, "that's the way
it'll be for ne right then and there."

"I'"l'l stay until tonorrow," he said. It would take at least until then for the pol lab to
di scern the spuriousness of his ID cards.

Did Kathy save ne? he wondered. Or destroy ne? He really did not know. Kathy, he thought,
who used ne, who at nineteen knows nore than you and | put together. Mdre than we will find out in
the totality of our lives, all the way to the graveyard.

Li ke a good encounter-group | eader she had torn himdown--for what? To rebuild himagain,
stronger than before? He doubted it. But it remained a possibility. It should not be forgotten. He
felt toward Kathy a certain strange cynical trust, both absolute and unconvincing; one half of his
brain saw her as reliable beyond the power of the telling of it, and the other half saw her as
debased, for sale, and fucking up right and left. He could not put it together into one view The
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two i mages of Kathy remai ned superinposed in his head.

Maybe | can resolve nmy parallel conceptions of Kathy before I |eave here, he thought.
Bef ore nmorning. But nmaybe he could stay even one day after that . . . it would be stretching it,
however. How good really are the police? he asked hinself. They nanaged to get ny name wong; they
pulled the wong file on nme. Isn't it possible they'Il fuck up all down the |line? Maybe. But naybe

not .

He had nutual |y opposing conceptions of the police, too. And could not resolve those
either. And so, like a rabbit, like Emly Fusselnman's rabbit, froze where he was. Hoping as he did
so that everyone understood the rules: you do not destroy a creature that does not know what to
do.

12

The four gray-wapped pols clustered in the light of the candlelike outdoor fixture nade
of black iron and cone of perpetual fake flame flickering in the night dark

"Just two left,"” the corporal said al nbst soundlessly; he let his fingers speak for himas
he drew them across the rental lists. "A Ms. Ruth Gomen in two eleven and an Allen Mufi in two
twel ve. Which'Il we hit first?"

"The Mufi man's," one of the uniforned officers said; he smacked his plastic and shot
ni ght stick against his fingers, eager in the dimlight to finish it up, now that the end had at
| ast cone into sight.

"Two twelve it is," the corporal said, and reached to stroke the door chines. But then it
occurred to himto try the doorknob

Good. One chance out of several, a minor possibility but suddenly, usefully true. The door
was unl ocked. He signaled silence, grinned briefly, then pushed the door open

They saw into a dark living roomwi th enpty and nearly enpty drink gl asses placed here and
there, some on the floor. And a great variety of ashtrays overfilled with crushed cigarette
packages and ground-out butts.

A cigarette party, the corporal decided. Broken up, now. Everyone went home. Wth the
exception perhaps of M. Mifi.

He entered, shone his Iight here and there, shone it at last toward the far door |eading
deeper into the over-priced apartnment. No sound. No notion. Except the dim distant, nmuted chatter
of a radio talk show at ninimal vol une.

He trod across the wall-to-wall carpet, which depicted in gold Richard M Ni xon's fina
ascent into heaven am d joyous singing above and wails of misery below. At the far door he trod on
God, who was snmiling a |lot as He received his Second Only Begotten Son back into Hi s bosom and
pushed open the bedroom door.

In the big doubl e bed, pul py-soft, a man asleep, shoulders and arns bare. Hi s clothes
heaped on a handy chair. M. Allen Mifi, of course. Safe and honme in his own private doubl e bed.
But--M. Mifi was not alone in his very own private bed. Involved with the pastel sheets and
bl ankets a second indistinct shape lay curled up, asleep. Ms. Mifi, the corporal thought, and
shone his light toward her, with mannish curiosity.

Al at once Allen Mufi--assuming it was he--stirred. He opened his eyes. And instantly sat
bolt upright, staring fixedly at the pols. At the light of the flashlight.

"What ?" he said, and he rasped with fear, a deep, convul sive rel ease of shaking breath.
"No," Miufi said, and then snatched for sone object on the table beside his bed; he dove into the
darkness, white and hairy and naked, for sonething invisible but precious to him Desperately. He
sat back up then, panting, clutching it. A pair of scissors.

"What's that for?" the corporal asked, shining the light into the nmetal of the scissors.

"I kill myself,” Mifi said. "If you don't go away and-- |eave us alone." He stuck the
cl osed bl ades of the scissors against his hair-darkened chest, near his heart.
"Then it isn't Ms. Mifi," the corporal said. He returned the circle of light to the

ot her, huddl ed up, sheet-covered shape. "A wham bamthank-you-nma' am one-ti me gangbang? Turni ng
your foxy apartment into a notel roon?" The corporal wal ked to the bed, took hold of the top sheet
and bl ankets, then yanked t hem back.

In the bed beside M. Mifi lay a boy, slender, young, naked, with |ong gol den hair.

"I"1l be darned," the corporal said.

One of his nen said, "lI've got the scissors.” He tossed themonto the floor by the
corporal's right foot.

To M. Mufi, who sat trenbling and panting, his eyes startled with terror, the corpora
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said, "How old is this boy?"

The boy had awakened now, he gazed fixedly up but did not stir. No expression appeared on
his soft, vaguely forned face.

"Thirteen," M. Mifi said croakingly, alnost pleadingly. "Legal age of consent."

To the boy the corporal said, "Can you prove it?" He felt intense revul sion now Acute
physi cal revul sion, making himwant to barf. The bed was stained and danp with hal f-dried sweat
and genital secretions.

"ID," Mufi panted. "In his wallet. In his pants on the chair."

One of the teamof pols said to the corporal, "You nean if this juve's thirteen there's no
crime invol ved?"

"Hel |l ," another pol said indignantly. "It's obviously a crine, a perverted crine. Let's

run themboth in."

"WAit a mnute. Okay?" The corporal found the boy's pants, rummged, found the wallet, got
it out, inspected the identification. Sure enough. Thirteen years old. He shut the wallet and put
it back in the pocket. "No," he said, still half enjoying the situation, amused by Mifi's naked
shame but becom ng each nonent nore and nore revolted by the man's cowardly horror at being
di scl osed. "The new revision of the Penal Code, 640.3, has it that twelve is the age of consent
for a mnor to engage in a sexual act either with another child of either sex or an adult al so of
either sex but with only one at a tine."

"But it's goddam sick," one of his pols protested.

"That's your opinion," Mifi said, nmore bravely now.

"Whay isn't it a bust, a hell of a big bust?" the pols standing besi de him persisted.

"They're systematically taking all victimess crines off the books," the corporal said.
"That's been the process for ten years."

" This?_ _This_is victinless?"

To Mufi, the corporal said, "Wat do you find about young boys that you like? Let me in on
it; I've always wondered about scans like you."

"'Scans,' "Mufi echoed, his nmouth twisting with disconfort. "So that's what I am"”

"It's a category,"” the corporal said. "Those who prey on mnors for honpbsexual purposes.
Legal but still abhorred. What do you do during the day?"

“I'"'ma used-qui bbl e sal esman. "

"And if they, your enployers, knew you were a scan they wouldn't want you handling their
qui bbl es. Not after what those hairy white hands have been handling outside the workday. Right,
M. Mifi? Even a used-qui bble salesman can't get away norally with being a scan. Even if it's no
| onger on the books."

Mufi said, "It was ny nother's fault. She doninated ny father, who was a weak nan."

"How many little boys have you induced to go down on you during the |ast twelve nonths?"
the corporal inquired. "lI'mserious. Are these all one-night stands, is that it?"

"I love Ben," Mifi said, staring fixedly ahead, his mouth barely noving. "Later on, when
I'"mbetter off financially and can provide, | intend to marry him™

To the boy Ben, the corporal said, "Do you want us to take you out of here? Return you to
your parents?”

"He lives here,” Mifi said, grinning alittle.

“"Yeah, I'Il stay here," the boy said sullenly. He shivered. "Cripes, could you give ne the
covers back?" He reached irritably for the top bl anket.

"Just keep the noise |level down in here,"” the corporal said, noving away wearily. "Christ.
And they took it off the books."

"Probably," Mfi said, with confidence now that the pols were beginning to depart fromhis
bedroom "because sone of those big overweight old police marshals are screw ng kids thensel ves
and don't want to get sent up. They couldn't stand the scandal." His grin grewinto an insinuating
| eer.

"I hope," the corporal said, "that soneday you do commit a statute violation of sonme kind,
and they haul you in, and I'mon duty the day it happens. So | can book you personally." He
hawked, then spat on M. Mufi. Spat into his hairy, enpty face.

Silently, the teamof pols nade their way through the living roomof cigarette butts,
ashes, tw sted-up packs, half-filled drink glasses, to the corridor and porchway outside. The
corporal yanked the door shut, shivered, stood for a nmoment, feeling the bl eakness of his nind
its withdrawal, for a nonent, fromthe environnent around him He then said, "Two el even. Ms.
Rut h Gonmen. Where the Taverner suspect has to be, if he's anywhere around here at all, it being
the last one." Finally, he thought.

He knocked on the front door of 211. And stood waiting with his plastic and shot
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ni ghtstick gripped at ready, terribly and completely all at once not caring shit about his job.
"We've seen Mufi," he said, half to hinmself. "Now let's see what Ms. CGonen is |ike. You think
she'll be any better? Let's hope so. | can't take nuch nore of that tonight."

"Anyt hi ng woul d be better,"” one of the pols beside himsaid sonberly. They all nodded and
shuf fl ed about, preparing thenselves for slow footsteps beyond the door

13

In the living roomof Ruth Rae's lavish, lovely, newy built apartnent in the Fireflash
District of Las Vegas, Jason Taverner said, "lI'mreasonably sure | can count on forty-eight hours
on the outside and twenty-four on the inside. So | feel fairly certain that | don't have to get
out of here imrediately.” And if our revolutionary new principle is correct, he thought, then this
assunption will nodify the situation to ny advantage. | will be safe.

THE THEORY CHANGES- -

"I"'mglad,” Ruth said wanly, "that you're able to remain here with ne in a civilized way
so we can rap a little longer. You want anything nore to drink? Scotch and Coke, maybe?"

THE THEORY CHANGES THE REALITY | T DESCRI BES.

"No," he said, and prow ed about the living room listening . . . to what he did not know
Per haps the _absence_ of sounds. No TV sets nuttering, no thunp of feet against the floor above
their heads. Not even a pornochord somewhere, blasting out froma quad. "Are the walls fairly
thick in these apartnents?" he asked Ruth sharply.

"I never hear anything."

"Does anything seemstrange to you? Qut of the ordi nary?"

"No." Ruth shook her head.

"You damm dunmb floogle," he said savagely. She gaped at himin injured perplexity. "I
know," he grated, "that they have me. _Now . Here_. In this room"

The doorbel |l bonged.

"Let's ignore it," Ruth said rapidly, stammering and afrajd. "I just want to sit and rap
with you, about the nellow things in life you' ve seen and what you want to achieve that you
haven't achi eved al r eady. " Her voice died into silence as he went to the door. "It's probably

the man fromupstairs. He borrows things. Weird things. Like two fifths of an onion."

Jason opened the door. Three pols in gray uniforns filled the doorway, w th weapon tubes
and nightsticks aimed at him "M . Taverner?" the pol with the stripes said.

"Yes."

"You are being taken into protective custody for your own protection and wel fare,
effective i Mmediately, so please come with us and do not turn back or in any way renove yourself
physically fromcontact with us. Your possessions if any will be picked up for you later and
transferred to wherever you will be at the tine."

"Ckay," he said, and felt very little.

Behind him Ruth Rae emtted a nmuffled shriek.

"You al so, miss," the pol with the stripes said, notioning toward her with his nightstick

"Can | get ny coat?" she asked timidly.

"Come on." The pol stepped briskly past Jason, grabbed Ruth Rae by the arm and dragged
her out the apartment door onto the wal kway.

"Do what he says," Jason said harshly to her

Ruth Rae sniveled, "They're going to put ne in a forcedl abor canp.”

"No," Jason said. "They'll probably kill you."

"You're really a nice guy," one of the pols--without stripes--conmented as he and his
conpani ons herded Jason and Ruth Rae down the wought-iron staircase to the ground floor. Parked
in one of the slots was a police van, with several pols standing idly around it, weapons held
| oosely. They | ooked inert and bored.

"Show nme your ID," the pol with stripes said to Jason; he extended his hand, waiting.

"I've got a seven-day police pass," Jason said. H s hands shaking, he fished it out, gave
it to the pol officer.

Scrutinizing the pass the officer said, "You adnmt freely of your own volition that you
are Jason Taver ner ?"

"Yes," he said.

Two of the pols expertly searched himfor arns. He conplied silently, still feeling very
little. Only a half-assed hopel ess wi sh that he had done what he knew he shoul d have done: noved
on. Left Vegas. Headed anywhere.
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"M . Taverner," the pol officer said, "the Los Angeles Police Bureau has asked us to take
you into protective custody for your own protection and welfare and to transport you safely and
with due care to the Police Academnmy in dowmntown L. A, which we will now do. Do you have any
conplaints as to the nanner in which you have been treated?"

"No," he said. "Not yet."

"Enter the rear section of the quibble van

Jason did so

Ruth Rae, stuffed in beside him whinpered to herself in the darkness as the doors slamred
shut and | ocked. He put his arm around her, kissed her on the forehead. "Wat did you do?" she

the officer said, pointing at the open doors.

whi npered raspingly in her bourbon voice, "that they're going to kill us for?"

A pol, getting into the rear of the van with themfromthe front cab, said, "W aren't
going to snuff you, miss. W're transporting you both back to L.A That's all. Cal mdown."

"l don't like Los Angeles," Ruth Rae whinpered. "I haven't been there in years. | _hate_
L. A" She peered wildly around.

"So do I," the pol said as he | ocked the rear conpartnent off fromthe cab and dropped the

key through a slot to the pols outside. "But we nust learn to live with it: it's there."

"They' re probably going all through nmy apartnment,"” Ruth Rae whi npered. "Picking through
everyt hing, breaking everything."

"Absol utely," Jason said tonelessly. H s head ached, now, and he felt nauseated. And
tired. "Who are we going to be taken to?" he asked the pol. "To Inspector MNulty?"

"Most likely no," the pol said conversationally as the quibblewan rose noisily into the
sky. "The drinkers of intoxicating |iquor have nade you the subject of their songs and those
sitting in the gate are concerning thensel ves about you, and according to them Police CGenera

Felix Buckman wants to interrogate you." He explained, "That was from Psalm Si xtynine. | sit here
by you as a Wtness to Jehovah Reborn, who is in this very hour creating new heavens and a new
earth, and the forner things will not be called to nmind, neither will they come up into the heart.

| sai ah 65:13, 17."

"A police general ?" Jason said, numbed.

"So they say," the obliging young Jesus-freak pol answered. "I don't know what you fol ks
did, but you sure did it right."

Ruth Rae sobbed to herself in the darkness.

"Al'l flesh is like grass,"” the Jesus-freak pol intoned. "Like | ow grade roachweed nost
likely. Unto us a child is born, unto us a hit is given. The crooked shall be rmade straight and
the straight | oaded.”

"Do you have a joint?" Jason asked him

“"No, |I've run out." The Jesus-freak pol rapped on the forward netal wall. "Hey, Ralf, can
you lay a joint on this brother?"

"Here." A crushed pack of Coldies appeared by way of a gray-sleeved hand and arm

"Thanks, " Jason said as he Iit up. "You want one?" he asked Ruth Rae.

"I want Bob," she whinpered. "I want ny husband."”

Silently, Jason sat hunched over, snoking and neditating. "Don't give up," the Jesus-freak
pol crammed in beside himsaid, in the darkness.

"Why not?" Jason said.

"The forced-labor canps aren't that bad. In Basic Orientation they took us through one;
there're showers, and beds with mattresses, and recreation such as volleyball, and arts and
hobbi es; you know -crafts, |ike making candles. By hand. And your famly can send you packages and
once a nonth they or your friends can visit you." He added, "And you get to worship at the church
of your choice."

Jason said sardonically, "The church of ny choice is the free, open world."

After that there was silence, except for the noisy clatter of the quibble' s engine, and
Rut h Rae's whi nperi ng.

14

Twenty ninutes later the police quibble van | anded on the roof of the Los Angeles Police
Acadeny bui | di ng.

Stiffly, Jason Taverner stepped out, |ooked warily around, snelled snpg-saturated fou
air, saw above himonce again the yell owness of the largest city in North Arerica . . . he turned
to help Ruth Rae out, but the friendly young Jesusfreak pol had done that already.

Around them a group of Los Angeles pols gathered, interested. They seened rel axed,
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curious, and cheerful. Jason saw no malice in any of them and he thought, Wen they have you they
are kind. It is only in netting you that they are venonous and cruel. Because then there is the
possibility that you m ght get away. And here, now, there is no such possibility.

"Did he make any suicide tries?" a L.A sergeant asked the Jesus-freak pol

"No, sir."

So that was why he had ridden there.

It hadn't even occurred to Jason, and probably not to Ruth Rae either . . . except perhaps
as a heavy, shucky gesture, thought of but never really considered.

"Ckay," the L.A sergeant said to the Las Vegas pol team "Fromhere on in we'll formally

take over custody of the two suspects.”

The Las Vegas pols hopped back into their van and it zooned off into the sky, back to
Nevada

"This way," the sergeant said, with a sharp notion of his hand in the direction of the
descent sphincter tube. The L.A. pols seemed to Jason a little grosser, a little tougher and
ol der, than the Las Vegas ones. O perhaps it was his inmmgination; perhaps it neant only an
increase in his own fear

What do you say to a police general ? Jason wondered. Especially when all your theories and
expl anati ons about yourself have worn out, when you know nothing, believe nothing, and the rest is
obscure. Aw, the hell with it, he decided wearily, and allowed hinmself to drop virtually
wei ghtl essly down the tube, along with the pols and Ruth Rae.

At the fourteenth floor they exited fromthe tube.

A man stood facing them well dressed, with rinless glasses, a topcoat over his arm
poi nted | eather Oxfords, and, Jason noted, two gol d-capped teeth. A nman, he guessed, in his md-
fifties. Atall, gray-haired, upright man, with an expression of authentic warnmth on his
excel lently proportioned aristocratic face. He did not |ook |ike a pol

"You are Jason Taverner?" the man inquired. He extended his hand; reflexively, Jason
accepted it and shook. To Ruth, the police general said, "You nmay go downstairs. I'Il interview
you later. Right nowit's M. Taverner | want to talk to."

The pols led Ruth off; he could hear her conplaining her way out of sight. He now found
hi msel f facing the police general and no one el se. No one arned.

“I'm Felix Buckman," the police general said. He indicated the open door and hall way
behind him "Conme into the office." Turning, he ushered Jason ahead of him into a vast paste
bl ue-and-gray suite; Jason blinked: he had never seen this aspect of a police agency before. He
had never inmagined that quality like this existed.

Wth incredulity, Jason a nonent |ater found hinself seated in a | eather-covered chair,
| eani ng back into the softness of styroflex. Bucknan, however, did not sit down behind his top-
heavy, alnmost clunsily bul ky oak desk; instead he busied hinself at a closet, putting away his
t opcoat .

"I intended to neet you on the roof," he explained. "But the Santana wi nd bl ows |ike hel
up there this time of night. It affects nmy sinus passages.” He turned, then, to face Jason. "I see
sonet hi ng about you that didn't show up in your 4-D photo. It never does. It's always a conplete
surprise, at least to ne. You're a six, aren't you?"

Waking to full alertness, Jason half rose, said, "You're also a six, Ceneral?"

Smiling, showi ng his gol d-capped teeth--an expensive anachroni sm-Felix Buckman hel d up
seven fingers.

15

In his career as a police official, Felix Buckman had used this shuck each tinme he had
come up against a six. He relied on it especially when, as with this, the encounter was sudden
There had been four of them All, eventually, had believed him This he found amusi ng. The sixes,
eugeni ¢ experinments thensel ves, and secret ones, seemed unusually gullible when confronted with
the assertion that there existed an additional project as classified as their own.

Wthout this shuck he would be, to a six, nmerely an "ordinary." He could not properly
handl e a six under such a disadvantage. Hence the ploy. Through it his relationship to a six
inverted itself. And, under such recreated conditions, he could deal successfully with an
ot herwi se unmanageabl e hurman bei ng.

The actual psychol ogical superiority over himwhich a six possessed was abolished by an
unreal fact. He liked this very nuch.
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Once, in an off nonent, he had said to Alys, "I can outthink a six for roughly ten to
fifteen minutes. But if it goes on any longer--" He had nade a gesture, crunpling up a bl ack-
mar ket cigarette package. Wth two cigarettes in it. "After that their overanped field wi ns out.
What | need is a pry bar by which | can jack open their haughty dam mnds." And, at l|last, he had
found it.

"Way a 'seven'?" Alys had said. "As long as you're shucki ng them why not say eight or
thirty-eight?"

"The sin of vainglory. Reaching too far." He had not wanted to nake that |egendary
nmstake. "I will tell them" he had told her grimy, "what |I think they' |l believe." And, in the
end, he had proved out right.

"They won't believe you," Alys had said.

"Ch, hell, will they!" he had retorted. "It's their secret fear, their béte noire. They're
the sixth in a line of DNA reconstruction systens and they know that if it could be done to them
it could be done to others in a nore advanced degree."

Alys, uninterested, had said faintly, "You should be an announcer on TV selling soap." And
that constituted the totality of her reaction. If Alys did not give a damm about sonething, that
sonet hing, for her, ceased to exist. Probably she should not have gotten away with it for as |ong
as she had . . . but sonetine, he had often thought, the retribution will conme: _reality denied
conmes back to haunt . To overtake the person wi thout warning and nake hi minsane.

