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|n the Clone Zone

THE AIRPORT was very new. It had abright, shiny, mgor-world-capitd feel, and for amoment
Mondschein thought the plane had landed in Rio or Buenos Aires by mistake. But then he noticed the
subtle signs of deception, the tackiness around the edges, the spongy junk behind the gleaming facades,
and knew that he must indeed bein Tierra Alvarado.

“Senor Mondschein?’ adeep mae voice said, while he was till marching down the corridorsthat led to
the immigration lounge. He turned and saw a short, wide-shouldered man in a beribboned green-and-red
comic-opera uniform which he remembered after amoment was that of the Guardiade la Patria, the
Maximum Leader's eite security corps. “I am Colond Aristegui,” he said. “Y ou may come with me,
please. It was agood journey? Y ou are not overly fatigued?’

Arigtegui didn't bother with passport formdities. He led Mondschein through a steel doorway marked
SEGURIDAD, INGRESO PROHIBIDO which admitted them to a series of bewildering passageways
and catwalks and spira staircases. There was no veneer back here: everything was severely functional,
gunmetal-gray walls, exposed rivets and struts, harsh unshielded light-fixtures that looked a century old.
Here it comes, Mondschein thought: this man will take me to some deserted corner of the airstrip and
touch hislaser pistol to my temple and they will bury mein an unmarked grave, and that will be that, five
minutes back in the country and | am out of the way forever.

Thefinal visaagpprova had come through only the day before, the fifth of June, and just hours later
Mondschein had boarded the Aero Alvarado flight that would take him in asingle soaring supersonic arc
nonstop from Zurich to hislong-lost homeland on the west coast of South America. Mondschein hadn't
st foot there in twenty-five years, not since the Maximum Leader had expelled him for life asasort of
upside-down reward for his extraordinary technologica achievements: for it was Mondschein, at theturn
of the century, who had turned hisimpoverished little country into the unchalenged world leader in the
field of human doning.

In those daysit had been called the Republic of the Centra Andes. The Maximum Leader had put it
together out of parts of the shattered nationswhich in an earlier time, when things were very different in
the world, had been known as Peru, Chile, and Bolivia. During hisyears of exilein Europe Mondschein
had aways preferred to speak of himsdf as a Peruvian, whenever he spoke of himsdf at dl. But now the
name of the country was Tierra Alvarado and its airlinewas Aero Alvarado and its capital was Ciudad
Alvarado, Alvarado this and Alvarado that wherever you looked. That was dl right, afine old South
American tradition. Y ou expected a Maximum Leader to clgp his own name on everything, to hang his
portrait everywhere, to glorify himsdf in every imaginable way.

Alvarado had carried things alittle further than most, though, by having two dozen living replicas of
himsdf created, the better to serve his people. That had been Mondschein's final task as acitizen of the
Republic, the supreme accomplishment of hisart: to produce two dozen AAA Class clones of the
Maximum Leader. which could function as doublesfor Alvarado at the dreary meetings of the Popular
Assembly, sland in for him at the interminable National Day of Liberation parades, and keep would-be
assassnsin aconstant state of befuddiement. They were masterpieces, those two dozen Alvarados—all
but indistinguishable from the origind, the only AAA Class clones ever made. With their aid the
Maximum Leader was able to maintain unblinking vigilance over the citizens of Tierra
Alvarado—twenty-four hours aday.

But Mondschein didn't care how many Alvarados he might be coming home to. Twenty, fifty, ahundred,
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what did that matter? Singular or plura, Alvarado still held the entire country in his pocket, as he had for
the past generation and ahalf. That was the essential Situation. Everything else was beside the point, a
mere detail. To Mondschein the clones made no redl difference at all.

In fact there was very little that did make a difference to Mondschein these days. He was getting old and
dept badly most of the time and his days were an agony of acute homesickness. He wanted to speak his
native language again, Spanish asit had been spoken in Peru and not the furry Spanish of Spain, and he
wanted to breathe the sharp air of the high mountains and eat papas ala huancaina and anticuchos and a
proper ceviche and maybe see the ancient walls of Cuzco once more and the clear dark water of Lake
Titicaca. It didn't seem likely to him that Alvarado had granted him a pardon after al thistime smply for
the sake of luring him back to face afiring squad. The safe conduct, which Mondschein hadn't in any way
solicited but had been overjoyed to receive, was probably sincere: asign that the old tyrant had
mellowed at last. And if not, well, at least he would die on his native soil, which somehow seemed better
than dying in Bern, Toulon, Madrid, Stockholm, Prague, wherever, any of the innumerable citiesin which
he had lived during hislong years of exile.

* * * %

They emerged from the building into ableak, deserted rear yard where empty baggage carts were strewn
around like the fossi| carcasses of ancient beasts, a perfect place for aquiet execution. The dry cool wind
of early winter was sweeping adark line of dust across the bare pavement. But to Mondschein's
astonishment an immense deek black limousine materiaized from somewhere dmost a once and two
more Guardiamen hopped out, saluting madly. Aristegui beckoned him into the rear of the vast car.

“Y our villa has been prepared for you, Dr. Mondschein. Y ou are the guest of the nation, you understand.
When you are refreshed the Minister of Scientific Development requests your attendance at the Palace of
Government, perhaps this afternoon.” Heflicked afinger and amahogany pand swung open, reveding a
well-stocked bar. “Y ou will have acognac? It isthe rare old. Or champagne, perhaps? A whiskey?
Everything imported, the best qudity.”

“l don't drink,” said Mondschein.

“Ah,” said Aristegui uncertainly, asthough that were afact that should have been on his prep-sheet and
unaccountably hadn't been. Or perhaps he had smply been looking forward to nipping into therare old
himself, which now would be ingppropriate. “Wdll, then. Y ou are comfortable? Not too warm, not too
cool?” Mondschein nodded and peered out the window. They were on an imposing-looking highway
now, with acity of pastel-hued high-rise buildings visble off to the side. He didn't recognize athing.
Alvarado had built this city from scratch in the empty highland plains midway between the coast and the
lake and it had been only afew years old when Mondschein had last seenit, aplace of raw gouged
hillsides and open culverts and half-paved avenues with stacks of girders and sewer pipesand cablereds
piled up everywhere. From adistance, at least, it looked quite splendid now. But asthey |eft the
beautifully landscaped road that had carried them from the airport to the city and turned off into the urban
resdentia district he saw that the splendor was, unsurprisingly, afraud of the usud Alvarado kind: the
avenues had been paved, dl right, but they were reverting to nature again, cracking and upheaving asthe
swelling roots of the bombacho trees and the candelero pams that had been planted down the central
dividersripped them apart. The grand houses of pink and green and azure stucco were weather-stained
and crumbling, and Mondschein observed ugly random outcroppings of tin-roofed squatter-shacks
sprouting like mushroomsin the open fields behind them, where e egant gardens briefly had been. And
thiswas the place he had longed so desperately to behold one last time before he died. He thought of his
comfortable little apartment in Bern and felt apang.

But then the car swung off onto adifferent road, into the hillsto the east which even in the city's earliest
days had been the magnificently appointed enclave of the privileged and powerful. Here there was no



sign of decay. The gardens were impeccable, the villas spacious and well kept. Mondschein remembered
thisdigtrict well. He had lived in it himsdf before Alvarado had found it expedient to give him aone-way
ticket abroad. Names he hadn't thought of in decades came to the surface of hismind: thiswasthe
Avenidadelas Fores, thiswas Cdle dd Sal, thiswas Camino delos Toros, thiswas Cale delos Indios,
and this—this—

He gasped. “ Y our villa has been prepared for you,” Aristegui had told him at the airport. Guest of the
nation, yes. But Mondschein hadn't thought to interpret Aristegui'swordsliteraly. They'd be giving hima
villasome villa. But the handsome two-story building with the white facade and the red tile roof in front of
which the limousine had hdted wasiin facthis villa, the actual and literal and much-beloved one he had
lived in long ago, until the night when the swarthy little frog-faced officer of the Guardiahad cometo him
to tdl him that he was expelled from the country. He had had to leave everything behind then, his books,
his collection of ancient scientific instruments, his pre-Columbian ceramics, hisrack of Italian-made suits
and finevicunacoats, his pipes, hiscello, hisfamily dbums, his greenhouse full of orchids, even hisdogs.
One smdl suitcasewas dl they had et him take with him on the morning flight to Madrid, and from that
day on he had never permitted himself to acquire possessions, but had lived in asmple way, staying
eadily within the very modest dlowance that the Maximum Leader in hisgreat kindness sent him each
month wherever he might be. And now they had given him back hisactud villa. Mondschein wondered
who had been evicted, on how much notice and for what trumped-up cause, to make this building
avalableto him again after dl thistime.

All that he had wanted, certainly al that he had expected, was some ordinary littleflat in the center of the
city. Thethought of returning to the old villasickened him. There would be too many ghostsroaming init.
For the first time he wondered whether hisimpulsive decision to accept Alvarado's astonishing invitetion
to return to the country had been amistake.

“Y ou recognize this house?’ Aristegui asked. “Y ou are surprised, are you not? Y ou are amazed with
joy?

* k k%
They had made no attempt to restore his lost possessions or to undo the changes that had come to the
house since he had lived there. Perhaps such arefinement of cruelty was beyond the Maximum Leader's
imagination, or, more probably, no one had any recollection of what had become of histhings after so
many years. It wasjust aswell. He had long since managed to put his collections of antiquities out of his
mind and he had no interest in playing the cello any more, or in smoking pipes. The villanow was
furnished in standard upper-class Peruvian-style comfort of the early years of the century, everything very
safe, very unexceptionable, very familiar, very dull. He was provided with a staff of four, a housekeeper,
acook, adriver, agardener. Wandering through the airy rambling house, he felt less pain than he had
anticipated. His spirit was long gone fromiit; it was just a house. There were caged parrotsin the garden
and awhite-and-gray cat was dinking about outside asif it belonged there; perhapsit was the cat of the
former resdent and had found itsway back in the night.

He bathed and rested and had alight lunch. In the afternoon the driver cameto him and said, “May |
take you to the Palace of Government now, Senor Dr. Mondschein? The Minister iseager.” The driver
must be a Guardia man dso, Mondschein redized. But that was al right. All of it wasal right, whatever
they did now.

The Palace of Government hadn't been finished in Mondschein'stime. It was a huge sprawling thing made
of blocks of black stone, fitted together dry-wall fashion to give it amassive pseudo-Incalook, and it
was big enough to have housed the entire bureaucracy of the Roman Empire at its peak. Relays of
functionaries, somein Guardiauniform, some not, led him through gloomy high-vaulted corridors, across



walled courtyards, and up grand and ponderous stone staircases until at last an officiousflorid-faced
ade-de-camp conducted him into the wing that was the domain of the Ministry of Scientific
Development. Here he passed through a procession of outer offices and finaly was admitted to abrightly
lit reception hdl lined with somber portraitsin oils. He recognized Einstein and Leonardo daVinci and
guessed that the others were Aristotle, Darwin, Galileo, perhaps Isaac Newton. And in the place of
honor, of course, agrand representation of the Maximum Leader himsdlf, looking down with brooding
intengty.

“His Excellency the Minigter,” said the florid aide-de-camp, waving him into an office paneled with dark
exotic woods at the far end of the reception hall. A tall man in an ornately brocaded costume worthy of a
bullfighter rose from a glistening desk to greet him. And unexpectedly Mondschein found himself saring
yet again a the unforgettable face of Diego Alvarado.

One of the clones, Mondschein thought. It had to be.

All the sameit felt like being clubbed in the teeth. The Minister of Scientific Development had Alvarado's
hard icy blue eyes, histhin lips, hisbroad brow, hisjutting cleft chin. His smile was Alvarado's cold amile,
his teeth were Alvarado's perfect glistening teeth. He had the coarse curling bangs—graying now—that
gave the Maximum Leader the ook of ayouthful indomitable Caesar. Hislanky body waslean and
gaunt, adancer's body, and his movements were a dancer's movements, graceful and precise. Seeing him
awoke long-forgotten terrorsin Mondschein. And yet he knew that this must be one of the clones. After
that first shock of recognition, something told Mondschein subliminaly that he waslooking at an example
of hisown fine handiwork.

“Presdent Alvarado asks meto convey hiswarmest greetings,” the clone said. It was Alvarado's voice,
cool and dry. “Hewill welcome you personally when his schedule permits, but he wishes you to know
that he is honored in the degpest way by your decision to accept his hospitality.”

The aging had worked very well, Mondschein thought. Alvarado would be about seventy now, il
vigorous, dill in his prime. There were lines on thisman'sface in theright places, changesin thelines of
his cheekbones and jaw, exactly as should have happened in twenty-five years.

“It wasn't any decision at al,” Mondschein said. Hetried to sound casud. | was ready and eager to
come back. Y our homeland, your native soil, the place where your ancestors lived and died for three
hundred years—as you get older you redlize that nothing can ever take its place.”

“| quite understand,” said the clone.

Do you? Mondschein wondered. Y our only ancestor isascrap of cellular material. You werebornina
tissue-culture vat. And yet you quite understand.

| made you, Mondschein thought. I made you.
Hesad, “ Of course theinvitation to return came as an immense surprise.”

“Yes. No doubt it did. But the Maximum Leader isaman of great compassion. He felt you had suffered
in exile long enough. One day he said, We have done agreat injustice to that man, and now it must be
remedied. So long as Rafael Mondschein y Gonzalez dwellsin foreign lands, our soul can never rest. And
so theword went forth to you that al isforgiven, that you were pardoned.”

“Only aman of true greatness could have done such athing,” said Mondschein.

“Indeed. Indeed.”



Mondschein's crime had been the crime of overachievement. He had built Alvarado's cloning laboratories
to such aleve of technica skill that they were the envy of dl the world; and when eventualy the
anti-cloning zedotsin North America and Europe had grown so strident that there wastalk of trade
sanctions and the laboratories had to be shut down, Mondschein had become the scapegoat. Alvarado
had proposed to find him guilty of creating vile unnatural abominations, but Mondschein had not been
willing to let them hang such an absurdity around his neck, and in the end he had dlowed them to
manufacture supposed embezzlementsin his name instead. In return for awaiver of trid he accepted exile
for life. Of course the |aboratories had reopened after awhile, thistime secretly and illicitly, and before
long ten or eleven other countries had started to turn out A and even AA Class clones aso and the
industry had become too important to the world economy to dlow zedotry to interfere with it any longer;
but Mondschein remained oversess, rotting in oblivion, purposaessy wandering like awraith from
Madrid to Prague, from Prague to Stockholm, from Stockholm to Marseilles. And now at last the
Maximum Leader in his greast compassion had relented.

The Minigter said, “Y ou know we have made vast stridesin the biologica sciencessinceyou last were
here. Once you have had sometimeto settlein, we will want you to visit our |aboratories, which asyou
may be aware are once again in legal operation.”

Mondschein was aware of that, yes. Throughout the world Tierra Alvarado was known informaly asthe
Clone Zone, the place where anyone could go to have a reasonable facsmile manufactured a a
reasonable price. But that was no longer any concern of his.

“I'mafraid that | have very little interest in cloning technology these days,” he said.

The Minigter's chilly Alvarado-eyes blazed with sudden hest. “A vidt to our [aboratories may serveto
reawaken that interest, Dr. Mondschein.”

“| doubt that very much.”

The Minister looked unhappy. “We had hoped quite strongly that you would be willing to sharethe
benefits of your scientific wisdom with us, doctor. Y our response greetly disappoints us.”

Ah. It wasdl very clear, now, and very obvious. Strange that he hadn't foreseen it.

“I have no scientific wisdom, redlly,” said Mondschein evenly. “None that would be of any use. | haven't
kept up with the sate of the art.”

“There are those who would be pleased to refresh your—”
“I'd much rather prefer to remain in retirement. I'm too old to make any worthwhile contributions.”

Now thethin lipswere quirking. “ The nationa interest isin jeopardy, Dr. Mondschein. For thefirst time
we are chalenged by competition from other countries. Genetic technology, you understand, is our
primary source of hard currency. We are not a prosperous land, doctor. Our cloning industry isour one
great asset, which you created for us virtually singlehandedly. Now that it faces these new threats, surely
we may speak to your sense of patriotism, if not your one-time passion for scientific achievement, in
asking you—" The Minister broke off abruptly, as though seeing his answer in Mondschein's expression.
In adifferent tone he said, “No doubt you are tired after your long journey, doctor. | should have
alowed you moretimeto rest. Well continue these discussions at alater date, perhaps.”

Heturned away. The florid aide-de-camp appeared as though from the air and showed Mondschein out.
Hisdriver waswaiting in the courtyard.



Mondschein spent most of the night trying to deep, but it was difficult for him, asit usualy was. And
there was a specid problem this night, for hismind was ill on Swisstime, and what wasthe night in
Tierra Alvarado was in Switzerland the beginning of anew day. His thoughts went ticking ceasdesdy on,
hour after hour. Sleep findly took him toward dawn, like acurtain faling, like the blade of aguillotine.

* k k %

Colond Aristegui of the Guardia de la Patria came to him, phoning first for an appointment, saying the
matter was urgent. Mondschein assumed that thiswould be the next attempt to put pressure on him to
take charge of the cloning labs, but that did not appear to be what was on Aristegui's mind. The
wide-shouldered little man looked remarkably ill at ease; he paced, he fidgeted, he mopped his sweating
forehead with alace handkerchief. Then he said, asif forcing thewords out, “ Thisis extremely delicate.”

“Isit?”

Arigtegui studied him with care. “Y ou control yoursdf extremely well, doctor. In particular | mark your
restraint in regard to the President. 'Y ou speak of your gratitude to him for alowing you to return. But
inwardly you must hate him very much.”

“No,” Mondschein said. “It'sal ancient history. I'm an old man now. What does any of it matter any
more?’

“Hetook away the scientific work that was your life. He forced you to leave the land of your birth.”

“If you think you're going to get meto launch into an attack on him, you're totally mistaken. What's past
ispast and I'm happy to be home again and that's dl thereistoit.”

Arigegui stared at hisbrilliantly gleaming patent-lesther shoes. Then he Sghed and raised hishead likea
diver coming up to the surface and said, “ The country is dying, doctor.”

“Isit?”

“Of the Latin American disease. The strong man comes, he seesthe evils and injustices and remedies
them, and then he stays and stays and stays until he isthe evils and the injustices. President Alvarado has
ruled herefor thirty-five years. He drainsthe treasury for his paaces, heignores what must be doneto
preserve and sustain. Heis our great burden, our great curse. It istimefor him to step aside. Or else be
thrust aside.”

Mondschein's eyes widened. “ Y ou're trying to draw me into some sort of conspiracy? Y ou must be out
of your mind.”

“I ik my lifeteling you this”
“Yes Youdo. And I risk my lifelistening.”
“Y ou are essential to our success.Essential. Y ou must hep us”

“Look,” said Mondschelin, “if Alvarado smply wantsto do away with me, he doesn't have to bother with
anything as elaborate asthis. Nobody in theworld careswhether | live or die. It isn't necessary to
inveigle meinto afantagtic nonexistent plot on hislife. He can just have me shot. All right? All right?”

“Thisisnot atrap. AsGod is my witness, | am not here as part of aschemeto ensnare you. | beg for
your assstance. If you wish, report me to the authorities, and | will be tortured and the truth will come
out and | will be executed, and then you will know that | was honest with you.”



Wearily Mondschein said, “What isdl this about?’
“Y ou possess the ahility to distinguish between the brothers of Alvarado and Alvarado himsdlf.”
“The brothers?’

“The clones. Thereisasecret method, known only to you, that alows you to tell the true Alvarado from
thefdse”

“Don't beslly.”

“Itiss0. You need not pretend. | have accessto very high sources.”

Mondschein shrugged. “ For the sake of argument let's say thet it's so. What then?’

“When we aim our blow at Alvarado, we want to be certain we are nating the real one.”
“Yes. Of course you do.”

“Y ou can guide our hand. He often gppearsin public, but no one knows whether itisredly he, or one of
the brothers. And if we strike down one of the brothers, thinking we have killed the true Alvarado—"

“Yes,” Mondschein said. “1 seethe problem. But assuming that I'm ableto tell the difference, and I'm not
conceding that | can, what makes you think 1'd want to get mixed up in your plot? What do | stand to
gain from it, other than usdless revenge on aman who did me harm avery long time ago? Will hisdesth
give me back my life? No, | amply want to live out my last few yearsin peace. Kill Alvarado without me,
if youwant tokill him. If you're not sure whether you're killing the right one, kill them dl. Kill them one by
oneuntil therearenoneat dl left.”

“I could kill you,” Aristegui said. “Right now. | should. After what | havetold you, you own my life.”

Again Mondschein shrugged. “ Then kill me. For whatever good it'll do you. I'm not going to inform on
yw.”

“Nor cooperate with me.”
“Neither one nor the other.”

“All youwantistolivein peace” said Aristegui savagely. “But how do you know you will? Alvarado has
asked you to work for him again, and you have refused.” He held up ahand. “Yes, yes, | know that. |
will not kill you, though | should. But he might, though he has no reason to. Think about that, Senor
Doctor.”

Herose and glared at M ondschein amoment, and | eft without another word.

Mondschein's body clock had caught up with Tierra Alvarado time by thistime. But that night, once
again, helay until dawn in utterly lucid wakefulness before exhaudtion at last brought him somerest. It
was as though deep were a concept he had never quite managed to understand.

* % % %
The next summons came from Alvarado hims2f.

The Presidentia Palace, which Mondschein remembered as a compact, somewhat austere building in
vaguely Roman style, had expanded in the course of aquarter of a century into an incomprehensible
mazelike edifice that seemed conscioudy intended to rival Versaillesin ostentatious grandeur. The Hall of



Audience was agood sixty meterslong, with rich burgundy draperies dong the walls and thick blood-red
carpeting. Therewasamarble dais at the far end where the Maximum Leader sat enthroned like an
emperor. Dazzling sunlight flooded down on him through adome of shimmering glass st in the celling.
Mondschein wondered if he was supposed to offer agenuflection.

There were no guards in the room, only the two of them. But security screensin the floor crested an
invisble air-wal around the dais. Mondschein found himself forced to hat by subtle pressure when he
was dill a least fifteen meters short of the throne. Alvarado came siiffly to hisfeet and they stood facing
each other in silence for along moment.

It seemed anticlimactic, this confrontation at last. Mondschein was surprised to discover that he felt none
of the teeth-on-edge uneasiness that the man had aways been able to engender in him. Perhaps having
seen the clone-Alvarado earlier had taken the edge off the impact.

Alvarado said, “Y ou have found al the arrangements satisfactory so far, | hope, doctor?’
“Inthe old daysyou cdled me Rafad .

“Rafadl, yes. It was s0 long ago. How good it isto see you again, Rafael. Y ou look well.”
“Asdoyou.”

“Yes Thank you. Your villais satisfactory, Rafael 7’

“Quite satisfactory,” said Mondschein. “I ook forward to afew last years of quiet retirement in my native
country.”

“So | amtold,” Alvarado said.

He seemed overly formd, weirdly remote, hardly even human. In the huge hal his crisp, cool voice had a
buzzing androida undertone that M ondschein found unfamiliar. Possibly that was an amospheric
diffraction effect caused by the security screens. But then it occurred to Mondschein that thistoo might
be one of the clones. He stared hard, trying to tell, trying to call on the intuitive sense that once had made
it possiblefor himto tdl quite easily, even without running the alpha-wave test. The AAA Class clones
had been intended to be indistinguishable from the origina to nine decimd places, but neverthelesswhen
you collapsed thefirst twenty or thirty years of aman'slifeinto the three-year accelerated-devel opment
period of the cloning process you inevitably lost something, and Mondschein had aways been able to
detect the difference purely subjectively, at asingle glance. Now, though, he wasn't sure. It had been
smple enough to see that the Alvarado who had greeted him in the Ministry of Scientific Development
wasareplica, but here, at this distance, in this room that resonated with the presence of the Maximum

L eader, there were too many ambiguities and uncertainties.

Hesad, “The Minister explained to me that the national genetic |aboratories are facing heavy competition
from abroad, that you want meto step in and pull things together. But | can't do it. My technical
knowledge is hopelessy out of date. I'm smply not familiar with current work in thefield. If | had known
ahead of time that the reason you had decided to let me come home was to that you wanted meto go
back into the labs, | never would have—"

“Forget about thelabs” Alvarado said. “That isn't why | invited you to return.”
“But the Minigter of Scientific Development sad—"

“Let the Minigter of Scientific Development say anything he wishes. The Minigter hashisagendaand |
have mine, doctor.” He had dropped the first-name talk, Mondschein noticed. “Isit true that thereisa



method of determining whether agiven individud is an authentic human or merely ahighly accurate
clone?’

Mondschein hesitated. Something was definitely wrong here.
“Yes” hesadfindly. “Thereis You know that thereis.”
“Y ou aretoo certain of what | know and what | do not know. Tell me about this method, doctor.”

He was more and more certain that he was talking to one of the clones. Alvarado must be staging one of
his elaborate charades.

“It involves matching brain rhythms. When | created the AAA Class Alvarado clones, | built a
recognition key into them that would enable me, using asmple EEG hookup, to distinguish their
brain-wave patterns from yours. | did this at your request, so that in the case of a possible coup d-'etat
attempt by one of the clones you'd be able to unmask the pretender. The method uses my own brain
waves asthe basdline. If you jack my EEG output into acomparator circuit and overlay it with yours, the
two patternswill conflict, the way any two patterns from different human beingswill. But if my EEG gets
matched againgt one of your clones, the pattern will drop immediately into apharhythms, asif we're both
under deep hypnosis. It amazes me that you've forgotten this.” He paused. “ Unless, of course, you're not
Alvarado at dl, but smply one of his—what's the word?—one of his brothers.”

“Very good, doctor.”

“Aml| right?

“Come closer and seefor yoursdlf.”
“I can't. The security screens—"

“I have switched them off.”

Mondschein gpproached. Therewas no air resistance. When he wasfive meters awvay hefelt the
unmistakable click of recognition.

“Yes, | anright. Even without an EEG test. You're aclone, aren't you?’
“Thatissn.”

“Isthered Alvarado too busy for metoday, or isit that he doesn't have the courage to look mein the
eye?”

“I will tell you something very strange, which isagreat secret,” said the clone. “ Thered Alvarado isno
longer in command here. For the past several months | have run the government of Tierra Alvarado. No
one hereisaware of this, no one at al. No one except you, now.”

For amoment Mondschein was unable to speak.
“Y ou serioudy expect meto believethat?’ hesaid at last.

The clone managed aglacia smile. “During the years of your absence there have been severd internd
upheavasin Tierra Alvarado. On three occasions nation plots resulted in the desths of Alvarado
cloneswho were playing the role of the Maximum Leader at public ceremonies. Each time, the death of
the clone was successfully covered up. The conspirators were gpprehended and things continued as if
nothing had occurred. On the fourth such occasion, an implosion grenade was thrown toward the



Maximum Leader's car while he was en route to Iquique for a ceremony of rededication. | happened to
be accompanying him on that journey so that | could doublefor himin the riskier parts of the ceremony,
when the general public would be present. The impact of the grenade was tremendous. There were many
fatalities and seriousinjuries. In the confusion afterward | was mistaken for the true Maximum Leader. |
quickly understood the Situation and began to act accordingly. And so it has been ever since.”

Mondschein redlized that he was trembling.
“So Alvarado's dead?’
Theclonelooked smug. “Hisreignisover. Histimeisfinished.”

What a strange concept that was. Alvarado deaed! His old enemy wasredlly dead! Mondschein felt a
flash of satisfaction and surprise—and then a curious sense of loss.

“Why areyou tdling medl this?’ he asked, after amoment. “ Assuming that it'strue, and not just some
gamethat your master is playing with me, why do you want to take chancesthisway?What if | tried to
expose you and bring the whole crazy system down?”’

“Y ou would not do that,” said the clone.
“Why not?’

“You have sad it yoursdlf: you want only to live out your remaining yearsin peaceful retirement. If you
denounced me, who would believe you? And even if you were believed, would things be better in Tierra
Alvarado in the wake of my overthrow? No, doctor, the status quo is your only hope. And | am the
satus quo.”

Mondschein nodded. “Even so, why confideinmeat al?’
“So that you may protect me.”
“How could | do that?’

“Y ou hold the key to identification, this dpha-rhythm thing. I did know that you had such athing, though
not the details of it. Othersknow it aso. Y our possession of it gives you greeat power here. If there were
achdlengeto my legitimacy, you would be the only arbiter of the truth, do you see?’

“Yes” said Mondschein. “Yes, | do.”

“There are twenty-one other surviving clones. One of them might take it into his head to overthrow me,
thinking that he could rule the country at least aswadll. It is quite a comfortable existence, being a clone of
the Maximum Leader, but it is not pleasant to serve as his double, exposed to dl the risks of public
appearances. It isamuch better life, believe me, to be Maximum Leader and have others double for you,
than to be adouble yourself, never knowing when the bullet will come. Besideswhich, thereisthe
wielding of authority for itsown sake. That isahighly desrable thing, if you are of the sort who desires
such things, and we are. After dl, we are dl of us Alvaradosto the core, as you know better than anyone
ds”

“So you think that if one of your vat-brothers suddenly triesto say thathe's thered Alvarado, not you,
then I'd be willing to come forward and test him and expose him as aclonefor you?’

“So | hope and trust.”



“Why would | want to take the side of one clone against another? 1t's of no importance to me which one
of you cals himsdf Presdent here”

“But | am the onewho calshimsdf President just now. | might kill you if you didn't cooperate.”
“Andif | don't care whether | live or die?’

“Y ou probably carehow you die,” the Alvarado-clone said. “'Y ou would not diein an easy or agentle
way, that | could promise you. On the other hand, if you pledge that you will aid me, when and if the
need arises, | will seetoit that you live out the remaining years of your lifein the most complete
happinessthat | can make available. It seemsto me avery reasonable offer.”

“Itis” Mondschein said. 1 seethat it is”

“Y ou protect me, and | will protect you. Do we have aded ?’

“If | say no, what are my chances of leaving this building dive today?’

The clone amiled. It wasthe pure Alvarado-amile. “ They would be quite poor.”
“Then we haveaded,” Mondschein said.

* * * %

The weeks went by. June gave way to July and the year descended toward its winter depths. Often there
was fog; some nights there was frost; aways the dry harsh wind blew from the west. Mondschein dept
poorly. He heard nothing from the Maximum Leader or any of hisminions. Evidently al wastranquil in
theruling cirdles

Herardy Ieft thevilla Hismeals were prepared for him according to hiswishes, which were
uncomplicated. He had afew books. No one came to see him. Sometimes during the day he went out
with hisdriver to explorethe city. It waslarger than he expected, Soreading long, thin tentacles of dum
toward the north and south—as in any impoverished country, everyone from the villages was moving to
the capital, God only knew what for—and very shoddy everywhere except in its grand governmental
digtrict.

On two of these excursions Mondschein was granted a glimpse of the supposed President Alvarado. The
first time, his car was hdted at a police roadblock and he waited for half an hour in an immense tie-up
until at last the President passed by in amotorcade coming from the airport, with the Director-General of
the Republic of the Orinoco, here on astate visit, riding beside him in the armored bubble-roof car while
the spectators who lined the boulevard offered sullen acclaim. On the second occasion, far in the
outskirts, Mondschein stumbled upon the ceremonia dedication of what he was told was the Grand
Sanitation Facility of the Northeast, and there was the familiar figure of the Maximum Leader on highin
the reviewing stand, surrounded by fierce-eyed, heavily armed bodyguards and orating bravely into the
biting wind.

At other times while traversing the city Mondschein caught sight of various of the clones going about
some business of their own. It wasnot at al unusua to encounter one. Doubtless the populace was quite
used to it. Wherever you looked you could find one or two of the Maximum Leader's “brothers.” Five or
sx of them headed government ministries—ameeting of the Cabinet must have been likeahall of
mirrors—and the others, apparently, smply stood by to serve as presidential doubles when needed, and
lived as private citizens the rest of thetime. Thered Alvarado, if there fill was one, could probably have
passed in the streets without causing a stir, everyone assuming hewas just aclone: afine kind of shell
gamethat could keep the whole population fooled dl thetime.



Colond Aristegui cameto thevillaagain, eventudly.
“We are ready to make our move, doctor.”
“Move, then. | don't want to know anything about it.”

Arigtegui looked tense, grim, right at the breaking point. “We need very little from you. Station yoursdlf in
the crowd, and when our man asksyou, isthisonethereal one, smply nod or shake your head. We
want no more from you than that. Later, when heis dead, well ask you to examine the body and confirm
that it isthe body of the dictator and not one of theimitations. A smal service, and you will live forever in
the hearts of your countrymen.”

“Therésnoway | can give you the kind of information you want just by looking at him from adistance.”
“It can be done, and you are the one who can do it. Thismuch | know.”

“No,” Mondschein said. “What you think you know iswrong. | can't help you. And in any case | don't
want to. | told you that before, Colonel. I'm not interested in joining your conspiracy. It isn't any affair of
mine”

“Itisan afair of every loyd citizen of thiscountry.”

Mondschein looked at him sadly. He could at least warn Aristegui, he thought, that there wasno red
Alvarado there to shoot, that they were dl clones. But would the Colond believe him? In any case what
Aristegui wastrying to do was fundamentaly futile. Kill one Alvarado, another would moveinto his place
and announce that he was the authentic article. Aristegui could bring down one or two, maybe, but he
couldn't get them dl. This country was going to be ruled by Alvaradosfor along timeto come.

“They took my citizenship away twenty-five years ago,” Mondschein said, after apause. “1'm here now
purely as aguest of the nation, remember? Good guests don't conspire against their hosts. Please go
away, Colondl. | haven't heard athing you've said to metoday. I'm aready beginning to forget even that
you were here.”

Aristegui glowered at him in away that seemed to mingle anguish and fury. For amoment Mondschein
thought the man was going to strike him. But then, with avisible effort, the Colond brought himself under
control.

“I thank you for your continued silence, at least,” said Aristegui bitterly. “ Good day, Senor Doctor
Mondschein.”

* * * %

L ate that afternoon Mondschein heard loud voices from below, shouts and outcriesin the servants
guarters. He rang up on the housekeeper's intercom and said, “What's going on?’

“There has been an attack on the President, Senor Doctor. At the Paace of Government. We have just
seenit onthetdevison.”

So Aristegui had been telling the truth, it seemed, when he said that they were ready to make their move.
Or esethey had decided it wastoo risky to wait any longer, now that Mondschein had been told that an
assassi ndtion attempt was impending.

“And?’” Mondschein sad.

“By themercy of the Virgin heis safe, senor. Order has been restored and the criminas have been



captured. One of the otherswas dain, one of the brothers, but the President was not harmed.”
He thanked her and switched on histelevison st.

They werein the midst of showing areplay of it now. The President arriving a the Paace of Government
for the regular midweek meseting of the ministers; the adoring populace cbediently waiting behind the
barricadesto hail him as he emerged from his car; the sudden scuffle in the crowd, evidently adeliberate
digtraction, and then the shot, the screams, the dim long-legged figure beginning to sag into the arms of
his bodyguards, the policemen rushing forward.

And then acut to the Hall of Audience, the grim-faced Maximum Leader addressing the nation from his
throne in broken phrases, in a voice choked with emotion: “Thisdespicableact . . . Thisbegtia attempt
to overrule thewill of the people as expressed through their chosen President . . . We must root out the
forces of chaosthat are loose among us. . . We proclaim aweek of national mourning for our fallen
brother . ..

Followed by an explanation from adeek, unruffled-looking officia spokesman. The Guardiade laPatria,
he said, had received advance word of apossible plot. One of the President's “brothers’ had
courageoudy agreed to bear the risk of entering the Palace of Government in the usua way; the
Maximum Leader himself had gone into the building through a secret entrance. The identity of themain
congpirators was known; arrests had aready been made; others would follow. Return to your homes,
remancam, dl iswell.

All iswdl.

* * * %

The executions took place afew weeks later. They were shown on huge television screens set up before
great throngs of spectatorsin the main plazas of the city, and relayed to home viewers everywhere.
Mondschein, despite earlier resolutionsto the contrary, watched along with everyone dsein akind of
horrified fascination as Colonel Aristegui and five other officers of the lite guard, aong with three other
men and four women, al of them members of the Popular Assembly, were led to the wall one by one,
faces expressionless, bodiesrigid. They were not offered the opportunty to utter last words, even of
carefully rehearsed contrition. Their names were spoken and they were blindfolded and shot, and the
body taken away, and the next conspirator brought forth.

Mondschein felt an obscure sense of guilt, as though he had been the one who had informed on them. But
of course he had said nothing to anyone. The country wasfull of governmental agents and spiesand
provocateurs, the Maximum Leader had not needed Mondschein's help in protecting himsdlf against
Colond Aristegui. The guilt that he felt, Mondschein redlized, wasthat of having let Aristegui go to his
death without trying to make him see that he was attempting something impossible, that there was no
way, with or without Mondschein's help, that Aristegui could ever rid the country of Alvarado. But the
Colond wouldn't have listened to him in any case, Mondschein told himself.

The days went by. The season brightened toward spring. Mondschein's driver took him up the mountain
roads to see Lake Titicaca, and north from there to Cuzco and its grand old Incarelics, and up beyond
that to the splendors of Machu Picchu. On another journey he went down to the fogswept coast, to
Nazcawhere it never rains, where in alandscape as barren as the Moon's he inspected the huge
drawings of monkeys and birds and geometricd figuresthat prehistoric artists had inscribed in the
bone-dry soil of the plateaus.

On abrilliant September day that felt like midsummer acar bearing theinsgnia of the Guardiacameto
hisvillaand abrisk young officer with thick hair that was like spun gold told him that he was requested to



go at once to the Palace of Justice.
“Have | done something wrong?’ Mondschein asked mildly.
“Itisby order of the President,” said the blond young officer, and that was al the explanation he gave.

Mondschein had been in the Palace of Justice only once before, during the weeks just prior to the
agreement that led to hisbeing exiled, when they had briefly imprisoned him on the supposed charge of
creeting abominations and mongters. Like most of the other governmenta buildingsit wasamassive,
brutal-looking stone structure, two long paralel wingswith asmaler one set between them at their head,
so that it crouched on its plazalike a ponderous sphinx. There were courtroomsin the upper levels of the
two large wings, prison cells below; the smdl central wing was the headquarters of the Supreme Court,
whose chief justice, Mondschein had recently discovered, was another of the clones.

His Guardiaescort led him into the building on the lower level, and they descended even below that, to
the dreaded highsecurity areaiin the basement. Was he to be interrogated, then? For what?

The Maximum Leader, in full uniform and decorations, waswaiting for himin acold, dammy-waled
interrogation cell, under asingle bare incandescent bulb of akind that Mondschein thought had been
obsolete for ahundred years. He offered Mondschein a benign smile, as benign as that sharp-edged face
was capable of showing.

“Our second meeting isin rather less grand surroundings than the first, eh, doctor?’

Mondschein peered closely. This seemed to be the same clone who had spoken with himinthe Hall of
Audience. He felt quite sure of that. Only intuition, of course. But hetrusted it.

“Y ou remember the agreement we reached that day?’ the clone asked.
“Of course”
“Today | need to invokeit. Your specia expertiseis now essentid to the stability of the nation.”

The clone gestured to an aide-de-camp, who signalled to an figure in the shadows behind him that
Mondschein had not noticed before. A door opened at therear of the cell and agurney bearing
€lectronic equipment was whedled in. Mondschein recognized the familiar intricacies of an
electroencepha ograph.

