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A SCANNER DARKLY

Once a guy stood all day shaking bugs fromhis hair. The doctor told himthere were no
bugs in his hair. After he had taken a shower for eight hours, standing under hot water hour after
hour suffering the pain of the bugs, he got out and dried hinself, and he still had bugs in his
hair; in fact, he had bugs all over him A nonth |ater he had bugs in his |ungs.

Havi ng nothing el se to do or think about, he began to work out theoretically the life
cycle of the bugs, and, with the aid of the _Britannica_, try to determ ne specifically which bugs
they were. They now filled his house. He read about many different kinds and finally noticed bugs
out doors, so he concl uded they were aphids. After that decision cane to his nind it never changed,
no matter what other people told him. . . like "Aphids don't bite people.”

They said that to hi mbecause the endless biting of the bugs kept himin torment. At the 7-
11 grocery store, part of a chain spread out over nost of California, he bought spray cans of Raid
and Bl ack Flag and Yard Guard. First he sprayed the house, then hinself. The Yard Guard seened to
wor k the best.

As to the theoretical side, he perceived three stages in the cycle of the bugs. First,
they were carried to himto contam nate himby what he called Carrier-people, which were people
who didn't understand their role in distributing the bugs. During that stage the bugs had no jaws
or mandi bl es (he |l earned that word during his weeks of scholarly research, an unusually bookish
occupation for a guy who worked at the Handy Brake and Tire place relining people's brake druns).
The Carrier-people therefore felt nothing. He used to sit in the far corner of his living room
wat ching different Carrier-people enter--nost of them people he'd known for a while, but sonme new
to him-covered with the aphids in this particular nonbiting stage. He'd sort of snmile to hinself,
because he knew t hat the person was being used by the bugs and wasn't hip to it.

"What are you grinning about, Jerry?" they'd say.

He'd just snile.

In the next stage the bugs grew wi ngs or sonmething, but they really weren't precisely
wi ngs; anyhow, they were appendages of a functional sort permtting themto swarm which was how
they migrated and spread--especially to him At that point the air was full of them it made his

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Dick%20A%20Scanner%20Darkly.txt (1 of 110) [1/19/03 7:31:23 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Philip%20K .Dick/Dick%20A %20Scanner%20Darkly.txt

living room his whole house, cloudy. During this stage he tried not to inhale them

Most of all he felt sorry for his dog, because he could see the bugs I anding on and
settling all over him and probably getting into the dog's lungs, as they were in his own.

Probabl y--at least so his enpathic ability told him-the dog was suffering as nuch as he was.
Shoul d he give the dog away for the dog's own confort? No, he decided: the dog was now,
i nadvertently, infected, and would carry the bugs with himeverywhere.

Sonetimes he stood in the shower with the dog, trying to wash the dog clean too. He had no
nmore success wWith himthan he did with hinmself. It hurt to feel the dog suffer; he never stopped
trying to help him In sonme respect this was the worst part, the suffering of the animal, who
could not conplain.

"What the fuck are you doing there all day in the shower with the goddamm dog?" hi s buddy
Charl es Freck asked one tinme, conming in during this.

Jerry said, "I got to get the aphids off him" He brought Max, the dog, out of the shower
and began drying him Charles Freck watched, nystified, as Jerry rubbed baby oil and talc into the
dog's fur. Al over the house, cans of insect spray, bottles of talc, and baby oil and skin
conditioners were piled and tossed, nost of themenpty; he used many cans a day now.

"I don't see any aphids," Charles said. "Wat's an aphi d?"

"I't eventually kills you," Jerry said. "That's what an aphid is. They're in ny hair and ny
skin and ny lungs, and the goddanm pain is unbearable--1'"mgoing to have to go to the hospital."

"How cone | can't see thenf"

Jerry put down the dog, which was wapped in a towel, and knelt over the shag rug. "I'l
show you one," he said. The rug was covered with aphids; they hopped up everywhere, up and down,
sonme hi gher than others. He searched for an especially large one, because of the difficulty people
had seeing them "Bring me a bottle or jar," he said, "fromunder the sink. W'Il cap it or put a
lid onit and then | can take it with ne when | go to the doctor and he can analyze it."

Charl es Freck brought himan enpty nayonnaise jar. Jerry went on searching, and at | ast
came across an aphid Jeaping up at |east four feet in the air. The aphid was over aP inch long. He
caught it, carried it to the jar, carefully dropped it in, and screwed on the lid. Then he held it
up triunphantly. "See?" he said.

"Yeahhhhh," Charles Freck said, his eyes wide as he scrutinized the contents of the jar.
"What a big one! Www"

"Help me find nore for the doctor to see," Jerry said, again squatting down on the rug,
the jar beside him

"Sure," Charles Freck said, and did so.

Wthin half an hour they had three jars full of the bugs. Charles, although new at it,
found sone of the | argest.

It was midday, in June of 1994. In California, in a tract area of cheap but durable
pl asti c houses, |ong ago vacated by the straights. Jerry had at an earlier date sprayed neta
pai nt over all the wi ndows, though, to keep out the light; the illumnation for the roomcane from
a pole lanp into which he had screwed nothing but spot |anps, which shone day and night, so as to
abolish time for himand his friends. He liked that; he liked to get rid of tine. By doing that he
coul d concentrate on inportant things without interruption. Like this: two men kneeling down on
the shag rug, finding bug after bug and putting theminto jar after jar

"What do we get for these," Charles Freck said, later on in the day. "I nean, does the
doctor pay a bounty or sonething? A prize? Any bread?"

"I get to help perfect a cure for themthis way," Jerry said. The pain, constant as it
was, had becone unbearabl e; he had never gotten used to it, and he knew he never woul d. The urge,
the longing, to take another shower was overwhelning him "Hey, man," he gasped, straightening up
"you go on putting themin the jars while | take a leak and Iike that." He started toward the
bat hr oom

"Ckay," Charles said, his long | egs wobbling as he swng toward a jar, both hands cupped.
An ex-veteran, he still had good muscul ar control, though; he made it to the jar. But then he said
suddenly, "Jerry, hey--those bugs sort of scare ne. | don't like it here by nyself." He stood up

"Chi ckenshit bastard," Jerry said, panting with pain as he halted nonentarily at the
bat hr oom

"Coul dn't you--"

"I got to take a leak!" He slammed the door and spun the knobs of the shower. WAter poured

down.
"I"mafraid out here."
yel l'i ng | oud.

"Then go fuck yourself!" Jerry yelled back, and stepped into the shower. Wat fucking good

Charl es Freck's voice cane dimy, even though he was evidently
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are friends? he asked hinself bitterly. No good, no good! No fucking good!

"Do these fuckers sting?" Charles yelled, right at the door

"Yeah, they sting,"” Jerry said as he rubbed shanpoo into his hair.

"That's what | thought." A pause. "Can | wash ny hands and get them off and wait for you?"

Chi ckenshit, Jerry thought with bitter fury. He said nothing; he nerely kept on washi ng.
The bastard wasn't worth answering . . . He paid no attention to Charles Freck, only to hinself.
To his own vital, demanding, terrible, urgent needs. Everything else would have to wait. There was
no tinme, no time; these things could not be postponed. Everything el se was secondary. Except the
dog; he wondered about Max, the dog.

Charl es Freck phoned up sonmebody who he hoped was hol ding. "Can you |lay about ten deaths
on nme?"

"Christ, I'mentirely out--1'"mlooking to score nyself. Let ne know when you find sone, |
coul d use sone."

"What's wong with the supply?"

"Some busts, | guess.”
Charl es Freck hung up and then ran a fantasy nunber in his head as he slunped disnally
back fromthe pay phone boot h--you never used your hone phone for a buy call-- to his parked

Chevy. In his fantasy nunber he was driving past the Thrifty Drugstore and they had a huge w ndow
di splay; bottles of slow death, cans of slow death, jars and bathtubs and vats and bow s of sl ow
death, nillions of caps and tabs and hits of slow death, slow death nixed with speed and junk and
barbi turates and psychedelics, everything--and a giant sign: YOUR CREDIT | S GOOD HERE. Not to
nmention: LOWLOWPRICES, LOAEST I N TOMN

But in actuality the Thrifty usually had a display of nothing: conbs, bottles of mnera
oil, spray cans of deodorant, always crap like that. But | bet the pharmacy in the back has sl ow
death under | ock and key in an unstepped-on, pure, unadulterated, uncut form he thought as he
drove fromthe parking |ot onto Harbor Boulevard, into the afternoon traffic. About a fifty-pound
bag.

He wondered when and how they unl oaded the fifty-pound bag of Substance D at the Thrifty
Phar macy every norning, fromwherever it canme from-God knew, nmaybe from Switzerland or nmaybe from
anot her pl anet where sone wise race lived. They'd deliver probably real early, and with arned
guards--the Man standing there with Laser rifles | ooking nean, the way the Man al ways did. Anybody
rip off ny slow death, he thought through the Man's head, |'Il snuff them

Probably Substance Dis an ingredient in every legal medication that's worth anything, he
thought. A little pinch here and there according to the secret exclusive fornula at the issuing
house in Germany or Switzerland that invented it. But in actuality he knew better; the authorities
snuf fed or sent up everybody selling or transporting or using, so in that case the Thrifty
Drugstore--all the mllions of Thrifty Drugstores--would get shot or bonbed out of business or
anyhow fined. Mre likely just fined. The Thrifty had pull. Anyhow, how do you shoot a chain of
big drugstores? O put them away?

They just got ordinary stuff, he thought as he cruised along. He felt |ousy because he had
only three hundred tabs of slow death left in his stash. Buried in his back yard under his
canellia, the hybrid one with the cool big blossons that didn't burn brown in the spring. | only
got a week's supply, he thought. What then when |I'mout? Shit.

Suppose everybody in California and parts of Oregon runs out the same day, he thought.

Wow.

This was the all-time-wi nning horror-fantasy that he ran in his head, that every doper
ran. The whol e western part of the United States sinultaneously running out and everybody crashing
on the sane day, probably about 6A.M Sunday norning, while the straights were getting dressed up
to go fucking pray.

Scene: The First Episcopal Church of Pasadena, at 8:30 A M on Crash Sunday.

"Holy parishioners, let us call on God now at this time to request His intervention in the
agoni es of those who are thrashing about on their beds w thdraw ng."

"Yeah, yeah." The congregation agreeing with the priest.

"But before He intervenes with a fresh supply of--"

A bl ack-and-white evidently had noticed sonething in Charles Freck's driving he hadn't
noticed; it had taken off fromits parking spot and was noving along behind himin traffic, so far
wi t hout lights or siren, but

Maybe |' m weavi ng or sonething, he thought. Fucking goddamm fuzzmobile saw me fucking up
| wonder what.
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CoOP: "All right, what's your nanme?"

"My _nane?_" (CAN T THI NK OF NAME.)

"You don't know your own nane?" Cop sighals to other cop in prowl car. "This guy is really
spaced. "

"Don't shoot ne here." Charles Freck in his horror-fantasy nunber induced by the sight of
t he bl ack-and-white pacing him "At |east take me to the station house and shoot nme there, out of
sight."

To survive in this fascist police state, he thought, you gotta al ways be able to come up
with a name, your nane. At all times. That's the first sign they |look for that you re wired, not
being able to figure out who the hell you are.

What |'Il do, he decided, is I'Il pull off soon as | see a parking slot, pull off
voluntarily before he flashes his light, or does anything, and then when he glides up beside ne
"1l say | got a | oose wheel or sonething mechani cal

They always think that's great, he thought. Wen you give up like that and can't go on.
Li ke throwi ng yourself on the ground the way an ani mal does, exposing your soft unprotected
def ensel ess underbelly. 1'll do that, he thought.

He did so, peeling off to the right and bunping the front wheels of his car against the
curb. The cop car went on by.

Pull ed of f for nothing, he thought. Now it'll be hard to back out again, traffic's so
heavy. He shut off his engine. Maybe |I'll just sit here parked for a while, he decided, and al pha
meditate or go into various different altered states of consciousness. Possibly by watching the
chicks going along on foot. | wonder if they manufacture a bioscope for horny. Rather than al pha
Horny waves, first very short, then longer, larger, larger, finally right off the scale.

This is getting nme nowhere, he realized. | should be out trying to | ocate someone hol di ng.
|'"ve got to get ny supply or pretty soon |I'll be freaking, and then | won't be able to do
anything. Even sit at the curb like |l am | not only won't know who I am | won't even know where

I am or what's happening.

What is happeni ng? he asked hinself. What day is this? If | knew what day |'d know
everything else; it'd seep back bit by bit.

Wednesday, in dowmntown L.A , the Westwood section. Ahead, one of those giant shopping
mal | s surrounded by a wall that you bounced off l|ike a rubber ball--unless you had a credit card
on you and passed in through the el ectronic hoop. Owming no credit card for any of the nmalls, he
coul d depend only on verbal report as to what the shops were like inside. A whole bunch
evidently, selling good products to the straights, especially to the straight wi ves. He watched
the unifornmed arnmed guards at the nmall gate checking out each person. Seeing that the nan or woman
mat ched his or her credit card and that it hadn't been ripped off, sold, bought, used
fraudulently. Lots of people nmoved on in through the gate, but he figured many were no doubt
wi ndowshoppi ng. Not all that many people can have the bread or the urge to buy this time of day,

he reflected. It's early, just past two. At night; that was when. The shops all it up. He coul d--
all the brothers and sisters could--see the lights fromw thout, |ike showers of sparks, |ike a
fun park for grownup kids.

Stores this side of the nall, requiring no credit card, with no arnmed guards, didn't

amount to much. Utility stores: a shoe and a TV shop, a bakery, small-appliance repair, a

| aundromat. He watched a girl who wore a short plastic jacket and stretch pants wander al ong from
store to store; she had nice hair, but he couldn't see her face, see if she was foxy. Not a bad
figure, he thought. The girl stopped for a time at a wi ndow where | eat her goods were displ ayed.
She was checking out a purse with tassels; he could see her peering, worrying, schem ng on the
purse. Bet she goes on in and requests to see it, he thought.

The girl bopped on into the store, as he had fi gured.

Another girl, amd the sidewalk traffic, came along, this one in a frilly blouse, high
heels, with silver hair and too nuch makeup. Trying to | ook ol der than she is, he thought.
Probably not out of high school. After her came nothing worth nentioning, so he renpved the string
that held the gl ove conpartnment shut and got out a pack of cigarettes. He lit up and turned on the
car radio, to a rock station. Once he had owned a tape-cartridge stereo, but finally, while | oaded
one day, he had neglected to bring it indoors with himwhen he | ocked up the car; naturally, when
he returned the whole stereo tape system had been stolen. That's what carel essness gets you, he
had t hought, and so now he had only the crumy radi o. Sonmeday they'd take that too. But he knew
where he coul d get another for al nost nothing, used. Anyhow, the car stood to be wecked any day;
its oil rings were shot and conpression had dropped way down. Evidently, he had burned a valve on
the freeway comi ng honme one night with a whole bunch of good stuff; sonetines when he had really
scored heavy he got paranoi d--not about the cops so nuch as about some ot her heads ripping him
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of f. Sone head desperate from w t hdrawi ng and di ngey as a not her f ucker

A girl wal ked al ong now that made himtake notice. Black hair, pretty, cruising slow she
wore an open mdriff blouse and denimwhite pants washed a |l ot. Hey, | know her, he thought.
That's Bob Arctor's girl. That's Donna.

He pushed open the car door and stepped out. The girl eyed himand continued on. He
fol | oned.

Thinks I'"mfixing to grab-ass, he thought as he snaked anbng the people. How easily she
gai ned speed; he could barely see her now as she glanced back. A firm calmface . . . He saw
| arge eyes that appraised him Calcul ated his speed and would he catch up. Not at this rate, he
t hought. She can really nove.

At the corner people had halted for the sign to say WALK i nstead of DON T WALK; cars were
making wild left turns. But the girl continued on, fast but with dignity, threading her path anong
the nut-o cars. The drivers glared at her with indignation. She didn't appear to notice.

"Donna! " When the sign flashed WALK he hurried across after her and caught up with her
She declined to run but nmerely wal ked rapidly. "Aren't you Bob's old | ady?" he said. He managed to
get in front of her to exam ne her face.

"No," she said. "No." She cane toward him directly at him he retreated backward, because
she held a short knife pointed at his stonmach. "Get lost," she said, continuing to nove forward
wi t hout slowi ng or hesitating.

"Sure you are," he said. "I nmet you at his place." He could hardly see the knife, only a
tiny section of blade netal, but he knew it was there. She would stab himand wal k on. He
continued to retreat backward, protesting. The girl held the knife so well conceal ed that probably
no one else, the others wal king al ong, could notice. But he did; it was going right at himas she
approached wi thout hesitation. He stepped aside, then, and the girl traveled on, in silence.

" Jeez! " he said to the back of her. | know it's Donna, he thought. She just doesn't
flash on who | am that she knows ne. Scared, | guess; scared |'mgoing to hustle her. You got to
be careful, he thought, when you cone to a strange chick on the street; they're all prepared now.
Too nmuch has happened to them

Funky little knife, he thought. Chicks shouldn't carry those; any guy could turn her wi st
and the bl ade back on her any tinme he wanted. | could have. If | really wanted to get her. He
stood there, feeling angry. | know that was Donna, he thought.

As he started to go back toward his parked car, he realized that the girl had halted, out
of the novenent of passers-by, and now stood silently gazing at him

He wal ked cautiously toward her. "One night," he said, "ne and Bob and anot her chick had
sonme old Sinon and Garfunkel tapes, and you were sitting there--" She had been filling capsul es
wi t h high-grade death, one by one, painstakingly. For over an hour. El Prino. Nunero Uno: Death.
After she had finished she had laid a cap on each of them and they had dropped them all of them

together. Except her. | just sell them she had said. If |I start dropping them| eat up all ny
profits.

The girl said, "I thought you were going to knock ne down and bang ne."

"No," he said. "I just wondered if you . . ." He hesitated. "Like, wanted a ride. On the
si dewal k?" he said, startled. "In broad daylight?"

"Maybe in a doorway. Or pull ne into a car."

"l _know_ you," he protested. "And Arctor would snuff me if | did that."

"Well, | didn't recogni ze you." She cane toward himthree steps. "lI'msorta nearsighted."

"You ought to wear contacts.” She had, he thought, |ovely |large dark warm eyes. Wi ch
meant she wasn't on junk

"I did have. But one fell out into a punch bow . Acid punch, at a party. It sank to the
bottom and | guess soneone dipped it up and drank it. | hope it tasted good; it cost nme thirty-
five dollars, originally."

"You want a ride where you're going?"

"You'll bang ne in the car."

"No," he said, "I can't get it on right now, these |ast couple of weeks. It nust be
sonmething they're adulterating all the stuff with. Some chemical."

"That's a neat-o line, but |1've heard it before. Everybody bangs ne." She anended that.
"Tries to, anyhow. That's what it's like to be a chick. |'msuing one guy in court right now, for
nmol estati on and assault. We're asking punitive danmages in excess of forty thousand."

"How far'd he get?"

Donna said, "Got his hand around ny boob."

"That isn't worth forty thousand."

Toget her, they wal ked back toward his car
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"You got anything to sell?" he asked. "I'mreally hurting. I"'mvirtually out, in fact,
hell, | amout, conme to think of it. Even a few, if you could spare a few"

"l can get you sone."

"Tabs," he said. "I don't shoot up."

"Yes." She nodded intently, head down. "But, see, they're real scarce right now-the
supply's tenporarily dried up. You probably discovered that already. | can't get you very nany,

but--"

"When?" he broke in. They had reached his car; he halted, opened the door, got in. On the
far side Donna got in. They sat side by side.

"Day after tonorrow," Donna said. "If | can git ahold of this guy. | think | can."

Shit, he thought. Day after tonorrow. "No sooner? Not |ike, say, tonight?"

"Tonorrow at the earliest."”

"How rnuch?"

"Sixty dollars a hundred."

"Ch, Jeez," he said. "That's a burn."

"They' re super good. |I've got themfromhimbefore; they're really not what you usually
buy into. Take nmy word for it--they're worth it. Actually, | prefer to get them from himrather
than from anybody el se--when | can. He doesn't always have them See, he just took a trip down
south, | guess. He just got back. He picked themup hinself, so | know they're good for sure. And

you don't have to pay nme in advance. Wen | get them Okay? | trust you."

"I never front," he said.

"Sonetines you have to."

"Ckay," he said. "Then can you get ne at |east a hundred?" He tried to figure, rapidly,
how many he could get; in two days he probably could raise one hundred twenty dollars and get two
hundred tabs fromher. And if he ran across a better deal in the neantine, from other people who
were hol ding, he could forget her deal and buy fromthem That was the advantage of never
fronting, that plus never being burned.

"It's lucky for you that you ran into nme," Donna said as he started up his car and backed

out into traffic. "I'm supposed to see this one dude in about an hour, and he'd probably take all
| could get . . . you' d have been out of luck. This was your day." She sniled, and he did too.
"l wish you could get them sooner," he said.
“"If I do. . ." Opening her purse, she got out a little note pad and a pen that had SPARKS

BATTERY TUNE- UP stanped on it. "How do | get hold of you, and | forget your nane."
"Charles B. Freck," he said. He told her his phone nunber--not his, really, but the one he
made use of at a straight friend' s house, for nessages like this--and | aboriously she wote it

down. What difficulty she had witing, he thought. Peering and slowy scrawming . . . They don't
teach the chicks jack shit in school any nore, he thought. Flat-out illiterate. But foxy. So she
can't hardly read or wite; so what? What matters with a fox is nice tits.

"I think I renenber you," Donna said. "Sort of. It's all hazy, that night; | was really
out of it. Al | definitely remenber was getting the powder into those little caps--Libriumcaps--
we dunped the original contents. | nust have dropped half. | nean, on the floor." She gazed at him
nmeditatively as he drove. "You seemlike a nellow dude," she said. "And you'll be in the market
later on? After a while you'll want nore?"

"Sure," he said, wondering to hinmself if he could beat her price by the tinme he saw her

again; he felt he could, nost likely. Either way he won. That is, either way he scored.

Happi ness, he thought, is knowi ng you got sone pills.

The day outside the car, and all the busy people, the sunlight and activity, streaned past
unnoti ced; he was happy.

Look what he had found by chance--because, in fact, a black-and-white had accidentally
paced him An unexpected new supply of Substance D. What nore could he ask out of life? He could
probably now count on two weeks |ying ahead of him nearly _half a nmonth_, before he croaked or
nearly croaked--w thdrawi ng from Substance D nade the two the sanme. Two weeks! Hi s heart soared,
and he snelled, for a nonent, conmng in fromthe open wi ndows of the car, the brief excitenent of
spring.

"Want to go with me to see Jerry Fabin?" he asked the girl. "I'mtaking a load of his
things over to himat the Nunber Three Federal dinic, where they took himlast night. |I'mjust
carting over a little at a tine, because there's a chance he m ght get back out and | don't want
to have to drag it all back."

"I'd better not see him" Donna said.

“You know hi n? Jerry Fabin?"

"Jerry Fabin thinks |I contaminated himoriginally with those bugs."
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" Aphi ds. "

"Well, _then_ he didn't know what they were. | better stay away. Last time | saw him he
got really hostile. It's his receptor sites, in his brain, at least | think so. It seens like it,
fromwhat the governnent panphlets say now. "

"That can't be restored, can it?" he said.

"No," Donna said. "That's irreversible."

"The clinic people said they'd let me see him and they said they believed he could work
some, you know-" He gestured. "Not be--" Again he gestured; it was hard to find words for that,
what he was trying to say about his friend.

@ ancing at him Donna said, "You don't have speechcenter danage, do you? In your--what is
it called?--occipital |obe."

"No," he said. Vigorously.

"Do you have any kind of damage?" She tapped her head.

"No, it's just . . . you know. | have trouble saying it about those fucking clinics; I
hate the Neural -Aphasia Cinics. One tine | was there visiting a guy, he was trying to wax a fl oor-
- they said he couldn't wax the floor, | nean he couldn't figure out howto do it . . . Wat got
me was he kept trying. | nmean not just for like an hour; he was still trying a nonth | ater when
cane back. Just |ike he had been, over and over again, when | first saw himthere, when | first
went to visit him He couldn't figure out why he couldn't get it right. | renmenber the |l ook on his
face. He was sure he'd get it right if he kept trying to flash on what he was doi ng wong. 'Wat
am | doing wong? he kept asking them There was no way to tell him | mean, they told him-hell
I told him-but he still couldn't figure it out."

"The receptor sites in his brain are what |'ve read usually goes first,"'
placidly. "Soneone's brain where he's gotten a bad hit or like that, |ike too heavy.
wat chi ng the cars ahead. "Look, there's one of those new Porsches with two engi nes."
excitedly. "Ww. "

"I knew a guy who hot-w red one of those new Porsches,” he said, "and got it out on the
Ri versi de Freeway and pushed it up to one seventy-five--w pe-out." He gestured. "Right into the
ass of a sem. Never sawit, | guess." In his head he ran a fantasy nunber: hinself at the whee
of a Porsche, but noticing the sem, all the senis. And everyone on the freeway--the Hol |l ywood
Freeway at rush hour--noticing him Noticing himfor sure, the |anky big-shoul dered good-1| ooki ng
dude in the new Porsche going two hundred miles an hour, and all the cops' faces hangi ng open
hel pl essly.

"You' re shaking,"” Donna said. She reached over and put her hand on his arm A quiet hand
that he at once responded to. "SI ow down."

“I"'mtired," he said. "I was up two nights and two days counting bugs. Counting them and
putting themin bottles. And finally when we crashed and got up and got ready the next norning to
put the bottles in the car, to take to the doctor to show him there was nothing in the bottles.
Empty." He could feel the shaking now hinself, and see it in his hands, on the wheel, the shaking
hands on the steering wheel, at twenty nmiles an hour. "Every fucking one," he said. "Nothing. No
bugs. And then | realized, | fucking realized. It cane to me, about his brain, Jerry's brain."

The air no longer snelled of spring and he thought, abruptly, that he urgently needed a
hit of Substance D; it was later in the day than he had realized, or else he had taken | ess than
he thought. Fortunately, he had his portable supply with him in the glove conpartnent, way back.
He began searching for a vacant parking slot, to pull over.

"Your mnd plays tricks,"” Donna said renotely; she seenmed to have w thdrawn into herself,
gone far away. He wondered if his erratic driving was bunm ng her. Probably so.

Anot her fantasy filmrolled suddenly into his head, without his consent: He saw, first, a
bi g parked Pontiac with a bunper jack on the back of it that was slipping and a kid around
thirteen with long thatched hair struggling to hold the car fromrolling, nmeanwhile yelling for
assi stance. He saw hinself and Jerry Fabin running out of the house together, Jerry's house, down
the beer-can-littered driveway to the car. H nself, he grabbed at the car door on the driver's
side to open it, to stonp the brake pedal. But Jerry Fabin, wearing only his pants, w thout even
shoes, his hair all disarranged and streani ng--he had been sl eeping--Jerry ran past the car to the
back and knocked, with his bare pale shoul der that never saw the |ight of day, the boy entirely
away fromthe car. The jack bent and fell, the rear of the car crashed down, the tire and whee
roll ed away, and the boy was okay.

"Too late for the brake,"
and blinking. "No tine."

'S he okay?" Charles Freck yelled. His heart still pounded.

“"Yeah." Jerry stood by the boy, gasping. "Shit!" he yelled at the boy in fury. "Didn't |

Donna said
" She was
She poi nted

Jerry panted, trying to get his ugly greasy hair fromhis eyes
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tell you to wait until we were doing it with you? And when a bunper jack slips--shit, man, you
can't hold back five thousand pounds!" His face withed. The boy, little Ratass, |ooked mi serable
and twitched guiltily. "I repeatedly and repeatedly told you!"

"I went for the brake," Charles Freck explained, knowing his idiocy, his own equal fuckup
great as the boy's and equally lethal. His failure as a full-grown man to respond right. But he
wanted to justify it anyhow, as the boy did, in words. "But now | realize--" he yamered on, and
then the fantasy nunber broke off; it was a docunmentary rerun, actually, because he renenbered the
day when this had happened, back when they were all living together. Jerry's good instinct--
ot herwi se Ratass woul d have been under the back of the Pontiac, his spine snashed.

The three of them pl odded gl conily back toward the house, not even chasing the tire and

wheel , which was still rolling off.

"I was asleep," Jerry muttered as they entered the dark interior of the house. "lIt's the
first time in a couple weeks the bugs let up enough so | could. I haven't got any sleep at all for
five days--1 been runnin' and runnin'. | thought they were maybe gone; they've _been_ gone. |
thought they finally gave up and went sonewhere else, |ike next door and out of the house

entirely. Now | can feel themagain. That tenth No Pest Strip | got, or maybe it's the el eventh--
they cheated ne again, like they did with all the others."” But his voice was subdued now, not
angry, just |ow and perplexed. He put his hand on Ratass's head and gave hima sharp smack. "You
dunmb ki d--when a bunper jack slips get the hell out of there. Forget the car. Don't ever get
behind it and try to push back against all that mass and block it with your body."

"But, Jerry, | was afraid the axle--"

"Fuck the axle. Fuck the car. It's your life." They passed on through the dark |iving
room the three of them and the rerun of a now gone nonent wi nked out and di ed forever

"Gent| enen of the AnaheimLions Cub,” the nman at the mcrophone said, "we have a
wonder ful opportunity this afternoon, for, you see, the County of Orange has provided us with the
chance to hear from-and then put questions to and of--an undercover narcotics agent fromthe
Orange County Sheriff's Departnment." He beaned, this man wearing his pink waffle-fiber suit and
wi de plastic yellow tie and blue shirt and fake | eather shoes; he was an overwei ght nan, overaged
as well, overhappy even when there was little or nothing to be happy about.

Wat ching him the undercover narcotics agent felt nausea.

“"Now, you will notice," the Lions Club host said, "that you can barely see this
i ndi vidual, who is seated directly to ny right, because he is wearing what is called a scranble
suit, which is the exact sanme suit he wears--and in fact nust wear--during certain parts, in fact
nost, of his daily activities of |aw enforcement. Later he will explain why."

The audi ence, which mirrored the qualities of the host in every possible way, regarded the
individual in his scranble suit.

"This man," the host declared, "whomwe will call Fred, because this is the code nanme
under which he reports the information he gathers, once within the scranble suit, cannot be
identified by voice, or by even technol ogical voiceprint, or by appearance. He | ooks, does he not,
like a vague blur and nothing nore? Am| right?" He let |oose a great smile. Hi s audience,
appreciating that this was indeed funny, did a little snmling on their own.

The scranble suit was an invention of the Bell Laboratories, conjured up by accident by an
enpl oyee naned S. A Powers. He had, a few years ago, been experinmenting with disinhibiting
subst ances affecting neural tissue, and one night, having adm nistered to hinself an IV injection
consi dered safe and mildly euphoric, had experienced a disastrous drop in the GABA fluid of his
brai n. Subjectively, he had then wi tnessed |urid phosphene activity projected on the far wall of
his bedroom a frantically progressing nontage of what, at the tine, he imgined to be nodern-day
abstract paintings.

For about six hours, entranced, S. A Powers had watched thousands of Picasso paintings
repl ace one another at flashcut speed, and then he had been treated to Paul Klees, nore than the
pai nter had painted during his entire lifetime. S. A Powers, now view ng Mdigliani paintings
repl ace thenmselves at furious velocity, had conjectured (one needs a theory for everything) that
the Rosicrucians were tel epathically beaning pictures at him probably boosted by nicrorel ay
systenms of an advanced order; but then, when Kandi nsky paintings began to harass him he recalled
that the main art nuseum at Leni ngrad specialized in just such nonobjective noderns, and deci ded
that the Soviets were attenpting telepathically to contact him

In the norning he renenbered that a drastic drop in the GABA fluid of the brain nornally
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produced such phosphene activity; nobody was trying telepathically, with or w thout mcrowave
boosting, to contact him But it did give himthe idea for the scranble suit. Basically, his
design consisted of a nmultifaced quartz |Iens hooked to a miniaturized conputer whose nenory banks
held up to a mllion and a hal f physiognonic fraction-representati ons of various people: nen and
wonen, children, with every variant encoded and then projected outward in all directions equally
onto a superthin shroudlike nmenbrane | arge enough to fit around an average hunan

As the conputer |ooped through its banks, it projected every conceivable eye color, hair
col or, shape and type of nose, formation of teeth, configuration of facial bone structure--the
entire shroudli ke menbrane took on whatever physical characteristics were projected at any
nanosecond, and then switched to the next. Just to nake his scranble suit nore effective, S. A
Powers programed the conputer to randoni ze the sequence of characteristics within each set. And
to bring the cost down (the federal people always |liked that), he found the source for the
material of the nenbrane in a by-product of a large industrial firmalready doing business wth
Washi ngt on.

In any case, the wearer of a scranble suit was Everynman and in every conbination (up to
conbinations of a mllion and a half sub-bits) during the course of each hour. Hence, any
description of him-or her--was neani ngl ess. Needless to say, S. A Powers had fed his own
personal physiognom ¢ characteristics into the conputer units, so that, buried in the frantic
pernutation of qualities, his own surfaced and conbined . . . on an average, he had cal cul ated, of
once each fifty years per suit, served up and reassenbl ed, given enough time per suit. It was his
closest claimto imortality.

"Let's hear it for the vague blur!" the host said loudly, and there was mass cl appi ng.

In his scranble suit, Fred, who was al so Robert Arctor, groaned and thought: This is
terrible.

Once a nonth an undercover narcotics agent of the county was assigned at randomto speak
bef ore bubbl ehead gat herings such as this. Today was his turn. Looking at his audi ence, he
realized how nuch he detested straights. They thought this was all great. They were sniling. They
wer e being entertained.

Maybe at this nonent the virtually countless conponents of his scranble suit had served up
S. A Powers.

"But to be serious for just a nmonent,'’
trying to renenber.

"Fred," Bob Arctor said. S. A Fred.

"Fred, yes." The host, invigorated, resunmed, booming in the direction of his audience,
"You see, Fred's voice is |ike one of those robot conputer voices down in San D ego at the bank
when you drive in, perfectly toneless and artificial. It leaves in our mnds no characteristics,
exactly as when he reports to his superiors in the Orange County Drug Abuse, ah, Program" He
paused neaningfully. "You see, there is a dire risk for these police officers because the forces
of dope, as we know, have penetrated with amazing skill into the various | aw enforcenent
appar atuses throughout our nation, or may well have, according to nost infornmed experts. So for
the protection of these dedicated nen, this scranble suit is necessary."

Slight applause for the scranble suit. And then expectant gazes at Fred, lurking within
its nmenbrane.

"But in his line of work in the field," the host added finally, as he noved away fromthe
m crophone to make room for Fred, "he, of course, does not wear this. He dresses like you or I,
al t hough, of course, in the hippie garb of those of the various subculture groups within which he
bores in tirel ess fashion."

He notioned to Fred to rise and approach the microphone. Fred, Robert Arctor, had done
this six tinmes before, and he knew what to say and what was in store for him the assorted degrees
and ki nds of asshol e questions and opaque stupidity. The waste of tinme for himout of this, plus
anger on his part, and a sense of futility each time, and al ways nore so.

"If you saw me on the street,” he said into the mcrophone, after the appl ause had died
out, "you'd say, 'There goes a weirdo freak doper.' And you'd feel aversion and wal k away."

the host said, "this man here . He paused

Si |l ence.

“I don't look like you," he said. "I can't afford to. My Iife depends on it." Actually, he
did not |ook that different fromthem And anyhow, he woul d have worn what he wore daily anyhow,
job or not, life or not. He |liked what he wore. But what he was saying had, by and | arge, been

witten by others and put before himto nenorize. He could depart sone, but they all had a
standard format they used. Introduced a couple of years ago by a gung-ho division chief, it had by
now becone wit.

He waited while that sank in.
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"I amnot going to tell you first," he said, "what | amattenpting to do as an undercover

of ficer engaged in tracking down dealers and nost of all the source of their illegal drugs in the
streets of our cities and corridors of our schools, here in Orange County. | amgoing to tell you"-
-he paused, as they had trained himto do in PR class at the acadeny-- "what | amafraid of," he
fini shed.

That gaffed them they had becone all eyes.

"What | fear," he said, "night and day, is that our children, your children and ny
children . . ." Again he paused. "I have two," he said. Then, extra quietly, "Little ones, very
little.” And then he raised his voice enphatically. "But not too little to be addicted,
cal cul atedly addicted, for profit, by those who would destroy this society." Another pause. "W do
not know as yet," he continued presently, nore calnmy, "specifically who these nen--or rather
ani mal s--are who prey on our young, as if in a wild jungle abroad, as in sone foreign country, not
ours. The identity of the purveyors of the poi sons concocted of brain-destructive filth shot

daily, orally taken daily, snmoked daily by several nmillion nen and wonmen--or rather, that were
once nen and wonen-- is gradually being unraveled. But finally we will, before God, know for
sure. "

A voice fromthe audi ence: "Sock it to 'em"

Anot her voice, equally enthusiastic: "Get the conmes!"”

Appl ause and reprise severally.

Robert Arctor halted. Stared at them at the straights in their fat suits, their fat ties,
their fat shoes, and he thought, Substance D can't destroy their brains; they have none.

"Tell it like it is," a slightly |ess enphatic voice called up, a wonman's voi ce
Sear ching, Arctor made out a mddl e-aged | ady, not so fat, her hands cl asped anxiously.

"Each day," Fred, Robert Arctor, whatever, said, "this disease takes its toll of us. By
the end of each passing day the flow of profits--and where they go we--" He broke off. For the
life of himhe could not dredge up the rest of the sentence, even though he had repeated it a
mllion tinmes, both in class and at previous |ectures.

All in the large roomhad fallen silent.

"Well," he said, "it isn't the profits anyhow. It's sonething else. Wat you see happen."

They didn't notice any difference, he noticed, even though he had dropped the prepared
speech and was wandering on, by hinself, without help fromthe PR boys back at the Orange County
Civic Center. What difference anyhow? he thought. So what? What, really, do they know or care? The
straights, he thought, live in their fortified huge apartment conpl exes guarded by their guards,
ready to open fire on any and every doper who scales the wall with an enpty pillowcase to rip off
their piano and electric clock and razor and stereo that they haven't paid for anyhow, so he can
get his fix, get the shit that if he doesn't he naybe dies, outright flatout dies, of the pain and
shock of withdrawal. But, he thought, when You're living inside |ooking safely out, and your wall
is electrified and your guard is arned, why think about that?

"I'f you were a diabetic,"” he said, "and you didn't have noney for a hit of insulin, would
you steal to get the noney? O just die?"

Si | ence.

In the headphone of his scranble suit a tinny voice said, "I think you'd better go back to
the prepared text, Fred. | really do advise it."

Into his throat m ke, Fred, Robert Arctor, whatever, said, "I forget it." Only his

superior at Orange County GHQ which was not M. F., that is to say, Hank, could hear this. This
was an anonynous superior, assigned to himonly for this occasion

"Riiiight," the official tinny pronpter said in his earphone. "I'|l|l read it to you. Repeat
it after me, but try to get it to sound casual." Slight hesitation, riffling of pages. "Let's see

'Each day the profits flow-where they go we--' That's about where you stopped."

"lI've got a block against this stuff,"” Arctor said.

"'--will soon deternmnine, his official pronpter said, unheeding,
will swiftly follow And at that nmoment | would not for the life of ne be in their shoes.

"Do you know why |'ve got a block against this stuff?" Arctor said. "Because this is what
gets people on dope." He thought, This is why you lurch off and becone a doper, this sort of
stuff. This is why you give up and | eave. |In disgust.

But then he | ooked once nore out at his audience and realized that for themthis was not
so. This was the only way they could be reached. He was talking to nitwits. Mental sinps. It had
to be put in the same way it had been put in first grade: _A is for Apple and the Apple is Round.

"and then retribution

" D," he said aloud to his audience, "is for Substance D. Wiich is for Dunbness and
Despair and Desertion, the desertion of your friends fromyou, you fromthem everyone from
everyone, isolation and | oneliness and hating and suspecting each other. _D ," he said then, "is

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Dick%20A%20Scanner%20Darkly.txt (10 of 110) [1/19/03 7:31:24 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Philip%20K .Dick/Dick%20A %20Scanner%20Darkly.txt

finally Death. Slow Death, we--" He halted. "W, the dopers," he said, "call it." H's voice rasped
and faltered. "As you probably know. Slow Death. Fromthe head on down. Well, that's it." He
wal ked back to his chair and reseated hinmself. In silence.

"You blewit," his superior the pronpter said. "See nme in ny office when you get back
Room 430. "

"Yes," Arctor said. "I blewit."

They were |l ooking at himas if he had pissed on the stage before their eyes. Al though he
was not sure just why.

Striding to the m ke, the Lions Oub host said, "Fred asked nme in advance of this |lecture
to make it primarily a question-and-answer forum with only a short introductory statenent by him
| forgot to nention that. Al right"--he raised his right hand--"who first, people?"

Arctor suddenly got to his feet again, clunsily.

"“I't would appear that Fred has sonmething nore to add," the host said, beckoning to him

Going slowy back over to the mcrophone, Arctor said, his head down, speaking wth
precision, "Just this. Don't kick their asses after they're on it. The users, the addicts. Half of
them nost of them especially the girls, didn't know what they were getting on or even that they
were getting on anything at all. Just try to keep them the people, any of us, fromgetting on
it." He looked up briefly. "See, they dissolve sone reds in a glass of wi ne, the pushers, | nean--
they give the booze to a chick, an underage little chick, with eight to ten reds in it, and she
passes out, and then they inject her with a mex hit, which is half heroin and half Substance D -"
He broke off. "Thank you," he said.

A man called up, "How do we stop them sir?"

"Kill the pushers," Arctor said, and wal ked back to his chair.

He did not feel like returning right away to the Orange County Civic Center and Room 430,
so he wandered down one of the conmercial streets of Anaheim inspecting the MDonal dburger stands
and car washes and gas stations and Pizza Huts and ot her narvels.

Roanming aimessly along like this on the public street with all kinds of people, he always
had a strange feeling as to who he was. As he had said to the Lions types there in the hall, he
| ooked |i ke a doper when out of his scranble suit; he conversed |like a doper; those around hi m now
no doubt took himto be a doper and reacted accordingly. Oher dopers-- See there, he thought;
"other," for instance--gave hima "peace, brother" |ook, and the straights didn't.

You put on a bishop's robe and nmiter, he pondered, and wal k around in that, and people bow
and genuflect and |ike that, and try to kiss your ring, if not your ass, and pretty soon you're a
bi shop. So to speak. What is identity? he asked hinsel f. Wiere does the act end? Nobody knows.

What really fouled up his sense of who and what he was cane when the Man hassl ed him Wen
harness bulls, beat cops, or cops in general, any and all, for exanple, cane cruising up slowy to
the curb near himin an intinidating manner as he wal ked, scrutinized himat length with an
i ntense, keen, netallic, blank stare, and then, often as not, evidently on whim parked and
beckoned hi m over

"Ckay, let's see your |I.D.," the cop would say, reaching out; and then, as Arctor-Fred-
What ever - Godknew funbl ed in his wallet pocket, the cop would yell at him "Ever been ARRESTED?"
O, as a variant on that, adding, "BEFORE?" As if he were about to go into the bucket right then

"What's the beef?" he usually said, if he said anything at all. A crowd naturally
gat hered. Most of them assunmed he'd been nailed dealing on the corner. They grinned uneasily and
wai ted to see what happened, although 'sonme of them wusually Chicanos or blacks or obvious heads,
| ooked angry. And those that | ooked angry began after a short interval to be aware that they
| ooked angry, and they changed that swiftly to inpassive. Because everybody knew that anyone
| ooki ng angry or uneasy--it didn't matter which--around cops must have sonething to hide. The cops
especially knew that, legend had it, and they hassled such persons automatically.

This time, however, no one bothered him Many heads were in evidence; he was only one of
many.

VWhat am | actually? he asked hinself. He w shed, nmonmentarily, for his scranble suit. Then
he thought, | could go on being a vague blur and passers-by, street people in general, would
appl aud. Let's hear it for the vague blur, he thought, doing a short rerun. Wat a way to get
recognition. How, for instance, could they be sure it wasn't sone other vague blur and not the
right one? It could be sonebody other than Fred inside, or another Fred, and they'd never know,
not even when Fred opened his nouth and tal ked. They wouldn't really know then. They'd never know.
It could be Al pretending to be Fred, for exanple. It could be anyone in there, it could even be
enpty. Down at Orange County GHQ they could be piping a voice to the scranble suit, animating it
fromthe sheriff's office. Fred could in that case be anybody who happened to be at his desk that
day and happened to pick up the script and the nmike, or a conposite of all sorts of guys at their
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desks.

But | guess what | said at the end, he thought, finishes off that. That wasn't anybody
back in the office. The guys back in the office want to talk to nme about that, as a matter of
fact.

He didn't |look forward to that, so he continued to |loiter and del ay, going nowhere, going
everywhere. In Southern California it didn't nmake any difference anyhow where you went; there was
al ways the sanme McDonal dburger place over and over, like a circular strip that turned past you as
you pretended to go sonewhere. And when finally you got hungry and went to the MDonal dburger
pl ace and bought a MDonal d's hanmburger, it was the one they sold you last tine and the tine

before that and so forth, back to before you were born, and in addition bad people--liars--said it
was made out of turkey gizzards anyhow.
They had by now, according to their sign, sold the sane original burger fifty billion

times. He wondered if it was to the sane person. Life in Anaheim California, was a comercial for
itself, endlessly replayed. Nothing changed; it just spread out farther and farther in the form of
neon ooze. \Wat there was al ways nore of had been congeal ed i nto permanence long ago, as if the
automatic factory that cranked out these objects had jammed in the on position. How the |and
becane plastic, he thought, renenbering the fairy tale "How the Sea Becane Salt." Soneday, he
thought, it'll be mandatory that we all sell the MDonal d' s hanburger as well as buy it; we'l

sell it back and forth to each other forever fromour living roonms. That way we won't even have to
go outside

He | ooked at his watch. Two-thirty: tine to nake a buy call. According to Donna, he could
score, through her, on perhaps a thousand tabs of Substance D cut with neth.

Naturally, once he got it, he would turn it over to County Drug Abuse to be anal yzed and
then destroyed, or whatever they did with it. Dropped it thensel ves, maybe, or so another |egend
went. O sold it. But his purchase fromher was not to bust her for dealing; he had bought many
times fromher and had never arrested her. That was not what it was all about, busting a small -
time |l ocal dealer, a chick who considered it cool and far-out to deal dope. Half the narcotics
agents in Orange County were aware that Donna dealt, and recogni zed her on sight. Donna dealt
sonetimes in the parking lot of the 7-11 store, in front of the autonatic hol oscanner the police
kept going there, and got away with it. In a sense, Donna could never be busted no matter what she
did and in front of whom

VWhat his transaction with Donna, like all those before, added up to was an attenpt to
thread a path upward via Donna to the supplier she bought from So his purchases from her
gradually grew in quantity. Originally he had coaxed her--if that was the word--into laying ten
tabs on him as a favor: friend-to-friend stuff. Then, later on, he had wangled a bag of a hundred
for reconpense, then three bags. Now, if he lucked out, he could score a thousand, which was ten
bags. Eventually, he would be buying in a quantity which would be beyond her econonic capacity;
she could not front enough bread to her supplier to secure the stuff at her end. Therefore, she
woul d | ose instead of getting a big profit. They woul d haggl e; she would insist that he front at
| east part of it; he would refuse; she couldn't front it herself to her source; time would run out-
-even in a deal that snmall a certain anmount of tension would grow, everyone would be getting
i mpati ent; her supplier, whoever he was, would be hol ding and mad because she hadn't shown. So
eventualy, if it worked out right, she would give up and say to himand to her supplier, "Look
you better deal direct with each other. | know you both; you're both cool. I'll vouch for both of
you. |I'll set a place and a time and you two can neet. So from now on, Bob, you can start buying
direct, if you're going to buy in this quantity."” Because in that quantity he was for all intents
and purposes a deal er; these were approaching dealer's quantities. Donna woul d assune he was
reselling at a profit per hundred, since he was buying a thousand at a tine at |least. This way he
could travel up the |adder and cone to the next person in line, becone a dealer like her, and then
| ater on maybe get another step up and another as the quantities he bought grew.

Eventual | y--this was the nane of the project--he would neet someone hi gh enough to be
worth busting. That neant soneone who knew somet hi ng, which neant soneone either in contact with
t hose who manufactured or soneone who ran it in fromthe supplier who hinself knew the source.

Unl i ke ot her drugs, Substance D had--apparently--only one source. It was synthetic, not
organic; therefore, it canme froma lab. It could be synthesized, and already had been in federa
experinments. But the constituents were thensel ves derived from conpl ex substances al nost equally
difficult to synthesize. Theoretically it could be nmanufactured by anyone who had, first, the
formul a and, second, the technol ogical capacity to set up a factory. But in practice the cost was
out of reach. Al so, those who had invented it and were naking it available sold it too cheaply for
ef fective conpetition. And the wide distribution suggested that even though a sol e source exi sted,
it had a diversified | ayout, probably a series of |labs in several key areas, perhaps one near each
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maj or urban drug-using spot in North Anerica and Europe. Wy none of these had been found was a
mystery; but the inplication was, both publicly and no doubt under official waps, that the S. D
Agency--as the authorities arbitrarily terned it-- had penetrated so far up into | aw enforcenent
groups, both local and national, that those who found out anything usabl e about its operations
soon either didn't care or didn't exist.

He had, naturally, several other |eads at present besides Donna. O her deal ers he
pressured progressively for larger quantities. But because she was his chick--or anyhow he had
hopes in that direction--she was for himthe easiest. Visiting her, talking to her on the phone,
taki ng her out or having her over--that was a personal pleasure as well. It was, in a sense, the
line of least resistance. If you had to spy on and report about soneone, it might as well be
peopl e you' d see anyhow, that was |ess suspicious and less of a drag. And if you did not see them
frequently before you began surveillance, you would have to eventually anyhow, it worked out the
sane in the end.

Entering the phone booth, he did a phone thing.

_Ring-ring-ring_.

"Hell 0," Donna sai d.

Every pay phone in the world was tapped. O if it wasn't, sone crew sonewhere just hadn't
gotten around to it. The taps fed electronically onto storage reels at a central point, and about
once every second day a printout was obtained by an officer who |listened to nany phones w t hout
having to | eave his office. He nmerely rang up the storage drums and, on signal, they played back
ski pping all dead tape. Most calls were harnm ess. The officer could identify ones that weren't
fairly readily. That was his skill. That was what he got paid for. Some officers were better at it
t han ot hers

As he and Donna tal ked, therefore, no one was listening. The playback woul d cone naybe the

next day at the earliest. |If they discussed anything strikingly illegal, and the nonitoring
of ficer caught it, then voiceprints would be nade. But all he and she had to do was keep it mld
The di al ogue could still be recognizable as a dope deal. A certain governnental econony canme into

play here--it wasn't worth going through the hassle of voiceprints and track-down for routine
illegal transactions. There were too many each day of the week, over too many phones. Both Donna
and he knew this.

"How you doi n'?" he asked.

"Ckay." Pause in her warm husky voice.

"How s your head today?"

"Sort of in a bad space. Sort of down." Pause. "I was buntripped this AM by ny boss at
the shop." Donna worked behind the counter of a little perfune shop in Gateside Mall in Costa
Mesa, to which she drove every norning in her MG "You know what he sai d? He said this custoner,
this old guy, gray hair, who bilked us out of ten bucks--he said it was ny fault and |'ve got to
make it good. It's com ng out of ny paycheck. So |I'mout ten bucks through no fucking-- excuse ne--
fault of ny own."

Arctor said, "Hey, can | get anything fromyou?"

She sounded sullen now As if she didn't want to. Wich was a shuck. "How -nuch do you
want? | don't know. "

"Ten of them" he said. The way they had it set up, one was a hundred; this was a request
for a thousand, then.

Among fronts, if transactions had to take place over public comrunications, a fairly good
try consisted of masking a | arge one by an apparently small one. They could deal and deal forever
in fact, in these quantities, without the authorities taking any interest; otherw se, the
narcotics teans woul d be raiding apartnents and houses up and down each street each hour of the
day, and achieving little.

"'Ten,' " Donna nuttered, irritably.

"I'mreally hurting," he said, like a user. Rather than a dealer. "I'Il pay you back
| ater, when |'ve scored."

"No," she said woodenly. "I'Il lay themon you gratis. Ten." Now, undoubtedly, she was
specul ati ng whet her he was dealing. Probably he was. "Ten. Wy not? Say, three days from now?"

"No sooner?"

"These are--"

"Ckay," he said.

“I''"ll drop over."

"What tinme?"

She cal cul ated. "Say around eight in the PP.M Hey, | want to show you a book | got,
sonmebody left it at the shop. It's cool. It has to do with wolves. You know what wol ves do? The
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mal e wol f? When he defeats his foe, he doesn't snuff him-he pees on him Really! He stands there
and pees on his defeated foe and then he splits. That's it. Territory is what they nostly fight
over. And the right to screw. You know. "

Arctor said, "I peed on some people a little while ago."

"No ki ddi ng? How cone?"

“Met aphorically," he said

"Not the usual way?"

"I mean," he said, "I told them-" He broke off. Talking too rmuch; a fuckup. Jesus, he
thought. "These dudes,” he said, "like biker types, you dig? Around the Foster's Freeze? | was
cruising by and they said sonething raunchy. So |I turned around and said sonething like--" He

couldn't think of anything for a nonent.

“"You can tell ne," Donna said, "even if it's super gross. You gotta be super gross wth
bi ker types or they won't understand.”

Arctor said, "I told theml'd rather ride a pig than a hog. Any tine."

"I don't get it."

