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PART ONE

KALAPA COMPOUND, TIBET.

L ate September, 2069. DAY 117

The guards gave me this paper with ingtructions to write about my career asawar crimind, starting
with my lifeat age eight. Thisisfairly standard practice in these places, according to what I’ ve read, and
to what the Colond told mewhen | first got here. He dso said they “haf vays off” not only making you
talk but making you bdieveit after awhile. So before my brain getstoo well washed, | am saving out
some of this paper to keep atrue record of what happened, just to keep it straight in my own mind and
give me something to fill up the time. The Colond and the others told me some of the jargon the
interrogatorslike to have included in aconfesson and | think | get the drift. It behooves the smart
prisoner to indulgein alot of verba self-flagdllation before the authorities decide to flagellate said
prisoner inamore literal sense. There savery drict prose style involved. No problem, though. I'm a
good mimic and can write the most incredible bullshit aslong as | don’t have to keep astraight face.

My nameisVivekaJeng Vanachek. | am currently, abeit rdluctantly, awarrant officer in the North
American Continental Allied Forces, 5th Cobras, attached to the 9th New Ghurkas at Katmandu. | was
captured September 15, 2069, following a plane crash near the Kun Lun Mountains while on amapping
mission. Not that | am this great cartographer, but | do know the section of the filein the program that
alowsthe computer to reconfigure existing maps while scanning the countryside from an eyeinthe
bottom of an XL T-3000 high-dtitude reconnaissance aircraft. Anyway, I’ m trained to use that



knowledge, dthough that flight wasthefirst actua misson I’ ve been on. Right up until the crash, I’d been
having the best day since | sold out and joined the military.

Major Tom Siddonswas avery nice guy, and | think he must have enjoyed working with me as
much as| did with him. | suppose he got asfar ashe did in the military just by being relatively
good-natured and an exceptionally good pilot. Unlike the other pilots, he could express himself not only
in words rather than in long strings of symbols and numbers, he could even express himsdlf in words of
more than one syllable. He aso liked poetry, and | think he liked me chiefly because he was impressed
with my ability to recite dirty limericksin Middle English and trandate Chinese verses.

| hadn’t been in Katmandu very long, but | had aready told him over abeer how much | hated the
monatony of knowing one section of onefile of one program. Each of the other warrant officersin
Katmandu with the same rating knew another section of the same file of the same program. If anyone
was transferred, died or committed suicide, he or she was replaced by a brand-new specidist in the
same section—specidists were never cross-trained, so the left hand never knew what the right hand was
doing. It made me fed like a not-very-expensive microchip. Here | had spent dmost twenty years, off
and on, studying the humanities and what do they do with me? Stick me in computers, because I’ d once
taken aclassto fulfill amath requirement. My art history background and the one drafting class|’d gotten
aCinqudified mefor the mapping section. | told Siddons dl of thisand he sipped his beer dowly and
nodded in most of the right places.

| forgot dl about griping to him until one morning when he sirode into the hangar office, decked out
inasglver suit with so many pockets he looked like awalking shoe bag.

“Grab aflight suit and your kit, Ms. Vanachek,” hetold me. “We have usamisson.”

It didn’t occur to meto bring aweapon. I’ d been in what was technically considered acombat zone
for the best part of six months and had yet to see more than afleeting glimpse of an indigenous civilian,
much lessan enemy.

| gawked through the canopy as we climbed to 19,000 feet, then settled down to the keyboard and
punched up my section. Siddons had explained that the plane’s computer would do just as mine did back
at the hangar, except that while the computer in the hangar usualy had to make do with adjusting data,
inputting new topographica information from agraphic mock-up to existing map data, thisone had a
specia adapter that trandated the terrain passing through an eye in the bottom of the planeinto agraphic
image and ingtantly atered the corresponding map data accordingly.

We need map updates frequently because the terrain constantly changes so thet it no longer
conformsto earlier maps. And while our hangar-bound graphics adjustments are fine for recording the
changes our own side wreaks on the local scenery, our allies and our enemies are not so conscientious
about informing us of dl of their destructive activities. Furthermore, the war precipitates natural
disasters—earthquakes, avalanches and floods—that a so make unauthorized and, worse, undocumented
dterations.

We overflew the pass, into the Tibetan Autonomous Region. The more heavily populated areas had
been kept up to date, but the whole central plateau was still a battleground. New valleys are dug daily
and mountains of rubble make strategic barriers that need recording.

The problem with fast travel through or over any country, of course, isthat it so thoroughly
objectifieswhat you' re seeing that you might aswell be looking at a holovid screen. The landscape of
Tibet, vast plainswith mountains pinched up al around the edgeslike afancy piecrust, ssemed highly



improbableto meand | returned to my screen after about fifteen minutes of admiring the view. Siddons
wasn't about to let meignoreit, however. His voice crackled into my headphones saying, “Nah, don’t
bury your nose in your goddamn graphics yet. Take agander out there at the real world.”

| stared down over and through aswath of cloud. Thetail end of the cloud snagged on the ragged
snow-gplattered tops of raw-rock mountains, but benegth it spread alake covering—I checked my
screen—twenty square miles. It cupped the plane’ s shadow in waters that |ooked like a huge opa, milky
with shots of blue and red fire reflecting off the surface. “Gorgeous,” | said “What makesit ook like
that?’

“Poison,” he said. “Check your coordinates. Thisiswhere the PRC dumped its toxic wastes before
some of our forces helped India shoo the bastards back behind the border again. Thelake' s Tibetan
nameis Lhamo Lhatso. It was sacred. The holy men saw the birthplace of their last spiritual leader init.”

With an innocent-looking twinkle, the lake passed under our starboard wing and away.

“We re going to veer over Indiaway now, toward Karakoram Pass. Between the avdlanchesthe
saturation bombing triggered and the floods this spring, the arealis usdlessto ground troops.”

“Not to mention alittle tricky for the local inhabitants,” | said.

“Therearen't ahell of alot of those left, except guerrillas” Siddons said. “ And they’ re tough bozos
who play their own game and don’t kiss anybody’ s ass.”

“Sounds like you admire them.”

“Well, hey, when you have been in the service of our beloved organization aslong as| have, little
lady, you too may come to admire anybody who doesn’t basically sit back and leave dl the fighting to
our troops wearing their patches. The Tibetan guerrillas have to be about the only people on the face of
the planet fighting anything worse than a hot game of Parchees who don’t have NACAF dlies
specificaly assgned to them, evening up the odds manpower- and firepower-wise.”

“Magor, | had no ideayou were such anidedist.”

“Doesn’'t mean | won't blow the little buggers off the face of the earth if | get achance, you
understand. There’ sno need to get sentimental about it. If we blow up our felow AmCanswho are
working for the PRC or the Soviets, | see no particular reason to extend professiona courtesy to anyone
de”

| watched the high wild mountains sweep past our belly and noticed how often the bomb pocks and
avalanches showed up on the screen asamagjor changein the landscape. | remembered that before
NACAF entered the three-sided conflict among China, Indiaand the USSR, with dl the territory in the
middle, including Tibet and the Hima ayas, as the battleground, Mount Everest had been the highest
mountain in the world, instead of the fourth highest. | told the mgor, “I once took a course in myth and
folklore. Did you know that in the old days, Tibetans never climbed their mountains much? They were
afraid of disturbing the demons of the upper air.”

“Wadll, we got those demons good and stirred up now,” he said.

Soon we were past one range and once more flying over avast flattened plain, flyspecked with the
ruins of villages and monasteries, the jagged hills bursting from the plains at times like the work of some
giant gopher. The flatlands were as pocked as the mountains, the earth blasted and sickly tan, thewhole



thing treeless. NACAF-made planes, NACAF pilots or pilot trainers, NACAF defoliants and NACAF
bombs madeit dl possible.

“Hey, maybe they meant us,” | said to Siddons. “Maybe they foresaw us.”
“Who?’
“The old-time Tibetans with those myths. Maybe we re the upper-air demons.”

“Don'’t let the scenery give you an attitude now, Warrant Officer. Wedidn't do dl of that by our
lonesome, you know. Thislittle old country’ s been astompin’ ground for agood hundred years now for
al kinds of peoplewho didn't like the way the loca pope ran things—"

“Daa Lama,” | corrected, remembering Comparative Religion and Central Asian Soc.

“Yeah, | knew that,” he said, grinning back at me. Hisgrin was asjerky asastop-motionfilmclip as
the aircraft hopped from air pocket to air pocket in a series of ssomach-churning dips and bumps. | took
adeep breath. My digestive tract preferred ground travel.

“Anyhow,” he continued,” onething good oI’ NACAF doesdo iskeep it dl aclean fight. Y ou got
any ideawhat we need dl these updated mapsfor?’

“Making sure whichever rock the enemy hides behind doesn’t move before our side findsit?” |
asked.

Heignored that. | think he began to fed at that point he was setting a bad examplefor ajunior
officer. So he said, “Nope, so we can still locate any possible covert nuclear devices, no matter when or
where they were hidden, and send crews to disarm them. Fighting for Peace, just like the recruitment ad

says”
| would like those words to be remembered asthe mgjor’ slast.

The XLT-300 modd arcraft we werein flew very far, very fast and changed dtitudes with very little
difficulty. Ask apilot why and how, or an engineer. All they paid me to know wasthat my
Ground-Air-Geocartography program, or GAG asit was affectionately called, was specificaly designed
to keep up with the plane. We covered the plateau within about an hour and when we took the hit, were
on the far Sde of the Karakoram Peass, headed east for the Kun Lun Mountains. Radio transmission this
far from base was damn near impossible, satellites or no satellites. The mountainsdidn’'t get inthe plane's
way, and they didn’t get in the satellite’ sway, but they sure got in Ground Control’ sway.

The wind wasfierce that day, and blew thelittle jet around asif it was apaper airplaneinstead of a
real one. So when wetook the hit, | thought for amoment it was just another gust of wind. Siddons
caught on quicker, and | saw his hands fly across the switches and buttons on the control pandl.

Suddenly the canopy popped and al those upper-air demons |’ d been thinking about roared in and
snatched us from the plane. Something kicked mein therear. My seat bucked like the barroom
bull-riding machine they keep in the Cowlboy Museum my grandparents once took meto in Tacoma.
Except that this bronco didn’'t come down again but blasted me through the shrieking wind, up and over
the body of thejet. | screamed, not of my own accord but asif the scream was ripped from my vocal
cords by the velocity of my plungeto earth.

When | haven't had worse things to dream about, | still see the bolus of flame spewing from the



underside of the geometrically precise angle of the starboard wing, and | spin to face amaw of rock and
snow yawning like afast forward of some boa sjaws asit swalows prey. | bolt awvake as once more the
feeling of the automatic chute opening reminds me of being plucked from midair by agiant bird and | try
to come fully awake before Siddons s body, twisting benegth a burning chute, plummets past me.

But my actua landing must have been atestimony to the parachute maker’ s technology. For though
| had abad case of vertical jet lag, my mind skipping afew bests between gecting and landing, when |
cameto mysdf enough to take inventory, everything was intact—no broken bones or missing teeth.
Encouraged, | attempted to stand, but the force of the wind complicated matters, billowing my chute
againg me so it molded to my face, blinding and smothering me within awave of blue, red and white
slon. | yanked the suffocating fabric from my head. The stench of burning metal, wiring and flesh pricked
my nogtrilsbefore | focused sufficiently to visualy locate the smoke.

Pulling off my helmet, | divested myself of the yard or so of chute attached to it and scanned the
horizon for atelltae plume, but it was asif | was still swathed in somelarger, grayer fabric, abolt of
wildly swirling gauze which obscured everything.

The ground on which | stood was indistinguishable from the air in front of me. | was standing on
some mountain plateau then, shrouded with cloud. Vagudy, near the toes of my boots, ghostly tufts of
grass emerged and vanished as the wind whipped the ground cover. But | saw no sign of Siddons.

I’ve dreamed of his death since then, so | must have seenit, but | honestly don’t remember seeing
him die other than in the dreams. Shock probably. | tried caling to Siddons, but my words vanished in
the cloud before they were out of my mouth.

Asl| gathered up the chute and uncoiled it from my legs, the wind whipped away a corner of the mist
and | saw four peoplejogging down amountain path toward me, carrying rifles. They dl appeared to be
Asian but | wasn't darmed by that, since many of our NACAF troops are American or Canadian of
Aganorigin, or Asandlies. | evenfdt asmal surge of rdief, thinking perhaps we were being rescued.
Theriflesdidn’t darm me either. There sawar on. Of course they carried wegpons.

| waved a cautious greeting and would have shouted at them but they didn’t return my wave. That
waswhen | began to redlize that the crash might be more than atemporary setback. Even if these were
our people, | didn’t know any passwords. They pointed their guns a me and one barked an order. He
must have been used to talking over the wind or else the wind had died down because | heard him very
well. He was spesking in Han Chinese, of which | had learned a smattering in Intro to Chinese Dialects
101. Before | could try to puzzle out exactly what it wasthat he' d said, the man who' d spoken pushed
me down while awoman rapidly scooped up my helmet, then gathered the rest of my parachute. When
shefinished, the first man prodded my ribs with hisrifle, forcing meto stand again, while athird covered
me with another rifle, presumably to make sure| didn’t overpower the guy with theguninmy ribs. A
fourth man trotted through the mist toward us carrying two winter kits, dightly charred and smoky around
the edges. A pair of jump boots dangled from his shoulder by their laces and bounced in rhythm with his
gait. Siddons s hemet—I could read his name in black block letters across the front—dangled from one
hand.

Thewoman tied my wriststogether. | stared a them stupidly. Right then the tangible evidence that |
was a prisoner cut through the shock of the crash. We had had afrightening little lecture about enemy
torture in basic training, but the only advice about getting captured | was ableto recall was*Don't.” Each
of usknew so little about each piece of equipment that dmost everyone was expendable. Peoplein my
grade who got captured fell into the category of “acceptable |osses.”



We gtarted walking, the wind driving againg us. Even the tough silon fibers of my flight suit didn’t
entirely block the cold. The otherswere dressed in amotley assortment of winter garb, leather jackets,
woolen swesters and down vests, and wore sheepskin leggings over heavy trousers—the woman's
trousers were an incongruoudy cheerful turquoise and | thought they must have come long ago from a ski

apparel shop.

Aswe descended thefirst ridge, and out of the fog, the wind subsided to fits of gusting and between
gusts | caught afew fragments of the conversation between the guards. Too bad | never got beyond
Intro. My knowledge of the Han diaect was limited to numbers, the aphabet, and “ Have you seen my
luggage?’ and “ Please tell mewhere | will find atoilet.” None of this erudition was applicable. | regretted
the deficienciesin my education more bitterly at that moment than | have on the other recent occasions
when | found it did not prepare me for life outsde the university. After al, we of the NAC have been a
war, or involved in several capacitiesin aseries of wars, with the PRC, among others, for alittle over a
century now. Why in the hell couldn’t my courses have taught me to ask, “When may | seethe North
American consul?’ or to understand when someone said, “We will take this prisoner to Beijing by
trangport truck, but we must be careful because along the way we will pass her countrymen who could
ad her in escaping if they know that sheiswith us. “ Something useful. Why couldn’t | have learned
something useful? Even their names would have been helpful. | hate groups, especidly onesinwhich |
don’t know anyone.

My affiliation was announced to my captors by the patch on my flight suit. The New Ghurkas are, of
course, dlied with the Indians. We are not currently alied with the PRC. The PRC isnot currently dlied
with the USSR. | now understand the black market trade in patches among NACAF troops. A Chinese
dragon patch would have been abig help just then, instead of my cobrainsgnia.

These people wore no patches, which was, as Grandpa Ananda might say, good news and bad
news. The good news was that they were probably irregular foot soldiersfor the PRC rather than
freelance body-looters looking for equipment to sall on the black market. The distinction was dight, true,
but the guerrillas did have some sort of military structure and purpose, whereas the body-looters were
the entrepreneurs of the war. The bad news was, these people did not wear a cobra and had guns
pointed at me so they weren’'t on my side and since they had military objectives, | could expect to be
interrogated (read “tortured”) instead of killed outright. Maybe, | thought optimistically, they were
body-looters but for the time being preferred my equipment on the hoof, alowing meto save them the
trouble of carrying my geer.

Which was hardly reassuring because | was till bruised and <tiff and shocky and slowed the party
down. Every so often the guard in back of mewould give me ajab in the spine with therifle or alittle
kick of encouragement, but such incentives did not improve my speed since | usudly fell down and had
to be hauled back onto my feet again. The air was thin and cold, needling my hands and face even when
the wind wasn't flogging me, and each fresh gust ripped the fragile veil of oxygen away from my nose and
lipsbefore | could draw abreath.

By the time we stopped | was haf crawling, my lungs about to burst. My feet and legs hurt clear up
to my armpits and my throat ached from screaming against the wind and the effort of breathing.

| sank onto the rocky path we' d been climbing and went blind for afew momentswhilel tried to
catch my breath. My ears roared constantly and when my eyesrefocused, | saw my captors mouths
moving but | couldn’t hear the words. The woman in the loud ski pants pointed down over the edge of
the cliff the path skirted. A couple of hundred yards below lay the smoldering wreckage of the plane.
Farther down, hidden by the haze and by atumble of boulders, abubble of parachute swelled and
collapsed, swelled and collapsed, one blackened edge fluttering in the wind.



| said amentd prayer for Siddons, including in my entregties dl regiond and internationd deities,
from Jehovah, Jesus, and the Hindu bunch to the Collective Unconscious and the upper-air demons, and
finally the soldier’ s God, who could not have been the same onewho lived in clean white churches and
fancy cathedrals and synagogues back in the NAC unless He was schizophrenic. The God out here
presided over battlefields and bombers and His name was apparently Damn.

The woman gave me another shove and | lumbered to my feet, no easy task with bound handson a
geepincline.

When we finally stopped climbing | hoped the worst was over, but the descent was no better.
Though the mountains shielded us from the wind on the downhill side, thetrail was dippery and small
rock dides hailed upon our heads and booby-trapped the footing. My legs and toes cramped constantly
and | was s0 exhausted that when we reached the ruined village at dusk | was more hopeful that we
would finaly rest than | was fearful that the rest, for me, might be a permanent one.

From a distance the roofless stone walls of the bombed-out huts looked odd, deep and hollow, but
aswedrew nearer | saw that black tentswere pitched inside the shells of the houses, the walls offering a
form of camouflage aswell as extra protection from the wind.

Two people tended half an oil drum set over an open fire. Steam rose cozily from the oil drum. Soon
one of the people ducked into the doorway of the nearest ruin, then reemerged to sgna ustoward it.

My guards, not superhuman after dl, had for thelast leg of thetrip left me done so that they too
could concentrate on walking without faling, but now they ralied enough to manhandle me through the
doorway of the ruined house and into the tent.

A man who looked to be about fifty, hisarm tightly bandaged to his sde with astrip of parachute
dlon, sat on the floor in the midst of a clutch of snotty-nosed children. A Coleman lantern hanging from
the central mast of the tent provided acircle of urine-colored light in the middie of the gloom, but in the
deep shadows around the edges, something moved and | caught the glitter of adark eyeina
half-glimpsed web of dusky wrinkles and awisp of white hair.

The man spoke a sharp word and the children retreated to one Side of the tent and stared solemnly
ame

Cute. The smalest onewrung the sides of her long coat in her little fists o it showed she wore not
even adigper underneath. Very cute, but standing back in the shadows like that, dutifully solemn and
quiet but with their eyes shining with the excitement of having asirange cregture like me among them, the
children reminded meless of cherubs and more of wolf cubswaiting for dinner.

Remembering manners from my socia anthropology texts and numerous old films of Pearl Buck
books, | bowed and mumbled the Han greeting that meant something like “How kind of you to let me
Come_”

The man flicked his eyes toward my guards, who pushed me to my knees and plopped crossegged
down beside me, riflesin my ribs. | wondered if they were going to execute meingde, in front of the
children.

Nothing more ominous than supper occurred, however, and arather good supper at that. Unless
I’m mistaken, it was rice made into a stew with various packages of freeze-dried trail food.

When we finished the man amazingly offered me acigarette. | was puzzled for amoment, thinking



that they surdly intended to finish me off in some quicker fashion than that, and then recadled that in some
parts of theworld, smoking was till consdered arelaxing amenity. | refused with another very weary
bow. For someone so imperiled | was having ahdll of atime staying awake.

The man asked me aquestion in Han, but it wastoo rapid for me. In Mandarin, of which | knew a
great deal more since there were more language programs available in that dialect, | carefully replied that
| did not understand, please go dower, | spoke only alittle Han.

The man glowered and the ancient in the corner grumbled aword to him, at which heflipped his
hand at the guards who dragged me to my feet again and out to one of the few intact houses—or maybe
it was an animal shed. There they deposited me. A tent would have made amore luxurious
accommodation, for my little prison was riddled with chinks and drafts and stank faintly of manure.
Someone threw in ablanket and | lay down.

For about five seconds | worried about al those stories of desirable AmCan women being raped by
horny Asian men, but then the wind whistled through the nearest crack in the wall and | wrapped the
blanket around me and decided that if someone did attack me I’ d try to get him to stay the night just for
the sake of warmth.

Each time exhaustion carried me over the precipice of fear into deep, thewind diced up my spine.
Groggily, I'd pull the blanket tighter, try to squirm the cramps out of wherever they were gripping me and
clutch my shivering body back into atight fetd fist.

| was dreaming | was late for class and had to parachute down to Kane Hall to avoid flunking out
when | looked up and saw my parachute was on fire. | sat up and opened my eyesto the glare of a
flashlight.

“Wadll, I'll bedamned,” a deep mae voice with areassuring redneck drawl said. Abruptly,
somebody plopped down hard next to me, dmost on top of me, and the light withdrew. “ Sorry about
that, sweetheart. Guess you probably weren't expectin’ company.”

“No, but I'm glad to seeyou,” | said. “In amanner of speaking, that is, because | can’'t see you and
of course I’m sorry they caught you but it’s good to hear another American voice.”

“What outfit you with, sugar? What' s your name?’ he asked, hisdrawl dripping molassesin my ear
as he pulled my shoulders, blanket and al, againgt his chest, so, as | thought, he could speak without
being overheard by the guard.

“Viv Vanachek—Vivekaactudly, family name—from Belingham, Washington. I’ m acomputer
specidist in geocartography. We were just flying around updating our topodata when we were hit.
What' s your name? How did you get captured?’

“Cdl me Buzz, Viv. I'mwith recon and intelligence, which ishow | got here. Golly damn, baby, I'm
sorry to seeyou in thiskind of fix.” He petted my hair with his hand. He smelled like agoat, or anyhow,
as sour and strong as goats are reported to smell (I've never met one of the beasts mysdlf) but he felt
great. His hands were strong and alittle rough and surprisingly not too, cold, his breath stirring my hair
and warming my cheek.

| offered him some blanket sinceit didn’t look like they were going to throw him one of hisown. He
remarked then that | seemed to be the prize catch of the day and snuggled beneath the blanket, thought
my hands were too cold and tucked them into his shirt. One thing led to another. It' sascientific fact that
danger raises hormone levels and increases erotic responsveness. It'salso my persona scientific theory



that awoman who expectsto be shot at any moment is somewhat lessworried than usual about little
things like disease and pregnancy and isinclined to gather her rosebuds (or whatever) while she may. |
developed the theory on the spot, thinking we were in the same Situation and that sharing warmth and
comfort on what might be our last night on earth seemed the only sane dternative. When we werefindly
both comfortable and nicely warmed up, he asked, joking (I thought he had to be joking),” How did a
nicegirl likeyou end up in aplacelikethis?’

“Theusud way, | guess” | said, and turned the question back on him, but hewasn't having any. He
wasthefirst guy I d ever been around who, given the opportunity to talk about himself, preferred to hear
about me. So | told him.

| explained how since my mother died and my grandparents timber farm had been sold to alumber
company, | had been working on my undergraduate degree off and on for fifteen years, living on what
small income was left from the sale of the farm after our debts and taxes were paid, until finally that too
was taxed away, then doing little odd jobs for crummy money to stay dive and get tuition.

“Why didn’'t you just bite the bullet and finish up, get your degree and get ajob instead of coming
into the army?’ he asked | asked him how long since he' d been in the academic syssem NAC-side and
he allowed that it had been at |east fifteen years and even then, he wasn't much of a college man.

“Things have changed some,” | said. “It used to be that a graduate degree was a pretty reasonable
god if you made the grades, kept at it, and were able to spend enough money on books and tuition to
house an average family. There used to be scholarships and grants and my mother said once there were
even government loans. But—well, why did you join the army? Let me guess. Y ou couldn’t find ajob,
right? Well, neither can anybody else with what used to be an okay education. My poly-sci prof said
NACAF was formed partly to overcome that problem. The military is absorbing the excess population.”

“I’ve been over herealong time,” hesaid. “I’d like to know how your professor hasthat figured.”

“Simple. The country was going to hell faster every year and there wasn't enough for anybody, not
even the privileged. Too many people, not enough jobs or resources, aweak economy, and so many
well-educated people who stayed in school to stay out of the lousy job market that there was even more
discontent than norma. Uneducated people may resent the system but know their place. Educated
people are harder to handle. Of course, these daysit takes quite abit of education just to get by, so
according to my prof the government was responsible for raising tuitions for grad degreesto uphold the
Jeffersonian principles on which democratic society was founded—his very words—meaning no more
wasting opportunity oh theriffraff. So nowadays only the rich can get the grad degrees needed to get
richer—or even get by. It takesa Ph.D. in transportation engineering to drive atruck and amaster’sin
restaurant management to work in afast-food joint. | have three undergrad degrees, but | not only can’t
afford to get agraduate degree, | am no longer qudified to do the two-hit jobs people like me used to be
ableto get to earn the money to get the degree it now takesto be hired for one of those same dumb
jobs. So there| was, and it was my forty-second birthday, right?’

“You'd never know it,” he said, pulling the blanket tighter and lighting up asmoke. | decided if he
was s0 disadvantaged he' d had to spend fifteen yearsin the military he probably needed to smoke, so
even though it made me cough when | was dready having atough time breathing | didn’t object.

“Thanks, but I know it. And having collected my third degree and my one hundred and seventh
thanks-for-cong dering-our-firm-but-no-thanks from the sanitation contractors, | took my tuition money
for next semester, went to this place | know called Sammy’ s Bar, and got blotto.



“Sammy’ safriend of mine, or | thought she was anyway. She' d been the teaching assstant for my
psych class while shewasin grad school, before she got her doctorate and started her own place with a
no-interest loan from her folks—you'll love this, Buzz. Most bartenders and tavern owners | know are
like Sammy now; they dl have doctoratesin psychology, at least amaster’ sin busnessadmin and a
black belt in two or more martial arts aswell astheir mixologist certificates. She started telling me that my
problem was | was having an identity crissand | said it wasmorelikeamidlifecrissand | wasjust
redizing it had taken me haf my life to get nowhere. She thought | was touching her for ajob, and tried
to let me off easy with that stuff about being too smart and not having the right interests and how pretty
soon | would leave for something better. Well, it’ strue, redlly. I’ ve dways been interested in history,
language, literature, philosophy and so on—you know, humanities stuff. But thereé sno jobsinit.
Anywhere. Unlessyou don't need ajob. | told her if | could leave for something better I'd belong

gone.

“So she says, ‘ If not acareer, why not amerger—you know, with aman. Y ou're bright, perceptive,
and very capable ...” But, well, Buzz, no aspersons on your taste or anything, but back home everyone
is so perfect now. There sdl thismoney from the war economy and everyone, men and women both,
who' s able to stay home, seemsto be able to afford fancy diets and cosmetic surgery to correct every
physical aberration. | mean, not that | want to look like everyone else, but who wants to ook worse just
because you look like what used to be norma? And don'’t think nobody notices. They do. So Sammy
alowed that maybe | should save alittle to get contacts to make my hazel eyes amore fashionable green,
adyejob to take the curl out of my hair and make thiskind of dishwater brown color more like chestnut
or auburn or maybe apale ash, adiet for the old hipline and at least a cheekbone sculpt and a pinch off
the schnoz because, as she said, amerger requiresthat you live up to the senior partner’ s physical image
and obvioudy in my present state | would haveto go in asajunior partner. And | said, sure, but a
surgeon also requires you to pay and that was part of my problem. Besides, I'm almost past childbearing
age. Thewomen in my family seem to wait until the last possible minute to spawn. My grandma had my
mother when she was forty-two and my mother had me when she was forty-two and now I’m amost
forty-three. So | told her I'm over-qualified to be nonthreatening and under-qualified to be a corporate
asset to anybody and | shoved another bill at her and had another tequila. | think she was watering them
by then, so | skipped the salt and lemon. | was blathering on about the damn busybody pro-lifers from
the nineties that my mom used to blather on about when she got drunk and what kind of alife did they
think we excess populace were going to have anyway and Sam wastelling me what | was saying was
nothing but asociologica salf-pitying cop-out and there were dl kinds of things someone like me could
dowhen | saw that poster. Y ou know, the NACAF recruiting poster of the couple in the snappy dress
dovegrays?’

“Don't think I've seenit,” he said, sounding alittle impatient and taking another long drag.

“The woman looks alittle like a Native American with Scandinavian genes and the man looks alittle
Higpanic but raised for generations on the West Coast—you know the type, blond and tall and with
deep, natural noncarcinogenic tans? They looked so sincere with those blue eyes and outstretched hands
following you around the room—well, hell, | was drunk. | knew dl about the shanghal sations—"

“Thewhat?’

“Y ou have been over here for along time. The twenty-four-hour recruiting stations NACAF has.
Promise you anything but give you aone-way ticket to some Third World war. But boy, right then, they
looked like they had it made. They had ajob and | wanted one. | was sick of farting around with college
and poverty. So | asked Sam did shethink | could passthe physica and damned if shedidn’t say ‘sure
and dip on that cute little gaucho-hat that goes with the dress grays.



“‘Did | tdl you,” ” sheaskscasudly, “ ‘that I’'m working part time as arecruiter? Just sign right
here, Viv, ” shesays. * ‘And don’'t worry, hon. NACAF will have you in shape and teach you atradein
no time.” The manipulative, self-serving, upper-classbitch.”

“Now, cheer up, baby doll. At least shedidn’t lieto you. Y ou got ajob, you said, and maybe it’ll
get you out of this. Did you think about that? Like, did your mapping expedition maybetdl you anything
that might hel p with escape? Did you find out where these people might have other guerrillacamps or
where the nearest Cobra support group is?’

His patting my shoulder and his persuasive voice made me redlize what atangent of self-pity I'd
been onand | felt vaguely embarrassed. “1 wasn't really looking for that kind of thing,” | admitted, and
explained what Siddons had told me about looking for bombs and so on. He seemed more interested in
that than he had in any of the persona stuff I'd told him.

“Nukes, huh? Any other military objectives?’

“Knowing theterrainisamilitary objective, isn't it?’ | asked, and scooted dightly back from him, so
the smoke wouldn't blow right into my face. He puffed silently for afew momentsand | asked, “Do you
supposethey’ Il kill us?’

“Hard tdling,” he said. “L ook, you sure there wasn't anything specid y’ dl werelookin® for?”
| shrugged. “Thiswas my first time up. Sorry | didn’t learn more.”

“Metoo. But it was pretty good for starters. “He stubbed out his cigarette and kissed me on the
forehead, then swept the blanket aside, pulled up his pants, and leaned over to knock on the door. It
opened and the guard quite courteoudy held it for him, then saluted as he brushed past her. “ Seep tight,
sugar,” hecdled back into me.

| didn't fed the full weight of my stupidity until the next morning. The shock of the crash, thelong
arless hike, the anxiety and the exhaustion took over and it wasn’t until | wokethat | redlized | had
spilled anything anybody wanted to know about my identity, my attitudes, my occupationa specidty and
my mission without so much as anyone having to say “please,” much less sticking burning bamboo
splinters under my fingernails. Maybe | waswrong about Buzz. | thought the withdrawal | felt from him
wasjust because of the premature intimacy or maybe because aman like him, who had beenin thefield
by hisown admission for fifteen years and, the way things now stood, could never expect to go home
again, had little sympathy for the crisis| had faced at making a choice he' d made years before.

But then | remembered the guard’ s attitude and when | was taken into the ding-armed man' stent
the next morning, | knew the saute had been no halucination. There st my mae MataHari grinning
pleasantly at me over acup of something steamy, his dragon patch in full view on the pocket of hisdown
ves.

“Good mornin’, Warrant Officer Vanachek, sugar,” hesaid. “1 heard tell you gals from the enemy
camp could bered niceand I’'m heretotell you ...”

| glared a him and he grinned wider.

“That'salow blow,” | said. | wished | could address him by hisrank but he wasn't wearing any. |
was pretty sure the patch was purdy for my benefit. “1 heard tell you guysin the dragon horde aren’t
gentlemen about respecting agirl in the morning cither and I’'m hereto tdl you—"



“All’sfair inlove and war, sugar. | try to get alittle of both if possble.”

| tried to Smmer down. After all, for somebody with asmuch training as1’d had, | hadn’t been
especidly analytica about the Stuation of the previous night. And it was a pretty painlessinterrogation, if
humiliating in retrospect. “ So okay,” | said. “Now that you' ve had your wicked way with me, what
happens? Are you going to shoot me or what?’

“That’sup to the alies, sugar. | can only make recommendations.” He leaned back on onearm and
flipped his cigarette toward histop lip with his bottom lip. I wished it would burn hisnose or flip ashin his
eye. In broad daylight he looked like the kind of man you might have found in awell-appointed prison
yard inmy grandparents day—round-cheeked and jowly with limp, thinnish hair and smal dy eyes of
indiscriminate color under low-dung eyebrows. He was much more attractive in the dark, but it ssemed
an inopportune time to discuss that.

“Look,” | said, “why can't | just switch services?’

“*Cause you're asnake, baby, not adragon, “he said asif that explained away the fact that we both
drew our pay from the same government. | began to redlize that this man might possibly be crazy enough
to think the whole NACAF military juggling act was not only sane and reasonable, but some kind of
righteous cause.

Nutsasit was, in previous wars and civilian atrocities, people had dehumanized each other by
calling one another Gooks or Redskins, Japs, Krauts, Kikes, Niggers, even Yanks and Rebs. This guy
wastedling mel didn’'t matter to him, despitedl I’ d told him that should have impressed on him what a
superior-typeindividual | was, because my patch had a cobrainstead of adragon. “ See, baby, you're
different from us. Trained different, hang with different people, conduct yoursdves different...” Helet
that trail off with aninsolent glance up and down my flight suit. “If the People’ s Republic of Chinawasto
forgive you for the crimes you' ve committed against them on behalf of the warmongering Indians, you'd
have to improve awhole bunch.”

| wished | had something to throw at him. The man with theinjured arm looked on asif willing
himself to speak English and the raptor eyes of the old person in the corner took in every change of
expression. | was embarrassed to be bandying words with thislowlife countryman of minewho had so
little regard for any of us, who had taken advantage of my trust and misfortune to create arecreetiona
opportunity for himsdf while betraying me and our common heritage.

Okay, so maybe the aly these earnest-looking folks had drawn for themselves might have been
effective thistime, with agreen recruit like myself, but | thought he' d be just as treacherous with them as
with me given haf achance. | wished | had enough knowledge of Han to tell them so. On the other hand,
| had said entirely too much asit was. | stared at my boot hoping that the heat in my face would be
attributed to windburn.

The ancient in the corner asked something which the injured man repeated to Buzz. Buzz said
nothing to me but nodded to the guard, who grabbed my arm and marched me back to my makeshift
cdl.

| told him to wait a goddamn minute but the guard raised hisrifle butt in the vicinity of my left ear so
| ducked back into my cell and sat brooding, feding scared and ridiculous at the same time but mostly
pissed off not only at Buzz but at mysdlf. | had volunteered information that usually had to be pried out of
better soldierswith torture. | had fregly relinquished any possible bargaining chips. | did not even
understand why what | had been doing would be of any specid interest to the enemy. Surdly, sincethe



PRC got comparable troops and equipment from the NACAF to that alotted the Indians, anything |
could tell them about my job or equipment was redundant?

| spent the best part of the day turning this over in my mind, trying to convince mysdf that sincel
had been so cooperative and was so strategically uselessthey’ d probably just let me go and the worst
that could happen was I’ d die of exposure.

But good oI’ Buzz let himsdlf in that evening, without the subterfuge, thistime, of having another jailer
admit him.

“What in the hell do youwant?’ | asked. “I told you everything aready.”

“Just saying good night, honeybuns. Not often | run acrossafriendly girl like you who sill smdllsand
fedsgood, evenif you arealittlelong in thetooth ...”

“Get the fuck out of herel”

“Or what? You' |l scream? They’ d enjoy that, out there. | didn’t bring my pistol ong but that fellow
at the door’ sgot one.”

Thistime his goaty stench and my aversion to him were so strong | threw up. But he just avoided my
head and was, if alot rougher, at least mercifully quicker than thelast time.

Ealy A. M. DAY 2

When he’ d gone | huddled shaking and sorein the blanket and tried to remember that rapeisan act
of aggression as surely as beeting or torture, that it was practiced against men too. At one time anyone on
the streetswas fair game to be raped, mugged and/or killed by drug-crazed gangs of ruffians. That was
before NACAF was formed and the drug-crazed ruffians were absorbed by the military.

Sometimes the underground newspapers my grandparents received contained atrocity stories of the
nastiness worked by these new “recruits,” but the military countered any stories that reached broader
distribution by reassuring people that discipline was being established. Of course, the truth was, most of
the taxpayers didn’t mind what happened abroad and were happy to alow the army to export so many
of the problemsthat for many years kept everyone confined by rigid curfews and surveillance.

| was old enough that I’ d received training sSince grade school about sexud abuse and violence. The
first time | was asked to do aschool report in third grade on how and who to tell if someone wastrying
to touch me inappropriately, my grandmother took one look at the little picture book, shook her head,
and said to Granddad, “Haly shit, Ananda, will you look at this? Remember how it was when we were
little kids and our folks were embarrassed to haveto tell usthefairy tale about the birds and the bees
when we hit puberty? | guess you got to give the pervs credit for promoting sex education at least.”

In high school I'd learned dl that stuff about how rape was afunction of the rage of the perpetrator
and should not be taken persondly by the victim. | could believe that, because the quick and impersonal
way the cregp had dumped into me had more in common with the way someone would use atoilet than
the way someone would make love with another person whose humanity he acknowledged. | used a
corner of the blanket to wipe the tears from my eyes, the puke from my mouth and the semen, corrosive
to me asacid, from my skin.

Thewind howled in from ahundred holesand | fdlt asif | werein amagician’strick cabinet and the



trick had gone wrong so the daggerswere al piercing me. My clothes were about as much shelter from
the cold as a particularly rotten piece of Swiss cheese. My only consolation through al thiswasthat now
| knew that even if | had not been so stupid asto fal for good oI’ Buzz' s subterfuge the night before, it
wouldn’t have made much difference.

Just as | was arting to turn the last thought into an indictment that said that by joining the military |
had actually asked to be mistreated and in some fashion deserved what happened to me, plane crash,
Siddons s death, capture, rape and al, the door swung open again.

The dight human figure outlined by the night was momentarily erased asthe door closed behind it. A
match flared quickly and dropped, then alight not much brighter than the match flame ignited with the
smdl of burning fat and alot of rancid smoke. A yak butter lamp. The words from an anthropology text
gprang into the disorder of my mind and connected with the glowing object. The text explaining what a
yak was would probably have occurred to me next except that the figure chose that moment to speak.
“Foolish woman. What is the matter with you, a person your age, who should be at home with your
grandchildren instead of helping oppress my people?’

The voice spoke in raspy German, oddly accented, but it sounded female to me and that reassured
me. “Do you understand me?’ she demanded like an impatient instructor. | nodded dowly, wondering
what in the hell was going on.

“Do you dways have your prisoners raped to soften them up before you interrogate them?’ |
demanded in German that emerged harsher than hers only because my voice was stronger and the anger
and hygterial wasfighting down madeit hard to control the volume.

Oddly, she continued in French, except for one or two unrecognizable words which | thought might
be Chinese or possibly, and it only crossed my mind because of the yak butter lamp, ethnic Tibetan.
“What has happened to you is disgraceful but the philing is not within my control. Y ou would have been
killed rather than brought here except that we needed to know how you cameto bein the area.”

“| told whatssnamethat,” | said in plain English. “I help computers make maps. | know which
buttons to push but | don’t know how it works. Y ou probably have somebody on your side who can do
the same thing and doesn’'t know how it works either. They don’t tell us. To figureit out you' d need all
the equipment and maybe thirty people who know different parts of the program. No matter what you or
that sonofabitch do to me, | can't tell you any more because | don’t know any more.”

“Enfrancais, s'il vous plait,” shesaid, and waited while | repeated mysdlf in French before she
switched to Mandarin.”1 wish to know something else. Y ou tried to speak Chineseto Kunga yesterday.
The philing soldier saysthat you have been highly educated.”

As| suspected, that phase of our postcoital chat had not meant he was taking me home to mother.
Unlessthis was mother. Nah. “For someone who is not very bright, | supposel am,” | admitted, which
trandated very wdll into Mandarin since there were al sorts of sdlf-effacing phrasesinherent in the
expression of an ancient Confucian culture.

“And your education isin which subjects?’
“Thingsyou can't earn aliving a mostly.”
“Be specific, please.”

“World anthropology, socioculturd, four semesters, comparative religion, philosophy, psychology,



languages—I like languages—Ilook, I d have sent for transcriptsif I'd known | was going to need them. |
was a student for along time. My degrees arein history, psychology, and generd humanities.”

“Including scientific and military sudies?’ she asked, in Russan thistime.

Maybe they thought | had learned alot about NACAF military theory and practice and some of the
technologica applications beyond my own job. If they thought that, they naturally would want to keep me
around. Perhgpswith alittle judicious fabrication | might have some bargaining chips|eft after dl.

“Military history and theory, politica science, some economics,” | answered her cautioudy in
Russian, trying not to sound asif | wastelling everything | knew. In fact, other than what | admitted, | had
studied only the smattering of biology and basic physics plusthe minima math requirements necessary to
support therest of my curriculum.

Thelamp was lowered, the flame directly acrossfrom my eyes, dazzling them, and | felt that my face
was being closdy scrutinized for—what? Honesty? Then, the lamp was raised, the woman pried the door
open acrack before the wind pulled it from her hand and banged it open againgt the side of the shed. The
lamp burst into oxygen-fed brilliance for amoment. | caught aglimpse of silvery hair above bright eyes, a
hand trand ucent with age and ddicatdly veined futilely shielding the flame that was dmost immediately
extinguished by thegale,

A short time later aplagtic bottle of water and adiver of sogp were thrown into the shed. | washed,
uncovering smdl portions of my anatomy at atime, rubbing an area clean with one corner of the blanket,
drying with another, trying to protect mysalf againgt the relentless cold.

The room was so small | could not even pace for warmth, so | sat fully dressed, huddled in the dry
parts of my blanket, hearing only the wind and hoping to hear nothing and no one ese. | did not want to
think about Buzz, or try to figure out which of the nasty little fantasies he' d confided during hislast sesson
with me were threats and which were plans.

Instead, | concentrated on the odd encounter with the old woman. The memory of it became
surredistic within afew moments of her departure and | would have thought I’ d only dreamed of her but
for the soap and water, which surely had arrived at her instigation, and provided proof that she was no
dream or hdlucination. | was pretty sure she was the same bundled figure I” d glimpsed in the shadows of
the command tent. She must be someone' s grandmother, | thought, since she was scolding me about
staying home with grandchildren, but whatever relation she bore to these people she had the air of one
who wielded considerable authority. She was Tibetan, | felt sure from her choice of words and the lamp,
or maybe a Sino-Tibetan crossbreed. There were so few pure Tibetans left in this areaanymore. The
Tibetan diaspora of the 1950s and ‘ 60s and the subsequent colonization of Tibet by the PRC had taken
care of that. And the people here weren’t wearing Chinese uniforms, even though Buzz sported the
dragon patch. Nor wasit particularly Sgnificant that my captors spoke Chinese. The Tibetan language
had been forbidden within Tibet for amost eighty years. And thiswoman had caled the man with the
bandaged arm Kunga—that didn’t sound Chineseto me. Still, the woman was multilingual, and could
have been from anywhere, though | wondered if it was Significant that she had addressed me in both
Chinese and Russian but not in any of the Indian didects.

Much later | was sartled from afitful deep by the scraping of the door. Thistime the sound was
oddly distinct and loud, and | heard the cresk of the hinges, the groan of the wood. The whining wind
had blown itsdf out, and the air was oddly silent without it except for adistant noise like the rapid throb
of agiant’ s heart, which gradually grew louder.



From the doorway aman’ s voiceissued a sharp command in Chinese—an expression | recognized
from the hike from the plane wreck, which seemed to mean something like “comedong” or “hurry up.” |
tried to rise from a crosdegged position but my hands were still bound and my foot overturned the
bathwater.

Small impatient hands tugged me to my feet and shoved me out the door.

Thistime | automaticaly res sted being manhandled. Being dragged out of my cell in the middle of
the night after the interrogation must have meant I’ d flunked. | was going to be shot, | knew it, and |
looked all around the encampment for the firing squad. Instead, everyone but the guard who shoved me
infront of him ignored me, staring heavenward.

Something was wrong with the sky. The wind had blown holesin the night, allowing rays of light to
escape through the torn fabric of darkness, forming astark aliance with the pale pesks corrugating the
horizon. The holeswere only the stars, of course, and asnowball of amoon shining on the mountains that
had been previoudy obscured by the storm, but | thought if | was going to die, it was awonderful last
glimpse of earth to carry with meinto oblivion.

“Don’'t make ‘em like that back in Bellingham, do they, sugar?’ Buzz said from behind me. |
stepped closer to my guard but didn't take my eyes off the sky, even to avoid good ol’ Buzz. At least he
wasn't lying thistime. Even on the clearest night the mountains a home, strip-mined and tunneled,
denuded of timber and crisscrossed with ski runs and superhighways, were blanketed with athick
miasmafrom the citiesfar too impenetrable to permit aview like this. Grandma had some very old books
with pictures in them from years ago, when the Cascades and Olympics resembled what | saw before me
now, but this was more vast and beautiful than anything that could be contained on paper.

Buzz smirked over hiscigarette at me. “Hell, it's so fuckin’ romantic I’ m sorry you' re not going to
be around alittle longer so we could ignore it together.”

Sdf-interest fought with revulsion and won, and | tried to ask him where exactly | wasto be taken,
but then the chopper that had sounded like a giant heart set down, its prop wash flattening the grass. As
soon as the skis touched the ground, people began hauling boxes out to stack insde the aircraft while
others hurried back into the tents to bring forth more boxes, which they aso loaded.

The helicopter was one of the old kind, one of thefirgt high-altitude types used, the kind with four
blades rather than the top jet the deek new models used. The deafening thud of its blades drowned out
any answer Buzz might have made to my question, which was probably just aswell.

A figure bundled in athick hooded coat sprinted, head bent againgt the wind, toward the helicopter.
The guard held my arm until the figure passed me, wisps of white hair flagging around the hood, sharp
dark eyes acknowledging me briefly before she sprang up into the body of the bird and, holding on to the
hanging strap beside the door, extended a hand to me. | scrambled awkwardly aboard after her, relief
that | wasn't to be shot immediately making my heart pound as loud astherotor blades. A few more
boxes followed me, then the engine noise dtered in pitch, the throb deepened, and we were airborne.

For along time the old woman and | did not speak to each other, which | found reassuring.
Apparently shewas not going to interrogate me again while we flew and have me thrown out if she didn’t
like my answers. | remembered that in other wars, in other places, such things had happened. |
wondered how. We couldn’t have heard each other over the noise of the chopper anyway. Besides,
there were just the two of us and the pilot. He had to fly the chopper and she was so much smdler and
older than | that | was pretty sure she would have brought help if she meant to try physica forceon me. |



could outmatch her by weight aone, even with my hands bound.

She merdly sat impassively on one of the boxes, her mittened hands tucked into the folds of her
deeves, her eyes staring steadily out at the mountains. From where | sat her black irises were nothing but
flat mirrored surfacesfilled only with the reflection of the stars and moon. | was happy to avert my own
eyesfrom that expressonless starry stare and, trying to ignore the circumstances of the excurson,
alowed mysdf to Sghtsee.

Maybe I’m not the greatest mapmaker in the world without the help of acomputer, but | wanted to
get an idea of the generd lay of the land in case an opportunity to escape presented itself. Onething |
noticed, leaving the camp, was that athough three separate paths spun from the hub of the village, none
of them traveled in the northeasterly direction taken by the helicopter. The country we flew over was so
high and rugged, other routes would naturaly be more favored for land travel.

Weflew asabird might, or perhaps more like a bug, dwarfed by sheer vertica acreage, glacia
fields ditched with black crevasses, snow scaloping the dopesin disorderly swoops like bunting three
days after the parade is over. Mountains soared above us and plunged into abysses below our skis. Icy
black lakes appeared suddenly on the tops of ridges, or sparkled in deep valeys. Crystdlized waterfals
gushed slently from hidden streams, dripping like diamonds on the bosom of some society matron.

The Kun Lunsare not as high asthe Himalayas, but | haven’t been on such intimate terms with the
Himadayas. The hdlicopter was a much dower device than the XL T-3000, and less powerful. The
dower, heavier arcraft bobbed with the air currents, the nipple of the blades bresking the starlight into a
flickering strobe, distorting the chopper’ s ungainly shadow asit fell acrossthe snow fields.

Spectacle after breathtaking spectacle enveloped us. Gradudlly the stars and moon dimmed and the
navy of the sky grayed before blooming with rose from the tips of the pesks up, until the whole sky, the
ridges and fields, the pleats and peaks of snow surrounding and high above us were bathed in amber,
cora, and garnet light. The chopper banked for aturn and the glory of the mountains around uswas
abruptly eclipsed by asplendid cone, which would have soared far above the highest peak except that its
tip had been scooped out and had tumbled down its leeward side. The sun crested in the middle of the
scoop, and the mountain caught fire, ruby and garnet, gold, carnelian and pearly pink, looming ever
higher above us, then disappearing as the pilot lowered the chopper into aravine between two nearer
ridges.

Setting her down gently, the pilot killed the engine and within moments the helicopter was
surrounded by peoplein greasy shegpskin coats, who began unloading the boxes. | jumped unaided to
the ground, landing on my kneesin snow about six inches degp. One of the men reached up to assist the
old woman, and she jumped lightly down beside me.

A man who seemed to issue from the sde of the mountain plowed forward through the snow. He
and the old woman exchanged remarksin an intense but unhurried fashion. They frequently bobbed their
headsin my direction. Sometimes he sounded accusing while she appeared to defend, other timeshewas
on the defensive. Finally, he paused for breath long enough for her to speek to him a somelengthina
surprisngly affectionate tone, and he reluctantly nodded. She turned back to me and in English said,
“Come. We Il eat whilethey finish unloading.”

She led me through the snow, some of it drifted waist high against the face of the cliff, to acave half
concealed by arocky outcropping. Another of the butter lamps, nearly empty, suffused the center of the
dark room with a soft glow. She poured liquid from aplagtic jug into two disposable hotcups and
dropped something into one of them—a battery-powered heating coil such as campers used. She Sipped



theliquid while the second cup was warming. | plucked the coil out when the solid matter in the cup
liquefied, dthough there was till a congealed skim on the top that failed to blend in. Thedrink wasa
hypertensve' s nightmare—greasy and sdty both, in some sort of fluid that gave you an excuseto imbibe
the salt and grease. It smdlled vile too but it warmed the insdes and warmth was welcome; even the
meeager warmth from the cup between my handsfelt good.

“What isthis?’ | asked.

“Butter tea,” shesaid in English. “ Of course, the butter isnow an artificid product manufactured in
Beijing, and is not as good as the butter we took from the yaks before the sol diers destroyed most of the
herdsfor sport.”

“I had some Comanche ancestors with the same problem,” | said. “Only it was buffao, not yaks. |
don't suppose railroads were involved in the destruction of your yaks, were they?’

“No, but the building of the roads didn’t help. Of course, your people with their big weapons have
destroyed those roads too. Along with our forests and wildlife and large numbers of our countrymen.”

“It'sno more than we do for anybody,” | said flippantly. Insteed of yelling at me or threatening me,
she fixed me with that raptor gaze and alowed hersdf adight smile.

“You'reacynica woman, Miss Vanachek.”

“Thesearecynica times, maam,” | said. “But if you think about it, NACAF hasn’t done dl the
damage here. WEe ve been more or less Johnny-come-latelies. | wouldn't be one to point any fingers or
anything, but the PRC did agood job of dismantling this country along time ago, if you want to take
credit where credit isdue. And NACAF isnot at all selective about who we reinforce: we'll do it for
anybody, and meanwhile we just try to keep everybody’ s buried nukes from detonating.” | wanted to
add something witty about how some of our people even got so into their roles as dlies of their adopted
sides that they even raped some of our other people on opposite sides, but | couldn’t frame the sentence
and besides, | was afraid | might have used up her sense of humor.

Her eyeslocked on mine. “ Surely, you redize that your NACAF and the other mgjor powers il
produce wegpons of massive destructive capability. They only disarm older weapons planted in earlier
times and those owned by smaller countries.”

| shrugged and tried to look away. | am not amissile scientist after dl. Itisn’t my fault what NACAF
does, or what they lie about doing. | just make my little maps. But the woman’s eyes would not let mine
dropand | didn’t dare look away. She had theliterd, if somewhat mel odrameatic-sounding, power of life
and death over me. Looking at her, trying to find some less—you should pardon the
expression—explosive direction for the conversation to take, | became aware that the cave was growing
brighter, daylight from the entrance joining the lamp flame to wash the interior apaer gray. Thewoman's
coat, | now saw, was standard issue Chinese infantry, and under the hood she wore a sheepskin hat. The
impression of great age she had given in the guerrillacamp seemed largely to be a product of shadow and
wind. Her face was weathered and lined, it wastrue, but in the snow-filtered light of the cavethe
wrinkles appeared shalower, the deepest being the crow’ s-feet sometimes called “laugh lines’ at the
corners of her eyes. Her high-boned cheeks were plump and rosy and the white wisps of hair that framed
her face merdly frosted the front and threaded through a predominantly glossy black bob. She may have
been as much asthirty years my senior, but perhapsless, for some of her aged appearance—the hair thin
at the top, the brown, crooked teeth, two of which were rimmed in little squares of gold—seemed to be
the result of malnutrition or other deprivation rather than mere wear. Everything about her from her ageto



her rank to her national origin was ambiguous. “Y ou know quite alot about me,” | said. “I’d like to know
who you are and where I’ m being taken and, if you know, what's going to happen to me.”

“Yes, I'm sureyouwould,” she said dowly, savoring her tea. “Very well, though my identity isof no
importance, except perhaps to induce you to trust meto help you through adight logistical problem. | am
caled many things, but what isrelevant to you isthat | hold the equivaent rank of afull colond inthe
People’ s Army and | am adoctor.”

“A doctor?” Well, counter my expectationsl So much for thelittle old peasant woman. But why was
afull colond doctor assigned to asmall band of guerrillas?

“Yes, and asto what isto become of you, that is up to you. We have communicated your presence
and have received word that you are to be taken to atop-security facility for further processing. You
should fed honored. Normally only quite important war criminals are assigned there. Part of the reason
for thisisthat thefacility isvery isolated and can be reached only by a hazardous journey, difficult even
for seasoned mountaineers.”

“Can'twejust fly?’

“I"'m afraid not—for various security reasons. No, the only way ison foot.”
“Andit sageep climb?’

She nodded once, briefly.

“I'll never makeit,” | said. | wasn't trying to be difficult. | didn’t want to die. But one thing the
academic life teaches you isyour limits. Mine have dways been severe when it concerns athletic physical
activity. “I’m having trouble enough breathing just sitting here talking to you. Much as| hateto say so,
you might aswell go ahead and shoot me.”

“Drink your tea,” shesaid. “ Y ou will have ample opportunity to dielater if you wish, but for now, |
can help you. Y ou have studied psychology, you said?’

“Yes” | replied cautioudy.

“Then you are naturally acquainted with hypnosis, its benefits and purported limitations. Y ou redize
that ahypnotist cannot make you behave in away that would be unacceptable to you if you were not

hypnotized?’
“Y ou can't realy make me aManchurian Candidate then?’ | asked, risking asmile.
“I beg your pardon?’

“A film | viewed in the archives on mid-twentieth-century propaganda. About aman captured by the
Chinese and Russians and turned into first akiller, then apresidentid candidate while under hypnotic
control.”

The corners of her eyes and mouth tightened, the crow’ s-feet degpening. “ And have you politica
ambitions?’

“No, maam,” | said. “Except, perhaps, to change allies, as| told whatssname ...”