“Thisisthe proper machinery for your brain-wavetes, isit not?’ the Alvarado clone asked.
Mondschein nodded.
“Good,” the clone said. “Bring in the prisoner.”

The door opened again and two guards dragged in the ragged, disheveled-looking figure of an Alvarado.
His hands were shackled behind his back. His face was bruised and sweaty and smeared with dirt. His
clothes, rough peasant clothes, weretorn. His eyes were blazing with fury of astonishing intensity.
Mondschein felt atremor of the old fear a the Sight of him.

The prisoner shot afiery look at the Alvarado clone and said, “Y ou bastard, let me out of here right now.
Y ou know who | am. Y ou know who you are, too.What you are.”

Mondschein turned to the clone. “But you told me he was dead!” he said.

“Dead? Who? What do you mean?’ the Alvarado clone said calmly. “Thisclonewas gravely injured in



an atempt on my life and has hovered close to death for many weeks, despite the finest care we could
give him. Now that he has begun to recover heis exhibiting delusona behavior. Heinsststhat heisthe
true Maximum Leader and | am nothing but an artificial genetic duplicate. | ask you to test the authenticity
of hisclaim, Senor Doctor.”

“Mondschein! Rafael Mondschein!” the ragged Alvarado cried. A convulsive quiver of amazement ran
through his shoulders and chest. *Y ou here? They've brought you back?’

Mondschein said nothing. He stared at the ragged man.

The prisoner's eyes gleamed. “ All right, go on! Test me, Rafagl. Do your mumbo-jumbo and tell this
fraud who | am! And then well seeif he dares keep up the masguerade. Go on, Rafael! Plug in your
damned machine! Stick the el ectrodes on me!”

“Go ahead, Senor Doctor,” the Alvarado clone said.

Mondschein stepped forward and began the preparations for the test, wondering whether he would
remember the procedure after SO many years.

The prisoner looked toward the Alvarado clone and said, “Hell provethat | anwho | say | am. And
you won't have the gutsto carry the pretense any further, will you, you test-tube fraud? Because hdf the
gaff in the hospital knowsthe red story dready, and somehow the truth will get out. Somehow, no
matter how you try to suppressit. And it'll bring you down. Once the country finds out that you're afake,
that you smply seized power when the motorcade bomb went off. Once word gets around that | didn't
die, that you've had me hidden away in the hospita al thistime with people thinking | was you and you
were me, what do you think will happen to your regime? Will anyone want to take orders from a clone?’

“Y ou musin't speak now,” Mondschein told him. “1t'll distort the test results.”

“All right. Yes. Listen, Rafael, no matter what you tell him helll say that you identified me asaclone, but
you know that it'salie. When you get back outside, you tell people the true story. Y ou hear me? And
afterward I'll seeto it that you get whatever you want. Anything. No reward would be too great. Money,
women, country estates, your own laboratory, whatever.”

“Please,” Mondschein said. “I ask you not to speak.”
He attached the el ectrodes to himsdlf. He touched the dids.

He remembered, now. The whole technique. He had written these personality-organi zation algorithms
himsalf. He closed his eyes and felt the data come flooding in. The prisoner's brain-waves met his
own—collided—cl ashed—clashed violently—

To the Alvarado clone Mondschein said, “ The alphamatch is perfect, Senor Presidente. What we have
hereisaclone”

“No, Rafadl!” the prisoner roared. “Y ou filthy lying bastard, no! Y ou know it isn't so!”
“Takehim away,” the Alvarado clone said.
“No. Y ouwont do anything to me. I'm the only legitimate President of Tierra Alvarado.”

“You are nothing,” the clonetold him. “ Y ou are amere creature. We have scientific proof that you are
samply one of the artificid brothers. Dr. Mondschein hasjust demondtrated that.”



“Bdls” the prisoner said. “Listen, Mondschein, | know he has you intimidated. But when you get out of
here, spread the word. Tl everyone what your red reading was. That there's ausurper inthe
presidential palace, that he must be overthrown. Y ou'll be anational hero, you'll be rewarded beyond
your wildest dreams—"

Mondschein amiled. “Ah, but | dready have everything that | want.”

He looked toward the Alvarado clone. “I'll prepare aformal report and sign it, Senor Presidente. And |
will bewilling to attest to it & the public trid.”

“This has been thetrid, doctor,” the clone said smoothly, indicating an opening in the celling of the cell,
where Mondschein now saw an opening through which the snout of atelevison camera protruded. “All
the information that we need has been recorded. But | am grateful for your offer. Y ou have been
extremely hdpful. Extremely helpful, Senor Doctor.”

* k% k %

That night, in the safety and comfort of hisbeloved villa, Mondschein dept soundly for thefirst time since
hisreturn to Tierra Alvarado—more soundly than he had dept in years.

L ooking for the Fountain

My name is Francisco de Ortega and by the grace of God | am 89 yearsold and | have seen many a
gtrange thing in my time, but nothing so strange asthe Indian folk of theidand caled Florida, whose great
dream itisto freethe Holy Land from the Saracen conquerorsthat profaneit.

It wasfifty years ago that | encountered these marvel ous people, when | sailed with his excellency the
illustrious Don Juan Ponce de Leon on hisfamous and disastrous voyage in quest of what iswrongly
cdled the Fountain of Y outh. It was not a Fountain of Y outh at dl that he sought, but a Fountain of
Manly Strength, which is somewhat a different thing. Trust me: | wasthere, | saw and heard everything, |
was by Don Juan Ponce's Sde when hisfate overtook him. I know the complete truth of this endeavor
and | mean to st it al down now so therewill be no doubt; for | done surviveto tell thetale, and as God
ismy witness | will tell it truthfully now, herein my ninetieth year, dl praises be to Him and to the Mother
who bore Him.

* * % %

The matter of the Fountain, firgt.

Commonly, | know, it is called the Fountain of Y outh. Y ou will read that in many places, such asinthe
book about the New World which that Italian wrote who lived at Seville, Peter Martyr of Anghiera,
where he says, “The governor of the Idand of Boriquena, Juan Ponce de Leon, sent forth two caravelsto
seek the Idands of Boyucain which the Indians affirmed there to be afountain or spring whose water is
of such marvelous virtue, that when it isdrunk it makes old men young again.”

Thisistrue, so far asit goes. But when Peter Martyr talks of “making old men young again,” hiswords
must be interpreted in a poetic way.

Perhapslong lifeistruly what that Fountain redly provides, dong with its other and more specia
virtue—who knows? For | have tasted of that Fountain's waters mysdlf, and here | am nearly 90 years of
age and il full of vigor, I who wasborn in the year of our Lord 1473, and how many others are ill
alivetoday who came into the world then, when Castile and Aragon still were separate kingdoms? But |
tell you that what Don Juan Ponce was seeking was not strictly speaking a Fountain of Youth at al, but



rather a Fountain that offered a benefit of avery much moreintimate kind. For | wasthere, | saw and
heard everything. And they have cowardly tongues, those who say it was a Fountain of Y outh, for it
would seem that out of shame they choose not to speak honestly of the actua nature of the powers that
the Fountain which we sought was supposed to confer.

It was when wewerein theidand of Hispaniolathat wefirst heard of thiswonderful Fountain, Don Juan
Ponceand |. Thiswas, | think, in the year 1504. Don Juan Ponce, atrue nobleman and aman of high
and elegant thoughts, was governor then in the province of Higuey of that idand, which wasruled at that
time by Don Nicolas de ovando, successor to the great Admira Cristoba Colon. There wasin Higuey
then a certain Indian cacique or chieftain of remarkable strength and force, who was reputed to keep
seven wives and to satisfy each and every one of them each night of the week. Don Juan Ponce was
curious about the grest virility of this cacique, and one day he sent acertain Aurelio Herrerato vigt himin

hisvillage

“He does indeed have many wives,” said Herrera, “though whether there were five or seven or fifty-nine
| could not say, for there were women surrounding al thetime | was there, coming and going in such
multitudesthat | was unable to make a clear count, and swarms of children aso, and from the looks of it
the women were his wives and the children were his children.”

“And what sort of manner of man isthis cacique?’ asked Don Juan Ponce.

“Why,” said Herrera, “heisavery ordinary man, narrow of shoulders and shdlow of chest, whom you
would never think capable of such marvels of manhood, and he is past middie age besides. | remarked
on thisto him, and he said that when he was young he was easily exhausted and found the manly
exercises a heavy burden. But then he journeyed to Boyuca, which isan idand to the north of Cuba that
isaso cdled Bimini, and there he drank of aspring that cures the debility of sex. Since then, he asserts,
he has been able to give pleasure to any number of women in anight without the dightest fatigue.”

| wasthere. | saw and heard everything.El enflaquecimiento del sexo wasthe phrasethat Aurelio
Herreraused, “the debility of sex.” The eyes of Don Juan Ponce de Leon opened wide at thistale, and
he turned to me and said, “We must go in search of this miracul ous fountain some day, Francisco, for
therewill be great profit in the sdlling of itswaters.”

Do you see? Not aword had been spoken about long life, but “only about the curing of é
enflaquecimiento del sexo. Nor was Don Juan Ponce in need of any such cure for himsdlf, | assure you,
for inthe year 1504 he wasjust thirty years old, alusty and aggressive man of fiery and restless spirit,
and red-haired aswell, and you know wheat is said about the virility of red-haired men. Asfor me, | will
not boast, but | will say only that since the age of thirteen | have rardly gone asingle night without a
woman's company, and have been married four times, on the fourth occasion to awoman fifty years
younger than myself. And if you find yoursdlf in the province of Valadolid wherel live and cometo pay a
cdl on mel can show you young Diego Antonio de Ortegawhom you would think was my
great-grandson, and little Juana Maria de Ortegawho could be my great-granddaughter, for the boy is
seven and the girl isfive, but in truth they are my own children, concelved when | was past eighty years of
age; and | have had many other sons and daughters too, some of whom are old people now and some
are dead.

So it was not to hedl our own debilities that Don Juan Ponce and | longed to find this wonderful Fountain,
for of such shameful debilitieswe had noneat al, heand |. No, we yearned for the Fountain purely for
the sake of the riches we might derive from it: for each year saw hundreds or perhaps thousands of men
come from Spain to the New World to seek their fortunes, and some of these were older men who no
doubt suffered from a certainenflaquecimiento. In Spain | understand they use the powdered horn of the
unicorn to cure thismalady, or the crushed shells of a certain insect, though | have never had need of



such things mysdlf. But those commodities are not to be found in the New World, and it was Don Juan
Ponce's hope that great profit might be made by taking possession of Bimini and selling the waters of the
Fountain to those who had need of such aremedy. Thisisthe truth, whatever others may clam.

* * * %

But the pursuit of gold comes before everything, even the pursuit of miraculous Fountains of Manly
Strength. We did not go at once in search of the Fountain because word came to Don Juan Poncein
Hispaniolathat the neighboring idand of Borinquen wasrich in gold, and thereupon he gpplied to
Governor Ovando for permission to go there and conquer it. Don Juan Ponce already somewhat knew
that idand, having seen itswestern coast briefly in 1493 when he was a gentleman volunteer in the fleet of
Cristobal Colon, and its beauty had so moved him that he had resolved someday to return and make
himsdf magter of the place.

With one hundred men, he sailed over to thisBorinquen in asmal carave, landing there on Midsummer
Day, 1506, at the same bay he had visited earlier aboard the ship of the great Admiral. Seeing us arrive
with such force, the cacique of the region was wise enough to yield to the inevitable and we took

possession with very littlefighting.

So rich did theidand prove to be that we put the marvel ous Fountain of which we had previoudy heard
completely out of our minds. Don Juan Ponce was made governor of Borinquen by royal gppointment
and for severd yearsthe natives remained peaceful and we were able to obtain agrest quantity of gold
indeed. Thisisthe sameidand that Cristoba Colon called San Juan Bautista and which people today cdll
Puerto Rico.

All would have been well for usthere but for the stupidity of a certain captain of our forces, Cristoba de
Sotomayor, who treated the natives so badly that they rosein rebellion againgt us. Thiswasin the year of
our Lord 1511. So we found oursalves at war; and Don Juan Ponce fought with dl the great valor for
which he was renowned, doing tremendous destruction against our pagan enemies. We had among us at
that time a certain dog, called Bercerillo, of red pelt and black eyes, who could tell smply by smell done
whether an Indian was friendly to us or hostile, and could understand the native speech aswell; and the
Indians were more afraid of ten Spaniards with this dog, than of one hundred without him. Don Juan
Ponce rewarded Bercerillo's bravery and cleverness by giving the dog afull share of all the gold and
daveswe captured, as though he were a crossbowman; but in the end the Indians killed him. |
understand that avaiant pup of this Bercerillo, Leoncillo by name, went with Nunez de Balboa when he
crossed the Isthmus of Panama and discovered the great ocean beyond.

During thistime of our difficultieswith the savages of Puerto Rico, Don Diego Colon, the son of the great
Admiral, was able to take advantage of the trouble and make himsalf governor of theidand in the place
of Don Juan Ponce. Don Juan Ponce thereupon returned to Spain and presented himsalf before King
Ferdinand, and told him the tale of the fabul ous Fountain that restores manly power. King Ferdinand,
who was greatly impressed by Don Juan Ponce'slordly bearing and noble appearance, at once granted
him aroyd permit to seek and conquer the ide of Bimini where this Fountain was said to be. Whether
thissgnifiesthat His Most Catholic Mg esty was troubled by debilities of asexud sort, | would not dare
to say. But the king was at that time aman of sixty yearsand it would not be unimaginable that some
difficulty of that kind had begun to perplex him.

Swiftly Don Juan Ponce returned to Puerto Rico with the good news of hisroya appointment, and on the
third day of March of the year of our Lord 1513 we set forth from the Port of San German in three
caravelsto search for Bimini and its extraordinary Fountain.

| should say at this point that it was amatter of course that Don Juan Ponce should have asked meto
take part in the quest for this Fountain. | am aman of Tervas de San Camposin the province of



Valladolid, where Don Juan Ponce de Leon also was born less than one year after | was, and heand |
played together as children and were friends dl through our youth. As| have said, hefirst went to the
New World in 1493, when he was nineteen years of age, as a gentleman aboard the ship of Admira
Cristoba Colon, and after settling in Higpaniola he wrote to me and told me of the great wedth of the
New World and urged meto join him there. Which | did forthwith; and we were rarely separated from
then until the day of hisdesth.

Our flagship wastheSantiago , with Diego Bermudez as its master—the brother to the man who
discovered theide of Bermuda—and the famous Anton de Alaminos asits pilot. We had two Indian
pilots too, who knew the isands of that sea. Our second ship was theSanta Maria de Consolacion
with Juan Bono de Quexo asits captain, and the third was theSan Cristobal . All of these vesselswere
purchased by Don Juan Ponce himself out of the riches he had laid by in the time when he was governor
of Puerto Rico.

| haveto tell you that there was not one priest in our company, not that we were ungodly men but only
that it was not our commander's purpose on this voyage to bring the word of Jesusto the natives of
Bimini. We did have some few women among us, including my own wife Bestriz, who had come out
from Spain to be with me, and grateful |1 wasto have her by my side; and my wifeé'syoung sster Juana
was aboard the ship aso, that | could better look after her among these rough Spaniards of the New
World.

Northward we went. After ten dayswe halted at the ide of San Salvador to scrape weeds from the
bottom of one of our ships. Then we journeyed west-northwest, passing the ide of Ciguateo on Easter
Sunday, and, continuing onward into waters that ran ever shalower, we caught sight on the second day
of April of alarge ddightful idand of great and surpassing beauty, al blooming and burgeoning with a
great host of wildflowers whose delectable odors came wafting to us on the warm gentle breeze. We
named thiside LaFlorida, because Eagter isthe season when things flower and so we call that time of
year in our language Pascua Florida. And we said to one another at once, seeing so beautiful a place, that
thisidand of Floridamust surely be the home of the wondrous Fountain that restores men to their fleshly
powers and grants dl their carnal desiresto thefullest.
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Of thelovdiness of Floridal could speak for aday and anight and anight and aday, and not exhaust its
marvels. The shalowing green waters give way to white crests of foam that fall upon beaches paved hard
with tiny shells, and when you look beyond the beach you see dunes and marshes, and beyond those a
land dtogether level, not so much asahillock upon it, where glistening duggish lagoons bordered
brilliantly with rushes and sedges show the way to the mysteriousforests of the interior.

Thoseforestsl Palms and pines, and gnarled gray trees whose names are known only to God! Trees
covered with snowy beards! Treeswhose leaves are like swords! Flowers everywhere, dizzying uswith
their perfume! We were stunned by the fragrance of jasmine and honeyflower. We heard the enchanting
songs of amyriad of birds. We stared in wonder at the bright blooms. We doffed our helmets and
dropped to our kneesto give thanks to God for having led usto this most beautiful of shores.

Don Juan Ponce was the first of usto make hisway to land, carrying with him the banner of Castile and
Leon. Hethrust the roya standard into the soft sandy soil and in the name of God and Spain took
possession of the place. Thiswas at the mouth of ariver which he named in honor of his patron, the
blessed San Juan. Then, since there were no Indians thereabouts who might lead us to the Fountain, we
returned to our vessals and continued aong the coast of that place.

Though the sealooked gentle we found the currents unexpectedly strong, carrying us northward so
swiftly that we feared we would never see Puerto Rico again. Therefore did Don Juan Ponce give orders



for usto turn south; but although we had afair following wind the current was o strong against us that
we could make no headway, and at last we were compelled to anchor in acove. Here we spent some
days, with the ships straining againgt their cables; and during that time the littleSan Cristobal was swept
out to seaand welost Sight of her dtogether, though the day was bright and the weather fair. But within
two days by God's grace she returned to us.

At thistime we saw our firg Indians, but they were far from friendly. Indeed they set upon us a once and
two of our men were wounded by their little darts and arrows, which were tipped with sharp points made
of bone. When night came we were able to withdraw and sail on to another place that we cdled the Rio
dela Cruz, where we collected wood and water; and here we were attacked again, by sixty Indians, but
they were driven off. And so we continued for many days, until in latitude 28 degrees 15 minutes we did
round a cape, which we caled Cabo de los Corrientes on account of the powerful currents, which were
stronger than the wind.

Here it was that we had the strangest part of our voyage, indeed the strangest thing | have ever seenin dl
my ninety years. Which isto say that we encountered at thistime in this remote and hitherto unknown
land the defenders of the Chrigtian Faith, the sworn foes of the Saracens, the last sons of the Crusades,
whose great dream it was, even now, to wrest the Holy Land of our Savior's birth from those infidel
followers of Muhammad who seized it long ago and ruleit today.

We suspected nothing of any of what awaited us when we dropped our anchors near an Indian town on
the far sde of Cabo delos Corrientes. Cautioudy, for we had received such ahostile reception farther
up the coast, we made our landfal alittle way below the village and set about the task of filling our water
casks and cutting firewood. While this work was being carried out we became aware that the Indians
had |eft their village and had set out down the shore to encounter us, for we heard them singing and
chanting even before we could see them; and we halted in our labors and made ourselves ready to dedl
with another attack.

After ashort while the Indians appeared, still Snging asthey approached. Wonder of wonders, they were
clothed, though al the previous natives that we had seen were naked, or nearly 0, asthese savages
usudly are. Even more marvel ous was the nature of their clothing, which was of akind not very different
from that which Chrigtians wear, jerkins and doublets and tunics, and such things. And—marve of
marvel—every man of them wore upon his chest awhite garment that bore the holy cross of Jesus
painted brightly in red! We could not believe our eyes. But if we had any doubt that these were Chritian
men, it was eradi cated altogether when we saw that in the midst of the procession came certain men
wearing the dark robes of priests, who carried great wooden crosses held high aoft.

Were these indeed Indians? Surely not! Surely they must be Spaniards like ourselves! We might dmost
have beenin Toledo, or Madrid, or Seville, and not on the shore of some strange land of the Indies! But
indeed we saw without doubt now that the marchers were men of the sort that is native to the New
World, with the ruddy skinsand black hair and sharp features of their kind, Christian though they might
bein dress, and carrying the crossitsdf in their midst.

When they were close enough so that we could hear digtinctly the words of their song, it sounded to
some of usthat they might be Latin words, though Latin of a somewhat barbarous kind. Could that be
possible? We doubted the evidence of our ears. But then Pedro de Plasencia, who had studied for the
priesthood before entering the military, crossed himself most vigoroudy and said to usin wonder, “Do
you hear that? They are anging theGloria in excelsis Deo! ” And in truth we could tell that hymn was
what they sang, now that Pedro de Plasencia had picked out the words of it for us. Does that sound
strange to you, that Indians of an unknown ide should besinging in Latin? Y es, it is strange indeed. But
doubt me at your peril. | wasthere; | saw and heard everything myself



“Surely,” said Diego Bermudez, “there must have been Spaniards here before us, who have instructed
these peoplein the way of God.”

“That cannot be,” said our pilot, Anton de Alaminas. “For | waswith Cristoba Colon on his second
voyage and have been on every voyage since of any note that has been made in these waters, and | can
tell you that no white man has set foot on this shore before us.”

“Then how came these Indians by their crosses and their holy hymns?” asked Diego Bermudez. “Isit a
pure miracle of the saints, do you think?’

“Perhapsitis,” said Don Juan Ponce de Leon, with some hest, for it looked asif there might be aquarrel
between the master and the pilot. “Who can say? Be thankful that these folk are our Chrigtian friendsand
not our enemy, and leave off your usaless speculations.”

And in the courageous way that was his nature, Don Juan Ponce went forward and raised hisarmsto the
Indians, and made the Sign of the crossin the air, and caled out to them, saying, “1 am Don Juan Ponce
de Leon of Vdladolid in theland of Spain, and | greet you in the name of the Father, and of the Son, and
of theHoly Ghogt.” All of which he said clearly and loudly in hisfine and beautiful Cadtilian, which he
spoke with the greatest purity. But the Indians, who by now had halted in astraight line before us,
showed no understanding in their eyes. Don Juan Ponce spoke again, once more in Spanish, saying that
he greeted them a so in the name of HisMost Catholic Mgesty King Ferdinand of Aragon and Castile,
Thistoo produced no sign that it had been understood.

One of the Indians then spoke. He was aman of great presence and bearing, who wore chains of gold
about his chest and carried asword of strange design at hisside, thefirst sword | had ever seen anative
of theseidandsto have. From these indications it was apparent that he was the cacique.

He spoke long and eoquently in alanguage that | suppose was his own, for none of us had ever heard it
before, not even the two Indian pilots we had brought with us. Then he said afew words that had the
sound and thering of French or perhaps Catalan, though we had afew men of Barcelona among uswho
leaned close toward him and put their handsto their ears and even they could make no sense out of what
they heard.

But then findly this grand cacique spoke wordswhich we al could understand plainly, garbled and
thick-tongued though his speaking of them was. for what he said was, and there could be no doubt of it
however barbarous his accent, “ In nomine Patris, et Filii, et Spiritus Sancti,” and he made the sgn of
the cross over his chest as any good Christian man would do. To which Don Juan replied, “Amen.
Dominus vobiscum .” Whereupon the cacique, exclaming, “ Et cum spiritu tuo,” went forthrightly to
the side of Don Juan Ponce, and they embraced with greet love, likewise as any Christian men might do,
here on this remote beach in this strange and lovely land of Florida.

* k x %

They brought usthen to their village and offered a great feast for us, with roasted fish and the mest of
tortoises and sweet fruits of many mysterious kinds, and made us presents of the skins of animas. For
our part we gave them such trinkets as we had carried with us, beads and bracelets and little copper
daggers and the like, but of al the things we gave them they were most eager to receivethe smple
figurines of Jesus on the crossthat we offered them, and passed them around amongst themsalvesin
wonder, showing such love for them asif they were made of the finest gold and studded with emerads
and rubies. And we said privately to each other that we must be dreaming, to have met with Indiansin
thisland who were of such great devotion to the faith.

Wetried to spesk with them again in Spanish, but it was useless, and so too was speaking in any of the
native tongues of Hispaniolaor Puerto Rico that we knew. In their turn they addressed usin their own



language, which might just aswell have been the language of the people of the Moon for dl we
comprehended it, and also in that tantaizing other tongue which seemed amost to be French or Catdan.
We could not make anything of that, try though we did. But Pedro de Plasencia, who was the only one of
uswho could speak Latin out loud like apriest, sat down with the cacique after the meal and addressed
him in that language. | mean not Smply saying things like the Pater Noster and the Ave Maria, which any
child can say, but speaking to him asif Latin wasared |anguage with words and sentences of common
meaning, the way it waslong ago. To which the cacique answered, though he seemed to be framing his
words with much difficulty; and Pedro answered him again, just as hestatingly; and so they went on,
talking to each other in adow and halting way, far into the night, nodding and smiling most jubilantly
whenever one of them reached some understanding of the other's words, while we looked onin
astonishment, unable to fathom aword of what they were saying.

At last Pedro rose, looking pae and exhausted like aman who has carried a bull on hisback for haf a
league, and came over to uswherewe were sitting inacircle.

“Wdl?" Don Juan Ponce demanded at once.

Pedro de Plasencia shook his head wearily. “It was al nonsense, what the cacique said. | understood
nothing. Nothing at al! It was mere incomprehens ble babble and no more than that.” And he picked up
aleather sack of winethat lay near hisfeet and drank from it as though he had athirst that no amount of
drinking ever could quench.

“Y ou appeared to comprehend, at times,” said Don Juan Ponce. “Or so it seemed to me as| watched
you.”

“Nothing. Not aword. Let me deep on it, and perhapsit will come clear to mein the morning.”

| thought Don Juan Ponce would pursue him on the matter. But Don Juan Ponce, though he was an
impatient and high-tempered man, was aso aman of great sagacity, and he knew better than to press
Pedro further at atime when he seemed so troubled and fatigued. So he dismissed the company and we
settled down in the huts that the Indians had given usfor lodging, al except those of us who were posted
as sentries during the night to guard againgt treachery.

| rose before dawn. But | saw that Don Juan Ponce and Pedro de Plasenciawere aready awake and
had drawn apart from the rest of us and were talking most earnestly. After atime they returned, and Don
Juan Ponce beckoned to me.

“Pedro hastold me something of his conversation with the cacique,” he said.
“Andwha isit that you have learned?’
“That these Indians areindeed Christians.”

“Y es, that seemsto be the plain truth, strange though it seems,” | said. “ For they do carry the cross
about, and sing the Gloria, and honor the Father and the Son.”

“Thereismore.” | waited.

He continued, “Unless Pedro much mistook what the cacique told him, the grestest hope in which these
peopleliveisthat of wresting the Holy Land from the Saracen, and restoring it to good Chrigtian
pilgrims”

At that | burst out into such hearty laughter that Don Juan Ponce, for al hislove of me, looked a mewith
eyesflashing with reproof. Yet | could not withhold my mirth, which poured from melike ariver.



| said at last, when | had mastered mysdif, “But tell me, Don Juan, what would these savages know of the
Holy Land, or of Saracens, or any such thing? The Holy Land is thousands of |eagues away, and has
never been spoken of so much as once in this New World by any man, | think; nor does anyone speak

of the Crusade any longer in this age, neither here nor a home.”

“Itisvery strange, | agree,” replied Don Juan Ponce. “ Neverthel ess, so Pedro swears, the cacique spoke
tohimof Terra Sancta, Terra Sancta , and of infidels, and the liberation of the city of Jerusalem.”

“And how doesit cometo pass,” | asked, “that they can know of such things, in thisremoteide, where
no white man has ever visited before?’

“Ah,” said Don Juan Ponce, “that isthe great mystery, isit not?’

* k x %

In time we came to understand the solution to this mystery, though the tale was muddled and confused,
and emerged only after much travail, and long discuss ons between Pedro de Plasencia and the cacique
of the Indians. | will tell you the essence of it, which wasthis:

Some three hundred years ago, or perhapsit was four hundred, while much of our beloved Spain till lay
under the Moorish hand, ashipload of Frankish warriors set sail from the port of Genoa, or perhapsit
was Marselles, or some other city aong the coast of Provence. Thiswasin the time when men till went
crusading, to make war for Jesus sakein the Holy Land againgt the followers of Muhammad who
occupied that place.

But the voyage of these Crusaders miscarried; for when they entered the great Mar Mediterraneo,
thinking to go east they were forced west by terrible storms and contrary winds, and swept hel pless past
our Spanish shores, past Almeriaand Maaga and Tarifa, and through the narrow waist of the Estrecho
de Gibratar and out into the vastness of the Ocean Sea.

Here, having no sound knowledge aswe in our time do of the size and shape of the African continent,
they thought to turn south and then east below Egypt and make their voyage yet to the Holy Land. Of
course thiswould be impossible, except by rounding the Buena Fortuna cape and traveling up past
Arabia, ajourney amost beyond our meansto this day. But being unaware of that, these bold but
hapless men made the attempt, coasting southerly and southerly and southerly, and the land of course not
only not ending but indeed carrying them farther and farther outward into the Ocean Sea, until &t last, no
doubt weary and half dead of famine, they redlized that they had traveled so far to the west that there
was no hope of returning eastward again, nor of turning north and making their way back into the
Mediterraneo. So they yielded to the westerly windsthat prevail near the Canary Ides, and dlowed
themselves to be blown clear across the seato the Indies. And so after long arduous voyaging they made
landfall inthiside we call Forida. Thus these men of three hundred years ago were the first discoverers
of the New World, athough | doubt very gresatly that they comprehended what it was that they had
achieved.

Y ou mugt understand that we received few of these details from our Indian hosts: only the tale that men
bound to Terra Sancta departing from aland in the east were blown off course some hundreds of years
previous and were brought after arduous sailing to theide of FHoridaand to this very village where our
three caravals had made their landfal. All the rest did we conclude for ourselves, that they were
Crusaders and o forth, after much discussing of the matter and recourse to the scholarship that the finest

men among Us possessed.

And what befell these men of the Crusade, when they cameto this Florida? Why, they offered
themsalves to the mercies of the villagers, who greeted them right honorably and took them to dwell
amongst them, and married them to their daughters! And for their part the seafarers offered the word of



Jesusto the people of the village and thereby gave them hope of Heaven; and taught these kindly savages
the Latin tongue so well that it remained with them after afashion hundreds of years afterward, and also
some vestiges of the common speech that the seafaring men had had in their own native land.

But mogt of dl did the strangers from the seaimbuein the villagers the holy desireto rid the birthplace of
Jesus of the dread hand of the Mussulman; and ever, in years after, did the Chrigtian Indians of this
Horidavillage long to put to sea, and cross the great ocean, and wield their bows and spears vaiantly
amidgt the paynim enemy in the defense of the True Faith. Truly, how strange are the workings of God
Almighty, how far beyond our comprehension, that He should make Crusaders out of the naked Indians
inthisfar-off place!

Y ou may ask what became of those European men who landed there, and whether we saw anyone who
plainly might mark his descent from them. And | will tell you that those ancient Crusaders, who
intermarried with the native women since they had brought none of their own, were wholly swalowed up
by such intermarrying and were engulfed by the fullness of time. For they were only forty or fifty men
among hundreds, and the passing centuries so diluted the strain of their race that not the least trace of it
remained, and we saw no pale skin or fair hair or blue eyes or other marks of European men here. But
the ideas that they had fetched to this place did survive, that is, the practicing of the Catholic faith and the
speaking of adebased and corrupt sort of Latin and the wearing of akind of European clothes, and such.
And | tell you it was passing strange to see these red savagesin their surplices and cassocks, and in thelr
white tunics bearing the great emblem of our creed, and other such ancient marks of our civilization, and
to hear them chanting theKyrie eleison and theConfiteor and theSanctus, Sanctus, Sanctus Dominus
Deus Sabaoth in that curious garbled way of theirs, like words spoken in adream.

Nay, | have spoken untruthfully, for the men of that lost voyage did leave other remnants of themselves
among the villagers beside our holy faith, which | have neglected to mention here, but which | will tell you
of now.

For after we had been in that village severa days, the cacique led us through the close humid forest dong
atangled trail to aclearing nearby just to the north of the village, and here we saw certain tangible
remains of the voyagers. agraveyard with grave markers of white limestone, and the rotting ribsand
strakes and some of the kedl of a seafaring vessel of an ancient design, and the foundation walls of alittle
wooden church. All of which things were as sad asight as could be imagined, for the gravestones were
30 westhered and worn that although we could see the faint marks of names we could not read the
names themselves, and ‘ the vessel was but amere sorry remnant, afew miserable decaying timbers, and
the church was only apitiful fragment of athing.

We stood amidst these sorry ruins and our hearts were struck into pieces by pity and grief for these
brave men, so far from home and lonely, who in this strange place had neverthel ess contrived to plant the
sacred tree of Chrigtianity. And the noble Don Juan Ponce de Leon went down on his knees before the
church and bowed his head and said, “Let us pray, my friends, for the souls of these men, aswe hope
that someday people will pray for ours.”

* k x %

We spent some days amongst these people in feasting and prayer, and replenishing our stock of firewood
and water. And then Don Juan Ponce gave new thought to the primary purpose of our voyage, which
was, to find the miraculous Fountain that renews aman's energies. He caled Pedro de Plasenciato his
sdeand said, “ Ask of the cacique, whether he knows such a Fountain.”

“It will not be easy, describing such thingsin my poor Létin,” answered Pedro. “1 had my Latin from the
Church, Don Juan, and what | learned thereis of little use here, and it was al so very long ago.”



“Y ou must try, my friend. For only you of al our company has the power to speak with him and be
understood.”

Whereupon Pedro went to the cacique; but | could see even at adistance that he was having great
difficulties. For hewould spesk afew halting words, and then he would act out his meaning with gestures,
like aclown upon astage, and then he would speak again. There would be silence; and then the cacique
would reply, and | would see Pedro leaning forward most intently, trying to catch the meaning of the
curious L atin that the cacique spoke. They did draw picturesfor each other aso in the sand, and point to
the sky and sweep their armsto and fro, and do many another thing to convey to each other the sense of
their words, and so it went, hour after hour.

At length Pedro de Plasenciareturned to where we stood, and said, “ There does appear to be asource
of precious water that they cherish on thisidand, which they cdl the Blue Spring.”

“And isthis Blue Spring the Fountain for which we search?’ Don Juan Ponce asked, al eagerness.
“Ah, of that | am not certain.”

“Did you tdl him that the water of it would dlow aman to take his pleasure with women dl day and all
night, and never tire of it?’

“So| attempted to say.”
“With many women, one after another?’
“These are Chrigtian folk, Don Juan!”

“Yes, sothey are. But they are Indians also. They would understand such athing, just as any man of
Estramaduraor Galiciaor Andausiawould understand such athing, Christian though he be.”

Pedro de Plasencianodded. “I told him what | could, about the nature of the Fountain for which we
search. And he listened, very close, and he said, Y es, yes, you are speaking of the Blue Spring.”

“So he understood you, then?’

“He understood something of what | said, Don Juan, o | do firmly believe. But whether he understood it
al, that isonly for God to know.”

| saw the color risein Don Juan Ponce's face, and | knew that that restless choleric nature of hiswas
coming to the fore, which had dways been hisgreat driving force and dso hismost perilousfailing.

He said to Pedro de Plasencia, “ And will he take usto this Blue Spring of his, do you think?’

“I think hewill,” said Pedro. “But first he wishes to enact atreaty with us, asthe price of trangporting us
thither.”

“A tregty.”
“A treaty, yes. Hewants our aid and assistance.”
“Ah,” said Don Juan Ponce. “ And how can we be of help to these people, do you think?’

“They want usto show them how to build seafaring ships,” said Pedro. “ So that they can sail acrossthe
Ocean Sea, and go to the rescue of the Holy Land, and free it from the paynim hordes.”
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There was much more of back and forth, and forth and back, in these negotiations, until Pedro de
Plasenciagrew weary indeed, and there was not enough wine in our sacksto give him therest he
needed, so that we had to send a boat out to fetch more from one of our ships at anchor in the harbor.
For it was agreat burden upon him to conduct these conversations, he remembering only little patches of
Church Latin from his boyhood, and the cacique speaking alanguage that could be caled Latin only by
great courtesy. | sat with them asthey talked, on severa occasions, and not for al my soul could |
understand a thing that they said to each other. From time to time Pedro would lose his patience and
speak out in Spanish, or the cacique would begin to speak in his savage tongue or elsein that other
language, somewhat like Provencal, which must have been what the seafaring Crusaders spoke amongst
themselves. But none of that added to the understanding between the two men, which | think was avery
poor understanding indeed.

It became apparent after atime that Pedro had misheard the cacique's terms of treaty: what he wished us
to do was not to teach them how to build ships but to gave them one of oursin which to undertake their
Crusade.

“It cannot be,” replied Don Juan Ponce, when he had heard. “But tdll him this, that | will undertake to
purchase shipsfor him with my own funds, in Spain. Which | will surely do, after we have received the
proceeds from the sde of the water from the Fountain.”

“He wishes to know how many shipsyou will provide,” said Pedro de Plasencia, after another
conference.

“Two,” said Don Juan Ponce. “No: three. Threefine caravels.”

Which Pedro duly told the cacique; but hisway of telling him wasto point to our three shipsin the
harbor, which led the cacique into thinking that Don Juan Ponce meant to give him those three actud
ships then and now, and that required more hours of conferring to repair. But at length &l was agreed on
both sides, and our journey toward the Blue Spring was begun.

The cacique himself accompanied us, and the three priests of thetribe, carrying the heavy wooden
crossesthat were their staffs of office, and perhaps two dozen of the young men and girls of the village.
In our party there were ten men, Don Juan Ponce and Pedro and |, and seven ordinary seamen carrying
barrelsin which we meant to Store the waters of the Fountain. My wife Beatriz and her Sster Juana
accompanied us aso, for | never would let them be far from me.

Some of the ordinary seamen among us were rough men of Estramadura, who spoke jestingly and with
great licentiousness of how often they would embrace the girls of the native village after they had drunk of
the Fountain. | had to silence them, reminding them that my wife and her sister could overhear their
words. Y et | wondered privately what effects the waters would have on my own manhood: not that it
had ever been lacking in any aspect, but I, could not help asking mysdlf if | would find it enhanced
beyond itsusud virtue, for such curiosity isbut anaturd thing to any man, asyou must know.

Wejourneyed for two days, through hot close terrain where insects of great size buzzed among the
flowersand birds of athousand colors astounded our eyes. And at last we came to a place of bare white
stone, flat like dl other placesin thiside of Horida, where clear cool blue water gushed up out of the
ground with wondrous force.

The cacique gestured grandly, with agreat sweep of hisarms.
“Itisthe Blue Spring,” said Pedro de Plasencia.

Our men would have rushed forward at onceto lap up itswaterslike greedy dogs at a pond; but the



cacique cried out, and Don Juan Ponce a so in that moment ordered them to halt. There would be no
unseemly haste here, he said. And it wasjust aswell he did, for we very soon cameto see that this spring
was aholy place to the people of the village, and it would have been profaned by such an assault oniit, to
our possible detriment and peril.

The cacique came forward, with his priests beside him, and gestured to Don Juan Ponce to knedl and
remove his helmet. Don Juan Ponce obeyed; and the cacique took his helmet from him, and passed it to
one of the priests, who filled it with water from the spring and poured it down over Don Juan Ponce's
face and neck, so that Don Juan Ponce laughed out loud. The which laughter seemed to offend the
Indians, for they showed looks of disgpproval, and Don Juan Ponce at once grew Silent.

The Indians spoke words which might most have been Latin words, and there was much eevating of
their crosses as the water was poured down over Don Juan Ponce, after which he was given the order to
nse

And then one by one we stepped forth, and the Indians did the same to each of us.
“Itisvery likearite of holy baptism, isit not?’ said Aurelio Herrerato me,
“Yes, very much likeabaptism,” | said to him.