"Well, a pigis a chick that--"

"Ch yeah. Ckay, well | get it. Barf."

“I"lIl see you at ny place like you said," he said. "Goodby." He started to hang up

“"Can | bring the wolf book and show you? It's by Konrad Lorenz. The back cover, where they
tell, says he was the forenpst authority on wolves on earth. Ch yeah, one nore thing. Your
roommat es both came into the shop today, Ernie what's-his-nane and that Barris. Looking for you,
if you m ght have--"

"What about?" Arctor said.

"Your cephal ochronoscope that cost you nine hundred dollars, that you always turn on and
pl ay when you get hone--Ernie and Barris were babbling away about it. They tried to use it today
and it wouldn't work. No colors and no ceph patterns, neither one. So they got Barris's tool kit
and unscrewed the bottomplate.”

"The hell you say!" he said, indignant.

"And they say it's been fucked over. Sabotaged. Cut wires, and |like sort of weird stuff--
you know, freaky things. Shorts and broken parts. Barris said he'd try to--"

“I"'mgoing right home," Arctor said, and hung up. My prino possession, he thought
bitterly. And that fool Barris tinkering with it. But I can't go home right now, he realized. |'ve
got to go over to NewPath to check on what they're up to.

It was his assignnment: mandatory.

Charl es Freck, too, had been thinking about visiting NewPath. The freakout of Jerry Fabin
had gotten to himthat nuch.

Seated with JimBarris in the Fiddler's Three coffee shop in Santa Ana, he fool ed around
with his sugar-glazed doughnut norosely. "It's a heavy decision," he said. "That's cold turkey
they do. They just keep with you night and day so you don't snuff yourself or bite off your arm
but they never give you anything. Like, a doctor will prescribe. Valium for instance."

Chuckling, Barris inspected his patty nelt, which was nelted inmtation cheese and fake
ground beef on special organic bread. "Wat kind of bread is this?" he asked.

"Look on the nenu,"” Charles Freck said. "It explains."

"I'f you go in," Barris said, "you'll experience synptons that emanate up fromthe basic
fluids of the body, specifically those located in the brain. By that | refer to the
cat echol ani nes, such as noradrenalin and serotonin. You see, it functions this way: Substance D
in fact all addictive dope, but Substance D npbst of all, interacts with the catechol am nes in such
a fashion that involvenent is |ocked in place at a subcellular |evel. Biological counter-
adaptation has occurred, and in a sense forever." He ate a huge bite of the right half of his
patty nelt. "They used to believe this occurred only with the al kal oid narcotics, such as heroin."

"l never shot smack. It's a downer."

The waitress, foxy and nice in her yellow uniform wth pert boobs and blond hair, cane
over to their table. "H ," she said. "Is everything all right?"

Charl es Freck gazed up in fear

"I's your nane Patty?" Barris asked her, signaling to Charles Freck that it was cool

"No." She pointed to the name badge on her right boob. "It's Beth."

I wonder what the left one's called, Charles Freck thought.
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"The waitress we had last tinme was naned Patty," Barris said, eyeing the waitress grossly.
"Sane as the sandw ch."

"That must have been a different Patty fromthe sandwich. | think she spells it with an
i

"Everything is super good," Barris said. Over his head Charles Freck could see a thought
bal | oon in which Beth was stripping off her clothes and noaning to be banged.

"Not with ne," Charles Freck said. "I got a |lot of problens nobody el se has."

In a sonmber voice, Barris said, "Mre people than you' d think. And nore each day. This is
a world of illness, and getting progressively worse." Above his head, the thought ball oon got
wor se t oo

"Whuld you like to order dessert?" Beth asked, smiling down at them

"What |ike?" Charles Freck said with suspicion

"W have fresh strawberry pie and fresh peach pie," Beth said sniling, "that we nmake here
oursel ves. "
"No, we don't want any dessert,"” Charles Freck said. The waitress left. "That's for old
he said to Barris, "those fruit pies."
"The idea of turning yourself over for rehabilitation," Barris said, "certainly nakes you
apprehensive. That's a nanifestati on of purposeful negative synptons, your fear. It's the drug
tal king, to keep you out of New Path and keep you fromgetting off it. You see, all synptons are
pur poseful, whether they are positive or negative."

"No shit," Charles Freck muttered

"The negative ones show up as the cravings, which are deliberately generated by the total
body to force its owner-- which in this case is you--to search frantically--"

"The first thing they do to you when you go into NewPath," Charles Freck said, "is they
cut off your pecker. As an object |esson. And then they fan out in all directions fromthere."

“Your spleen next," Barris said.

"They what, they cut-- What does that do, a spleen?”

"Hel ps you di gest your food."

" How?"

"By renoving the cellulose fromit."

"Then | guess after that--"

"Just noncel l ul ose foods. No | eaves or alfalfa."

"How | ong can you live that way?"

Barris said, "It depends on your attitude."

"How many spl eens does the average person have?" He knew there usually were two kidneys.

"Depends on his weight and age."

"Why?" Charles Freck felt keen suspicion

"A person grows nore spleens over the years. By the time he's eighty--"

"You're shitting nme."

Barris | aughed. Al ways he had been a strange | augher, Charles Freck thought. An unrea

| adi es,

| augh, |ike sonething breaking. "Wwy your decision," Barris said presently, "to turn yourself in
for residence therapy at a drug rehab center?"

"Jerry Fabin," he said.

Wth a gesture of easy dismissal, Barris said, "Jerry was a special case. | once watched

Jerry Fabin staggering around and falling down, shitting all over hinmself, not know ng where he
was, trying to get me to | ook up and research what poison he'd got hold of, thalliumsulfate nost
likely . . . it's used in insecticides and to snuff rats. It was a burn, sonebody payi ng hi m back
I could think of ten different toxins and poisons that mght--"

"There's another reason," Charles Freck said. "I'mrunning low again in my supply, and
can't stand it, this always running |low and not knowing if |I'm fucking ever going to see any
nore."

"Well, we can't even be sure we'll see another sunrise.”

"But shit--1"mdown so low now that it's like a matter of days. And also. . . | think I'm
being ripped off. I can't be taking themthat fast; sonebody nust be pilfering fromny fucking
stash."

"How nmany tabs do you drop a day?"

"That's very difficult to determine. But not that many."

"A tol erance builds up, you know. "

"Sure, right, but not like that. | can't stand running out and like that. On the other
hand . . ." He reflected. "I think | got a new source. That chick, Donna. Donna sonething."

"Ch, Bob's girl."
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"His old lady," Charles Freck said, nodding.

"No, he never got into her pants. He tries to."

"I's she reliable?"

"Which way? As a lay or--" Barris gestured: hand to nouth and swal | owi ng.

"What kind of sex is that?" Then he flashed on it. "Oh, yeah, the latter."

"Fairly reliable. Scatterbrained, somewhat. Like you'd expect with a chick, especially the
darker ones. Has her brain between her legs, |like nost of them Probably keeps her stash there,
too." He chuckled. "Her whole dealer's stash."

Charles Freck | eaned toward him "Arctor never balled Donna? He tal ks about her |ike he

did."

Barris said, "That's Bob Arctor. Talks like he did many things. Not the sane, not at all."

"Well, how come he never laid her? Can't he get it on?"

Barris reflected wisely, still fiddling with his patty nmelt; he had nowtorn it into
little bits. "Donna has problens. Possibly she's on junk. Her aversion to bodily contact in
general -- junkies lose interest in sex, you realize, due to their organs swelling up from
vasoconstriction. And Donna, |'ve observed, shows an inordinate failure of sexual arousal, to an
unnatural degree. Not just toward Arctor but toward . " He paused grunpily. "Qther nales as
well."

"Shit, you just nmean she won't come across."

"She woul d,"” Barris said, "if she were handl ed right. For instance . " He glanced up in
a mysterious fashion. "I can show you how to lay her for ninety-eight cents.”

"I don't want to lay her. | just want to buy fromher." He felt uneasy. There was

perpetual |y sonet hing about Barris that nmade his stonmach unconfortable. "Wy ninety-eight cents?"
he said. "She wouldn't take nmoney; she's not turning tricks. Anyhow, she's Bob's chick."

"The noney woul dn't be paid directly to her," Barris said in his precise, educated way. He
| eaned toward Charl ey Freck, pleasure and guile quivering amid his hairy nostrils. And not only
that, the green tint of his shades had steamed up. "Donna does coke. Anybody who woul d give her a
gram of coke she'd undoubtedly spread her legs for, especially if certain rare chem cals were
added in strictly scientific fashion that |'ve done painstaking research on."

"I wish you wouldn't talk that way," Charles Freck said. "About her. Anyhow, a gram of
coke's selling now for over a hundred dollars. Wo's got that?"

Hal f sneezing, Barris declared, "I can derive a gramof pure cocaine at a total cost to
me, for the ingredients fromwhich I get it, not including ny |labor, of |less than a dollar."
“Bul l shit."

“I"1l give you a denonstration."

"Where do these ingredients conme fronf"

"The 7-11 store," Barris said, and stunbled to his feet, discarding bits of patty nelt in
his excitenent. "Get the check," he said, "and I'll show you. |'ve got a tenporary |lab set up at
the house, until | can create a better one. You can watch ne extract a gram of cocaine from conmon
|l egal materials purchased openly at the 7-11 food store for under a dollar total cost.” He started
down the aisle. "Cone on." H's voice was urgent.

"Sure," Charles Freck said, picking up the check and followi ng. The nother's dingey, he
thought. O maybe he isn't. Wth all those chenistry experinments he does, and readi ng and reading
at the county library . . . maybe there's sonething to it. Think of the profit, he thought. Think
what we coul d cl ear

He hurried after Barris, who was getting out the keys to his Karmann CGhia as he strode, in
his surplus flier's junp suit, past the cashier.

They parked in the lot of the 7-11, got out and wal ked inside. As usual, a huge dunb cop
stood pretending to read a strokebook magazine at the front counter; in actuality, Charles Freck
knew, he was checki ng out everyone who entered, to see if they were intending to hit the place.

"What do we pick up here?" he asked Barris, who was casually strolling about the aisles of
stacks of food.

"A spray can," Barris said. "OF Sol arcaine."”

"Sunburn spray?" Charles Freck did not really believe this was happeni ng, but on the other
hand, who knew? Who could be sure? He followed Barris to the counter; this tine Barris paid.

They purchased the can of Sol arcaine and then nade it past the cop and back to their car.
Barris drove rapidly fromthe |lot, down the street, on and on at high speed, ignoring posted speed-
limt signs, until finally he rolled to a halt before Bob Arctor's house, with all the old
unopened newspapers in the tall grass of the front yard.
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Stepping out, Barris lifted some itenms with wires dangling fromthe back seat to carry
i ndoors. Voltneter, Charles Freck saw. And other electronic testing gear, and a sol dering gun
"What's that for?" he asked.

“"I've got a long and arduous job to do," Barris said, carrying the various itens, plus the
Sol arcaine, up the walk to the front door. He handed Charles Freck the door key. "And |'m probably
not getting paid. As is customary."

Charl es Freck unlocked the door, and they entered the house. Two cats and a dog rattled at
them naking hopeful noises; he and Barris carefully edged them aside with their boots.

At the rear of the dinette Barris had, over the weeks, laid out a funky | ab of sorts,
bottles and bits of trash here and there, worthl ess-1ooking objects he had filched fromdifferent
sources. Barris, Charles Freck knew, fromhaving to hear about it, believed not so much in thrift
as in ingenuity. You should be able to use the first thing that came to hand to achi eve your
obj ective, Barris preached. A thunbtack, a paper clip, part of an assenbly the other part of which
was broken or lost . . . It looked to Charles Freck as if a rat had set up shop here, was
perform ng experinents with what a rat prized

The first nove in Barris's schene was to get a plastic bag fromthe roll by the sink and
squirt the contents of the spray can into it, on and on until the can or at |east the gas was
exhaust ed.

"This is unreal,"’

Charles Freck said. "Super unreal."

"What they have deliberately done," Barris said cheerfully as he | abored, "is mx the
cocaine with oil so it can't be extracted. But nmy know edge of chemistry is such that | know
precisely how to separate the coke fromthe oil." He had begun vigorously shaking salt into the
gummy slinme in the bag. Now he poured it all into a glass jar. "I'mfreezing it," he announced,
grinning, "which causes the cocaine crystals to rise to the top, since they are lighter than air.
Than the oil, | mean. And then the terminal step, of course, | keep to nyself, but it involves an

intricate nethodol ogi cal process of filtering.
carefully placed the jar inside.

"How long will it be in there?" Charles Freck asked.

"Hal f an hour." Barris got out one of his hand-rolled cigarettes, lit it, then strolled
over to the heap of electronic testing equipnent. He stood there neditating, rubbing his bearded
chi n.

He opened the freezer above the refrigerator and

"Yeah," Charles Freck said, "but I nean, so even if you get a whole gram of pure coke out
of this, I can't use it on Donna to . . . you know, get into her pants in exchange. It's like
buying her; that's what it amunts to."

"Exchange," Barris corrected. "You give her a gift, she gives you one. The nost precious
gift a woman has."

"She'd know she was bei ng bought." He had seen enough of Donna to flash on that; Donna
woul d nmake out the shuck right off.

"Cocaine is an aphrodisiac," Barris muttered, half to hinmself; he was setting up the
testing equi prent besi de Bob Arctor’'s cephal ochronbscope, which was Bob's nobst expensive
possession. "After she's snorted a good part of it she'll be happy to uncork herself."

"Shit, man," Charles Freck protested. "You're tal king about Bob Arctor's girl. He's ny
friend, and the guy you and Luckman live with."

Barris monmentarily raised his shaggy head; he scrutinized Charles Freck for a tine.
"There's a great deal about Bob Arctor you're not aware of," he said. "That none of us are. Your
viewis sinplistic and naive, and you believe about hi mwhat he wants you to."

"He's an all-right guy."

"Certainly," Barris said, nodding and grinning. "Beyond a doubt. One of the world's best.
But | have cone--we have cone, those of us who have observed Arctor acutely and perceptively--to
di stinguish in himcertain contradictions. Both in terns of personality structure and in behavior.
In his total relatedness to life. In, so to speak, his innate style."

"You have anything specific?"

Barris's eyes, behind his green shades, danced.

"Your eyes dancing don't nean nothing to me," Charles Freck said. "Wiat's wong with the
cephscope that you're working on it?" He noved in closer to |ook for hinself.

Tilting the central chassis on end, Barris said, "Tell me what you observe there with the
Wi ri ng underneath. "

"I see cut wires
Wio did it?"

Still Barris's nerry knowi ng eyes danced with special delight.

"This crumy significant crud doesn't go down with ne worth shit,"

Charl es Freck said. "And a bunch of what | ook |ike deliberate shorts.

Charl es Freck said.

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Dick%20A%20Scanner%20Darkly.txt (17 of 110) [1/19/03 7:31:24 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Philip%20K .Dick/Dick%20A %20Scanner%20Darkly.txt

"Who danmmged this cephscope? Wien did it happen? You just find out recently? Arctor didn't say
anything the last time | saw him which was the day before yesterday."

Barris said, "Perhaps he wasn't prepared to talk about it yet."

"Well," Charles Freck said, "as far as |'m concerned, you're talking in spaced- out
riddles. | think I'Il go over to one of the New Path residences and turn nyself in and go through
wi t hdrawal cold turkey and get therapy, the destruct game they play, and be with those guys day
and ni ght, and not have to be around nysterious nuts like yourself that don't make sense and
can't understand. | can see this cephscope has been fucked over, but you're not telling nme
anything. Are you trying to allege that Bob Arctor did it, to his own expensive equipnent, or are
you not? What are you saying? | wish I was |living over at New Path, where | wouldn't have to go
through this neaningful shit | don't dig day after day, if not with you then with some burned- out
freak |like you, equally spaced." He gl ared.

"l did not damage this transmitting unit," Barris said speculatively, his whiskers
twi tching, "and doubt seriously that Ernie Luckman did."

"I doubt seriously if Ernie Luckman ever danaged anything in his life, except that tine he
flipped out on bad acid and threw the livingroomcoffee table and everything el se besi des out
t hrough the wi ndow of that apartnment they had, himand that Joan chick, onto the parking area.
That's different. Normally Ernie's got it all together nmore than the rest of us. No, Ernie
woul dn't sabot age sonebody el se's cephscope. And Bob Arctor--it's his, isn't it? Wat'd he do, get
up secretly in the niddle of the night without his know edge and do this, burn hinmself |ike this?
This was done by sonebody out to burn him That's what this was."” You probably did it, you gunjy
nmot her f ucker, he thought. You got the technical know how and your mind' s weird. "The person that
did this," he said, "ought to be either in a federal Neural-Aphasia Clinic or the marble orchard
Preferably, in nmy opinion, the latter. Bob always really got off on this A tec cephscope; | nusta
seen himput it on, put it on, every tinme as soon as he gets home fromwork at night, soon as he
steps in the door. Every guy has one thing he treasures. This was his. So | say, this is shit to
do to him man, shit."

"That's what | nean."

"What's what you nean?"

"' As soon as he gets home fromwork at night,' "Barris repeated. "I have been for sone
time conjecturing as to who Bob Arctor is really enployed by, what specific actual organization it
is that he can't tell us."

"It's the fucking Blue Chip Redenption Stanp Center in Placentia,
told nme once.”

"l wonder what he does there."

Charl es Freck sighed. "Colors the stanps blue." He did not like Barris, really. Freck
wi shed he were el sewhere, maybe scoring fromthe first person he ran into or called. Mybe
shoul d split, he said to hinself, but then he recalled the jar of oil and cocaine cooling in the

Charl es Freck said. "He

freezer, one hundred dollars' worth for ninety-eight cents. "Listen," he said, "when wll that
stuff be ready? | think you' re shucking nme. How could the Sol arcai ne people sell it for that
little if it has a gramof pure coke in it? How could they make a profit?"

"They buy," Barris declared, "in |arge quantities."

In his head, Charles Freck rolled an instant fantasy: dunp trucks full of cocaine backing
up to the Sol arcaine factory, wherever it was, develand maybe, dumping tons and tons of pure,
unst epped- on, uncut, high-grade cocaine into one end of the factory, where it was m xed w th oi
and inert gas and ot her garbage and then stuck in little bright-colored spray cans to be stacked
up by the thousands in 7-11 stores and drugstores and supermarkets. Wat we ought to do, he
rum nated, is knock over one of those dunmp trucks; take the whole | oad, nmaybe seven or eight
hundred pounds--hell, lots nore. Wat does a dunp truck hol d?

Barris brought himthe now enpty Sol arcai ne spray can for his inspection; he showed him
the I abel, on which were listed all the contents. "See? Benzocaine. Wich only certain gifted
peopl e know is a trade nane for cocaine. If they said cocaine on the | abel people would flash on
it and they'd eventually do what | do. People just don't have the education to realize. The
scientific training, such as | went through."

"What are you going to do with this know edge?" Charles Freck asked. "Besides naki ng Donna
Hawt hor ne hor ny?"

"I plan to wite a best-seller eventually,"” Barris said. "A text for the average person
about how to manufacture safe dope in his kitchen wi thout breaking the Iaw. You see, this does not
break the | aw. Benzocaine is legal. | phoned a pharmacy and asked them It's in a lot of things."

"Cee," Charles Freck said, inpressed. He exam ned his wistwatch, to see how nuch | onger
they had to wait.
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Bob Arctor had been told by Hank, who was M. F., to check out the | ocal New Path
resi dence centers in order to locate a mpjor deal er, whom he had been wat chi ng, but who had
abruptly dropped from sight.

Now and then a dealer, realizing he was about to be busted, took refuge in one of the drug-
rehabilitation places, |like Synanon and Center Point and X-Kal ay and New Path, posing as an addict
seeking help. Once inside, his wallet, his nane, everything that identified him was stripped away
in preparation for building up a new personality not drugoriented. In this stripping-away process,
much that the | awenforcenent people needed in order to locate their suspect disappeared. Then,
| ater on, when the pressure was off, the deal er energed and resuned his usual activity outside.

How often this happened nobody knew. The drug-rehab outfits tried to discern when they
were being so used, but not always successfully. A dealer in fear of forty years' inprisonnent had
nmotivation to spin a good story to the rehab staff that had the power to adnmit or refuse him His
agony at that point was mainly real

Driving slowy up Katella Boul evard, Bob Arctor searched for the New Path sign and the
wooden building, fornerly a private dwelling, that the energetic rehab people operated in this
area. He did not enjoy shucking his way into a rehab place posing as a prospective resident in
need of help, but this was the only way to do it. If he identified hinself as a narcotics agent in
search of sonebody, the rehab people-- nost of themusually, anyhow -woul d begi n evasive action as
a matter of course. They did not want their fam |y hassled by the Man, and he could get his head
into that space, appreciate the validity of that. These ex-addicts were supposed to be safe at
last; in fact, the rehab staff customarily officially guaranteed their safety on entering. On the
ot her hand, the deal er he sought was a nother of the first water, and to use the rehab places this
way ran contrary to every good interest for everyone. He saw no other choice for hinself, or for
M. F., who had originally put himonto Spade Weeks. Weks had been Arctor's main subject for an
internmnable time, without result. And now, for ten whol e days, he had been unfindabl e.

He made out the bold sign, parked in their little lot, which this particular branch of New
Path shared with a bakery, and wal ked in an uneven manner up the path to the front door, hands
stuffed in his pockets, doing his |oaded-and-m serabl e nunber.

At | east the departnent didn't hold it against himfor |osing Spade Weks. In their
estimation, officially, it just proved how slick Weks was. Technically Weks was a runner rather
than a deal er: he brought shiprments of hard dope up from Mexico at irregular intervals, to
sonewhere short of L.A , where the buyers net and split it up. Weks's nmethod of sneaking the
shi pnent across the border was a neat one: he taped it on the underside of the car of some
strai ght type ahead of himat the crossing, then tracked the dude down on the U S. side and shot
himat the first convenient opportunity. If the U S. border patrol discovered the dope taped on
the underside of the straight's vehicle, then the straight got sent up, not Weks. Possessi on was
prima facie in California. Too bad for the straight, his wife and kids.

Better than anyone else in Orange County undercover work, he recogni zed Weeks on sight:
fat black dude, in his thirties, with a unique slow and el egant speech pattern, as if nenorized at
some phony English school. Actually, Weks cane fromthe slums of L.A He' d learned his diction
nost |ikely, from edutapes | oaned by sone college library.

Weeks |iked to dress in a subdued but classy way, as if he were a doctor or a |awer
Often he carried an expensive alligator-hide attaché case and wore horn-rimed gl asses. Al so, he
usual ly was armed, with a shotgun for which he had commi ssioned a custom nade pistol grip from
Italy, very posh and stylish. But at New Path his assorted shucks woul d have been stripped away;
they woul d have dressed himlike everyone else, in random donated clothes, and stuck his attaché
case in the cl oset.

Qpening the solid wood door, Arctor entered.

G oony hall, lounge to his left, with guys reading. A pingpong table at the far end, then
a kitchen. Slogans on the walls, sonme hand-done and sone printed: THE ONLY REAL FAILURE IS TO FAIL
OTHERS and so forth. Little noise, little activity. New Path mai ntai ned assorted retai

i ndustries; probably nost of the residents, guys and chicks alike, were at work, at their hair
shops and gas stations and bal |l poi nt pen works. He stood there, waiting in a weary way.

"Yes?" A girl appeared, pretty, wearing an extrenely short blue cotton skirt and T-shirt
wi t h NEW PATH dyed across it from nipple to nipple.

He said, in a thick, croaking, huniliated voice, "I'm-in a bad space. Can't get it
toget her any nore. Can | sit down?"

"Sure." The girl waved, and two guys, nediocre in appearance, showed up, | ooking
i npassi ve. "Take himwhere he can sit down and get hi m sone coffee.”
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What a drag, Arctor thought as he let the two guys coerce himto a seedy-I| ooking
overstuffed couch. Dismal walls, he noticed. Dismal |owquality donated paint. They subsi sted,
though, on contributions; difficulty in getting funded. "Thanks," he grated shakily, as if it was
an overwhelnming relief to be there and sit. "Ww, " he said, attenpting to snooth his hair; he made
it seemthat he couldn't and gave up

The girl, directly before him said firmy, "You |look like hell, mster."

"Yeah," both guys agreed, in a surprisingly snappy tone. "Like real shit. Wat you been
doing, lying in your own crap?"

Arctor blinked.

"Who are you?" one guy denmanded.

"You can see what he is," the other said. "Some scumfromthe fucking garbage pail. Look."
He pointed at Arctor's hair. "Lice. That's why you itch, Jack."

The girl, calmand above it, but not in any way friendly, said, "Wy did you conme in here,
m ster?"

To hinsel f Arctor thought, Because you have a bigtine runner in here sonewhere. And |'m
the Man. And you're stupid, all of you. But instead he muttered cringingly, which was evidently
what was expected, "Did you say--"

"Yes, mister, you can have sone coffee." The girl jerked her head, and one of the guys
obediently strode off to the kitchen

A pause. Then the girl bent down and touched his knee. "You feel pretty bad, don't you?"
she said softly.

He could only nod.

"Shane and a sense of disgust at the thing you are," she said.

"Yeah," he agreed.

"At the pollution you' ve made of yourself. A cesspool. Sticking that spike up your ass day
after day, injecting your body with--"

"I couldn't go on any nore," Arctor said. "This place is the only hope | could think of. I

had a friend cone in here, | think, he said he was going to. A black dude, in his thirties,
educated, very polite and--"
"You'll meet the famly later," the girl said. "If you qualify. You have to pass our

requi renents, you realize. And the first one is sincere need."
"I have that," Arctor said. "Sincere need."
"You' ve got to be bad off to be let in here.”
"I am" he said.
"How strung out are you? What's your habit up to?"
"“Qunce a day," Arctor said.

"Pure?"
"Yeah." He nodded. "I keep a sugar bowl of it on the table."
"It's going to be super rough. You'll gnaw your pillow into feathers all night; there'l
be feathers everywhere when you wake up. And you'll have seizures and foamat the nmouth. And dirty

yourself the way sick animals do. Are you ready for that? You realize we don't give you anything
here. "

"There isn't anything," he said. This was a drag, and he felt restless and irritable. "M
buddy, " he said, "the black guy. Did he nmake it here? | sure hope he didn't get picked up by the
pigs on the way--he was so out of it, nman, he could hardly navigate. He thought--"

"There are no one-to-one rel ationships at NewPath," the girl said. "You'll learn that."

"Yeah, but did he nake it here?" Arctor said. He could see he was wasting his tine. Jesus,
he thought: this is worse than we do downtown, this hassling. And she won't tell me jack shit.

Policy, he realized. Like an iron wall. Once you go into one of these places you' re dead to the
wor| d. Spade Weeks could be sitting beyond the partition, listening and | aughing his ass off, or
not be here at all, or anything in between. Even with a warrant--that never worked. The rehab

outfits knew how to drag their feet, stall around until anyone |living there sought by the police
had zi pped out a side door or bolted hinself inside the furnace. After all, the staff here were

al |l ex-addicts thenselves. And no | anenforcenent agency liked the idea of rousting a rehab place
the yells fromthe public never ceased.

Tinme to give up on Spade Weeks, he decided, and extricate nyself. No wonder they never
sent me around here before; these guys are not nice. And then he thought, So as far asl'm
concerned, 1've indefinitely Iost nmy nmain assignnent; Spade Weks no | onger exists.

"Il report back to M. F., he said to hinmself, and await reassignment. The hell with it.
He rose to his feet stiffly and said, "I"'msplitting." The two guys had now returned, one of them
with a mug of coffee, the other with literature, apparently of an instructional Kkind.
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"You' re chickening out?" the girl said, haughtily, with contempt. "You don't have it at
gut level to stick with a decision? To get off the filth? You re going to crawl back out of here
on your belly?" Al three of themglared at himw th anger

“"Later," Arctor said, and noved toward the front door, the way out.

"Fucki ng doper," the girl said frombehind him "No guts, brain fried, nothing. Creep out,
creep; it's your decision."

“I"1l be back," Arctor said, nettled. The nood here oppressed him and it had intensified
now t hat he was | eavi ng.

"W may not want you back, gutless,” one of the guys said.

"You'll have to plead,"” the other said. "You may have to do a | ot of heavy pleading. And
even then we nmay not want you."

“In fact, we don't want you now," the girl said.

At the door Arctor paused and turned to face his accusers. He wanted to say sonethi ng, but
for the life of himhe couldn't think of anything. They had bl anked out his mnind.

H s brain would not function. No thoughts, no response, no answer to them even a | ousy
and feeble one, cane to himat all

Strange, he thought, and was perpl exed.

And passed on out of the building to his parked car

As far as |'m concerned, he thought, Spade Weks has di sappeared forever. | ain't going
back inside one of those places.

Ti me, he decided queasily, to ask to be reassigned. To go after sonebody el se.

They' re tougher than we are.

Fromwi thin his scranble suit the nebul ous blur who signed in as Fred faced anot her
nebul ous bl ur representing hinself as Hank

"So nuch for Donna, for Charley Freck, and--let's see . . ." Hank's netallic nonotone
clicked off for a second. "All right, you've covered JimBarris." Hank nade an annotation on the
pad before him "Doug Weeks, you think, is probably dead or out of this area."

"O hiding and inactive," Fred said.

"Have you heard anyone mention this nane: Earl or Art De Wnter?"

"No. "

"How about a woman naned Mol ly? Large wonan. "

"No. "

"How about a pair of spades, brothers, about twenty, named sonething |ike Hatfield?
Possi bly dealing in pound bags of heroin."

"Pounds? _Pound_ bags of heroin?"

"That's right."
"No," Fred said. "I'd renmenber that."
"A Swedi sh person, tall, Swedish nane. Male. Served tine, wy sense of hunor. Big nan but

thin, carrying a great deal of cash, probably fromthe split of a shipnent earlier this nmonth."

“I'"l1l watch for him" Fred said. "Pounds." He shook his head, or rather the nebul ous bl ur
wobbl ed.

Hank sorted anong his hol ographic notes. "Well, this one is in jail." He held up a picture
briefly, then read the reverse. "No, this one's dead; they've got the body downstairs.” He sorted
on. Tinme passed. "Do you think the Jora girl is turning tricks?"

"I doubt it." Jora Kajas was only fifteen. Strung out on injectable Substance D al ready,
she lived in a slumroomin Brea, upstairs, the only heat radiating froma water heater, her
source of income a State of California tuition scholarship she had won. She had not attended
cl asses, so far as he knew, in six mnonths.

"When she does, let me know. Then we can go after the parents.”

"Ckay." Fred nodded.

"Boy, the bubbl egumrers go downhill fast. W had one in here the other day--she | ooked
fifty. Wspy gray hair, nissing teeth, eyes sunk in, arms |ike pipe cleaners . . . W asked her
what her age was and she said 'Ni neteen.' W doubl e-checked. 'You know how ol d you | ook?' this one
matron said to her. 'Look in the mrror.' So she |looked in the nmirror. She started to cry. | asked

her how | ong she'd been shooting up.”
"A year," Fred said.
"Four nonths."
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"The street stuff is bad right now " Fred said, not trying to inagine the girl, nineteen
with her hair falling out. "Cut with worse garbage than usual."

"You know how she got strung out? Her brothers, both of them who were dealing, went in
her bedroom one ni ght, held her down and shot her up, then balled her. Both of them To break her
into her newlife, | guess. She'd been on the corner several nonths when we haul ed her in here."

"Where are they now?" He thought he might run into them

"Serving a six-month sentence for possession. The girl's also got the clap, now, and
didn't realize it. So it's gone up deep inside her, the way it does. Her brothers thought that was
funny."

"Ni ce guys," Fred said.

“I"1l tell you one that'll get you for sure. You' re aware of the three babies over at
Fairfield Hospital that they have to give hits of smack to every day, that are too young to
wit hdraw yet? A nurse tried to--"

"It gets me," Fred said in his mechani cal nonotone. "I heard enough, thanks."

Hank continued, "When you think of newborn babi es being heroin addicts because--"

"Thanks," the nebul ous blur called Fred repeated.

"What do you figure the bust should be for a nother that gives a newborn baby a joypop of
heroin to pacify it, to keep it fromcrying? Overnight in the county farnP"

"Something like that," Fred said tonelessly. "Maybe a weekend, |ike they do the drunks.
Sonetimes | wish | knew howto go crazy. | forget how "

"It's a lost art,” Hank said. "Maybe there's an instruction manual on it."

"There was this flick back around 1970," Fred said, "called _The French Connection_, about
a two-man team of heroin narks, and when they made their hit one of themwent totally bananas and
started shooting everyone in sight, including his superiors. It made no difference."

"I't's maybe better you don't know who | am then," Hank said. "You could only get ne by
acci dent."

"Somebody," Fred said, "will get us all anyhow eventually."

"It'1l be arelief. Adistinct relief.” Going farther into his pile of notes, Hank said
"Jerry Fabin. Well, we'll wite himoff. N A C. The boys down the hail say Fabin told the
responding officers on the way to the clinic that a little contract nman three feet high, |egless,
on a cart, had been rolling after himday and night. But he never told anybody because if he did
they'd freak and get the hell out and then he'd have no friends, nobody to talk to."

"Yeah," Fred said stoically. "Fabin has had it. | read the EEG analysis fromthe clinic.
We can forget about him"

Whenever he sat facing Hank and did his reporting thing, he experienced a certain deep
change in hinself. Afterward was when he usually noticed it, although at the tinme he sensed that
for a reason he assuned a neasured and uni nvol ved attitude. Whatever canme up and whoever it was
about possessed no enotional significance to himduring these sessions.

At first he had believed it to be the scranble suits that both of themwore; they could
not physically sense each other. Later on he conjectured that the suits made no actual difference;
it was the situation itself. Hank, for professional reasons, purposefully played down the usua
warnt h, the usual arousal in all directions; no anger, no |love, no strong enotions of any sort
woul d hel p either of them How could intense natural involvenent be of use when they were
di scussing crinmes, serious crinmes, conmtted by persons close to Fred and even, as in the case of
Luckman and Donna, dear to hinf? He had to neutralize hinself; they both did, himnore so than
Hank. They becane neutral; they spoke in a neutral fashion; they |ooked neutral. Gradually it
becane easy to do so, w thout prearrangenent.

And then afterward all his feelings seeped back

I ndi gnation at many of the events he had seen, even horror, in retrospect: shock. G eat
overpowering runs for which there had been no previews. Wth the audio always up too |oud inside
hi s head.

But while he sat across the table from Hank he felt none of these. Theoretically, he could
descri be anything he had witnessed in an inpassive way. O hear anything from Hank

For exanple, he could offhandedly say "Donna is dying of hep and using her needle to w pe
out as nmany of her friends as she can. Best thing here would be to pistol-whip her until she
knocks it off." H's own chick . . . _if_he had observed that or knewit for a fact. O "Donna
suffered a massive vasoconstriction froma nm ckey-nouse LSD anal ogue the other day and half the
bl ood vessels in her brain shut dowmn." O "Donna is dead." And Hank woul d note that down and naybe
say "Who sold her the stuff and where's it nade?" or "Were's the funeral, and we should get
I i cense nunbers and names," and he'd discuss that w thout feeling.

This was Fred. But then |later on Fred evolved into Bob Arctor, sonmewhere al ong the
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si dewal k between the Pizza Hut and the Arco gas station (regular now a dollar two cents a gallon),
and the terrible colors seeped back into himwhether he liked it or not.

This change in himas Fred was an econony of the passions. Firenmen and doctors and
norticians did the sane trip in their work. None of themcould | eap up and excl aimeach few
monents; they would first wear thenselves out and be worthl ess and then wear out everyone el se,
both as technicians on the job and as humans of f. An individual had just so much energy.

Hank did not force this dispassion on him he _allowed_ himto be like this. For his own
sake. Fred appreciated it.

"What about Arctor?" Hank asked.

In addition to everyone else, Fred in his scranble suit naturally reported on hinself. If
he did not, his superior-- and through hi mthe whol e | aw enforcenent apparatus-- woul d becone
aware of who Fred was, suit or not. The agency plants would report back, and very soon he as Bob
Arctor, sitting in his living room snoki ng dope and droppi ng dope with the other dopers, would
find he had a little threefoot-high contract nan on a cart coasting after him too. And he woul d
not be hallucinating, as had been Jerry Fabin

"Arctor's not doing anything nuch," Fred said, as he always did. "Wrks at his nowhere
Blue Chip Stanp job, drops a few tabs of death cut with nmeth during the day--"

“I"'mnot sure." Hank fiddled with one particular sheet of paper. "W have a tip here from
an i nformant whose tips generally pan out that Arctor has funds above and beyond what the Bl ue
Chi p Redenption Center pays him W called them and asked what his take-home pay is. It's not
much. And then we inquired into that, why that is, and we found he isn't enployed there full tine
t hroughout the week."

"No shit," Fred said disnally, realizing that the "aboveand-beyond" funds were of course
t hose provided himfor his narking. Every week small-denom nation bills were dispensed to himby a
machi ne masqueradi ng as a Dr. Pepper source at a Mexican bar and restaurant in Placentia. This was
in essence payoffs on information he gave that resulted in convictions. Sonetinmes this sum becane
exceptionally great, as when a major heroin seizure occurred.

Hank read on reflectively, "And according to this informant, Arctor comes and goes
mysteriously, especially around sunset. After he arrives hone he eats, then on what may be
pretexts takes of f again. Sometimes very fast. But he's never gone for long." He glanced up--the
scranbl e suit glanced up--at Fred. "Have you observed any of this? Can you verify? Does it anopunt
to anyt hi ng?"

"Most likely his chick, Donna,"” Fred said.

"Well, "nost likely." You re supposed to know. "

"I't's Donna. He's over there banging her night and day." He felt acutely unconfortable.
"But I'Il check into it and let you know. Who's this informant? M ght be a burn toward Arctor."

"Hell, we don't know. On the phone. No print--he used sonme sort of rinky-dink electronic

grid." Hank chuckled; it sounded odd, coming out netallically as it did. "But it worked. Enough."

"Christ," Fred protested, "it's that burned-out acid head JimBarris doing a schizy grudge
nunber on Arctor's head! Barris took endless electronic-repair courses in the Service, plus heavy-
machi nery mai ntenance. | wouldn't give himthe tine of day as an informant."”

Hank said, "W don't know it's Barris, and anyhow there nmay be nore to Barris than 'burned-
out acid head.' We've got several people looking intoit. Nothing | feel would be of use to you,
at least so far."

"Anyhow, it's one of Arctor's friends," Fred said.

"Yes, it's undoubtedly a vengeance burn trip. These dopers--phoning in on each other every
time they get sore. As a matter of fact, he did seemto know Arctor froma cl ose standpoint."

"Nice guy," Fred said bitterly.

"Well, that's how we find out," Hank said. "What's the difference between that and what
you' re doi ng?"

"I"'mnot doing it for a grudge," Fred said.

"Why are you doing it, actually?"

Fred, after an interval said, "Damed if | know "

“"You're off Weks. | think for the tine being I'll assign you primarily to observe Bob
Arctor. Does he have a mddle nane? He uses the initial--"

Fred nade a strangl ed, robotlike noise. "Wy Arctor?"

"Covertly funded, covertly engaged, meking enemies by his activities. What's Arctor's
m ddl e nane?" Hank's pen poised patiently. He waited to hear

"Postl ethwaite."

"How do you spell that?"

"l don't know, | don't fucking know," Fred said.
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"Postlethwaite,” Hank said, witing a few letters. "Wat nationality is that?"

"Wl sh," Fred said curtly. He could barely hear; his ears had blurred out, and one by one
his other senses as well.

"Are those the people who sing about the nmen of Harlech? Wat is 'Harlech'? A town
sonewher e?"

"Harl ech is where the heroic defense against the Yorkists in 1468--" Fred broke off. Shit,
he thought. This is terrible.

"Wait, | want to get this down," Hank was saying, witing away with his pen

Fred said, "Does this nmean you'll be bugging Arctor's house and car?"

"Yes, with the new hol ographic system it's better, and we currently have a nunber of them
unrequi sitioned. You'll want storage and printout on everything, | would assune." Hank noted that

t 0o.
“I"1l take what | can get," Fred said. He felt totally spaced fromall this; he w shed the
debriefing session would end and he thought: If only | could drop a couple tabs--

Across fromhimthe other form ess blur wote and wote, filling in all the inventory
i dent nunbers for all the technol ogi cal gadgetry that would, if approval canme through, soon be
available to him by which to set up a constant nonitoring systemof the |atest design, on his own

house, on hi nsel f.

For over an hour Barris had been attenpting to perfect a silencer nade from ordi nary
househol d materials costing no nore than el even cents. He had al nost done so, w th al umi num f oi
and a piece of foam rubber.

In the night darkness of Bob Arctor's back yard, anong the heaps of weeds and rubbish, he
was preparing to fire his pistol with the homenade silencer on it.

"The neighbors will hear," Charles Freck said uneasily. He could see Iit wi ndows all over
many peopl e probably watching TV or rolling joints.

Luckman, | ounging out of sight but able to watch, said, "They only call in nurders in this
nei ghbor hood. "

"Why do you need a silencer?" Charles Freck asked Barris. "I nean, they're illegal."

Barris said noodily, "In this day and age, with the kind of degenerate society we live in

and the depravity of the individual, every person of worth needs a gun at all times. To protect
himsel f." He half shut his eyes, and fired his pistol with its honemade silencer. An enornous
report sounded, tenporarily deafening the three of them Dogs in far-off yards barked.

Smiling, Barris began unwrapping the alum numfoil fromthe foamrubber. He appeared to be
anused.

"That's sure sone silencer,’
whol e bunch of cars.

"What it did," Barris explained, showi ng himand Luckman bl ack- seared passages burned
t hrough the foam rubber, "is augnent the sound rather than danpen it. But | alnost have it right.
| have it in principle, anyhow. "

"How nuch is that gun worth?" Charles Freck asked. He had never owned a gun. Several tines
he had owned a knife, but sonebody always stole it fromhim One tinme a chick had done that, while
he was in the bat hroom

"Not nuch," Barris said. "About thirty dollars used, which this is." He held it out to

Charl es Freck said, wondering when the police would appear. A

Freck, who backed away apprehensively. "I'Il sell it to you," Barris said. "You really ought to
have one, to guard yourself against those who would harm you."
"There's a lot of those,” Luckman said in his ironic way, with a grin. "I sawin the L. A

_Times_ the other day, they're giving away a free transistor radio to those who woul d harm Freck
nmost successfully."

“I'"l1l trade you a Borg-Warner tach for it," Freck said.

"That you stole fromthe guy's garage across the street," Lucknman said.

"Well, probably the gun's stolen, too," Charles Freck said. Most everything that was worth
sonmet hing was originally ripped off anyhow, it indicated the piece had value. "As a matter of

fact,"” he said, "the guy across the street ripped the tach off in the first place. It's probably
changed hands like fifteen tines. | nmean, it's a really cool tach."

"How do you know he ripped it off?" Luckman asked hi m

"Hell, man he's got eight tachs there in his garage, all dangling cut wires. Wat else
woul d he be doing with them that many, | nean? Who goes out and buys eight tachs?"

To Barris, Luckman said, "I thought you were busy working on the cephscope. You finished
al ready?”
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"l cannot continually work on that night and day, because it is so extensive," Barris
said. "l've got to knock off." He cut, with a conplicated pocketknife, another section of foam
rubber. "This one will be totally soundl ess.”

"Bob thinks you're at work on the cephscope,” Luckman said. "He's lying there in his bed
in his roominagining that, while you' re out here firing off your pistol. Didn't you agree wth
Bob that the back rent you owe woul d be conpensated by your--"

"Li ke good beer," Barris said, "an intricate, painstaking reconstruction of a damaged
el ectroni c assenbly--"

"Just fire off the great eleven-cent silencer of our tines," Luckman said, and bel ched.

I'"ve had it, Robert Arctor thought.

He lay alone in the dimlight of his bedroom on his back, staring grimy at nothing.
Under his pillow he had his .32 police-special revolver; at the sound of Barris's .22 being fired
in the back yard he had reflexively gotten his own gun from beneath the bed and placed it within
easi er reach. A safety nove, against any and all danger; he hadn't even thought it out
consci ousl y.

But his .32 under his pillow wouldn't be nmuch good agai nst anything so indirect as
sabot age of his npbst precious and expensive possession. As soon as he had gotten hone fromthe
debriefing with Hank he had checked out all the other appliances, and found them okay--especially
the car--always the can first, in a situation like this. Watever was going on, whoever it was by,
it was going to be chickenshit and devious: sone freak without integrity or guts lurking on the
peri phery of his life, taking indirect potshots at himfroma position of conceal ed safety. Not a
person but nore a sort of wal king, hiding synptomof their way of life.

There had been a tine, once, when he had not lived like this, a .32 under his pillow, a
lunatic in the back yard fining off a pistol for God knew what purpose, sone other nut or perhaps
the sane one inposing a brain-print of his own shorted-out upstairs on an incredibly expensive and
val ued cephscope that everyone in the house, plus all their friends, |oved and enjoyed. |In fornmer
days Bob Arctor had run his affairs differently: there had been a wife much Iike other w ves, two
smal | daughters, a stable household that got swept and cleaned and enptied out daily, the dead
newspapers not even opened carried fromthe front walk to the garbage pail, on even, sonetines,
read. But then one day, while lifting out an electric corn popper fromunder the sink, Arctor had
hit his head on the corner of a kitchen cabinet directly above him The pain, the cut in his
scal p, so unexpected and undeserved, had for sonme reason cleared away the cobwebs. It flashed on
himinstantly that he didn't hate the kitchen cabinet: he hated his wife, his tw daughters, his
whol e house, the back yard with its power nower, the garage, the radi ant heating system the front
yard, the fence, the whole fucking place and everyone in it. He wanted a divorce; he wanted to
split. And so he had, very soon. And entered, by degrees, a new and sonber life, lacking all of
t hat .

Probably he should have regretted his decision. He had not. That |ife had been one without
excitement, with no adventure. It had been too safe. Al the elenents that made it up were right
there before his eyes, and nothing new coul d ever be expected. It was |ike, he had once thought, a
little plastic boat that would sail on forever, without incident, until it finally sank, which
woul d be a secret relief to all.

But in this dark world where he now dwelt, ugly things and surprising things and once in a
long while a tiny wondrous thing spilled out at himconstantly; he could count on nothing. Like
the deliberate, evil damage to his Altec cephal ochnonoscope, around which he had built the
pl easure part of his schedule, the segnent of the day in which they all rel axed and got nell ow.
For soneone to damage that nmade no sense, viewed rationally. But not rmuch anong these | ong dark
evefling shadows here was truly rational, at least in the strict sense. The enigmatic act could
have been done by anyone for al nost any reason. By any person he knew or had ever encountered. Any
one of eight dozen weird heads, assorted freaks, burned-out dopers, psychotic paranoids wth
hal | uci natory grudges acted out in reality, not fantasy. Sonmebody, in fact, he'd _never_ net,
who' d pi cked himat random fromthe phonebook

O his closest friend.

Maybe Jerry Fabin, he thought, before they carted himoff. There was a burned-out,
poi soned husk. Himand his billions of aphids. Blam ng Donna--blaning all chicks, in fact--for
"“contam nating" him The queer. But, he thought, if Jerry had gone out to get anybody it'd have
been Donna, not ne. He thought, And | doubt if Jerry could figure out howto renove the bottom
plate fromthe unit; he mght try, but he'd still be there now, screwi ng and unscrew ng the same
screw. O he'd try to get the plate off with a hanmer. Anyhow, if Jerry Fabin had done it, the
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unit would be full of bug eggs that dropped off him Inside his head Bob Arctor grinned wyly.

Poor fucker, he thought, and his inner grin departed. Poor nowhere nother: once the trace
anounts of conplex heavy netals got carried to his brain--well, that was it. One nore in a | ong
line, a dreary entity anong nany others |like him an al nost endl ess nunber of brain-danmaged
retards. Biological |life goes on, he thought. But the soul, the nmind-- everything else is dead. A
refl ex machi ne. Like sonme insect. Repeating doonmed patterns, a single pattern, over and over now.
Appropriate on not.

Wonder what he used to be like, he nused. He had not known Jerry that |ong. Charles Freck
claimed that once Jerry had functioned fairly well. |I'd have to see that, Arctor thought, to
believe it.

Maybe | should tell Hank about the sabotage of nmy cephscope, he thought. They'd know
i Mmediately what it inplies. But what can they do for ne anyhow? This is the risk you run when you
do this kind of work.

It isn't worth it, this work, he thought. There isn't that much noney on the fucking
pl anet. But it wasn't the noney anyhow. "How cone you do this stuff?" Hank had asked him Wat did
any nman, doing any kind of work, know about his actual notives? Boredom nmnaybe; the desire for a
little action. Secret hostility toward every person around him all his friends, even toward
chicks. On a horrible positive reason: to have watched a hunman bei ng you | oved deeply, that you
had gotten real close to, held and slept with and ki ssed and worried about and befriended and nost
of all _adnmired_--to see that warmliving person burn out fromthe inside, burn fromthe heart
outward. Until it clicked and clacked |ike an insect, repeating one sentence again and again. A
_recording_. A closed | oop of tape.

“. . . | knowif | just had another hit

I'd be okay, he thought. And still saying that, like Jerry Fabin, when three quarters of
the brain was nush

“. . . | know, if I just had another hit, that my brain would repair itself."

He had a flash then: Jerry Fabin's brain as the fucked-over wiring of the
cephal ochnonbscope: wires cut, shorts, wires tw sted, parts overloaded and no good, |ine surges,
snoke, and a bad snell. And sonebody sitting there with a voltneter, tracing the circuit and
muttering, "My, ny, a lot of resistors and condensers need to be replaced," and so forth. And then
finally fromJerry Fabin would conme only a sixtycycle hum And they'd give up

And in Bob Arctor's living roomhis thousand-dollar customquality cephscope crafted by
Altec would, after sup- posedly being repaired, cast onto the wall in dull gray on one small spot:

I KNOWIF | JUST HAD ANOTHER HI T .

After that they'd throw the cephscope, damaged beyond repair, and Jerry Fabin, damaged
beyond repair, into the sane ash can

Ch well, he thought. Wo needs Jenny Fabi n? Except maybe Jenny Fabin, who had once
envi si oned designi ng and buil ding a nine-foot-Iong quad-and-TV console systemas a present for a
friend, and when asked how he would get it fromhis garage to the friend' s house, it being so huge
when built and wei ghing so much, had replied, "No problem man, I'll just fold it up--1've got the
hi nges bought already--fold it up, see, fold the whole thing up and put it in an envel ope and nai
it to him"

Anyhow, Bob Arctor thought, we won't have to keep sweepi ng aphi ds out of the house after
Jenny's been by to visit. He felt |ike laughing, thinking about it; they had, once, invented a
routi ne--nostly Luckman had, because he was good at that, funny and cl ever--about a psychiatric
expl anation for Jerry's aphid trip. It had to do, naturally, with Jerry Fabin as a small child.
Jerry Fabin, see, cones hone fromfirst grade one day, with his little books under his arm
whistling nerrily, and there, sitting in the dining roombeside his nother, is this great aphid,
about four feet high. H's nother is gazing at it fondly.

"What ' s happeni ng?" little Jerry Fabin inquires.
"This here is your older brother," his nother says, "who you' ve never nmet before. He's
come to live with us. | like himbetter than you. He can do a |lot of things you can't."

And fromthen on, Jenny Fabin's nother and father continually conpare himunfavorably with
his ol der brother, who is an aphid. As the two of them grow up, Jerry progressively gets nore and
nmore of an inferiority conplex--naturally. After high school his brother receives a scholarship to
college, while Jerry goes to work in a gas station. After that this brother the aphid becones a
fanmous doctor or scientist; he wins the Nobel Prize; Jerry's still notating tires at the gas
station, earning a dollar-fifty an hour. H's nother and father never cease rem nding himof this.
They keep sayi ng,
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"“I'f only you could have turned out |ike your brother."

Finally Jerry runs away from home. But he still subconsciously believes aphids to be
superior to him At first he imgines he is safe, but then he starts seeing aphids everywhere in
his hair and around the house, because his inferiority conplex has turned into sone kind of sexua
guilt, and the aphids are a punishnent he inflicts on hinself, etc.

It did not seemfunny now. Now that Jerry had been lugged off in the niddle of the night
at the request of his own friends. They thenmselves, all of thempresent with Jerry that night, had
decided to do it; it couldn't be either postponed or avoided. Jerry, that night, had piled every
goddanmm object in his house against the front door, |ike naybe nine hundred pounds of assorted
crap, including couches and chairs and the refrigerator and TV set, and then told everybody that a
gi ant superintelligent aphid from another planet was out there preparing to break in and git him
And nore would be landing Iater on, even if he got this one. These extraterrestrial aphids were
smarter by fan than any humans, and woul d conme directly through the walls if necessary, revealing
their actual secret powers in such ways. To save hinself as |long as possible, he had to flood the
house with cyani de gas, which he was prepared to do. How was he prepared to do this? He had
al ready taped all the wi ndows and doors airtight. He then proposed to turn on the water faucets in
the kitchen and bathroom flooding the house, saying that the hot-water tank in the garage was
filled with cyanide, not water. He had known this for a long tinme and was saving it for last, as a
final defense. They would all die thenselves, but at least it would keep the super-intelligent
aphi ds out.

Hi s friends phoned the police, and the police broke down the front door and dragged Jerry
off tothe NA dinic. The last thing Jerry said to themall was "Bring nmy things |ater on--bring
my new jacket with the beads on the back." He had just bought it. He liked it a lot. It was about
all he liked any nore; he considered everything el se he owned cont am nat ed.