“Very pragmatic. But at thistime, the only sensible thing for you to do isto cooperate while
prepare you to reach your destination. Finish your tea”

Despite the feding that she was using the same tone the woul d-be fairest-in-the-land used to tell
Snow White to eat the apple, it was good for her, | finished the tea. What was she going to do, poison
me? Still, | felt amoment of panic when | redized that, yep, there was something in that cup besides
high-cholesterol tea. She watched me asif there was amicroscope between us, her hematite eyes
glinting. When she poke, her voice was gentle and her accented English took on apersuasivelilt. “ The
journey you are about to take islong and perilous,” she began and | thought she sounded ridiculoudy like
aparody of aGypsy fortune-teller. “But you are awonderful traveler. Y ou love heights. Y our body is
very strong and you delight in movement. The cold invigorates you and the rarefied atmosphere lightens
your step. You will be ableto breathe deeply ...”

That isasmuch as| recal. The next thing | knew | was standing and dipping into a stiff heavy codt.
My tea cup was stacked with hers beside the plastic bottle and the old woman was boarding the
helicopter. | |eft the cave to watch asit took off. The man with whom she had been arguing walked
toward me carrying arope and | thought, now that she' s gone, maybe they mean to hang me, but he
indicated that | should pass the rope around my waist and secure mysalf between him and another man.
Everyone but me carried abox or bundle of some sort on hisor her back but the doctor had apparently
taken my lousy condition into account and granted me dispensation from being a packhorse.

Or—more likely—she and the otherswere afraid I’ d fal into the first available crevasse and lose
vauable supplies dong with my relaively worthlesswarmongering carcass. ..

DAY 3.

AFTERNOON, THROUGH DAY ?

The Trek

My watch had stopped, probably broken from the impact of my jump, so keeping track of thetime
of day other than in agenera sense has been impossible. The combination of whatever “medicing’ the
good doctor used to spike my tea and the strength of the hypnotic suggestions disoriented meand | have
no clear ideaabout the length of our little stroll across the mountains.

When wefirgt set out from the drop-off point, even thefirst steep climb up the first pass seemed
incredibly high above my head, ludicroudy beyond my capabilities, but once on thetrall | astonished
mysdf by doing exceptiondly well.

Of course, | was yoked to experienced mountaineers, but the trails were such that had | been
exclusvely under my own power | would no doubt have managed to drag dl of us off the sde of the
mountain.

Many of the exact details of thetrip are rather vague now, asif seen in adream. Thisis no doubt
because while my conscious mind was doing the sightseeing, it was actualy my subconscious, till under
thethrall of the hypnotist, propelling me over thetrails on automatic pilot. But otherwise sheer terror
would have prevented me from seeing, much less enjoying, views from the vantage point of the narrow
paths where one could only place onefoot at atime as one progressed toe to hedl around steep cliff



faceswhile freezing winds tried to sweep one into bottomless ravines. None of these obstacles daunted
me. | seemed to sprint up the nearly perpendicular climbs and down the equally perpendicular descents
asif | were not persondly involved in the action but rather was watching it happen through tricky camera
work. With no effort or fear, nor even ahedthy amount of caution, | smply followed the man in front of
me, putting my feet where his had been when histracks were clear and blithely approximating otherwise,
climbing one step at atime. Theworst timeswere the walksthrough level spotsand valeysin thigh-high
snow. Without the necessity for absolute concentration, the posthypnotic spell was less powerful and |
had to work much harder along such stretches than during steeper passages, for even though my bresth
came eadly and my feet and legslifted lightly, the snow sucked me under with each step and | was il
yoked to less giddy people hampered by heavy loads.

But the climbing and walking mostly passed by in adaze and when we paused for ameal and calls
of nature | gulped my tea, gnawed on the ball of grainy biscuit that was the sole sustenance at al medls,
and paced on the end of my tether until we began walking again. The wind rose as the sky darkened and
soon the blowing snow and the falling snow swirled into one massive white-out—still we kept climbing.

Only when we stopped to deep did my own reservations and fears fully return. My bulky clothing
madeit difficult for meto curl into acomfortable position and as| struggled to deep, worries about
frosthite caused me to compulsively keep touching and rubbing my hands and face, sure that the cold
was damaging me even if | wasn't particularly aware of it most of the time. During these stops, the guards
with whom | had been traveling al day frightened me by their laughter and the hard looks they sometimes
cast my way, athough they never mistreated me. Then too, as| tried to rest, | worried about where we
were going, what would happen to me. And looking back toward the passes and mountains we had
crossed that day, | grew absolutely horrified that | had done such athing and became absolutely
convinced that nothing short of an explosive charge under my rear end could induce meto continue. Y et
as soon as the camp showed signs of stirring, | was ready and even eager to climb again.

My mother would never have understood it. No toilet, no bed, no blanket except the coat | wore,
huddled together with al those strange people and God-only-knew what diseases and parasites, subject
to the ormsin the mountains, the blowing snow, the continual cresk and sigh of rock and moisture
resettling itsdlf, threstening to fall down upon our heads a any moment.

But then, sometimes, it grew quiet and the peaks seemed to rise like a benediction, shdltering us
from the night—perhaps not exactly protectively, but they were so awesomely huge and silent then that |
forgot to be afraid, my life seeming no more significant than an amoeba s under the grand everlastingness
of those immense snowy sails. The silence was crigp and dectric at those times, with the clarity of a
sngpping icicle. The stillness was overpowering—anything louder than awhisper seemed irreverent, and
even some of the guards seemed uncomfortable with normal tones, not because of avalanches, | thought,
but just because silence seemed appropriate. Easy to believe, in aplace like that, that souls had wings.
Something insde you kegps wanting to fly free as astringless kite, toward the pinnacles and the ragtag
clouds, the blindingly bright stars. Easy to understand why such aland had been ruled by atheocracy,
rather than some other form of government, for so long.

A blizzard caught usin the middle of one day and blew usinto a premature night and on into yet
another day and night. It dowed us down, but we made gradua progress. The snow sifted to astop as
we crossed afina plateau, then descended from the crest of the pass.

Therewe looked down into agreat bowl, whose highest point was the horned peak | had glimpsed
from the helicopter.

The last part of our journey was spent circling the bowl’ srim. It took usall aday and part of the



night to spiral down into the valey, circumventing dides of snow and rock and huge, unstable boulders,
areas where the cliff face has been gouged out by something that looked like a huge fist but was probably
abomb or amissile. By the time we reached the valley floor, | wasfeding distinctly warm. | grew even
warmer aswe started to climb again, past an anemic pool half covered by thinice and up along rocky

path.

Aswe climbed, my guards became more guardlike. Up until now they had pretty well ignored me,
all of usbeing preoccupied by the task at hand. Now the one behind me gave mealittle push onceina
while and issued dl kinds of useless commands| didn’'t understand. | ignored him. | had other thingsto
worry about, because the closer we got to the prison, the dower | went. My heart and lungs were
laboring asthey had not since the beginning of thejourney, and my legsand feet fdt asif | waswaking in
casts of hot cement.

The prison was dmost impossible to see until wewereingdeitswalls.

A large part of the scooped-out mountain gpparently landed at one time on the medium-sized
mountain we climbed. The compound is camouflaged within this mountain, and is covered and
surrounded by tremendous stones and piles of earth. It isfurther disguised by a snow-laden canopy
netted across the tallest boulders. A stone wall surrounds the prison but its Sides areirregular and blend
with the rest of the rocky ground cover. The place must be virtualy undetectable from the air.

Even within the compound, it is hard to tell how many people the prison holds, because dl of the
quarters and cells are contained in underground bunkers beneath the ruins. | first discovered thiswhen
my guards retreated through a door in arock-covered mound and new guards, fresh, officious and
rough, grabbed me and shoved me through another door, alowing meto tumble down aflight of stone
stepsinto a passage that seemed to be less abunker than part of an underground tunnel network.

| fel, landing on my side on a cold stonefloor. As| tried to rise, the first cramp hit me, and | redlized
that since | was now at my destination, some posthypnotic signal in my surroundings must be releasing me
from the spell that had propelled me so far. Apparently the good doctor forgot to include the standard
part you dways hear about how | would fed well and refreshed, because before | could gain my feet
again the most horrible pain | had ever suffered wrenched my deluded body into one burning spasm.

My arms, legs, hips, feet, hands, even my chest, heart, neck and jaws shrieked with agony. Muscles
and nerves | never knew | possessed ground and crushed each other asif my whole body were ahuge
self-compressing, red-hot vise. | was screaming too, blood pouring salty and hot into my mouth as| bit
my tongue and cracked lips. My eyes burned. The guards thundered down the stairs after me, rolled me
out of the way and opened ahuge door, shoving meinsde with their feet. | think they were laughing.

Laughing! My God, at home I’ d have been rushed to the nearest hospital and sedated for pain, even
if I couldn’t pay. Someone, Sammy maybe, would have covered the expense. | couldn’t think of anyone
who would have found watching me suffer amusing.

Someone grabbed me. “ Get his goddamn boots off, come on, hustle,” avoice said and someone
edsesad, “It'sokay, soldier, it's okay, we got you now, babe. Only don't scream. Got that? Cool it with
the screaming. Somebody give this guy something to bite on.”

What felt like atick was shoved into my open mouth but | spat it out and screamed anyway, then
swore and kicked and landed a couple of blows as unseen hands tugged my coat, boots and flight suit off
over cramp-contorted limbs.



“Holy shit, it'sagirl,” anew voice said.

“Get her right leg, Danielson. Marsh, you take the left. Colond Merridew, Sir, you and I'll get her
ams.” Even as he spoke, strong calloused fingerstore into the screeching pain, attacking it with swift,
surejabsthat disintegrated its strongholds and sent it retreating to the right, the left, and straight through
the limb where it met other rdentlessfingers.

“Okay, Danielson, now you start rubbin’ them hands and feet, will you? Her goddamn boots

weren't made for no mountain climbin’.

The hands that seemed to belong to the voice directing everything rubbed together above my nose
and cupped it with pungent-smelling body heat. The hands weren't hot, but the warmth burned my face
likeabrand at first. Asthat pain faded, the hands worked their way dong dl my limbsto my shoulders,
neck, hips and back. Therewas alittle hesitation at chest level, then the voice said, “For medicinal
purposes only, cher. OI' Doc seen lotsaladies, don't think nothin® of it, okay?’

“Fine” | whispered. My earswere gl ringing from my own screaming, and everyone e's€' smust
have been too. My mouth tasted awful from the blood and | swallowed tearsto diluteit, but the edge
was off the pain.

“My back needsit worst now, | think,” | whispered to the man, and rolled over onto my stomach so
he' d lay off the ribs, which | thought might crack. He worked on my spine, shoulders, hips and upper
thighs while the others continued massaging feet, legsand arms.

“Thanks,” | managed findly. “I thought | was going to die. | didn’t know prison camps festured
masseurs these days.”

“We had alittle practice,” Doc sad. “I takeit you didn’t climb under your own steam? Fu
Manchu's mother-in-law got to you, huh?’

“The doctor?”’
“Uh-huh.”

“ Shelooked more like Fu Manchu’ sgrandmato me,” | said. “Y eah, shetold meit would keep me
from dying on thetrip. | guess she didn’t guarantee what would happen when | got here.”

“Seemsto be atrick they usealot,” another man with avoice soft and soothing as buttered rum
sad. “Other prisoners have falen for it too. Different doctors, al femae, but al hypnotists, promiseto
make the trek easier on people who would be a problem to the guards otherwise. | think it' savariation
on an old Tibetan tantric discipline—except that instead of coming from your own training, which would
prepare you for it, sheinducesit from the outsde. They had another discipline that taught people how to
keep themsalves from freezing too but they seem to prefer to just bundle the prisoners up instead.”

“Mr. Marsh here, he knows dl these heathen things, dollin’, but it ain’'t got him out of here no more
than me or the others,” Doc said.

“Only thing that’ s going to get us out of hereisus and afew high-power wegpons,” another man
grumbled.

“Sergeant Danielson, I’d takeit kindly if you kept your opinionsto yoursdlf until after we' ve
debriefed thislady.” 1 didn’'t need Danielson’ srather sheepish “Yes, Sir” to know that it was the Colonel



speaking. All but Marsh had southern accents. Ordinarily that wouldn’t mean much—most peoplein
NACAF, especidly the men, particularly the enlisted men, including some from Canada-Sde, had
southern accents. One of my profswho was amilitary history buff was asked about thisby alinguistics
major. He ascribed the phenomenon to the traditional preoccupation American fighting men seemed to
retain at some atavistic level with the War Between the States, and the reverence till held for the Rebel
soldiers. The linguistics student, who was from Toronto, said that seemed odd since the South lost. Ah,
said the professor, but they lost with great style. People knew how to conduct awar in those days.

Sergeant Danielson’ s accent struck me as being one of those generic military drawls, but Doc's
sounded redl and regiond. The Colonel’ swas more cultured and dightly less noticesble—morelikea
bass fiddle than the hoedown fiddle Doc’ s resembled. Sid-dons had an accent that was, like Danielson’s,
an acquisition (the mgor grew up in Portland), but like the Colond’ sfeatured a broader vocabulary less
full of Anglo-Saxon terminology than the average enlisted man's.

The auditory information was essentid to me then becauseit wasdl | had. | couldn’t seein the
darkness, though the men moved around easily, abeit within atight paitern that suggested the cell was
small enough for the five of usto congtitute a crowd. Danielson’s remark indicated that the men were
prisonerstoo, but I’ d been fooled once and | was not about to wake up semi-clothed in aroomful of
men to whom I’ d bared my soul, so to speak; I d already done that on an individua basis. Thistimel
was the one who would ask the questions.

Doc gave my back afina pat and handed me my flight suit “'Y ou gonnaneed this, dollin’. Gets cold
here nights”

| struggled to pull the thing on again, but | was dtill too tiff and intoo much pain. “ Could you help
me please, Doctor?’ | asked.

“Yes, maam.”
“I"ve been meeting enough physcianslately to saff ahospital,” | said.

“Il an't exactly aphysician, maam,” hesaid. | noticed with relief that | was*ma am” now that | was
putting my clothes back on. “Perish the thought. I'm afidd medic.”

With dl the dynessin my inconveniently transparent nature | asked, “Andinwhat field areyou a
medic?’

“Mdam?

“Towhich dliesdid you administer aid? What' s your patch?’
“Comeagan?’

“| think she meansyour unit, ThibideaLix,” Danielson said.

The Colond’ s voice, unmistakable in its assumption of command, said, “ Thibideaux, put alid oniit.
Y ou too, Danielson. | believe the time has come for some straight talk, don’t you agree, Mr. Marsh?’

“Umhmm.”

“Now then, young lady, suppose you identify yoursdlf.”



“No.”
:‘Wha?’

“I said no. I’'ve already been tricked once. Thistime | want to know who I’'m talking to and what
your efiligtionsare”

The Colond sputtered for afew moments, then Marsh cleared histhroat and suggested, “ Colond,
we aready know who each of usis and the enemy knowswho we are. | think you can tell her.”

The Colond said nothing and | could just imagine him standing there tight-lipped and unbending.

Findly Marsh said, “Well, okay then. My nameisKeth Marsh. I'm not military. | wastaken
prisoner illegdly while on amission for the World Peace Organization.”

“Niceto meet you,” | said. Period. After the snide way Buzz had used my name and rank, | didn’t
even want to tell them that right away. Not even after the massage. Physicd intimacy wasn't going to
make anidiot of methistime.

There was along silence, then the Colone said, “Lady, | don’t know if you're onthe level or not but
if you'reaspy thisisthe oddest way of getting people to incriminate themsaves |’ ve encountered. What
do you think, men? Shall werisk it?’

Thibideaux sad, “ Sir, I'm willing. Shewasin more |legitimate physical distress than most spieswould
go through just to get usto say somethin’ indiscreet. Hell, Sir, we been here acoon’ s age and rougher
placesthan thisbefore. | reckon they’ ve about beat outathis poor boy anything | got to tell aready.
Don't seewhat it can hurt to give her the basics.”

“Danidon?’

“They haven't brought any ringersin on us here so far, Sr. I'minclined to think this placeistoo small
and isolated for them to be able to shuffle people like that. Sheis new and she does appear to be an
American. | say wetake achance and cluethelittle lady in. If she screwsus over, we |l ded with it when
wecometoit.”

“Mash?’
“I guess |’ ve already expressed my opinion.”

Merridew put hisface so closeto minel could dmost seeit eveninthe dark. | could smell his
breath—alittle toothpaste wouldn't hurt. “Okay, young lady, if my men arewilling to put their asseson
theline, soam . | am going to assume that you are new to the enemy’ s pend system and give you alittle
short surviva course. Here sthe drill. We stick together. It's as smple asthat. Each of ushasbeenin
and out of other prisonsand in and out of other cdll arrangements in this one—including years of solitary
in some cases. Theway the enemy getsto you isthey break one person—often in what they cal a
struggle sesson or thamzing, they’ Il arbitrarily pick on one guy—maybe for insance me, sncel’mthe
ranking officer, maybe you, because you' re awoman, and besat the living shit out of you, accusing you of
al kinds of stuff, and make the other prisoners beet the living shit out of you. Tell stuff on you. If you
don’t make up enough stories on the person getting best, or if you don’t beat hard enough, you'rethe
next one that gets beat. Pretty soon, they got everybody spying on everybody else so no one cantake a
shit without al his cellmatestelling just exactly how much it stinks and what color it was. Thereisonly
oneway to survive these very effective interrogation tactics. A, you pull your punches at the beatingsiif



you're beating; B, you pretend to be hurt worse than you redlly areif you' re getting beaten; and C, under
no circumstances do you ever betray your celmates. They ask their questions and all they get out of any
of usisdead slence. Got it?'Y ou scream dl you want to when they start to hurt you, you make up dl
kinds of outrageous shit, but you never ever under any circumstances betray the rest of usand we give
you the same courtesy.

“I know this seems rough, especidly for afemale, but | was never of the opinion females should be
combeat troops to begin with. And | want you to consider this, soldier. If you do betray us, we will at
some point al betray each other and this place will be even more of ahellhole than it isright now, with
the worst they can do to any of us coming from the outside. It will be asif your own brain has been
turned againgt you, asif your very heart and lungs cannot trust each other. Do | make mysdlf clear?’

“Yes, gr,” | sad. “1 understand. | just want to make sure before | promise anything that we are all
on the same side. So with al due respect, sir, which sde are you on?’

“WEe re Americans, of course,” Danielson said.
“But who areyou with?’ | indsted.

“We ve been hereaspdl,” Thibideaux said. “ Things may have changed some. There were some
pretty strange new policies brewin’ before Marsh and me were taken. Who' sthe U. S. helpin’ now,
ma am?’

The U. S. ? God, maybe we were just having alittle communication problem. “The U. S.” was
consdered a separatist designation these days. “You first,” | said, nevertheless.

“Never mind, Thibideaux, | made the command decision. I’ [l walk point on this. Besides, like Marsh
says, the brass herein camp dready know dl this. So, young woman, | am the top ranking officer here,
unless, of course, you outrank me. Merridew, George W., Colonel U.S. Air Force,” and herattled off a
serid number at least six digits shorter than my own. “1 was shot down severa years ago during an airlift
from Delhi to Srinagar when the Chinese had cut off northern India. Our official orders at the time were
to lend no fire support to India, since the government was negotiating with Beijing, but we weren't about
to let our people and our alies sarve, s0 | was one of severd officerswho organized and carried out the
lift. I've admitted that much aready.”

| didn’t recdl such an airlift, but then, as1’ve said, it sounded asif that mission had taken place
somewhat before my time, and if the policy was somewhat questionable from an officia viewpoint,
NACAF wouldn't necessarily have reported it for the press or the history books to record. “Y ou were
alied with the Indianstoo, then?’ | asked.

“That' swhat | said.”

Marsh volunteered, “I guess you would say my position was nondenominationa, politicaly, snce my
organization’ smisson wasjust to keep the peace. But | was on afact-finding operation in Bangladesh
with Thibideaux as my military liaison when we were captured.”

“With al due respect for your civilian status, Marsh, | think you should let Thibideaux volunteer his
own information.”

“That’ s okay, Colonel,” Thibideaux said. “Whatever will help this sweet young thing relax. It'slike
Marsh said. | was field medic with the 616th Infantry Division and was detached to a specia forces outfit
assigned to help out with the flood Situation in Bangladesh just before the Chinese moved inand al hell



broke loose. At that time, the Chinese were supposed to be our dlies but it didn’t dow ‘em down much
when it cameto openin’ fire on our unit or beatin’ the crap out of Marsh and me. “ As an afterthought he
added, “Henri Thibideaux, Medica Specidist eighth class, U.S. Army, but like| said, you can cal me
Doc.”

Thelast man smply said, “ Sergeant Mgor Du P. Danielson, U.S. Army Specid Forces. Y our turn,
lady.”

Wall, at least | wouldn't be giving anything away blindly, and thiswas about as sure as| could bein
the dark without being able to ingpect patches. From what these men were telling me, most of them were
captured before patches were important anyway. “1I’'m Viveka J. Vanachek from Bellingham,
Washington. I’ ve only been in the military sx months. I’'m awarrant officer. | wasjust captured afew
days ago and was routed here from what appeared to be abase camp for irregular PRC forcesby a
weird old woman who claimed to be acolone inthe PRC.”

Can aperson cower defiantly? If so, that’ swhat | was doing while | waited for someone to demand
more particulars. But after along silence, Thibideaux asked, “ Only in the service sx months, huh? Then
you were home six months ago?’

“That'sright, “1 admitted cautioudy.

“Then, can you tel me, do you know, | mean, | know some women still don’t keep track of those
things but, who won the last World Series?”’

For amoment | thought it was atrap, like the codes used in the so-called world wars of the early
twentieth century in which the names of ball players and actresses were used as passwords and military
information was transmitted by Navgo Indians whose native language was employed as a cipher.

But then Danielson asked if | knew about the World Basketba | Playoffstoo and | redlized that they
very smply missed sports. They waited for the answers with a certain boyish breathlessness that
reassured me more than the information they’ d given me. They really had been here—or at least
somewhere out of touch—along long time. | hated to tell them the truth. Neither sport had been played
on aprofessond level Snce—God, sincethe lateforties, early fifties—because the players and owners
had tied each other up in litigation for so many years that when sports fans spoke of who wonin
connection with a particular team they meant who had won the latest apped on the latest lawsuit, or
whose lawyer had won the latest settlement. The sports/entertainment field was in such turmoail that by the
time| left the university, basketba | was played only in school gymnasiums and on playgrounds and what
was | eft of the sport of baseba | was about to be exported to Korea where an arms manufacturing firm
was offering to buy up all teams concerned, balls, bats and diamonds. | hated to tell these men that, but |
wasafraid if | didn’t, they’d know | waslying and decide | was aspy after al.

Asitwas, they didn’t believe mewhen | tried to tell them the truth. Danielson said, “ Oh, that kind of
rumors were dways flying around. Who won the last game?’ | took a plunge and named a couple of
teamswhosetrids|’d seen on the holovid a Sammy’s. My fellow prisoners didn’t seem to know the
difference. Maybe they would haveif I’ d been able to relate details of thefictitious game, but asit was,
they used my information to regae each other for atime about games they had once seen played.

Assoon as| redized my information was not going to be chalenged, | stopped paying attention. |
had more serious things to think about. Like, the reason my information wasn't being challenged was
because the memories these men had of our continent were from at least a couple of decades ago.



Asthey babbled maniacally on about strikes and baskets they had known and loved, | sank deeper
into despair, redizing that these men had been prisonersfor dmost haf my life and that | waslikely to be
prisoner with them for therest of it.

INTERROGATION

The cdll was checked with shadows from an overhead grille emitting frosty morning light along with
the chill that wakened the crampsin my body to phantoms of what they had been the previous night. I'd
dreamed of lions attacking me and woke fedling the wounds and listening to the roars. For two long
heartbeats | lay till, not daring to stand and relieve the cramps—or my bladder. The cramps themselves
reminded me. A man with blond curls as sweet as any baby’slay flat on his back on the next bunk,
snoring, hislong square jaw sagging open. On the other side of me, ablack man lay on hisback, dso
snoring, though somewhat more mellifluoudy. The other two were on each sde of them, dark forms
huddled in the shadows. | carefully rose and filled the last inch of the pot on the dl-too-near far side of
the cdl.

The guardsrattled the cell door and my cellmates struggled up from deep and straggled out. The
sepswere very difficult for me, and | moved asif | had aged three hundred years. A woman guard
grabbed my arm at the head of the steps and hustled me in the opposite direction from that in which the
men were being herded.

“Aw, ah. Be careful there, dollin’.” Thibideaux’ s voice belonged to araw-boned, balding redhead
whose breath, like mine, clouded from his mouth like a cartoon balloon.

“Looks like your turn with the Dragon Lady,” Marsh grunted, as his guard hissed reproach and
shoved his back so that he stumbled down the path behind the others. My guard dragged me afew steps
before | caught up with her.

She led me around boulders and ruined walls ribbing the stony ground like mastodon bones. Dawn
the color of carrot soup strained through the camouflage canopy.

We stopped in front of awall of sandbags. There was no building, just the sandbags with adoor in
themiddle, and it took me amoment to redlize that earthworks supported the sandbags. By then a sentry
had thrown open the door and | was being shoved down a short flight of steps. White light exploded in
front of meand | tried to stop and let my eyes adjust. They’ d gotten well cooked in the snow on my little
mountaineering expedition and protested the violent changesin illumination. The guard nudged me again
and | nearly stumbled over an orange extension cord. Following it upward, | saw that it led to awork
lamp suspended from anail. A series of these lamps were strung together with other orange extension
cords, thelength of the hal. An unseen generator muttered beneath ababble of bored voicesand at times
the lamps flickered like candles from the uneven flow of power.

Another extension cord grabbed my toe and | lurched sdeways, into a shoulder-high pile of rubble,
which did toward me and tried to bury me. The noise from the generator and the absorbent properties of
the dirt floor muffled the racket.

The place stinks. They need agood ventilation system down here or at least afew of thoselittle
squirt bottles of air freshener. I'm alittle more used to it now but it smellslike very dirty people swested
themsdlvesto death here and rotted until they disintegrated into air particles. It dso smells nauseetingly
likerancid fat and | kept swallowing hard to keep down the bile. Luckily, | had had no food recently.



We wound through amaze of connecting corridors, avoiding severa in which collgpsed wals or
mounds of rubble blocked the way. At two of the spots farther in, work parties composed of both
guards and prisoners shoveled debris and shored up walls. | tried to map the corridorsin my mind but for
amapmaker | have alamentable sense of direction.

But it seemsto me we had made about three left turns and one hard right when we reached the main
hallway, abroad spot with other corridors branching off from it and doors, many of them open, some
boarded shut, on each side of the passage. A sentry stood at attention beside the third door on the | eft
and my guard marched me through into abarn of aroom. Plain OD wool blankets hung onthewalls. |
think they covered windows, which would indicate that maybe the room hadn’t alway's been
underground. | also caught aglimpse of what looked like the ruined, fancy frames of apair of French
doors peeking out from behind another stack of sandbags. A bare eectric bulb hung from another orange
extension cord looped acrossthe top of alarge, tarp-covered table. At first | thought it was alittle girl
gtting there, tapping away at the computer on the desk.

Then she looked up and smiled a sort of inverted smile, with the corners of her mouth turned down,
and | saw that shewas no child after al but one of those deceptively doll-like Asian women whose
delicately sweet faces and butterfly-like fragility could conced anything from an Olympic athleteto a
chess champion to a despotic would-be witch-queen like Vietnam' s higtoric villainess, Madame Nhu.

Nhu had also been called the Dragon Lady, after acomic strip about a pilot popular in the
mid-twentieth century. The origina Dragon Lady and Madame Nhu were both said to have had claws
likeacat'sbut thiswoman’ s nails were short and serviceable, her hands even atrifle on the blunt and
ugly sde.

She amiled asif she were areceptionist in some business office and said to my guard, “Corporal
Tsering, please bring tea”

The guard shouldered her rifle, did asmart about-face and marched out. The so-called Dragon
Lady gracioudy gestured toward abeige metd folding chair. | dowly and stiffly arranged my collection of
aches and painsinto afolded postion, redizing that thiswas the time when, had | been in any other
condition, | should have tried to escape. The woman was so smdll | thought | could snap her neck with a
well-placed blow but then what? If she was unarmed, which | doubted, | still had no place to go when
and if | overcame her, which | didn’t fed capable of doing right then anyway.

“A penny for your thoughts, asthey say, Ms. Vanachek,” the woman said cutely. Her voicelends
itsdlf to cute, among other things. It has a deceptively sweet qudlity, like the silver chime my grandparents
used to ring before Sunday meditations.

“| am Commandant Wu.” She consulted her screen, tapped another key or two and said, il in
English, “Your nameis Viveka Jeng Vanachek—Viveka, that’san Indian name, isn't it? | thought you
were North American.”

“It' safamily name, sort of. My grandmother was ahippie—’
She arched an inquiring eyebrow.

“Hippies were like amid-twentieth-century peace and free-love activist movement,” | explained.
“They aso sometimes adopted Eastern philosophies and rdligions. Grandma Vivekawasinto Zen for a
while and she adopted a Sanskrit name. It means‘ discrimination.” My mom liked it so she named methe
samething.” She continued to look scornful and skepticd. “It’ strue. Look, my grandfather was



Czechodovakian and Irish and | never knew him as anything but Ananda, okay?’

Maybe | should have stuck with the name, rank and serid number business but unlesstheir
communications here were awfully poor she dready had that information from Buzz' s report.

She continued to shake her head disbdlievingly and ignored me while she sared into the screen.
“Why you were spared to come hereisbeyond me. Y ou are very fortunate. The crimes of your people
are 0 cdlousthat we ve only admitted a very few othersfor our program.”

“What program?’ | asked. | know. | know. | should have kept my mouth shut. But calling a prison
camp aprogram seems to meto be the ultimate in euphemistic bullshit of the type the NACAF
establishment likes so much.

“Rehabilitation,” she said. “But of course, as| keep trying to point out to certain people, not al war
criminals are educable. Any people who could do what yours have done to this country—"

“I know. That Chinese doctor aready chewed me out for that. But I’m not even alitterbug.”

| didn’t redly mean to say that—it was asort of alittleinsde joke for mysdlf. It kind of dipped out.
It shouldn't have. The Dragon Lady pounded both of her little fists on the desk, one on either Side of the
imperiled computer, and screamed a me with aface like amonkey-demon. “There! You see. You're
denying responsibility! | knew you weren't worthy of our time. Do you know that before your people
started scattering their bombs about, that mountain over there’—she pointed emphatically to the
sandbags behind her—*had stood tal and perfect for millions of years and thisvaley wasfilled with a
beautiful, sacred lake that nourished dl who lived here?”

| shook my head.

“Of courseyou didn’t. Yet it was your government who carelessly sanctioned such behavior, who
supplied the wegpons. Y our government of, by, and for the people. “ She practically frothed at the mouth
with fury, and just to make her point, spat at the floor, missed and hit the desk, which | guessiswhy the
tarpisthere. | tried to caution myself that this woman, like the doctor, had the power of life and degth
over me, and what kind of life and what kind of death at that. But it all seemed so damned mel odramatic.
| settled for hanging my head and trying to look contrite,

Making unintentional bad jokesisthe height of my bravado. | may not intend to spy on the other
prisoners, asthey fear, but neither will | givein to any hysterica heroics. Thislady does not especidly
scare me now, but | don’t doubt that she can make me afraid of her if shewishes. | don’t want to goad
her into demonstrating her power. Insecure people in positions of bureaucratic power can be extremely
crud, as| have good reason to know from various encounters with personnel managers and professors.

“Just as | thought,” she said. “Y ou have no answer. Y ou are utterly worthless, awaste of food and
gpace. Neverthdess, you have questionsto answer. Y ou will be put in solitary confinement to mull over
your crimes until thetime, if ever, that | decide you arefit to return to society. In the meantime, | advise
you to consider carefully your crimes, and the crimes of your accomplices, and also to try to think of any
possible vaue your miserable life could be to this community.”

At that point, theteaarrived but | was not offered any. Instead | was hauled away to my present
cdl, where | vegetated for an undetermined length of time until the guards brought me this paper with the
ingtructionsto write about my crimina career from age eight on.



PART TWO

THE CELL, TWO SO-CALLED MEALSAND TWO CHAMBER POTSLATER

I meant to keep arunning record with this journa, writing every day, but | wanted to wait until | saw
how the guards would react to my homework assignment from the commandant. | finished it and handed
itin, and didn’t even offer to give back any of the leftover paper. The guards were inscrutable, by which |
gathered they either didn’t notice the discrepancy in my suppliesor they didn’t give adamn. So far my
assgnment has not recelved agrade. An A undoubtedly means Alive and an F isfor—Iet’ s not think
about F. | trust my expose of my crimina exploitswill wow them.

So, dthough | continueto try to save paper, | dso have to keep from going nuts. The physical
environment is not worthy of attention except to say that it isasmal stone room with a stone platform
bench on which I reclineif not actually deep. | can siretch out full length on it and that’ sabout all. | can
amogt reach from one wall to the other. They keep about a six-watt bulb burning in here dl thetime,
strung on one of those damned orange extension cords. The generator mutters constantly.

The cruise director is definitely lying down on the job asthe activity scheduleiszilch. Sofar | have
had my food—some kind of doughy rollswith stuff mixed in them—delivered to my door. These
concoctions do not agree with me. I’ ve thrown them up both times. The water, too, upsets my stomach.
Maybeit’sjust nervesbut | can’t keep anything down. My chamber pot runneth over. The guard
exchangesafull pot for amed, apredictably unappetizing preprandid activity. The roof lesksand hasa
rotten spot about big enough to admit rats. Not big enough to escape through.

The stones do, however, contain hiding placesfor thisdiary. When | first arrived | inspected the
wholejoint, looking for graffiti (“The Count of Monte Cristo Sept Here,” perhaps), the sort of
convenient ventilation system you dways seein old spy movies, or the sewer drain you seein others.
Nothing. When the paper arrived | decided to try to make a cachefor it by usng apiece of the rock that
fdll from the celling to carve out the mortar from between a couple of stones. That'swhen | discovered
the stones didn’t have any mortar between them. They fit together so well that | broke al ten nails prying
onefromitsdot, but finaly made anicelittlefile cabinet out of the space bel ow a chipped stone thet fits
under my left shoulder.

So, to whom it may concern, | hope you have a sense of humor. That' s the problem with peoplelike
the Dragon Lady. Takes hersdlf too serioudy. Reminds me of alot of the grandfolks' old cronies, the
oneswho didn’t join the NACAF senior corps or request overdosesin their extended care facilities.
Some of those other old ex-hippies, radicals, you know. Poor old dears, ranting on and on about the
same kinds of things as our fearless leader here, not redlizing it’ sjust dl too damned late. The oceans
have been mostly dead for along time. The rain forests are sarting on third growth. We haven’t used gas
or ail on the continent in years. But to the end, the old fossils either didn’t know or didn’t care to admit
that dl of their best fights were over, either atota loss or solved by the reclamation industry during the



firgt part of this century. But those codgers never had the ability to do anything more than bitch in their
wholelives, and bitching was what they continued to do, with bitter, fanatic intengity. | often wondered
what one of them would have doneif they could have had someone specific to blamein their clutches. All
that mora zed always scared me. | tried to tell one of them once that the environment was cleaned up, a
least where the nice people could seeit, and had gotten cleaned up as soon asit became extremely
profitable to do so. The poor old thing nearly stroked out telling me how my kind of apathetic young
whippersnapper was responsible. That’ swhat | mean. No sense of humor.

LATER

God, God, God, what anidiot | am. Just catching the line above makes me sick to my stomach.
What kind of suicidal fool would make fun of Wu? On paper. Whereit could be found. Jesus, she could
keep mein thislittle room forever.

| think she knows about the paper. | mean, I’ m sure she knows, but | think she noticed. They didn’t
bring my medl. | can’t be sure, of course, with no watch and no daylight to go by, but the chamber pot is
overflowing and I’'m so hungry, even though | don’t think | could keep anything down. What if they just
stop feeding meto punish me? Why did | start this diary business? Wherethe hdll do | think | am

anyway?

Okay. All right. I know why | started it. | know. I’ m in serious danger here of flipping out. It was
just the dream, that’ sdll. It scared me. Probably just the atmosphere of the place but maybe it was from
some kind of mind control too.

Anyway, | had this dream. Nightmare. | wasa Jewish girl (though we dl looked Chinese, but that
didn’t seem strangein the dream) and my little Ssster and |, somehow, were the children of the
commander of thisNazi prison camp. Our father was etting uslive very much againgt his better
judgment. He fought with our mother about it al thetime,

Sometimes he was right on the point of sending usinto the ovens, and she' d hustle us off to ahiding
place until he camed down. | had these very clear memories of him killing my friends (or were they other
brothers and sisters? other kids | loved, loved, that my mom loved too but couldn’t save and dl that
wereleft, dl that could be saved so far, were my sister and me). He murdered them in various wayss,
burning them in the ovens or locking them in the poison gas showers or using them for target practice for
the firing squads, different methods. And | had no delusions. | knew it wasred. | knew that if he flicked
hisfinger acertain way, that wasit. Final. So | had to stay out of hisway and what was harder, keep my
sster out of hisway, because she kept feding like he ought to love her and didn’t understand that nothing
sheor | or Mom could do would make him any different. Once | remember the little Sster saying,
“Wouldn't it be greet if we had come at the right time so Daddy would think we were hisinstead of just
Mama s?’ But that scared me too. Because somehow, with dream sense, our father didn’t know that our
mother was Jewish (like us), or he would have sent her to the ovenstoo, and that would have been the
end of dl of us. Even weirder, hedidn’t know that he was Jewish. Or if he had ever known he was so
viciousthat, like Hitler, he blocked out that part of him, but | couldn’t think about his problems. | had to
think about what | could do to stay out of hisway, not attract his attention, or to please himwhen | did
have to be around him. To do something he redlly wanted. Becauseif | didn't, and he noticed meina
negetive way, there was nothing ahead but avoid for both me and my sister.

Good. There, that' s better. | guessthat’ swhy | risked keeping the paper. Writing helps—getting it
on paper where | canlook at it helps. So did throwing up again, except now | haveto live with the smell.
Thank God for the holein the celling. I'm breathing okay again now, too, and | can’t hear my pulse so



loud—for awhile it drowned out the generator, sounded like a damned drum.

Dream andysistime. This dream seemsto meto be nature’ sway of teling meto watch my ass. My
fird reaction wasright on. | amanidiot if | trividize Wu. The men may talk lightly of being beateninto
insengibility during those sessons but I’ m not some hero. I’'m not in good shape. | would diefromiit, or
from the complications, even something smple like abroken arm if they made me keep working and
wouldn’t let anyone help me. Nobody would have to torture me. | could die dowly, from complications,
with Wu and the others cheering from the sddines. Shit. Bad as the dream was, waking up isnot ahell
of alot better. Except that I’ m not achild, but almost ashelpless. Likethelittle girlsin thedream, | have
to try to please and Stay out of their way, find some reason for them to keep me alive, asWu said. |
don’t have amother to protect me. The Colonel and the otherstalk big, but they seem to bein the same
boat | am except that right now they’ re together and I’ m aone. Nope. They don’t represent Mama.
Maybe they’ re the little sister—or, funny thought, maybe | am. Despite dl my intellectual understanding
of why people might hate me. | find the actua animosity of the people around me amost as baffling asthe
little sster found her father’ s hatred.

And why Nazis? There are more recent villains. But then, of course, | read dl that Nazi stuff when |
was akid and thought that if | had been dive then I d have led amovement to whip their asses or some
equally moronic grandiose kid delusion. The fact that al of uslooked Chinesein the dream seems more
sgnificant. Asif it' sjust the same old evil in new skin. And the fact that we were dl Jewish, eventhe
father, | think maybe meant that we are al victims, casualties who have been battered and abused by this
whole big war network.

Was| achild in the dream because Wu seems like such achild? Scary thought, but not likely. She's
more used to the business end of the whip. Maybe there are other prisoners here whose vibes | was

picking up.

But mostly, oh yeah, | haveto bevery, very careful. | haveto not give Wu any excuseto flick her
finger, becauseif she does, I'm history, and such an unremarkable bit that | won’t even be missed.
Nobody will remember who | wasor careif | die here. It will be straight oblivion. Unless maybe | ater,
when this phase of the war is over and the co-belligerents buddy up for awhile to figure out who to trash
next, some tourists might find this, like Anne Frank’ sdiary or the journas of the Civil War prisoners.
God! What a concept. Listen to yoursdlf, Vanachek. Even here you' re trying to figure out how to get
noticed, how to be amedia star, even posthumoudly. But it’s more than that. | just don’'t want to be
wiped out, to go through al of thisin avacuum with nobody knowing or caring, now or later. Maybe at
least thisway somebody will get athesis out of me.

ONE MEAL, ONE EMPTY POT AND, ALAS, SEVERAL MAJOR STOMACH
UPHEAVALSLATER

| have got to get control of my nerves. The dream was agood warning, but | can’t let it scareme
into thiskind of state. What they feed meisn’t so bad, but | can’'t seem to keep it down. Would they be
awful enough to put an emetic in it? Surely not.

Surely in some place thisisolated they’ d be more conscious of saving food than that, would just
garve meingtead. It must be my nerves. I'm sick al thetime.

LATER



Had uninvited, unexpected calers. A pair of guardsthistime. Must be the fastidious type, got awhiff
of the place and couldn’t stand it. But anyway, thank God | was too sick and shook up to write much
and had dready hidden this again. So they found me flaked out on ye olde stone bunk, looking suitably
subdued and vegetative. The woman, a hard-faced, thin-mouthed bitch who reminds me alot of the head
registrar back at UW, handed me arag to mop up the mess and a cup of water to drink. The man
frowned at the crumbs | wastoo sick to finish asif the Sght of them personally offended him.

| took a cautious sip of water once they had gone and started to drag this out again, but then | heard
more footsteps returning and got back into dejected prisoner mode, which becomes easier dl thetime.

The footsteps stopped, the door opened, and Wu stood there, flanked by the guards. “They tell me
you are not feding well,” she smpered nadtily. “Y ou must take better care of yoursdf, Viv. Youliketo
be called Viv, isthat not true?

Not that | didn’'t have more important things to worry about than embarrassment, but my ears
burned. The last person I'd told that to was good ol’ Buzz. | nodded though, remembering to keep alow
profile and try to please.

“Yes, Viv, we are very far from the amenities here. Our resources are limited. Y ou must take care
not to get yoursdlf into such astate that in order to take care of you, we would have to alot you more
than your fair share. Y ou do nothing productive here. Y ou are aparasite.”

“What—" | croaked, because my throat closed over and | tasted the burn of bilerising again,
stinging my nodtrils. | swallowed and took a deep breath. “What would you like meto do?’ | asked her.

“For abeginning, you must correct this confession. | want you to think more deeply about what you
have written. Y ou are so arrogant—your words are full of superior attitudes toward others,
condescension. Y ou will not befit to mingle with others until you have mended your thoughts and
accepted your respongibility.” Then shetook astep into the room, her doll’ sface childishly earnest and
her voice lowered asshe said, “Listen to me, Viv. | know how you are fedling. Once, like you, | was
spoiled and pampered and believed my freedoms were al that mattered, that | wasimmune to the will of
the common good. Unlikeyou, | did not livein asociety that permitted me such sdfish notionsand | was
nearly destroyed. | thought since your people said they believed in freedoms they would aid my cause,
but no one came and my friends died al around me and | too would have died until compass onate
people took pity on my ignorance and saved me. Since then | have seen my errors and renounced them.
Y ou must do the same. Y ou must see how badly you have behaved, how inconsiderate you have been,
how cruel and how naive. Only then can you begin to improve.”

Abruptly, she cut off the sermon and snapped her fingers. The male guard handed her another sheaf
of paper, which she handed to me. “Meditate on your errors and try again.”

Paper must not be one of the scarcer resources. They seem to be pretty free with it—in order to
Spring atrap? Maybe they suspect what I’ m doing and are setting me up. Morbid thought.

Ahwel, what'slifewithout alittle risk? | ask with amadcap cavdier air. (Life, | whimper in
response.)

HOW MANY MEALSLATER? FOUR?

I’m not exactly acing my assgnment. Vomiting every few minutesis horribly distracting, puts a—you



should pardon the expression—cramp in on€e' sliterary style. Congtant barfing, coupled with the panic
that is no doubt causing it, makes me want to fill page after page with columnswhich read “Omigod,” but
| restrain mysalf. Neither will | waste paper, risk Wu' swrath, or bore posterity by recording my most
frequent mental events— the multiplication tables, the lyricsto old songs, and dirty limericks| reciteto
myself to try to keep cam. Thisisagreat way for the previoudy uninitiated to develop claustrophobia. |
don’t know how Wu expects me to improve my confession when she hasn't returned it. How can |
remember enough to do it differently thistime? Any kind of deep thinking isimpossiblein here—there
isn't room to pace more than two steps and then | keep kicking the damned chamber pot.

| liketo eat when | think, too, and there' s certainly not enough of that lousy biscuit to usefor study
snacks, eveniif | could keep it down. The worst thing is the thirst, though—they don’t bring me much
water and the vomiting not only makes my mouth foul, it' saso very dehydrating. Instead of writing, |,
who was never much for math, count as high as| can count, and start over again, counting the secondsto
passthetime until the next water. | keep hoping rain will come through the hole in the celling. Or melted
snow. Or agiant eagleto carry me away. Get serious, Vanachek. | really do haveto art that fiction
piece for Wu now. Have to concentrate.

LATER

To whomit may concern:

What | just finished of the second confessionistota cow ca-caand my Chinese grammar stinks but
| did squeak out afew groveling phrases. | decided that the only way to please Wu isto try to think like
her, redly get into the role she wants me to play—method writing, no less. Try to think like the decadent
war criminal | am supposed to be. Find thewar criminal insde me. That iswhat she wants me to do and
that iswhy | am now taking a prolonged bresk. Sitting here alone, in this cell, surrounded by people who
ether detest or mistrust me, is hard on an impressionable young thing such as mysdf. | gart thinking, who
knows, maybe they’ re right? Maybe somefata flaw in my makeup isresponsiblefor my being here.
Maybe they’ ve finally found me out. Maybe dl of my past transgressions (rea and imagined) have
finally caught up with me. That’swhat they want meto think. That’swhat | have to think to writethis
damned thing, which iswhy Wu is being such atough editor. She wants meto work so hard at writing a
believable confession that | work mysdlf up into truly bdieving it—these people are very good at thiskind
of mind control. | need to budget my time and intersperse focusing on the confession with thoughts about
Grest Literature or The Nature of Humankind or What Myth Means to Modern Society or How Can |
Keep From Barfing for Ten More Minutes— anything to keep my balance.

They are, you see, controlling not only the information they give me but are attempting to control the
information | feed back to mysdlf. It's part of the whole brainwashing process, another patented
mind-contral trick. And dammit, after dl the time and expense |’ vetaken to fill my mind, | am very
resistant to the ideathat only by letting someone else control it can | hope to save myself.

MEAL 5—MOMOS

Aha A smdl victory. My savory sustenance each day isreferred to asamomo. The guard dipped
up and told me so. I’'m sure he was under orders not to talk to me but I think he was sort of mumbling to
himsdf. Neverthdess, | have been eating and regurgitating momos for sometime now. Let’ ssay five
momos, a one momo per day. It's about that many, more or less. Anyway, | shall count my time by
momos. Today, ingpired by the austere presence of the guard, | dutifully wrote about my warmongering



tranggressons from the time | wasten until my fifteenth birthday. Nibbling the momo instead of wolfing it
down when it firg arrives hel ps mitigate the vomiting—my stomach has been confining itsdf to dry heaves
instead. So, after | confessed and until | began fedling that | should save these people the cost of feeding
me by bashing my head againgt thewall, | recited limericksto mysdf. Regrettably, constant vomiting is
not good for one' srecal, but then | have alot of timeinwhichto recdl. It isadso difficult to hold on to
the pen. On the other hand, my journa ismy only friend soit isequally difficult to let loose of the pen. |
just had the mogt frightening thought. What will happen when my pen runs out of ink? There areno
insurance companies or automobile dea erships here to pass out new ones. Maybe rat blood makes good
ink? And atiny littlerat bonefor aquill?

LATER

Too sick to work anymore. The Arabs are right in assuming the scomach isthe seat of emotion—I'm
beginning to think it’sthe seat of the soul, and | lose aportion of mine daily. Can’t keep thisup much

longer.

MOMO 6

| pointed to my pail and informed the guard | wasill and needed a doctor, in Chinese, which | don’t
think he understood. It seemsto methat this meal was brought much sooner than the other one. More
water too. Wish | had atoothbrush. My mouth tastes vile enough that it dlone is good reason to toss my
cookies.

MOMO 7

Damn. | never understood why solitary confinement was such ahorrible punishment before—all
these years when | wished everyone would go away and leave me done so | could study. I’'m learning.
Sensory deprivation is such anice civilized term for being buried dive, like one of the old anchorites.
What | wonder iswhy? And why me? | didn’t do anything to be punished for. I’ d already met the men.
How could she know how badly I’ d need company now when | didn’t even know? Guessit must follow
apatern. Shedidn’t seem stupid, exactly. | can’t figure her out. She looks so young—kind of an
avant-garde Red Guard, | suppose, the Chinese equivaent of the Hitler Y outh or the Cambodian kiddie
killers of the Pol Pot. | wonder if their eyes|ooked like that too—no lines around the edges, no furrowed
brows, no droopy lids to make them anything but wide and shiny and yet old and hard, but with that
kid'slove of seeing what will happen next—I saw that look on some of the troops back in Katmandu.

It reminded me of some old tunesin Granddad' s collection, songswith lineslike® So | took my
razor blade, laid old Reuben in the shade. Started me a graveyard of my own.” Her eyes are like that.
Old and cold but with alittle theetrical flair about them, alittle sensationaism, likeaydlow journdist
enjoying her own prose when she writes about a mass murder. Y uck. | tend to underestimate her when
she overplays the propaganda bit so that she sounds like some kind of amissionary. | haveto watch
intellectuaizing my response to her too much. Abject fear iswhat shewants. That' seasy. What' shard is
maintaining alittle control. It would be easier if | weren't S0 damned sick al thetime. Vomiting and
stomach cramps are killing me. Can’t think about that. Think positive. Y eah.

So, okay, positive. I’ m not as deprived of input as she thinks. | have the paper and aso have this
dim bulb, which may not let me deep too soundly and keeps me from telling day from night, but &t least



alows meto find the paper with my pen. | have the generator’ srock and roll for company—I can make
up al kinds of lyricsto go with that beet, “Bin in this camp too long, whup!”

Then there' sthe scrabble of rats, the opportunity for asniff of fresh air my ceiling hole affords and
my spacious cell, which, compared to some of thelittle boxes I’ ve read about some POWS occupying,
seems like the honeymoon suite of solitary accommodations. Y es, my blessngsarelegion but, | hate to
say it, it doesn't cheer me onefucking iota

Okay, then. There s the changing decor as the ceiling hole dribbles a constant patter of rock and
plaster and the companionship it affordswhen it shines, periodicaly, with bright ferd eyesbeforelittle
dick-furred bodieswith long skinny tails plop to the floor to investigate my dop bucket for cast-off
momo. Better the bucket than me. | do not discourage these visitors, becauseif | can ever digest anything
again, | may decide to add meat to this vegetarian diet I'm on. Then too, a more enterprising prisoner
might see the celling hole' s potentid as an escaperoute. But it isredly very small and | ask you, escape
to where? Those stdwart men | met when | first arrived, if they aretruly prisoners, have been here years
and years without finding away back across the mountains. Far be it from meto show them up. But
maybe with perseverance | can open the room up so | can see something else. I’ ve memorized these
damnwalls

LATER

Something’ s gone wrong. The generator has stopped. Could it have been what | did? | wastrying to
enlarge the hole and even though | didn’t seem to be making any progress, al of asudden dl thisdust
and shit started fdling into the cell, asif awhole room above was collgpsing on me. | shoved my hands
up againgt it and finally dammed the flow of debris, but | coughed so hard | started puking again. Damn,
there snoair. I’ ll bet the generator pumpsitin. I'll bet the guards are adeep and don’t know it’s broken.
How far down am |, anyway?

Mixed with the rancid fat/B.O. stink there’ s another smell, fainter, sweeter, sckening—toxic gas?
That doesit. I'mydling for the guards.

AT LEAST A DAY LATER, MAYBE TWO (BUT NO MOMO)

So much for cdling the guards. If the place burnsto the ground, floods, anything, I’ m dead. They
came running when | screamed and | tried to tell them in Chinese about the generator and the gas, but the
woman guard hit me across the mouth. | knocked her arm away and tried to get past her out the door.
She and the man threw me back on the stone couch and dl the time I’ m struggling with them, trying to tell
them about the generator. Finaly, she pulled aroll of tape out of her pocket and taped my mouth shut.
They tied me up and left me there. She made an impatient shushing gesture as she left the room, like |
was akid. Boy, I'd hate to have had a mother like that. Dust sifted into my eyesand nogtrilsand |
couldn’t move my head far enough to avoid it. The ropes bit into me where the stonesdidn’t.

| felt my circulation shut off and my skin start swelling, ballooning out so that | pressed into the stone
onal sdes. | thought: anytime now I'll burst out of these ropes and the tape will pop right off my mouth
and I'll gart screaming again, sputtering around the room, spurting blood and breaking bones.

My gorgerose and | gulped and swallowed and choked down every drop of moisturein metrying
not to throw up, because | would have choked to death, with the gag. The rats started trying to burrow
into my clothing and al | could do was wiggle and make the ropes bite into me harder to try to chase



them away. That made me even more nausested. If they bit me, it would hurt and maybe the infection
would kill melater, but if | vomited, I'd drown in my own juice.

| exhaled asmuch air as| could through my nose, blowing away the dust, held it, and inhaed, taking
in as much oxygen as| could. Or toxic gas. If it wastoxic gasas|’d believed, then it might be a better
way to die. But the guards hadn’t been bothered by it.

All a once the generator kicked in again, and the throb that had once seemed so faint reverberated
like ajackhammer through the stone of the cot and walls, each beat booming through my body until my
heartbest was absorbed into it and my bresths skipped two, then three sputters, then four, lengthening,
quieting, as| tried to forget where | was and lose mysdlf in that mechanica pulse.

At some point another sound surfaced beneath the throb and mutter, a sound that had been there dll
aong, surely, but that must have been drowned out by the rustle of my clothing and the sound of my
breathing. Now it came degp and sonorous, achant, rising at times then droning away.

Words. | heard words. Most of the chant was like along groan, along “oh” sound stretched to
infinity, but then, underlying it, were the words. They grew louder, were coming closer.

And dowly, asl listened, | lifted my head, my neck, my shoulders from the cot, very carefully and
slently so asto keep in touch with the sound. The chant was not Chinese, not Latin, and certainly not
English, though at times the words, phoneticaly, seemed to be—*war-lord, war-whore, glory-war” over
and over again. Then the key shifted, the pitch rose.

My eyesflew open and just for amoment | caught thewall in the act of breething. It mimicked my
breath. When | released mine, the wall released the bregth it had been holding and folded in toward me,
asif it wastheingde of agreat lung. Watching for it to expand again, | glanced down and saw mysdlf ill
lying on the cot, bound and gagged, with my eyes closed.

“Oh,” | remember thinking, “so that’sit. I’ m having an out-of-body experience. GrandmaViveka
warned metherewould be timeslike this. Does thismean I'm dying?’

| decided it must because in the doorway sat the old woman doctor, the colonel, dressed in her
guerrillanomad garb and Sitting crosslegged in alotus pose, saring at me. As| watched, she retreated,
never breaking the pose, through the closed door. In fact, she sst—well—within the door for along time,
il staring at me. Her face was so perfectly composed that even her wrinkleswere arranged in a
methodica design possessing aharmonious beauty which would have astonished the surgeons a home
who congdered only youthful smoothness beautiful.

But whether | was dying or only dreaming | needed to get my astral—sdalf—out, away from the cell.
The doctor nodded along dow nod that took as long as three phrases of the chant, which was now
enhanced with what sounded like a brushed drum or cymbal. | stepped through the door and into the
corridor.

Light and the music of the chant flowed through me. | was within the chant, my bare feet diding
along cool tilesinstead of the rubble and dirt the floor had consisted of when | wasfirst imprisoned. On
graven beams of precious wood spanning the ssonewalls, animas played and loverstwined, the flickering
of the butter lampsin sconces bel ow lending animation to the carvings, so they danced in the smoky
olow.

Within ahorde of spectrd figures, | glided past rooms glittering with filigree and swathed in sunlit
smoke. Within the rooms people swayed gracefully as they moved about at their daily business. The



windows and deep double doorways beyond them were filled with snowy mountain vistas.

Through one such doorway | entered abroad courtyard. Above and below it gleamed golden roofs
and | saw that | was no longer in the underground prison, but in a palace with more tiers than awedding
cake or aCdiforniacliff house. The entire edifice was dwarfed, however, by the perfect, conica peak
which rose thousands of feet aboveit. Gardens and rhododendron trees swept down the mountain path
from the palace to the foot of the small mountain containing the buildings. Below the path an aquamarine
lake spread sparkling to the foot of the peaks opposite.

Although tides of exoticaly dressed people rolled up the stepped pathway, | did easily through them
and ran toward the lake. But the farther | ran, down the hill and between the blossoming trees toward the
cool blue expanse, the fainter the chanting grew until it was suddenly overpowered by adull pounding, a
fant jingle, agrating, and asharp pain as something was yanked from my face at the sametime my legs
banged against awall as| tried to keep running.