And Alys, he had a nunmber of tines thought, was in sone odd sense, in some unusua
clinical way, pathological

He sensed it but could not pin it down. However, nmany of his hunches were like that. It
did not bother him as nuch as he |oved her. He knew he was right.

Now, facing Jason Taverner, a siXx, he devel oped his shuck ploy.

"There were very few of us," Buckman said, now seating hinself at his oversize oak desk
"Only four inall. One is already dead, so that |eaves three. | don't have the slightest idea
where they are; we retain even | ess contact anpbng ourselves than do you sixes. Wiich is little
enough. "

"Who was your muter?" Jason asked

"Dill-Tenko. Sane as yours. He controlled groups five through seven and then he retired.
As you certainly know, he's dead now. "

"Yes," Jason said. "It shocked us all."

"Us, too," Buckman said, in his nost somber voice. "Dill-Tenko was our parent. Qur only
parent. Did you know that at the time of his death he had begun to prepare schema on an eighth
group?"

"What woul d they have been |ike?"

"Only Dill-Tenko knew, " Bucknman said, and felt his superiority over the six facing him
grow. And yet--how fragile his psychol ogi cal edge. One wrong statement, one statenent too nuch,
and it would vanish. Once |lost, he would never regain it.

It was the risk he took. But he enjoyed it; he had always |iked betting agai nst the odds,
ganbling in the dark. He had in him at tines like this, a great sense of his own ability. And he
did not consider it inmagined . . . despite what a six that knew himto be an ordinary woul d say.
That did not bother himone bit.

Touching a button, he said, "Peggy, bring us a pot of coffee, creamand the rest. Thanks."
He then | eaned back with studied |eisure. And surveyed Jason Taverner

Anyone who had met a six would recogni ze Taverner. The strong torso, the massive
confirmation of his arnms and back. His powerful, ranmlike head. But nobst ordinaries had never
knowi ngly come up against a six. They did not have his experience. Nor his carefully synthesized
know edge of them

To Alys he had once said, "They will never take over and run _ny_world."

"You don't have a world. You have an office."

At that point he terminated the di scussion

"M . Taverner," he said bluntly, "how have you managed to get documents, cards, microfilm
even conplete files out of data banks all over the planet? |'ve tried to imagine howit could be
done, but | conme up with a blank." He fixed his attention on the handsone--but aging--face of the
si x and wait ed.

16

VWhat can | tell hin? Jason Taverner asked hinself as he sat nutely facing the police
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general . The total reality as | knowit? That is hard to do, he realized, because | really do not
conprehend it nyself.

But perhaps a seven could--well, God knew what it could do. 1'll opt, he decided, on a
conpl ete expl anati on.

But when he started to answer, sonething bl ocked his speech. | don't want to tell him
anything_, he realized. There is no theoretical linmt to what he can do to nme; he has his
general ship, his authority, and if he's a seven . . . for him the sky may be the Iimt. At |east

for my self-preservation if for nothing else | ought to operate on that assunption

"Your being a six," Buckman said, after an interval of silence, "nakes ne see this in a
different light. It's other sixes that you're working with, is it?" He kept his eyes rigidly fixed
on Jason's face; Jason found it unconfortable and disconcerting. "I think what we have here,"
Buckman said, "is the first concrete evidence that sixes are--"

"No, " Jason said.

"'No'?" Buckman continued to stare fixedly at him

"You're not involved with other sixes in this?"

Jason said, "I know one other six. Heather Hart. And she considers ne a twerp fan." He
ground out the words bitterly.

That interested Buckman; he had not been aware that the well-known singer Heather Hart was
a six. But, thinking about it, it seened reasonabl e. He had never, however, cone up against a
female six in his career; his contacts with themwere just not that frequent.

"If Mss Hart is a six," Bucknman said al oud, "maybe we should ask her to cone in too and
consult with us.” A police euphemismthat rolled easily off his tongue.

"Do that," Jason said. "Put her through the wwinger." Hi s tone had becone savage. "Bust
her. Put her in a forced-I|abor canp."

You sixes, Bucknan said to hinself, have little loyalty to one another. He had di scovered
this already, but it always surprised him An elite group, bred out of aristocratic prior circles
to set and maintain the nores of the world, who had in practice drizzled off into nothingness
because they could not stand one another. To hinself he |aughed, letting his face show, at |east,
a snmle.

"“You' re amused?" Jason said. "Don't you believe nme?"

"It doesn't matter." Buckman brought a box of Cuesta Rey cigars froma drawer of his desk
used his little knife to cut off the end of one. The little steel knife made for that purpose
al one.

Across from hi m Jason Taverner watched with fascination. "A cigar?" Buckman inquired. He
hel d the box toward Jason

"I have never snoked a good cigar," Jason said. "If it got out that I--" He broke off.

"' Got out'?" Buckman asked, his nental ears pricking up. "Got out to whon? The police?"

Jason sai d nothing. But he had clenched his fist and his breathing had becone | abored.

"Are there strata in which you're well known?" Buckman said. "For exanple, anong
intellectuals in forced-Iabor canps. You know -the ones who circul ate m nmeographed manuscripts.”

"No, " Jason said.

"Musi cal strata, then?"

Jason said tightly, "Not anynore."

"Have you ever made phonograph records?"

"Not here."

Buckman continued to scrutinize himunblinkingly;, over long years he had mastered the
ability. "Then where?" he aske4, in a voice barely over the threshold of audibility. A voice
del i berately sought for: its tone lulled, interfered with identification of the words' neaning.

But Jason Taverner let it slide by; he failed to respond. These dann bastard si xes,
Buckman t hought, angered-- nostly at hinself. _I can't play funky games with a six_. It just plain
does not work. And, at any minute, he could cancel ny statenent out of his mind, ny claimto
superior genetic heritage.

He pressed a stud on his intercom "Have a Mss Katharine Nel son brought in here," he
instructed Herb Maine. "A police infornmant down in the Watts District, that ex-black area. | think
| should talk to her."

“Hal f hour."

"Thanks. "

Jason Taverner said hoarsely, "Wiy bring her into this?"

"She forged your papers.”

"Al'l she knows about ne is what | had her put on the ID cards."

"And t hat was spurious?"
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After a pause Jason shook his head no.

"So you do exist."

"Not - - here. ™

"Wher e?"

"l don't know. "

“"Tell me how you got those data deleted fromall the banks."

"I never did that."

Hearing that, Buckman felt an enornmous hunch overwhelmhim it gripped himw th paws of
iron. "You haven't been taking material out of the data banks; you've been trying to put materi al
in. _There were no data there in the first place ."

Finally, Jason Taverner nodded.

"Ckay, " Buckman said; he felt the gl ow of discovery lurking inside him now, revealing
itself in a cluster of conprehensions. "You took nothing out. But there's sone reason why the data
weren't there in the first place. Wiy not? Do you know?"

"I know," Jason Taverner said, staring down at the table; his face had twisted into a
gross mrror-thing. "l don't exist."

"But you once did."

"Yes," Taverner said, nodding unwillingly. Painfully.

"Wher e?"

"I don't know "

It always cones back to that, Bucknman said to hinself. | don't know Well, Buckman
t hought, maybe he doesn't. But he did nake his way fromL.A to Vegas; he did shack up with that
skinny, winkled broad the Vegas pols | oaded into the van with him Maybe, he thought, | can get

sonething fromher. But his hunch registered a no.
"Have you had di nner?" Buckman inquired.

"Yes," Jason Taverner said.
"But you'll join nme in the nunchies. I'Il have them bring sonething in to us." Once nore
he made use of the intercom "Peggy--it's so late now. . . get us two breakfasts at that new pl ace

down the street. Not the one we used to go to, but the new one with the sign showing the dog with
the girl's head. Barfy's."

"Yes, M. Buckman," Peggy said and rang off.

"Why don't they call you 'CGeneral'?" Jason Taverner asked.

Buckman said, "Wen they call ne 'CGeneral' | feel | ought to have witten a book on how to
i nvade France while staying out of a two-front war."

"So you're just plain 'Mster'."

"That's right."

"And they let you do it?"

"For me," Buckman said, "there is no 'they.' Except for five police narshals here and
there in the world, and they call thenselves 'Mster,' too." And how they would like to denmpte ne
further, he thought. Because of all that | did.

"But there's the Director."

Buckrman said, "The Director has never seen nme. He never will. Nor will he see you either
M. Taverner. But nobody can see you, because, as you pointed out, you don't exist."

Presently a gray uniformed pol wonan entered the office, carrying a tray of food. "Wat
you usually order this tine of night," she said as he set the tray down on Buckman's desk. "One
short stack of hots with a side order of ham one short stack of hots with a side order of
sausage."

"Whi ch woul d you |ike?" Buckman asked Jason Taverner. "Is the sausage wel|l cooked?" Jason
Taver ner asked, peering to see. "I guess it is. I'll take it."
"That's ten dollars and one gold quinque," the pol worman said. "Wich of you is going to

pay for it?"

Buckman dug into his pockets, fished out the bills and change. "Thanks." The wonman
departed. "Do you have any children?" he asked Taver ner

"No. "

"I have a child," General Buckman said. "I'll show you a little 3-D pic of himthat |
received." He reached into his desk, brought out a palpitating square of three-dinensional but
nonnmovi ng col ors. Accepting the picture, Jason held it properly in the light, saw outlined
statically a young boy in shorts and sweater, barefoot, running across a field, tugging on the
string of a kite. Like the police general, the boy had |light short hair and a strong and
i mpressive wide jaw. Al ready.

"Nice," Jason said. He returned the pic.
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Buckman said, "He never got the kite off the ground. Too young, perhaps. O afraid. Qur
little boy has a lot of anxiety. | think because he sees so little of me and his nother; he's at a
school in Florida and we're here, which is not a good thing. You say you have no children?"

"Not that | know of," Jason said.

"'*Not that you know of'?" Buckman rai sed an eyebrow. "Does that nmean you don't go into the
matter? You've never tried to find out? By |law, you know, you as the father are required to
support your children in or out of wedl ock."

Jason nodded.

"Well," Ceneral Buckman said, as he put the pic away in his desk, "everyone to his own.

But consi der what you've left out of your life. Haven't you ever loved a child? It hurts your
heart, the innernost part of you, where you can easily die."

"l didn't know that," Jason sai d.

"Ch, yes. My wife says you can forget any kind of |ove except what you' ve felt toward
children. That only goes one way; it never reverts. And if something comes between you and a chil d-
-such as death or a terrible calamty such as a divorce--you never recover."

"Well, hell, then"--Jason gestured with a forkful of sausage--"then it would be better not
to feel that kind of |ove."

"I don't agree," Bucknman said. "You should always |ove, and especially a child, because
that's the strongest formof |ove."

"I see," Jason said.

"No, you don't see. Sixes never see; they don't understand. It's not worth discussing." He
shuffled a pile of papers on his desk, scowing, puzzled, and nettled. But gradually he cal ned
down, becane his cool assured self once nore. But he coul d not understand Jason Taverner's
attitude. But he, his child, was all-inportant; it, plus his love of course for the boy's nother--
this was the pivot of his life.

They ate for a tinme wi thout speaking, with, suddenly, no bridge connecting themone to the
ot her.

"There's a cafeteria in the building," Bucknan said at |ast, as he drank down a gl ass of
imtation Tang. "But the food there is poisoned. Al the help nust have relatives in forcedl abor
canps. They're getting back at us." He |aughed. Jason Taverner did not. "M. Taverner," Bucknan
sai d, dabbing at his mouth with his napkin, "I amgoing to let you go. |I'mnot holding you."

Staring at him Jason said, "Wy?"

"Because you haven't done anything."

Jason said hoarsely, "Cetting forged ID cards. A felony."

"I have the authority to cancel any felony charge | w sh," Buckman said. "I consider that
you were forced into doing that by sonme situation you found yourself in, a situation which you
refuse to tell me about, but of which | have gotten a slight g}inpse."

After a pause Jason said, "Thanks."

"But," Buckman said, "you will be electronically nonitored wherever you go. You will never
be al one except for your own thoughts in your own mind and perhaps not even there. Everyone you
contact or reach or see will be brought in for questioning eventually. . . just as we're bringing
in the Nelson girl right now" He | eaned toward Jason Taverner, speaking slowy and intently so
that Taverner would listen and understand. "I believe you took no data from any data banks, public
or private. | believe you don't understand your own situation. But"--he let his voice rise
percepti bly-- "sooner or later you will understand your situation and when that happens we want to

be inonit. So--we will always be with you. Fair enough?”
Jason Taverner rose to his feet. "Do all you sevens think this way?"

"What way?"

"“Maki ng strong, vital, instant decisions. The way you do. The way you ask questi ons,
listen--God, how you listen!-- and then make up your mnind absolutely."

Truthfully, Buckman said, "I don't know because | have so little contact wi th other

sevens. "

"Thanks, " Jason said. He held out his hand; they shook. "Thanks for the neal." He seened
calmnow. In control of hinself. And very nuch relieved. "Do | just wander out of here? How do |
get onto the street?"

"We'll have to hold you until norning," Buckman said. "It's a fixed policy; suspects are
never released at night. Too nuch goes on in the streets after dark. We'll provide you a cot and a
room you'll have to sleep in your clothes . . . and at eight o' clock tonmorrow norning I'l1l have

Peggy escort you to the main entrance of the acadeny." Pressing the stud on his intercom Bucknman
said, "Peg, take M. Taverner to detention for now, take himout again at eight A M sharp.
Under st ood?"
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"Yes, M. Buckman."
Spreadi ng his hands, smiling, General Buckman said, "So that's it. There is no nore."

17

"M . Taverner," Peggy was saying insistently. "Cone along with me; put your clothes on and
follow me to the outside office. I'lIl nmeet you there. Just go through the blue-and-white doors."

Standing off to one side, CGeneral Buckman listened to the girl's voice; pretty and fresh,
it sounded good to him and he guessed that it sounded that way to Taverner, too.

"One nore thing," Buckman said, stopping the sloppily dressed, sleepy Taverner as he

started to nake his way toward the bl ue-and-white doors. "I can't renew your police pass if
soneone down the line voids it. Do you understand? What you've got to do is apply to us, exactly
following legal lines, for a total set of ID cards. It'Il nean intensive interrogation, but"--he

t hunped Jason Taverner on the arm-"a six can take it."

"Ckay," Jason Taverner said. He left the office, closing the blue-and-white doors behind
hi m

Into his intercom Buckman said, "Herb, nake sure they put both a microtrans and a
heterostatic class eighty warhead on him So we can follow himand if it's necessary at any tine
we can destroy him™"

"You want a voice tap, too?" Herb said.

"Yes, if you can get it onto his throat w thout him noticing.

“I'"ll have Peg do it," Herb said, and signed off.

Could a Mutt and Jeff, say, between me and McNulty, have brought any nore information out?
he asked hinsel f. No, he deci ded. Because the nman hinself sinply doesn't know What we nust do is

wait for himto figure it out . . . and be there with him either physically or electronically,
when it happens. As in fact | pointed out to him
But it still strikes me, he realized, that we very well may have bl undered onto sonethi ng

the sixes are doing as a group--despite their usual nutual aninosity.

Agai n pressing the button of his intercomhe said, "Herb, have a twenty-four-hour
surveill ance put on that pop singer Heather Hart or whatever she calls herself. And get from Data
Central the files of all what they call 'sixes.' You understand?"

"Are the cards punched for that?" Herb said.

"Probably not," Buckman said drearily. "Probably nobody thought to do it ten years ago
when Dill-Tenko was alive, thinking up nore and weirder life forns to shanbl e about." Like us
sevens, he thought wyly. "And they certainly wouldn't think of it these days, now that the sixes
have failed politically. Do you agree?"

"l agree," Herb said, "but I'Il try for it anyhow "

Buckman said, "If the cards are punched for that, | want a twenty-four-hour surveillance
on all sixes. And even if we can't roust themall out we can at least put tails on the ones we
know. "

"WII do, M. Buckman." Herb clicked off.

18

"Goodbye and good luck, M. Taverner," the poi chick naned Peg said to himat the wide
entrance to the great gray acadeny buil ding.

"Thanks, " Jason said. He inhaled a deep sumof norning air, snog-infested as it was. | got
out, he said to hinself. They could have hung a thousand busts on nme but they didn't.

A femal e voice, very throaty, said fromclose by, "How now, little nman?"

Never in his life had he been called "little man"; he stood over six feet tall. Turning,
he started to say something in answer, then made out the creature who had addressed him

She too stood a full six feet in height; they natched in that departnent. But in contrast
to himshe wore tight black pants, a leather shirt, red, with tassle fringes, gold hooped
earrings, and a belt nade of chain. And spi ke heel ed shoes. Jesus Christ, he thought, appall ed.
Where's her whip?

"Were you talking to ne?" he said.

"Yes." She smled, showing teeth ornanented with gold signs of the zodiac. "They put three
itens on you before you got out of there; | thought you ought to know. "

"I know, " Jason said, wondering who or what she was.

"One of them" the girl said, "is a miniaturized Hbonb. It can be detonated by a radio

file:///F|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Dick%20Flow%20My%20Tears%20The%20Policeman%20Said.txt (55 of 89) [1/19/03 7:41:38 PM]



filex///F|/rah/Philip%20K .Dick/Dick%20F ow%20My%20T ears%20T he%20Poli ceman%20Said. txt

signal emtted fromthis building. Did you know about that?"

Presently he said, "No. | didn't."

"It's the way he works things,"” the girl said. "My brother. . . he raps nellow and nice to
you, civilizedly, and then he has one of his staff--he has a huge staff--plant that garbage on you
before you can wal k out the door of the building."

"Your brother," Jason said. "General Buckman." He could see, now, the resenbl ance between
them The thin, elongated nose, the high cheekbones, the neck, like a Mdigliani, tapered
beautifully. Very patrician, he thought. They, both of them inpressed him

So she nust be a seven, too, he said to hinself. He felt hinself becone wary, again; the
hackl es on his neck burned as he confronted her.

“I"1l get themoff you," she said, still snmling, |ike General Buckman, a gol d-toothed
smil e.

"Good enough," Jason sai d.

"Come over to my quibble." She started off lithely; he I oped clunsily after her.

A nonent |later they sat together in the front bucket seats of her quibble.

"Alys is my nanme," she said.

He said, "I'm Jason Taverner, the singer and TV personality."

"Ch, really? | haven't watched a TV programsince | was nine."

"You haven't nissed much," he said. He did not know if he nmeant it ironically; frankly, he
thought, I"'mtoo tired to care

"This little bonb is the size of a seed,” Alys said. "And it's enbedded, like a tick, in
your skin. Normally, even if you knew it was there soneplace on you, you still could never find
it. But | borrowed this fromthe acadeny." She held up a tubelike Iight. "This gl ows when you get
it near a seed bonb." She began at once, efficiently and nearly professionally, to nmove the |ight
across his body.

At his left wist the light gl owed.

"I also have the kit they use to renove a seed bonb," Alys said. From her nail pouch purse
she brought a shallow tin, which she at once opened. "The sooner it's cut out of you the better,”
she said, as she lifted a cutting tool fromthe kit.

For two minutes she cut expertly, nmeanwhile spraying an anal gesi c conpound on the wound.
And then--it lay in her hand. As she had said, the size of a seed.

"Thanks," he said. "For renoving the thorn fromny paw " Alys | aughed gaily; she repl aced
the cutting tool in the kit, shut the lid, returned it to her huge purse. "You see," she said, "he
never does it hinmself; it's always one of his staff. So he can remain ethical and aloof, as if it
has nothing to do with him | think | hate that the nbost about him" She pondered. "I really hate
him"

"I's there anything el se you can cut or tear off me?" Jason inquired.

"They tried--Peg, who is a police technician expert at it, tried--to stick a voice tap on
your gullet. But I don't think she got it to stick." Cautiously, she explored his neck. "No, it
didn't catch; it fell off. Fine. That takes care of that. You do have a mcrotrans on you
somewhere; we'll need a strobe light to pick up its flux." She fished in the glove conpartnent of
the qui bble and came up with a battery-operated strobe disc. "I think | can find it," she said,
setting the strobe light into activity.

The nmicrotrans turned out to be in residence in the cuff of his left sleeve. Alys pushed a
pin through it, and that was that.

"I's there anything el se?" Jason asked her

"Possibly a minicam A very small canera transnitting a TV i nage back to acadeny nonitors.
But | didn't see themw nd one into you; |I think we can take a chance and forget that." She
turned, then, to scrutinize him "Wo are you?" she asked. "By the way."

Jason said, "An unperson."”

"Meani ng what ?"

"Meaning that | don't exist."

"Physi cal | y?"

"I don't know," --he said, truthfully. Maybe, he thought, if | had been nore open with her
brother the police general . . . naybe he could have worked it out. After all, Felix Buckman was a
seven. \Watever that neant.

But still--Buckman had probed in the right direction; he had brought out a good deal. And

in a very short time--a period punctuated by a | ate-ni ght breakfast and a cigar

The girl said, "So you're Jason Taverner. The man McNulty was trying to pin down and
couldn't. The man with no data on himanywhere in the world. No birth certificate; no schoo
records; no--"
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"How is it you know all this?" Jason said.

"I 1 ooked over McNulty's report." Her tone was blithe. "In Felix's office. It interested
me. "

"Then why did you ask me who | anf"

Alys said, "I wondered if you knew. | had heard from McNulty; this tine | wanted your side
of it. The antipol side, as they call it."