And | began to wonder: How well have we been understood here? Isit anew access of manly strength
that these Indians are conferring upon us, or rather the embrace of the Church? For surdly thereis
nothing about thisrite that speaks of anything elsethan ardigious enterprise. But | kept slent, snceit
was not my place to speak.

When the villagers were done dousing us with water, and speaking words over us and devating their
crosses, which made me more sure than ever that we were being taken into the congregation of their
faith, we were dlowed to drink of the spring—they did the same—and to fill our barrels. Don Juan
Ponce turned to me after we had drunk, and winked at me and said, “Wadll, old friend, thiswill serve us
well inlater years, will it not? For though we have no need of such invigoration now, you and |,
neverthdesstimewill haveitswork with usasit doeswith al men.”

“If it does,” | said, “why, then, we arefortified againgt it now indeed.”

But in truth | felt no change within. The water was pure and cool and good, but it had seemed merdly to
be water to me, with no great magical qualities about it; and when | turned and looked upon my wife
Bestriz, she seemed pleasing to me as she always had, but no more than that. Well, so beit, | thought;
this may be the true Fountain or maybeit isnot, and only timewill tell; and we began our return to the
village, carrying the casks of water with us; and the day of our return, Pedro de Plasenciadrew up a
grand treaty on a piece of bark from atree, in which we pledged our sacred honor and our soulsto do dl
inour power to supply this village with good Spanish ships so that the villagers would be able to fulfill
their pledgeto liberate the Holy Land.

“Which we will surely do for them,” said Don Juan Ponce with great conviction. “For | mean to come
back to this place as soon as | am able, with many ships of our own aswell asthe vessas| have
promised them from Spain; and we will fill our holdswith cask upon cask of thisvirtuous weater from the
Fountain, and replenish our fortunes anew by sdlling that water to those who need its miracul ous power.
Moreover we ourselves will benefit fromitsusein our declining days. And dso wewill bring this cacique
some priests, who will correct himin hismanner of practicing our faith, and guide himin hisjourney to
Jerusalem. All of which | will swear by agreet oath upon the Crossitsdlf, in the presence of the cacique,
so that he may have no doubt whatsover of our kindly Christian purposes.”

* * % %



And so we departed, filled with grest joy and no little wonder at al that we had seen and heard.

Well, and none of the brave intentions of Don Juan Ponce were fulfilled, as you surely must know,
inasmuch asthe vaiant Don Juan Ponce de Leon never saw Spain again, nor did heliveto enjoy the
rejuvenations of hisbody that he hoped the water of the Fountain would bring himin hislater years. For
when we |€ft the village of the Indian Crusaders, we continued on our way aong the coast of theide of
Floridaalittle further in asoutherly direction, seeking to catch favorable winds and currents that would
carry us swiftly back to Puerto Rico; and on the 23rd of May we hated in apleasing bay to gather wood
and water—for we would not touch the water of our casks from the Fountain!—and to careen theSan
Cristobal , the hull of which was fouled with barnacles. And aswe did our work there, aparty of Indians
came forth out of the woods.

“Hail, brothersin Christ!” Don Juan Ponce called to them with great cheer, for the cacique had told him
that his people had done wonderful thingsin bringing their neighbors into the embrace of Jesus, and he
thought now that surely al the Indians of thiside had been converted to the True Faith by those
Crusading men of long ago.

But hewaswrong in that; for these Indianswere no Chrigtians at al, but only pagan savages like most of
their kind, and they replied instantly to Don Juan Ponce's halloos with avolley of darts and arrows that
struck five of us dead then and there before we were able to drive them off. And among those who took
his mortal wound that day was the vdiant and noble Don Juan Ponce de Leon of Vadladolid, inthe
thirty-ninth year of hislife

| knelt beside him on the beach in hislast moments, and said the last words with him. And he looked up
a me and smiled—for death had never been frightening to him—and he said to me, dmost with hislast
breath, “Thereisonly onething that | regret, Francisco. And that isthat | will never know, now, what
powers the water of that Fountain would have conferred upon me, when | was old and grestly stricken
with thefralty of my years.” With that he perished.

What more can | say? We made our doleful way back to Puerto Rico, and told our tale of Crusaders
and Indians and cool blue waters. But we were met with laughter, and there were no purchasers for the
contents of our casks, and our fortunes were greetly depleted. All praise beto God, | survived that dark
time and went on afterward to join the magnificent Hernando Cortesin his conquest of the land of
Mexico, which today is called New Spain, and in the fullness of time | returned to my native province of
Vadladolid with much gold in my possession, and here | livein hedth and vigor to thisday.

Oftendo | think of theide of Foridaand those Christian Indians we found there. It isfifty yearssince
that time. In those fifty yearsthe cacique and his people have rendered most of Floridainto Christians by
now, aswe now know, and | tell you what is not generaly known, that this expansion of their nation was
brought about the better to support their Crusade against the Mussulman once the ships that Don Juan
Ponce promised them had arrived.

So thereisagreat warlike Chrigtian kingdom in Horidatoday, filling dl that land and spreading over into
adjacent ides, against which we men of Spain so far have struggled in vain as we attempt to extend our
sway to those regions. | think it was poor Don Juan Ponce de Leon, in hisinnocent quest for a
miraculous Fountain, who without intending it caused them to become so fierce, by making them a
promise which he could not fulfill, and leaving them thinking that they had been betrayed by fdse
Chrigtians. Better that they had remained forever in theisolation in which they lived when we found them,
anging theGloria and theCredo and theSanctus , and waiting with Christian patience for the promised
shipsthat are to take them to the reconquest of the Holy Land. But those ships did not come; and they
See us now astraitors and enemies.



| often think aso of the vaiant Don Juan Ponce, and his quest for the wondrous Fountain. Wasthe Blue
Spring indeed the Fountain of legend? | am not sure of that. It may be that those Indians misunderstood
what Pedro de Plasencia was requesting of them, and that they were Smply offering us baptism—us,
good Chrigtiansdl our lives—when what we sought was something quite different from that.

But if the Fountain wastruly the one we sought, | fed great sorrow and pity for Don Juan Ponce. For
though he drank of itswaters, he died too soon to know of its effects. Whereas here | am, soon to be
ninety years old, and the father of aboy of seven and agirl of five.

Wasit the Fountain's virtue that has given me so long and robust alife, or havel smply enjoyed the favor
of God?How can | say? Whichever itis, | am grateful; and if ever there is peace between us and the
people of theide of Horida, and you should find yoursdlf in the vicinity of that place, you could do

worsg, | think, than to drink of that Blue Spring, which will do you no harm and may perhaps bring you
great benefit. If by chance you go to that place, seek out the Indians of the village nearby, and tell them
that old Francisco de Ortega remembers them, and cherishes the memory, and more than once has said a
Massin their praise despite dl the troubles they have caused his countrymen, for he knowsthet they are
the last defenders of the Holy Land againgt the paynim infidels.

Thisismy story, and the story of Don Juan Ponce de Leon and the miracul ous Fountain, which the
ignorant cal the Fountain of Y outh, and of the Christian Indians of Floridawho yearn to freethe Holy
Land. Y ou may wonder about the veracity of these things, but I beg you, have no doubt on that score.
All that | havetold you istrue. For | wasthere. | saw and heard everything.

World of a Thousand Colours

When Jolvar Hollinrede discovered that the dim, pale young man opposite him was journeying to the
World of a Thousand Coloursto undergo the Te<t, he spied a glittering opportunity for, himsaf. Andin
that moment was the dim, pale young man'sfate sat.

Hollinrede's lean fingers closed on the spun-fiber drink flask. He peered across the burnished tabletop.
‘TheTest , you say?

Theyoung man smiled diffidently. *Yes. | think I'm ready. I've waited years—and now's my big chance’
He had had alittle too much of the cloying liqueur he had been drinking; his eyes shone glassly, and his
tongue was looser than it had any right to be.

'Few are called and fewer are chosen,” Hollinrede mused. ‘ Let me buy you another drink.’
‘No, [
It will be an honor. Redlly. It'snot every day | have achanceto buy aTesteeadrink.’

Hollinrede waved ajewe ed hand and the servomech brought them two more drink flasks. Lightly
Hoallinrede punctured one, did it dong the tabletop, and kept the other in his hand unopened. ‘1 don't
believe | know your name,” he said.

'Derveran Marti. I'm from Earth. You?

‘Jolvar Hollinrede. Likewise. | travel from world to world on business, which iswhat bringsmeto
Niprion thisday.’

'‘What sort of business?



'| tradein jewels,; Hallinrede said, displaying the bright collection studding hisfingers. They weredl
morphosims, not the originds, but only careful chemica anaysiswould reved that. Hollinrede did not
believein exposing millions of credits worth of merchandize to anyone who cared to lop off his hand.

'l wasaclerk,” Marti said. ‘But that'sal far behind me. I'm on to the World of a Thousand Coloursto
takethe Test! The Test!”

‘The Test!” Hallinrede echoed. He lifted his unpunctured drink—flask in agesture of sdute, raised it to
hislips, pretended to drain it. Across the table Derveran Marti coughed as the liqueur coursed down his
throat. He looked up, smiling dizzily, and smacked hislips.

"When does your ship leave? Hollinrede asked.

‘Tomorrow midday. It'sthe Star Climber. | can't wait. This stopover a Niprion is making me fume with
impatience’

'No doubt,” Hollinrede agreed. * What say you to an afternoon of whigt, to while away the time?

* * % %

An hour later Derveran Marti lay dumped over theinlaid card table in Hollinrede's hotdl suite, il
clutching ahandful of waxy cards. Armsfolded, Hollinrede surveyed the bodly.

They were about of aheight, he and the dead man, and a chemotherm mask would ater Hollinrede's face
aufficiently to alow him to pass as Marti. He switched on the playback of the room's recorder to pick up
thefind fragments of their conversation.

" ... carefor another drink, Marti?

'l guess|'d better not, old fellow. I'm getting kind of muzzy, you know. No, please don't pour it for me. |
sad | didn't want it, and—well, al right. Just alittle one. There, that's enough. Thanks.’

The tape was sllent for amoment, then recorded the soft thump of Marti's body faling to the table asthe
quick-action poison unlatched his synapses. Smiling, Hollinrede switched the recorder to record and
sad, mimicking Marti, ‘I guess I'd better not, old fellow. I'm getting kind of muzzy, you know.’

He activated the playback, listened critically to the sound of his voice, then listened to Marti's again for
comparison. He was gpproaching the light, flexible quality of the dead man'svoice. Severd more
attempts and he had it dmost perfect. Producing avoca homologizer, he ran off first Marti'svoice, then
his own pronouncing the same words.

The voices were dike to three decimal places. That would be good enough to fool the most senstive
detector; three places was the norma range of variation in any man'svoice from day to day.

Interms of massthere was atrifling matter of some few gramswhich could easly be swested off in the
gymnasium the following morning. Asfor the dead man's gesture—complex, Hallinrede thought he could
manage afairly accurate imitation of Marti's manner of moving; he had studied the young clerk carefully
for nearly four hours, and Hollinrede was a clever man.

When the preparations were finished, he stepped away and glanced at the mirror, taking alast look at his
own face—the face he would not see again until he had taken the Test. He donned the mask. Jolvar
Hollinrede became Derveran Marti.

Hollinrede extracted alength of cotton bulking from adrawer and wrapped it around Marti's body. He
weighed the corpse, and added four milligrams more of cotton so that Marti would have precisely the



mass Jolvar Hollinrede had had. He donned Marti's clothes findly, dressed the body in hisown, and,
amiling sadly at the convincing but worthless morphosim jewels on hisfingers, transferred theringsto
Marti's aready-stiffening hands.

'Up with you,” he grunted, and bundled the body across the room to the disposal.

'Farewell, old friend,” he exclaimed fedingly, and hoisted Marti feet-first to the lip of the chute. He
shoved, and the dead man vanished, dowly, gracefully, heading downward towards the omnivorous maw
of the atomic converter buried in the deep levels of Stopover Planet Niprion.

Reflectively Hallinrede turned away from the disposal unit. He gathered up the cards, put avay the
liqueur, poured the remnant of the poisoned drink in the disposa chute.

An atomic converter was awonderful thing, he thought pleasantly. By now the body of Marti had been
efficiently reduced to its component molecules, and those were due for separation into atoms shortly
after, and from atomsinto subatomic particles. Within an hour the prime evidence to the crime would be
nothing but so many protons, eectrons, and neutrons—and there would be no way of telling which of the
two men in the room had entered the chute, and which had remained dive,

Hollinrede activated the tape once more, rehearsed for thefind time hisverson of Marti's voice, and
checked it with the homologizer. Still three decimal places; that was good enough. He erased the tape.

Then, depressing the communicator stud, he said, ‘| wish to report adeath.’
A cold robot face appeared on the screen. 'Y es?

‘Several minutes ago my host, Jolvar Hollinrede, passed on of an acute embolism. He requested
immediate dissolution upon death and | wish to report that this has been carried out.’

Y our name?

'Derveran Marti. Testee!’

'A Testee? Y ou werethe last to see the late Hollinrede dive?

That'sright.’

'Do you swear that dl information you might give will be accurate and fully honest?
'l s0 swear,” Hollinrede said.

Theinquest was brief and smooth. Theword of a Testee goes without question; Hollinrede had reported
the details of the meeting exactly asif he had been Marti, and after acheck of the converter records
revealed that amass exactly equa to the late Hollinrede's had indeed been disposed of at precisdly the
instant witness claimed, the inquest was at its end. The verdict was natural death. Hollinrede told the
officidsthat he had not known the late jewd trader before that day, and had no interest in his property,
whereupon they permitted him to depart.

Having died intestate, Hollinrede knew his property became that of the Gaactic Government. But, as he
pressed his hand, clad in its skintight chemotherm, against the doorplate of Derveran Marti's room, he
told himsdlf that it did not matter. Now he was Derveran Marti, Testee. And once he had taken and
passed the Test, what would the loss of afew million creditsin baubles matter to him?

Therefore it was with alight heart that the pseudo-Derveran Marti quitted hislodgings the next day and



prepared to board theStar Climber for the voyage to the World of a Thousand Colours.

The clerk at the desk peered at him sympatheticaly as he pressed his fingersinto the checkout plate,
thereby erasing theimpress from the doorplate upstairs.

'It was too bad about that old fellow dying on you yesterday, wasn't it, Sr? | do hope it won't affect your
Test result.’

Hollinrede smiled blankly. ‘1t was quite a shock to me when he died so suddenly. But my system has
already recovered; I'm ready for the Test.’

'‘Good luck to you, Sr,” the clerk said as Hollinrede | ft the hotel and stepped out on the flaring skyramp
that led to the waiting ship.

The steward at the passenger hatch was collecting identiplates. Hollinrede handed his over casudly. The
seward inserted it tip—first in the computer near the door, and motioned for Hollinrede to step within
the beam while his specifications were being automatically compared with those on the identiplate.

Hewaited, tensdly. Finally the chattering of the machine stopped and adry voice said, ‘Y our identity isin
order, Testee Derveran Marti. Proceed within.’

"That meansyou're okay,’ the steward told him. “ Y oursis Compartment Eleven. It'saluxury job, you
know. But you Testees deserveit. Best of luck, sir.’

"Thanks,” Hollinrede grinned. ‘I don't doubt I'll need it.’

He moved up the ramp and into the ship. Compartment Eleven was aluxury job; Hollinrede, who had
been afrugd man, whigtled in amazement when he saw it. It was nearly eight feet high and dmost twelve
broad, totally private with an opaquer attached to the doorscope. Clinging curtains of ebony synthoid
foam from Ravens-musk V111 had been draped lovingly over the walls, and the accel eration couch was
trimmed in golden bryozone. The rank of Testee carried with it privilegesthat the late Derveran Marti
certainly would never have mustered in private life—nor Jolvar Hollinrede either.

At 1143 the doorscope chimed; Hollinrede legped from the soft couch alittle too nervoudy and
tranduced the door. A crewman stood outside.

'Everything dl right, Sr? Weblast in seventeen minutes.’
'I'mfine’ Hollinrede said. * Can't wait to get there. How long do you think it'll take?

'Sorry, Sr. Not at liberty to reveal. But | wish you a pleasant trip, and should you lack for aught hesitate
not to call on me.’

Hollinrede smiled at the curioudy archaic way the man had of expressng himsdf. ‘ Never fear; I'll not
hesitate. Many thanks.” He opaqued the doorscope and resumed his sedt.

* * % %

At precisely 1200 the drive-engines of the Star Climber throbbed heavily; the pale green light over the
door of Hallinrede's compartment glowed brightly for an instant, sgnaling the approaching blastoff. He
sank down on the acceleration couch to wait.

A moment later came the push of acceleration, and then, as the gravshields took effect, the 7g escape
force dwindled until Hollinrede felt comfortable again. He increased the angle of the couch in order to
peer out the port.



Theworld of Niprion was vanishing rapidly in the background: dready it was nothing but a mottled
grey-and-gold bal swimming hazily in apuff of atmosphere. The sprawling meta structure that wasthe
stopover hotel wasinvisble.

Somewhere back on Niprion, Hollinrede thought, the atoms that once had been Testee Derveran Marti
were now feeding the plasmaintake of aturbine or heating theinner shell of areactor.

Helet hismind dwell on the forthcoming Test. He knew little about it, really, considering he had been
willing to take aman'slife for achance to compete. He knew the Test was administered once every five
years to candidates chosen by Galaxy wide search. The world where the Test was given was known only
asthe World of a Thousand Colours, and precisely where this world was no member of the generd
public was permitted to know.

Asfor the Test itsdlf, by itsvery nature it was unknown to the Galaxy. For no winning Testee had ever
returned from the World of a Thousand Colours. Some losers returned, their minds carefully wiped clean
of any memories of the planet—but the winners never came back.

The Tedt's nature was unknown; the prize, inconceivable. All anyone knew was that the winnerswere
granted the soul's utmost dream. Upon winning, one neither returned to his home world nor desired to
return.

Naturally many men ignored the Test—it was something for other people to take part in. But millions,
billions throughout the Galaxy competed in the preiminaries. And every five years, Six or seven were
chosen.

Jolvar Hollinrede was convinced he would succeed in the Test—but he had failed three times hand
running in the preliminaries, and was thus permanently disqudified. The preiminarieswere smple; they
conssted merely of an intensive mental scanning. A flipflop circuit would flash YES or NO after that.

If YES, there were further scannings, until word was beamed through the Galaxy that the competitorsfor
the year had been chosen.

Hollinrede stared moodily at the blackness of space. He had been diminated unfairly, he fdlt; he coveted
the unknown prize the Test offered, and fdlt bitter a having it denied him. When chance had thrown
Testee Derveran Marti in his path, Hollinrede had leaped to take advantage of the opportunity.

And now hewas on hisway.

Surely, he thought, they would allow him to take the Test, even if he were discovered to be an impostor.
And once hetook it, he knew he would succeed. He had always succeeded in his endeavours. There
was no reason for failure now.

Beneath the false mask of Derveran Marti, Hollinrede's face was tensaly set. He dreamed of the Test and
itswinning—and of the end to the long years of wandering and tail.

* k k %
The voice at the door said, *We're here, Testee Derveran. Please open up.’

Hollinrede grunted, pulled himsalf up from the couch, threw open the door. Three dark-faced spacemen
waited therefor him.

'Where arewe? he asked nervoudy. ‘Isthetrip over?

"We have cometo pilot you to the Test planet, Sir,” one of the spacemen told him. * TheStar Climber isin



orbit around it, but will not make alanding itself. Will you follow us?
'Very well,” Hollinrede said.

They entered alifeship, adim grey tube bardly thirty meterslong, and fastened acceleration cradles.
There were no ports. Hallinrede felt enclosed, hemmed in.

The lifeship began to dide noiselessy dong the gection channd, glided the entire length of theStar
Climber , and burst out into space. A preset orbit was operating. Hollinrede clung to the acceleration
cradle asthelifeship spun tightly inward towards a powerful gravitationd field not far awvay.

The ship cameto rest. Hollinrede lay motionless, flesh cold with nervousness, teeth chattering.
'Easy doesit, sir. Up and out.’

They lifted him and gently nudged him through amanifold compression lock. He moved forward on numb
feet.

‘Best of luck, sir!” an envious voice cdled behind him.
Then thelock clanged shut, and Hollinrede was on hisown.
A riotous blaze of colour swept down at him from every point of the compass.

He stood in the midst of what looked like alunar crater; far in the distance on al sdes wasthe massive
upraised fissured surface of aringwall, and the ground beneath him was barren red-brown rock,
crumbling to pumice here and there but bare of vegetation.

In the sky was a solitary sun, ablazing Type A blue-white star. That sun adone was incapable of
accounting for thisflood of colour.

Streamers of every hue seemed to sprout from the rocks, staining the ringwall olive-grey and brilliant
cerise and dark, lustrous green. Pigments of every sort bathed the air; now it seemed to glow with
currents of luminous pink, now aflaming red, now apulsing pure white.

His eyes adjusted dowly to the torrent of colour. World of a Thousand Colours, they called this place?
That was an underestimate. Hundred thousand. Million. Billion . Shades and near-shades mingled to
form new colours.

'Areyou Derveran Marti? avoice asked.

Startled, Hollinrede looked around. 1t seemed asif aband of colour had spoken: aswirling band of rich
brown that spun tirelesdy before him.

'Areyou Derveran Marti? the voice repeated, and Hollinrede saw that it had indeed come from the
band of brown.

It seemed adesecration to utter the lie here on thisworld of awesome beauty, and he felt the temptation
to claim histrueidentity. But thetime for that was|ater.

'Yes’ hesad loudly. ‘I am Derveran Marti.’
'Welcome, Derveran Marti. The Test will soon begin.’

‘Where?



‘Here!’
‘Right out here? Jugt like this?
'Yes,' the band of colour replied. * Y our fellow competitors are gathering.’

Hollinrede narrowed his eyes and peered towards the far reaches of theringwall. Y es—, he saw tiny
figureslocated at great distances from each other along the edge of the crater. One, two, three ... there
were seven dl told, including himself. Seven, out of the whole Galaxy!

Each of the other six was attended by a dipping, bobbing blotch of colour. Hallinrede noticed asquare
shouldered giant from one of the Inner Worlds surrounded by acirclet of violent orange; to hisimmediate
left was asylphlike femal e, probably from one of the worlds of Dubhe, wearing only the reveding token
garment of her people but shielded from inquisitive eyes by arobe of purest blue light. There were others,
Hollinrede wished them well. He knew it was possible for al competitors to win, and now that he was
about to attain hislong-sought god he held no maice for anyone. His mind was suffused with pity for the
dead Derveran Marti, sacrificed that Jolvar Hollinrede might bein this place a thistime.

'Derveran Marti,” the voice said, ‘ you have been chosen from among your fellow men to take part in the
Test. Thisisan honor that comesto few, we of thisworld hope you appreciate the grace that hasfalen

upon you.’
'l do,” Hollinrede said humbly.

"We ourselves are winners of the prize you seek,” the voice went on. ‘ Some of us are members of the
first expedition that found thisworld, eeven hundred years ago. Asyou see, life has unlimited duration in
our present state of matter. Others of us have come more recently. The bank of pae purple moving
above you to the left was awinner in the previous competition to this.

'We of the World of a Thousand Colours have arare gift to offer: total harmony of mind. We exist
divorced of body, as a stream of photons only. We live in perfect freedom and eternal delight. Once
every five yearswefind it possible to increase our numbers by adding to our midst such throughout the
Galaxy aswefed would desire to share our way of life—and whom we would fed happy to welcometo
=

'Y ou mean,” Hollinrede said shakily, ‘that dl these beams of light—were oncepeople ?

"They were that—until welcomed into us. Now they are men no more. Thisisthe prize you have cometo
win.

'| see’

"Y ou are not required to compete. Those who, after reaching our world, decide to remain in the material
dtate, are returned to their home worlds with their memories cleared of what they have been told here
and their minds free and happy to the end of their lives. Isthiswhat you wish?

Hollinrede was silent, letting his dazzled eyes take in the flamboyant sweep of colour that illuminated the
harsh, rocky world. Findly hesad: ‘I will stay.’

'Good. The Test will shortly begin.

* * * %

Hollinrede saw the band of brown swoop away from him upward to rgjoin its never-till comradesin the
sky. Hewaited, standing stiffly, for something to happen.



Then thisiswhat | killed a man for, he thought. His mind dwelled on the words of the band of brown.

Evidently many hundreds of years ago an exploratory expedition had come upon some unique natural
phenomenon here at afar end of the universe. Perhaps it had been an accident, astumbling into apool of
light perhaps, that had dematerialized them, turned them into bobbing immorta stresks of colour. But that
had been the beginning.

The entire Test system had been developed to alow othersto enter this unique society, to leave the flesh
behind and live on as pure energy. Hollinrede's fingers trembled; thiswas, he saw, something worth killing
for!

He could see why some people might turn down the offer—those would be the few who cautioudy
would prefer to remain corporeal and so returned to their home worldsto live out their span.

But not me!

He faced upward and waited for the Test to begin. His shrewd mind was at the pesk of its agility; hewas
prepared for anything they might throw a him. He wondered if anyone yet had come to the World of a
Thousand Colours so determined to succeed.

Probably not. For mogt, the accolade was the result of luck—a mental scanning that turned up whatever
mysterious qualities were acceptabl e to the people of thisworld. They did not have to work for their
nomination. They did not havetokill for it.

But Hollinrede had clawed hisway here—and he was determined to succeed.
Hewalited.

Finally the brown band descended from the mass of lambent colour overhead and curled into atight
bowknot before him.

‘The Test is about to begin, Jolvar Hollinrede.’

Use of hisown name startled him. In the past week he had so thoroughly associated hisidentity with that
of Derveran Marti that he had scarcdly let hisactual name drift through hismind.

'So you know,” he said.

'We have known since the moment you came. It is unfortunate; we would have wanted Derveran Marti
among us. But now that you are here, we will test you on your own merits, Jolvar Hollinrede’

It wasjust aswdll that way, he thought. The pretence had to end sooner or later, and he waswilling to
gand or fal as himsdf rather than under an assumed identity.

‘Advance to the centre of the crater, Jolvar Hollinrede,” came the command from the brown band.

Leadenly Hallinrede walked forward. Squinting through the mist of colour that hazed the view, he saw
the other Sx competitors were doing the same. They would meet at the centre.

"The Test isnow under way,” anew and deeper voice said.

Seven of them. Hollinrede looked around. There was the giant from the Inner World—Fondelfor, he saw
now. Next to him, the near-nude sylph of Dubhe, and standing by her side, one diamond-faceted eye
glittering in hisforehead, aman of Alpheraz VII.



The selectors had cast their nets wide. Hollinrede saw another Terran, dark of skin and bright of eye; a
being of Deneb 1X, squat and muscular. The sixth Testee was a squirming globule from Spicastenth
world; the seventh was Jolvar Hollinrede, itinerant; home world, Terra

Overhead hung acircular diadem of violet light. It explained the terms of the Test.

'Each of you will be awarded a characteristic colour. It will project before you into the areayou ring.
Y our object will beto blend your seven coloursinto one; when you have achieved this, you will be
admitted into us’

'May | ask what the purpose of thisis? Hollinrede said coldly.

"The essence of our society isharmony—tota harmony among usal, and inner harmony within those
groups which, at the same tempora juncture. Naturaly if you seven are incgpable even of thisinner
harmony, you will be incapable of the greator harmony of us al—and will beregjected.’

Despite the impatient frowns of afew of hisfellow contestants, Hollinrede said, ‘ Therefore wereto be
judged asaunit. An entity?

'Yesand no,’ thevoicereplied. ‘ And now the Test.’

Hallinrede saw to his astonishment a colour spurt from his arm and hang hovering before him—apool of
inky black hue than the dark of space. Hisfirst reaction was one of shock; then he redlized that he could
control the colour, make it move.

He glanced around. Each of his companions similarly faced ahovering mass of colour. The giant of
Fonddfor controlled red; the girl of Dubhe, orange. The Alpherazian stared into awhirling bowl of deep
yellow, the Terran green, the Spican radiant Violet, Denebian pearly grey.

Hollinrede stared at his globe of black. A voice above him seemed to whisper, * Marti's colour would
have been blue. The spectrum has been violated.’

He shrugged away the words and sent his globe of spinning into the area between the seven contestants
ringed in acircle. At the sametime each of the others directed his particular colour inward.

The colours met. They clashed, pinwhedled, seemed to throw off sparks. They began to swirl ina
hovering arc of radiance.

Hollinrede waited breathlesdy, watching the others. black seemed to stand in opposition to the other six.
yelow, green, violet. The pearl-grey of the Denebian seemed to enfold the other colours warmly—all but
Hallinrede's. The black hung apart.

To hissurprise he saw the Dubhian girl's orange change hue. The girl hersdf stood siffly, eyes closed, her
body now bare. Sweat poured down her skin. And her orange hue began to shift towards the grey of the
Denebian.

The others were following. One by one, asthey achieved control over their Test colour. First to follow
was the Spican, then the Alpherazian.

Why can't | do that?Hollinrede thought wildly.

He strained to alter the colour of hisblack, but it remained unchanged. The others were blending, now,
swirling around; there was a predominantly grey cast, but it was not the grey of the Denebian but a
different grey tending towards white. Impatiently he redoubled his efforts; it was necessary for the



success of the group that he get his obstinate black to blend with the rest.
"The black remains aoof,” someone said near him.
'Wewill fail if the black doesnot join us’

His streak of colour now stood out boldly against the increasing milkiness of the others. None of the
original colourswereleft now but his. Perspiration streamed down him; he redlized that hiswasthe only
obstacle preventing the seven from passing the Test.

‘The black till will not joinus,” atense voice said.

Another said, ‘ The black isacolour of evil.’

A third said, ‘Black isnot acolour at dl. Black isthe absence of colour; whiteisthetotdlity of colour.’
A fourth sad, ‘ Black is holding usfrom the white.’

Hollinrede looked from one to the other in mute appedl . Veins stood out on hisforehead from the effort,
but the black remained unchanging. He could not blend it with the others.

From above came the voice of their examiner, suddenly accusing: ‘ Black isthe colour of murder
The girl from Dubhe, lilting the ugly wordslightly, repeated it. ‘ Black isthe colour of murder.’
'Can we permit amurderer among us? asked the Denebian.

"The answer is self-evident,” said the Spican, indicating the recalcitrant spear of black that marred the
otherwise flawless globe of near-whitein their midst.

"The murderer must be cast out ere the Test be passed,” muttered the giant of Fondelfor. He broke from
his position and moved menacingly towards Hollinrede.

'Look!” Hollinrede yelled desperately. ‘Look at the red!’

The giant's colour had split from the grey and now darted wildly towards Hollinrede's black.
"Thisisthewrong way, then,” the giant said, hdting. ‘Wemust dl joininit or wedl fail.’
'Keep away from me,” Hollinrede said. * It's not my fault if—'

Then they were on him—four pairs of hands, two rough claws, two dick tentacles. Hollinrede fet himsdlf
being lifted doft. He squirmed, tried to break from their grasp, but they held him up—

And dashed him down against the harsh rock floor.

He lay there, feding hislife seep out, knowing he had failed—and watched as they returned to form their
circle once again. The black winked out of being.

Ashiseyes sarted to close, Hollinrede saw the six colours again blend into one. Now that the murderer
had been cast from their midst, nothing barred the path of their harmony. Pearly grey shifted to purest
white—thetotdity of colour—and asthe Sx merged into one, Hollinrede, with his dying glance, bitterly
saw them take leave forever of their bodies and dip upward to join their brothers hovering brightly
above.



Sailing to Byzantium

At dawn he arose and stepped out on to the patio for hisfirst look at Alexandria, the one city he had not
yet seen. That year thefive cities were Chang-an, Asgard, New Chicago, Timbuctoo, Alexandria: the
usua mix of eras, cultures, redities. He and Gioia, making the long flight from Asgard in the distant north
the night before, had arrived late, well after sundown, and had gone straight to bed. Now, by the gentle
gpricot-hued morning light, the fierce spires and battlements of Asgard seemed merely something he had
dreamed.

The rumour was that Asgard's moment was finished, anyway. In alittle while, he had heard, they were
going to tear it down and replace it, elsewhere, with Mohenjo-daro. Though there were never more than
five cities, they changed congtantly. He could remember atime when they had had Rome of the Caesars
instead of Chang-an, and Rio de Janeiro rather than Alexandria. These people saw ho point in keeping

anything very long.

It was not easy for him to adjust to the sultry intengity of Alexandriaafter the frozen splendours of
Asgard. Thewind, coming off the water, was brisk and torrid both at once. Soft turquoise wavelets
lapped at thejetties. Strong presences assailed his senses: the hot heavy sky, the stinging scent of the red
lowland sand borne on the breeze, the sullen swampy aroma of the nearby sea. Everything trembled and
glimmered inthe early light. Their hotd was beautifully Stuated, high on the northern dope of the huge
artificial mound known as the Paneium that was sacred to the goat-footed god. From herethey had a
total view of the city: the wide noble boulevards, the soaring obelisks and monuments, the paace of
Hadrian just below the hill, the sately and awesome Library, the temple of Poseidon, the teeming
marketplace, theroya lodge that Mark Antony had built after his defest at Actium. And of coursethe
Lighthouse, the wondrous many-windowed Lighthouse, the seventh wonder of the world, that immense
pile of marble and limestone and reddish-purple Aswan graniterisng in mgjesty at the end of itsmile-long
causaway. Black smoke from the beacon-fire a its summit curled lazily into the Sky. The city was
awakening. Some temporariesin short white kilts appeared and began to trim the dense dark hedges that
bordered the great public buildings. A few citizens wearing loose robes of vaguely Grecian style were
grolling in the Streets.

There were ghosts and chimeras and phantasies everywhere about. Two dim eegant centaurs, amae
and afemae, grazed on the hillside. A burly thick-thighed swordsman appeared on the porch of the
temple of Poseidon holding a Gorgon's severed head and waved it in awide arc, grinning broadly. In the
street below the hotel gate three smdl pink sphinxes, no bigger than house cats, stretched and yawned
and began to prowl the kerbside. A larger one, lion-sized, watched warily from an aleyway: their mother,
surely. Even at this distance he could hear her loud purring.

Shading his eyes, he peered far out past the Lighthouse and across the water. He hoped to see the dim
shores of Crete or Cyprusto the north, or perhaps the great dark curve of Anatolia. Carry me towards
that great Byzantium, he thought. Where all is ancient, singing at the oars . But he beheld only the
endless empty sea, sun-bright and blinding though the morning was just beginning. Nothing was ever
where he expected it to be. The continents did not seem to bein their proper places any longer. Gioia,
taking him doft long ago in her little flitterflitter, had shown him that. Thetip of South Americawas canted
far out into the Pecific; Africawas weirdly foreshortened; abroad tongue of ocean separated Europe and
Asa Australiadid not appear to exist at al. Perhapsthey had dug it up and used it for other things.
There was no trace of the world he once had known. This was the fiftieth century. ‘ Thefiftieth century
afterwhat? ’ he had asked several times, but no-one seemed to know, or elsethey did not careto say.

'Is Alexandriavery beautiful? Gioiacalled from within.



'‘Come out and see!’

Naked and deepy-looking, she padded out on to the white-tiled patio and nestled up beside him. She
fitted neatly under hisarm. *Oh, yes, yes!’ she said softly. ‘ So very beautiful, isn't it? Look, there, the
palaces, the Library, the Lighthouse! Where will we go first? The Lighthouse, | think. Y es? And then the
market place—| want to see the Egyptian magicians—and the stadium, the races—wiill they be having
racestoday, do you think? Oh, Charles, | want to see everything!'

'Everything? All on thefirst day?

‘All onthefirst day, yes' shesad. ‘Everything.
‘But we have plenty of time, Gioia'

'‘Dowe?

He smiled and drew her tight againgt hisside.
‘Timeenough,” hesaid gently.

Heloved her for her impatience, for her bright bubbling eagerness. Gioiawas not much liketherest in
that regard, though she seemed identicdl in al other ways. She was short, supple, dender, dark-eyed,
olive-skinned, narrow-hipped, with wide shoulders and flat muscles. They were dl like that, each one
indistinguishable from the rest, like ahorde of millions of brothers and ssters—aworld of smdl lithe
childlike Mediterraneans, built for juggling, for bull-dancing, for sweet white wine at midday and rough
red wine a night. They had the same dim bodies, the same broad mouths, the same great glossy eyes.
He had never seen anyone who appeared to be younger than twelve or older than twenty. Gioiawas
somehow alittle different, athough he did not quite know how; but he knew that it was for that
imperceptible but sgnificant difference that he loved her. And probably that was why she loved him aso.

He let his gaze drift from west to east, from the Gate of the Moon down broad Canopus Street and out
to the harbour, and off to the tomb of Cleopatraat the tip of long dender Cape Lochias. Everything was
here and dll of it perfect, the obelisks, the statues and marble colonnades, the courtyards and shrines and
groves, great Alexander himself in his coffin of crystal and gold: asplendid gleaming pagan city. But there
were oddities—an unmistakable mosgue near the public gardens, and what seemed to be a Chrigtian
church not far from the Library. And those shipsin the harbour, with al those red sails and bristling
masts—surely they were medieva, and late medieva at that. He had seen such anachronismsin other
places before. Doubtless these people found them amusing. Life was agame for them. They played at it
unceasingly. Rome, Alexandria, Timbuctoo—why not? Create an Asgard of tranducent bridges and
shimmering ice-girt paaces, then grow weary of it and take it away? Replace it with Mohenjo-daro?
Why not? It seemed to him agrest pity to destroy those lofty Nordic feasting-halls for the sake of
building asquat brutal sun-baked city of brown brick; but these people did not took at things the way he
did. Their citieswere only temporary. Someonein Asgard had said that Timbuctoo would be the next to
go, with Byzantium riang inits place. Well, why not? Why not? They could have anything they liked. This
was thefiftieth century, after al. The only rule was that there could be no more than five cities at once.
‘Limits’ Gioiahad informed him solemnly when they first began to travel together, *are very important.’
But she did not know why, or did not care to say.

He stared out once more towards the sea

He imagined anewborn city congeding suddenly out of mists, far across the water: shining towers, grest
domed pal aces, golden mosaics. That would be no greet effort for them. They could just summon it forth
whole out of time, the Emperor on his throne and the Emperor's drunken soldiery roistering in the streets,



the brazen clangour of the cathedra gong rolling through the Grand Bazaar, dolphins |egping beyond the
shoreside pavilions. Why not? They had Timbuctoo. They had Alexandria. Do you crave
Congtantinople? Then behold Constantinople! Or Avaon, or Lyonesse, or Atlantis. They could have
anything they liked. It is pure Schopenhauer here: the world aswill and imagination. Yes! These dender
dark-eyed people journeying tirdessly from miracle to miracle. Why not Byzantium next? Y est Why not?
That is no country for old men , hethought. The young in one another's arms, the birds in the trees
—yes Yesl Anything they liked. They even had him. Suddenly he fdt frightened. Questions he had not
asked for along time burst through into his consciousness.Who am 1? Why am | here? Who is this
woman beside me?

"You're so quiet al of asudden, Charles,” said Gioia, who could not abide silencefor very long. *Will you
talk to me? | want you to talk to me. Tell me what you're looking for out there.'

He shrugged. ‘Nothing.'
‘Nothing?

‘Nothing in particular.’

'l could see you seeing something.'

‘Byzantium,” hesaid. ‘1 wasimagining that | could look straight across the water to Byzantium. | was
trying to get aglimpse of thewalls of Congtantinople.’