Thetrangtion from halucination to redlity blurred when | sensed that the guards who had just
entered my cdll, awoman in thick old-fashioned spectaclesand aman | didn’t see very clearly, were
gpparently trying to be human. The man thrust forward an orange quilted uniform that was very much like
the blue outfits the guards wore, though theirs were accessorized with boots and belts and hats and such.
The woman carefully finished untying me and even chafed my wrists and ankles, then handed methe
uniform and indicated adish of water and adiver of sogp she' d brought. Tentatively, she made washing
motions on her own chest in case | was unfamiliar with the procedure. | swear the man even turned his
back when | stripped and wiped up my mess with my flight suit. She watched, though, while | dressedin
the orange outfit.

“Thanks,” | said. “That’ s better. Anybody for ahand of canasta?’ | thought she was amost about to
smile. Instead, dmost regretfully, she pulled out two pairs of handcuffs. With one pair she cuffed meto
the man, with the other pair to hersalf, and the three of us sidled through the door and marched down the
hallway, into another hallway, through a maze of ever ascending twists and turns until we passed adoor |
was dmogt certain was the one to Wu' s office. That puzzled me, because | thought they were taking me
to see her. Then | wondered if | wasto be shot instead. They had to half drag me up the stone steps, my
feet sumbling on the smooth gullies worn in the stones by the tread of many previous soles.

But | was too dazed from the dream to be very frightened. If they shot meit would relieve the
tedium at least, part of me said. And aswe emerged into the fresh air and canopy-shaded sunshine, it
seemed worth the risk of being executed if only they would do it outdoors. Theair | found so thin and
oxygen-impoverished when | first arrived now seemed rich and winy compared to the miasmaof my cell.
| gulped it greedily, coughing out the stinking dusty stuff from my lungs.

We negotiated the ruinsin acomica fashion, three abreast, until we came to the very edge of the
camouflage canopy. Wu is quite the poser. Thelittle scene she had set up resembled something from an
old movie set in one of the resorts Mother used to write about, with the e egant worldly traveler,
crossegged and idle, Sipping adrink at her table under abeach umbrella. Shewaswaiting for a
companion—me? Surely not. The table held two wine flutes, abottle, and abowl of oranges. Down the
hill the miniature figures of happy peasantstoiled in their fidlds. Well, actualy these were prisoners
pounding apart boulders and hauling them from one place to another, as| saw when | looked closer, but
itwasaniceilluson.

“Viv,” shesad, waving awineflute a me. “ Sit down. I’ ve been reading your confession. It isavery
confusing document. | believe asmple chat might help you clarify your thoughts.”



| tried to Sit, but the command was awkward to follow with aguard cuffed to each wrist so | had to
st with my hands suspended at shoulder level, while | suppressed an urge to bark.

Wu, however, was determined to chat. She even tried to sound hel pful as she said, “I’'m very much
afraid you are dill missing the point.”

“Yes?’ | had heard her bullshit before and even though it was bullshit vitd to the preservation of my
life, | was busy being dazzled by the sheer spring sweep of the snow-laden landscape beaming down at
usfromitsincredible height. More incredible, the prisoners working in the valley below were nude to the
waist and waded through green shoots, fronds, and lacy ferns proliferating among the stones. A few
hardy young trees sprouted on the lower edge of the embankment, and small, courageous splashes of
scarlet, orchid, jonquil and a pae tender pink that could only have been flower blossoms raised their
heads defiantly toward the sun.

She followed my eyes and said proudly, asif she was personaly responsible for the scenery, “Here
in Kaapawe are warmed by the sun caught in this bowl and protected from the winds by the peaks.”
Digantly, glaciers cresked and valeys hidden from us rumbled with unseen sorms. Wu listened with me
for amoment, then continued quietly. “Once this place was as beautiful asits setting, with alake below
where you see now only stones and many happy peopleliving here and in the valey until your bombs
blew the mountain down on top of them. Even now, after so many years of back-breaking labor trying to
recover some of what was lost, we have barely scratched the surface.”

“What wasit like?’ | asked her. “Were there lots of buildings—were some of the rooms
aboveground?’

“Oh, yes, I— How did you know? | will ask the questions here.”

“Excuseme,” | said quickly. “I wasonly curious. | saw photos once of some of the old lamaseries
before they were destroyed and they were quite impressive. | wondered if this might be the site of one of
them.”

“|—yes, something like that. But now | must tell you, in al seriousness, we have observed thet there
are fagesin an inmate' s progress toward gaining an enlightened attitude and frankly, your confesson
does not reflect that you are receptive to these. Y ou boast of no militancy in your childhood, though | am
sure you were taught to oppress others from birth.”

“I didn’t have much of anyoneto oppress, actualy,” | told her. “ Except my mother, when shewas
home. She wasn't crazy about motherhood. After she stopped traveling—"

“Shewas on foreign duty with your NACAF?’

“No, shewas on foreign duty as afredlance travel writer. But then al the terrorist stuff escalated to
the point where so many innocent people were being killed that—"

“What innocent people?’
“The oneskilled by terrorists.”

“There are no innocents. Y ou are al responsible. Those who claim to be innocent by virtue of being
gpolitical are most guilty of al — it istheir gpathy that isthe greatest crime of al. They are the oneswho
turn their faces from the daughter of peoplein other landsto enjoy the profits your government regps
from supplying would-be conquerors with the wherewitha to oppress others.”



“But what about the children? Surely they —”

“Many of the terrorists you speak of are themselves children who were alowed no childhood. But
you were telling me about your mother.”

| should probably have shut up then. But she was only asking about personal stuff. And | wanted to
gtay inthefresh air and | wanted to talk to somebody — even Wu. | dso wanted her to give me some of
the fruit on the table, and kept glancing at it as | talked. | told her how when the United States had first
formed the North American Alliance with Canada and what was |eft of Mexico, Mom had been asked to
join up and write propagandafor the draft-and-recruitment program. She had refused, joking that her
mamahadn’t named her Peace for nothing. She came home to Grandmaand Grandpa s house and
settled down with us, writing regional stuff. At first it was alittle cramped, because the housewasjust a
log cabin in what had originally been wilderness area around Mount Baker. All around my grandfolks
property urban sprawl from Bellingham, now incorporated into Greater Seettle, had taken over. The
grandfolks, of course, had the timber ranch for our back yard.

“So,” Wu said. “Y ou helped rape the environment.”

“Weweretoo late for that. The old-growth stuff was chopped down along time ago. But Granddad
did have astand of trees older than he wasthat he was proud of. | didn’t do much myself. Mom’sidea
of raisng mewasthat | read my books while she read hers. Other than that | hel ped the grandparents
with craft projects—they were crazy about making their own sogp and weaving things to wear and
throwing kind of ugly pots, not that we couldn’t have afforded to buy better stuff. They just liked doing it.
They did chores by hand too. Not much was automated. It drove Mom crazy sometimes but she said
that’ s how they’ d dways been. Good thing for me, | guess, because later on | sure couldn’t afford alot
of luxuries. | wasn't nuts about helping with harvesting—too noisy—buit | liked helping Granddad plant
seedlings, even though he had some people he paid to do that.”

“No doubt exploiting them,” Wu said sourly. “And | understand that it isa particular kind of luxury
inyour country to do things as smply asthose in other places are forced to do them for lack of adequate
technology and a shortage of resources.”

“Which areshort,” | finished for her, reciting by rote the rhetoric | had heard since childhood,
“because we treated the trees like our persona property, buying and selling them, chopping them down
and burning their sumps, leaving the country barren and making toilet tissue from them.”

“Y ou admit this?’

“My grandparents and their friends were dways bitching— er, expressing the same viewpoint during
their spit and whittle sessions. “I'm not sure whether | actudly said the last part or thought it. I’ d noticed
that among the bronzed backs and orange jackets a black torso earnestly stooped and straightened,
stooped and straightened. The Colond? As| finished my last sentence he stopped and stared uphill,
draight at me. | wiggled my fingersalittle but he gave no acknowledgment. A guard started toward him
and he bent back to hiswork again. | felt mysdf sagging in the cuffs. He probably thought | was
betraying the entire cell-block, though just how | could betray them in my present circumstances | had no
idea. Good thing Wu didn’t offer me one of those orangesto dish the dirt with her about my fellow
prisoners. | might have made something up to get that orange. The very memory of the taste made me
sck with hunger.

“Y ou do not look very wdll, Viv Vanachek.”



“I'mnot,” | said shortly.

“Impure thinking has been known to causeillness” she said primly. Then she surprised me by taking
atonethat could only be described as defensive. “Y ou are given good water from the same pool and
food from the same pot astherest of us. Y ou have been dlowed privacy and timeto think and yet have
offered offensve and unreasonable behavior to your attendants. We are not servants and you are not to
be a spailed princess as you were in your homeland. Y ou have yet to present me with agood reason
why we should continue to nurture you here.”

| wasn't tracking too well by then. My stomach was cramping again and | was half afraid and half
longing to barf dl over her eegant spread. But two thingsin her last speech struck me with sudden,
gartling clarity. One was that she seemed genuindy offended that | didn’t admit that | was actudly
thriving under her so-caled care and that solitary confinement provided just the relaxing atmosphere|
needed to contemplate the error of my ways. The other was the puzzled note in her voice. Thiswoman,
who was supposedly in charge of the camp, had no better ideawhy | was herethan | did. Her rhetoric
was an automatic spouting of dogma, but far from having me beaten or even serioudy intimidating me,
she seems baffled and irritated by my presence. Despite her posturing, | don't think shefinds me
particularly dimy or guilty of anything. But here | am for some reason we have both yet to learn and she's
stuck with me. The writing, which she fortunately doesn’t seem to keep very good track of, and the
interrogationsin the form of little chats, have seemed pointlessfor avery good reason, which isthat she
doesn't know the point. And neither do 1. It just never occurred to me that there had to be one.

When she dismissed me | tried to burn the image of those mountains onto my retinas as the guards
led me away, and | gulped deep breaths of the fresh air, trying to hoard it al the way back down to my
cdl.

LATER

| can’'t seem to think. | couldn’t keep so much as a nibble down. The guards were pissed because
my legs stopped working on the stepsand | almost dragged us all down headfirst. I'll bet that sadistic
bitch let me out just so the contrast between out there and down here would make me even more
miserable. | wish she' d have these damned belly cramps and tell meit was her impure thoughts. Well, |
do rgect thiswhole mess and maybe | gect it too. Why the hell is she doing thisto meif she doesn’t
know what I’ m here for? Jesus! On the other hand, maybe I’ d better hope she doesn't think about it too
long. | doubt she' d bother chartering a plane to take me out of hereif she thought there was no reason.
In that case, the point is apt to turn out to be at the end of someone’ s bayonet. They probably don't
waste bullets on people who have no purpose being here.

If only | could deep again. Latdly | just sort of drift in and out of daydreams, most of them fragments
and abstractions—no more visons, no more real-seeming places like the one in the dream, the one |
seem to have picked up from Wu' s romanticizing about how this place used to be before the big bad
imperidists spoiled it dl. Not even any nightmareslike the one about the children. When | close my eyes
and try to bring back the mountains—both the real ones, outside, and those from the dream— | can
barely remember them. Only their generd shapes remain. The colors and detail wash away like an
overexposed photograph.

God, a person shouldn’'t have to have an identity crissin the middle of aprison camp. | don’t know
what my purposeis, here or in genera. I’ ve never made any sense out of anything. Oh, | used to be
excited if something in alecture or abook awakened some response in me, some sense of recognition,
S0 that another piece seemed to dip into ahuge puzzle, or turned the ka el doscope another fraction so



that | caught aglimpse of awhole new pattern. But none of it was any bloody good. Nobody ever asked
meat job interviewswhat indgghts I’ d gained from the sociobiology of the late twentieth century.

Asfor thefacts, the vast piles of datal’ve acquired, | forgot it as soon as | no longer needed it to
pass exams. Asif | were climbing asand dune, thelittleindividua grains of information did beneath my
feet while | reached for more, so | never made any progress. | might be able to walk around the bottom
of the dune, but | can’'t conquer it and evenif | did, miles of other dunes stretch beyond that one. Just
knowing that had once been addight and acomfort but | have never grasped anything that was asolid
foundation for anything else, something | can hold in my hand and show someone else. “Here. Thisis
mine. | know this”

| joined the military because there was no other place for me, and | ended up here. Now it seems|
have to justify my existence even here. Whatever happened to “1 think, therefore | am”?What | think is
that I’m too sick and too tired to deal with this shit. Oh, God. Back to the dop bucket.

LATER

Forget above. Cramps real bad. Blood in bucket. Can't track. Dying? Maybe.

God—hemorrhage at both ends. Hide this. I'll hide this so the next poor sap maybe won’t be so
i0...

PART THREE

DREAM, DEATH, AND (PARTIAL) DELIVERY

I must have fainted and falen off the bunk, hit my head on the floor. Maybe | dipped in the blood. It
was everywhere, gushing out from between my legs, sounding like afountain splashing asit hit thefloor,
exploding againgt thewall as| vomited, choked, coughed and vomited again. Cramps dedgehammered
my guts, pumping the blood out at both ends. One minute | was drowning in it, the next ablinding cymba
crash of pain renitiated the soft, guttura chanting.

It rose and fdl, rose and fdll, timed to my belly’ s churning, its sonorous moan al the while
descending in volume and pitch until it came from the guts of the palace, the dungeon, then from the earth
itself. But asthelast long “O” note faded, ahigh chiming note reinforced it, and theliquid tinkle of asingle
bdl.

Thetiled corridor reached out to meet me thistime, fan folding away as| rushed throughit, until |
came upon an outer door o filled with mountain that not until | had left the confines of the building and



walked severa feet out onto the terrace, looking up and then higher and yet higher till, could | seethe
whole vast muscle of the earth, deeved with white, immense and powerful. Below, amost straight down,
the lake glittered asif sprinkled with blue and silver sequins, beckoning me. But | remembered from the
other dream that when | ran straight toward the lake, | woke up. So thistime | resisted my yearning for
the lake and with an effort turned away from it to gaze at the palace surrounding me.

The golden roofs were not redlly gold, but tiles of Iapis and amber the sun’ s blinding rays had melted
into ahoneyed glaze. Dragon gargoyles with eephant tusks leered through the rivul ets of water running
from their mouths down the corners of the buildings. Stone steps, geodesinlaid among the rocks, led
from the terrace where | stood to another terrace and into another room and there a beautiful young
Asian woman played what | would have thought was a spinet piano—except that the notes still rang like
bells and chimes. The woman's dender hands danced on the keys, the curve of her long black hair
flowing past her shoulders suggested serenity itself.

Shedidn’t speak or acknowledge me and | accepted that | must be a ghost, or she was, and with
the music somehow growing louder as| drifted farther from her, | entered another open doorway.

Beyond was no dreary corridor but aroom bigger than the lobby of the Federa Buildingin
downtown Sesttle. The ceiling was painted, not carved, and inlaid with adesign of
slver-and-gold-rimmed ivory clouds. The walswere lined with bookshelvesfilled with everything from
wood and leather-bound tomes to well-thumbed bright-col ored paperbacks. At tables scattered
throughout the room, people studied, worked puzzles, and played games like chess and checkers and
othersthat were unfamiliar. The dice they used and the game pieces were beautifully sculpted from exotic
woods such as zebrawood and vermilion. One chess set had pieces carved from amethyst on one side
and garnet on the other. | fingered the books—the most beautiful were old sets of classics, many of them
my favorites, othersby unfamiliar authors; yet others had the titles and namesin Cyrillic script, Hebrew,
Arabic and other less common & phabets. Fiction, mythology, folklore, science, art, philosophy,
mathematics, architecture, every imaginable subject and discipline was represented. | stroked the supple
spines and read thetitles yearningly, wondering if | could possibly stay long enough to read any of them.

But a perfume stronger than that of old paper, wood and |esther led me on, with something of
jasmine and something of musk initsfragrance. A wisp of white flickered through a set of double doors
and | followed it.

And was suddenly svimming through asea.of billowing slken scarves. Like cloudsflying past the
moon, they played with the wavering light so that the rest of the room was even less substantial asto size,
shape and feature than the scarves themselves. | might have been outdoors, with the scarves fluttering
from tree branches, for dl | could tell while | was among them. Filmy and deceptive, they concedled, then
revealed, what usudly turned out to be another wave of scarves. Once it seemed that they parted for a
fraction of afraction of asecond and, asif through adistant well-curtained window, | glimpsed the moon,
though a short time before I’ d stood in sunlight. But the time was not an issue. No urgency existed here
asde from that which mysterioudy drove me.

The scarves fluttered tickling like moth wings or eyelashesand | bresthed them in asif they werea
cloud of insects. | knew that just ahead lay something beautiful, something—perfect, but as| strained
toward it the scarves fell tangling in my hands and feet, dragging the ground, weighing me down and
down until I sank back into something soft and spongy, sticky and sore.

“Viveka? Viv, now you stay with me, girl. Stay with me now.” The voicewas prosaic, dull and flat,
the music gone. Thibideaux and Marsh swam into focus, looming above me like atwo-headed mongter.



Marsh patted my arm. “Y ou should have said you were pregnant. These people can be human
sometimes too, you know.”

“How was she gonnaknow that?’ the man with the childish blond curls, Danielson, snapped.” Look
at her bruises. They probably beat her until shelost it.”

| felt the bruises he referred to, deep, burning aches at my chin, forehead, cheekbones, knees and
chest. | couldn’t remember anybody laying afinger on me, though. Maybe my fdl had preceded
convulsions? | thought | ought to say something about it but my voice wouldn’t work, so | closed my
eyes and contented mysalf with listening.

Marsh responded in awithering voice, “If they’ d done that, Du, why in the hell would they give us
back Thibideaux’ stransfuson kit?’

Thibideaux interrupted. “Y ou’' velogt alot of blood but fortunately the Colond and Marsh are both
O-positive. How you fedin' 7’

| hurt. That washow | felt. And | didn’t want to talk. Besides the bruises, my gut ached, my vulva
burned with pain, and there was a profess ond-looking white gauze bandage on my left arm. | felt asif |
was floating about two inches above the cot and their voices were dl coming from some distance away. |
could barely lift my eydidsto look a anyone.

Colond Merridew leaned over me, “We re sorry about your baby,” he said, and handed me one of
the pae pink blossoms from the valley floor. “Welcome back.”

Baby? Wasthat it, then? The cramps, the vomiting—

The dream. Theloss of ababy | had not known | carried is much lessred to me than the dream.
The guard noticing blood puddling under my door and finding me smply didn’t happen. | wasin the
library at thetime. | had never had a baby—I was gravida zero, para zero. Had been ddliberately,
chemicaly sterile since | was eighteen. Must have worn off. Nevertheless, the pregnancy was unsought
and unexpected; the baby would have been arapist’ s child to beraised by an inmate mother in a prisoner
of war camp—no loss. Surely no loss. (But what would it have been? Boy or girl? What color hair and
eyes? What would | have cdled it? Maybe it would have had the best qudities from my family and
whatever good might have once beenin Buzz ...) Doggedly, | pursued the dream, deeping a every

opportunity.

The cell smply dissolved and re-formed into the palace or sometimes places remembered from
home. The men’ svoices caled me back periodicaly, then were gone dtogether. The guards|eft me
alone, dthough oneday | rolled over and saw Wu staring at me from the door. Her expression was one |
carried back into the dream—it reminded me of a programmer scanning the screen to seeif anew
project would run, and finding many glitches.

The men’ s voices ebbed and flowed with the snow-shadowed light dappling the dirty floor. Thelittle
room was bare, filled with men or with grain. Once it expanded and filled to capacity with mumbling
people and alifdike statue that remained even after the people left, until dust fell onit, and on me, and the
day lengthened tofill agpan of years.

Another time something cold dribbled acrossmy lips, down my chin and neck, and | awoketo
Danielson’s dulcet voice saying, “ Come on, Vanachek, drink up. Ther€ sagirl. Look, you got to make
it. You can't just stay down like that.”



Why not? | wondered. The miscarriage had apparently promoted me, in the eyes of my fellow
prisoners, from potentia spy to Fragile Flower of Thwarted American Motherhood. But | was athirsty
fragileflower, so | sat up and took aswig from the plastic mug he held to my lips. | amost gagged onit.
“My God, it' sfresh.”

“From mother-fucking-nature’ s tap. We blew up a boulder today and uncovered more of the buried
lake. The Dragon Lady was so thrilled she let me off work detail to bring you adrink. They must think
you' re pretty val uable—they’ ve been keeping our bunker open during the day so we could check on
you. When | first came here, she had me besaten until | thought I’ d never walk, talk, or pee without
bleeding again and she sure didn’t have any kind of a compass onate nervous breakdown over it. Same
thing with the Colond, though she'sgone alittle easier on Thibideaux and Marsh, ‘cause of Marsh's
political connections, | guess. None of us have heard of her killing anybody yet, though, so maybe she's
just squeamish about killing little kids, though I" d have sworn that broad doesn’t have a soft bonein her

itty-bitty body.”

The water was crunchy with rock and dirt but had a sweet flavor that reminded me of flowers. What
didn’'t dide down my throat trickled outside my mouth and down my chin, cooling my hot skin, making a
little spot of awarenessthat lingered until the water evaporated and Danielson returned to work.

Most of thetime, though, | wasin that wonderful palace where | listened to intelligent and esoteric
conversations on subjects and in languages | should not have been able to understand. Most people here
wore Asian clothing, not dwaysthe silks and satinswhich | thought people who lived in such aplace
would wear, but often smple cottons and woolens, comfortable and utilitarian. Some did wear gorgeous
costumes and there were even afew obvious Westerners among them, somein rather archaic
costumes—I noticed one genuine 1960s flower child, amiddlie-aged woman in a nineteenth-century
traveling gown, a couple of blocky blond men, one wearing what looked like Viking clothes, and a
couple of dark-skinned men wearing African textiles. Also, there were severd Indians, both saried
women and men in higtoric native garb. Sometimes some of the people were gathered at the Satues, asif
in religious observance, but other times they smply talked in groups, attended what appeared to be
lectures, read, gardened, or did craftwork of some sort. The same faces appeared frequently, lecturing,
listening, praying. One monk wasin dmost every group: aman with aface like aMexican opa—stony
and rough-hewn—set with eyes radiant as smoky topaz, acomplex and tender intelligencefiring their

depths.

| drifted happily from one conversation to the next, entered into the pages of the books and
dreamed my way through them. Pieces of plots and bits of information blew through my mind like incense
smoke when | woke long enough to eat or drink and use the toilet bucket. But as soon as possible, |
dozed again and the pal ace regppeared, great halls lined with sublime art treasures my art history classes
had informed me were long ago lost in some war or other.

The rooms opened for me asif | were Beauty in the Beast’s pdace, | thought, blending the dream
with astory from one of the dilgpidated old books of fairy taes Mother had given me as a present after
sherescued it from alibrary burn pile.

Findly, | wasjolted into the present by the pal ace bathtub. The sight of a chubby monk up to his
earsin bubble bath in agreen porcelain tub with abronze plaque proudly declaring it to have been made
in Akron, Ohio, was so comfortingly ordinary after the magnificence of the palace and the bleakness of
the camp that | woke up smiling, cool and clear-headed, enjoying the daylight pouring through the grille
into the little gray stone room.

And there | was, onewith abucket full of turds and urine, a haf-eaten bow! of food—no momo



thistime but maggoty rice with afew dried vegetables stirred in to provide three basic food groups—the
gtarchy rice, the vegetables, and the protein in the maggots. The cdll no longer revolted me. It felt warm
and familiar. My head still hummed with images from the dreams, passages from the books, murmured
conversations, wisps of songs and melodies, the surging rhythm of the chants, but | felt alert and perfectly
content with the present experienced in the soothing wake of the dreams.

Alone, unguarded, and so full of sensation that solitary no longer held any terror for me, | began
wishing for my papers and pen, and recdled that they werein my old cell. | blithely set out for the
command bunker, expecting no problem since the door of my old cell no doubt opened easily from
outside.

A tiny rationd part of my brain rattling around somewherein dl thefairy dust and musk mist kept
ydling warnings, but the rest of meignored it. | felt serene and confident and besides, rescuing the journal
seemed vitd. It had surpassed al the reasons | had for beginning it and had become necessary to me.
Thetimeto fetch it was while the others thought me till tooill to move. Later, | might belocked up again
or closaly guarded as| worked with the men.

My red body wasfar clumsier than my dream sdlf as| stepped out into the ugly sandbagged hdlway
and climbed the steps. The soles of my feet barely registered the touch of stones, asif they’ d been
numbed, and the door took al my strength to budge. It was heavily carved, obvioudy made for guarding
grander things than a makeshift dungeon.

Air sharp and thin as pine needles pierced the doorway and shattered the spiderwebs whose strands
shimmered in arectangle of suddenly reveded sunlight.

Outsde voices murmured from the end of the compound where Wu had erected her terrace table.

Within the baffling maze of ruins and boulders under the canopy | took two wrong turns, but after a
third turn the command bunker was directly in front of my nose; the door had been left open, presumably
to air out the stale, stinking passages below.

Thewarren of halls and rooms was dark and silent, except for the scrabble of loose rubblefaling
somewhere beyond the rectangle of light from the open door. No generator hum.

“Thisiscrazy, old girl,” | told mysdlf, but down the steps | went, thinking | would figure out where |
needed to go. But a the end of the hall that should have led past Wu' s office was a collapsed wall. | felt
aong crumbly ssonewadl until my hands met open spaces flanking the rubble-cluttered wall on each sde.
Hopeless. | tried to turn back toward the entrance but after retracing afew steps ran into another pile of
splinter and stone. This adventure was apt to lead to disaster without alight of some sort.

By that time, I’ d begun to wake up and no longer floated around, fedling like my own ghost. Wide
awake, | became more concerned—no, let’ s be honest, scared—that someone would find me here,
unauthorized. If only | could find Wu' s office | could snitch acandle or aflashlight from her desk. And
maybe more writing paper and penstoo.

But which door? Two corridorsin and the third on the left, surely. But which two and which [eft?
After acouple of tries, | thought | had found the right route, but another landdide of debris disabused me
of that illusion.

Then suddenly voices caled out, footstepstrotted off in several different directions, and after a
moment, the generator sputtered like aresuscitated drowning victim and the narrow corridors flooded
withincriminating light.



With ameasured scuffle one set of feet detached from the general melee and headed in my direction.
| wedged mysdlf behind the rubble, didodging some of it. The steps paused and squesked ever so
dightly, the squesk of shoe sole on ahard surface as the occupant of the shoes turned. The occupant
must have been peering into the debris but | crouched low behind it and closed my eyes, the better not to
be seen, and after afew moments the footsteps scuffled away.

Okay. Thelight question was solved. But now how could | avoid detection while looking for my old
cdl? For that matter, how was | to return to my new cdl without being discovered? Siding from
conced ment, | tiptoed into the glare of the single bulb, my shadow stretching up thewall beside me.

Two corridors led into the central hall and its branches, and | hadn’t redlly noticed the second one,
the onel wasin, the finer architectural details having escaped me on previous occasonswhen | was
distracted by wondering if | was going to be killed or merely tortured alittle. My corridor led into the
other one from the Side, just asit branched off. | had only to hang aright and I’ d be headed straight back
for the entrance now guarded by a cute couple sporting matching assault rifles.

My belly cramped again and | crabbed back toward the conceament of the rubble as | glimpsed
two more guards headed up the second branch. One of them swung afinger thisway and that, asif
pointing out the color of paint he wanted on the walls, what fabric he wanted for the curtains, that sort of
thing—renovation plans, in other words. When the first guard departed, the second extracted something
from his pocket and made straight for my rubble pile. A flashlight beam passed over my head, into the
corridor beyond. Where the beam penetrated behind the rubble, | was surprised to see that there was
another corridor, relatively clear of debris, the ceiling il pretty much intact. Deep shadows cast by the
white beam sank into a series of doorways, some seemingly arched at the top. When the guard |eft, |
crept back, feding aong thewall until first one, then another, and findly athird door gave to my touch.
Luckily for me the previous occupants hadn't believed in locks.

Theroom had the fedling of something vast—the air was less stale and smdly than in the hallway and
| wondered if it contained an opening to the surface. If so, | had better find it cautioudly, for the guard
with the swinging finger looked asif he might be planning to work around here soon and any noise louder
than that of your average well-fed rat would betray me.

| groped my way forward but felt nothing until my face ran into something fine and sticky, which
clung toit. Spiderwebs? If so, | hoped the spiders were away from home and plunged ahead regardless,
traversing the room as quickly as possible, expecting to see aflashlight beam and hear an order to halt at
any moment. Perhaps | should have stayed near the door where | could mug the guard for hisflashlight
and escape back to the room before anyone e se came, but no, if something happened to one of the
guards Wu would probably not only find and punish me but vent her wrath on al of the other prisonersas
wall.

Besdes, | wasn't hereto mug anyone. | just wanted my journd.

My toe stubbed against what turned out to be a step, followed by a second and athird step, and
findly by aplatform that hit me a waist height. | felt the surface, my fingers encountering metd, cloth,
stone and—eurekal paper.

The metal was asmall noisy object perforated by cross-shaped holes. From the ringing sound it
made | thought at first it was abell, but a my touch it fell into two piecesand | recognized it asan
incense burner like the ones the grandfolks had kept throughout the cabin until Granddad’ s emphysema
made it hard for him to breathe the smoke.



Incense! Of course, that was the underlying sweetish note to the stink in the hal. Incense. | felt
around some more, hoping there might be something more useful. When | found it, it took me amoment
to remember what it was—allittle book of matchesthat, when I lit one (after threetries), | saw carried
the advertising legend of the St. Joe, Missouri, Holiday Inn.

Holiday Inn? The chain had been defunct since before Mother quit her job—I remembered her
telling stories of the great motd chains that once spanned the country in the days when civilians could
travel from state to State and even cross national borders without a pass from their city council, awritten
and notarized invitation from afriend or relative at the destination point guaranteeing aplaceto stay or an
authorization to use afederally regulated hostel while visiting military personnel. Nowadays, people got
around the regulations by having more than one home—one near their business and another, usudly more
comfortable, to escape to on days off.

But the matches harked back to atime when travel had been smple and fairly inexpensive, when
anyone could travel anywhere. Before the random killings and drug traffic had become so ferocious and
far-flung that even policein big cities had to know who everyone was and have addresses for dl citizens
at dl times. Still, what ashame.

More remarkable than the origin of the matcheswastheir age and the fact that they till lit. There
were only ten remaining, so when thefirst onedied and 1 lit another, | controlled my antiquarian’ swonder
long enough to discover an equally esoteric artifact near by. A ceramic bowl with awick that looked asiif
it was made of dentd flosslay afew inches away, buried in the dust as the matches had been until my
hand uncovered them. Under the dust, the lamp till held alayer of congealed fat. After sacrificing afew
more matches, | had adusty-smelling, smoky light.

And saw that | held this open flame in aroom filled with fragile, flammable objects. What | had
mistaken for cobwebs were thousands of gauzy scarves, so old and rotted that they were as thin and
trangparent as any spider’ s handiwork. They hung forlornly from the celling, like the remnants of ghosts
who'd caught their shrouds and torn them trying to get loose.

Luckily, asthat thought hit me, | spotted the connecting door to the next room. Cupping the flame of
the lamp in one palm, | bumped the door open with my hip and found myself staring at—the bathtub of
my dreams.

The color was hard to discern, but it was dark, not white or pastel, and there was alittle bronze
plague on it that, when | kndlt to read it, proclaimed through the tarnish that the tub had been
manufactured in Akron, Ohio.

Ooh. Dgavu, as Grandma’ s old crony Autumn Dawn was apt to exclaim at odd moments. At that
moment vertigo overtook me and | couldn’t tell if 1 wasin the dream with my body back inmy cell or
perhaps even dreaming this whole thing from a barracks or adormitory room.

What was red wasthat | had adeep physica longing to fill the smooth cool curves of that tub with
hot soapy water and take anice long, preferably bubbly, soak. My musclesfairly wept as | resolutely
turned my back on the object of my lust to examine the rest of the room.

Like the other cdlls, this one contained a stone deeping bench but this was the deluxe edition, with a
covering of some slky rotting cloth to which clung bits of dried grass. A faint smell of herbsclungtoit,
reminding me of Grandma! s hiking manuals, in which she waswont to press various hapless plant

specimens.



An expletive from the next room announced that someone else had entered and had encountered an
obstacle.

The room contained no other door than the one through which | had entered. Funny placefor an
extrajohn. But then, perhapsit was aritua bath for purification, prior to worship. Certainly | was praying
for dl | wasworth as| crawled as quietly as possibleinto the tub. | thought about dragging the dried
grass mattress over me but first | had to extinguish the lamp and by that time the connecting door was
creeking open again.

So| lay ill and waited, closing my eyes so their shine wouldn't give me away (okay, maybe |
hoped it would make meinvisible). Theincense burner, which I’ d stuck into the pocket of my prison
uniform, rang ever so dightly as| shifted in the bottom of the metd tub, setting up asympathetic vibration
with other bells, other chimes. Not now, | thought, then realized that the chimes and bells were from the
next room, where the ritual was being cel ebrated.

And, sure enough, as| lay there, the monk with the Mexican opal face rose from where he was bent
over thetub.

A flashlight ray brushed my eyelids, then ashadow fell over it. | alowed one eyebd| asquint, but |
didn’'t need my physica eyesto seethe monk, still facing me, stlanding between me and the soldier with
the flashlight. The monk stepped back and so did the soldier, closing the door softly behind him.

And so | wasliteraly saved by the bell. Or my own delusons. Or the guard’ s nearsightedness,
perhaps. His glasses might have been fogged up. Still, onething is clear and that isthat my dreamsright
now are the better part of redlity, if they are dreams. Maybe these are not exactly ghosts, but memories
I’'m seeing. | used to read stories about old houses with memories, back when there were houses old
enough to have such things. If thiswas one of the lamaseries destroyed by the Chineseinvasion it was
hundreds of years old. If dl the monks had been murdered by the Chinese, well, then their memories
might be sympathetic to another prisoner. Or maybe I’ m the ghost.

The room with the dtar and scarves contained neither ghosts nor men when | peered back into it,
my panting breath loud and echoing in that vast place. | lit the lamp again and started back for the hall.
Then | saw the other door, off to one side, beyond a pair of supporting pillars| hadn’t noticed before.

Shielding the lamp flame, | dipped through the door. The chamber was aslarge asthe onel’d come
from, but thistime the rustlings came from things my feet brushed againgt. | lowered thelamp and its
smoky glow captured the trand ucent paleness of a crumpled page covered in print. | scooped it up and
heard atearing sound as | sundered the last connection it had to the book that lay beneath it. As| swung
thelamp alittle wider, | saw that the floor was dl but impassable with greet drifts and piles of books and

papers.

By the butter lamp’slight I could make out only afew characters, which looked like Arabic. Next to
where the page had lain on the floor, however, sorawled an only dightly disheveled softbound copy of
Huckleberry Finn. Odd, picking up something you first touched in adream. | rescued the Huck, dipping
it into my trouser band. Mark Twain will be good company in prison, something the men can enjoy too.
No onewill missit. The mess on that floor surely hasn't been touched since whatever catastrophe befell
it. From the actions of the guards and the pile of debris blocking most of the outer corridor, | gather that
they have just uncovered this passage. I'm glad | found the books before some zedl ous revolutionary
makes a bonfire of them. I’ ve read about the atrocities the PRC committed againgt the literature of this
region—throwing ancient hand-copied Buddhist scripturesinto the streets so that people either had to
stay in their houses or trample the sacred writings underfoot. Very clever and very mean to force people



to destroy their own symbols. Not that Huck ismuch of asymbol of anything, but its vaue as humorous
entertainment will no doubt belost on these fanatics.

After amoment | redlized that | now had the opportunity to leave my diary initshiding place and
take advantage of the paper al around me for further entries. With alittle sfting, | found plenty of empty
front and back pages, wide margins, and more reading materia. On the bottom layer there were even
broken pencils and old-fashioned ballpoints (ash dry). | stuffed two of the pencilsinto my pocket to keep
the incense burner company and added the least-printed pages from severa ruined books.

The dream ran true and there was a door where there should have been. It opened inward so | had
to scoot back enough of the literary carpet to tug the door toward me and dide through to where the
music room should have been. Instead, | stepped once more into aruin, perforated by light and riddled
with fresh air that blew out my lamp and sent the pages in the room behind me scuttling likeroad trash in
thewake of abigrig.

Once beyond the rubble | was back in the open, with the ruined mountain looming moodily over me,
itscleft full of migt, asif it had acold that day. Below, my fellow prisonersincluding somewho looked
like women and children, worked up and down the ridge and in the boulder-strewn valley.

And up the, dope, wending her way among her empire of boulders, daves and minions, minced Wu,
in earnest conversation with acompanion whose gait was more straightforward but no less sprightly. The
pair of them were headed straight toward me.

All of my ingincts said, “Run” but every syssemin my body said, “Noway.” Logic sad, “Run
where?’ Besides, | would havelost Huck and the lamp wheressif | bluffed it out. .. After dl, the cell
door hadn’t been locked.

So| cdled out, “Commandant Wu, thereyou are. | was hoping | might get a chance to spesk with

you.

PART FOUR

ASSIGNMENT

“Ah, | seeyou arefeding better,” said Wu's companion, none other than the peasant
woman-doctor-hypnotist colond. “ Commandant Wu tells me you have beeniill.” The seamed face wore
an overly solicitous expression—I amost expected her to click her tongue in agrandmotherly fashion.

“I can’'t think why,” | said. “Fresh air and exercise are supposed to be so good for one and you did
seetoit that | got plenty of that sort of thing. The commandant considerately added a prescription for



rest and quiet aswell.”

“Which you have disobeyed,” Wu reminded me. “Y ou haveleft your cell without permission.” She
al but hissed through her teeth. It isaparticular refinement of torment to have such awoman for
commandant because when sheisat her harshest | il keep getting the fedling that after she makes such
a pronouncement she will go backstage, take off her makeup, put on her party dress and go out dancing,
aperfectly norma young woman. Her personnel manager styleis more convincing, since I’ ve known lots
of apparently perfectly norma young women who turn into authoritarian bitches given thet little bit of
power. But a prison camp commandant? It would have helped if they could have gotten someone who
naturaly looked alittle meaner.

| assumed my own role, that of thoroughly cowed prisoner, even managing to hang my head alittle.
“The door was open. | assumed—"

“ Assumptions of that sort have been known to prove painful,” she said.

Now the old woman did hiss, in that admonishing way some older Asan women use. She wasn't
hissing me, however, she was hissng Wu, who looked oddly wounded, a child unjustly admonished for
fighting when her brother started it firdt.

Both reactions were intriguing—that the old woman should disapprove not of my leaving my cdll but
of Wu threatening me, and that Wu should listen to her, and react with more hurt than anger at such an
obvious countermanding of her authority. Nothing further devel oped at that moment, however, because
Marsh appeared from around a sandbagged corner.

“Ah, Mr. Marsh,” Wu said in her Dragon Lady voice.

He steepled his hands in ashort bow to both of them and with asidelong glance at the old doctor,
asked Wu, “Y ou wanted to see me, Commandant?’

She nodded curtly but her pretty face was not quite as sour asit had been. Marsh’ sface was
carefully bland and congenid.

“Mr. Marsh, we have uncovered anew passage which will require some ddicacy in further
excavation, cataloging and restoration. Perhaps you would like such an assgnment?’ She made the
suggestion loftily, aqueen bestowing afavor, but her eyesflicked nervoudy to the old woman.

Marsh surprised me. | would think he'd go for this more intellectua sort of job but for some reason
he looked wary and shook hishead. “I’m not really qualified for that kind of work.”

Wu's china-doll face hardened alittle. “ Then perhaps you can suggest another more suitable
goplicant.”

Marsh made another polite bow. | swear he was enjoying it. “ Commandant Wu, | am acivilian and
would of course have no idea about the capabilities of the soldiers. And segregated as we are from the
other prisoners, | would have no idea of their gptitudes either. Perhaps you should consult Colonel
Merridew, who would surdly know if any of his men have the experience you require.”

“Marsh, you areaspy and aliar,” Wu said swestly. “Y ou have been here many years and you are
the sort of man who makesit his businessto know others. | fear [—"

The old woman made afunny, throat-clearing hum and said, “Miss Vanachek, | believe, has some



training in anthropology and related aress.”

“Very good,” Wu snapped, sounding disappointed to be distracted from her game with Marsh. “ She
should be good for something besides hysterics and lying about.” And to the nearest guard she said,
“Takethis prisoner to Captain Taring.”

Marsh winked at me as| turned to follow the guard. We returned to the entrance to the bunkers,
down the corridors | had so recently traveled, and walked straight up to the man I’ d avoided by crawling
into the bathtub. This Captain Taring was bent over arubble pile when we arrived and when the guard
presented me, he merely nodded and waved his hand that | should wait.

The guard marched away and | duly shifted from one foot to another and tried to peer over the
man’ s shoulder to see what was so fascinating. When he till didn’t seem inclined to take notice of mel
leaned alittle farther over—cautioudy, becoming very aware of how badly | needed abath. | till smelled
of swesat and sickness and my hair was matted and felt crawly. Fresh patches of dust overlay the
generdly dirty condition of my trousers. | hitched Huck up and brushed a cobweb from my deeve, then
stopped moving around as | heard the deafening crackle of the contraband paper in my pockets.

My new boss handed me back something over his shoulder and when it took me amoment to
redlize he wanted meto takeit, he turned and offered it more openly, bouncing his hand dightly to
indicate | should rdieve him of it and raising his eyebrows encouragingly.

But | could only stare a him, expecting to hear the chanting and see my body lying dreaming below
me. Hisface was pitted with old scars and rough asagravel pit, but his eyes had the same clear topaz
beauty asthose of the monk in my dreams. The two men were so much dikeit was hard to believe they
weren't the same, but of course, this man could be a descendant or even arelative—or maybejust a
fellow sufferer of whatever disease blemished the face so that the clarity and depth of the eyes made such
aremarkable contrast.

“This humble person begs your illustrious pardon,” | began in obsequious Mandarin, but he waved
his hand and said, “Whoathere, little lady. Hang on to that thought until | am having me acloser look at
thishere piece of carving.”

He sounded like aforeign version of those old John Wayne films my Gresat-uncle Medicine Bear
Kowalski used to bring over to amuse Grandpa Ananda after Grandmadied. He looked more like the
other old films Uncle Bear used to bring over, though, the ones about the adventurous anthropol ogist with
the name of the state, who was aways hunkering over something ancient and va uable when he wasn't
legping over something or running from something.

Captain Taring handed me asplinter of the carving. “What are you thinking of this?’

“Ruined celling beam?’ | ventured brightly. That wasn't hard. I’ d seen the entire beam intact, in my
dream. It was the one with birds soaring through stylized clouds.

He grunted, standing up and, oddly enough, offering hishand. “Y ou are being new around these
parts, are you not?’

“Yes Yes, | am,” | sad, giving him my name and restraining my impulseto add that | wasthe new
schoolmarm, providing rank and serial number instead. He vigoroudy pumped my hand, which he had
had to retrieve from my side since | wastoo dow to offer it.

“Name of Lobsang Taring, but | amtaking it kindly if you arejust caling me Tes, little lady, like they



did so back when | am getting my grad-yu-ate dee-gree at the Montana School of Mines.”

Thisunlikely prison guard with what seemed a ddliberately dopey accent (1 had never heard another
person in the camp who spoke English speak it so strangely) went on to explain that the “round-eye”
boys at the mining school had trouble with his name but the one tea drinker in the crowd decided it was
the same as L apsang Souchong tea. This explanation prompted the nickname. Tea"reckons’ I'd better
cdl him Captain when others are around.

We spent the rest of the daylight hours underground, clearing the rubble pile that blocked the
entrances to the library and the room of scarves. We had to sift through the rubble, rather than just shovel
it away, and anything that looked like it had once been ornamenta or useful waslaid carefully aside for
cataloging, which Tea explained we would do on the portable termind of the camp’s computer.

Toward midafternoon, Tealeft meto do the sfting and began reconstructing the support structure of
the tunnel entrance. Two other men hel ped him with a handsaw and hammers, setting up notched logs on
ether sde of therubblepile.

I’m tired and sore from bending and digging but otherwisefed remarkably well. By thetimewe
finished today, the sun outside had given way to dusk, and wind whipped my pgjamatop around me and
sent showers of snow flying from the rippling canopy. In the eastern corner, two guards were scurrying
around to shore up an end of the net that had blown loose. From the mountain, snow blew from the
horns of the ruined cone like the veil on an eaborate medieva headdress.

Funny how quickly aperson adjuststo anything. Theinsde of the prison bunker fedsalmost like
home now. | find myself appreciating how the sandbagged walls of the outer hal keep it insulated from
thewind, and the guard was not even surly as she nodded meinside tonight.

And now it looks asif I'll have some opportunity to be of use to the men and pay them back alittle
for taking care of me— it seemsthat ever since | arrived they have had to look after me. But my new
boss seems like areasonable guy and | should be able to sneak more books and things from the library,
maybe even some more matches and lamps. Not your mgor luxurious amenities maybe, but more than
we have now.

LATER

The reaction from the men is not as unanimoudy enthusiastic as | might have hoped. They filedin
shortly after | returned, while was busily scribbling notes. | thought they would probably be glad to have
me greet them cheerfully, rdlatively hedthily for achange. “Hi guys, you are not going to believetheday |
had...,” | began.

Thibideaux rolled hiseyes at me and eased himself carefully onto hisbunk before drawling wesrily,
“Mercy me, all recovered and chipper, are we?’

“Wadl, I am much better, thanksto the excellent care,” | said quickly, hoping that flattery might
improve his receptiveness, though his only response was a skeptical grunt. But then, he didn’t know what
| was going to say s0 he couldn’t very well get excited beforehand. | plunged ahead, glad to findly have
something to share with the others, after depending on them so heavily for so long. Once Marsh,
Danielson and the Colond wereinsde | began hauling my booty out of my pockets. “Look at this, will
you? | found alamp and these matches—from one of those old motel chainsin Missouri, and thisincense
burner too—"



But Thibideaux was not the only one who was|ess than thrilled with my news.

“Great,” Marsh said. “We can burn incense to disguise the smdll of our wild dope parties. That way
the guardswon't suspect athing.”

| shrugged, puzzled by dl thisennui. “Well, at least it would be a change to have the cdll smell like
something besdes shit, don't you think?’

Marsh was lying ssomach down on his bunk, paring the dirt from his broken naillswith asinglelong
thumbnail. He told the othersin adry, rather accusatory voice, “Viv went to work with Lobsang Taringin
the command bunker today.”

“Oh, an executive position,” Thibideaux said. “And so soon after you come here. My, my, itisan
honor havin’ you amongst us, ma am. Do pardon the norma natura fragrance of our humble abode.”

“What in the hell isegting you guys anyway?’ | demanded, tossing the incense burner onto the bunk
with aclatter. “1 wasjust trying to show you this stuff to break up the monotony. And | don’'t know how
you can be such an asshole about me getting the job, Marsh. Y ou were the onewho set it up. I've got a
good mind not to show you my yak butter lamp and—"

“I've seen yak butter lamps before,” heinformed mein awithering tone.
“Isthelamp and theincense burner al that you found, Viv?' the Colone asked.

“I’'m sorry, gr. | looked for afile and a hacksaw but there didn’t seem to be any handy. | thought at
least it would be niceto havealittlelight oncein awhile instead of Sitting around in the dark.”

His prissy brusqueness was even more deflating than the grumbling from the othersashe said, “If
we' re caught with these things we' re not authorized to have, it will mean trouble.”

“With dl due respect, Sr, what do you think we' rein now?’ Daniel son snapped. Bless hisheart, he
sounded as disgusted with the others as | was beginning to fedl.

“That' swhat I'd liketo know,” | said. “For Chrissake, | bring something that might be useful or
novel and you guys act asif | was stealing your momo. Y ou’ ve spent | don’t know how long looking
after me and now when I’ m trying to give back alittle something you treat me like I’ ve done something
wrong. What' syour problem?’

“We got no problem, dollin’,” Thibideaux said. ““ Cept wetired of bustin’ rocksall day like we been
doin’ for Lord knows how long ever snce we got here. Y ou're herejust alittle while and got yoursdf a
soft job right off the bat—Ilooksto thisol’ boy like you takin' care of yourself fine. Y ou don’t need no
mamano more so why don’t you just et usrest ourselves?’

The Colond brokein, “No, no, I can see where it might be agood thing to have somebody down
there, though | wish it were one of us so we could take the kind of things that will help with our escape
attempt. We don’t want to cal attention to ourselves unnecessarily and these discoveries of yours might
dojust that if we don't hide them. If the guards thought we' d stolen something they might assume an
escape plan and punish dl of us. So you should return these things unless we can find some way to
conced them.”

“That’sno problem, gr,” Danidlson said. “We Il gtick ‘emin asandbag in the hdl during the day,
retrieve ‘em on theway into the cell. Even if there' saguard, one of us can create adiversion. Piece of



cake”

Marsh changed the subject abruptly, asking if anyone had seen anew supply pack train comein.
Thibideaux said he'd heard it had gotten in the previous night, after we were dl tucked safe on our
trundie dabs.

“Well, Dr. Jekyll waswith them,” Marsh said. “ She was with the Dragon Lady today. She kept Wu
from swallowing Viv whole when she caught her roaming around outside.”

| was framing areply to the next logica question, which should have been from someone asking why
| was roaming around outside, when Danielson asked in an eager voice, “I wonder what came with the
pack train. Do you think they might have findly brought our mail?’

Merridew shook his head in ahopeless kind of way and said gently, “Maybe so, Du. WE |l just have
to see”

Thibideaux’ s approach was more surgica. “ Grow up, killer. W€ ve been here how long?’
Danielson shrugged sullenly.

Thibideaux said, “A long time, Du, an'tit? A red long time. And in al these years have we got one
|etter, one message, seen even onelittle bitty empty envelope?’

“Thibideaux, put agoddamnlid onit,” Colond Merridew said amiably.

“Wdl, | do gpologizeif | undermine morae but it undermines mine having someone keep on
remindin’ me how we never hear nothin’ from nobody all these god-knows-how-many years,”
Thibideaux griped, and rolled over to face the wall.

| supposeit’ sinevitable that five peoplein close quarters are not going to get dong al thetime, but
when the men stopped sneering at me only to start bickering with each other | felt the sasmeway | did the
onetime | saw my grandparentsfight, shortly after | started living with them. It’ sa scary thing, seeing
octogenarian pacifists breaking crockery and snapping “bastard” and “bitch” at each other. Mom said it
was because of all therapid changesthey’ d been forced into, al the things they’ d cared about they’ d
watched die—the world just got on their nerves sometimes. But al the same | knew the fight was my
fault, just as| knew it was now.

So | stood up and produced my final surprise, the torn and rumpled pages |’ d folded into quarters
to fit my pocket and the piece de resistance—the Huck. “L ook, though, there’'s something else. | found
us something to reead—" And | told them about the library.

Marsh looked pained. “If I’ d known about that, I”d have volunteered to help Taring mysdf.”
“Wdl, why the hell didn’'t you?’ | asked. “Wu would have given it to you.”
He shrugged. “I didn’t know about the books. And | didn’t want to work that close to Wu's office.”

“I can get more books,” | reassured him. “ Just tell me what you want and I'll try. But some of these
gpare pages | want to use for writing paper.”

“What are you going to write?’ Danielson asked. “ They won't take mail and we never get letters.”



“I'm keeping alog about this.”

“Oh, | can see where that would bered exciting,” Danidlson said. “* Today | hauled rocks and ate a
momo. Today | hauled more rocks and ate another momo’ ? Fascinating stuff.”

The Colond’ s eyes avoided mine and his mouth tightened. | got the fedling he was uneasy about me
keeping the journd, but he merely asked, * Did you happen to see any geography texts or maps from this
area?’

“No. | didn’'t notice any. I’'m not actudly sure where exactly thisareais. Are you?’

“No. Hell of along march from anything else, and apparently north of the Tibetan Plateau, but that’'s
about dl anyone' s been able to gather sofar.”

“When we crashed, we were heading into the Kun Luns,” | told them. “So my guessisthat’swhere
weare now.”

“That’ s more information than we ve had up till now,” Merridew said.

The prolonged tension was beginning to cause afierce headache and right then | felt an unbearable
painin my templesand forehead as | asked, “ Just how long isup till now?’

Danidson shrugged. “Long goddamn time, that’ sdl any of usknows. | got captured after ashell hit
near enough to knock me out and fill my assfull of shrapnd and so | was kind of out of it—the
interrogations didn’t help much ether. | do remember the kid though ...”

“What kid?’ | asked, lying down on my own bunk and resting my throbbing temple againgt the cool
sone. My head fdlt asif it had a condtricting band around it.

“I don’t know. Must have been one of the guards’ kids or— who knows, the enemy gets younger
every year—one of those runty little kid troops. Most of them make the punks and street gangs at home
look like amateurs, but this kid seemed different. It waswinter in the north of China. | was barefoot and
they’ d beaten me on the soles of my feet, among other places, so that | could hardly walk. Besides, |
was wiped out with dysentery. The kid showed up, and | kept waiting for more to arrive with more of the
whips and chains and bamboo rods business. She bent over my feet and | was wondering if | could wring
her neck, just for the fun of it, before she started tormenting me, when | redlized she was rubbing some
kind of ointment on my feet, something that felt good. When she stepped back she handed me a pair of
socks. They were so dirty they looked like they could walk by themsalves, but they protected my feet.
When shejerked her head for meto follow her, I hung back, thinking maybe | was being set up.
Sometimes they use you for entertainment, fighting other guys, or seeing how much you can take. Once
they tied my hands behind my back and put mein thering with thislittle dog. It bit the shit out of me
beforel got itsjugular in my teeth.”

Hefdl slent and | said through ablur of pain that was beginning, just alittle, to subside, “Wdl?’

“Oh, it wasn't that bad. She just took me to the edge of the compound and other soldiers met me. |
thought, when she took me toward the fence, that maybe she was | etting me go. At least she gave me
something hot to drink before | |eft, and somerice balls. Next thing | knew, | was here, alot warmer, but
il inacel. Food' s better here, though.”

“Anybody eseremember him arriving?’ | asked, and felt another sharp stab of pain.



“He saways been here,” Thibideaux said, rubbing his eyeswith hishands asif hetoo had a
headache. “‘ Course, they shift our cellsalot, we al been in and out of solitary. After awhile the daysdll
blur together—I tried keeping hatch marks once or twice but they moved me and anyway, every timel
think about it, it gives me aheadache. So | don't. Thinkin' about it won't get us out of here no quicker.”

“It'sbad for mordeto dwell onit,” the Colone agreed, massaging his neck with hisfingers. Hiseyes
were clenched tight and he spoke through gritted teeth when he said, “ The training manuas and texts dl
clearly state that personnel in past POW scenarios have found that dwelling on life outside is a good way
to dieor drive yourself crazy.” After amoment he added, wincing, “Besides, | seem to have had a head
injury when | camein. | don’'t remember much about my last assignment, which islucky, becauseif | did
they’ d have broken me. Maybe they did, in that first camp. | hate to say it, but it can happen.”

The headache returned with avengeance, so awful | couldn’t seem to focus enough to remember the
year or the month | was captured. | was going to tell them, so we could work backward, and | could
amost picture the date on my watch beforeit broke, could dmost seethefirgt linein thisjournal before it
got left behind in solitary. But the pain was too intense. Even now, as | write about it, | fed thefirst stab
of that same headache and cannot for the life of me recdl that date or any others.

I"ve been scribbling away by thelight of my butter lamp. The men are dl adegp and the flame of my
lamp flickersto the rhythm of their breath and casts shadows on my paper, obscuring what I’ ve written
before. My cdlmates’ snores comfort me and somewhere within them are echoes of the chants from my
dreams. As| concentrate on the chanting, my headache beginsto ease, but I’ m too exhausted to write
any moretonight.

TEA

My new bossis an odd duck, especialy compared to the heroes here in the cell. His polyglot of
Indian syntax and Wild West dang isso weird | keep forgetting he' sajailer, but even weirder isthefact
that he seemsto keep forgetting it too. For instance, he believes that whistling in the tunnelsis bad luck
and hums“Dark asaDungeon” in compensation and aso believesin coffee breaks and lunch hours,
though the momos and tea take me only afew seconds to consume. During the first few of these bregks
he kept asking me if Washington was not near Montanaand if so, did | not know good old Joe
Johannsen, by golly, or Mark Prokopovich or Brian Watson? Very fine felows. He was obvioudy trying
to put me at ease but if he' sdoing so to spy on us, asthe Colonel seemsto think, he has afunny way of
doing it because he doesamost al the talking. And most of it isso silly and inconsequentia | can listen or
not to the drone of hisvoice and it doesn’t matter. | do nod in the right places and, at his request,
occasondly correct something in his English— though if | edited his entire conversation | would be doing
most of thetalking.