"l can't add anything to what McNulty knows," Jason said. "That's not true." She had begun
to interrogate himnow, precisely in the manner her brother had a short time ago. A low, infornal
tone of voice, as if something merely casual were being discussed, then the intense focus on his
face, the graceful nmotions of her arns and hands, as if, while talking to him she danced a
little. Wth hersel f. Beauty dancing on beauty, he thought; he found her physically, sexually
exciting. And he had had enough of sex, God knew, for the next several days.

"Ckay," he conceded. "I know nore."

"More than you told Felix?"

He hesitated. And, in doing so, answered.

"Yes," Alys said.

He shrugged. It had becone obvi ous.

“"Tell you what," Alys said briskly. "Wuld you like to see how a police general lives? Hs
home? His billion-dollar castle?"

"You'd let me in there?" he said, incredulous. "If he found out--" He paused. Were is

this woman | eadi ng me? he asked hinself. Into terrible danger; everything in himsensed it, becane
at once wary and alert. He felt his own cunning course through him infusing every part of his
somati ¢ being. H's body knew that here, nore than at any other tinme, he had to be careful. "You
have | egal access to his hone?" he said, calning hinself; he made his voice natural, devoid of any
unusual tension

"Hell," Alys said, "I live with him W're twins; we're very close. Incestuously close."

Jason said, "I don't want to walk into a setup hammered out between you and Genera
Buckman. "

"A setup between Felix and me?" She | aughed sharply. "Felix and | couldn't collaborate in
pai nti ng Easter eggs. Conme on; let's shoot over to the house. Between us we have a good deal of
i nteresting objects. Medieval wooden chess sets, old bone-china cups from Engl and. Sone beautifu
early U S. stanps printed by the National Banknote Conpany. Do stanps interest you?"

"No," he said.

"@uns?"

He hesitated. "To sonme extent." He renenbered his own gun; this was the second tinme in
twenty-four hours that he had had reason to renenber it.

Eying him A ys said, "You know, for a small man you're not bad-1ooking. And you're ol der
than I like . . . but not nmuch so. You're a six, aren't you?"

He nodded.

"Well?" Alys said. "Do you want to see a police general's castle?"

Jason said, "Okay." They would find himwherever he went, whenever they wanted him Wth
or without a mcrotrans pinned on his cuff.

Turning on the engine of her quibble, A ys Buckman spun the wheel, pressed down on the
pedal ; the quibble shot up at a ninety-degree angle to the street. A police engine, he realized.
Twi ce the horsepower of donestic nodels.

"There is one thing," Alys said as she steered through traffic, "that I want you to get
clear in your mnd." She glanced over at himto be sure he was |listening. "Don't nake any sexua
advances toward nme. If you do I'Il kill you." She tapped her belt and he saw, tucked withinit, a
pol i ce-nodel weapon tube; it glinted blue and black in the norning sun

"Noticed and attended to," he said, and felt uneasy. He already did not |ike the |eather
and iron costunme she wore; fetishistic qualities were profoundly involved, and he had never cared
for them And now this ultimtum Were was her head sexually? Wth other |esbians? Was that it?

In answer to his unspoken question, Alys said calmy, "All ny libido, ny sexuality, is
tied up with Felix."

"Your _brother?_ " He felt cold, frightened incredulity. "How?"

"We've lived an incestuous relationship for five years," Alys said, adroitly nmaneuvering
her quibble in the heavy nmorning Los Angeles traffic. "W have a child, three years old. He's kept
by a housekeeper and nurse down in Key West, Florida. Barney is his nane."

"And you're telling nme this?" he said, amazed beyond belief. "Someone you don't even
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know?"
"Ch, | know you very well, Jason Taverner," Alys said; she lifted the quibble up into a
hi gher | ane, increased velocity. The traffic, now, had thinned; they were | eaving greater L.A.
"I'"ve been a fan of yours, of your Tuesday night TV show, for years. And | have records of yours,
and once | heard you sing live at the O chid Roomat the Hotel St. Francis in San Francisco." She
smiled briefly at him "Felix and |, we're both collectors . . . and one of the things | collect
is Jason Taverner records." Her darting, frenetic smle increased. "Over the years |'ve collected
all nine."

Jason said huskily, his voice shaking, "Ten. |'ve put out ten LPs. The last fewwth [ight-
show proj ection tracks."

"Then | mssed one," Alys said, agreeably. "Here. Turn around and | ook in the back seat."

Twi sting about, he saw in the rear seat his earliest album _Taverner and the Bl ue, Blue
Blues_. "Yes," he said, seizing it and bringing it forward onto his |ap

"There's another one there," Alys said. "My favorite out of all of them"

He saw, then, a dog-eared copy of _There'll Be a Good Tine with Taverner Tonight . "Yes,"
he said. "That's the best one | ever did."

"You see?" Alys said. The quibble dipped now, spiraling down in a helical pattern toward a
cluster of large estates, tree- and grass-surrounded, below. "Here's the house."

19

Its blades vertical now, the quibble sank to an asphalt spot in the center of the great
| awn of the house. Jason barely noticed the house: three story, Spanish style with black iron
railings on the balconies, red-tile roof, adobe or stucco walls; he could not tell. A Iarge house,
with beautiful oak trees surrounding it; the house had been built into the | andscape wi thout
destroying it. The house bl ended and seened a part of the trees and grass, an extension into the
real m of the nannade

Alys shut off the quibble, kicked open a balky door. "Leave the records in the car and
conme along," she said to himas she slid fromthe qui bble and upright, onto the | awn.

Rel uctantly, he placed the record al buns back on the seat and followed her, hurrying to
catch up with her; the girl's long bl ack-sheathed | egs carried her rapidly toward the huge front
gate of the house.

"W even have pieces of broken glass bottles enbedded in the top of the walls. To repe
bandits . . . in this day and age. The house once belonged to the great Ernie Till, the Wstern
actor." She pressed a button nounted on the front gate before the house and t here appeared a brown-
uni formed private pol, who scrutinized her, nodded, released the power surge that slid the gate
asi de.

To Alys, Jason said, "What do you know? You know |'m-"

"You're fabulous,” Alys said matter-of-factly. "I've known it for years."

"But you've been where | was. Were | always am Not here.”

Taking his arm Alys guided himdown an adobe-and-slate corridor and then down a flight of
five brick steps, into a sunken living room an ancient place in this day, but beautiful

He did not, however, give a danm; he wanted to talk to her, to find out what and how she
knew. And what it signified.

"Do you renenber this place?" Alys said.

"No, " he said.

"“You shoul d. You've been here before."

"I haven't," he said, guardedly; she had thoroughly trapped his credulity by producing the
two records. _I've got to have them, he said to hinself. To show to-- yes, he thought; to whon?
To CGeneral Buckman? And if | do show him what will it get ne?

"A cap of nescaline?" Alys said, going to a drug case, a large hand-oil ed wal nut cabi net
at the end of the leather and brass bar on the far side of the living room

"Alittle," he said. But then his response surprised him he blinked. "I want to keep ny
head cl ear," he anmended.

She brought hima tiny enaneled drug tray on which rested a crystal tunbler of water and a
white capsule. "Very good stuff. Harvey's Yellow Nunber One, inported from Switzerland in bulk,
capsul ed on Bond Street." She added, "And not strong at all. Color stuff."

"Thanks." He accepted the glass and the white capsul e; he drank the nescal i ne down, placed
the glass back on the tray. "Aren't you having any?" he asked her, feeling--belatedly--wary.

“I"'malready spaced," Alys said genially, smling her gold baroque tooth smle. "Can't you
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tell? | guess not; you' ve never seen me any other way."

"Did you know |I'd be brought to the L. A Police Acadeny?" he asked. You nust have, he
t hought, _because you had the two records of mne with you . Had you not known, the chances of
your having them al one are zero out of a billion, virtually.

"I nmonitored sone of their transm ssions," Alys said; turning, she roanmed restlessly off,
tapping on the small enanmeled tray with one long fingernail. "I happened to pick up the officia
traffic between Vegas and Felix. | like to listen to himnow and then during the time he's on
duty. Not always, but"--she pointed toward a room beyond an open corridor at the near side--"I
want to |l ook at sonething; I'Il showit to you, if it's as good as Felix said."

He foll owed, the buzz of questions in his mnd dinning at himas he wal ked. If she can get
across, he thought, go back and forth, as she seens to have done-- "He said the center drawer of
his maple desk," Alys said reflectively as she stood in the center of the house's library; |eather-
bound books rose up in cases nmounted to the high ceiling of the chanber. Several desks, a gl ass
case of tiny cups, various early chess sets, two ancient Tarot card decks . . . Alys wandered over
to a New Engl and desk, opened a drawer, peered within. "Ah," she said, and brought out a gl assine
envel ope.

"Alys--" Jason began, but she cut himoff with a brusque snap of her fingers.
"Be quiet while | look at this." Fromthe surface of the desk she took a | arge nagnifying
gl ass; she scrutinized the envel ope. "A stanp," she explained, then, glancing up. "I'Il take it

out so you can look at it." Finding a pair of philatelic tongs she carefully drew the stanp from
its envel ope and set it down on the felt pad at the front edge of the desk

bedi ently, Jason peeped through the nagnifying lens at the stanp. It seened to hima
stanmp |li ke any other stanp, except that unlike nodern stanps it had been printed in only one
col or.

"Look at the engraving on the aninals,"” Alys said. "The herd of steer. It's absolutely
perfect; every line is exact. This stanp has never been--" She stopped his hand as he started to
touch the stanp. "Oh no," she said. "Don't ever touch a stanp with your fingers; always use
tongs."

"Is it val uabl e?" he asked.

"Not really. But they're alnbst never sold. I'll explain it to you sonmeday. This is a
present to me from Felix, because he |oves ne. Because, he says, |'mgood in bed."

"It's a nice stanp," Jason said, disconcerted. He handed the magnifying gl ass back to her.

"Felix told me the truth; it's a good copy. Perfectly centered, |ight cancellation that
doesn't mar the center picture, and--" Deftly, with the tongs, she flipped the stanp over on its
back, allowed it to lie on the felt pad face dowmn. Al at once her expression changed; her face
gl owed hotly and she said, "That notherfucker."

"What's the matter?" he said.

"A thin spot." She touched a corner of the stanp's back side with the tongs. "Well, you

can't tell fromthe front. But that's Felix. Hell, it's probably counterfeit anyhow Except that
Fel i x al ways sonehow manages not to buy counterfeits. Ckay, Felix; that's one for you."
Thoughtfully, she said, "I wonder if he's got another one in his own collection. | could switch

them" Going to a wall safe, she twiddled for a time with the dials, opened the safe at |ast, and
brought out a huge and heavy al bum which she lugged to the desk. "Felix," she said, "does not
know | know the conbination to that safe. So don't tell him" She cautiously turned heavy-gauge
pages, came to one on which four stanmps rested. "No onedollar black," she said. "But he may have
hidden it el sewhere. He may even have it down at the academy.” dosing the al bum she restored it
to the wall safe.

"The mescaline," Jason said, "is beginning to affect ne." H's |l egs ached: for himthat was
al ways a sign that nescaline was beginning to act in his system "I'lIl sit down," he said, and
managed to | ocate a | eather-covered easy chair before his | egs gave way. Or _seened_ to give way;
actually they never did: it was a drug-instigated illusion. But all the same it felt real

"Wuld you like to see a collection of chaste and ornate snuff boxes?" Alys inquired.
"Felix has a terribly fine collection. Al antiques, in gold, silver, alloys, with canmeo
engravi ngs, hunting scenes--no?" She seated herself opposite him crossed her |ong, black-sheathed
| egs; her high-heel ed shoe dangl ed as she swung it back and forth. "One time Felix bought an old
snuff box at an auction, paid a lot for it, brought it home. He cleaned the old snuff out of it
and found a springoperated | evel nounted at the bottom of the box, or what seened to be the
bottom The | ever operated when you screwed down a tiny screw. It took himall day to find a too
smal | enough to rotate the screw. But at |east he got it." She | aughed

"What happened?" Jason sai d.

"The bottom of the box--a false bottomwith a tin plate concealed in it. He got the plate
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out." She | aughed again, her gold tooth ornamentation sparkling. "It turned out to be a two-
hundred-year-old dirty picture. O a chick copulating with a Shetland pony. Tinted, too, in eight
colors. Wrth, oh, say, five thousand dollars--not mnmuch, but it genuinely delighted us. The

deal er, of course, didn't know it was there."

"l see," Jason said.

"You don't have any interest in snuff boxes," Alys said, still smling.

“I"'d like--to see it," he said. And then he said. "Alys, you know about me; you know who |
am _Wiy doesn't anybody el se know?_"

"Because they've never been there."

" \Where? "

Al'ys massaged her tenples, twi sted her tongue, stared blankly ahead, as if lost in
thought. As if barely hearing him "You know, " she said, sounding bored and a little irritable.
"Christ, man, you lived there forty-two years. Wat can | tell you about that place that you don't
al ready know?" She gl anced up, then, her heavy lips curling nischievously; she grinned at him

"How did | get here?" he said.

"You--" She hesitated. "I"'mnot sure | should tell you."

Loudly, he said, "_ Wy not?_ "

"Let it come in time." She nmade a danping notion with her hand. "In time, in time. Look
man; you've already been hit by a lot; you al nost got shipped to a |abor canp, and you know what
ki nd, today. Thanks to that asshole McNulty and ny dear brother. My brother the police general."
Her face had becone ugly with revul sion, but then she smled her provocative snile once again. Her
| azy, gold-toothed, inviting smle

Jason said, "I want to know where | am"

“You're in my study in nmy house. You're perfectly safe; we got all the insects off you
And no one's going to break in here. Do you know what?" She sprang from her chair, bounding to her

feet like a superlithe animal; involuntarily he drew back. "Have you ever made it by phone?" she
demanded, bright-eyed and eager
" Made what ?"

"The grid," Alys said. "Don't you know about the phone grid?"

"No," he admitted. But he had heard of it.

"Your--everybody' s--sexual aspects are linked electronically, and anplified, to as nmuch as
you can endure. It's addictive, because it's electronically enhanced. People, sone of them get so

deep into it they can't pull out; their whole lives revolve around the weekly--or, hell, even
daily!--setting up of the network of phone lines. It's regular picturephones, which you activate
by credit card, so it's free at the tine you do it; the sponsors bill you once a nmonth and if you

don't pay they cut your phone out of the grid."

"How many people," he asked, "are involved in this?"

"Thousands. "

"At one tine?"

Alys nodded. "Mst of them have been doing it two, three years. And they've deteriorated
physically--and nentally-- fromit. Because the part of the brain where the orgasmis experienced
is gradual |y burned out. But don't put down the people; some of the finest and nobst sensitive
m nds on earth are involved. For themit's a sacred, holy conmuni on. Except you can spot a gridder
when you see one; they | ook debauched, old, fat, listless-- the latter always between the phone-
line orgies, of course.”

"And you do this?" She did not | ook debauched, old, fat, or listless to him

"Now and then. But | never get hooked; | cut nyself out of the grid just in tine. Do you
want to try it?"

"No, " he said.

"Ckay," Alys said reasonably, undaunted. "What would you like to do? W have a good
collection of Rilke and Brecht in interlinear translation discs. The other day Felix cane hone
with a quad-and-light set of all seven Sibelius synphonies; it's very good. For dinner Emma is
preparing frog's legs . . . Felix loves both frog's |l egs and escargot. He eats out in good French
and Basque restaurants nost of the tine but tonight--"

"I want to know," Jason interrupted, "where | am"

"Can't you sinply be happy?"

He rose to his feet--with difficulty--and confronted her. Silently.

20
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The nescaline had furiously begun to affect him the roomgrew lit up with colors, and the
perspective factor altered so that the ceiling seemed a million nmiles high. And, gazing at Alys,
he saw her hair conme alive . . . like Medusa's, he thought, and felt fear

Ignoring him Alys continued, "Felix especially |ikes Basque cuisine, but they cook with
so much butter that it gives himpyloric spasns. He al so has a good collection of Wird Tales_,
and he | oves baseball. And--let's see." She wandered off, a finger tapping against her |ips as she
reflected. "He's interested in the occult. Do you--"

"I feel sonething," Jason said.

"What do you feel ?"

Jason said, "I can't get away."

“It's the nes. Take it easy."

"l--" He pondered; a giant weight lay on his brain, but all throughout the weight streaks

of light, of satori-Ilike insight, shot here and there.

"What | collect,” Alys said, "is in the next room what we call the library. This is the
study. In the library Felix has all his law books . . . did you know he's a |lawer, as well as a
police general ? And he has done sone good things; | have to admit it. Do you now what he did
once?"

He could not answer; he could only stand. Inert, hearing the sounds but not the neaning.
O it.

"For a year Felix was legally in charge of one-fourth of Terra's forced-1abor canps. He
di scovered that by virtue of an obscure | aw passed years ago when the forced-|abor canps were nore
like death canps--with a lot of blacks in them- anyhow, he discovered that this statute permtted
the canps to operate only during the Second Civil War. And he had the power to close any and al
canps at any tine he felt it to be in the public interest. And those bl acks and the students who'd
been working in the canps are dam tough and strong, fromyears of heavy manual |abor. They're not
like the effete, pale, clamy students |living beneath the canpus areas. And then he researched and
di scovered anot her obscure statute. Any canp that isn't operating at a profit has to be--or rather
had to be--closed. So Felix changed the anount of noney-- very little, of course--paid to the
detainees. So all he had to do was jack up their pay, showred ink in the books, and barn; he
coul d shut down the canps." She | aughed.

He tried to speak but couldn't. Inside himhis nind churned |like a tattered rubber ball
sinking and rising, slowi ng down, speeding up, fading and then flaring brilliantly; the shafts of
Iight scanpered all through him piercing every part of his body.

"But the big thing Felix did,” Alys said, "had to do with the student ki bbutzi munder the
bur ned- out canpuses. A lot of them are desperate for food and water; you know how it is: the
students try to nake it into town, foraging for supplies, ripping off and looting. Well, the
police maintain a | ot of agents amobng the students agitating for a final shootout with the police

whi ch the police and nats are hopefully waiting for. Do you see?"

"I see," he said, "a hat."

"But Felix tried to keep off any sort of shootout. But to do it he had to get supplies to
the students; do you see?"

"The hat is red," Jason said. "Like your ears."

"Because of his position as marshal in the pol hierarchy, Felix had access to informant
reports as to the condition of each student kibbutz. He knew which ones were failing and which
were making it. It was his job to boil out of the horde of abstracts the ultimately inportant
facts: which ki bbutzi mwere going under and which were not. Once he had |isted those in trouble,
other high police officers met with himto decide how to apply pressure whi ch woul d hasten the
end. Defeatist agitation by police finks, sabotage of food and water supplies. Desperate--actually
hopel ess--forays out of the canpus area in search of help--for instance, at Colunbia one tine they
had a plan of getting to the Harry S Truman Labor Canp and liberating the detai nees and arm ng
them but at that even Felix had to say 'Intervene!' But anyhow it was Felix's job to determne
the tactic for each kibbutz under scrutiny. Many, nmany tinmes he advised no action at all. For
this, of course, the hardhats criticized him demanded his renoval fromhis position." Ays
paused. "He was a full police marshal, then, you have to realize."

"Your red," Jason said, "is fantidul ous."

"I know." Alys's lips turned down. "Can't you hold your hit, man? |'mtrying to tell you
sonet hing. Felix got _demoted_, from police marshal to police general, because he saw to it, when
he could, that in the kibbutzimthe students were bathed, fed, their nedical supplies |ooked
after, cots provided. Like he did for the forced-|1abor canps under his jurisdiction. So now he's
just a general. But they | eave him al one. They've done all they can to himfor now and he stil
hol ds a high office."
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"But your incest," Jason said. "Wat if?" He paused; he could not renenber the rest of his
sentence. "If," he said, and that seened to be it; he felt a furious glow, arising fromthe fact
that he had nanaged to convey his nessage to her. "If," he said again, and the inner gl ow becane
wild with happy fury. He excl ai ned al oud.

“You nmean what if the marshals knew that Felix and | have a son? Wat would they do?"

"They would do," Jason said. "Can we hear sonme nusic? Or give ne--" H's words ceased; none
nore entered his brain. "CGee," he said. "My nmother wouldn't be here. Death."

Alys inhal ed deeply, sighed. "Ckay, Jason," she said. "I'lIl give up trying to rap with
you. Until your head is back."

"Tal k," he said.

"Wwuld you like to see ny bondage cartoons?"

"What," he said, "that's?"

"Drawi ngs, very stylized, of chicks tied up, and nen--"

"Can | lie down?" he said. "My legs won't work. | think nmy right |eg extends to the noon.
In other words"--he considered--"1 broke it standing up."

"Cone here." She led him step by step, fromthe study and back into the living room "Lie
down on the couch," she told him Wth agonizing difficulty he did so. "I'll go get you sone
Thorazine; it'll counteract the nes."

"This is a ness," he said.

"Let's see . . . where the hell did | put that? |I rarely if ever have to use it, but |
keep it in case sonething like this . . . God damm it, can't you drop a single cap of nes and be

sonmet hing? | take five at once."

"But you're vast," Jason said.