'Oh, but you wouldn't be able to see asfar asthat from here. Not really.’
'l know.'

'And anyway Byzantium doesn't exist.’

'Not yet. But it will. Itstime comes|ater on.'

'Doesit? shesaid. ‘Do you know that for afact?

'On good authority. | heard it in Asgard,” hetold her. ‘But even if | hadn't, Byzantium would be
inevitable, don't you think? Itstime would have to come. How could we not do Byzantium, Gioia? We
certainly will do Byzantium, sooner or later. | know wewill. It'sonly amatter of time. And we haveal
thetimein theworld.'

A shadow crossed her face. ‘ Do we? Do we?

* * * %

He knew very little about himsdlf, but he knew that he was not one of them. That he knew. He knew that
his name was Charles Phillips and that before he had cometo live among these people he had lived in the
year 1984, when there had been such things as computers and television sets and baseball and jet planes,
and the world wasfull of cities, not merely five but thousands of them, New Y ork and London and
Johannesburg and Paris and Liverpool and Bangkok and San Francisco and Buenos Airesand a
multitude of others, dl at the sametime. There had been four and ahdf billion peoplein the world then;
now he doubted that there were as many as four and ahaf million. Nearly everything had changed
beyond comprehension. The moon still seemed the same, and the sun; but at night he searched in vain for
familiar congtellations. He had no idea how they had brought him from then to now, or why. 1t did no
good to ask. No-one had any answers for him; no-one so much as appeared to understand what it was
that he was trying to learn. After atime he had stopped asking; after atime he had dmost entirely ceased
wanting to know.



He and Gioiawere climbing the Lighthouse. She scampered aheed, in ahurry as dways, and he came
aong behind her in hismore stolid fashion. Scores of other tourists, mostly in groups of two or three,
were making their way up the wide flagstone ramps, laughing, caling to one another. Some of them,
seeing him, stopped a moment, stared, pointed. He was used to that. He was so much taller than any of
them; he was plainly not one of them. When they pointed at him he smiled. Sometimes he nodded allittle
acknowledgement.

He could not find much of interest in the lowest level, amassive square structure two hundred feet high
built of huge marble blocks: within its cool musty arcades were hundreds of small dark rooms, the offices
of the Lighthouse's keepers and mechanics, the barracks of the garrison, the stables for the three hundred
donkeysthat carried the fudl to the lantern far above. None of that appeared inviting to him. He forged
onwardswithout hating until he emerged on the bal cony that led to the next levd. Here the Lighthouse
grew narrower and became octagond: itsface, granite now and handsomely fluted, rosein astunning
sweep above him.

Gioiawaswaiting for him there. ‘ Thisisfor you,” she said, holding out anugget of meat on awooden
skewer. ‘Roast lamb. Absolutely delicious. | had one while | waswaiting for you.” She gave him acup of
some cool green sherbet aso, and darted off to buy a pomegranate. Dozens of temporaries were
roaming the bacony, sdlling refreshments of dl kinds.

He nibbled at the mest. It was charred outside, nicely pink and moist within. While he ate, one of the
temporaries came up to him and peered blandly into hisface. It was a stocky swarthy mate wearing
nothing but astrip of red and yelow cloth about itswaist. ‘| sall meat,” it said. *Very fineroast lamb, only
five drachmas!'

Phillipsindicated the piece hewas edting. ‘| aready have some,” he said.
‘It isexcellent mest, very tender. It has been soaked for three days in the juices of—'
'Pease’ Phillipssad. ‘1 don't want to buy any meet. Do you mind moving dong?

The temporaries had confused and baffled him at first, and there was till much about them that was
unclear to him. They were not machines—they looked like creatures of flesh and blood—but they did not
seem to be human beings, ether, and no-one treated them asiif they were. He supposed they were
artificia congtructs, products of atechnology so consummeate that it wasinvisible. Some appeared to be
more intelligent than others, but all of them behaved asif they had no more autonomy than charactersina
play, which was essentially what they were. There were untold numbers of them in each of thefive cities,
playing al manner of roles. shepherds and swineherds, street-sweepers, merchants, boatmen, vendors of
grilled megts and cool drinks, hagglersin the marketplace, schoolchildren, charioteers, policemen,
grooms, gladiators, monks, artisans, whores and cutpurses, sailors—whatever was needed to sustain the
illuson of athriving, populous urban centre. The dark-eyed people, Gioias people, never performed
work. There were not enough of them to keep acity's functions going, and in any case they were strictly
tourists, wandering with the wind, moving from city to city asthe whim took them, Chang-an to New
Chicago, New Chicago to Timbuctoo, Timbuctoo to Asgard, Asgard to Alexandria, onwards, ever
onwards.

The temporary would not leave him aone. Phillipswaked avay and it followed him, cornering him
againg the bacony wal. When Gioiareturned afew minuteslater, lips prettily stained with pomegranate
juice, the temporary was still hovering about him, trying with lunatic persistenceto sell him a skewer of
lamb. It stood much too close to him, dmost noseto nose, great sad cowlike eyes peering intently into
hisasit extolled with mournful mooing urgency the quality of itswares. It seemed to him that he had had
trouble like thiswith temporaries on one or two earlier occasons. Gioiatouched the creature's elbow



lightly and said, in a short sharp tone Phillips had never heard her use before, *Heisn't interested. Get
away from him.” It went a once. To Phillipsshe said, ‘Y ou have to be firm with them.’

I wastrying. It wouldn't listen to me.’

'Y ou ordered it to go away, and it refused?

'l asked it to go away. Politely. Too politely, maybe.’

'Even s0,” she said. ‘It should have obeyed a human, regardless!

'Maybeit didn't think | was human,” Phillips suggested. ‘ Because of theway | look. My height, the
colour of my eyes. It might have thought | was some kind of temporary myself.’

'‘No,” Gioiasad, frowning. ‘A temporary won't solicit another temporary. But it won't ever disobey a
citizen, either. Therésavery clear boundary. Thereisn't ever any confusion. | can't understand why it
went on bothering you.” He was surprised at how troubled she seemed: far more so, he thought, than the
incident warranted. A stupid device, perhaps miscdibrated in someway, overenthusiasticaly pushing its
wares—what of it? What of it? Gioia, after amoment, appeared to come to the same conclusion.
Shrugging, she said, ‘ It's defective, | suppose. Probably such things are more common than we suspect,
don't you think? There was something forced about her tone that bothered him. She smiled and handed
him her pomegranate. ‘ Here. Have a bite, Charles. It'swonderfully sweet. They used to be extinct, you
know. Shall we go on upwards?

* * * %

The octagona midsection of the Lighthouse must have been severa hundred feet in height, agrim
claustrophobic tube dmost entirdly filled by the two broad spiraling ramps that wound around the huge
building's central well. The ascent was dow: adonkey team was alittle way ahead of them on the ramp,
plodding aong laden with bundles of kindling for the lantern. But &t lagt, just as Phillipswas growing
winded and dizzy, he and Gioia came out on to the second balcony, the one marking the trangition
between the octagona section and the Lighthouse's uppermost storey, which was cylindrical and very
dender.

Sheleaned far out over the balustrade. * Oh, Charles, look at the view! Look at it!"

It was amazing. From one side they could see the entire city, and svampy Lake Mareotis and the dusty
Egyptian plain beyond it, and from the other they peered far out into the grey and choppy Mediterranean.
He gestured towards the innumerabl e reefs and shalows that infested the waters leading to the harbour
entrance. ‘No wonder they needed alighthouse here,” he said. * Without some kind of gigantic landmark
they'd never have found their way in from the open sea.’

A blast of sound, aferocious snort, erupted just above him. He looked up, startled. Immense statues of
trumpet-wielding Tritonsjutted from the corners of the Lighthouse at thislevel; that great blurting sound
had come from the nearest of them. A signd, he thought. A warning to the ships negotiating that troubled
passage. The sound was produced by some kind of steam-powered mechanism, he realized, operated
by teams of sweating temporaries clustered about bonfires at the base of each Triton.

Once again he found himsalf swept by admiration for the clever way these people carried out their
reproductions of antiquity. Orwere they reproductions, he wondered? He still did not understand how
they brought their citiesinto being. For dl he knew, this place was the authentic Alexandriaitsdf, pulled
forward out of its proper timejust as he himsdlf had been. Perhaps this was the true and original
Lighthouse, and not a copy. He had no ideawhich was the case, nor which would be the greater
miracle’



'How do we get to the top? Gioiaasked.
'Over there, | think. That doorway.’

The spirdling donkey-ramps ended here. Theloads of lantern fuel went higher viaadumb-waiter in the
central shaft. Vigitors continued by way of acramped Staircase, so narrow at its upper end that it was
impossible to turn around while climbing. Gioia, tireless, sprinted ahead. He clung to therail and laboured
up and up, keeping count of the tiny window-dlits to ease the boredom of the ascent. The count was
nearing a hundred when finaly he sumbled into the vestibule of the beacon chamber. A dozen or so
vigtorswere crowded into it. Gioiawas at the far side, by the wall that was open to the sea.

It seemed to him he could fed the building swaying in thewinds, up here. How high were they? Five
hundred feet, Sx hundred, seven? The beacon chamber wastal and narrow, divided by a catwalk into
upper and lower sections. Down below, relays of temporaries carried wood from the dumb-waiter and
tossed it on the blazing fire. He fdt itsintense heat from where he stood, at the rim of the platform on
which the giant mirror of polished meta was hung. Tongues of flame legped upwards and danced before
the mirror, which hurled its dazzling beam far out to sea. Smoke rose through avent. At the very top was
acolossa statue of Poseidon, austere, ferocious, looming above the lantern.

Gioiasdled gong the catwak until shewas at hisside. ‘ The guide was talking before you came,” she
said, pointing. ‘ Do you seethat place over there, under the mirror? Someone standing there and looking
into the mirror getsaview of shipsat seathat can't be seen from here by the naked eye. The mirror

megnifiesthings'
'Doyou believe that?

She nodded towards the guide. ‘It said so. And it so told usthat if you look in acertain way, you can
seeright across the water into the city of Congtantinople.’

Sheislikeachild, hethought. They dl are. He said, * Y ou told me yoursdlf this very morning thet it isn't
possibleto seethat far. Besides, Constantinople doesn't exist right now.'

Ttwill,; shereplied. * Yousaid that to me, thisvery morning. And when it does, itll bereflected in the
Lighthouse mirror. That'sthe truth. I'm absolutely certain of it.” She swung about abruptly towardsthe
entrance of the beacon chamber. * Oh, took, Charles! Here come Nissandra and Aramayne! And there's
Hawk! Theré's Stengard!’ Gioialaughed and waved and called out names. * Oh, everyone's herel
Everyone! '

They camejostling into the room, so many newcomers that some of those who had been there were
forced to scramble down the steps on the far sde. Gioia moved among them, hugging, kissing. Phillips
could scarcely tell one from another—it was hard for him even to tell which were the men and which the
women, dressed asthey all werein the same sort of 10ose robes—but he recognized some of the names.
These were her specia friends, her set, with whom she had journeyed from city to city on an endless
round of gaiety in the old days before he had come into her life. He had met afew of them before, in
Asgard, in Rio, in Rome. The beacon-chamber guide, a squat wide-shouldered old temporary wearing a
laurel wreath on its bald head, reappeared and began its potted speech, but no-one listened to it; they
were d| too busy greeting one another, embracing, giggling. Some of them edged their way over to
Phillips and reached up, standing on tiptoes, to touch their fingertipsto his cheek in that odd hello of
theirs. ‘ Charles,’ they said gravely, making two syllables out of the name, as these people often did. * So
good to see you again. Such apleasure. Y ou and Gioia—such ahandsome couple. So well suited to
each other.’

Wasthat s0? He supposed it was.



The chamber hummed with chatter. The guide could not be heard at al. Stengard and Nissandra had
visited New Chicago for the water-dancing—Aramayne bore tales of afeast in Chang-an that had gone
on fordays —Hawk and Hekna had been to Timbuctoo to seethe arrival of the sdt caravan, and were
going back there soon—afina party soon to celebrate the end of Asgard that absolutely should not be
missed—the plansfor the new city, M ohenjo-daro—we have reservations for the opening, we wouldn't
passit up for anything—and, yes, they were definitely going to do Constantinople after that, the planners
were dready deep into their Byzantium research—so good to see you, you look so beautiful dl the
time—have you been to the Library yet? The zoo? To the temple of Serapis?>—

To Phillipsthey said, “What do you think of our Alexandria, Charles? Of course you must have known it
well inyour day. Doesit look the way you remember it? They were aways asking things like that. They
did not seem to comprehend that the Alexandria of the Lighthouse and the Library waslong lost and
legendary by the time his twentieth century had been. To them, he suspected, al the placesthey had
brought back into existence were more or less contemporary. Rome of the Caesars, Alexandria of the
Ptolemies, Venice of the Doges, Chang-an of the T'angs, Asgard of the Aesir, none any lessred than the
next nor any lessunred, each one smply afacet of the distant past, the fantastic immemorid past, aplum
plucked from that dark backward abysm of time. They had no contexts for separating one erafrom
another. To them dl the past was one borderless timeless reelm. Why then should he not have seen the
Lighthouse before, he who had leaped into this erafrom the New Y ork of 19847 He had never been
ableto explainit to them. Julius Caesar and Hanniba, Helen of Troy and Charlemagne, Rome of the
gladiators and New Y ork of the Y ankees and Mets, Gilgamesh and Tristan and Othello and Robin Hood
and George Washington and Queen Victoria—to them, al equaly red and unrea, none of them any
more than bright figures moving about on a painted canvas. The pag, the past, the dusive and fluid
past—to them it was asingle place of infinite accessibility and infinite connectivity. Of course they would
think he had seen the Lighthouse before. He knew better than to try again to explain things. ‘No,” he said
amply. ‘Thisismy firg timein Alexandria

* * % %

They stayed there al winter long, and possibly some of the spring. Alexandriawas not a place where one
was sharply aware of the change of seasons, nor did the passage of time itself make itsalf very evident
when onewasliving ones entire life asatouris.

During the day there was always something new to see. The zoologica garden, for instance: awondrous
park, miraculoudy green and lush in thishot dry climate, where astounding animals roamed in enclosures
S0 generous that they did not seem like enclosures at al. Here were camels, rhinoceroses, gazelles,
ogtriches, lions, wild asses; and here too, casudly adjacent to those familiar African beasts, were
hippogriffs, unicorns, basilisks and fire-snorting dragons with rainbow scales. Had the origina zoo of
Alexandria had dragons and unicorns? Phillips doubted it. But this one did; evidently it was no harder for
the backstage craftsmen to manufacture mythic beasts than it was for them to turn out camels and
gazelles. To Gioiaand her friendsal of them were equally mythica, anyway. They werejust as awed by
the rhinoceros as by the hippogriff . One was no more strange—nor any less—than the other. So far as
Phillips had been able to discover, none of the mammals or birds of his erahad survived into thisone
except for afew cats and dogs, though many had been reconstructed.

And then the Library! All those lost treasures, reclaimed from the jaws of time! Stupendous columned
marblewalls, airy high-vaulted reading-rooms, dark coiling stacks stretching away to infinity. Theivory
handles of seven hundred thousand papyrus scrolls bristling on the shelves. Scholars and librarians gliding
quietly about, smiling faint scholarly smiles but plainly preoccupied with serious matters of the mind. They
wered| temporaries, Phillipsredized. Mere props, part of theilluson. But were the scrollsillusonstoo?
‘Here we have the complete dramas of Sophocles,” said the guide with a blithe wave of its hand,
indicating shelf upon shelf of texts. Only seven of hishundred and twenty-three plays had survived the



successive burnings of the Library in ancient times by Romans, Chrigtians, Arabs. werethe lost ones
here, theTriptolemus , theNausicaa , theJason and dl the rest? And would hefind heretoo,
miraculoudy restored to being, the other vanished treasures of ancient literature—the memoirs of
Odysseus, Cato's history of Rome, Thucydides' life of Pericles, the missng volumes of Livy? But when
he asked if he might explore the stacks, the guide smiled gpologeticaly and said that dl the librarians
were busy just now. Another time, perhaps? Perhaps, said the guide. It made no difference, Phillips
decided. Even if these people somehow had brought back those lost masterpieces of antiquity, how
would he read them? He knew no Greek.

Thelife of the city buzzed and throbbed about him. It was adazzlingly beautiful place: the vast bay thick
with sails, the great avenues running rigidly east-west, north-south, the sunlight rebounding amost audibly
from the bright walls of the paaces of kings and gods. They have done thisvery well, Phillips thought:
very well indeed. In the marketplace hard-eyed traders squabbled in half a dozen mysterious languages
over the price of ebony, Arabian incense, jade, panther-skins. Gioia bought adram of pale musky
Egyptian perfumein a ddlicate tapering glass flask. Magicians and jugglers and scribes caled out
stridently to passersby, begging for afew moments of attention and a handful of coinsfor their [abour.
Strapping daves, black and tawny and some that might have been Chinese, were put up for auction,
made to flex their muscles, to bare their teeth, to bare their breasts and thighs to prospective buyers. In
the gymnasium naked athletes hurled javelins and discuses, and wrestled with terrifying zed. Gioidsfriend
Stengard came rushing up with agift for her, agolden necklace that would not have embarrassed
Cleopatra. An hour later she had lost it, or perhaps had given it away while Phillips was |ooking
elsawhere. She bought another, even finer, the next day. Anyone could have dl the money he wanted,
smply by asking: it was as easy to come by asair, for these people.

Being here was much like going to the movies, Phillipstold himsdlf. A different show every day: not much
plot, but the specia effects were magnificent and the detail-work could hardly have been surpassed. A
megamovie, avast entertainment that went on dl the time and was being played out by the whole
population of Earth. And it was dl so effortless, so spontaneous: just as when he had goneto amovie he
had never troubled to think about the myriad technicians behind the scenes, the cameramen and the
costume designers and the set-builders and the e ectricians and the mode-makers and the boom
operators, so too here he chose not to question the means by which Alexandria had been set before him.
It felt redl. Itwas real. When he drank the strong red wine it gave him a pleasant buzz. If he legped from
the beacon chamber of the Lighthouse he suspected he would die, though perhaps he would not stay
dead for long: doubtless they had some way of restoring him as often as was necessary. Degth did not
seem to be afactor in these people'slives.

By day they saw sghts. By night he and Gioiawent to parties, in their hotd, in seesidevillas, inthe
palaces of the high nohility. The usua people werethere adl thetime: Hawk and Hekna, Aramayne,
Stengard and Shelimir, Nissandra, Asoka, Afonso, Protay. At the parties there were five or ten
temporariesfor every citizen, some as mere servants, others as entertainers or even surrogate guests,
mingling fredy and alittle daringly. But everyone knew, dl thetime, who was acitizen andwho just a
temporary. Phillips began to think his own status lay somewhere between. Certainly they treated him with
acourtesy that no-one ever would give atemporary, and yet there was a condescension to their manner
that told him not smply that he was not one of them but that he was someone or something of an
atogether different order of existence. That he was Gioidslover gave him some standing in their eyes,
but not agreat deal: obvioudy he was dways going to be an outsder, aprimitive, ancient and quaint. For
that matter he noticed that Gioia hersdf, though unquestionably a member of the set, seemed to be
regarded as something of an outsider, like atradesman's great-granddaughter in a gathering of
Plantagenets. She did not always find out about the best partiesin time to attend; her friends did not
aways reciprocate her effusive greetings with the same degree of warmth; sometimes he noticed her
gtraining to hear some bit of gossip that was not quite being shared with her. Wasit because she had



taken him for her lover? Or wasit the other way around: that she had chosen to be hislover precisdy
because she wasnot afull member of their caste?

Being aprimitive gave him, at least, something to talk about at their parties. * Tell us about war,’ they said.
‘Tell usabout dections. About money. About disease.” They wanted to know everything, though they
did not seem to pay close attention: their eyes were quick to glaze. Still, they asked. He described traffic
jamsto them, and poalitics, and deodorants, and vitamin pills. He told them about cigarettes, newspaper's,
subways, telephone directories, credit cards and basketball. *Which was your city? they asked. New

Y ork, hetold them. * And when was it? The seventh century, did you say? The twentieth, he told them.
They exchanged glances and nodded. ‘Wewill haveto doit,’ they said. ‘ The World Trade Center, the
Empire State Building, the Citicorp Center, the Cathedrd of St John the Divine: how fascinating! Y ankee
Stadium. The Verrazzano Bridge. Wewill doit al. But first must come Mohenjo-daro. And then, | think,
Congtantinople. Did your city have many people? Seven million, he said. Just in the five boroughs done.
They nodded, smiling amiably, unfazed by the number. Seven million, seventy million—it wasdl the same
to them, he sensed. They would just bring forth the temporariesin whatever quantity was required. He
wondered how well they would carry thejob off. Hewas no real judge of Atexandrias and Asgards,
after dl. Here they could have unicorns and hippogriffsin the zoo, and live sphinxes prowling in the
gutters, and it did not trouble him. Their fanciful Alexandriawas as good as history's, or better. But how
sad, how disillusoning it would be, if the New Y ork that they conjured up had Greenwich Village uptown
and Times Square in the Bronx, and the New Y orkers, gentle and polite, spoke with the honeyed
accents of Savannah or New Orleans. Well, that was nothing he needed to brood about just now. Very
likely they were only being courteous when they spoke of doing hisNew Y ork. They had all the vastness
of the past to choose from: Nineveh, Memphis of the Pharaohs, the London of Victoriaor Shakespeare
or Richard I11, Florence of the Medici, the Paris of Abelard and Héoise or the Paris of Louis X1V,
Montezumas Tenochtitlan and Atahua pa's Cuzco; Damascus, St Petersburg, Babylon, Troy. And then
there were dl the cities like New Chicago, out of time that wastime yet unborn to him but ancient history
to them. In such richness, such an infinity of choices, even mighty New Y ork might haveto wait along
whilefor itsturn. Would he still be among them by the time they got around to it? By then, perhaps, they
might have become bored with him and returned him to his own proper era. Or possibly he would smply
have grown old and died. Even here, he supposed, he would eventualy die, though no-one else ever
seemed to. He did not know. Heredlized that in fact he did not know anything.

* * * %

The north wind blew al day long. Vast flocks of ibises appeared over the city, fleeing the hest of the
interior, and screeched across the sky with their black necks and scrawny legs extended. The sacred
birds, descending by the thousand, scuttered about in every crossroad, pouncing on spiders and bestles,
on mice, on the debris of the meat shops and the bakeries. They were beautiful but annoyingly ubiquitous,
and they splashed their dung over the marble buildings, each morning squadrons of temporaries carefully
washed it off. Gioiasaid little to him now. She seemed cool, withdrawn, depressed; and there was
something dmost intangible about her, as though she were gradualy becoming transparent. He felt it
would be an intrusion upon her privacy to ask her what was wrong. Perhapsit was only restlessness. She
became rdligious, and presented costly offerings at the temples of Serapis, ISis, Poseidon, Pan. She went
to the necropolis west of the city to lay wreaths on the tombsin the catacombs. In asingle day she
climbed the Lighthouse three times without any sign of fatigue. One afternoon he returned from avigt to
the Library and found her naked on the patio; she had anointed hersdlf dl over with some aromatic green
save. Abruptly shesad, ‘I think it'stimeto leave Alexandria, don't you?

* * * %

She wanted to go to Mohenjo-daro, but Mohenjo-daro was not yet ready for vistors. Instead they flew
eastwards to Chang-an, which they had not seen in years. It was Phillips's suggestion: he hoped that the
cosmopolitan gaudiness of the old T'ang capital would lift her mood.



They wereto be guests of the Emperor thistime: an unusud privilege, which ordinarily had to be applied
for far in advance, but Phillips had told some of Gioias highly-placed friends that she was unhappy, and
they had quickly arranged everything. Three endlesdy bowing functionariesin flowing yellow robesand
purple sashes met them at the Gate of Brilliant Virtuein the city's south wall and conducted them to their
pavilion, close by theimperid paace and the Forbidden Garden. It was alight, airy place, thin wals of
plastered brick braced by graceful columns of some dark, aromatic wood. Fountains played on the roof
of green and yellow tiles, creeting an unending cool rainfal of recirculating water. The baustrades were of
carved marble, the door-fittings were of gold.

Therewas a suite of private roomsfor him, and another for her, though they would share the handsome
damask-draped bedroom at the heart of the pavilion. As soon as they arrived Gioia announced that she
must go to her rooms to bathe and dress. * There will be aformal reception for us at the palace tonight,’
shesaid. ‘ They say the imperid receptions are splendid beyond anything you could imagine. | want to be
at my best.” The Emperor and al hisminigers, shetold him, would receive them in the Hall of the
Supreme Ultimate; there would be a banquet for athousand people; Persian dancers would perform, and
the celebrated jugglers of Chung-nan. Afterwards everyone would be conducted into the fantastic
landscape of the Forbidden Garden to view the dragon-races and the fireworks.

Hewent to hisown rooms. Two ddicate little maidservants undressed him and bathed him with fragrant
gponges. The pavilion came equipped with eleven temporaries who were to be their servants: soft-voiced
unobtrusive catlike Chinese, done with perfect verismilitude, straight black hair, glowing skin, epicanthic
folds. Phillips often wondered what happened to a city's temporaries when the city's time was over.
Were the towering Norse heroes of Asgard being recycled at this moment into wiry dark-skinned
Dravidiansfor Mohenjo-daro? When Timbuctoo's day was done, would its brightly-robed black
warriors be converted into supple Byzantines to stock the arcades of Constantinople? Or did they smply
discard the old temporaries like SO many excess props, stash them in warehouses somewhere, and turn
out the appropriate quantities of the new modd? He did not know; and once when he had asked Gioia
about it she had grown uncomfortable and vague. She did not like him to probe for information, and he
suspected it was because she had very little to give. These people did not seem to question the workings
of their own world; his curiogities were very twentieth-century of him, he was frequently told, in that
gently patronizing way of theirs. Ashistwo little maids patted him with their sponges he thought of asking
them where they had served before Chang-an. Rio? Rome? Haroun al-Raschid's Baghdad? But these
fragilegirls, he knew, would only giggle and retregt if hetried to question them. Interrogating temporaries
was not only improper but pointless: it was like interrogating one's luggage.

When he was bathed and robed in rich red silks he wandered the pavilion for alittle while, admiring the
tinkling pendants of green jade dangling on the portico, the lustrous auburn pillars, the rainbow hues of
theintricately interwoven girders and brackets that supported the roof. Then, wearying of his solitude, he
approached the bamboo curtain at the entrance to Gioias suite. A porter and one of the maids stood just
within. They indicated that he should not enter; but he scowled at them and they melted from him like
snowflakes. A trail of incenseled him through the pavilion to Gioiasinnermost dressing-room. There he
halted, just outside the door.

Giolasat naked with her back to him at an ornate dressing table of some rare flame-coloured wood inlaid
with bands of orange and green porcelain. She was studying hersdf intently in amirror of polished bronze
held by one of her maids: picking through her scalp with her fingernails, as awoman might do who was
searching out her grey hairs.

But that seemed strange. Grey hair, on Gioia? On acitizen? A temporary might display some appearance
of ageing, perhaps, but surely not a citizen. Citizens remained forever young. Gioialooked likeagirl. Her
face was smooth and unlined, her flesh wasfirm, her hair was dark: that wastrue of dl of them, every



citizen he had ever seen. And yet there was no mistaking what Gioiawas doing. Shefound ahair,
frowned, drew it taut, nodded, plucked it. Another. Another. She pressed thetip of her finger to her
cheek asif tegting it for resilience. Shetugged at the skin below her eyes, pulling it downwards. Such
familiar little gestures of vanity; but so odd here, he thought, in thisworld of the perpetudly young. Gioia,
worried about growing old? Had he smply failed to notice the signs of age on her? Or wasit that she
worked hard behind his back at concealing them? Perhaps that was it. Was he wrong about the citizens,
then? Did they age even as the people of less blessed eras had always done, but smply have better ways
of hiding it? How old was she, anyway? Thirty? Sixty? Three hundred?

Gioiaappeared satisfied now. She waved the mirror away; she rose; she beckoned for her banquet
robes. Phillips, till standing unnoticed by the door, studied her with admiration: the small round buttocks,
amost but not quite boyish, the eegant line of her spine, the surprising breadth of her shoulders. No, he
thought, sheisnot ageing at al. Her body istill like agirl's. Shelooks as young as on the day they first
had met, however long ago that was—he could not say; it was hard to keep track of time here; but he
was sure some years had passed since they had come together. Those grey hairs, those wrinkles and
sags for which she had searched just now with such desperate intensity, must al be imaginary, mere
artefacts of vanity. Even in thisremote future epoch, then, vanity was not extinct. He wondered why she
was so concerned with the fear of ageing. An affectation? Did al these timeless people take some
perverse pleasure in fretting over the possibility that they might be growing old? Or was it some private
fear of Gioids, another symptom of the mysterious depression that had come over her in Alexandria?

Not wanting her to think that he had been spying on her, when dl he had redly intended wasto pay her a
vist, hedipped slently away to dressfor the evening. She came to him an hour later, gorgeously robed,
swaddled from chin to anklesin abrocade of brilliant colours shot through with threads of gold, face
painted, hair drawn up tightly and fastened with ivory combs: very much the lady of the court. His
servants had made him splendid aso, alustrous black surplice embroidered with golden dragons over a
sweeping floor-length gown of shining white silk, anecklace and pendant of red cord, afive-cornered
grey felt hat that rose in tower upon tower like aziggurat. Gioia, grinning, touched her fingertipsto his
cheek. ‘Y ou look marvellous!’ shetold him. ‘ Like agrand mandarin!’

'And you like an empress, he said. * Of some distant land: Perda, India. Hereto pay aceremonia visit
on the Son of Heaven.” An access of love suffused his spirit, and, catching her lightly by thewrigt, he
drew her towards him, as close as he could manage it considering how elaborate their costumes were.
But as he bent forward and downwards, meaning to brush hislipslightly and affectionately againgt thetip
of her nose, he perceived an unexpected strangeness, an anomaly: the coating of white paint that was her
make-up seemed oddly to magnify rather than mask the contours of her skin, highlighting and reveding
details he had never observed before. He saw a pattern of fine linesradiating from the corners of her
eyes, and the unmistakable beginning of aquirk-mark in her cheek just to the left of her mouth, and
perhaps the faint indentation of frown-linesin her flawless forehead. A shiver travelled dong the nape of
his neck. So it was not affectation, then, that had had her studying her mirror so fiercely. Agewasin truth
beginning to stake its claim on her, despite dl that he had come to believe about these people's

agel essness. But amoment later he was not so sure. Gioiaturned and did gently half a step back from
him—she must have found his stare disturbing—and the lines he had thought he had seen were gone. He
searched for them and saw only girlish smoothness once again. A trick of thelight? A figment of an
overwrought imagination? He was baffled.

'‘Come,” shesaid. ‘We musin't keep the Emperor waiting.'

Five moustachioed warriorsin armour of white quilting and seven musicians playing cymbas and pipes
escorted them to the Hall of the Supreme Ultimate. There they found the full court arrayed: princes and
ministers, high officids, yelow-robed monks, a swarm of imperia concubines. In aplace of honour to the



right of the royal thrones, which rose like gilded scaffolds high above dl ese, wasalittle group of
gern-faced men in foreign costumes, the ambassadors of Rome and Byzantium, of Arabiaand Syria, of
Korea, Japan, Tibet, Turkestan. Incense smouldered in enamelled braziers. A poet sang adelicate
twanging melody, accompanying himsdf on asmall harp. Then the Emperor and Empress entered: two
tiny aged people, like waxen images, moving with infinite downess, taking steps no greater than achild's.
There was the sound of trumpets as they ascended their thrones. When the little Emperor was
seated—he looked like adall up there, ancient, faded, shrunken, yet till somehow afigure of
extraordinary power—he stretched forth both his hands, and enormous gongs began to sound. It wasa
scene of astonishing splendour, grand and overpowering.

Theseare dl temporaries, Phillips redized suddenly. He saw only ahandful of citizens—eight, ten,
possibly as many as a dozen—scattered here and there about the vast room. He knew them by their
eyes, dark, liquid, knowing. They were watching not only theimperia spectacle but dso Gioiaand him;
and Gioia, amiling secretly, nodding amost imperceptibly to them, was acknowledging their presence and
their interest. But those few were the only onesin here who were autonomous living beings. All the
res—the entire splendid court, the great mandarins and paadins, the officia's, the giggling concubines,
the haughty and resplendent ambassadors, the aged Emperor and Empress themselves, were smply part
of the scenery. Had the world ever seen entertainment on so grand a scale before? All this pomp, al this
pageantry, conjured up each night for the amusement of adozen or so viewers?

At the banquet the little group of citizens sat together at atable apart, around onyx dab draped with
tranducent green dlk. There turned out to be seventeen of themin dl, including Gioia; Gioia gppeared to
know al of them, though none, so far as he could tell, was amember of her set that he had met before.
She did not attempt introductions. Nor was conversation at all possible during the med: therewasa
constant astounding roaring din in the room. Three orchestras played at once and there were troupes of
grolling musicians dso, and a steady stream of monks and their attendants marched back and forth
between the tables loudly chanting sutras and waving censers to the deafening accompaniment of drums
and gongs. The Emperor did not descend from his throne to join the banquet; he seemed to be adeep,
though now and then he waved his hand in time to the music. Gigantic half-naked brown daveswith
broad cheekbones and mouths like gaping pockets brought forth the food, peacock tongues and breast
of phoenix hesgped on mounds of glowing saffron-coloured rice, served on frail alabaster plates. For
chopsticks they were given dender rods of dark jade. The wine, served in glistening crystdl beakers, was
thick and sweet, with an aftertaste of raisins, and no beaker was alowed to remain empty for more than
amoment. Phillipsfelt himsdf growing dizzy: when the Persan dancers emerged he could not tell whether
there werefive of them or fifty, and asthey performed their intricate whirling routines it seemed to him
that their dender mudin-velled formswere blurring and merging one into another. He fdt frightened by
their proficiency, and wanted to look away, but he could not. The Chung-nan jugglersthat followed them
were equaly skilful, equaly darming, filling the ar with scythes, flaming torches, live animds, rare
porcelain vases, pink jade hatchets, silver bells, gilded cups, wagon-wheels, bronze vessels, and never
missing a catch. The citizens applauded politely but did not seem impressed. After thejugglers, the
dancersreturned, performing thistime on gilts; the waiters brought platters of steaming meet of apae
lavender colour, unfamiliar in taste and texture: filet of camel, perhaps, or haunch of hippopotamus, or
possibly some choice chop from ayoung dragon. There was more wine. Feebly Phillipstried to waveit
away, but the servitors were implacable. Thiswas adrier sort, greenish-gold, austere, sharp on the
tongue. With it came asilver dish, chilled to a polar coldness, that held shaved ice flavoured with some
potent smoky-flavoured brandy. The jugglers were doing a second turn, he noticed. He thought he was
going to beill. Helooked hel plesdy towards Gioia, who seemed sober but fiercely animated, dmost
manic, her eyesblazing like rubies. She touched his cheek fondly. A cool draught blew through the hdll:
they had opened one entire wall, revealing the garden, the night, the stars. Just outside was a colossal
whed of oiled paper stretched on wooden struts. They must have erected it in the past hour: it stood a



hundred and fifty feet high or even more, and on it hung lanterns by the thousands, glimmering like giant
fireflies. The guests began to leave the hadl. Phillipslet himsalf be swept aong into the garden, where
under ayellow moon strange crook-armed trees with dense black needles|loomed ominoudy. Gioia
dipped her arm through his. They went down to alake of bubbling crimson fluid and watched scarlet
flamingo-like birdsten feet tal fastidioudy spearing angry-eyed turquoise edls. They stood in awe before
afat-bellied Buddhaof gleaming bluetilework, seventy feet high. A horse with agolden mane came
prancing by, striking showers of brilliant red sparks wherever its hooves touched the ground. In agrove
of lemon trees that seemed to have the power to wave their dender limbs about, Phillips came upon the
Emperor, standing by himsalf and rocking gently back and forth. The old man seized Phillips by the hand
and pressed something into his pam, closing hisfingerstight about it; when he opened hisfist afew
moments later hefound hispalm full of grey irregular pearls. Gioiatook them from him and cast theminto
theair, and they burst like exploding firecrackers, giving off splashes of coloured light. A little later,
Phillipsredized that he was no longer wearing his surplice or hiswhite slken undergown. Gioiawas
naked too, and she drew him gently down into a carpet of moist blue moss, where they made love until
dawn, fiercdly at first, then dowly, languidly, dreamily. At sunrise he looked at her tenderly and saw that
something was wrong.

'Gioia? hesaid doubtfully.

Shegniled. ‘Ah, no. Gioiaiswith Fenimon tonight. | am Bdlilda
'With—Fenimon?

"They are old friends. She had not seen himin years'

'Ah. | see. And you are—?

‘Bdilda,’ she said again, touching her fingertipsto his cheek.

* * * %

It was not unusud, Bdildasaid. It happened dl the time; the only unusua thing wasthat it had not
happened to him before now. Couples formed, travelled together for awhile, drifted apart, eventualy
reunited. It did not mean that Gioia had left him for ever. It meant only that just now she chose to be with
Fenimon. Gioiawould return. In the meanwhile he would not be alone. * Y ou and | met in New Chicago,’
Bdildatold him. * And then we saw each other again in Timbuctoo. Have you forgotten? Oh, yes, | see
that you have forgotten!” Shelaughed prettily; she did not seem at dl offended.

She looked enough like Gioiato be her sster. But, then, dl the citizenslooked more or lessaiketo him.
And apart from their physica resemblance, so he quickly cameto redize, Bdildaand Gioiawere not
redly very smilar. There was acamness, adeep reservoir of serenity, in Bdlilaa, that Gioia, eager and
volatile and ever impatient, did not seem to have. Strolling the swarming streets of Chang-an with Belilda,
he did not perceivein her any of Gioias restlessfeverish need dwaysto know what lay beyond, and
beyond, and beyond even that. When they toured the Hang-ch'ing Paace, Bdlilaadid not after five
minutes begin—as Gioiasurely would have done—to seek directionsto the Fountain of Hsuan-tsung or
the Wild Goose Pagoda. Curiosty did not consume Bdlildaasit did Gioia Plainly she believed that there
would aways be enough time for her to see everything she cared to see. There were some dayswhen
Bdilalachose not to go out at dl, but was content merely to remain at their pavilion playing asolitary
game with flat porcelain counters, or viewing the flowers of the garden.

He found, oddly, that he enjoyed the respite from Gioids intense world-swallowing appetites, and yet he
longed for her to return. Bdlilaa—beautiful, gentle, tranquil, patient—was too perfect for him. She
seemed unred in her gleaming impeccability, much like one of those Sung celadon vases that gppear too



flawless to have been thrown and glazed by human hands. There was something alittle soulless about her:
an immaculate finish outside, emptiness within. Belildamight admost have been atemporary, he thought,
though he knew she was not. He could explore the pavilions and paaces of Chang-an with her, he could
make graceful conversation with her while they dined, he could certainly enjoy coupling with her; but he
could not love her or even contemplate the possibility. It was hard to imagine Belildaworriedly studying
hersdlf inamirror for wrinkles and grey hairs. Bdilaawould never be any older than shewas at this
moment; nor could Belilala ever have been any younger. Perfection does not move dong an axis of time.
But the perfection of Belildas glossy surface made her inner being impenetrable to him. Gioiawas more
vulnerable, more obvioudy flawed—her restlessness, her moodiness, her vanity, her fears—and therefore
shewas more bleto his own highly imperfect twentieth-century sensibility.