No, Bob Arctor thought, it doesn't seem funny now, and he wondered why it ever had. Maybe
it had stemred fromfear, the dreadful fear they had all felt during the |ast weeks being around
Jerry. Sonetinmes in the night, Jerry had told them he prow ed his house with a shotgun, sensing
the presence of an eneny. Preparing to shoot first, before being shot. That is, both of them

And now, Bob Arctor thought, |I've got an eneny. O anyhow |'ve conme onto his trail: signs
of him Another slushed creep in his final stages, like Jerry. And when the final stages of that
shit hits, he thought, it really does hit. Better than any special Ford or GM ever sponsored on
primetinme TV.

A knock at his bedroom door.

Touchi ng the gun beneath his pillow, he said, "Yeah?"

_Mubbl e-nubble_. Barris's voice.

"Conme in," Arctor said. He reached to snap on a bedside | anp.

Barris entered, eyes twinkling. "Still awake?"

"A dream woke me," Arctor said. "Areligious dream In it there was this huge clap of
thunder, and all of a sudden the heavens roll ed aside and God appeared and Hi s voice runbled at me-
-what the hell did He say?--oh yeah. 'I amvexed with you, ny son,' He said. He was scow i ng.
was shaking, in the dream and |ooking up, and |I said, "What'd | do now, Lord?" And He said, 'You
left the cap off the toothpaste tube again.' And then | realized it was nmy exw fe."

Seating hinself, Barris placed a hand on each of his |eather-covered knees, snpothed
hi nsel f, shook his head, and confronted Arctor. He seened in an extrenmely good nood. "Well," he
said briskly, "I've got an initial theoretical view as to who night have systematically damaged
with malice your cephscope and may do it again.”

"I'f you're going to say it was Lucknman--"

"Listen," Barris said, rocking back and forth in agitation. "Wwwhat if | told you |I've
anticipated for weeks a serious malfunction in one of the househol d appliances, especially an
expensive one difficult to repair? My theory _called_ for this to happen! This is a confirmation
of my over-all theory!"

Arctor eyed him

Sl ow y sinking back down, Barris resuned his calmand bright smling. "You," he said,
poi nti ng.

“You think | didit," Arctor said. "Screwed up my own cephscope, with no insurance."

Di sgust and rage swelled through him And it was |late at night; he needed his sleep

"No, no," Barris said rapidly, |ooking distressed. "You are _|looking_ at the person who
did it. Buggered your cephscope. That was nmy conplete intended statement, which | was not allowed
to utter."”

"You did it?" Mystified, he stared at Barris, whose eyes were nurky with a sort of dim
t ni unmph. " VWhy?"
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"I nean, it's ny theory that | did it," Barris said. "Under posthypnotic suggestion
evidently. Wth an amesia block so | wouldn't remenber."” He began to | augh

"Later," Arctor said, and snapped off his bedside lanp. "Miuch later."

Barris rose, dithering. "Hey, but don't you see--1've got the advanced specialized
el ectronic technical skills, and | have access to it--1 live here. Wat | can't figure out,

t hough, is ny notive."

"You did it because you're nuts," Arctor said.

"Maybe | was hired by secret forces,"” Barris nmuttered in perplexity. "But what would their
notives be? Possibly to start suspicion and troubl e anbng us, to cause dissension to break out,
causing us to be pitted agai nst one another, all of us, uncertain of whomwe can trust, who is our
eneny and |like that."

"Then they' ve succeeded," Arctor said.

"But why would they want to do that?" Barris was saying as he noved toward the door; his
hands fl apped urgently. "So much trouble--renmoving that plate on the bottom getting a passkey to
the front door--"

"Il be glad, Bob Arctor thought, when we get in the hol oscanners and have them set up al
over this house. He touched his gun, felt reassured, then wondered if he should make certain it
was still full of shells. But then, he realized, I'll wonder if the firing pinis gone or if the
powder has been renoved fromthe shells and so forth, on and on, obsessively, like a little boy
counting cracks in the sidewal k to reduce his fear. Little Bobby Arctor, comi ng honme fromthe
first grade with his little school books, frightened at the unknown |yi ng ahead.

Reachi ng down, he funbled at the bed frame, along and along until his fingers touched
Scotch tape. Pulling it |oose, he tore fromit, with Barris still in the roomand watching, two
tabs of Substance D m xed with quaak. Lifting themto his nmouth, he tossed them down his throat,
wi t hout water, and then |ay back, sighing.

"Cet lost," he said to Barris.

And sl ept.

It was necessary for Bob Arctor to be out of his house for a period of time in order that
it be properly (which meant unerringly) bugged, phone included, even though the phone |ine was
tapped el sewhere. Usually the practice consisted of observing the house involved until everyone
was seen to leave it in such a fashion as to suggest they were not going to return soon. The
authorities sonetines had to wait for days or even several weeks. Finally, if nothing el se worked,
a pretext was arranged: the residents were informed that a funigator or some such shuck
personality was going to be coning in for a whol e afternoon and everybody had to get lost until,
say, six P.M

But in this case the suspect Robert Arctor obligingly left his house, taking his two
roonmates with him to go check out a cephal ochronbscope they could use on loan until Barris had
his working again. The three of themwere seen to drive off in Arctor's car, |ooking serious and
determi ned. Then later on, at a convenient point, which was a pay phone at a gas station, using
the audio grid of his scranble suit, Fred called in to report that definitely nobody would be hone
the rest of that day. He'd overheard the three nen deciding to cruise down all the way to San
Di ego in search of a cheap, ripped-off cephscope that sonme dude had for sale for around fifty
bucks. A smack-freak price. At that price it was worth the long drive and all the tinme.

Al so, this gave the authorities the opportunity to do a little illegal searching above and
beyond what their undercover people did when no one was | ooking. They got to pull out bureau
drawers to see what was taped to the backs. They got to pull apart pole lanps to see if hundreds
of tabs sprang out. They got to | ook down inside toilet bows to see what sort of little packets
in toilet paper were | odged out of sight where the running water would automatically flush them
They got to look in the freezer conpartnment of the refrigerator to see if any of the packages of
frozen peas and beans actually contained frozen dope, slyly m smanked. Meanwhile, the conplicated
hol o-scanners were nounted, with officers seating thenselves in various places to test the
scanners out. The sane with the audio ones. But the video part was nore inmportant and took nore
time. And of course the scanners should never be visible. It took skill to so npunt them A nunber
of locations had to be tried. The technicians who did this got paid well, because if they screwed
up and a hol o-scanner got detected |ater on by an occupant of the prem ses, then the occupants,
all of them would know they had been penetrated and were under scrutiny, and cool their
activities. And in addition they would sonetines tear off the whole scanning systemand sell it.
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It had proven difficult in the courts, Bob Arctor reflected as he drove along the San
Di ego Freeway south, to get convictions on theft and sale of electronic detection devices
illegally installed in soneone's residence. The police could only tack the bust on sonewhere el se,
under another statute violation. However, the pushers, in an anal ogous situation, reacted
directly. He recalled a case in which a heroin dealer, out to burn a chick, had planted two
packets of heroin in the handle of her iron, then phoned in an anonynous tip on her to _WE TIP_.
Before the tip could be acted on, the chick found the heroin, but instead of flushing it she had
sold it. The police canme, found nothing, then made a voiceprint on the phone tip, and arrested the
pusher for giving false information to the authorities. Wiile out on bail, the pusher visited the
chick |l ate one night and beat her alnost to death. Wen caught and asked why he'd put out one of
her eyes and broken both her arns and several ribs, he explained that the chick had cone across
two packets of high-grade heroin belonging to him sold themfor a good profit, and not cut him
in. Such, Arctor reflected, went the pusher nmentality.

He dunped off Luckman and Barris to do a scroungi ng nunber for the cephscope; this not
only stranded both nen and kept them from getting back to the house while the bugging installation
was going on, but permtted himto check up on an individual he hadn't seen for over a nonth. He
sel dom got down this way, and the chick seened to be doing nothing nmore than shooting neth two or
three times a day and turning tricks to pay for it. She lived with her dealer, who was therefore
al so her old man. Usually Dan Mancher was gone during the day, which was good. The deal er was an
addi ct, too, but Arctor had not been able to figure out to what. Evidently a variety of drugs.
Anyhow, whatever it was, Dan had becone weird and vicious, unpredictable and violent. It was a
wonder the | ocal police hadn't picked himup |Iong ago on | ocal disturbance-of-the-peace
infractions. Maybe they were paid off. O, nost likely, they just didn't care; these people lived
in a slumhousing area anong senior citizens and the other poor. Only for nmajor crimes did the
police enter the Cromwell Village series of buildings and rel ated garbage dunp, parking lots, and
nubbl ed roads.

There seened to be nothing that contributed nore to squal or than a bunch of basalt-bl ock
structures designed to |ift people out of squalor. He parked, found the right urinesnelling
stairs, ascended into darkness, found the door of Building 4 marked G. A full can of Drano |ay
before the door, and he picked it up automatically, wondering how many kids played here and
remenbering, for a nonent, his own kids and the protective noves he had made on their behal f over
the years. This was one now, picking up this can. He rapped against the door with it.

Presently the door lock rattled and the door opened, chained inside; the girl, Kinberly
Hawki ns, peered out. "Yes?"

"Hey, man," he said. "It's ne, Bob."

"What do you have there?"

"Can of Drano," he said.

"No kidding." She unchained the door in a listless way; her voice, too, was |listless.

Ki mberly was down, he could see: very down. Also, the girl had a black eye and a split lip. And as
he | ooked around he saw that the wi ndows of the small, untidy apartnent were broken. Shards of
glass lay on the floor, along with overturned ashtrays and Coke bottles.

"Are you al one?" he asked.

"Yeah. Dan and | had a fight and he split." The girl, half Chicano, snmall and not too
pretty, with the sallow conplexion of a crystal freak, gazed down sightlessly, and he realized
that her voice rasped when she spoke. Some drugs did that. Also, so did strep throat. The
apartnent probably couldn't be heated, not with the broken w ndows.

"He beat you up." Arctor set the can of Drano down on a high shelf, over sone paperback
porn novel s, nost of them out of date.

"Well, he didn't have his knife, thank God. His Case knife that he carries on his belt in
a sheath now. " Kinmberly seated herself in an overstuffed chain out of which springs stuck. "Wat

do you want, Bob? |I'mbumred, | really am"
"You want hi m back?"
"Well--" She shrugged a little. "Wio knows?"

Arctor wal ked to the wi ndow and | ooked out. Dan Manchen woul d no doubt be show ng up
sooner or later: the girl was a source of noney, and Dan knew she'd need her regular hits once her
supply had run out. "How |l ong can you go?" he asked.

" Anot her day."

"Can you get it anywhere el se?"

"Yeah, but not so cheap.”

"What's wrong with your throat?"

"A cold," she said. "Fromthe wind coming in."
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"You shoul d--"

“"If I go to a doctor," she said, "then he'll see I"'mon crystal. | can't go."

"A doctor wouldn't care.”

"Sure he would." She |istened then: the sound of car pipes, irregular and loud. "Is that
Dan's car? Red Ford 'seventy-nine Torino?"

At the wi ndow Arctor |ooked out onto the rubbishy Iot, saw a battened red Torino stopping,
its twin exhausts exhaling dark snoke, the driven's door opening. "Yes."

Ki nberly | ocked the door: two extra | ocks. "He probably has his knife."

"You have a phone.™

"No, " she said.

"You should get a phone."

The girl shrugged.

"He'Il kill you," Arctor said.

"Not now. You're here.”

"But later, after |I'm gone."

Ki nberly neseated herself and shrugged agai n.

After a few nonents they could hear steps outside, and then a knock on the door. Then Dan
yelling for her to open the door. She yelled back no and that sonmeone was with her. "Okay," Dan

yelled, in a high-pitched voice, "I'lIl slash your tires." He ran downstairs, and Arctor and the
girl watched through the broken wi ndow together as Dan Mancher, a skinny, short-haired, honbsexual -
| ooki ng dude waving a knife, approached her car, still yelling up to her, his words audible to
everyone else in the housing area. "I'Il slash your tires, your fucking tines! And then ||
fucking kill you!" He bent down and slashed first one tire and then another on the girl's old
Dodge.

Ki nberly suddenly aroused, sprang to the door of the apartnent and frantically began
unl ocking the various locks. "I got to stop him He's slashing all my tires! | don't have
i nsurance!"

Arctor stopped her. "My car's there too." He did not have his gun with him of course, and
Dan had the Case knife and was out of control, "Tires aren't--"

"My _tires! " Shrieking, the girl struggled to open the door

"That's what he wants you to do," Arctor said.

"Downstairs," Kinberly panted. "W can phone the police--they have a phone. Let nme _go! "
She fought himoff with trenendous strength and managed to get the door open. "I'mgoing to cal
the police. My tires! One of themis new™

"I"ll go with you." He grabbed her by the shoul der; she tunbled ahead of hi mdown the
steps, and he barely nanaged to catch up. Already she had reached the next apartnent and was

poundi ng on its door. "Qpen, please?" she called. "Please, | want to call the police! Please |et
me call the police!"

Arctor got up beside her and knocked. "W need to use your phone," he said. "It's an
ener gency. "

An elderly man, wearing a gray sweater and creased fornmal slacks and a tie, opened the
door.

"Thanks," Arctor said.

Ki nberly pushed inside, ran to the phone, and dial ed the operator. Arctor stood facing the
door, waiting for Dan to show up. There was no sound now, except for Kinberly babbling at the
operator: a garbled acccount, sonething about a quarrel about a pair of boots worth seven doll ars.
"He said they were his because | got themfor himfor Christms," she was babbling, "but they were
nm ne because | paid for them and then he started to take themand | ripped the backs of themwith
a can opener, so he--" She paused; then, nodding: "All right, thank you. Yes, I'll hold on."

The el derly nman gazed at Arctor, who gazed back. In the next rooman elderly lady in a
print dress watched silently, her face stiff with fear

"This nmust be bad on you," Arctor said to the two elderly peopl e.

"It goes on all the tine," the elderly man said. "W hear themall night, night after
night, fighting, and himsaying all the tinme he'll kill her."

"W shoul d have gone back to Denver," the elderly lady said. "I told you that, we should
have nmoved back."

"These terrible fights," the elderly man said. "And smashing things, and the noise." He
gazed at Arctor, stricken, appealing for hel p maybe, or maybe understanding. "On and on, it never
does stop, and then, what is worse, do you know that every tine--"

"Yes, tell himthat," the elderly |ady urged.

"What is worse," the elderly man said with dignity, "is that every tinme we go outdoors, we
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go outside to shop or nmail a letter, we step in. . . you know, what the dogs |eave."
"Dog do," the elderly lady said, wth indignation.

The | ocal police car showed up. Arctor gave his deposition as a wi tness without
identifying hinmself as a | awenforcement officer. The cop took down his statenent and tried to
take one from Ki nmberly, as the conplaining party, but what she said nade no sense: she ranbl ed on
and on about the pair of boots and why she had gotten them how nmuch they neant to her. The cop
sitting with his clipboard and sheet, glanced up once at Arctor and regarded himwth a cold
expression that Arctor could not read but did not |ike anyhow. The cop finally advised Kinberly to
get a phone and to call if the suspect returned and nmade any nore trouble.

"Did you note the slashed tires?" Arctor said as the cop started to leave. "Did you
exam ne her vehicle out there on the |ot and note personally the nunber of the tires slashed,
casing slashes with a sharp instrunent, recently made--there is still sone air |eaking out?"

The cop gl anced at himagain with the sane expression and left with no further conment.

"You better not stay here," Arctor said to Kinmberly. "He should have advi sed you to clear
out. Asked if there was sone other place you could stay."

Ki mberly sat on her seedy couch in her debris-littered living room her eyes lusterless
again now that she had ceased the futile effort of trying to explain her situation to the
i nvestigating officer. She shrugged.

“I'"1l drive you sonewhere," Arctor said. "Do you know sone friend you coul d--"

"Get the fuck out!" Kinberly said abruptly, with venom in a voice nuch |ike Dan Manchen's
but more raspy. "Get the fuck out of here, Bob Arctor--get |ost, get lost, goddanmt. WII you get
| ost?" Her voice rose shrilly and then broke in despair.

He left and wal ked slowly back down the stairs, step by step. Wien he reached the bottom
step sonet hing banged and rolled down after him it was the can of Drano. He heard her door | ock
one bolt after another. Futile |ocks, he thought. Futile everything. The investigating officer
advi ses her to call if the suspect returns. How can she, w thout going out of her apartnment? And
there Dan Mancher will stab her like he did the tires. And--renenbering the conplaint of the old
fol ks downstairs--she will probably first step on and then fall dead into dog shit. He felt |ike
| aughi ng hysterically at the old folks' priorities; not only did a burned-out freak upstairs night
after night beat up and threaten to kill and probably would soon kill a young girl addict turning
tricks who no doubt had strep throat if not much el se besides, but _in addition to that --

As he drove Luckman and Barris back north, he chuckled aloud. "Dog shit," he said. "Dog
shit." Humor in dog shit, he thought, if you can flash on it. Funny dog shit.

"Better change | anes and pass that Safeway truck," Luckman said. "The hunper's hardly
novi ng. "

He noved into the lane to the left and picked up speed. But then, when he took his foot
off the throttle, the pedal all at once fell to the floor nat, and at the sane tine the engine
roared all the way up furiously and the car shot forward at enornous, wld speed.

"SIl ow down!" both Luckman and Barris said together

By now the car had reached al nost one hundred; ahead, a VWvan | ooned. Hi s gas pedal was
dead: it did not return and it did nothing. Both Luckman, who sat next to him and Barris, beyond
him threw up their arnms instinctively. Arctor tw sted the wheel and shot by the VWWvan, to its
left, where a linited space renmained before a fast-noving 'Vet filled it up. The Corvette honked,
and they heard its brakes screech. Now Luckman and Barris were yelling; Lucknman suddenly reached
and shut off the ignition; meanwhile, Arctor shifted out of gear into neutral. The car slowed, and
he braked it down, noved into the right-hand | ane and then, with the engine finally dead and the
transm ssion out of gear, rolled off onto the emergency strip and cane by degrees to a stop

The Corvette, |long gone down the freeway, still honked its indignation. And now the giant
Saf eway truck rolled by themand for a deafening nonent sounded its own warning air horn

"What the hell happened?" Barris said.

Arctor, his hands and voice and the rest of him shaking, said, "The return spring on the
throttle cable--the gas. Must have caught or broken." He pointed down. They all peered at the
pedal, which lay still flat against the floor. The engine had revved up to its entire maxi mumrpm
which for his car was considerable. He had not clocked their final highest road speed, probably
wel |l over one hundred. And, he realized, though he had been reflexively pushing down on the power
brakes, the car had only sl owed.

Silently the three of themgot onto the enmergency pavenent and raised the hood. Wite
snoke drifted up fromthe oil caps and fromunderneath as well. And near-boiling water fizzled
fromthe overfl ow spout of the radiator
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Luckman reached over the hot engine and pointed. "Not the spring," he said. "lIt's the
Iinkage fromthe pedal to the carb. See? It fell apart." The long rod lay ainm essly against the
bl ock, hanging inpotently and uselessly down with its locking ring still in place. "So the gas
pedal didn't push back up when you took your foot off. But--" He inspected the carb for a tineg,
his face winkl ed.

"There's a safety override on the canb," Barris said, grinfling and showi ng his
syntheticlike teeth. "This system when the |inkage parts--"

"Why'd it pant?" Arctor broke in. "Shouldn't this locking ring hold the nut in place?" He
stroked along the rod. "How could it just fall off |ike that?"

As if not hearing him Barris continued, "If for any reason the |linkage gives, then the
engi ne should drop down to idle. As a safety factor. But it revved up all the way instead." He
bent his body around to get a better look at the carb. "This screw has been turned all the way
out," he said. "The idle screw. So that when the |linkage parted the override went the other way,
up i nstead of down."

"How coul d that happen?" Lucknman said loudly. "Could it screwitself all the way out |ike
that accidentally?"

W thout answering, Barris got out his pocketknife, opened the small blade, and began
slowy screw ng the idle-adjustment screw back in. He counted al oud. Twenty turns of the screwto
get it in. "To loosen the lock ring and nut assenbly that holds the accel erator-1inkage rods

together," he said, "a special tool would be needed. A couple, in fact. I'd estimate it'll take
about half an hour to get this back together. | have the tools, though, in ny tool box."

"Your tool box is back at the house," Luckman said.

"Yes." Barris nodded. "Then we'll have to get to a gas station and either borrow theirs or
get their tow truck out here. | suggest we get themout here to look it over before we drive it
again."

"Hey, man," Luckman said loudly, "did this happen by accident or was this done

del i berately? Like the cephscope?”

Barris pondered, still smling his wily, rueful smle. "I couldn't say for sure about
this. Nornally, sabotage on a car, nalicious danmage to cause an acci dent " He glanced at
Arctor, his eyes invisible behind his green shades. "W alnost piled up. If that 'Vet had been
coming any faster . . . There was alnost no ditch to head for. You should have cut the ignition as
soon as you realized what happened."

"I got it out of gear," Arctor said. "Wien | realized. For a second | couldn't figure it
out." He thought, If it had been the brakes, if the brake pedal had gone to the floor, 1'd have
flashed on it sooner, known better what to do. This was so-- weird.

"Soneone deliberately did it," Luckman said loudly. He spun around in a circle of fury,

I ashing out with both fists. "MOTHERFUCKER! We al nost bought it! They fucking al nbst got us!"

Barris, standing visible by the side of the freeway with all its heavy traffic whizzing
by, got out a little horn snuffbox of death tabs and took several. He passed the snuffbox to
Luckman, who took a few, then passed it to Arctor

"Maybe that's what's fucking us up," Arctor said, declining irritably. "Messing up our
brains."

"Dope can't screw up an accelerator |inkage and carb-idle adjustnent,"” Barris said, stil
hol di ng the snuffbox out to Arctor. "You'd better drop at |east three of these--they're Prinop, but
mld, Cut with alittle neth."

"Put the damm snuffbox away,"” Arctor said. He felt, in his head, |oud voices singing:
terrible nusic, as if the reality around himhad gone sour. Everything now-the fast-noving cars,
the two nmen, his own car with its hood up, the snell of snog, the bright, hot Iight of nidday--it
all had a rancid quality, as if, throughout, his world had putrefied, rather than anything el se.
Not so nuch becone all at once, because of this, dangerous, not frightening, but nore as if
rotting away, stinking in sight and sound and odor. It made himsick, and he shut his eyes and
shudder ed.

"What do you snell?" Luckman asked. "A clue, man? Sone engine snell that--"

"Dog shit," Arctor said. He could snell it, fromw thin the engine area. Bending, he
sniffed, snelled it distinctly and nore strongly. Wird, he thought. Freaky and fucking weird. "Do
you snell dog shit?" he asked Barris and Luckman.

"No," Luckman said, eyeing him To Barris he said, "Wre there any psychedelics in that

dope?"

Barris, smling, shook his head.

As he bent over the hot engine, snelling dog shit, Arctor knew to hinself that it was an
illusion; there was no dogshit snmell. But still he snelled it. And now he saw, sneared across the

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Dick%20A%20Scanner%20Darkly.txt (32 of 110) [1/19/03 7:31:24 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Philip%20K .Dick/Dick%20A %20Scanner%20Darkly.txt

nmot or bl ock, especially down | ow by the plugs, dark-brown stains, an ugly substance. G 1, he
thought. Spilled oil, thrown oil: | may have a | eaky head gasket. But he needed to reach down and
touch to be sure, to fortify his rational conviction. H's fingers net the sticky brown snears, and
his fingers | eaped back. He had run his fingers into dog shit. There was a coating of dog shit al

over the block, on the wires. Then he realized it was on the fire wall as well. Looking up, he saw
it on the soundproofing underneath the hood. The stink overpowered him and he shut his eyes,
shudderi ng.

"Hey, man," Luckman said acutely, taking hold of Arctor by the shoulder. "You' re getting a

fl ashback, aren't you?"

"Free theater tickets," Barris agreed, and chuckl ed.

"You better sit down," Lucknan said; he guided Arctor back to the driver's seat and got
himseated there. "Man, you're really freaked. Just sit there. Take it easy. Nobody got kill ed,
and now we're warned." He shut the car door beside Arctor. "W're okay now, dig?"

Barris appeared at the wi ndow and said, "Want a lunmp of dog shit, Bob? To chew on?"

Opening his eyes, chilled, Arctor stared at him Barris's green-glass eyes gave not hi ng
back, no clue. Did he really say that? Arctor wondered. O did ny head nake that up? "Wat, JinP"
he sai d.

Barris began to |l augh. And | augh and | augh.

"Leave him al one, man," Luckman said, punching Barris on the back. "Fuck off, Barris!"

Arctor said to Luckman, "Wat did he say just now? What the hell exactly did he say to

me?"
"I don't know," Luckman said. "I can't figure out half the things Barris |ays on people."”
Barris still smled, but had becone silent.
"You goddamm Barris," Arctor said to him "I know you did it, screwed over the cephscope

and now the car. You fucking did it, you kinky freak nother bastard." H s voice was hardly audible
to him but as he yelled that out at smiling Barris, the dreadful stench of dog shit grew. He gave
up trying to speak and sat there at the usel ess wheel of his car trying not to throw up. Thank God
Luckman cane along, he thought. O it'd be all over for me this day. It'd all fucking be over, at
the hands of this burned-out fucking creep, this nother living right in the sane house with ne.

"Take it easy, Bob," Luckman's voice filtered to himthrough the waves of nausea.

"I knowit's him" Arctor said.

"Hel |, why?" Luckman seened to be saying, or trying to say. "He'd of snuffed hinself too
this way. Wiy, man? \Wy?"

The snell of Barris still smling overpowered Bob Arctor, and he heaved onto the dashboard
of his own car. Athousand little voices tinkled up, shining at him and the snell receded
finally. A thousand little voices crying out their strangeness; he did not understand them but at
| east he could see, and the snell was going away. He trenbl ed, and reached for his handkerchi ef
from his pocket.

"What was in those tabs you gave us?" Luckman demanded at smiling Barris.

"Hell, | dropped sone too," Barris said, "and so did you. And it didn't give us a bad
trip. So it wasn't the dope. And it was too soon. How could it have been the dope? The stonmach
can't absorb--"

"“You poi soned ne," Arctor said savagely, his vision alnobst clear, his mnd clearing,
except for the fear. Now fear had begun, a rational response instead of insanity. Fear about what
had al nost happened, what it signified, fear fear terrible fear of smling Barris and his fucking
snuf f box and his explanations and his creepy sayings and ways and habits and custons and com ngs
and goi ngs. And his anonynous phoned-in tip to the police about Robert Arctor, his mckeynouse
grid to conceal his real voice that had pretty well worked. Except that it had to have been
Barris.

Bob Arctor thought, _The fucker is on to ne_.

"I never saw anybody space out as fast," Barris was saying, "but then--"

"You okay now, Bob?" Lucknman said. "We'Ill clean up the barf, no trouble. Better get in the
back seat." Both he and Barris opened the car door; Arctor slid dizzily out. To Barris, Luckman
said, "You sure you didn't slip himanything?"

Barris waved his hands up high, protesting.

Item What an undercover narcotics agent fears nost is not that he will be shot or beaten
up but that he will be slipped a great hit of sone psychedelic that will roll an endl ess horror
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feature filmin his head for the remainder of his life, or that he will be shot up with a mex hit,
hal f heroin and hal f Substance D, on both of the above plus a poison such as strychnine, which

will nearly kill himbut not conpletely, so that the above can occur: l|ifelong addiction, |ifelong
horror film He will sink into a needl e-and-a-spoon exi stence, or bounce off the walls in a
psychiatric hospital or, worst of all, a federal clinic. Ho will try to shake the aphids off him

day and night or puzzle forever over why he cannot any longer wax a floor. And all this will occur
del i berately. Soneone figured out what he was doing and then got him And they got himthis way.
The worst way of all: with the stuff they sell that he was after them for selling.

Wi ch, Bob Arctor considered as he cautiously drove hone, neant that both the deal ers and
the narks knew what the street drugs did to people. On that they agreed.

A Uni on station nmechanic near where they had parked had driven out and gone over the car
and finally fixed it up at a cost of thirty dollars. Nothing el se seemed wong, except that the
nmechani ¢ had exanined the left front suspension for quite a while.

"Anyt hi ng wong there?" Arctor had asked.

"Seens |i ke you should be experiencing trouble when you corner sharply,"
said. "Does it yaw at all?"

The car didn't yaw, not that Arctor had noticed. But the nmechanic refused to say nore; he
just kept poking at the coil spring and ball joint and oil-filled shock. Arctor paid him and the
tow truck drove off. He then got back into his own car, along with Luckman and Barri s--both of
whom now rode in back--and started north toward O ange County.

As he drove, Arctor rumi nated about other ironic agreenents in the mnds of narcotics
agents and deal ers. Several narcotics agents that he had known had posed as dealers in their
under cover work and wound up selling like hash and then, sonetines, even snmack. This was a good
cover, but it also brought the nark a gradually increasing profit over and above his official
sal ary plus what he made when he hel ped bust and seize a good-sized shiprment. Al so, the agents got
deeper and deeper into using their own stuff, the whole way of life, as a matter of course; they
became rich dealer addicts as well as narks, and after a time sone of them began to phase out
their lawenforcenment activities in favor of fulltime dealing. But then, too, certain dealers, to
burn their enenmies or when expecting inmnent busts, began narking and went that route, w nding up
as sort of unofficial undercover narks. It all got nmurky. The drug world was a murky world for
everyone anyhow. For Bob Arctor, for exanple, it had beconme murky now during this afternoon al ong
the San Di ego Freeway, while he and his two buddi es had been within foot-seconds of being w ped
out, the authorities, on his behalf, had been--he hoped--properly bugging their house, and if this
had been done, then possibly he would be safe fromnow on fromthe kind of thing that had happened
today. It was a piece of luck that ultimately might nmean the difference between hi mw nding up
poi soned or shot or addicted or dead conpared to nailing his eneny, nailing whoever was after him
and who today had in fact alnost gotten him Once the hol o-scanners were nounted in place, he
rum nated, there would be very little sabotage or attacks against him O anyhow successfu
sabot age or successful attacks.

This was about the only thought that reassured him The guilty, he reflected as he drove
am d the heavy | ate-afternoon traffic as carefully as possible, may fl ee when no one pursues--he
had heard that, and nmaybe that was true. What for a certainty was true, however, was that the
guilty fled, fled like hell and took plenty of swift precautions, when someone did pursue: soneone
real and expert and at the sane time hidden. And very close by. As close, he thought, as the back
seat of this car. Wuere, if he has his funky .22 single-action German-nmade nowhere pistol with him
and his equally funky rinky-dink | aughabl e alleged silencer on it, and Lucknan has gone to sleep
as usual, he can put a hollow nose bullet through the back of ny skull and | will be as dead as
Bobby Kennedy, who di ed from gunshot wounds of the same caliber--a bore that small.

And not only today but every day. And every night.

Except that in the house, when | check the storage drunms of the hol o-scanners, I'll pretty
wel |l know pretty soon what everyone in ny house is doing and when they do it and probably even
why, nyself included. | will watch my own self, he thought, get up in the night to pee. | wll
watch all the roons on a twenty-four-hour basis . . . although there will be alag. It won't help
me nmuch if the hol o-scanners pick up me being given a hotshot of sone disorientation drug ripped
off by the Hell's Angels froma nilitary arsenal and dunped in my coffee; soneone else fromthe
academy who goes over the storage druns will have to watch ny thrashing around, unable to see or

t he nechani ¢ had

know where or what | amany nore. It will be a hindsight | won't even get to have. Sonebody el se
will have to have it for ne.

Luckman said, "I wonder what's been going on back at the house while we've been gone al
day. You know, this proves you got sonebody out to burn you real bad, Bob. | hope when we get back
the house is still there.”
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"Yeah," Arctor said. "I didn't think of that. And we didn't get a | oan cephscope anyhow. "
He nmade his voice sound | eaden with resignation.
Barris said, in a surprisingly cheerful voice, "I wouldn't worry too nmuch."

Wth anger, Luckman said, "You wouldn't? Christ, they nmay have broken in and ripped off
all we got. Al Bob's got, anyhow. And killed or stonped the animals. O --"

"I left alittle surprise,”" Barris said, "for anybody entering the house while we're gone
today. | perfected it early this morning . . . | worked until | got it. An electronic surprise."

Sharply, concealing his concern, Arctor said, "Wat kind of electronic surprise? It's ny
house, Jim you can't start rigging up--"

"Easy, easy," Barris said. "As our German friends would say, _|eise . \Wich neans be
cool . "

"What is it?"

“I'f the front door is opened," Barris said, "during our absence, ny cassette tape recorder
starts recording. It's under the couch. It has a two-hour tape. | placed three omidirectiona

Sony mkes at three different--"

"You should have told nme," Arctor said.

"What if they cone in through the wi ndows?" Luckman said. "Or the back door?"

"To increase the chances of their nmaking their entry via the front door," Barris
continued, "rather than in other |ess usual ways, | providentially left the front door unlocked."

After a pause, Luckman began to snigger.

"Suppose they don't know it's unlocked?" Arctor said.

"I put a note onit," Barris said.

“You've jiving ne!"

"Yes," Barris said, presently.

"Are you fucking jiving us or not?" Luckman said. "I can't tell with you. Is he jiving,
Bob?"

"We'| | see when we get back," Arctor said. "If there's a note on the door and it's
unl ocked we'll know he isn't jiving us."

"They probably woul d take the note down," Lucknan said, "after ripping off and vandali zi ng
t he house, and then | ock the door. So we won't know. We'll|l never know. For sure. It's that gray
area again."

"OfF course I'mkidding!" Barris said, with vigor. "Only a psychotic would do that, |eave
the front door of his house unlocked and a note on the door."

Turning, Arctor said to him "Wat did you wite on the note, JinP"

"Who's the note to?" Luckman chined in. "I didn't even know you knew how to wite."
Wth condescension, Barris said, "I wote: 'Donna, cone on inside; door's unlocked. We--'
" Barris broke off. "It's to Donna," he finished, but not snoothly.

"He did do that," Luckman said. "He really did. Al of it."

"That way," Barris said, smoothly again, "we'll know who had been doing this, Bob. And
that's of prinme inportance.™

"Unless they rip off the tape recorder when they rip off the couch and everything el se,"
Arctor said. He was thinking rapidly as to how nuch of a problemthis really was, this additiona

exanpl e of Barris's nessed-up el ectroni c nowhere genius of a kindergarten sort. Hell, he
concluded, they'Il find the nmkes in the first ten nminutes and trace them back to the recorder
They' Il know exactly what to do. They'll erase the tape, rewind it, leave it as it was, |eave the

door unl ocked and the note on it. In fact, nmaybe the unl ocked door will make their job easier.
Fucking Barris, he thought. Great genius plans which will work out so as to screw up the universe
He probably forgot to plug the recorder into the wall outlet anyhow O course, if he finds it
unpl ugged- -

He' Il reason that proves someone was there, he realized. He'll flash on that and rap at us
for days. Sonebody got in who was hip to his device and cleverly unplugged it. So, he decided, if
they find it unplugged | hope they think to plug it in, and not only that, make it run right. In
fact, what they really should do is test out his whole detection system run it through its cycle
as thoroughly as they do their own, be absolutely certain it functions perfectly, and then wind it
back to a blank state, a tablet on which nothing is inscribed but on which sonething would for
sure be had anyone--thensel ves, for exanple--entered the house. O herw se, Barris's suspicions
will be aroused forever.

As he drove, he continued his theoretical analysis of his situation by nmeans of a second
wel | - establ i shed exanpl e. They had brought it up and drilled it into his own nenory banks during
his police training at the acadeny. O else he had read it in the newspapers.

Item One of the nost effective fornms of industrial or military sabotage lints itself to
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damage that can never be thoroughly proven--on even proven at all--to be anything deliberate. It
is like an invisible political novenent; perhaps it isn't there at all. If a bonb is wired to a
car's ignition, then obviously there is an eneny; if a public building on a political headquarters
is blowmn up, then there is a political eneny. But if an accident, or a series of accidents,

occurs, if equipnment nerely fails to function, if it appears faulty, especially in a slow fashion
over a period of natural time, with numerous small failures and misfirings--then the victim

whet her a person or a party or a country, can never marshal itself to defend itself.

In fact, Arctor specul ated as he drove along the freeway very slowy, the person begins to
assunme he's paranoid and has no eneny; he doubts hinself. His car broke down normally; his [uck
has just becone bad. And his friends agree. It's in his head. And this wi pes himout nore
t horoughly than anything that can be traced. However, it takes longer. The person on persons doing
himin nust tinker and putter and nake use of chance over a long interval. Meanwhile, if the
victimcan figure out who they are, he has a better chance of getting them-certainly better than
if, say, they shoot himw th a scope-sight rifle. That is _his_ advantage.

Every nation in the world, he knew, trains and sends out a mass of agents to |oosen bolts
here, strip threads there, break wines and start little fines, |ose docunents--little
m sadventures. A wad of guminside a Xerox copying machine in a government office can destroy an
i rrepl aceabl e--and vital --docunent: instead of a copy coming out, the original is w ped out. Too
much soap and toilet paper, as the Yippies of the sixties knew, can screw up the entire sewage of
an office building and force all the enployees out for a week. A nothball in a car's gas tank
wears out the engine two weeks later, when it's in another town, and | eaves no fuel contani nants
to be analyzed. Any radio or TV station can be put off the air by a pile driven accidentally
cutting a mcrowave cable or a power cable. And so forth.

Many of the previous aristocratic social class knew about maids and gardeners and ot her
serf-type hel p: a broken vase here, a dropped priceless heirloomthat slips out of a sullen hand

"Why' d you do that, Rastus Brown?"

"Ch, Ah jes' fogot ta--" and there was no recourse, or very little. By a rich honmeowner,
by a political witer unpopular with the regine, a small new nation shaking its fist at the U S.
or at the US SR --

Once, an American anbassador to Cuatenml a had had a wife who had publicly boasted that her
"pistol -packin' "husband had overthrown that little nation's left-wi ng governnment. After its
abrupt fall, the anbassador, his job done, had been transferred to a snall Asian nation, and while
driving his sports car he had suddenly discovered a sl owmving hay truck pulling out of a side
road directly ahead of him A noment |ater nothing remained of the anmbassador except a bunch of
splatted bits. Packing a pistol, and having at his call an entire ClA raised private arny, had
done himno good. H's wife wote no proud poetry about that.

"Uh, do what?" the owner of the hay truck had probably said to the local authorities. "Do
what, nassah? Ah jes'--"

O like his own ex-wife, Arctor remenbered. At that tine he had worked for an insurance
firmas an investigator ("Do your neighbors across the hall drink a lot?"), and she had objected
to his filling out his reports late at night instead of thrilling at the very sight of her. Toward
the end of their nmarriage she had | earned to do such things during his |ate-night work period as
burn her hand while lighting a cigarette, get sonething in her eye, dust his office, or search
forever throughout or around his typewiter for sone little object. At first he had resentfully

st opped work and succunbed to thrilling at the very sight of her; but then he had hit his head in
the kitchen while getting out the corn popper and had found a better solution

"I'f they kill our aninmals," Luckman was saying, "I'll fire bonb them ['Il get all of
them I1'lIl hire a professional down fromL.A , like a bunch of Panthers."

"They won't," Barris said. "There's nothing to be gained by injuring aninmals. The aninmals

haven't done anything."

"Have | ?" Arctor said.

"Evidently they think so," Barris said.

Luckman said, " _If | had known it was harmless | would have killed it nmyself . Renenber?"

"But she was a straight,"” Barris said. "That girl never turned on, and she had heavy
bread. Remenber her apartnent? The rich never understand the value of life. That's sonething el se.
Remenber Thel na Konnford, Bob? The short girl with the huge breasts--she never wore a bra and we
used to just sit and | ook at her nipples? She came over to our place to get us to kill that
nmosquito hawk for her? And when we expl ai ned--"

At the wheel of his slow car, Bob Arctor forgot theoretical matters and did a rerun of a
monent that had inpressed themall: the dainty and elegant straight girl in her turtleneck sweater
and bel | -bottonms and trippy boobs who wanted themto nurder a great harm ess bug that in fact did
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good by w ping out nosquitoes--and in a year in which an outbreak of encephalitis had been
anticipated in Orange County--and when they saw what it was and expl ai ned, she had said words that
becanme for themtheir parody evil-wall-notto, to be feared and despi sed:

IF 1 HAD KNOWN | T WAS HARMLESS
| WOULD HAVE KILLED I T MYSELF.

That had sumed up to them (and still did) what they distrusted in their straight foes,
assum ng they had foes; anyhow, a person |like well-educated-w th-all-the-financial-advantages
Thel ma Konnfond becane at once a foe by uttering that, fromwhich they had run that day, pouring
out of her apartment and back to their own littered pad, to her perplexity. The gulf between their
worl d and hers had manifested itself, however much they'd neditated on how to ball her, and
remai ned. Her heart, Bob Arctor reflected, was an enpty kitchen: floor tile and water pipes and a
drai nboard with pal e scrubbed surfaces, and one abandoned gl ass on the edge of the sink that
nobody cared about.

One tinme before he got solely into undercover work he had taken a deposition froma pair
of upper-class well-off straights whose furniture had been ripped off during their absence,
evidently by junkies; in those days such people still lived in areas where roving rip-off bands
stole what they could, leaving little. Professional bands, with wal kie-talkies in the hands of
spotters who watched a couple nmiles down the street for the marks' return. He renmenbered the man
and his wife saying, "People who would burglarize your house and take your color TV are the sane
kind of criminals who slaughter animals or vandalize priceless works of art."” No, Bob Arctor had
expl ai ned, pausing in witing down their deposition, what makes you believe that? Addicts, in his
experience anyhow, rarely hurt animals. He had w tnessed junkies feeding and caring for injured
ani mal s over long periods of tinme, where straights probably woul d have had the animals "put to
sleep," a straight-type termif there ever was one--and also an old Syndicate termas well, for
murder. Once he had assisted two totally spaced-out heads in the sad ordeal of unscrewing a cat
whi ch had inpal ed herself within a broken wi ndow. The heads, hardly able to see or understand
anyt hing any nore, had over alnpbst an entire hour deftly and patiently worked the cat |oose unti
she was free, bleeding a little, all of them heads and cat alike, with the cat calmin their
hands, one dude inside the house with Arctor, the other outdoors, where the ass and tail were. The
cat had cone free at last with no real injury, and then they had fed her. They did not know whose
cat she was; evidently she had been hungry and snelled food through their broken w ndow and
finally, unable to rouse them had tried to leap in. They hadn't noticed her until her shriek, and
then they had forgotten their various trips and dreans for a while in her behalf.

As to "priceless works of art” he wasn't too sure, because he didn't exactly understand
what that neant. At My Lai during the Viet Nam War, four hundred and fifty pricel ess works of art
had been vandalized to death at the orders of the ClA--pricel ess works of art plus oxen and
chi ckens and other aninmals not |isted. When he thought about that he always got a little dingey
and was hard to reason with about paintings in nmuseuns |ike that.

"Do you think," he said al oud as he painstakingly drove, "that when we die and appear
before God on Judgnent Day, that our sins will be listed in chronol ogical order on in order of
severity, which could be ascending or descending, or al phabetically? Because | don't want to have
God boomout at ne when | die at the age of eighty-six, 'So you're the little boy who stole the
three Coke bottles off the Coca-Cola truck when it was parked in the 7-11 |lot back in 1962, and
you've got a lot of fast talking to do.'

"I think they're cross-referenced,” Luckman said. "And they just hand you a conputer
printout that's the total of a long colum that's been added up already."

"Sin," Barris said, chuckling, "is a Jewish-Christian nyth that is outdated."”

Arctor said, "Maybe they've got all your sins in one big pickle barrel"--he turned to
glare at Barris the anti-Senmite-- "a kosher pickle barrel, and they just hoist it up and throw the
whol e contents all at once in your face, and you just stand there dripping sins. Your own sins,
pl us maybe a few of somebody else's that got in by m stake."

"Somebody el se by the sane nane,"” Lucknman said. "Another Robert Arctor. How many Robert
Arctors do you think there are, Barris?" He nudged Barris. "Could the Cal Tech conmputers tell us
that? And cross-file all the JimBarrises too while they're doing it?"

To hinself, Bob Arctor thought, How nany Bob Arctors are there?_ A weird and fucked-up
thought. Two that | can think of, he thought. The one called Fred, who will be watching the other
one, called Bob. The sane person. Or is it? |Is Fred actually the sane as Bob? Does anybody know? I
woul d know, if anyone did, because |I'mthe only person in the world that knows that Fred is Bob
Arctor. _But_, he thought, who aml1? Wich of themis nme?_
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Wien they rolled to a stop in the driveway, parked, and wal ked warily toward the front
door, they found Barris's note and the door unl ocked, but when they cautiously opened the door
everyt hing appeared as it had been when they |eft.

Barris's suspicions surfaced instantly. "Ah," he murnured, entering. He swiftly reached to
the top of the bookshel f by the door and brought down his .22 pistol, which he gripped as the
other men noved about. The ani mal s approached them as usual, clanmoring to be fed.

"Well, Barris," Luckman said, "I can see you're right. There definitely was soneone here,
because you see--you see, too, don't you, Bob?--the scrupul ous covering-over of all the signs they
woul d have otherwi se left testifies to their--" He farted then, in disgust, and wandered into the
kitchen to look in the refrigerator for a can of beer. "Barris," he said, "you're fucked."

Still noving about alertly with his gun, Barris ignored himas he sought to di scover
telltale traces. Arctor, watching, thought, Maybe he will. They nay have left sonme. And he
t hought, Strange how paranocia can link up with reality now and then, briefly. Under very
speci al i zed conditions, such as today. Next thing, Barris will be reasoning that | lured everyone
out of the house deliberately to permit secret intruders to acconplish their thing here. And | ater
on he will discern why and who and everything else, and in fact maybe he already has. Had a while
ago, in fact; long-enough ago to initiate sabotage and destruct actions on the cephscope, car, and
God knows what el se. Maybe when | turn on the garage light the house will burn down. But the nmain
thing is, did the bugging crew arrive and get all the nonitors in and finish up? He would not know
until he tal ked to Hank and Hank gave hima proof-positive |layout of the nonitors and where their
storage drunms could be serviced. And whatever additional information the bugging crew s boss, plus
ot her experts involved in this operation, wanted to dunp on him In their concerted play agai nst
Bob Arctor, the suspect.

"Look at this!" Barris said. He bent over an ashtray on the coffee table. "Cone here!' he
called sharply to both of them and both nmen responded.

Reachi ng down, Arctor felt heat rising fromthe ashtray.

"A still-hot cigarette butt," Luckman said, marveling. "It sure is."

Jesus, Arctor thought. They did screw up. One of the crew snpoked and then reflexively put
the butt here. So they nust just have gone. The ashtray, as al ways, overflowed; the crewran
probably assuned no one would notice the addition, and in another few nmonents it woul d have
cool ed.

"WAait a second," Lucknman said, exam ning the ashtray. He fished out, from anong the
tobacco butts, a roach. "This is what's hot, this roach. They Iit a joint while they were here.

But what did they do? What the hell did they do?" He scowl ed and peered about, angry and baffl ed
"Bob, fuck it--Barris, was right. _There was sonebody here! This roach is still hot, and you can
smell it if you hold it--" He held it under Arctor's nose. "Yeah, it's still burning a little down
i nside. Probably a seed. They didn't manicure it too good before they rolled it."

"That roach," Barris said, equally grim "may not have been left here by accident. This
evi dence may not be a slip-up.”

"What now?" Arctor said, wondering what kind of police bugging crew would have a nenber
who snmoked a joint in front of the others while on the job.

"Maybe they were here specifically to plant dope in this house," Barris said. "Setting us
up, then phone in a tip later . . . Maybe there's dope hidden like this in the phone, for exanple
and the wall outlets. W're going to have to go through the whol e house and get it absolutely
cl ean before they phone the tip in. And we' ve probably got only hours.”

"You check the wall sockets,” Luckman said. "I'l|l take the phone apart.”

"Wait," Barris said, holding up his hand. "If they see us scranbling around just before
the raid--"

"What raid?" Arctor said.

“"If we're running frantically around flushing dope," Barris said, "then we can't allege,
even though it's true, that we didn't know the dope was there. They'll catch us actually hol di ng
it. And maybe that, too, is part of their plan.”

"Aw shit," Luckman said in disgust. He threw hinself down on the couch. "Shit shit shit.
We can't do anything. There's probably dope hidden in a thousand places we'll never find. W' ve
had it." He glared up at Arctor in baffled fury. " W've had it!_"

Arctor said to Barris, "Wat about your electronic cassette thing rigged to the front
door?" He had forgotten about it. So had Barris, evidently. Luckman, too.

"Yes, this should be extrenmely informational at this point,"” Barris said. He knelt down by
the couch, reached underneath, grunted, then hauled forth a small plastic cassette tape recorder.
"This should tell us a great deal," he began, and then his face sank. "Well, it probably woul dn't
ultimtely have proven that inportant." He pulled out the power plug fromthe back and set the
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cassette down on the coffee table. "W know the main fact--that they did enter during our absence.
That was its main task."

Si | ence.

“I"1l bet | can guess," Arctor said.

Barris said, "The first thing they did when they entered was switch it to the off
position. | left it set to _on_, but look-- nowit's turned to _off_. So although I--"

"It didn't record?" Luckman said, disappointed.

"They made their nove swiftly," Barris said. "Before so nmuch as an inch of tape passed
through the recording head. This, by the way, is a neat little job, a Sony. It has a separate head
for playback, erase and record and the Dol by noi sereduction system | got it cheap. At a swap
meet. And it's never given ne any trouble."

Arctor said, "Mandatory soul tine."

"Absolutely," Barris agreed as he seated hinself in a chair and | eaned back, renoving his
shades. "At this point we have no other recourse in view of their evasive tactics. You know, Bob,
there is one thing you could do, although it would take tine."

"Sell the house and nove out," Arctor said.

Barris nodded.

"But hell," Luckman protested. "This is our _honme_."

"What are houses like this in this area worth now?" Barris asked, hands behind his head.
"On the market? | wonder, too, what interest rates are up to. Maybe you coul d nake a consi derabl e
profit, Bob. On the other hand, you m ght have to take a |oss on a quick sale. But, Bob, ny Cod,
you're up agai nst professionals.”

"Do you know a good realtor?" Luckman asked both of them

Arctor said, "Wat reason should we give for selling? They always ask."

"Yeah, we can't tell the realtor the truth," Luckman agreed. "W could say . . ." He
pondered as he moodily drank his beer. "I can't think of a reason. Barris, what's a reason, a
shuck we could give?"

Arctor said, "W'Il just say flat-out there's narcotics planted all over the house and

since we don't know where it is we decided to nove out and | et the new owner get busted instead of
us. "

"No," Barris disagreed, "I don't think we can afford to be up front like that. I'd suggest
you say, Bob, you say that you got a job transfer."

"Where to?" Luckman said.

"Cleveland,"” Barris said.

"I think we should tell themthe truth,” Arctor said. "In fact, we could put an ad in the
L.A. _Tines_: 'Mdern threebedroomtract house with two bathroons for easy and fast flushing, high-
grade dope stashed throughout all roons; dope included in sale price.'

"But they'd be calling asking what kind of dope," Luckman said. "And we don't know, it
could be anything."

"And how rmuch there is,

Barris murmured. "Prospective buyers m ght inquire about the

quantity."

"Li ke," Luckman said, "it could be an ounce of roachweed, just shit like that, on it could
be pounds of heroin."

"What | suggest," Barris said, "is that we phone county drug abuse and informthem of the
situation and ask themto come in and renove the dope. Search the house, find it, dispose of it.
Because, to be realistic, there really isn't time to sell the house. | researched the |ega

situation once for this type of bind, and nost |awbooks agree--"

"You're crazy," Luckman said, staring at himas if he were one of Jerry's aphids. "Phone
_drug abuse?_ There'll be narks in here within less tinme than--"

"That's the best hope," Barris continued snoothly, "and we can all take |lie-detector tests
to prove we didn't know where it was or what it was on even put it there. It is there w thout our
knowl edge or permission. If you tell themthat, Bob, they'll exonerate you." After a pause he
adm tted, "Eventually. Wen all the facts are known in open court."

"But on the other hand," Luckman said, "we've got our own stashes. W _do_ know where they
are and like that. Does this nean we've got to flush all our stashes? And suppose we niss sone?
Even one? Christ, this is awful!"

"There is no way out," Arctor said. "They appear to have us."

From one of the bedroons Donna Hawt horne appeared, weaning a funny little knee-pants
outfit, hair tunbled in disarray, her face puffy with sl eep.

"l came on in," she said, "like the note said. And | sat around for a while and then
crashed. The note didn't say when you'd be back. Wiy were you yelling? God, you're uptight. You
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woke ne."

"You snoked a joint just now?" Arctor asked her. "Before you crashed?"

"Sure," she said. "OQherwise | can't ever sleep."”

“It's Donna's roach," Luckman said. "Gve it to her."

My God, Bob Arctor thought. | was into that trip as nuch as they were. W all got into it
toget her that deep. He shook hinself, shuddered, and blinked. Knowi ng what | know, | still stepped

across into that freaked-out paranoid space with them viewed it as they viewed it--nuddl ed, he
t hought. Mirky again; the sane nurk that covers them covers nme; the murk of this dreary dream
world we float around in.

"You got us out of it," he said to Donna.

"Qut of what?" Donna said, puzzled and sl eepy.

Not what | am he thought, or what | know was supposed to take place here today, but this
chi ck--she put ny head back together, got all three of us out. Alittle black-haired chick wearing
a funky outfit who | report on and am shucki ng and hopefully will be fucking. . . another shuck-
and-fuck reality world, he thought, with this foxy girl the center of it: a national point that
unwi red us abruptly. O herwi se where would our heads finally have gone? We, all three of us, had
gotten out of it entirely.