He's somewhat different as we work—curious and intense when examining the structure and
plotting how to reinforceit, grunting to himself when absorbed in some perplexing problem. He shows me
these plans, drawing inthe dirt, saying, “ And this— it isorigindly belonging here, s0. See?” He hands me
some piece of debris and reconstructsit for me so that awarped gray board with what looks like flecks
of phosphorescent fungus becomes a piece of carved cloud, once gilded and bordered with crimson. He
guidesthe structura reinforcements, and examines the piles of crap with enthusiasm and tenderness. “Isa
pieceof lion, Viv, very fierce, guardian of this country. No more,” he concludes sadly, and | catalog the
lion and hetucksit away. There salot of this carved stuff, and stonework and tile, smashed and twisted
but some still wearing most of its paint.

The Colond glancesin my direction when hethinks 1’ m not watching and if | catch him at it, gives



me atight little nod and pretends the whole exchange was my idea. Sometimes he drums hisfingerson his
kneesand | know if I [ook, I’ll find him watching me. | suppose that in spite of the fact that my jobis
forced labor the same astheirs, they don't like my being in such close contact with the enemy. But | truly
don’t think there' s anything subversive about Tea. He s not the spy type. HE swhat Grandmawould
have cdled anerd—just asmple cross-culturd mining engineer, SO miscast as a prison overseer he
doesn't even try to play therole.

NEW JOB, DAY 6

I’'m writing thison my “coffee bresk” in the empty bathtub behind the big room with the scarves, dl
of which have been removed and catal oged now. Teasaysthey want to turn that room into adining hdl
onceit’ssafely shored up. He had to talk to some men about some logs so | have a chance to writein
privacy, an al but extinct commodity for usthese days. That’swhy | redly prefer being here working on
aone-to-one bass most of the time with Teaingtead of among “my own kind” where thefive of usare
crowded together in the cell. | can’t seem to get to know anybody—there' s aways an argument
breaking out about something, usualy sports or fireearms or escape. Mogt often lately it s been escape.
Merridew says—get this—now they have meto think of. Likethey’real protecting me. Which wouldn’t
be so funny except in the next bresth he tells methat since | have thisnew job in such astrategic location,
| should be able to stedl firearms, extrafood, warm clothing and other equipment for an escape.

“I can't get that suff,” | told him. “I’mworking in ruins, not asWu' s orderly.”

“Y ou're going to haveto try, honey,” he said asif hiskindly encouragement changed the
circumgtances. “We sure can't procure the necessary supplieswhilewe reworking in thefieldsal day.”
Therewas, of course, an edgein hisvoice when he said that |ast to remind me that some people had to
do real work. “Can't you trick your guard?’

“Maybe, but | till don't have accessto anything useful.”

“Y ou could keep looking through those books,” Marsh suggested. “ There are probably mapsin
some of them.”

“I'wish | could. I'd loveto get back into the library but nowadays there are guards and workmen
around most of the time and when there aren't, Tea—Taring iswith me.”

“Someone sure got hersdf acushy job inabig hurry,” Danielson said, scratching hisarmpits.
“Shewasin no damn shape to haul rocks,” Thibideaux reminded him.

“Jugt kidding. Just kidding,” Danielson said, pams up. And | think he was but | wastired of the
innuendos.

“How much do you know about excavations, Du?’ Marsh asked mildly. The big man shrugged.
“Wadll, she studied anthropology in college. They found out during the interrogeation. Probably part of the
reason they brought her hereingtead of killing her, though Wu played dumb and tried to get meto tell her
something about the rest of you instead. | could tell her you' re afucking Ph.D.—Dbetter qudified than Viv
hereif you want the soft job yoursdf for awhile”

“Hdl, no,” Danielson said. “I can haul more rocks any day than you can in your best week and you
know it. I'm glad she has the soft job. I’'m just worried about her being over there with all the dants.



Seemsto me they must have some reason for being so considerate of her health.”

NEW JOB, DAY 10

I’'m beginning to long for the timeswhen all the guys did was talk among themsel ves about the
scores of long-defunct sports events or the calibers of obsolete weapons. The lack of privacy isdriving
usal nuts—especialy me. I'd rather use the split trench the guards use—at least there' re both males and
femaesthere and the Asians are much more casua about such things. It's easier than everybody
pretending to be looking e sewhere, thinking deep thoughts, when | have to usethe canin the cell.

Asamatter of fact, thisisthefirst time I’ ve had to write in afew days as| seem to have developed
an active socid life. It staken timefor meto recal exactly what you cdl this phenomenon that seemsto
have crept into our intracdllular socid structure.

Thefirst inkling I had of it was when Thibideaux spanned the space between our stone bunks with
historso and rested his €l bows on the unoccupied portion of my bunk, while | wastrying to enjoy afew
more pages of Huck beforeretiring.

“Gonnaruinyour eyes” he said playfully.
“Thelight isn’'t going to get any stronger,” | said.
“Maybe you should knock off reading then and—"

“If you think I'm going to go to dl the trouble to steal something and then not useit, you're crazy,” |
sad.

“Maybe s0,” hesaid. “Crazy. Y eah. That soundsright.” But the next night, despite al their protests
about how they couldn’t get useful escape equipment while out there busting rocks, he had acquired a
flashlight, which hetried to giveto me.

Colond Merridew ordered him to hand over the flashlight to him instead, for the escape, and raked
him over the codsfor holding out on his cellmates. | thought that was dl therewasto it until Merridew
began performing variouslittle galantries that began to makeit clear he was consdering himsaf my chief
protector.

“Marsh, movealittleto theright, will you? Viv’ strying to read and you' re casting ashadow on her
pege.”

Just little, ridiculous Suff like that but it’sdl pretty heady for me, when for years|’ ve wielded zero
sexua power as gravity and grayness worked their wicked way with my once comparatively lithesome
form, while those around meindulged in cosmetic and surgical antidotes, as any sensble woman would
do, instead of more books and tuition.

Andyet | amin no mood for alover. For onething, in thiscell, any liaison would end up asagang
bang or a spectator sport, which is distasteful enough even without the prospect of being perpetudly
barefoot and pregnant, a my age, in aprison camp with limited medica facilities. No thanks.

Thisisdiabolica indeed. Had Wu been planning a situation that would produce more tension and
inner torment than solitary confinement, she could have done no better.



NEW JOB, DAY 12

Everything isgoing dmost too well. Tea solved my paper problem by providing me with my own
notebook and pen for field notes yesterday. He did not ask that | return them at the end of the day. This
morning he left me donein the corridor outside the room of scarves and the library. Somewherein the
building voices are raised—Wu's, from the sound of it, and Teda' s. Hisdoesn't sound asif he sangry,
just asif he' staking loud enough so she will hear him over the sound of her own voice. Ther€ sathird
voice too, never raised high enough to come to me as more than amurmur. There. That one stopped.
Now | can hear only the throb of the generator, except that snce my dreams began, it has never sounded
like asmple soulless mechanica device. | cannot be aware of its throb without sensing the mutterings and
deep groans of the chant beneath its beat. The three eectric bulbs we' ve been alotted throw deep
shadows into the corners, draping the doorways with black velvet, softening the destruction.

Here comes Tea, he' s carrying something small and rectangular.

LATER

No wonder Wu raised so much hell! Teabrought atiny computer, no bigger than the volume of
Huck, with amonochrome screen but with graphics dmost as sophisticated as the ones used with the
GAG program.

“I am having a bad time convincing the commandant to let us usethis” he said. “But you are needing
to see what has happened here and what we are attempting to undo.” He grinned. “The commandant is
reprimanding me severely for being most unsecurity-conscious around such a desperado as yourself.”

“I heard,” | said.

So we sat together in the corridor, Side by side on the ruins of acarved pillar, the urban
anthropological equivaent of atree sump in some Sylvan glade, bending over the little screen and
keyboard, our shadows blocking the bobbing light from the dightly swinging utility lamp overhead.

Teatapped aseries of keys. | paid careful attention, and aso to his access code. He made no effort
that | could seeto hideit from me so it may bethat hisEARL GRAY opensonly certain filestowhich |
will need access. Still, it definitely bears remembering for future reference.

The screen cleared and the graphicslines began resolving themsavesinto aflash of blueprintlike
diagramsflipping past like amore sophigticated version of the old children’ s books that, when riffled by a
thumb, turned dightly varied drawingsinto moving picturesto demondrate the dementary principles of
animation and amuse the kiddies. Tea punched another button and the frame froze, then began filling in
lines and shadings until the screen held two white mountains againgt agray sky punctuated by fluffy white
clouds. The mountain in the background was the shape of an inverted ice cream cone. The mountainin
the foreground held what appeared to be the black and white photographic image of agrest city, filled
with people. The dopes below the buildings terraced to a broad bright lake which seemed to gleam
despite the lack of color.

| opened my mouth to say, “But that’ s the city in my dreams,” and barely caught myself. Tealooked
a mecurioudy. “Nothing,” | said. “What isthis? Plansfor aski resort when thewar’ sover?’

He held up his hand, then lowered it dramatically, forefinger first, and punched another key. The



picture changed to a broad corridor with carved beams and a procession of robed peoplefiling past.
With abrief ook between hiskneesto the pillar on which we sat, he gave ashort grunt and pointed to a
brocade-wrapped column on one side of the procession. Itstop was embellished with theimage of
Ganesh, the god who was an elephant on top and aman on the bottom. “Y ou see? Here we are sitting
on thisstructure here?’

“Y ou mean thisiswhat’ sleft of that corridor?”’
“Y%”

He punched another key and we were back to the mountains and the city. With another punch, the
image turned from a photograph into an old film and the motionless figures began walking, running,
sweeping the front steps of buildings, holding merchandise doft in the marketplace. Then, dl a once, a
point of light twinkled in one of the clouds, and although the flags continued to wave and the waters of the
laketo lap on the shores, the people stopped in midframe, asif listening to some greet voice. Then atiny
gray donkey in the marketplace pulled back on hisreins and bolted through the streets, pulling strands of
yarn from drying racks so that it fell onto his ears and tangled in his hooves, trampling fruitsand
vegetables on blankets on the curb, toppling towers of baskets and pots. The single donkey’ s movement
waslost as yaks and horses, dogs and cats aso began running. | was watching the animals and the
people so closdly that it was only when the people began firgt to point a the mountain, then to throw their
arms up over their faces or to run, that | noticed what was happening to the taller mountain. | had seen
enough avalanches on thetrip here to know that that was what | was witnessing, but with the little plumes
of snow rising from the summit and the Sides of the greet pegk, it looked asif it was a smoking volcano,
ready to blow itstop.

Blow itstop it did, but not with agreat upward explosion. In silence, the top of the mountain poured
down upon the city, seeming dmost like ahuge peaceful drift asit covered the buildings or knocked them
down the terraced dopesinto thelake. Of course, it would not have been silent. If the computer had
sound, we would have heard the screams of the people, the groan the mountain gave asitstop tore
loose, the roar of the rushing snow, the thunder of the boul ders smashing stone, timber and flesh, and the
churning of the lake asits waters swallowed dl of the avalanche and the city it could hold, beforeit filled
to adry hump, afoothill to aravaged foothill of the familiar horned mountain that rose above me every
day as| walked from one bunker to another.

“Thenthiswas alamasery?’ | asked.

He grunted. “Thisismy home. A bomb dropping on the far border beyond the great peak is making
the avalanche. Hereiswhat we are doing to remedy this.”

He showed me frame after frame of the manud clearing of the city site. Thefirst two frames showed
ahandful of ragged survivorslifting rocks, cearing dragped vagudly human forms, digging down with their
hands to scoop out the tiny pool that was all that remained of the lake. A later frame, flashing by, showed
apack train with a party of weary-looking peoplein tattered uniformsled by atiny dark girl. | thought
one of the uncovered heads was blond and would have looked more closaly but Tearapidly punched to
the next frame. Successive pictures showed the clearing of the boulders and the meting and runoff of the
snow, the digging of the bunkers, the erection of the camouflage canopy. It looked a bit like the movies
Mom used to show from her working vacations on ecotreks during the reclaim-the-earth kick when she
was abeginning travel writer.

When the framesflipped back to the original picture, and Teaturned off the computer and closed
the screen back over the keyboard, he rose and turned away from me without looking a me, but | had



seen the ditch of moisture that tracked down the pits on his scarred cheek.

DANIELSON

| ressted my first impulse, which wasto tell my cellmates al about what | had seen on the screen
immediately. | didn’t fed like being rebuffed again or like listening to their cracks because my information
had nothing in particular to do with escape. Now, if | could get another look at those blueprints, at a
dower speed, | might have something to tell them they’ d be interested in. Not that, latdly, they have been
uninterested in me at dl, at least not as an object of competition and strutting. It seemsto me, as| begin
to have alittle broader experience of this camp, that there are many other cell arrangements which could
have been used in regard to me, but that Wu chose this particular one because of the way it would upset
the men.

Not that | try to upset them. Their weirdness redly has nothing persond to do with me at al. After
thefirst rush of feding flattered by the unaccustomed gdlantry, | began to see that the competition for my
attention wasn't o much romantic or even sexud asthe sort of sibling rivary I”d seen between Mom,
Grandma, Grandpa, and Gresat-uncle Medicine Wolf during the last few years when Mom was stuck in
the cabin taking care of dl the older ones. On my infrequent visits from school and the city, each of them
tried upstaging tricks worthy of the hammiest actors, if not open rudeness, to get my attention away from
the others.

Even Merridew’ s charismatic leadership wore thin while he was under the influence of my nove
charm. One evening, for instance, he suggested that Thibideaux, who had the best-looking rice bowl,
ought to trade with me, since | needed to get my strength back after losing so much blood.

“For Chrissake, Colond, you're not her fucking nursemaid,” Daniel son complained.
“Let’shave none of that kind of language around here, soldier. There' salady present.”

| was beginning to fed like apiece of chinainabull shop. | tried to laugh it off, “ That’ sright,
Danidson, there' sladies present. What' s your fucking problem anyway?’ and firmly pushed away
Thibideaux’ s proffered rice bowl.

Thibideaux shrugged and dug into hisrice but Danielson, who isaliteral kind of man, less humorous
than your average antiaircraft gun, was nonplused. “ Shit, Viv, | didn’t mean—I mean, hdl, I’ve got awife
and kidsmysdlf and | judt...” He actudly set hisfood aside to fumblein his pocket.

He pulled out awallet devoid of anything except a picture of awoman and two toddlers. “That's
them—Sherry and the twins.” The color in the photo was faded and the woman'slight limp hair and eyes
were drained of color, but | could tell she would be pretty, even without surgery. Her smile was strained
and | thought she was holding the two chunky curly-headed blond kids still from sheer force of will.

“They'regorgeous,” | said, lying only alittle.

Helicked apinch of rice from hisfingers and gestured to hiswife' s picture with alittle finger to
which agrain of rice clung. “ Sherry hasthat sametrick you do of turning your head a acertain angle
when she' strying to read,” he said asif it were especialy clever of usto do so.

“I guess!’ll haveto sueher,” | said, trying to kid himinto alittle lessintense atone. The moony
comparison with hiswifeirritated me when it seemed pretty clear to methat al we had in common was



being femde.

“What?" he asked, pulling himsdlf back from hisfamily to answer my slly remark. The picture was
plasticized, but the plastic was yellow and cracked and had gray ground into the edges of the cracks
from so much handling. Danielson’ s eyes were clear and pale around the pupils, so widdly dilated to take
best advantage of the butter-lamp light.

“Just ajoke” | said quickly, reminding myself that it' saform of crudty to inflict comedy on the
humorless. “ Tdl me more about your wife.”

He seemed at aloss for amoment and then said asif it was beside the point, “Oh, Sherry’sgreat. A
really good mother for the twins and when | was home, she dwaystried to make things nice for
me—meade nice meals and kept the kids quiet.” That faint praise seemed to exhaust him, though he
continued to stare at the picture, making me wonder what it was that made him long to hear from Sherry
anyway, since she sounded very dull to me.

But | did want to know my cellmates asindividuads and felt that it was vital to my sanity that | do so.
So, dthough | was sure Danielson would have been more comfortable talking about hislast body count
than trying to articulate hisfedings about hisfamily, | asked, “How about the kids?’

“The boys—oh, they want to be just like me when they grow up.” | thought, What—a prisoner? But
thistime | was smart enough not to say so.

Instead | asked their ages, which turned out to be another trap, which | redlized with another quite
physica pang asapained look crossed Daniel son’ s rugged mug.

“|— It sbeen along time. | haven’t even heard from Sherry since I’ ve been here, and it’ sfunny but
| just realized, they could be grown dready for dl | know,” he said. Then added bleskly, “Likethe
Colond said, nobody knows how long we' ve been here”

We d been over dl that dready and my head was beginning to throb again. Maybe I’'m dlergic to
butter-lamp fumes. If S0, it' sunfortunate but I'll haveto live withiit.

Danielson swung down off his bunk to squat next to me, his back againgt the cell wall, his knees
spread, rear resting on his hedl's, ebows resting on his knees. His skin was covered with a chalky smear
from the day’ slabors and a scallop of mud gleamed moistly on the sides of his sanddls. Still, he was
pleasantly warm and didn’t smell any worse than the rest of us and the room, which was at its most
fragrant since we empty the bucket when the guards bring dinner.

Danielson kept his voice pitched low, asif he didn’t want the othersto hear, and | redlized I’ d been
doing the same thing, though the conversation was not especidly intimate.

Returning the photo to hiswallet and that to his pocket he said, very earnestly, “I surewish you
could meet Sherry. She' smy baby, dl right. At least, | hope she dtill is. | keep saying | haven't heard
from her but | bet shewritesevery day. God, | wish they’d just let us have our mail. They just do it to cut
us off from our own kind.” This speech should have been touching but there was awoodennessto it that
didn’'t ring quite true, asif he wastelling me what he thought | expected to hear—hisfedings about his
family, which seemed more amatter of concern to him than to any of the others, surely went deep and
yet the trite stock phrases he used to speak of them were delivered in a colorless and mechanical way,
abeit with a certain wistfulness. Hasit been so long since he’ s seen them that their memory has grown
too remote for real emotion?| supposeit’spossible.



“Surely we wouldn't be kept in the same cdll if they redly wanted to isolate us,” | said.

“Oh, wdll, that’ s so we won't mingle with the others. They’ ve got other prisoners here too—most of
‘em gooks and wogs, afew Russkies. Traitors probably—maybe defectors. We al haul rocks together
but the guards are aways watching to prevent fraternizing. Guessthey're afraid we' ll raly the otherswith
our good old American know-how and gang up on them. There aren’t that many guards, you know.”

“Have you tried to escape before?’ | asked.

“Yeah, | tried it once,” he said grimly. “ Thibideaux did too— tried to sneak out with a pack train,
get back to our lines, send help for us. But they caught him before he’ d been gone aday. Didn’t even
take him serioudy enough to punish him, just laughed a him and put him back to work on the rock pile.
Marsh would havetried at the same time, but he got frostbitten bad getting here and he can't take the
cold out beyond the pass worth adamn. The Colone has been trying to get together aplan to get all of
us out but they’ ve always guarded us way too close for anything that big. And now there syou. Even if
the four of us could makeit, we couldn’t just go off and leave you with the dants, now could we?’ He sat
inangry slencefor awhile. “Bastards.” He squeezed the bridge of his nose between athick thumb and
forefinger and for amoment his breathing was measured and heavy, the weeping equivaent of dry
heaves. His evident despair did nothing to cheer me, and | didn’t fedl that his confidences had brought us
any closer to understanding each other either. Instead, it made me wonder if he was more of adolt than |
had taken him for origindly or if | was missng something in what he said.

So | patted him on the shoulder and said awkwardly that | supposed | had better turn in.

He took the comradely pat for what he wished it to be and abruptly exited the lonely-family-man
mode and lurched into a pass which consisted of grabbing my hand and asking if | wanted him to tuck me
in. | managed to refrain from jerking away and also from saying, “What? Here? Y ou’' ve got to be
kidding?’ and smply shook my head and crawled onto my bunk asthe Colond cdledto himtojoina
game they played with stones and wood splinters.

ANTHROPOLOGICAL BLACK LUNG

What abore! Asif being aPOW wasn't bad enough, | seem to be sick dl the time and unlike most
of the camps |’ ve read about in my history books, this one seemsto have an uncommonly hedthy inmate
population and | have to be the puny exception.

It'stheair, of course, and dl the dust and dirt. Aswe dig through more and more of the rubble, we
find more rooms intact, but Wu’ swish isthat we bypass the available roomsto shore up the halway and
clear the rubble to extend the passages to the lower reaches. We can, she says, study the contents of the
rooms later. It' sfrustrating, but when | find something in arubble pile and dip it into my pocket to
examine later, Teamakes no objection, and sometimes | see him doing the same thing. Now and then he
borrows the computer again to show me where we' re heading, but | prefer the redlity of thelibrary to dl
of the computer’ s smulated secrets.

Every day we passthe door, leaving dl of those mutilated books ill crumpled on the floor, and we
dive deeper into the maze of rooms and cells no bigger than the one | occupied in solitary. “Deeper” isa
good term, for each tunndl-like passage leads farther downhill, and many smdl flights of stone steps must
be excavated before we can continue to each new level, and that’ swhat’ s done mein.

In the lower passages the dust and stink is even worsethan it is above, since there aren't as many



holesin the ceillings to admit air. We ve swept and hauled dust and debristo the surface asif we were
miners, and though it fill is7't nearly the hard work hauling rocks on the surfaceis, my civilized
respiratory system, accustomed in my youth to the hedlthful effects of being around trees and later
benefiting from the cleanliness of the reoxygenated air prevalent on the NAC since the Reclamation,
rebelled.

I coughed and sneezed until my head ached and my throat hurt, to the detriment of not only my
health but my present assgnment.

“Here, Viveka, what are you thinking of this?” Teaasked me one day, unrolling addlicate scrap of
watercolor he had pulled from beneath a stone. | bent forward, to let the beam from the work light fall on
it without my shadow obscuring it. Thetight feding in my throat, theitch in my nose and ears, erupted
into a sneeze spraying Spittle over the pastel pigments, making the black ink run likeamoviegtar's
mascara. Another sneeze blew afragile slk prayer flag to dust, while yet another caused alanddide
within the pile caused by a collapsed celling and trapped usin anarrow passage until we dug our way
out.

Wu chose that moment to make her ingpection. She addressed Teain Tibetan—I understood afew
phrases by now— and hereplied, gesturing to me.

“If sheisnot satisfactory, we can put her to work hauling rock with the others,” Wu threatened in
English, shrugging.

The doctor sauntered up then, just as| began another coughing spell and the three of them burst into
argpid conversation in Chinese or Tibetan, | couldn’t redly tell, the upshot being that despite what |
gathered was Tea s protest, my cough and | were relegated to the chain gang.

It'snot as bad as it sounds, however. The fresh air has hel ped my cough, and the cool breeze made
short work of my feverishness, though initidly | was dizzy when | bent to pick up the stones. Asthe day
wore on, instead of getting much tireder | began to fedl better, coughed less, and my chest and throat
relaxed. Nobody made me pick up boulders, but | stacked medium-sized rocks on thewall al day and
while my respiratory system felt better, every musclein my body stiffened to immohility the moment |
shuffled into the cdll behind the men and stretched out on my cot.

That night, Merridew cut the courtly crap and pulled rank on me. “Y ou know, Viv, my daddy and
my grandaddy were career men like me. Back when Grandaddy served, they were only just letting
women into the service. People had doubts about it then, and even though my daddy’s
second-in-command on the last manned space flight to Uranus was awoman, | confess | got my doubts
about it still. And you' re an excellent case in point. Y ou were an out-of-shape mess when you rolled
through that door and more than likely would have died of shock if we hadn’t been around to help you
and would have died from thetrip if the old woman hadn’t put that spell on you. And you were pregnant,
which amale trooper wouldn'’t be, and then you lost ababy, which amale trooper wouldn't have done,
and you got sick in away that’ simpossible for aman. Y ou're still peakedy and now you're Sick again so
you logt agtrategic job that you might have been up to physically and are out there with us, where you
can't pull your own weight. Not that anybody holds that against you, necessarily, but what if we do get
this escape organized? Y ou couldn’t keep up, could you?’

“No,” | sad flatly. “But maybe you' re overlooking other contributions | could make. | can spesk a
little of their language. | can find out their plans and where supplies are kept and—"

“You might have. If you' d kept that ingdejob. But even so, in return for that kind of help, do you



expect one of usto carry you piggyback across the mountains?’
“Of course not.”

“Wall, then, lady. Y ou wanted to be asoldier. Don’t you think you’ d better start acting like one and
shape up?’

“Thiswasn't my idea,” | whined, managing to produce ancther miserable cough.
“Y ou volunteered, didn’t you?" he demanded.

“I hardly think it’ sfair to cal it that when al the other choices are made unavailable, or you' re not
qudified for them, and pretty soon you find you’ ve been herded toward the only one they ever intended
tolet youtakedl dong,” | sniffed, feding sorrier for mysdf than at any time since my capture. “Where
the hdl have you been, Merridew?’

“Here, mostly,” hesaid, fixing mewith agimlet eye. “And so will you betherest of your life unless
you quit blaming people who are in no position to give adamn about what you think areinjustices
perpetrated on you and stir your butt to do something about hel ping yoursdlf. | don’t really give much of
ashit how you got into this Stuation, Ms. Vanachek, I'm just telling you you' d better get yourself in good
enough shape s0 you can leave with the rest of usif we make an escape.”

“I'min plenty good enough shapeto die of exposure and frogthite right now,” | informed himina
withering tone that was somewhat spoiled by having to wipe my nose on the deeve of my uniform.

“Well, and if anybody’d get it, it would be you,” he said with adisgusted sigh. “I’ m telling you this
for your own good, Warrant Officer. Now | want you on aroutine of calisthenics every evening before
you dig into your rice.”

“With al due respect, Sir, fuck off,” | said. “I am aprisoner of war. Asfar as|’m concerned that
means |’ m out of thiswar, and also asfar as|’m concerned that’ s the best thing that’ s happened to me
sncel got into thiswar.”

“Warrant Officer, it isthe duty of every captured NACAF serviceman and -woman to attempt to
escape. Now, in my judgment you are incapable of meeting the physical chalenge thiswould pose. For
the good of your fellow prisonersaswell asfor yoursdf, | think you' d better reconsider.”

His voice was calm enough but hisface wasturning red. “ Okay,” | snapped, turning my back on
him and coughing as pitifully as possbleinto my fist. “Assoon as| can breathe.”

NEW JOURNAL, DAY 30

| coughed myself to deep that night and had areprise of the dream I'd had in solitary, but thistime
wasn't alittlegirl and it wasn't Nazis: | knew | was Danielson, athough | didn’t ook like him because |
weighed about ninety pounds and waslosng my hair. My rear was sore from continually being wet from
dysentery and my stomach ached dl thetime as| trudged weearily from one end of along kennd-like run
to another, hauling rocks. | was building acastle, asinfairy tales, and | could just see the end of thelong
curly golden braid the princess had. | looked up and she waved. She was wearing aleotard and looked
like my old buddy Sam and was telling me the hedlth benefits of rock climbing. | wanted to answer back
but my mouth wasfull of sores, and | knew these were from the disgusting stuff I" d been eating.



| was thoroughly ashamed of mysdlf when | woke the next morning, to find an dmost empty dop
bucket, a healthy breakfast momo, and atrek out into a mountain meadow to do moderate exercise dll
day long in sunshine and fresh air, presided over by gorgeous scenery and guards who were &t least
reasonable enough to dlow you to stop to relieve yourself when necessary or get adrink of water from a
kid whose job wasto carry apail and a cup around dl day.

| did not so much as whimper, however much my body creaked and groaned, when we began the
exercise program this evening, though | didn’t enjoy it any more than | ever have and the cramped space
made it possiblefor only two people a atime to do anything which involved moving more than two
inchesin any direction. Still, | remain dive, mostly because despite Merridew’ s pitilessbullying | did only
what | could bear.

The men were very funny, however, and apparently saw this new program of Merridew’sasan
opportunity to show thelittle lady how it’sdone. They stunk up the place royaly working up athoroughly
goaty sweat while chinning themsalves on an outcropping in the wall and doing St-ups on their bunks and
moaning that boy, were they out of shape, why while they werein basic they could do twenty times as
many asthis. There was much earnest lamenting about the lack of sufficient room for side-straddle hops,
something | am very grateful for, snce my fronta tendency to floppiness makes me most reluctant to
indulge in Sde-gtraddle hopsin mixed company.

After bumping his head on the ceiling while too vigoroudy sitting up, Marsh declared that yoga
would be amuch better way to build strength, lung capacity, and properly condition one' s musclesand
tendons for the hard heavy work of the day.

That appealed to me much more than sde-straddle hops. My grandmother could stand on her head
until the day before she died and as ayoungster | had been able to pretty well keep up with her regimen.
Of course, asayoungster | could aso run for miles, climb trees, and turn cartwhedls. But yoga could
effectively be done to the same dow and duggish rhythm to which my blood seemed to circulate these
daysand didn’t require dl that bouncing. So | chimed in, “ After dl, Asians have been doing it for
centuries and they lift enormoudy heavy bundles with nothing but atup line across the forehead and run
for mileswith heavy loads and probably have less space than thisto practicein.”

“Soundstoo much like ‘If you can't beat ‘emjoin ‘em’ to me,” Danielson growled, but then
Thibideaux reminded him of the classic martid arts moviesthey discovered they both used to watch as
boyswith lots of bloody ways of dismembering people with your bare hands and Danielson seemed
considerably cheered.

Later, | asked ThibideaLix where he had found such antiques as martial arts movies (of which
Granddad and Great-uncle Medicine Bear had been so fond in their declining years, watching them on an
ancient TV CR which they continudly tinkered into operation with the same devotion young boys of
affluent families devote to persond trangport systems and young boys of less affluent families devote to
rocket launchers and persona weapons) and he said, oh, you know, and looked at me asif | was crazy.

NEW JOURNAL, DAY 32—Work Detall

The Colond could have made afortune asacivilian exercise coach, judging from theway | fed.
After only acouple of days, | can not only breathe but I'm actually enjoying the chain gang.

Partidly, of course, it' sthefresh air, brisk aswhiskey and dusive asan easy dollar. Partidly it's
looking up from rocks now and then to see that great ruined mountain with its arms spread high above, as



if blessing usfor cleaning up the messit made. For thefirst hour or soit’s certainly the sunshine, which
has been in plentiful supply and inwhich | reve until 1 become so hot and sticky with my effortsthet |
loatheit and long for astraw hat and sunscreen. And it’ s not al monotonous hauling of bits of shattered
boulders. Perhaps that had been the case, but work parties have dug down now to alevel wherethe
ruins of the buildings Tea showed me are beginning to surface, so the debris|’m handling up hereis
amog asinteresting asthat on the lower levels. | particularly like the smooth, carved mani stcones—there
must have been millions of them here once, engraved with prayers and piled into walls. I've found
probably two hundred aready and it gives me satisfaction to replace them in awall together, asthey once
were. And the shoots of blossoming weed that spring up benesth the stones please me too. Surely the
growing things must indicate that the mountain has been dug down to its origina soil?

This outdoor work aso gives me an opportunity to study the other prisoners. Y esterday | worked
with an Indian or perhaps Pakistani woman on one Side, a couple of Chinese men uphill fromme, a
young boy who looked vaguely Mongolian to my right and another Caucasian woman, blond and sturdy,
downhill from me. She grunted alot, deliberately chose the biggest stonesto carry, and swore copioudy
in Russian. More of these various sorts of people were scattered down the hillside, along with Danielson,
Merridew, Thibideaux and Marsh. It’'s been good being with other female prisoners, seeing that they
seem confident and in quite good shape despite the fact that at least two of them are pregnant. One
carriesababy on her back, and, most unexpected of dl, there are about ten children from the toddling
ageto that of the young Mongolian water boy interspersed with the adults. The children aso carry rocks,
some with greet diligence, some chiefly lifting the stonesto throw at each other or imaginary targets,
playfulness benignly ignored and even smiled at by the guards, aslong asthey aren't the targets. Onelittle
girl seemsto belong to the scowling femae guard, but she nevertheless dutifully carries an occasiond
soneif she can lift and deposit it with one hand. With the other hand, she supports the baby she carries
on her hip. | think the baby belongs to the Indian woman, since sheis the one who has brought it to the
field every morning and setsit on the ground beside her. Thefirst timeit squalls, however, there sthe
guard'slittle girl, hoigting it onto her hip and wiping its snotty face with her forearm.

Of course, | didn’t want that fetus | lost. It would have been terrible to bear the child of rapeinto a
prison and besides, I'm too old and having it probably would have produced amonster and killed medl
at once. Still, watching these children, | think that at least it would have had company—at least | would
have had company, sdlfish thought—and children have had even uglier places than this prison camp to
grow upin. Not farsighted of me, | guess. Stupid redlly, but | can’t help wondering, as | watch those
other kids.

NEW JOURNAL, DAY 35

Today Lobsang and aguard came to fetch me.

“And how isthat hitch in your getalong, pardner?’ Lobsang asked me. “Y ou arefeding lesslikea
sick cat? Very good. We start today on another passage ...”

I’m not sure how he managed it, but I’ m back on the underground crew and | know he must have
missed me because after we spent afew hours of coughing through dust and debris and searching
uninteregting tiny cdlls, he said, “Viveka, | am thinking you could be better used somewhere lse. Large
hombresand | are handling engineering shit with great adequacy. | am thinking you are handier back up
in room three of passagefive-A. | will send Private Miss Dolma'Y angzom with you to guard you from
desperado tendencies and to help you.”

Private Miss DolmaY angzom turned out to be the nice femae guard who had helped me clean up



whilel wasin solitary. She and | proceeded back to the room designated as three in passagefive-A,
which turned out to be (oh, joy!) the library. Private Miss Dolma 'Y angzom, who wears thick spectacles
and carriesacouple of grenadesin her belt dong with the bandolier across her chest and therifle dung
over her shoulder, isakindred spirit. She was both as cheered by the sight of al those books and as
aghast at their sorry condition as | was. We took onelook at the dark, disheveled room and the amount
of work to be done and, as one woman, marched back down the hal to tell Lobsang we needed at least
two of the work lampsin order to accomplish our mission.

We made quite abit of headway, just today, grouping pages by language, or at least characters
used. DolmaY angzom seems asinterested in languages as | am and athough Englishisn’t one of her
best, we can communicate on afairly dementary level. And, more important, we ve found over a
hundred books perfectly intact. | could have stayed there forever, but since I’m here, | want to make a
private inventory of the day’ sfinds. The books are an interesting assortment, not what | expected in a
lamasary. Of thetitles, mostly in English, that | recognize:

Mato’s Didogues

The Rubaiyat, Omar Khayyam

On the Beach, Nevil Shute

TheBible

TheKoran

TheTdmud

The Bhagavad-Gita

The Time-Life editions of the complete works of Joseph Campbell
The Foxfire Books, Volumes 1-14

The pseudol eather-bound, gilt-edged Doubleday edition of the complete works of Agatha Christie.
These were much worn and only about five volumes were intect.

The complete works of Zane Grey

The complete works of Louis L’ Amour

Isaac Asmov’ s books on the Bible and Shakespeare
The Complete Mechanic

The Complete Electrician

The Complete Carpenter

The Complete Plumber

Some weaving books (in Danish, | believe)

Two dictionaries and three thesaurusesin English



| wonder if Teamight let us borrow the computer again to log in our discoveries as we unearth them.
Surdly such afund of knowledge is a vauable enough resource that the camp will want to keep arecord
of it?

I’ d better close for now. My fellow prisoners are watching me ever more intently with some of the
sugpicion | am beginning to redlize masks rather kindergartenish hurt fedings at being ignored in favor of
my journd. I’ [l Smply have to persuade them to let me write about them, | suppose.

LATER: MARSH

SinceI’m aready aprisoner, | see no reason not to develop light fingers, so | snuck a paperback
out of thelibrary. | just grabbed—didn’t even notice what it was until | got back to the cdll and could
look at it. Fortunatdly, it wasin English, asciencefiction novel caled A Canticle for Leibowitz. | shuck
my butter lamp in to read by, but before | could settle down, Keith Marsh wandered over to lean against
my bunk and nonchdantly look over my shoulder. He emitted an “uh,” and | couldn’t decideif it wasan
introductory “uh”, asin aclearing of the throat, or literary criticism until he said, “I don't suppose | could
borrow Huckleberry Finn while you re reading that? And maybe have dibs on that when you' re done?’

“Of course,” | said. “Anything in particular you want stolen from the library, provided it’ sin the
inventory?’

“Yes, | saw Taring come back for you today. Y ou seem to have made quite a hit. | washoping |
might get drafted for that job after al but gpparently he intervened with Wu so that he could keep you.
I’d watch out if | were you. HE s Wu' s husband, you know.”

“Teaand Wu?’ | asked. “I’ll be damned. I’ d never have guessed. | suppose opposites do attract.
How do you know?’

“Wu told me. Sheand | used to talk quite alot, back when | was under theimpression | was
negotiating my release—that the organization | worked for really was on the other end of the letters|
wrote. Later, | made friends with this one guard and she told me the | etters never went anywhere.”

Thisisthefirst time Marsh has ever had much to say to me. HE s more solitary than the others, and
most evenings squats with his back to thewall, twitching his mouth occasiondly but mostly staring and
thinking, | suppose. Sometimes he closes his eyes and pretendsto deep, but | think it' s subterfuge to
avoid having to talk.

Now hetalked so fast | couldn’t keep up with him. “Wait, wait, dow down,” | said. “What
organization? Why would shetell you to write | etters and then never send them?’

Marsh has something wrong with his eyes—he blinks congtantly, like someone whaose laser surgery
has gone bad. He a so tends to drum hisfingers againgt his knee, which makes him seem fidgety at times,
though usudly he moves very little and seldom changes expression unlessthe men are having a
particularly lively sports debate. Hisvoice, as| have mentioned, is soft and quiet, dthough his opinions
seem pretty origina for aguy whom I might ordinarily mistake for someone s accountant. Certainly |
wouldn't have taken him for alady’ s man, though there is something reassuring about him—not
paterndigtic, like Merridew, but more asif he understands everything | say to be perfectly sane and
reasonable and even admirable at times.

But he blinked at me twice and said without changing expression, and without surprise, braggadocio



or false modesty, merely with matter-of-fact candor, “ Oh, she took a shine to me for awhile there and
was jugt stringing me dong while she was trying to decideif | was her type. And she probably wanted to
read the letters. She knew where the military boys were coming from but she was still curious about me
and my organization.”

“You'renot military.” | said, remembering he' d said as much when | first met him.

“No. I'm—I was—with the World Peace Organization. Food rdlief in India, the last time the
Brahmaputrawiped out northern India and Bangladesh. Thibideaux was escorting meinto a border
village with a decontamination team while he took in some choleravaccine. The Chinese had captured
the village snce the last time we looked. | think it was a mistake, me getting rounded up with the military
escort, but not a bad enough one for anybody to try to correct it. Thibideaux and | are the only oneswho
were brought here. It’ satop-security facility you know—POL POW Advocates have no record of it, |
cantdl you that, | used to work with them.”

“What, were you an adminigtrator or something?’

“Something. | got degreesin geology and engineering but | wanted to do work that counted. I'm
good at languages too and I ve used what | learned working my way through school.”

“Tell mealittle more about yourself—where you grew up, how you got interested in the peace
organization, that kind of thing.”

“I’'mfrom Alaska For thefirst few yearswe lived on Minto Village Corporation land dong the
Y ukon. Mom helped her in-laws sdlling fireworks and chegp cigarettes and whiskey to construction
workers and tourigts. | think | was about eight when the money men foreclosed on the Native
Corporation’sloans.

“We had to abandon the villages—no war, no broken tregties, just somefine print and crooked
lawyers—but while Mom was trying to convince the older onesthey really had to leave— the village had
been there since before gold rush days—Pop took off, joined the army, just in time to get his ass shipped
to Honduras. He had the honor of being in the vanguard during the Latin American massacres. Of
course, we didn’'t know that was what was going on &t the time. The press was pretty cooperative with
the government about keeping it shut up.

“My old man was reported killed in action but a cousin from Nenana cameto see uslater. He' d
checked it out. Seems Pop was down in Brazil, got careless and stayed out past curfew in civviesand
was mopped up with abunch of half-Indian musicians. Later, when they were going over the bodies,
somebody saw his dog tags. Of course, it was hushed up officiadly, but aguy from Hudiawaswith the
disposd team and he saw the dog tags, recognized the name and told my cousin. Mom had moved usto
Fairbanks way before that, and then over to Whitehorse. | was about ten or twelve, | guess. I’ d thought
my old man was a hero but my mom kegpt telling me Arnie said it was astupid drunken accident. Every
timel saw ‘Brazil’ on anything, I'd read about it. And by the time | wasfifteen | had a better idea about
the massacres and the drug wars and how come there’ sonly gringo park rangers down there now and
nobody else except tourists and why that’ s one place where so much wilderness area has grown back,
making, as the government brochures say, the Tropical American Park Service one of the largest tracts
of wilderness, origina and ‘reclaimed,’ in theworld.

“I worked my way through college but one summer after my mom'’ s dad died—he was one of the
lawyerswho had made alot of money ‘helping’ the village corporations with their lawsuits— he left mea
little money. A buddy and | went down to Brazil and later to Chile on ageology fidd trip and to interview



with one of the oil companiesthat was hiring down there. We heard there were gemstonesin the streams.
We found a couple of agates and a piece of human skull. A little farther down we found more pieces of
bone. We walked upstream aways and found a dam, crumbling away after all these years, of human
skeletons jammed together and packed with clay. Made aredl pretty little pool up aboveit. One day we
got alittle turned around, messing around in the jungle, and came upon thisruined city. | think maybe it
might have once been Santiago. There was other stuff too—" He swallowed and blinked again and |
waited for several minutes, about to make some comment to smooth over the silence.

“We had to come back before we planned. | got so | couldn’t deep down there. Couldn’t eat.”
“Dysentery?’ | asked.

“No...” hesad. “No, maybe some kind of respiratory thing. | felt asif | was being smothered dll
thetime, couldn’t breathe properly. Maybe | wasn't getting enough oxygen because | had trouble moving
too—I felt weighed down dl thetime, like I was swimming in mud. My buddy chaked it up to the heat
but...”Hisvoice quieted to asigh, then gusted. “The day we waked through Santiago—the stadiumis
dill ganding.”

“What stadium?’ | asked.

“Wéll, the one where they used to have ballgames, concerts. We passed it in broad daylight ...
ruins, half of what it used to be, of course, asimpressivein its own way asthe Mayan and Aztec ruins.
Except that there’ sno park ranger there to sal you pamphlets about the site. There was nobody there
but us, so when | heard the singing, | was surprised, to say theleast. | thought maybe it wasaradio
somebody had |eft behind somewhere. What we heard was singing, in Spanish, not redlly professiond
enough for radio, | thought, when | redlly listened. The guitar work was okay, but basicaly just that
beguine-type rhythm you hear alot on Caifornia ethnic radio stations, not much embellishment. The
centra voice was good too, very strong, but there were too many other voices, some good, sometrying
to sing harmony and getting it wrong. A crowd being led in a song by one reasonably competent
musician. Just one song, over and over again until some other voices started talking loudly inthe middle
of it, in Spanish | couldn’t understand because it was spoken so quickly, but it was loud, bossy and mean
and broke up the song the way static would aradio transmission. There were some thuds, asick, kind of
gasping sound like someone so hurt he can't get enough breath to scream, and the song dribbled away,
one moan, two criesat atime ... athough afew voices aways kept singing like background musicin
somemovie”

“What did you make of it?’

“I definitdly think it was arelic of the problems the government used as an excuse to wipe out the
people down there to begin with. Y ou know, when they were subsidizing supposedly right-wing dictators
to get rid of any ‘undesirable’ dements. ‘Undesirable’ to those bozos meant people who tried to think for
themsalvesingtead of following the party line. Y ou had to have heard about it at some point, how they
rounded up not just the politicians from former regimes, but the teachers and college students, the
journdigts, artists, musicians, anyone from kindergarten teachers on up who could loosely be considered
inteligentsa. The death squads rounded up al those people and took them to the sports stadium for
‘questioning.” Of course, what they redlly did was murder them, at first Singly, after torturing them down
in the offices below the bleachers, and later on, just opening fire. But when they first gathered the people
up, at least once, onefelow who had been a nationaly recognized poet and musician, who had written a
song that was sung dl over theworld, tried playing his guitar and getting the crowd to sing with him so
they could focus on something other than being terrified. | read later that the goons cut out the guy’s
tongue and cut off his hands before they killed him, dthough some sources claim they only crushed his



hands. It didn’t really matter, there was alot of that going around.”

He shifted position and spread his hands on hisknees. “My buddy heard the song too. | supposeit
might have been atape, but there aren’t any radio stations down there anymore, except the officia
bands. But on the plane coming home, we met aranger who was on leave. HE d been having ahard time
of it, he said. He was an agronomist and was trying to find the right chemical balance to counteract the
residue of the defoliants that were used during the mop-up. Though jungle was growing back over the
clear-cuts from earlier ranching and timber industry, the war had |eft alot of the area barren. He said that
some compounds the Vietnamese had developed counteracted the defoliants okay, but that his
department was having ahell of atimein some placestrying to make any sort of congstent growing
pattern, the kind that would buffer hills and streams and trails from erosion. In spite of the antidefoliants,
some patches of ground smply wouldn’t grow anything, and when the rangers dug down to take soil
samples, they ran into mass graves. The guy said that of course these would have been okay for the
vegetation except that the bodies had been covered with chemicalsto destroy them and where the
chemicals had been sown into the earth, nothing could take root, not even grass.”

I nodded, saying nothing because there was nothing to say. Y ou heard the stories, of course, from
the media, saw photographs, occasionally might see something disturbing from the air, asl saw the
formerly sacred lake Siddons pointed out to me, but it was never so immediate or persona asit wasfor
Marsh, or even secondhand, for me, as| listened to him.

“It' snot like the ghost of my old man came pointing afinger a me, warning me or anything, but |
knew | didn’'t want to belike him,” Marsh continued. “1 aso knew | was going to be drafted as soon as |
got out of college. The Terrorist Wars were going on then. So | skipped graduation and called awoman
with the WPO in Vancouver. They found a place for me out of the country, in Haiti, and from there to the
Middle East. They were glad to have my skills. Most successful engineers had cushy jobsin the States or
in Toronto or Vancouver, other big cities. Most of the less successful werein the military.”

“And you mentioned they needed those other skillsyou had used to work your way through school
too?

“Oh, yeah. It was part of the engineering, in away. | picked it up back home, when | was akid,
with the gold miners and oil boomers. So when | took the coursesin demoalitions, | aready pretty much
had an acquaintance with and some skill handling explosives.” He smiled avery small, brief amile, alittle
embarrassed. “And | likeit—the edge, | mean, being right there where you could die a any time. Go
andyzethat if you want to but | finish disarming something and redlize I’ m ill here and want to go have a
huge medl and fuck something...”

“Y eah—well, so what did you disarm?’

“Bombs, unexploded mines, ‘dud’ grenades and later on, after alot more training the organization
paid for, nukes—that’ s how | started working with the military after al, especialy in remoter regions
where they didn’t consider it cost-effective to send in their own people on the basis of unsubstantiated
reports. We' d swap favors and get hospital supplies, food, in exchange for taking out a hidden device.”

“| see. Wereyou redly helping with the flood relief or was it something to do with that when you
were captured?’

“Doesit matter? A nuclear deviceisn't any better for peopl€ s hedth than cholera”

| couldn’t dispute that. “ So how long ago wasthat?’ | asked.



He rubbed hisforehead, and his voice was dimmer, asif he' d worn it out telling me hisstory. “I’'m
not sure, realy—you know how it is”

| did. I had thought | was fedling much better but perhaps the dust from my day in the library was
getting to me because now that | no longer had Marsh’s story to distract me, that damned recurring
headache pounced again.

“Sometime after | flew to Bangladesh ... | really remember. The Chinese had aniron grip on Tibet
at that time—had had so long everybody took it for granted, though there was talk that the Soviets were
going to make aplay for the‘workers of Tibet and drive out theimperiaist Chinese. There was aso talk
that thelast Dalai Lamawas inciting the Indian government to a so-cdled Holy War, dthough that
sounded fishy to me.

“And, of course, time passes quickly when you' re having fun, asthey say. After wewerefirst
captured, Thibideaux and | spent sometime being ‘reeducated” while we waited for executionina
Chinese camp. | was dying of dysentery when | met that young woman doctor. | think she must be this
one sgranddaughter. She started questioning me. | didn’t think it would do much good, but | told her
about Thibideaux. He was military, of course, but—I don’t know, maybe because of professiona
courtesy, maybe because she thought the WPO might come looking for us together—she found him too.
Only later, when she had us shipped from the prison hospital, did wefind out just how good her
connections are. Later, when | met the old woman, she knew everything about me. | guess some heads
must have rolled for keeping usin that other camp without letting the granddaughter know. Anyhow, the
old ga seemsto be agood influence and I’ m glad to see her. She' sa good influence on Wu, who' s not
exactly sable”

“So | gathered,” | said.

“Oh, I've seenworse,” he said so mildly that | believed him and had no desire to question him
further about it. After amoment he said, “And it ssemsto methey’relightening up alittle around here.
Danielson half killed aguard once trying to escape, back before | came here, and said they beat him up
pretty bad. The Colonel said some people were injured back when he first came here and they made the
prisonerswork through the night. And then, Two-Gun Tsering and Samdup, that pair of guards—you
know, the woman looks like she eats bullets for breakfast and the man lookslike he' s fill adegp—after
their kid was born, they haven't been as bad as they used to be. Tsering used to have agresat time
drawing abead on us, one after the other, while we worked, just for fun. Then she’ d pop off ashot close
enough to make you jump, drop arock on your foot, adolescent stuff like that. Really bothered me when
they had me dynamiting boulders and she' d pull that shit on mewhile | was setting charges.”

“I guessit’s probably gotten better asthey rotate personnel too,” | said. “ Probably some of the
older guards get tired of the isolation and the new ones—"

“Oh, they never changethem,” he said. “Didn’'t you know?

Nobody leavesthis place, except dead. Not even the guards. Not even Wu. The only one who
leavesisthe old woman, and she keeps coming back.”

SPRING?

My days have become varied and interesting. Normdly, I’ d have preferred to spend them dl in the
library, but Teaneeds my help with the computer for at least afew hoursaday in the lower excavations.



| can’t take much more than that before my cough starts to erupt, so lately he’ sbeen having metapin
quick notes and cross-filethem in thelibrary, later in the day. Even at that, after afew daysbeow, | need
acouple of days aboveground with the chain gang to keep my cough under control. Hauling rocksin the
open air, with danting rain, rainbows, and the grunting expanded society of prisonersto enjoy isrealy no
tougher than lugging armloads of books from one place to another in an enclosed dusty, airless space
with only one other person for help.

Wha'samazing isthat anyone cares about my health. | supposeI’m lucky to have attracted Tea's
favorable attention, becauise he must have alot of influence with Wu for my schedule to be organized so
that it is hedthful and enjoyable for me—though I’ m not sure anyoneisfully aware of how enjoyableit is.
| certainly try to keep alid on it when I’ m around the men, since they would no doubt mistake even a
lack of misery, much less the snesking pleasure | derive from the work and the setting, as didoyalty.

Asamatter of fact, | have no loyalties one way or the other. Certainly | wouldn’t think of betraying
the menin my cell or causing them to suffer on my account, but neither do | fed any particular antipathy
for my captors, which isnot to say I'm not extremely wary. Tea, as|’ve mentioned, is very decent to me
and | would go so far asto say | would like him under any other circumstances. Dolmaisasbad as| am
about getting absorbed in one manuscript or another and totaly forgetting everything ese, including her
role asmy guard, for hoursat atime.

Today sheis gone atogether, helping unload provisonsfrom a pack train that’sjust returned. | have
the computer to mysdlf, heredoneinthelibrary.

LATER

I’ve come across something very strange. | was trying to access the blueprints again, with hopes of
sketching out agenerd floor plan which | planned to surprise the Colond with to help with the ongoing

escape plan.

| was playing around alittle, since | had time. If one of Tealscodeswas EARL GREY, in English, |
wondered if his sense of humor prompted him to keep other fileslocked under other tea-named codes. |
tried DARJEELING and got athree-column list of namesin three different languages. At first | thought it
might be the books and then | spotted my own name in each column, then Danielson’s, Merridew’s,
Margh's, and Thibideaux’s. On two of the lists, Wu's, Dolma'Y angzom' s and Lobsang Taring’ s names

also appeared.

None of the guards names appeared on thelist that wasin Chinese, although al of our names and
those of people who were presumably fellow prisonersdid. Not al of the fellow prisoners appeared on
both lists, however. Tatiana (Tania) Alexandrovna Enokin's name gppeared on both the Chinese list and
the onein Hindi, but not the Russian one. Also, while most of the names had arank and seria number
beside them, Enokin’ sdid not, nor did Marsh's.

The Russian column was headed “United Soviet Socidist Republic Top Security Detention Facility
for Incorrigible Enemies of the State”; the Chinese column was headed * Peopl€ s Reeducation Camp,
Clearance Utmost Secrecy”; and the Indian column designated the prison as“Top Secret Intelligence
Gathering Center, Code Name Kali.”

ANALY SES

I informed the Colonel of my discovery this evening, before momos and yoga. He shook his heed.



“Sounds like disinformation to me, Vanachek. Doesn’'t make sense”

“No, it doesn't, doesit?’ Marsh said. “ The business about the guards being on the same list with
prisoners, though. In some camps, the guards are trustees themsel ves—prisoners who earn special
privileges by guarding others. | wonder if this place was st up likethat originaly?’

“I'll bear it in mind, troops,” the Colonel said. “And if | can come up with any ideas|’ll et you
know. Meanwhile, | think Ms. Vanachek had better try to find out more.”

“I will, sir. | had to give it back then, though. DolmaY angzom camefor it and said there were new
filesto be added.”

“Try to get alook at them,” the Colond said, asif he needed to. “Meanwhile, | wouldn't givethis
too much thought. Probably just atrick to keep NACAF from finding out about this place. Kind of
camouflage”

OUTSIDE

Marsh and one of the guards set charges under some of the remaining larger boulders today—just
enough to break up the boulders, not enough to start another avalanche, or so it was hoped. Just in case
the charge was too powerful, everybody stayed aboveground.

The explosion shattered the rock, and we prisoners converged on it asif it wasameal and carried
bits of it away to shore up thewalls.

| continue to enjoy the outdoor work despite the backaches and feding nearly hamstrung by the
steep climbs. The corrugated hillsdeis till so full of boulders and rocks even after dl our effortsthat in
placesit islike walking on giant eggs, dthough increasingly my foot touches patches of grass or weeds
daring to crop up between the rocks. In some places clusters of tiny purple or yellow flowers peek out
between rocks, and in the valley below, twisted limbs of rhododendron scrub snake past rock and ruin to
thrust multicolored flowers and greenery toward thelight.

A light rain began as the charge was set this morning. When the blast crumpled the stone upward in
ahuge thump of blossoming dugt, the clouds, unconcerned, sailed by asif propelled by secret motors,
jabbing the snow-covered peaks with quick-healing bruises of blue shadow. The sun broke through the
danting rain, creating a crystal-beaded curtain between us and the pesks. The dust of the explosion
quickly settled in therain, and Dolmasignaded methat | wasto return underground.

Thiswas one of the days when | worked with Teain the lower excavations. The explosion above
had loosened apair of falen beams obstructing another passage, and with Teaon one side of the hall, |
on the other, we explored aseries of little cells hardly bigger than the one | had occupied whilein solitary
confinement.

When | opened one of the doors, | smelled, beneath the usua incense-rancid yak butter—human
sweet-smell a scent that took me back to springtime and Granddad sharpening stakes and Grandma
tearing up strips of rags while bright-colored packets lay in rows on the kitchen table. These seedsdidn’t
come in packets but in huge canvas bags and had somehow stayed dry throughout what must have been
years. Stacks and stacks of the bags rose from floor to ceiling. On afew shorter stacks, nearer the door,
| saw little seed packets marking each bag. Atop one of the stacks a Burpee seed catalog lay, awaiting
the next order. | held the catalog next to my candle. The date was November 1, 1974.



“Very interesting,” Teamuttered across the hall, and closed adoor behind him.

| grabbed the packet-markers from atop the bags nearest me and stuffed them into my pockets. The
markerswere not just pictures, but packets of actua seedsfor cauliflower and nasturtiums, thefirst things
| picked up.

Teanever checked that room and | made sure to remember itslocation, three down past the
crossed fallen beams, on the left-hand side of the corridor.

Tonight | showed the seedsto the men.

Thibideaux grinned at the pilfered seeds and said, “Hey, dallin’, we'll make a supply sergeant out of
you yet. You're catchin’ on. Think you can get any more?’

| nodded, feding ridiculoudy pleased that | had finaly stolen something that they considered
worthwhile. “Sure. Taring didn’t even notice. Besides, | don’t want to embark upon acriminal career for
nothing and | hate cauliflower.”

“Attagirl,” Thibideaux said, applauding my newly displayed outlaw spirit. “I ain't that crazy about
cauliflower either but one thing about it, you can mostly just throw it in the ground and it’ Il grow up good.
Try to find some zucchini too. Zucchini’ll grow where you can't grow nothin’ else.”