Occasionally he saw Gioiaas he roamed the city, or thought he did. He had a glimpse of her among the
miracle-vendorsin the Persian Bazaar, and outside the Zoroastrian temple, and again by the goldfish
pond in the Serpentine Park. But he was never quite sure that the woman he saw wasredly Gioia, and
he never could get close enough to her to be certain: she had away of vanishing as he approached, like
some mysterious Lorde luring him onwards and onwards in a hopeless chase. After awhile he cameto
redize that he was not going to find her until she was ready to be found.

Helogt track of time. Weeks, months, years? He had no idea. In thiscity of exotic luxury, mystery and
magic, dl wasin congtant flux and trandtion and the days had afitful, unstable quality. Buildings and even
whole streets were torn down of an afternoon and re-erected, within days, far away. Grand new
pagodas sprouted like toadstools in the night. Citizens came in from Asgard, Alexandria, Timbuctoo,
New Chicago, stayed for atime, disappeared, returned. There was a constant round of court receptions,
banquets, theatrica events, each one much like the one before. The festivalsin honour of past emperors
and empresses might have given some form to the year, but they seemed to occur in arandom way, the
ceremony marking the death of T'al Tsung coming around twice the same year, so it seemed to him, once
in aseason of snow and again in high summer, and the one honouring the ascension of the Empress Wu
being held twice in asingle season. Perhaps he had misunderstood something. But he knew it was no use
asking anyone.

* k x %

One day Bdlilalasaid unexpectedly, * Shal we go to Mohenjo-daro?
'l didn't know it was ready for visitors,” hereplied.
'Oh, yes. For quite sometime now.'

He hesitated. This had caught him unprepared. Cautioudy he said, * Gioiaand | were going to go there
together, you know.'

Bdilaasmiled amiably, as though the topic under discussion were nothing more than the choice of that
evening's restaurant.

'Wereyou? she asked.

It was dl arranged while we were ill in Alexandria. To go with you instead—I don't know what to tell
you, Bdilala’ Phillips sensed that he was growing terribly flustered. “Y ou know that I'd like to go. With
you. But on the other hand | can't help fedling that | shouldn't go there until I'm back with Gioiaagain. If |
ever am.” How foolish this sounds, he thought. How clumsy, how adolescent. He found that he was
having trouble looking straight at her. Uneasily he said, with akind of desperationin hisvoice, ‘I did
promise her—there was a commitment, you understand—a firm agreement that we would go to

M ohenjo-daro together—'



'Oh, but Gioids dready therel’ said Belildlain the most casua way.
He gaped as though she had punched him.
"What?'

'She was one of thefirst to go, after it opened. Months and months ago. Y ou didn't know? she asked,
sounding surprised, but not very. “You redly didn't know?

That astonished him. He felt bewildered, betrayed, furious. His cheeks grew hot, his mouth gaped. He
shook hishead again and again, trying to clear it of confusion. It was amoment before he could spesk.
‘Already there? hesaid at last. “Without waiting for me? After we had talked about going there
together—after we had agreed—'

Bdilaalaughed. ‘ But how could sheresist seeing the newest city? Y ou know how impatient Gioiaig!'
Yes. Yes!
He was stunned. He could barely think.

‘Just like dl short-timers,” Belildlasaid. * She rushes here, she rushesthere. She must haveit al, now,
now, right away, at once, instantly. Y ou ought never to expect her to wait for you for anything for very
long: the fit seizes her, and off she goes. Surely you must know that about her by now.'

‘A short-timer? He had not heard that term before.

'Yes. You knew that. Y ou must have known that.” Bdlilaaflashed her sweetest smile. She showed no
sgn of comprehending his distress. With abrisk wave of her hand she said, *Well, then, shall we go, you
and 1? To Mohenjo-daro?

'Of course,” Phillips said bleskly.
"When would you like to leave?
"Tonight,” he said. He paused amoment. ‘ What's a short-timer, Bdlilaa?

Colour cameto her cheeks. ‘Ian't it obvious? she asked.

* * % %

Had there ever been amore hideous place on the face of the earth than the city of Mohenjo-daro?
Phillipsfound it difficult to imagine one. Nor could he understand why, out of dl the citiesthat had ever
been, these people had chosen to restore this one to existence. More than ever they seemed adiento him,
unfathomable, incomprehensible.

From the terrace atop the many-towered citadel he peered down into grim claustrophobic
Mohenjo-daro and shivered. The stark, blesk city looked like nothing so much as some prehistoric
prison colony. In the manner of an uneasy tortoiseit huddled, squat and compact, againgt the grey
monotonous Indus River plain: miles of dark burnt-brick walls enclosng miles of terrifyingly orderly
dreets, laid out in an avesome, mongtrous gridiron pattern of maniacd rigidity. The houses themselves
were dismal and forbidding too, clusters of brick cdlls gathered about small airless courtyards. There
were no windows, only small doorsthat opened not on to the main boulevards but on to the tiny
mysterious lanes that ran between the buildings. Who had designed this horrifying metropolis? What
harsh sour soulsthey must have had, these frightening and frightened folk, creating for themsdvesin the
lush fertile plains of India such a Supreme Soviet of acity!



‘How lovey itis’ Bdildamurmured. ‘How fascinaing!

He stared at her in amazement.

'Fascinating? Yes,” hesad. ‘| suppose so. The same way that the smile of acobraisfascinating.'
'Wheat's a cobra?

'Poisonous predatory serpent,” Phillipstold her. * Probably extinct. Or formerly extinct, more likely. It
wouldn't surprise meif you people had re-crested afew and turned them loose in Mohenjo to make
thingslivdier.'

"Y ou sound angry, Charles!'

'Do 1? That'snot how | fed.'

'How do you fed, then?

'l don't know,” he said after along moment's pause. He shrugged. ‘Lo, | suppose. Very far from home.'
'Poor Charles.'

'Standing herein this ghastly barracks of acity, listening to you tell me how beautiful itis, I've never felt
moredoneinmy life!

'Y ou miss Gioia very much, don't you?
He gave her another startled look.

'Gioiahas nothing to do with it. She's probably been having ecstasies over the loveliness of Mohenjo just
likeyou. Just likedl of you. | suppose I'm the only one who can't find the beauty, the charm. I'm the only
one who looks out there and sees only horror, and then wonders why nobody else seesit, why in fact
people would set up aplace like thisforentertainment , forpleasure —'

Her eyeswere gleaming. ‘Oh, you are angry! You redly are!’

'Does that fascinate you too? he sngpped. ‘A demonstration of genuine primitive emotion? A typica
quaint twentieth-century outburst? He paced the rampart in short quick anguished steps. ‘ Ah. Ah. | think
| understand it now, Bdlilala. Of course: I'm part of your circus, the star of the Sdeshow. I'm the first
experiment in setting up the next stage of it, in fact.” Her eyes were wide. The sudden harshnessand
violencein hisvoice seemed to be darming and exciting her at the sametime. That angered him even
more. Fiercdy he went on, ‘ Bringing whole cities back out of time was fun for awhile, but it lacksa
certain authenticity, eh? For some reason you couldn't bring the inhabitants too; you couldn't just grab a
few million prehistorics out of Egypt or Greece or Indiaand dump them downin thisera, | suppose
because you might have too much trouble controlling them, or because you'd have the problem of
disposing of them once you were bored with them. So you had to settle for creating temporariesto
populate your ancient cities. But now you've got me. I'm something more red than atemporary, and
that'saterrific novety for you, and novety isthe thing you people crave more than anything el se: maybe
theonly thing you crave. And here | am, complicated, unpredictable, edgy, capable of anger, fear,
sadness, love and al those other formerly extinct things. Why settle for picturesque architecture when you
can observe picturesque emotion, too? What fun | must befor dl of you! And if you decidethat | was
redlly interesting, maybe you'll ship me back where | came from and check out afew other ancient
types—a Roman gladiator, maybe, or a Renaissance pope, or even a Neandertha or two—'



‘Charles,’ she said tenderly. * Oh, Charles, Charles, Charles, how lonely you must be, how lost, how
troubled! Will you ever forgive me? Will you ever forgive usal?

Once more he was astounded by her. She sounded entirely sincere, dtogether sympathetic. Was she?
Was she, redly? He was not sure he had ever had asign of genuine caring from any of them before, not
even Gioia. Nor could he bring himself to trust Belildanow. He was afraid of her, afraid of dl of them, of
their brittleness, their dyness, their elegance. He wished he could go to her and have her take himin her
arms; but he felt too much the shaggy prehistoric just now to be able to risk asking that comfort of her.

He turned away and began to walk around the rim of the citadel's massive wall.
‘Charles?
‘Let medonefor alitttewhile, he said.

Hewalked on. Hisforehead throbbed and there was a pounding in his chest. All stress systems going full
blast, he thought: secret glands dumping gallons of inflammatory substancesinto his bloodstream. The
hest, the inner confusion, the repellent look of this place—

Try to understand, he thought. Relax. Look about you. Try to enjoy your holiday in Mohenjo-daro.

Heleaned warily outwards over the edge of thewall. He had never seen awall likethis; it must be forty
feet thick at the base, he guessed, perhaps even more, and every brick perfectly shaped, meticulously
set. Beyond the great rampart, marshes ran almost to the edge of the city, although close by thewall the
swamps had been dammed and drained for agriculture. He saw lithe brown farmers down there, busy
with their wheat and barley and pess. Cattle and buffaloes grazed alittle farther out. The air was heavy,
dank, humid. All was till. From somewhere close at hand came the sound of a droning, whining stringed
insrument and a steady indstent chanting.

Gradudly asort of peace pervaded him. His anger subsided. He felt himself beginning to grow calm
again. Helooked back at the city, the rigid interlocking streets, the maze of inner lanes, the millions of
courses of precise brickwork.

Itisamiracle, hetold himsdlf, that thiscity isherein thisplace and at thistime. And itisamiracle that |
am hereto seeit.

Caught for amoment by the magic within the bleakness, he thought he began to understand Belildas awve
and ddlight, and he wished now that he had not spoken to her so sharply. The city was dive. Whether it
was the actual Mohenjo-daro of thousands upon thousands of years ago, ripped from the past by some
wondrous hook, or smply a cunning reproduction, did not matter at al. Real or not, thiswasthetrue
Mohenjo-daro. It had been dead and now, for the moment, it was aive again. These people, these
citizens , might betrivia, but reconstructing Mohenjo-daro was no trivial achievement. And that the city
that had been reconstructed was oppressive and sinister-looking was unimportant. No-one was
compelled to live in Mohenjo-daro any more. Itstime had come and gone, long ago; those little
dark-skinned peasants and craftsmen and merchants down there were mere temporaries, mere inanimate
things, conjured up like zombies to enhance theillusion. They did not need his pity. Nor did he need to
pity himself. He knew that he should be grateful for the chance to behold these things. Some day, when
this dream had ended and his hosts had returned him to the world of subways and computers and income
tax and television networks, he would think of M ohenjo-daro as he had once beheld it, lofty walls of
tightly woven dark brick under aheavy sky, and he would remember only its beauty.

Glancing back, he searched for Belildlaand could not for amoment find her. Then he caught sight of her
carefully descending anarrow staircase that angled down the inner face of the citadd wall.



'Belilda’ hecalled.

She paused and looked hisway, shading her eyes from the sun with her hand. ‘ Areyou al right?
'Where are you going?

‘Tothe baths,” she said. ‘ Do you want to come?

He nodded. ‘Y es. Wait for me, will you?I'll beright there!'

He began to run towards her dong the top of the wall.

* * * %

The baths were attached to the citadel: agreat open tank the size of alarge swimming pool, lined with
bricks set on edge in gypsum mortar and waterproofed with asphdt, and eight smaller tanks just north of
itinakind of covered arcade. He supposed that in ancient times the whole complex had had someritual
purpose, the large tank used by common folk and the small chambers set aside for the private ablutions
of priests or nobles. Now the baths were maintained, it seemed, entirely for the pleasure of visiting
citizens. As Phillips came up the passageway that led to the main bath he saw fifteen or twenty of them
lolling in the water or padding languidly about, while temporaries of the dark-skinned M ohenjo-daro type
served them drinks and pungent little morsel s of spiced mest as though this were some sort of luxury
resort. Which was, he redlized, exactly what it was. The temporaries wore white cotton loincloths;, the
citizenswere naked. In hisformer life he had encountered that sort of casua public nudity afew timeson
vigtsto Cdiforniaand the south of France, and it had made him mildly uneasy. But he was growing
accustomed to it here.

The changing-roomsweretiny brick cubicles connected by rows of closely placed stepsto the courtyard
that surrounded the centra tank. They entered one and Bdlilda swiftly dipped out of the loose cotton
robe that she had worn since their arriva that morning. With arms folded she stood leaning againgt the
wall, waiting for him. After amoment he dropped his own robe and followed her outsde. He fdt alittle
giddy, sauntering around naked in the open like this.

On theway to the main bathing area they passed the private baths. None of them seemed to be
occupied. They were eegantly congtructed chambers, with finely jointed brick floors and carefully
designed runndlsto drain excess water into the passageway that |ed to the primary drain. Phillipswas
struck with admiration for the cleverness of the prehistoric engineers. He peered into this chamber and
that to see how the conduits and ventilating ducts were arranged, and when he came to the last roomin
the sequence he was surprised and embarrassed to discover that it wasin use. A brawny grinning man,
big-muscled, deep-chested, with exuberantly flowing shoulder-length red hair and a flamboyant, sharply
tapering beard was thrashing about merrily with two women in the smdl tank. Phillips had aquick
glimpseof alively tangle of arms, legs, breasts, buttocks.

‘Sorry,'he muttered. His cheeks reddened. Quickly he ducked out, blurting apologies as he went. ‘ Didn't
redlize the room was occupied—no wish to intrude—'

Bdlildahad proceeded on down the passageway. Phillips hurried after her. From behind him came pedls
of cheerful raucous booming laughter and high-pitched giggling and the sound of splashing water.
Probably they had not even noticed him.

He paused amoment, puzzled, playing back in his mind that one startling glimpse. Something was not

right. Those women, hewasfairly sure, were citizens little dender dlfin dark-haired girlish creatures, the
standard model. But the man? That great curling sweep of red hair? Not a citizen. Citizens did not affect
shoulder-length hair. Andred ? Nor had he ever seen acitizen so burly, so powerfully muscular. Or one



with abeard. But he could hardly be atemporary, either. Phillips could conceive no reason why there
would be so Anglo-Saxon-looking atemporary a Mohenjo-daro; and it was unthinkable for a
temporary to befrolicking like that with citizens, anyway.

'‘Charles?

Helooked up ahead. Bdilda stood at the end of the passageway, outlined in animbus of brilliant sunlight.
‘Charles? shesaid again. ‘Did you lose your way?

I'mright here behind you,” he said. ‘I'm coming.'

'Who did you meet in there?

‘A man with abeard.’

'With awhat?

‘A beard,” he said. ‘Red hair growing on hisface. | wonder who heis'’

‘Nobody | know,” said Bdlilda. ‘ The only one | know with hair on hisfaceisyou. And yoursisblack,
and you shaveit off every day.” Shelaughed. ‘ Come aong, now! | see some friends by the pool!

He caught up with her and they went hand in hand out into the courtyard. Immediately awaiter glided up
to them, an obsequious little temporary with atray of drinks. Phillips waved it away and headed for the
pool. Hefdt terribly exposed: he imagined that the citizens disporting themsd ves here were saring
intently at him, sudying his hairy primitive body as though he were some mythica cresture, aMinotaur, a
werewolf, summoned up for their amusement. Bdlilaladrifted off to talk to someone and he dipped into
thewater, grateful for the concealment it offered. It was deep, warm, comforting. With swift powerful
strokes he breast-stroked from one end to the other.

A citizen perched eegantly on the pool'srim smiled at him. * Ah, so you've come at last, Charles!’
Char-less. Two syllables. Someone from Gioiads set: Stengard, Hawk, Aramayne? He could not
remember which one. They wereal so much aike. Phillips returned the man's smilein ahalf-hearted,
tentative way. He searched for something to say and finally asked, ‘ Have you been herelong?

'Weeks. Perhgps months. What a splendid achievement this city is, eh, Charles? Such utter unity of
mood—such atota statement of auniquely single-minded aesthetic—'

'Yes. Sngle-minded istheword,” Phillipssaid drily.
‘Gioiasword, actualy. Gioids phrase. | was merely quoting.'
Gioia. Hefelt asif he had been stabbed.

'Y ou've spoken to Gioialately? he said.

‘Actualy, no. It was Heknawho saw her. Y ou do remember Hekna, eh? He nodded towards two
naked women standing on the brick platform that bordered the pool, chatting, delicately nibbling morsels
of meet. They could have beentwins. ‘ Thereis Hekna, with your Bdlildla’ Hekna, yes. So thismust be
Hawk, Phillips thought, unless there has been some recent shift of couples. ‘How sweet sheis, your
Bdilda’ Hawk sad. ‘ Gioiachose very wisaly when she picked her for you.'

Another stab: amuch deeper one. ‘Isthat how it was? he said. ‘ Gioiapicked Bdildafor me?

'Why, of course!” Hawk seemed surprised. It went without saying, evidently. “What did you think? That



Gioiawould merdly go off and leave you to fend for yoursdf?
‘Hardly. Not Gioia.'
'She'svery tender, very gentle, isn't she?

'Y ou mean Belilda? Yes, very,” said Phillipscarefully. * A dear woman, awonderful woman. But of
course | hope to get together with Gioiaagain soon.” He paused. ‘ They say she's been in Mohenjo-daro
amost sinceit opened.’

'She was here, yes!'

‘Was?

'Oh, you know Gioia,” Hawk said lightly. * She's moved dong by now, naturdly.'

Phillips leaned forward. ‘ Naturdly,” he said. Tenson thickened hisvoice. ‘Where has she gone thistime?

‘Timbuctoo, | think. Or New Chicago. | forget which oneit was. She wastelling us that she hoped to be
in Timbuctoo for the closing-down party. But then Fenimon had some pressing reason for going to New
Chicago. | can't remember what they decided to do.” Hawk gestured sadly. ‘ Either way, a pity that she
left Mohenjo before the new visitor came. She had such arewarding time with you, after al: I'm sure
she'd have found much to learn from him dso.’

The unfamiliar term twanged an darm deep in Phillipss consciousness. * Visitor?” he said, angling his
head sharply towards Hawk. ‘What visitor do you mean?

'Y ou haven't met him yet? Oh, of course, you've only just arrived.’
Phillips moistened hislips. ‘1 think | may have seen him. Long red hair? Beard like this?

"That'sthe one! Willoughby, he's called. Hes—what?—aViking, apirate, something like that.
Tremendous vigour and force. Remarkable person. We should have many morevigtors, | think. They're
far superior to temporaries, everyone agrees. Taking with atemporary isalittlelike talking to one's sHif,
wouldn't you say? They give you no significant illumination. But avistor—someonelikethis
Willoughby—or like you, Charles—avisitor can be truly enlightening, avisitor can transform one'sview
of redity—'

‘Excuseme,” Phillipssaid. A throbbing began behind hisforehead.  Perhaps we can continue this
conversation later, yes? He put theflats of his hands against the hot brick of the platform and hoisted
himsalf swiftly from the pooal. * At dinner, maybe—or afterwards—yes? All right? He set off a aquick
half-trot back towards the passageway that led to the private baths.

* k x %

As he entered the roofed part of the structure histhroat grew dry, his bresth suddenly came short. He
padded quickly up the hall and peered into the little bath-chamber. The bearded man was still there,
ditting up in the tank, breast-high above the water, with one arm around each of the women. His eyes
gleamed with fiery intengty in the dimness. He was grinning in marvellous sdlf-satisfaction; he seemed to
brim with intensity, confidence, gusto.

Let himbewhat | think heis, Phillips prayed. | have been aone among these people long enough.
'May | comein? he asked.



'Aye, fellow!” cried the man in the tub thunderoudly. ‘ By my troth, comeyein, and bring your lass as
well! God'steeth, | wot there's room aplenty for more folk in this tub than we!’

At that great uproarious outcry Phillipsfelt apowerful surge of joy. What ajoyous rowdy voice! How
rich, how lusty, how totaly uncitizen-like!

And those oddly archaic words! God's teeth? By my troth? What sort of talk was that? What €l se but
the good pure sonorous Elizabethan diction! Certainly it had something of the roll and fervour of
Shakespeare about it. And spoken with—an Irish brogue, wasit? No, not quite: it was English, but
English spoken in no manner Phillips had ever heard.

Citizens did not speak that way. But avisitor might.

So it wastrue. Relief flooded Phillipss soul. Not aone, then! Another relict of aformer age—another
wanderer—a companion in chaos, abrother in adversity—afellow voyager, tossed even farther than he
had been by the tempests of time—

The bearded man grinned heartily and beckoned to Phillipswith atoss of hishead. ‘Well, join us, join us,
man! ‘ Tisgood to see an English face again, amidst dl these Moors and rogue Portugals! But what have
ye done with thy lass? One can never have enough wenches, d'ye not agree?

The force and vigour of him were extraordinary: amost too much so. Heroared, he bellowed, he
boomed. He was s0 very much what he ought to be that he seemed more a character out of some old
pirate movie than anything e se, so blustering, so redl, that he seemed unredl. A stage-Elizabethan, larger
than life, aboisterous young Falstaff without the belly.

Hoarsdly Phillips said, ‘Who are you?

"Why, Ned Willoughby's son Francisam |, of Plymouth. Late of the service of Her Most Protestant
Majesty, but most foully abducted by the powers of darkness and cast away among these blackamoor
Hindus, or whatever they be. And thyself?

‘Charles Phillips.” After amoment's uncertainty he added, ‘I'm from New Y ork.'
'‘NewY ork? What place isthat? In faith, man, | know it not!'
‘A city in America

‘A city in America, forsooth! What afine fancy that isl In America, you say, and not on the Moon, or
perchance undernegth the sea? To the women Willoughby said, ‘ D'ye hear him? He comesfrom acity in
Americal With the face of an Englishman, though not the manner of one, and not quite the proper sort of
gpeech. A city in Americal Acity . God's blood, what will | hear next?

Phillipstrembled. Awe was beginning to take hold of him. This man had walked the streets of
Shakespeare's London, perhaps. He had clinked canisters with Marlowe or Essex or Walter Raleigh; he
had watched the ships of the Armadawallowing in the Channd. It strained Phillipss spirit to think of it.
This strange dream in which he found himself was compounding its strangeness now. He felt like aweary
swimmer led by heavy surf, winded, dazed. The hot close atmosphere of the baths was driving him
towards vertigo. There could be no doubt of it any longer. He was not the only primitive—the onlyvisitor
—who was wandering loose in thisfiftieth century. They were conducting other experimentsaswell. He
gripped the sides of the door to steady himself and said, *When you speak of Her Most Protestant
Majesty, it's Elizabeth the First you mean, isthat not so?

'Elizabeth, aye! Asto theFirt, that istrue enough, but why trouble to name her thus? Thereis but one.



First and Last, | do trow, and God save her, thereis no other!

Phillips studied the other man warily. He knew that he must proceed with care. A misstep at this point
and he would forfeit any chance that Willoughby would take him serioudy. How much metaphysical
bewilderment, after dl, could this man absorb? What did he know, what had anyone of histime known,
of past and present and future and the notion that one might somehow move from oneto the other as
readily as one would go from Surrey to Kent? That was a twentieth-century idea, late-nineteenth at bet,
afantastical speculation thet very likely no one had even considered before Wells had sent histime
traveller off to stare a the reddened sun of the Earth'slast twilight. Willoughby's world was aworld of
Protestants and Cathoalics, of kings and queens, of tiny sailing vessels, of swords at the hip and ox-carts
on theroad: that world seemed to Phillipsfar more dien and distant than was thisworld of citizensand
temporaries. Therisk that Willoughby would not begin to understand him was gredt.

But thisman and he were natural dlies againgt aworld they had never made. Phillips choseto take the
rsk.

'Elizabeth the First isthe queen you serve,” he said. ‘ There will be another of her namein England, in due
time. Has dready been, infact.'

Willoughby shook his head like apuzzled lion. * Another Elizabeth, dye say?

‘A second one, and not much like the first. Long after your Virgin Queen, thisone. Shewill reign in what
you think of asthe daysto come. That | know without doubt.'

The Englishman peered at him and frowned. ‘Y ou see the future? Are you a soothsayer, then? A
necromancer, mayhap? Or one of the very demons that brought meto this place?

‘Not at dl,” Phillipssaid gently. ‘Only alost soul, like yoursdf.” He stepped into the little room and
crouched by the sde of the tank. The two citizen-women were staring at him in bland fascination. He
ignored them. To Willoughby he said, * Do you have any ideawhere you are?

* * * %

The Englishman had guessed, rightly enough, that hewasin India ‘1 do believe theselittle brown Moorish
folk are of the Hindy sort,’ he said. But that was asfar as his comprehension of what had befallen him
could go.

It had not occurred to him that he was no longer living in the sixteenth century. And of course he did not
begin to suspect that this strange and sombre brick city in which he found himsdlf was awanderer out of
an eraeven more remote than his own. Was there any way, Phillips wondered, of explaining that to him?

He had been here only three days. He thought it was devilsthat had carried him off. *While| dept did
they comefor me,’ he said. * Mephistophilis Sathanas his henchmen seized me—God aone can say
why—and swept mein amoment out to thistorrid realm from England, where | had reposed among
friends and family. For | was between one voyage and the next, you must understand, awaiting Drake
and his ship—you know Drake, the glorious Francis? God's blood, there'samariner for yel We wereto
gototheMain again, heand |, but ingtead here | bein this other place—' Willoughby leaned close and
said, ‘1 ask you, soothsayer, how can it be, that aman go to deep in Plymouth and wake up in India? It
ispassing strange, isit not?

Thatitis’ Phillipssaid.

'But he that isin the dance must needs dance on, though he do but hop, eh? Sodo | believe’” He
gestured towards the two citizen-women. * And therefore to console mysdlf in this pagan land | have



found me some sport among these little Portuga women—'
'Portugd? said Phillips.

'Why, what else can they be, but Portugals? Isit not the Portugals who control dl these coasts of India?
See, the people are of two sorts here, the blackamoors and the others, the fair-skinned ones, the lords
and masters who lie here in these baths. If they be not Hindus, and | think they are not, then Portugalsis
what they must be.” He laughed and pulled the women againgt himself and rubbed his hands over their
breasts as though they were fruitson avine. ‘isthat not what you are, you little naked shameless Pepist
wenches? A pair of Portugals, eh?

They giggled, but did not answer.

'No,” Phillipssaid. ‘ ThisisIndia, but not the India you think you know. And these women are not
Portuguese.’

‘Not Portuguese? Willoughby said, baffled.
'No more so than you. I'm quite certain of that.'

Willoughby stroked his beard. ‘| do admit | found them very odd, for Portugals. | have heard not a
gyllable of their Portugee speech on their lips. And it is strange also that they run naked as Adam and Eve
in these baths, and alow me free plunder of their women, which is not theway of Portugals at home,

God wot. But | thought me, thisis India, they chooseto live in another fashion here—'

‘No,” Phillipssaid. ‘| tell you, these are not Portuguese, nor any other people of Europe who are known
toyou.'

'Prithee, who are they, then?
Do it ddicady, now, Phillipswarned himsdlf. Delicately .

Hesaid, ‘Itisnot far wrong to think of them as spirits of some kind—demons, even. Or sorcerers who
have magicked us out of our proper placesin theworld.” He paused, groping for some meansto share
with Willoughby, in away that Willoughby might grasp, this mystery that had enfolded them. Hedrew a
deep breath. ‘ They've taken us not only acrossthe sea,” he said, ‘ but acrossthe years aswell. We have
both been hauled, you and I, far into the daysthat are to come.’

Willoughby gave him alook of blank bewilderment.
'Daysthat are to come? Times yet unborn, d'ye mean? Why, | comprehend none of that!'

"Try to understand. We're both castaways in the same boat, man! But there's no way we can help each
other if | can't make you see—'

Shaking his head, Willoughby muttered, ‘ In faith, good friend, | find your words the merest folly. Today
istoday, and tomorrow istomorrow, and how can aman step from oneto t'other until tomorrow be
turned into today?

'l havenoidea,’” said Phillips. Struggle was agpparent on Willoughby's face; but plainly he could perceive
no more than the haziest outline of what Phillipswas driving at, if that much. ‘But this1 know,” he went
on. ‘ That your world and al that wasin it is dead and gone. And so is mine, though | was born four
hundred years after you, in the time of the second Elizabeth.



Willoughby snorted scornfully.  Four hundred—'

You must bdieve me!'

‘Nay! Nay!"

'It'sthetruth. Y our timeis only history to me. And mine and yours are history tothem —ancient history.
They cdll usvigtors, but what we areis captives” Phillipsfdt himsdlf quivering in theintengty of his
effort. He was aware how insane this must sound to Willoughby. It was beginning to sound insaneto him.
‘They've solen us out of our proper times—seizing uslike gypsiesin the night—'

'Fe, man! Y ou rave with lunacy!'

Phillips shook his head. He reached out and seized Willoughby tightly by thewrist. ‘1 beg you, listen to
me!” The citizen-women were watching closdly, whispering to one another behind their hands, laughing.
‘Ask them!” Phillipscried. ‘Makethem tell you what century thisis! The sixteenth, do you think? Ask
them!’

'What century could it be, but the sixteenth of Our Lord!"
"They will tdl youitisthefiftieth.'

Willoughby looked at him pityingly. ‘Man, man, what asorry thing thou art! Thefiftieth, indeed!” He
laughed. ‘ Fellow, listen to me, now. Thereis but one Elizabeth, safe upon her thronein Westmingter. This
isIndia. The year isAnno 1591. Come, let usyou and | sted a ship from these Portugal's, and make our
way back to England, and peradventure you may get from there to your America—'

‘Thereisno England.’
'Ah, can you say that and not be mad?

"The cities and nations we knew are gone. These people live like magicians, Francis.” Therewas no use
holding anything back now, Phillips thought leadenly. He knew that he had lost. * They conjure up places
of long ago, and build them here and there to suit their fancy, and when they are bored with them they
destroy them, and start anew. There isno England. Europeis empty, featureless, void. Do you know
what citiesthere are? Thereare only fivein al theworld. Thereis Alexandriaof Egypt. Thereis
Timbuctoo in Africa. Thereis New Chicago in America. Thereisagret city in China—in Cathay, |
suppose you would say. And thereisthis place, which they call Mohenjo-daro, and which isfar more
ancient than Greece, than Rome, than Babylon.'

Quietly Willoughby said, ‘Nay. Thisis mere absurdity. Y ou say we are in some far tomorrow, and then
you tel mewe are dwelling in some city of long ago."

‘A conjuration, only,” Phillips said in desperation. * A likeness of that city. Which these folk have
fashioned somehow for their own amusement. Just aswe are here, you and |: to amuse them. Only to
amusethem.

'Y ou are completely mad.’

'‘Comewith me, then. Talk with the citizens by the great pool. Ask them what year thisis; ask them about
England; ask them how you cometo be here.” Once again Phillips grasped Willoughby'swrigt. ‘We
should be dlies. If wework together, perhaps we can discover some way to get oursalves out of this
place, and—'



'Let mebe, fellow.’
'Please—'

‘Let mebe!” roared Willoughby, and pulled hisarm free. His eyeswere stark with rage. Rising in the
tank, he looked about furioudy as though searching for awegpon. The citizen-women shrank back away
from him, though at the same time they seemed captivated by the big man'sfierce outburs. * Go to, get
you to Bedlam! Let me be, madman! Let me be!'

* * * %

Dismdly Phillips roamed the dusty unpaved streets of Mohenjo-daro aone for hours. Hisfailure with
Willoughby had left him bleak-spirited and sombre: he had hoped to stand back to back with the
Elizabethan againgt the citizens, but he saw now that that was not to be. He had bungled things; or, more
likely, it had been impaossible ever to bring Willoughby to see the truth of their predicament.

In the stifling heat he went at random through the confusing congested lanes of flat-roofed windowless
houses and blank featurdesswalls until he emerged into abroad marketplace. Thelife of the city swirled
madly around him: the pseudo-life, rather, the intricate interactions of the thousands of temporarieswho
were nothing more than wind-up dolls set in maotion to provide theilluson that pre-Vedic Indiawas ill a
going concern. Here vendors sold beautiful little carved stone sedls portraying tigers and monkeys and
strange humped cattle, and women bargained vociferoudy with craftsmen for ornaments of ivory, gold,
copper and bronze. Weary-looking women squatted behind immense mounds of newly-made pottery,
pinkish-red with black designs. No-one paid any attention to him. He was the outsider here, neither
citizen nor temporary. They belonged.

He went on, passing the huge granaries where workmen ceasalessy unloaded carts of wheat and others
pounded grain on greset circular brick platforms. He drifted into a public restaurant thronging with joyless
slent people standing elbow to elbow at small brick counters, and was given aflat round piece of bread,
asort of tortillaor chapatti, in which was stuffed some spiced mincemest that stung hislipslikefire. Then
he moved onwards down awide shalow timbered staircase into the lower part of the city, where the
peasantry lived in cdll-like rooms packed together asthough in hives.

It was an oppressive city, but not asquaid one. Theintengity of the concern with sanitation amazed him:
wells and fountains and public privies everywhere, and brick drains running from each building, leading to
covered cesspools. There was none of the open sewage and pestilent gutters that he knew still could be
found in the Indiaof his own time. He wondered whether ancient M ohenjo-daro had in truth been so
fastidious. Perhaps the citizens had redesigned the city to suit their own idedls of cleanliness. No: most
likely what he saw was authentic, he decided, afunction of the same obsessive discipline that had given
the city itsrigidity of form. If Mohenjo-daro had been averminousfilthy hole, the citizens probably would
have re-created it in just that way, and loved it for itsfascinating reeking filth.

Not that he had ever noticed an excessive concern with authenticity on the part of the citizens; and
Mohenjo-daro, like al the other restored cities he had visited, was full of the usual casua anachronisms.
Phillips saw images of Shivaand Krishna here and there on the walls of buildings he took to be temples,
and the benign face of the mother-goddess Kali loomed in the plazas. Surely those deitieshad arisenin
Indialong after the collgpse of the Mohenjo-daro civilization. Or did they take a certain naughty pleasure
in mixing the eras—amosque and a church in Greek Alexandria, Hindu godsin prehistoric
Mohenjo-daro? Perhaps their records of the past had become contaminated with errors over the
thousands of years. He would not have been surprised to see banners bearing portraits of Gandhi and
Nehru being carried in procession through the streets. And there were phantasms and chimeras at large
here again too, asif the citizens were untroubled by the boundary between history and myth: little fat

€l ephant-headed Ganeshas blithely plunging their trunksinto water-fountains, a sx-armed three-headed



woman sunning hersalf on abrick terrace. Why not? Surely that was the motto of these people: Why not,
why not, why not? They could do asthey pleased, and they did. Y et Gioiahad said to him, long ago,
‘Limitsare very important.” In what, Phillips wondered, did they limit themsalves, other than the number
of their cities? Was there a quota, perhaps, on the number of ‘vistors they alowed themsalvesto kidnap
from the past? Until today he had thought he was the only one; now he knew there was at least one
other; possibly there were more elsewhere, astep or two ahead or behind him, making the circuit with
the citizenswho travelled endlesdy from New Chicago to Chang-an to Alexandria. We should join
forces, he thought, and compel them to send us back to our rightful eras.Compel? How?Filea
class-action suit, maybe? Demondrate in the Streets? Sadly he thought of hisfailure to make common
cause with Willoughby. We are naturd alies, he thought. Together perhaps we might have won some
compassion from these people. But to Willoughby it must be literaly unthinkable that Good Queen Bess
and her subjects were sedled away on the far side of abarrier hundreds of centuries thick. He would
prefer to bdieve that England wasjust afew months' voyage away around the Cape of Good Hope, and
that all he need do was commandeer aship and set sail for home. Poor Willoughby: probably he would
never see hishome again.

The thought cameto Phillips suddenly:

Neither will you.

And then, after it:

If you could go home, would you really want to?

Oneof thefirgt things he had realized here was that he knew amost nothing substantial about hisformer
exigence. Hismind was well stocked with details on life in twentieth-century New Y ork, to be sure; but
of himself he could say not much more than that he was Charles Phillips and had come from 1984.
Professon? Age? Parents names? Did he have awife? Children? A cat, adog, hobbies? No data: none.
Possibly the citizens had stripped such things from him when they brought him here, to spare him from the
pain of separation. They might be capable of that kindness. Knowing <o little of what he had log, could
he truly say that he yearned for it? Willoughby seemed to remember much more of hisformer life, and
longed somehow for it al the more intensely. He was spared that. \Why not stay here, and go on and on
from city to city, Sghtseeing dl of time past asthe citizens conjured it back into being? Why not? Why
not? The chances were that he had no choice about it, anyway.

He made hisway back up towards the citadel and to the baths once more. He felt alittle like aghodt,
haunting acity of ghods,

Beliladla seemed unaware that he had been gone for most of the day. She sat by hersdlf on the terrace of
the baths, placidly sipping somethick milky beverage that had been sprinkled with adark spice. He
shook his head when she offered him some.

'Do you remember | mentioned that | saw aman with red hair and abeard thismorning? Phillipssaid.
‘He'savistor. Hawk told methat.'

'Ishe? Bdildaasked.

'From atime about four hundred years before mine. | talked with him. He thinks he was brought here by
demons.” Phillips gave her asearching look. ‘I'm avisitor too, isn't that so?

'Of coursg, love.'

'And how wasl brought here? By demons dso?



Bdildasmiled indifferently. * Y ou'd have to ask someone dse. Hawk, perhaps. | haven't looked into
these things very deeply.’

'| see. Arethere many vistors here, do you know?

A languid shrug. ‘ Not many, no, not redlly. I've only heard of three of four besides you. There may be
othersby now, | suppose.” Sherested her hand lightly on his. * Are you having agood timein Mohenjo,
Charles?

Helet her question pass as though he had not heard it.
'| asked Hawk about Gioia,’ he said.
'Oh?

'He told me that she's no longer here, that she's gone on to Timbuctoo or New Chicago, he wasn't sure
which.

‘That's quitelikely. Aseverybody knows, Gioiararely saysin the same place very long.'

Phillips nodded. ‘Y ou said the other day that Gioiaisashort-timer. That means she's going to grow old
and die, doesn't it?

'l thought you understood that, Charles!’

"Whereas you will not age? Nor Hawk, nor Stengard, nor any of the rest of your set?
'Wewill liveaslong aswewish,” shesad. ‘But wewill not age, no.'

'What makes a person a short-timer?

"They're born that way, | think. Some missing gene, some extragene—I| don't actualy know. It's
extremely uncommon. Nothing can be done to help them. It's very dow, the ageing. But it can't be
hated.'

Phillips nodded. ‘ That must be very disagreeable,’ he said. ‘ To find yourself one of the few people
growing old in aworld where everyone stays young. No wonder Gioiais so impatient. No wonder she
runs around from place to place. No wonder she attached hersalf so quickly to the barbaric hairy visitor
from the twentieth century, who comes from atime wheneverybody was a short-timer. Sheand | have
something in common, wouldn't you say?

'In amanner of speaking, yes.
'We understand ageing. We understand death. Tell me: isGioialikely to die very soon, Bdlilda?

'Soon? soon? She gave him awide-eyed childlike stare. “What is soon? How can | say? What you think
of as soon and what | think of as soon are not the same things, Charles.” Then her manner changed: she
seemed to be hearing what he was saying for the first time. Softly she said, ‘ No, no, Charles. | don't think
shewill dievery soon.’