But not for the first tinme, he thought. Not even today.

“You shouldn't |eave your place unlocked Iike that," Donna said. "You could get ripped off
and it'd be your own fault. Even the giant capitalist insurance conpanies say that if you | eave a
door on w ndow unl ocked they won't pay. That's the main reason | cane in when | saw the note.
Sonebody ought to be here if it's unlocked |ike that."

"How | ong have you been here?" Arctor asked her. Maybe she had aborted the buggi ng; maybe
not. Probably not.

Donna consulted her twenty-dollar electric Timex wistwatch, which he had given her
"About thirty-eight mnutes. Hey." Her face brightened. "Bob, |I got the wolf book with ne--you
want to look at it now? It's got a lot of heavy shit init, if you can digit.”

"Life," Barris said, as if to hinmself, "is only heavy and none else; there is only the one
trip, all heavy. Heavy that |eads to the grave. For everyone and everything."

"Did I hear you say you're going to sell your house?" Donna asked him "On was that--you
know, me dreanming? | couldn't tell; what | heard sounded spaced out and weird."

"We're all dreaming," Arctor said. If the last to know he's an addict is the addict, then
maybe the | ast to know when a man nmeans what he says is the nman hinself, he reflected. He wondered
how much of the garbage that Donna had overheard he had seriously nmeant. He wondered how nuch of
the insanity of the day--his insanity--had been real, or just induced as a contact |unacy, by the
situation. Donna, always, was a pivot point of reality for him for her this was the basic,
nat ural question. He wi shed he could answer.

The next day Fred showed up in his scranble suit to hear about the bugging installation

"The si x hol o-scanners now operating within the prem ses--six should be sufficient for
now, we feel--transnit to a safe apartnent down the street in the sane block as Arctor's house,"
Hank expl ai ned, laying out a floor plan of Bob Arctor's house on the netal table between them It
chilled Fred to see this, but not overly much. He picked the sheet up and studied the |ocations of
the various scanners, in the various roons, here and there so that everything fell under constant
vi deo scrutiny, as well as audio.

"So | do the playback at that apartnent," Fred said.

"W use it as a playback-nonitor spot for about eight-- on perhaps it's nine, now -houses
on apartments under scrutiny in that particul ar nei ghborhood. So you'll be bunping into other
under cover peopl e doing their playbacks. _A ways have your suit on then_."

"I'"l'l be seen going into the apartnment. It's too close.”

"Quess so, but it's an enornous conpl ex, hundreds of units, and it's the only one we've

found el ectronically feasible. It'Il have to do, at least until we get |legal eviction on another
unit el sewhere. We're working on it . . . two blocks farther away, where you'll be |ess
conspi cuous. Week on so, |'d guess. If holo-scans could be transnitted with acceptable resol ution

along mcro-relay cables and ITT lines like the ol der--"

"I"l'l just use the shuck that I'mballing some broad in that conplex, if Arctor on Lucknman
or any of those heads see ne entering." It really didn't conplicate matters that nuch; in fact, it
woul d cut down his in-transit unpaid tine, which was an inportant factor. He could easily truck on
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over to the safe apartnment, do the scanning replay, deternine what was relevant to his reports and
what coul d be di scarded, and then return very soon to--

To nmy own house, he thought. Arctor's house. Up the street at the house | am Bob Arctor
t he heavy doper suspect being scanned wi thout his knowl edge, and then every couple of days |I find
a pretext to slip down the street and into the apartnment where | am Fred replaying nmiles and niles
of tape to see what | did, and this whol e busi ness, he thought, depresses ne. Except for the
protection--and val uabl e personal information--it will give ne.

Probably whoever's hunting ne will be caught by the hol oscanners within the first week.

Real i zing that, he felt nellow.

"Fine," he said to Hank.

"So you see where the holos are placed. If they need servicing, you probably can do it
yourself while you're in Arctor's house and no one else is around. You do get into his house,
normal ly, don't you?"

Well shit, Fred thought. If |I do that, then | will be on the holo-replays. So when | turn
them over to Hank |I have to be, obviously, one of the individuals visible on them and that cuts
it down.

Up to now he had never actually laid it on Hank as to how he knew what he knew about his
suspects; he hinself as Fred the effective screening device carried the information. But now.
audi o- and hol o-scanners, which did not automatically edit out as did his verbal report al
identifying mention of himself. There would be Robert Arctor tinkering with the hol os when they
mal functi oned, his face nushrooming up to fill the screen. But on the other hand _he_ would be the
first to replay the storage tapes; he could still edit. Except that it would take tine and care.

But edit out what?_ Edit out Arctor--entirely? Arctor was the suspect. Just Arctor when
he went to fiddle with the hol os.

“I'"I'l edit nyself out," he said. "So you won't see ne. As a matter of conventiona
protection."

"Of course. You haven't done this before?" Hank reached to show him a coupl e of pictures.
"You use a bulk erasing device that w pes out any section where you as the informant appear
That's the hol os, of course; for audio, there's no set policy followed. You won't have any rea
trouble, though. Wt take it for granted that you're one of the individuals in Arctor's circle of
friends who frequent that house--you are either JimBarris on Ernie Luckman on Charles Freck or
Donna Hawt hor ne--"

"Donna?" he | aughed. The suit |aughed, actually. In its way.

"Or Bob Arctor,"” Hank continued, studying his list of suspects.

"I report on nyself all the time," Fred said.

"So you will have to include yourself fromtinme to time in the holo-tapes you turn over to
us, because if you systematically edit yourself out then we can deduce who you are by a process of
elimnation, whether we want to or not. Wat you must do, really, is edit yourself out in--what
should | call it?--an inventive, artistic . . . Hell, the word is _creative_way . . . as for
instance during the brief intervals when you're in the house al one and doi ng research, going
t hrough papers and drawers, or servicing a scanner within view of another scanner, on--"

"You shoul d just send soneone to the house once a nonth in a uniform" Fred said. "And
have himsay, 'Good norning! I'mhere to service the nonitoring devices covertly installed on your
premni ses, in your phone, and in your car.' Mybe Arctor would pick up the bill."

"Arctor would probably off himand then di sappear."”

The scranble suit Fred said, "If Arctor is hiding that much. That's not been proved."
"Arctor may be hiding a great deal. W' ve got nore recent information on himgathered and
anal yzed. There is no substantial doubt of it: he is a ringer, a three-dollar bill. He is _phony_.

So keep on himuntil he drops, until we have enough to arrest himand make it stick."

"You want stuff planted?"

"We' || discuss that later."

"You think he's up high in the, you know, the S. D. Agency?"

"What we _think_ isn't of any inportance in your work," Hank said. "W evaluate; _you_
report with your own limted conclusions. This is not a put-down of you, but we have infornation,
lots of it, not available to you. The broad picture. The conputerized picture."”

"Arctor is dooned," Fred said. "If he's up to anything. And | have a hunch from what you
say that he is."

"W should have a case on himthis way soon,"” Hank said. "And then we can cl ose the book
on him which will please us all."

Fred stoically nenorized the address and nunber of the apartnment and suddenly recall ed
that he had seen a young head-type couple who had recently abruptly di sappeared now and t hen
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entering and | eaving the building. Busted, and their apartnent taken over for this. He had |iked
them The girl had long flaxen hair, wore no bra. One tine he had driven past as she was | uggi ng
groceries and offered her a lift; they had tal ked. She was an organic type, into negavitan ns and
kel p and sunlight, nice, shy, but she'd declined. Now he could see why. Evidently the two of them
had been holding. O, nore likely, dealing. On the other hand, if the apartnent was needed, a
possession rap woul d do, and you coul d al ways get that.

What, he wondered, would Bob Arctor's littered but |arge house be used for by the
aut horities when Arctor had been haul ed off? An even vaster intelligence-processing center, nost
likely.

"You'd like Arctor's house,
it's big. Nice yard. Lots of shrubs."

"That's what the installation crew reported back. Some excellent possibilities."
"They _what?_ They reported it had 'plenty of possibilities,' did they?" The scranble suit
voi ce cl acked out maddeni ngly without tone or resonance, which nmade hi meven angrier. "Like what?"
"Well, one obvious possibility: its living roomgives a view of an intersection, so
passi ng vehi cles could be graphed and their |license plates . " Hank studied his many, many
papers. "But Burt What's-his-face, who headed the crew, felt the house had been allowed to
deteriorate so badly that it wouldn't be worth our taking over. As an investnent."

“I'n what way? I n what fashion deterioriated?"

"The roof."

"The roof's perfect."”

"The interior and exterior paint. The condition of the floors. The kitchen cabi nets--"

"Bullshit," Fred said, or anyhow the suit droned. "Arctor nmay have |let dishes pile up and
t he garbage and not dusted, but after all, three dudes living there with no chicks? Hs wife left
him wonen are supposed to do all that. If Donna Hawt horne had noved in |ike Arctor wanted her to,
begged her to, she would have kept it up. Anyhow, any professional janitorial service could put
the whol e house in top shape as far as cleaning goes in a half a day. Regarding the roof, that
really makes ne nmad, because--"

"Then you recommend we acquire it after Arctor's been arrested and |loses title."

Fred, the Suit, stared at him

"Wl ?" Hank said inpassively, ballpoint pen ready.

"I have no opinion. One way on another." Fred rose fromhis chair to | eave.

"You're not splitting yet," Hank said, nmotioning himto reseat hinself. He fished anpbng

he said aloud. "It's rundown and typically doper dirty, but

the papers on his desk. "I have a nenp here--"
"You al ways have nenos," Fred said. "For everybody."
"This nmenmp," Hank said, "instructs ne to send you over to Room 203 before you | eave
t oday. "
"If it's about that anti-drug speech | gave at the Lions Cub, |I've already had ny ass

chewed about it."
"No, this isn't that.” Hank tossed himthe fluttery note. "This is sonething different.
I"'mfinished with you, so why don't you head right over there now and get it done with."

He found hinself confronting an all-white roomwith steel fixtures and steel chains and
steel desk, all bolted down, a hospital-like room purified and sterile and cold, with the |light
too bright. In fact, to the right stood a weighing scale with a sign HAVE TECHNI Cl AN ONLY ADJUST.
Two deputies regarded him both in full uniformof the Orange County Sheriff's Ofice, but with
medi cal stri pes.

"You are OFficer Fred?" one of them w th a handl e-bar nustache, said.

"Yes, sir," Fred said. He felt scared

"Al'l right, Fred, first et nme state that, as you undoubtedly are aware, your briefings
and debriefings are nonitored and | ater played back for study, in case anything was nissed at the
original sessions. This is SOP, of course, and applies to all officers reporting in orally, not
you al one. "

The ot her nedical deputy said, "Plus all other contacts you maintain with the departnent,
such as phone contacts, and additional activities, such as your recent public speech in Anaheimto
the Rotary O ub boys."

"Lions," Fred said.

"Do you take Substance D?" the |left-hand nedi cal deputy said.

"That question,” the other said, "is npot because it's taken for granted that in your work
you're conpelled to. So don't answer. Not that it's incrimnating, but it's sinply noot." He
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i ndi cated a table on which a bunch of bl ocks and other riff-raff colorful plastic objects |ay,
plus peculiar itenms that Oficer Fred could not identify. "Step over here and be seated, Oficer
Fred. W are going to adninister, briefly, several easy tests. This won't consume nuch of your
tinme, and there will be no physical disconfort involved."

"About that speech | gave--" Fred said.

"What this is about," the |left-hand nmedi cal deputy said, as he seated hinself and produced
a pen and sonme forms, "stens froma recent departnmental survey show ng that several undercover
agents working in this area have been adnmitted to Neural Aphasia Cinics during the past nmonth."

"You' re conscious of the high factor of addictiveness of Substance D?" the other deputy
said to Fred.

"Sure," Fred said. "OF course | am"

"We're going to give you these tests now," the seated deputy said, "in this order
starting with what we call the BG or--"

"You think I'man addict?" Fred said.

"Whet her you are an addict on not isn't a prine issue, since a blocking agent is expected
fromthe Arny Chemi cal Warfare Division sonetine within the next five years."

"These tests do not pertain to the addictive properties of Substance D but to-- Well, let
me give you this Set-Gound Test first, which determ nes your ability readily to distinguish set
fromground. See this geonetric diagran?" He laid a drawn-on card before Fred, on the table.
"Wthin the apparently neaningless lines is a fam liar object that we would all recognize. You are
to tell me what the

Item In July 1969, Joseph E. Bogen published his revolutionary article "The O her Side of
the Brain: An Appositional Mnd." In this article he quoted an obscure Dr. A L. Wgan, who in
1844 wote:

The mind is essentially dual, |ike the organs by which
it is exercised. This idea has presented itself to ne,
and | have dwelt on it for nore than a quarter of a
century, without being able to find a single valid or
even pl ausible objection. | believe nyself then able
to prove--(1) That each cerebrumis a distinct and
perfect whole as an organ of thought. (2) That a
separate and di stinct process of thinking or ratioci-
nati on may be carried on in each cerebrum simul -

t aneously.

In his article, Bogen concluded: "I believe [with Wgan] that each of us has two ninds in
one person. There is a host of detail to be marshaled in this case. But we nust eventually
confront directly the principal resistance to the Wgan view. that is, the subjective feeling
possessed by each of us that we are One. This inner conviction of Oneness is a nost cherished
opi ni on of Western Man. "

", object is and point to it in the total field."

' mbeing Miutt-and-Jeffed, Fred thought. "Wat is all this?" he said, gazing at the deputy
and not the diagram "I'Il bet it's the Lions Cub speech," he said. He was positive.

The seated deputy said, "In many of those taking Substance D, a split between the right
hemi sphere and the left henisphere of the brain occurs. There is a | oss of proper gestalting,
which is a defect within both the percept and cognitive systens, although _apparently_ the
cognitive systemcontinues to function normally. But what is now received fromthe percept system
is contam nated by being split, so it too, therefore, fails gradually to function, progressively
deterioriating. Have you located the famliar object in this line drawing? Can you find it for
me?"

Fred said, "You' re not tal king about heavy nmetals trace deposits in the neuronecepton
sites, are you? Irreversible--"

"No," the standing deputy said. "This is not brain damage but a formof toxicity, brain
toxicity. It's a toxic brain psychosis affecting the percept systemby splitting it. Wiat you have
before you, this BG test, nmeasures the accuracy of your percept systemto act as a unified whole.
Can you see the formhere? It should junp right out at you."

"l see a Coke bottle," Fred said.

"A soda pop bottle is correct," the seated deputy said, and whi pped the draw ng away,
replacing it with another.

"Have you noticed anything," Fred said, "in studying ny briefings and like that? Anything
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slushed?" It's the speech, he thought. "Wat about the speech | gave?" he said. "Did | show
bil ateral dysfunction there? Is that why |I've been hauled in here for these tests?" He had read
about these split-brain tests, given by the departnment fromtinme to tine.

"No, this is routine," the seated deputy said. "W realize, Oficer Fred, that undercover
agents nust of necessity take drugs in the Iine of duty; those who've had to go into federal--"

"Permanent | y?" Fred asked.

"Not many pernanently. Again, this is percept contam nation that could in the course of
time rectify itself as---"

"Murky," Fred said. "It rmunks over everything."

"Are you getting any cross-chatter?" one of the deputies asked hi m suddenly.

"What ?" he said uncertainly.

"Between hemi spheres. |If there's danage to the |l eft hem sphere, where the linguistic
skills are normally located, then sonetimes the right hemi sphere will fill in to the best of its
ability."

"I don't know," he said. "Not that |I'maware of."

"Thoughts not your own. As if another person on mnd were thinking. But different fromthe
way you woul d think. Even foreign words that you don't know. That it's |earned from periphera
perception sonetine during your lifetine."

"Nothing like that. |I'd notice that."

"You probably would. From people with | eft-hem sphere damage who' ve reported it, evidently
it's a pretty shattering experience."”

"Well, | guess I'd notice that."

"It used to be believed the right hem sphere had no linguistic faculties at all, but that
was before so many people had screwed up their |eft henmi spheres with drugs and gave it--the right--
a chance to conme on. To fill the vacuum"

“I"1l certainly keep ny eyes open for that," Fred said, and heard the mere mechanica
quality of his voice, like that of a dutiful child in school. Agreeing to obey whatever dull order
was i mposed on himby those in authority. Those taller than he was, and in a position to inpose
their strength and will on him whether it was reasonable on not.

Just agree, he thought. And do what you're told.

"What do you see in this second picture?”

"A sheep," Fred said.

"Show nme the sheep." The seated deputy | eaned forward and rotated the picture. "An
i npai rment in set-background discrimnation gets you into a heap of troubl e--instead of perceiving
no forns you perceive faulty forms."

Li ke dog shit, Fred thought. Dog shit certainly would be considered a faulty form By any
standard. He .

The data indicate that the nute, mnor hem sphere

is specialized for Gestalt perception, being primarily
a synthesist in dealing with information input. The
speaki ng, major heni sphere, in contrast, seems to
operate in a nore logical, analytic, conputerlike
fashion and the findings suggest that a possible reason
for cerebral lateralization in nman is basic inconpat-
ibility of |anguage functions on the one hand and

synt hetic perceptual functions on the other

felt ill and depressed, alnost as nuch as he had during his Lions Cub speech

"There's no sheep there, is there?" he said. "But was | cl ose?"

"This is not a Rorschach test," the seated deputy said, "where a nuddled bl ot can be
i nterpreted nmany ways by many subjects. In this, one specific object, as such, has been delineated
and one only. In this case it's a dog."

"A what ?" Fred said.

"A dog."

"How can you tell it's a dog?" He saw no dog. "Show ne.

The deputy .

This conclusion finds its experimental proof in the
split-brain ani mal whose two hem spheres can be
trained to perceive, consider, and act independently.
In the human, where propositional thought is typi-
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cally lateralized in one hemi sphere, the other hemi-
sphere evidently specializes in a different node of

t hought, which may be called _appositional . The rules
or methods by which propositional thought is el ab-
orated on "this" side of the brain (the side which
speaks, reads, and wites) have been subjected to

anal yses of syntax, semantics, mathematical | ogic,

etc. for many years. The rul es by which appositiona
thought is el aborated on the other side of the brain
will need study for nany years to cone.

turned the card over; on the back the formal stark sinple

i nscribed, and now Fred recognized it as the shape drawn within the lines on the front side.

fact it was a specific type of dog: a greyhound, with drawn-in gut.

"What's that nean," he said, "that | saw a sheep instead?"

"Probably just a psychol ogi cal block," the standing deputy said,
about. "Only when the whole set of cards is nun, and then we have the severa

outline of a DOG had been
In

shifting his weight
ot her tests--"

"Why this is a superior test to the Ronschach,"” the seated deputy interrupted, producing

the next drawing, "is that it is not
_but only one right _.

certified for it, for

interpretive;

each card; that's what's right, because it

Little three-foot-high contract

there are as many wongs as you can think up
The right object that the U S. Departnent of Psych-Gaphics drewinto it and
i s handed down from Washi ngt on
then we have a fix on a
you test okay later on."

anong these particul ar black and white |ines?”

| see: death in

You either get it on you don't, and if you showa _run_ of not getting it,
functional inpairnent in perception and we dry you out for a while, unti
"A federal clinic?" Fred said.
"Yes. Now, what do you see in this draw ng,
Death Cty, Fred thought as he studied the drawing. That is what
pluriform not in just the one correct form but throughout.
carts.
"Just tell nme," Fred said, "was it the Lions O ub speech that alerted you?"

The two nedi cal
"No," the standing one said finally.
off the cuff, in fact,

deputi es exchanged gl ances.

realize, there's a technological lag in processing all this garbage,
flows in. They haven't gotten to your speech yet. They won't

"What was this bullshitting?"

" Sonet hi ng about a stolen bicycle," the other deputy said.
bi cycle. You'd been trying to figure out where the m ssing three speeds

Agai n they gl anced at each other, the two nedica
floor of the garage it was stolen fron®"

"Hell," Fred protested. "That was Charles Freck's fault,
in an uproar talking about it. | just thought it was funny."

deputi es.

not

BARRI S: (_Standing in the mddle of the living roomw th a great big new shiny bike,
pl eased_) Look what | got for twenty dollars.
FRECK: What is it?

BARRI S: A bike, a ten-speed racing bike, virtually brand new. |
yard and asked about it and they had four of themso | made an offer of
they sold it to nme. Col ored people. They even hoisted it over the fence

LUCKMAN: | didn't know you could get a ten-speed nearly new for
amazi ng what you can get for twenty dollars.

DONNA: It resenbles the one the chick across the street from ne
about a nmonth ago. They probably ripped it off, those black guys.

ARCTOR: Sure they did, if they' ve got four. And selling it that

DONNA:  You ought to give it back to the chick across the street
Anyhow you should let her look at it to see if it's hers.

BARRIS: It's a man's bike. So it can't be.

al

m ne;

"It had to do with an exchange that was--actually--
just bullshitting between you and Hank. About two weeks ago

this raw i nformati on t hat
in fact for another couple of days."

you

"A so-call ed seven-speed

had gone, was that it?"

"You felt they had been left on the

he got everybody's ass

very

saw it in the neighbor's
twenty dollars cash and

for ne.

twenty dollars. It's
had that got ripped off
cheap.

fromme, if it's hers.

FRECK: Why do you say it's ten speeds when it's only got seven gears?

BARRI S: (_Astoni shed_ ) What?
FRECK: (_Going over to bike and pointing ) Look,

other end of the chain. Five and two .
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When the optic chiasmof a cat or a nonkey is divided
sagittally, the input into the right eye goes only into
the right henisphere and sinmlarly the left eye in-
forms only the left hemi sphere. If an animal with this
operation is trained to choose between two synbol s
while using only one eye, later tests showthat it can
make the proper choice with the other eye. But if

the conm ssures, especially the corpus callosum

have been severed before training, the initially cov-
ered eye and its ipsilateral hem sphere nust be
trained fromthe beginning. That is, the training does
not transfer from one hem sphere to the other if the
conmi ssures have been cut. This is the fundanmental
split-brain experinent of Myers and Sperry (1953;
Sperry, 1961; Mers, 1965; Sperry, 1967).

mekes seven. So it's only a seven-speed hike.

LUCKMAN: Yeah, but even a seven-speed racing bike is worth twenty dollars. He still got a
good buy.

BARRIS: (_Nettled ) Those colored people told ne it was ten speeds. It's a rip-off.

(_Everyone gathers to exam ne bike. They count the gears again and again_.)

FRECK: Now | count eight. Six in front, tw in back. That makes eight.

ARCTOR: (_Logically ) But it should be ten. There are no seven- on ei ght-speed bi kes. Not
that | ever heard of. What do you suppose happened to the m ssing gears?

BARRI S: Those col ored guys nust have been working on it, taking it apart wth inproper
tool s and no technical know edge, and when they reassenbled it they left three gears Iying on the
floor of their garage. They're probably still lying there.

LUCKMAN: Then we should go ask for the nissing gears back

BARRI S: (_Pondering angrily ) But that's where the rip-off is: they' Il probably offer to
sell themto nme, not give themto ne as they should. | wonder what else they've damaged
(_I'nspects entire bike_)

LUCKMAN: If we all go together they'll give themto us; you can bet on it, man. We'll al
go, right? (_Looks around for agreenent )

DONNA: Are you positive thene're only seven gears?

FRECK: Ei ght.

DONNA: Seven, eight. Anyhow, | nean, before you go over there, ask sonebody. | nean, it
doesn't look to nme like they've done anything to it like taking it apart. Before you go over there
and |lay heavy shit on them find out. Can you dig it?

ARCTOR: She's right.

LUCKMAN: Who shoul d we ask? Who do we know that's an authority on racing bikes?

FRECK: Let's ask the first person we see. Let's wheel it out the door and when sone freak
conmes along we'll ask him That way we'll get a disheartened vi ewpoint.

(_They col l ectively wheel bike out front, right off encounter young black man parking his
car. They point to the seven-- eight?--gears questioningly and ask how many there are, although
they can see--except for Charles Freck--that there are only seven: five at one end of the chain
two at the other. Five and two add up to seven. They can ascertain it with their own eyes. Wat's
goi ng on?)

YOUNG BLACK MAN: (_Calmy_) What you have to do is multiply the nunber of gears in front
by the nunber in the near. It is not an adding but a nultiplying, because, you see, the chain
| eaps across fromgear to gear, and in terns of gear ratios you obtain five (_He indicates the
five gears_.) times one of the two in front (_He points to that_.), which give you one tines five,
which is five, and then when you shift with this |lever on the handl e-bar (_He denonstrates_.) the
chain junps to the other one of the two in front and interacts with the same five in the back all
over again, which is an additional five. The addition involved is five plus five, which is ten. Do
you see how that works? You see, gear ratios are always derived by--

(_They thank himand silently wheel the bike back inside the house. The young bl ack man
whom t hey have never seen before and who is no nore than seventeen and driving an incredibly beat-
up old transportation-type car, goes on |ocking up, and they close the front door of the house and
just stand there_.)

LUCKMAN:  Anybody got any dope? "Were there's dope there's hope.” (_No one_ .
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Al'l the evidence indicates that separation of the

hem spheres creates two i ndependent spheres of con-
sciousness within a single cranium that is to say,
within a single organism This conclusion is disturb-
ing to some peopl e who view consci ousness as an

i ndi vi sible property of the human brain. It seens
premature to others, who insist that the capacities
reveal ed thus far for the right hemi sphere are at the
| evel of an autonaton. There is, to be sure, hem -
spheric inequality in the present cases, but it may
well be a characteristic on the individuals we have
studied. It is entirely possible that if a human brain
were divided in a very young person, both hemn -
spheres could as a result separately and i ndepen-
dently devel op nental functions of a high order at

the level attained only in the |left hemni sphere of nor-
mal i ndivi dual s.

. _laughs_.)

"W know you were one of the people in that group,” the seated nedical deputy said. "It
doesn't matter which one. None of you could |l ook at the bike and perceive the sinple mathemati cal
operation involved in determ ning the nunber of its very small system of gear ratios."” In the
deputy's voice Fred heard a certain conpassion, a neasure of being kind. "An operation |like that
constitutes a junior high school aptitude test. Wre you all stoned?"

“"No, " Fred said.

"They give aptitude tests like that to children,” the other nedical deputy said.

"So what was wrong, Fred?" the first deputy asked.

"I forget," Fred said. He shut up now. And then he said, "It sounds to ne like a cognitive
fuckup, rather than perceptive. Isn't abstract thinking involved in a thing like that? Not--"

"You might imagine so," the seated deputy said. "But tests show that the cognitive system
fails because it isn't receiving accurate data. In other words, the inputs are distorting in such
a fashion that when you go to reason about what you see you reason wongly because you don't--"
The deputy gestured, trying to find a way to express it.

"But a ten-speed bi ke _has_ seven gears," Fred said. "What we saw was accurate. Two in
front, five in back."

"But you didn't perceive, any of you, how they interact: five in back with _each_ of the
two in front, as the black told you. Was he a highly educated nan?"

"Probably not," Fred said.

"What the black saw," the standing deputy said, "was different fromwhat all of you saw.
He saw two separate connecting |ines between the rear gear systemand the front, two simultaneous
different lines perceptible to himbetween the gears in front running to each of the five back
ones in turn. . . . Wiat you saw was _one_ connective to all back ones."

"But that would nmake six gears, then," Fred said. "Two front gears but one connective."

"Which is inaccurate perception. Nobody taught that black boy that; what they taught him
to do, if anyone taught himat all, was to figure out, cognitively, what the nmeaning of those two
connectives were. You missed one of thementirely, all of you. What you did was that although you
counted two front gears, you _perceived_ them as a honpgeneity."

"I"1l do better next time," Fred said.

"Next time what? Wien you buy a ripped-off ten-speed bike? O abstracting all daily
percept i nput?"

Fred remrained silent.

"Let's continue the test," the seated deputy said. "Wat do you see in this one, Fred?"

"Plastic dog shit,"” Fred said. "Like they sell here in the Los Angeles area. Can | go
now?" It was the Lions Cub speech all over again.

Bot h deputies, however, |aughed.

"You know, Fred," the seated one said, "if you can keep your sense of hunor |ike you do
you' I | perhaps make it."

" Make it?_" Fred echoed. "Make what? The teanf? The chi ck? Make good? Make do? Make out?
Make sense? Make nobney? Make time? Define your terms. The Latin for 'nake' is _facere_, which
al ways rem nds ne of _fuckere_, which is Latin for '"to fuck,' and | haven't
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The brain of the higher aninals, including man, is a
doubl e organ, consisting of right and | eft hem spheres
connected by an isthnus of nerve tissue called the
corpus callosum Some 15 years ago Ronald E. Myers

and R W Sperry, then at the University of Chicago
made a surprising discovery: when this connection

bet ween the two hal ves of the cerebrumwas cut, each
hem sphere functioned i ndependently as if it were a
conpl ete brain.

been getting it on worth jack shit lately, plastic shit or otherw se, any kind of

shit. If you boys are psychol ogi st types and you' ve been listening to ny endl ess debriefings with
Hank, what the hell is Donna's handle? How do | get next to her? | nean, howis it done? Wth that
ki nd of sweet, unique, stubborn little chick?"

"Each girl is different," the seated deputy said.

"I mean approach her ethically," Fred said. "Not cramher with reds and booze and then
stick it into her while she's lying on the living-roomfloor."

"Buy her flowers," the standing deputy said.

"What ?" Fred said, his suit-filtered eyes openi ng w de.

"This time of year you can get little spring flowers. At the nursery departnents of, say,
Penney's on K Mart. Or an azalea."

"Flowers," Fred nmurnmured. "You nean plastic flowers on real flowers? Real ones, | guess."

"The plastic ones are no good,"” the seated deputy said. "They look like they' re
wel |, fake. Sonehow fake."

"Can | |eave now?" Fred asked.
After an exchange of gl ances, both deputies nodded. "W'Il| evaluate you sone other tinme,
Fred," the standing one said. "It's not that urgent. Hank will notify you of a later appointnent

time."

For sone obscure reason Fred felt |ike shaking hands with them before he left, but he did
not; he just left, saying nothing, a little down and a little bew | dered, because, probably, of
the way it had shot out of left field at him so suddenly. They've been going over and over ny
material, he thought, trying to find signs of ny being burned out, and they did find sone. Enough
anyhow, to want to nun these tests.

Spring flowers, he thought as he reached the elevator. Little ones; they probably grow
close to the ground and a | ot of people step on them Do they grow wild? O in special conmercial
vats on in huge enclosed farns? | wonder what the country is like. The fields and like that, the
strange snells. And, he wondered, where do you find that? Were do you go and how do you get there
and stay there? What kind of trip is that, and what kind of ticket does it take? And who do you
buy the ticket fronf

And, he thought, | would like to take someone with me when | go there, maybe Donna. But
how do you ask that, ask a chick that, when you don't even know how to get next to her? Wen
you' ve been schem ng on her and achi eving nothi ng--not even step one. W should hurry, he thought,
because later on all the spring flowers like they told ne about will be dead

On his way over to Bob Arctor's house, where a bunch of heads could usually be found for a
mel | ow turned-on tine, Charles Freck worked out a gag to put ol' Barris on, to pay himback for
the spleen jive at the Fiddler's Three restaurant that day. In his head, as he skillfully avoided
the radar traps that the police kept everywhere (the police radar vans checking out drivers
usual Iy took the disguise of old raunchy VWvans, painted dull brown, driven by bearded freaks;
when he saw such vans he slowed), he ran a previ ew fantasy nunber of his put-on

FRECK: (_Casually_ ) | bought a nethedrine plant today.
BARRIS: (_Wth a snotty expression on his face ) Methedrine is a benny, like speed; it's

crank, it's crystal, it's anmphetanmine, it's nmade synthetically in alab. So it isn't organic, like
pot. There's no such thing as a nmethedrine plant like there is a pot plant.

FRECK: (_Springing the punch line on him) | nean | inherited forty thousand from an uncle
and purchased a plant hidden in this dude's garage where he nakes nethedrine. | nean, he's got a

factory there where he nanufactures neth. Plant in the sense of--
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He couldn't get it phrased exactly right as he drove, because part of his mnd stayed on
the vehicles around himand the |ights; but he knew when he got to Bob's house he'd lay it on
Barris super good. And, especially if a bunch of people were there, Barris would rise to the bait
and be visible to everyone flat-out as a clear and evident asshole. And that woul d super pay him
back, because Barris worse than anybody el se couldn't stand to be made fun of.

When he pulled up he found Barris outdoors working on Bob Arctor's car. The hood was up,
and both Barris and Arctor stood together with a pile of car tools.

"Hey, man," Freck said, slanmming his door and sauntering casually over. "Barris,
right off in a cool way, putting his hand on Barris's shoulder to attract his attention

he said

“"Later," Barris growed. He had his repair clothes on; grease and |ike that covered the
already dirty fabric.
Freck said, "I bought a nethedrine plant today."

Wth an inpatient scow, Barris said, "How big?"

"What do you nean?"

"How big a plant?"

"Well," Freck said, wondering how to go on

"How much'd you pay for it?" Arctor said, also greasy fromthe car repair. They had the
carb off, Freck saw, air filter, hoses, and all.

Freck said, "About ten bucks."

"Jimcould have gotten it for you cheaper," Arctor said, resumng his labors. "Couldn't
you, Ji n®"

"They're practically giving neth plants away," Barris said.

"This is a whole fucking garage!" Freck protested. "A factory! It turns out a mllion tabs
a day--the pill-rolling machi nery and everything. _Everything! "

"All that cost ten dollars?" Barris said, grinning wdely.

“Where's it |ocated?" Arctor said.

"Not around here," Freck said uneasily. "Hey, fuck it, you guys."

Pausing in his work--Barris did a |ot of pausing in his work, whether anyone was tal ki ng
to himor not--Barris said, "You know, Freck, if you drop or shoot too nuch nmeth you start talking
i ke Donal d Duck."

"So?" Freck said.

"Then nobody can understand you," Barris said.

Arctor said, "What'd you say, Barris? | couldn't understand you."

H s face dancing with nerriment, Barris nmade his voice sound |ike Donald Duck's. Freck and
Arctor grinned and enjoyed it. Barris went on and on, gesturing finally at the carburetor.

"\What about the carburetor?" Arctor said, not smling now.

Barris, in his regular voice, but still grinning widely, said, "You ve got a bent choke
shaft. The whole carb should be rebuilt. O herw se the choke's going to shut on you while you're
driving along the freeway and then you'll find your notor is flooded and dead and sone asshol e

will rear-end you. And possibly in addition that raw gas washing down the cylinder walls--if it
goes on | ong enough--will wash the lubrication away, so your cylinders will be scored and
per manent |y damaged. And then you'll need them neboned."

"Why is the choke rod bent?" Arctor asked.

Shrugging, Barris resuned taking apart the carb, he did not answer. He left that up to
Arctor and to Charles Freck, who knew nothing about engines, especially conplex repairs like this.

Conmi ng out of the house, Luckman, wearing a snazzy shirt and tight high-style Levi jeans,
carrying a book and weani ng shades, said, "I phoned and they're checking to see what a rebuilt
carb will set you back for this car. They'll phone in a while, so | left the front door open."

Barris said, "You could put a four-barrel on instead of this two, while you're at it. But
you'd have to put on a new nmanifold. W could pick up a used one for not very nuch.”

“I't would idle too high," Luckman said, "with |ike a Rochester four-barrel--is that what
you nmean? And it wouldn't shift properly. It wouldn't upshift."

"The idling jets could be replaced with snaller jets," Barris said, "that would
conmpensate. And with a tach he could watch his rpms, so it didn't over-rev. He'd know by the tach
when it wasn't upshifting. Usually just backing off on the gas pedal causes it to upshift if the
automatic linkage to the transm ssion doesn't do it. |I know where we can get a tach, too. In fact,
| have one."

“Yeah," Luckman said, "well, if he tronped down heavy on the step-down passing gear to get
a lot of torque suddenly in an energency on the freeway, it'd downshift and rev up so highit'd
bl ow t he head gasket or worse, a |ot worse. Blow up the whol e engine."
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Barris, patiently, said, "He'd see the tach needle junp and he'd back right off."

"Whi | e passi ng?" Lucknman said. "Hal fway past a fucking big sem ? Shit, he'd have to keep
barreling on, high revs or not; he'd have to bl ow up the engine rather than back off, because if
he backed off he'd never get around what he was trying to pass."

"Monmentum " Barris said. "In a car this heavy, nmonentumwould carry himon by even if he
backed of f."

"What about uphill?" Luckman said. "Mnentum doesn't carry you very far uphill when you're
passi ng. "

To Arctor, Barris said, "What does this car . . ." He bent to see what make it was. "This

Hs lips noved. "Ads."
"I't weighs about a thousand pounds," Arctor said. Charles Freck saw himw nk toward
Luckman.

"You're right, then," Barris agreed. "There wouldn't be nuch inertia nass at that |ight
wei ght. On would there?" He groped for a pen and sonmething to wite on. "A thousand pounds
traveling at eighty mles an hour builds up force equal to--"

"That's a thousand pounds,” Arctor put in, "with the passengers init and with a full tank
of gas and a big carton of bricks in the trunk."

"How many passengers?" Luckman sai d, deadpan

"Twel ve. "

"I's that six in back," Luckman said, "and six in--"

"No," Arctor said, "that's eleven in back and the driver sitting alone in front. So, you
see, so there will be nore weight on the rear wheels for nore traction. So it won't fishtail."

Barris glanced alertly up. "This car fishtails?"

"Unl ess you get eleven people riding in the back," Arctor said.

"Be better, then, to lead the trunk with sacks of sand,"” Barris said. "Three two-hundred-
pound sacks of sand. Then the passengers could be distributed nore evenly and they woul d be nore
confortable.”

"What about one si x-hundred-pound box of gold in the trunk?" Luckman asked him "I nstead
of three two-hundred--"

"WIl you lay of f?" Barris said. "I'mtrying to calculate the inertial force of this car
traveling at eighty niles an hour."

"I't won't go eighty," Arctor said. "It's got a dead cylinder. | nmeant to tell you. It
threw a rod last night, on ny way hone fromthe 7-11."

"Then why are we pulling the carb?" Barris denanded. "W have to pull the whole head for
that. In fact, nmuch nore. In fact, you may have a cracked block. Well, that's why it won't start."

"Won't your car start?" Freck asked Bob Arctor.

“I't won't start," Luckman said, "because we pulled the carb off."

Puzzl ed, Barris said, "Wwy'd we pull the carb? I forget."

"To get all the springs and little dinky parts replaced,” Arctor said. "So it won't fuck
up again and nearly kill us. The Union station nechanic advised us to."

"I'f you bastards wouldn't rappity-rap on," Barris said, "like a |lot of speed freaks, |
could conplete ny conputations and tell you how this particular car with its weight would handl e
with a four-barrel Rochester carb, nodified naturally with smaller idling jets.” He was genuinely
sore now. "So SHUT UP!'"

Luckman opened the book he was carrying. He puffed up, then, to much I arger than usual
his great chest swelled, and so did his biceps. "Barris, I'"'mgoing to read to you." He began to
read fromthe book, in a particularly fluent way. ""He to whomit is given to see Christ _nore
real _than any other reality . t

"What ?" Barris said.

Luckman conti nued readi ng. than any other reality in the Wrld, Christ everywhere
present and everywhere growi ng nore great, Christ the final determ nation and plasmatic Principle
of the Universe--'"

"What is that?" Arctor said.

"Chardin. Teil hand de Chandin."

"Jeez, Luckman," Arctor said.

"', . . that man indeed lives in a zone where no nmultiplicity can distress himand which
i s neverthel ess the nost active workshop of universal fulfilnment.'" Luckman shut the book

Wth a high degree of apprehension, Charles Freck noved in between Barris and Lucknan
"Cool it, you guys."

"CGet out of the way, Freck," Luckman said, bringing back his right arm |low, for a vast
sweepi ng haymaken at Barris. "Cone on, Barris, |'mgoing to coldcock you into tonmorrow, for
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talking to your betters like that."

Wth a bleat of wild, appealing terror, Barris dropped his felt pen and pad of paper and
scuttled off erratically toward the open front door of the house, yelling back as he ran, "I hear
t he phone about the rebuilt carb.”

They wat ched hi m go.

"l was just kidding him" Luckman said, rubbing his lower lip.

"What if he gets his gun and silencer?" Freck said, his nervousness off the scale
entirely. He noved by degrees in the direction of his own parked car, to drop swiftly behind it if
Barris reappeared firing.

"Cone on," Arctor said to Luckman; they fell back together into their car work, while
Freck | oitered apprehensively by his own vehicle, wondering why he had decided to bop over here
today. It had no nellow quality today, here, none at all, as it usually did. He had sensed the bad
vi bes under the kidding right fromthe start. Wat's the notherfuck wong? he wondered, and got
back sonberly into his own car, to start it up.

Are things going to get heavy and bad here too, he wondered, like they did at Jerry
Fabi n's house during the last few weeks with hin? It used to be nellow here, he thought, everybody
ki cki ng back and turning on, grooving to acid rock, especially the Stones. Donna sitting here in
her | eather jacket and boots, filling caps, Luckman rolling joints and telling about the seni nar
he planned to give at UCLA in dope-smoking and joint-rolling, and how someday he'd suddenly rol
the perfect joint and it would be placed under glass and helium back at Constitution Hall, as part
of Anerican history with those other itens of simlar inmportance. Wen | | ook back, he thought,
even to when JimBarris and | were sitting at the Fiddler's, the other day . . . it was better
even then. Jenny began it, he thought; that's what's comng down here, that there which carried
of f Jerry. How can days and happeni ngs and nonents so good beconme so quickly ugly, and for no
reason, for no real reason? Just--change. Wth nothing causing it.

"I"'msplitting," he said to Lucknman and Arctor, who were watching himrev up

"No, stay, hey, man," Luckman said with a warmsmle. "W need you. You're a brother."

"Naw, I'mcutting out."

From the house Barris appeared cautiously. He carried a hanmer. "It was a w ong nunber,"
he shouted, advancing with great caution, halting and peering like a crab-thing in a drive-in
novi e.

"What's the hamer for?" Luckman said.

Arctor said, "To fix the engine."

"Thought | would bring it with ne," Barris explained as he returned gingerly to the A ds,
"since | was indoors and noticed it."

"The nost dangerous kind of person," Arctor said, "is one who is afraid of his own
shadow. " That was the last Freck heard as he drove away; he pondered over what Arctor neant, if he
meant him Charles Freck. He felt shame. But shit, he thought, why stick around when it's such a
super bumer? Where's the chicken in that? Don't never participate in no bad scenes, he rem nded
himsel f; that was his notto in life. So he drove away now, wi thout |ooking back. Let them snuff
each ot her, he thought. Wo needs then? But he felt bad, really bad, to | eave them and to have
wi t nessed the darkening change, and he wondered again why, and what it signified, but then it
occurred to himthat maybe things would go the other way again and get better, and that cheered
him In fact, it caused himto roll a short fantasy number in his head as he drove al ong avoi ding
i nvisible police cars:

THERE THEY ALL SAT AS BEFORE.

Even people who were either dead or burned out, like Jerry Fabin. They all sat here and
there in a sort of clear white light, which wasn't daylight but better light than that, a kind of
sea which lay beneath them and above them as well.

Donna and a coupl e other chicks | ooked so foxy--they had on halters and hot pants, or tank
tops with no bras. He could hear nusic although he could not quite distinguish what track it was
fromwhat LP. Maybe Hendrix! he thought. Yeah, an old Hendrix track, or now all at once it was
J.J. All of them JimCroce, and J.J., but especially Hendrix. "Before | die,"” Hendrix was
murnmuring, "let ne live ny life as | want to," and then i mmedi ately the fantasy nunber blew up
because he had forgotten both that Hendrix was dead and how Hendrix and al so Joplin had died, not
to mention Croce. Hendrix and J.J. OD ing on smack, both of them two neat cool fine people like
that, two outrageous humans, and he renmenbered how he'd heard that Janis's manager had only
al | owed her a coupl e hundred bucks now and then; she couldn't have the rest, all that she earned,
because of her junk habit. And then he heard in his head her song "All Is Loneliness,” and he
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began to cry. And in that condition drove on toward hone.

In his living room sitting with his friends and attenpting to deterni ne whether he needed
a new carb, a rebuilt carb, on a nodification carb-and-manifold, Robert Arctor sensed the silent
constant scrutiny, the electronic presence, of the hol oscanners. And felt good about it.

“You | ook nellow, " Luckman said. "Putting out a hundred bucks woul dn't nake ne nellow. "

"I decided to cruise along the street until | cone across an Ods like mne," Arctor
expl ai ned, "and then unbolt their carb and pay nothing. Like everyone el se we know. "
"Especially Donna," Barris said in agreenent. "I w sh she hadn't been in here the other

day while we were gone. Donna steals everything she can carry, and if she can't carry it she
phones up her rip-off gang buddi es and they show up and carry it off for her.”

“"I"lIl tell you a stony | heard about Donna," Luckman said. "One tine, see, Donna put a
quarter into one of those autonmatic stanmp machi nes that operate off a coil of stanps, and the

machi ne was di ngey and just kept cranking out stanps. Finally she had a market basket full. It
_still_ kept cranking themout. Utinmately she had |ike--she and her ripoff friends counted them -
over eighteen thousand U. S. fifteen-cent stanps. Well, that was cool, except what was Donna

Hawt horne going to do with then? She never wote a letter in her life, except to her |lawer to sue
some guy who burned her in a dope deal ."

"Donna does _that? " Arctor said. "She has an attorney to use in a default on an illega
transacti on? How can she do that?"

"She just probably says the dude owes her bread."

"I magi ne getting an angry pay-up-or-go-to-court letter froman attorney about a dope
Arctor said, marveling at Donna, as he frequently did.

"Anyhow, " Lucknman continued, "there she was with a marketbasket full of at |east eighteen
thousand U. S. fifteen-cent stanps, and what the hell to do with then? You can't sell them back to
the Post O fice. Anyhow, when the P.O cane to service the machine they'd know it went dingey, and
anyone who showed up at a window with all those fifteen-cent stanps, especially a coil of them-
shit, they'd flash on it; in fact, they'd be waiting for Donna, right? So she thought about it--
after of course she'd |oaded the coil of stanps into her MG and drove off--and then she phoned up
nore of those rip-off freaks she works with and had themdrive over with a jackhamer of sone
ki nd, water-cooled and water-silenced, a real kinky special one which, Christ, they ripped off,
too, and they dug the stanp nachine | oose fromthe concrete in the niddle of the night and carried
it to her place in the back of a Ford Ranchero. Which they also probably ripped off. For the
stanps. "

"You nean she sold the stanps?" Arctor said, marveling. "Froma vendi ng machi ne? One by

deal ,’

one?"

"They rempunted--this is what | heard, anyhow-they relocated the U S. stanp nmachine at a
busy intersection where a | ot of people pass by, but back out of sight where no mail truck woul d
spot it, and they put it back in operation."”

"They woul d have been wi ser just to knock over the coin box," Barris said.

"So they were selling stanps, then,"” Lucknman said, "for like a few weeks until the nachine

ran out, like it naturally had to eventually. And what the fuck next? | can inagine Donna's brain
wor ki ng on that during those weeks, that peasant-thrift brain . . . her fanmly is peasant stock
from some European country. Anyhow, by the tine it ran out of its coil, Donna had decided to

convert it over to soft drinks, which are fromthe P.O --they're really guarded. And you go into
t he bucket forever for that."

"Is this true?" Barris said.

"I's what true?" Luckman said.

Barris said, "That girl is disturbed. She should be forcibly commtted. Do you realize
that all our taxes were raised by her stealing those stanps?' He sounded angry again.

"Wite the government and tell them" Luckman said, his face cold with distaste for
Barris. "Ask Donna for a stanp to mail it; she'll sell you one."

"At full price," Barris said, equally mad.

The hol os, Arctor thought, will have mles and mles of this on their expensive tapes. Not
mles and mles of dead tape but mles and miles of tripped out tape.

It was not what went on while Robert Arctor sat before a hol o-scanner that mattered so
nmuch, he considered; it was what took place--at least for him. . . for whon? . . . for Fred--
whil e Bob Arctor was el sewhere or asleep and others were within scanning range. So | should split,
he thought, as | planned it out, |eaving these guys, and sending ot her people | know over here. |
shoul d nake ny house super-accessible from now on.
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And then a dreadful, ugly thought rose inside him Suppose when | play the tapes back
see Donna when she's in here--opening a window with a spoon or knife blade--and slipping in and
destroyi ng ny possessions and stealing. _Another_ Donna: the chick as she really is, or anyhow as
she is when | can't see her. The philosophical "when a tree falls in the forest"” nunber. Wiat is
Donna |ike when no one is around to watch her?

Does, he wondered, the gentle lovely shrewd and very kind, superkind girl transform
herself instantly into sonething sly? WIl | see a change which will blow nmy nmi nd? Donna on
Luckman, anyone | care about. Like your pet cat or dog when you're out of the house . . . the cat
enpties a pillowase and starts stuffing your valuables in it: electric clock and bedsi de radi o,
shaver, all it can stuff in before you get back: another cat entirely while you're gone, ripping
you of f and pawning it all, or lighting up your joints, or walking on the ceiling, or phoning
peopl e | ong distance. . . God knows. A nightmare, a weird other world beyond the mrror, a terror
city reverse thing, with unrecognizable entities creeping about; Donna crawing on all fours,
eating fromthe animals' dishes . . . any kind of psychedelic wild trip, unfathomable and horrid

Hel |, he thought; for that matter, maybe Bob Arctor rises up in the night from deep sl eep
and does trips like that. Has sexual relations with the wall. O nysterious freaks show up who
he's never seen before, a whole bunch of them wth special heads that swivel all the way around,
like owms'. And the audi o-scanners will pick up the far-out denented conspiraci es hatched out by
himand themto blow up the men's roomat the Standard station by filling the toilet with plastic
expl osi ves for God knows what brain-charred purpose. Maybe this sort of stuff goes on every night
whil e he just imagines he's asleep--and is gone by day.

Bob Arctor, he speculated, may |l earn nore new i nformation about hinself than he is ready
for, more than he will about Donna in her little leather jacket, and Luckman in his fancy duds,
and even Barris--maybe when nobody's around JimBarris nerely goes to sleep. And sleeps until they
reappear.

But he doubted it. More likely Barris whi pped out a hidden transmitter fromthe ness and
chaos of his room-which, like all the other roons in the house, had now for the first time come
under twenty-four-hour scanning--and sent a cryptic signal to the other bunch of cryptic
not her fuckers with whom he currently conspired for whatever people like himor them conspired for
Anot her branch, Bob Arctor reflected, of the authorities.

On the other hand, Hank and those guys downtown would not be too happy if Bob Arctor |eft
hi s house, now that the nonitors had been expensively and el aborately installed, and was never
seen agai n: never showed up on any of the tape. He could not therefore take off in order to
fulfill his personal surveillance plans at the expense of theirs. After all, it was their noney.

In the script being filmed, he would at all tinmes have to be the star actor. Actor
Arctor, he thought. Bob the Actor who is being hunted; he who is the El Prinp huntee

They say you never recogni ze your own voice when you first hear it played back on tape.
And when you see yourself on video tape, or like this, in a 3-D hologram you don't recognize
yoursel f visually either. You inagined you were a tall fat man with black hair, and instead you're
a tiny thin woman with no hair at all . . . is that it? I"msure I'll recognize Bob Arctor, he
thought, if by nothing else than by the clothes he wears or by a process of elimnation. \Wat
isn't Barris or Luckman and lives here nust be Bob Arctor. Unless it's one of the dogs or cats.
"Il try to keep ny professional eye trained on something which wal ks upright.

"Barris," he said, "I'mgoing out to see if | can score sone beans." Then he pretended to
renenmber he had no car; he got that sort of expression. "Luckman," he said, "is your Falcon
runni ng?"

"No," Lucknman said thoughtfully, after consideration, "I don't think so."

“Can | borrow your car, JinP" Arctor asked Barris.

“I wonder. . . if you can handle ny car," Barris said.

This al ways arose as a defense when anyone tried to borrow Barris's car, because Barris
had had secret unspecified nodifications done onit, inits

(a) suspensi on

(b) engi ne

(c) transm ssi on

(d) rear end

(e) drive train

(f) el ectrical system

(9) front end and steering

(h) as well as clock, cigar lighter, ashtray, glove conmpartnent. In particular the

gl ove conpartnment. Barris kept it |ocked al ways. The radio, too, had been cunningly changed (never
expl ai ned how or why). If you tuned one station you got only one-ninute-apart blips. Al the push-
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buttons brought in a single transmission that nade no sense, and, oddly, there was never any rock
pl ayed over it. Sonetimes when they were acconpanying Barris on a buy and Barris parked and got
out of the car, leaving them he turned the particular station on in a special fashion very | oud
If they changed it while he was gone he becane incoherent and refused to speak on the trip back or
ever to explain. He had not explained yet. Probably when set to that frequency his radio
transmitted

(a) to the authorities.

(b) to a private param litary political organization

(c) to the Syndicate.

(d) to extraterrestrials of higher intelligence.

"By that | nean," Barris said, "it will cruise at--"

"Aw fuck!" Luckman broke in harshly. "It's an ordinary six-cylinder notor, you hunper.

When we park in it dowmtown L.A the parking-lot jockey drives it. So why can't Bob? You asshole."

Now, Bob Arctor had a few devices too, a few covert nodifications built into his own car
radio. But he didn't talk about them Actually, it was Fred who had. Or anyhow sonebody had, and
they did a fewthings a little |ike what Barris clainmed his several electronic assists did, and
then on the other hand they did not.