TWO DAYSLATER, AFTER OUTDOOR DUTY

The secret garden has begun and, hard to believe asit is, | think | aready see sproutsin the areas
the men planted while | wasworking below. | had to be very casud to keep the guards from noticing
how eager | wasto get out on the dope and stake out an areato plant with the zucchini seeds |
recovered from the storeroom yesterday while running an errand for Tea. The men have fine spots afoot
or two in area cleared dready, but they’ ve been out on the dope every day. | had to work dowly,
scooping off alittle vegetation at atime as | hauled rocks away. The women working on ether side of
me, one an Indian and the other ablonde | thought might possibly be the Russian Enokin kept walking
back and forth across my cleared patch. Findly, | decided to let them in on the secret to keep their feet
out of my vegetables.

| asked them casudly how they felt about fresh vegetables, what they liked, what they missed.

“Cabbages,” the blonde, who | decided then and thereis definitely Enokin, answered in English with
aheavy Russian accent, said. “Big beautiful cabbagesfull of flavor and rich-smelling. And beets ... and
potatoes.”

“Beans,” the Indian woman said, dso in English, asthoughtfully asan American civilian would say
“diamonds’ or “sables.” “And potatoes and cabbages and pess ...”

“How about cauliflower?’ | asked, skipping the nasturtiumsfor the time being.

Danielson caught up with methe next time | hauled arock to the wal. He deposited hisown
armload of stone, then detained me by gripping my elbow hard. “ That was dumb, Vanachek,” he hissed
angrily. “That wasredly dumb. Y ou shouldn't have told anybody e se about the seeds. They' |l squedl
andwéll dl beinforit.”

“No taking!” Two-gun Tsering barked before | could respond. Danielson released my elbow and



veered away. | thought about what he said the rest of the day. | hadn’t really considered that anyone was
likedy totdl that I’ d given them something. Why should they? But then, from what the Colond said,
sometimes people in these camps looked for things to report so they could improve their own Situation by
currying favor with the guards. We had been kept isolated from the other prisoners. In our cell the
Colond maintained discipline and kept strict watch to be sure we maintained the mutually protective pact
he d outlined for me my first night in camp. The men in the cell seemed to be strong characters whose
loyalty had been tested. Mine hadn’t undergone any of the teststhey’ d talked about, and | had been
given agrest deal moreleeway than any of them had in the past. | was being well trested and given
access to the rooms in headquarters and the computer, and | was not under heavy guard most of the
time. It could, | saw, be a setup, to lead me into some mgjor indiscretion that would be discovered,
whereupon | would be questioned and we could al suffer. On the other hand, if | didn’t take advantage
of the opportunities, or wastoo afraid to communicate with the other prisonersfor fear of betrayal, |
might aswell have remained in solitary. For that matter, | might aswell be dead dready. Because | was
here now and here waswhere | waslikdly to remain. Thiswas my whole life and maybe my future and |
had to make the best of it. Probably I’d change my mind if and when | was betrayed and beaten or
tortured or brainwashed or any of the other horrible things they did to people in these places, but so far |
had escaped al that and after | was beaten, tortured or brainwashed, | probably wouldn't exactly bein
the mood to figure how to use my opportunities, if | still had any, to good advantage. So | had to do it
now and | had to use my own judgment, despite the warnings and the fears of the others.

Back inthe cdll, | said to everyone, | gave some seeds to the women working beside me. Some of
the other prisoners have kidsand | don’t think it’ sfair to keep something asimportant asfood to
ourslves”

Marsh smply raised his eyebrows at me, Thibideaux shrugged, and the Colond gave mealong,
searching, dightly suspicious|ook, then turned away and began yoga postures.

All during yogal couldn’t relax because | felt Danielson staring holes through me.

I lit the butter lamp after the yoga sesson and pulled out my journd to write thefirst part of this
entry. Thibideaux’ s voice made melook up. “Du, what' s your problem? Stop starin’ a Vanachek like
she’ san enemy sniper and snap out of it.”

“ She breached security,” Danielson said.

“Yes, shedid,” the Colone put in, “and she should have discussed it with us before acting on her
own initiative. But it's done and it may be for the best. We Il just have to wait and see. Danielson, you do
nothing without my order and my order will be given only after avote, understood?” And when
Danielson continued to stare a me, the Colond repeated himsalf, more sharply. “Du, | asked if you
understood? Y ou will not attempt to sllence her without ageneral agreement from therest of us. Do |
make myself clear?’

Danielson continued to Sare stonily at me then nodded once, dowly, in answer to the Colond’s
question. His expression, ca culated to frighten me, instead induced a hot flash of anger.

“Wait aminute, wait aminute,” | said. “ Silencing me? What isthis? Y ou guys don’t wait for the
so-called enemy to do mein? Y ou just decide among yoursalves whether you like how I’ m conducting
myself and if you don't, you save the bad guys the trouble? What the fuck isit with you?’

“Now, cher, you heard the Colonel,” Thibideaux said. “Du’ salittle upset but he'll follow orders.”



“Du'supset?’ | asked.
Marsh cleared histhroat. “ Du has seen alot more action than most of us, Viv.”

“Let meseeif | understand, then, Keith,” | said. “ Colond, Doc, Du, correct meif I’m wrong.
Because you' ve seen more action than the rest of us, Du, you' ve become this crazed killer who will snuff
out life without aqualm and you are ready to snuff out mine because you don't like metaking to other
prisoners? Only I’ m lucky because the other guys aren’t going to let you kill me unlessthey say so?1s
that the ded ?’

Thibideaux watched Daniel son carefully, then ran his hand over his mouth and turned away. Marsh
grunted, smiled sweetly and pretended to go to deep. The Colond stared first at Danielson, then me.

Danielson glanced at the Colond, then back at me and shrugged, saying without anger, “Yeah, |
think that’s about it. Y ou seem to understand.”

LIBRARY, NEXT DAY

| awoke from adream of the mountain collgpsing last night to fed the weight of a shadow and apair
of eyes pressing against me. From the men around me a chorus of snores and the light breeth of deep let
me know that | was effectively aone with whoever stood over me.

A hand pressed against my mouth and the figure bent low, so that hislipswereagainst my ear. “If |
was going to kill you, | would put my arm around your neck likethis” he said, doing o, “and my other
arm around your head and snap, that’ d be it. No time to peep.”

“I don't haveto peep,” | told him, not afraid of him particularly, although | had no doubt he was
dangerous. “Y ou' re doing plenty of talking. Why, Danidlson? What’ s on your mind?’

“I'm sorry, Viv. | don’'t want to hurt you, redlly. But you have to know that’swhat I'm like. | believe
you that you only wanted to share the seeds with the other women and their kids but you don’t know
what these places are like, how they can turn somebody against you for an extrabowl of rice.” He'd
sunk to hisknees beside my cot and | rolled over to face him, incidentaly removing my head from his
incipient hammerlock theway | might once have gently but discreetly removed another guy’ s hand from

my thigh.

“You'vegot afamily, Du,” | whispered back to him, my face a scant two or three inches from his,
but till | could see very little of hisfeatures. The cell was chillier than it had been when | went to deep,
and | curled in aball on the side of the stone cot, my hands cupped together under my cheek.
Danielson’s posture was not so threatening now, but even if | wanted to, | wouldn’'t have felt safe going
back to deep when he wanted to talk. “If your kids were on a steady diet of momaos and someone had a
meansto grow fresh food, wouldn’t you want them to share it with your wife so she could keep your
kids from getting deficiency diseases? When you were akid, don't you think your mother would have
wanted those seeds for you?’

He snorted derisvely, “I didn’t exactly know my mother, but | think if she’d known how | turned
out, she wouldn't have given much of adamn.”

Now we were getting down to it. Psychology 101, childhood, the whole nature and nurture
business. “Well, why do you think you ve become somebody she wouldn’t give adamn about, Du? Was



it at least partly her fault? Did you have a bad childhood? Were you beaten? Molested? Y ou seem like
an old-fashioned sort of man, Danielson, but that kind of thing is so common. All of my friends had war
stories about growing up and even | got groped by my great-uncle' sold guru when | was Six. Hewas
way too old to do me any real harm, but | had no way of knowing that.”

Danielson was amirking to himsdf and emitting more little snorts | took to be laughter. Psychology
101 aso says the would-be shrink should ask the leading questions and shut up. | wished | hadn’t said
that about mysdlf. | didn’t want to give him ideas. Maybe he was a kiddie-porn freak himsdlf, thisfather
of two. It wouldn't be the first time someone who loved children loved them allittle more than they were
supposed to ... My heart was beating hard against the stone beneath me. While | waited for his answer,
along time coming in the dark, the breath of the other men came dow asthe chantsand | caught the
Steady, reassuring rhythm of it and felt my own bounding pulse quiet alittle as| dipped back, only
dightly, into the dreams of this place asit was before.

It could not have been more than seconds before Danielson answered, but real timewas
hopscotching between flashes of dream. “It’ sjust you saying that about me being old-fashioned,” he said,
rubbing hisface with his hands, his bresth wheezing alittle so that | couldn’t tell if he was nearly laughing
or nearly crying. “Lady, you don’t know how funny that is. Fashioned isright. And no, | wasn't
molested—at least not any more than most men who grow up in abarracks and there they cal it
toughening you up. See, | didn’t exactly have amother. The army has been mama and daddy both to me,
but my origina parents, | guessyou could say, were the research laboratory that incubated my test tube
and the chemical corporation it belonged to.”

He waited for meto react to that but | just nodded and waited for him to continue. My psych
ingtructor would have been proud of my nonjudgmenta demeanor. To my knowledge, | hadn’t
previoudy met anybody who'd been born in atest tube. But in sociology classesthey told usthat at one
time predictions were that agrest maority of babies might someday be born that way. The convenience
of presalected genes and sex appealed to many adoptive parents who were in some cases aso the
donors of genetic materids, making them aso the naturd parents. Besides circumventing the usua
complicationsthat prevented people from having babies, saving genetic material and incubeating it at the
timein the lives of the parents when they were ready to be parents, rather than when biology dictated,
was extremely convenient, | suppose.

Of course, the born-again neoconservatives had as much of afit over that one asthey did over
abortion. Couldn’'t seem to make up their minds about life, those people. Eventually they put up such a
stink and brought so many lawsuits to bear that the research |abs had to abandon the project.

“Anyhow, | got born but I never got claimed,” Daniel son continued. “Later, | got ahold of company
records and tried to research the people who ordered me. | didn’t find anything— they could have been
from anywhere. But | did discover that right about the time | came along another one of those ultraviruses
swept the country and took abig body count. The company was stuck with mefor the first five years or
soand | grew up in their day-care center with al these little brothers and ssters who got to go home at
night. | don’t know what they did with me. Maybe the security guards kept an eye on me. Then | got
lucky and the Defense Department decided to take a bite off old Mao’ s apple and seeif by raisng some
children themsalves they’ d be able to make better soldiers out of them. So | was brought up in the most
extensive military academy yet. A lot of other tube kids and | guess some unwanted babies born the
regular way were raised from infancy by the army but | was already alittle older by the time they thought
of it. | fill remember thelab. The smdl of disinfectant and forma dehyde dways makes me homesick.

“The army school | went to was okay—heavy emphasis on sports, of course. It wasn't officer
candidate school, you understand. More like atrade school—we learned about choppers, explosives,



firearms, and of course computers. | dways tested high and kind of thought they might send me on to
officer school but then my class got sent to Belize when | wasfifteen.” He paused, took adeep breeth,
and said, “I—um—I was the only one who graduated.”

| took a deep breath too. He' d spent ten years with those people, the only family he had, probably
hadn’t liked them dl but they would have been like sblings, and at fifteen he was done again. “ So what
did you do?’

“Followed orders. Went to Libyawith astrike force and spent four more years as a desert guerrilla.
Went back to Bahrain on leave and met Sherry—she was visiting her parents, who were both officers.
They wangled a peace-type assgnment for me in Europe, and we had our twins. And | loved it—God, |
redly loved having ared, honest-to-God family. | wasthinking, you know, footbal with the boys,
Christmas presents, dl that stuff. But when it cameright downto it, | just couldn’'t wait for them to stop
bawling al night, like they were some wog brats trapped in bombed-out buildings instead of kidswith
two parents and everything. Sherry was always doing something for them, forgot about me. | had alot of
time on my hands after | spent the day trying to tell people who' d been civilians since they were kids how
to stay divein thered world, whichwaswhat | did, that and push papers and take orders from more
civilians. | guesswhat it all boiled down to was| just can't hack peacetime. | got bored, started drinking.
But thefirst time | took aswing at Sherry, she ducked away and cowered against thewall, and | saw her
turning into some spic hooker-terrorigt, just for a minute there. Then one of the kidstoddied in with his
diaper around his knees and a bottle in his mouth and she ran off with him into the bedroom and locked
the door against me. | wonder if she knew how close| cameto killing her. Probably. | did. And | figured
if | ever touched her again, being me, I’ d probably finish her off, so | walked out of the house and drove
to HQ and asked for another combat tour. I'm not much good for anything else, | guess.

“They wouldn’t send meright back into combat so | went to school and became a helicopter
mechanic, but that bored metoo. | took leave, went back to HQ in Japan and talked to Sherry. She met
me at the PX cafeteria, didn’t even bring the kids. Brought the picture | showed you, though. | told her it
wasn't working out, that | wanted more action, but | was sorry and I’ d keep supporting her and the kids
and | loved them, but they were just better off without me around. They can do pretty well by themselves
living on post. | said I’d liketo visit sometime. She said maybe later. But then she did kiss me before we
left and | thought, maybe I [l try to get something closer, you know? But the next day | got ordersto go
to Tibet to train natives in hand-to-hand and small wesponry.

“I got to know those little gooks pretty well. | liked ‘em even. Tough little buggers and hell, you
know, ever snce Belize| have not been able to stand | etting anybody el se walk point or check out an
ambush. | guess| don’t want ever again to be the last oneleft dive. | mean, shit, I’'m no good for
anything but killing people anyway ... I veread stuff wherethey cal that surviva guilt but theway | am, |
think it'sjust plain londiness. | don’t want to beleft to bail out aone. Anyway, we were out on atraining
mission one night and it turned into afirefight with some of the Chinese. They had some of my people
pinned down, so | went in after ‘em. My people got out, | think, but | was taken. It has even crossed my
mind that maybe | was set up, but at any rate, | spent seven months nursing my frag woundsin a cage.

“Then they marched mefor along time until | got to what | guess might have been asdt mine or
something and put meto work. | kept trying to escape and they kept beating me. That’' swherethekid |
told you about camein. Later on, Wu told me that they had learned enough from what they besat out of
meto find my records and discovered that | was what she cadlled an ‘artificid person’ and in view of what
aferociouswar crimina | wasthey thought they’ d better send meto this place for further study. I've
been afraid they were going to dissect me or something but so far the only time they redly Iet me haveit
waswhen | killed aguard thefirst time| tried to escape. They questioned me alot, and had mein solitary
and al that stuff—deep deprivation and so on—but | never could tel them why being an *artificid



person’ makes me any better or worse than anybody else. Maybe it does, maybe it doesn’t. The Colonel
doesn't think soldiers ought to have families. He doesn't. But | wonder if Thibideaux or even Marsh
would have an easier timetrying to be civilians or peacetime soldiers, trying to livewith civilians. It'sa
different world.” | felt him grinning at mein the dark. “ Y ou' re the closest any of us have comein along
timeto acivilian, Vanachek. | guessit’s been tough for me having you here to remind me that as much as
| miss Sherry and the kids, if they don’t need meto actually protect them from something, I’m no fucking
good for them. I’'m just not worth adamn in peacetime ...”

| thought he’ d gone to deep but | asked, “Du, I'm wondering about something.”
“Yeah?

“You guysdal seem pretty hedthy and yet you' ve had dl these beatings and been living on momos al
thistime. Weren't you ever as sick as |’ ve been when you first came here?’

“Wadll, yeah. But we got over it.”
“You just got better al on your own?’

“Modlly. Yeah, mostly on my own. Wu clamsit’sthe air around here, becauseit' s o pure and
everything, but | think | started getting better when | began having these dreams.”

His voice softened and even through the darkness | could see hisfeatures relax.

“See, | had these dreamsfor along time. They're pretty hazy, but | dreamed about guysin long
dresses coming and taking care of me. There were these noises. Damnedest thing. But they did agood
job. My feet were deformed and raw from al the beatings and in the beating | took here after | killed the
guard, my hands were crushed. | thought I’ d never be able to use them again. Now look,” and he closed
and opened both fists and made claws with both sets of fingers and thumbs,

FIRST HARVEST

The mountains are less white, cataracts tumble down their sides, the tangled rhododendron brush is
flowing pink, red, purple, yellow and al shadesin between, and tonight we enjoyed our first smuggled
new vegetables—beautiful, crunchy, fresh-tasting things that smelled of the ground and greenness: beans,
carrots, cauliflower, broccoli, potatoes and onions. The vegetables have grown at a speed that astonishes
me, when | remember the careful nurturing Granddad' s garden used to take and how long it seemed
between planting and eating. | regret not planting tomatoes particularly, snce they would have been
better than raw beans, but tomatoes need stakes and tying up and special pampering to keep them from
cutworms, and that would have been impossible to do clandestindly. Du asit turns out is very fond of
onions, which Thibideaux ate but did not like. Marsh grazed indiscriminately and the Colonel closed his
eyes and chewed in orgasmic bliss. Amazing how adab of onion flavor improves amomo.

It promisesto be one of the more gala evenings here in the heart of the Kun Lun Mountains. Our
sumptuous med will befollowed, if dl goes as predicted, by the arriva of another pack train.

Teamentioned earlier in the day that the train had been spotted returning by the sentry posted at the
pass. He seemed overjoyed and anxious at the sametime.

“I amthinking they arereturning very late,” he sad.



“They were supposed to be bringing the router you wanted, and some other tools, weren't they?” |
asked.

“Y es, but the Terton went with them. Sheismy concern.”
“Thewho?’

“You are caling her the doctor. Dr. Terton then. Sheis going with the pack train thistime, you
know.”

“I know,” | said glumly. Ever since the pack train left, taking the old woman with it, Wu has been
her old high-handed and suspicious self. She keeps popping into the library asif hoping to catch Dolma
and me smoking dope or doing something equally immora. | have had very littletimeto read or write
sncethetrain left. It ssems Wu isdways lurking by the headquarters entrance when the day ends
watching my pajama pockets for unauthorized bulges. Maybe she’ s monitoring Tea by keeping an eyeon
me. Anyway, |’ ve sorely missed the old woman.

I’ve picked up enough Tibetan to augment my Chinesethat | understand much of the conversation
around me now, enough to redlize that the camp istoo isolated by mountains and distance for the usua
long-distance devices. Making use of the orbiting satellites would give away the camp’ s position, so for
security reasons aswell as practica onesdl of us, including Wu and the guards, are cut off from quick
and easy communication with the rest of the world. Every time we find something like the bathtub or the
ruinsof apiano or the particularly large ivory Buddha we recently uncovered, Teaawaysturnsto me
and says, “ Areyou not finding it remarkable to think that everything, everything isbeing carriedin on
someon€e' s back, Viv?’

But now he said, worrying, whichisnot at al usud for him, “The Terton wasintending to take two
daysto conduct some business by helicopter and be returning with the train. But even so they are
returning much later than we planned. The sentry isweatching many daysinvain.”

Tonight as we came down to the cells, the sentries scanned the horizon constantly, their postures
dert and tense. Usudly they laugh and call to each other or hum to themselves or sometimes even play
cards together at the more closaly spaced duty stations. Tonight each stood ready to greet the night with
atrio of unlit torches stuck in the rock wall next to each sentry post. Most nights they carry flashlights,
but the vigil istoo long between thetime thetrain isfirst spotted at the head of the pass and the time they
arrive, and it takes too much juice from the precious batteries to use the flashlights as beacons.

DAY OF PACK TRAIN ARRIVAL

The pack train straggled up the hill thismorning, but they carried no toolsfor Teaand no computer
disksfor Dolma Ther backs were empty of anything except clothing.

Thisis apparently an unprecedented disaster. Wu caled ageneral meeting of the camp thismorning,
under the beak of the canopy overlooking the dope. The doctor stood dightly behind her, dumping from
exhaugtion, her eyes hooded instead of fiercely boring into everyone around her asthey usudly did.
Whatever she had had to do in civilization had remained undone, apparently. Tough luck. Shewould just
have to be stuck with therest of us.

During the mesting, | redlized for thefirst time that what, or rather whom, I’ ve seenis apparently
whom | get. All the camp was present but there was no one there | did not know either from



headquarters, the cdll or thefield. While | hadn’t conscioudy imagined vast catacombs of groaning cells,
filled with the fdlen fruits of thewar, | somehow thought there were more of usthan I’ ve met. But there
are only we few prisoners, and far more guards, most of them of Tibetan appearance, but some Chinese
or Indians. Teawasthere, of course, and Dolma, looking very martia except when she pushed her
glasses up on her nose with thetip of her rifle barrel. A prison with a better than one-on-one
guard-to-prisoner ratio. We must al be very desperate characters indeed to warrant such precautions. |
realy must have another look at that three-sectioned computer file.

Wu paced back and forth, asif she was about to deliver along-winded speech and then said, first in
Chinese, then in Tibetan, Hindi, English and findly Russian (I had no ideathat she, aswell asDr. Terton
and |, knew so many languages),” The supply helicopter did not come at the arranged time. The pack
train waited an extraweek and till it did not come with fresh provisons. Consequently, rationswill be
cut to half portions until the next appointed time. Do not fed that | am being unnecessarily harsh. The staff
and administratorswill aso be on hdf rations. That isal. Back to work.”

Today I've been working with Teadeep in the tunnd, the work lights shining through the silt and
dust sifting down onto our faces, hands and clothing as we dowly dug and sorted our way through anew
barrier to rooms beyond.

| would have preferred less confining work, boxed in with Teaas| waswith onion gill on my breath
from breakfast. He noticed and said dl too aptly, “Y ou are being very closemouthed today, Viv. What is
edting you?’

“Other than being a prisoner of war with rations running low, you mean?’ | said, not exactly
snapping, but trying to keep him from delving any further. | had distributed only about twenty-five
packets of seeds, not enough to make adifferencein theleve in the room, not enough to make abulgein
my pockets, and not enough, | feared, to keep even us prisoners fed, let done the guards, during the
month or so until the helicopter was scheduled to return.

Tealaughed. “Y ou are thinking you will be hungry because the pack train returned empty? Instead
think how the other ladies back in North Americawill be envying you, who are dready so much more
dender than you were on arrival, and now have the chance to be going on anew enforced diet that they
would be paying thousands of dollarsto be nibbling on.”

“I wasjust wondering if Wuisgoing to cut back to eating half of the fresh fruit | saw at her table
once when she questioned meinstead of wolfing down the whole bowl.” He frowned. He does't likeit
when | criticize Wu but he never threatens or corrects me. | get the oddest fedling that it isn’t so much
that he doesn't agree with me asthat he objects to my unkindnessin pointing out her shortcomings.

I wish he had checked the seed room himsdlf, so | wouldn’t be in such aquandary about other,
more urgent shortcomings of anutritiona nature. We have gentle rains cooperatively faling mainly a night
lately, and the vegetables grow so fast I’ m pretty sure we could get in another crop before the growing
season ends. But if | let him know about the seed room, surely Wu will take the matter out of his hands
and work usdl to death planting food for her to hog for hersdf and the staff, leaving the rest of us till on
short rations, without our hard-won new secret supplement.

Of course, before long probably one of the guards will spot our crops among the rocks for what
they are.

At least some of the guards must come from farming families, athough | wonder how many
generations back hasit been since Tibetans have been alowed enough peace to grow food. The country



has been in the middle of awar al of my life. According to my geography texts, the Centra Plateau used
to berich farming land but you’ d never know it by looking at it now. Still, you' d think somebody would
have recognized cauliflower when they saw it. Or was cauliflower indigenous to this area? Never mind,
they haven't noticed yet, the cauliflower grows up between the rocks as fast as the weedsiit replaced,
and the problem remains. WEe ve been very lucky thus far with having our haphazard plantings take roct,
but somethingsredly flourish best if planted a certain depth down. It' s a shame they have to go to waste
because I'm afraid to share them.

TWO DAYSLATER

I’ve been going to laughable lengths to avoid having to make adecison. | accidentaly left the door
to the seed room open when we were in the lower corridors yesterday. Teawas ill explaining to me
how he intended to shore up a side passage as he crossed to the door and shut it behind him without
looking inside the room. Today | went so far asto ask him to hold the flashlight while | looked for
“something” in the room, but he' s so preoccupied with hiswork that he continued telling me about how
rich in various minerasthis area once was without even glancing at the riches around him. Heisadear
felow in dl other waysand not abit stupid but is, as| first noticed, alittle goofy, though now that I'm
learning Tibetan | redlize he spesks perfectly well not only in Tibetan, but in Chinese and Indian, and the
funny-sounding tense mistakes he makes are only because he loves Western dang and insists on speaking
English to me so that he can useit. None of the other English-speaking Tibetans make that sort of
mistake—it' s more the kind you hear from Indians occasiondly. | don’t have enough linguistics
background to quite understand why.

Anyway, he can be remarkably obtuse. | find it hard to believe the seeds have been here undetected
for solong. | guessit'sjust that Teaisso into minerds, heisobliviousto vegetables and animals. |
wonder if that Earl Grey program labeled rooms asto contents? Y ou’ d think if it did, he would have
remembered thisone. But then, it wasabig place.

THREE DAYSAFTER LAST ENTRY

Damn, | wish | was able to keep better track of the dates. | gained access to the computer again,
and I’'m even more confused than ever. | have had aroaring headache most of the day— probably from
garing at the screen.

Teaborrowed Dolmaback this morning and left me aone with the computer in the library,
supposedly cataloging books. He doesn't redlize, of course, that I’ ve memorized his access codes.

The Earl Grey files, now that | seethem again, bother me, especidly in light of the other little goodies
I’ve uncovered under the code name of CONSTANT COMMENT (afavorite teabrand at my
grandmother’ s house when | was alittle girl). On the one hand, it' s hard for meto believethat Teais
making it so easy for meto get thisinformation, which seemsto beimportant, at least to us prisoners. On
the other hand, maybe heis as obliviousto itsimportance as heisto that of the seeds. Or maybe, asthe
Colond says, it’sdisnformation. But the Earl Grey files, which bother me most deeply, have empirica
datato support them. The Constant Comment files could possibly be disinformation planted for meto
find just so | can make everybody else miserable when | divulge the contents. But why doesn't Wu tell
my cellmatesthis stuff hersdf if she wantsthem to know? Part of it isjust case higtory. It'sthe hero
bus ness that would boggle their minds.

It certainly boggles mine. | seem to have been keeping excellent company, herein the prison camp. |



am surrounded by heroesimmortalized in the history of NAC. Not mgjor history, perhaps, snceif it was
mentioned in my military history classesat al, it wasn't presented as materid required for testing, as|
don't recdl learning any of it. But it's history nevertheless—away's presuming it’ strue, of course, and
actualy, | hardly see how this particular kind of information could be used to break down prisoners. On
the contrary, thefact that it hasn’t been mentioned indicates to me that perhaps Wu felt it would be too
good for morde.

| found it by accident. Before | accessed the Earl Grey program | tried the Darjedling one again, and
it was exactly as| remembered it, with the three columnsin Chinese, Hindi and Russian and our names
among those of the other prisoners and guardslisted below. Thistime | noticed that a cursor was flashing
at the head of the Chinese column. | tapped the DOWN arrow until the key reached thefirst name
recognized, which was Danielson's. | pressed the RETURN key. For amoment, | thought I’d blown it.
The screen flashed, went blank, and flashed again. What would happen if I"d erased something
important? It would be discovered I’ d been messing with unauthorized programs and then—what?

Before | had achance to work up full-fledged masochigtic fantasies about it, the screen filled with a
file neatly headed “ Danielson, Du Poindexter.” Poindexter? Any guy born in alab should have been
gpared having what sounded like ugly family names. A nice clean code number would have been more
thething. But therein Danidson’ sfilewasdl of the history he had dready related to me, followed by the
cursor prompt “Access Constant Comment?’ So | pressed RETURN again.

A portion at the beginning, where the date would have been, was deleted by a heavy black bar. |
wished | knew how to get inside the thing and get rid of that bar. It seemed to be a pressrelease.

Today—years after he was reported missing in action by the platoon he singlehandedly saved
from destruction, Master Sergeant Major Du P. Danielson was formally honored at the dedication
of the crematory mound wher e the ashes of NACAF troops and their alliesare blended in a last
testament to the brotherhood of humanity and the worldwide fight for peace. The assault led by
Danielson not only saved the lives of all other personnel involved, but prevented the destruction
of a nearby medical mission and village of civilians and led to the discovery and disarmament of a
concealed nuclear device. Secretary of Defense Robert E. Grant, in a moving dedication speech,
regretted that Danielson’s remains had never been recovered so that his ashes could be among
the first to blend upon Danielson Mound with those of his fallen comrades in this profound tribute
to the bravery of one NACAF fighting man in particular, and to all NACAF fighting forces all
over theworld.

Much as Danielson didiked being a prisoner, | somehow doubted he would share Generd Grant’s
regret that the Danielson ashes were not handy for scattering.

| pressed ESCAPE and was back in the three-column file. Alphabetically, the next one of usto
accesswas Marsh. | pressed RETURN and waited to see what the Constant Comment about him was.

The date once more was blacked out but the news rdease said:

The North American continent was spanned today from the Gulf of Mexico to the shores of
the Arctic Ocean, as well-wishers formed a human chain to express solidarity with captured World



Peace Organization activist Keith Irwin Marsh. The government of the People' s Republic of
China has denied knowledge of Marsh’s whereabouts. The Free Marsh Fund has accumulated
billions of dollars over the years, and WPO spokesmen say that if Marsh is not located within
another year, the money will be used to help free other hostages and prisoners, and to train other
individuals to continue Marsh’s work. Marsh was known not only for hiswillingness to negotiate
under extremely perilous circumstances, but also for his skill in deactivating nuclear and other
explosive devices. It isfeared he may have met his death performing such a service for his captors
after he and a military corpsman disappeared after crossing into China, where Marsh had been
dispatched to assist the locals devastated by northern China’ s worst flood in recent years.

| switched back to Earl Grey to see what they said about the Colonel and Thibideaux. | wasaso
curiousto seeif, unbeknownst to me, | hadn’t somehow or other been immortalized too, but | hadn’t
gotten that far and was interrupted before | could investigate further. Dolmastood in the door. | tapped
the key and accessed Darjeding again as she walked across the library to the table where | worked.

“Viva,” shesad, asit seemed easier for her to say than Viv withashort i, “Viva, | am assgned to
the pack train thet leaves early in the morning. | will not see you again for awhile.”

“| don’t envy you thetrip. How will you manage out there in the snow without your glassesfogging
up?’ | asked, smiling. | was touched she had come to say goodbye. We were lesslike guard and
prisoner now than like co-workersand | felt like arat for deceiving Dolma, though | redisticaly figured
what she didn’'t know wouldn’t hurt her. Still, | would have hated for her to be blamed for any of my
transgressons.

She pulled off her glasses and began wiping them. “I have good far vison,” shesaid. | say to you,
‘Don’'t get sick again, my friend.” ”

“I’m not the one going out there in the snow and wind,” | said.

“No, but you are gtill weak from theloss of your baby. Sometimes ladies very wesk for avery long
time after that.”

“] SUppPOSe S0.”

She sat down on the floor beside the table—which was an old tabletop propped up on two big
stones. Brushing her thin black hair back from her face she said, “1 have to tel you something. | haveto
tell you | am sorry | did not cometo see you earlier that day, the day you lost your baby. | was on duty.
If I had come sooner | maybe save the baby.”

| shook my heed. “Dolma, that’sal over with. Don't worry about it.”

“But, Viva, | know how you fed. | too havelost my child. | cannot have more children.” She sniffed
and wiped her nose on the back of her wrigt. “1 never have spoke to you how it was with me beforel
cometo thisplace. | am from agood family that lived in Shigatse. My father was arelative of the
Panchen Lama. We were not wedthy people, for the soldiers had taken al wedlth from every Tibet
person, but even s, we are agood family and when | fel in love with an interpreter for the Chinese, my
family was angry withme.”

“I canimagine”



“They dared make no objection to my boyfriend, though, because they feared the soldiers. My
family lost many people dready to the soldiers—three of my brothers and my father’ s brother’ sentire
family werekilled in the rebellion after the Panchen Lamawas murdered. So, dthough | knew they did
not want meto, | married my interpreter and moved away with him, and quickly became pregnant with
my first child. | wasvery frightened. My mother and Ssterswere far avay. No women in the city to
which we moved would talk to me for they feared my husband would inform on them. All people were
afraid of each other for fear of informers. | was so0 afraid. Who would help me with my baby, | asked my
husband? The midwives were forbidden to practice on pain of death. Our Tibet doctors werekilled or
sent to work in the mines or forests where hard work calloused their hands so that they could not
diagnoseillness by the pulses anymore. The medicd colleges were teared down and all the books
burned—many years of knowledge gonein afew years. All of thesethings| said to my husband and he
understood and held me and told methat al would be well. He would find a Chinese doctor for me. My
husband did not know what would befal me, Viva. He had been working with the foreignersin important
government affairs and he knew little of day-to-day things, of what our conquerors were doing to the
women of our people. Because | was cut off from my friends, and had been amaiden before, | knew
nothing of the danger mysdlf and went blindly into the office of the Chinese doctor who was supposed to
examine me and seeif my baby wasal right.

“He had atable with many ingruments but | thought little of it until he began to examine me, to poke
a meinsgdewith things. And dl a oncel fet ahorrible, tearing pain. | momentarily thought thiswas
because | was pregnant and so tender in that region, but then | felt arush of blood and something came
out of me and | fainted. My husband came for me, and the doctor was very angry with him but when the
doctor had finished spesking to him in Chinese so rapid | could not follow, my husband was very angry
too. He did not stop to clean me, but carried me home. | knew before | 1€eft the office that the doctor had
killed my baby. | saw it lying there, in abasin, not yet achild. | would have taken it to bury but thiswas
not permitted. Later my husband told me that we would have no more children, that the doctor had
changed me so that | no longer would be able to become pregnant. He said the doctor told him thiswas
population control, the same as had been practiced in crowded parts of Chinafor many years.

“My husband begged my forgiveness, weeping with shame and rage as he told me these things. He
was dso afrad that | might die. The doctor was wrong, he said. The rule was that each couple was
allowed one child but | had had no children. Our only baby had been murdered that day. And besides,
Viva, there were dways too many Chinese and alwaystoo few Tibet people. Always we have too few
people to work our land. But the conquerorstreated us asif we were animals spawning without thought
or care. And now | can have no children. | have not forgiven my husband, athough | know it isnot his
fault, but that day, | did the same thing to you—~by accident—but by my neglect | caused you to lose
your child. It ispossible | may not return from thistrip and | wanted you to know thisthing before | go. |
wanted to ask your forgiveness, as| have no right to do.”

Her glasses were a slt-streaked mess by that time and her nose red and soggy. What could | do?
Tel her my baby had not meant to me what her baby had meant? She’ d never understand. Besides, |
would have had some trouble talking. My throat kept congtricting, seeing poor Dolmaon the table, her
baby in the basin, my baby on a cold stone floor, both in pools of blood, neither having had a chance at
life. | didn’t want that baby. | am glad not to have to deal with it and | would have prayed to be relieved
of itif I had known | was carrying it. But just the same, some of my tearswere for poor little Buzzard
Junior, whatever he or she would have been. Women in NAC had fought for the right not to bear
children if they chose and here was Dolma, not alowed to give her baby life. | didn’t know what to say
to her, what to do, so | did what Grandma and Grandpa would have done and gave her a hug.

About that time we heard the muffled report of therifle. We stared at each other for an instant.



Dolma s face was naked and pinched, her black hair spiked up on her forehead from rubbing her face
with tear-wet hands, her nose bearing red marks where her glasses, which she’ d pulled off to polishon
her shirttall, usualy rested.

Another shot, the sound like that of abone breaking inside a pillow. We sprinted down the hall and
to the surface.

Guards and prisoners both were running, jumping up and down at the foot of the compound,
beyond the canopy. Someone was shouting, “ Fools! Fools! Catch them!”

| ran forward, surer with each step that my roommates had made their break without me. And then |
saw them, tal men in orange pgjamas, running with armed guards before and behind them, toward a
panicking cluster of shaggy brown animas.

The yaks darted thisway and that in apanic, and bolted down toward the valey floor.

All I could think of was meat. Fresh meat, hot fresh meat, and it was escaping. | was so intent on the
herd | didn’t see Thibideaux snatch therifle from the nearest guard, didn’t pause to wonder that he aimed
therifle not a the guard, but ahead of the yaks, at the opening to the pass, turning the beasts back
toward us again, as he and the guards and the other prisoners went whooping down the hill like so many
wild Indianson abuffdokill.

We pdted after them, dipping and diding down the hill. Three carcasseslay amid the boulders and
ice chunks remaining from winter.

The guardswho tried to fire into the herd were blocked by those with sense enough to circleit, so
that guards and prisoners soon had the frightened animals captive within asmall ring. Thibideaux camly
handed the gun back to a guard, snatched aknife from another guard, and began skinning out one of the
killed yaks before the guy whose knife it was redized what he was doing and put arifle againg his neck,
just to remind him hewas gill in custody.

Samdup, Two-Gun Tsering’ s husband, took charge and ordered the women and children to keep
the herd circled, which we did, while the men hefted the largest rocks they could carry into acircle,
making acorrd for theanimals.

It was quite aday, and that night we all feasted on fresh yak and were able to send Dolmaand the
pack train off the next morning with full bellies.

PART HIVE

TEA, EARL GREY, AND SNOW LION



Of course, it was the yaks and the blood that must have drawn the snow leopard that mauled
Merridew down from the mountains.

Within a couple of weeks, Dolma strain returned empty and starving, and minusthree of the guards,
who had taken the rations of some of the othersto hike back into the guerrilla camp and try to learn what
had happened. Dolma sat with mein the library, moving avkwardly from exhaustion and the pain of
frosthitten fingertips and cheeks. Behind her thick glasses, her eyeswere dull, too tired to focus on the
pages of the books. We had onewall of shelvesrestored by then, with some gapsto fill in aswe found
volumesto fit them. But there was a clear space on the floor about six feet square and since | hadn’t had
computer accessin Dolma s absence, | had been taking notes from the Foxfire Books on gardening.
Dolmalicked her cracked lips now and then. Theyak her party had taken with them had been wolfed
down, the people were so hungry for meat. We had been on gtrict rationing of the remaining meat, and of
course it would have been folly to kill the other animals, snce they could be used, once they settled down
to breeding, for butter, cheese, milk and eventualy more meat. Y akswere very rarein Tibet now, Tea
had told me. It was miraculous that these had found their way into our valley. Consequently, Dolma, who
had gone back to haf-ration momosin one week, was hungrier than | was, sncel had had asmall piece
of yak with my supper momo every day since sheleft. Even at that it did not amount to as much food as
afull ration, and | fdt like shit for holding out on her about the vegetables, and wished | could find away
to share them with her without betraying the other prisoners. It was us against the guards, after dl, | kept
teling mysdf. Butit didn’t help.

| had sifted out most of the English books but there were others—| oose, ripped pages of rice paper
and parchment, on which were handwritten or block-printed letters, and interspersed among them were
splintered and broken boards | took to be covers. Two wallsin the library room were devoted not to
shelves but to foot-deep cubbyholes in the wall, about two feet square. Dolmawas no help with the text.
She did not read Tibetan, shetold me, only Chinese. Although her native tongue was still spoken among
her people, it had been forbidden by the Chinese to teach Tibetan in school, so while she spoke only
very little Chinese, she read and wrote better in that language, and in severd others, than shedid in her
own. Her English had improved tremendoudy since we' d started working together, as had my Tibetan.

Thelibrary amost looked like alibrary again. Sorting |oose pages by language, | was ableto collate
most of the English-language books by title and page number and some of them, the whole ones, | had
alphabetized, wrapped with thread, and replaced on the shelves. The same with the German, French,
Russian, and Japanese texts. | was rather hopelessin Greek, but at least had al the texts together, and
the Hebrew was likewise just ajumble of pages. The Sanskrit texts | fared alittle better with and thought
| had the Upanishads pieced back together.

| would have dept thereif | could. The night after | found thefiles, everybody wasfull of yak mest.
My grandmawould have claimed it was dl that blood in the red meat that made my cellmates so feisty.
The Colond jumped me amost as soon as | walked in the door. “Warrant Officer, | saw you come out
of heedquarterswith that woman guard. Y ou looked mighty chummy. Have you been fraternizing with the

enemy?
“Sorordizing alitlemaybe,” | told him. “It' salittle difficult for two women to fraternize.”
“Don’'t get la-di-dawith me, soldier,” he said.

“What the Colond redly wantsto know, Viv,” Marsh trandated, “isif you’ ve been degping with
Taing.”



“Why?Do | look especidly well rested? Asif I’ ve been deeping al day?’ The sarcasm was
acknowledged by Marsh and Thibideaux, ignored by the Colonel, and missed by Danielson, and |
added, “Boys, the only one who' s been on top of melately isthe Colond here, who ison my back, and |
sure do wish you' d get off it, Sr. There are women guards too. | could accuse you of the samething.”

“That’ s preposterous and you know it,” the Colond said.

“Yes, Viv, don't beridiculous” Marsh said. “Y ou know we're out therein thefield in plain view of
everybody. Now, if we were working inside rooms away from the rest of the camp, we might consider

He was being sarcastic too. He d dready told me he' d done his best, within safe limits, to
discourage WU’ sinterest in him.

The Colond wouldn't let me alone, however, and lectured me on loyaty throughout yoga. Finaly |
snapped, “Dammit, I’ m not fucking Taring or anybody else and have no intentions of doing so. | deep
down hereand if you don’'t mind, | work al day tomorrow too, the same astherest of you, and I'd like
to get some deep now.” | abandoned my cobra position, turned over and ignored them, feding like the
guest of honor at abear-baiting. | did not tell them what | found on the computer and decided, thet if the
Colond thinks, when | do tell them, my withholding information isaso betraya, he could go fuck himsdlf.

Asfor my supposed dalying with Tea, that wasridiculous. Teahad not visited the library for any
length of time since Dolmaand | began working there. He spent most of histime on the restoration work
and athough | helped him with that a couple of daysaweek, | usudly spent my below-ground time with
Dalma

But today he cameto visit, looking carefully around and threading hisway through the piled pages
and coversto the table. Dolmarose, stepped over three of my pilesto one she had sorted before she
|eft, fished something from the middle of the pile, and handed it to him. He accepted it with alittle bow of
thanks and amurmured “Much obliged,” as he tucked the largish, brown-covered book under hisarm. |
couldn’'t seethetitle, but it occurred to methat | was not the only one with secrets.

Tealooked pityingly at Dolmaand asked her in Tibetan if shewas not allocated arest day after
returning from the pack train. She said she was but she had thought | would need her help. She hated to
be away so long, but now she realized—this as they exchanged rather covert glances with the barest
flitting of the eyein my direction—that she wastoo tired to remain. He nodded and she left the library.

His back was to me as he surveyed what we had accomplished with the antique Tibetan books,
which were short rectangular pages sandwiched between dabs of wood. The degp cubbyholesin one
wall wereintended, | discovered, for stacking these odd-shaped (for a Western book) volumes, and
Dolmaand | had stored dl of theintact Tibetan books we' d recovered so far on these shelves.

Helifted one of the booksin both hands, asif it wasasmal injured animal, and stroked the words
with onefinger. Hisfacewasvery intent and | felt asif | wasinterrupting something private. | found
myself dmost whispering, asif | wasinachurch or ared library, the old kind with al books and no
taped or filmed information, “ Do you understand what that says?’

“No,” hesaid, “I am not understanding, but | do recognize thislanguage. It isan ancient and
secretive one, being used in past times by scholarly religious persons for the transmission of arcane
knowledge and holy wisdom.”

“Redly?’ | asked, leaning closer to Sudly it, though of courseit looked like complete gibberish to



me. “| wonder if anybody here understandsiit?’

He shrugged and tenderly replaced the book not on one of the piles but on the shelf from which it
must have come. “It ispossble.”

“If there was abook here that explained how to learn thisfrom regular Tibetan, and | could learn to
read regular Tibetan, maybe | could figureit out...” | said.

“Y ou would want to learn of dead rdligions and superdtitious mambo-jumbo?’ he asked, hisvoice
both teasing and sad.

It was my turn to shrug. “It' snot like | had any pressing appointments, unless the commandant has
made one for me with thefiring squad. | haven't noticed the cavary riding to my rescue ... Tea, tell me,
isit true that once you guards are assgned here none of you ever leave either?’

“Yes, itisso,” hesaid.

“But why? 1 mean, doesn't the isolation get to you? Don't the guards misstheir families?’
“All soldiers here ether have no families or their families are with them here”

“Still, the deprivation ... Isthisapunishment post then?”

“Oh, no, itisaprivilegeto work here. Great selectivenessis practiced in choosing those who come
to thisplace.”

“Even among prisoners?’ | watched hisface closdy when | asked this.

But hedidn’t seem to take it serioudy. He patted me on the shoulder and said, “ Oh, yes, indeed,
Viv, only the very finest from dl the prisons are chosen to cometto this place. Tollift the rocks on this soil
isavery great honor for al foreign demons.”

“Thisforeign demon is extremely honored then,” | said, bowing with mock ceremoniousness,
“egpecidly sincel was pulled right out of the field without going to another prison first.”

“Ah, but it isyour destiny that you are meeting our good doctor and sheis seeing at once that you
are beonging here”

“As opposed to belonging back home in Tacoma, as opposed to belonging in another prison camp,
or as opposed to dead?’ | asked.

“Why, asopposed to al,” hesaid, asif surprised that | should ask. “For right asrain you are here,
right?’

That wasindisputable.

“Well, do you think anyoneisgoing to mind if | have ashot at these?” | asked, nodding at the pile of
pages. “1 know it’'s not supposed to be as ennobling an activity as hauling rocks and your bosses have
been trying to destroy books like these for over a century but surely even they arealittle curious ...”

Helooked asif he was about to argue with me for amoment then said, “ Oh, you bet your bottom
dollar they are being curious, okay. Go right ahead. But be providing written transcripts of your
trandations. We are an information-gathering endeavor here.”



“Speaking of which,” | said. “I’ d like to get another look at the graphicsfiles of thisplacein earlier
times. | have trouble relating the rooms we' re uncovering to the landscape outside.”

“Wal, | can be doing better than that, little lady,” he said. “I can be taking you topside and be
scouting out thisterrain with you.”

That wouldn’t get me computer access, | thought, and might set my cellmates tongues to wagging
again, but on the other hand, maybe Teawould know a cauliflower if | arranged for him to trip over one.

After he paced with me around ruins and boulders, showing me where the rooms we had aready
uncovered were, where the still-buried medical college had been and so on, we trudged down the hill and
he pointed out when we stood above the isolation cells and the storage rooms. For a change the rain had
not confined itsdf to nighttime, and alight drizzle put achill in the air and hung curtains of mist over the
valey and in patches on the hill, so we dmost bumped into other prisoners and guards periodically on our
trek. The mountains might aswell have been prairie for al we could see of them.

“There was ashrine, there, on the shores of the sacred lake,” he said, pointing his chin to the bottom
of the hill. He had switched into Tibetan as he guided me, and he sounded much more intelligent and less
goofy than hedidin English.

“Can wewak down there?’ | asked.

He shrugged and we haf did down the wet path toward the bottom of the dope. Since we couldn’t
see the ground in most places, my hopes of helping him find the vegetabl e patches were unredized.

Aswe neared the foot of the hill, Tsering' s daughter was carrying what appeared to be amani stone
to alarge boulder, beside which she had begun a pile. The Colond was working about ten yards from
her pile, breaking up rocks with a dedgehammer. Wu and the doctor promenaded nearby, dthough their
attention was not on the Colonel but apparently on another group of prisoners half conceded by the mist.

| heard it firs—anoise | could not readily identify—something like the whine of a plane going down,
something like a.cavern opening in the earth, echoing and eerie. And then amovement at the top of the
boulder caught my attention, and what little light there was glinted off the bared teeth and open throat of a
speckled furred face, ears peded back. The anima had made that awful sound. Below the boulder, the
girl dropped her mani stone and the Colone stood up, taking a breath and letting his eyesrest on her just
asthe cat sprang.

Teaand | sprang at the sametime, but | would never have believed the Colond could move so fast.
Asif he had levitated, he was suddenly between the cat, poised in midair, and the child, now on the
ground and shielded by the Colonel’ s crouching body as he swung his dedgehammer upward, at the
cat’ s descending chest.

Thelion’sroar choked off asthe hammer hit dammed into the outstretched chest, but the huge paws
came down churning and the greet teeth closed on the Colond’ s head as he fdll back, belly up,
sandwiched between the child he was trying to protect and the mauling lion.

| leapt forward, | supposethinking I’ d pull the lion from him with my bare hands, but Tea jerked me
back. | rounded on him and tried to fight him off and then heard the crack of a shot and saw Wu, poised,
her pistol smoking. The lion’s head lolled Sdeways, abullet between the eyes, the |eft Sde of the
Colond’ s head till between the jaws.

| don’t know who was screaming the loudest, me, the kid trapped under Colonel Merridew and the



dead lion, or Two-Gun Tsering, skidding down the muddy hill to land on her knees beside the Colonel.
She pushed him away and tugged a the thin little arm protruding from beneath him, extricating her
daughter enough to cradle the girl in her arms and rock her.

| shrieked for someone to get Thibideaux and ran to the Colond. Dr. Terton beat methere, using
Wu as an orderly as she began examining and trying to position the injured man, haplesdy atempting to
disengage him, without further injury, from the squalling child and the deed lion.

Tea showed the most presence of mind. Camly, amost asif in adaze, he pried the beast’ sjaws
tooth by tooth from the Colond’ s head. The doctor, Wu, and | began staunching the wounds with cloth
torn from our clothing, applying pressure to gushing holesin the man’s scalp, ams, and legswherethey'd
been torn by the beast’ s claws. Thibideaux shoved me aside and with afew hurried words to the doctor,
he, Marsh, and Danielson lifted the Colond and carried him up the hill toward the dispensary, the doctor
hovering beside them.

| rosetoo, but Tearemained on the ground, the lion’s head on histhighs, her udders quivering
againg his shins as he stroked the scraggly fur over her desiccated ribs. “ A snow lion,” hetold me.
“Starving. If only she had first gonefor the yaks.”

MERRIDEW

| wrote my last entry and waited donein the library until | thought the medica people had had time
to do the most immediate repairs, then | asked Teato take meto the dispensary. It wasavery small
room &t in the only remaining portion of the old medical college, separate from the headquarters rabbit
warren.

| hadn’t waited long enough. Thibideaix, bristling and protective, still worked over Merridew,
whose wounds were many and deep. By thetime | arrived bleeders had been clamped off and sutured,
and afew skin flaps had been thoroughly cleaned and stitched back in place, but overdl, the poor
Colond was aswollen, disfigured, bloody mess.

“Wll, there' s good news and bad news,” Thibideaux told me. “ The good newsishe' salive and the
cat missed hiseyes, hisjugular, hisvoca cords and his guts. The bad newsisone ear is pretty well alost
cause, we got no ideahow bad hishead ishurt inside, and he busted aleg. Not even mentionin’ dl the
blood he'slogt.”

“Why aren’t you sewing those up?’ | asked, pointing to some pretty deep-looking wounds.

“ So the bugs can drain. We don't have any drugsand he' |l die for sureif those get infected, so we
gottaleave the wounds open. We do thisin the field dl thetime.” His mouth twisted down. “ They usualy

dieanyway.”

“Dr. Thibideaux has been taking excellent care of hisfriend,” Dr. Terton said from the doorway
where she sood, composed and quiet-seeming, her dight form not even significantly blocking thelight. “I
have asdve or two that may help the healing process aswell.” From abag that resembled an old
pillowcase she extracted a pair of antique plastic jars of the sort that were mostly destroyed when the
means for degrading plastic wasfirgt introduced to the relief of refuse management specidists
everywhere. “If you will be good enough to gpply thisto thewounds, | will help Colonel Merridew

manage hispan.”



Thibideaux said nothing, to my surprise, while she held her hands above Merridew’ s head, closed
her eyes, and started to hum.

Although Dr. Terton seemed highly regarded by Teaand seemed to have asoothing influence on
Wu that made her more reasonabl e than otherwise, | had not forgotten the trick the doctor played on me
with her hypnosis, which caused me to overextend myself on the hike to the prison camp, and the pain
that followed as soon as| reached it. So | said, “Dr. Terton, the Colonel is comatose. He doesn’t need
you to hypnotize him so that when and if he wakes he fed sthe cumulative effect of dl thispain. That'sthe
way your treatment works, isn't it?1t's certainly the way it worked with me. Thibideaux, are you going
to let her do this?’

“You'reforgettin' wherewe are, Viv. Thisisthe bosslady you takin' to now. If shewantsto
vivisect him there' snot one hell of alot we' |l be ableto do, damn her.”

“There stwo of us,” | growled but then | realized that of course Thibideaux wasright. My
incarceration in solitary had been long ago. | had not been interrogated for some time. This prison had
been relatively easy on me, even compared to the experience of the men. My work with Teaand Dolma
was much more satisfying than the GAG program and the limited functions | performed for NACAF.
Herein one place were dl the books I’ d been trying to check out for years, in al the languages of the
world, and I would throw it al back in afit of John Wayne pique, not so much because | wanted to
protect the Colond, which | did to some extent, but mostly because | was il pissed at the doctor for

betraying my trugt.

Shedidn’'t even look up at me, but asked, gently mocking, “Did you expect, having entered a
profession that involveskilling others, that you would persondly escape pain, as your countrymen do safe
on their own continent, having exported their own pain to visit it upon us?’ Then she resumed her
humming and Thibideaux turned his back on meto gpply salve to the wounds that would most benefit
fromit.

When hewas done, she said, “Dr. Thibideaux, | have donewhat | can, but we have yet abit of a
vigil. Y ou must return to your cell and deep, so that you may rdieve melater.”

“Okay. Fine. Comeon, Viv.”

“Viv will remain withme”

“Why?" he asked warily.

“Because | would like her company while | watch over your friend,” the doctor said smply.
“Why do you want to talk to me?’ | asked when Thibideaux had gone.

“Because there are things you wish to know. Y ou are agatherer and processor of information, are
you not?’

“That' soneway of putting it.”

“What elseisastudent? Not a seeker after wisdom, since it takes wisdom to seek it, and you are
not wise”

“l know that,” | said, irritated.



“| do not say thisto make you unhappy, Viveka, but to enlighten you. For wisdom, you require
perspective, and one reason you were brought here was that it appeared to me that perspective was
something you had been seeking in your studies”

“Get redl,” | snapped. “Y ou sound like you gave me a scholarship to graduate school instead of had
me force-marched at gunpoint to a prison camp.”

She clucked to hersdlf. “Y ou come from such aliteral society. Theresult of dl that supposedly
Chrigtian doctrine, you know. No argument allowed. Everything is subject to one interpretation only.
Everything must bewhat it seems ... Itisnot, you know. Hasit never occurred to you that what seems
to be aterrible experience may be an opportunity in disguise?’

“‘Aditchintimesavesning’ ” | sad. “ ‘Every cloud hasadlver lining.” *You can't tell abook by
itscover.” Garbage in, garbage out. Spare me the platitudes, please. I'd think I’ d rather go back to
solitary than listen to that from you.” Panic rosein meas| seemed to be unable to stop these words,
which definitely proved the old woman' s assumption that | was unwise. She could throw me back into
solitary, or worse, but athough it was possble | waswrong, | felt asif shewasinviting this, was even
goading meinto displaying the anger | had buried sincel first arrived.

“Did it ever occur to you that a platitude becomes a platitude because it is often and for many
peopletrue?’

“What do you know about truth?’ | demanded. “1 know how you people distort it, try to get people
to tell theliesyou want to hear until they believe them themsalves. And I’ m not saying you won't get to
me, but | want you to know right now that | know how you do it and this sane part of me knows that
your truthisalie” | sounded very grand even to me. It was a shame nobody was there to record it with
the last words of Patrick Henry or one of the president’ s speeches. But | can't help wondering now if |
would have blathered on that way if it had been some sadistic mae officer, or even Wu, instead of the
doctor.

And it wasal wasted even a that. My histrionics did not impress her. “My dear young woman,
perhaps | was mistaken about you. | assumed that as a seeker of information, you would at least be open
to hearing it before you decided on itstruth or untruth. Thusfar, NyimaWu has kept you and your
countrymen fairly isolated, so if you aready know dl about us, | have no idea how that could be unless
perhaps L obsang told you?’

“Don’t try to get meto rat on Lobsang,” | snarled, part of me aware that | sounded ridiculoudy like
an old Humphrey Bogart film. “He sjust been doing hisjob.”

“Of course heis. But you redlly should ask him. And the others. I'm sure that you and your
countrymen have discussed how you cameto be here ....”

“Someof us, yeah ...”
“Perhaps you should ask the same of Lobsang and others with whom you comein contact.”
“They wouldn’'t answer, would they?’