"When she left me in Chang-an, was it because she had become bored with me?

Belildashook her head. ‘ She was smply restless. It had nothing to do with you. She was never bored
with you.'



"Then I'm going to go looking for her. Wherever she may be, Timbuctoo, New Chicago, I'll find her.
Gioiaand | belong together.’

'Perhgpsyou do,” said Bdlilda ‘Yes. Yes, | think you redly do.” She sounded atogether unperturbed,
unrejected, unbereft. * By al means, Charles. Go to her. Follow her. Find her. Wherever she may be.’

* * % %

They had dready begun dismantling Timbuctoo when Phillips got there. While he was il high overheed,
hisffitterflitter hovering above the dusty tawny plain where the River Niger met the sands of the Sahara, a
surge of keen excitement rose in him as he looked down at the square grey flat-roofed mud-brick
buildings of the great desert capitd. But when he landed he found gleaming meta-skinned robots
svarming everywhere, ahorde of them scuttling about like giant shining insects, pulling the place apart.

He had not known about the robots before. So that was how al these miracleswere carried out, Phillips
redized: an army of obliging machines. He imagined them bustling up out of the earth whenever their
services were needed, emerging from some sterile subterranean storehouse to put together Venice or
Thebes or Knossos or Houston or whatever place was required, down to the finest detail, and then at
some later time returning to undo everything that they had fashioned. He watched them now, diligently
pulling down the adobe walls, demolishing the heavy metal-studded gates, bulldozing the amazing
[abyrinth of dleyways and thoroughfares, sweeping away the market. On hislagt vist to Timbuctoo that
market had been crowded with ahorde of veiled Tuaregs and swaggering Moors, black Sudanese,
shrewd-faced Syrian traders, dl of them busily dickering for camels, horses, donkeys, dabs of sdt, huge
green melons, silver braceets, splendid vellum Korans. They were al gone now, that picturesque crowd
of swarthy temporaries. Nor were there any citizensto be seen. The dust of destruction choked the air.
One of the robots came up to Phillips and said in adry crackling insect-voice, * Y ou ought not to be here.
Thiscity isclosed.

He stared at the flashing, buzzing band of scanners and sensors across the cresture's glittering tapered
snout. ‘I'm trying to find someone, a citizen who may have been here recently. Her nameis—'

"Thiscity isclosed,” the robot repeated inexorably.

They would not let him stay as much as an hour. Thereis no food here, the robot said, no water, no
shelter. Thisisnot aplace any longer. Y ou may not stay. Y ou may not stay. Y ou may not stay.

Thisisnot a place any longer.

Perhaps he could find her in New Chicago, then. He took to the air again, soaring northwards and
westwards over the vast emptiness. The land below him curved away into the hazy horizon, bare, serile.
What had they done with the vestiges of the world that had gone before? Had they turned their gleaming
metal beetles|oose to clean everything away? Were there no ruins of genuine antiquity anywhere? No
scrap of Rome, no shard of Jerusalem, no stump of Fifth Avenue? It was dl so barren down there: an
empty stage, waiting for its next set to be built. He flew on agreeat arc across the jutting hump of Africa
and on into what he supposed was southern Europe: thelittle vehicle did al the work, leaving him to doze
or stare as he wished. Now and again he saw another flitterflitter pass by, far avay, adark distant
winged teardrop outlined against the hard clarity of the sky. He wished there was some way of making
radio contact with them, but he had no ideahow to go about it. Not that he had anything he wanted to
say; hewanted only to hear a human voice. He was utterly isolated. He might just aswell have been the
last living man on Earth. He closed his eyes and thought of Gioia.

* k% k %

‘Likethis? Phillipsasked. In anivory-pandled ova room sixty storeys above the softly glowing Streets



of New Chicago he touched asmdll cool plastic canister to his upper lip and pressed the stud at its base.
He heard afoaming sound; and then blue vapour rose to his nodtrils.

'Yes’ Cantilenasad. ‘That'sright.’

He detected afaint aromaof cinnamon, cloves and something that might almost have been broiled
lobgter. Then agpasm of dizziness hit him and visions rushed through his head: Gothic cathedrdss, the
Pyramids, Centra Park under fresh snow, the harsh brick warrens of Mohenjo-daro, and fifty thousand
other places all a once, awild roller-coaster ride through space and time. It seemed to go on for
centuries. But finaly hishead cleared and he looked about, blinking, redizing that the whole thing had
taken only amoment. Cantilena till stood at his elbow. The other citizensin the room—fifteen, twenty of
them—had scarcely moved. The strange little man with the celadon skin over by the far wall continued to
dareat him.

'Wedl? Cantilenaasked. ‘“What did you think?
'Incredible!
'And very authentic. It'san actual New Chicagoan drug. The exact formula. Would you like another?

‘Not just yet,” Phillips said uneasily. He swayed and had to struggle for hisbalance. Sniffing that stuff
might not have been such awiseidea, he thought.

He had been in New Chicago aweek, or perhapsit was two, and he was till suffering from the peculiar
disorientation that that city dways aroused in him. Thiswasthe fourth time that he had come here, and it
had been the same every time. New Chicago was the only one of the reconstructed cities of thisworld
that initsorigind incarnation had existedafter hisown era. To him it was an outpost of the
incomprehensible future; to the citizensit was aquaint smulacrum of the archaeologica past. That
paradox left him aswirl with impossible confusions and tensions.

What had happened toold Chicago was of course impossible for him to discover. Vanished without a
trace, that was clear: no Water Tower, no Marina City, no Hancock Centre, no Tribune building, not a
fragment, not an atom. But it was hopelessto ask any of the million-plusinhabitants of New Chicago
about their city's predecessor. They were only temporaries, they knew no more than they had to know,
and all that they had to know was how to go through the motions of whatever it was that they did by way
of creating theilluson that thiswasared city. They had no need of knowing ancient history.

Nor was helikely to find out anything from acitizen, of course. Citizens did not seem to bother much
about scholarly matters. Phillips had no reason to think that the world was anything other than an
amusement park to them. Somewhere, certainly, there had to be those who specidized in the serious
study of thelost civilizations of the past—for how, otherwise, would these uncanny reconstructed cities
be brought into being?‘ The planners,” he had once heard Nissandra or Aramayne say, ,are dready deep
into their Byzantium research.” But who were the planners? He had no idea. For al he knew, they were
the robots. Perhaps the robots were the real masters of thiswhole era, who created the cities not
primarily for the sake of amusing the citizens but in their own diligent attempt to comprehend the life of
the world that had passed away. A wild speculation, yes; but not without some plausibility, he thought.

Hefelt oppressed by the party gaiety al about him. ‘| need someair,” he said to Cantilena, and headed
towards the window. It was the merest crescent, but a breeze came through. He looked out at the
strange city below.

New Chicago had nothing in common with the old one but its name. They had built it, at least, dong the
western shore of alargeinland lake that might even be Lake Michigan, athough when he had flown over



it had seemed broader and less elongated than the lake he remembered. The city itself was alacy fantasy
of dender pastd-hued buildingsrising a odd angles and linked by awebwork of gently undulating aeria
bridges. The streets were long parentheses that touched the lake at their northern and southern ends and
arched gracefully westwardsin the middle. Between each of the great boulevards ran atrack for public
trangportation—sd ek aguamarine bubble-vehicles gliding on soundless whedl s—and flanking each of the
trackswerelush gtrips of park. It was beautiful, astonishingly so, but insubstantial. The whole thing
seemed to have been contrived from sunbeams and silk.

A soft voice besde him sad, * Are you becoming ill?

Phillips glanced around. The celadon man stood beside him: a compact, precise person, vaguely Orienta
in appearance. His skin was of a curious grey-green hue like no skin Phillips had ever seen, and it was
extraordinarily smooth in texture, as though he were made of fine porcelain.

He shook hishead. ‘ Just alittle queasy,” he said. ‘ This city aways scramblesme.’

| suppose it can be disconcerting,’ the little man replied. Histone wasfurry and velled, theinflection
grange. There was something feline about him. He seemed sinewy, unyielding, amost menacing. ‘Vistor,
areyou?

Phillips studied him amoment. ‘Yes’ hesaid.

'‘Soam |, of course.’

‘Areyou?

'Indeed.” Thelittle man smiled. ‘“What's your locus? Twentieth century? Twenty-first at the latet, I'd say.’
'I'mfrom 1984. AD 1984

Ancther smile, asdlf-satisfied one. *Not abad guess, then.” A brisk tilt of the head. * Y'ang-Y eovil.
'Pardon me? Phillipssaid.

"Y'ang-Y eovil. It ismy name. Formerly Colond Y 'ang-Y eovil of the Third Septentriad.’

'Isthat on some other planet? asked Phillips, feding abit dazed.

'Oh, no, not at dl,” Y'ang-Y eovil said pleasantly. ‘ Thisvery world, | assure you. | am quite of human
origin. Citizen of the Republic of Upper Han, native of the city of Port Ssu. And you—forgive me—your
name—?

'I'm sorry. Phillips. Charles Phillips. From New Y ork City, once upon atime.'

'Ah, New York!" Y'ang-Y eovil'sfacelit with aglimmer of recognition that quickly faded. ‘New
Y ork—New Y ork—it was very famous, that | know—'

Thisisvery strange, Phillips thought. He felt greater compassion for poor bewildered Francis Willoughby
now. This man comes from atime so far beyond my own that he barely knows of New Y ork—he must
be a contemporary of thereal New Chicago, in fact; | wonder whether hefindsthisverson
authentic—and yet to the citizensthis Y'ang-Y eovil too isjust aprimitive, acurio out of antiquity—

‘New Y ork was the largest city of the United States of America,” Phillips said.

'Of course. Yes. Very famous!'



‘But virtualy forgotten by the time the Republic of Upper Han came into existence, | gather.’

Y'ang-Y eovil said, looking uncomfortable, ‘ There were disturbances between your time and mine. But
by no means should you take from my words the impression that your city was—'

Sudden laughter resounded across the room. Five or Six newcomers had arrived at the party. Phillips
stared, gasped, gaped. Surdly that was Stengard—and Armayne beside him—and that other woman,
half-hidden behind them—

'If you'll pardon me amoment—' Phillips said, turning abruptly away from Y'ang-Y eovil. ‘ Please excuse
me. Someone just coming in—a person |'ve been trying to find ever snce—'

He hurried towards her.

* % % %
‘Gioia? hecdled. ‘Gioig, it'smel Wait! Wait!'

Stengard wasin the way. Aramayne, turning to take a handful of the little vapour-sniffers from Cantilena,
blocked him aso. Phillips pushed through them as though they were not there. Gioia, halfway out the
door, halted and looked towards him like a frightened deer.

'Don't go,” hesaid. Hetook her hand in his.

He was startled by her gppearance. How long had their strange parting on that night of mysteriesin
Chang-an? A year? A year and ahaf? So he believed. Or had he lost all track of time? Were his
perceptions of the passing of the monthsin thisworld that unreliable? She seemed at least ten or fifteen
years older. Maybe she really was, maybe the years had been passing for him hereasin adream, and he
had never known it. She looked strained, faded, worn. Out of athinner and strangely atered face her
eyes blazed a him amost defiantly, asthough saying, See? See how ugly | have become?

He said, ‘1've been hunting for you for—I don't know how long it'sbeen, Gioia. In Mohenjo, in
Timbuctoo, now here. | want to be with you again.’

Itisn't possble.

‘Bdilaaexplained everything to mein Mohenjo. | know that you're a short-timer—I know what that
means, Gioia But what of it? So you're beginning to age alittle. So what? So you'll only have three or
four hundred years, instead of forever. Don't you think | know what it meansto be a short-timer? I'm just
asmple ancient man of the twentieth century, remember? Sixty, seventy, eighty yearsisal wewould get.
You and | suffer from the same malady, Gioia That's what drew you to mein thefirst place. I'm certain
of that. That's why we belong with each other now. However much time we have, we can spend the rest
of it together, don't you see?

'Y ou're the one who doesn't see, Charles,’” she said softly.

'Maybe. Maybe | still don't understand a damned thing about this place. Except that you and I—that |
love you—that | think you love me—'

'l loveyou, yes. But you don't understand. It's precisely because | love you that you and I—you and |
can't—'

With adespairing sigh she did her hand free of his grasp. He reached for her again, but she shook him off
and backed up quickly into the corridor.



'‘Gioia?

'Please,” shesaid. ‘No. | would never have come hereif | knew you were here. Don't come after me.
Please. Please!

Sheturned and fled.

He stood looking after her for along moment. Cantilenaand Aramayne appeared, and smiled at him asif
nothing at al had happened. Cantilena offered him avid of some sparkling amber fluid. He refused with a
brusgue gesture. Where do | go now, he wondered? What do | do? He wandered back into the party.

Y'ang-Yeovil glided to hisside. “You arein great distress, the little man murmured.
Phillipsglared. ‘Let me be!
'Perhaps | could be of some help.’

"Therésno help possible,” said Phillips. He swung about and plucked one of the vidsfrom atray and
gulped its contents. It made him fed asif there were two of him, standing on either side of Y'ang-Y eovil.
He gulped another. Now there were four of him. ‘I'minlovewith acitizen,” he blurted. It seemed to him
that he was speaking in chorus.

‘Love. Ah. And does shelove you?

'So | thought. So | think. But she's a short-timer. Do you know what that means? She's not immortal like
the others. She ages. She's beginning to look old. And so she's been running away from me. She doesn't
want meto see her changing. Shethinksitll disgust me, | suppose. | tried to remind her just now that I'm
not immorta ether, that sheand | could grow old together, but she—'

'Oh, no,” Y'ang-Y eovil said quietly. “Why do you think you will age? Have you grown any older in dl the
time you have been here?

Phillips was nonplussed. ‘ Of course | have. |—I—'

'Haveyou? Y'ang-Yeovil amiled. ‘Here. Look at yoursdf.” He did something intricate with hisfingers
and a shimmering zone of mirror-like light appeared between them. Phillips stared at hisreflection. A
youthful face stared back a him. It wastrue, then. He had smply not thought about it. How many years
had he spent in thisworld? The time had smply dipped by: agreat ded of time, though he could not
caculate how much. They did not seem to keep close count of it here, nor had he. But it must have been
many years, he thought. All that endlesstravel up and down the globe—so many cities had come and
gone—Rio, Rome, Asgard, those were the firg three that came to mind—and there were others; he
could hardly remember every one. Y ears. Hisface had not changed at all. Time had worked its
harshness on Gioia, yes, but not on him.

'l don't understand,’” he said. *“Why am | not ageing?
'‘Becauseyou arenot real,” said Y'ang-Y eovil. ‘ Are you unaware of that?
Phillips blinked. ‘ Not—red ?

'Did you think you were lifted bodily out of your own time? the little man asked. * Ah, no, no, thereisno
way for them to do such athing. We are not actua timetravellers. not you, not I, not any of thevisitors. |
thought you were aware of that. But perhaps your eraistoo early for a proper understanding of these
things. We are very cleverly done, my friend. We areingenious congtructs, marvelloudy stuffed with the



thoughts and attitudes and events of our own times. We are thair finest achievement, you know: far more
complex even than one of these cities: We are a step beyond the temporaries—more than a step, agreat
dedl more. They do only what they are instructed to do, and their rangeis very narrow. They are nothing
but machines, really. Whereas we are autonomous. We move about by our own will; we think, we talk,
we even, 0 it seems, fdl inlove. But we will not age. How could we age? We are not red. We are mere
artificial webworks of mental responses. We are mereillusions, done so well that we decelve even
ourselves. Y ou did not know that? Indeed, you did not know?

* k x %

He was airborne, touching destination buttons at random. Somehow he found himsalf heading back
towards Timbuctoo. This city is closed. Thisis not a place any longer. It did not matter to him. Why
should anything matter?

Fury and a choking sense of despair rose within him. | am software, Phillips thought. | am nothing but
software.

Not real. Very cleverly done. An ingenious construct. A mereillusion.

No trace of Timbuctoo was visible from the air. He landed anyway. The grey sandy earth was smooth,
unturned, as though there had never been anything there. A few robots were still about, handling
whatever find choreswere required in the shutting-down of acity. Two of them scuttled up to him. Huge
bland gleaming silver-skinned insects, not friendly.

‘Thereisno city here, they said. ‘ Thisisnot apermissible place!
'Permissible by whom?
‘Thereis no reason for you to be here!

"There's no reason for me to be anywhere,” Phillips said. The robots stirred, made uneasy humming
sounds and ominous clicks, waved their antennae about. They seem troubled, he thought. They seem to
didike my attitude. Perhaps | run some risk of being taken off to the home for unruly software for
debugging. ‘I'm leaving now,” hetold them. * Thank you. Thank you very much.” He backed away from
them and climbed into hisflitterflitter. He touched more destination buttons.

We move about by our own will. We think, we talk, we even fall in love.

Helanded in Chang-an. Thistime there was no reception committee waiting for him at the Gate of
Brilliant Virtue. The city seemed larger and more resplendent: new pagodas, new palaces. It fdlt like
winter: achilly cutting wind was blowing. The sky was cloudless and dazzlingly bright. At the steps of the
Siver Terrace he encountered Francis Willoughby, agreat hulking figure in magnificent brocaded robes,
with two dainty little temporaries, pretty asjade statuettes, engulfed in hisarms. ‘ Miracles and wonders!

Thesdlly lunatic felow isheretoo!” Willoughby roared. ‘ Look, ook, we are cometo far Cathay, you and
[

We are nowhere, Phillipsthought.We are mereillusions, done so well that we deceive even
ourselves,

To Willoughby he said, Y ou look like an emperor in those robes, Francis.'

'Aye, like Prester John!” Willoughby cried. ‘Like Tamburlaine himself! Aye, an | not mgestic? He
dapped Phillips gaily on the shoulder, arough playful poke that spun him halfway about, coughing and
wheezing. ‘Weflew inthe air, asthe eagles do, as the demons do, as the angels do! Soared like angels!



Likeanged’ He came close, looming over Phillips. ‘| would have gone to England, but the wench
Bdildasaid there was an enchantment on me that would keep me from England just now; and so we
voyaged to Cathay. Tell methis, fellow, will you go witness for me when we see England again? Swear
that al that has befallen us did in truth befa|? For | fear they will say | am as mad as Marco Polo, when |
tell them of flying to Cathay.'

'One madman backing another? Phillips asked. ‘What can | tell you?'Y ou till think you'll reach England,
do you? Rageroseto the surfacein him, bubbling hot. * Ah, Francis, Francis, do you know your
Shakespeare? Did you go to the plays? We aren't real.\We aren't real. We are such stuff asdreamsare
made on, thetwo of us. That'sall we are. O brave new world! What England? Where? There's no
England. Thereé's no Francis Willoughby. Theres no Charles Phillips. What we areis—'

‘Let him be, Charles,” acool voice cut in.
Heturned. Bdlilaa, in the robes of an empress, coming down the steps of the Silver Terrace.

'l know thetruth,” he said bitterly. “Y'ang-Y eovil told me. The visitor from the twenty-fifth century. | saw
him in New Chicago.’

'Did you see Gioiatheretoo? Belildaasked.
‘Briefly. She looks much older.’

'Yes. | know. Shewas here recently.’

'‘And has gone on, | suppose?

"To Mohenjo again, yes. Go after her, Charles. Leave poor Francisdone. | told her to wait for you. |
told her that she needs you, and you need her.’

'Very kind of you. But what good isit, Belilda? | don't even exist. And she'sgoing to die’

'Y ou exist. How can you doubt that you exist? Y ou fedl, don't you? Y ou suffer. You love. You love
Gioia isthat not so? And you areloved by Giola. Would Gioialove what is not red?

'Y ou think she loves me?

'l know she does. Go to her, Charles. Go. | told her to wait for you in Mohenjo.'
Phillips nodded numbly. What was there to lose?

'‘Goto her,’ said Belildaagain. ‘Now.’

'Yes’ Phillipssaid. ‘I'll go now.” He turned to Willoughby. ‘ If ever we meet in London, friend, I'll testify
for you. Fear nothing. All will bewdl, Francis!

He left them and set his course for Mohenjo-daro, half expecting to find the robots already tearing it
down. Mohenjo-daro was still there, no lovelier than before. He went to the baths, thinking he might find
Gioiathere. She was not; but he came upon Nissandra, Stengard, Fenimon. ‘ She has goneto
Alexandria, Fenimon told him. * She wantsto seeit one last time, before they closeit.’

"They're dmost ready to open Congtantinople, Stengard explained. ‘ The capita of Byzantium, you
know, the greet city by the Golden Horn. They'll take Alexandria away, you understand, when Byzantium
opens. They say it'sgoing to be marvellous. Well see you there for the opening, naturdly?



‘Naturally,” Phillips said.

Heflew to Alexandria. Hefelt lost and weary. All thisishopeessfally, hetold himself. | am nothing but a
puppet jerking about on its strings. But somewhere above the shining breast of the Arabian Seathe
deeper implications of something that Belilalahad said to him started to sink in, and he felt his bitterness,
hisrage, hisdegpair, al suddenly beginning to leave him.You exist. How can you doubt that you exist?
Would Gioia love what is not real? Of course. Of course. Y'ang-Y eovil had been wrong: visitorswere
something more than mereillusons. Indeed Y'ang-Y eovil had voiced the truth of their condition without
understanding what he was redly saying: We think, we talk, we fall in love. Yes. That wasthe heart of
the Stuation. The vistors might be artificial, but they were not unred. Belildlahad been trying to tell him
that just the other night. You suffer. You love. You love Gioia. Would Gioia love what is not real ?
Surdy hewasred, or a any rate red enough. What he was was something strange, something that
would probably have been al but incomprehensible to the twentieth-century people whom he had been
designed to smulate. But that did not mean that he was unreal. Did one have to be of woman born to be
real? No. No. No. Hiskind of redlity was a sufficient redlity. He had no need to be ashamed of it. And,
understanding that, he understood that Gioiadid not need to grow old and die. Therewas away by
which she could be saved, if only she would embraceit. If only shewould.

When helanded in Alexandria he went immediately to the hotel on the dopes of the Paneium where they
had stayed on their first visit, So very long ago; and there she was, Sitting quietly on a patio with aview of
the harbour and the Lighthouse. There was something calm and resigned about the way she sat. She had
given up. She did not even have the strength to flee from him any longer.

'Gioia,’ hesad gently.

* * % %

She looked older than she had in New Chicago. Her face was drawn and sallow and her eyes seemed
sunken; and she was not even bothering these days to dedl with the white strands that stood out in stark
contrast againgt the darkness of her hair. He sat down beside her and put his hand over hers, and looked
out towards the obelisks, the paaces, the temples, the Lighthouse. At length he said, ‘| know what |
reglly am, now.'

'Do you, Charles? She sounded very far away.

'Inmy erawe called it software. All | amisaset of commands, responses, cross-references, operating
some sort of artificia body. It'sinfinitely better software than we could have imagined. But we were only
just beginning to learn how, after dl. They pumped mefull of twentieth-century reflexes. The right moods,
the right appetites, theright irrationdities, the right sort of combativeness. Somebody knows alot about
what it was like to be a twentieth-century man. They did agood job with Willoughby, too, al that
Elizabethan rhetoric and swagger. And | supposethey got Y 'ang-Y eovil right. He seemsto think so: who
better to judge? The twenty-fifth century, the Republic of Upper Han, people with grey-green skin, haf
Chinese and hdf Martian for al | know. Somebody knows. Somebody hereisvery good at
programming, Gioia'

Shewas not looking at him.

'| fed frightened, Charles,” she said in that same distant way.
'Of me? Of thethings I'm saying?

'No, not of you. Don't you see what has happened to me?

'l seeyou. There are changes!'



'l lived along time wondering when the changes would begin. | thought maybe they wouldnt, not redlly.
Who wantsto believe they'll get old? But it started when we werein Alexandriathet first time. In
Chang-an it got much worse. And now—now—'

He said abruptly, ‘ Stengard tells me they'll be opening Constantinople very soon.’
'So?

'Don't you want to be there when it opens?

'I'm becoming old and ugly, Charles:’

'WEell go to Congtantinople together. Well leave tomorrow, en? What do you say? Well charter a boat.
It'saquick little hop, right across the Mediterranean. Sailing to Byzantium! There was a poem, you
know, in my time. Not forgotten, | guess, because they've programmed it into me. All these thousands of
years, and someone gtill remembersold Y eats. The young in one another's arms, birdsin thetrees.
Comewith meto Byzantium, Gioia'

She shrugged. * Looking like this? Getting more hideous every hour? Whilethey stay young for ever?
Whileyou —She faltered; her voice cracked; shefdl silent.

'Finish the sentence, Gioia'
'Please. Let medone!

"Y ou were going to say, “Whileyou stay young for ever too, Charles,” isn't that it? Y ou knew al aong
that | was never going to change. | didn't know that, but you did.’

'Yes. | knew. | pretended that it wasn't true—that as | aged, you'd age too. It was very foolish of me. In
Chang-an, when | first began to seethered sgnsof it—that waswhen | redized | couldn't stay with you
any longer. Because I'd look at you, always young, always remaining the same age, and 1'd took at
mysdlf, and—" She gestured, pams upward. ‘ So | gave you to Belildaand ran away.'

'All s0 unnecessary, Gioia'

'l didn't think it was.'

'But you don't have to grow old. Not if you don't want to!'

'Don't be cruel, Charles,” she said tondlesdly. * There's no way of escaping what | have!
‘But thereis’ hesaid.

"Y ou know nothing about these things."

‘Not very much, no,” hesaid. ‘But | see how it can be done. Maybe it's a primitive s mple-minded
twentieth-century sort of solution, but | think it ought to work. I've been playing with the idea ever since |
left Mohenjo. Tell methis, Gioia: why can't you go to them, to the programmers, to the artificers, the
planners, whoever they are, the ones who create the cities and the temporaries and the visitors. And have
yoursdf madeinto something like me!’

She looked up, startled. ‘What are you saying?

"They can cobble up a twentieth-century man out of nothing more than fragmentary records and make
him plausible, can't they? Or an Elizabethan, or anyone else of any eraat al, and he's authentic, he's



convincing. So why couldn't they do an even better job with you? Produce a Gioia so red that even
Gioiacant tdl the difference? But a Gioiathat will never age—a Gioia-congtruct, a Gioia-program, a
vigtor-Gioia Why not? Tl mewhy naot, Gioia'

Shewastrembling. ‘I've never heard of doing any such thing!"
‘But don't you think it's possible?
'How would | know?

'Of courseit'spossible. If they can create visitors, they can take a citizen and duplicate her in such away
that—'

'It'snever been done. I'm sure of it. | can't imagine any citizen agreeing to any such thing. To give up the
body—to let yoursdlf be turned into—into—'

She shook her head, but it seemed to be a gesture of astonishment as much as of negation.

Hesaid. ‘ Sure. To give up the body. Y our natura body, your ageing, shrinking, deteriorating short-timer
body. What's so awful about that?

Shewasvery pae. ‘Thisiscraziness, Charles. | don't want to talk about it any more.'
'It doesn't sound crazy to me.'
"Y ou can't possibly understand.’

'Can't 1?1 can certainly understand being afraid to die. | don't have alot of trouble understanding what
it'slike to be one of the few ageing peoplein aworld where nobody grows old. What | can't understand
iswhy you aren't even willing to consder the possibility that—'

'No,” shesaid. ‘I tell you, it'scrazy. They'd laugh a me.'
'Who?

'All of my friends. Hawk, Stengard, Aramayne—' Once again she would not ook at him. * They can be
very crud, without even redizing it. They despise anything that seems ungraceful to them, anything swegty
and desperate and cowardly. Citizens don't do swesty things, Charles. And that's how thiswill seem.
Assuming it can bedone at dl. They'll beterribly patronizing. Oh, they'll be sweet to me, yes, dear Gioia,
how wonderful for you, Gioia, but when | turn my back they'll laugh. They'll say the most wicked things
about me. | couldn't bear that."

‘They can afford to laugh,” Phillips said. ‘ It's easy to be brave and coot about dying when you know
you're going to live for ever. How very fine for them: but why should you be the only oneto grow old and
die? And they won't laugh, anyway. They're not as crud as you think. Shallow, maybe, but not crudl.
They'll be glad that you've found away to save yoursdf. At the very least, they won't haveto fed guilty
about you any longer, and that's bound to please them. Y ou can—'

'Stop it,” she said.

Sherose, walked to therailing of the patio, stared out towards the sea. He came up behind her. Red sails
in the harbour, sunlight glittering along the Sdes of the Lighthouse, the palaces of the Ptolemies stark
white againgt the sky. Lightly he rested his hand on her shoulder. She twitched asif to pull away from
him, but remained where she was.



"Then | have another idea,” he said quietly. ‘if you won't go to the planners, will. Reprogram me, I'll say.
Fix things so that | Sart to age at the same rate you do. It'll be more authentic, anyway, if I'm supposed
to be playing the part of atwentieth-century man. Over the yearsI'll very gradualy get somelinesin my
face, my hair will turn grey, I'll walk alittle more dowly—well grow old together, Gioia. To hdl with
your lovely immorta friends. Well have each other. We won't need them.'

She swung around. Her eyes were wide with horror.
'Areyou serious, Charles?
'Of course.’

'No,” she murmured. * No. Everything you've said to me today is monstrous nonsense. Don't you redlize
that?

He reached for her hand and enclosed her fingertipsin his. “All I'm trying to do isfind some way for you
and meto—'

'Don't say any more,” shesaid. ‘Please” Quickly, asthough drawing back from a suddenly flaring flame,
shetugged her fingersfree of hisand put her hand behind her. Though hisface was just inches from hers
he felt an immense chasm opening between them. They stared at one another for amoment; then she
moved deftly to hisleft, darted around him, and ran from the patio.

Stunned, he watched her go, down the long marble corridor and out of sight. It wasfally to give pursuit,
he thought. She waslost to him: that was clear, that was beyond any question. She was terrified of him.
Why cause her even more anguish? But somehow he found himsdlf running through the hals of the hotd,
aong the winding garden path, into the cool green groves of the Paneium. He thought he saw her on the
portico of Hadrian's palace, but when he got there the echoing stone halls were empty. To atemporary
that was sweeping the steps he said, * Did you see awoman comethisway? A blank sullen starewas his
only answer.

Phillips cursed and turned away.
'Gioia? hecdled. ‘Wait! Come back!

Wasthat her, going into the Library? He rushed past the startled mumbling librarians and sped through
the stacks, peering beyond the mounds of double-handled scrollsinto the shadowy corridor. ‘ Gioia?
Gioial ' It was adesecration, bellowing like that in this quiet place. He scarcely cared.

Emerging by asde door, he loped down to the harbour. The Lighthouse! Terror enfolded him. She might
aready be ahundred steps up that ramp, heading for the parapet from which she meant to fling hersalf
into the sea. Scattering citizens and temporaries asif they were straws, he ran within. Up he went, never
pausing for breeth, though his synthetic lungs were screaming for respite, hisingenioudy designed heart
was desperately pounding. On the first balcony he imagined he caught aglimpse of her, but hecircled it
without finding her. Onwards, upwards. He went to the top, to the beacon chamber itsdlf: no Gioia. Had
she jumped? Had she gone down one ramp while he was ascending the other? He clung to therim and
looked out, down, searching the base of the Lighthouse, the rocks offshore, the causeway. No Gioia. |
will find her somewhere, he thought. | will keep going until | find her. He went running down the ramp,
caling her name. He reached ground level and sprinted back towards the centre of town. Where next?
The temple of Poseidon? The tomb of Cleopatra?

He paused in the middie of Canopus Street, groggy and dazed.



‘Charles? shesaid.
'Where are you?

‘Right here. Beside you.” She seemed to materidize from the air. Her face was unflushed, her robe bore
no trace of perspiration. Had he been chasing a phantom through the city? She came to him and took his
hand, and said, softly, tenderly, *Were you really serious, about having them make you age?

'If ther€'s no other way, yes.'

"The other way is S0 frightening, Charles!

Isit?

'Y ou can't understand how much.’

‘More frightening than growing old? Than dying?

'l don't know,” she said. ‘I suppose not. The only thing I'm sure of isthat | don't want you to get old,
Charles!

‘But | won't haveto. Will 1?7
He stared at her.
'No,” shesad. ‘Y ou won't haveto. Nether of uswill.'

Phillips smiled. “We should get away from here,” he said after awhile. ‘ Let's go acrossto Byzantium,
yes, Gioia? Well show up in Constantinople for the opening. Y our friendswill bethere. Well tell them
what you've decided to do. They'll know how to arrange it. Someone will.'

It sounds 0 strange,” said Gioia ‘ To turn mysdlf into—into avistor? A visitor in my own world?
"That's what you've dways been, though.'

'l suppose. Inaway. But at least I've beenreal up to now.’

'Whereas I'm not?

'Areyou, Charles?

'Yes. Just asred asyou. | wasangry a first, when | found out the truth about mysdlf. But | cameto
accept it. Somewhere between Mohenjo and here, | cameto seethat it was al right to bewhat | am: that
| perceivethings, | formidess, | draw conclusions. | am very well designed, Gioia. | can't tell the
difference between being what | am and being completely aive, and to methat's being real enough. |
think, | fed, | experiencejoy and pain. I'm asreal as| need to be. And you will betoo. You'll never stop
being Gioia, you know. It's only your body that you'll cast away, the body that played such aterrible
joke on you anyway.” He brushed her cheek with hishand. ‘It was all said for us before, long ago:

Once out of nature | shall never take

My bodily form from any natural thing,

But such a form as Grecian goldsmiths make
Of hammered gold and gold enamelling

To keep a drowsy Emperor awake—

'Isthat the same poem? she asked.



"The same poem, yes. The ancient poem that isn't quite forgotten yet.'

'Fnishit, Charles.

—Or set upon a golden bough to sing
To lords and ladies of Byzantium
Of what is past, or passing, or to come.’

'How beautiful. What does it mean?

"That it isn't necessary to be mortd. That we can dlow ourselvesto be gathered into the artifice of
eternity, that we can be transformed, that we can move on beyond the flesh. Y eats didn't mean it in quite
theway | do—he wouldn't have begun to comprehend what were talking about, not aword of it—and
yet, and yet—the underlying truth isthe same. Live, Gioial With me!” Heturned to her and saw colour
coming into her palid cheeks. * It does make sense, what I'm suggesting, doesn't it? Y ou'll attempt it,
won't you? Whoever makes the visitors can be induced to remake you. Right? What do you think: can
they, Gioia?

She nodded in abarely perceptibleway. ‘| think so,” she said faintly. * It'svery strange. But | think it
ought to be possible. Why not, Charles? Why not?

'Yes,' hesad. ‘“Why not?

* * * %

In the morning they hired avessd in the harbour, alow deek pirogue with ablood-red sad, skippered by
arascaly-looking temporary whose smile wasirresigtible. Phillips shaded his eyes and peered
northwards across the sea. He thought he could amost make out the shape of the great city sprawling on
its saven hills, Congtantine's New Rome beside the Golden Horn, the mighty dome of Hagia Sophia, the
sombre walls of the citade, the palaces and churches, the Hippodrome, Chrigt in glory rising abovedl
esein brilliant mosaic sreaming with light.

‘Byzantium,” Phillips said. * Take us there the shortest and quickest way.'

'Itismy pleasure,’ said the boatman with unexpected grace. Gioia smiled. He had not seen her looking
so vibrantly dive since the night of the imperid feast in Chang-an. He reached for her hand—her dender
fingers were quivering lightly—and hel ped her into the boet.

ThePardoner'sTale

“Key Sixteen, Housing Omicron Kappa, aleph sub-one,” | said to the software on duty at the Alhambra
gae of the Los AngelesWall.

Software isn't generdly suspicious. Thiswasn't even very smart software. It was working off some greeat
biochips—I could fed them jigging and pulsing asthe eectron stream flowed through them—but the
softwareitself wasjust akludge. Typica gatekeeper stuff.

| stood waiting as the picoseconds went ticking away by the millions.
“Name, please,” the gatekeeper said findly.
“John Doe. Beta Pl Upsilon 104324x.”

The gate opened. | walked into Los Angeles.



Aseasy asBetaPi.

* k% k %

Thewadl that encirclesL.A. isahundred, a hundred fifty feet thick. Its gates are more like tunnels. When
you congder that thewall runs completely around the L.A. basin from the San Gabriel Valey to the San
Fernando Valley and then over the mountains and down the coast and back the far side past Long

Beach, and that it's at least Sixty feet high and al that distance deep, you can begin to appreciate the mass
of it. Think of the phenomena expenditure of human energy that went into building it—muscle and sweet,
sweat and muscle. | think about that alot.

| suppose the wals around our citieswere put there mostly as symbols. They highlight the distinction
between city and country-side, between citizen and uncitizen, between control and chaos, just ascity
walls did five thousand years ago. But mainly they serveto remind usthat we are al daves nowadays.

Y ou can'tignorethewalls. Y ou can't pretend they aren't there.We made you build them, is what they
say, and don't you ever forget that . All the same, Chicago doesn't have awall sixty feet highand a
hundred fifty feet deep. Houston doesn't. Phoenix doesn't. They make do with less. But L.A. isthemain
city. | supposethe Los Angdeswall isastatement:| am the Big Cheese. | am the Ham What Am .

Thewalls aren't there because the Entities are afraid of attack. They know how invulnerable they are. We
know it too. They just wanted to decorate their capital with something alittle specid. What the hdll, it
inttheir swest that goesinto building the walls. It's ours. Not mine persondly, of course. But ours.

| saw afew Entitieswalking around just insde the wall, preoccupied as usud with God knowswhat and
paying no atention to the humansin the vicinity. These were low-caste ones, the kind with the luminous
orange spots dong their Sdes. | gave them plenty of room. They have away sometimes of picking a
human up with those long dastic tongues, like afrog snapping up afly, and letting him danglein mid-air
while they study him with those saucer-sized yellow eyes. | don't carefor that. Y ou don't get hurt, but it
isn't agreesable to be dangled in mid-air by something that 1ooks like a fifteen-foot-high purple squid
standing on thetips of its tentacles. Happened to me oncein St. Louis, long ago, and I'min no hurry to
have it happen again.

Thefirgt thing | didwhen | wasinddeL.A. wasfind meacar. OnValley Boulevard about two blocksin
fromthewall | saw a*31 Toshiba El Dorado that looked good to me, and | matched frequencies with its
lock and dipped insde and took about ninety seconds to reprogram its drive control to my personal
metabolic cues. The previous owner must have been fat as a hippo and probably diabetic: her glycogen
index was absurd and her phosphineswere wild.

Not abad car, alittle dow in the shift but what can you expect, considering the last time any carswere
manufactured on this planet was the year 2034.

“Pershing Square,” | told it.

It had nice capacity, maybe 60 megabytes. It turned south right away and found the old freeway and
drove off toward downtown. | figured I'd set up shop in the middle of things, work two or three pardons
to keep my edge sharp, get mysdf ahotd room, amea, maybe hire some companionship. And then
think about the next move. It was winter, anicetimeto bein L.A. That golden sun, those warm breezes
coming down the canyons.

| hadn't been out on the Coast in years. Working Floridamainly, Texas, sometimes Arizona. | hate the
cold. I hadn't beenin L.A. since‘36. A long timeto stay away, but maybe I'd been staying away
deliberately. | wasn't sure. That last L.A. trip had left bad-tasting memories. There had been awoman
who wanted a pardon and | sold her atiff. Y ou have to stiff the customers now and then or e se you



start looking too good, which can be dangerous; but she was young and pretty and full of hopeand |
could have gtiffed the next one instead of her, only | didn't. Sometimes I've felt bad, thinking back over
that. Maybe that's what had kept me away from L.A. dl thistime

A couple of miles east of the big downtown interchange traffic began backing up. Maybe an accident
ahead, maybe aroadblock. | told the Toshibato get off the freeway.