For exanple, every |aw enforcenent vehicle enits a particular full-spectruminterference
whi ch sounds on ordinary car radios like a failure in the spank-suppressors of that vehicle. As if
the police car's ignition is faulty. However, Bob Arctor, as a peace officer, had been allocated a
gadget whi ch, when he had nounted it within his car radio, told hima great deal, whereas the
noi ses told other peopl e--nost other people--no infornation at all. These other people did not
even recogni ze the static as information-bearing. First of all, the different subsounds told Bob
Arctor how close the | awenforcenent vehicle was to his own and, next, what variety of departnent
it represented: city or county, H ghway Patrol, or federal, whatever. He, too, picked up the one-
m nut eapart blips which acted as a tinme check for a parked vehicle; those in the parked vehicle
coul d determnmine how many minutes they had waited w thout any obvious arm gestures. This was
useful, for instance, when they had agreed to hit a house in exactly three m nutes. The _zt zt zt_
on their car radio told them precisely when three m nutes had passed.

He knew, too, about the AM station that played the top-ten-type tunes on and on plus an
enor mous amount of DJ chatter in between, which sonetinmes was not chatter, in a sense. |f that
station had been tuned to, and the racket of it filled your car, anyone casually overhearing it
woul d hear a conventional pop music station and typical boring DJ talk, and either not hang around
at all or flash on in any way to the fact that the so-called DJ suddenly, in exactly the sane
mut ed chatty style of voice in which he said, "Now here's a nunber for Phil and Jane, a new Cat
Stevens tune called--" occasionally said sonething nore like "Vehicle blue will proceed a mle
north to Bastanchury and the other units will--" and so on. He had never--with all the many dudes
and chicks who rode with him even when he had been obliged to keep tuned to police info-instruct,
such as when a nmj or bust was going down or any big action was in progress which mght involve him
-had anyone notice. Or if they noticed, they probably thought they were personally spaced and
paranoi d and forgot it.

And al so he knew about the many unmarked police vehicles like old Chevys jacked up in the
back with loud (illegal) pipes and racing stripes, with wild-looking hip types driving them
erratically at high speed--he knew fromwhat his radio emitted in the way of the special
information-carrying station at all frequencies when one buzzed himor shot past. He knew to
i gnore.

Al so, when he pushed the bar that supposedly switched fromAMto FMon his car radio, a
station on a particular frequency groaned out indefinite Mizak-type music, but this noise being
transmitted to his car was filtered out, unscranbled, by the mcrophone-transmtter within his
radi o, so that whatever was said by those in his car at the tinme was picked up by his equi pnent
and broadcast to the authorities; but this one funky station playing away, no matter how | oud, was
not received by themand did not interfere at all; the grid elininated it.

What Barris _clained_to have did bear a certain resenblance to what he, Bob Arctor, as an
undercover | aw enforcenment officer did have in his own car radio; but beyond that, in regard to
other nodifications such as suspension, engine, transm ssion, etc., there had been no alterations
what soever. That woul d be uncool and obvi ous. And secondly, millions of car freaks could nake
equal ly hairy nodifications in their cars, so he sinply had gotten allocation for a fairly potent
mll for his wheels and let it go at that. Any hi gh-powered vehicle can overtake and | eave behind
any other. Barris was full of shit about that; a Ferrari has suspension and handling and steering
that no "special secret nodifications" can match, so the hell with it. And cops can't drive sports
cars, even cheap ones. Let alone Ferraris. Utimately it is the driver's skill that decides it
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all.

He did have one other |aw enforcenent allocation, though. Very unusual tires. They had
nmore than steel bands inside, like Mchelin had introduced years ago in their X types. These were
all netal and wore out fast, but they had advantages in speed and accel eration. Their disadvantage
was their cost, but he got themfree, fromhis allocation service, which was not a Dr. Pepper
machi ne |i ke the noney one. This worked fine, but he could get allocations only when absolutely
necessary. The tires he put on hinself, when no one was watching. As he had put in the radio
al terations.

The only fear about the radi o was not detection by someone snooping, such as Barris, but
sinple theft. Its added devices nade it expensive to replace if it got ripped off; he would have
to talk fast.

Naturally, too, he carried a gun hidden in his car. Barris in all his lurid acid-trip,
spaced-out fantasi es would never have designed its hiding place, where it actually was. Barris
woul d have directed there to be an exotic spot of concealnment for it, like in the steering colum,
in a hollow chanber. O inside the gas tank, hanging down on a wire like the shipnent of coke in
the classic flick Easy Rider , that place as a stash place, incidentally, being about the worst
spot on a hog. Every | awenforcenent officer who had caught the filmhad flashed right away on
what cl ever psychiatrist types had el aborately figured out: that the two bikers wanted to get
caught and if possible killed. His gun, in his car, was in the glove conpartnent.

The pseudo-cl ever stuff that Barris continually alluded to about his own vehicle probably
bore sone resenblance to reality, the reality of Arctor's own nodified car, because many of the
radi o gi mm cks which Arctor carried were SOP and had been denonstrated on late-night TV, on
network tal k shows, by electronic experts who had hel ped design them or read about themin trade
journals, or seen them or gotten fined frompolice |abs and harbored a grudge. So the average
citizen (or, as Barris always said in his quasieducated |ofty way, the _typical _ average citizen)
knew by now that no bl ack-and-white ran the risk of pulling over a fast-noving souped-up, racing-
striped '57 Chevy with what appeared to be a wild teen-ager spaced out behind the wheel on Coors
beer--and then finding he' d halted an undercover nark vehicle in hot pursuit of its quarry. So the
typi cal average citizen these days knew how and why all those nark vehicles as they roared al ong
scaring old ladies and straights into indignation and letter-witing, continually signaled their
identity back and forth to one another and their peers . . . what difference did it make? But what
_woul d_ nake a difference--a dreadful one--would be if the punks, the hotrodders, the bikers, and
especially the dealers and runners and pushers, nanaged to build and incorporate into their own
simlar cars such sophisticated devices.

They could then whiz right on by. Wth inpunity.

“I"1l walk, then," Arctor said, which was what he had wanted to do anyhow, he had set up
both Barris and Luckman. He _had_ to wal k.

"Where you goi ng?" Luckman sai d.

"Donna's." Getting to her place on foot was al nbst inpossible; saying this ensured neither
man accompanying him He put on his coat and set off toward the front door. "See you guys later."

"My car--" Barris continued by way of nore copout.

“I'f I tried to drive your car," Arctor said, "I'd press the wong button and it'd float up
over the Greater L. A downtown area |like the Goodyear blinp, and they'd have ne dunping borate on
oil-well fires."

"I"'mglad you can appreciate ny position," Barris was nuttering as Arctor shut the door

Seat ed before the hol ogram cube of Mnitor Two, Fred in his scranble suit watched
i npassi vely as the hol ogram changed continually before his eyes. In the safe apartnent other
wat chers wat ched ot her hol ograms from ot her source points, nmostly playbacks. Fred, however,
wat ched a |ive hologramunfolding; it recorded, but he had by-passed the stored tape to pick up
the transmission at the instant it emanated from Bob Arctor's allegedly run-down house.

Wthin the hologram in broad-band color, with high resolution, sat Barris and Luckman. In
the best chair in the living room Barris sat bent over a hash pi pe he had been putting together
for days. H's face had becone a mask of concentration as he wound white string around and around
the bowl of the pipe. At the coffee table Luckman hunched over a Swanson's chicken TV di nner
eating in big clumsy nouthfuls while he watched a western on TV. Four beer cans--enpties--I|ay
squashed by his mighty fist on the table; now he reached for a fifth half-full can, knocked it
over, spilled it, grabbed it, and cursed. At the curse, Barris peered up, regarded himlike Mnme
in _Siegfried_, then resuned work.

Fred continued to watch.

"Fucking late-night TV," Luckman gargled, his nouth full of food, and then suddenly he
dropped his spoon and | eaped staggering to his feet, tottered, spun toward Barris, both hands
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rai sed, gesturing, saying nothing, his nmouth open and hal f-chewed food spilling fromit onto his
clothes, onto the floor. The cats ran forward eagerly.

Barris halted in his hash-pi pe maki ng, gazed up at hapl ess Luckman. In a frenzy, now
gargling horrid noises, Luckman with one hand swept the coffee table bare of beer cans and food;
everything clattered down. The cats sped off, terrified. Still, Barris sat gazing fixedly at him
Luckman lurched a few steps toward the kitchen; the scanner there, on its cube before Fred's
horrified eyes, picked up Luckman as he groped blindly in the kitchen semi darkness for a gl ass,
tried to turn on the faucet and fill it with water. At the nonitor, Fred junped up; transfixed, on
Monitor Two he saw Barris, still seated, return to painstakingly wi nding string around and ar ound
the bowl of his hash pipe. Barris did not ook up again; Mnitor Two showed himagain intently at
wor K.

The aud tapes clashed out great breaking, tearing sounds of agony: human strangling and
the furious din of objects hitting the floor as Luckman hurled pots and pans and di shes and
flatware about in an attenpt to attract Barris's attention. Barris, am d the noise, continued
met hodi cally at his hash pipe and did not | ook up again.

In the kitchen, on Monitor One, Lucknman fell to the floor all at once, not slowy, onto
his knees, but conpletely, with a sodden thunp, and | ay spread-eagled. Barris continued w ndi ng
the string of his hash pipe, and now a snall snide smile appeared on his face, at the corners of
hi s nout h.

On his feet, Fred stared in shock, gal vanized and paral yzed simul taneously. He reached for
the police phone beside the nonitor, halted, still watched.

For several mnutes Luckman |ay on the kitchen floor w thout noving as Barris wound and
wound the string, Barris bent over like an intent old lady knitting, smling to hinself, smling
on and on, and rocking a trifle; then abruptly Barris tossed the hash pi pe away, stood up, gazed
acutely at Luckman's formon the kitchen floor, the broken water gl ass beside him all the debris
and pans and broken plates, and then Barris's face suddenly reacted with nock disnay. Barris tore
of f his shades, his eyes w dened grotesquely, he flapped his arnms in helpless fright, he ran about
alittle here and there, then scuttled toward Luckman, paused a few feet fromhim ran back
panti ng now.

He's building up his act, Fred realized. He's getting his panic-and-di scovery act
together. Like he just cane onto the scene. Barris, on the cube of Mnitor Two, tw sted about,
gasped in grief, his face dark red, and then he hobbled to the phone, yanked it up, dropped it,
picked it up with trenbling fingers . . . he has just discovered that Luckman, alone in the
ki tchen, has choked to death on a piece of food, Fred realized; with no one there to hear himor
help him And now Barris is frantically trying to sunmmon help. Too |l ate

Into the phone, Barris was saying in a weird, high-pitched slow voice, "Operator, is it
call ed the inhal ator squad or the resuscitati on squad?"

"Sir," the phone tab squawked fromits speaker by Fred, "is there soneone unable to
breat he? Do you wi sh--"
"It, | believe, is a cardiac arrest,"” Barris was saying nowin his [ow, urgent,

prof essi onal -type, calmvoice into the phone, a voice deadly with awareness of peril and gravity
and the running out of time. "Either that or involuntary aspiration of a bolus within the--"

"What is the address, sin?" the operator broke in.

"The address," Barris said, "let's see, the address is--"

Fred, aloud, standing, said, "Christ."

Suddenly Lucknman, lying stretched out on the floor, heaved convul sively. He shuddered and
then barfed up the material obstructing his throat, thrashed about, and opened his eyes, which
stared in swollen confusion

"Uh, he appears to be all right now " Barris said snoothly into the phone. "Thank you; no
assi stance is needed after all." He rapidly hung the phone up

"Jeez," Luckman nuttered thickly as he sat up. "Fuck." He wheezed noisily, coughing and
struggling for air.

"You okay?" Barris asked, in tones of concern

"I nmust have gagged. Did | pass out?"

"Not exactly. You did go into an altered state of consci ousness, though. For a few
seconds. Probably an al pha state.™

"CGod! | soiled nyself!" Unsteadily, swaying wth weakness, Luckman managed to get hinself
to his feet and stood rocking back and forth dizzily, holding on to the wall for support. "I'm
really getting degenerate,”" he nuttered in disgust. "Like an old wino." He headed toward the sink
to wash hinself, his steps uncertain.

Watching all this, Fred felt the fear drain fromhim The nan would be okay. But Barris!

file:/lIF|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Dick%20A%20Scanner%20Darkly.txt (56 of 110) [1/19/03 7:31:24 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Philip%20K .Dick/Dick%20A %20Scanner%20Darkly.txt

What sort of person was he? Luckman had recovered despite him What a freak, he thought. Wat a
ki nky freak. Were's his head at, just to stand idle |like that?

"A guy could cash in that way," Luckman said as he splashed water on hinself at the sink.

Barris smled.

"I got a really strong physical constitution," Luckman said, gulping water froma cup
"What were you doing while | was lying there? Jacking off?"

"You saw nme on the phone," Barris said. "Sunmoning the paranedics. | noved into action at--

"Balls," Luckman said sourly, and went on gul ping down fresh clean water. "I know what
you'd do if | dropped dead-- you'd rip off my stash. You'd even go through ny pockets."

"It's amazing," Barris said, "the limtation of the hunan anatony, the fact that food and
air nust share a common passage. So that the risk of--"

Silently, Luckman gave himthe finger.

A screech of brakes. A horn. Bob Arctor |ooked swiftly up at the night traffic. A sports
car, engine running, by the curb; inside it, a girl waving at him

Donna.

"Christ," he said again. He strode toward the curb

Qpeni ng the door of her M5 Donna said, "Did | scare you? | passed you on ny way to your
pl ace and then | flashed on it that it was you truckin' along, so | nade a U-turn and cane back
Get in."

Silently he got in and shut the car door.

"Why are you out roam ng around?” Donna said. "Because of your car? It's still not fixed?"

"I just did a freaky nunmber," Bob Arctor said. "Not like a fantasy trip. Just . . ." He
shudder ed.

Donna said, "I have your stuff."

"What ?" he sai d.

"A thousand tabs of death.”

" Deat h?_" he echoed.

"Yeah, high-grade death. | better drive." She shifted into |low, took off and out onto the
street; alnobst at once she was driving along too fast. Donna al ways drove too fast, and tail gated,
but expertly.

"That fucking Barris!" he said. "You know how he works? He doesn't kill anybody he wants
dead; he just hangs around until a situation arises where they die. And he just sits there while
they die. In fact, he sets themup to die while he stays out of it. But I'mnot sure how. Anyhow,
he arranges to allow themto fucking die." He |apsed into silence then, brooding to hinself.
"Like," he said, "Barris wouldn't wire plastic explosives into the ignition system of your car
What he'd do--"

"Do you have the noney?" Donna said. "For the stuff? It's really Prinp, and | need the
money right now. | have to have it tonight because | have to pick up sone other things."

"Sure." He had it in his wallet.

"I don't like Barris," Donna said as she drove, "and | don't trust him You know, he's
crazy. And when you're around himyou're crazy too. And then when you're not around himyou're
okay. You're crazy right now "

“I anP" he said, startled.

"Yes," Donna said calnmy

"Well," he said. "Jesus." He did not know what to say to that. Especially since Donna was
never w ong.

"Hey," Donna said with enthusiasm "could you take ne to a rock concert? At the Anaheim
St adi um next week? Coul d you?"

"Right on," he said mechanically. And then it flashed on hi mwhat Donna had sai d--asking

himto take her out. " _Alll riiiight!_" he said, pleased; life flowed back into him Once again,

the little dark-haired chick whom he | oved so nmuch had restored himto caring. "Wich night?"
"It's Sunday afternoon. I'mgoing to bring sone of that oily dark hash and get really

| oaded. They won't know the difference; there' |l be thousands of heads there." She glanced at him

critically. "But you've got to wear sonething neat, not those funky clothes you sonetinmes put on.

I mean--" Her voice softened. "I want you to | ook foxy because you are foxy."

"Ckay," he said, charned.
"I"'mtaking us to ny place,"” Donna said as she shot along through the night in her little
car, "and you do have the noney and you will give it to me, and then we'll drop a few of the tabs
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and ki ck back and get really nellow, and maybe you'd like to buy us a fifth of Southern Confort
and we can get bonbed as well."

"Ch wow," he said, with sincerity.

"What | really genuinely want to do tonight," Donna said as she shifted down and swi vel ed
the car onto her own street and into her driveway, "is go to a drive-in novie. | bought a paper
and read what's on, but | couldn't find anything good except at the Torrance Drive-in, but it's
already started. It started at five-thirty. Bunmer."

He exam ned his watch. "Then we've m ssed--"

"No, we could still see nost of it." She shot hima warmsmle as she stopped the car and
shut off the engine. "It's all the Planet of the Apes_ pictures, all eleven of them they run
from7:30 P.M all the way through to 8 A M tonorrow norning. |I'll go to work directly fromthe
drive-in, so I'll have to change now. W'll sit there at the novie | oaded and drinki ng Sout hern
Confort all night. Ww, can you dig it?" She peered at hi mhopefully.

"Al'l right," he echoed.

"Yeah yeah yeah." Donna hopped out and cane around to help himopen his little door. "Wen
did you last see all the _Planet of the Apes_ pictures? | saw nbost of themearlier this year, but
then | got sick toward the last ones and had to split. It was a ham sandwi ch they vended ne there
at the drive-in. That really nade ne nad; | missed the last picture, where they reveal that al
the fanous people in history like Lincoln and Nero were secretly apes and running all hunman
history fromthe start. That's why | want to go back now so bad." She | owered her voice as they
wal ked toward her front door. "They burned nme by vendi ng that ham sandwi ch, so what | did--don't
rat on ne--the next time we went to the drive-in, the one in La Habra, | stuck a bent coin in the
slot and a couple nore in other vending nachi nes for good neasure. Me and Larry Talling--you
remenber Larry, | was going with hin®--bent a whole bunch of quarters and fifty-cent pieces using
his vise and a big wench. | nmade sure all the vendi ng machi nes were owned by the sane firm of
course, and then we fucked up a bunch of them practically all of them if the truth were known."
She unl ocked her front door with her key, slowy and gravely, in the dimlight.

"It is not good policy to burn you, Donna,"” he said as they entered her snall neat place

"Don't step on the shag carpet,” Donna said.

"Where'll | step, then?"
"Stand still, or on the newspapers."
n mnna__ll

"Now don't give nme a |ot of heavy shit about having to wal k on the newspapers. Do you know
how much it cost ne to get ny carpet shanpooed?” She stood unbuttoning her jacket.

"Thrift," he said, taking off his own coat. "French peasant thrift. Do you ever throw
anyt hi ng away? Do you keep pieces of string too short for any--"

"Someday, " Donna sai d, shaking her long black hair back as she slid out of her [eather
jacket, "lI'mgoing to get married and I'Il need all that, that |'ve put away. \Wen you get narried
you need everything there is. Like, we saw this big mirror in the yard next door; it took three of
us over an hour to get it over the fence. Sonmeday--"

"How nmuch of what you've got put away did you buy,
st eal ?"

he asked, "and how nmuch did you

_Buy?_ " She studied his face uncertainly. "What do you nean by _buy? "

"Li ke when you buy dope," he said. "A dope deal. Like now" He got out his wallet. "I give
you noney, right?"

Donna nodded, watching himobediently (actually, nmore out of politeness) but with dignity.
Wth a certain reserve.

"And then you hand nme a bunch of dope for it," he said, holding out the bills. "Wuat |
mean by buy is an extension into the greater world of human busi ness transacti ons of what we have
present now, with us, as dope deals."

"I think | see," she said, her large dark eyes placid but alert. She was willing to |learn

"How nmany--1i ke when you ripped off that Coca-Cola truck you were tailgating that day--how
many bottles of Coke did you rip off? How many crates?"

"A nmonth's worth," Donna said. "For ne and ny friends."

He glared at her reprovingly.

"It's a formof barter," she said.

"What do--" He started to |laugh. "What do you gi ve back?"

"I give of nyself."

Now he | aughed out |oud. "To who? To the driver of the truck, who probably had to make
good- -"

"The Coca-Col a Conpany is a capitalist nonopoly. No one el se can nake Coke but them Iike
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t he phone conpany does when you want to phone soneone. They're all capitalist nonopolies. Do you
know'--her dark eyes flashed--"that the fornula for Coca-Cola is a carefully guarded secret handed

down t hrough the ages, known only to a few persons all in the sanme famly, and when the | ast of
themdies that's nenorized the fornula, there will be no nore Coke? So there's a backup witten
formula in a safe sonewhere," she added neditatively. "I wonder where," she rum nated to herself,

her eyes flickering.

"You and your rip-off friends will never find the Coca-Cola formula, not in a nillion
years."

"WHO THE FUCK WANTS TO MANUFACTURE COKE ANYHOW WHEN YOU CAN RIP I T OFF THEI R TRUCKS?
They've got a lot of trucks. You see themdriving constantly, real slow | tailgate themevery
chance | get; it makes themmad." She smiled a secret, cunning, lovely little inpish smle at him
as if trying to beguile himinto her strange reality, where she tailgated and tailgated a sl ow
truck and got nadder and nadder and nore inpatient and then, when it pulled off, instead of
shooting on by like other drivers would, she pulled off too, and stole everything the truck had on
it. Not so nuch because she was a thief on even for revenge but because by the tine it finally
pul l ed off she had | ooked at the crates of Coke so long that she had figured out what she could do
with all of them _Her inpatience had returned to ingenuity . She had | oaded her car--not the MG
but the larger Camaro she had been driving then, before she had totaled it--with crates and crates
of Coke, and then for a nonth she and all her jerk friends had drunk all the free Coke they wanted
to, and then after that--

She had turned the enpties back in at different stores for the deposits.

"What'd you do with the bottle caps?' he once asked her. "Wap themin nuslin and store
them away i n your cedar chest?"

"I threw them away," Donna said glumy. "There's nothing you can do with Coke bottle caps.
There's no contests or anything any nore." Now she di sappeared into the other room returned
presently with several polyethylene bags. "You wanta count these?" she inquired. "There's a
thousand _for sure_. | weighed themon ny gram scale before | paid for them™

"It's okay," he said. He accepted the bags and she accepted the noney and he thought,
Donna, once nore | could send you up, but | probably never will no matter what you do even if you
do it to nme, because there is sonething wonderful and full of |ife about you and sweet and | woul d
never destroy it. | don't understand it, but there it is.

"Could I have ten?" she asked.

"Ten? Ten tabs back? Sure."” He opened one of the bags--it was hard to untie, but he had
the skill--and counted her out precisely ten. And then ten for hinself. And retied the bag. And
then carried all the bags to his coat in the closet.

"You know what they do in cassette-tape stores now?" Donna said energetically when he
returned. The ten tabs were nowhere in sight; she had already stashed them "Regarding tapes?"

"They arrest you," he said, "if you steal them"
"They al ways did that. Now what they do--you know when you carry an LP or a tape to the
counter and the clerk renoves the little price tag that's gumed on? Well, guess what. Quess what

I found out alnbst the hard way." She threw herself down in a chair, grinning in anticipation, and
brought forth a foil-wapped tiny cube, which he identified as a fragnment of hash even before she
unw apped it. "That isn't only a gummed-on price sticker. There's also a tiny fragnent of some
kind of alloy init, and if that sticker isn't renpoved by the clerk at the counter, and you try to
get out through the door with it, then an al arm goes off."

"How did you find out al nost the hard way?"

"Sone teenybopper tried to walk out with one under her coat ahead of ne and the al arm went
of f and they grabbed her and the pigs cane."

"How many did _you_ have under your coat?"

"Three."

"Did you al so have dope in your car?" he said. "Because once they got you for the tape rip-
off, they'd inpound your car, because you'd be downtown |ooking out, and the car would be
routinely towed away and then they'd find the dope and send you up for that, too. I'll bet that
wasn't locally, either; I'Il bet you did that where--" He had started to say, Were you don't know
anybody in | aw enforcenent who woul d intervene. But he could not say that, because he neant
hi nsel f; were Donna even busted, at |east where he had any pull, he would work his ass off to help
her. But he could do nothing, say, up in L.A County. And if it ever happened, which eventually it
woul d, there it would happen: too fan off for himto hear or help. He had a scenario start rolling
in his head then, a horror fantasy: Donna, nuch |ike Luckman, dying with no one hearing or caring
or doing anything; they might hear, but they, like Barris, would remain inpassive and inert until
for her it was all over. She would not literally die, as Luckman had--had? He neant _might . But
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she, being an addict to Substance D, would not only be in jail but she would have to w thdraw,
cold turkey. And since she was dealing, not just using--and there was a rap for theft as well--she
would be in for a while, and a | ot of other things, dreadful things, would happen to her. So when
she canme back out she would be a different Donna. The soft, careful expression that he dug so
much, the warnth--that would be altered into God knew what, anyhow sonet hing enpty and too nuch
used. Donna translated into a thing; and so it went, for all of them soneday, but for Donna, he
hoped, far and away beyond his own lifetinme. And not where he couldn't help.

"Spunky," he said to her now, unhappily, "w thout Spooky."

"What's that?" After a nonent she understood. "Ch, that TA therapy. But when | do hash .
She had gotten out her very own little round ceram c hash pipe, like a sand dollar, which she
had made herself, and was lighting it. "Then |I'm Sl eepy." Gazing up at him bright-eyed and happy,
she | aughed and extended to himthe precious hash pipe. "I'll supercharge you," she declared. "Sit
down. "

As he seated hinmself, she rose to her feet, stood puffing the hash pipe into lively
activity, then waddled at him bent, and as he opened his nmouth--like a baby bird, he thought, as
he al ways thought when she did this--she exhal ed great gray forceful jets of hash snoke into him
filling himw th her own hot and bold and incorrigible energy, which was at the sane tinme a
paci fyi ng agent that relaxed and nell owed them both out together: she who supercharged and Bob
Arctor who received.

"I love you, Donna," he said. This supercharging, this was the substitute for sexua
relations with her that he got, and maybe it was better; it was worth so nmuch; it was so intinmate,
and very strange viewed that way, because first she could put sonething inside him and then, if
she wanted, he put sonmething into her. An even exchange, back and forth, until the hash ran out.

“"Yeah, | can dig it, your being in love with ne," she said, chuckled, sat down beside him
grinning, to take a hit fromthe hash pipe now, for herself.

9

"Hey, Donna, nan," he said. "Do you |like cats?"

She blinked, red-eyed. "Dripping little things. Mving al ong about a foot above the
ground. "

"Above, no, _on_ the ground."

"Drippy. Behind furniture."

"Little spring flowers, then," he said.

"Yes," she said. "I can dig it--little spring flowers, with yellowin them That first
come up."

"Before," he said. "Before anyone."

"Yes." She nodded, eyes shut, off in her trip. "Before anyone stonps them and they're--
gone. "

"You know nme," he said. "You can read ne."

She | ay back, setting down the hash pipe. It had gone out. "No nore," she said, and her
smile slowy dwi ndl ed away.

"What's wrong?" he said.

"Not hi ng." She shook her head and that was all

"Can | put my arnms around you?" he said. "I want to hold you. Ckay? Hug you, I|ike. Okay?"

Her dark, enlarged, unfocused weary eyes opened. "No," she said. "No, you're too ugly."

"What ?" he sai d.

"No!" she said, sharply now "I snort a |ot of coke; | have to be super careful because
snort a |l ot of coke."

" Ugly! " he echoed, furious at her. "Fuck you, Donna."

"Just | eave ny body al one,” she said, staring at him

"Sure,"” he said. "Sure.” He got to his feet and backed away. "You better believe it." He
felt like going out to his car, getting his pistol fromthe glove conpartnment, and shooting her
face off, bursting her skull and eyes to bits. And then that passed, that hash hate and fury.
"Fuck it," he said dismally.

"l don't like people to grope ny body," Donna said. "I have to watch out for that because
I do so nuch coke. Someday | have it planned |I'm going over the Canadi an border with four pounds
of coke init, in my snatch. I'll say |'"'ma Catholic and a virgin. Were are you goi ng?" Al arm had

her now, she half rose
“I"'mtaking off,’

he sai d.
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“Your car is at your place. | drove you." The girl struggled up, tousled and confused and
hal f asl eep, wandered toward the closet to get her leather jacket. "I'Il drive you back. But you
can see why | have to protect nmy snatch. Four pounds of coke is worth--"

"No fucking way," he said. "You're too stoned to drive ten feet, and you never fucking |et
anybody el se drive that little roller skate of yours."

Facing him she yelled wildly, "That's because nobody el se can fucking drive ny car!
Nobody el se even gets it right, no nan especially! Driving on anything el se! You had your hands
down into ny--"

And then he was sonewhere outside in the darkness, roanming, without his coat, in a strange
part of town. Nobody with him Fucking al one, he thought, and then he heard Donna hurrying al ong
after him trying to catch up with him panting for breath, because she did so much pot and hash
these days that her lungs were half silted up with resins. He halted, stood w thout turning,
wai ting, feeling really down.

Approachi ng him Donna slowed, panted, "I amdreadfully sorry I've hurt your feelings. By
what | said. | was out of it."

"Yeah," he said. " _Too ugly!

"Sonetines when |I've worked all day and |'m super super tired, the first hit | take just
spaces ne. You wanna cone back? Or what? You wanta go to the drive-in? Wat about the Southern
Confort? | can't buy it . . . they won't sell it to ne," she said,. and paused. "I|'m underage
right?"

"Ckay," he said. Together they wal ked back

"That sure is good hash, isn't it?" Donna said.

Bob Arctor said, "It's black sticky hash, which neans it's saturated w th opi um al kal oi ds.
What you're snoking is opium not hash--do you know that? That's why it costs so much--do you know
that?" He heard his voice rise; he stopped wal king. "You aren't doing hash, sweetie. You're doing
opium and that nmeans a lifetinme habit at a cost of . . . what's 'hash' selling for now a pound?
And you'll be snmoking and noddi ng off and noddi ng off and not being able to get your car in gear
and rear-ending trucks and needing it every day before you go to work--"

"I need to now," Donna said. "Take a hit before | go to work. And at noon and as soon as
get honme. That's why | deal, to buy ny hash. Hash is nmellow. Hash is where it's at."

"Opium" he repeated. "What's _hash_ sell for now?"

"About ten thousand dollars a pound,"” Donna said. "The good kind."

"Christ! As much as snack."

"I would never use a needle. | never have and | never will. You |ast about six nonths when
you start shooting, whatever you shoot. Even tap water. You get a habit--"

"You _have_ a habit."

Donna said, "W all do. You take Substance D. So what? Wat's the difference now? I'm
happy; aren't you happy? | get to conme honme and snoke hi gh-grade hash every night . . . it's ny
trip. Don't try to change ne. Don't ever try to change nme. Me or ny norals. | amwhat | am And I
get off on hash. It's ny life."

"You ever seen pictures of an old opiumsnoker? Like in China in the old days? O a hash
smoker in India now, what they look like later on in |ife?"

Donna said, "I don't expect to live long. So what? | don't _want_ to be around |ong. Do
you? Why? What's in this world? And have you even seen--Shit, what about Jerry Fabin; |ook at
sonmeone too far into Substance D. What's there really in this world, Bob? It's a stopping place to
the next where they punish us here because we were born evil--"

"You are_a Catholic."

"We're being punished here, so if we can get off on a trip now and then, fuck it, _do_ it.
The other day | al nost cashed in driving my MGto work. | had the eight-track stereo on and | was
smoki ng nmy hash pipe and | didn't see this old dude in an 'eighty-four Ford Inperator--"

"You are dunmb," he said. "Super dunb."

"I am you know, going to die early. Anyhow. Watever | do. Probably on the freeway. | got
hardly any brakes on ny M5 vyou realize that? And |'ve picked up four speeding tickets this year
already. Now | got to go to traffic school. It's a bumer. For six whole nonths."

"So soneday," he said, "I will all of a sudden never |lay eyes on you again. Right? Never

again."

"Because of traffic school? No, after the six nonths--"

"In the marble orchard,” he expl ai ned. "Wped out before you're allowed under California
| aw, fucking goddam California |aw, to purchase a can of beer or a bottle of booze."

"Yeah!" Donna exclainmed, alerted. "The Southern Confort! Right on! Are we going to do a
fifth of Southern Confort and take in the _Ape_ flicks? Are we? There's still like eight left,
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i ncl udi ng the one--"

"Listen to me," Bob Arctor said, taking hold of her by the shoulder; she instinctively
pul | ed away.

"No, " she said.

He said, "You know what they ought to |l et you do one tine? Maybe just one tinme? Let you go
in legally, just once, and buy a can of beer."

"Why?" she said wonderingly.

"A present to you because you are good," he said.

"They served ne once!" Donna exclained in delight. "At a bar! The cocktail waitress--I was
dressed up and like with some peopl e--asked ne what | wanted and | said, 'I'll have a vodka
collins,'" and she served ne. It was at the La Paz, too, which is a really neat place. Ww, can you
believe it? | menorized that, the vodka collins, froman ad. So if | even got asked at a bar, |ike
that, I'd sound cool. Right?" She suddenly put her armthrough his, and hugged himas they wal ked,
sonet hi ng she al nost never did. "It was the nost all-time super trip of nmy life."

"Then | guess,"” he said, "you have your present. Your one present.”

"I can dig it," Donna said. "I can dig it! O course they told me | ater--these people
was With--1 should have ordered a Mexican drink Iike a tequila sunrise, because, see, it's a
Mexi can kind of bar, there with the La Paz Restaurant. Next tinme |'ll know that; |'ve got that
taped in ny nenory banks, if | go there again. You know what |'m going to do sonmeday, Bob? I'm
going to nove north to Oregon and live in the snow. |I'mgoing to shovel snow off the front wal k

every nmorning. And have a little house and garden with vegetables."
He said, "You have to save up for that. Save all your noney. It costs."
d ancing at him suddenly shy, Donna said, "He'll get ne that. Wat's-his-nane."

"Who?"
"You know." Her voice was soft, sharing her secret. Inparting to himbecause he, Bob
Arctor, was her friend and she could trust him "Mster Right. | know what he'll be |ike--he'l

drive an Aston-Martin and he'll take ne north in it. And that's where the little ol d-fashi oned
house will be in the snow, north fromhere.” After a pause she said, "Show is supposed to be nice,
isn't it?"

He said, "Don't you know?"

"l never have been in the snow except once in San Berdoo up in those nountains and then it
was half sleet and muddy and | fucking fell. | don't nean snow like that; | mean _real _ snow. "

Bob Arctor, his heart heavy in a certain way, said, "You feel positive about all this?
It'1l really happen?"

“I't"ll happen!" She nodded. "It's in the cards for ne.

They wal ked on then, in silence. Back to her place, to get her Ma Donna, wapped up in
her own dreans and plans; and he--he recalled Barris and he recall ed Luckman and Hank and the safe
apartment, and he recalled Fred.

"Hey, man," he said, "can | go with you to Oregon? Wen you do take off finally?"

She snmiled at him gently and with acute tenderness, with the answer no.

And he understood, from know ng her, that she neant it. And it would not change. He
shi ver ed.

"“"Are you col d?" she asked.

"Yeah," he said. "Very cold."

"I got that good MG heater in nmy car," she said, "for when we're at the drive-in
you'll warmup there."” She took his hand, squeezed it, held it, and then, all at once, she let it
drop.

But the actual touch of her lingered, inside his heart. That remained. In all the years of
his Iife ahead, the long years w thout her, with never seeing her or hearing fromher or know ng
anyt hi ng about her, if she was alive or happy or dead or what, that touch stayed | ocked within
him sealed in hinself, and never went away. That one touch of her hand.

He brought a cute little needl e-freak named Connie home with himthat night, to ball her
in exchange for himgiving her a bag of ten nmex hits.

Ski nny and | ank-haired, the girl sat on the edge of his bed, conbing her odd hair; this
was the first time she had ever conme along with him-he had met her at a head party--and he knew
very little about her, although he'd carried her phone nunber for weeks. Being a needl e-freak, she
was naturally frigid, but this wasn't a downer; it made her indifferent to sex in terms of her own
enjoynment, but on the other hand, she didn't mnd what sort of sex it was.

Thi s was obvious just watching her. Connie sat half-dressed, her shoes off, a bobby pin in
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her nouth, gazing off listlessly, evidently doing a private trip in her head. Her face, elongated
and bony, had a strength to it; probably, he decided, because the bones, especially the jaw |lines,
were pronounced. On her right cheek was a zit. Undoubtedly she neither cared about nor noticed
that, either; like sex, zits nmeant little to her

Maybe she couldn't tell the difference. Maybe, to her, a longtine needl e-freak, sex and
zits had sinmilar or even identical qualities. Wat a thought, he thought, this glinpse into a
hype's head for a nonent.

"Do you have a toothbrush I can use?" Connie said; she had begun to nod a little, and to
munbl e, as hypes tended to do this tine of night. "Aw screw it--teeth are teeth. I'll brush them.
" Her voice had sunk so | ow he couldn't hear her, although he knew fromthe novenent of her

|ips that she was droning on

"Do you know where the bathroomis?" he asked her

"What bat hr oon?"

“In this house."

Rousi ng hersel f, she resunmed reflexively conbing. "Who are those guys out there this late?
Rolling joints and rattling on and on? They |live here with you, | guess. Sure they do. CQuys like
that nust."

"Two of themdo," Arctor said.

Her dead-codfish eyes turned to fix their gaze on him "You're queer?" Connie asked.

"I try not to be. That's why you're here tonight."

"Are you putting up a pretty good battle against it?"

"You better believe it."

Conni e nodded. "Yes, | suppose |'mabout to find out. If you're a |latent gay you probably
want me to take the initiative. Lie down and I'll do you. Want nme to undress you? Okay, you just
lie there and 1'Il do it all." She reached for his zipper

Later, in the sem darkness he drowsed, from-so to speak-- his own fix. Connie snored on
beside him Ilying on her back with her arns at her sides outside the covers. He could see her
dimy. They sleep like Count Dracula, he thought, junkies do. Staring straight up until all of a

sudden they sit up, like a machine cranked from position Ato position B. "lIt-- nust--be--day,"
the junki e says, or anyhow the tape in his head says. Plays himhis instructions, the nind of a
junkie being like the music you hear on a clock radio . . . it sonetinmes sounds pretty, but it is

only there to make you do sonething. The nusic fromthe clock radio is to wake you up; the nusic
fromthe junkie is to get you to becone a neans for himto obtain nore junk, in whatever way you
can serve. He, a machine, will turn you into _his_ machine.

Every junkie, he thought, is a recording.

Agai n he dozed, neditating about these bad things. And eventually the junkie, if it's a
chick, has nothing to sell but her body. Like Connie, he thought; Connie right here.

Opening his eyes, he turned toward the girl beside himand saw Donna Hawt hor ne

Instantly he sat up. Donna! he thought. He could make out her face clearly. No doubt.
Christ! he thought, and reached for the bedside light. H's fingers touched it; the lanp tunbled
and fell. The girl, however, slept on. He still stared at her, and then by degrees he saw Conni e
agai n, hatchet-faced, bl eak-jawed, sunken, the gaunt face of the out-of-it junkie, Connie and not
Donna; one girl, not the other

He | ay back and, mi serable, slept sonewhat again, wondering what it meant and so forth and
on and on, into darkness.

"I don't care if he stunk,” the girl beside himnmuttered |later on, dreamly, in her sleep

"I still loved him"
He wondered who she neant. A boy friend? Her father? A tontat? A chil dhood precious
stuffed toy? Maybe all of them he thought. But the words were "I loved," not "I still love."

Evi dently he, whatever or whoever he had been, was gone now. Maybe, Arctor reflected, they
(whoever they were) had nade her throw himout, because he stank so bad.

Probably so. He wondered how ol d she had been then, the renenbering worn-out junkie gir
who dozed beside him

10
In his scranble suit, Fred sat before a battery of whirling hol o-pl aybacks, watching Jim

Barris in Bob Arctor's living roomreading a book on mushroons. Way mushroons? Fred wondered, and
sped the tapes at high-speed forward to an hour later. There sat Barris yet, reading with great
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concentration and naki ng notes.

Presently Barris set the book down and | eft the house, passing out of scanning range. Wen
he returned he carried a little brown-paper bag which he set on the coffee table and opened. From
it he renpved dried rmushroons, which he then began to conpare one by one with the col or photos in
the book. Wth excessive deliberation, unusual for him he conpared each. At |ast he pushed one
m ser abl e-|1 ooki ng nmushroom asi de and restored the others to the bag; from his pocket he brought a
handf ul of enpty capsules and then with equally great precision began crunbling bits of the one
particul ar mushroominto the caps and sealing each of themin turn

After that, Barris started phoning. The phone tap automatically recorded the nunbers

cal | ed.
"Hello, this is Jim"
P
"Say, have | scored."
"No shit."

_Psi |l ocybe nexicana_.

"What' s that?"

"A rare halluci nogeni c mushroom used in South American mystery cults thousands of years
ago. You fly, you becone invisible, understand the speech of aninmals--"

“No thanks." dick

Redialing. "Hello, thisis Jim"

"Ji n? Ji mwho?"

"Wth the beard . . . green shades, |leather pants. | nmet you at a happeni ng over at \Wanda- -

"Ch yeah. Jim Yeah."
"You interested in scoring on sone organic psychedelics?"
"Well, I don't know. . ." Unease. "You sure this is JinP You don't sound like him"
"“I've got sonething unbelievable, a rare organic nushroom from South America, used in
I ndi an nystery cults thousands of years ago. You fly, become invisible, your car disappears, you
are able to understand the speech of aninals--"

"My car disappears all the tine. When | leave it in a towaway zone. Ha-ha."

"I can lay perhaps six caps of this _Psilocybe_ on you."

"How rmuch?"

"Five dollars a cap."

"Qutrageous! No kidding? Hey, I'll meet you sonewhere." Then suspicion. "You know, |

believe | renmenber you--you burned ne once. Were'd you get these nushroonms hits? How do | know
they're not weak acid?”

"They were brought to the U S. inside a clay idol," Barris said. "As part of a carefully
guarded art shipnent to a nuseum wth this one idol marked. The custons pigs never suspected."”
Barris added, "If they don't get you off I'll refund your noney."

"Well, that's nmeaningless if ny head's been eaten and |'m swinging through the trees."

"l dropped one two days ago nyself," Barris said. "To test it out. The best trip | ever
had--l1ots of colors. Better than nescaline, for sure. | don't want ny custoners burned. | always

test my stuff nyself. It's guaranteed.”

Behi nd Fred another scranble suit was watching the hol ononitor now too. "Wat's he
peddl i ng? Mescal i ne, he says?"

"He's been cappi ng nushroons," Fred said, "that either he picked or someone el se picked,
locally."

"Some nmushroons are toxic in the extrene,” the scranble suit behind Fred said.

A third scranble suit knocked off its own holo scrutiny for a nonent and stood with them
now. "Certain _Anmanita_ nushroons contain four toxins that are red-blood-cell cracking agents. It
takes two weeks to die and there's no antidote. It's incalculably painful. Only an expert can tel
what nushroom he's picking for sure when they're wild."

"I know," Fred said, and marked the indent nunmbers of this tape section for departnent
use.

Barris again was dialing.

"What's the statute violation cited on this?" Fred said.

"M srepresentation in advertising," one of the other scranble suits said, and both |aughed
and returned to their own screens. Fred continued wat ching.

On Hol o Monitor Four the front door of the house opened and Bob Arctor entered, |ooking
dejected. "Hi."

"Howdy," Barris said, gathering his caps together and thrusting them deep into his pocket.
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"How d you neke out with Donna?" He chuckled. "In several ways, maybe, eh?"

"Ckay, fuck off," Arctor said, and passed from Hol o Mnitor Four, to be picked up in his
bedroom a nonent later by scanner five. There, with the door kicked shut, Arctor brought forth a
nunber of plastic bags filled with white tabs; he stood a nmonent uncertainly and then he stuffed
t hem down under the covers of his bed, out of sight, and took off his coat. He appeared weary and
unhappy; his face was drawn.

For a nonent Bob Arctor sat on the edge of his unmade bed, all by hinmself. He at | ast
shook his head, rose, stood uncertain . . . then he snmoothed his hair and left the room to be
pi cked up by the central |iving roomscanner as he approached Barris. During this time scanner two
had witnessed Barris hiding the brown bag of mushroons under the couch cushions and pl acing the
mushr oom t ext book back on the bookshel f where it was not noticeabl e.

"What you been doi ng?" Arctor asked him

Barris decl ared, "Research."

“I'nto what?"

"The properties of certain nycological entities of a delicate nature." Barris chuckl ed.
"It didn't go too well with little nmiss big-tits, did it?"

Arctor regarded himand then went into the kitchen to plug in the coffeepot.

"Bob," Barris said, following himleisurely, "I"'msorry if |I said anything that offended
He hung around as Arctor waited for the coffee to heat, drunm ng and humi ng ai m essly.

"Where's Luckman?"

"l suppose out sonmewhere trying to rip off a pay phone. He took your hydraulic axle jack
with him that usually neans he's out to knock over a pay phone, doesn't it?"

"My axle jack," Arctor echoed.

"You know," Barris said. "I could assist you professionally in your attenpts to hustle
little mss--"

Fred shot the tape ahead at hi gh-speed wind. The neter at |ast read a two-hour passage.

"--pay up your goddamm back rent or goddamm get to work on the cephscope," Arctor was
saying hotly to Barris.

"I've already ordered resistors which--"

Again Fred sent the tape forward. Two nore hours passed.

Now Hol o Monitor Five showed Arctor in his bedroom in bed, a clock FMradio on to KNX
playing folk rock dimy. Monitor Two in the living roomshowed Barris al one, again readi ng about
mushroons. Neither man did nuch for a long period. Once, Arctor stirred and reached out to
i ncrease the radio's volune as a song, evidently one he liked, came on. In the living roomBarris
read on and on, hardly noving. Arctor again at |last lay back in bed unnmoving.

The phone rang. Barris reached out and lifted it to his ear. "Hello?"

On the phone tap the caller, a male, said, "M. Arctor?"

"Yes, this is," Barris said.

"Il be fucked for a nanny goat, Fred said to hinself. He reached to turn up the phone-tap
vol urme | evel

you.

"M. Arctor," the unidentified caller said in a slow, low voice, "lI'msorry to bother you
so late, but that check of yours that did not clear--"

"Ch yes," Barris said. "I've been intending to call you about that. The situation is this,
sir. | have had a severe bout of intestinal flu, with [ oss of body heat, pyloric spasns, cranps .

| just can't get it all together right nowto make that little twenty-dollar check good, and
frankly | don't intend to make it good."

"What ?" the man said, not startled but hoarsely. Orinously.

"Yes, sir," Barris said, nodding. "You heard ne correctly, sir."

"M. Arctor,"” the caller said, "that check has been returned by the bank tw ce now, and
these flu synptons that you describe--"

"I think sonebody slipped me sonething bad," Barris said, with a stark grin on his face.

" 1 _think," the man said, "that you're one of those--" He groped for the word.

"Thi nk what you want," Barris said, still grinning.

"M. Arctor,"” the nan said, breathing audibly into the phone, "I amgoing to the D.A's
office with that check, and while I'mon the phone | have a couple of things to tell you about
what | feel about--"

"Turn on, tune out, and good-by," Barris said, and hung up

The phone-tap unit had automatically recorded the digits of the caller's own phone,
pi cking themup electronically froman inaudible signal generated as soon as the circuit was in
pl ace. Fred read off the nunber now visible on a neter, then shut off the tape-transport for al
hi s hol o-scanners, lifted his own police phone, and called in for a print-out on the nunber.

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Dick%20A%20Scanner%20Darkly.txt (65 of 110) [1/19/03 7:31:24 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Philip%20K .Dick/Dick%20A %20Scanner%20Darkly.txt

"Engl esohn Locksnmith, 1343 Harbor in Anaheim" the police info operator informed him
"Lover boy."

"Locksmith," Fred said. "Ckay." He had that witten down and now hung up. A | ocksmith

twenty dollars, a round sum that suggested a job outside the shop--probably driving out and
maki ng a duplicate key. Wien the "owner's" key had gotten | ost.

Theory. Barris had posed as Arctor, phoned Engl esohn Locksmith to have a "duplicate" key
made illicitly, for either the house or the car or even both. Telling Engl esohn he'd lost his
whol e key ring . . . but then the locksnmth, doing a security check, had sprung on Barris a
request for a check as |.D. Barris had gone back in the house and ripped off an unfill ed-out
checkbook of Arctor's and witten a check out on it to the locksnith. The check hadn't cleared.
But why not? Arctor kept a high balance in his account; a check that small would clear. But if it
cleared Arctor would cone across it in his statenent and recognize it as not his, as JimBarris's.
So Barris had rooted about in Arctor's closets and | ocated-- probably at sone previous tine--an
ol d checkbook from a now abandoned account and used that. The account being cl osed, the check
hadn't cleared. Now Barris was in hot water.

But why didn't Barris just go in and pay off the check in cash? This way the creditor was
al ready mad and phoning, and eventually would take it to the D.A. Arctor would find out. A skyfu
of shit would land on Barris. But the way Barris had tal ked on the phone to the already outraged
creditor . . . he had slyly goaded himinto even further hostility, out of which the locksnth
m ght do anything. And worse--Barris's description of his "flu" was a description of com ng off
heroi n, and anybody woul d know who knew anything. And Barris had signed off the phone call with a
flat-out insinuation that he was a heavy doper and so what about it? Signed all this off as Bob
Arctor.

The locksmith at this point knew he had a junkie debtor who'd witten hima rubber check
and didn't care shit and had no intention of naking good. And the junkie had this attitude because
obvi ously he was so wired and spaced and mi nd-blown on his dope it didn't matter to him And this
was an insult to Anerica. Deliberate and nasty.

In fact, Barris's sign-off was a direct quote of TimLeary's original funky ultimtumto
the establishment and all the straights. And this was Orange County. Full of Birchers and
M nut enen. Wth guns. Looking for just this kind of uppity sass from bearded dopers.

Barris had set Bob Arctor up for a fire-bonbing. A bust on the bad check at the least, a
fire-bonbing or other nmassive retaliatory strike at worst, w thout Arctor having any notion what
was com ng down.

Why? Fred wondered. He noted on his scratch pad the ident code on this tape sequence, plus
the phone-tap code as well. \Wat was Barris getting Arctor back for? What the hell had Arctor been
up to? Arctor must have burned himpretty bad, Fred thought, for this. This is sheer nalice.
Little, vile, and evil.

This Barris guy, he thought, is a notherfucker. He's going to get sonebody kill ed.

One of the scranble suits in the safe apartnent with himroused himfromhis
introspection. "Do you actually know these guys?" The suit gestured at the now bl ank hol ononitors
Fred had before him "You in there anbng them on cover assignnent ?"

"Yep," Fred said.

"I't wouldn't be a bad idea to warn themin sone way about this nushroomtoxicity he's
exposing themto, that clown with the green shades who's peddling. Can you pass it on to them
wi t hout faulting your cover?"

The other near scranble suit called fromhis swivel chair, "Any tinme one of them gets
violently nauseous--that's sonmetinmes a tip-off on nushroom poi soni ng."

"Resenbl i ng strychnine?" Fred said. A cold insight grappled with his head then, a rerun of
the Kinberly Hawki ns dog-shit day and his illness in his car after what--

Hi s.

“I"Il tell Arctor," he said. "I can lay it on him Wthout himflashing on ne. He's
docile."

"Wgl y-1 ooking, too," one of the scranble suits said. "He the individual came in the door
st oop- shoul dered and hung over?"

"Aw," Fred said, and sw vel ed back to his holos. Ch goddamnm, he thought, that day Barris
gave us the tabs at the roadside--his mnd went into spins and double trips and then split in
hal f, directly down the m ddle. The next thing he knew, he was in the safe apartnent's bathroom
with a Dixie cup of water, rinsing out his nmouth, by hinself, where he could think. Wen you get

down to it, I'mArctor, he thought. I'mthe man on the scanners, the suspect Barris was fucking
over with his weird phone call with the locksmth, and | was asking, Wat's Arctor been up to to
get Barris on himlike that? I'm slushed; ny brain is slushed. This is not real. |I'mnot believing
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this, watching what is ne, is Fred-- that was Fred down there without his scranble suit; that's
how Fred appears wi thout the suit!

And Fred the other day possibly alnpbst got it with toxic nushroom fragnents, he realized
He al nost didn't nake it here to this safe apartnent to get these hol os going. But now he has.

Now Fred has a chance. But only barely.

Crazy goddamm job they gave nme, he thought. But if | wasn't doing it soneone el se would
be, and they might get it wong. They'd set himup--set Arctor up. They'd turn himin for the
reward; they'd plant dope on himand collect. If anyone, he thought, has to be watching that
house, it better ought to be me by far, despite the di sadvantages; just protecting everybody
agai nst kinky fucking Barris in itself justifies it right there.

And if any other officer nonitoring Barris's actions sees what | probably will see,
they' Il conclude Arctor is the biggest drug runner in the western U.S. and recommend a-- Christ!--
covert snuff. By our unidentified forces. The ones in black we borrow fromback East that tiptoe a
|l ot and carry the scope-site Wnchester 803's. The new infrared sni perscope sights synched with
the EE-trophic shells. Those guys who don't get paid at all, even froma Dr. Pepper machi ne; they
just get to draw straws to see which of themgets to be the next U S. President. My God, he
t hought, those fuckers can shoot down a passing plane. And make it | ook |ike one engine inhaled a
flock of birds. Those EE-trophic shells-- why fuck nme, man, he thought; they'd | eave traces of
feathers in the ruins of the engines; they'd prine themfor that.

This is awful, he thought, thinking about this. Not Arctor as suspect but Arctor as
what ever. Target. |'Il keep on watching him Fred will keep on doing his Fred-thing; it'll be a
Il ot better; | can edit and interpret and do a great deal of "Let's wait until he actually" and so
on, and, realizing this, he tossed the Dixie cup away and energed fromthe safe apartnment's
bat hr oom

"You | ook done in," one of the scranble suits said to him

"Well," Fred said, "funny thing happened to nme on the way to the grave." He sawin his
m nd a picture of the supersonic tight-beam projector which had caused a fortynine-year-old
district attorney to have a fatal cardiac arrest, just as he was about to reopen the case of a
dreadful and fanopus political assassination here in California. "I alnost got there," he said
al oud.