“Oh yes, certainly they would. Why, it becomes very tedious being among others who know all
about onefor avery long time, so that one beginsto fed thereis nothing to share, that al is known, that
thereisno df...”



“| thought selflessness and identifying primarily with the group are what your Asian philosophiesare
al about.”

“Identifying, perhaps, but not dissolving the persond identity. I'm sure everyonewill be very glad to
have you wanting to know about them. Thereis nothing so prized asagood listener after al. Y ou have
my permission, my blessing even, to talk to the others” And then | thought | heard her murmur, “Itis
time. Perhgps past time.”

I‘Wr]al?’

“The snow lions and the yaks, of course. It islater than | had hoped. Because they’ re coming, you
see. | suppose there will be others. Pity Nyima shot the lion, though ...” she said, beginning once moreto
hum over Merridew.

“What about the lion? Look, if you' re so anxiousthat | ask people about themsalves, how about
you? Why are you the only one who can come and go? If you' re Chinese, why were you in a Tibetan
guerrillacamp?’

“I will answer your questions, Viveka. But | prefer you ask othersfirst.”

“Even Wu? Shall | ask her to write me alittle essay about al of her war crimina activities snce she
waseght?

“| believe she arted rather younger than eight,” the doctor said. “ And perhaps you should not ask
her—Nyimahas agreat ded of potentid but sheis gill uncomfortable wielding authority. Perhgpsyou
should ask Lobsang Taring instead. And about himself, of course. And the others. Don't forget Colonel
Merridew and Dr. Thibideaux.”

“Shdl | report back to you?’ | asked cautioudy. Perhaps she thought | would spy for her. Perhaps
that’ swhat this sudden permission involved.

“That isnot necessary. | will know how you are progressing.”
“Do you know everything, then? Do you know how long we' re going to be on short rations?’

Her mouth pursed up in the first old-ladyish gesture I’ d seen her make, and whirlpools of trouble
dtirred in her annoyingly serene eyes. She blinked severd times, like Marsh, then shook her head. “No, |
do not know that. Long, | am &fraid. Very long.”

No use gloating over that piece of information—the news was no better for usthan it wasfor her.
Maybe it would be awful. Maybe the guards would resort to cannibalism, as guards had reportedly once
donein Siberian prison camps. Y akswould not sustain usindefinitely.

“The child the Colond saved from thelion wasn't injured?’ | asked alittle lamely, changing the
subject.

“No, shewas not.”

“I suppose you put her right back to work,” | said accusingly, dipping back into my asininerole of
“gdlantly insubordinate prisoner, risking dl to defy authority.”

“She choseto, yes. Her mother was standing guard duty. Once Pema recovered from her fright, she



was concerned about your Colond Merridew and she was most uncommonly intrigued by the carcass of
thelion. She was born here, you see. She has seen very few animas. Certainly never asnow lion ...”
The doctor’ s voice drifted off and she returned to humming over Merridew asif | wasn't there, so | |eft.

| returned to the cell without encountering aguard. Thibideaux, Marsh, and Danielson did not seem
tofill the cell properly. We dl kept waiting for Merridew to give usthe decisve word. We did our yoga
and waited for rice. Marsh and Daniel son had picked afew immature green beans.

When the rice came, the guards came with it. It was Two-Gun Tsering, who had once taped my
mouth when | was hysterical in solitary, who scowled ceasdlesdy while | hauled rocks, whose daughter
had amost become lion food. With her was her hushand, Samdup, who held hisweapon firmly while his
wife, stony-faced, gave each of usastandard haf portion, except for Thibideaux, to whom shegave a
full retion.

“What' sgoing on?’ he asked. Marsh asked the woman something in Chinese, so quickly | couldn’t
understand. She made a short answer, her face still stony.

“The kid the lion went for today—that was her kid,” Marsh said.

“I knew that. Isthe extraricefor Merridew, then?” Thibideaux asked, with exaggerated raising of
his brows and wide eyesin the woman' s direction as he pointed to the food.

She made what sounded to me like agrunt and Marsh said, “Nope, it’ sfor you. Y ou' retaking care
of Merridew, Merridew took care of her kid, she' staking care of you.”

“Damn,” Thibideaux said, rolling thericeinto aball and taking abite out of it. “What asystem. | love

“Y ou could share, y'know,” Danielson said.

“Makeit last,” | told Thibideaux. “The doctor isalittle scared we' ve been abandoned by our
suppliers, | think.”

“They cannot abandon us,” the guard said, in English. “Wewill be provided for, no matter what.”

“It’ sbeen two pack trains,” Marsh reminded her, gently for acaptive to hiswarder. “And there' s
been no word from the party searching for the guerrillacamp, has there?’

“They will return. Thereisno way for usto get ‘word’ here”

“They could do an ardrop,” Thibideaux suggested “No! That would betray the security.” Tsering
objected so strenuoudy that the panic in her voice surprised me. I's security asimportant to her asthe
possibility of her daughter starving to death?“ Another pack train will be sent.”

Her eyes darted toward the door and she looked sorry she had softened enough to express
grétitude. | changed the subject. We could use all the dlieswe could get. “Isyour little girl okay?” |
asked, in my best mother-to-mother voice.

“Yes” shesad shortly.

“How oldisshe?’



Her husband said, “It iswiser not to count such thingsin thesetimesin aplacelike this. She was
born on her native soil, and that iswhat matters.”

“Y ou are native Tibetans, then?’ Marsh asked.
“YS.”

“A lot of the guards seem to be. | thought most of the Tibetans were gone and the ones who stayed
hated dl foreigners—especialy the Chinese. So can you tdl me why there are so many of you working
here?’

“That iseasy,” the man said. “We have no place else to go. Less than one hundred twenty years ago
thisland was onerarely seen by foreigners, the people were happy, benevolently ruled by a God-King.”

“Never mind one hundred twenty years ago. Y our grandfather, who told you such astory, was
merely nostagic for the dayswhen hewasarich man,” the woman said sharply. “Before the wedth was
evenly divided among the workers.”

“Y ouwereaworker, Tsering,” the man said just as harshly. “Did wedlth ever filter down to you?’
Toushesad, “Sheisyounger than me. All of her grandparents, her parents, her kin on al sdes, have
been killed. The only stories she knows, the only dreams she has, are those the inveders dlowed her.
Except for Pema, our daughter ...”

“I know other things,” Tsering objected. “But your Stories are too fantastic to be true. | suspect the
truth is somewhere between the lies you were told and the lies | wastold. Certainly not thelies they were
told.” Shewas quiet for amoment, biting her lip, and then with great determination said, “ But thisone
thing | think istrue. Here within this compound are dl of the people any of uswill ever seeagainin our
lifetimes. For me, thanksto your friend, | have kept for atime the most family | ever have had. For you
foreigners, you have no one. | am sorry for this. Y our country has sent you far, to die among strangers. |
have not been kind. Many of us have not been kind. We must stay here, but there is no reason not to be
kind to each other. My nameis Tsering. It ismy job to keep you here, for you are prisoners because of
the harm your people have done to mine. But—if it ispossble, if there is something you need—"

“That’ sred nice of you,” Thibideaux drawled softly. “But it' s the Colond who saved your young'n.”

“Y es, Thibideaux, but you have saved many others. We have learned of this—of the villagesfilled
with disease you took medicinesto and cared for done ... of how you were captured, trying to save yet
another village—and of the prisoners you have hedled here. Y ou have agood heart but we have had to
harden ours toward you until now: no longer.”

They dipped out quietly and a short time later Thibideaux |eft to relieve the doctor tending
Merridew. | lay down on my cement cot and closed my eyes, but no drowsiness would come, only the
closed, hardened young face of Tsering, theflesh set iniits sour grieving lineswhile the mouth tried to
smile and the eyes reflected the doubts Merridew’ s actions had aroused within her about the vaidity of
long-held opinions. | hoped she wouldn’'t be incautious about whom she let know she was getting soft on
us prisoners. Shewouldn’t be able to help us, or her husband either, if anyone learned of their visit or
understood that they had taken Merridew’ s deed personaly. Funny about the husband too. He wasthe
one who had looked pitying when they had taped my mouth whilel wasin solitary. Not abad egg,
perhaps. She had seemed to enjoy being crue but perhapsit wasjust that she knew so well how it was
done. He was the more human of the two. For them to come to usthat way was a brave thing to do, a
risk | wouldn’'t have taken, but I'm glad they took it. Because | believe she sright. We regoing to die



here, among these strangers, most of whom we can't even understand. | will never see Puget Sound,
Tacoma, abox of corn flakes, an automobile or anything else familiar again. I’ ve never exactly had the
lifel wanted NAC-side, but | was't aprisoner of war then ether, with my fate nonnegotiablein
someone ese' s hands. Although the doctor, Tea, Dolmaand evern—sometimes—Wu seemed less
capricious than some of the bosses, professors, and bill collectors |’ d had in the NAC, who were just as
in control of me, though in dightly subtler ways.

The other thing that interests me about Tsering’ slittle speech iswhat she said about Thibideaux's
record as a humanitarian. Apparently our military careers are open booksto our guards. Do they all
crowd around the computer when anew disk comes in with the pack train as people in the Second
World War crowded around the radio and people back home used to crowd around their televisons?

Now what in the hell can that noise be? I’ ve been lying here writing by butter lamp now that the
men are snoring. Just amoment ago there was the funniest sound—I thought it was Danielson, who
grinds histeeth and speaks in tongues aswell as snores, but this sound was more like agrowl, or maybe
awhinewith ayip at the end of it, answered by more of the same. I ve had my own ears cocked for a
minute or two now and—shit! It san avdanche. A dide of rocks and dirt—part of the celling just fdl in
and something is playing hopscotch on the surface above the cell, scampering and thumping around up
there, with more of those weird noises. Doesn’'t seem to bother the men but I’ m going to go rat on
whatever it isto Tsering and Samdup and pray to God I’ m not preventing somebody e se from escaping

by snitching.

THIBIDEAUX AND THE THINGS GOING BUMP IN THE NIGHT ASTOLD
BY VIVEKA VANACHEK, WARRANT OFFICER, PRISONER-ARCHIVIST
AND GIRL REPORTER

Thibideaux had |eft the door to our cell open behind him when he left to resume hisvigil over the
Colonel, and | groped dong thewall and up the stepsto the outer door. Tugging it open, | found mysalf
garing down the barrel of arifle, before the beam of aflashlight blinded me,

“I heard anoise,” | said, very quickly. “Over our cdl.”

“What kind of noise?’ Tsering asked cautioudy. | think she waswondering if her softness on uswas
going to cost her immediately.

Her husband held the wegpon, however, and he lowered it when | told them what I’ d heard.

He disappeared into the darkness and poked around for awhile but shortly returned, shaking his
head.

| didn’t fed like creeping back down into the dark corridor below to the cdll to listen al night for the
noises, 0 | told Tsering, “1 can't deep. | want to keep watch over Merridew with Thibideaux. Isthat all
right?”

Tsering nodded asif that was only proper and escorted me to the infirmary room. For thefirst timel
felt guarded in the sense of protected rather than confined—I was damned glad of her flashlight and her



wespon.

Thibideaux sat dozing on thefloor, his bird beak-sharp nose and chin pointing straight down, his
crossed arms resting on the low cot containing Merridew.

His eyesflew open when | stepped into the room. He rubbed them and stretched his hands toward
thecaling.

“How’ sthe Colond?’ | asked.

“Not dl that hot, dollin’. | can’'t be sure without a scan. May need atransfusion athough his blood
pressure seemsto be stabilizing. He' s till out cold and I' m pretty sure the cat’ simpact screwed up his
spine. There' sacouple of cervica vertebrae that are crunched together. Between you and me, given the
facilities ...” He shrugged. His eyes were bloodshot and his hair matted in tufts from deeping in odd

positions.
“Maybe there' s something Tsering and her husband cando ...”

“Look, Viv, | know that was pretty amazing, them bein’ so human and dl, but | wouldn’t count on
them. They could even belaying atrap for us, you know? Y ou heard the woman’ s husband say she'd
lost therest of her family. Theseain't no indulgent AmCan mamas and daddies buying their kidsall the
latest technotoys that we' retalkin’ *bout here. In thiswar, the adlies and the enemies can be seasoned
veterans by the timethey’ re five years old. And alot more of them are offed for target practice than are
saved from animaswho ought to be extinct.”

“Well, okay, | know I'm therookie in this outfit, but what kind of atrap would they belaying
exactly? They have usin prison dready. They have us bought and paid for. Mind you, I’ ve only read
books on the subject and have little previous experience but it ssemsto me that as prison guards who
have us at the mercy of their every whim, they have refrained from being too terribly whimsicd. They
don’t need to trap us, Thibideaux. We' re aready trapped and so are they.”

“I don't likeit anyway. They don’'t have to be whimsica— life isfuckingwhimsica. Y ou never
know what damfool thing people are going to do next. | mean, my daddy’ s people fished for crawdads
and wrestled dligatorsway back before the alliance and then the corporations poisoned the fucking
swamps, for pity’ssake. They did in the oceans and the forests a the same time and there was nowhere
to fish, nothing to farm ... Y ou know what my parentsdid for aliving, cher? My mamawas abird
cleaner and my paparan areclamation racket called Troubled Waters. He was atanker chaser,
following dong with skimming rigs, waiting for aspill, promising to reorethe areato lifefor afeealittle
smaller than alawsuit would cost. What he couldn’t skim he' d burn or lace with chemicasthat were
worse then the ail, then hel d sdlt the place with farm-fish that lived until he was out of the area. They
caught up with him, eventudly, of course. He was one of the frontline troopsin the early
L ebanese-Libyan wars. Y ou don't fuck with the fuel companies. Mama and me and my brothersand
ssters—there was one for every time Daddy’ d come ashore for awhile—we traveled the coasts,
wherever therewas a spill, cleanin’ up the birds. Mama s money al went to the government, with
whatever Papall€ft, in fines and taxes. The only way we ate was, she didn’t tell them nothing about some
of my brothers and sisters and they kept the two bucks abird they made for cleanin’.”

“Seemslike apretty big jump from bird cleaning to medicine,” | said.

“Nah, not redly. To beagood bird cleaner you got to have the hedin’ handstoo—calm ‘em, like,
while you handle ‘em. And you deve op technique. Then too, my mamaand my ssters were dways



havin’ babiesand | learned to help with that. Bird cleaners can’t afford real doctorin’ so whatever camp
we were in, there was dways somebody needing me. Then when there weren't hardly any birdsto clean
up anymore and the price per bird got so high folks started sending their kids to school to get degreesto
do it, the police started sayin’ you couldn’t move from one place to another and then findly they camein
and cleaned up the bird cleaners, sent dl of usinto thewars. Mama, she did fine, took to the air force
like aduck to water, you might say, cleanin’ up mechanica birds like once she cleaned live ones. We
never redly heard from most of my brothers and sisters anymore—my sisters Marie and Claire, they're
not far, somewhere around Afghanistan, last | heard. And | have a brother name of Gull got itin
Morocco. Therest don't write so good and may be dead by now. Me, on account of | liked to hedl
things, | said I’d beamedic. But truth was, cher, | knew about your whimsicalness way before | got into
the soldierin’ businessjust from dodgin’ your fuel companies and governments and such.”

“I guess| know what you mean,” | said. | was sitting cross-legged on the floor with my back against
thewadll, getting acrick in my neck from looking up a him.

“*Course, sometimes war brings out even more whimsicanessin your fellow man than average, I'll
grant you. When | firgt got to Asia, | landed with an assault force on the beach a Rangoon. Thai
guerrillas had us pinned down with heavy fireand | waslayin’ there with my nosein thedirt tryin’ to be
invisible when someone hollers*Medic' —so I'm amedic so up | go runnin’ toward this supposedly
injured man and suddenly dl thelead intheworld isflyin'’ my way but | makeit to where | hear the cries
and | seethat he' saready wriggled out of range, back down the beach, because he got meto draw his
fire. | guess after dl them years of cleanin’ oily birds, | mustalooked to them likeadttin' duck, but after
acouplethreetimes, | learned. Theinjured were dead men, asfar astheir buddies were concerned, and
medics were good diversonary targets.”

“So didn’t that make you want to stop trying to help people?’

“No, cher. Because what else could | do? 1’ ve got these healin’ hands. The worst part of this prison
thing isthat | don't use ‘em too often, and then | get kind of mean, like. No, what it made me do was
say, fuck your patches and your ‘Thisisour ally and thisisour enemy.’ | just worked on anybody | came
across needed it.”

“That must have gone over big,” | said.

“Wadll, I'll tel you somethin’ nobody el se except Marsh knows, and he can keep his mouth closed
tighter than a Republican senator’ s purse stringswhen he' svotin' on awefarebill.”

“A what?’ | asked and then remembered hearing the grandparents mentioning welfare—government
relief programs, they said. Cometo think of it, the professor with the theory about how NACAF was
formed said the present military system made welfare obsolete. Thibideaux grunted with irritation a being
interrupted and | said, “ Sorry. Go on.”

Thefloor was cold under my rear and the room so dim from the one low-wett bulb granted the
infirmary that | had to strain to make out Thibideaux’ s sharp features.

“I was't exactly in the army anymore when Marsh and me were caught. | was giving mysdf alittle
early discharge and fixin' to take care of the flood victims then makeit over to Mandalay. | met thislady
there ... but wdl, | was till in uniform when we got captured so it didn’t seem worth mentioning.”

“Especidly sinceif you d been taken when you were out of uniform you' d have been shot asa
spy?’ | asked.



“Thereisthat,” he admitted. Then he added, “My turn was comin’ up anyway when the old lady
showed up. There wereten of us, counting Marsh, goin’ into that village. The other seven, they bought it
red quick.”

“Did the Chinese kill them?’

“Nah, just didn’t feed us enough—and there was that epidemic, remember. Them other folks been
inthe field so long their shots were worn out. We dl got the shits and they died— me, | remember little
thingslike shotsso | just got the dysentery and | lived till the old lady come around. She' s somethin’,
heh? Crazy as abedbug but she's not mean like that young one. | don’'t know why they let her just pick
people out to bring in here, but they do. Shetold me | told her what she needed to know while | was
ddiriousand shewas hedin’ me. I’'m glad * cause now that she caught me, | don’t want that o’ ga
throwin” me back ‘less she could throw me clear to Mandalay and | imagine that pretty lady | was on my
wal to see there has clean forgot about poor old Doc by now.”

After amoment he said, “I haven't minded it too much here except it’ sboring. It'snot dirty likethe
other place and it' s maybe astep up from cleanin’ birds, but for some reason, people—not you, dallin’,
you done your share—but everybody else | mean, don’t get real sick real often. | haul rocks good asthe
next fellabut I'm better at medicine. The medical suppliesfrom my kit are about gone now anyway, of
course. You used up alot of ‘em, cher. Didn’'t settle down like the rest of us.”

“I keep expecting thingsto get worse,” | told him. “Or—I did. Any more though, | don’t know. For
draconian cruelty thisisrather an uningpired bunch, don’t you think?”

“What about those bruises on you when you miscarried?’
“I did that mysdf,” | said shamefacedly. “ Freaked out.”

He shook hishead once sharply, asif clearing hisears, “Well, that’ swhat you said but we didn’t
believeyou.”

“True, I'm afraid. Of course, they were pretty nasty when | started screaming—came and tied me
down and taped my mouth over.”

“They do that. When | first come here, they knocked me around alittle, trying to get metotell ‘em
something they could use. When | started into hollerin’ though, they taped my mouth and | don’t see
how | was supposed to tell *em anything. | figure they are till worried about the building caving in and
figure screaming and such could knock something loose.”

“A smple explanation would have sufficed,” | said stiffly, but actudly, it wouldn't have, snce
hystericsinterfere with one' s ability to be reasonable about things and anyhow, an explanation thet the
building actudly was in danger of falling in on mewould scarcely have been therapeutic.

Merridew groaned and Thibideaux bent over him, humming.
“What isit that you and the doctor hum to quiet him?” | asked.

“Wadll, | don't know about her, but I'm hummin’ alittle snatch of ‘ Jolie Blonde.” It was my mama's
favorite coon-ass fais-dodo song and she set alot of store by it, so | figureit’ s probably got as much
power asthe next thing,” he admitted after amoment. “We got nothin” else to help him with right now,
and these folks got different ways of curin’ | haven't heard of before. If hummin’ helps, | just hopethe
Colond likes Cgun music.”



His humming was interrupted by alight scrabbling on the roof overhead, and a heart-rending yowl
liketheone | had heard in our cell. After amoment there was another, more unearthly than thefirst.

“Spooks?” Thibideaux asked, only haf joking.

“Y ou figure the monks they murdered to take over this place come back on the anniversary of their
massacre to haunt it or something?’ | wasjeering, but | was shivering while | did it.

He mulled that over for amoment. “Nah,” he said, and whisked to the door, and lightly left and
closed it behind him. | didn’t hear hisfootsteps at dl, but in another moment he ducked back in and
gestured to meto follow. | did, asquietly as possible.

Themist had dl blown away and the moon nestled in the cleft of the mountain, which glinted white
and horned asthe crown of Iss. | saw my way clearly and moved as noiselesdy as| ever have, following
Thibideaux. Despite the moonlight, the top of theinfirmary lay in deep shadow cast by the canopy. As
my eyes adjusted to the darkness, Thibideaux put hisfinger to hislips and pointed to arock on the
top—arock which wriggled, squirmed, and opened white sharp teeth to yowl again. Not ghosts.
Demons? The Tibetans a one time had been very big on demons, which may have explained the lack of
guards rushing out to investigate. | leaned closer and saw that the rock was blurred and furry in outline.
Then another portion writhed and yowled, outlining ears and amuzzle and one foot, pawing at the moon.

Thibideaux had been quietly pulling off his pgjama jacket and motioned meto do the same. | did,
shivering in earnest now and feding embarrassed aswell. The prison wardrobe didn’t feature ingtitutiona
brassieres or even T-shirts and although | had seen women working barechested on the hill on warm
days, that sort of National Geographic loca color wastheir bag, not mine. Assoon as| held the jacket
in my hands, outspread like amatador’ s cape, Thibideaux nodded to me to emulate his movements and
dovefor thetoothy pilein front of us. | dove too, and momentarily | even made contact with something,
until it bounced inthe air, taking mewith it, and when the stony ground rared up to jar my teeth loose and
bruise me from neck to kneecap, there was nothing underneath my shirt but rocks.

Thibideaux’ straining asabird cleaner camein handy at catching other dippery thingsand as| raised
my battered body from the ground, he kndlt triumphantly, juggling abulging pgamatop. It churned from
within, thewhole thing dive, spitting, hissng, growling and yowling furioudy, throwing claws and teeth out
the openings of the shirt.

“Come on, baby lion,” Thibideaux said to the squalling bag of pit and claws. “OI’ Doc’ sgon’ be
your daddy now.”

| retrieved my pgjamatop and pulled it on, pulling the deeves down over my handsas| helped him
haul the cat down thelittle dope leading to the door of the infirmary. About that time, the guards showed
up, Tsering, Samdup, and two others from the perimeter | hadn’t noticed before.

“What isit? Shoot it!” one of the newcomers said.

“No,” | said, sincel didn’t want them to do that, especidly since Thibideaux and | were wrapped
around it.

Thibideaux disregarded them entirely as| freed ahand to open the infirmary door while he carried
the bundle inside and the guards crowded after.

“What isit?’ Tsering asked.



“A demon,” someone ese said authoritatively.
“It'sno demon, it’san orphan,” Thibideaux said. “ Somebody go get meabox to pinitin.”

Samdup opened the door again and dipped out but Tsering raised a pistol and aimed it a the bundle
howling bloody murder in Thibideaux’ sarms. “Areyou nuts?’ | screeched in English, because my brain
wouldn’t trand ate quickly enough to stop her. “ Y ou'll bring the house down for sure,” and pointed at the
ceiling. Someone swept her gun aside and someone e se closed in on Thibideaix, trying to take the
bundle away from him. Thibideaux, of course, didn’t want to let go and the pgjama shirt came loose and
aflash of paefur streaked away from them, straight toward the guards, jumped into the air, onto
Merridew, up to the top of the cabinet where the few supplies were kept and back down the side,
bounding from wall to wal, shedding fur and spraying spittlein itswake.

Likethe playersin some sort of pajamaed basketba | team, we hopped stiff-legged from side to
Sde, trying to corner the cub in the small room whileit yowled, spat, and took warning swipes at uswith
claws splayed into ninjagtars.

Itsearslaid back and its eyeswide with anger and fear, the cub screamed at us and kept screaming
until suddenly | was shoved aside by a plastic milk crate. Thibideaux took the crate and, with the rest of
us as ahuman pen, cornered the cub and held it down. Paws shot out in al directions, teeth gnawed at
the plastic, but the cat was trapped.

Tsering once more leveled her gun at it but the weapon was knocked aside and Dr. Terton stepped
infront of her. Ascamly asif shewaswaiting for abus, the old woman stood between the gun and the
cat, which was trapped under the milk crate by alacerated and bleeding, but triumphant, Thibideaux.

Dr. Terton knelt about two feet from the crate and, asfar as| could tell, smply looked at the
embeattled, spitting cat. | certainly didn’t hear anything over the din the creature was making, but first one
claw disengaged itself from the flesh of Thibideaux’ s bloody palm, then the teeth closed with amere nip
to the plastic cage rather than a snap, a second paw didodged itself from trying to disembowel
Thibideaux, and the other two withdrew into the cage, to join the body in atight crouch. After atime, the
earsroseto points, thetail dowed from arapid jerk to aquiet question mark, and the grest glittering eyes
focused on the old woman, who was crooning to it, singing to it, like one of those snake charmersin the
stories, except thiswas a cat. The anima’ s ears pricked forward, to catch more of the croon, its pudgy,
kittenish front paws did forward and its chin settled onto them with amaost aclump, the back legs
sprawled out and the eyes closed. Still crooning, the old woman made an impatient gesture with her hand
to Thibideaux indicating that he should stand away from the milk carton, which hedid. Shelifted the
carton off the cub, scooped the cat into her arms and walked off withit.

“| was going to do that next,” Thibideaux said. “What she did. It'san old anima-taming trick.”

“Bullshit,” | said, and asked Tsering for water to wash hiswounds, noticing as| lifted my hands
again that trickles of blood were running down my own arms from my encounter with the cub’ slitter
mete.

Tsaring returned with a Russan-style helmet full of water, haf of which doshed out when she
dropped it into my hands, made a sharp about-face, and |eft, barking after her for the othersto follow.

“Y ou think she' s pissed because we caught the cub?’ | asked Thibideaux.

“Nah, she' sjust being hard-core again. | told you—"



The doctor shoved open the door then and Thibideaux interrupted himsalf to ask, “What did you do
withthecat?’

“I fed her,” she said. “ And put out food for her brother. | have her inacel for now. Tomorrow |
will set atrgp for the other.”

“Some high-class camp we' rein here, Vanachek, just us politica prisonersand astray cat or
two—serioudy, Doc, how did you do that? | heard of soothin” acritter down but never that fast.”

“Wasit hypnosis?’ | asked.
“Of asort,” shesaid. “I believe you are familiar with the technique, Dr. Thibideaux?’

“Yes, ma am. It smostly thinking like an animd. But I’m not so amighty quick asyou areand |
thought | was one of the best...”

“Do not discommode yoursdlf, my dear Thibideaux. The snow lion isthe guardian beast of Tibet. |
share with it an affinity which no outsider can hopeto atain. | thought perhaps | might live without seeing
such acreature again and yesterday, when Nyima precipitoudy shot the mother of the cubs, | mourned
perhaps more profoundly, | admit, than | would have had the victim been your Colond Merridew. But
you have found the cubs and when the other is located, we shall protect them here, aswe will the yaks
and any other creatures who find their way to our valey.”

“That'sgreat,” | said. “But what are you going to feed the cats? A child aday?”’

“There are rodents in abundance,” the old woman said, and added, with arather gruesome twinkle,
“and, of course, when our food has run out, there will be corpsesto dispose of.”

“Y ou aren’t expecting another pack train, then?’

“I didn’'t say that but we seem to have been forgotten, wouldn't you say?’ Oddly, her tone was one
of grim satisfaction and | thought, * The old girl has flipped out, gone around the bend, her motherboard
has bit off half abite more than it can chew.’

“Maam, I’ ve been thinkin',” Thibideaux said. “1f we'real on our way out, don’t you think maybe
it' sgoing to take more than one person doctorin’ to make the end alittle easier for everybody?’

“I didn’t say wewerein any such condition, Dr. Thibideaux, but your suggestion contains merit,
nevertheless” she said after adeep search of hiseyeswith her own.

“Wadl, you know and | know I’m not ared doctor, with alicense and adegree and all, but I’ ve got
alot of experience and maybe you could sort of show me some things—"

“Do | undergtand that you are asking for ingtruction?”
“Wdll, yes, ma am, you might put it that way ...”

“Then perhaps you will want to return for some deegp, Miss Vanachek? Dr. Thibideaux and | have
much to discuss and you and L obsang have important tasksin the morning which will require your aert
atention.”

Having had agrest dedl of experience at knowing when | was not wanted, | took the hint and |eft.



SCOUTING PARTY

Another pack train, more of a scouting party thistime, Snce they expected to be carrying nothing
back, departed for the rendezvous point, taking with them the last of the yak meat. Only one cow, a
heifer, and abull remain and those are to be used for breeding stock, Wu says. We are still on half
rations, athough we prisoners continue to do pretty well with our vegetable supplements. The guards are
s0 listless and tired they stay on the perimeter and deep on the rock piles, when they’ re not too edgy to
do so.

We'real edgy these days, asthe war seemsto be coming closer. Rumblingsin the mountains echo
back to us, sending rocks skittering and bouncing down the surrounding dopes. Thibideaux isamong us
very rarely. He spends dl histime mixing sdt water and sterilizing needlesto inject the Colond with
fluids. The Colone remains comatose, though his lacerations and deep wounds, oddly enough, are
heding very wdll.

The day was beautiful and clear thismorning as | waked to the command bunker, and | was
enjoying the sght of the crystalline mountains soaring above our greenery and rocks when the guards
suddenly herded everyone back in from thefidld. | heard adistant whine, far softer than the buzz of a
bee, and beyond the canopy, over the farthest dopes, awink in the sky. We seldom see aircraft around
here, and the guards, without knowing whose plane the visitor might be, did not want it to see us.

SCOUTING PARTY RETURNS

The scouting party returned, as we thought, empty-handed, but the leader, one of the younger
guards whose name | never caught, rushed right over to headquarters and was closeted with Wu and
Terton most of the morning, as| know because every time | passed Wu'sdoor it was closed.

DAY AFTER SCOUTING PARTY RETURNED

Lobsang wasin the library, bent over the computer when | arrived. | was halfway across the room
before he heard me, and he punched two buttons. His expression changed subtly too, from studied,
grave concentration to his goofy engineer stance, and he made alittle show of scratching histemple and
scribbling notesand said, “Ah, Viv, | am finding something of plumb perplexity here that we should be
discussng—"

“Reglly?

“Yes, | am. You see here?’ he pointed to something on the screen. Hewasin the Earl Grey
program again, the screen split in half, showing rubble with astrange, semicircular space on one side and
along corridor with abump in the middle on the other. “ Thisis new areawe are going to uncover. | am
thinking that with these airplanes so near, and maybe bombings, we should be making stronger our
underground so they are not collgpsing again, you see?’

| nodded. “I’ d see better if we could go back to the origind avdanche, | think. Show me those
pictures and when you first started restorations. All of therooms.” | thought | could get him to seethe
seed room, the storage rooms, and maybe point them out that way, but the rooms weren’t labeled in the
origina structure, except generdly as* storage cells and extra accommaodation.” Tea breezed right by
them and | couldn’t quite locate the one | knew contained the seeds. It wasidentical with the other



rooms on that level, so much so that on two of my initia foraysto that room, I’d had to open afew other
doors before | located the seed room.

But Teawasflipping pag, to the pictures of thefirst parties of prisoners arriving on the dope where
the camp now stood. In the pictures there was nothing but devastation—and thistime | recognized
Danidson, Tea, Dolma, Tsering, Samdup and Wu, dl looking very much then asthey do now, though it
seemed to me Daniel son looked considerably older in the picture than he does now—yprobably, |
thought, because of what he endured in that previous, crueler camp.

“Y ou must have been working pretty fast on getting this reconstruction project going,” | ventured,
watching him out of the corner of my eye. Hisface didn’t exactly close off in that hogtile way some
peopl€ s do when they don’t want to tell you something. He just very carefully pulled down the shutters
and alowed only the merest glimmer of something that could have been amusement to peek out at me. “I
mean,” | said, “at the rate we ve been going I’ d think this had taken years and”—the headache pounced
with avengeance and | leaned back and rubbed my neck and temples—"and nobody |ooks much older.”

“Some spa, eh, Viva?’ he said, fobbing me off with ajoke, and | didn’t pressfurther. But it's
perplexing. The men have told me that they’ ve been here a very long time and have been busting rocks
amost aslong asthey can remember. Of course, | redize alittle rock busting can go along way. Right
then | couldn’t concentrate on it any longer because of the headache, which | sill have twinges of, even
now, it'sso ferocious.

Findly, | saw an opportunity and said, “1 think we should carefully check every sngleroomin the
lower excavations, one by one, move stuff away from the walls, sarting in that storage area, perhaps,
until we see dl the weaknesses and strengths and, incidentally, any important artifacts that we may have
overlooked.”

“Yes” hesad, nodding in ameasured way. “Yes, | seethevaue of this. | am now finding us
helmets and flashlights and will be meeting you back here pronto.”

As soon ashewas gone | punched up Earl Grey but the headache and the graininess of the early
vid-film convinced methat while my earlier perception was correct, | couldn’t find out more at present. |
tapped Darjeding again and, passing the Colone for the time being, accessed Thibideaux’ s Constant
Comment file. The case history agreed with what he had told me, and the added press release said,
“Today ... aveteran’ shospita in Baton Rouge, Louisana, and an orphanage in Cal cutta were dedicated
to the memory of Sgt. Henri Duchamps Thibideaux. Thibideaux, popularly believed by some Indiansto
be the reincarnation of the saintly Mother Teresa....” | got no further than that because | was laughing
too hard.

And something was flashing at the bottom of the screen. “ Current Bulletin,” it said. | wished to God
they hadn’t blacked out the date.

The Liberated Lebanon Government today in Beirutdeclined the offer of the North American
Continental Allied Forcesto aid themin their struggle against the rival United Lebanese
Government. The LLG, which announced last week that it had successfully acquired a major
nuclear device, said that it saw NACAF’ s simultaneous offer to aid the ULG as a conflict of
interests. Prime Minister Chaya Rabinowitz of Israel and the Ayatolla Mohammed of Iraniag have
pledged to “ fight fire with fire.” NACAF has called an emergency meeting of all allied nations to
discuss trade embargoes and other peaceful means of controlling the situation.



Lookslike everybody out thereis till at the samelittle games, only now there are new players
NACAF hasn't figured out how to control yet. | can't get too worked up about this, aslong asit’ s been
going on, but neither could | suppress aflutter of pure panic as| read. The people of Lebanon haven't
known peace since before my grandparents  time. Many of them, like the Iraniaguis, believethat if they
diein battle they go straight to heaven. They don't seem very likely to restrain themsalves for fear of

screwing up somebody else' slifestyle.

Even without the date, this had to be new information. Maybe the supply chopper had dropped
something after all. Maybe thiswas what Wu and the scout team had been conferring about and it had
been put into the computer for Tea—and me?— and the others to see and ponder.

| pondered so hard that | didn’t hear Teareenter the library. Fortunately, he didn’t come right up to
the table again, but waited in the doorway. | punched back to Earl Grey and off.

“Just checking that storage areaagain,” | told him, knowing, even then, that he knew | waslying,
and | knew that hewas, if not lying, definitdy hiding something—though how much | couldn’t tdll. “1
guess|’m ready now.”

| decided to end the game as soon as possible, especialy snce | had suggested time-consumingly
thorough searches of dl therooms. | took him straight to the seed room and beamed my flashlight
directly on the Burpee packets.

Teashone hisown light onto the celling and said, “ These shorings-up are okay, al right.”

And | said, enunciating carefully and with full emphasisand in loud ringing tones, “ Oh! Look!
Seedd”

He nodded and continued to check the ceiling corners. | put my hand on his arm, picked up a seed
packet, and thrust it into his hand.

“Seeds” | said. “Y ou know. For growing plants.”
“They are dehydrated?’ he asked, hisface till turned upward to the cobwebs. “Y ou add water?’
“Yes, and sunlight and diirt.”

“Andwhat,” he asked, veering the flashlight to the opposite corner, “are we wanting with more
plants?’

“We are wanting to egt them,” | said, dmost yellingiit.

“Ah,” he said, and turned his face back toward me and | saw that he was grinning, had been grinning
the wholetime, probably. “Then it isgrub you arefinding, isit?’

“Itisif wegetit planted.”
“Then we should be telling Commandant Wu of this...” he prodded.

“I sort of thought maybe you could do it done,” | said. “Chain of command and dl that and—unh,
she doesn't like me much.”



“Also, maybe, the other prisoners might think you should have kept this secret for their sake?” The
bright light of the work lamp in the hall cast shadows on his pitted face that made it look full of moon
craters, but his eyes glittered with a combination of humor and anger and acomplexity of other, subtler
things— flickerings of thought and fedling | did not understand except that in that moment | understood
that he had known al dong. For his own reasons he had been waiting for me to make a point of it to him.
Asl| have previoudy had reason to note, while his goofinessis undoubtedly genuine, thereisagresat dedl
moreto him than that.

Fedling foolish, | did not wish to pursue the subject further, but he said, “No, Viv, itisyour claim,
this. I will not accept credit, but will go with you to spesk to my wife.”

I held my handstightly together to stop them shaking as we entered WU’ s office, despite Tea's
comforting presence. | was glad that he wasthere, even if he had set me up. | was afraid, however, that
whatever other undiscovered strengths lurked as yet unexcavated beneeth his craggy skin might not
include the gutsto stand up to hisferocious little wife and the willingness to do so on my behalf.

But there were other differences between this audience with LaWu and my previous ones. The
guards on duty were Dolma, which explained her absence from the library thismorning, and Tsering.
Tsering looked grumpy from loss of deep but was painstakingly careful to look past and through meat all
times. That reassured me. Before Merridew saved her daughter’ slife, Tsering used to glare menacingly
and bounce her riflein her palms. Not being looked at was a big improvement.

Damn Teaanyway. | had trusted him and he seemed very smug and unconcerned, though no less
amiableto methan ever. | didn’t understand why he hadn’t followed my hints earlier and taken the credit
for finding the seedsinstead of, as | had thought he would, having to accept the blame for not discovering
them earlier. The computer was on Wu' s desk and she was tapping at it when we camein, and she took
severd more minuteswith it asif she hadn’t noticed usthere dl dong.

“Yes?' sheasked frodtily, though her eyesregarded Teawith severa degrees more warmth than her
voiceindicated.

In Tibetan, Teainformed her that | had something to say to her.
Shelifted abird-wing brow in my direction.

Alsoin Tibetan, | told her, “ One of the lower cdlsin the excavation isfilled with seeds. We could
make agarden.”

“Why would we do such athing?Who hastime for such activity? Do you not have enough to do?’

“Y ou know that aswell as| do, surely. A garden would feed us.” | took a deep breath and admitted
even more, not only because maybe I’ d just get one punishment for two crimes that way but dso
because | was sick of the gamesand if | wanted to talk straight to her, then | had to be straight myself.
“The ones|”—I wouldn’t involve the other prisonersif | could help it, remembering the Colond’s
admonition—"have planted are dready yidding well, and maybe you know that. Y ou probably aso
know that I’ ve seen the bulletin. Maybe the people out there are too preoccupied with the crisisin
L ebanon to remember to feed us”

“The state will provide,” she said smoothly. It was a stupid answer, in keeping with her role but not
appropriate to the stuation. | glanced at Teain timeto see him making apained face a her, as|
protested, “But the pack trains are returning empty.”



“The pack trains are our business,” she replied loftily, “and it just SO happensthat we have just
dispatched another one which is certain to meet with success.” Then with aglance a Tea she added,
“However, it occursto methat your suggestion may have merit. Y ou prisoners have too much time on
your hands these days. A garden will be a congtructive project for you and also for some of theidle
gaff.”

To Taring she said, “ Y ou will issue the contents of the storeroom only after writing down whét is
dispensed to theinmates and staff members. Staff will be informed that the extrafood will beissued only
to those who participate in planting and tending, excepting only members of the pack trainswhilethey are
inthe field. Two days out of every seven should be sufficient for most. Prisonerswill plant asthey clear
their plots and may keep aquarter of their produce for barter purposes unless| say otherwise. Y angzom,
you will inventory the contents of the room and will be held accountable for it. Find those among the
prisoners or aff with agricultura training—many of the Chinese prisoners have served in collectives at
one time or another—and seek advice for what you do not know about where the seeds should be
planted and proceed accordingly. Vanachek appears to have some opinions on the matter. She will be
happy, I’ m sure, to devote afew extra hours daily to helping you in addition to her regular duties.

Captain Taring has more pressing responsibilities. Now, then, | have told you wheat to do. Everyone
has plenty of work so thereisno further need for you to disturb mine.”

Taring nudged me and we marched from her office. | couldn’t imagine what had come over her. She
had never before seemed the kind of woman to let good sense overwhelm her néative tendency for
gratuitous nagtiness. Perhaps the doctor was softening her up or maybe it wasjust that killing something
the day before had mellowed her.

Dolmatouched my shoulder briefly when she thought Tsering wasn't looking, and Tsering watched
me from the corner of her eye asif she was afraid she' d need to call for adtraitjacket soon. I’'m not sure
whether she had trouble understanding why | didn't tell about the seedsin thefirst place or why | told at
dl.

Dolmaand | spent the rest of the day with the new project.

“Lobsang saysthat we must inventory thisroom anyway for our work with him, so we may aswell
gart now,” Dolmasaid.

I couldn’'t work up any enthusiasm and | worked mechanically. We accomplished quite abit, I'm
sure, because we cataloged seedsfor hours, but | felt like the princessin “Rumpdtiltskin” trying to spin
roomfuls of straw into gold. No matter how many seed bags we counted, we didn’t seem to make a dent
in the room. Toward |late afternoon, Samdup arrived, escorting afragile-looking Chinese man. * Tsering
has been interrogating the prisoners. This man has been a prisoner at four agricultura work camps. He
will help us dispense any seeds dready covered by your inventory and direct how they may be planted.
Tsering has aso located four other persons with appropriate experience, but sheis still convincing them
to admit it.”

“ She' snot torturing them surely?” | asked, alarmed.

“No. Shewished to, | think, but instead she has instructed Pemato work beside the suspects and
beinquisitive. Sincethelion attack, everyonetalksto Pema.”

The Chinese man gave asmal shaky smileand said in avoice asthin astheair. “Even me. And |
pride mysdf on trusting no one. Isit true? Are we to have extrafood?’



Dolma nodded sharply. “Y es, but you must help. Everyone must work extra hours planting and
clearing more ground. Over here’—she indicated the pitifully smal pile—"are the seedswe have
inventoried.”

He and Samdup departed loaded down with bags of seed. | watched them go and sighed.

Dolmasaidto me, “It isvery good that you found thisroom, Viva Aren't you happy that we will
have more to eat? Wu was very pleased, | think, though of course she never showsit.”

“ She should have been pleased,” | said. “For some reason she and Good Old Lobsang Tea Taring
had it arranged between them that | would be the oneto find the seeds so that it would be up to meif the
camp starved or not. They knew al along that room wasthere. Taring as much astold me so. | though he
was different. | thought you were—"

She dumped her seed bag onto the inventoried pile, dusted her hands noisily on her hipsand glared
at mefor half asecond before lowering her bottle-lensed eyes, her mouth set in ahard line. We worked
in slence for what seemed like hours before she said, in avoice astight as the rope between a
mountaineer who has fallen and the one attached to him on the cliff above, “Did it ever occur to you that
perhaps we had no way of knowing if you, too, could be trusted?’

“Wadll, | can't,” | told her, “so forget it. I'm aprisoner of war just like my cellmates, just like those
men out there. And you’ re one of my guards. Taring isone of my guards. My loyalty isto my fellow
prisonersand | only told because |—"

“Because you don't redlly seethe difference, do you?’ Taring asked softly in Tibetan from the
doorway. He nodded to Dolmaasif to say, “You see?” and walked off, his shoulders alittle tighter than
usua but otherwise totally unconcerned.

| returned to the cdll late last night to find Marsh apparently already adeep, hisfaceto thewadl, and
Danidson waiting up for me.

His voice was quiet—too quiet—and in the dark | could fed him clenching and unclenching hisfists
ashesaid, “They wormed it out of you, huh?’ he asked. “ They found al the other vegetables and
confiscated them for the camp pot. Y our momo isover there. It has vegetablesin it tonight. | hope you're

heppy.”

The accusation in hisvoice matched that in my own head but | was, of course, immediately on the
defensve. When someone who can break your neck as easily aslooking at you is peeved with you,
defensiveness seemsonly smart. | talked fast. “Not redly, but they knew about it aready. Mmm, good
momao. Y ou' ve got to admit the veggies have improved the chow.” | keep forgetting Du has no sense of
humor. The fists were clenched now and despite his quiet voice | thought he' d be pacing if there had
been room. “Look,” | said more serioudy, “it’snot going to be so bad. Apparently they were testing me
somehow or other and they were pleased that | told them about the seeds.”

“I'll bet. Now they probably figure they can get you to tdl anything.”

“Maybe that’ swhat they think and maybe that’ swhat you think but what in the hell isthereto tell?
They know all about you guys, right down to the memorials that have been named after you since you
were captured. Did you know there’ s a crematory mound named after you?’

“What are you taking about?’ His hands remained open, though on hiships. Hisvoice was alittle
louder now, more normal.



“| saw it on the camp computer. And there' s some kind of peace prize givenin Marsh’s name. And
Thibideaux has orphanages and hospitals named after him.”

“Bullshit”

“I tell you | saw it on the computer. And you know what else| saw?’ | told him about the Situation
in Lebanon.

He shrugged. “ That kind of shit’'salways going on.”

Marsh sat up suddenly. He hadn’t been deeping, just listening. “ Sounds worse than usual to me,
Du.” He asked meto repest everything | could remember about the communiqué, said, “Hmm,” and
rolled back over to facethewall again.

“Look, you guysaredl somekind of heroesand I’ m just awashed-up perpetud student,” | said as
Danielson continued looking stormy and Marsh feigned deep. “ They knew about the seeds dready and |
didn’t see why people should go hungry—God, Marsh, surely you can relate to that. For pity’ s sake, |
wouldn't tell them anything that could hurt any of you ...”

Marsh sat up again and said in acareful, overly patient voice everybody seemed to be using with me
that day, “L ook, Vanachek, these people may not be quite up to the old Khmer Rouge or the SS
Standards as prison guards but that’ s what they are. The strategy for “reeducating” prisonersisvery
devious. There sawaysatrick. Probably they’ Il et us plant the food and then take it away from us. Or
use the barter portions to establish power cliques within the prisoner ranks and divide us against each
other that way. Whileit' strue we ve never been as badly fed asin other places and have been treated
pretty mildly, asthese places go, they don’'t dways use physical meansto get to us. They’veleft usaone
before except for the work but now one part of that’s winding down. So maybe the game plan is
changing. Thething in Lebanon worriesmealittle”

“I told you, Marsh,” Danielson began, “new countries are dways getting nukes.”

“Not anymore, Du. | told you about that part of my work. Even NACAF doesn't have the nuclear
forceit once had, and neither does the PRC or the Soviets. Disarmament took care of the overstock and
NACAF has been taking care of the Stuation in the allied countries—and that’ s nearly everybody, for
quiteawhile now. | should know. | don’t like the idea of awild nuke in a place like Lebanon, where
thereisatradition of not giving ashit.”

“I guessalot of water has gone under the bridge since | got taken out, huh?” Danielson asked.
“| guesss0.”

Danidson lay down too. “Vanachek?’

“What?'

“A crematory mound? Named after me? | wonder if Sherry wasthere. | guess she must think I'm
dead.”

Slegp did not come eadily. | lay awake listening to Danielson bresthe lest he change hismind again
and decideto kill me after al just to be on the safe Sde. As| listened, my own breathing and heart rate
dowed to maich his.



I lay on my left Side, facing him, watching the silhouette of hisrib cagerise and fal, deeper darkness
in the darkness surrounding us. My ear rested on the stone of my cot and as| lay there watching, | began
to hear the echo of my heart, my bregth, Danielson’ s bresth, rising through the stone, reverberating in my
eqr.

| had one of the sort of dreams | had when | wasin solitary, and afterward, when | was sick. |
haven't had any in along time. I’ ve missed them. This one wasn't exactly like the others. There were no
people thistime, only an awareness of avast place filled with something that started out as a heartbest, a
respiration, and swelled to become not just a chant but asong. Visudly, | don’t remember much except
for apattern of many interlocking segments shifting dowly, redigning into something that caused meto
wake up smiling, before the men, to jot dl of thisdown inmy journd.

PLANTING THE GARDEN, DAY 1

| spent today aboveground with the other prisoners. Marsh was setting charges, blowing up
boulders under the supervision of armed guards, and the other prisoners and | hauled the fragments
away. The ground ismostly clear now. The huge boulderswere the last of it. Many had been broken up
before with dedgehammers, and there’ s a good open space to plant. Soft wavesin the ground remain
where ancient terraces held garden before.

The terraces puzzle me. Much of Nepdl is till sharply terraced in places where it hasn't been farmed
for years. Perhaps hereit’ s because of the avalanche ripping away so much of the soil and pilingitupin
other placesthat the earth has begun in such ashort time to regain more natural contours. But that’sjust
one of the thingsthat puzzle me. Whileit's not inconceivable that so much work would get donein such a
ghort time with the technology available NAC-side, dl of this has been done by hand. It must have taken
along time, though I admit I’'m unaccustomed to hand-done processes and have no clear ideajust what
kind of time would haveto beinvolved.

And it'snot just Danielson’s picture that bothers me. There' sthe business with Marsh too; the
Tropica American Park Service (TAPS) was established before | was born. Marsh remembers his
father being killed during the depopulation. And there’ s Thibideaux’ s story too. Although
eco-reclamation is till definitely the top domestic industry of NAC, there have been no ail tankersin my
lifetime. What little oil is needed these daysis piped underground and underwater with the best
technology money can buy.

I’'m alittle more aware of the reclamation stuff than many people becauseit’'s how my grandparents
made their money and the reason they lived in a cabin in the woods—they planted the woods. Granddad
put in the first seedlings on the site of aformer state forest clear-cut by what he called the lumber
maggots of the previous century. Technocrats and the military may have little use for wood, but civilians
likeit, both cut and growing, as astatus-building and landscaping component. All of which
meant—what? Danielson’ s picture, Marsh' sfather, Thibideaux’ s bird-cleaning youth—none of them fitin
with my knowledge of what NAC was. Maybe it was aregiona thing. Since | come from what was
traditionaly timber country, maybe | only knew about timber. But Puget Sound had once had its share of
oil spillstoo, and Washington soldiers had helped with the “ mopping up” of what was now TAPS, and
Washington peace activists had been arrested and even executed for aiding refugees. Something else too.
Something about the memorids.

I’ m too tired to think about it anymore and my head till achesfrom being out inthe sun dl day. It
was a beautiful day, the mountains sharp and frosted as etched glass. Since | failed to conveniently find a
storeroom full of hoes, shovels, rakes, harrows and such when | found the seeds, we dug furrows with



our hands, and hauled water from the pond located where the lake used to be. My hands and back are
killing me, have been killing meal day, but | must say | enjoy coming out of the closet with thisfarmwork
business. I've had lots of worthless jobsin my life and studied alot of subjectsthat prepared mefor
absolutely nothing, and by contragt it' s a pleasure to make lovely rows and fed nicewarm dirt ill gritty
from the dust of the stones.

Everyone el se seemed to enjoy the change of pace too. At first some of the guards seemed to fedl a
sense of lese-mgjeste about performing the same task asthe prisoners, and stood around posing with
their weapons as usual, but then Dr. Terton strolled out among us, grinned asif somebody had given her
ahuge present, and squatted down to scoop out arow of her own, caling to Tsering, who was guarding
the seed bags, to bring her some spinach, adding that she was partid to spinach and hoped it would grow
quickly. Tsering took the spinach seedsto her, then began digging another row with the stock of her rifle,
barking at her little girl Pemato move the stonesin her path. The stonesthat were too big for the child to
move, Tsering detoured around. And then another plane overflew us within hearing distance and one of
the guards who was still guarding yelled and pointed us al back up toward the cover of the canopy. We
didn't makeit, but Dr. Terton and al of the guards hit the ground and we prisoners autometicaly did the
same, asif we were no more anxious to have the camp discovered than the guards and wanted the plane
to perceive us, if at dl, as corpses strewn on afresh battlefield. | felt the sudden coolness asthe plane's
shadow obscured the sunlight but it flew heedlesdy on and since | waslying facedown | didn’t see how
near it came.

PLANTING, DAY 10: FRESH CORN AND MERRIDEW’'S MIRACLE

Maybe that comparison with Mother Teresain Thibideaux’ sfileisn’t so farfetched after dl, Ssncehe
seemsto have wrought amiracle cure. | got permission to take some vegetables to the infirmary today to
make abroth for the Colond, thinking he might be able to absorb alittleif | trickled it into hismouth. The
vegetables are growing like bad weeds, a an accelerated rate | don't recall reading about in any
horticulture books anywhere, so | was able to claim onions, carrots, celery and some of thefirst of the
doctor’ s spinach, which sprang up asif a her command.

ThibideaLix, wearing arather stunned grin, met me at the door and when | looked around him, | saw
why. The Colonel, who was supposed to have two crunched cervica vertebrae, which should have
paralyzed him, and abroken leg and scrambled brains, and who haslain immobile on the cot ever since
thelion attack, painfully propped himself up on one ebow and rasped ahoarse greeting.

“My God,” | whispered to Thibideaux, “what did you do to him.”

“I told you | got the hedin” hands, dollin’,” Thibideaux replied, sounding asif hedidn’'t quite believe
the explanation himself. “Ol’ Doc Terton, she' sgot ‘em too. | guessthistime what with the two of usand
al, we put alittle morejuice into it and— uh—well, you see how the Colond is. Course, | suppose|
could have been wrong about how bad hurt he was to begin with but I da sworn on astack of Bibles|
wasright.” He shook his head wonderingly and stepped aside so that | could greet Merridew.

“Hello, sr. Welcome back to theland of theliving,” | said with sickroom cheeriness, setting down
my vegetables and knedling beside the cot, so the Colond wouldn’'t have to strain hisvoiceto talk to me.

He gave mealong look out of eyesthat on a Caucasian would have been black and blue but on him
were adeeper, swollen dark purple stain on his brown face. Around hisirises, both eyeswere red and
yellow as eggs that had been incubated too long, but as direct and intelligent asthey ever had been. His
head was much less misshapen and the places where Thibideaux had sewed his scalp back together were



healing so well helooked less like something out of ahorror vid and more asif he had atouch of mange.
“God, Vanachek,” he said after returning my scrutiny. “Y ou' refilthy.”

| smiled at him. He was definitely returning to normd. “We farmers are like that, Sir. Neverthdess,
as|’m sureyou' ve heard, we' re the salt of the earth. Speaking of sdlt, | forgot it, but I’ ve brought
something for arecovery celebration dinner.”

| prepared the broth, alowing it to become vegetable soup since the Colond could now egt in the
regular way. Thibideaux stayed on long enough past hisusud shift to eat with us, and with the soup to
supplement our normal ration of momos, the three of us ate sumptuoudy, though we made sure the
Colone ae most of the soup himself. Thibideaux had been collecting the Colond’ s ration of momos
every day from aguard who didn’t have the wit to think that an unconscious man had no need of hisfood
ration.

The Colonel insisted that Thibideaux take some of the extrafood back to the others, athough
Thibideaux kept half of it back so that the Colond would have afull, rather than haf, ration during his
recuperation.

“Good to have you with us again, Colond,” | said, alittle awkwardly, when Thibideaux had gone.
Thibideaux has an intense energy about him, especially snce he' s been caring for the Colond . Without
him, the atmosphere grew uncomfortably quiet.

“Thanks, Viv.”

“I hope you weren't in much pain?

“Not much, no. Actualy, | wasjust telling Thibideaux, | had the damnedest dreams.”
Hisvoice sounded asif hewas drawing it out of a deep-dug well.

“Of your home, Sr? Y our family?’ | asked the conventiona questions, although | wondered right
away if the Colond’s dreams had been anything like minewhile | wasin solitary, sick, and just lately.
Until | knew, it seemed best to remain conventiona with aman whose straight and narrow rigidity of
purpose had been his backbone through al he' d suffered.

“No, not my family,” hesaid. “I don’'t like to admit this, even to you, but | stopped dreaming about
them years ago. | think they’re dl gone now, if you want to know the truth.”

“Why do you think that?’