Slipping through roadblocksis scary and cdlsfor alot of hard work. | knew that | probably could fool
any kind of software at aroadblock and certainly any human cop, but why bother if you don't have to?

| asked the car where | was.

The screen lit up. Alameda near Banning, it said. A long walk to Pershing Square, looked like. | had the
car drop me at Spring Street and went the rest of the way on foot. “Pick me up a 1830 hours,” | told it.
“Corner of—umm—Sixth and Hill.” 1t went away to park itself and | headed for the Square to peddie
some pardons.

* k k %

Itisn't hard for agood pardoner to find buyers. Y ou can seeit intheir eyes: the tightly controlled anger,
the smol dering resentment. And something else, something intangible, acertain sense of having ashred or
two of inner integrity left, that tellsyou right away, Here's somebody willing to risk alot to regain some
measure of freedom. | wasin businesswithin fifteen minutes.

Thefirst one was an aging surfer sort, barrel chest and that sun-bleached look. The Entities haven't
alowed surfing for ten, fifteen years—they've got their plankton seinesjust off shore from Santa Barbara
to San Diego, gulping in the marine nutrients they have to have, and any beach boy who tried to teke a
whack at the waves out there would be chewed right up. But this guy must have been one hell of a
performer in hisday. The way he moved through the park, making little balancing moves asiif he needed
to compensate for the irregularities of the earth's rotation, you could see how he would have been in the
water. Sat down next to me, began working on hislunch. Thick forearms, gnarled hands. A wall-laborer.
Muscles knotting in his cheeks: the anger, forever Smmering just below boail.

| got him talking, after awhile. A surfer, yes. Lot in the far-away and gone. He began sighing to me
about legendary beaches where the waves were tubes and they came pumping end to end. “ Trestle
Beach,” he murmured. “ That's north of San Onofre. Y ou had to sneak through Camp Pendleton.
Sometimes the Marines would open fire, just warning shots. Or Hollister Ranch, up by Santa Barbara.”
His blue eyes got misty. “Huntington Beach. Oxnard. | got everywhere, man.” He flexed his huge fingers.
“Now these fucking Entity hodads own the shore. Can you bdieveit? Theyown it. And I'm pulling wall,
my second time around, seven days aweek next ten years.”

“Ten?’ | said. “That'sashitty ded.”

“Y ou know anyone who doesn't have a shitty ded ?’
“Some,” | sad. “They buy out.”

“Yegh”

“It can be done.”

A careful look. Y ou never know who might be aborgmann. Those stinking collaborators are
everywhere.

“Canit?



“All it takesismoney,” | said.

“And apardoner.”

“That'sright.”

“Oneyou can trugt.”

| shrugged. “Y ou've got to go on faith, man.”

“Yeah,” hesaid. Then, after awhile: “I heard of aguy, he bought athree-year pardon and wall passage
thrown in. Went up north, caught akrill trawler, wound up in Australia, on the Reef. Nobody's ever going
to find him there. HE's out of the system. Right out of the fucking system. What do you think that cost?’

“About twenty grand,” | said.

“Hey, that's a sharp guess!”

“No guess.”

“Oh?" Another careful look. “Y ou don't sound local.”
“I'm not. Just visiting.”

“That's il the price? Twenty grand?’

“I can't do anything about supplying krill trawlers. Y ou'd be on your own once you were outside the
wadl.”

“Twenty grand just to get through thewall?’
“And aseven-year |abor exemption.”
“I pulled ten,” he said.

“I can't get you ten. It's not in the configuration, you follow? But seven would work. Y ou could get so
far, in seven, that they'd lose you. Y ou could goddamnedswim to Australia. Comein low, below Sydney,
no seinesthere”

“You know ahdl of alot.”

“My businessto know,” | said. “Y ou want meto run an asset check on you?’

“I'm worth seventeen five. Fifteen hundred redl, the rest collat. What can | get for seventeen five?’
“Just what | said. Through thewall, and seven years exemption.”

“A bargainrate, hey?’

“I takewhat | can get,” | said. “Give me your wrist. And don't worry. This part isread-only.”

| keyed his dataimplant and patched minein. He had fifteen hundred in the bank and a collateral rating of
sixteen thou, exactly as he clamed. We eyed each other very carefully now. As| said, you never know
who the borgmanns are.

“You candoit right herein the park?" he asked.



“Y ou bet. Lean back, close your eyes, make like you're snoozing in the sun. The dedl isthat | take a
thousand of the cash now and you transfer five thou of the collatera bucksto me, straight
|abor-debenture dedl. When you get through the wall | get the other five hundred cash and five thou more
on sweat security. Therest you pay off at three thou ayear plusinterest, wherever you are, quarterly
key-ins. I'll program the whole thing, including beep reminders on payment dates. It's up to you to make
your travel arrangements, remember. | can do pardons and wall transits but I'm not agoddamned travel
agent. Areweon?’

He put his head back and closed hiseyes.
“Go ahead,” he said.

It was fingertip stuff, straight circuit emulation, my standard hack. | picked up al hisidentification codes,
carried them into centra, found his records. He seemed redl, nothing more or less than he had claimed.
Sure enough, he had drawn alulu of alabor tax, ten years on the wall. | wrote him a pardon good for the
first seven of that. Had to leave the final three on the books, purely technical reasons, but the computers
weren't going to be able to find him by then. | gave him awall-trangt pass, too, which meant writing ina
new skillsclassfor him, programmer third grade. He didn't think like a programmer and he didn't look
like aprogrammer but the wall software wasn't going to figure that out. Now | had made him amember
of the human dlite, the relative handful of uswho arefreeto goin and out of thewalled citiesaswe wish.
Inreturn for these littlefavors| signed over hisentire life savings to various accounts of mine, payable as
arranged, part now, part later. He wasn't worth anickel any more, but he was afree man. That's not
such aterrible trade-off.

Oh, and the pardon was avaid one. | had decided not to write any gtiffswhilel wasin LosAngeles. A
kind of sentimental atonement, you might say, for thejob | had done on that woman all those years back.

Y ou absolutely have to write stiffs once in awhile, you understand. So that you don't look too good, so
that you don't give the Entities reason to hunt you down. Just as you have to ration the number of
pardons you do. | didn't have to be writing pardons at al, of course. | could have just authorized the
system to pay me so much ayear, fifty thou, ahundred, and taken it easy forever. But wherésthe
chdlengeinthat?

So | write pardons, but no morethan | need to cover my expenses, and | deliberately fudge some of
them up, making myself ook asincompetent as the rest so the Entities don't have areason to begin trying
to track the identifying marks of my work. My conscience hasn't been too sore about that. It's a matter of
surviva, after al. And most other pardoners are out-and-out frauds, you know. At least with me you
stand a better than even chance of getting what you're paying for.

* k k %

The next one was atiny Japanese woman, the classc style, deek, fragile, doll-like. Crying in big wild
gulpsthat | thought might bresk her in half, while agray-haired older man in ashabby business suit—her
grandfather, you'd guess—wastrying to comfort her. Public crying isagood indicator of Entity trouble,
“Maybel can help,” | said, and they were both so distraught that they didn't even bother to be

Suspicious.

Hewas her father-in-law, not her grandfather. The husband was dead, killed by burglarsthe year before.
There were two small kids. Now she had received her new labor-tax ticket. She had been afraid they
were going to send her out to work on thewall, which of course wasn't likely to happen: the assgnments
are pretty random, but they usually aren't crazy, and what use would a 90-pound girl bein hauling stone

blocks around? The father-in-law had some friends who were in the know, and they managed to bring up
the hidden encoding on her ticket. The computers hadn't sent her to the wall, no. They had sent her to



AreaFive. And they had given her aTTD classfication.

“Thewall would have been better,” the old man said. “They'd see, right away, she wasn't strong enough
for heavy work, and they'd find something el se, something she could do. But Area Five? \Who ever
comes back from that?”

“You know what AreaFiveis?’ | sad.
“The medicd experiment place. And thismark here, TTD. | know what that stands for too.”

She began to moan again. | couldn't blame her. TTD means Test To Destruction. The Entitieswant to
find out how much work we can redlly do, and they fed that the only reliable way to discover that isto
put us through tests that show wherethe physicd limitsare.

“I will die,” shewailed. “My babies My babies!”
“Do you know what apardoner is?’ | asked the father-in-law.

A quick excited response: sharp intake of breath, eyes going bright, head nodding vehemently. Just as
quickly the excitement faded, giving way to bleakness, hel plessness, despair.

“They dl cheat you,” hesaid.

“Not dl.”

“Who can say? They take your money, they give you nothing.”

“Y ou know that isn't true. Everybody can tell you stories of pardonsthat came through.”
“Maybe. Maybe,” the old man said. The woman sobbed quietly. “Y ou know of such a person?’

“For three thousand dollars,” | said, “I cantakethe TTD off her ticket. For fivel can write an exemption
from service good until her children arein high school.”

Sentimental me. A fifty percent discount, and | hadn't even run an asset check. For al | knew the
father-in-law was amillionaire. But no, hed have been off cutting a pardon for her, then, and not sitting
around likethisin Pershing Square.

He gave me along, deep, appraising look. Peasant shrewdness coming to the surface.
“How can we be sure of that?’ he asked.

| might havetold him that | wasthe king of my profession, the best of al pardoners, agenius hacker with
the truly magic touch, who could dip into any computer ever designed and make it dance to my tune.
Which would have been nothing more than the truth. But al | said was that held have to make up hisown
mind, that | couldn't offer any affidavits or guarantees, that | was available if he wanted me and otherwise
it wasdl the sameto meif she preferred to stick with her TTD ticket. They went off and conferred for a
couple of minutes. When they came back, he silently rolled up his deeve and presented hisimplant to me.
| keyed his credit baance: thirty thou or so, not bad. | transferred eight of it to my accounts, haf to
Sedttle, therest to Los Angeles. Then | took her wrist, which was about two of my fingers thick, and got
into her implant and wrote her the pardon that would save her life. Just to be certain, | ran adouble
vaidation check onit. It'sadways possbleto stiff acustomer unintentiondly, though I've never doneit.
But I didn't want this particular oneto be my firg.

“Goon,” | sad. “Home. Your kids arewaiting for their lunch.”



Her eyesglowed. “If | could only thank you somehow—"
“I've dready banked my fee. Go. If you ever see me again, don't say hello.”
“Thiswill work?” the old man asked.

“Y ou say you have friends who know things. Wait seven days, then tell the data bank that she'slost her
ticket. When you get the new one, ask your pasto decodeit for you. You'l see. It'll bedl right.”

| don't think he believed me. | think he was more than half surel had swindled him out of one fourth of
hislifes savings, and | could see the hatred in his eyes. But that was his problem. In aweek hed find out
that | redlly had saved his daughter-in-law's life, and then held rush down to the Square to tell me how
sorry he was that he had had such terrible feglings toward me. Only by then I'd be somewhere else, far

away.

They shuffled out the east Sde of the park, pausing a couple of timesto peer over their shouldersat me
asif they thought | was going to transform them into pillars of salt the moment their backs were turned.
Then they were gone.

I'd earned enough now to get me through the week | planned to spend in L.A. But | stuck around
anyway, hoping for alittle more. My mistake.

Thisonewas Mr. Invisible, the sort of man you'd never noticein acrowd, gray on gray, thinning hair,
mild bland apologetic smile. But hiseyes had ashine. | forget whether he started talking first to me, or me
to him, but pretty soon we were jockeying around trying to find out things about each other. He told me
hewasfrom Silver Lake. | gave him ablank look. How in hell am | supposed to know al thezillion L.A.
neighborhoods? Said that he had come down here to see someone at the big government HQ on
Figueroa Street. All right: probably an appeds case. | sensed acustomer.

Then he wanted to know where | was from. SantaMonica? West L.A.? Something in my accent, |
guess. “I'matraveling man,” | said. “Hateto stay in one place.” True enough. | need to hack or | go
crazy; if | diddl my hacking in just one city 1'd be virtualy begging them to dap atrace on me sooner or
later and that would be theend. | didn't tdll him any of that. “ Came in from Utah last night. Wyoming
before that.” Not true, either one. “Maybe on to New Y ork, next.” Helooked at me asif I'd said | was
planning avoyage to the moon. People out here, they don't go east alot. These days most people don't

go anywhere.

Now he knew that | had wall-transit clearance, or elsethat | had some way of getting it when | wanted it.
That was what he waslooking to find out. In no time at al we were down to basics.

He said he had drawn anew ticket, Sx years at the sdt-field reclamation site out back of Mono Lake.
People die like mayflies out there. What he wanted was a transfer to something softer, like Operations &
Maintenance, and it had to be within the walls, preferably in one of the digtricts out by the ocean where
theair iscool and clear. | quoted him a price and he accepted without a quiver.

“Let'shaveyour wrigt,” | said.

* k% k %

He held out hisright hand, pam upward. Hisimplant accesswas apae ydlow plagque, mounted in the
usual place but rounder than the standard kind and of adightly smoother texture. | didn't see any greeat
sgnificancein that. As| had done maybe a thousand times before, | put my own arm over his, wrist to
wrist, access to access. Our biocomputers made contact and instantly | knew that | wasin trouble.



Human beings have been carrying biochip-based computersin their bodies for the last forty or fifty years
or so—ong before the Entity invasion, anyway—but for most peopleit'sjust something they take for
granted, like the vaccination mark on their thighs. They use them for the things they're meant to be used
for, and don't give them athought beyond that. The biocomputer's just acommonplace tool for them, like
afork, likeashovel. Y ou have to have the hacker sort of mentality to be willing to turn your biocomputer
into something more. That's why, when the Entities came and took us over and made us build walls
around our cities, most people reacted just like sheep, letting themsel ves be herded inside and politely
staying there. The only oneswho can move around freely now—abecauise we know how to manipulate
the mainframes through which the Entities rule us—are the hackers. And there aren't many of us. | could
tell right away that | had hooked mysdlf on to one now.

The moment we were in contact, he came at melike astorm.

The strength of hissignd let me know | was up againgt something specid, and that 1'd been hustled. He
hadn't been trying to buy a pardon at al. What he was looking for was aduel. Mr. Macho behind the
bland smile, out to show the new boy in town afew of histricks.

No hacker had ever mastered me in aone-on-one anywhere. Not ever. | felt sorry for him, but not
much.

He shot me abunch of stuff, cryptic but easy, just by way of finding out my parameters. | caught it and
stored it and laid an interrupt on him and took over the dialog. My turn to test him. | wanted him to begin
to see who he was fooling around with. But just as| began to execute he put an interrupt on me. That
was anew experience. | stared at him with some respect.

Usualy any hacker anywhere will recognize my signd in thefirgt thirty seconds, and that'll be enough to
finish the interchange. HEl know that thereé's no point in continuing. But this guy ether wasn't ableto
identify me or just didn't care, and he came right back with hisinterrupt. Amazing. So wasthe Suff he
began laying on me next.

Hewent right to work, redly trying to scramble my architecture. Reams of stuff cameflying a meupin
the heavy megabyte zone.

—jspike. dbltag. nslice. dzcnt.

| gaveit right back to him, twice as hard.
—maxfrg. minpau. spktot. jspike.
Hedidnt mind a dl.

—maxdz. spktim. falter. ndlice.
—frqsum. eburst.

—iburst.

—prebst.

—nobrst.

Mexican standoff. He was still smiling. Not even atrace of sweet on hisforehead. Something eerie about
him, something new and strange. Thisis some kind of borgmann hacker, | redized suddenly. He must be
working for the Entities, roving the city, looking to make trouble for fredlancerslike me. Good as he was,



and he was plenty good, | despised him. A hacker who had become a borgmann—now, that wastruly
disgusting. | wanted to short him. | wanted to burn him out, now. | had never hated anyone so muchin

my life
| couldn't do athing with him.

| was baffled. | wasthe Data King, | was the Megabyte Monster. All my lifel had floated back and forth
acrossaworld in chains, picking every lock | came across. And now this nobody wastying mein knots.
Whatever | gave him, he parried; and what came back from him was getting increasingly bizarre. Hewas
working with an agorithm | had never seen before and was having serious trouble solving. After alittle
whilel couldn't even figure out what he was doing to me, let done what | was going to do to cancd it. It
was getting so | could barely execute. He was forcing me inexorably toward awetware crash.

“Who areyou?’ | yelled.
Helaughed inmy face.

And kept pouring it on. He was threatening the integrity of my implant, going at me down on the
microcosmic level, attacking the molecules themsalves. Fiddling around with eectron shells, reversing
charges and mucking up valences, clogging my gates, turning my circuitsto soup. The computer that is
implanted in my brainisnothing but alot of organic chemigtry, after al. Soismy brain. If he kept thisup
the computer would go and the brain would follow, and I'd spend therest of my lifein the bibble-bibble
academy.

Thiswasn't a sporting contest. Thiswas murder.

| reached for the reserves, throwing up al the defensive blockages | could invent. Things| had never had
to usein my life, but they were there when | needed them, and they did dow him down. For amoment |
was ableto hdt his balbreaking ondaught and even push him back. And give mysdf the breathing space
to set up afew offensive combinations of my own. But before | could get them running, he shut me down
once more and started to drive me toward crashville dl over again. He was unbelievable.

| blocked him. He came back again. | hit him hard and he threw the punch into some other neura channel
atogether and it went fizzling away.

| hit him again. Again he blocked it.

Then he hit me and | went regling and staggering, and managed to get myself together when | was about
three nanoseconds from the edge of the abyss.

| began to set up anew combination. But even as| did it, | was reading the tone of his data, and what |
was getting was absol ute cool confidence. He was waiting for me. He was ready for anything | could
throw. He was in that realm beyond mere salf-confidence into utter certainty.

What it was coming down to was this. | was able to keep him from ruining me, but only just barely, and |
wasn't bletolay aglove on him at dl. And he seemed to have infinite resources behind him. | didn't
worry him. Hewastireess. He didn't appear to degrade at all. He just took al | could give and kept
throwing new stuff a me, coming at me from six Sdesat once.

Now | understood for thefirst timewhat it must have fet like for dl the hackers | had beaten. Some of
them must have fdlt pretty cocky, | suppose, until they ran into me. It costs more to lose when you think
you're good. When you know you're good. People like that, when they lose, they have to reprogram
their whole sense of their rdation to the universe.



| had two choices. | could go on fighting until he wore me down and crashed me. Or | could give up right
now. In the end everything comes down to yes or no, on or off, one or zero, doesn't it?

| took adeep breath. | was staring straight into chaos.
“All right,” | said. “I'm beaten. | quit.”
| wrenched my wrist free of his, trembled, swayed, went toppling down on the ground.

A minute later five copsjumped me and trussed me up like aturkey and hauled me away, with my
implant arm sticking out of the package and a security lock wrapped around my wrigt, asif they were
afrad | wasgoing to start pulling dataright out of theair.

* * * %

Where they took me was Figueroa Street, the big black marble ninety-story job that is the home of the
puppet city government. | didn't give adamn. | was numb. They could have put mein the sewer and |
wouldn't have cared. | wasn't damaged—the automatic circuit check was till running and it came up
green—but the humiliation was so intense that | felt crashed. | felt destroyed. The only thing | wanted to
know was the name of the hacker who had done it to me.

The Figueroa Street building has cellings about twenty feet high everywhere, so that ther€lll be room for
Entitiesto move around. V oices reverberate in those vast open spaces like echoesin a cavern. The cops
sat medown in ahalway, till al wrapped up, and kept me there for along time. Blurred sounds went
laloping up and down the passage. | wanted to hide from them. My brain felt raw. | had taken one hell of
apounding.

Now and then a couple of towering Entities would come rumbling through the hall, tiptoeing on their
tentaclesin that weirdly dainty way of theirs. With them came alittle entourage of humans whom they
ignored entirely, asthey dways do. They know that we'reintelligent but they just don't careto talk to us.
They let their computers do that, viathe Borgmann interface, and may his signd degrade forever for
having sold us out. Not that they wouldn't have conquered us anyway, but Borgmann madeit ever so
much eadier for them to push us around by showing them how to connect our little biocomputersto their
huge mainframes. | bet he was very proud of himsdlf, too: just wanted to seeif his gadget would work,
and to hdll with the fact that he was selling usinto eternal bondage.

Nobody has ever figured out why the Entities are here or what they want from us. They smply came,
that'sal. Saw. Conquered. Rearranged us. Put us to work doing godawful unfathomable tasks, Likea
bad dream.

And there wasn't any way we could defend ourselves againgt them. Didn't seem that way to us at
firss—we were cocky, we were going to wage guerillawar and wipe them out—but we learned fast how
wrong we were, and we are theirsfor keeps. There's nobody |eft with anything close to freedom except
the handful of hackerslike me; and, as|'ve explained, we're not dopey enough to try any serious sort of
counterattack. It's a big enough triumph for us just to be able to dodge around from one city to another
without having to get authorization.

Looked like dl that wasfinished for me, now. Right then | didn't give adamn. | was till trying to
integrate the notion that | had been beaten; | didn't have capacity |eft over to work on a program for the
new life | would beleading now.

“Isthisthe pardoner, over here?” someone said.

“That one, yeah.”



“ Shewantsto see him now.”
“Y ou think we should fix him up alittlefirg?’
“Shesaid now.”

A hand at my shoulder, rocking me gently. “Up, fellow. It'sinterview time. Don't make amess or you'l

get hurt.”

| let them shuffle me down the hal and through a gigantic doorway and into animmense officewith a
ceiling high enough to give an Entity dl the room it would want. | didn't say aword. There weren't any
Entitiesin the office, just awoman in ablack robe, sitting behind awide desk at the far end. It looked
like atoy desk in that colossal room. She looked like atoy woman. The cops|eft me alone with her.
Trussed up like that, | wasn't any risk.

“Areyou John Doe?’ she asked.
| was halfway across the room, studying my shoes. “What do you think?’ | said.
“That's the name you gave upon entry to the city.”

“I givelots of names. John Smith, Richard Roe, Joe Blow. It doesn't matter much to the gate software
what namel give”

“Because you've gimmicked the gate?’ She paused. “1 should tell you, thisisacourt of inquiry.”

“Y ou dready know everything | could tdl you. Y our borgmann hacker's been swimming around in my
bran.”

“Please” shesad. “Thisll be easer if you cooperate. The accusationisillegd entry, illegd seizure of a
vehicdle, andillegd interfacing activity, specificaly, sdling pardons. Do you have agatement?’

“No.”

“Y ou deny that you're a pardoner?’

“I don't deny, | don't affirm. What's the goddamned use.”
“Look up a me,” shesaid.

“Thet'salot of effort.”

“Look up,” she said. There was an odd edge on her voice. “Whether you're a pardoner or not isn't the
issue. We know you're apardoner. | know you're apardoner.” And she caled me by aname | hadn't
used in avery long time. Not since * 36, as ametter of fact.

| looked at her. Stared. Had trouble believing | was seeing what | saw. Felt arush of memories come
flooding up. Did some menta editing work on her face, taking out some lines here, subtracting alittle
flesh in afew places, adding somein others. Stripping away the years.

“Yes” shesad. “I'mwhoyouthink | am.”
| gaped. Thiswas worse than what the hacker had done to me. But there was no way to run fromiit.

“Y ou work for them?’ | asked.



“The pardon you sold me wasn't any good. Y ou knew that, didn't you? | had someone waiting for mein
San Diego, but when | tried to get through the wall they stopped mejust like that, and dragged me away
screaming. | could havekilled you. | would have gone to San Diego and then we would havetried to
makeit to Hawaii in hisboat.”

“I didn't know about the guy in San Diego,” | said.

“Why should you? It wasn't your business. Y ou took my money, you were supposed to get me my
pardon. That wasthe dedl.”

Her eyeswere gray with golden sparklesin them. | had trouble looking into them.
“You gill want to kill me?” | asked. “ Areyou planning to kill me now?’

“No and no.” Sheused my old name again. “1 can't tell you how astounded | was, when they brought
you in here. A pardoner, they said. John Doe. Pardoners, that's my department. They bring all of them to
me. | used to wonder years ago if they'd ever bring you in, but after awhile | figured, no, not achance,
he's probably amillion miles away, hell never come back thisway again. And then they brought in this
John Doe, and | saw your face.”

“Do you think you could manageto believe,” | said, “that I've felt guilty for what | did to you ever Since?
Y ou don't haveto bdieveit. Butit'sthetruth.”

“I'm sureit's been unending agony for you.”

“I meanit. Please. I've stiffed alot of people, yes, and sometimes I've regretted it and sometimes |
haven't, but you were onethat | regretted. Y ou're the one I've regretted most. Thisisthe absolute truth.”

She considered that. | couldn't tell whether she bdlieved it even for afraction of asecond, but | could see
that she was consdering it.

“Why did you doit?’ she asked after abit.

“| tiff people because | don't want to seem too perfect,” | told her. “Y ou ddiver apardon every single
time, word gets around, people start talking, you start to become legendary. And then you're known
everywhere and sooner or later the Entities get hold of you, and that'sthat. So | dways make sureto
writealot of stiffs. | tell people I'll do my best, but there aren't any guarantees, and sometimesit doesn't
work.”

“Y ou deliberately cheated me.”
113 YSH

“I thought you did. Y ou seemed s0 cool, so professional. So perfect. | was sure the pardon would be
vaid. | couldn't see how it would miss. And then | got to the wall and they grabbed me. So | thought,
that bastard sold me out. He was too good just to have flubbed it up.” Her tone was calm but the anger
was dill in her eyes. “Couldn't you have stiffed the next one? Why did it have to be me?’

| looked at her for along time.
“Because| loved you,” | said.
“Shit,” shesaid. “ Y ou didn't even know me. | wasjust some stranger who had hired you.”

“That'sjust it. Therel wasfull of al kinds of crazy instant lunatic fantasies about you, dl of a sudden



ready to turn my nice orderly life upside down for you, and al you could see was somebody you had
hired to do ajob. | didn't know about the guy from San Diego. All | knew was| saw you and | wanted
you. Y ou don't think that's love? Wéll, call it something else, then, whatever you want. | never let mysdlf
fed it before. It isn't smart, | thought, it ties you down, the risks are too big. And then | saw you and |
talked to you alittle and | thought something could be happening between us and things sarted to change
indde me, and | thought, Y eah, yesh, go with it thistime, let it happen, this may make everything
different. And you stood there not seeing it, not even beginning to notice, just jabbering on and on about
how important the pardon wasfor you. So | stiffed you. And afterwards | thought, Jesus, | ruined that
girl'slifeand it wasjust because | got myself into asnit, and that was afucking petty thing to have done.
So I've been sorry ever since. Y ou don't have to believethat. | didn't know about San Diego. That
makesit even worsefor me.” She didn't say anything dl thistime, and the silence felt enormous. So after
amoment | said, “Tell me onething, a least. That guy who wrecked me in Pershing Square: who was
he?

“Hewasn't anybody,” shesad.
“What doesthat mean?’

“Heisnt awho. HEsawhat . It'san android, amobile anti-pardoner unit, plugged right into the big Entity
mainframein Culver City. Something new that we have going around town.”

“Oh,” | said. “Oh.”
“Thereport isthat you gaveit one hell of aworkout.”
“It gave me onetoo. Turned my brain haf to mush.”

“Y ou weretrying to drink the seathrough a straw. For awhileit looked like you were really going to do
it, too. Y ou're one goddamned hacker, you know that?’

“Why did you go to work for them?’ | said.

She shrugged. “ Everybody works for them. Except people like you. Y ou took everything | had and
didn't give me my pardon. So what was | supposed to do?’

“l s’
“It'snot such abad job. At least I'm not out there on the wall. Or being sent off for TTD.”

“No,” | said. “It's probably not so bad. If you don't mind working in aroom with such ahigh celling. Is
that what's going to happen to me? Sent off for TTD?’

“Don't be supid. You'retoo vauable.”

“Towhom?’

“The system aways needs upgrading. Y ou know it better than anyone dive. Y ou'll work for us.”
“Y ou think I'm going to turn borgmann?’ | said, amazed.

“It beats TTD,” shesaid.

| fdl sllent again. | wasthinking that she couldn't possibly be serious, that they'd be foolsto trust mein
any kind of respongible position. And even bigger foolsto let me near their computer.



“All right,” 1 said. “I'll do it. On one condition.”
“Youredly have bdls, don't you?’

“Let me have arematch with that android of yours. | need to check something out. And afterward we
can discusswhat kind of work I'd be best suited for here. Okay?’

“Y ou know you aren't in any position to lay down conditions.”

“Surel am. What | do with computersisaunique art. Y ou can't make me do it against my will. Y ou can't
make me do anything againg my will.”

She thought about that. “What good is arematch?’
“Nobody ever beat me before. | want asecond try.”
“You know it'll be worsefor you than before.”

“Let mefind that out.”

“But what's the point?’

“Get me your android and I'll show you the point,” | said.

* k% k %

Shewent dong with it. Maybe it was curiogity, maybe it was something € se, but she patched hersdlf into
the computer net and pretty soon they brought in the android | had encountered in the park, or maybe
another one with the sameface. It looked me over pleasantly, without the dightest sign of interest.

Someone came in and took the security lock off my wrist and left again. She gave the android its
ingtructions and it held out its wrist to me and we made contact. And | jumped right in.

| was raw and wobbly and pretty damned battered, till, but | knew what | needed to do and | knew |
had to do it fast. The thing wasto ignore the android completely—it wasjust atermind, it wasjust a
unit—and go for what lay behind it. So | bypassed the android's own identity program, which was clever
but shalow. | went right around it while the android was il setting up its combinations, dived
underneeth, got mysdf ingtantly from the unit level to the mainframe level and gave the magter Culver City
computer a hearty handshake.

Jesus, that felt good!

All that power, dl those millions of megabytes squatting there, and | was plugged right into it. Of course |l
fdlt like amouse hitchhiking on the back of an elephant. That wasal right. | might be amouse but that
mouse was getting atremendousride. | hung on tight and went soaring along on the hurricane winds of
that colossad machine.

And as | soared, | ripped out chunks of it by the double handful and tossed them to the breeze.

It didn't even notice for agood tenth of asecond. That's how big it was. There | was, tearing great
blocks of data out of its gut, joyoudy ripping and rending. And it didn't even know it, because even the
maost magnificent computer ever assembled is still stuck with operating at the speed of light, and when the
best you can do is 186,000 miles asecond it can take quite awhile for the darm to trave the full distance
down dl your neurd channds. That thing washuge . Mouseriding on eephant, did | say? Amoeba
piggybacking on brontosaurus, was more likeit.



God knows how much damage | was able to do. But of course the alarm circuitry did cut in eventualy.
Interna gates came clanging down and al sensitive areas were sealed away and | was shrugged off with
the greatest of ease. There was no sense staying around waiting to get trapped, so | pulled mysdlf free.

| had found out what | needed to know. Where the defenses were, how they worked. Thistimethe
computer had kicked me out, but it wouldn't be able to, the next. Whenever | wanted, | could go in there
and smash whatever | felt like.

The android crumpled to the carpet. It was nothing but an empty husk now.
Lightswereflashing on the officewall.

Shelooked at me, appaled. “What did you do?’

“I beat your android,” | said. “1t wasn't al that hard, once | knew the scoop.”
“Y ou damaged the main computer.”

“Not redly. Not much. | just gaveit alittletickle. It was surprised, seeing me get accessin there, that's
al”

“I think you redlly damaged it.”
“Why would | want to do that?’

“The question ought to be why you haven't doneit aready. Why you haven't gone in there and crashed
the hdl out of their programs.”

“Youthink | could do something like that?’
She studied me. “I think maybe you could, yes.”

“Wdll, maybe so. Or maybe not. But I'm not a crusader, you know. | likemy lifetheway it is. | move
around, | do as| please. It'saquiet life. | don't art revolutions. When | need to gimmick things, |
gimmick them just enough, and no more. And the Entities don't even know | exist. If | stick my finger in
their eye, they'll cut my finger off. So | haven't doneit.”

“But now you might,” she said.
| began to get uncomfortable. “1 don't follow you,” | said, dthough | was beginning to think that | did.

“You don't like risk. Y ou don't like being congpicuous. But if we take your freedom away, if wetieyou
downin L.A. and put you to work, what the hell would you haveto lose? Y ou'd go right in there. You'd
gimmick things but good.” Shewasslent for atime. “Yes,” shesaid. “You redly would. | seeit now, that
you have the capability and that you could be put in a position where you'd be willing to useit. And then
you'd screw everything up for dl of us, wouldn't you?’

“What?’

“Y ou'd fix the Entities, sure. Y ou'd do such ajob on their computer that they'd have to scrap it and start
al over again. Ian't that s0?’

Shewasontome, dl right.

“But I'm not going to give you the chance. I'm not crazy. Thereisn't going to be any revolution and I'm



not going to be its heroine and you aren't the type to be a hero. | understand you now. It isn't safe to fool
around with you. Because if anybody did, you'd take your little revenge, and you wouldn't care what you
brought down on everybody e se's head. Y ou could ruin their computer but then they'd come down on us
and they'd make things twice as hard for us asthey aready are, and you wouldn't care. Wed al suffer,
but you wouldn't care. No. My lifeisn't so terrible that | need you to turn it upside down for me. You've
aready doneit to me once. | don't need it again.”

She looked at me steadily and all the anger seemed to be gone from her and there was only contempt
|€ft.

After alittle she said, “ Can you go in there again and gimmick things so that there's no record of your
arrest today?’

“Yeah. Yeah, | could do that.”

“Doit, then. And then get going. Get the hell out of here, fast.”

“Areyou serious?’

“Y ou think I'm not?’

| shook my head. | understood. And | knew that | had won and | had lost, both at the same time.
She made an impatient gesture, a shoo-fly gesture.

| nodded. | felt very very smal.

“I just want to say—all that stuff about how much | regretted the thing | did to you back then—it was
true. Every word of it.”

“It probably was,” she said. “Look, do your gimmicking and edit yourself out and then | want you to start
moving. Out of the building. Out of the city. Okay? Do it redl fast.”

| hunted around for something else to say and couldn't find it. Quit while you're ahead, | thought. She
gave me her wrigt and | did the interface with her. As my implant access touched hers she shuddered a
little. It wasn't much of ashudder but | noticed it. | fdt it, dl right. | think I'm going to fed it every timel
giff anyone, ever again. Any time| even think of siffing anyone,

| went in and found the John Doe arrest entry and got rid of it, and then | searched out her civil service
file and promoted her up two grades and doubled her pay. Not much of an atonement. But what the hdll,
there wasn't much | could do. Then | cleaned up my traces behind me and exited the program.

“All right,” | said. “It'sdone.”

“Fine,” shesaid, and rang for her cops.

* k k %

They apologized for the case of mistaken identity and let me out of the building and turned me loose on
Figueroa Street. It was | ate afternoon and the street was getting dark and the air was cool. Evenin Los
Angdeswinter iswinter, of asort. | went to a street access and summoned the Toshiba from wherever it
had parked itsdf and it came driving up, five or ten minuteslater, and | told it to take me north. The going
was dow, rush-hour stuff, but that was okay. We came to the wall at the Sylmar gate, fifty milesor so
out of town. The gate asked me my name. “Richard Roe,” | said. “BetaPi Upsilon 104324x. Destination
San Francisco.”



It rainsalot in San Francisco in the winter. Still, it'sa pretty town. | would have preferred Los Angeles
that time of year, but what the hell. Nobody getsal hisfirst choicesal thetime.

Passengers

There are only fragments of me left now. Chunks of memory have broken free and drifted away like
caved glaciers. It isawayslike that when a Passenger leaves us. We can never be sure of dl the things
our borrowed bodies did. We have only the lingering traces, the imprints.

Like sand clinging to an ocean-tossed bottle. Like the throbbings of amputated legs.

| rise. | collect mysdlf. My hair isrumpled; | combit. My faceis creased from too little deep. Thereis
sournessin my mouth. Has my Passenger been egting dung with my mouth? They do that. They do

anything.
Itismorning.

A gray, uncertain morning. | stare at it awhile, and then, shuddering, | opague the window and confront
instead the gray, uncertain surface of the inner panel. My room looks untidy. Did | have awoman here?
There are ashesin thetrays. Searching for butts, | find several with lipstick stains. Y es, awoman was
here.

| touch the bedsheets. Still warm with shared warmth. Both pillows touded. She has gone, though, and
the Passenger isgone, and | am aone.

How long did it lagt, thistime?

| pick up the phone and ring Centrd. “What isthe date?’

The computer's bland feminine voice replies, “Friday December fourth, nineteen eighty-seven.”
“Thetime?’

“Ninefifty-one, Eastern Standard Time.”

“The westher forecast?’

“Predicted temperature range for today thirty to thirty-eight. Current temperature, thirty-one. Wind, from
the north, sixteen miles an hour. Chances of precipitation dight.”

“What do you recommend for a hangover?’
“Food or medication?’
“Anythingyoulike” | say.

The computer mullsthat one over for awhile. Then it decides on both and activates my kitchen. The
spigot yields cold tomato juice. Eggs begin to fry. From the medicine dot comes apurplish liquid. The
Centra Computer isaways so thoughtful. Do the Passengers ever rideit, | wonder? What thrills could
that hold for them? Surely it must be more exciting to borrow the million minds of Centra thanto live
awhilein the faulty, short-circuited soul of acorroding human being!

December fourth, Centra said. Friday. So the Passenger had me for three nights.



| drink the purplish stuff and probe my memoriesin agingerly way, as one might probe afestering sore.

| remember Tuesday morning. A bad time at work. None of the chartswill come out right. The section
manager irritable; he has been taken by Passengersthreetimesin five weeks, and hissectionisin
disarray asaresult, and his Christmas bonusis jeopardized. Even though it is customary not to pendizea
person for lapses due to Passengers, according to the system, the section manager seemsto fed he will
be treated unfairly. We have ahard time. Revise the charts, fiddle with the program, check the
fundamental s ten times over. Out they come: the detailed forecasts for price variations of public utility
securities, February-April 1988. That afternoon we are to meet and discuss the charts and what they tell
us

| do not remember Tuesday afternoon.

That must have been when the Passenger took me. Perhaps at work; perhaps in the mahogany-paneled
boardroom itself, during the conference. Pink concerned facesdl about me; | cough, | lurch, | sumble
from my seat. They shake their heads sadly. No one reaches for me. No one stops me. Itistoo
dangerousto interfere with one who has a Passenger. The chances are gresat that a second Passenger
lurks nearby in the discorporate state, looking for amount. So | am avoided. | leave the building.

After that, what?

Sitting in my room on bleak Friday morning, | eat my scrambled eggs and try to reconstruct the three lost
nights

Of courseit isimpossible. The conscious mind functions during the period of captivity, but upon
withdrawal of the Passenger nearly every recollection goestoo. Thereisonly adight resdue, agritty film
of faint and ghostly memories. The mount is never precisely the same person afterwards; though he
cannot recall the details of his experience, heis subtly changed by it.

| try to recdll.

A girl?Yes lipstick on the butts. Sex, then, herein my room. Y oung? Old? Blonde? Dark? Everything is
hazy. How did my borrowed body behave? Was| agood lover? 1 try to be, when | am myself. | keepin
shape. At thirty-eight, | can handle three sets of tennis on a summer afternoon without collapsing. | can
make awoman glow as awoman is meant to glow. Not boasting; just categorizing. We have our sKills.
Thesearemine.

But Passengers, | amtold, take wry amusement in controverting our skills. So would it have given my
rider akind of delight to find me awoman and force meto fail repeatedly with her?

| didikethat thought.