"Alnost is alnost,” the scranble suit said. "It's not there.”

"Ch," Fred said. "Yeah. Right."

"Sit down," a scranble suit said, "and get back to work, or for you no Friday, just public
assi stance. "

"Can you imagine listing this job as a job skill on the--" Fred began, but the two other
scranble suits were not anused and in fact weren't even listening. So he reseated hinself and lit
a cigarette. And started up the battery of hol os once nore.

What | ought to do, he decided, is walk back up the street to the house, right now, while
I"'mthinking about it, before |I get sidetracked, and walk in on Barris real fast and shoot him

In the line of duty.

['l'l say, "Hey, man, I'mhurtin'--can you lay a joint on ne? I'll pay you a buck." And he
will, and then I'll arrest him drag himto ny car, throw himinside, drive onto the freeway, and
then pistol-whip himout of the car in front of a truck. And I can say he fought | oose and tried
to junmp. Happens all the tine.

Because if | don't | can never eat or drink any open food or beverage in the house, and
neither can Lucknman or Donna or Freck or we'll all croak fromtoxic nushroom fragnments, after
which Barris will explain about how we were all out in the woods picking themat random and eating
them and he tried to di ssuade us but we wouldn't |isten because we didn't go to coll ege.

Even if the court psychiatrists find himtotally burned out and nuts and toss himin

forever, sonebody'll be dead. He thought, Maybe Donna, for instance. Maybe she'll wander in,
spaced on hash, | ooking for me and the spring flowers | prom sed her, and Barris will offer her a
bow of Jell-0O he made hinself special, and ten days later she'll be thrashing in agony in an
i ntensive-care ward and it won't do any good then

I f that happens, he thought, 1'Il boil himin Drano, in the bathtub, in hot Drano, unti

only bones renmain, and then mail the bones to his nother or kids, whichever he has, and if he
hasn't either then just toss the bones out at passing dogs. But the deed will be done to that
little girl anyhow.

Excuse nme, he rolled in his head in fantasy to the other two scranble suits. \Were can
get a hundred-pound can of Drano this tine of night?

|"ve had it, he thought, and turned on the holos so as not to attract any nore static from
the other suits in the safe room
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On Monitor Two, Barris was talking to Luckman, who apparently had rolled in the front door
dead drunk, no doubt on Ripple. "There are nore people addicted to alcohol in the US.," Barris
was telling Luckman, who was trying to find the door to his bedroom to go pass out, and having a
terrible tine, "than there are addicts of all other forms of drugs. And brain damage and |iver
damage fromthe al cohol plus inpurities--"

Luckrman di sappeared w t hout ever having noticed Barris was there. | wish himluck, Fred
thought. It's not a workable policy, though, not for |ong. Because the fucker is there.

But now Fred is here, too. But all Fred' s got is hindsight. Unless, he thought, unless
maybe if | run the hol o-tapes backward. Then I'd be there first, before Barris. Wiat | do would
precede what Barris does. If with nme first he gets to do anything at all.

And then the other side of his head opened up and spoke to himnore calmy, |ike another
self with a sinpler nessage flashed to himas to howto handle it.
"The way to cool the locksmith check," it told him "is to go down there to Harbor

tomorrow first thing very early and redeemthe check and get it back. Do that first, before you do
anything else. Do that right away. Defuse that, at that end. And after that, do the other nore
serious things, once that's finished. R ght?" Right, he thought. That will renove me fromthe
di sadvantage list. That's where to start.

He put the tape on fast forward, on and on until he figured fromthe neters that it would
show a ni ght scene with everyone asleep. For a pretext to sign off his workday, here

It now showed |ights off, the scanners on infra. Luckman in his bed in his roont Barris in
his; and in his room Arctor beside a chick, both of them asl eep.

Let's see, Fred thought. Sonething. W have her in the conputer files as strung out on
hard stuff and also turning tricks and dealing. A true |oser

"At least you didn't have to watch your subject have sexual intercourse,"” one of the other
scranbl e suits said, watching from behind himand then passing on by.

"That's a relief," Fred said, stoically viewing the two sleeping figures in the bed; his

m nd was on the locksmth and what he had to do there. "I always hate to--"

"Anice thing to do," the scranble suit agreed, "but not too nice to watch."

Arctor asleep, Fred thought. Wth his trick. Well, | can wind up soon; they'|ll undoubtedly
ball on arising but that's about it for them

He conti nued wat chi ng, however. The sight of Bob Arctor sleeping . . . on and on, Fred

t hought, hour after hour. And then he noticed sonething he had not noticed. _That doesn't | ook
I'i ke anybody el se but Donna Hawt horne! _ he thought. There in bed, in the sack with Arctor.

It doesn't compute, he thought, and reached to snap off the scanners. He ran the tape
back, then forward again. Bob Arctor and a chick, but not Donna! It was the junkie chick Connie!
He had been right. The two individuals lay there side by side, both asleep

And then, as Fred watched, Connie's hard features nelted and faded into softness, and into
Donna Hawt horne's face.

He snapped off the tape again. Sat puzzled. | don't get it, he thought. It's--what they
call that? Like a goddamm dissolve! A filmtechnique. Fuck, what is this? Pre-editing for TV
viewi ng? By a director, using special visual effects?

Again he ran the tape back, then forward; when he first cane to the alteration in Connie's
features he then stopped the transport, |eaving the hologramfilled with one freezefrane

He rotated the enlarger: Al the other cubes cut out; one huge cube formed fromthe
previ ous eight. A single nocturnal scene; Bob Arctor, unnmoving, in his bed, the girl unnoving,
besi de him

St andi ng, Fred wal ked into the hol o-cube, into the threedi nensional projection, and stood
close to the bed to scrutinize the girl's face.

Hal f way between, he decided. Still half Connie; already half Donna. | better run this over
to the lab, he thought; it's been tanpered with by an expert. |'ve been fed fake tape.

VWho by? he wondered. He energed fromthe hol o-cube, collapsed it, and restored the snal
eight ones. Still sat there, pondering.

Sonebody faked in Donna. Superinposed over Connie. Forged evidence that Arctor was |aying
the Hawt horne girl. Why? As a good technician can do with either audio or video tape and now -as
Wi tness--wi th hol o-tapes. Hard to do, but

If this was a click-on, click-off, interval scan, he thought, we'd have a sequence show ng

Arctor in bed with a girl he probably never did get into bed and never will, but there it is on
the tape.

O maybe it's a visual interruption or breakdown el ectronically, he pondered. Wat they
call _printing . Holoprinting: fromone section of the tape storage to another. |If the tape sits

too long, if the recording gain was too high initially, it prints across. Jeez, he thought. It
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printed Donna across froma previous or |ater scene, maybe fromthe |iving room

I wish | knew nore about the technical side of this, he reflected. 1'd better acquire nore
background on this before junmping the gun. Like another AMstation filtering in, interfering--

Crosstal k, he decided. Like that: accidental

Li ke ghosts on a TV screen. Functional, a malfunction. A transducer opened up briefly.

Again he rolled the tape. Connie again, and Connie it stayed. And then . . . again Fred
saw Donna's fact melt back in, and this tine the sleeping man beside her in the bed, Bob Arctor,
woke up after a nmoment and sat up abruptly, then funmbled for the light beside him the light fell
to the floor and Arctor was staring on and on at the sleeping girl, at sleeping Donna.

When Connie's face seeped back, Arctor relaxed, and at |ast he sank back and again sl ept.
But restlessly.

Wel |, that shoots down the "technical interference" theory, Fred thought. Printing or
crosstalk. _Arctor sawit too_. Wke up, sawit, stared, then gave up

Christ, Fred thought, and shut off the equi pnment before himentirely. "I guess that's
enough for ne for now," he declared, and rose shakily to his feet. "lI've had it."

"Saw sone ki nky sex, did you?" a scranble suit asked. "You'll get used to this job."

"I never will get used to this job," Fred said. "You can nake book on that."

11

The next norning, by Yellow Cab, since now not only was his cephscope laid up for repairs
but so was his car, he appeared at the door of Engl esohn Locksmith with forty bucks in cash and a
good deal of worry inside his heart.

The store had an old wooden quality, with a nore nodern sign but many little brass doodads
in the windows of a lock type: funky ornate mail boxes, trippy doorknobs made to resenbl e hunman
heads, great fake black iron keys. He entered, into sem gloom Like a doper's place, he thought,
appreciating the irony.

At a counter where two huge key-grinding machi nes | ooned up, plus thousands of key bl anks
dangling fromracks, a plunp elderly lady greeting him "Yes, sir? Good norning."

Arctor said, "I'mhere

_lhr Instrunente freilich spottet nein,

Mt Rad und Kanmen, Wal z' und Bigel:

Ich stand am Tor, ihr soiltet Schlissel sein;
Zwar euer Bart ist kraus, doch hebt ihr nicht
di e Riegel _.

to pay for a check of mine which the bank returned. It's for twenty dollars, |

bel i eve. "

"Ch." The lady aniably lifted out a | ocked netal file, searched for the key to it, then
di scovered the file wasn't | ocked. She opened it and found the check right away, with a note
attached. "M . Arctor?"

"Yes," he said, his noney already out.

"Yes, twenty dollars." Detaching the note fromthe check, she began |aboriously witing on
the note, indicating that he had shown up and purchased t he check back

"I'msorry about this," he told her, "but by mistake | wote the check on a now cl osed
account rather than ny active one."

"Um" the lady said, snling as she wote.

"Also," he said, "I'd appreciate it if you'd tell your husband, who called ne the other
day--"

"My brother Carl," the lady said, "actually." She glanced over her shoulder. "If Carl
spoke to you . ." She gestured, smiling. "He gets overw ought sometines about checks .
apol ogi ze if he spoke . . . you know "

"Tell him" Arctor said, his speech nmenorized, "that when he called | was distraught
nmysel f, and | apol ogi ze for that, too."

"I believe he did say sonething about that, yes." She laid out his check; he gave her
twenty dollars.

"Any extra charge?" Arctor said.

"No extra charge."

"I was distraught,” he said, glancing briefly at the check and then putting it away in his
pocket, "because a friend of mne had just passed on unexpectedly."
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"Ch dear," the |ady said.

Arctor, lingering, said, "He choked to death alone, in his room on a piece of neat. No
one heard him"

"Do you know, M. Arctor, that nore deaths fromthat happen than people realize? | read
that when you are dining with a friend, and he or she does not speak for a period of tinme but just
sits there, you should |ean forward and ask himif he can tal k? Because he may not be able to; he
may be strangling and can't tell you."

"Yes," Arctor said. "Thanks. That's true. And thanks about the check."

“I"'msorry about your friend," the |ady said.

"Yes," he said. "He was about the best friend |I had."

"That is so dreadful,” the lady said. "How old was he, M. Arctor?"

“In his early thirties," Arctor said, which was true: Luckman was thirty-two.

"Ch, how terrible. I'lIl tell Carl. And thank you for conmng all the way down here."

"Thank you," Arctor said. "And thank M. Engl esohn too, for ne. Thank you both so nuch."
He departed, finding hinmself back out on the warm norning sidewal k, blinking in the bright |ight
and foul air.

He phoned for a cab, and on the journey back to his house sat advising hinself as to how
wel |l he had gotten out of this net of Barris's with no real overly bad scene. Could have been a
| ot worse, he pointed out to hinself. The check was still there. And | didn't have to confront the
dude hinsel f.

He got out the check to see how closely Barris had been able to approxi mate his
handwiting. Yes, it was a dead account; he recogni zed the col or of the check right away, an
entirely closed one, and the bank had stanped it ACCOUNT CLCSED. No wonder the | ocksnith had gone
bananas. And then, studying the check as he rode along, Arctor saw that the handwiting was his.

Not anything like Barris's. A perfect forgery. He would never have known it wasn't his,
except that he remenbered not having witten it.

My God, he thought, how many of these has Barris done by now? Maybe he's enbezzl ed ne out
of half 1've got.

Barris, he thought, is a genius. On the other hand, it's probably a tracing reproduction
or anyhow nmechanically done. But | never nade a check out to Engl esohn Locksmith, so how could it
be a transfer forgery? This is a unique check. I'll turn it over to the departnent graphol ogists,
he decided, and let themfigure out howit was done. Maybe just practice, practice, practice.

As to the nmushroomjazz-- He thought, I'Il just walk up to himand say people told ne he's
been trying to sell them nushroomhits. And to knock it off. | got feedback from somebody worri ed,
as they shoul d be.

But, he thought, these itens are only random i ndi cati ons of what he's up to, discovered on
the first replay. _They only represent sanples of what |'mup against_. Christ knows what el se
he's done: he's got all the tine in the world to | oaf around and read reference books and dream up
plots and intrigues and conspiracies and so forth . . . Mybe, he thought abruptly, | better have
a trace run on ny phone right away to see if it's tapped. Barris has a box of electronic hardware,
and even Sony, for exanple, makes and sells an induction coil that can be used as a phone-tapping
devi ce. The phone probably is. It probably has been for quite a while.

| nmean, he thought, in addition to my own recent--necessary--phone tap

Again he studied the check as the cab jiggled along, and all at once he thought, Wat if |
made it out nyself? What if Arctor wote this? | think I did, he thought; | think the
not her fucki ng di ngey Arctor hinself wote this check, very fast--the letters slanted--because for
sonme reason he was in a hurry; he dashed it off, got the wong bl ank check, and afterward forgot
all about it, forgot the incident entirely.

Forget, he thought, the tinme Arctor

_Was grinsest du nmir, hohier Schéadel, her?

Al's dass dein Hm w e neines, einst verwirret

Den | ei chten Tag gesucht und in der Danmrung schwer,
Mt Lust nach Wahrheit, jamrerlich geirret .

oozed out of that huge dope happening in Santa Ana, where he net that little blond
chick with odd teeth, long blond hair, and a big ass, but so energetic and friendly . . . he
couldn't get his car started; he was wired up to his nose. He kept having trouble--there was so
nmuch dope dropped and shot and snorted that night, it went on alnost until dawn. So nuch Substance
D, and very Prino. Very very Prinmp. His stuff.
Leaning forward, he said, "Pull over at that Shell station. I'Il get out there."”
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He got out, paid the cab driver, then entered the pay phone, |ooked up the locksnith's
nunber, phoned him
The ol d | ady answered. "Engl esohn Locksnith, good--"

"This is M. Arctor again, |I'msorry to bother you. Wat address do you have for the call
the service call for which ny check was nade out ?"
"Well, let me see. Just a nonment, M. Arctor." Bunping of the phone as she set it down.

Distant nuffled nan's voice: "Who is it? That Arctor?"

"Yes, Carl, but don't say anything, please. He cane in just now-"

"Let me talk to him"

Pause. Then the old |lady again. "Well, | have this address, M. Arctor." She read off his
horme address.

"That's where your brother was called out to? To nake the key?"

"WAit a nmonent. Carl? Do you remenber where you went in the truck to make the key for M.
Arctor?"

Distant nman's runble: "On Katella."

"Not his honme?"

"On Katella!"

"Sonmewhere on Katella, M. Arctor. In Anaheim No, wait--Carl says it was in Santa Ana, on
Mai n. Does that--"

"Thanks," he said and hung up. Santa Ana. Main. That's where the fucking dope party was,
and | rmust have turned in thirty names and as many |icense plates that night; that was not your
standard party. A big shipnment had arrived from Mexico; the buyers were splitting and, as usua
with buyers, sanpling as they split. Half of them now probably have been busted by buy agents sent
out . . . Ww, he thought: | still renenber--or never will correctly renmenber--that night.

But that still doesn't excuse Barris frominpersonating Arctor with malice aforethought on
that phone call coming in. Except that, by the evidence, Barris had made it up on the spot--

i nprovi sed. Shit, maybe Barris was wired the other night and did what a | ot of dudes do when
they're wired: just sort of groove with what's happening. Arctor wote the check for a certainty;
Barris just happened to pick up the phone. Thought, in his charred head, that it was a cool gag.
Bei ng irresponsible only, nothing nore.

And, he reflected as he dialed Yellow Cab again, Arctor has not been very responsible in
maki ng good on that check over this prol onged period. Wose fault is that? Getting it out once
nmore, he examined the date on the check. A nonth and a half. Jesus, talk about irresponsibility!
Arctor could wind up inside |ooking out, for that; it's God's nercy that nutty Carl didn't go to
the D.A already. Probably his sweet old sister restrained him

Arctor, he decided, better get his ass in gear; he's done a few dingey things hinself |
didn't know about until now. Barris isn't the only one or perhaps even the primary one. For one
thing, there is still to be explained the cause of Barris's intense, concerted nalice toward
Arctor; a man doesn't set out over a long period of time to burn sonebody for no reason. And
Barris isn't trying to burn anybody el se, not, say, Luckman or Charles Freck or Donna Haw hor ne;
he hel ped get Jerry Fabin to the federal clinic nore than anyone else, and he's kind to all the
animals in the house.

One tinme Arctor had been going to send one of the dogs-- what the hell was the little
bl ack one's name, Popo or sonething?--to the pound to be destroyed, she couldn't be trained, and
Barris had spent hours, in fact days, with Popo, gently training her and talking with her unti
she cal ned down and could be trained and so didn't have to go be snuffed. If Barris had genera
malice toward all, he wouldn't do nunbers, good nunbers, |ike that.

“Yel | ow Cab," the phone said.

He gave the address of the Shell station.

And if Carl the locksnmith had pegged Arctor as a heavy doper, he pondered as he | ounged
around noodily waiting for the cab, it isn't Barris's fault; when Carl must've pulled up in his
truck at 5 AM to make a key for Arctor's Ods, Arctor probably was wal king on Jell-0O sidewal ks
and up walls and batting off fisheyes and every other kind of good dope-trip thing. Carl drew his
concl usions then. As Carl ground the new key, Arctor probably floated around upsi de down or
bounced about on his head, tal king sideways. No wonder Carl had not been anused.

In fact, he specul ated, maybe Barris is trying to cover up for Arctor's increasing
fuckups. Arctor is no longer keeping his vehicle in safe condition, as he once did, he's been
hangi ng paper, not deliberately but because his goddanmm brain is slushed fromdope. But, if
anything, that's worse. Barris is doing what he can; that's a possibility. Only, his brain, too,
is slushed. Al _their brains are
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_Dem Wirme gl eich' ich, der den Staub durchwihlt,
Den, wie er sich im Staube nahrend | ebt,
Des Wandrers Tnmitt vernichtet and begrabt .

. slushed and nutually interacting in a slushed way. It's the slushed | eading the
sl ushed. And right into doom

Maybe, he conjectured, Arctor cut the wires and bent the wires and created all the shorts
in his cephscope. In the nmddle of the night. But for what reason?

That would be a difficult one: _why? But with slushed brains anything was possible, any
variety of twisted--like the wires thenmselves--notives. He'd seen it, during his undercover |aw
enforcenent work, nmany, many, tines. This tragedy was not newto him this would be, in their
computer files, just one nore case. This was the phase ahead of the journey to the federal clinic,
as with Jerry Fabin.

All these guys wal ked one gane board, stood now in different squares various distances
fromthe goal, and would reach it at several tines. But all, eventually, would reach it: the
federal clinics.

It was inscribed in their neural tissue. Or what remamined of it. Nothing could halt it or
turn it back now

And, he had begun to believe, for Bob Arctor nmpst of all. It was his intuition, just
begi nni ng, not dependent on anything Barris was doing. A new, professional insight.

And al so, his superiors at the Orange County Sheriff's Ofice had decided to focus on Bob
Arctor; they no doubt had reasons which he knew not hi ng about. Perhaps these facts confirned one
another: their growing interest in Arctor--after all, it had cost the departnent a bundle to
install the hol o-scanners in Arctor's house, and to pay himto analyze the print-outs, as well as
others higher up to pass judgnent on what he periodically turned over--this fitted in with
Barris's unusual attention toward Arctor, both having selected Arctor as a Prinp target. But what
had he seen hinself in Arctor's conduct that struck himas unusual ? Firsthand, not dependent on
these two interests?

As the taxi drove along, he reflected that he would have to watch awhile to cone across
anything, nore than likely; it would not disclose itself to the nonitors in a day. He woul d have
to be patient; he would have to resign hinself to a longtermscrutiny and to put hinmself in a
space where he was willing to wait.

Once he saw sonet hing on the hol o-scanners, however, sone enigmatic or suspicious behavi or
on Arctor's part, then a three-point fix would exist on him a third verification of the others
interests. Certainly this would be a confirm It would justify the expense and tinme of everyone's
i nterest.

| wonder what Barris knows that we don't know, he wondered. Maybe we shoul d haul himin
and ask him But-- better to obtain material devel oped independently fromBarris; otherwise it
woul d be a duplication of what Barris, whoever he was or represented, had.

And then he thought, What the hell am| talking about? | nust be nuts. | know Bob Arctor;
he's a good person. He's up to nothing. At |east nothing unsavory. In fact, he thought, he works
for the Orange County Sheriff's Ofice, covertly. Wich is probably .

_Zwei Seel en wohnen, ach! in neiner Brust,
Die eine will sich von dem andern trennen
Die eine hdlt, in denber Liebeslust,

Sich an die Wlt mit klanmernden O ganen;
Di e andre hebt gewal t sam sich vom Dust

Zu den Gefil den hoher Ahnen_.

- why Barris is after him

But, he thought, that wouldn't explain why the Orange County Sheriff's office is after him
-especially to the extent of installing all those holos and assigning a full-tinme agent to watch
and report on him That woul dn't account for that.

It does not conpute, he thought. Mrre, a lot nore, is going down in that house, that run-
down rubble-filled house with its weed-patch backyard and catbox that never gets enptied and
ani mal s wal ki ng on the kitchen table and garbage spilling over that no one ever takes out.

VWhat a waste, he thought, of a truly good house. So much could be done with it. A famly,
children, and a worman, could live there. It was designed for that: three bedroons. Such a waste;
such a fucking waste! They ought to take it away fromhim he thought; enter the situation and
forecl ose. Maybe they will. And put it to better use; that house yearns for that. That house has
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seen so much better days, |ong ago. Those days could return. |If another kind of person had it and
kept it up.

The yard especially, he thought, as the cab pulled into the newspaper-splattered driveway.

He paid the driver, got out his door key, and entered the house.

I mredi ately he felt sonething watching: the hol o-scanners on him As soon as he crossed
his own threshold. Al one-- no one but himin the house. Untrue! Hi mand the scanners, insidious
and invisible, that watched himand recorded. Everything he did. Everything he uttered.

Li ke the scrawis on the wall when you're peeing in a public urinal, he thought. SMLE
YOU RE ON CANDI D CAMERA! | am he thought, as soon as | enter this house. It's eerie. He did not
like it. He felt self-conscious; the sensation had grown since the first day, when they'd arrived
hone--the "dog-shit day," as he thought of it, couldn't keep fromthinking of it. Each day the
experience of the scanners had grown.

"Nobody hone, | guess," he stated aloud as usual, and was aware that the scanners had
pi cked that up. But he had to take care always: he wasn't supposed to know they were there. Like
an actor before a novie canera, he decided, you act like the canera doesn't exist or else you bl ow
it. It's all over.

And for this shit there are no take-two's.

What you get instead is wipeout. | nmean, what | get. Not the people behind the scanners
but ne.

VWhat | ought to do, he thought, to get out of this, is sell the house; it's run down
anyway. But . . . | love this house. No way!

It's nmy house.

Nobody can drive me out.

For whatever reasons they would or do want to.

Assuming there's a "they" at all.

VWi ch may just be ny inmagination, the "they" watching nme. Paranocia. Or rather the "it."
The depersonalized it.

VWhatever it is that's watching, it is not a hunan.

Not by my standards, anyhow. Not what |'d recognize.

As silly as this is, he thought, it's frightening. Sonething is being done to ne and by a
mere thing, here in ny own house. Before ny very eyes.

Wthin _something' s_ very eyes; within the sight of some _thing_. Wich, unlike little
dar k- eyed Donna, does not ever blink. What does a scanner see? he asked hinself. | mean, really
see? Into the head? Down into the heart? Does a passive infrared scanner |ike they used to use or
a cube-type hol o-scanner like they use these days, the latest thing, see into ne--into us--clearly
or darkly? | hope it does, he thought, see clearly, because | can't any |longer these days see into

mysel f. | see only murk. Murk outside; nmurk inside. | hope, for everyone's sake, the scanners do
better. Because, he thought, if the scanner sees only darkly, the way | nyself do, then we are
cursed, cursed again and like we have been continually, and we'll w nd up dead this way, know ng

very little and getting that little fragnent wong too.

From the |iving-roombookcase he took down a volune at random it turned out to be, he
di scovered, _The Picture Book of Sexual Love . Opening at random he perceived a page-- which
showed a man ni bbling happily at a chick's right tit, and the chick sighing--and said aloud, as if
reading to hinself fromthe book, as if quoting fromsonme fanous ol d-ti ne doubl e-dome phil osopher
whi ch he was not:

"Any given nan sees only a tiny portion of the total truth, and very often, in fact al nost

_Weh! steck' ich in dem Kerker noch?
Ver fl uchtes dunpfes Mauerl och

W sel bst das |iebe H mel slicht
Tr b durch genalte Schei ben bricht!
Beschrankt nmit di esem Biicher hauf,
Den Wirme nagen, Staub bedeckt,

Den bi s ans hohe_.

perpetual |y, he deliberately deceives hinself about that little precious fragnent as
well. A portion of himturns against himand acts |ike another person, defeating himfrominside
A man inside a man. Wich is no man at all."
Noddi ng, as if noved by the wi sdom of the nonexisting witten words on that page, he
closed the | arge redbound, gold-stanped _Picture Book of Sexual Love_and restored it to the
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shel f. | hope the scanners don't zoomin on the cover of this book, he thought, and bl ow ny shuck

Charl es Freck, becom ng progressively nore and nore depressed by what was happening to
everybody he knew, decided finally to off hinmself. There was no problem in the circles where he
hung out, in putting an end to yourself; you just bought into a |large quantity of reds and took
themw th sone cheap wine, late at night, with the phone off the hook so no one would interrupt
you.

The planning part had to do with the artifacts you wanted found on you by |ater
archeol ogi sts. So they'd know from which stratumyou canme. And al so coul d pi ece together where
your head had been at the tine you did it.

He spent several days deciding on the artifacts. Mich | onger than he had spent deciding to
kill hinself, and approximately the sane tine required to get that many reds. He woul d be found
I ying on his back, on his bed, with a copy of Ayn Rand's _The Fountai nhead_ (which would prove he
had been a m sunderstood supernan rejected by the masses and so, in a sense, nurdered by their
scorn) and an unfinished letter to Exxon protesting the cancellation of his gas credit card. That
way he woul d indict the system and achi eve sonething by his death, over and above what the death
itsel f achieved.

Actual ly, he was not as sure in his mnd what the death achi eved as what the two artifacts
achi eved; but anyhow it all added up, and he began to nake ready, like an aninmal sensing its tine
has come and acting out its instinctive programrm ng, |laid down by nature, when its inevitable end
was near.

At the last nmonent (as end-time closed in on hin) he changed his mind on a decisive issue
and decided to drink the reds down with a connoi sseur wine instead of Ri pple or Thunderbird, so he
set off on one last drive, over to Trader Joe's, which specialized in fine wi nes, and bought a
bottle of 1971 Mondavi Cabernet Sauvi gnon, which set himback alnost thirty dollars--all he had.

Back home again, he uncorked the wine, let it breathe, drank a few gl asses of it, spent a
few minutes contenplating his favorite page of _The Illustrated Picture Book of Sex_, which showed
the girl on top, then placed the plastic bag of reds beside his bed, lay down with the Ayn Rand
book and unfini shed protest letter to Exxon, tried to think of sonething neaningful but could not,
al t hough he kept renenbering the girl being on top, and then, with a glass of the Cabernet
Sauvi gnon, gul ped down all the reds at once. After that, the deed being done, he lay back, the Ayn
Rand book and letter on his chest, and waited.

However, he had been burned. The capsul es were not barbiturates, as represented. They were
some ki nd of kinky psychedelics, of a type he had never dropped before, probably a m xture, and
new on the market. Instead of quietly suffocating, Charles Freck began to hallucinate. Wll, he
t hought phil osophically, this is the story of ny life. Always ripped off. He had to face the fact--
consi deri ng how many of the capsul es he had swal | owed--that he was in for sone trip

The next thing he knew, a creature from between di nensions was standi ng beside his bed
| ooki ng down at hi m di sapprovingly.

The creature had many eyes, all over it, ultra-nodern expensive-looking clothing, and rose
up eight feet high. Also, it carried an enornous scroll.

"You're going to read me ny sins,"” Charles Freck said.

The creature nodded and unseal ed the scroll

Freck said, lying helpless on his bed, "and it's going to take a hundred thousand hours."

Fixing its many conpound eyes on him the creature from between di mensions said, "W are
no longer in the nundane universe. Lower-plane categories of material existence such as 'space'
and 'tine' no longer apply to you. You have been elevated to the transcendent realm Your sins
will be read to you ceaselessly, in shifts, throughout eternity. The list will never end."

Know your deal er, Charles Freck thought, and w shed he could take back the |ast half-hour
of his life.

A thousand years later he was still lying there on his bed with the Ayn Rand book and the
letter to Exxon on his chest, listening to themread his sins to him They had gotten up to the
first grade, when he was six years old.

Ten thousand years |l ater they had reached the sixth grade.

The year he had di scovered masturbati on.

He shut his eyes, but he could still see the nulti-eyed, eight-foot-high being with its
endl ess scroll reading on and on

"And next--" it was saying.
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Charl es Freck thought, At least | got a good w ne.

12

Two days l|ater Fred, puzzled, watched Hol o- Scanner Three as his subject Robert Arctor
pul | ed a book, evidently at random from his bookshelf in the living roomof his house. Dope
stashed behind it? Fred wondered, and zoonmed the scanner lens in. O a phone nunber or address
witten in it? He could see that Arctor hadn't pulled the book to read; Arctor had just entered
the house and still wore his coat. He had a peculiar air about him tense and bumred out both at
once, a sort of dulled urgency.

The zoomar |ens of the scanner showed the page had a color photo of a man gnawing on a
woman's right nipple, with both individuals nude. The wonman was evidently having an orgasm her
eyes had half shut and her nouth hung open in a soundl ess nmopan. Maybe Arctor's using it to get off
on, Fred thought as he watched. But Arctor paid no attention to the picture; instead, he
creakingly recited sonething nystifying, partly in German obviously to puzzl e anyone overheari ng
him Maybe he i magi ned his roonmates were sonewhere in the house and wanted to bait theminto
appearing, Fred specul at ed.

No one appeared. Luckman, Fred knew from having been at the scanners a |ong while, had
dropped a bunch of reds mixed with Substance D and passed out fully dressed in his bedroom a
coupl e of steps short of his bed. Barris had left entirely.

What is Arctor doing? Fred wondered, and noted the ident code for these sections. He's
becom ng nore and nore strange. | can see now what that informant who phoned in about hi mneant.

O, he conjectured, those sentences Arctor spoke al oud could be a voice conmand to sone
el ectronic hardware he'd installed in the house. Turn on or turn off. Maybe even create an
interference field against scanning . . . such as this. But he doubted it. Doubted if it was in
any way rational or purposeful or neaningful, except to Arctor.

The guy is nuts, he thought. He really is. Fromthe day he found his cephscope sabotaged- -
certainly the day he arrived home with his car all fucked up, fucked up in such a way as to al nost
kill him-he's been dingey ever since. And to sone extent before that, Fred thought. Anyhow, ever
since the "dog-shit day," as he knew Arctor called it.

Actually, he could not blame him That, Fred reflected as he watched Arctor peel off his
coat wearily, would bl ow anyone's m nd. But npost people would phase back in. He hasn't. He's
getting worse. Reading aloud to no one nessages that don't exist and in foreign tongues.

Unl ess he's shucking me, Fred thought with uneasiness. In sone fashion figured out he's
being nonitored and is . . . covering up what he's actually doing? O just playing head ganes with
us? Time, he decided, will tell

| say he's shucking us, Fred deci ded. Some people can tell when they're being watched. A
sixth sense. Not paranoia, but a primtive instinct: what a mouse has, any hunted thing. Knows
it's being stalked. Feels_it. He's doing shit for our benefit, stringing us along. But--you
can't be sure. There are shucks on top of shucks. Layers and | ayers.

The sound of Arctor readi ng obscurely had awakened Lucknman according to the scanner
covering his bedroom Lucknman sat up groggily and listened. He then heard the noise of Arctor
droppi ng a coat hanger while hanging up his coat. Lucknman slid his long nmuscul ar | egs under him
and in one notion picked up a hand ax which he kept on the table by his bed; he stood erect and
nmoved ani mal -snmoothly toward the door of his bedroom

In the living room Arctor picked up the mail fromthe coffee table and started through
it. He tossed a large junknmail piece toward the wastebasket. It m ssed.

In his bedroom Lucknman heard that. He stiffened and raised his head as if to sniff the
air.

Arctor, reading the mail, suddenly scow ed and said, "I'Il be dipped.”

In his bedroom Luckman rel axed, set the ax down with a clank, smoothed his hair, opened
the door, and stepped out. "H . Wat's happeni ng?"

Arctor said, "I drove by the Maylar M crodot Corporation Building."

"You're shitting me."

"And," Arctor said, "they were taking an inventory. But one of the enployees evidently had
tracked the inventory outdoors on the heel of his shoe. So they were all outside there in the
Mayl ar M crodot Corporation parking ot with a pair of tweezers and lots and lots of little
magni fying gl asses. And a little paper bag."

"Any reward?" Luckman said, yawning and beating with his palns on his flat, hard gut.

"They had a reward they were offering," Arctor said. "But they lost that, too. It was a
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little tiny penny."

Luckman said, "You see very many events of this nature as you're driving al ong?"

"Only in Orange County," Arctor said.

"How | arge is the Maylar M crodot Corporation building?"

"About an inch high," Arctor said.

"How much woul d you estimate it wei ghs?"

"I ncl udi ng the enpl oyees?"

Fred sent the tape spinning ahead at fast w nd. Wen an hour had passed, according to the
meter, he halted it nmomentarily.

"--about ten pounds," Arctor was sayi ng.

"Well, how can you tell, then, when you pass by it, if it's only an inch high and only
wei ghs ten pounds?"

Arctor, now sitting on the couch with his feet up, said, "They have a big sign."

Jesus! Fred thought, and again sent the tape ahead. He halted it at only ten minutes
el apsed real tine, on a hunch

"--what's the sign | ook Iike?" Lucknman was saying. He sat on the floor, cleaning a boxfu
of grass. "Neon and like that? Colors? | wonder if |'ve seen it. Is it conspicuous?"

"Here, I'Il showit to you," Arctor said, reaching into his shirt pocket. "I brought it
home with ne."

Again Fred sent the tape at fast forward.

"--you know how you coul d snuggle mcrodots into a country wi thout them know ng?" Luckman
was sayi ng.

"Just about any way you wanted," Arctor said, |eaning back, snoking a joint. The air was

cl oudy.

"No, | nean a way they'd never flash on," Lucknman said. "It was Barris who suggested this
to ne one day, confidentially; | wasn't supposed to tell anyone, because he's putting it in his
book. "

"What book? _Conmon Househol d Dope and_--"
"No. _Sinple Ways to Smuggle Objects into the U S. and out, Depending on Wich Way You're
Going_. You snuggle it in with a shipment of dope. Like with heroin. The microdots are down inside

t he packets. Nobody'd notice, they're so snall. They won't--"
"But then some junkie'd shoot up a hit of half smack and hal f m crodots."
"Well, then, he'd be the fuckingest educated junkie you ever did see.”

"Dependi ng on what was on the mcrodots."”

"Barris had his other way to snuggl e dope across the border. You know how t he custons
guys, they ask you to declare what you have? And you can't say dope because--"

"Ckay, how?"

"Well, see, you take a huge bl ock of hash and carve it in the shape of a man. Then you
hol | ow out a section and put a wind-up notor like a clockworks in it, and a little cassette tape,
and you stand in line with it, and then just before it goes through custons you wi nd up the key
and it wal ks up to the custons man, who says to it, 'Do you have anything to declare? and the
bl ock of hash says, 'No, | don't,' and keeps on wal king. Until it runs down on the other side of
t he border."

"You could put a solar-type battery in it instead of a spring and it coul d keep wal ki ng
for years. Forever."

"What's the use of that? It'd finally reach either the Pacific or the Atlantic. In fact,
it'd wal k off the edge of the Earth, like--"

"l magi ne an Eskino village, and a six-foot-high block of hash worth about--how nmuch woul d
t hat be worth?"

"“About a billion dollars."

“"More. Two billion."

"These Eskinbs are chew ng hides and carvi ng bone spears, and this block of hash worth two
billion dollars cones wal ki ng through the snow sayi ng over and over, '"No, | don't.""

"They'd wonder what it neant by that."

"They' d be puzzled forever. There'd be |egends."

“Can you inmagine telling your grandkids, 'l sawwith my own eyes the six-foot-high block
of hash appear out of the blinding fog and wal k past, that way, worth two billion do!lars, saying,
"No, | don't." "His grandchildren would have himconmtted."

"No, see, legends build. After a few centuries they'd be saying, 'In ny forefathers' tine
one day a ninety-foot-high block of extrenely good quality Afghanistan hash worth eight trillion
dollars canme at us dripping fire and screami ng, "D e, Eskino dogs!" and we fought and fought with
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it, using our spears, and finally killed it."'
"The kids wouldn't believe that either."
"Ki ds never believe anything any nore."

"It's a downer to tell anything to a kid. | once had a kid ask ne, 'Wat was it like to
see the first autonobile? Shit, man, | was born in 1962."

“"Christ," Arctor said, "I once had a guy | knew burned out on acid ask ne that. He was
twenty-seven years old. | was only three years older than him He didn't know anything any nore.

Later on he dropped sone nore hits of acid--or what he was sold as acid--and after that he peed on
the floor and crapped on the floor, and when you said sonething to him like 'How are you, Don?'
he just repeated it after you, like a bird. 'How are you, Don?""

Si |l ence, then. Between the two joint-snoking men in the cloudy living room A |long, sonber
si | ence.

"Bob, you know sonething. . ." Luckman said at last. "I used to be the sane age as
everyone el se."
"I think so was |I," Arctor said.

"l don't know what did it."

"Sure, Luckman," Arctor said, "you know what did it to all of us."

"Well, let's not talk about it." He continued inhaling noisily, his long face sallow in
the di mmidday |ight.

One of the phones in the safe apartment rang. A scramble suit answered it, then extended
it toward Fred. "Fred."

He shut off the hol os and took the phone.

"Renenber when you were downtown | ast week?" a voice said. "Being adninistered the BG
test?"

After an interval of silence Fred said, "Yes."

"You were supposed to cone back." A pause at that end, too. "We' ve processed nore recent
material on you . . . | have taken it upon nyself to schedule you for the full standard battery of
percept tests plus other testing. Your tine for this is tonorrow, three o' clock in the afternoon
the sane room It will take about four hours in all. Do you renenber the room number?"

"No, " Fred said.

"How are you feeling?"

"Ckay," Fred said stoically.

"Any problenms? In your work or outside your work?"

"I had a fight with my girl."

"Any confusion? Are you experiencing any difficulty identifying persons or objects? Does
anyt hi ng you see appear inverted or reversed? And while |I'm asking, any space-tinme or |anguage
di sorientation?"

"No," he said glumy. "No to all the above."

"We'| | see you tonorrow at Room 203," the psychol ogi st deputy said.

"What material of mine did you find to be--"

"We'| | take that up tonorrow. Be there. Al right? And, Fred, don't get discouraged."”

dick

Well, click to you too, he thought, and hung up

Wth irritation, sensing that they were | eaning on him making himdo sonething he
resented doi ng, he snapped the holos into print-out once nore; the cubes lit up with color and the
t hr ee-di mensi onal scenes within aninmated. Fromthe aud tap nore purposel ess, frustrating--to Fred--
babbl e emer ged

"This chick," Luckman droned on, "had gotten knocked up, and she applied for an abortion
because she'd missed |ike four periods and she was conspicuously swelling up. She did nothing but
gri pe about the cost of the abortion; she couldn't get on public assistance for some reason. One
day | was over at her place, and this girl friend of hers was there telling her she only had a
hysterical pregnancy. 'You just _want_to believe you' re pregnant,’' the chick was flattering at

her. "It's a guilt trip. And the abortion, and the heavy bread it's going to cost you, that's a
penance trip.' So the chick-- | really dug her--she | ooked up calmMy and she said, 'Ckay, then if
it's a hysterical pregnancy |'ll get a hysterical abortion and pay for it with hysterical noney.'
Arctor said, "I wonder whose face is on the hysterical five-dollar bill."
"Well, who was our nost hysterical President?"

"Bill Falkes. He only _thought_ he was President."
"When did he think he served?”
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"He imagi ned he served two ternms back around 1882. Later on after a lot of therapy he came
to i magi ne he served only one term-"

Wth great fury Fred slanmed the hol os ahead two and a half hours. How |l ong does this
gar bage go on? he asked hinself. Al day? Forever?

"--s0 you take your child to the doctor, to the psychol ogist, and you tell himhow your
child screans all the tine and has tantruns." Luckman had two |lids of grass before himon the
coffee table plus a can of beer; he was inspecting the grass. "And lies; the kid lies. Mkes up
exaggerated stories. And the psychol ogi st exam nes the kid and his diagnosis is ' Madam your child
is hysterical. You have a hysterical child. But I don't know why.' And then you, the nother
there's your chance and you lay it on him 'l know why, doctor. It's because | had a hysterica
pregnancy.'" Both Luckman and Arctor |aughed, and so did JimBarris; he had returned soneti ne
during the two hours and was with them working on his funky hash pipe, wi nding white string.

Again Fred spun the tape forward a full hour.

"--this guy," Luckman was saying, manicuring a box full of grass, hunched over it as
Arctor sat across fromhim nore or | ess watching, "appeared on TV claimng to be a worl d-fanous
i npostor. He had posed at one tine or another, he told the interviewer, as a great surgeon at
Johns Hopki ns Medical College, a theoretical subnol ecul ar high-velocity particle-research
physicist on a federal grant at Harvard, as a Finnish novelist who'd won the Nobel Prize in
literature, as a deposed president of Argentina married to--"

"And he got away with all that?" Arctor asked. "He never got caught?"

"The guy never posed as any of those. He never posed as anything but a world-fanobus
i npostor. That cane out later in the L.A _Tines_--they checked up. The guy pushed a broom at
Di sneyl and, or had until he read this autobiography about this world-fanmous inpostor--there really
was one--and he said, 'Hell, | can pose as all those exotic dudes and get away with it |ike he
did,' and then he decided, 'Hell, why do that; I'Il just pose as another inpostor.' He nade a |ot
of bread that way, the _Tines_ said. Al nost as nmuch as the real world-fanous inpostor. And he said
it was a lot easier."

Barris, off to hinself in a corner winding string, said, "W see inmpostors now and then
In our lives. But not posing as subatonic physicists.”

“"Nar ks, you nean," Luckman said. "Yeah, narks. | wonder how nany narks we know. Wat's a
nark | ook |ike?"

"I't's like asking, What's an inpostor ook |like?" Arctor said. "I talked one tine to a big
hash deal er who'd been busted with ten pounds of hash in his possession. | asked himwhat the nark

who busted himl ooked |ike. You know, the--what do they call then?--buying agent that cane out and
posed as a friend of a friend and got himto sell himsone hash."

"Looked," Barris said, winding string, "just like us."

" More_ so," Arctor said. "The hash-deal er dude--he'd already been sentenced and was goi ng
in the followi ng day-- he told me, 'They have longer hair than we do.' So | guess the noral of
that is, Stay away from guys | ooking the same as us."

"There are femal e narks," Barris said.

“"I"'d like to neet a nark," Arctor said. "I nean knowi ngly. Where |I could be positive."

"Well," Barris said, "you could be positive when he claps the cuffs on you, when that day
cones. "

Arctor said, "I mean, do narks have friends? What sort of social life do they have? Do

their w ves know?"

"Nar ks don't have w ves,
cars as you pass. Like trolls.™

"What do they eat?" Arctor said

"People," Barris said.

"How coul d a guy do that?" Arctor said. "Pose as a nark?"

" What?_" both Barris and Luckman sai d together

"Shit, I'mspaced,"” Arctor said, grinning. " 'Pose as a nark'--wow." He shook his head,
gri maci ng now.

Staring at him Luckman said, "POSE AS A NARK? POSE AS A NARK? "

"My brains are scranbled today," Arctor said. "I better go crash.”

At the holos, Fred cut the tape's forward notion; all the cubes froze, and the sound

Luckman said. "They live in caves and peep out from under parked

ceased.

"Taki ng a break, Fred?" one of the other scranble suits called over to him

"Yeah," Fred said. "I'mtired. This crap gets to you after a while." He rose and got out
his cigarettes. "I can't figure out half what they're saying, |'mso tired. Tired," he added, "of

listening to them™
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"When you're actually down there with them" a scranble suit said, "it's not so bad; you
know? Like | guess you were-- on the scene itself up until now, with a cover. Right?"

"I would never hang around with creeps |like that,"” Fred said. "Saying the sanme things over
and over, like old cons. Wiy do they do what they do, sitting there shooting the bull?"

"Whay do we do what we do? This is pretty damm nobnotonous, when you get down to it."

"But we have to; this is our job. W have no choice."

"Li ke the cons," a scranble suit pointed out. "W have no choice."

Posing as a nark, Fred thought. What does that nean? Nobody knows .

Posing, he reflected, as an inpostor. One who lives under parked cars and eats dirt. Not a
wor | d- f ambus surgeon or novelist or politician: nothing that anyone woul d care to hear about on
TV. No life that anyone in their right mnd

I resenble that worm which crawl s t hrough dust,
Lives in the dust, eats dust
Until a passerby's foot crushes it.

Yes, that expresses it, he thought. That poetry. Luckman nust have read it to ne, or maybe
| read it in school. Funny what the m nd pops up. Renenbers.

Arctor's freaky words still stuck in his mnd, even though he had shut off the tape.
wish | could forget it, he thought. | wish | could, for a while, forget _him.

"I get the feeling," Fred said, "that sonetimes | know what they' re going to say before
they say it. Their exact words."

"It's called _déja vu_," one of the scranble suits agreed. "Let ne give you a few
pointers. Run the tape ahead over |onger break-intervals, not an hour but, say, six hours. Then
run it back if there's nothing until you hit something. Back, you see, rather than forward. That
way you don't get into the rhythmof their flow Six or even eight ahead, then big junps back

You'll get the hang of it pretty soon, you'll get so you can sense when you' ve got niles and
m | es of nothing or when sonewhere you' ve got sonething useful."
"And you won't really listen at all,"” the other scranmble suit said, "until you do actually

hit something. Like a nother when she's asl eep--nothing wakes her, even a truck going by, unti
she hears her baby cry. That wakes her--that alerts her. No matter how faint that cry is. The
unconscious is selective, when it learns what to listen for."

“I know," Fred said. "I've got two kids."

" Boys?"

"Grls," he said. "Two little girls."

"That's allll riiight," one of the scranble suits said. "I have one girl, a year old."

"No nanes pl ease," the other scranble suit said, and they all laughed. Alittle.
Anyhow, there is an item Fred said to hinself, to extract fromthe total tape and pass
along. That cryptic statenment about "posing as a nark." The other men in the house with Arctor--it

surprised them too. When | go in tonorrow at three, he thought, I'lIl take a print of that--aud
al one woul d do--and discuss it with Hank, along with what el se | obtain between now and then
But even if that's all |'ve got to show Hank, he thought, it's a beginning. Shows, he

thought, that this around-thecl ock scanning of Arctor is not a waste.

It shows, he thought, that | was right.

That remark was a slip. Arctor blewit.

But what it meant he did not yet know.

But we will, he said to hinself, find out. W will keep on Bob Arctor until he drops.
Unpl easant as it is to have to watch and listen to himand his pals all the tinme. Those pals of
his, he thought, are as bad as he is. Howd | ever sit around in that house with themall that
tinme? What a way to live a life; what, as the other officer said just now, an endl ess nothing.

Down there, he thought, in the murk, the nurk of the mnd and the nurk outside as well;
murk everywhere. Thanks to what they are: that kind of individual

Carrying his cigarette, he wal ked back to the bathroom shut and | ocked the door, then,

frominside the cigarette package, he got out ten tabs of death. Filling a D xie cup with water
he dropped all ten tabs. He w shed he had brought nore tabs with him Wll, he thought, | can drop
a few nmore when | get through work, when | get back hone. Looking at his watch, he tried to
conpute how long that would be. His mind felt fuzzy; how the hell long will it be? he asked
hi nsel f, wonderi ng what had becone of his tine sense. Watching the holos has fucked it up, he
realized. | can't tell what tine it is at all any nore.

| feel like I've dropped acid and then gone through a car wash, he thought. Lots of

titanic whirling soapy brushes comng at nme; dragged along by a chain into tunnels of black foam
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What a way to nake a living, he thought, and unl ocked the bathroom door to go back--reluctantly--
to work.

When he turned on the tape-transport once nore, Arctor was saying, "--as near as | can
figure out, God is dead."

Luckman answered, "I didn't know He was sick."

"Now that ny Ads is laid up indefinitely," Arctor said, "l've decided |I should sell it

and buy a Henway."
"What's a Henway?" Barris said.
To hinsel f Fred said, About three pounds.
"About three pounds,” Arctor said.

The following afternoon at three o' clock two nedical officers--not the sane two--
admini stered several tests to Fred, who was feeling even worse than he had the day before.

"In rapid succession you will see a nunber of objects with which you should be faniliar
pass in sequence before--first--your left eye and then your right. At the sane time, on the
illum nated panel directly before you, outline reproductions will appear simnultaneously of severa
such famliar objects, and you are to match, by nmeans of the punch pencil, what you consider to be
the correct outline reproduction of the actual object visible at that instant. Now, these objects
will nove by you very rapidly, so do not hesitate too long. You will be time-scored as well as
scored for accuracy. Ckay?"

"Ckay," Fred said, punch pencil ready.

A whol e flock of familiar objects jogged past himthen, and he punched away at the
illum nated photos below. This took place for his left eye, and then it all happened again for his
right.

"Next, with your left eye covered, a picture of a fanmliar object will be flashed to your
right eye. You are to reach with your left hand, repeat, left hand, into a group of objects and
find the one whose picture you saw. "

"Okay," Fred said. A picture of a single die was flashed; with his left hand he groped
around anmong smal |l objects placed before himuntil he found a die.

"I'n the next test, several letters which spell out a word will be available to your |eft
hand, unseen. You will feel themand then, with your right hand, wite out the word the letters
spell."

He did that. They spelled HOT.

"Now nane the world spelled."”

So he said, "Hot."

"Next, you will reach into this absolutely dark box and with both eyes covered, and with
your |left hand touch an object in order to identify it. Then tell us what the object is, wthout
having seen it visually. After that you will be shown three objects sonmewhat resenbling one
another, and you will tell us which of the three that you see nost resenbles the object you
manual |y touched."

"Ckay," Fred said, and he did that then, and other tests, for alnost an hour. Gope, tell
| ook at with one eye, select. Gope, tell, look at with the other eye, select. Wite down, draw.

“In this following test you will, with your eyes again covered, reach out and feel an
object with each hand. You are to tell us if the object presented to your left hand is identica
to the object presented to your right."

He did that.

"Here in rapid succession are pictures of triangles in various positions. You are to tell
us if it is the same triangle or--"

After two hours they had himfit conplicated blocks into conplicated holes and timed him
doing this. He felt as if he was in first grade again, and screw ng up. Doing worse than he had
then. Mss Frinkel, he thought; old Mss Frinkel. She used to stand there and watch ne do this
shit back then, flashing nme "Die!" messages, like they say in transactional analysis. Die. Do not
be. Wtch nessages. A whole bunch of them wuntil | did finally luck up. Probably M ss Frinkel was
dead by now. Probably sonebody had nanaged to flash her a "Die!" nessage back, and it had caught.
He hoped so. Maybe it had been one of his. As with the psych testers now, he flashed such nessages
ri ght back

It didn't seemto be doing much good now. The test continued.

"What is wong with this picture? One object anbng the others does not belong. You are to
mar k- -"

He did that. And then it was actual objects, one of which did not bel ong; he was supposed
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to reach out and nanual ly renove the offendi ng object, and then, when the test was over, pick up
all the offending objects froma variety of "sets," as they were called, and say what
characteristic, if any, all the offending objects had in conmon: if they constituted a "set."

He was still trying to do that when they called time and ended the battery of testing and
told himto go have a cup of coffee and wait outside until called.

After an interval--which seened damm long to him-a tester appeared and said, "One nore
thing, Fred--we want a sanple of your blood." He gave hima slip of paper: a lab requisition. "Go
down the hall to the room nmarked ' Pathol ogy Lab' and give themthis and then after they have taken
a bl ood sanple cone back here again and wait."

"Sure," he said glumy, and shuffled off with the requisition

Traces in the blood, he realized. They're testing for that.

When he had gotten back to Room 203 fromthe pathol ogy | ab he rounded up one of the
testers and said, "Wuld it be all right if |I went upstairs to confer with your superior while I'm

wai ting for your results? He'll be taking off for the day soon.”

"Affirmative," the psych tester said. "Since we decided to have a bl ood sanple taken, it
will be longer before we can make our eval uation; yes, go ahead. We'll phone upstairs when we're
ready for you back here. Hank, is it?"

"Yes," Fred said. "I'Il be upstairs with Hank."

The psych tester said, "You certainly seem nuch nore depressed today than you did when we
first saw you."

"Pardon?" Fred said.

"The first tinme you were in. Last week. You were kidding and | aughi ng. Although very
tense."