He sank back onto the table and ran ahand over his eyes, trying to rub but lacking the strength.
“Wdll, they were old to begin with. And my dad, he never wasin very good shape once he switched to a
command post in Lebanon.”

| considered telling him about the current Situation in Lebanon and decided to wait until he was
stronger, instead saying, “ That’ sright. Y ou did mention that your father was career military too.”

“He certainly was. My grandfather too. An officer, Grandfather. A generd. | meant to make it that
high mysdlf but | got captured first.”

“Cheer up. Maybe you' ve been promoted while you’ ve been in here.”



“Long as!’ve been here, | should be Commander in Chief by now if that was s0.”
“How long isthat, Colond?’

Hewaved his hand around vagudly, then dropped it. “ Dunno. Can't think. Long time. Y ears. | know
that. Help me get settled here, will you? My head hurts like a sonofabitch. Y ou know, you can say one
thing for these people. Lotsa prisons you get Sick, you keep working or you' re dead. I’ m surprised they
let melive”

“It'shard to farm while you' re unconscious,” | said.
“Farm? They found the seeds?’

“Well,yesh ...”

“You didn't tell them?’

“Not exactly...”

“They didn’t torture you?’

“No gr, don't worry.”

“They should have had to torture you to get that out of you. I’ m sorry, soldier, but you collaborated
with the enemy. Y ou offered aid and comfort... My old man always did say no good would come of
letting women in the military same as the men. Okay for you to be clerk typists and nurses and so on but
you got no pride, no loydty, no sense of place. I’d have to have you shot if we were back home, and |
will testify against you, make no mistake of that, but | understand it. | read afew booksin my timetoo,
you know. Anthropology, history. Got to know your past and know your enemy. See, you women were
aways getting carried off to live with other people—wives, daves, spoils of war, what have you. Women
are practica people—haveto be, | suppose, with children and dl. Y ou don't redly have a country, just
switch sidesto be on whichever one your family’son. That’ syour loyaty. No patriotismin women to
speak of. Not that some of you don’t defend your country once you decide to but by and large there are
just some jobs you shouldn’'t hold.”

“Like being a prisoner of war, for instance?’ | asked. “I didn’t exactly sign up for the position, Sir.
And|’m not the only onewho'’ s practica and thinks about children. Y ou set the example by saving little

Pema. If you can save one person, | didn’t think it was such astretch to save al of our lives by making
sure we have enough to eat until the supplies arrive.”

“Y ou know what our troops used to do when they came through the villages, young lady? Strip and
burn, that’ swhat.”

“Yes, gr, | mgored in hisory—among other things. But somehow that policy didn’'t seem
appropriatein this case. Besides, asaresult of your action and maybe mine, it ssemsto methey'realittle
more lenient. The guard whaose child you saved was very grateful and has been helpful.”

“I didn’t intend to do that, you know,” he said. “It wasjust reflex.”

“Y ou would have wanted someone to do as much for your children, Sir.”

“I don't have any children, soldier. A good commander’s* children,’” his sole responsibility, should



be histroops, not some civiliansleft behind the lines in the care of awoman he sees once ayear and who
isaround to draw hispendionif he'skilled.”

“Good thing your own father didn’t fed likethat,” | said alittle hotly. Merridew’s command posture,
his certainty, had been used to bolster everyone up, hold them together, and | appreciated thet, but this
inhuman side of his persondlity irked me, al the more because | was sure that the rigidity of the ramrod
backbone wasin somerespectsarole. But | liked the ingtinctive behavior he' d shown, the flashes of
kindness and perception he alowed himsdlf, so | took his condition into consideration and throttled down
to asafer subject. Arguing isal well and good but he' d been badly injured and | could see hisjaw
tightening and the teeth clenching that the lion didn’t knock out, and | was afraid he might rupture
something so | changed the subject. “Y ou' re third-generation military, Sr?’

“Seventh, if you want to know, young lady. | had an ancestor who was a private in the seventh cav
back during the Indian wars—buffalo soldiersthey caled them then, ‘ cause of the hair.” Helifted afinger
gingerly in the generd direction of hispartidly scalped head. What isn't stitches or woundsis ill covered
with matted black sted wool. “Black men couldn’t be officerstill our country got into the internationa
wars, and my great-grandfathers started as sergeants but worked their way up.”

“But you didn’t want to have a son to carry on after you?’

“No, | ... Young woman, what makes you think there’ s going to be an ‘ after me' to carry on? And
evenif thereis, how could | be sure my son will be like me, when he hasn’t got me around to emulate?
He and his mother would be in some cozy backwater in Uzbekistan and he' d get into trouble and—"

“Sir, you'retired. | think it’sdepressing you. Y ou turned out dl right, didn’t you? And I'll bet you
never got to see your father that much ...”

“No, ma am, | did not. My father was atrue American hero; he was part of that astronaut program,
did I tell you that? The high point of his career was being one of the first men to set foot on Uranus, just
before the adminigtration changed and they called the whole thing off for good except for those little spies
weall got up thereinthe sky. Like | said, he was ahero. Whereas | only made Colond. And | let mysdlf
be captured. | wouldn't say that’ sliving up to the old man.”

Why had the old woman picked such an odd crew to bein her high-security camp? | wondered. A
Cajun bird cleaner and medic, an orphaned test-tube baby who' d grown up to be awife-beating
infantryman, an Indian peace fighter whose speciaty was demalitions, the last descendant of afamily of
black military aristocrats and son of the last man to set foot on another planet, and me. Why no
scientists? Theirs would be the top secrets you' d think they’ d want to extract from peopleina
top-security camp. Surely the Chinese had medics, demolitions experts, pilots and airplane mechanics of
their own. Evenif they didn’t, they had NACAF experts on practically everything to compensate. That
was part of the NACAF peace plan.

The Colond lay staring at the calling, the curl of hislashes casting long candldlit shadows on his
cheeks. Tears as much from physical weakness as sadness rolled ignored sideways down past hisears. |
wished | had a sedative or had learned the old woman’ s humming trick.

GARDEN, DAY 30—FINDS

The garden isgrowing at atremendous rate. There' s so much food Dr. Terton has some of her
gpinach taken to the yaks. Today Tatiana, the Russian woman who prefersto be called ‘ Tania” found an



intact beam of painted wood, till patterned with intricate red, yellow and gilt designs.

GARDEN, DAY 32

Pema, working beside me today and chattering away as usua, suddenly started making excited
noises and jumping up and down. | straightened out my weary back and aching knees and turned my stiff
neck to seethat she was waving astring of turquoise, silver, and cord beads. Very beautiful. Her mother
made her turn them in to Taring, of course. Momentslater, my fingers brushed what | thought was arock
but when | tried to dig it loose, | found it was agrimy, blackened dragon figure with an e ephant’ strunk.
One cheek is caved in and one tusk bent sdeways, but when | scraped it with my fingernail, agold
streak threw the sun back into my eyes. | stuck it in my pocket. I'll show it to Taring later.

GARDEN, DAY 35

| worked with Teatoday. Heisasfriendly asever, though I'm still alittle leery of him and answer
with asfew words as possible. It’shard to stay withdrawn around him, however, and | wonder if he even
notices, as he dances around and muttersto himsdlf constantly while he examines the finds unearthed in
the gardening process. My little dragon was among thefirst, and | quietly dipped it in with the other
things uncovered since the planting area has expanded to include the entire lower dope. Among the
objectsin the pileon thelibrary floor are large sections of painted wood smilar to the one Taniafound,
gracefully posed hands, arms, legs, feet, and torsos of statues, even one golden Buddha head with
hooded eyes, ornamentd fixtures—candle sconces, lamps, hooks, that sort of thing, usually golden or
gilded, often carved; a smashed thermos bottle; gold incense burnersin the shapes of animals; kitchen
utendls; dishes; and even another bathtub.

These things represented the discoveries which were reported. Anything found by aguard or seen
by aguard to be unearthed by a prisoner is duly taken to Wu. But | have seen many gardeners stop to
wipe their brows and secretly tuck a prizeinto jacket pockets, deeves, or the bands of trousers.

| caught glimpses of some of these objects. Mostly they were smdler pieces of ornament, like my
dragon; or jewdry; pieces of cloth, some plain, that | thought might have been prayer flags, and some
scraps of elaborately patterned and colored silk. Once | found a cache of pages from Tibetan books.
Individudly they would have been small enough to hide, but collectively the cache was too big to concedl
and besides, | had permission to study them anyway so | reported them and Dolma came to collect them
for thelibrary.

Digtractions make the concealment of the smaler finds easier. Every day now, it seems, we hear
rumblings of distant avalanches—or perhapsit’ s shelling, even in this remote place? Every time something
thunders or crashes, the gardening stops, those who can straighten their backs do so and scan the
sky—and others Stuff their clothing with some new little treasure.

Today the big find was brought in by three of the guards. Severa people smultaneoudy had
unearthed atangle of dirty cloth—slk brocade in once-brilliant vermilions and saffrons, maroons and gilt
thread. Many of the pieces, once they were dampened and smoothed from the stiff knotted wadsin
which they had lain for so long, were intact, though much rotted in places. The pieceswere aslarge as
bedspreads, flat on the top, scalloped on the bottom.

Tearetrieved the computer from the office again and switched into Earl Grey, back to the opening
files. He blocked out a portion of the“before” picture of the compound and enlarged it. In the enlarged



section, a couple walked up ashort flight of stone steps, a pretty child between them. They looked very
much like Wu and Taring. Alarm bellswent off in my head and | backed away from the computer. Tea
threw me an inquiring look.

“Very interesting,” | told him. “But I’'mtired of being manipulated, thanks al the same.”

“Okay,” he said sadly, closing the bright eye of the screen. “1 am getting it, partner. Tea speak with
forked tongue, right? But | am not understanding why what | am showing you and telling you ismore
mani pulative than what you are getting from others.”

| would have said “hmph,” but | dreedy felt alittle slly. He redlly does not seem to see what he did
wrong. For aninscrutable evil jailer, he gets hisfedings hurt too easily. Nevertheless, | am not going to
betricked again.

GARDEN, DAY 37

Merridew is back at the cell and back at work, planting and picking as well as hisrecovering
woundswill dlow. To hisdisgug, dl of the guards treat him with gentleness, solicitousness and respect.
He d belots happier if they’d skin him dive. Pemastayed right by him dl day, helping him up and down.
Hetried to shake her off but Pema does not shake easily. She brought him water so often | thought he'd
drown.

GARDEN, DAY 40

The Colonel seemsto be back to hisold salf again. Tonight he started in again on The Great
Escape. I'm redlly surprised they haven't pulled it off before. I’ ve been back on-line catal oging the new
finds and the work Teais doing on the excavations, aswell as keeping up with the library (which has
made my journal-keeping fairly erratic). | couldn’t resist accessing the Colonel’ s Constant Comment.

Like the others, he has war memorids of hisvery own— statues of him, no less, artisticaly
incorporated with the wreckage from, his downed aircraft, The Clara Barton, in Washington, D.C., just
across the Memoriad Hall from the statue of hisfather and the other astronauts, and in Darjedling, where
his extraordinary effortsflying back and forth through congtant enemy fire to provision a beseged base
camp saved hundreds of military and civilian Indian lives.

My God. If anybody should be able to effect asmplelittle escape from aremote mountain fastness
through thousands of miles of snow-covered up-and-down uninhabited, enemy-riddled and probably
booby-trapped terrain it should be this bunch. | didn’t get to share my news about Lebanon with the
Colond. Danielson and Marsh beat meto it. The Colonel was no more impressed with that piece of
news than he was with everything ese I’ vetold him.

So we stood around Marsh' s bunk, heads together, voices quiet and urgent in the darkness—some
filmmeaker’ sview of The Conspirators, tothelife.

“Thekid isaways hanging around you, Colonel, and everybody likes her. Maybe you could take
her hostage,” Danielson said.

“Very convincing,” Marsh said. “Hejust wrecked himself to save her life and now he says, * One
fdse move and thekid getsit.” ”



“Hewouldn’t haveto doit,” Danielson, the family man, said casudly.

“Oh, | don't doubt that he could. But killing her wouldn't help anything and nobody’ s going to
believe we would until we do,” Marsh reasoned.

“I can be pretty convincing,” Danielson argued.

“I don't think we have to go to those lengths, men,” the Colond said. | was an honorary man—on
probation, to be sure, but included—for the moment. “But thelittle girl’ s parents trust me now, whichis
pretty unprofessond of them, letting persona fedlings cloud their judgment like that. Some night when
they’re on guard duty, we create adiversion, take their wegpons and we, my friends, are out of here.”

It sounds like agood plan for leaving the camp okay. | just can’t help wondering (though | know
better than to say so now) whereit iswe' re supposed to be going.

PACK TRAIN RETURNS

The pack train returned last night after dl of us prisoners were tucked in. Bales of new supplies
littered the foot of the garden, and al farmwork ceased while we prisoners dragged the bundles up the
hill and into the command bunker, where Dolmadeepily stood by to inventory them.

We worked together in the library later that day and she kept pulling her glasses off and rubbing her
eyeswith her fists asif she could barely keep her eyes open. “ Did you have guard duty last night?’ |
asked. We haven't had too much time to talk since the garden project began and she looked so worn out
and troubled that | forgot to be angry with her.

“Y es, and my friend Phurbu was with the pack train. After the others had gone, she wanted to talk.
Sheisvery worried, Viva. The helicopter was not there to meet them again. The supplieswere lying half
buried in the snow and in that cave, you know?’

I nodded. The one where Terton had laid the double-whammy on me over tea-for-two.

“The helicopter had been gone long enough that they saw no tracks from the runnersin the snow. As
Phurbu and the others were loading up to come back, they heard riflefire in the distance and what she
was sure was mortar fire, dthough it was hard to tell. Three times on the narrowest trail they had to dig
their way through asnow dide and she said shelost count in the valleys how often they had to takealong
way around because thetrail was buried in avalanche. She was shaking, Viva, not only because she was
tired, but because she felt so fortunate to be back here. My friend Rinchen Norbu and three other young
men are walking out to the guerrillacamp to try to find out what is happening to our supply lines. For
athough thereis not yet fighting in this area, the noises of the war have penetrated, you see, and their
vibrations have set up sympathetic resonances causing more and more high avalanches. We areal much
concerned.”

She dtill had her glasses off and searched my face with bloodshot eyes so myopic they were mostly
pupil, wide and despairing. Neither of uswondered doud if the helicopter would be able to find the
mesting place again, should the avalanches obscure the valey, or what would become of usif it did not.
But with the vegetables and careful husbandry of the yaks, perhaps we could survive longer than
otherwise. | hoped. “Were there any more communiqués?’ | asked. No need to be coy now. | know
they mean for meto see these things.



“Only negative ones,” she said. “None of the measures the other countries of the world have
attempted have made any impact on the quarreling L ebanese governments.”

| duly passed dong the information to my cellmates that night.

“Idiots,” Marsh hissed. “The Lebanese are dl nutswith battle trauma-shock. They’re going to waste
the whole damned planet over apuny civil war.”

“I have afamily to protect,” Danielson said. “1 was never any good to them in peacetime but if the
shit is hitting the fan, | want to be there to take care of them. And if the passes are closing up, like Viv
says, | say we go whilethe going' sgood.”

“Right,” the Colond agreed. “Now then, men, pay attention. I’ ve been thinking thisover and | think
I’ ve come up with a pretty sound plan. Next time that woman whose kid | saved from thelionis on duty,
I’ll distract her while you three go forage food, extra clothing, etc. A radio would be good too, and
something to heat with, aflashlight, and amap ... Viv, can we count on you for amap?’

| hesitated not because | didn’t think | could get amap. | know right whereto find oneand it'sno
trick to liberate it from the pilewhere I’ ve stashed it. But what useisdl of this going to be with the
avalanches, miles of cold and snow and more hungry days than we can carry food to cover. “ Sure,
Colond,” | said, knowing as| did so that it would be taken the wrong way. “But aren’t you guys
forgetting that we don’t just have to walk asfar aswe waked to get in here, we' |l haveto walk clear
across Tibet to get back to our lines—always assuming they’ re il where we left them?’

The Colonel glowered a me. “Vanachek, you' ve got anegative attitude. Y ou lived back in the
States too long and you' re used to being coddled. We' Il have to cross some bridges when we come to
them.”

Never mind that one of those bridges was arope one, Spanning a bottomless gorge, and might be
gone by thetime we reached it.

“Maybe she d rather stay here with her little friends,” Danielson said nadtily. “How about it,
Vanachek? Areyou in or out?’

“I'min,” | said. What else could | say?

ESCAPE

Thisisit. Tonight. Over the past week we' ve stepped up the yoga and the cdisthenics, gathered
extra vegetables asthey grew to maturity, and have made do by eating only our ration of vegetables
instead of our momaos, which will keep better. | provided the map and a copy of the guard roster. Tsering
comes on duty this evening.

SUPPER

We ve had an unexpected devel opment which | thought would be a snag, but turns out to be hel pful.

Instead of dispensing momos as usud, Tsering announced to the cell a large, “ All prisonerswill eat
together now, Commandant Wu says.”



Instead of making it more difficult to escape, however, the new arrangement facilitated gathering the
few itemswe ve been lacking. Although we were al supposed to be marched under close guard to the
dining room, theroom | had first seen as some sort of achapel, Tsering only made a pretense of it and
chatted instead with the Colonel, who hastily made up some children to miss and to compareto her
daughter. Long planks made tables and we sat on the floor around these, prisoners lumped according to
cell, guards at their own table. Through the door | could see the bathtub from Akron, Ohio. Vegetable
stew with rice and dried meat was being ladled from it.

And guesswhat’ s just around the corner? That’ sright, the supply room where the winter gear is
stored. Through the open door we could see it hanging around the walls of the room, boots nestly paired
beneath snowsuits and coats, mittens dung by straps over dl.

NEXT DAY

The plan has changed. We snag the winter gear first, and delay the escapetill the next time Tsering
or Samdup stands guard.

Last night in the middle of the night the Colonel feigned abellyache, and Thibideaux called up the
gairsfor Tsering. As she entered the darkened cell alone, Marsh dipped out the open door behind her.
Sheisvery relaxed around the Colonel now, poor woman, and had we been ready, and if her trust was
not more vauable to us for the way we planned to betray it than her death wasright then, Danielson
would havekilled her.

“He smighty bad off,” Thibideaux told her asthe Colonel moaned and clutched his ssomach and
acted far sicker than he had when he was injured. “Y ou best go get old Doc Terton, ma am.”

Then from above severd people began shouting a once and two shots rang out, echoing in ricochet
againg thewadll. | thought, My God, they’ re shooting Marsh.

Tsering turned on her hedl and bounded up the steps and we listened to more shots and more
shouting and running footsteps. Then one set of footsteps clattered down the staircase outside the cell
and Marsh hdf fell insde, dumping an armload of clothing onto the floor. Histeeth gleamed in the dark,
he was grinning so widdy.

“| thought they’ d got you for sure,” Thibideaux said.

“Nope. | just let the cat out. Tsering hates that cub, you know. I’ ve seen her poking at it with her
rifle barrel and | know she' d kill it if the old woman and Wu would let her.”

“Seemslikeadirty trick to play ontheanimd, settin’ ‘em al onit likethat,” Thibideaux said,
grinning back.

“That cat can take care of itsdlf. Have you seen that sucker lately? The old lady’ s been nursing it
with yak milk and Taring bringsit rats and now it’ s plenty large enough to fight back. They’ d better move
fast or it’ll get one of them, or maybe have yak for dinner.” Marsh chuckled to himsdlf.

We stuffed the clothing into emptied sandbagsin the hallway, the dirt from which we spread benesth
the other bags. The other things we hid between the wall and the bags, piling the bags with the clothing in
themin front.



ESCAPE

“Another pack trainisleaving tomorrow,” Dolmatold metoday. “Thistimel will bewith them. This
time there surely will be the helicopter and we will learn what has become of Rinchen Norbu.”

Her voiceisstrained. | dso see dtrain in Teathese days. He works frantically on the lower
excavations. Even Wu has seemed distracted and the doctor works every day with the rest of usin the
garden.

Tonight | dutifully reported Dolma s news about the pack train’ s departure to my cellmates.

“Thenit’stonight,” the Colond said. “We haveto leave tonight. We' |l be the onesto mest the
chopper ingtead of the pack train. W€ |l leave tonight, ahead of them, wearing their gear. They won't
discover it missing until we' re gone. The helicopter pilot will think we re the pack train, bundled in their
gear aswe will be, and we'll hijack the chopper and fly it back to our lines. Besides, the kid’ sfather ison
guard duty tonight, which makes thisthe most perfect possible opportunity.”

| don’'t know whether to take my journa or to leaveit. Because | must admit now that | will miss
thisplace, that | will not forget Teaor Dolmaor even Terton, I'll leaveit behind. | don’t really think | will
survivethisjourney, to tell thetruth. I’ min better shape than | used to be and maybe in better shape than
the Colond, who | also don't expect will survive. We Il probably be the first onesto die. The men may
even ultimately leave me behind, dthough | think for dl their rough talk they arelesslikely to do so than
they’ d have me believe. Neverthdess, | haveto try, | suppose, even if there snowhereto go. But |
prefer to think of this part of mein the hands of people may not be able to cdl friends, exactly, but who
fed asmuch likefriends asanyone I’ m likely to have the rest of my life. There' sno one back on the
NAC to whom thislast record of me might be carried. Eloquence eludes me. Goodbye.

PART SIX

JOURNAL, PHASE 2

| write the above heading asif something has changed, though in many waysit ssemsasif nothing
has, asif what we saw, or thought we saw tonight, was some horrible collective nightmare. Herewe
are—most of us, al but Danielson—once morein our butter-lamp-brightened cell. We' re dtill in our
prison uniforms and on the surface—well, maybe nothing has changed. But | think that maybe
everything has. Tonight. In the space of— hours? minutes? | don’'t know. | just don’'t know. It seemed
like seconds and it seemed like forever and the sky is so fucked up that even if we weretopside, |
wouldn’t know if it was day yet.



But if it was nothing, if nothing is different, why is quiet, sdf-contained Marsh stting on his bunk
babbling away like a guest physicslecturer about how to safely disarm nuclear wegpons, how so-and-so
from such-and-such a country should have donethis or that?

Why is Thibideaux sobbing and shaking, moaning asif he'sin morta pain? Why did Danielson bolt
and leave the rest of usfor—what? where? And why isthe Colond stting there on his bunk with hislegs
crossed, pumping the top leg up and down with his bottom knee, grimacing to himsdif.

Andwhy am | so cold? My fingersfed frozen around thispen and I'm surel’ll carry itsimprint on
my hand for the rest of my life—let’snot think about that. | only wish they hadn’t taken away the winter
gear again. It'sso cold. | can't stop shaking. | don’t want to be here. | want to go home. | want my
grandma. | want ajoint. | want hot and cold running water and junk food and | want to Sit in Sammy’s
bar and drink tequilaand andlyze everybody e sein the whole fucking place. | want my worst worry to
be whether or not | pass some stupid test or the other. But Grandma s been dead for years and home's
been plowed under along time ago and Sammy—well, if my guessisright, Sammy’ slong gone too.

What | don’t want to think about isthe sky. | don’t want to think about that noise out there, that
chugging gush of anoise. Poor Danieson. Poor jerk. Out of the frying pan into thefire, asthey say.
Jesus, I'm funny. A goddamn scream.

Okay, so instead of sitting here babbling across my paper and freezing to death I'm going to get
coherent now. As you may gather from the above, dear diary, we did not escape. We were
recaptured—sort of. All but Danielson.

In the beginning, everything ran as smoothly as planned. More s0. Samdup did not need persuading
of any sort. He was adeep and he' d |eft both doors open. He'd had ahard day in the fields and he was
pooped, | suppose. | was glad. Daniel son smirked down at him and crept past on feet padded with
layers of fur boots and wool socks.

Marsh pulled his parka hood close to hisface and melted into the boulders behind Danielson. It
wasn't so cold then and | was sweating with excitement. | carried my gear, as Thibideaux carried hisand
the Colond’s, not just because | was too warm but because the extra clothing would make me even
dower and clumsier than | already was. The Colonel hadn’t worn hisfor the same reason, | suppose.

| had just passed Samdup when the earth hiccupped, buckling beneath my feet, and my knees gave
way so that | sat down abruptly.

Samdup fell face forward onto the ground, snorted and awakened. “Eh? What?" he said in Tibetan,
pulling himsdlf up and staring a me with deep-bewildered eyes.

The Colond and Thibideaux melted back, out of sight, and | dropped my gear to the ground, stood
up and dusted mysdlf off and said,” Wow, did you fed that?’ first in English, then switching to Tibetan.
And | thought, right then, that maybe the others would just escape without me. That | could stand staying
here without them. | wasn't afraid of being tortured or punished particularly and though | had no burning
desireto stay, | just decided | wouldn't mind—possibly, I’ [l admit, that revelation came as aresult of
dreading freezing to desth in the mountains and being left behind abandoned as agridy, frozen corpse.

Samdup looked confused to see me. | tried to pretend that nothing was wrong, that I’ d just popped
up to see what was going on, and everyone €lse was till down below, where they were supposed to be.
| didn’t want anybody to have to kill poor Samdup. He' s been as decent to me as circumstances allow.

A rock in ablack fist reached out of the darkness, aiming downward toward Samdup’ s head, then



stopped in midair and dropped to the ground with athud. Involuntarily, | glanced back at the Colond.
Thewhites of hiseyes shoned| around hisirises as he stared out beyond us, and beyond the mountains
surrounding usto the sky.

Samdup might have actually been hit by the rock from the expression on hisface, mouth and eyes
both wide as he stared out at the shooting stars, one after another, a veritable meteor shower curving
acrossthe night sky.

But something waswrong. The bright arc of light pointed in the wrong direction, from earth to air.
“Oh, sweet Jesus and dl the holy saints above us,” Thibideaux whispered.

Soft footsteps behind me, and at my back | felt Marsh' s breath on my scalp, heard hisindividual
heartbeat added to the Colondl’ s, Samdup’ s and mine, smelled his particular brand of B.O., very sharp,
extra pungent with fear, as we watched those meteorsrise, not in the random, chaotic fashion of atrue
meteor shower, but very calculated: one, two, three, four to the northeast, Beijing way; one, two, three,
four, to the west, where Ladahk lay; one, two, three, four, fainter, far south, and southeast toward
Pakistan and Nepal.

“They’re going inthewrong direction,” | said and Marsh said, “Wait.”

| waited. We dl waited. And in amoment the sky to the north, beyond the great horned mountain
where the moon rose, flashed a brilliant and barbarous rose-orange that glowed brighter and brighter until
it was beyond color, beyond sound, blotting out the moon with its brilliance, and dthough | closed my
eyesit burnt right through my eydlids.

“There goes Tashkent,” Marsh said, asif with satisfaction, to himself.

The next flash was to the south and he said, “ Goodbye, Katmandu,” and to the east, “ So long,
Chungking,” and when the whole sky was on fire so that it seemed the mountains themsalves would melt
and fold into pudding from the hest, afind, searing bolt of light rent the western sky. “And that’ s curtains
for Kashmir.” Hisvoice had amanic edgetoit.

| couldn’t see anything anymore but soon | heard other voices, and felt hands shoving me down the
steps again, felt the others sumbling after me, heard the cdll door close behind us.

Thibideaux’ steeth were clicking like akeyboard tapped by amad typist, and | tried to hold him to
stop his shaking but he cried so hard he shook me off. The Colone hated his mumbling monologue once
and asked quite clearly where Daniel son had gone and Marsh hated his own monologue long enough to
answer, “He kept going when | came back to see how the rest of you were doing.”

“Good, good,” the Colond said, and kept mumbling. My sight returned to norma hereinthe
darkness and after awhile | lit my lamp and saw that somewhere aong the way the Colond and
Thibideaux had lost their winter gear too and Marsh had aso been stripped of his. So the camp officids
knew about the escape attempt. It hardly matters now, | suppose, except maybe they’ll find Danielson
before he goestoo far and hasto die done. There have been tremblingsin the earth al night and I'm
afraid this place will fal in on us—or | would be more afraid, except that | know how thorough Ted's
“shoringsup” have been. What worries me the most isthat sound—the gushing and chugging have
become aroar now, and underneath is a steady rhythmic pumping.



PART SEVEN

FLOOD

My eyesfed asif they’ ve been sandpapered and my mouth is sour with the taste of blood, every
muscle and bone astight and sore asif I'd tied on agood one and been flattened in abarroom brawl. |
awokethinking,” God, what anightmare,” until | noticed Danielson’s empty cot next to me and saw
Marsh sprawled, snoring noisily againgt thewall, the Colond up and walking back and forth the two
paces across the room. Thibideaux’ s body was knotted in deep, hisforearms over his crown asif hewas
fending off frags, asindeed he had been.

Sometime in the night the wind rose and my stone cot quivered. Pieces of sone and clods of dirt
rained down from the celling. Once | awakened to a series of diding thumpsthat | thought were fresh
explosonsuntil | heard the hissand dry rattle of small gravel and redlized that the thumps were probably
caused by the sandbagsin the hal faling from their perches.

My last dream of the night was again of aroom full of robed men and women, chanting, praying, the
ghogts of this place. No one came down with momas this morning, however, and the cell door swung
eadly open with adight tug. We—the others awvakened shortly after me and the four of us moved for
once asif we had a collective mind—had to climb over the fallen mounds of sandbagsto reach the sairs
and haul sandbags away from the entrance to open the outer door. Samdup was not there, but sunlight
bored through the canopy and birds whedled and cried above the valley in the shadow of the mountains.

We stood for amoment looking out a what seemed a perfectly norma sunny sky, dthough the
distant mountain peaks were more blurred than usual. No sign of preternatura brightness. No meteor
craters. No melted mountains. Just the usua landscape and the half-ruined walls down the hill to the
fidds

The pack train party poured out of the command bunker, intercepting us on our way down the hill.
They were dressed in winter garb, including the bundle | had been carrying, and except for looking hot
and uncomfortable in the warmth of the valey they seemed like anorma group of winter sport fans ready
for an outing. | didn’t notice the particular navy blue parka Daniel son had been wearing, however, which
wasarelief, becauseif | had seenit, it would have meant he' d been killed or recaptured.

Merridew scanned the sides of the mountains as well as he could under the canopy, looking for a
lone dark figure moving against the snowy stresks on the raw stone dopes. My eyesfollowed his, but |
aso looked down over the sides of the cliff aswe passed near that, wondering if Daniel son, temporarily
blinded during thefirg burst of light, might not have fdlen.

But then we rounded the last of the ruined wall and bouldersthat lay between the upper compound
and the lower dope and the valey. I d been hearing it dl night, of course, for that was the noise that



penetrated the walls, the roaring and gurgling, the murmuring and the chanting.

The guards from the night before stood at the foot of the hill, staring into what had once been the
valey. | saw Samdup’ s back and Terton, Wu, Tsering, and Tea, who may have been, like the guards, up
al night. The peoplein the pack train first stopped dead ahead of us, staring, then began running down
the hill a breskneck speed.

The noise was not very loud now, merely alittle bubbling and churning asthetiny pool that had
formed the eye of the valey expanded, flooding the valey floor with steaming silver weater that rippled
quickly over the blossoms, the rocks, the lower row of garden, toward the stone yak corral.

At one end the refilled lake lapped the mountainside, a the other it duiced into an abandoned stream
bed which ran dongside the hill containing the compound.

The greatest strategist in the world couldn’t have come up with better diversionary tactics than those
covering Danidson’ s escape. Dr. Terton nudged Wu, who turned toward us from contemplating the lake.
Shewas smiling as |’ d never seen her smile before, and she almost sang an order to the pack train, who
were sill so stunned that none of them thought to obey until the first one finally had the presence of mind
to throw off her winter parkaand run toward the yak pens. The other guards followed in demolishing the
wall of the corrd and driving the yaks up the hill, through the garden, tearing up careful plantings.

And 0 the lake has returned, more beautiful than the computer smulations, more beautiful thanin
my dreams even. It was the best thing that could happen. Its gppearance seemed to wash away the
confusion and fear of the night, which no one has commented on directly and only afew experienced
anyway. The pack train was deeping extra soundly with a draught the doctor had made, apparently, and
the guards must have been too stunned to report what they saw intime for anyone eseto seeit. Or
maybe we imagined it? The smell of the water isred and fresh and you can dmost hear things growing. It
does not breed an atmosphere conducive to thoughts of death on any scale.

Besides, it posed problemsthat forced everyone to work so hard we could shut out thoughts that
are unthinkable anyway.

The pack train put off its departure to help us prisoners and the remaining guards dig up the seeds,
shoots, and plants and replant them farther up the hill. By midday the water seemed to have reached its
high point, the stream carrying the runoff through the boulders and rocks in the rest of the valley floor,
and by nightfal the yaks were reopened within the waist-high walls of one of the ruined structures.
Nothing was said by anyone about Daniel son, and Thibideaux, Marsh, Merridew and | returned to our
cdlswhen it was finaly too dark to work. We were too tired to eat and fell onto our cots half adeep
before we werefully prone.

| arose before the others this morning. Rereading my last two entries, | can hardly believe mysdlf all
that has happened. But the only evidence | see that anything extraordinary occurred isthe lake—maybe
the other was not what we thought. Perhaps some kind of atmospheric disturbance, nocturnal sunspots
or something? It didn’t seem to affect us here, except to bring back the lovely, lovely lake.

LAKE DAY

The pack train |eft yesterday morning, the day after the lake appeared. | arrived at the command
bunker as they were suiting up for the trek. Outside the wind scoured the surrounding mountaintops and
sprinkled secondhand snow over the compound to land like sparkling confetti on the camouflage canopy.



| skipped aside three steps and took another long gander at the lake. 1t doshed gently initsreclaimed
bed, asif sttling in, its cobat and aguamarine waters patting its shoresinto place. Avaanche grumblings
keep the air from ever being still these days. Thank God the horned mountain already deposited most of
its payload on the compound long ago or we' d probably be goners by now.

It was my usudl day to work with Taring, though | thought | might ask to be relieved of my duties so
| could help with the replanting. As| set out to find him at hisusua tasksin the lower excavations, |
passed the pack train, equipping itself once more for thelong trek ahead.

The corridor was crowded with people pulling on boots, extra pants, and layers and layers of
swesaters, quilted vests and coats, felt hats and mittens. One bundled figure fell againg me asit struggled
to pull on aboot. | staggered back, caught a quilted arm, and stared into the lenses of Dolma’ s glasses.
They were steamed from her breath and | wiped them with my deeve.

“You'regoing?’ | asked.

“Yes” shesad. “A manwill stay in my place. The lower rooms arefilling with water. Their contents
must be moved Captain Taring needs the men to help him. Don't | et the flood ruin the books, Viva”

“I'monmy way,” | said. “Don’t let any rocksfal on your head, Dolma.”

“Don't worry,” she said, breathless and swesting now from the extralayers as she lifted the flap of
her nylon hood to reved alayer of heavy knit and alayer of fdt. “Three hats. The ssoneswill bounce off
my head. Also two scarves and gloves beneath my mittens. Goodbye, Viva.” Her mitten touched my arm
and | wiped her glasses again.

“Goodbye, Dolma,” | said.

“Yes,” shesad, replacing her glasses and looking at me asif she was going to be tested on my
appearance later.

| turned away and quickened my pace on my way to the lower excavations. As| passed the branch
leading to Wu's office, | saw her and the doctor, walking rapidly in my direction. The doctor caught my
eye for amoment. Her expression reminded me of my grandmother’ s when she was about to ask me
something, but she didn’t.

Men carrying armloads of seed packages hurried past me, and we got in the way of each other, the
corridor not being wide enough for even two of the Asiansto stand abreast, never mind alarge-boned
American likeme.

The library and the corridor outside it were ill dry, as were most of the upper rooms, but deeper
ingdethe maze, water at first made itself known as mud, then an inch or so of tepid dampness until, by
thetime | reached Teg, it doshed and steamed around my ankles, warming my feet to an amost
uncomfortable degree.

“Viveka, be having agander at this, will you! Here are the pipes—the oneswe are seeing in the
gmulation,” he said, indicating ceramic tubes with circumferences the Size of automobiletires.
“Unfortunately,” he added unnecessarily, “they are broken.”

Buried in the walls and beneath the floor, the pipes had been exposed by the digging and the water.
Through the holes and gaps in them, water poured out onto the floor.



Taring seemed quite pleased about it, hopping around like a cat pouncing from one delectable
mouse to the next, asif the water was not about to ruin al of our work. “Fed, it is hot water— a hot
gprings used not only for hot water but also for a heating system beneath the floors and walls.”

“I wish you could find the Off faucet, then,” | told him.

Hetook me serioudy. “Hmm, perhaps such athing exigts, though | have never heard of it.
Meanwhile, we must be funneling thiswater back downhill. Thisbeneficia water will be most unbeneficia
to our findsif we are not stopping it.”

Just then one of the men rushing from the seed room with two bags under each arm knocked
another one down and he did in the mud, rupturing a bag and sending seeds flying everywhere.

“Let’'sdoarday line” | suggested, and when the guardsignored me, | went into the packet room,
handed a sack of seeds to the man outside the door, and when he tried to go, stopped him and indicated
that he should hand them to the next one. The line formed quickly. It was not, after al, aforeign concept
to them, they just hadn’t thought of using it yet that morning.

Teafinaly found away to staunch the water, but not beforeit flooded the generator. Most of the
afternoon we worked in the glow of flashlightsand il lamps, until batteries and oil gave out. | wonder if
anyone still knows how to make yak butter?

None of us dept that night, laboring to mop up the spill, to lay the seeds which had become wet out
to dry, and repair other water damage. Those who were working in the field had to replant half of what
we had planted aready, and haul rocks and hand-plow soil accordingly.

When at last we were alowed to return to our quarters to deep, the water had risen to cover the
floor of the passageway containing our cell to the third step from the bottom and wasrising. | waded in
and rescued my journd, but last night we and the other prisoners, aswell asthe guards, dept under the
canopy, between the rocks. Sometime last night | was shaken roughly awake and hauled to my fedt.

“Y ou go to commandant’ s office now,” said the guard. | wastoo deepy to even see who he was but he
was not one of the ones| knew fairly well.

He stopped outside the door and gestured for me to go in while he stood sentry.

Wu and Dr. Terton waited for me in Wu's office. The computer sat open on the tarp-covered desk
and Wu frowned into it. Terton, | could have sworn, had been pacing until | entered, when she turned,
dropped her handsto her sdesand smiled a me, arranging her face into convincingly serene and benign
lines

“Ah, Viv,” shesaid. “It has just cometo our attention that one of your comrades, Mr. Danielson, is
missing. We must locate him at once.”

“Have you asked Colondl Merridew?’ | asked. “HeistheO. 1.C.”
“We reasking you,” Wu sad. “Whereis Danielson? Heisin grave danger.”

“That’ swhat he thought. | imaginethat’ swhy heleft,” | said and pointed at the computer, “Which
side are you reporting his disappearance to anyway, Wu? The Indians, the Chinese, or the Soviets? Or is
thisaNACAF operation?’

“Don't beinsulting,” Wu said, looking and sounding genuindly offended at the mention of apossble



NACAF association.
“It hasthat sort of cosmopolitan flavor about it, you must admit,” | said.
“Theinformation isclassfied,” Wu replied coldly.
“Also,” Dr. Terton added, “1 think it matters very little now.”

My heart skipped a beat and athough | wanted nothing confirmed—nothing—I asked casudly,
“What do you mean by that?’

She shrugged and amiled the ingratiating smile of a pickpocket who hasn't seen your wallet but will
certainly inquire of al her friendsif they have done so. “Why, only that we have lost dl contact with our

supply lines apparently.”
“Still you sent out another pack train.”
“We are conducting thisinterrogation, Vanachek, not you,” Wu said coldly.

Just ascoldly, | said, “Thisisa prison camp. We are prisoners of war. It's our duty to escape and

Danielson escaped.”

“My word, child,” Terton said, “have conditions here been so terrible that you would flee doneto
what isout there?’

“I didn’t go, he did. No, you know me, Doctor. No mountain climbing without one of your little
spells. Totdl you thetruth, if thiswas any other kind of an establishment, I’ d be happy enough to stay
hereinstead of ever climbing another mountain pass or wearing an NACAF uniform again. Y ou may not
know this but they don't usualy let anyone below the rank of mgjor back into the country again, once
you're on active duty. | can't go homeagain ...” | didn’t even want to think about how true that
probably was so | hurried on. “But the food isimproved, and your guards are surprisingly human, for
prison camp guards—or are they redly just prisonerstoo? Y our rosters confuse me.”

“They are supposed to be confusing,” the doctor said.
“They are supposed to be top secret,” Wu added.

“Then you shouldn’t leave your top-secret information lying around for me to find along with the stuff
you and Taring put therefor metofind,” | told her.

“Thisisimportant, Vanachek,” Wu said, and for achange, when she said it, it sounded important.
She' d dropped the cold, haughty bitch routine, dropped the of f-with-your-head tone, and sounded
merely annoyed and also, oddly, anguished. “I confess| do not much care for Sergeant Danielson but
neither do | wish him to cometo harm and hislifeisat stake. We need to know when he left and in what
direction.”

“I'll bet hislifeisat stake,” | said. “If you find him, that is. And | don’t know when heleft or if he left
and if so where. Away, | suppose, asfast as he could go.” Merridew would be proud of me, | thought.
But | redized that Wu had just stepped out of her role as commandant in time for meto escaate mine as
wronged and indignant POW. That particular personahad not figured grestly in my relationship with the
camp personnel to date but | felt it necessary, if | was not to break faith with the Colonel and the
men—maybe Daniel son in particular—to behave as | imagined they would have. Still, something about



WU’ s sudden change of demeanor and Terton’ sface, suddenly showing every year of her age and
probably more, stopped me from reciting name, rank and serial number to them. “ Since when have you
been so worried about our lives?’

“Since the beginning,” the doctor said smply, asif surprised | had to ask. “We are concerned about
thelivesof al of the people here”

“Were you concerned about the monkswho lived here before the avalanche, before you turned this
lamasery into aprison camp?’ | asked. “What happened to them, anyway?’

“What monks?” Wu asked. “What do you know of monks?’

“I know that they haunt this place. I’ ve heard them chanting, praying. Call me acrazy superdtitious
kidif youwill but I think their ghosts hel ped Daniel son escape by conjuring up that [ake you' re so fond
of, Commandant. They called it up with their chanting to confuse and distract you. | heard them.”

Now | knew | waslosing it but | wastoo tired to care. | figured I’d gone too far when Wu and the
doctor exchanged glances.

“Y ou heard monks chanting?’

“Yes, | did. And lots of other times. And don't tell me I’ m nuts because I’ ve read about what this
country was like before you people took over and it was fucking full of magic.”

“Before your people made it a perpetud battleground,” Wu shot back automaticaly.

“Before the Chinese invasions and occupation,” | countered. And then | was off and running with
every rea grievance | had against my captors—not anything they’ d done to me, or the Colonel, or any of
the others, but dl of thethings |’ d heard about in casud conversationswithin the family (our family’s
casua conversations were more political and less casud than most) and, later, ashistoricad wrongsin
school. | couldn’t seem to shut up. “I know who tore down the monasteries and shipped the art and the
timber and everything they could lay hands on, back to China. And | heard how they burned ancient holy
books and killed and tortured monks and nuns, not to mention your average citizen. Wu, you' re married
to a Tibetan. How can you care so little what happens to this country? Doctor, | can’t understand how
people like those guerrillas can keep from shooting you on sight. But you didn’t figure on something. This
country used to be the most spiritual place on the face of the earth. Now you may laugh at that, but in my
family it meant something. My grandmother kept apicture of the Dalai Lamaover her futon and Grandpa
Anandaflew prayer flags from the garden fence. They weren't Tibetan Buddhists but they had grest
respect for Eastern religion and for what this country used to be. Y ou people have destroyed it
physically, and | read about how you tore up the peopl€’ s books and paved the streets with the pages
from sacred works so people would have to walk on them if they wanted to go to work or get food. |
know how you strip-mined the mountains for mineras, polluted the streams, cut down all thetrees, killed
the animals and used the place for atoxic-waste dump. And | also know, God help me, that my country
helped you do it but | personaly sure as hell did not, so don’'t tell mel don't hear ghost monkswhen |
hear ghost monks. They’ re what make this place bearable and the only thing that helped me survive the
humanitarian treatment you dished out when | first got here”

| ran out of wind then, and | aso jolted mysalf into the renewed redlization that the humanitarian
treatment | sarcastically referred to was not necessarily athing of the past and could be reinitiated at the
whim of the women | was haranguing with my catalog of ancient historical wrongs.



But as| tried to stare Wu down, she grew more and more crestfalen and finally failed to meet my
eyesat dl, cupping her hand over her own eyes. It couldn’t be my display of historica rhetoric, | thought.
Shelet her hand fal to the table and looked up &t Terton. “ She' sheard them,” Wu said. “Why her?”

“Perhaps you’ ve been under too much stress with your job here, Nyima. Don't take it so to heart.
Asfor Mr. Danielson, perhapsthe pack train will reach himin time.”

I remembered with satisfaction how much of alead he had on them.

“Thank you, Viv. You may go now,” the doctor said, and bent over Wu asif to comfort her.

A WEEK? WEEK AND A HALF? MAYBE TWO WEEKS AFTER LAKE

We ve been using hand pumpsto clear the buildings. Teaworks as hard as anyone on histurn at the
pump. He actudly seemsto enjoy it. The harder and grubbier the job isthe better asfar ashe's
concerned. When I’'m not pumping, | continue collating, cataloging and putting things back in order,
working in the garden asif nothing has changed.

For awhile | expected to be locked up again or even shot but no further mention was made of
Danielson’ s escape or my nocturnd vigt to the Commandant’ s office. The nightsremain fairly plessant,
the garden producing at an even more fantagtic rate then usud thanksto al of the readily available water,
the weather warm despite the wind which howls al night around us and yet never ssemsto comeinsde
the canopy. Its noise and the grumbling of the avalanchesis the only manifestation we' ve had since the
lake' s emergence of the restlessness of the surrounding range.

I know firsthand about how the wesather isal day and al night because since the flooding, we' ve
continued to deep outsde, guards and prisonersdike. Taring ingststhat until hisrepairs are complete we
arein danger of being buried diveif we degp below. | don’t find his cautions awfully reassuring, when |
have to work below during the day.

The repairs are progressing, however, and agroup of the Chinese prisoners built akiln fromaplan
in one of the Foxfire Books and began shaping replacement pipe to Tea s specifications.

Therelief guard degpsin the dining room during the day, but otherwise the guards and prisoners are
working together now. Needless to say, discipline has become so lax it’ s pretty much athing of the past,
at least for thetime being.

One of the guards, ayoung fellow, didn’t see why we shouldn’t use the books to sop up the water,
and since hewasilliterate nobody could make him understand and | had to physically wrestle with him to
keep him from destroying the Agatha Christies. The doctor was passing by just then and gavehim a
gentle but thorough chewing out. He helped me shelve for three days and | ended up promising to let him
study Tibetanwith meas| learnto read it.

Marsh and a crew of other prisoners and guards have been digging shalow irrigation ditches and
channeling the flood waters from below into them as Tea' s crew pumps the water to the surface. The
barley crop isknee-high.

The present degping arrangements relieve me of the necessity of discussing anything with Merridew
or the others. Even though we don’t deep too far gpart, they never try to talk to me. Earsare
everywhere, the Colonel told me oncewhen | tried to tell him about the interrogation, and evenif no



guards are nearby after so many years of incarceration, some of the others prisonersidentify morewith
their jallersthan with each other.

I’'m sure he' s absolutely appaled at how the rules have been relaxed, and must be highly suspicious
of the way the doctor and even Wu are encouraging the guards and prisonersto talk together. | confess,
I’d dearly loveto talk to Teaagain. Somehow everything that’s happened since | confessed to finding the
seeds has sort of diminished hislittle deception to relative inggnificance and | misshim. Though | seehim
severa timesaday, he' s aways much too busy to do more than nod in adistracted sort of way. I'd hate
to think that if what | think | saw, actually occurred something might happen to the compound and or to
one or both of usand | wouldn’t get to tell him that | understand he was only trying to make peace, to
give me acontribution to make of my own valition. Although thereisagresat ded | don’t understand
about thisplace, | redlly never believed that Teawas glorying in manipulating me. | hope| get the chance
to say so soon.

TEN DAYSLATER

Thework load has lightened, the flood is contained, the pipes are ingtaled, but still we deep
aboveground until, Teasays, the rooms below have a chance to dry out properly. Thiswill take most of
the summer, | gather, since the buried passages are difficult to ventilate properly. Then too there are the
little tremors, shaking the dope beneeath us asif alarge truck had just driven past, though of course there
areno largetrucks.

These dayswe do not autometicaly fall into bed after spending the day working. Sometimes we
socidize, srolling by thelake or playing cards, gambling for those few bits of treasure so many of us had
secreted that no one, not even Terton or Tea, took offense that some of the things were kept as personal
property. Sometimes the gambling isfor an extra onion from the next day’ sretion, or aportion of
someone' s persond yield from their garden plot. At first, people were rusty asthey tried to smply relax
together. On the other hand, prisoners become very good at hiding their anger, out of fear, and after a
whileit became apparent that thiswas all in fun, that there was no need for anger, since there was plenty
of food to share and we could al see each of the treasures and it wasn't asif they were worth anything
here, where there was no economy, not even in cigarettes, since there were none. So the games
progressed with agreat dedl of giggling and laughter that had only adightly hystericd edgetoit.

Although no one refersto the night the lake resppeared, not even Samdup, who has said very little
to ussince then, every once in awhile when | have settled down for the night, I’ [l see one of the deepers
or the gamblersriseto hisor her feet, stroll over to the cliff edge, and look out at the mountains and
down onto the lake, asif waiting.

The pack train has been gonefor avery long time. As| count the entriesin my diary and try to figure
the days between events, it ssemsto me that the trains take about two months to go and return.

NIGHT OF TORCHES

Tonight | was playing cards with Thibideaux, Merridew, and Tsering' s daughter when the child lay
down her hand and walked to the edge of the cliff. | did the same. | felt twitchy. Though the crops have
been as abundant as ever, the night air has gone from springy and soft to almost too warm and now is
amogt too cold for the brocade hangings to be adequate protection. Tania noticed the hangings among
our artifacts and suggested their use as blankets, rinsing them out in clear water, which took two days
aone. Thefabricissilk brocade, double and triple thick and fairly warm. Wu surprised everyone by



donating haf of her personal soap supply to wash the hangings. After that we had rather elegant blankets,
though lately these have not been quite warm enough.

Thisisnot redlly along-term problem. The flood was not from the lake, as we supposed, but from a
hot spring which was apparently aso unplugged by the subterranean activity—I try not to think of it asan
earthquake—that freed the lake. Soon Teawill have anew valve made and will be ableto channel the
hot water through the new pipeto form a heating system similar to the origina one. But | don’t much like
the thought of going below again. The distinctions between guards and prisoners and between prisoners
of one cellblock and prisoners of another will spring up once more, I'm afraid. And I'm also afraid that
we al, very badly, for whatever time remains, need to stand together.

So | sood behind Pema, looking out acrossthe valey, my gaze craning upward to follow hers
around the ghostly white peaks looming over us, as overpowering to me as| must have looked to an ant.
A phantom of snow trailed its sheet asit legpt from a cleft in the ridge opposite our guardian mountain.

“Did you ever hear what they cdl that mountain?’ | asked the girl in Tibetan.
“Karaka,” she said, and suddenly gave achildish hop and pointed. “Look.”

Astheveil of snow swept away on the wind, spots of light appeared within the darkness, one, two,
three, four, stretching out longer and longer until it seemed aribbon.

“It' sthe pack train!” | told Pema, totaly unnecessarily since she smultaneoudly let out ascreech and
yelled to everyone that she had been the first to spot the train returning from the outsde world with dl the
things we wanted.

And everybody |eft their games or their hammocks and cameto line the dliff edge, watching the light
spots bounce down the distant mountainsde.

“There stoo many,” Pema said, counting with her raised finger. “ Eighteen, nineteen, twenty—there
were only nine people in thetrain, Dolma, Norbu, Kunga, Trungpa, Jamyang, PemaJamyang...”

“Hush, we know,” her mother said, holding her by her shoulders and stroking her hair asthegirl
continued counting.

There were many more than nine lights, many more than nineteen or twenty. Hundreds of the spots
formed a serpentine ribbon of light dancing from the top of the ridge, winding in acircle dong the cliff
sdes, spiraling down until, asitstip reached hafway down the mountain, we started moving en masse
down thetrail to greet it.

Behind each brave and beautiful light was afoot-weary, soul-sick traveler. Many new faces, and
only afew of the old ones were among them, some reached the edge of the canopy while the rest
brought up therear, il highin the pass.

How would we feed them all, how would there be enough blankets? Where did they dl come from?
| was relieved when | saw that each of them was carrying, besides atorch, as many persona belongings
asthey could carry, including animasin baskets and cages, clothing, children—these were refugees, then,
rather than more prisoners.

And then | recognized, or thought | recognized, acoat | hadn’t seen for months, since it had walked
out of camp on the back of one of the youngest guards, one of the ones who had stayed behind when the
rest of the pack train returned. He was one of the ones who would have walked out to the guerrillacamp



to learn what had become of the supply helicopter. He had returned with this party, or at least his parka,
bordered with distinctive rainbow-stripped ribbon, had returned. | definitely remembered that the parka
belonged to avery young guard, just beyond boyhood, but now the parka was on the back of a
middle-aged man who resembled the boy enough to be hisfather.

I had not seen Dolmauntil 1 spotted this man, but she was right behind him, bearing one end of a
litter.

The chest of the body on the stretcher till rose and fell, dthough the head was covered for warmth
with one of those reflecting synthetic blankets.

Dolma hefted her end of the stretcher more securely and filed past me, unseeing without her thick
glasses. Behind her shuffled more civilians, lugging everything from cooking potsto chickens, driving
some of the more surefooted animals, chiefly goats, before them. Everyone looked like adeegpwalker.

LATER

| suppose ignorance redly wasblissin this case. We saw the misslesfired and we saw them
explodein return, in the distance. We knew damn good and well what it meant. But it is still stunning to
hear about the obliteration from the lips of these few survivors, led through the mountainsto the
rendezvous point by the team who had walked back in to investigate.

The newcomers spilled out from under the canopy, Sitting numbed and quiet while we passed among
them with soup and extra coverings, and hel ped them shed their packs.

Sometime later, after the bathtub soup kettle bore nothing but a greasy film where the soup had
been, after the hangings had been torn in half to cover more children and infants, after the chickensand
pigs and goats had been penned and the night of torches had turned to day and then into afternoon, |
found Dolma, sitting beside the litter, tears streaming on her cheeks. | sat down beside her, my bones
creaking wearily. A full soup bowl withaspooninit sat at the head of thelitter. The occupant’ sface was
turned away, with only a straggle of fine white hair on an age-speckled bald scalp showing clearly.

Teathreaded hisway through the crowd to join us and looked down at Dolma s red-rimmed eyes,
much magnified by her sdt-gtained glasses.

“S0,” hesaid to her. “So, just how bad isit?’

“It'sover,” she said. Her voice quavered. Her hair was matted to her head from wearing a cap and
ahood for so long and she absently brushed it out of the frames of her glasses. Teawatched her intently
the whole time. They both knew what they were talking about, another part of alongstanding secret. |
could only guess at that point. “We aredone,” Dolmasaid. “ Only these few were saved, and they found
their way only because Rinchen Norbu and his companions met them when they walked out to try to find
the helicopter. Y ou can see from Rinchen’ sface what it cost him.” She nodded to the middle-aged man
wearing the youth' s rainbow-trimmed parka. He sat looking over the heads of squalling children and the
stony-faced adults who mechanically went about the business of settling in. He was staring at the lake as
if by drinking it in with his eyes he was somehow hedled. “ These people lived in the settlements and
camps near our border. When they saw the flash, they were far enough from ground zero to havetimeto
begin walking in, with the guidance of Rinchen and the others. Three villagers, plus Sonam and Phurbu
from Rinchen’ s party, were lost in an avaanche and later, the wind blew two people from thetop of a
ciffade pass”



“Little Sonam?’ Teaasked. “ Sheisgone? And Phurbu?’

“Theworld isgone, Lobsang. Save for these few. Thelr fate was to be there for the arrival of our
people and to follow them here. At first many were reluctant to come, since they could never leave, asa
few of them had heard in tales of this place from their great-grandparents and grandparents, who
remembered us from days when trade was easier. Within five days of our border, Rinchen spotted this
one.” Sheindicated the person on the stretcher. “ He recognized the parka,” she said sadly.

| followed her gaze to the mottled scap and the ragged motion of the chest asit labored to breathe
and couldn’t believe someone so ancient had been wandering out in the mountains alone. Perhaps, as|
had heard the Eskimos once exposed their elders, someone had | ft the poor old thing to die?

Dolma started to glance up a me once and lowered her eyesto the stretcher again.

“Sotdl me” | said. “Why did dl these people spend their last few days mountain climbing to come
here?’

The doctor had been moving, stepping over each person to reach another, her bag in her hand,
Thibideaux behind her carrying an assortment of bandages and ointments, Pema tagging behind to run
errands. Terton bent dowly over the figure on the stretcher, pulling the blanket down to reach for the
wrig.