“I'"I'l be back; I'mgoing upstairs."” Alys strode off, toward a door |ocated severa
di stances away; for a long, long tinme he watched her dwi ndl e--how did she acconplish it? It seemed
i ncredi bl e that she could shrink down to al nbst nothing--and then she vani shed. He felt, at that,
terrible fear. He knew that he had becone al one, w thout help. W will help me? he asked hinself.
I have to get away fromthese stanps and cups and snuf f boxes and bondage cartoons and phone grids
and frog's legs |I've got to get to that quibble I've got to fly away and back to where | know back
in town maybe with Ruth Rae if they've let her go or even back to Kathy Nelson this wonan is too
much for me so is her brother themand their incest child in Florida nanmed what ?

He rose unsteadily, groped his way across a rug that sprang a mllion | eaks of pure
pigment as he trod on it, crushing it with his ponderous shoes, and then, at |ast, he stunbled
agai nst the front door of the unsteady room

Sunlight. He had gotten outside

The qui bbl e.

He hobbled to it.

I nside he sat at the controls, bewi ldered by Iegions of knobs, |evers, wheels, pedals,
dials. "Wiy doesn't it go?" he said aloud. "Get going!" he told it, rocking back and forth in the
driver's seat. "Wn't she let me go?" he asked the quibble.

The keys. O course he couldn't fly it no keys.

Her coat in the back seat; he had witnessed it. And al so her |arge nail pouch purse. There,
the keys in her purse. There.

The two record al bunms. _Taverner and the Blue, Blue Blues . And the best of them all

_There'll be a Good Tine_. He groped, managed somehow to lift both record al buns up, conveyed them
to the enpty seat beside him | have the proof here, he realized. It's here in these records and
it's here in the house. Wth her. I've got to find it here if I'"'mgoing to. Find it. Nowhere el se.

Even General M. Felix Wat-I|s-HeNaned? he won't find it. He doesn't know. As nuch as ne.
Carrying the enornous record al buns he ran back to the house--around himthe | andscape

flowed, with whip, tall, tree-like organisnms gulping in air out of the sweet blue sky, organisns
whi ch absorbed water and light, ate the hue into the sky. . . he reached the gate, pushed agai nst
it. The gate did not budge. Button

He found no.

Step by step. Feel each inch with fingers. Like in the dark. Yes, he thought. I'min

darkness. He set down the nuchtoo-big record al bunms, stood against the wall beside the gate,
slowy nassaged the rubberlike surface of the wall. Nothing. Nothing.

The button.

He pressed it, grabbed up the record al bunms, stood in front of the gate as it incredibly
slowy creaked its noisy protesting way open

A brown-uni forned nman carrying a gun appeared. Jason said, "I had to go back to the
qui bbl e for something."
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"Perfectly all right, sir,"

you'd be back."

"I's she insane?" Jason asked him

"I"'mnot in a position to know, sir,
away, touching his visored cap

The front door of the house hung open as he had left it. He scranbled through, descended
brick steps, found hinself once nore in the radically irregular living roomwith its million-nile-
high ceiling. "Alys!" he said. Was she in the roon? He carefully looked in all directions; as he
had done when searching for the button he phased his way through every visible inch of the room
The bar at the far end with the handsone wal nut drug cabinet . . . couch, chairs. Pictures on the
walls. A face in one of the pictures jeered at himbut he did not care; it could not |eave the
wal | . The quad phonograph

His records. Play them

He lifted at the Iid of the phonograph but it wouldn't open. Why? he asked. Locked? No, it
slid out. He slid it out, with a terrible noise, as if he had destroyed it. Tone arm Spindle. He
got one of his records out of its sleeve and placed in on the spindle. | can work these things, he
said, and turned on the anplifiers, setting the node to phono. Switch that activated the changer.
He twisted it. The tone armlifted; the turntable began to spin, agonizingly slowy. Wat was the
matter with it? Wong speed? No; he checked. Thirty-three and a third. The nmechani sm of the
spi ndl e heaved and the record dropped.

Loud noi se of the needle hitting the |lead-in groove. Crackles of dust, clicks. Typical of
old quad records. Easily m sused and danaged; all you had to do was breathe on them

Background hiss. Mre crackl es.

the man in the brown uniformsaid. "I saw you |l eave and | knew

the man in the brown uni form said, and he backed

No mnusi c.
Lifting the tone arm he set it farther in. Geat roaring crash as the stylus struck the
surface; he wi nced, sought the volunme control to turn it down. Still no rmusic. No sound of hinself

si ngi ng.

The strength the nescaline had over himbegan now to waver; he felt coldly, keenly sober.
The other record. Swiftly he got it fromits jacket and sleeve, placed it on the spindle, rejected
the first record

Sound of the needle touching plastic surface. Background hiss and the inevitable crackles
and clicks. Still no nusic.

The records were bl ank.

PART THREE
Never may ny woes be relieved,
Since pity is fled,
And tears and sighs and groans ny weary days
O all joys have deprived.
21

"Alys!" Jason Taverner called loudly. No answer. Is it the nescaline? he asked hinself. He
made his way clunsily fromthe phonograph toward the door through which Alys had gone. A |ong
hal | way, deep-pile wool carpet. At the far end stairs with a black iron railing, |eading up to the
second fl oor.

He strode as quickly as possible up the hall, to the stairs, and then, step by step, up
the stairs.

The second floor. A foyer, with an antique Hepplewhite table off to one side, piled high
with _Box_ magazines. That, weirdly, caught his attention; who, Felix or Alys, or both, read a | ow
class mass-circul ati on pornographi c magazi ne |ike _Box?_ He passed on then, still--because of the
mescal i ne, certainly--seeing snmall details. The bathroom that was where he would find her

"Alys," he said grimy; perspiration trickled fromhis forehead down his nose and cheeks;
his arnpits had becone steany and danp with the enotions cascadi ng through his body. "God dam
it," he said, speaking to her although he could not see her. "There's no nusic on those records,
no me. They're fakes. Aren't they?" O is it the nescaline? he asked hinself. "I've got to know "
he said. "Make themplay if they're okay. |Is the phonograph broken, is that it? Needle point or
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stylus or whatever you call them broken of f?" It happens, he thought. Maybe it's riding on the
tops of the grooves.

A hal f-open door; he pushed it wi de. A bedroom w th the bed unmade. And on the floor a
mattress with a sleeping bag thrown onto it. Alittle pile of nen's supplies: shaving cream

deodorant, razor, aftershave, conb. . . a guest, he thought, here before but now gone.
"I's anybody here?" he yell ed.
Si | ence.

Ahead he saw the bat hroom past the partially opened door he caught sight of an amazingly
old tub on painted lion's legs. An antique, he thought, even down to their bathtub. He | oped
haltingly down the hail, past other doors, to the bathroom reaching it, he pushed the door aside.

And saw, on the floor, a skeleton

It wore black shiny pants, leather shirt, chain belt with wought-iron buckle. The foot
bones had cast aside the highheel ed shoes. A few tufts of hair clung to the skull, but outside of
that, there remained nothing: the eyes had gone, all the flesh had gone. And the skeleton itself
had becone yel | ow.

"God," Jason said, swaying; he felt his vision fail and his sense of gravity shift: his
m ddl e ear fluctuated in its pressures so that the roomcaroned around him silently in perpetual
ball notion. Like a pourout of Ferris wheel at a child's circus.

He shut his eyes, hung on to the wall, then, finally, |ooked again.

She has di ed, he thought. But when? A hundred thousand years ago? A few mi nutes ago?

Why has she di ed? he asked hinsel f.

Is it the nescaline? That | took? _Is this real?_

It's real

Bendi ng, he touched the leather fringed shirt. The leather felt soft and snpoth; it hadn't
decayed. Tinme hadn't touched her clothing; that neant sonething but he did not conprehend what.
Just her, he thought. Everything else in this house is the sane as it was. So it can't be the
mescal ine affecting me. But | can't be sure, he thought.

Downstairs. Get out of here.

He | oped erratically back down the hail, still in the process of scranbling to his feet,
so that he ran bent over |ike an ape of sonme unusual kind. He seized the black iron railing,
descended two, three steps at once, stunbled and fell, caught hinmself and haul ed hinsel f back up

to a standing position. In his chest his heart |abored, and his lungs, overtaxed, inflated and
enptied |ike a bell ows.

In an instant he had sped across the living roomto the front door--then, for reasons
obscure to himbut sonehow i nportant, he snatched up the two records fromthe phonograph, stuffed
theminto their jackets, carried themw th himthrough the front door of the house, out into the
bright warm sun of nidday.

"Leaving, sir?" the brown-uniformed private cop asked, noticing himstanding there, his
chest heavi ng.

"I"msick," Jason said.

"Sorry to hear that, sir. Can | get you anythi ng?"

"The keys to the quibble."

"M ss Bucknman usually | eaves the keys in the ignition

"I 1ooked," Jason said, panting.

The cop said, "I'll go ask M ss Buckman for you."

"No, " Jason said, and then thought, But if it's the nmescaline it's okay. Isn't it?

"'"No'?" the cop said, and all at once his expression changed. "Stay where you are," he
said. "Don't head toward that quibble." Spinning, he dashed into the house.

Jason sprinted across the grass, to the asphalt square and the parked qui bble. The keys;
were they in the ignition? No. Her purse. He seized it and dunped everything out on the seats. A
t housand obj ects, but no keys. And then, crushing him a hoarse scream

At the front gate of the house the cop appeared, his face distorted. He stood si deways,
reflexively, lifted his gun, held it with both hands, and fired at Jason. But the gun wavered; the
cop was trenbling too badly.

Craw i ng out of the far side of the quibble, Jason |urched across the thick noist |awn,
toward the nearby oak trees. Again the cop fired. Again he missed. Jason heard himcurse; the cop
started to run toward him trying to get closer to him then all at once the cop spun and sped
back into the house.

Jason reached the trees. He crashed through dry underbrush, |inbs of bushes snapping as he
forced his way through. A high adobe wall. . . and what had Al ys sai d? Broken bottles cenented on
top? He crawl ed al ong the base of the wall, fighting the thick underbrush, then abruptly found

the cop said.
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hi nsel f facing a broken wooden door; it hung partially open, and beyond it he saw other houses and
a street.

It was not the mescaline, he realized. The cop sawit, too. Her lying there. The anci ent
skeleton. As if dead all these years.

On the far side of the street a womman, with an arm oad of packages, was unl ocking the door
of her ffipflap

Jason nmade his way across the street, forcing his mnd to work, forcing the dregs of the
mescal i ne away. "M ss," he said, gasping.

Startled, the worman | ooked up. Young, heavy-set, but with beautiful auburn hair. "Yes?"
she said nervously, surveying him

“I've been given a toxic dose of sone drug,
"WIIl you drive me to a hospital ?"

Sil ence. She continued to stare at himw de-eyed; he said nothing--he nmerely stood
panting, waiting. Yes or no; it had to be one or the other

Jason said, trying to keep his voice steady.

The heavy-set girl with the auburn hair said, "lI--I"mnot a very good driver. | just got
my |icense | ast week."
“I"Il drive," Jason said.

"But | won't cone along." She backed away, clutching her arm oad of badly-w apped brown-
paper parcels. Probably she had been on her way to the post office.

"Can | have the keys?" he said; he extended his hand. Wited.

"But you m ght pass out and then ny flipflap--"

"Come with me then," he said.

She handed himthe keys and crept into the rear seat of the flipflap. Jason, his heart
pulsing with relief, got in behind the wheel, stuck the key into the ignition, turned the notor
on, and, in a nonment, sent the flipflap flipflapping up into the sky, at its maxi num speed of
forty knots an hour. It was, he noted for sone odd reason, a very inexpensive nodel flipflap: a
Ford G eyhound. An econony flipflap. And not new.

"Are you in great pain?" the girl asked anxiously; her face, in his rear-view mrror,
still showed nervousness, even panic. The situation was too nuch for her

"No, " he said.

"What was the drug?"

"They didn't say." The mescaline had virtually worn off, now, thank God his six physiol ogy
had the strength to conbat it: he did not relish the idea of piloting a slownoving flipflap
through the m dday Los Angeles traffic while on a hit of mescaline. And, he thought savagely, a
big hit. Despite what she said.

She. Alys. Wiy are the records blank? he asked silently. The records--where were they? He
peered about, stricken. Ch. On the seat beside him automatically he had thrust themin as he

himself got into the flipflap. So they're okay. | can try to play them again on anot her
phonogr aph.

"The nearest hospital,” the heavy-set girl said, "is St. Martin's at Thirty-fifth and
Webster. It's small, but | went there to have a wart renmoved fromnmy hand, and they seened very
consci entious and kind."

"We'| | go there," Jason said.

"Are you feeling worse or better?"

"Better," he said.

"Did you cone fromthe Bucknman's house?"

"Yes." He nodded.

The girl said, "lIs it true that they're brother and sister, M. and Ms. Buckman? | nean--
"Twi ns," he said.

"I understand that," the girl said. "But you know, it's strange; when you see them
together it's as if they' re husband and wi fe. They kiss and hol d hands, and he's very deferenti al
to her and then sonetines they have terrible fights." The girl remained silent a nonment and then
| eaning forward said, "My nane is Mary Anne Dominic. What is your nane?"

"Jason Taverner," he informed her. Not that it neant anything. After all. After what had
seened for a nmonent--but then the girl's voice broke into his thoughts.

“"I"'ma potter," she said shyly. "These are pots |'mtaking to the post office to mail to
stores in northern California, especially to Gunp's in San Franci sco and Frazer's in Berkeley."

"Do you do good work?" he asked; alnpbst all of his mnd, his faculties, remained fixed in
time, fixed at the instant he had opened the bat hroom door and seen her--it--on the floor. He
barely heard M ss Dominic's voice.
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"I try to. But you never know. Anyhow, they sell."

"You have strong hands," he said, for want of anything better to say; his words stil
energed semreflexively, as if he were uttering themwith only a fragnent of his mnd

"Thank you," Mary Anne Dominic said.

Si |l ence.

"You passed the hospital,"” Mary Anne Donminic said. "It's back a little way and to the
left." Her original anxiety had now crawl ed back into her voice. "Are you really going there or is
this some--"

"Don't be scared,” he said, and this tine he paid attention to what he said; he used al
his ability to make his tone kind and reassuring. "I'mnot an escaped student. Nor am| an escapee
froma forced-labor canp." He turned his head and | ooked directly into her face. "But | amin
trouble."

"Then you didn't take a toxic drug." Her voice wavered. It was as if that which she had
nmost feared throughout her whole life had finally overtaken her.

"I''"l'l land us," he said. "To nake you feel safer. This is far enough for ne. Please don't
freak; | won't hurt you." But the girl sat rigid and stricken, waiting for--well, neither of them
knew.

At an intersection, a busy one, he landed at the curb, quickly opened the door. But then
on inpulse, he remained within the flipflap for a noment, turned still in the girl's direction.

"Pl ease get out," she quavered. "I don't mean to be inpolite, but I'mreally scared. You
hear about hunger-crazed students who sonmehow get through the barricades around the campuses--"

"Listen to ne," he said sharply, breaking into her flow of speech

"COkay." She conposed hersel f, hands on her |apful of packages, dutifully--and fearfully--
wai ting.

Jason said, "You shouldn't be frightened so easily. O life is going to be too nuch for

you. "

"I see." She nodded hunmbly, listening, paying attention as if she were at a coll ege
cl assroom | ect ure.

"Are you always afraid of strangers?" he asked her

"l guess so." Again she nodded; this time she hung her head as if he had adnoni shed her
And in a fashion he had.

"Fear," Jason said, "can make you do nore wong than hate or jealousy. If you're afraid
you don't commit yourself to life conpletely; fear makes you al ways, always hold sonethi ng back."

"I think I know what you nean,"” Mary Anne Domi nic said. "One day about a year ago there
was this dreadful pounding on my door, and | ran into the bathroom and | ocked nyself in and
pretended | wasn't there, because | thought sonebody was trying to break in . . . and then later |
found out that the woman upstairs had got her hand caught in the drain of her sink--she has one of
those Disposall things-- and a knife had gotten down into it and she reached her hand down to get
it and got caught. And it was her little boy at the door--"

"So you do understand what | nean,” Jason interrupted.

"Yes. | wish | wasn't that way. | really do. But | still am™
Jason said, "How old are you?"
"Thirty--two."

That surprised him she seemed nuch younger. Evidently she had not ever really grown up
He felt synpathy for her; how hard it nust have been for her to let himtake over her ffipflap
And her fears had been correct in one respect: he had not been asking for help for the reason he
cl ai med.

He said to her, "You're a very nice person."”

"Thank you," she said dutifully. Hunbly.

"See that coffee shop over there?" he said, pointing to a nodern, well-patronized cafe.

"Let's go over there. | want to talk to you." | have to talk to someone, anyone, he thought, or
six or not | amgoing to | ose ny mnd.
"But," she protested anxiously, "I have to get ny packages into the post office before two

so they'll get the midafternoon pickup for the Bay Area."

"We'll do that first, then," he said. Reaching for the ignition switch, he pulled out the
key, handed it back to Mary Anne Donminic. "You drive. As slowy as you want."

"M.--Taverner," she said. "I just want to be let alone."

"No," he said. "You shouldn't be alone. It's killing you; it's underm ning you. Al the
tinme, every day, you should be somewhere with people.”

Silence. And then Mary Anne said, "The post office is at Fbrty-ninth and Fulton. Could you
drive? I'msort of nervous."
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It seemed to hima great noral victory; he felt pleased. He took back the key, and
shortly, they were on their way to Forty-ninth and Fulton.

22

Later, they sat in a booth at a coffee shop, a clean and attractive place with young
wai tresses and a reasonably | oose patronage. The jukebox drummed out Louis Panda's "Menory of Your
Nose." Jason ordered coffee only; Mss Domnic had a fruit salad and iced tea.

"What are those two records you' re carrying?" she asked.

He handed themto her

"Why, they're by you. If you're Jason Taverner. Are you?"

"Yes." He was certain of that, at |east.

"I don't think I've ever heard you sing," Mary Anne Dominic said. "lI'd love to, but |
don't usually like pop nusic; | like those great old-time folk singers out of the past, |ike Buffy
St. Marie. There's nobody now who could sing |ike Buffy."”

"I agree," he said sonberly, his mnd still returning to the house, the bathroom the
escape fromthe frantic brownuni fornmed private cop. It wasn't the nescaline_, he told hinself
once agai n. Because the cop sawit, too.

O saw _sonet hing_.

"Maybe he didn't see what | saw," he said aloud. "Muybe he just saw her lying there. Maybe
she fell. Maybe--" He thought, Maybe |I should go back

"Who didn't see what?" Mary Anne Doninic asked, and then flushed bright scarlet. "I didn't
mean to poke into your life; you said you're in trouble and | can see you have sonething wei ghty
and heavy on your mind that's obsessing you."

"l have to be sure," he said, "what actually happened. Everything is there in that house."
And on these records, he thought.

Al'ys Buckman knew about ny TV program She knew about ny records. She knew which one was
the big hit; she owned it. But--.

There had been no nusic on the records. Broken stylus, hell--sonme kind of sound, distorted
per haps, should have cone out. He had handl ed records too | ong and phonographs too I ong not to
know t hat .

"You're a noody person,” Mary Anne Dom nic said. Fromher small cloth purse she had
brought a pair of glasses; she now | aboriously read the bio material on the back of the record
j ackets.

"What's happened to ne," Jason said briefly, "has nade ne noody."

"It says here that you have a TV program"

"Right." He nodded. "At nine on Tuesday night. On NBC. "

"Then you're really famous. I'msitting here talking to a fanbus person that | ought to
know about. How does it meke you feel--1 nean, ny not recognizing who you are when you told ne
your name?"

He shrugged. And felt ironically anused.

"Woul d the jukebox have any songs by you?" She pointed to the nulticol ored Babyl oni an
Gothic structure in the far corner

"Maybe," he said. It was a good question.

"I"1l go look." Mss Dominic fished a half quinque from her pocket, slid fromthe booth,
and crossed the coffee shop to stare down at the titles and artists of the jukebox's |isting.

When she gets back she is going to be |less inpressed by ne, Jason nused. He knew t he
effect of one ellipsis: unless he manifested hinmself everywhere, fromevery radi o and phonograph
j ukebox and sheet-nmnusic shop, TV screen, in the universe, the magic spell collapsed.

She returned smiling." 'Nowhere Nuthin'" Fuck-up,' "she said, reseating herself. He saw
then that the half qui nque was gone. "It should play next."

Instantly he was on his feet and across the coffee shop to the jukebox.

She was right. Selection B4. Hi s npbst recent hit, "Nowhere Nuthin' Fuck-up," a sentinenta
nunber. And al ready the nechani sm of the jukebox had begun to process the disc.

A noment later his voice, mellowed by quad sound points and echo chanbers, filled the
cof fee shop.

Dazed, he returned to the booth.

"You sound superwonderful ," Mary Anne said, politely, perhaps, given her taste, when the
di sc had ended.
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"Thanks." It had been him all right. The grooves on that record hadn't been bl ank
“"You're really far out," Mary Anne said enthusiastically, all smles and tw nkly gl asses.

Jason said sinmply, "I've been at it a long tine." She had sounded as if she nmeant it.

"Do you feel bad that | hadn't heard of you?"

"No." He shook his head, still dazed. Certainly she was not alone in that, as the events
of the past two days--two days? had it only been that?--had shown.

"“Can--1 order sonething nore?" Mary Anne asked. She hesitated. "I spent all ny noney on

stamps; |--"

“I'"m picking up the tab," Jason said.

"How do you think the strawberry cheesecake woul d be?"