Gazing at him Fred realized this was one of the two nedical deputies he had originally
encountered. But he said nothing; he nerely grunted and then left their office, made his way to
the el evator. \What a downer, he thought. This whole thing. | wonder which of the two nedica
deputies it is, he wondered. The one with the handl e-bar nustache or the other . . . | guess the
other. This one has no nustache.

"You will manually feel this object with your left hand," he said to hinself, "and at the
same tine you will look at it with your right. And then in your own words you will tell us--" He
coul d not think out any nore nonsense. Not w thout their help.

Wien he entered Hank's office he found another man, not in a scranble suit, seated in the
far corner, facing Hank.

Hank said, "This is the informant who phoned in about Bob Arctor using the grid--I
mentioned him"

"Yes," Fred said, standing there unnoving.

"This man agai n phoned in, with nore informati on about Bob Arctor; we told himhe'd have
to step forth and identify hinmself. W challenged himto appear down here and he did. Do you know
hi "

"Sure | do," Fred said, staring at JimBarris, who sat grinning and fiddling with a pair
of scissors. Barris appeared ill at ease and ugly. Super ugly, Fred thought, with revul sion
"You're Janmes Barris, aren't you?" he said. "Have you ever been arrested?"

"Hs |.D. shows himto be James R Barris," Hank said, "and that is who he clainms to be."
He added, "He has no arrest record."”

"What does he want?" To Barris, Fred said, "Wat's your information?"

"I have evidence," Barris said in a |low voice, "that M. Arctor is part of a |large secret
covert organization, well funded, with arsenals of weapons at their disposal, using code words,
probably dedicated to the overthrow of--"

"That part is speculation,” Hank interrupted. "Wat you suppose it's up to? Wiat's your
evi dence? Now don't give us anything that is not firsthand."

"Have you ever been sent to a nental hospital ?" Fred said to Barris.

"No," Barris said.

"WIl you sign a sworn, notarized statenent at the D.A 's office,” Fred continued,
"regardi ng your evidence and information? WIl you be willing to appear in court _under oath_ and--

"He has already indicated he would," Hank interrupted.

"My evidence," Barris said, "which | nostly don't have with ne today, but which | can
produce, consists of tape recordings | have made of Robert Arctor's phone conversations. | mean,
conversations when he didn't know | was listening."
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"What is this organization?" Fred said.

"I believe it to be--" Barris began, but Hank waved himoff. "It is political," Barris
said, perspiring and trenbling a little, but |ooking pleased, "and against the country. From
out side. An eneny against the US."

Fred said, "What is Arctor's relationship with the source of Substance D?"

Blinking, then licking his Iip and grimacing, Barris said, "It is in ny--" He broke off.
"When you exanine all ny information you will--that is, my evidence--you will undoubtedly conclude
that Substance D is produced by a foreign nation deternmned to overthrow the U S. and that M.
Arctor has his hands deep within the machinery of this--"

"Can you tell us specific nanes of anyone else in this organization?" Hank said. "Persons
Arctor has net with? You understand that giving false information to the |l egal authorities is a
crime and if you do so you can and probably will be cited."

"l understand that," Barris said.

"Who has Arctor conferred with?" Hank said.

"A Mss Donna Haw horne,"” Barris said. "On various pretexts he goes over to her place and
colludes with her regularly."

Fred | aughed. " Colludes_. Wat do you nean?"

"l have followed him" Barris said, speaking slowy and distinctly, "in ny own can.
Wt hout his know edge."

"He goes there often?" Hank said.

"Yes, sir," Barris said. "Very often. As often as--"

"She's his girl,"” Fred said.

Barris said, "M. Arctor also--"

Turning to Fred, Hank said, "You think there's any substance in this?"

"We should definitely | ook at his evidence," Fred said.

"Bring in your evidence," Hank instructed Barris. "All of it. Names we want nost of all--
nanes, |icense-plate nunbers, phone nunbers. Have you ever seen Arctor deeply involved in | arge
anounts of drugs? More than a user's?"

"Certainly," Barris said.
"What types?"
"Several kinds. | have sanples. | carefully took sanples . . . for you to analyze. | can

bring themin too. Quite a bit, and varied."

Hank and Fred gl anced at each other.

Barris, sightiessly gazing straight ahead, smnil ed.

"I's there anything else you want to say at this tinme?" Hank said to Barris. To Fred he
sai d, "Maybe we should send an officer with himto get his evidence." Meaning, To nake sure he
doesn't panic and split, doesn't try to change his nmind and pull out.

"There is one thing | would like to say," Barris said. "M. Arctor is an addict, addicted
to Substance D, and his nmind is deranged now. It has slowly becone deranged over a period of tinme,
and he is dangerous."”

" Dangerous_," Fred echoed.

“"Yes," Barris declared. "He is already having epi sodes such as occur wth brain danage
from Substance D. The optic chiasm nust be deteriorated, since a weak ipsilateral conponent
But also--" Barris cleared his throat. "Deterioration, as well, in the corpus callosum"

"This kind of unsupported specul ation,"” Hank said, "as | already inforned you, warned you
is worthless. Anyhow, we will send an officer with you to get your evidence. Al right?"

Ginning, Barris nodded. "But naturally--"

"We'll arrange for an officer out of uniform"

"I mght--" Barris gestured. "Be nurdered. M. Arctor, as | say--"

Hank nodded. "All right, M. Barris, we appreciate this, and your extreme risk, and if it
works out, if your information is of significant value in obtaining a conviction in court, then
natural ly--"

"I"'mnot here for that reason,” Barris said. "The man is sick. Brai n-damaged. From
Subst ance D. The reason | am here--"

"W don't care why you're here," Hank said. "W only care whether your evidence and
material anmount to anything. The rest is your pnoblem"

"Thank you, sir," Barris said, and grinned and gri nned.

13
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Back at Room 203, the police psychology testing lab, Fred listened without interest as his
test results were explained to himby both the psychol ogi sts.

"You show what we regard nore as a conpetition phenonmenon than inpairnent. Sit down."

"Ckay," Fred said stoically, sitting down.

"Conpetition," the other psychol ogi st said, "between the left and right hen spheres of
your brain. It's not so nuch a single signal, defective or contam nated; it's nore |like two
signals that interfere with each other by carrying conflicting information."

"Normally," the other psychol ogi st expl ained, "a person uses the |eft hem sphere. The self-
system or ego, or consciousness, is located there. It is dom nant, because it's in the |eft
hem sphere al ways that the speech center is located; nore precisely, bilateralization involves a
verbal ability on valency in the left, with spatial abilities in the right. The left can be
conmpared to a digital conmputer; the right to an analogic. So bilateral function is not nere
duplication; both percept systems nonitor and process incoming data differently. But for you
neit her hem sphere is dom nant and they do _not_ act in a conpensatory fashion, each to the other.
One tells you one thing, the other another.™

"It's as if you have two fuel gauges on your car," the other man said, "and one says your
tank is full and the other registers enpty. They can't both be right. They conflict. But it's--in
your case--not one functioning and one nal functioning; it's . . . Here's what | nean. Both gauges
study exactly the same amount of fuel: the sanme fuel, the sane tank. Actually they test the sane
thing. You as the driven have only an indirect relationship to the fuel tank, via the gauge on, in
your case, gauges. In fact, the tank could fall off entirely and you woul dn't know until sone
dashboard indicator told you or finally the engi ne stopped. There should never be two gauges
reporting conflicting infornmation, because as soon as that happens you have no know edge of the
condition being reported on _at all . This is not the same as a gauge and a backup gauge, where
t he backup one cuts in when the regular one fouls up."

Fred said, "So what does this nean?"

"I"'msure you know al ready," the psychologist to the left said. "You' ve been experiencing
it, without knowi ng why on what it is.”

"The two hemi spheres of ny brain are conpeting?" Fred said.

"Yes."

"\ 2"

"Substance D. It often causes that, functionally. This is what we expected; this is what
the tests confirm Damage having taken place in the normally dominant |eft hem sphere, the right
hem sphere is attenpting to conpensate for the inpairnent. But the twin functions do not fuse,
because this is an abnormal condition the body isn't prepared for. It should never happen. _Cross-
cuing , we call it. Related to splitbrain phenonena. W could performa right heni spherectony, but-

"WII this go away," Fred interrupted, "when | get off Substance D?"

"Probably," the psychol ogist on the left said, nodding. "It's a functional inpairnment."

The other man said, "It may be organic danmage. It may be permanent. Tine'll tell, and only
after you are off Substance D for a long while. And off entirely."

"What ?" Fred said. He did not understand the answer-- was it yes or no? Was he damaged
forever or not? Wiich had they said?

"Even if it's brain-tissue damage," one of the psychol ogists said, "there are experinents
going on now in the renoval of small sections fromeach hem sphere, to abort conpeting gestalt-
processing. They believe eventually this may cause the original hem sphere to regain dom nance.”

"However, the problemthere is that then the individual may only receive _partial _

i mpressi ons--inconm ng sense data-- for the rest of his life. Instead of two signals, he gets half
a signal. Wiich is equally inpairing, in ny opinion."

"Yes, but partial nonconpeting function is better than no function, since twin conpeting
Cross-cui ng anounts to zero recept form"

"You see, Fred," the other nman said, "you no |onger have--"

“I will never drop any Substance D again," Fred said. "For the rest of ny life."

"How nmuch are you droppi ng now?"

"Not much." After an interval he said, "Mre, recently. Because of job stress."

"They undoubtedly should relieve you of your assignnents," one psychol ogi st said. "Take
you of f everything. You _are_inpaired, Fred. And will be a while longer. At the very least. After
that, no one can be sure. You may nmake a full coneback; you may not."

"How cone," Fred grated, "that even if both heni spheres of ny brain are dom nant they

don't receive the sane stinuli? Wiy can't their two whatevers be synchronized, |ike stereo sound
is?"
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Si |l ence.

"I mean," he said, gesturing, "the left hand and the right hand when they grip an object,
the sane object, should--"

"Left-handedness versus right-handedness, as for exanple what is neant by those terns
with, say, a mirror inmage--in which the |l eft hand 'becones' the right hand . . ." The psychol ogi st
| eaned down over Fred, who did not |ook up. "How would you define a | eft-hand gl ove conpared to a
ri ght-hand gl ove so a person who had no know edge of those terns could tell you which you neant?
And not get the other? The nmirror opposite?"

"A left-hand gl ove . " Fred said, and then stopped.

"It is as if one hem sphere of your brain is perceiving the world as reflected in a
mrror_. Through a mrror. See? So |eft becomes right, and all that that inplies. And we don't
know yet what that does inply, to see the world reversed |ike that. Topol ogically speaking, a left-
hand glove is a right-hand glove _pulled through infinity_."

"Through a mirror," Fred said. A darkened mirror, he thought; a darkened scanner. And St
Paul meant, by a mirror, not a glass mrror--they didn't have those then--but a reflection of
hi nsel f when he | ooked at the polished bottomof a netal pan. Luckman, in his theol ogica
readi ngs, had told himthat. Not through a telescope on |lens system which does not reverse, not
t hrough anyt hing but seeing his own face reflected back up at him reversed--pulled through
infinity. Like they're telling nme. It is not _through_ glass but as reflected _back_ by a gl ass.
And that reflection that returns to you: it is you, it is your face, but it isn't. And they didn't
have caneras in those old days, and so that's the only way a person saw hi nsel f: backward

I have seen nysel f backward

I have in a sense begun to see the entire universe backward. Wth the other side of ny

brai n!

"Topol ogy," one psychol ogi st was saying. "Alittle-understood science or nmath, whichever.
As with the black holes in space, how-"

"Fred is seeing the world frominside out," the other nan was declaring at the sane
monment. "Fromin front and from behind both, | guess. It's hard for us to say how it appears to
him Topology is the branch of math that investigates the properties of a geonetric or other
configuration that are unaltered if the thing is subjected to a one-to-one, _any_ oneto-o0ne,
continuous transformation. But applied to psychology . . ."

"And when that occurs to objects, who knows what they're going to | ook Iike then? They'd
be unrecogni zable. As when a primtive sees a photograph of hinself the first time, he doesn't
recogni ze it as hinself. Even though he's seen his reflection many tines, in streans, fromneta
obj ects. Because his reflection is reversed and the photograph of hinself isn't. So he doesn't
know it's the identical person.”

"He's accustoned only to the reverse reflected i mage and thinks he |l ooks |ike that."

"COften a person hearing his own voice played back--"

"That's different. That has to do with the resonance in the sinus--"

"Maybe it's you fuckers,"” Fred said, "who' ne seeing the universe backward, like in a
mrror. Maybe | see it right."

"You see it _both_ways."

"Which is the--"

A psychol ogi st said, "They used to tal k about seeing only 'reflections' of reality. Not
reality itself. The main thing wong with a reflection is not that it isn't real, _but that it's
reversed . | wonder."” He had an odd expression. "Parity. The scientific principle of parity.

Uni verse and reflected image, the latter we take for the fornmer, for sone reason . . . because we

lack bilateral parity."”

"Whereas a photograph can conpensate for the lack of bilateral hem spheric parity; it's
not the object but it's not reversed, so that objection would make phot ographic i mages not inmages
at all but the true form Reverse of a reverse."

"But a photo can get accidentally reversed, too, if the negative is flipped--printed
backward; you usually can tell only if there's witing. But not with a nan's face. You coul d have
two contact prints of a given man, one reversed, one not. A person who'd never nmet himcoul dn't
tell which was correct, but he could see they were different and coul dn't be superinposed."

"There, Fred, does that show you how compl ex the problem of fornulating the distinction
between a | eft-hand gl ove and--"

"Then shall it cone to pass the saying that is witten," a voice said. "Death is swall owed
up. In victory." Perhaps only Fred heard it. "Because," the voice said, "as soon as the witing
appears backward, then you know which is illusion and which is not. The confusion ends, and death,

the |l ast eneny, Substance Death, is swallowed not down into the body but up--in victory. Behold, |
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tell you the sacred secret now. _we shall not all sleep in death_."

The nystery, he thought, the explanation, he neans. O a secret. A sacred secret. W shal
not die.

The reflections shall |eave
And it will happen fast.

We shall all be changed, and by that he neans reversed back, suddenly. In the

twi nkling of an eye!

Because, he thought glumy as he watched the police psychologists witing their
concl usions and signing them we are fucking backward right now, | guess, every one of us;
everyone and every damnm thing, and distance, and even tine. But how | ong, he thought, when a print
is being made, a contact print, when the photographer discovers he's got the negative reversed,
how | ong does it take to flip it? To reverse it again so it's like it's supposed to be?

A fraction of a second.

| understand, he thought, what that passage in the Bible nmeans, Through a gl ass darkly.
But ny percept systemis as fucked up as ever. Like they say. | understand but am hel pl ess to help
nmysel f.

Maybe, he thought, since | see both ways at once, correctly and reversed, |I'mthe first
person in hurman history to have it flipped and not-flipped simnultaneously, and so get a glinpse of
what it'll be when it's right. Although |I've got the other as well, the regular. And which is
whi ch?

VWi ch is reversed and which is not?

When do | see a photograph, when a reflection?

And how nuch allotnent for sick pay or retirenent or disability do | get while | dry out?
he asked hinself, feeling horror already, deep dread and col dness everywhere. We kalt ist es in
di esem unterirdi schen Gewdl be! Das ist naturlich, es ist jatief_. And | have to withdraw fromthe
shit. |I've seen people go through that. Jesus Christ, he thought, and shut his eyes.

"That may sound |ike netaphysics,” one of themwas saying, "but the nmath people say we may
be on the verge of a new cosnol ogy so rmuch--"

The other said excitedly, "The infinity of tine, which is expressed as eternity, as a
| oop! Like a | oop of cassette tape!"

He had an hour to kill before he was supposed to be back in Hank's office, to listen to
and inspect JimBarris's evidence.

The building's cafeteria attracted him so he wal ked that way, anmong those in uniform and
those in scranble suits and those in slacks and ties.

Meanwhi | e, the psychol ogi sts' findings presunably were being taken up to Hank. They woul d
be there when he arrived.

This will give ne tine to think, he reflected as he wandered into the cafeteria and |ined
up. Time. Suppose, he thought, time is round, like the Earth. You sail west to reach India. They
| augh at you, but finally there's India in front, not behind. In time--nmaybe the Crucifixion lies
ahead of us as we all sail along, thinking it's back east.

Ahead of hima secretary. Tight blue sweater, no bra, alnost no skirt. It felt nice,
checki ng her out; he gazed on and on, and finally she noticed himand edged off with her tray.

The First and Second Com ng of Christ the sanme event, he thought; tinme a cassette | oop. No
wonder they were sure it'd happen, He'd be back

He watched the secretary's behind, but then he realized that she could not possibly be
noti ci ng hi mback as he noticed her because in his suit he had no face and no ass. But she senses
my schem ng on her, he decided. Any chick with legs like that would sense it a lot, fromevery
man.

You know, he thought, in this scranble suit | could hit her over the head and bang her
forever and who'd know who did it? How coul d she identify ne?

The crinmes one could conmit in these suits, he pondered. Also |esser trips, short of
actual crinmes, which you never did; always wanted to but never did.

"Mss," he said to the girl in the tight blue sweater, "you certainly have nice |egs. But
| suppose you recogni ze that or you wouldn't be wearing a mcroskirt like that."

The girl gasped. "Eh," she said. "Oh, now | know who you are."

"You do?" he said, surprised.

"Pete Wckam" the girl said

"What ?" he sai d.

"Aren't you Pete Wckan? You always are sitting across fromme--aren't you, Pete?"
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"Am | the guy," he said, "who's always sitting there and studying your |egs and schem ng a
| ot about you know what ?"

She nodded.

"Do | have a chance?" he said.

"Well, it depends."

"Can | take you out to dinner some night?"
"l guess so."

"Can | have your phone nunber? So | can call you?"
The girl murmured, "You give nme yours."

"Il give it to you," he said, "if you'll sit with nme right now, here, and have whatever
you're having with me while |I'm having ny sandwi ch and coffee."
“"No, |I've got a girl friend over there--she's waiting."

“I could sit with you anyhow, both of you."

"We're going to discuss sonething private."

"Ckay," he said.

"Well, then I'Il see you, Pete." She noved off down the line with her tray and fl atware
and napki n.

He obtai ned his coffee and sandwi ch and found an enpty table and sat by hinsel f, dropping
little bits of sandwich into the coffee and staring down at it.

They' re fucking going to pull nme off Arctor, he decided. 1'll be in Synanon or New Path or
sonme place like that withdrawing and they'|ll station someone el se to watch himand eval uate him
Some asshol e who doesn't know jack shit about Arctor--they'll have to start all over fromthe
begi nni ng.

At least they can let ne evaluate Barris's evidence, he thought. Not put nme on tensuspens
until after we go over that stuff, whatever it is.

If I did bang her and she got pregnant, he runinated, the babies--no faces. Just blurs. He
shi ver ed.

I know |'ve got to be taken off. But why necessarily right away? If | could do a few nore
things . . . process Barris's info, participate in the decision. O even just sit there and see
what he's got. Find out for ny own satisfaction finally what Arctor is up to. Is he anything? Is
he not? They owe it to nme to allow ne to stay on long enough to find that out.

If I could just listen and watch, not say anything.

He sat there on and on, and later he noticed the girl in the tight blue sweater and her
girl friend, who had short black hair, get up fromtheir table and start to | eave. The girl
friend, who wasn't too foxy, hesitated and then approached Fred where he sat hunched over his
cof fee and sandwi ch fragnents.

"Pete?" the short-haired girl said.

He gl anced up

"Um Pete," she said nervously. "I just have a sec. Un, Ellen wanted to tell you this,
but she chi ckened out. Pete, she would have gone out with you a long tine ago, |ike maybe a nonth
ago, |like back in March even. If--"

"“If what?" he said.

"Well, she wanted ne to tell you that for some tine she's wanted to clue you into the fact

that you' d do a whole lot better if you used Iike, say, Scope."

"I wish | had known," he said, without enthusiasm

"Ckay, Pete,"” the girl said, relieved now and departing. "Catch you later.” She hurried
of f, grinning.

Poor fucking Pete, he thought to hinself. Was that for neal ? O just a m nd-bl owi ng put-
down of Pete by a pair of nalice-head types who cooked it up seeing him-ne--sitting here al one.
Just a nasty little dig to-- Aw, the hell with it, he thought.

O it could be true, he decided as he wi ped his mouth, crunpled up his napkin, and got
heavily to his feet. | wonder if St. Paul had bad breath. He wandered fromthe cafeteria, his
hands agai n shoved down in his pockets. Scranble suit pockets first and then inside that neal suit
pockets. Maybe that's why Paul was always in jail the latter part of his life. They threw himin
for that.

M ndfucking trips like this always get laid on you at a tinme like this, he thought as he
left the cafeteria. She dunped that on nme on top of all the other bunmmers today--the big one out
of the conposite wi sdom of the ages of psychologicaltesting pontification. That and then this.
Shit, he thought. He felt even worse now than he had before; he could hardly wal k, hardly think
his mnd buzzed wi th confusion. Confusion and despair. Anyhow, he thought, Scope isn't any good;
Lavoris is better. Except when you spit it out it looks |like you' re spitting blood. Maybe Mcrin,
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he thought. That night be best.

If there was a drugstore in this building, he thought, |I could get a bottle and use it
before I go upstairs to face Hank. That way--maybe |'d feel nore confident. Maybe |'d have a
better chance.

| could use, he reflected, anything that'd help, anything at all. Any hint, like fromthat
girl, any suggestion. He felt dismal and afraid. _Shit_, he thought, what am| going to do?_

If I"'moff everything, he thought, then I'll never see any of them again, any of ny
friends, the people | watched and knew. 1'll be out of it; 1'll be naybe retired the rest of mny
life--anyhow, |'ve seen the last of Arctor and Luckman and Jerry Fabin and Charl es Freck and nost
of all Donna Hawthorne. 1'll never see any of ny friends again, for the rest of eternity. It's

over.
Donna. He renmenbered a song his great-uncle used to sing years ago, in German. " _|ch seh'
wie em Engel imrosigen Duft/Sich trostend zur Seite mir stellet_," which his great-uncle had
explained to himmeant "I see, dressed like an angel, standing by ny side to give me confort," the
woman he | oved, the woman who saved him(in the song). In the song, not inreal life. H's great-
uncl e was dead, and it was a long tinme ago he'd heard those words. His great-uncle, Germanborn

singing in the house, or reading al oud.

_Gott! Welch Dunkel hier! 0 grauen voile Stillel
Qd'" ist es ummch her. Nichts | ebet auszer mr_.

God, how dark it is here, and totally silent.
Not hi ng but me lives in this vacuum.

Even if his brain's not burned out, he realized, by the tine |I'm back on duty sonebody

el se will have been assigned to them O they' Il be dead or in the bucket or in federal clinics or
just scattered, scattered, scattered. Burned out and destroyed, like ne, unable to figure out what
the fuck is happening. It has reached an end in any case, anyhow, for ne. |'ve w thout knowi ng it
al ready sai d good- by.

Al | could ever do sonetinme, he thought, is play the hol otapes back, to renenber.

"I ought to go to the safe apartnent . . ." He glanced around and becane silent. | ought
to go to the safe apartnent and rip themoff now, he thought. Wiile | can. Later they might be
erased, and later | would not have access. Fuck the department, he thought; they can bill ne

agai nst the back salary. By every ethical consideration those tapes of that house and the people
init belong to ne.

And now those tapes, they're all I've got left out of all this; that's all | can hope to
carry away.

But al so, he thought rapidly, to play the tapes back | need the entire holo transport cube-

projection resolution systemthere in the safe apartnent. 1'll need to dissenble it and cart it
out of there piece by piece The scanners and recording assenblies | won't need; just transport,
pl ayback conponents, and especially all the cube-projection gear. | can do it bit by bit; | have a
key to that apartnent. They'll require nme to turn in the key, but | can get a dupe nmade right here

before I turn it in; it's a conventional Schlage |ock key. Then | can do it! He felt better
realizing this; he felt grimand noral and a little angry. At everyone. Pleasure at how he woul d
make matters okay.

On the other hand, he thought, if | ripped off the scanners and recordi ng heads and |ike
that, I could go on nonitoring. On my own. Keep surveillance alive, as |'ve been doing. For a
while at least. But | nean, everything in life is just for a while--as witness this.

The surveillance, he thought, essentially should be naintained. And, if possible, by ne.
shoul d al ways be wat ching, watching and figuring out, even if | never do anything about what |
see; even if | just sit there and observe silently, not seen: that is inportant, that | as a
wat cher of all that happens should be at ny place.

Not for their sake. For mne

Yeah, he amended, for theirs too. In case sonething happens, |ike when Luckman choked. If
soneone is watching-- if | amwatching--1 can notice and get hel p. Phone for help. Bring
assistance to themright away, the right Kind.

O herwi se, he thought, they could die and no one woul d be the w ser. Know or even fucking
care.

In wetched little lives |ike that, someone nust intervene. Or at |east mark their sad
com ngs and goings. Mark and if possible pernmanently record, so they'll be renmenbered. For a
better day, later on, when people w |l understand.
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In Hank's office he sat with Hank and a uniformed officer and the sweating, grinning
informant JimBarris, while one of Barris's cassette tapes played on the table in front of them
Beside it, a second cassette recorded what it was playing, for a departnment duplicate.

“. . . Ch, hi. Look, I can't talk."

“When, then?"

"Call you back."

"This can't wait."

"Well, what is it?"

"W intend to--"

Hank reached out, signaling to Barris to halt the tape. "Wuld you identify the voices for
us, M. Barris?" Hank said.

"Yes," Barris eagerly agreed. "The fermale's voice is Donna Hawthorne, the male's is Robert
Arctor."

"Al'l right," Hank said nodding, then glancing at Fred. He had Fred's nedical report before
himand was glancing at it. "Go ahead with your tape."

". . . half of Southern California tonorrow night,” the nmale's voice, identified by the
infornmant as Bob Arctor's, continued. "The Air Force Arsenal at Vandenberg AFB will be hit for
aut onati c and seni automati ¢ weapons--"

Hank stopped reading the nmedical report and |istened, cocking his scranble-suit-blurred

head.

To hinmself and nowto all in the room Barris grinned; his fingers fiddled with paper
clips taken fromthe table, fiddled and fiddled, as if knitting with netal webs of wine, knitting
and fiddling and sweating and knitting.

The fenale, identified as Donna Hawt horne, said, "Wat about that disorientation drug the
bi kers ripped off for us? When do we carry that crud up to the watershed area to--"

"The organi zati on needs the weapons first," the male's voice explained. "That's step B."

"Ckay, but now | gotta go; | got a custoner."”
_Cick. dick_.
Barris aloud, shifting in his chair, said, "I can identify the biker gang nentioned. It is

menti oned on anot her--"

“You have nore material of this sort?" Hank said. "To build up background? O is this tape
substantially it?"

“"Much nore."

"But it's this sane sort of thing."

"It refers, yes, to the sane conspiratorial organization and its plans, yes. This
particular plot."

"Who are these peopl e?" Hank said. "Wat organization?"

"They are a world-w de--"

"Their names. You're specul ating."

"Robert Arctor, Donna Haw horne, primarily. | have coded notes here, too . " Barris
funbl ed with a grubby notebook, half dropping it as he tried to open it.

Hank said, "I'minpounding all this stuff here, M. Barris, tapes and what you've got.
Tenporarily they're our property. W'll go over them ourselves."

"My handwriting, and the enciphered material which I--"

"You'll be on hand to explain it to us when we get to that point or feel we want anything

expl ai ned. " Hank signaled the uniformed cop, not Barris, to shut off the cassette. Barris reached
toward it. At once the cop stopped himand pushed hi mback. Barris, blinking, gazed around, stil
fixedly smling. "M. Barris," Hank said, "you will not be rel eased, pending our study of this
material. You' re being charged, as a formality to keep you available, with giving fal se
information to the authorities knowingly. This is, of course, only a pretext for your own safety,
and we all realize that, but the formal change will be |odged anyhow. It will be passed on to the
D.A. but marked for hold. Is that satisfactory?" He did not wait for an answer; instead, he
signaled the uniforned cop to take Barris out, |eaving the evidence and shit and whatnot on the
tabl e.

The cop led grinning Barris out. Hank and Fred sat facing each other across the littered
tabl e. Hank said nothing; he was readi ng the psychol ogi sts' findings.

After an interval he picked up his phone and dial ed an inbuilding nunber. "1've got sone
uneval uated material here--1 want you to go over it and determi ne how much of it is fake. Let me
know about that, and then I'Il tell you what to do with it next. It's about twelve pounds; you'l
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need one cardboard box, size three. Okay, thanks." He hung up. "The electronics and cnypto |lab,"
he i nfornmed Fred, and resumed readi ng.

Two heavily arnmed uniformed | ab technicians appeared, bringing with thema | ock-type stee
cont ai ner.

"We could only find this,"” one of them apol ogized as they canefully filled it with the
itens on the table.

"Who' s down t here?"

"Hurley."

"Have Hurley go over this sonetinme today for sure, and report when he's got a spurious
i ndex-factor for ne. It nust be today; tell himthat."

The | ab technicians | ocked the netal box and lugged it out of the office.

Tossing the nedical -findings report on the table, Hank | eaned back and said, "Wat do you--
Ckay, what's your response to Barris's evidence so far?"

Fred said, "That is my medical report you have there, isn't it?" He reached to pick it up
then changed his mind. "I think what he played, the little he played, it sounded genuine to ne."

"It's a fake," Hank said. "Wrthless."

"You may be right," Fred said, "but | don't agree."

"The arsenal they're tal king about at Vandenberg is probably the OSI Arsenal." Hank

reached for the phone. To hinself, aloud, he said, "Let's see--who's the guy at OSI | talked to
that time . . . he was in on Wednesday with some pictures . . ." Hank shook his head and turned
away fromthe phone to confront Fred. "I'Il wait. It can wait for the prelimspurious report.
Fred?"

"What does ny nedical --"

"They say you're conpletely cuckoo."

Fred (as best he coul d) shrugged. "Completely?"

_We kalt ist es in diesemunterirdi schen Gewol be! _

"Possibly two brain cells still light up. But that's about all. Mstly short circuits and

sparks. "
_Das ist natdrlich, es ist ja tief .

"Two, you say," Fred said. "Qut of how many?"

"l don't know. Brains have a lot of cells, | understand-- trillions."

"More possi bl e connections between them" Fred said, "than there are stars in the
uni verse. "

"If that's so, then you' re not batting too good an average right now. About two cells out
of --maybe sixty-five trillion?"

"More like sixty-five trillion trillion," Fred said.

"That's worse than the ol d Phil adel phia Athletics under Connie Mack. They used to end the
season with a percentage--"

"What do | get," Fred said, "for saying it happened on duty?"

"You get to sit in a waiting roomand read a |ot of _Saturday Eveni ng Posts_ and
_Cosnopolitans_ free."

"Where's that?"

"Where woul d you Iike?"

Fred said, "Let ne think it over."

“I"1l tell you what 1'd do," Hank said. "I wouldn't go into a Federal clinic; |I'd get
about six bottles of good bourbon, I. W Harper, and go up into the hills, up into the San
Ber nardi no Mountai ns near one of the |lakes, by nyself, and just stay there all alone until it's

over. \Were no one can find ne."
"But it may never be over," Fred said.
"Then never come back. Do you know anyone who has a cabin up there?"
"No," Fred said.
"Can you drive okay?"

"My--" He hesitated, and a dreamlike strength fell over him relaxing himand nellow ng
himout. Al the spatial relationships in the roomshifted; the alteration affected even his
awareness of tine. "lIt's in the . . ." He yawned.

"You don't renenber."

"I remenber it's not functioning."

"W can have sonebody drive you up. That would be safer, anyhow. "

Drive me up where? he wondered. Up to what? Up roads, trails, paths, hiking and striding
through Jell-O like a tontat on a | eash who only wants to get back indoors, on get free.

He thought, Em Engel, der Gattin, so gleich, der fuhrt mich zur Freiheit ins himrische
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Reich_. "Sure," he said, and smled. Relief. Pulling forward agai nst the |leash, trying and
striving to get free, and then to lie down. "What do you think about me now," he said, "now that
I"ve proved out like this-- burned out, tenporarily, anyhow. Mybe pernanently."

Hank said, "I think you're a very good person."

"Thank you," Fred said.

"Take your gun with you."

" What ?_" he said.

"When you go off to the San Bernardino Mouuntains with the fifths of I. W Harper. Take
your gun."

"You nean for if | don't conme out of it?"

Hank said, "Either way. Com ng down off the anmount they say you're on . . . Have it there
with you."

"Ckay. "

"When you get back," Hank said, "call ne. Let ne know "

"Hell, | won't have ny suit."

"Call nme anyhow. Wth or w thout your suit."
Again he said, "Ckay." Evidently it didn't nmatter. Evidently that was over

"When you go pick up your next paynment, there'll be a different anpbunt. A considerable
change this one tine."
Fred said, "I get some sort of bonus for this, for what happened to ne?"

"No. Read your penal code. An officer who willingly becones an addict and does not
pronptly report it is subject to a m sdeneanor change--a fine of three thousand dollars and/or six
months. You'll probably just be fined."

" WIllingly? " he said, marveling.

"Nobody held a gun to your head and shot you up. Nobody dropped something in your soup
You knowi ngly and willingly took an addictive drug, brain-destructive and disorienting."

"I had to!"

Hank said, "You could have pretended to. Mst officers manage to cope with it. And from
the quantity they say you were dropping, you have to have been--"

“You're treating ne like a crook. | amnot a crook."

Picking up a clipboard and pen, Hank began to figure. "How nmuch are you at, payw se? | can
calculate it nowif-"

"Could I pay the fine |later on? Maybe in a series of nonthly installnents over |ike two
years?"

Hank said, "Come on, Fred."

"Ckay," he said.

"How much per hour?"

He coul dn't renenber.

"Well, then, how many | ogged hours?"

That, neither.

Hank tossed his clipboard back down. "Want a cigarette?" He offered Fred his pack

"I"'mgetting off that, too," Fred said. "Everything including peanuts and . . ." He
couldn't think. They both sat there, the two of them in their scranble suits, both silent.

"Like |I tell my kids," Hank began

"I'"ve got two kids," Fred said. "Two girls."

"I don't believe you do; you're not supposed to."

"Maybe not." He had begun to try to figure out when w thdrawal woul d begin, and then he
began to try to figure how nany tabs of Substance D he had hidden here and there. And how nuch
noney he woul d have, when he got paid, for scoring.

"Maybe you want ne to continue figuring what your payoff amount will consist of," Hank
sai d.

"Ckay," he said, and nodded vigorously. "Do that." He sat waiting, tensely, drummng on
the table, like Barris.

"How nmuch per hour?" Hank repeated, and then presently reached for his phone. "I'IlIl call
payroll."

Fred said nothing. Staring down, he waited. He thought, Miybe Donna can help me. Donna, he
t hought, pl ease help me now

"I don't think you're going to nake it to the nmountains,"” Hank said. "Even if sonebody
drives you."

"No. "

"Where do you want to go?"
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"Let me sit and think."

"Federal clinic?"

"No. "

They sat.

He wondered what _not supposed to_ neant.

"What about over to Donna Hawt horne's?" Hank said. "Fromall the information you' ve

brought in and everyone el se has, | know you're close."

"Yes." He nodded. "We are.” And then he | ooked up and said, "How do you know t hat ?"

Hank said, "By a process of elimnation. | know who you _aren't_, and there aren't an
infinite nunber of suspects in this group--in fact, they're a very small group. W thought they'd
| ead us up higher, and nmaybe Barris will. You and | have spent a lot of tine rapping together.
pieced it together a long tinme ago. That you're Arctor."

“I''m _who?_" he said, staring at Hank the scranble suit facing him "I'm Bob Arctor?" He

could not believe it. It made no sense to him It did not fit anything he had done on thought, it
was grotesque.
"Never mnd," Hank said. "What's Donna's phone nunber ?"

"She's probably at work." Hi s voice tnenbl ed."The perfune stone. The nunber is--" He
couldn't keep his voice steady, and he couldn't renenber the nunmber. The hell | am he said to
himself. 1'mnot Bob Arctor. But who am|? Maybe |'m -

"CGet nme Donna Hawt horne's nunber at work," Hank was saying rapidly into the phone. "Here,"
he said, holding the phone toward Fred. "I'll put you on the line. No, maybe | better not. 1'l]I
tell her to pick you up--where? W'll drive you there and drop you off; can't neet her here.
What's a good pl ace? Wiere do you usual ly neet her?"

"Take me to her place," he said. "I know howto get in."

“I"1l tell her you're there and that you're withdrawing. 1'll just say | know you and you
asked me to call."

"Far out," Fred said, "I can dig it. Thanks, man."

Hank nodded and began to redial, an outside nunber. It seenmed to Fred that he dial ed each
digit nmore and nore slowy and it went on forever, and he shut his eyes, breathing to hinself and
thinking, Ww. |I'mreally out of it.

You really are, he agreed. Spaced, w red, burned out and strung-out and fucked. Conpletely
fucked. He felt like |aughing.

"We'| | get you over there to her--" Hank began, and then shifted his attention to the
phone, saying, "Hey, Donna, this is a buddy of Bob's, you know? Hey, nman, he's in a bad way, |'m
not jiving you. Hey, he--"

| can dig it, two voices thought inside his mind in unison as he heard his buddy laying it
on Donna. And don't forget to tell her to bring ne sonmething; I'mreally hunting. Can she score
for me or sonething? Maybe supercharge ne, |ike she does? He reached out to touch Hank but could
not; his hand fell short.

"I"l'l do the sane for you sonetine," he pronised Hank as Hank hung up

"Just sit there until the car's outside. |I'll put through the call now " Again Hank
phoned, this time saying, "Mtor pool? | want an unnmarked car and officer out of uniform What do
you have avail abl e?"

They, inside the scranble suit, the nebul ous blur, shut their eyes to wait.

"It mght be | should get you taken to the hospital," Hank said. "You're very bad off;
maybe Jim Barris poi soned you. W really are interested in Barris, not you; the scanning of the
house was prinmarily to keep on Barris. W hoped to draw himin here . . . and we did." Hank was
silent. "So that's why | knew pretty well that his tapes and the other itenms were faked. The | ab
will confirm But Barris is into sonething heavy. Heavy and sick, and it has to do with guns."

“I"'ma what, then?" he said suddenly, very I oud.

"W had to get to JimBarris and set himup."

"You fuckers," he said.

"The way we arranged it, Barris--if that's who he is--got progressively nore and nore
suspi ci ous that you were an undercover police agent, about to nail himon use himto get higher
So he--"

The phone rang.

"Al'l right," Hank said later. "Just sit, Bob. Bob, Fred, whatever. Take confort--we did
get the bugger and he's a--well, what you just now called us. You know it's worth it. Isn't it? To
entrap hin? A thing like that, whatever it is he's doi ng?"

"Sure, worth it." He could hardly speak; he grated nechanically.

Toget her they sat.
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On the drive to New Path, Donna pulled off the road where they could see the lights bel ow,
on all sides. But the pain had started for himnow she could see that, and there wasn't nuch time

|l eft. She had wanted to be with himone nore tine. Wll, she had waited too |Iong. Tears ran down
his cheeks, and he had started to heave and vomt.
"We'll sit for a fewmnutes," she told him guiding himthrough the bushes and weeds,

across the sandy soil, anpbng the discarded beer cans and debris. "I--"

"Do you have your hash pipe?" he nmanaged to say.

"Yes," she said. They had to be far enough fromthe road not to be noticed by the police
On at least far enough so they could ditch the hash pipe if an officer cane al ong. She woul d see
the police car park, its lights off, covertly, a way off, and the officer approach on foot. There
woul d be tine.

She thought, Tine enough for that. Tinme enough to be safe fromthe law. But no tinme any
nore for Bob Arctor. His time--at least if neasured in human standards--had run out. It was
anot her kind of tine which he had entered now. Like, she thought, the time a rat has: to run back
and forth, to be futile. To nmove w thout planning, back and forth, back and forth. But at |east he
can still see the lights below us. Al though maybe for himit doesn't matter

They found a sheltered place, and she got out the foilwapped fragnent of hash and lit the
hash pi pe. Bob Arctor, beside her, did not seemto notice. He had dirtied hinself but she knew he
could not help it. In fact, he probably didn't even know it. They all got this way during
wi t hdr awal

"Here." She bent toward him to supercharge him But he did not notice her either. He just
sat doubl ed up, enduring the stomach cranps, vonmiting and soiling hinmself, shivering, and crazily
nmoani ng to hinself, a kind of song.

She t hought then of a guy she had known once, who had seen God. He had acted much I|ike
this, noaning and crying, although he had not soiled hinmself. He had seen God in a flashback after
an acid trip; he had been experinenting with water-soluble vitan ns, huge doses of them The
ort honol ecul an fornul a that was supposed to inprove neural firing in the brain, speed it up and
synchronize it. Wth that guy, though, instead of nerely becom ng smarten, he had seen God. It had
been a conplete surprise to him

"l guess," she said, "we never know what's in stone for us."

Besi de her, Bob Arctor nmpaned and did not answer.

"Did you know a dude named Tony Anmnst erdan?"

There was no response.

Donna inhaled fromthe hash pipe and contenplated the |ights spread out bel ow them she
snelled the air and listened. "After he saw God he felt really good, for around a year. And then
he felt really bad. Wrse than he ever had before in his |ife. Because one day it canme over him
he began to realize, that he was never going to see God again; he was going to live out his whole
remaining life, decades, maybe fifty years, and see nothing but what he had al ways seen. \What we
see. He was worse off than if he hadn't seen God. He told me one day he got really mad; he just
freaked out and started cursing and smashing things in his apartnent. He even smashed his stereo
He realized he was going to have to live on and on |ike he was, seeing nothing. Wthout any
purpose. Just a lunp of flesh grinding along, eating, drinking, sleeping, working, crapping."

"Like the rest of us." It was the first thing Bob Arctor had nmanaged to say; each word
cane with retching difficulty.

Donna said, "That's what | told him | pointed that out. W were all in the same boat and
it didn't freak the rest of us. And he said, 'You don't know what | saw. You don't know. '"

A spasm passed through Bob Arctor, convulsing him and then he choked out, "Did . . . he
say what it was |ike?"

" Spar ks. Showers of col ored sparks, |ike when something goes wong with your TV set.
Spanks going up the wall, spanks in the air. And the whole world was a living creature, whenever

he | ooked. And there were no accidents: everything fitted together and happened on purpose, to
achi eve sonethi ng--sone goal in the future. And then he saw a doorway. For about a week he saw it
whenever he | ooked-- inside his apartnment, outdoors when he was wal king to the store or driving.
And it was always the sane proportions, very narrow. He said it was very--pleasing. That's the
word he used. He never tried to go through it; he just |looked at it, because it was so pleasing.
Qutlined in vivid red and gold light, he said. As if the sparks had collected into lines, like in
geonetry. And then after that he never saw it again his whole life, and that's what finally made
himso fucked up."

After a time Bob Arctor said, "Wat was on the other side?"
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Donna said, "He said there was another world on the other side. He could see it."

"He . . . never went through it?"

"That's why he kicked the shit out of everything in his apartnent; he never thought of
going through it, he just admired the doorway and then later he couldn't see it at all and it was
too late. It opened for hima few days and then it was closed and gone forever. Again and again he
took a whole lot of LSD and those water-soluble vitam ns, but he never saw it again; he never
found the conbination.”

Bob Arctor said, "Wat was on the other side?"

"He said it was always nighttine."

"N ghttinme!"

"There was noonlight and water, always the same. Nothing noved on changed. Bl ack water
like ink, and a shone, a beach of an island. He was sure it was Greece, ancient G eece. He figured
out the doorway was a weak place in tinme, and he was seeing back into the past. And then |l ater on
when he couldn't see it any nore, he'd be on the freeway driving along, with all the trucks, and
he'd get madder than hell. He said he couldn't stand all the notion and noi se, everything going
this way and that, all the clanking and bangi ng. Anyhow, he never could figure out why they showed
hi m what they showed him He really believed it was God, and it was the doorway to the next world,

but in the final analysis all it did was ness up his head. He couldn't hold on to it so he
couldn't cope with it. Every time he net anybody, after a while he'd tell them he'd | ost
everything."

Bob Arctor said, "That's how | am"

"There was a wonan on the island. Not exactly--nore a statue. He said it was of the
Cyrenai can Aphrodite. Standing there in noonlight, pale and cold and nade out of marble."

"He shoul d have gone through the doorway when he had the chance."

Donna said, "He didn't have the chance. It was a pronise. Something to come. Sonething
better a long tine in the future. Maybe after he--" She paused. "Wen he died."

"He m ssed out,"” Bob Arctor said. "You get one chance and that's it." He shut his eyes
agai nst the pain and the sweat streaking his face. "Anyhow what's a burned-out acid head know?
What do any of us know? | can't talk. Forget it." He turned away from her, into the dankness,
convul si ng and shudderi ng.

"They show us trailers now," Donna said. She put her arms around himand held on to him as

tightly as she could, rocking himback and forth. "So we'll hold out."

"That's what you're trying to do. Wth me now "

"You're a good nman. You' ve been dealt a bad deal. But life isn't over for you. |I care for
you a lot. | wsh . " She continued to hold him silently, in the dankness that was swal | owi ng

himup frominside. Taking over even as she held on to him "You are a good and ki nd person," she
said. "And this is unfair but it has to be this way. Try to wait for the end. Sonetine, a |ong
time fromnow, you'll see the way you saw before. It'Il cone back to you." Restored, she thought.
On the day when everything taken away unjustly frompeople will be restored to them It may take a
thousand years, on longer than that, but that day will come, and all the balances will be set
right. Maybe, |ike Tony Ansterdam you have seen a vision of God that is gone only tenporarily;
wi t hdrawn, she thought, rather than ended. Maybe inside the terribly burned and burning circuits
of your head that char nore and nore, even as | hold you, a spark of colon and light in sone
di sgui sed form nani fested itself, unrecognized, to lead you, by its nenory, through the years to
come, the dreadful years ahead. A word not fully understood, some snall thing seen but not
under st ood, sone fragnent of a star mixed with the trash of this world, to guide you by reflex
until the day . . . but it was so renpte. She could not herself truly inagine it. Mngled with the
commonpl ace, sonething fromanother world perhaps had appeared to Bob Arctor before it was over
Al'l she could do now was hold himand hope.

But when he found it once again, if they were |ucky, pattern-recognition would take place.
Correct conparison in the right hem sphere. Even at the subcontical |evel available to him And
the journey, so awful for him so costly, so evidently w thout point, would be finished.

A light shone in her eyes. Standing in front of her, a cop with nightstick and flashlight.
"Woul d you pl ease stand up?" the officer said. "And show me your identification? You first, mss."

She let go of Bob Arctor, who slid sideways until he |lay against the ground; he was
unawar e of the cop, who had approached themup the hill, stealthily, froma service road bel ow.
Getting her wallet out of her purse, Donna notioned the officer away, where Bob Arctor could not
hear. For several minutes the officer studied her identification by the muted Iight of his
flashlight, and then said,

“You' re undercover for the federal people.”

"Keep your voice down," Donna said.
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"I"'msorry." The officer handed the wallet back to her.

"Just fucking take off," Donna said.

The officer shone his light in her face briefly, and then turned away; he departed as he
had approached, noi sel essly.

When she returned to Bob Arctor, it was obvious that he had never been aware of the cop
He was aware of al nost nothing, now Scarcely of her, |et alone anyone or anything el se.

Far of f, echoing, Donna could hear the police can nmoving down the nutted, invisible
service road. A few bugs, perhaps a lizard, made their way through the dry weeds around them In
the distance the 91 Freeway glowed in a pattern of lights, but no sound reached them it was too
renot e.

"Bob," she said softly. "Can you hear ne?"

No answer .

Al the circuits are wel ded shut, she thought. Melted and fused. And no one is going to
get them open, no matter how hand they try. And they are going to try.

"Cone on," she said, tugging at him attenpting to get himto his feet. "W've got to get

started. "
Bob Arctor said, "I can't nmake |love. My thing's disappeared."”
"They' re expecting us," Donna said firmy. "I have to sign you in."
"But what'll | do if ny thing' s disappeared? WII they still take nme in?"

Donna said, "They'll take you."

It requires the greatest kind of wi sdom she thought, to know when to apply injustice. How
can justice fall victim even, to what is right? How can this happen? She thought, Because there
is acurse on this world, and all this proves it; this is the proof right here. Sonewhere, at the
deepest |evel possible, the nechanism the construction of things, fell apart, and up from what
remai ned swamthe need to do all the various sort of unclean wongs the w sest choice has made us
act out. It nust have started thousands of years ago. By nowit's infiltrated into the nature of
everything. And, she thought, into every one of us. W can't turn around on open our nouth and

speak, decide at all, without doing it. | don't even cane how it got started, when or why. She
thought, | just hope it'll end sonme tine. Like with Tony Armsterdam | just hope one day the shower
of brightly colored sparks will return, and this tine we'll all see it. The narrow doorway where

there's peace on the far side. A statue, the sea, and what |ooks |ike moonlight. And nothing
stirring, nothing to break the calm

A long, long time ago, she thought. Before the curse, and everything and everyone becane
this way. The Gol den Age, she thought, when wi sdom and justice were the sane. Before it al
shattered into cutting fragments. Into broken bits that don't fit, that can't be put back
together, hard as we try.

Bel ow her, in the dankness and distribution of urban lights a police siren sounded. A
police car in hot pursuit. It sounded |like a deranged animal, greedy to kill. And knowing that it
soon woul d. She shivered; the night air had becone cold. It was time to go.

It isn't the Gol den Age now, she thought, with noises |ike that in the darkness. Do | emt
that kind of greedy noi se? she asked herself. Am| that thing? Cdosing in, on having closed in?

Havi ng caught ?

Besi de her, the nman stirred and noaned as she hel ped himup. Helped himto his feet and
back to her car, step by step, hel ped him hel ped himcontinue on. Bel ow them the noise of the
police car had abruptly ceased; it had stopped its quarry. Its job was done. Hol ding Bob Arctor
agai nst her, she thought, Mne is done, too.

The two New Path staff nmenbers stood surveying the thing on their floor that |ay puking
and shivering and fouling itself, its arns hugging itself, enbracing its own body as if to stop
itself, against the cold that nade it trenble so violently.

"What is it?" one staff nenber said.

Donna said, "A person.”

" Subst ance D?"

She nodded.

"It ate his head. Another |oser."

She said to the two of them "It's easy to win. Anybody can wi n." Bendi ng down over Robert
Arctor she said, silently,

CGood- by.

They were putting an old army bl anket over himas she left. She did not |ook back

Cetting into her car, she drove at once onto the closest freeway, into the thickest
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traffic possible. Fromthe box of tapes on the floor of the car she took the Carol e King Tapestry
tape, her favorite of all she had, and pushed it into the tape deck; at the sane tine, she tugged
| oose the Ruger pistol magnetically nmounted out of sight beneath the dashboard. In top gear she
tailgated a truck carryi ng wooden cases of quart bottles of Coca-Cola, and as Carole King sang in
stereo she enptied the clip of the Ruger at the Coke bottles a few feet ahead of her can

Wil e Carol e King sang soothingly about people sitting down and turning into toads, Donna
managed to get four bottles before the gun's clip was enpty. Bits of glass and snears of Coke
splattered the wi ndshield of her can. She felt better

Justice and honesty and loyalty are not properties of this world, she thought; and then
by God, she ranmmed her old eneny, her ancient foe, the Coca-Cola truck, which went right on going
wi t hout noticing. The inpact spun her snmall can around; her headlights di nmed out, horrible noises
of fender against tire shrieked, and then she was off the freeway onto the energency strip, facing
the other direction, water pouring fromher radiator, with notorists slowi ng down to gape.

Cone back, you notherfucker, she said to herself, but the Coca-Cola truck was |ong gone,

probably undented. Maybe a scratch. Well, it was bound to happen sooner on |ater, her wan, her
taking on a synbol and a reality that outwei ghed her. Now ny insurance rates will go up, she
realized as she clinbed fromher car. In this world you pay for tilting with evil in cold, hand
cash.

A | ate-nodel Mustang slowed and the driven, a man, called to her, "You want a ride, mss?"
She did not answer. She just kept on going. A small figure on foot facing an infinity of
oncom ng |ights.

14

Magazi ne cli pping thunbtacked to the wall of the |ounge at Samankand House, New Path's
resi dence building in Santa Ana, California:

When the senile patient awakens in the nmorning and
asks for his nother, remind himthat she is |long since
dead, that he is over eighty years old and living in a
conval escent hone, and that this is 1992 and not 1913
and that he nust face reality and the fact that

A resident had torn down the rest of the item it ended there. Evidently it had been
clipped froma professional nursing magazine; it was on slick paper

"What you'll be doing here first,"” George, the staff nenber, told him | eading himdown
the hall, "is the bathroons. The floors, the basins, especially the toilets. Thene' ne three
bathroons in this structure, one on each floor."

"Ckay," he said.

"Here's a nop. And a pail. You feel you know how to do this? Cean a bathroon? Start, and
I"l'l watch you and give you pointers."”

He carried the pail to the tub on the back porch and he poured soap into it and then ran
the hot water. Al he could see was the foam of water directly before him foam and the roan

But he could hear Ceorge's voice, out of sight. "Not too full, because you won't be able
tolift it."

"Ckay. "

"You have a little trouble telling where you are," George said, after a tinme.

"I"'mat NewPath." He set the pail down on the floor and it slopped; he stood staring down

at it.

"New Pat h wher e?"

"I n Santa Ana."

George lifted the pail up for him showing himhowto grip the wire handle and swing it
al ong as he wal ked. "Later on | think we'll transfer you to the island on one of the farnms. First

you have to go through the dishpan.”

"I can do that," he said. "D shpans."