Nobody answered me. Everyone seemed to be holding their breath as Terton examined the man.
Thibideaux stood well away from her and her body sheltered that of her patient.

I had thought that the big secret between Dolmaand Tea had to do with the missiles, with the night
the sky lit up with fireballs and explosions. | thought they were talking around that, pussyfooting really, so
asto avoid panicking the rest of us, which seemed an exercisein futility. | wastrying to be direct, to let
them know that even though we had not said anything, the prisoners—in my cell block at least—had an
ideawhat had happened beyond the mountains. “I think | get it. They cameto escape the radiation,
didn’'t they? Because we' re so far from everything. | guessthey figure the fire storms and the nuclear
winter and al that might not hit usup here.” | paused, tried to swallow, found | could not and that |
suddenly felt very shaky as| asked more camly than | thought possible, “But even though we seemto be
gpared so far, dl the falout and stuff is bound to catch up with us pretty soon, isn't it?’

The doctor pulled the thermal blanket back up over her patient, turned dowly around so that she sat
on the ground facing me beside the stretcher and said in alow, measured voice, “No. | don't believe s0.”

“You don't?”

“No. Therest of theworld may die but in thisone little place, we will continue. If | did not believe
this, this place would not be here.”

“But who wants to continue forever in aprison camp?’ | asked, and added, alittle wildly, “I mean,
for aprison camp you've al been swell but it’ sa prison camp nevertheess.”

“Doesit matter what it is? Y ou have no hometo returnto.”

“Sherry—" The voice on the litter crackled like gatic, and Dolmahushed it and pulled the covers
gently away.

“Itisdl okay now, Sergeant. We have brought you back. Y ou see? Here are your friends Vivaand



Thibideaux.”

The withered little figure under the blanket was swesting, so she pedled back his outer parka. He
wore orange pgjameas, like me.

“Sherry, I’'m sorry. Coming back to—help ...”
“Du?’ Thibideaux asked and then, louder, “Du? What the— Colond! Marsh!”

“Doc?’ the old man on the cot asked and the bottom dropped out of my stomach, a boulder lodged
inmy throat.

“Danidson?’ | asked.
lls.]a.ry_n
“No, Danidson, it' sViv Vanachek.”

“Sherry. Sorry, babe.” A gob of phlegm had to be suctioned from hislips before he could continue
but for abrief moment he looked up at me with Danielson’ s piercing blue eyes sandwiched between
wrinkled, drooping lids. “Sherry, | can help. —morethan akiller.”

“My God,” Merridew said when he had fought hisway through the refugeesto reach us. “Thiscan’t
be.” Heleaned over Danielson astenderly as amother with an injured child. “ Sergeant Danielson?’

“Colond, tell Sherry—"

“It'sdl right, son,” he said, and athough nothing was dl right and the figure on the stretcher looked
old enough to be his great-grandfather rather than his son, he didn’t sound inane.

The Danielson on the stretcher fixed the Colond with one of those fierce looks he had, exhaded asif
he was sighing, and didn’t inhale again. The doctor had her fingers on his pulse and shook her head, and
finaly Thibideaux closed the sagging lids over eyes from which the fierceness had faded “What did you
do to him?’ the Colonel demanded, hisvoice grinding thewordsto iron filings.

“Could it be somekind of radiation poisoning?’ | ventured, “I never heard of rapid aging asasign of
radiation poisoning,” Thibideaux said dowly.

“It isnot radiation poisoning,” the doctor said. “Y our friend isavery old man. Y ou are, Colond,
Doctor Thibideaux, Mr. Marsh, dl of you, dl very old men. So old that it was necessary when you were
first brought here to give each of you posthypnotic suggestions so that the passage of time would not
darmyou.”

“The headaches?’ | asked.

She nodded. “Y es, adeterrent implanted in your subconsciousto maketime aliteraly instead of
merely apsychologicaly painful concept for you to ded with. But believe me, Colond, you and Mr.
Danielson particularly are very old men indeed. When Mr. Daniel son strayed beyond our borders, the
beneficid effects of this place no longer protected him and within afew days he reverted to histrue age.”

“That' saload of horseshit if | ever heard one,” Thibideaux said.

I’'m not sure how long Marsh had been listening. Long enough to get the gist of the conversation



anyway. He knelt beside the body and pulled back the cover and after amoment said, “It is Danielson.
And heisold. Thisian't radiation poisoning.”

“No, no, hold on,” | said, feding asif another avalanche was about to sweep my life away. The
bomb had got the world and the doctor had disposed of my sense of time and persond history with a
wave of her magic wand. Still, | had put together afew thingsfor myself and if | could make sense of
those, I’d be much less a puppet, I’ d have regained some control. “ ThibideaLix, the oil spillswere
cleaned up when my mother was a young woman—say twenty. She had me when shewas
forty-three—I remember that because Grandma had her when she wasforty-three and | was forty-three
when | was captured 0 it’s’—the doctor nodded encouragingly and thistime the block that | had
unthinkingly grown accustomed to when | tried to puzzle out time dissolved—"2069.” | could seethe
chronometer on my map display in Siddons saircraft asclearly asif | was Stting beforeit. “ September
twenty-ninth, 2069, | was captured. So if you cleaned birds as a boy, you must be—"

“Nearly seventy,” he said, Sitting back on his hedlswith his hands dangling limply over hisknees, the
equipment he' d been carrying for Terton falling nervelesdy from hisfingers.

The Colond took up the game as grimly determined asif he was biting into a cyanide capsule, “ And
my father took hisflight when | was twenty-four yearsold. That wasin 1991.”

Atlength | said, “Does anybody know what yeer thisis?’

The doctor smiled. “1t is 2070 by your caendar. But it no longer matters, you see.” | didn’t see and
neither did any of my cellmates. We dl looked at her blankly and she added, asif it explained anything,
“Now that you are here, | meanto say.”

“But where is here?’” Merridew demanded. “What kind of trick isthis? We can’'t be asold asyou
say and even if we were, we won't be getting any older. There’ s been amagjor nuclear incident so close
that | saw the flash with my own eyes. We should all be dead now, and not of old age. Thishas got to be
somekind of trick.”

“There' sDanidson,” Thibideaux reminded him. “He sno trick.”

“Please do not concern yoursdlf, Mr. Merridew,” Terton said kindly. “Wewill not perish here. We
are protected by the power of thisvalley and this place, shielded by Karakal.”

“What' s that? Some heathen god?” Merridew demanded.

“Karakd isthe mountain, Colond,” | filled in, remembering what the little girl had told me and then
remembered something else. “It' safamous mountain, isn't it, Doctor, dthoughiit isn't the highest inthe

range?’

“We enjoyed an uncomfortable amount of notoriety for atime,” she said. “ Fortunately, the
explanations given in Mr. Hilton's popular novel and the subsequent film were not scientific enough to
convince the world of our existence and so we remain. The mode for the hero of the book was one of
my grandfathers, although he was not an Englishman, as Mr. Hilton had it, nor did hein any way
resemble an American film star, snce he was actualy an Indian diplomat. But he was able to return,
findly, and he and my mother remained here through two of my incarnations, until at last the avdanche
killed them. By that time Tibet was occupied by the Chinese. Thetask of this place hasawaysbeen asa
haven for those besieged by the world, as arepository for the finest treasures of art and literature. My life
has been stranger than | can eadily tell you, but it has dways been clear to me that the greatest treasure,
and the most endangered one, is the human spirit. That iswhy | have gathered you here.”



“Y ou're preserving us by force?” Merridew sneered.
“Had | not done 0, others would have killed you by force. Would you prefer that, Colond ?’

“And the names| found on the computer,” | said. “ All the names of this place. None of them were
the true name, were they? The name of this placeis not Russian, Indian or Chinese?’

“Wdll, itisderived from Sanskrit.” Terton said. “Which isvaguely Indian.”
“What the hell are you two taking about,” the Colonel asked. “Whaose prisoners are we anyway?’

“You aretime's prisoners, Colond Merridew,” she said softly. “And degtiny’s. But please think of
this place as a prison no longer. From now on, we must all help each other adjust to the terrible
consequences that have befalen the outside world. In the meantime, we will make our home here, inthis
place we have known from ancient times as Shamba a, dthough your Mr. Hilton for some reason refers
toit as Shangri-La”

PART EIGHT

OLD YEAR 2070, NEW POST-BIG BOOM YEAR 1, WEEK 2, EARLY
AUTUMN

(Late August? Who' s to contradict me? So be it. Late August)

DAY 14

Atlast | havetimeto write at length again. For the past two weeksiit has been far too busy to do
anything more than make a note of the date. | don’t want to lose track of time again, advisable though the
doctor seemsto think it would be to do so. | am only forty-three. If the atmosphere cleansup intime,
someday | may be ableto go outside again. Not that | can tell you why I’d want to. But maybe some
day at least some of these children would want to. At least one has already expressed his opinion that
Shangri-La, (or Shambala—when in Tibet, etc.) isnot al it has been cracked up to be.

“| thought there would be golden pagodas, like in the stories,” the boy complained as he helped me
hang the chimes from the outer edge of the command bunker. Laundry flapped from the poles and
protrusionslike the prayer flags at Danielson’s grave. People are till camped so thickly under the canopy
that it’shard to wak from one end of the compound to another, but stone lean-tos have blossomed



among the flowering jungle covering the valey floor and if there are more mouthsto feed, thereare dso
more hands to work on the garden. And of course, thereisadl the new livestock the refugees brought
with them, and some very welcome smdl farming implements.

It took usthree days of tending to the immediate surviva needs of the new people before we got
around to burying Daniel son. The delay was partly because there was some question asto how the
funera should be handled. The wood supply was insufficient for acremation, especialy now that we
were using so many campfires at night for warmth. We have continued to deep aboveground since there
are not enough cells excavated yet for everyone and we' re ill concerned about aftershocks, which may
be able to reach us even if direct contamination, according to Terton, cannot. So when there wastime,
Marsh and Thibideaux helped Samdup dig agrave at the foot of the pass a the far end of the mountain.

| helped Merridew, who till limps from his cat wounds, down the mountain, where he planned to
say afew words over the grave. On the way down, we passed Tea and Dolma, who each carried
armloads of mani stones, smooth, with rivulets of rain dripping from the carved prayers. | have hauled so
many of those stones from the garden, some whole, some broken. The ones Teaand Dolmaheld were
whaole.

“Something will be needed to keep the snow lion from taking your friend,” Teasaid.” Intheold
way, we would have |et the animals have the body, but there are few animas here now and giving the
only wild one the taste of human flesh doesn’t seem agood idea. These seem—appropriate.”

Using one hand to steedy the Colond, | could only carry one stone mysalf—the smal onesweighed
at least five pounds or so apiece—and | thought it would be along day, carrying enough stonesto form a
cairn over Danielson.

But then Wu and Dr. Terton threaded their way toward us through refugees and the radish patch.
Ontheway, Dr. Terton squatted down and lifted a stone. With a put-upon sigh, Wu did likewise and
Tsering, who walked behind them, picked up three more. Meanwhile, one of the refugees who had
helped Dolma carry Daniel son’ slitter spoke aword to her, pried a stone from the dirt and brushed it off
and handed it to achild of about nine, who handed it to hissister. In ahushed babble, people told each
other what the stones were for, and soon there was a straggling procession to the grave. Thibideaux and
Marsh were just about to lay Danielson in it when Dolma stopped them, set down her stones, and began
gathering blossoms. Soon others were gathering them too, until the areawas denuded of wildflowersfor
haf an acre around, and Danielson’ s grave was hdf filled with them. Then he was lowered down and
Merridew mumbled a prayer that sounded to me like “ The Battle Hymn of the Republic,” but he stopped
when he got to the part about “loosed the fateful lightning of histerrible swift sword.” He got asfar as
“lightning.” Then Marsh cleared histhroat awkwardly and said, “Walk in beauty, Du.”

Thibideaux tossed in ashoveful of dirt and handed the shovel to me. | would never again need to
fear Danielson looming over me at night, or have to explain mysdlf to him. But he had died trying to
escape, which was the right thing according to what he had been taught to believe, and whiletrying to
redeem himsdlf to hisfamily. I’'m sorry he never got the chance to be the man he might have been, given
the sort of home he wished he could provide for his children and amore peaceful world.

Asl| tossed in my shovelful, achild in the crowd wailed and buried itsface in its mother’ s kirt.
Another child screamed aword | recognized as meaning “father” and | wondered if that child belonged
to one of the people lost on thetrail. But the kids weren’t the only ones crying. The adults keened and
clung to each other, mourning loudly. It seemed funny for amoment, snce Danieson, far from crying
over their graves, would have killed any one of them with his bare hands and whistled while he worked.
But | guessthey have alot to cry about and maybe Danielson’ s funerd isthefirst chance they’ ve had to



do it without worrying about faling into abottomless ravine or being shot a or having to outrun radiation.

But it seems okay that Daniel son, who was not born to afamily and who couldn’t keep the family he
tried, should become the ultimate stand-in for the families of al of these people he' d have considered
enemies,

When the grave wasfilled with earth and flowers, mani sones clinked one atop another until they
produced apiletall enough and broad enough to shade five people.

Thibideaux waked the Colond back up the hill, leaving meto wak done. | felt oddly empty inside,
and so incgpable of crying mysdlf, for Danielson or theworld or anything ese, that my eyesfelt asdry as
the lake once was.

| guess| have ahard time accepting that life outside does not go on as | remember it, Sncelife here
in Kaapa does continue, although it has changed since | wasfirst brought here. If Dr. Tertonisto be
believed, and when | remember the strange manner of Danielson’s dying and the chanting of the monks; |
can't dishdieve her; extraordinary things have happened herein the past and extraordinary things are ill
possible. | reluctantly admit that despite the grief around me, the possibilities this place presents fascinate
me.

Marsh worked with Teaon the plumbing, devising a plan to provide an energy source for the valley
from the gas produced by the unending abundance of night soil. Thibideaux and Terton worked to cure
physical allments, and the excavation crews, led by Dolma, continued to unearth new caches of objects
that would be useful in supporting the community. So if the ancient kingdom of Shambalaisno longer an
earthly paradisg, it isat least no longer a prison camp.

“The golden pagodas arein the past,” | told the boy, who il didn’t think that the chimes
Thibideaux had found in the garden and restrung sounded just right and who was staring up a me
criticaly. “ Since the avalanche, Shambala has come down intheworld.” It wasn't avery good joke and
I’m not even sure| said it correctly, Sinceidiomatic expressons often don't trandate very well. At any
rate, the boy did not give me the smilel wastrying to coax, but then | remembered that the child, like the
rest of us, had seen enough to knock the levity out of anybody, and | tried a serious question instead.
“Why would you want them to be gold?’

A cranky-looking woman, who is probably younger than she gppears, hissed to him in Chinese,
“Watch what you say or these people will think you haven’t got the right karma after all to come here and
they will throw you out.”

“| have so got the right karma,” the boy said. “1 just thought it would be like the stories said.”

The woman looked to me asif she was arguing with him because she too was disappointed. But that
may be the result of trying so hard and being very tired and having lost agreet dedl.

Dr. Terton emerged from the door beneath the chimes, amost knocking me off the rock on which |
was standing as| tried to hang them. “Everyone' skarmaisfine, I’'m sure,” Terton said to the woman and
boy, and to me she said, “If you use alonger nail, Viveka, the chimeswill ring morefredy.”

I hopped down from my stone. “Thiswasthe longest one | could find.”

“I will ask the guardiansfor another nail for you,” the cranky woman said. Our former guards are
referred to as guardians, short for the Guardians of the Gate of Shambala, by the newcomers, not as
soldiers. These people have no love of soldiers or uniforms, though many of them were guerrillas



themselves. The woman's spurt of cooperativeness was aform of apology, asif shewasalittle afraid
that her harshness had cast a dark shadow on her own karma.

“If you wish to see our golden pagodas,” Dr. Terton told the boy, “wait for sunset, when the last
rayskissthe bowl of Karakd.”

“Sunsets are very common,” the boy said.

“Not anymore,” | said. “Not if the rest of theworld ishaving nuclear winter.” | felt apit yawning
inside me and the wind howl through my heart as soon as | spoke and regretted that | had reminded
myself, aswell as everybody else. Sometimes moments passed when | forget to try to imagine what it
must be like out there now. What' s gone? What remains?

“None of that will touch us,” the doctor said.

“Excuse me, but with al due respect you can't know that, ma am,” Thibideaux said, voicing my own
feding. He and Merridew had been in the dispensary. The Colonel’ s hair is growing back and his scars
are barely noticesble, though he il limpsalittle.

“Ah, but | can,” Terton told Thibideaux, smiling. “I’ ve lived more lives than the fabled cat to take the
precautions that ensure the security of thisplace. Y ou seg, it redly isatop-security area, evenif | meant
something a bit different by the phrase from the way it wasinterpreted by others.”

“I"'m glad you get such akick out of being mysterious,” the Colonel told her, * but what we need
right now isalittle less hocus-pocus and alittle more hard data. | have aman dead of old agewho was
certainly no more than thirty-five when heleft here, we have acompound full of homeless people who
claim they had abomb dropped on them, in which case according to al scientific caculations, itisonly a
matter of time before the aftereffects descend on us, before the food we are growing and the water we
are drinking are deadly and we will be just as dead asif we' d been sitting on ground zero.”

“That is of course unlessyou're atop expert from the Pentagon’ s ultimate survivalist school,”
Thibideaux added. “1n that case, you probably brought us here as afood source for yoursaf.” Hewas
teasing the doctor and the Colonel at the sametime.

Terton acknowledged the attempt at lessening the tenson with awarm flicker in her eyesbut said,
“Thereis much you don't understand, | know. We have had so much to do and so many to care for
there has been no time for explanations. Besides, what | could tell you is not the kind of thing one can
explain to multitudes over a portable loudspeaker. The Tibetan people, the Indians, even the Chinese are
not so impatient as you Westerners. They don’t know the details, of course, but for hundreds and
hundreds of years they have known that something of this sort would happen. And, of course, one
aways believesin one'sown survival, no matter who elseisto die. Y our culture actualy has had stories
of thistime aso, including the one about this place passed off by Mr. Hilton as popular fiction. But your
people ceased to believe in such stories years ago, and so took no painsto prepare ahaven or avoid the
consequences of the collective karmaof theworld. That is, of course, an oversmplified and in some
respects mideading statement, but nonetheless| believe | am correct in saying so.”

“That would be just fine, ma am, if we knew what the devil you' retaking about,” Merridew said.

“It would help if we could just hear,” | said. The chimes, agitated by the wind, were clanging in one
of my earswhile the babble of voices and the clamor of cooking pots, the banging of hammers, the
chopping of knives, the dapping of clay, the hiss of fire and water and the distraction of ahalf-naked brat
bowling me over asit ran around trying to work off energy it should have expended many times over on



the hike to Kaapa, made the doctor’ s soft voice difficult to hear.

The sky above the canopy was till blue, the snow il bannered from the mountai ntops, and
somewhere out of Sght rumblings and mutterings till issued from the range, but the natural soundswere
al but lost in the human cacophony.

Also, it seemsto methat the doctor’ s voice has grown fainter and more quavery than when | first
met her. Her movements are also somewhat less sure, though they have asurprising grace | failed to
notice before. Her skinislesslike leather now than onion skin. Of course, sheisan old woman, and has
not lived her whole life within these boundaries, and if anything could knock the stuffing out of anyone, |
suppose the end of the world ought to beit.

“Comewith metothelake,” shesad. “It isgood to seeit between its shores again.”

“There salot of work to be done, ma am,” Thibideaux said. “Lots of thesefolksare il in pretty
poor shape.”

“Therr faith in Shambadawill do morefor them a the moment than your ministrations, young man,”
shesad. “Comedong.”

The lake glittered beckoningly, children of the refugees splashing naked in itswaters, whose colors
mingled pale slver to cool aguamarine, rippling into clear turquoise, ted, and to adeep navy inthe
center. Thelakeis so broad and long that its entirety isvisible only from the very crest of Kaapa, which
is both the name of the city that once stood on thislesser mountain and the name of the mountain itself.
Already the scrubby rhododendron bushes suck up the lake’ s moisture and have grown to four times
their former height since the lake appeared. Though the lakefilled the valey such ashort timeago, itisas
if thevaley existsonly asavessd for itswaters. The lake reminds me of an Arabic saying quoted often
in A Thousand and One Nights, the Sir Richard Francis Burton version Grandma Viveka had kept from
college. When something was very beautiful, the desert dwellerssaid, “It iscool to my eyes.” Thelake
was likethat in that figurative sense, aswell asliterdly. It changed the entire character not only of the
valey but the compound, and | understand now alittle of Wu's bitterness toward us as the people she
blamed for itsloss. Well, now a bigger bomb has brought the |ake back to her. Itisaglory to behold.

Dr. Terton sat on astone and motioned us to be seated around her, her gestures displaying a
dancer’ s suppleness of wrist, palm and fingers. | sat between her and the lake, the breeze fluffing the hair
off my face, tickling my neck with the tendrils that escaped from my braid.

The breeze smelled like flowers and fresh water. Asthe doctor talked, | fingered smooth pebbles,
jade, amber and agate brown. | wondered if the stones had been there before the lake emerged or if they
had gurgled up from below, riding the crown of the spring.

Soon the doctor was circled by Thibideaux, Marsh, Merridew and me and by some of the children,
who stopped splashing and squedling, sensing astory. Tsering’ s daughter, Pema, was among these, and
she sat as close to Merridew as she dared. She remembers who saved her from the lion.

Terton took a deep breath and began. “What has befallen the world must have come as a great
shock to dl of you. | know there is much you would like to ask and much you would like explained.
Have you any particular questions?’

“Yes, maam,” Thibideaux said. “Do you mean to tell usthat what happened to the world did not
come as abig shock to you too?’



“Not in the same way asit cameto you. There were warnings. Humanity has been preparing itself
for thisfate for quite sometime, as you cannot be unaware. Also, according to our histories, dl of this
has been foretold. The only question for many years has been “When?’ For usit ismuch asif abeoved
but troubled friend has succumbed to along illness. Y ou know degth isinevitable, and yet when theend
comes, you are not redlly prepared for it. Y ou never reaize how much you will missyour friend, or what
exactly he has meant to you until afterward. That sounds abit like a poorly written popular love song,
doesit not? But without your friend' stroublesto distract and instruct you, without his symptomsto
contemplate, you are once more compelled to ook at your own life, to dwell only on your own growth,
without the mirror your friend provided or the insght you gained by seeing his progress on the paths he
chose when you sdlected others.”

“Yes, maam, that'sjust fine” the Colond said. “Redl poetic and dl that, I'm sure. But we retalking
about the whole world here”

She nodded. “Unfortunately, yes. More than one friend, then. Many. All of us here have had great
losses, many losses. And you in particular have had so little preparation or teaching. Therewasno time,
you see. | had to locate you and have you brought here, dmaost one by one. There were so many who
might have come but they were not within my grasp. The most immediate necessity was to rel ocate you
and to prepare this place once more as the haven it was intended to be. But there was no time for more
than the most profound tests of your ability to bear thistask, no time for ingtruction and training which
you, Colondl, would no doubt have interpreted as * brainwashing.” | had to arrange suppliesand
protection for usal. Just as| thought | could return and begin your instruction, when | at last had thought
of away to help you understand—" She shrugged. “ The end came. | who have prepared for it through
many lifetimes and who expected it generations ago was taken by surprise at how swiftly it fell upon us.”

Merridew said, “Thisisalot of crap. For al we know you could have set off fireworks back in the
hills. We don’t know who you areredly or who these people are. W€ ve seen no signs of devastation,
nothing to support your clams.”

“Unlessyou count Danidson, Sir,” Thibideaux reminded him.

Marsh cleared histhroat. “I can assure you, Colond. What we saw was't fireworks.” To Terton he
sad, “But what I'd like to know, ma am, isjust who in the hell are you redly? What kind of damfool
Chinese officer behaves the way you have?’

“Damfool Chinese officer iscover story of Ama Terton. She dso has cover story that sheis
Mongolian Soviet officer and Indian army officer,” Teasaid, crawling out of a piece of yard-wide
ceramic pipe that opened into the lake. He sat down between Terton and me, wiping hisface, which
needed it, with thetail of hisshirt. “AmaTerton isthe Terton—sheisthe finder, the gatekeeper. Sheis
Bodhi sattva—compass onate saint who staysin thisworld through many incarnations to help others.”

“I've heard of them,” Marsh said, looking bemused. “But | thought al of them got rich selling
wisdom during the 1980s New Age craze and moved to big estates near Banff.”

“If they got that rich, then they redlly must have been wise,” | said. Nobody laughed. | knew al
about bodhi sattvas though— Grandma had always claimed she must be one to put up with Granddad.
“Anyway, why don’'t you guysjust shut up and let the woman talk? | for one would like to hear what she
hasto say, how and why she did this, why she brought us here, and just what this placeis.”

“Vanachek,” the Colond said wearily, “why don't you shut up? Y ou’ ve been compromised aready.
| know you don’'t understand; you're just out of your depth. Y ou’ re anice enough lady and dl that but



you' re no trooper, you' re afucking civilian somebody had the stupidity to stick into auniform. Y ou can't
tell the difference between infiltrating these people to get information and faling for theline of bull they put
out. You are, excuse me, just too damned femal e to bear in mind who' syour enemy.”

Dr. Terton beamed a& me. “Y es. It'sone of her better qualities.” But when her smilefell onhim
again, it changed and she looked from one of usto the other, anxioudy for someone who is supposed to
be serene (dthough, redlly, how easy would it be to be serene if you were supposed to be
compassionately helping everyoneto enlightenment? If your heart wasredly init, it ssemsto melikea
good way to be anervouswreck). “Oh, dear,” Terton said, “1 can seethiswill be difficult to explain. I'm
sure that athough most Western theology doesn’t include reincarnation, you are al familiar with the

concept?’
Three curt, impatient nods.

“Good. You're probably aso aware that many times a person is not reincarnated as a human being,
but as some lower form. Or sometimes, if the person has worked through many lifetimesto asufficiently
enlightened state, they may achieve nirvana. There are other options as well—if you are arather sociable
person, as| have usudly been throughout my lives, you may wish to have lots of company in
enlightenment. I’ ve dways fdlt it would be so much pleasanter that way. And so some of us chooseto
keep returning in human form even though we have nothing to gain in a persondly spiritual sense. The
highest leaders and lamas of Tibet have aways been bodhi sattvas themselves, who asthey diereved
clues asto their next incarnation. In the next body, they recognize aspects of their former livesthat enable
those who need them to identify them. Probably the best-known case, of course, was that of the Daa
Lama

“Thereisaso the matter of tulkus—or apartia transference, as you would say— * possessing”
another body, or even amanifestation created from no material substance, but that isnot what is
happening here. No, since | gained enlightenment, | have been charged with asingle duty throughout my
livesand that isto prepare this place, once the Kingdom of Shambala, currently reduced to the city and
valey of Kdapa, for thistime of crigs.

“In order to accomplish thistask, to empower, preserve, people, and rebuild this place as
necessary, | have had to use many methods you might think unbecoming to an enlightened being. Al |
can sy tothat is, twaddle. When you have lived asmany livesas| have you' I think nothing of it.

“The most unusua aspect of my mission has been that dthough | am dways born in this place, most
of my lives have necessarily been lived outside of it, where | age as any person ages. | wish | could say,
asdid the priest in Mr. Hilton' s book, that | am hundreds of years old, but as a matter of fact I'm barely
seventy, and I’ ve had arather stimulating rough life and show it, as do many of my countrywomenin
comparable circumstances. In previouslives | have sometimes been able to return here and live for many
years until duty drove meforth again, but often I’ ve died young, having gethered at great peril certain
persons and objects in need of preservation or needed by this place for its own preservation.”

“How did you do that?’ Marsh asked. “Why are we supposed to be ‘ preserved’ here? Do you
have one of those shields like the spaceships use in the sciencefiction vids?”

She blinked apologeticaly. “Nothing so easy for you to understand, | fear, Mr. Marsh. It would help
so muchiif at least one of you was amore religious person. Then you might be moreinclined to believe
mewhen | tell you it has something to do with what you would call the * power of prayer.” ”

“Y ou must remember that this place is very ancient. What we have uncovered sncethe avdancheis



the merest crust of what it once was. Evenin my first life, growing up here, | had no ideahow deep the
catacombs went or what was in the outermost rooms. But for hundreds of thousands of generationsthe
holiest and best of my people have been chanting and praying for the preservation of this sanctuary.
Which isfair, since the people who were here were dl that time chanting and praying for the preservation
of the human race, and most especialy for the human spirit.

“Certain people, and you among them, have been led to me and to this place by their particular path.
That they, and you, have come here has been as much your own doing as mine. Y ou three gentlemen, in
placing the need to care for the souls and bodies of others above the need to preserve your own life,
showed a certain aptitude for this sort of thing.”

“But I'mno hero,” | said.

“No, Viveka, but you are possessed of both atrusting and a giving nature, although your society
rewards neither of thosetraits, and you have an inquiring mind which seeksto know things that many
have forgotten. Y ou were an unusua case. Y ou did not first go to some dreadful torture camp like the
others, but your dharmaclearly led you straight to me and to this place.”

| wasglad it was clear to her. Here dl thistime I’ d thought it was the plane crash that had brought
me to Kaapa Compound.

“Can you not see, Mr. Merridew, that your suffering and isolation, once vital to your surviva, now
stand between you and the peace for which you have fought at such great cost to yourself? For atime it
was necessary to your psyche that you regarded us as enemies, perhaps, but that time is now past.
Perhaps you might consider that you are no longer acting from your own observations of usand your
own best judgment so much asyou are acting from the military tradition of your family. Y ou are the latest,
but I hope not thelast, of along line of honorable, saifless men who have given much to benefit others. In
the padt, the dharma of your ancestors and yoursdlf has made your family vaiant warriors, but the
principles you uphold are equally valuablein our Stuation. Do you not find it foolish to continue to regard
us as enemies when thereis no longer awar?’

“My country right or wrong,” Merridew muttered. In another minute he would have given her his
name, rank and seria number.

“Y our country right and wrong, I’ m very much afraid, though the whole question has become
rhetorica. But tell me, Mr. Merridew, you were a pilot. When you flew from one country to another on
your airlift missons, did you notice as you flew over theland that it had greet lines where boundaries
were, or that the color changed, as on amap, as you flew across borders?’

“Y ou said you would tell uswhat you were up to here, not ask alot of damned nonsense....”
Like Marsh, the Colonel seemed to be reacting badly to our emancipated status.

“Colond, if you'd just let her talk,” | said.

“Vanachek, put alid onit. Y ou' ve been subverted.”

“Comeoff it, 9r. Don't you get it? There aren’t any sdesanymore. We' reit. When | was hurting,
you guys hel ped me. When you were hurting, we helped you. What did politics have to do with any of
tha?’

Marsh’ svoice was al the more bitter for its soft reasonableness, “ Thereisthe old trick of putting a



woman in asamole, getting everybody to talk. Y ou’ ve been pretty inquistive, Viv.”

“Y ou don't think they could have come up with somebody alittle more like Marlene Dietrich for the
job?’ | asked.

His mouth twisted into what was amogt asmile. “Maybe there was no Marlene Dietrich with the
right karma. Besides, anyone would look good after awhile.”

“That' swhy the men had gtrict orders not to touch you,” the Colond informed me.

“Isthat it?” So | was an outcast by command, was |? And he was dways making noises about me
being friendly with the enemy. What did he expect if nobody e se was supposed to have anything to do
with me? So | responded in the way that kept me out of corporate boardrooms back on the NAC.
“Geg, g, and here | thought it was my deodorant. Or saltpeter in the momos. Just joking. | actually
thought it was al of our scruples. If wefind out they’ retelling the truth and the world has ended and
we're pretty much immortal, can | at least have ahug? Two or three hundred yearsisalong timeto live
without being touched.”

“Y eah. If you accept that thisis Shangri-fucking-La,” Marsh said with acynicd grin, “it sureis.”

“Wdll, there’ s Danidlson,” Thibideaux said. “We need to bear in mind what happened to him. No
gettin’ ‘round it, fellas, somethin’ definitely irregular, unauthorized and plain fuckin’ weird happened to
Danielson and that it happened because thisis Shangri-Lamakes about as much sense as anything. |
think we may just be having oursdves alittle credibility gap here, if you don’t mind my saying so, because
we thought when it ended it would be with a big bang and not, as whoever the famous sonofabitch was
that said it said, with awhimper.”

The Colonel glared at him, stood, and marched back up the hill, his chest stuck so far out his
shoulder blades werein danger of meseting at his spine.

“He snot dwayslikethis,” | gpologized to the doctor, as an upper-class wife might explain to her
hostess that her husband generdly held his substances better. “1 can't think what' s eating him. | mean, all
thistime we' ve been prisoners and now al of asudden we' re free—rdatively speaking.”

“| suppose it was too much to hope he' d be pleased,” Terton said.

“I don’t think he believesyou,” Thibideaux said. “1 wouldn't mysalf, except for some of the things
you' ve showed me since he was injured and Danielson, of course.”

“He' sindenia,” Terton said, faling back on the jargon of what was gpparently only one of her
professions.

“Nope,” Marsh said, getting to hisfeet. “He sin the same place he' s been for the last
you-only-know-how-many years and has been thinking of it asa prison camp and now you tdl himit's
paradise. How do you expect him to react? It’ s like playing tug-of-war, hanging on to your end of the
rope as hard as you can and having the other guyslet go of their end. It'salittle hard for any of usto
take. | just want to know a couple of thingsright now. One, if thiswas supposed to be paradise, how
comeyou left amartinet like Wu in charge?’

“She had to learn to use her authority better than those who once had authority over her, and also
sheisaperformer, and acting arole came more easily to her than it did to the rest of the people who
remained hereto receive you. | saw to it that none of the rigors you suffered were more than would have



been asked of amonk seeking enlightenment. The more difficult tests were not of her devisng.”

“She doesn’t seem like much of a candidate for enlightenment to me. Why bring her here anyway?
Did you do it to protect her? She' s not your daughter, is she?’

“No, she' snot my daughter. She has been my mother, however. She was once avery idedigtic
young woman, atdevison journdigt, in Bejing. She had the courage to publicly support astudent
movement demanding government reform. When the soldiers overwhemed the students, shewas
captured, tortured, dated for execution. | happened to be a private in the Chinese army at that time, a
lowly Tibetan recruit, but | was her jailer. | freed her, and together we fled the city. | waswounded as
we drove through aroadblock. It was asmall wound, but in the days and nights that followed as|
attempted to take her to friends on the Indian border, the wound festered. | spoke to her of my
birthplace, of the friends who would help her, and told her how to find them. Findly, when | wastoo sick
to move, shetook the last of our food and left meto die. Later, she found Lobsang Taring and he led her
back here. Within afew months, she gave birth to my next incarnation and | was once more born here.”

If thisstartled Marsh, hedidn’t show it. “Okay,” he said. “ So Wu' s your mama. Now, my next
guestionisthis. If we arein the only safe place left on earth, we' re the last of the human race, right?’

“That has not been reved ed to me, though logic would seem to suggest—"
“That'sjust what | thought,” he said, and started walking back up the hill.
“Where you goin'?" Thibideaux asked.

“I"m going to get started on my traditional duty as one of the last men on earth. The war’ sover.
Timefor the re-population part.”

“I think I’ d better get back to those sick refugeestoo,” Thibideaux said. | rose and caught hisarm
and we took afew steps, out of Terton’s earshot.

“Wait,” | said. “Don’t you want to hear what she hasto say?”’

“Cher, that old lady isamighty fine doctor and thereis somethin’ funny happenin’ here, | grant you.
But al this stuff about the power of prayer and her rescuin’ Wu and Wu bein’” her mama after she died,
that’ salittle crazy. | think dl thishas been alittle strain on the old girl, you know? 1 don’t know what
happened to Daniel son but | begin to wonder if Marsh iswrong and what we saw was really nuclear
missles”

“But why would they stage ahoax?’ | asked.

“I don’t know but I don’'t know why anybody’ d deploy nukes either. Ain’t nobody asked my
opinion on any of this. SoI’'m gon’ go back to my patients and think it over some more. Between

doctorin’ and that repopulatin’ Marsh mentioned, | reckon to have my hands full for agood long while,
andthat’sjugt inthislife. | an't thinkin' no further than that right now.”

The doctor watched Marsh and Thibideaux |leave with a somewhat pained expression and Tea, who
hed quite successfully made himsdlf invisble after hisinitial comments, raised hiseyebrows quizzicaly at
me.

| shrugged. “ They’ re upset and they’ re joking to cover it up, | think.”



“No, no, itisagood idea,” Terton said. “To think of conception instead of destruction. Very naturd,
very hedthy. But | am afraid they do not entirdly believe me.”

“Wadll, asyou said, doctor, it seasy for your peopleto believein this stuff. They wereraised oniit.
Most of my people are steeped in abdief inlogic and reason. We aren't quite ready for the truth asyou
know it. Y ou should have softened it up alittle maybe. Given alittle white scientific explanation of
everything so it would have made senseto them.” | appealed to Tea. “Y ou’ re an engineer with aWestern
education. Y ou know what | mean.”

“Oh, yes, | know. But you, Viv, you are dso aWestern person. Are you believing Ama Terton?’
“I do believeinfairies, | do believeinfairies” | mumbled.
“Pardon?’

The doctor smiled a him. “Y our education was neglected, L obsang. She quotes the famous degth
scene of the Tinkering Bell from the child’ s story Peter Pan. In my fourth life, it was very popular indl
Western countries and once a stage version was shown in Hong Kong. To save the Tinkering Bell, dl
children must aver their belief in fairies. Theforce of their collective will goesinto the Tinkering Bell so
that her soul isrestored to her same body. It is very moving.”

“It helps, AmaTerton, that you understand some of our storiestoo,” | said. ‘ These storieswere
aready old and much disused when | was achild, but my grandparents and my mother held rather
anachronigtic viewsfor their time and had many unfashionable books and videos for me to study. Would
you understand the reference if | told you | fedl now like Alice after shefell down the rabbit hole?’

The doctor thought for amoment, then shook her head. “ That story too | may have heard in another
life but this body’ s mind does not recall it.”

- POST-BIG BOOM, DAY 40—REPOPULATION (L ate September or Early
October 2070)

The doctor so far hasn’t found another opportunity to tell me her complete story, though pieces of it
come out on walks, in brief anecdotes, and in the stories told by the other former prisoners and guards.
Sometimes the children pester her for stories about her past lives and shewelcomes my listening, if | have
time. But she' s often busy in the evening and although I’'m sure she hastold some of the other former
prisoners at least aportion of what shetold us, | haven't talked about it to her or to them. Asfor the
refugees, the legend of Shambala seemsto be enough for them now, probably because dwelling in the
more recent past istoo painful, and thinking of the future impaossible. Thibideaux, Marsh, and Colonel
Merridew haven't discussed the doctor’ s story with me since the day by the lake.

Marsh and Thibideaux earnestly pursue the repopul ation campaign, and Marsh in particular has been
geadfast in his determination that the maximum number of possible mothers be the recipients of his
efforts. This has presented afew problems.

| found him one day in the far end of the valey sitting by a streamlet thet fed into the lake. The late
rhododendrons were in bloom—something bloomsdl thetimein the valley now, and | thought | would
pick abunch to please Dolma, whose spirits had failed lately, perhaps because of the presence of so
many children. Marsh sat in aspot so well sheltered by rhododendron tangle that | amaost missed seeing
theflash of his orange uniform until | heard mysterious splashing sounds. Parting afew more tangled



branches. | saw him sitting on the bank throwing rocks at the fish, trying to stun them.

“Ceasefirel” | cdled out, ducking through the brush. He shushed me, and with exaggerated stedlth
looked around. Y ou weren't followed?”

“Not that | know of. | didn’t exactly know | was coming here until 1 got here. What are you doing
killing these innocent, and possibly rarefish? Don’'t you redlize they should be encouraged to spawn or
whatever it isthat fish do so we can get more fish? God only knows how they found their way here. You
don’t suppose they’ ve been nuked, do you, and will have mutant swamp monster offspring? Speaking of
which, how’ s the repopul ation program going?’

He groaned. “1 hope you' re not here to volunteer. Not that I’m turning you down, you understand,
because at least I'm dead sure that you' refemale, but | redlly think you and the other women ought to
get together and straighten out that refugee group. | can't be sure, but it looksto melike al the boys
under the age of forty are gay. At least after | approached a couple of women | thought might be
interested, | started getting these languishing looks from those guys. I’ m as broad-minded as the next guy
but serioudly, if we are going to colonize this place, everybody is going to have to do hisor her part and
that meanslaying asde—"

| couldn’'t helpit. | giggled.

He grinned. “Bad choice of words. | mean that | think we should set aside personal predilections
until we are knee-deep in squaling brats”

“What an attractive way you have of putting things,” | said “But you know, from something Dolma
told me, even going on the assumption that every woman producing lots of children is going to be agood
thing, there may be aproblem.”

| started to tell him about how Dolmalost her baby when rattling brush announced the arriva of two
boyswho looked dyly at Marsh and tittered behind their hands.

He stared pointedly in the other direction. | had the funniest inclination to avoid rudeness a al costs
and began trying to chat with the boys, but my conversation was of no interest whatsoever to them. One
started to touch Marsh on his deliberately turned back and | said quickly, “Perhaps| can help you. Mr.
Marsh is— uh—deep in thought. What wasit you wanted?’

They tittered some more.

Marsh turned around, having apparently had time to gather patience, and asked in Chinese, with dll
the diplomacy he no doubt had gathered on peace missions, “How can | help you felows?’

In English | smirked, “Remember, Marsh, studs are adime a dozen but you' re aremarkable
person,” and started to leave the young folks alone but Marsh grabbed my elbow in abruising grip. |
pretended to shrink from him and to the boys said, “ Oooh, watch out, guys, he san animal.”

“We want make babieswith you,” the bolder of the two said.
“Me? Or her?’” he asked.

“Do you suppose ‘ make babies istheloca euphemism for copulation of all descriptions?’ | asked,
tickled with my own owlishness and his discomfort. Marsh isaways so in control, so ddliberate, that it
was greeat cruel fun to see him squirm.



“Who isshe?’ the bold boy pouted.

“Y ou can spesk fredy in front of her,” helied. “We ve been living together for some time now,
haven't we, honey?’

“Right, my poppet, but there’ s no need for me to be salfish about it. These boys—’

One of the“boys’ adoruptly pulled “his” shirt off, displaying more-than-adequate-for-nursing breasts.
“Not boys,” she said, in case the gesture hadn't aready amply proved her point.

“I guessnot,” he said, whistling appreciatively, which was more than usudly effusive of him but |
suppose was intended to make up for hisformer lack of enthusiasm. “Which of the many perilsfemaes
imagine they face that men don’t were you two avoiding with thisruse?’

The women |looked at each other and shrugged. He had forgotten himself and lapsed into English.

“Sterilization?’ | ventured, usng acomplex mixture of the Tibetan words | knew that | thought might
mean that. The girls nodded.

“Yes” the shirtlessonereplied in Chinese, in which she seemed more fluent than in Tibetan. “Many
other ladies aso pretend to be boys. It has been the custom in our villages for some time. The philing
invaders wondered once how there came to be young ones when there were so many men and so few
women. Someone said we must be hermaphrodites and so our village has been jokingly called snce” To
Marsh she said quickly, “But we are not hermaphrodites. We are norma women. We want babies and
there are few men among us who are not closekin. You aren’t bad, for aWesterner. And you're sure
not arelative. How about it?”

| excused mysdlf and left Marsh to defend his own honor.

PBB, DAY 45 (probably mid-October 2070 by old reckoning)—THIBIDEAUX

Most of thetime| stick to my old prisoner schedule, spending every other day belowground helping
Teaexcavate, and dternate daysin the garden, clearing my lungs and thinning vegetables. The plants
grow in greater profusion al thetime, like the bottomless pursein old fairy taes. Another smal herd of
yaks, sx indl, and five deer have somehow found their way into the valey. They are kept in pensand
guarded carefully from the snow lions, and one of the yaks and severd of the domestic animas have been
carefully sacrificed to leave as offerings for the cats so they won't starve. Tsering wanted to recapture
them but Terton, familiarly caled Ama-Laby the Tibetans, vetoed theidea. The cats are haf grown now
and wouldn't survive, she said—whichis certainly true, especidly if Tsering has anything to do with it.
Thevaley lookslike an old nature film, fast forward from planting to harvest, exaggerated animated
gpringtime quickening to life over and over.

Teaworks harder than ever, and every day we make new discoveries which add to our resources.
Last week we opened another passageway and found, not another series of storage cells, but two huge
rooms. In one were spinning wheels and enough bales of wool, bowls of cotton, and bats of sk to satisfy
Rumpeldtiltskin. The raw fleece basketed in one corner still smelled nausestingly strong of lanolin and
ancient sheep shit. In the other room looms hulked up like robotic monsters and shelves and baskets
werefilled with yarns so dusty the colorswere impossible to tell gpart, bits of vegetable matter and a
witch'slaboratory full of what | imagine were dyes and mordants, since they were shelved near a
hodgepodge of large ceramic and enameled pots. Further dong, oh joy, oh happiness, was the



longed-for room of farm implements and gardening tools. Why they were not put next to the seedsis
beyond me. So much for the dl-knowing wisdom of Shangri-La.

Still, my chief consolation, recreation and hiding place remainsthe library. Last night after along day
in the garden (I had to weave mysdf ahat of barley salks—my noseis brighter red than the reddest of
therhodiesin the valley) | crept down the cool foot-worn stone stairs of the command bunker, previoudy
so frightening, and with my butter lamp in hand dipped down the chilly, dusty passages which smell less
likeincense and sweat and more like freshly butchered wood and mildew these days. No one forbids us
to go anywhere now, although most of us stay within the compound at night because of the snow lions. |
needed to flee from that mass of people crowding, jostling, crying, arguing, laughing and screwing, and
lose mysdlf in anice sane book.

It was not to be.

The glow and distinctive stench of two butter lamps greeted me as| opened the door. A figure
huddled in the shadows between the lamps and the shadows jumped like jack-in-the-boxes as pages
flipped in the book the figure held beforeit.

| was greatly tempted to ignore the figure and isolate mysdf behind ahuge stack of Tibetan language
reference books, but then | noticed that the hand nearest me was making big sweeping gestures across
the surface of the table so | walked a step closer and Thibideaux glanced up. He looked no happier to
see me than | was to see him, so of course | had to make conversation.

“Hi. What are you doing?’

“Trying to find something that shows the order of colors on a peacock feather,” he said. Once abird
person aways abird person, | thought.

“Oh?

“Yeah. | got to thinking about it. Something reminded me, | don’t know—aoh yeah, the colors on the
lake thisevening— and | thought, that’ sjust like a peacock feather only the colors arein another order.
But | couldn’t remember the order and none of the books here seem to have a color close-up.”

113 Tm bw.”

“Yeah. Ain't it? Because there are no peacocks here and if therest of the world iskaput, there are
no peacocks anywhere anymore. Shame for akid to never know about somethin’ as pretty asthat. And
the same kindathing is going to make it hard to talk to them about other things, unlessit’sin these books.
Maybe they won't missit but ...” Hisvoicetrailed off.

| nodded dowly. Hewas right. The children born here would have atotaly different frame of
reference, even, than the children born in the villages. The generation gap between them and the adults
would be adoozy, even though we wouldn’t look too much older than they would once they grew up
(I"'m sure they do grow up—Pema’ s been growing as fast as the crops), since we supposedly will age
very dowly. The world we knew isgone, | suppose, and the proper attitude with the kids should be
“Long livetheworld” aswe |l cometo know it. But it sgoing to be atight little, congtricted little world,
limited even in the memories of those of uswho areleft, and that makes me sad.

“| guessthere’ s not much we can do about it, isthere?’ | asked.

“I dunno,” he said. “1 dwaysbeen red good a art. I'm goin’ to sart drawin’ everythin' | can



remember. Maybe get the rest of the folksto do it too, or help me draw thingsfor them. Give me
somethin’ to do once everybody getswell. Doctorin’ is pretty dow around here most times. Somethin’
else. These underground roomsarefine but | can't help fedin’ like this placeis till aprison becauseit
looks like one. Soon asthings settle down alittle, I'm goin’ to make me some plans and see about
buildin’ some proper houses and such around here.”

| think Thibideaux’ s attitude is commendable as hdll. | admire the industry of the refugees. | respect
the stated motives of Dr. Terton and the other compound administrators, but right now I’'m downgtairsin
our old cdll, writing by the light of my littlelamp like | used to do. Sometimes| just need to stay the hell
away from everybody. I’'m happier working by myself these days, without even Dolmaor Teaaround.
When I’'m not needed | sudy or read in the library, though sometimes | find mysdlf weeping
uncontrollably over abook for no apparent reason except to think that Huck’ sriver and theidand and
Agatha sand Sherlock’s London and al of the other places and people are gone forever. Whichissilly
because they were gone forever by the time | was born, in the sense that they appeared in the books.

Perhapsin some waysit would have been eesier if the loss was more persond for me, but | have no
one specific to grieve for, unless you count Sammy maybe. But | don’t think of her dead but till wearing
that stupid hat, conning me with her Cavinist-rooted no-nonsense psychology into enlisting. My mother,
my grandparents, have been dead for years. | believe | mentioned earlier that aviruskilled my
grandparents. | dwayswondered about that virus. It seemed particularly to hit peoplein their late Sixties
and early seventies, people with good minds and still alot to offer but who continued to embrace an
outdated value system. My mother didn’t outlive them by many years. | had barely enough money to see
me through four full-time years of college and graduate school before they upped the fees, and from then
on | was dways scrambling for cash. No real friends. No long-term lovers,

But even though nobody specid isleft behind, everybody seems specia now. | wish I’d known
them better. | wish I’d told that one history prof how illuminating | found hisremarks. | wish I’d told
Sammy to fuck off. | just can’t help thinking what their faces must have been like when they saw the
flash, not from a protected distance, as| did, but close up, just before they turned into human X-raysand
ashes, in that moment they had to redize“ Thisisit.” Thebig one. Surprise, surprise. You didn’'t haveto
beinthe military after al to be at risk. Or did you? Was NAC, somehow, shielded? | guess1’ll never
know. So. What do | do? Live out my eongated span in this small place enclosed by mountains among a
lot of very strange people.

I guess| know how the Colond fedls, at least alittle. Somehow, it was easier to keep going inthe
prison camp, where even if my lifewaslimited, it was il just onekind of lifein abig and varied
world—some people were much better off than | was, some not aswell off. But that thisis all thereis,
maybe dl therewill ever be...

PBB, DAY 60—TARING AND THE TERTON

I’ve stayed aboveground lately, and | suppose I’ ve overdone the gardening bit. Guessit’s part of
my grieving. | kegp seeing my grandfather’ s hands doing what mine do and find mysalf bawling into the
radish bed. Thismorning waswarm and hazy and | kept working, hoursit must have been, until once
when | reached up to wipe my eyes, in the moment that they were closed, | heard aroaring in my ears
that sounded like the foghorn chanting I’ d heard so long ago in my cell, and behind my closed lids points
of light glittered in a deep maroon darkness. Not keen on being the first case of heatstroke in Kaapa, |
washed my handsin what was |eft of the water for the plants, dumped the rest of the containerful on a
grateful bean vine, and decided to retire to the library for the rest of the day. Lately when I’ veread I've



sought arock by the lake or headed for the cheerful solitude of the stream in the rhododendron jungle,
but today the idea of the library’ s darkness and cool seemed more attractive.

Once more, someone had beat me to my sanctuary and sat laughing softly at what lay between the
widespread covers of alargish book. But thistimethe light was better and even if it hadn’t been, the
laugh was agiveaway.

“Tea, what are you up to? Research?’ | called as| walked toward him.

“Of asort,” he said, swalowing chuckleslong enough to answer me. “Come and look. Look at this
funny fellow.”

I looked. He pointed to one of severa head-and-shoulders portraitsin what appeared to be a
yearbook. The one heindicated had a shaven head, prominent cheekbones, adistinctly Asan cast to his
features and a bad case of acne.

HYM!
“Y es. From Montana School of Mines. Not aformer life, you see, but it is sometimes seeming s0.”

“Might aswell be,” | said, unable to match hismood. “The Montana School of Minesisno more.
Likeeverythingese”

“Almogt everything dse”

“Tea, how can the doctor be so sure the aftermath of the bombs won’t reach us here? | mean,
prayer isal very wdl but there was one avalanche dready ...”

“Y es, the onethat is occurring when His Holiness, thelast Dala Lamadied, and Shambalawas
more needing than ever of protection and concealment. We bdlieve that thiswas a beneficia
occurrence—anyway, Ama-Laand some of the rest of us so believe. It was coming as a great shock to
Nyima She wants everything to be unchanging, dways. Me, her, Ama-La, thelake. Like your Colond
Merridew, sheisliking to keep her enemiesin their place and her friendsaswell.”

“Do you believe dl thiskarma stuff and peopleliving arealy long time or one life after another?|
mean, | know it’syour religion and Dr. Terton isone of your leaders, your lamal guess, but do you
redly believedl that Suff?’

In answer he turned the cover of the yearbook toward me. Across the padded fake leather it said,
Montana Schoolof Mines, Class of 1969.

“Wadll, thelong-life part, | guessyou do,” | said, pretending that the revelation didn’t affect me at dl,
that | redly didn’t care that the man was amost as old as my grandparents and looked no older than |
was. “But | just don't understand al this karma stuff. Who came and why. | mean, why Danielson, for
instance? Why should he be chosen to come here and be a prisoner until he died trying to get out?’

“We don't dways know why, Viva,” he said just alittle impatiently. “We are just people, you know.
Not some sort of gods or Superman heroes. Maybe Daniel son was here so he would not kill other
important people. Maybe he was here to learn something vita to his soul before he died. Maybe he was
here just to be what he was to those people at his funera—the representative of all they had lost and the
death of the glory of war.



But I know that he was here preparing for his next incarnation, aswe all arefor ours.”
“Isthat why I'm here?’

He surprised me by turning to me and taking my shouldersin his hands and saying with alaugh,
“You are here, my dear Viv, to be asking alot of questions everybody elseiswondering and no one else
isasking. Your purposeisvery clear, and has aways been very clear to me. You areabridge, and
though sometimes you sway in the wind as you try to take the weight of the world upon you while
gpanning dl thetime of this place and al of the lives and concerns of the people, you have been avery
strong bridge. And you know, do you not, that abridge isavery dear thing to the heart of an engineer?’

Wetaked dl afternoon, sitting in the degp shadows of the library, paying no attention as the kitchen
crew trudged back and forth from the old dining hall with food for the people outdoors, sitting in
darknessfor atime when the generator droned to a hdt for the night and the work lights blinked off. A
little later, | lit a butter lamp so that | watch it gleam on his eyes as he talks and cast shadows acrossthe
moon craters of hisface.

He had been born in Kalapa, as he told me, and studied to be amonk of the religion of Shambala,
which isnot precisely the same thing as Tibetan Buddhism, but amixture of that and asort of universaist
creed born out of apowerful respect for al other faiths mixed with an intellectua study of how spiritudity
affected peopleliving in the world.

“But | was curious about many things practica aswell as spiritud, and when the Chineseinvasion
looked asif it was going to be a permanent thing, my lamaand the Terton who now wears the body of
AmaLatold methat | must leave the lamasery, at least in an exterior sense, and depart Shambaafor a
time to be an emissary to the Tibetan people, an dly to the Dda Lama. | would assst the Tertonin
bringing to Kalapathose who were necessary.

“To that end, shortly after the Chinese takeover in 1959, at the age of eighteen (give or take ayear
or two, time sense being blurred asit isherein Kaapa) | walked over the pass and continued walking
until I met aband of immigrants. They thought | was abandit at first and feared me, but | had grown so
skinny that as soon asthey got agood look a methey decided that if | was abandit | was certainly not
very good at it, so they allowed meto travel with them.”

On the journey to Dharmsala, he encountered death for thefirgt time, when achild and then its
mother died of hunger and exhaugtion. “It was much asurpriseto me,” he sad smply, staring into the
flame of the lamp. “I knew that they would return but somehow, that did not make mefed better, then,
when her other children cried for their mother and her husband grieved for hiswife and the infant, who
was his only daughter. More died of hunger, and of the change in climate when some of uswere moved
to the southern plains of Indiato farm. More died on road gangs. | mysalf was rescued from thisby the
intervention of foreigners. Kdapans are naturaly somewhat taler than average for Tibetans and when the
American CIA found it expedient for atimeto assist the Tibetan cause, | was chosento train asa
guerilla”

He laughed ruefully. “I very much enjoyed flying above the clouds asif | was much more advanced
spiritually than merit had earned me, and your Colorado Rocky Mountains were very nice, what you
would cal ahomey touch, although of course | was not supposed to know that was where we were
training. What | did not care for was the shooting practice and the suspicions they wished usto entertain
of everyone, even of our own families. Avoiding the aspects| didiked, | made mysdlf useful insteed asa
mechanic of airplanes and jegps and displayed a great interest in the floraand faunaand the minerds.



“One of the Americanswho wastraining us, thefirst to call me Tea, was also most interested in
mineras, particularly slver and gold. | told him we had much gold and slver where | came from and h