"Qutstanding," he said, nonmentarily anused by her. The wonan's earnestness, her anxieties

does she have any boy friends of any kind? he wondered. Probably not . . . she lived in a
worl d of pots, clay, brown wapping paper, troubles with her little old Ford Greyhound, and, in
t he background, the stereo-only voices of the old-tine greats: Judy Collins and Joan Baez.

"Ever listened to Heather Hart?" he asked. Gently.

Her forehead winkled. "I--don't recall for sure. Is she a folk singer or--" Her voice
trailed off; she | ooked sad. As if she sensed that she was failing to be what she ought to be,
failing to know what every reasonabl e person knew. He felt synpathy for her

"Bal | ads," Jason said. "Like what | do."

"Coul d we hear your record agai n?"

He obligingly returned to the jukebox, scheduled it for replay.

This time Mary Anne did not seemto enjoy it.

"What's the matter?" he asked.

"Ch," she said, "I always tell nyself |I'mcreative; | make pots and like that. But | don't
know if they're actually any good. | don't know howto tell. People say to ne--"

"People tell you everything. Fromthat you're worthless to priceless. The worst and the
best. You're always reachi ng sonmebody here"--he tapped the salt shaker--"and not reachi ng sonebody
there." He tapped her fruit-salad bow .

"But there has to be some way--"

"There are experts. You can listen to them to their theories. They al ways have theori es.
They wite long articles and di scuss your stuff back to the first record you cut nineteen years
ago. They conpare recordings you don't even renenber having cut. And the TV critics--"

"But to be noticed." Again, briefly, her eyes shone.

"I"'msorry," he said, rising to his feet once nore. He could wait no longer. "I have to
make a phone call. Hopefully I'Il be right back. If I"mnot"--he put his hand on her shoul der, on
her knitted white sweater, which she had probably nmade herself--"it's been nice neeting you."

Puzzl ed, she watched himin her wan, obedient way as he el bowed a path to the back of the
crowded cof fee shop, to the phone boot h.

Shut up inside the phone booth, he read off the nunber of the Los Angel es Police Acadeny
fromthe energency listings and, after dropping in his coin, dialed.

“"I"d like to speak to Police General Felix Buckman," he said, and, without surprise, heard

hi s voi ce shake. Psychologically I've had it, he realized. Everything that's happened . . . up to
the record on the jukebox--it's too goddam nuch for ne. | amjust plain scared. And disoriented.
So maybe, he thought, the nmescaline has not worn conpletely off after all. But | did drive the

little flipflap okay; that indicates sonething. Fucking dope, he thought. You can always tell when
it hits you but never when it unhits, if it ever does. It inpairs you forever or you think so; you
can't be sure. Maybe it never |eaves. And they say, Hey, man, your brain's burned out, and you
say, Maybe so. You can't be sure and you can't not be sure. And all because you dropped a cap or
one cap too many that sonmebody said, Hey this'll get you off.

"This is Mss Beason," a fenmal e voice sounded in his ear. "M. Buckman's assistant. My |
hel p you?"

"Peggy Beason," he said. He took a deep, unsteady breath and said, "This is Jason
Taverner."

"Ch yes, M. Taverner. Wat did you want? Did you | eave anyt hi ng behi nd?"

Jason said, "I want to talk to General Buckman."

“I'mafraid M. Bucknman--"

“I't has to do with Alys," Jason said.

Silence. And then: "Just a nonent please, M. Taverner,'
Buckman and see if he can free hinself a noment."

Cicks. Pause. Mre silence. Then a |ine opened.

"M. Taverner?' It was not General Buckman. "This is Herbert Minme, M. Buckman's chief of

Peggy Beason said. "I'll ring M.
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staff. | understand you told Mss Beason that it has to do with M. Buckman's sister, Mss Ays
Buckman. Frankly 1'd like to ask just what are the circunstances under whi ch you happen to know
M ss--"

Jason hung up the phone. And wal ked sightlessly back to the booth, where Mary Anne Dominic
sat eating her strawberry cheesecake.

"You did cone back after all,"” she said cheerfully.

"How, " he said, "is the cheesecake?"

"Alittle too rich." She added, "But good."

He grimy reseated hinself. Well, he had done his best to get through to Felix Bucknman. To
tell himabout Alys. But--what would he have been able to say, after all? The futility of
everything, the perpetual inpotence of his efforts and intentions . . . weakened even nore, he
t hought, by what she gave ne, that cap of nescaline.

_If it had been nescaline._.

That presented a new possibility. He had no proof, no evidence, that Alys had actually
given himmescaline. It could have been anything. What, for exanple, was nescaline doing com ng
fromSwitzerland? That nade no sense; that sounded synthetic, not organic: a product of a lab
Maybe a new multiingredient cultish drug. O sonething stolen frompolice |abs.

The record of "Nowhere Nuthin' Fuck-up." Suppose the drug had made himhear it. And see
the listing on the jukebox. But Mary Anne Domi nic had heard it, too; in fact she had di scovered
it.

But the two bl ank records. Wat about then?

As he sat pondering, an adol escent boy in a T-shirt and jeans bent over himand nunbl ed,
"Hey, you're Jason Taverner, aren't you?" He extended a ball point pen and piece of paper. "Could I
have your autograph, sir?"

Behind hima pretty little red-haired teenybopper, bra-less, in white shorts, smled
excitedly and said, "W always catch you on Tuesday night. You're fantastic. And you | ook in real
life, you |look just like on the screen, except that in real life you' re nore, you know, tanned."
Her friendly nipples jiggled.

Nunbly, by habit, he signed his nanme. "Thanks, guys," he said to them there were four of
themin all now

Chattering to thenselves, the four kids departed. Now people in nearby booths were
wat chi ng Jason and muttering interestedly to one another. As always, he said to hinself. This is
how it's been up to the other day. My reality is |leaking back . He felt uncontrollably, wldly
el ated. This was what he knew, this was his life-style. He had lost it for a short tinme but now -
finally, he thought, I'mstarting to get it back

Heat her Hart. He thought, | can call her now And get through to her. She won't think |I'm
a twerp fan.

Maybe | only exist so long as | take the drug. That drug, whatever it is, that Alys gave
ne.

Then ny career, he thought, the whole twenty years, is nothing but a retroactive
hal | uci nati on created by the drug.

VWhat happened, Jason Taverner thought, _is that the drug wore off_. She--sonebody--stopped
giving it to ne and | woke up to reality, there in that shabby, broken-down hotel roomwth the
cracked mirror and the bug-infested mattress. And | stayed that way until now, until Alys gave ne
anot her dose.

He t hought, No wonder she knew about ne, about ny Tuesday-ni ght TV show. Through her drug
she created it. And those two record al bunms--props which she kept to reinforce the hallucination.

Jesus Christ, he thought, is that it?

But, he thought, the nmoney | woke up with in the hotel room this whole wad of it.
Refl exi vel y he tapped his chest, felt its thick existence, still there. If inreal life |I doled
out ny days in fleabag hotels in the Watts area, where did | get that nobney?

And | woul d have been listed in the police files, and in all the other data banks

t hroughout the world. | wouldn't be listed as a fanbus entertainer, but |1'd be there as a shabby
bum who never amounted to anything, whose only highs cane froma pill bottle. For God knows how
long. | may have been taking the drug for years.

Alys, he renenbered, said | had been to the house before. And apparently, he decided, it's
true. | had. To get ny doses of the drug.
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Maybe | amonly one of a great nunber of people l|eading synthetic Iives of popularity,
nmoney, power, by means of a capsule. While living actually, neanwhile, in bug-infested, ratty old
hotel roons. On skid row Derelicts, nobodies. Amounting to zero. But, neanwhile, dreamn ng

"You certainly are deep in a brown study,” Mary Anne said. She had finished her
cheesecake; she | ooked satiated, now. And happy.

"Listen," he said hoarsely. "Is ny record really in that jukebox?"

Her eyes wi dened as she tried to understand. "How do you nean? W listened to it. And the
little thingy, where it tells the selections, that's there. Jukeboxes never nade m stakes."

He fished out a coin. "Go play it again. Set it up for three plays."

oedi ently, she surged fromher seat, into the aisle, and bustled over to the jukebox, her
| ovely |l ong hair bouncing agai nst her anple shoulders. Presently he heard it, heard his big hit
song. And the people in the booths and at the counter were nodding and snmiling at himin
recognition; they knew it was he who was singing. Hi s audi ence.

VWhen the song ended there was a smattering of applause fromthe patrons of the coffee
shop. Grinning reflexively, professionally in return he acknow edged their recognition and
appr oval

"I't's there," he said, as the song replayed. Savagely, he clenched his fist, struck the
pl astic table separating himfrom Mary Anne Dominic. "God damm it, it's there."

Wth some odd twi st of deep, intuitive, female desire to help himMary Anne said, "And |'m
here, too."

"I"'mnot in a run-down hotel room Ilying on a cot dreami ng," he said huskily.

"No, you're not." Her tone was tender, anxious. She clearly felt concern for him For his
al arm

"Again I'mreal," he said. "But if it could happen once, for two days--" To cone and go
like this, to fade in and out-- "Maybe we should | eave," Mary Anne said apprehensively. That
cleared his mnd. "Sorry," he said, wanting to reassure her

"I just mean that people are listening."

"It won't hurt them" he said. "Let themlisten; |let them see how you carry your worries
and troubles with you even when you're a world-fanmous star." He rose to his feet, however. "Were
do you want to go?" he asked her. "To your apartnent?" |t meant doubling back, but he felt
optimstic enough to take the risk.

"My apartment?" she faltered.

"Do you think I'd hurt you?" he said.

Fof an interval she sat nervously pondering. "N-no," she said at |ast.

"Do you have a phonograph?" he asked. "At your apartnent?"

"Yes, but not a very good one; it's just stereo. But it works."

"Ckay," he said, herding her up the aisle toward the cash register. "Let's go."

23

Mary Anne Dominic had decorated the walls and ceiling of her apartnent herself. Beautiful
strong, rich colors; he gazed about, inpressed. And the few art objects in the living roomhad a
power ful beauty about them Ceram c pieces. He picked up one |lovely blue-glaze vase, studied it.

"I made that," Mary Anne said.

"This vase," he said, "will be featured on ny show "

Mary Anne gazed at himin wonder

"I"'mgoing to have this vase with nme very soon. In fact"-- he could visualize it--"a big
producti on nunber in which | energe fromthe vase singing, like the nagic spirit of the vase." He
held the blue vase up high, in one hand, revolving it." 'Nowhere Nuthin' Fuck-up,' "he said. "And

your career is launched."

"Maybe you should hold it with both hands,” Mary Anne said uneasily.

"' Nowhere Nuthin' Fuck-up,' the song that brought us nore recognition--" The vase slid
frombetween his fingers and dropped to the floor. Mary Anne | eaped forward, but too |late. The
vase broke into three pieces and |lay there beside Jason's shoe, rough ungl azed edges pal e and
irregular and without artistic merit.

A long sil ence passed.

"I think I can fix it," Mary Anne said.

He could think of nothing to say.

"The nost enbarrassing thing that ever happened to ne," Mary Anne said, "was one tinme with
my not her. You see, ny nother had a progressive kidney ailment called Bright's disease; she was
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al ways going to the hospital for it when | was a kid growing up and she was forever working it
into the conversation that she was going to die fromit and wouldn't | be sorry then--as if it was
my fault--and | really believed her, that she would die one day. But then | grew up and noved away
fromhome and she still didn't die. And | sort of forgot about her; | had nmy own Iife and things
to do. So naturally |I forgot about her damm ki dney condition. And then one day she cane to visit,
not here but at the apartnent | had before this, and she really bugged nme, sitting around
narrating all her aches and conplaints on and on . . . | finally said, 'I've got to go shopping
for dinner,' and I split for the store. My nother linped along with me and on the way she laid the
news on me that now both her kidneys were so far gone that they would have to be renoved and she
woul d be going in for that and so forth and they'd try to install an artificial kidney but it
probably wouldn't work. So she was telling ne this, howit really had cone now, she really was

going to die finally, like she'd always said . . . and all of a sudden |I |ooked up and realized
was in the supermarket, at the neat counter, and this real nice clerk that | |iked was comni ng over
to say hello, and he said, 'Wat would you like today, mss? and | said, 'I'd |like a kidney pie
for dinner.' It was enbarrassing. 'A great big kidney pie,' | said, "all flaky and tender and
steaming and full of nice juices.' 'To serve how many?' he asked. My nother sort of kept staring
at me with this creepy look. | really didn't know how to get out of it once | was init. Finally

did buy a kidney pie, but | had to go to the delicatessen section; it was in a sealed can, from
England. | paid | think four dollars for it. It tasted very good."
“I"1l pay for the vase," Jason said. "How rmuch do you want for it?"

Hesitating, she said, "Well, there's the wholesale price | get when | sell to stores. But
I'"d have to charge you retail prices because you don't have a whol esal e nunber, so--"
He got out his noney. "Retail," he said.

"Twenty dollars."
"l can work you in another way," he said. "All we need is an angle. How about this--we can
show t he audi ence a priceless vase fromantiquity, say fromfifth-century China, and a nuseum

expert will step out, in uniform and certify its authenticity. And then you'll have your whee
there-- you'll make a vase before the audience's very eyes, and we'll show themthat your vase is
better."

“I't wouldn't be. Early Chinese pottery is--"

"We'll show them we'll nake them believe. | know ny audi ence. Those thirty nmillion people
take their clue frommy reaction; there'll be a pan up on ny face, showi ng ny response."

In a |l ow voice Mary Anne said, "I can't go up there on stage with those TV caneras | ooking
at ne; |1'mso--overwei ght. People would |augh.”

"The exposure you'll get. The sales. Miseuns and stores will know your nanme, your stuff,
buyers will be coming out of the woodwork."

Mary Anne said quietly, "Leave nme al one, please. |I'mvery happy. | know |I'm a good potter
I know that the stores, the good ones, |like what | do. Does everything have to be on a great scale
with a cast of thousands? Can't | lead ny little life the way | want to?" She glared at him her
voi ce al nost inaudible. "I don't see what all your exposure and fane have done for you-- back at
the coffee shop you said to ne, '"Is ny record really on that jukebox?' You were afraid it wasn't;
you were a lot nore insecure than I'll ever be."

" Speaki ng of that,
Before | go."

"You'd better let ne put themon," Mary Anne said. "My set is tricky." She took the two
al bums, and the twenty dollars; Jason stood where he was, by the broken pieces of vase.

As he waited there he heard famliar music. Hi s biggest-selling album The grooves of the
record were no | onger blank

Jason said, "lI'd like to play these two records on your phonograph

“You can keep the records,” he said. "I'll be going." Now, he thought, | have no further
need for them I|'Il probably be able to buy themin any record shop
"I't's not the sort of music | like . . . | don't think I1'd really be playing themall that

much.

“I"1l leave them anyhow, " he said.

Mary Anne said, "For your twenty dollars |I'mgiving you another vase. Just a nonent." She
hurried off; he heard the noises of paper and | abored activity. Presently the girl reappeared,
hol di ng anot her bl ue-gl aze vase. This one had nore to it; the intuition cane to himthat she
considered it one of her best.

"Thank you," he said.

“"I'"ll wap it and box it, so it won't get broken like the other." She did so, working with
feverish intensity mxed with care. "I found it very thrilling," she said as she presented him
with the tied-up box, "to have had lunch with a famous man. |'mextrenely glad | met you and |'1|
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renenber it a long tine. And | hope your troubles work out; | nean, | hope what's worrying you
turns out okay."

Jason Taverner reached into his inside coat pocket, brought forth his little initialed
| eather card case. Fromit he extracted one of his enbossed nmulticol ored busi ness cards and passed
it to Mary Anne. "Call ne at the studio any tine. |If you change your m nd and want to appear on
the program |'msure we can fit you in. By the way--this has ny private nunber."

"CGoodbye, " she said, opening the front door for him

"CGoodbye." He paused, wanting to say nore. But there remained nothing to say. "W failed,"
he said, then. "W absolutely failed. Both of us."

She blinked. "How do you nean?"

"Take care of yourself," he said, and wal ked out of the apartnment, onto the mi dafternoon
sidewal k. Into the hot sun of full day.

24

Kneel i ng over Alys Buckman's body, the police coroner said, "I can only tell you at this
point that she died froman overdose of a toxic or semtoxic drug. It'Il be twenty-four hours
before we can tell what specifically the drug was."

Felix Buckman said, "It had to happen. Eventually." He did not, surprisingly, feel very

much. In fact, in a way, on sone |evel, he experienced deep relief to have |learned from Ti m
Chancer, their guard, that Alys had been found dead in their second-fl oor bathroom

"I thought that guy Taverner did sonething to her," Chancer repeated, over and over again,
trying to get Buckman's attention. "He was acting funny; | knew sonmething was wong. | took a
coupl e of shots at himbut he got away. | guess maybe it's a good thing | didn't get him if he
wasn't responsible. O nmaybe he felt guilty because he got her to take the drug; could that be?"

"No one had to make Alys take a drug," Bucknman said bitingly. He wal ked fromthe bathroom
out into the hall. Two gray-clad pols stood at attention, waiting to be told what to do. "She
didn't need Taverner or anyone else to admnister it to her." He felt, now, physically sick. God,
he thought. What will the effect be on Barney? That was the bad part. For reasons obscure to him
their child adored his nother. Well, Buckman thought, there's no accounting for other people's
tastes.

And yet he, hinself--he loved her. She had a powerful quality, he reflected. I'Il miss it.
She filled up a good deal of space.

And a good part of his life. For better or worse.

Wi te-face, Herb Maine clinbed the stairs two steps at a time, peering up at Buckman. "I
got here as quickly as | could," Herb said, holding out his hand to Buckman. They shook. "What was
it?" Herb said. He lowered his voice. "An overdose of sonething?"

"Apparently," Buckman sai d.

"I got a call earlier today from Taverner," Herb said. "He wanted to talk to you; he said
it had sonmething to do with Alys."

Buckrman said, "He wanted to tell ne about Alys's death. He was here at the tine."

"Why? How did he know her?"

"l don't know," Buckman said. But at the nmonent it did not seemto matter to hi mnuch. He

saw no reason to blane Taverner . . . given Alys's tenperanent and habits, she had probably
instigated his com ng here. Perhaps when Taverner |eft the acadeny building she had nail ed him
carted himoff in her souped-up quibble. To the house. After all, Taverner was a six. And Alys

i ked sixes. Male and femal e both.

Especially fenuale.

"They may have been having an orgy," Buckman sai d.

"Just the two of then? Or do you mean ot her people were here?"

"Nobody el se was here. Chancer woul d have known. They nay have had a phone orgy; that's
what | meant. She's cone so damm close so many tinmes to burning out her brain with those goddam
phone orgies--1 wish we could track down the new sponsors, the ones that took over when we shot
Bill and Carol and Fred and Jill. Those degenerates." His hand shaking, he |lit a cigarette,
snmoki ng rapidly. "That renminds me of sonething Alys said one tine, unintentionally funny. She was
tal ki ng about having an orgy and she wondered if she should send out formal invitations. 'I'd
better,' she said, 'or everyone won't conme at the sane tine.' " He |aughed.

"You' ve told ne that before,” Herb said.

"She's really dead. Cold, stiff dead." Bucknan stubbed out his cigarette in a nearby
ashtray. "My wife," he said to Herb Maine. "She was ny wfe."
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Herb, with a shake of his head, indicated the two grayw apped pols standing at attention

"So what?" Buckman said. "Haven't they read the libretto of _Die Wal kire?_ " Trenblingly,
he lit another cigarette. "Sigmund and Siglinde. 'Schwester und Braut.' Sister and bride. And the
hell with Hunding." He dropped the cigarette to the carpet; standing there, he watched it snol der
starting the wool on fire. And then, with his boot heel, he ground it out.

"You should sit down," Herb said. "Or lie down. You look terrible."

"It's a terrible thing," Buckman said. "It genuinely is. | disliked a |ot about her, but,
Christ--how vital she was. She always tried anything new. That's what killed her, probably sone
new drug she and her fellowwitch friends brewed up in their m serabl e basenent |abs. Sonething
with filmdeveloper init or Drano or a | ot worse."

"I think we should talk to Taverner," Herb said.

"Ckay. Pull himin. He's got that microtrans on him doesn't he?"

"Evidently not. Al the insects we placed on himas he was | eaving the acadeny buil di ng
ceased to function. Except, perhaps, for the seed warhead. But we have no reason to activate it."

Buckman said, "Taverner is a snmart bastard. O else he got hel p. From sonmeone or ones he's
working with. Don't bother to try to detonate the seed warhead; it's undoubtedly been cut out of
his pelt by sonme obliging colleague." O by Alys, he conjectured. My hel pful sister. Assisting the
police at every turn. Nice.

"You' d better |eave the house for a while," Herb said. "Wiile the coroner's staff does its
procedural action.”

"Drive ne back to the acadeny,"” Buckman said. "I don't think I can drive; |I'm shaking too
bad.” He felt something on his face; putting up his hand, he found that his chin was wet. "Wat's
this on nme?" he said, anazed.

“You're crying," Herb said.

"Drive ne back to the acadeny and I'Il wind up what | have to do there before |I can turn
it over to you," Buckman said. "And then | want to come back here." Maybe Taverner did give her
sonmet hing, he said to hinself. But Taverner is nothing. She did it. And yet.

"Cone on," Herb said, taking himby the armand | eading himto the staircase.

Buckman, as he descended, said, "Wuld you ever in Christ's world have thought you'd see
me cry?"

"No," Herb said. "But it's understandable. You and she were very close."