"Do you |ike aninal s?"

"Sure."

"On farm ng?"

"Animal s."

"We'll see. W'll wait until we're acquainted with you better. Anyhow, that'll be a while;
everyone is in the dishpan for a nonth. Everyone who cones in the door."
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“I'd sort of like to live in the country," he said.

"W nmaintain several types of facilities. W'll deternmine what's best suited. You know,
you can snmoke here, but it isn't encouraged. This isn't Synanon; they don't let you snoke."
He said, "I don't have any nore cigarettes."

"W give each resident one pack a day."
"Money?" He didn't have any.
"I't's without cost. There's never any cost. You paid your cost." George took the nop,

pushed it down into the pail, showed himhow to nop.
"How cone | don't have any noney?"
"The sane reason you don't have any wallet on any last nane. It'll be given back to you

all given back. That's what we want to do: give you back what's been taken away from you."

He said, "These shoes don't fit."

"W depend on donations, but new ones only, from stones. Later on nmaybe we can neasure
you. Did you try all the shoes in the carton?"

"Yes," he said.
"Al'l right, this is the bathroomhere on the basenent floor; do it first. Then when that's
done, really done well, really perfect, then go upstairs--bring the nop and bucket--and 1'Il show

you the bathroomup there, and then after that the bathroomon the third floor. But you got to get
perm ssion to go up there to the third floor, because that's where the chicks live, so ask one of
the staff first; never go up there without perm ssion." He slapped himon the back. "Al right,
Bruce? Under st and?"

"Ckay," Bruce said, nopping.

CGeorge said, "You'll be doing this kind of work, cleaning these bathroonms, until you get
so you can do a good job. It doesn't nmatter what a person does; it's that he gets so he can do it
right and be proud of it."

"WII | ever be like |I was agai n?" Bruce asked.

"What you were brought you here. If you beconme what you were again then sooner or |ater
it'd bring you here again. Next tine you might not nake it here, even. Isn't that right? You're
| ucky you got here; you alnost didn't get here."

"Sonebody el se drove ne here.”

"You're fortunate. The next time they might not. They m ght dunp you on the side of the
freeway sonewhere and say the hell with it."

He conti nued noppi ng.

"The best way is to do the bows first, then the tub, then the toilets, and the floor
| ast."

"Ckay," he said, and put the nop away.

"There's a certain knack to it. You'll master it."

Concentrating, he saw before himcracks in the enanel of the basin; he dribbled cleaner
down into the cracks and ran hot water. The steamrose, and he stood within it, unnoving, as the
steam grew. He |iked the snell

After lunch he sat in the | ounge drinking coffee. No one spoke to him because they
under st ood he was withdrawing. Sitting drinking fromhis cup, he could hear their conversation
They all knew one anot her.

"I'f you could see out frominside a dead person you could still see, but you couldn't
operate the eye nuscles, so you couldn't focus. You couldn't turn your head or your eyeballs. Al
you could do would be wait until sonme object passed by. You'd be frozen. Just wait and wait. It'd
be a terrible scene.”

He gazed down at the steamof his coffee, only that. The steamrose; he liked the smell.

"Hey. "

A hand touched him From a wonan.

"Hey. "

He | ooked sideways a little.

"How you doi ng?"

"Ckay," he said.

"Feel any better?”

"I feel okay," he said.

He wat ched his coffee and the steam and did not | ook at her or any of them he |ooked down
and down at the coffee. He liked the warmh of the snell.

"You coul d see sonmebody when they passed by directly in front of you, and only then. O
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whi chever way you were |ooking, no other. If a leaf or sonething floated over your eye, that would
be it, forever. Only the leaf. Nothing nore; you couldn't turn."

"Ckay," he said, holding the coffee, the cup with both his hands.

"I magi ne bei ng sentient but not alive. Seeing and even know ng, but not alive. Just

| ooki ng out. Recogni zing but not being alive. A person can die and still go on. Sonetines what
| ooks out at you froma person's eyes naybe died back in childhood. What's dead in there stil
| ooks out. It's not just the body |ooking at you with nothing in it; there's still something in

there but it died and just keeps on |ooking and looking; it can't stop | ooking."

Anot her person said, "That's what it means to die, to not be able to stop | ooking at
whatever's in front of you. Some darn thing placed directly there, with nothing you can do about
it such as selecting anything or changi ng anything. You can only accept what's put there as it
is."

"How d you like to gaze at a beer can throughout eternity? It mght not be so bad. There'd
be nothing to fear."

Bef ore dinner, which was served to themin the dining room they had Concept tinme. Severa
Concepts were put on the bl ackboard by different staff nenbers and di scussed.

He sat with his hands folded in his lap, watching the floor and listening to the big
coffee urn heating up; it went _whoopwhoop , and the sound frightened him

"_Living and unliving things are exchanging properties_.

Seated here and there on folding chairs, everyone discussed that. They seemed familiar
with the Concept. Evidently these were parts of New Path's way of thought, perhaps even nenorized
and then thought about again and again. _Whoop-whoop_.

" The drive of unliving things is stronger than the drive of living things_.

They tal ked about that. _Whoop-whoop . The noise of the coffee urn got |ouder and | ouder
and scared himnore, but he did not nove or |ook; he sat where he was, listening. It was hard to
hear what they were saying, because of the urn

"W are incorporating too nuch unliving drive within us. And exchanging-- WII sonebody go
| ook at that damm coffeepot to see why it's doing that?"

There was a break whil e soneone exam ned the coffee urn. He sat staring down, waiting.

“I'I'l wite this again. '_W are exchanging too much passive |life for the reality outside

us_.

They di scussed that. The coffee urn becane silent, and they trooped over to get coffee.

"Don't you want sone coffee?" A voice behind him touching him "Ned? Bruce? What's his
name- - Bruce?"

"Ckay." He got up and followed themto the coffee urn. He waited his turn. They watched as
he put cream and sugar into his cup. They watched himreturn to his chair, the same one; he made
certain he found it again, to reseat hinmself and go on listening. The warm coffee, its steam nmade
hi m feel good.

" Activity does not necessarily nean life. Quasars are active. And a nonk meditating is
not inanimte_."

He sat | ooking at the enpty cup; it was a china nmug. Turning it over, he discovered
printing on the bottom and cracked glaze. The nmug | ooked old, but it had been nade in Detroit.

" _Mtion that is circular is the deadest form of the universe_."

Anot her voice said, "Tine."

He knew the answer to that. Tine is round.

"Yes, we've got to break now, but does anyone have a fast final coment?"

"Well, following the line of |east resistance, that's the rule of survival. Follow ng, not
| eadi ng. "

Anot her voice, older, said, "Yes, the followers survive the |eader. Like with Christ. Not
vice versa."

"W better eat, because Rick stops serving exactly at fivefifty now"

"Tal k about that in the Gane, not now. "

Chairs screaked, creaked. He rose too, carried the old nug to the tray of others, and
joined themin line out. He could snell cold clothes around him good snells but cold.

It sounds like they're saying passive life is good, he thought. But there is no such thing
as passive life. That's a contradiction.

He wondered what |life was, what it neant; maybe he did not understand.
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A huge bunch of donated flashy clothes had arrived. Several people stood with arnfuls, and
some had put shirts on, trying themout and getting approval

"Hey, Mke. You' re a sharp dude."

In the middle of the |ounge stood a short stocky man, with curly hair and pug face; he
shifted his belt, frowning. "How do you work this here? | don't see how you get it to stay. Wy
doesn't it loosen?" He had a three-inch buckleless belt with netal rings and he did not know how
to cinch the rings. dancing around, eyes tw nkling, he said, "I think they gave ne one nobody
el se coul d work."

Bruce went over behind him reached around him and cinched the belt |ooped back through
the rings.

"Thanks," M ke said. He sorted through several dress shirts, |lips pursed. To Bruce he
said, "When | get narried |I'mgoing to wear one of these."

"N ce," he said.

M ke strolled toward two wonen at the far end of the I ounge; they smled. Holding a
burgundy floral shirt up against hinself, Mke said, "I'mgoing out on the town."

"Al'l right, go in and get dinner!" the house director yelled briskly, in his powerful
voi ce. He wi nked at Bruce. "How you doing, fella?"

"Fine," Bruce said.

"Sound |i ke you got a cold."

"Yes," he agreed, "it's fromconing off. Could I have any Dristan or--"

"No chenicals,"” the house director said. "Nothing. Hurry on in and eat. How s your
appetite?”

"Better," he said, following. They smled at him fromtables.

After dinner he sat halfway up the wide stairs to the second floor. No one spoke to him a
conference was taking place. He sat there until it finished. Everyone enmerged, filling the hall

He felt them seeing him and maybe sonme spoke to him He sat on the stairs, hunched over,
his arms wapped around him seeing and seeing. The dark carpet before his eyes.

Presently no nore voi ces.

"Bruce?"

He did not stir.

"Bruce?" A hand touched him

He sai d not hi ng.

"Bruce, cone on into the |Iounge. You're supposed to be in your roomin bed, but, see,
want to talk to you." Mke led himby waving himto foll ow. He acconmpani ed M ke down the stairs
and into the I ounge, which was enpty. Wen they were in the | ounge M ke shut the door

Seating hinself in a deep chair, Mke indicated for himto sit down facing him M ke
appeared tired; his snall eyes were ringed, and he rubbed his forehead.

"l been up since five-thirty this norning,"” M ke said.

A knock; the door started to open

Very loudly, Mke yelled, "I want nobody to cone in here; we're tal king. Hear?"

Munbl es. The door shut.

"Y' know, you better change your shirt a couple tinmes a day," Mke said. "You' re sweating
sonething fierce."

He nodded.

"What part of the state are you fron®"

He sai d not hi ng.

"You cone to ne fromnow on when you feel this bad. | went through the sane thing, about a
year and a half ago. They used to drive nme around in cars. Different staff nenbers. You net Eddie?
The tall thin drink-a-water that puts down everybody? He drove ne for ei ght days around and
around. Never left nme alone.” MKke yelled suddenly, "WII you get out of here? We're in here
talking. Go watch the TV." H s voice sank, and he eyed Bruce. "Sonetimes you got to do that. Never
| eave soneone al one."

"l see,"” Bruce said.

"Bruce, be careful you don't take your own life."

“Yes, sir," Bruce said, staring down.
"Don't call me sir!"
He nodded.

"Were you in the Service, Bruce? Is that what it was? You got on the stuff in the
Servi ce?"
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n '\b. n
"You shoot it or drop it?"
He made no sound.

"'Sir," " Mke said. "I've served, nyself, ten years in prison. One tinme | saw ei ght guys
in our rowof cells cut their throats in one day. We slept with our feet in the toilet, our cells
were that small. That's what prison is, you sleep with your feet in the toilet. You never been in

prison, have you?"
"No," he said.

"But on the other hand, | saw prisoners eighty years old still happy to be alive and
wanting to stay alive. | renenber when | was on dope, and | shot it; | started shooting when | was
in mnm teens. | never did anything else. | shot up and then | went in for ten years. | shot up so
nmuch--heroin and D together--that | never did anything else; | never saw anything el se. Now |'m
off it and I'mout of prison and |I'm here. You know what | notice the npbst? You know what the big
difference is | notice? Now | can wal k down the street outside and see sonething. | can hear water
when we visit the forest--you'll see our other facilities later on, farms and so forth. | can walk
down the street, the ordinary street, and see the little dogs and cats. | never saw t hem before.
Al | saw was dope." He examined his wistwatch. "So," he added, "I understand how you feel."

“It's hard," Bruce said, "getting off."

"Everybody here got off. O course, sone go back on. If you left here you' d go back on
You know that."

He nodded.

"No person in this place has had an easy life. I'"'mnot saying your life's been easy. Eddie
woul d. He'd tell you that your troubles are m ckey nouse. Nobody's troubles are m ckey nouse. |
see how bad you feel, but |I felt that way once. Now | feel a |lot better. Wo's your roonmnate?"

"John. "

"Ch yeah. John. Then you rnust be down in the basenent."

"I like it," he said.

"Yeah, it's warmthere. You probably get cold a |lot. Mst of us do, and | remenber | did;

I shook all the tinme, and crapped in ny pants. Well, | tell you, you won't have to go through this
again, if you stay here at New Path."

"How | ong?" he sai d.

"The rest of your life."

Bruce raised his head.

"1 _can't leave," Mke said. "I'd get back on dope if |I went out there. |I've got too many
buddi es outside. |I'd be back on the corner again, dealing and shooting, and then back in the
prison for twenty years. You know-hey--1'"mthirty-five years old and |'mgetting married for the

first time. Have you nmet Laura? My fiancée?"

He wasn't sure.

"Pretty girl, plunp. N ce figure?"

He nodded.

"She's afraid to go out the door. Sonmeone has to go with her. W're going to the zoo
we're taking the Executive Director's little boy to the San Di ego Zoo next week, and Laura's
scared to death. More scared than | am"

Si |l ence.

"You heard me say that?" Mke said. "That |'m scared to go to the zoo?"

"Yes."

"I never have been to a zoo that | can recall,"” Mke said. "Wat do you do at a zoo? Maybe
you know. "

"Look into different cages and open confined areas."
"What kind of animals do they have?"

"Al Kkinds."

"WI!ld ones, | guess. Normally wild. And exotical ones."

"At the San Di ego Zoo they have al nost every wild aninal," Bruce said.
"They have one of those . . . what are they? Koal a bears."

"Yes."

"I saw a comrercial on TV," Mke said. "Wth a koala bear in it. They hop. They resenble a
stuffed toy."

Bruce said, "The old Teddy bear, that kids have, that was created based on the koal a bear
back in the twenties."

"I's that right. | guess you'd have to go to Australia to see a koala bear. O are they
extinct now?"
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"There're plenty in Australia," Bruce said, "but export is banned. Live or the hides. They
al rost got extinct."
"I never been anywhere,” M ke said, "except when | ran stuff from Mexico up to Vancouver,

British Colunbia. | always took the sane route, so | never saw anything. | just drove very fast to
get it over with. | drive one of the Foundation cars. If you feel like it, if you feel very bad,
I"1l drive you around. 1'Il drive and we can talk. | don't nmind. Eddie and some others not here
now did it for me. | don't nind."

"Thank you."

"Now we both ought to hit the sack. Have they got you on the kitchen stuff in the norning
yet? Setting tables and serving?"

"No. "
"Then you get to sleep to the same tine | do. I'll see you at breakfast. You sit at the
table with me and I'Il introduce you to Laura."
"When are you getting married?"
"A nonth and a half. W'd be pleased if you were there. O course, it'll be here at the

buil ding, so everyone will attend."
"Thank you," he said.

He sat in the Game and they screamed at him Faces, all over, screani ng; he gazed down.

"Y' know what he is? A kissy-facy!" One shriller voice nade himpeer up. Anong the awf ul
screaning distortions one Chinese girl, howing. "You re a kissy-facy, that's what you are!"

"Can you fuck yoursel f? Can you fuck yoursel f?" the others chanted at him curled up in a
circle on the floor

The Executive Director, in red bell-bottons and pink slippers, smled. Qittery little
broken eyes, |ike a spook's. Rocking back and forth, his spindly | egs tucked under him w thout a
pillow

"Let's see you fuck yoursel f!"

The Executive Director seened to enjoy it when his eyes saw sonet hing break; his eyes
glinted and filled with mrth. Like a dramatic stage queer, fromsone old court, draped in flair
colorful, he peeped around and enjoyed. And then fromtine to tinme his voice warbled out, grating
and nmonotonous, |like a nmetal noise. A scraping mechanical hinge.

"The kissy-facy!" the Chinese girl how ed at him beside her another girl flapped her arns
and bul ged her cheeks, piop-plop. "Here!" the Chinese girl how ed, sw veled around to jut her runp
at him pointing to it and howing at him "Kiss nmy ass, then, kissy-facy! He wants to kiss
peopl e, kiss this, kissy-facy!"

"Let's see you fuck yourself!" the famly chanted. "Jack yourself off, kissy-facy!"

He shut his eyes, but his ears still heard.

“You pinp," the Executive Director said slowly to him Monotonously. "You fuck. You dong.
You shit. You turd prick. You--" On and on

His ears still brought in sounds, but they blended. He glanced up once when he nade out
M ke's voice, audibly during a lull. Mke sat gazing at himinpassively, a little reddened, his

neck swollen in the too-tight collar of his dress shirt.

"Bruce," Mke said, "what's the matter? What brought you here? What do you want to tel
us? Can you tell us anything about yourself at all?"

"Pimp!" George screanmed, bouncing up and down |ike a rubber ball. "What were you, pinmp?"

The Chinese girl |eaped up, shrieking, "Tell us, you cocksucking fairy whore pinp, you ass-
ki sser, you flick!"

He said, "I aman eye."

“"You turd prick," the Executive Director said. "You weakling. You puke. You suck-off. You
snatch. "

He heard not hing now. And forgot the nmeaning of the words, and, finally, the words
t hensel ves.

Only, he sensed M ke watching him watching and |istening, hearing nothing; he did not
know, he did not recall, he felt little, he felt bad, he wanted to | eave.

The Vacuumin himgrew. And he was actually a little glad.

It was late in the day.
"Look in here," a woman said, "where we keep the freaks."
He felt frightened as she opened the door. The door fell aside and noise spilled out of
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the room the size surprising him but he saw many little children playing.

That eveni ng he watched two older nen feed the children milk and little foods, sitting in
a separate small alcove near the kitchen. Rick, the cook, gave the two older nen the children's
food first while everyone waited in the dining room

Smiling at him a Chinese girl, carrying plates to the dining room said, "You |like kids?"

"Yes," he said.
"You can sit with the kids and eat there with them"
"Ch," he said.

"You can feed themlater on like in a nmonth or two." She hesitated. "Wen we're positive
you won't hit them W have a rule: the children can't never be hit for anything they do."

"COkay," he said. He felt warned into life, watching the children eat; he seated hinself,
and one of the smaller children crept up on his |lap. He began spooning food to the child. Both he
and the child felt, he thought, equally warm The Chinese girl sniled at himand then passed on
with the plates to the dining room

For a long tinme he sat anong the children, holding first one and then another. The two
ol der men quarreled with the children and criticized each other's way of feeding. Bits and hunks
and snmudges of food covered the table and floor; startled, he realized that the children had been
fed and were going off into their big playroomto watch cartoons on TV. Awkwardly, he bent down to
clean up spilled food.

"No, that's not your job!" one of the elderly nen said sharply. "I'm supposed to do that."

"Ckay," he agreed, rising, bunping his head on the edge of the table. He held spilled food
in his hand and he gazed at it, wonderingly.

"G help clear the dining room" the other older man said to him He had a slight speech
i mpedi ment .

One of the kitchen hel p, soneone fromthe dishpan, said to himin passing, "You need
perm ssion to sit with the kids."

He nodded, standing there, puzzled.

"That's for the old folk," the dishpan person said. "Babysitting." He |laughed. "That can't
do nothing else." He continued by.

One child remai ned. She studied him |arge-eyed, and said to him "Wat's your nane?"

He answer ed not hi ng.

"I said, what's your nanme?"

Reachi ng cautiously, he touched a bit of beef on the table. It had cooled now But, aware
of the child beside him he still felt warm he touched her on the head, briefly.

"My nane is Thelma," the child said. "Did you forget your name?" She patted him "If you
forget your nane, you can wite it on your hand. Want me to show you how?" She patted hi magain

"Wn't it wash off?" he asked her. "If you wite it on your hand, the first tinme you do
anything or take a bath it'll wash off."
"Ch, | see." She nodded. "Well, you could wite it on the wall, over your head. In your

room where you sleep. Up high where it won't wash off. And then when you want to know your nane
better you can--"
“Thel ma, " he murnured.
"No, that's _ny_ name. You have to have a different nane. And that's a girl's nane."
"Let's see," he said, nmeditating.
“"If | see you again |I'll give you a nane," Thelma said. "I'll make one up for you. 'Kay?"
"Don't you live here?" he said.
"Yes, but ny nommy might | eave. She's thinking about taking us, ne and ny brother, and
He nodded. Sone of the warnth left him
Al'l of a sudden, for no reason he could see, the child ran off.
| should work out my own name, anyhow, he decided; it's my responsibility. He exam ned his
hand and wondered why he was doing that; there was nothing to see. Bruce, he thought; that's ny
nane. But there ought to be better nanmes than that, he thought. The warnth that renai ned gradually
departed, as had the child.

He felt alone and strange and | ost again. And not very happy.

| eavi ng.

One day M ke Westaway managed to get sent out to pick up a |load of senmirotten produce
donated by a | ocal supermarket to New Path. However, after naking sure no staff menmber had tailed
him he nmade a phone call and then net Donna Hawt horne at a MDonal d's fast-food stand.

They sat together outside, with Cokes and hanburgers between them on the wooden table.
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"Have we really been able to duke hinP" Donna asked.

"Yes," Westaway said. But he thought, The guy's so burned out. | wonder if it matters.
wonder if we acconplished anything. And yet it had to be like this.

"They' re not paranoid about him"

"No," M ke Westaway sai d.

Donna said, "Are you personally convinced they're growing the stuff?"

"Not nme. It's not what | believe. It's them" Those who pay us, he thought.

"What's the name nmean?"

" Mdrs ontologica_ . Death of the spirit. The identity. The essential nature."”

"WII he be able to act?"

West away wat ched the cars and peopl e passing; he watched noodily as he fooled with his
f ood.

“You really don't know. "

"Never can know until it happens. A menory. A few charred brain cells flicker on. Like a
reflex. React, not act. W can just hope. Renmenbering what Paul says in the Bible: faith, hope,
and giving away your noney." He studied the pretty, dark-haired young girl across from himand
could perceive, in her intelligent face, why Bob Arctor-- No, he thought; | always have to think
of himas Bruce. Otherwise | cop out to knowing too nuch: things | shouldn't, couldn't, know Wy
Bruce thought so nuch of her. Thought when he was capabl e of thought.

"He was very well drilled,” Donna said, in what seened to himan extraordinary forlorn
voice. And at the sane tine an expression of sorrow crossed her face, straining and warping its
lines. "Such a cost to pay," she said then, half to herself, and drank from her Coke.

He thought, But there is no other way. To get in there. | can't get in. That's established
by now, think how long |'ve been trying. They'd only let a burned-out husk |ike Bruce in.

Harm ess. He would have to be. . . the way he is. O they wouldn't take the risk. It's their
policy.

"The government asks an awful |ot,

"Life asks an awful lot."

Donna sai d.

Rai sing her eyes, she confronted him darkly angry. "In this case the federal governnent.
Specifically. Fromyou, me. From-" She broke off. "Fromwhat was ny friend."

"He's still your friend."

Fiercely Donna said, "Wat's left of him"

VWhat's left of him Mke Westaway thought, is still searching for you. After its fashion

He too felt sad. But the day was nice, the people and cars cheered him the air snelled good. And
there was the prospect of success; that cheered himthe nost. They had cone this far. They could
go the rest of the way.

Donna said, "I think, really, there is nothing nore terrible than the sacrifice of sonmeone
or sonething, a living thing, without its ever knowing. If it knew If it understood and
vol unteered. But--" She gestured. "He doesn't know, he never did know. He didn't volunteer--"

"Sure he did. It was his job."

"He had no idea, and he hasn't any idea now, because now he hasn't any ideas. You know
that as well as | do. And he will never again in his life, as long as he lives, have any ideas.
Only reflexes. And this didn't happen accidentally; it was supposed to happen. So we have this .

bad karma on us. | feel it on ny back. Like a corpse. I'mcarrying a corpse-- Bob Arctor's
corpse. Even while he's technically alive." Her voice had risen; Mke Wstaway gestured, and, with
visible effort, she cal med herself. People at other wooden tables, enjoying their burgers and
shakes, had gl anced i nquiringly.

After a pause Westaway said, "Well, ook at it this way. They can't interrogate sonething,
soneone, who doesn't have a mnd."
"I've got to get back to work," Donna said. She exam ned her wistwatch. "I'll tell them

everyt hing seens okay, according to what you told nme. In your opinion."

"Wait for winter," Wstaway said.

"W nt er?"

“I't"ll take until then. Never mnd why, but that's howit is; it will work in winter or it
won't work at all. We'll get it then or not at all." Directly at the solstice, he thought.

"An appropriate tinme. Wen everything' s dead and under the snow. "

He | aughed. "In California?"

"The winter of the spirit. _Mrs ontologica_ . Wien the spirit is dead."

"Only asleep,"” Westaway said. He rose. "I have to split, too, | have to pick up a | oad of
veget abl es. "

Donna gazed at himw th sad, nmute, afflicted dismay.
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"For the kitchen," Westaway said gently. "Carrots and lettuce. That Kkind. Donated by
McCoy's Market, for us poor at New Path. I"'msorry | said that. It wasn't nmeant to be a joke. It
wasn't meant to be anything."” He patted her on the shoul der of her |eather jacket. And as he did
so it came to himthat probably Bob Arctor, in better, happier days, had gotten this jacket for
her as a gift.

"W have worked together on this a long tinme," Donna said in a noderate, steady voice. "I

don't want to be on this nmuch longer. | want it to end. Sonetines at night, when | can't sleep, |
think, shit, we are colder than they are. The adversary."

"I don't see a cold person when | |ook at you," Wstaway said. "Although | guess | really
don't know you all that well. Wiat | do see, and see clearly, is one of the warnmest persons | ever
knew. "

"I amwarmon the outside, what people see. Warm eyes, warm face, warm fucking fake snile,
but inside | amcold all the tinme, and full of lies. | amnot what | seemto be; | amawful." The
girl's voice renai ned steady, and as she spoke she sniled. Her pupils were |arge and nell ow and
wi thout guile. "But, then, there's no other way. Is there? | figured that out a long tinme ago and
made nyself like this. But it really isn't so bad. You get what you want this way. And everybody

is this way to a degree. Wiat | amthat's actually so bad--1 ama liar. | lied to ny friend, |
lied to Bob Arctor all the tinme. | even told himone tine not to believe anything | said, and of
course he just believed | was kidding; he didn't listen. But if |I told him then it's his
responsibility not to listen, not to believe me any nore, after | said that. | warned him But he

forgot as soon as | said it and went right on. Kept right on truckin'."

"You did what you had to. You did nore than you had to."

The girl started away fromthe table. "Okay, then there really isn't anything for ne to
report, so far. Except your confidence. Just that he's duked in and they accept him They didn't

get anything out of himin those--" She shuddered. "Those gross ganes."

"Right."

"I"ll see you later." She paused. "The federal people aren't going to want to wait unti
w nter."

"But winter it is," Westaway said. "The winter solstice."

"The what ?"

"Just wait," he said. "And pray."

"That's bullshit," Donna said. "Prayer, | mean. | prayed a long time ago, a |lot, but not
any nore. W wouldn't have to do this, what we're doing, if prayer worked. It's another shuck."
"Most things are.” He followed after the girl a few steps as she departed, drawn to her

liking her. "I don't feel you destroyed your friend. It seens to ne you' ve been as much destroyed,
as much the victim Only on you it doesn't show. Anyhow, there was no choice."

“I"'mgoing to hell," Donna said. She sniled suddenly, a broad, boyish grin. "My Catholic
upbri ngi ng. "

“I'n hell they sell you nickel bags and when you get hone there's Mand-Ms in them"

"M and-M s nade out of turkey turds,” Donna said, and then all at once she was gone.

Vani shed away into the hitherand-thither-going people; he blinked. Is this how Bob Arctor felt? he
asked himsel f. Must have. There she was, stable and as if forever; then--nothing. Vanished |ike
fire or air, an elenment of the earth back into the earth. To m x with the everyone-el se people
that never ceased to be. Poured out anobng them The evaporated girl, he thought. O

transformation. That cones and goes as she will. And no one, nothing, can hold on to her.

| seek to net the wind, he thought. And so had Arctor. Vain, he thought, to try to place
your hands firmy on one of the federal drug-abuse agents. They are furtive. Shadows which nelt
away when their job dictates. As if they were never really there in the first place. Arctor, he
thought, was in love with a phantom of authority, a kind of hologram through which a nornmal man
coul d wal k, and enmerge on the far side, alone. Wthout ever having gotten a good grip on it--on
the girl itself.

God's MO, he reflected, is to transnute evil into good. If He is active here, He is
doi ng that now, although our eyes can't perceive it; the process |ies hidden beneath the surface
of reality, and energes only later. To, perhaps, our waiting heirs. Paltry people who will not
know t he dreadful war we've gone through, and the | osses we took, unless in sone footnote in a
nm nor history book they catch a notion. Sone brief nention. Wth no list of the fallen

There shoul d be a nonument sonmewhere, he thought, listing those who died in this. And,
wor se, those who didn't die. Wio have to live on, past death. Like Bob Arctor. The saddest of all.

| get the idea Donna is a nmercenary, he thought. Not on salary. And they are the nost
wraithlike. They di sappear forever. New nanes, new |l ocations. You ask yourself, where is she now?
And the answer is--
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Nowher e. Because she was not there in the first place.

Reseating hinmself at the wooden table, M ke Westaway finished eating his burger and
drinking his Coke. Since it was better than what they were served at New Path. Even if the burger
had been made from groundup cows' anuses.

To call Donna back, to seek to find her or possess her . . . | seek what Bob Arctor
sought, so maybe he is better off now, this way. The tragedy in his life already existed. To |ove
an atnmospheric spirit. That was the real sorrow. Hopel essness itself. Nowhere on the printed page,
nowhere in the annals of man, would her name appear: no |ocal habitation, no name. There are girls
li ke that, he thought, and those you | ove the npost, the ones where there is no hope because it has
el uded you at the very nonment you cl ose your hands around it.

So maybe we saved him from sonet hi ng worse, Westaway concluded. And, while acconplishing
that, put what remained of himto use. To good and val uabl e use.

If we turn out Iucky.

"Do you know any stories?" Thel ma asked one day.

"I know the story about the wolf," Bruce said.

"The wol f and the grandnot her?"

"No," he said. "The black-and-white wolf. It was up in a tree, and again and again it
dropped down on the farner's aninmals. Finally one tine the farner got all his sons and all his
sons' friends and they stood around waiting for the blackand-white wolf in the tree to drop down.
At last the wolf dropped down on a mangy-1| ooking brown animal, and there in his black-and-white
coat he was shot by all of them"

"Ch," Thelma said. "That's too bad."

"But they saved the hide," he continued. "They skinned the great bl ack-and-white wolf that
dropped fromthe tree and preserved his beautiful hide, so that those to follow, those who cane
later on, could see what he had been like and could marvel at him at his strength and size. And
future generations tal ked about himand related many stories of his prowess and majesty, and wept
for his passing."”

"Why did they shoot hinP"

"They had to," he said. "You nust do that with wolves |ike that."

"Do you know any other stories? Better ones?"

"No," he said, "that's the only story |I know " He sat renenbering how the wolf had enjoyed
his great springing ability, his | eaping down again and again in his fine body, but now that body
was gone, shot down. And for neager aninmals to be slaughtered and eaten anyhow. Animals with no
strength that never sprang, that took no pride in their bodies. But anyhow, on the good side,
those aninals trudged on. And the bl ack-and-white wolf had never conpl ai ned; he had said nothing
even when they shot him H's claws had still been deep in his prey. For nothing. Except that that
was his fashion and he liked to do it. It was his only way. His only style by which to live. Al
he knew. And they got him

"Here's the wol f!" Thel ma excl ai ned, | eaping about clunsily. "Voob, voob!" She grabbed at
things and m ssed, and he saw with dismay that something was wong with her. He saw for the first
tinme, distressed and wondering how it could happen, that she was inpaired.

He said, "You are not the wolf."

But even so, as she groped and hobbl ed, she stunbl ed; even so, he realized, the inpairnent
continued. He wondered how it could be that

_lch ungl Gicksel' get Atlas! Eine Wlt,

Di e ganze Welt der Schnerzen nuss ich tragen
Ich trage Unertrégliches, und brechen

WIIl mr das Herz im Leibe_.

such sadness could exist. He wal ked away.
Behi nd himshe still played. She tripped and fell. How nmust that feel? he wondered.

He roamed al ong the corridor, searching for the vacuum cl eaner. They had informed himthat
he must carefully vacuumthe big playroomwhere the children spent nost of the day.

"Down the hall to the right." A person pointed. Earl.

"Thanks, Earl," he said.

When he arrived at a closed door he started to knock, and then instead he opened it.

I nside the rooman old wonan stood hol ding three rubber balls, which she juggled. She
turned toward him her gray stringy hair falling on her shoulders, grinning at himwith virtually
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no teeth. She wore white bobby socks and tennis shoes. Sunken eyes, he saw, sunken eyes, grinning,
enpty nout h.

"Can you do this?" she wheezed, and threw all three balls up into the air. They fell back
hitting her, bouncing down to the floor. She stooped over, spitting and | aughi ng.

"I can't do that," he said, standing there disnayed.

“I can." The thin old creature, her arns cracking as she noved, raised the balls,
squinted, tried to get it right.

Anot her person appeared at the door beside Bruce and stood with him al so watching.

"How | ong has she been practicing?" Bruce said.

"Quite a while." The person called, "Try again. You're getting close!"

The ol d woman cackl ed as she bent to funble to pick the balls up once again

"One's over there," the person beside Bruce said. "Under your night table."

"Chhhh!" she wheezed.

They wat ched the old wonan try again and again, dropping the balls, picking them back up,
aimng carefully, balancing herself, throwing themhigh into the air, and then hunching as they
rai ned down on her, sonetines hitting her head.

The person beside Bruce sniffed and said, "Donna, you better go clean yourself. You're not
clean.”

Bruce, stricken, said, "That isn't Donna. |s that Donna?" He raised his head to peer at
the old woman and he felt great terror; tears of a sort stood in the old wonan's eyes as she gazed
back at him but she was |aughing, |aughing as she threwthe three balls at him hoping to hit
him He ducked.

"No, Donna, don't do that," the person beside Bruce said to her. "Don't hit people. Just
keep trying to do what you saw on TV, you know, catch them again yourself and throw themright
back up. But go clean yourself now, you stink."

"Ckay," the old woman agreed, and hurried off, hunched and little. She left the three
rubber balls still rolling on the floor

The person beside Bruce shut the door, and they wal ked along the hall. "How | ong has Donna
been here?" Bruce said.

"Along tine. Since before | cane, which was six nonths ago. She started trying to juggle
about a week ago."

"Then it isn't Donna," he said. "If she's been here that |ong. Because | just got here a
week ago." And, he thought, Donna drove me here in her Ma | renmenber that, because we had to stop
while she got the radiator filled back up. And she | ooked fine then. Sad-eyed, dark, quiet and
conposed in her little |eather jacket, her boots, with her purse that has the rabbit's foot
dangling. Like she always is.

He continued on then, searching for the vacuumcleaner. He felt a great deal better. But
be didn't understand why.

15

Bruce said, "Could | work with ani mal s?"

"No," Mke said, "I think I"'mgoing to put you on one of our farnms. | want to try you with
plants for a while, a few nonths. Qut in the open, where you can touch the ground. Wth all these
rocket-ship space probes there's been too nmuch trying to reach the sky. | want you to make the

attenpt to reach--"

"I want to be with sonething living."

M ke expl ai ned, "The ground is living. The Earth is still alive. You can get the nost help
there. Do you have any agricul tural background? Seeds and cultivation and harvesting?"

"I worked in an office."

"You'll be outside fromnow on. If your mnd comes back it'll have to come back naturally.
You can't make yourself think again. You can only keep working, such as sowing crops or tilling on
our vegetable plantations--as we call them-or killing insects. W do a |lot of that, driving

i nsects out of existence with the right kind of sprays. W're very careful, though,w th sprays.
They can do nore harmthan good. They can poi son not only the crops and the ground but the person
using them Eat his head." He added, "Like yours has been eaten."

"Ckay," Bruce said.

You have been sprayed, M ke thought as he glanced at the man, so that now you've becone a
bug. Spray a bug with a toxin and it dies; spray a man, spray his brain, and he becones an insect
that clacks and vibrates about in a closed circle forever. A reflex machine, like an ant.
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Repeating his last instruction

Not hing new wi Il ever enter his brain, MKke thought, because that brain is gone.
And with it, that person who once gazed out. That | never knew.
But nmaybe, if he is placed in the right spot, in the right stance, he can still see down,

and see the ground. And recognize that it is there. And place sonething which is alive, sonething
different fromhinmself, init. To grow

Since that is what he or it can't do any longer: this creature beside nme has died, and so
can never again grow. It can only decay gradually until what remains, too, is dead. And then we
cart that off.

There is little future, Mke thought, for soneone who is dead. There is, usually, only the
past. And for Arctor-Fred-Bruce there is not even the past; there is only this.

Besi de him as he drove the staff car, the slunped figure jiggled. Aninmated by the car

I wonder, he thought, if it was New Path that did this to him Sent a substance out to get
himlike this, to make himthis way _so they would ultimtely receive himback?_

To build, he thought, their civilization within the chaos. If "civilization" it really is.

He did not know. He had not been at New Path | ong enough; their goals, the Executive
Director had informed hi monce, would be revealed to himonly after he had been a staff nenber
anot her two years.

Those goals, the Executive Director had said, had nothing to do with drug rehabilitation.

No one but Donal d, the Executive Director, knew where the funding for New Path ori gi nated.
Money was al ways there. Well, Mke thought, there is a |ot of noney in manufacturing Substance D
Qut in various renote rural farns, in small shops, in several facilities |abeled "schools." Mney
in manufacturing it, distributing it, and finally selling it. At |east enough to keep New Path
sol vent and growi ng--and nore. Sufficient for a variety of ultinmate goals.

Dependi ng on what New Path intended to do.

He knew something--U.S. Drug Restriction knew sonet hing--that nost of the public, even the
police, did not know

Substance D, |ike heroin, was organic. Not the product of a |lab
So he neant quite a bit when he thought, as he frequently did, that all those profits
could well keep New Path solvent-- _and grow ng_.

The living, he thought, should never be used to serve the purposes of the dead. But the
dead--he glanced at Bruce, the enpty shape beside him-should, if possible, serve the purposes of
the Iiving.

That, he reasoned, is the law of life.

And the dead, if they could feel, night feel better doing so.

The dead, M ke thought, who can still see, even if they can't understand: they are our
caner a.

16

Under the sink in the kitchen he found a snmall bone fragnent, down with the boxes of soap
and brushes and buckets. It |ooked human, and he wondered if it was Jerry Fabin.

This made hi mrenmenber an event froma long way back in his life. Once he had lived with
two ot her guys and sonetines they had ki dded about owning a rat named Fred that |ived under their
sink. And when they got really broke one tine, they told people, they had to eat poor old Fred.

Maybe this was one of his bone fragments, the rat who had |ived under their sink, who they
had made up to keep them conpany.

Hearing themtalking in the |ounge.

"This guy was nore burned out than he showed. | felt so. He drove up to Ventura one day,
cruising all over to find an old friend back inland toward G ai. Recogni zed the house on sight
wi t hout the nunber, stopped, and asked the people if he could see Leo. 'Leo died. Sorry you didn't
know.' So this guy said then, 'Ckay, I'll come back again on Thursday.' And he drove off, he drove
back down the coast, and | guess he went back up on Thursday again | ooking for Leo. How about
t hat ?"

He listened to their talk, drinking his coffee.

"--works out, the phone book has only one nunber in it; you call that number for whoever
you want. Listed on page after page . . . I'mtalking about a totally burned-out society. And in
your wal |l et you have that nunber, the nunber, scribbled down on different slips and cards, for
different people. And if you forget the nunber, you couldn't call anybody."
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"“You could dial Information."

"It's the sane nunber."”

He still listened; it was interesting, this place they were describing. Wen you called
it, the phone nunber was out of order, or if it wasn't they said, "Sorry, you have the wong
nunber." So you called it again, the sane nunber, and got the person you wanted.

When a person went to the doctor--there was only one, and he specialized in everything--
there was only one nedicine. After he had di agnosed you he prescribed the nedicine. You took the
slip to the pharnacy to have it filled, but the pharmaci st never could read what the doctor had
witten, so he gave you the only pill he had, which was aspirin. And it cured whatever you had.

If you broke the law, there was only the one | aw, which everybody broke again and agai n.
The cop | aboriously wote it all up, which law, which infraction each tine, the sane one. And
there was al ways the sane penalty for any breaking of the law, fromjaywal king to treason: the
penalty was the death penalty, and there was agitation to have the death penalty renpoved, but it
coul d not be because then, for |ike jaywal king, there would be no penalty at all. So it stayed on
the books and finally the community burned out entirely and died. No, not burned out--they had
been that already. They faded out, one by one, as they broke the law, and sort of died.

He thought, | guess when people heard that the [ ast one of them had died they said,
wonder what those people were like. Let's see--well, we'll come back on Thursday. Although he was
not sure, he | aughed, and when he said that aloud, so did everyone else in the | ounge.

"Very good, Bruce," they said.

That got to be a sort of tag line then; when sonebody there at Samarkand House didn't
under stand anything or couldn't find what he was sent to get, like a roll of toilet paper, they
said, "Well, | guess I'll come back on Thursday." Cenerally, it was credited to him Hi s saying.
Like with conmics on TV who said the sane tag-line thing again and again each week. It caught on at
Sanmar kand House and neant sonething to themall.

Later, at the Gane one night, when they gave credit in turn to each person for what he had
brought to New Path, such as Concepts, they credited himw th bringing hunor there. He had brought
with himan ability to see things as funny no matter how bad he felt. Everybody in the circle
cl apped, and, glancing up, startled, he saw the ring of smles, everybody's eyes warmwth
approval, and the noise of their applause remained with himfor quite a period, inside his heart.

17

In | ate August of that year, two nonths after he entered New Path, he was transferred to a
farmfacility in the Napa Valley, which is located inland in Northern California. It is the w ne
country, where many fine California vineyards exist.

Donal d Abrahans, the Executive Director of New Path Foundation, signed the transfer order
On the suggestion of Mchael Wstaway, a nenber of the staff who had becone especially interested
in seeing what could be done with Bruce. Particularly since the Gane had failed to help him It
had, in fact, made himnore deteriorated.

"Your name is Bruce," the manager of the farm said, as Bruce stepped clunmsily fromthe
car, lugging his suitcase.

"My nane is Bruce," he said.

"We're going to try you on farnming for a period, Bruce."

"Ckay. "
“I think you'll like it better here, Bruce."
“I think 1"l like it," he said. "Better here."

The farm nmanager scrutinized him "They gave you a haircut recently."”

"Yes, they gave nme a haircut." Bruce reached up to touch his shaved head.

"What for?"

"They gave nme a haircut because they found ne in the wonen's quarters.”

"That the first you' ve had?"

"That is the _second_ one |I've had." After a pause Bruce said, "One time | got violent."
He stood, still holding the suitcase; the nmanager gestured for himto set it down on the ground.
"I broke the violence rule."

“"What'd you do?"

"I threw a pillow"

"Ckay, Bruce," the manager said. "Conme with me and I'Il show you where you'll be sl eeping.
We don't have a central building residence here; each six persons have a little cabin. They sleep
and fix their neals there and live there when they' re not working. There's no Gane sessions, here,
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just the work. No nore Ganes for you, Bruce."”

Bruce seenmed pleased; a snile appered on his face.

"You | i ke nmountains?' The farm nanager indicated to their right. "Look up. Muntains. No
snow, but nountains. Santa Rosa is to the left; they growreally great grapes on those nountain
sl opes. W don't grow any grapes. Various other farm products, but no grapes."

"l |ike nountains," Bruce said.

"Look at them" The nanager again pointed. Bruce did not |ook. "W'll round up a hat for
you," the manager said. "You can't work out in the fields with your head shaved without a hat.
Don't go out to work until we get you a hat. Right?"

“I won't go to work until | have a hat," Bruce said.

"The air is good here," the nmanager said.

"1 like air," Bruce said.

"Yeah," the nanager said, indicating for Bruce to pick up his suitcase and follow him He
felt awkward, glancing at Bruce: he didn't know what to say. A common experience for him when

people like this arrived. "W all like air, Bruce. W really all do. W do have that in common."”
He t hought, We do still have that.
"WIl | be seeing ny friends?" Bruce asked

"You nmean from back where you were? At the Santa Ana facility?"

"M ke and Laura and Ceorge and Eddi e and Donna and--"

"People fromthe residence facilities don't cone out to the farms," the manager expl ai ned.
"These are cl osed operations. But you'll probably be going back once or twice a year. W have
gatherings at Christmas and also at--"

Bruce had hal t ed.

"The next one," the manager said, again notioning for himto continue wal king, "is at
Thanksgi ving. W'll be sending workers back to their residences-of-origin for that, for two days.
Then back here again until Christmas. So you'll see themagain. If they haven't been transferred

to other facilities. That's three nonths. But you' re not supposed to make any one-to-one
rel ati onshi ps here at New Path--didn't they tell you that? You' re supposed to relate only to the
famly as a whole.™

"I understand that," Bruce said. "They had us nenorize that as part of the New Path
Creed." He peered around and said, "Can | have a drink of water?"

"We'l | show you the water source here. You' ve got one in your cabin, but there's a public
one for the whole famly here.” He |l ed Bruce toward one of the prefab cabins. "These farm
facilities are cl osed, because we've got experinmental and hybrid crops and we want to keep insect
infestation out. People conme in here, even staff, track in pests on their clothes, shoes, and
hair." He selected a cabin at random "Yours is 4-G " he decided. "Can you renenber it?"

"They | ook alike," Bruce said.

"You can nail up sone object by which to recognize it, this cabin. That you can easily
renenmber. Sonmething with color in it." He pushed open the cabin door; hot stinking air blew Qut at
them "1 think we'll put you in with the artichokes first,” he rum nated. "You'll have to wear
gl oves--they' ve got stickers."

"Artichokes," Bruce said.

"Hell, we've got nushroons here too. Experinental nmushroom farms, sealed in, of course--
and donestic nmushroom growers need to seal in their yield--to keep pathogenic spores fromdrifting
in and contaminating the beds. Fungus spores, of course, are airborne. That's a hazard to al
mushr oom growers. "

"Mushroons, " Bruce said, entering the dark, hot cabin. The manager watched hi menter

"Yes, Bruce," he said.

"Yes, Bruce," Bruce said.

"Bruce," the manager said. "Wake up."

He nodded, standing in the stale gl oomof the cabin, still holding his suitcase. "Okay,"
he sai d.

They nod off as soon as it's dark, the manager said to hinself. Like chickens.

A veget abl e anong veget abl es, he thought. Fungus anobng fungus. Take your pick

He yanked on the overhead electric light of the cabin, and then began to show Bruce how to
operate it. Bruce did not appear to care; he had caught a glinpse of the nountains now, and stood
gazing at themfixedly, aware of themfor the first tine.

"Mount ai ns, Bruce, nountains," the nanager said

"Mount ai ns, Bruce, nountains," Bruce said, and gazed

"Echol alia, Bruce, echolalia," the nanager said.

"Echol alia, Bruce--"

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Dick%20A%20Scanner%20Darkly.txt (108 of 110) [1/19/03 7:31:25 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/Philip%20K .Dick/Dick%20A %20Scanner%20Darkly.txt

"Ckay, Bruce," the manager said, and shut the cabin door behind him thinking, | believe
I"1'l put himanong the carrots. O beets. Sonething sinple. Something that won't puzzle him

And anot her vegetable in the other cot, there. To keep hi mconmpany. They can nod their
lives away together, in unison. Rows of them Whole acres.

They faced himtoward the field, and he saw the corn, |ike ragged projections. He thought,
Gar bage growi ng. They run a garbage farm

He bent down and saw growi ng near the ground a snall flower, blue. Many of themin short
tinkly tinky stalks. Like stubble. Chaff.

A lot of them he saw now that he could get his face cl ose enough to nmake them out.
Fields, within the taller rows of corn. Here concealed within, as many farners planted: one crop
i nside another, like concentric rings. As, he renenbered, the farners in Mexico plant their
marijuana plantations: circled--ringed--by tall plants, so the federales_won't spot them by
jeep. But then they're spotted fromthe air.

And the _federales_, when they locate such a pot plantation down there--they machi ne-gun
the farmer, his wife, their children, even the aninmals. And then drive off. And their copter
search continues, backed by the jeeps.

Such lovely little blue flowers.

"You're seeing the flower of the future," Donald, the Executive Director of New Path,
said. "But not for you."

"Why not for nme?" Bruce said.

"You' ve had too rmuch of a good thing already," the Executive Director said. He chuckled.
"So get up and stop worshipping--this isn't your god any nore, your idol, although it was once. A
transcendent vision, is that what you see growing here? You look as if it is." He tapped Bruce
firmy on the shoul der, and then, reaching down his hand, he cut the sight off fromthe frozen
eyes.

"CGone," Bruce said. "Flowers of spring gone."

"No, you sinmply can't see them That's a phil osophi cal problem you woul dn't conprehend.
Epi st enol ogy--the theory of know edge."”

Bruce saw only the flat of Donald s hand barring the Iight, and he stared at it a thousand
years. It locked; it had locked; it will lock for him lock forever for dead eyes outside tine,
eyes that could not |ook away and a hand that woul d not nove away. Tinme ceased as the eyes gazed
and the universe jelled along with him at least for him froze over with himand his
understanding, as its inertness became conplete. There was nothing he did not know, there was
nothing |l eft to happen

"Back to work, Bruce," Donald, the Executive Director, said.

"I saw," Bruce said. He thought, | knew. That was it: | saw Substance D growi ng. | saw
death rising fromthe earth, fromthe ground itself, in one blue field, in stubbled col or

The farmfacility manager and Donal d Abrahans gl anced at each other and then down at the
kneeling figure, the kneeling man and the _Mrs ontologica_ planted everywhere, within the
conceal i ng corn

"Back to work, Bruce," the kneeling man said then, and rose to his feet.

Donal d and the farmfacility manager strolled off toward their parked Lincoln. Talking
toget her; he wat ched--w thout turning, w thout being able to turn--them depart.

St oopi ng down, Bruce picked one of the stubbled blue plants, then placed it in his right
shoe, slipping it down out of sight. A present for ny friends, he thought, and | ooked forward
inside his mnd, where no one could see, to Thanksgi vi ng.

AUTHOR S NOTE

Thi s has been a novel about sone people who were punished entirely too nmuch for what they
did. They wanted to have a good tine, but they were like children playing in the street; they
could see one after another of them being killed--run over, mained, destroyed--but they continued
to play anyhow. We really all were very happy for a while, sitting around not toiling but just
bull shitting and playing, but it was for such a terrible brief tinme, and then the punishnent was
beyond belief: even when we could see it, we could not believe it. For exanple, while | was

witing this | learned that the person on whomthe character Jerry Fabin is based killed hinself.
My friend on whom | based the character Ernie Lucknman died before | began the novel. For a while |
mysel f was one of these children playing in the street; | was, like the rest of them trying to
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pl ay i nstead of being grown up, and | was punished. | amon the list below, which is a list of
those to whomthis novel is dedicated, and what becane of each
Drug msuse is not a disease, it is a decision, like the decision to step out in front of

a noving car. You would call that not a disease but an error in judgnent. Wen a bunch of people
begin to do it, it is a social error, alife-style. In this particular life-style the notto is "Be
happy now because tonorrow you are dying," but the dying begins al nbst at once, and the happi ness
is anenory. It is, then, only a speeding up, an intensifying, of the ordinary human exi stence. It
is not different fromyour life-style, it is only faster. It all takes place in days or weeks or
mont hs instead of years. "Take the cash and let the credit go," as Villon said in 1460. But that
is anstake if the cash is a penny and the credit a whole lifetine.

There is no noral in this novel; it is not bourgeois; it does not say they were wong to
pl ay when they should have toiled; it just tells what the consequences were. In Geek drama they
were beginning, as a society, to discover science, which nmeans causal law. Here in this nove
there is Nenesis: not fate, because any one of us could have chosen to stop playing in the street,
but, as | narrate fromthe deepest part of ny life and heart, a dreadful Nenesis for those who
kept on playing. | nyself, I amnot a character in this novel; I amthe novel. So, though, was our
entire nation at this tinme. This novel is about nore people than | knew personally. Sone we al
read about in the newspapers. It was, this sitting around with our buddies and bullshitting while
maki ng tape recordi ngs, the bad decision of the decade, the sixties, both in and out of the
establ i shnment. And nature cracked down on us. W were forced to stop by things dreadful

If there was any "sin," it was that these people wanted to keep on having a good tine
forever, and were punished for that, but, as | say, | feel that, if so, the punishnent was far too
great, and | prefer to think of it only in a Geek or norally neutral way, as nere science, as
determnistic inpartial cause-and-effect. | loved themall. Here is the list, to whom | dedicate
ny | ove:

To Gayl ene deceased

To Ray deceased

To Francy per manent psychosis

To Kat hy per manent brain damage

To Jim deceased

To Val massi ve pernmanent brain damage

To Nancy per manent psychosis

To Joanne per manent brain danage

To Maren deceased

To Nick deceased

To Terry deceased

To Denni s deceased

To Phil per manent pancreati c damage

To Sue per manent vascul ar danage

To Jerri per manent psychosi s and vascul ar damage

and so forth.
In Menoriam These were conrades whom | had; there are no better. They remain in ny mnd,
and the eneny will never be forgiven. The "eneny" was their nistake in playing. Let themall play
again, in some other way, and |let them be happy.

ABOQUT THE AUTHOR

PH LI P K. DICK was born in Chicago in 1928 and |ived nost of his life in California. He
briefly attended the University of California, but dropped out before conpleting any classes. In
1952 he began writing professionally and proceeded to wite thirty-six novels and five short story
collections. He won the Hugo Award for best novel in 1962 for _The Man in the High Castle_and the
John W Canpbell Menorial Award for best novel of the year in 1974 for _Flow My Tears the
Policeman Said_. Philip K Dick died of heart failure following a stroke on March 2, 1982, in
Santa Ana, California.
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