“You could say that," Buckman said, with sudden savage anger. "God damm her," he said. "I
told her she'd eventually do it. Some of her friends brewed it up for her and nade her the gui nea

pig."

"Don't try to do nuch at the office," Herb said as they passed through the |iving room and
out side, where their two qui bbles sat parked. "Just wind it up enough for ne to take over."
"That's what | said," Buckman said. "Nobody listens to nme, God damm it."
Herb t hunped hi mon the back and said nothing; the two nen wal ked across the lawn in
si |l ence.

On the ride back to the acadeny buil ding, Herb, at the wheel of the quibble, said,

"There're cigarettes in nmy coat." It was the first thing either of them had said since boarding
t he qui bbl e.

"Thanks, " Buckman said. He had snobked up his own week's ration

"I want to discuss one matter with you," Herb said. "I wish it could wait but it can't."

"Not even until we get to the office?"
Herb said, "There may be other policy-Ilevel personnel there when we get back. O just
pl ai n ot her people--mnmy staff, for instance.”
"Nothing | have to say is--"
"Listen," Herb said. "About Alys. About your marriage to her. Your sister."
"My incest," Buckman said harshly.
"Some of the marshals may know about it. Alys told too many people. You know how she was

about it."

"Proud of it,"” Bucknman said, lighting a cigarette with difficulty. He still could not get
over the fact that he had found hinself crying. | really nmust have | oved her, he said to hinself.
And all | seened to feel was fear and dislike. And the sexual drive. How nmany tinmes, he thought,
we discussed it before we did it. Al the years. "I never told anybody but you," he said to Herb.

"But Alys."

"Ckay. Well, then possibly sone of the marshals know, and if he cares, the Director."

"The marshal s who are opposed to you," Herb said, "and who know about the"--he hesitated--
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"the incest--will say that she conmitted suicide. Qut of shame. You can expect that. And they will
leak it to the nedia."

"You think so?" Buckman said. Yes, he thought, it would nmake quite a story. Police
general's marriage to his sister, blessed with a secret child hidden away in Florida. The general
and his sister posing as husband and wife in Florida, while they're with the boy. And the boy:
product of what nust be a deranged genetic heritage.

"What | want you to see," Herb said, "and |'mafraid you're going to have to take a | ook
at it now, which isn't an ideal tinme with Alys just recently dead and--"

"I't's our coroner,"” Buckman said. "W own him there at the acadeny." He did not
under stand what Herb was getting at. "He'll say it was an overdose of a senmtoxic drug, as he
already told us."

"But taken deliberately," Herb said. "A suicidal dose."

“What do you want ne to do?"

Herb said, "Conpel him-order him-to find an i nquest verdict of murder."

He saw, then. Later, when he had overconme sone of his grief, he would have thought of it
hinself. But Herb Maine was right: it had to be faced now. Even before they got back to the
acadeny building and their staffs.

"So we can say," Herb said, "that--"

"That elements within the police hierarchy hostile to ny canpus and | abor-canp policies
took revenge by nmurdering ny sister,” Bucknman said tightly. It froze his blood to find hinself
thinking of such matters already. But-- "Something like that,” Herb said. "No one naned
specifically. No marshals, | nean. Just suggest that they hired sonmeone to do it. O ordered sone
junior officer eager torise in the ranks to do it. Don't you agree I'mright? And we nust act
rapidly; it's got to be declared i mediately. As soon as we get back to the acadeny you shoul d
send a neno to all the marshals and the Director, stating that."

| rmust turn a terrible personal tragedy into an advantage, Buckman realized. Capitalize on
the accidental death of nmy own sister. If it _was_ accidental

"Maybe it's true,"” he said. Possibly Marshal Hol bein, for exanple, who hated him
enornously, had arranged it.

"No," Herb said. "It's not true. But start an inquiry. And you nust find sonmeone to pin it
on; there nmust be a trial."

"Yes," he agreed dully. Wth all the trimrings. Ending in an execution, wth many dark
hints in nmedia releases that "higher authorities" were involved, but who, because of their
positions, could not be touched. And the Director, hopefully, would officially express his
synpat hy concerning the tragedy, and his hope that the guilty party woul d be found and puni shed.

“I"'msorry that | have to bring this up so soon," Herb said. "But they got you down from
marshal to general; if the incest story is publicly believed they mght be able to force you to
retire. O course, even if we take the initiative, they may air the incest story. Let's hope
you're reasonably well covered."

"I did everything possible,” Bucknan said.

"Whom should we pin it on?" Herb asked.

"“Marshal Hol bein and Marshal Ackers." His hatred for themwas as great as theirs for him
they had, five years ago, slaughtered over ten thousand students at the Stanford Canpus, a fina
bl oody- - and needl ess--atrocity of that atrocity of atrocities, the Second Civil War.

Herb said, "I don't mean who planned it. That's obvious; as you say, Hol bein and Ackers
and the others. | mean who actually injected her with the drug.”

"The snmall fry," Buckman said. "Some political prisoner in one of the forced-Iabor canps."”
It didn't really matter. Any one of a million canp inmates, or any student from a dying kibbutz,
woul d do.

"I would say pin it on sonmebody hi gher up," Herb said.

"Why?" Buckman did not follow his thinking. "lIt's always done that way; the apparatus
al ways pi cks an unknown, uninportant--"
"Make it one of her friends. Sonebody who could have been her equal. In fact, neke it

sonebody well known. In fact, nake it sonebody in the acting field here in this area; she was a
cel ebrity-fucker."

"Why sonebody i nportant ?"

"To tie Hol bein and Ackers in with those gunjy, degenerate phone-orgy bastards she hung
out with." Herb sounded genuinely angry, now, Buckman, startled, glanced at him "The ones who

really killed her. Her cult friends. Pick someone as high as you can. And then you'll really have
sonething to pin on the marshals. Think of the scandal that'll make. Hol bein part of the phone
grid."
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Buckman put out his cigarette and lit another. Meanwhile thinking. Wiat | have to do, he
realized, is out-scandal them My story has to be nore lurid than theirs.
It would take sone story.

25

In his suite of offices at the Los Angel es Police Acadeny building, Felix Bucknman sorted
anong the nmenos, letters, and docunents on his desk, nechanically selecting the ones that needed
Herb Maine's attention and discarding those that could wait. He worked rapidly, with no rea
interest. As he inspected the various papers, Herb, in his own office, began typing out the first
i nfornal statenment which Buckman woul d nmake public concerning the death of his sister

Both nen finished after a brief interval and nmet in Buckman's main office, where he kept
his crucial activities. At his oversize oak desk

Seat ed behind the desk he read over Herb's first draft. "Do we have to do this?" he said,
when he had finished reading it.

"Yes," Herb said. "If you weren't so dazed by grief you'd be the first to recognize it.
Your being able to see matters of this sort clearly has kept you at policy level; if you hadn't
had that faculty they'd have reduced you to training-school najor five years ago."

"Then release it," Buckman said. "Wait." He notioned for Herb to conme back. "You quote the
coroner. Wn't the media know that the coroner's investigation couldn't be conpleted this soon?"

"I'"m backdating the time of death. I"'mstipulating that it took place yesterday. For that
reason.”

"I's that necessary?"

Herb said sinply, "Qur statement has to conme first. Before theirs. And they won't wait for
the coroner's inquest to be conpleted.”

"Al'l right," Buckman said. "Release it."

Peggy Beason entered his office, carrying several classified police nmenoranda and a yel | ow
file. "M. Buckman,"” she said, "at atinme |like this | don't want to bother you, but these--"

“"I"lIl look at them" Bucknman said. But that's all, he said to hinself. Then |I'm going
hore.

Peggy said, "I knew you were looking for this particular file. So was | nspector McNulty.
It just arrived, about ten minutes ago, fromData Central." She placed the file before himon the

blotter of his desk. "The Jason Taverner file."

Ast oni shed, Buckman said, "But there is no Jason Taverner file."

"Apparently soneone else had it out," Peggy said. "Anyhow they just put it on the wire, so
they must have just now gotten it back. There's no note of explanation; Data Central nerely--"

"Go away and let nme look at it," Buckman said. Quietly, Peggy Beason left his office,
cl osing the door behind her.

"I shouldn't have talked to her like that," Buckman said to Herb Mi ne.

"It's understandable.”

Qpeni ng the Jason Taverner file, Buckman uncovered a gl ossy eight-by-five publicity still.
Clipped to it a nenp read: _Courtesy of the Jason Taverner Show, nine o'clock Tuesday nights on
NBC .

"Jesus Cod," Buckman said. The gods, he thought, are playing with us. Pulling off our
Wi ngs.

Leani ng over, Herb | ooked to see, too. Together, they gazed down at the publicity still,
wordl essly, until finally Herb said, "Let's see what else there is."

Buckrman tossed the eight-by-five photo aside with its nmeno, read the first page of the
file.

"How many vi ewers?" Herb said

"Thirty mllion," Buckman said. Reaching, he picked up his phone. "Peggy," he said,
the NBC-TV outlet here in L.A. KNBC or whatever it is. Put me through to one of the network
executives, the higher the better. Tell themit's us."

"Yes, M. Buckman."

A noment | ater a responsibl e-1o0oking face appeared on the phone screen and in Buckman's
ear a voice said, "Yes, sir. Wat can we do for you, Ceneral ?"

"Do you carry the _Jason Taverner Show?_" Bucknman said. "Every Tuesday night for three
years. At nine o' clock sharp.™

"You've aired it for _three years? "

get
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"Yes, Ceneral."

Buckman hung up the phone.

"Then what was Taverner doing in Watts," Herb Miine said, "buying forged ID cards?"

Buckman said, "W couldn't even get a birth record on him W worked every data bank that
exi sts, every newspaper file. Have you ever heard of the _Jason Taverner Show_ on NBC at nine
o' cl ock Tuesday ni ght?"

"No," Herb said cautiously, hesitating.

"You're not sure?"

"We've tal ked so nmuch about Taverner--"

"I never heard of it," Buckman said. "And | watch two hours of TV every night. Between
eight and ten." He turned to the next page of the file, hurling the first page away; it fell to
the floor and Herb retrieved it.

On the second page: a list of the recordings that Jason Taverner had nade over the years,
giving title, stock nunber, and date. He stared sightlessly at the list; it went back nineteen
years.

Herb said, "He did tell us he's a singer. And one of his ID cards put himin the
musi ci ans' union. So that part is true.”

"It's all true,” Buckman said harshly. He flipped to page three. It disclosed Jason
Taverner's financial worth, the sources and anobunts of his incone. "Alot nore than | make,"
Bucknman said, "as a police general. Mre than you and | nake together."

"He had plenty of nobney when we had himin here. And he gave Kathy Nelson a hell of a |lot
of money. Renenber?"

"Yes, Kathy told McNulty that; | renenber it from MNulty's report."” Buckman ponder ed,
meanwhi | e m ndl essly dog-earing the edge of the Xerox page. And then ceased. Abruptly.

"What is it?" Herb said.

"This is a Xerox copy. The file at Data Central is never pulled; only copies are sent
out."

Herb said, "But it has to be pulled to be Xeroxed."

"A period of five seconds,"” Bucknman said.

"I don't know," Herb said. "Don't ask me to explain it. | don't know how long it takes."

"Sure you do. We all do. We've watched it done a mllion tines. It goes on all day."

"Then the conputer erred."

Buckman said, "Okay. He has never had any political affiliations; he's entirely clean
Good for him" He leafed further into the file. "Mxed up with the Syndicate for a while. Carried
a gun but had a permt for it. Was sued two years ago by a viewer who said a blackout skit was a
takeoff on him Soneone naned Artenus Franks living in Des M nes. Taverner's attorneys won." He
read here and there, not searching for anything in particular, just marveling. "His forty-five
record, 'Nowhere Nuthin' Fuck-up,' which is his latest, has sold over two nillion copies. Ever
heard of it?"

"l don't know," Herb said.

Buckman gazed up at himfor a time. "I never heard of it. That's the difference between
you and ne, Mainme. You're not sure. | am™

"You're right," Herb said. "But | really don't know, at this point. | find this very
confusing, and we have ot her business; we have to think about Alys and the coroner's report. W
should talk to himas soon as possible. He's probably still at the house; 1'Il call himand you
can--"

"Taverner," Buckman said, "was with her when she died."

"Yes, we know that. Chancer said so. You decided it wasn't inmportant. But | do think just
for the record we should haul himin and talk to him See what he has to say."

"Could Alys have known hi m before today?" Bucknan said. He thought, Yes, she always |iked
si xes, especially the ones in the entertainnent field. Such as Heather Hart. She and the Hart
woman had a three-nonth romance the year before last . . . a relationship which | alnpst failed to
hear about: they did a good job of hushing it up. That was one time Alys kept her nouth shut.

He saw, then, in Jason Thverner's file a nention of Heather Hart; his eyes fixed on it as
he thought about her. Heather Hart had been Taverner's nistress for roughly a year

"After all," Buckman said, "both of them are sixes."

"Taver ner and who?"

"Heat her Hart. The singer. This file is up to date; it says Heather Hart appeared on Jason
Taverner's show this week. His special guest." He tossed the file away fromhim rumraged in his
coat pocket for his cigarettes.

"Here." Herb extended his own pack
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Buckman rubbed his chin, then said, "Let's have the Hart wonman brought in, too. Along with
Taverner."

"Okay." Nodding, Herb made a note of that on his custonmary vest-pocket pad.

"It was Jason Taverner," Buckman said quietly, as if to hinmself, "who killed Alys. Jeal ous
over Heather Hart. He found out about their relationship."

Her b Mai ne bl i nked.

"I'sn't that right?" Bucknan gazed up at Herb Maine, steadily.

"Ckay," Herb Mainme said after a tine.

“"Mtive. Opportunity. A witness: Chancer, who can testify that Taverner came runni ng out
apprehensively and tried to get hold of the keys to Alys's quibble. And then when Chancer went in
the house to investigate, his suspicions aroused, Taverner ran off and escaped. Wth Chancer
shooting over his head, telling himto stop."

Her b nodded. Silently.

"That's it," Buckman said.

"Want him pi cked up right away?"

"As soon as possible."”

"We'll notify all the checkpoints. Put out an APB. If he's still in Los Angel es we may be
able to catch himwith an EEG gram projection froma copter. A nmatch of patterns, as they're
begi nning to do now in New York. In fact we can have a New York police copter brought in just for
this."”

Buckman said, "Fine."

"WII we say that Taverner was involved in her orgies?"

"There were no orgies," Buckman said.

"Hol bein and those with himwll--"

"Let themprove it," Bucknman said. "Here in a court in California. Wiere we have
jurisdiction."

Herb said, "Wy Taverner?"

"It has to be sonebody," Buckman said, half to hinself; he intertwined his fingers before
himon the surface of his great antique oak desk. Wth his fingers he pressed convul sively,
straining with all the force he possessed, one finger against another. "It always, always," he
said, "has to be sonebody. And Taverner is sonebody inportant. Just what she liked. In fact that's
why he was there; that's the celebrity type she preferred. And"--he gl anced up--"why not? He'll do
just fine." Yes, why not? he thought, and continued grimy to press his fingers tighter and
tighter together on the desk before him

26

WAl ki ng down the sidewal k, away from Mary Anne's apartnent, Jason Taverner said to
hinself, My luck has turned. It's all cone back, everything | lost. Thank God!

I''mthe happiest man in the whole fucking world, he said to hinself. This is the greatest
day of ny life. He thought, You never appreciate it until you lose it, until all of a sudden you
don't have it any nmore. Well, for two days | lost it and nowit's back and now | appreciate it.

Clutching the box containing the pot Mary Anne had nade, he hurried out into the street to
flag down a passing cab

"Where to, mister?" the cab asked as it slid open its door. Panting with fatigue, he
clinbed inside, shut the door manually. "803 Norden Lane," he said, "in Beverly Hlls." Heather
Hart's address. He was going back to her at last. And as he really was, not as she had inagi ned
hi mduring the awful |ast two days.

The cab zoomed up into the sky and he | eaned gratefully back, feeling even nore weary than
he had at Mary Anne's apartnent. So much had happened. Wat about Alys Bucknman? he wonder ed.
Should | try to get in touch with General Buckman agai n? But by now he probably knows. And
shoul d keep out of it. A TV and recording star should not get mixed up in lurid matters, he
realized. The gutter press, he reflected, is always ready to play it up for all it's worth.

But | owed her sonething, he thought. She cut off those el ectronic devices the pols
fastened onto ne before |I could get out of the Police Acadeny buil ding.

But they won't be looking for ne now | have ny |ID back; I'mknown to the entire planet.
Thirty mllion viewers can testify to ny physical and | egal existence.

I will never have to fear a random checkpoint again, he said to hinself, and shut his eyes
in dozing sl eep.

"Here we are, sir,

the cab said suddenly. H s eyes flew open and he sat upright. Al ready?
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d ancing out he saw the apartment conplex in which Heather had her West Coast hi deaway.

"Ch, yeah," he said, digging into his coat for his roll of paper noney. "Thanks." He paid
the cab and it opened its door to let himout. Feeling in a good nood again, he said, "If | didn't
have the fare wouldn't you open the door?"

The cab did not answer. It had not been prograned for that question. But what the hell did
he care? He had the noney.

He strode up onto the sidewal k, then along the redwood rounds path to the nmain | obby of
the choice ten-story structure that floated, on conpressed air jets, a few feet fromthe ground.
The flotation gave its inhabitants a ceasel ess sensation of being gently lulled, as if on a giant
not her's bosom He had al ways enjoyed that. Back East it had not caught on, but out here on the
Coast it enjoyed an expensive vogue.

Pressing the stud for her apartnment, he stood hol ding the cardboard box with its vase on
the tips of the upraised fingers of his right hand. | better not, he decided; | nmight drop it Iike
| did before, with the other one. But I'mnot going to drop it; ny hands are steady now.

"Il give the danm vase to Heat her, he decided. A present | picked up for her because
under stand her consummmate taste.

The viewscreen for Heather's unit |it up and a female face appeared, peering at him
Susi e, Heather's naid.

"Ch, M. Taverner," Susie said, and at once released the latch of the door, operated from
within regions of vast security. "Cone on in. Heather's gone out but she--"

"I"1l wait," he said. He skipped across the foyer to the elevator, punched the up button
wai t ed.

A thonment |ater Susie stood holding the door of Heather's unit open for him Dark-skinned,
pretty and small, she greeted himas she always had: with warnth. And-- fanmiliarity.

"Hi," Jason said, and entered.

"As | was telling you," Susie said, "Heather's out shopping but she should be back by
ei ght o' clock. Today she has a lot of free tine and she told nme she wanted to make the best use of
it because there's a big recording session with RCA scheduled for the latter part of the week."

"I'mnot in a hurry," he said candidly. Going into the living room he placed the
cardboard box on the coffee table, dead center, where Heather would be certain to see it. "I'l|
listen to the quad and crash,"” he said. "If it's all right."

"Don't you al ways?" Susie said. "l've got to go out, too; | have a dentist's appointnent
at four-fifteen and it's all the way on the other side of Hollywood."

He put his arm around her and gripped her firmright boob

"We're horny today," Susie said, pleased.

"Let's get it on," he said.

“"You're too tall for ne," Susie said, and noved off to resune whatever she had been doing
when he rang.

At the phonograph he sorted through a stack of recently played al buns. None of them
appealed to him so he bent down and exam ned the spines of her full collection. Fromthem he took
several of her albuns and a couple of his own. These he stacked up on the changer and set it into
nmoti on. The tone arm descended, and the sound of _The Heart of Hart_disc, a favorite of his,
edged out and echoed through the large living room with all its drapes beautifully augnmenting the
nat ural quad acoust-tones, spotted artfully here and there.

He lay down on the couch, renmpoved his shoes, made hinself confortable. She did a damm good

j ob when she taped this, he said to hinself, half out loud. I'mas exhausted as |'ve ever been in
my life, he realized. Mescaline does that to me. | could sleep for a week. Maybe | will. To the
sound of Heather's voice and nmine. Wiy haven't we ever done an al bumtogether? he asked hinself. A
good idea. Wuld sell. Wll. He shut his eyes. Twice the sales, and Al could get us pronotion from
RCA. But |'munder contract to Reprise. Wll, it can be worked out. There's work in. Everything.

But, he thought, it's worth it.

Eyes shut, he said, "And now the sound of Jason Taverner." The changer dropped the next
di sc. Already? he asked hinself. He sat up, exam ned his watch. He had dozed through _The Heart of
Hart , had barely heard it. Lying back again he once nore shut his eyes. Sleep, he thought, to the
sound of ne. Hi s voice, enhanced by a two-track overlay of guitars and strings, resonated about
hi m

Dar kness. Eyes open, he sat up, knowi ng that a great deal of tine had passed.

Sil ence. The changer had played the entire stack, hours' worth. What tine was it?

Groping, he found a lanp fanmliar to him located the switch, turned it on

H's watch read ten-thirty. Cold and hungry. Were's Heat her? he wondered, funbling with
his shoes. My feet cold and danp and ny stonmach is enpty. Maybe | can-- The front door flew open
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There stood Heather, in her cheruba coat, holding a copy of the L.A. _Tines_. Her face, stark and
gray, confronted himlike a death mask.

"What is it?" he said, terrified.

Coming toward him Heather held out the paper. Silently.

Silently, he took it. Read it.

TV PERSONALI TY SOUGHT | N CONNECTI ON W TH DEATH
OF POL GENERAL'S SI STER

"Did you kill Alys Buckman?" Heather rasped.
"No," he said, reading the article.

Popul ar television personality Jason Taverner,
star of his own hour-long evening variety show,
is believed by the Los Angel es Pol Dept to have
been deeply involved in what pol experts say is
a carefully planned vengeance nurder, the
Pol i cy Acadeny announced today. Taverner, 42,

i s sought by both

He ceased reading, crunpl ed the newspaper savagely.
"Shit," he said, then. Sucking in his breath he shuddered. Violently.

“I't gives her age as thirty-two," Heather said. "I know for a fact that she's--was--thirty-
four."

"I sawit," Jason said. "I was in the house."

Heat her said, "I didn't know you knew her."

"I just met her. Today."

"Today? Just today? | doubt that."

It's true. CGeneral Buckman interrogated me at the acadeny buil ding and she stopped ne as
was | eaving. They had planted a bunch of electronic tracking devices on ne, including--"

"They only do that to students," Heather said.

He finished, "And Alys cut themoff. And then she invited ne to their house."

"And she died."
"Yes." He nodded. "I saw her body as a withered yellow skeleton and it frightened ne;
you're damm right it frightened nme. | got out of there as quickly as | could. Wuldn't you have?"

"Why did you see her as a skeleton? Had you two taken sonme sort of dope? She always did,
so | suppose you did, too."

"Mescal ine,"” Jason said. "That's what she told me, but | don't think it was." | w sh
knew what it was, he said to hinself, his fear still freezing his heart. Is this a hallucination
brought on by it, as was the sight of her skeleton? Am1l living this or am| in that fleabag hotel

roon? He thought, Good God, what do | do now?_

“You better turn yourself in," Heather said.

"They can't pin it on nme," he said. But he knew better. In the |l ast two days he had
| earned a great deal about the police who ruled their society. Legacy of the Second G vil War, he
thought. Frompigs to pols. In one easy junp.

"I'f you didn't do it they won't charge you. The pols are fair. It's not as if the nats are
after you."

He uncrunpl ed the newspaper, read a little nore.

bel i eved to be an overdose of a toxic conpound
adm ni stered by Taverner while M ss Bucknan was
either sleeping or in a state

"They give the tine of the nurder as yesterday," Heather said. "Were were you yesterday?
| called your apartnent and didn't get any answer. And you just now said--"

"I't wasn't yesterday. It was earlier today." Everything had becone uncanny; he felt
wei ghtless, as if floating along with the apartnment into a bottom ess sky of oblivion. "They
backdated it. | had a pol |ab expert on ny show once and after the show he told ne how t hey--"

"Shut up," Heather said sharply.

He ceased tal king. And stood. Hel plessly. Wiiting.

"There's sonething about ne in the article," Heather said, between clenched teeth. "Look
on the back page."
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oedi ently, he turned to the back page, the continuation of the article.

as a hypothesis pol officials offered the
theory that the relationship between Heat her
Hart, herself also a popular TV and recording
personality, and M ss Buckman triggered
Taverner's vengeful spree in which

Jason said, "Wat kind of relationship did you have with Al ys? Know ng her--"

"You said you didn't know her. You said you just net her today."

"She was weird. Frankly | think she was a | esbian. Did you and she have a sexua
rel ati onshi p?" He heard his voice rise; he could not control it. "That's what the article hints
at. Isn't that right?"

Tlie force of her blow stung his face; he retreated involuntarily, holding his hands up

def ensi vely. He had never been slapped |like that before, he realized. It hurt like hell. Hs ears
rang.

"Ckay," Heather breathed. "Hit ne back."

He drew his arm back, nade a fist, then let his armfall, his fingers relaxing. "I can't,”
he said. "I wish | could. You're lucky."

"I guess | am If you killed her you could certainly kill me. What do you have to | ose?
They' || gas you anyhow. "

Jason said, "You don't believe me. That | didn't do it."

"That doesn't matter. They think you did it. Even if you get off it neans the end of your
goddamm career, and mne, for that natter. We're finished; do you understand? Do you realize what
you' ve done?" She was screaning at him now, frightened, he noved toward her, then, as the vol une
of her voice increased, away again. In confusion

“I'f I could talk to General Bucknman," he said, "I might be able to--"

"Her _brother?_ You're going to appeal to hinP" Heather strode at him her fingers
withing clawike. "He's head of the conm ssion investigating the murder. As soon as the coroner
reported that it was hom ci de, General Buckman announced he personally was taking charge of the
incident-- can't you nmanage to read the whole article? | read it ten tines on the way back here; |
picked it up in Bel Aire after | got ny new fall, the one they ordered for me fromBelgium It
finally arrived. And now | ook. What does it matter?"

Reaching, he tried to put his arms around her. Stiffly, she pulled away.

"I"'mnot going to turn nyself in," he said.
"Do whatever you want." Her voice had sunk to a blunted whisper. "I don't care. Just go
away. | don't want to have anything nore to do with you. | wi sh you were both dead, you and her.

That skinny bitch--all she ever nmeant to me was trouble. Finally | had to throw her bodily out;
she clung to nme like a leech."

"Was she good in bed?" he said, and drew back as Heather's hand rose swiftly, fingers
groping for his eyes.

For an interval neither of them spoke. They stood cl ose together. Jason could hear her
breathing and his own. Rapid, noisy fluctuations of air. In and out, in and out. He shut his eyes.

"You do what you want," Heather said presently. "lI'mgoing to turn nyself in at the
acadeny."

"They want you, too?" he said.

"Can't you read the whole article? Can't you just do that? They want my testinony. As to
how you felt about ny relationship with Alys. It was public know edge that you and | were sl eeping
together then, for Christ's sake."

"I didn't know about your relationship."

“I"1l tell themthat. Wen"--she hesitated, then went on-- "when did you find out?"

"Fromthis newspaper," he said. "Just now. "

"You didn't know about it yesterday when she was killed?" At that he gave up; hopel ess, he
said to hinself. Like living in a world nade of rubber. Everything bounced. Changed shape as soon
as it was touched or even |ooked at.

"Today, then," Heather said. "If that's what you believe. You would know, if anyone
woul d. "

"CGoodbye," he said. Sitting down, he fished his shoes out from beneath the couch, put them
on, tied the | aces, stood up. Then, reaching, he lifted the cardboard box fromthe coffee table.
"For you," he said, and tossed it to her. Heather clutched at it; the box struck her on the chest
and then fell to the floor.
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"What is it?" she asked.

"By now," he said, "l've forgotten."

Kneel i ng, Heat her picked up the box, opened it, brought forth newspapers and the bl ue-
gl azed vase. It had not broken. "Oh," she said softly. Standing up she inspected it; she held it
close to the light. "It's incredibly beautiful," she said. "Thank you."

Jason said, "I didn't kill that woman."

Wandering away from him Heather placed the vase on a high 'shelf of knickknacks. She said
not hi ng.

"What can | do," he said, "but go?" He waited but still she said nothing. "Can't you
speak?" he demanded.

"Call them" Heather said. "And tell themyou're here."

He picked up the phone, dialed the operator

"I want to put through a call to the Los Angel es Police Acadeny," he told the operator
"To General Felix Buckman. Tell himit's Jason Taverner calling."

The operator was silent.

"Hel | 0?" he said.

"You can dial that direct, sir."

"I want you to do it," Jason said.

"But, sir--"

"Pl ease, " he said.

27

Phil Westerburg, the Los Angel es Police Agency chief deputy coroner, said to General Felix
Buckman, his superior, "I can explain the drug best this way. You haven't heard of it because it
isn't in use yet; she nmust have ripped it off fromthe acadeny's special-activities lab." He
sket ched on a piece of paper. "Tinme-binding is a function of the brain. It's a structuralization
of perception and orientation.”

"Way did it kill her?" Bucknan asked. It was late and his head hurt. He w shed the day
woul d end; he wi shed everyone and everything would go away. "An overdose?" he demanded.

"W have no way of deternining as yet what would constitute an overdose with KR-3. It's
currently being tested on detai nee volunteers at the San Bernardi no forced-1abor canp, but so far"-
-Westerburg continued to sketch--"anyhow, as | was explaining. Tine-binding is a function of the
brain and goes on as long as the brain is receiving input. Now, we know that the brain can't

function if it can't bind space as well . . . but as to why, we don't know yet. Probably it has to
do with the instinct to stabilize reality in such a fashion that sequences can be ordered in terns
of beforeand-after----that would be time--and, nore inportantly, space-occupying, as with a three-

di mensi onal object as conpared to, say, a drawi ng of that object.”

He showed Buckman his sketch. It meant nothing to Bucknman; he stared at it blankly and
wondered where, this late at night, he could get sonme Darvon for his headache. Had Alys had any?
She had squirreled so many pills.

West erburg continued, "Now, one aspect of space is that any given unit of space excl udes
all other given units; if athing is there it can't be here. Just as in time if an event cones
before, it can't also cone after.”

Buckman said, "Couldn't this wait until tomorrow? You originally said it would take twenty-
four hours to develop a report on the exact toxin involved. Twenty-four hours is satisfactory to
me. "

"But you requested that we speed up the analysis," Wsterburg said. "You wanted the
autopsy to begin inmediately. At two-ten this afternoon, when | was first officially called in."

"Did I ?" Bucknman said. Yes, he thought, | did. Before the marshals can get their story
together. "Just don't draw pictures,” he said. "My eyes hurt. Just tell ne.

"The exclusiveness of space, we've learned, is only a function of the brain as it handl es
perception. It regulates data in terns of nutually restrictive space units. MIlions of them

Trillions, theoretically, in fact. But in itself, space is not exclusive. In fact, in itself,
space does not exist at all."
" Meani ng?"

West erburg, refraining fromsketching, said, "A drug such as KR-3 breaks down the brain's
ability to exclude one unit of space out of another. So here versus there is |ost as the brain
tries to handle perception. It can't tell if an object has gone away or if it's still there. Wen
this occurs the brain can no | onger exclude alternative spatial vectors. It opens up the entire
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range of spatial variation. The brain can no longer tell which objects exist and which are only
| atent, unspatial possibilities. So as a result, conpeting spatial corridors are opened, into
whi ch the garbl ed percept systementers, and a whol e new uni verse appears to the brain to be in
the process of creation.”

"I see," Bucknan said. But actually he did not either see or care. | only want to go hone,
he thought. And forget this.

"That's very inportant," Westerburg said earnestly. "KR-3 is a major breakthrough. Anyone
affected by it is forced to perceive irreal universes, whether they want to or not. As | said,
trillions of possibilities are theoretically all of a sudden real; chance enters and the person's
percept system chooses one possibility out of all those presented to it. It has to choose, because
if it didn't, conpeting universes would overlap, and the concept of space itself would vanish. Do
you fol |l ow me?"

Seated a short way off, at his own desk, Herb Maine said, "He neans that the brain seizes
on the spatial universe nearest at hand."

"Yes," Westerburg said. "You' ve read the classified lab report on KR 3, have you, M.

Mai me?"

“I read it a little over an hour ago," Herb Mainme said. "Mdst of it was too technical for
me to grasp. But | did notice that its effects are transitory. The brain finally reestablishes
contact with the actual space-tine objects that it fornerly perceived."

"Right," Wsterburg said, nodding. "But during the interval in which the drug is active
the subject exists, or thinks he exists--"

"There's no difference,” Herb said, "between the two. That's the way the drug works; it
abol i shes that distinction."

"Technically," Westerburg said. "But to the subject an actualized environnent envel opes
him one which is alien to the former one that he al ways experienced, and he operates as if he had
entered a new world. A world with changed aspects . . . the amount of change being deternined by
how great the so-to-speak distance is between the space-time world he fornerly perceived and the
new one he's forced to function in."

“I'"'mgoing hone," Buckman said. "I can't stand any nore of this." He rose to his feet.
"Thanks, Westerburg," he said, automatically extending his hand to the chief deputy coroner. They
shook. "Put together an abstract for ne," he said to Herb Maine, "and I'Il look it over in the

morning." He started off, his gray topcoat over his arm As he always carried it.

"Do you now see what happened to Taverner?" Herb said.

Hal ti ng, Buckman said, "No."

"He passed over to a universe in which he didn't exist. And we passed over with him
because we're objects of his percept-system And then when the drug wore of f he passed back again.
What actually | ocked hi m back here was nothing he took or didn't take but her death. So then of
course his file came to us fromData Central ."

"CGood night," Buckman said. He left the office, passed through the great, silent room of
spotless netal desks, all alike, all cleared at the end of the day, including McNulty's, and then
at last found hinself in the ascent tube, rising to the roof.

The night air, cold and clear, nmade his head ache terribly; he shut his eyes and gritted
his teeth. And then he thought, | could get an anal gesic from Phil Wsterburg. There's probably
fifty kinds in the acadeny's pharmacy, and Westerburg has the keys.

Taki ng the descent tube he rearrived on the fourteenth floor, returned to his suite of
of fices, where Westerburg and Herb Maine still sat conferring.

To Buckman, Herb said, "I want to explain one thing | said. About us being objects of his
percept system™

"We're not," Buckman said.

Herb said, "W are and we aren't. Taverner wasn't the one who took the KR-3. It was Alys.
Taverner, like the rest of us, becanme a datumin your sister's percept system and got dragged
across when she passed into an alternate construct of coordinates. She was very involved with
Taverner as a wish-fulfillnment performer, evidently, and had run a fantasy nunber in her head for
sone tine about knowi ng himas an actual person. But although she did nanage to acconplish this by
taki ng the drug, he and we at the sane tine remained in our own universe. W occupied two space
corridors at the sanme time, one real, one irreal. One is an actuality; one is a latent possibility
anong many, spatialized tenporarily by the KR-3. But just temporarily. For about two days."

"That's | ong enough,” Westerburg said, "to do enormous physical harmto the brain
i nvol ved. Your sister's brain, M. Buckman, was probably not so much destroyed by toxicity but by
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a high and sustai ned overload. W may find that the ultimte cause of death was irreversible
injury to cortical tissue, a speed-up of normal neurol ogical decay. . . her brain so to speak died
of old age over an interval of two days."

"Can | get sone Darvon fromyou?" Buckman said to Westerburg

"The pharmacy is | ocked up," Westerburg said.

"But you have the key."

Westerburg said, "I'mnot supposed to use it when the pharmacist isn't on duty."”

"Make an exception,” Herb said sharply. "This tinme."

West erburg noved of f, sorting anong his keys.

"I'f the pharmaci st was there," Bucknan said, after a tinme, "he wouldn't need the key."

"This whole planet," Herb said, "is run by bureaucrats." He eyed Bucknman. "You're too sick
to take anynore. After he gets you the Darvon, go hone."

“I"'mnot sick," Buckman said. "I just don't feel well."

"But don't stick around here. 1'll finish up. You start to |l eave and then you cone back."

"I'mlike an animal," Buckman said. "Like a laboratory rat."

The phone on his big oak desk buzzed.

"I's there any chance it's one of the marshal s?" Buckman said. "I can't talk to them
tonight; it'll have to wait."

Herb picked up the phone. Listened. Then, cupping his hand over the receiver, he said,
"It's Taverner. Jason Taverner."

"Il talk to him" Buckman took the phone fromHerb Maine, said intoit, "Hello,
Taverner. It's late.™

In his ear, Taverner said tinnily, "I want to give nyself up. I'mat the apartnent of
Heat her Hart. We're waiting here together."

To Herb Maine, Bucknman said, "He wants to give hinself up."

"Tell himto come down here," Herb said.

"Come down here," Buckman said into the phone. "Why do you want to give up?" he said.
"We'll kill you in the end, you m serable rurdering notherfucker; you know that. Wy don't you
run?"

"Wher e?" Taverner squeaked.

"To one of the canpuses. Go to Colunbia. They're stabilized; they have food and water for

a while."

Taverner said, "I don't want to be hunted anynore.”

"To live is to be hunted,” Bucknan rasped. "Ckay, Taverner," he said. "Cone down here and
we' |l book you. Bring the Hart woman with you so we can record her testinony." You goddam f ool

he thought. G ving yourself up. "Cut your testicles off while you're at it. You stupid bastard."
Hi s voi ce shook.

"I want to clear nyself," Taverner's voice echoed thinly in Buckman's ear

"When you show up here," Buckman said, "I'Il kill you with my own gun. Resisting arrest,
you degenerate. Or whatever we want to call it. W'Ill call it what we feel like. Anything." He
hung up the phone. "He's coning down here to be killed," he said to Herb Mi ne.

"You picked him You can unpick himif you want. Cear him Send himback to his
phonograph records and his silly TV show. "

"No." Buckman shook his head.

West erburg appeared with two pink capsul es and a paper cup of water. "Darvon conmpound," he
said, presenting themto Bucknan.

"Thank you." Buckman swal |l owed the pills, drank the water, crushed the paper cup and
dropped it into his shredder. Quietly, the teeth of the shredder spun, then ceased. Silence.

"Go hone," Herb said to him "O, better yet, go to a notel, a good downtown notel for the

night. Sleep late tonorrow;, |'Il handle the marshals when they call.’
"I have to meet Taverner."
"No you don't. I'll book him O a desk sergeant can book him Like any other crinmnal."
"Herb," Buckman said, "I intend to kill the guy, as | said on the phone." Going to his

desk he unl ocked the bottom drawer, got out a cedar box, set it on the desk. He opened the box and
fromit brought forth a single-shot Derringer twenty-two pistol. He loaded it with a holl ow nosed
shell, half cocked it, held it with its nmuzzle pointed at the ceiling. For safety's sake. Habit.
"Let's see that," Herb said.
Buckman handed it to him "Made by Colt," he said. "Colt acquired the dies and patents. |

forget when."
"This is a nice gun," Herb said, weighing it, balancing it in his hand. "A fine handgun."
He gave it back. "But a twenty-two slug is too small. You'd have to get himexactly between the
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eyes. He'd have to be standing directly in front of you." He placed his hand on Bucknan's
shoul der. "Use a thirty-eight special or a forty-five," he said. "Okay? WIIl you do that?"

"You know who owns this gun?" Buckman said. "Alys. She kept it here because she said if
she kept it at home she mght use it on ne sonetinme during an argunent, or |late at night when she
gets--got--depressed. But it's not a woman's gun. Derringer nmade wonen's guns, but this isn't one
of them"

"Did you get it for her?"

"No," Buckman said. "She found it in a pawnshop down in the Watts area. Twenty-five bucks
she paid for it. Not a bad price, considering its condition." He glanced up, into Herb's face. "W
really have to kill him The marshals will crucify ne if we don't hang it on him And |'ve got to
stay at policy level."

“I'"I'l take care of it," Herb said.

"Ckay." Buckman nodded. "1'Il go hone." He placed the pistol back in its box, back on its
red-vel vet cushion, closed the box, then opened it once nore and dunped the twentytwo bullet from
the barrel. Herb Maine and Phil Wsterburg watched. "The barrel breaks to the side in this nodel,"
Buckman said. "It's unusual ."

"You better get a black-and-gray to take you hone," Herb said. "The way you feel and with
what's happened you shoul dn't be driving."

"I can drive," Buckman said. "I can always drive. What | can't do properly is kill a man
with a twenty-two slug who's standing directly in front of me. Sonmebody has to do it for ne."

"CGood night," Herb said quietly.

"Good night." Buckman |eft them nade his way through the various offices, the deserted
sui tes and chanbers of the acadeny, once nore to the ascent tube. The Darvon had al ready begun to
| essen the pain in his head; he felt grateful for that. Now | can breathe the night air, he
t hought. W thout suffering.

The door of the ascent tube slid open. There stood Jason Taverner. And, with him an
attractive woman. Both of them | ooked frightened and pale. Two tall, handsone, nervous people.
Cbvi ously sixes. Defeated sixes.

"You are under police arrest," Bucknan said. "Here are your rights. Anything you say may
be hel d agai nst you. You have a right to counsel and if you cannot afford an attorney one will be
appoi nted for you. You have a right to be tried by a jury, or you can waive that right and be
tried by a judge appointed by the Police Acadeny of Los Angeles City and County. Do you understand
what | have just said?"

"I cane here to clear nyself,"” Jason Taverner said.

"My staff will take your depositions," Buckman said. "Go into the blue-colored offices
over there where you were taken before." He pointed. "Do you see himin there? The man in the
singl e-breasted suit with the yellow tie?"

"Can | clear nyself?" Jason Taverner said. "l admit to being in the house when she died,
but | didn't have anything to do with it. | went upstairs and found her in the bathroom She was
getting some Thorazine for ne. To counteract the nescaline she gave ne."

"He saw her as a skeleton," the woman--evidently Heather Hart--said. "Because of the
mescal ine. Can't he get off on the grounds that he was under the influence of a powerful
hal | uci nogeni ¢ chemnical ? Doesn't that legally clear hin? He had no control over what he did, and
didn't have anything to do with it at all. | didn't even know she was dead until | read tonight's
paper."

"In some states it might,"” Bucknan said.

"But not here," the wonman said wanly. Conprehendingly. Emerging fromhis office, Herb
Mai ne sized up the situation and declared, "I'll book himand take their statenents, M. Buckman.
You go ahead on hone as we agreed."

"Thank you," Buckman said. "Were's my topcoat?" He glanced around for it. "God, it's
cold," he said. "They turn the heat off at night," he explained to Taverner and the Hart woman.
"I"msorry."

"Good night," Herb said to him

Buckrman entered the ascent tube and pressed the button that closed the door. He still did
not have his topcoat. Maybe | should take a bl ack-and-gray, he said to hinself. Get sone junior-
grade eager cadet type to drive ne hone, or, like Herb said, go to one of the good downt own

motels. O one of the new soundproof hotels by the airport. But then my quibble would be here and
I wouldn't have it to drive to work tonorrow norning.

The cold air and the darkness of the roof nmade himw nce. Even the Darvon can't help ne,
he thought. Not conpletely. | can still feel it.

He unl ocked the door of his quibble, got inside and sl anmed the door after him Colder in
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here than out there, he thought. Jesus. He started up the engine and turned on the heater. Frigid

wind blew up at himfromthe floor vents. He began to shake. I'Il feel better when I can get hone,
he thought. Looking at his wistwatch, he sawthat it was twothirty. No wonder it's so cold, he
t hought .

Way did | pick Taverner? he asked hinself. Qut of a planet of six billion people .

this one specific man who never harnmed anyone, never did anything except let his file conme to the
attention of the authorities. That's it right there, he realized. Jason Taverner let hinmself come
to our attention, and as they say, once cone to the authorities' attention, never completely
forgotten.

But | can unpick him he thought, as Herb pointed out.

No. Again it had to be no. The die was cast fromthe begi nning. Before any of us even laid
hands on it. Taverner, he thought, you were dooned fromthe start. Fromyour first act upward.

We play roles, Buckman thought. W occupy positions, sone small, some |arge. Somne
ordi nary, sone strange. Sone outl andi sh and bizarre. Some visible, some dimor not visible at all
Jason Taverner's role was large and visible at the end, and it was at the end that the decision
had to be made. If he could have stayed as he started out: one snall man wi thout proper |ID cards,

living in a ratty, broken-down, slumhotel-- if he could have renmi ned that he m ght have gotten
away. . . or at the very worst wound up in a forced-labor canp. But Taverner did not elect to do
t hat .

Sone irrational will within himnade himwant to appear, to be visible, to be _known_. Al

right, Jason Taverner, Buckman thought, you are known, again, as you were once before, but better
known now, known in a new way. In a way that serves hi gher ends--ends you know not hi ng about, but
must accept without understanding. As you go to your grave your nouth will be still open, asking
the question, "Wat did | do?" You will be buried that way: with your nouth still open

And | could never explain it to you, Buckman thought. Except to say: don't cone to the
attention of the authorities. Don't ever interest us. Don't make us want to know nore about you.

Soneday your story, the ritual and shape of your downfall, may be made public, at a renote
future time when it no longer matters. Wien there are no nore forced-1abor canps and no nore
canpuses surrounded by rings of police carrying rapid-fire subnmachi ne guns and wearing gas nasks
that make them | ook |ike great-snouted, huge-eyed root-eaters, sone kind of noxious |ower animal.
Soneday there may be a post norteminquiry and it will be |l earned that you in fact did no harm-
did nothing, actually, but becone noticed.

The real, ultimate truth is that despite your fane and your great public follow ng you are
expendabl e, he thought. And | amnot. That is the difference between the two of us. Therefore you
must go and | renain.

His ship floated on, up into the band of nighttinme stars. And to hinself he sang quietly,
seeking to | ook ahead, to see forward into time, to the world of his home, of mnusic and thought
and | ove, to books, ornate snuff boxes and rare stanps. To the blotting out, for a nonent, of the
wi nd that rushed about himas he drove on, a speck nearly lost in the night.

There is beauty which will never be lost, he declared to hinself; | will preserve it; | am
one of those who cherishes it. And | abide. And that, in the final analysis, is all that matters.

Tunel essly, he hunmmed to hinmself. And felt at |ast some neager heat as, finally, the
standard police nodel quibble heater nounted bel ow his feet began to function

Sonet hi ng dripped fromhis nose onto the fabric of his coat. My God, he thought in horror
I'"mcrying again. He put up his hand and wi ped the greaselike wetness fromhis eyes. Wwo for? he
asked hinmself. Alys? For Taverner? The Hart woman? O for all of thenf

No, he thought. It's a reflex. Fromfatigue and worry. It doesn't nean anything. Wy does
a man cry? he wondered. Not |ike a wonman; not for that. Not for sentiment. A man cries over the
| oss of sonething, sonething alive. A nan can cry over a sick aninmal that he knows won't neke it.
The death of a child: a man can cry for that. But not because things are sad.

A man, he thought, cries not for the future or the past but for the present. And what is
the present, now? They are booki ng Jason Taverner back at the Police Acadeny building and he is
telling themhis story. Like everyone el se, he has an account to give, an offering which nakes
clear his lack of guilt. Jason Taverner, as | fly this craft, is doing that right now.

Turning the steering wheel, he sent his quibble in a long trajectory that brought it at
last into an I nmrel mann; he nade the craft fly back the way it had cone, at no increase in speed,
nor at any loss. He nerely flewin the opposite direction. Back toward the acadenmny.

And yet still he cried. His tears becane each nonent denser and faster and deeper. |'m
goi ng the wong way, he thought. Herb is right; | have to get away fromthere. Al | can do there
now i s witness sonething I can no longer control. | ampainted on, like a fresco. Dwnelling in only
two di nensions. | and Jason Taverner are figures in an old child' s drawi ng. Lost in dust.
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He pressed his foot down on the accel erator and pulled back on the steering wheel of the
qui bble; it spluttered up, its engine mssing and msfiring. The automatic choke is still closed,
he said to hinself. | should have revved it up for a while. It's still cold. Once nore he changed
direction.

Aching, and with fatigue, he at last dropped his home route card into the control turret
of the quibble's guiding section and snapped on the automatic pilot. | should rest, he said to
hi msel f. Reaching, he activated the sleep circuit above his head; the mechani sm hunmed and he shut
his eyes.

Sleep, artificially induced, cane as always at once. He felt hinself spiraling down into
it and was glad. But then, alnpbst at once, beyond the control of the sleep circuit, a dream cane.
Very clearly he did not want the dream But he could not stop it.

The countryside, brown and dry, in sunmer, where he had lived as a child. He rode a horse,
and approaching himon his left a squad of horses nearing slowy. On the horses rode nmen in
shi ning robes, each a different color; each wore a pointed hel net that sparkled in the sunlight.
The sl ow, sol emm knights passed himand as they travel ed by he nade out the face of one: an
ancient marble face, a terribly old man with rippling cascades of white beard. Wat a strong nose
he had. What noble features. So tired, so serious, so far beyond ordinary nen. Evidently he was a
ki ng.

Felix Buckman | et them pass; he did not speak to themand they said nothing to him
Toget her, they all nmoved toward the house from which he had come. A man had seal ed hinsel f up
i nside the house, a man al one, Jason Taverner, in the silence and darkness, w thout w ndows, by
himself fromnow on into eternity. Sitting, merely existing, inert. Felix Buckman continued on
out into the open countryside. And then he heard from behi nd hi mone dreadful single shriek. They
had killed Taverner, and seeing thementer, sensing themin the shadows around him know ng what
they intended to do with him Taverner had shrieked.

Wthin hinmself Felix Bucknman felt absolute and utter desolate grief. But in the dream he
did not go back nor | ook back. There was nothing that could be done. No one could have stopped the
posse of varicolored nen in robes; they could not have been said no to. Anyhow, it was over
Taverner was dead.

Hi s heaving, disordered brain nanaged to spike a relay signal via ninute electrodes to the
sleep circuit. A voltage breaker clicked open, and a solid, disturbing tone awakened Buckman from
his sleep and from his dream

CGod, he thought, and shivered. How cold it had becone. How enpty and al one he felt hinself
to be.

The great, weeping grief within him left fromthe dream neandered in his breast, stil
disturbing him 1've got to land, he said to hinmself. See some person. Talk to soneone. | can't
stay alone. Just for a second if | could--.

Shutting off the automatic pilot he steered the quibble toward a square of fluorescent
Iight below an all-night gas station

A nonent |ater he bunpily | anded before the gas punps of the station, rolling to a stop
near another qui bble, parked and enpty, abandoned. No one in it.

Gare lit up the shape of a middle-aged black nan in a topcoat, neat, colorful tie, his
face aristocratic, each feature starkly outlined. The black man paced about across the oil -
streaked cenent, his arns fol ded, an absent expression on his face. Evidently he waited for the
robotrix attendant to finish fueling up his ship. The black nman was neither inpatient nor
resigned; he nerely existed, in renpteness and isolation and spl endor, strong in his body,
standi ng hi gh, seeing nothing because there was nothing he cared to see.

Par ki ng his qui bble, Felix Buckman shut off the notor, activated the door |atch and | ock
stepped stiffly out into the cold of night. He nmade his way toward the black man

The bl ack man did not |ook at him He kept his distance. He noved about, calnly,
distantly. He did not speak.

Into his coat pocket Felix Buckman reached with col dshaken fingers; he found his ball point
pen, plucked it out, groped in his pockets for a square of paper, any paper, a sheet froma nmeno
pad. Finding it, he placed it on the hood of the black nan's quibble. In the white, stark |ight of
the service station Buckman drew on the paper a heart pierced by an arrow. Trenbling with cold he
turned toward the black man paci ng and extended the piece of drawn-on paper to him

Hi s eyes bulging briefly, in surprise, the black man grunted, accepted the piece of paper,
held it by the light, exam ning it. Buckman waited. The bl ack man turned the paper over, saw
not hi ng on the back, one again scrutinized the heart with the arrow piercing it. He frowned,
shrugged, then handed the paper back to Buckman and wandered on, his arns once again folded, his
| arge back to the police general. The slip of paper fluttered away, | ost.
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Silently, Felix Buckman returned to his own quibble, lifted open the door, squeezed inside
behi nd the wheel. He turned on the notor, slammed the door, and flew up into the night sky, his
ascent warning bul bs winking red before himand behind. They shut automatically off, then, and he
droned along the line of the horizon, thinking nothing.

The tears cane once again

Al of a sudden he spun the steering wheel; the quibble popped violently, bucked, |eveled
out laterally on a descending trajectory; nmoments later he once again glided to a stop in the hard
gl are beside the parked, enpty quibble, the pacing black man, the fuel punps. Buckman braked to a
stop, shut off his engine, stepped creakingly out.

The bl ack man was | ooking at him

Buckman wal ked toward the bl ack man. The bl ack nman did not retreat; he stood where he was.
Buckman reached him held out his arns and seized the black man, enfolded himin them and hugged
him The black man grunted in surprise. And dismay. Neither nan said anything. They stood for an
i nstant and then Buckman |l et the black man go, turned, wal ked shakingly back to his quibble.

"Wait," the black man said.

Buckman revol ved to face him

Hesitating, the black nan stood shivering and then said, "Do you know how to get to

Ventura? Up on air route thirty?" He waited. Buckman said nothing. "It's fifty or so niles north
of here," the black man said. Still Bucknman said nothing. "Do you have a map of this area?" the
bl ack man asked.

"No," Buckman said. "I'msorry."

"I"l'l ask the gas station,” the black man said, and sniled a |little. Sheepishly. "It was--
nice neeting you. Wiat's your nane?" The black man waited a | ong nonment. "Do you want to tell nme?"

"I have no nane," Buckman said. "Not right now " He could not really bear to think of it,
at this tine.

"Are you an official of some kind? Like a greeter? Or fromthe L. AL Chanber of Commerce?
I've had dealings with themand they're all right."

"No," Buckman said. "I'man individual. Like you."

"Well, | have a nane," the black man said. He deftly reached into his inner coat pocket,
brought out a small stiff card, which he passed to Bucknman. "Montgomery L. Hopkins is the handle.
Look at the card. Isn't that a good printing job? | like the letters raised like that. Fifty
dollars a thousand it cost me; | got a special price because of an introductory offer not to be
repeated." The card had beautiful great enbossed black letters on it. "I manufacture inexpensive
bi of eedback headphones of the anal og type. They sell retail for under a hundred dollars.™

"Conme and visit ne," Buckman said.

"Call nme," the black nan said. Slowy and firmy, but also a little loudly, he said.
"These pl aces, these coin-operated robot gas stations, are downers |late at night. Sonetime |ater

on we can talk nore. Were it's friendly. | can synpathize and understand how you're feeling, when
it happens that places like this get you on a butmer. A lot of tines | get gas on ny way hone from
the factory so | won't have to stop late. | go out on a lot of night calls for several reasons.
Yes, | can tell you're feeling dowmn at the nouth--you know, depressed. That's why you handed ne
that note which I'mafraid | didn't flash on at the time but do now, and then you wanted to put
your armns around ne, you know, |ike you did, like a child would, for a second. |'ve had that sort
of inspiration, or rather call it inpulse, fromtinme to time during ny life. I'mforty-seven now.
| understand. You want to not be by yourself late at night, especially when it's unseasonably
chilly like it is right now Yes, | agree conpletely, and now you don't exactly know what to say
because you did sonething suddenly out of irrational inpulse wthout thinking through to the fina
consequences. But it's okay; | can dig it. Don't worry about it one damm bit. You must drop over.
You'll like ny house. It's very nellow. You can neet ny wife and our kids. Three in all."

“I will," Buckman said. "I'll keep your card." He got out his wallet, pushed the card into

it. "Thank you."

"I see that my quibble' s ready,” the black nan said. "I was low on oil, too." He
hesitated, started to nove away, then returned and held out his hand. Buckman shook it briefly.
"Goodbye, " the black man said.

Buckman wat ched hi m go; the black man paid the gas station, got into his slightly battered
qui bbl e, started it up, and lifted off into the darkness. As he passed above Buckman the bl ack nman
rai sed his right hand fromthe steering wheel and waved in salutation.

Good ni ght, Buckman thought as he silently waved back with cold-bitten fingers. Then he
reentered his own qui bble, hesitated, feeling nunb, waited, then, seeing nothing, slanmed his door
abruptly and started up his engine. A nonent |ater he had reached the sky.

Flow, my tears, he thought. The first piece of abstract nusic ever witten. John Dow and
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in his Second Lute Book in 1600. I'll play it on that big new quad phonograph of mne when | get
hone. Were it can remind me of Alys and all the rest of them Were there will be a synphony and
afireand it will all be warm

I will go get ny little boy. Early tonmorrow I'Il fly down to Florida and pick up Barney.

Have himwith ne fromnow on. The two of us together. No matter what the consequences. But now
there won't be any consequences; it's all over. It's safe. Forever

Hi s qui bbl e crept across the night sky. Like sone wounded, hal f-dissolved insect. Carrying
hi m hore.

PORT FOUR
Har k! you shadows that in darkness dwell,
Learn to condemm |ight.
Happy, happy they that in hel
Feel not the world's despite.
EPI LOGUE

The trial of Jason Taverner for the first-degree murder of Alys Buckman mysteriously
backfired, ending with a verdict of not guilty, due in part to the excellent Iegal help NBC and
Bill Wl fer provided, but due also to the fact that Taverner had comritted no crine. There had in
fact been no crinme, and the original coroner's finding was reversed--acconpani ed by the retirenent
of the coroner and his replacenent by a younger nman. Jason Taverner's TV ratings, which had
dropped to a low point during the trial, rose with the verdict, and Taverner found hinself with an
audi ence of thirty-five mllion, rather than thirty.

The house which Felix Buckman and his sister Alys had owned and occupied drifted along in
a nebul ous |l egal status for several years; Alys had willed her part of the equity to a | eshian
organi zation called the Sons of Caribron with headquarters in Lee's Sunmt, Mssouri, and the
society wished to nake the house into a retreat for their several saints. In March of 2003 Bucknman
sold his share of the equity to the Sons of Caribron, and, with the noney derived, noved hinsel f
and all the itens of his many collections to Borneo, where |living was cheap and the police
am abl e.

Experinments with the multipl e-space-inclusion drug KR-3 were abandoned late in 1992, due
toits toxic qualities. However, for several years the police covertly experinmented with it on
inmates in forced-1abor canps. But ultinmately, due to the general w despread hazards invol ved, the
Director ordered the project abandoned.

Kat hy Nel son | earned--and accepted--a year later that her husband Jack had been | ong dead,
as McNulty had told her. The recognition of this precipitated a blatant psychotic break in her
and she again was hospitalized, this tinme for good at a far |l ess stylish psychiatric hospital than
Mor ni ngsi de.

For the fifty-first and final tinme in her life Ruth Rae nmarried, in this termna
instance, to an elderly, wealthy, potbellied inporter of firearns |ocated in | ower New Jersey,
barely operating within the linmt of the law In the spring of 1994 she died of an overdose of
al cohol taken with a new tranquilizer, Phrenozine, which acts as a central nervous system
depressant, as well as suppressing the vagus nerve. At the time of her death she wei ghed ninety-
two pounds, the result of difficult--and chronic--psychol ogi cal problens. It never becane possible
to certify with any clarity the death as either an accident or a deliberate suicide; after all,
the medi cation was relatively new. Her husband, Jake Mongo, at the time of her death had becone
heavily in debt and outlasted her barely a year. Jason Taverner attended her funeral and, at the
| ater graveside cerenony, met a girl friend of Ruth's named Fay Krankheit, w th whom he presently
fornmed a working relationship that lasted two years. From her Jason | earned that Ruth Rae had
periodically attached herself to the phone-grid sex network; learning this, he understood better
why she had becone as she had when he net her in Vegas.

Cyni cal and agi ng, Heather Hart gradually abandoned her singing career and dropped out of
sight. After a fewtries to |locate her, Jason Taverner gave up and wote it off as one of the
better successes of his life, despite its dreary ending.

He heard, too, that Mary Anne Domi nic had won a major international prize for her ceramc
ki tchenware, but he never bothered to trace her down. Monica Buff, however, showed up in his life
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toward the end of 1998, as unkenpt as ever but still attractive in her grubby way. Jason dated her
a few times and then dunped her. For nonths she wote himodd, long letters with cryptic signs
drawn over the words, but that, too, stopped at last, and for this he was gl ad.

In the warrens under the ruins of the great universities the student popul ati ons gradually
gave up their futile attenpts to maintain life as they understood it, and voluntarily--for the
nmost part--entered forced-1abor canps. So the dregs of the Second Civil War gradually ebbed away,
and in 2004, as a pilot nodel, Colunbia University was rebuilt and a safe, sane student body
allowed to attend its police-sanctioned courses.

Toward the end of his life retired Police General Felix Buckman, living in Borneo on his
pensi on, wote an autobi ographi cal exposé of the planetw de police apparatus., the book soon being
circulated illegally throughout the major cities of earth. For this, in the sumer of 2017,

General Buckman was shot by an assassin, never identified, and no arrests were ever nmade. Hs
book, _The Law and-order Mentality_, continued to clandestinely circulate for a nunber of years
after his death, but even that, too, eventually becanme forgotten. The forced-1abor canps dw ndl ed
away and at |ast ceased to exist. The police apparatus becane by degrees, over the decades, too
cunbersone to threaten anyone, and in 2136 the rank of police marshal was abandoned.

Sone of the bondage cartoons that Alys Bucknman had col |l ected during her aborted life found
their way into nmuseuns displaying artifacts of faded-out popular cultures, and ultinmately she
becanme officially identified by the _Librarian's Journal Quarterly_ as the forenpst authority of
the late twentieth century in the matter of S-Mart. The one-dollar black Trans-M ssi ssipp
post age stanmp which Felix Buckman had | aid on her was bought at auction in 1999 by a dealer from
Warsaw, Pol and. It disappeared thereupon into the hazy world of philately, never to surface again

Bar ney Bucknan, the son of Felix and Alys Buckman, grew eventually into difficult manhood,
joined the New York police, and during his second year as a beat cop fell froma substandard fire
escape while responding to a report of burglary in a tenenent where weal thy bl acks had once |ived.
Paral yzed fromthe wai st down at twenty-three, he began to interest hinmself in old tel evision
commerci al s, and, before long, owned an inpressive library of the npost ancient and sought-after
itens of this sort, which he bought and sold and traded shrewdly. He lived a long life, with only
a feeble nenory of his father and no nenory at all of Alys. By and | arge Barney Buckman conpl ai ned
little, and continued in particular to absorb hinself in old-tine Al kaSeltzer plugs, his specialty
out of all the rest of such golden trivia.

Soneone at the Los Angel es Police Acadeny stole the twenty-two Derringer pistol which
Fel i x Buckman had kept in his desk, and with this the gun vani shed forever. Lead slug weapons had
by that time becone generally extinct except as collector's pieces, and the inventory clerk at the
acadeny whose job it was to keep track of the Derringer assuned wisely that it had becone a prop
in the bachelors' quarters of sone minor police official, and let the investigation drop there.

In 2047 Jason Taverner, long since retired fromthe entertainment field, died in an
excl usive nursing hone of acolic fibrosis, an ailnment acquired by Terrans at various Mrtian
colonies privately maintained for dubious enthrallment of the weary rich. H s estate consisted of
a five-bedroom house in Des Mines, filled nostly with nenorabilia, and many shares of stock in a
corporation which had tried--and failed--to finance a comercial shuttle service to Proxim
Centaurus. Hi s passing was not generally noticed, although snall obit squibs appeared in nost
met ropol i tan newspapers, ignored by the TV news people but not by Mary Anne Doninic, who, even in
her eighties, still considered Jason Taverner a celebrity, and her neeting himan inportant
m | estone in her |Iong and successful life.

The bl ue vase made by Mary Anne Dom ni ¢ and purchased by Jason Taverner as a gift for
Heat her Hart wound up in a private collection of nodern pottery. It remains there to this day, and
is nuch treasured. And, in fact, by a nunmber of people who know ceram cs, openly and genuinely
cherished. And | oved.
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