Thefog isgoing from my mind now. The medicine prescribed by Central worksrapidly. | edt, | shave, |
stand under the vibrator until my skinisclean. | do my exercises. Did the Passenger exercise my body
Wednesday and Thursday mornings? Probably not. | must make up for that. | am closeto middle age,
now; tonuslost is not easily regained.

| touch my toes twenty times, knees tiff.

| kick my legsintheair.

| lieflat and lift myself on pumping ebows.

The body responds, matreated though it has been. It isthe firgt bright moment of my awakening: to fed



theinner tingling, to know that | fill havevigor.

Freshar iswhat | want next. Quickly I dip into my clothes and leave. Thereis no need for meto report
to work today. They are aware that since Tuesday afternoon | have had a Passenger; they need not be
aware that before dawn on Friday the Passenger departed. | will have afreeday. | will walk the city's
Streets, stretching my limbs, repaying my body for the abuse it has suffered.

| enter the dlevator. | drop fifty storiesto the ground. | step out into the December dreariness.
The towers of New Y ork rise about me.

In the street the cars stream forward. Drivers Sit edgily at their wheels. One never knows when the driver
of anearby car will be borrowed, and thereis aways amoment of lapsed coordination as the Passenger
takes over. Many lives arelost that way on our streets and highways; but never the life of a Passenger.

| began to walk without purpose. | cross Fourteenth Street, heading north, listening to the soft violent
purr of the eectric engines. | see aboy jigging in the sireet and know heis being ridden. At Fifth and
Twenty-second a prosperous-looking paunchy man approaches, his necktie askew, this morning'swall
Sreet Journal jutting from an overcoat pocket. He giggles. He thrusts out histongue. Ridden. Ridden. |
avoid him. Moving briskly, I cometo the underpass that carries traffic below Thirty-fourth Street toward
Queens, and pause for amoment to watch two adolescent girls quarreling at the rim of the pedestrian
walk. OneisaNegro. Her eyesareralling in terror. The other pushes her closer to the railing. Ridden.
But the Passenger does not have murder on its mind, merely pleasure. The Negro girl isreleased and fals
in ahuddled hegp, trembling. Then sherisesand runs. The other girl drawsalong strand of gleaming hair
into her mouth, chews on it, seemsto awaken. She look dazed.

| avert my eyes. One does not waich while afdllow sufferer isawakening. Thereisamordity of the
ridden; we have so many new tribal moresin these dark days.

| hurry on.

Wheream | going so hurriedly? Already | have walked more than amile. | seem to be moving toward
some god, as though my Passenger till hunchesin my skull, urging me about. But | know that is not so.
For the moment, &t least, | am free.

Can | be sure of that?

Cogito ergo sumno longer gpplies. We go on thinking even while we are ridden, and welive in quiet
desperation, unable to hat our course no matter how ghastly, no matter how self-destructive. | am certain
that | can distinguish between the condition of bearing a Passenger and the condition being free. But
perhaps not. Perhaps | bear aparticularly devilish Passenger which has not quitted me at dl, but which
merely has receded to the cerebelum, leaving metheillusion of freedom while al the time surreptitioudy
driving me onward to some purpose of itsown.

Did we ever have more than that: theilluson of freedom?

But thisisdisturbing, the thought that | may be ridden without redlizing it. | burst out in heavy
perspiration, not merely from the exertion of walking. Stop. Stop here. Why must you walk? Y ou are at
Forty-second Street. Thereisthe library. Nothing forces you onward. Stop awhile, | tell mysalf. Rest on

thelibrary steps.
| St on the cold stone and tdll mysdif that | have made this decision for mysdlf.

Havel?Itistheold problem, free will versus determinism, trandated into the foulest of forms.



Determinism is no longer aphilosopher's absiraction; it is cold dien tendrils diding between the crania
sutures. The Passengers arrived three years ago. | have been ridden five times since then. Our world is
quite different now. But we have adjusted even to this. We have adjusted. We have our mores. Life goes
on. Our governmentsrule, our legidatures meet, our stock exchanges transact business as usua, and we
have methods for compensating for the random havoc. It isthe only way. What € se can we do? Shrivel
in defeat? We have an enemy we cannot fight; at best we can resist through endurance. So we endure.

The stone steps are cold against my body. In December few people sit here.

| tell myself that | made thislong wak of my own freewill, that | hated of my own free will, that no
Passenger rides my brain now. Perhaps. Perhaps. | cannot let mysdlf believethat | am not free.

Canit be, | wonder, that the Passenger left some lingering command in me? Walk to this place, halt at
thisplace? That is possible too.

| look about me at the others on the library steps.

An old man, eyes vacant, Sitting on newspaper. A boy of thirteen or so with flaring nogtrils. A plump
woman. Are dl of them ridden? Passengers seem to cluster about me today. The more | study the ridden
ones, the more convinced | becomethat | am, for the moment, free. Thelast time, | had three months of
freedom between rides. Some people, they say, are scarcely ever free. Their bodies are in great demand,
and they know only scattered bursts of freedom, aday here, aweek there, an hour. We have never been
able to determine how many Passengersinfest our world. Millions, maybe. Or maybe five. Who can tell?

A wisp of snow curls down out of the gray sky. Central had said the chance of precipitation was dight.
Arethey riding Central this morning too?

| seethegirl.

She stsdiagondly across from me, five steps up and ahundred feet away, her black skirt pulled up on
her kneesto revea handsome legs. Sheisyoung. Her hair is deep, rich auburn. Her eyes are pale; a this
distance, | cannot make out the precise color. Sheisdressed smply. Sheisyounger than thirty. She
wears adark green coat and her lipstick has a purplish tinge. Her lipsarefull, her nose dender,
high-bridged, her eyebrows carefully plucked.

| know her.

| have spent the past three nights with her in my room. Sheisthe one. Ridden, she cameto me, and
ridden, | dept with her. | am certain of this. The veil of memory opens; | see her dim body naked on my
bed.

How can it bethat | renmember this?

It istoo strong to be anillusion. Clearly thisis something that | have beenper mitted to remember for
reasons | cannot comprehend. And | remember more. | remember her soft gasping sounds of pleasure. |
know that my own body did not betray me those three nights, nor did | fail her need.

And thereismore. A memory of Snuous music; ascent of youth in her hair; the rustle of winter trees.
Somehow she brings back to me atime of innocence, atime when | am young and girlsare mysterious, a
time of parties and dances and warmth and secrets.

| am drawn to her now.

Thereisan etiquette about such things, too. It isin poor taste to gpproach someone you have met while



being ridden. Such an encounter givesyou no privilege; astranger remains a stranger, no matter what you
and she may have done and said during your involuntary time together.

Yet | am drawn to her.

Why thisviolation of taboo? Why thisraw breach of etiquette? | have never donethisbefore. | have
been scrupulous.

But | get to my feet and walk along the step on which | have been sitting until | am below her, and | ook
up, and automatically shefolds her ankles together and angles her knees asif in awvareness that her
position is not amodest one. | know from that gesture that sheis not ridden now. My eyes mest hers.,
Her eyes are hazy green. Sheisbeautiful, and | rack my memory for more details of our passion.

| climb step by step until | stand before her.
“Hdlo,” | say.

She gives me aneutral look. She does not seem to recognize me. Her eyes are veiled, as one's eyes often
are, just after the Passenger has gone. She purses her lips and appraises me in adistant way.

“Hello,” sherepliescoally. “1 don't think I know you.”

“No. You don't. But | havethe feding you don't want to be alone just now. And | know | don't.” | try to
persuade her with my eyesthat my motives are decent. “ Theréssnow intheair,” | say. “Wecanfind a
warmer place. I'd liketo talk to you.”

“About what?’
“Let'sgo esewhere, and I'll tdll you. I'm Charles Roth.”
“Heen Martin.”

She getsto her feet. She il has not cast aside her cool neutrdity; sheissuspicious, ill a ease. But at
least sheiswilling to go with me. A good sign.

“Isittoo early inthe day for adrink?’ | ask.

“I'mnot sure. | hardly know what timeitis.”

“Before noon.”

“Let'shaveadrink anyway,” she says, and we both smile.

We go to a cocktail lounge across the street. Sitting face to face in the darkness, we sip drinks, daiquiri
for her, bloody mary for me. Sherdaxesalittle. | ask mysdlf what it is| want from her. The pleasure of
her company, yes. Her company in bed? But | have aready had that pleasure, three nights of it, though
she does not know that. | want something more. Something more. What?

Her eyes are bloodshot. She has had little degp these past three nights.
| say, “Wasit very unpleasant for you?”
“What?’

“The Passenger.”



A whiplash of reaction crosses her face. “How did you know I've had a Passenger?’
“I know.”
“We aren't supposed to talk about it.”

“I'm broadminded,” | tell her. “My Passenger left me some time during the night. | wasridden since
Tuesday afternoon.”

“Mine left me about two hours ago, | think.” Her cheeks color. She is doing something daring, talking like
this. “I wasridden snce Monday night. Thiswas my fifth time.”

“Minedso.”

Wetoy with our drinks. Rapport is growing, amaost without the need of words. Our recent experiences
with Passengers gives us something in common, athough Helen does not redlize how intimately we
shared those experiences.

Wetalk. Sheisadesgner of display windows. She has asmal apartment severd blocks from here. She
livesadone. Sheasksmewhat | do. “Securitiesanalyst,” | tell her. She smiles. Her teeth are flawless. We
have a second round of drinks. | am positive, now, that thisisthe girl who wasin my room while | was
ridden.

A seed of hope growsin me. It was a happy chance that brought us together again so soon after we
parted as dreamers. A happy chance, too, that some vestige of the dream lingered in my mind.

We have shared something, who knows what, and it must have been good to leave such avivid imprint
on me, and now | want to come to her conscious, aware, my own master, and renew that relationship,
making it area onethistime. It isnot proper, for | am trespassing on a privilege that is not mine except
by virtue of our Passengers’ brief presencein us. Yet | need her. | want her.

She seemsto need me, too, without redizing who | am. But fear holds her back.

| am frightened of frightening her, and | do not try to press my advantage too quickly. Perhaps shewould
take me to her apartment with her now, perhaps not, but | do not ask. We finish our drinks. We arrange
to meet by the library steps again tomorrow. My hand momentarily brushes hers. Then sheisgone.

| fill three ashtraysthat night. Over and over | debate the wisdom of what | am doing. But why not leave
her aone? | have no right to follow her. In the place our world has become, we are wisest to remain

apart.

And yet—thereisthat stab of half-memory when | think of her. The blurred lights of lost chances behind
the stairs, of girlish laughter in second-floor corridors, of stolen kisses, of teaand cake. | remember the
girl with the orchid in her hair, and the one in the spangled dress, and the one with the child'sface and the
woman'seyes, o long ago, al logt, dl gone, and | tell mysdlf a thisone | will not lose, | will not permit
her to be taken from me.

Morning comes, aquiet Saturday. | return to the library, hardly expecting to find her there, but sheis
there, on the steps, and the sight of her islike areprieve. She lookswary, troubled; obvioudy she has
done much thinking, little deeping. Together we wak aong Fifth Avenue. Sheis quite close to me, but
she does not take my arm. Her steps are brisk, short, nervous.

| want to suggest that we go to her apartment instead of to the cocktail lounge. In these days we must
move swiftly whilewe arefree. But | know it would be amistake to think of this asamatter of tactics.



Coarse haste would be fatal, bringing me perhaps an ordinary victory, numbing defeat withiniit. In any
event her mood hardly seems promising. | look at her, thinking of string music and new snowfdls, and
shelookstoward the gray sky.

Shesays, “I canfed them waiching medl thetime. Like vultures siwooping overhead, waiting, waiting.
Ready to pounce.”

“But theresaway of beating them. We can grab little scraps of life when they're not looking.”
“They'realways looking.”

“No,” | tell her. “There can't be enough them for that. Sometimes they're looking the other way. And
whilethey are, two people can come together and try to share warmth.”

“But what'sthe use?’

“Y ou'retoo pessmigtic, Helen. They ignore us for months a atime. We have achance. We havea
chance.”

But I cannot break through her shell of fear. Sheis parayzed by the nearness of the Passengers, unwilling
to begin anything for fear it will be snatched away by our tormentors. We reach the building where she
lives, and | hope shewill rlent and invite mein. For an ingtant she wavers, but only for an instant: she
takesmy hand in both of hers, and smiles, and the smile fades, and sheis gone, leaving me only with the
words, “Let's meet at the library again tomorrow. Noon.”

| make the long chilling walk home done.

Some of her pessmism seepsinto methat night. It seemsfutile for usto try to sdvage anything. More
than that: wicked for meto seek her out, shameful to offer ahesitant love when | am not free. Inthis
world, | tell myself, we should keep well clear of others, so that we do not harm anyone when we are
seized and ridden.

| do not go to meet her in the morning.

Itisbest thisway, | ingst. | have no businesstrifling with her. | imagine her at the library, wondering why
| am late, growing tense, impatient, then annoyed. She will be angry with me for breaking our date, but
her anger will ebb, and she will forget me quickly enough.

Monday comes. | return to work.

Naturally, no one discusses my absence. It isasthough | have never been away. The market is strong
that morning. Thework ischdlenging; it ismid-morning before think of Helen at dl. But once | think of
her, | can think of nothing else. My cowardicein standing her up. The childishness of Saturday night's
dark thoughts. Why accept fate so passively? Why givein? | want to fight, now, to carve out a pocket of
security despite the odds. | fed adeep conviction that it can be done. The Passengers may never bother
thetwo of usagain, after all. And that flickering smile of hers outside her building Seturday, that
momentary glow—it should have told me that behind her wall of fear she felt the same hopes. Shewas
waliting for meto lead theway. And | stayed home instead.

At lunchtime | gotothelibrary, convinced it isfutile.
But sheisthere. She paces along the steps; the wind dices at her dender figure. | go to her.
Sheisslent amoment. “Hdlo,” she saysfindly.



“I'm sorry about yesterday.”
“| waited along time for you.”
| shrug. “1 made up my mind that it was no use to come. But then | changed my mind again.”

Shetriesto look angry. But | know sheis pleased to see me again—else why did she come here today?
She cannot hide her inner pleasure. Nor can . | point across the street to the cocktail lounge.

“Adaiquiri?’ | say. “ Asapeace offering?
“All right.”

Today theloungeis crowded, but we find a booth somehow. Thereisabrightnessin her eyesthat | have
not seen before. | sensethat abarrier iscrumbling within her.

“Yourelessafraid of me, Helen,” | say.

“I've never been afraid of you. I'm afraid of what could happen if we take the risks.”
“Don't be. Don't be.”

“I'm trying not to be afraid. But sometimesit seems so hopeless. Sincethey came here—"
“We can dill try to live our own lives”

“Maybe”

“We haveto. Let's make pact, Helen. No more gloom. No more worrying about the terrible things that
might just happen. All right?’

A pause. Then acool hand againgt mine. “All right.”

Wefinish our drinksand | present my Credit Central to pay for them, and we go outside. | want her to
tell meto forget about this afternoon’'s work and come home with her. It isinevitable, now, that she will
ask me, and better sooner than later.

Wewalk ablock. She does not offer the invitation. | sense the struggle insde her, and | wait, letting that
struggle reach its own resolution without interference from me. Wewalk asecond block. Her aramiis
through mine, but shetalks only of her work, of the weather, and it isaremote, arm's-length
conversation. At the next corner she swings around, away from her apartment, back toward the cocktail
lounge. | try to be patient with her.

| have no need to rush things now, | tell mysalf. Her body is not a secret to me. We have begun our
rel ationship topsy-turvy, with the physical part first; now it will take time to work backward to the more
difficult part that some peoplecal love.

But of course sheis not aware that we have known each other that way. The wind blows swirling
snowflakesin our faces, and somehow the cold sting awakens honesty in me. | know what | must say. |
must rdinquish my unfair advantage.

| tell her, “Whilel was ridden last week, Helen, | had agirl in my room.”
“Why tak of such things now?’



“I haveto, Helen. You werethegirl.”

She halts. Sheturnsto me. People hurry past usin the street. Her face is very pale, with dark red spots
growing in her cheeks.

“That'snot funny, Charles”

“It wasn't meant to be. Y ou were with me from Tuesday night to early Friday morning.”
“How can you possibly know that?’

“I do. I do. Thememory isclear. Somehow it remains, Helen. | see your whole body.”
“Stop it, Charles.”

“We were very good together,” | say. “We must have pleased our Passengers because we were so
good. To see you again—it was like waking from adream, and finding that the dream wasred, the girl
right there—"

“No!”
“Let'sgo to your gpartment and begin again.”

She says, “Y ou're being ddiberatdly filthy, and I don't know why, but there wasn't any reason for you to
gpoail things. Maybe | was with you and maybe | wasn't, but you wouldn't know it, and if you did know it
you should keep your mouth shut about it, and—"

“Y ou have abirthmark the sze of adime,” | say, “about three inches below your |eft breast.”

She sobs and hurls hersdlf a me, therein the street. Her long silvery nails rake my cheeks. She pummels
me. | seize her. Her knees assail me. No one pays attention; those who pass by assume we are ridden,
and turn their heads. Sheisadll fury, but | have my arms around herslike metal bands, so that she can only
stamp and snort, and her body is close against mine. Sheisrigid, anguished.

Inalow, urgent voicel say, “Well defeat them, Helen. Well finish what they started. Don't fight me.
Theré's no reason to fight me. | know, it'safluke that | remember you, but let me go with you and I'll
prove that we bel ong together.”

1] La_go_”

“Please. Please. Why should we be enemies? | don't mean you any harm. | love you, Helen. Do you
remember, when we were kids, we could play at being in love? | did; you must have doneit too. Sixteen,
seventeen years old. The whispers, the conspiracies—all abig game, and we knew it. But the game's
over. We can't afford to tease and run. We have o little time, when we're free—we have to trugt, to
open ourselves—"

“It'swrong.”

“No. Just because it's the stupid custom for two people brought together by Passengersto avoid one
another, that doesn't mean we haveto follow it. Hden—Helen—"

Something in my tone registers with her. She ceasesto struggle. Her rigid body softens. Shelooks up at
me, her tearstreaked face thawing, her eyes blurred.

“Trust me” | say. “Trust me, Helen!”



She hesitates. Then sheamiles.

* k% k %

In that moment | fed the chill at the back of my skull, the sensation as of asted needle driven deep
through bone. | stiffen. My arms drop away from her. For an ingtant | lose touch, and when the mists
clear dl isdifferent.

“Charles?’ shesays. “ Charles?”

Her knuckles are againgt her teeth. | turn, ignoring her, and go back into the cocktail lounge. A young
man sitsin one of the front booths. His dark hair gleams with pomade; his cheeks are smooth. His eyes
meet mine.

| sit down. He orders drinks. We do not talk.

My hand falls on hiswrigt, and remainsthere. The bartender, serving the drinks, scowls but says nothing.
We sip our cocktails and put the drained glasses down.

“Let'sgo,” theyoung man says.

| follow him out.

The Pope of the Chimps

Early last month Vendemans and | were done with the chimpsin the compound when suddenly he said,
“I'mgoing tofaint.” It was asizzling May morning, but Vendemans had never shown any sign of noticing
unusua hest, let done suffering fromiit. | was busy talking to Leo and Mimsy and Mimsy's daughter
Muffin, and | registered Vendemanss remark without doing anything about it. When you'reintensdly into
talking by sign language, as we arein the project, you sometimes tend not to pay alot of attention to
spoken words.

But then Leo began to sign the trouble sign a me, and | turned around and saw Vendemans down on his
kneesin the grass, white-faced, gasping, covered with swest. A few of the chimpanzeeswho aren't as
sengtive to humans as Leo isthought it was a game and began to pantomime him, knuckles to the ground
and bodies going limp. “ Sick—" Venddmans sad. “ Fed—terrible—"

| called for help, and Gonzo took hisleft arm and Kong took his right and somehow, big as he was, we
managed to get him out of the compound and up the hill to heedquarters. By then he was complaining
about sharp painsin hisback and under hisarms, and | realized that it wasn't just heat prostration. Within
aweek the diagnosiswasin.

Leukemia

They put him on chemotherapy and hormones, and after ten days he was back with the project, looking
cocky. “They've gabilized it,” hetold everyone. “It'sin remission and | might have ten or twenty years
left, or even more. I'm going to carry on with my work.”

But he was gaunt and pale, with atremor in hishands, and it was afrightful thing to have him among us.
He might have been fooling himsdf, though | doubted it, but he wasn't fooling any of us. toushewasa
memento mori, awalking death's-head-and-crossbones. That laymen think scientists are any more casua
about such things than anyone e seis something | blame Hollywood for. It is not easy to go about your
daily work with adying man a your sde—or adying man'swife, for Judy Vendemans showed in her



frightened eyes dl the grief that Hal Venddmans himself was repressing. She was going to lose abeloved
husband unexpectedly soon and she hadn't had time to adjust to it and her pain wasimpossible to ignore.
Besides, the nature of Vendel mans's dyingness was particul arly unsettling because he had been so big
and robust and outgoing, atrue Rabdaisian figure, and somehow between one moment and the next he
wastransdformed into awraith. “Thefinger of God,” Dave Y ost said. “ A quick flick of Zeuss pinkieand
Hal shrivelslike cdlophanein afireplace” Venddmanswas not yet forty.

The chimps suspected something, too.

Some of them, such as Leo and Ramona, are fifth-generation signers, bred for aphaintelligence, and they
pick up subtleties and nuances very wdl. “ Almost human,” vigtorsliketo say of them. We didike that
tag, because the important thing about chimpanzeesisthat theyaren't human, that they arean dien
intelligent species; but yet | know what people mean. The brightest of the chimps saw right away that
something was amiss with Vendel mans, and started making odd remarks. “Big one rotten banana,” said
Ramonato Mimsy while | was nearby. “He getting empty,” Leo said to me as Vendemans ssumbled past
us. Chimp metaphors never cease to amaze me. And Gonzo asked him outright: “Y ou go away soon?’

* * * %

“Go away” isnot the chimp euphemism for death. So far as our animas know, no human being has ever
died. Chimpsdie. Human beings go away. We have kept things on that basis from the beginning, not
intentionaly at firgt, but such arrangements have away of indtitutiondizing themselves. The first member
of the group to die was Roger Nixon, in an automobile accident in the early years of the project long
before my time here, and apparently no one wanted to confuse or disturb the animals by explaining what
had happened to him, so no explanations were offered. My second or third year here, Tim Lippinger was
killed in aski-lift faillure, and again it seemed easier not to go into details with them. And by the time of
Will Bechgtein's degth in that helicopter crack-up four years ago the policy was explicit: we chose not to
regard his disappearance from the group as death, but mere going away, asif he had only retired. The
chimps do understand desath, of course. They may even equate it with going away, as Gonzo's question
suggests. But if they do, they surdly see human deeth as something quite different from chimpanzee
desth—a trand ation to another state of being, an ascent on achariot of fire. Y ost believes that they have
no comprehension of human death at all, that they think we are immortal, that they think we are gods.

* * * %

Vendemans now no longer pretendsthat heisn't dying. The leukemiais plainly acute, and he deteriorates
physicaly from day to day. Hisorigina this-isnt-actudly-happening attitude has been replaced by akind
of sullen, angry acceptance. It isonly the fourth week since the onset of the ailment and soon helll haveto
enter the hospital.

And hewantsto tell the chimpsthat he'sgoing to die.
“They don't know that human beingscan die,” Yot said.

“Thenit'stimethey found out,” Vendemans snapped. “Why perpetuate aload of mythologica bullshit
about us? Why let them think we're gods? Tell them outright that I'm going to die, the way old Egbert
died and Sdami and Mortimer.”

“But they dl died naturaly,” Jan Morton said.
“And I'm not dying naturdly?’

She becameterribly flustered. “Of old age, | mean. Their life cycles clearly and understandably cameto
an end and they died and the chimps understood it. Whereas you—" She fatered.



“—am dying amonstrous and terrible deasth midway through my life,” Vendelmans said, and sarted to
break down and recovered with afierce effort, and Jan began to cry, and it was generally abad scene
from which Vendelmans saved us by going on, “1t should be of philosophica importance to the project to
discover how the chimps react to arevauation of the human metaphysic. We've ducked every chance
we've had to help them understand the nature of mortality. Now | propose we use me to teach them that
humans are subject to the same laws they are. That we are not gods.”

“And that gods exist,” said Y o, “who are capricious and unfathomable and to whom we oursdves are
aslessthan chimps.”

Venddmans shrugged. “ They don't need to hear dl that now. But it'stime they understood what we are.
Or rather, it'stime that we learned how much they aready understand. Use my degth asaway of finding
out. It'sthe first time they've been in the presence of ahuman who's actudly in the process of dying. The
other times one of us has died, it's always been in some sort of accident.”

Burt Christensen said, “Hal, have you dready told them anything about—"

“No,” Vendemans said. “Of course not. Not aword. But | see them talking to each other. They know.”

* * % %

Wediscussed it far into the night. The question needed careful examination because of the far-reaching
conseguences of any change we might make in the metaphysica givens of our animals. These chimps
have lived in aclosed environment here for decades, and the culture they have evolved is a product of
what we have chosen to teach them, compounded by their own innate chimpness plus whatever we have
unknowingly transmitted to them about oursalves or them. Any radical conceptua material we offer them
must be weighed thoughtfully, because its effects will beirreversible, and those who succeed usin this
community will be unforgiving if we do anything supidly premature. If the plan isto observe acommunity
of intelligent primates over a period of many human generations, studying the changesin their intellectud
capacity astheir linguigtic skillsincrease, then wemust at dl timestake careto let them find things out for
themsalves, rather than skewing our data by giving the chimps more than their current concept-processing
abilitiesmay be ableto handle.

On the other hand, Vendel mans was dying right now, alowing us adramatic opportunity to convey the
concept of human mortality. We had at best aweek or two to make use of that opportunity: then it might
be years before the next chance.

“What are you worried about?’ Vendelmans demanded.
Yos sad, “Do you fear dying, HA?’

“Dying makes me angry. | don't fear it; but | fill have thingsto do, and | won't be able to do them. Why
doyou ask?’

“Because so far as we know the chimps see death—chimp death—as smply part of the great cycle of
events, like the darkness that comes after the daylight. But human death is going to come asareveation
to them, ashock. And if they pick up from you any sense of fear or even anger over your dying, who
knows what impact that will have on their way of thought?’

“Exactly.Who knows? | offer you achanceto find out!”

By anarrow margin, finaly we voted to let Hal VVendelmans share his desth with the chimpanzees. Nearly
al of ushad reservations about that. But plainly Vendemans was determined to have auseful death, a
meaningful death; the only way he could face hisfate at al was by contributing it like thisto the project.



Andintheend I think most of us cast our votes hisway purdly out of our lovefor him.

* k% k %

We rearranged the schedules to give Vendelmans more contact with the animals. There are ten of us, fifty
of them; each of us hasaspecid field of inquiry—number theory, syntactical innovation, metaphysica
exploration, semiotics, tool use, and so on—and we work with chimps of our own choice, subject,
naturdly, to the shifting patterns of subtriba bonding within the chimp community. But we agreed that
Venddmanswould haveto offer hisrevelaionsto the dphaintelligences—L eo, Ramona, Grimsky, Alice
and Attila—regardless of the current structure of the chimp-human dialogues. Leo, for instance, was
involved in an ongoing interchange with Beth Rankin on the notion of the change of seasons. Beth more
or lesswillingly gave up her timewith Leo to Vendemans, for Leo was essentia inthis. Welearned long
ago that anything important had to be imparted to the dphasfirst, and they will impart it to the others. A
bright chimp knows more about teaching thingsto his duller cousins than the brightest human being.

The next morning Hal and Judy Vendelmanstook Leo, Ramonaand Attilaasde and held along
conversation with them. | was busy in adifferent part of the compound with Gonzo, Mimsy, Muffin, and
Chump, but | glanced over occasiondly to see what was going on. Hal looked radiant—Ilike Moses just
down from the mountain after talking with God. Judy wastrying to look radiant too, working at it, but her
grief kept breaking through: once | saw her turn away from the chimps and press her knucklesto her
teeth to hold it back.

Afterward Leo and Grimsky had a conference out by the oak grove. Y ost and Charley Damiano
watched it with binoculars, but they couldn't make much sense out of it. The chimps, when they signto
each other, use modified gestures much less precise than the ones they use with us; whether this marks
the evolution of aspecia chimp-to-chimp argot designed not to be understood by us, or issmply a
factor of chimp reliance on supplementary nonverba ways of communicating, is something we still don't
know, but the fact remains that we have trouble comprehending the sign language they use with each
other, particularly the form the aphas use. Then, too, Leo and Grimsky kept wandering in and out of the
trees, asif perhapsthey knew we were watching them and didn't want usto eavesdrop. A little later in
the day, Ramonaand Alice had the same sort of meeting. Now dl five of our aphas must have beenin
on therevelaion.

Somehow the news began to filter down to the rest of them.

We weren't able to observe actua concept transmission. We did notice that Vendelmans, the next day,
began to get rather more attention than norma. Little troops of chimpanzees formed about him as he
moved—d owly, and in obvious difficulty—about the compound. Gonzo and Chump, who had been
bickering for months, suddenly were stlanding Sde by side staring intently at VVendelmans. Chicory,
normaly shy, went out of her way to engage him in a conversation—about the ripeness of the appleson
thetree, Vendemans reported. AnnaLiviasyoung twins, Shem and Shaun, climbed up and sat on
Vendd manss shoulders.

“They want to find out what adying god isredly like,” Yost said quietly.
“But look there,” Jan Morton said.

Judy Vende mans had an entourage too: Mimsy, Muffin, Claudius, Buster, and Kong. Staring in
fascination, eyeswide, lips extended, some of them blowing little bubbles of sdiva

“Do they think she'sdying too?’ Beth wondered.

Y ost shook his head. “Probably not. They can see there's nothing physically wrong with her. But they're
picking up the sorrow vibes, the death vibes.”



“Isthere any reason to think they're aware that Hal is Judy's mate?’ Christensen asked.

“It doesn't matter,” Y ost said. “They can seethat she's upset. That intereststhem, even if they have no
way of knowing why Judy would be more upset than any of therest of us.”

“More mysteries out yonder,” | said, pointing into the meadow. Grimsky was standing by himself out
there, contemplating something. Heisthe oldest of the chimps, gray-haired, going bad, a deep thinker.
He has been here dmost from the beginning, more than thirty years, and very little has escaped his
atention inthet time.

Far off to theleft, in the shade of the big beech tree, Leo stood similarly in solitary meditation. Heis
twenty, the dphamale of the community, the strongest and by far the most intelligent. It was eerieto see
the two of themin their individua zones of isolation, like distant sentingls, like Easter Idand statues, lost in
private reveries.

“Philosophers” Y ost murmured.

* k k %

Y esterday V endelmans returned to the hospita for good. Before he went, he made hisfarewellsto each
of thefifty chimpanzees, even theinfants. In the past week he has dtered markedly: heisonly ashadow
of himsdlf, feeble, wasted. Judy says hell live only another few weeks.

She has gone on leave and probably won't come back until after Hal's death. | wonder what the chimps
will make of her “going away,” and of her eventud return.

She said that Leo had asked her if shewas dying, too.

Perhapsthingswill get back to norma here now.

* k k %

Chrigtensen asked me this morning, “Have you noticed the way they seem to drag the notion of desth
into whatever conversation you're having with them these days?’

| nodded. “Mimsy asked me the other day if the moon dies when the sun comes up and the sun dies
when the moon isout. It seemed like such astandard primitive metaphor that | didn't pick up onit at first.
But Mimsy'stoo young for using metagphor that easily and sheisn't particularly clever. The older ones
must be talking about dying alot, and it'sfiltering down.”

“Chicory was doing subtraction with me,” Christensen said. “ She signed, * You take five, two die, you
have three.” Later sheturned it into averb: ‘ Three die one equals two.”

Othersreported similar things. Y et none of the animalswere talking about V endelmans and what was
about to happen to him, nor were they asking any overt questions about death or dying. So far aswe
were ableto perceaive, they had displaced the whole thing into metaphorica diversons. That in itsdlf
indicated a powerful obsesson. Like most obsessives, they were trying to hide the thing that most
concerned them, and they probably thought they were doing agood job of it. It isn't their fault that we're
ableto guesswhat's going on in their minds. They are, after all—and we sometimes have to keep
reminding oursalves of this—only chimpanzees.

* k k %

They are holding meetings on the far Sde of the oak grove, where thelittle stream runs. Leo and Grimsky
seem to do mogt of the talking, and the others gather around and sit very quietly asthe speechesare
made. The groups run from ten to thirty chimps at atime. We are unable to discover what they're



discussing, though of course we have an idea. Whenever one on us approaches such agathering, the
chimps very casudly drift off into three or four separate groups and look exceedingly innocent—"We just
out for somefresh air, boss.”

Charley Damiano wants to plant abug in the grove. But how do you spy on agroup that converses only
in sign language? Cameras aren't as eadly hidden as microphones.

We do our best with binoculars. But what little we've been able to observe has been mystifying. The
chimp-to-chimp signsthey use at these mestings are even more oblique and confusing than the oneswe
had seen earlier. It'sasif they're holding their meetingsin pig-Létin, or double-talk or in some entirely
new and private language.

Two technicianswill come tomorrow to help us mount camerasin the grove.

* * * %

Hal Venddmansdied last night. According to Judy, who phoned Dave Y og, it was very peaceful right at
theend, an easy release. Y ost and | broke the news to the alpha chimps just after breakfast. No
euphemisms, just the straight news. Ramonamade afew hooting sounds and looked asif she might cry,
but she was the only one who seemed emotionally upset. Leo gave me along deep look of what was
amost certainly compassion, and then he hugged me very hard. Grimsky wandered away and seemed to
be sgning to himself in the new system. Now ameeting seemsto be assembling in the oak grove, thefirst
onein more than aweek.

The camerasarein place. Even if we can't decipher the new signs, we can at |least tape them and subject
them to computer analysis until we begin to understand.

* * % %

Now weve watched the firgt tapes of agrove meeting, but | can't say we know alot more than we did
before.

For one thing, they disabled two of the camerasright at the outset. Attila spotted them and sent Gonzo
and Claudius up into the trees to yank them out. | suppose the remaining cameras went unnoticed; but by
accident or ddliberate diabolical craftiness, the chimps positioned themselvesin such away that none of
the cameras had a clear angle. We did record afew statements from Leo and some give-and-take
between Alice and Anna Livia. They spokein amixture of stlandard signs and the new ones, but, without
asense of the context, we've found it impossible to generate any sequence of meanings. Stray signssuch
as“shirt,” “hat,” “human,” “change’ and “bananafly,” intergpersed with undeci pherable Suff, seem to be
adding up to something, but no one is sure what. We observed no mention of Hal Vendelmans nor any
direct referencesto desth. We may be mideading oursaves entirely about the significance of dl this.

Or perhaps not. We codified some of the new signs, and this afternoon | asked Ramonawhat one of
them meant. She fidgeted and hooted and |ooked uncomfortable—and not smply because | was asking
her to do atough abstract thing like giving adefinition. She was worried. She looked around for Leo, and
when she saw him she made that Sgn at him. He came bounding over and shoved Ramona away. Then
he began to tell me how wise and good and gentle | am. He may be agenius, but even ageniuschimp is
gill achimp, and | told him | wasn't fooled by al hisflattery. Then | askedhim what the new sgn meant.

“Jump high come again,” Leo signed.

A smple chimpy phrase referring to fun and frolic? So | thought at first, and so did many of my
colleagues. But Dave Y ot said, “ Then why was Ramona so evasive about defining it?’

“Defining isn't easy for them,” Beth Rankin said.



“Ramonas one of thefive brightest. She's capable of it. Especially since the sign can be defined by use of
four other established signs, as Leo proceeded to do.”

“What are you getting at, Dave?’ | asked.

Yost sad, “'Jump high come again’ might be about agamethey liketo play, but it could dso bean
eschatological reference, sacred talk, a concise metaphorical way to speak of death and resurrection,
no?’

Mick Falkenburg snorted. “ Jesus, Dave, of dl the nutty Jesuitica bullshit—"
“Isit?

“It's possible sometimes to be too subtlein your analysis,” Falkenburg said. *Y ou're suggesting that these
chimpanzees have atheology?’

“I'm suggesting that they may bein the process of evolving ardigion,” Y ost replied.
Canit be?

Sometimes we lose our perspective with these animals, as Mick indicated, and we overestimate their
intelligence; but just as often, | think, we underestimate them.

Jump high come again.

| wonder. Secret sacred talk? A chimpanzee theology? Belief in life after deeth? A religion?

* k k %

They know that human beings have abody of ritual and belief that they call rdligion, though how much
they redlly comprehend about it ishard to tell. Dave Y o, in his metaphysical discussonswith Leo and
some of the other alphas, introduced the concept long ago. He drew a hierarchy that began with God and
ran downward through human beings and chimpanzees to dogs and cats and onward to insects and frogs,
by way of giving the chimps some sense of the greet chain of life. They had seen bugs and frogs and cats
and dogs, but they wanted Dave to show them God, and he was forced to tell them that God is not
actudly tangible and accessble, but lives high overhead athough His essence penetrates dl things. |

doubt that they grasped much of that. Leo, whose nimble and probing intelligence is a constant
illumination to us, wanted Y ost to explain how we talked to God and how God talked to usif Hewasn't
around to make signs, and Y ot said that we had athing caled rdigion, which was a system of
communicating with God. And that was where hel€eft it, along while back.

Now we are on guard for any indications of adevel oping religious consciousness amnong our troop. Even
the scoffers—Mick Falkenburg, Beth, to some degree, Charley Damiano—are paying close heed. After
al, one of the underlying purposes of this project isto reach an understanding of how the first hominids
managed to crosstheintellectua boundary that we like to think separates the animals from humanity. We
can't reconstruct abunch of Australopithecines and study them; but wecan watch chimpanzees who have
been given the gift of language build a quasi-protohuman society, and it isthe closest thing to traveling
back in time that we are gpt to achieve. Y ot thinks, | think, Burt Christensen is beginning to think, that
we have inadvertently kindled an awareness of the divine, of the numinousforce that must be
worshipped, by alowing them to see that their gods—us—can be struck down and dain by an even

higher power.

The evidence so far isdim. The atention given Vende mans and Judy; the solitary meditations of Leo and
Grimsky; thelarge gatheringsin the grove; the greetly acce erated use of modified sign languagein



chimp-to-chimp talk at those gatherings; the potentialy eschatologicd reference we think we seein the
sgnthat Leo trandated as*jump high come again.” That'sit. To those of uswho want to interpret that as
the foundations of religion, it seemsindicative of what we want to see; to therest, it dl lookslike
coincidence and fantasy. The problem isthat we are dedling with nonhuman intelligence and we must take
care not to impose our own thought congtructs. We can never be certain if we are operating from avalue
system anything like that of the chimps. The built-in ambiguities of the Sgn-language grammar we must
use with them complicate the issue. Consider the phrase “bananafly” that Leo usedina
speech—sermon?—in the oak grove, and remember Ramona's reference to the sick Vendemans as
“rotten banana.” If we takefly to be averb, “bananafly” might be considered ametaphorica description
of Vendemans's ascent to heaven. If wetakeit to be anoun, Leo might have been talking about the
Drosophila fliesthat feed on decaying fruit, ametaphor for the corruption of the flesh after desth. On the
other hand, he may smply have been making acomment about the current state of our garbage dump.

We have agreed for the moment not to engage the chimpanzeesin any direct interrogation about any of
this. The Heisenberg principleis eternally our rule here: the observer can too easily perturb the thing
observed, so we must make only the most delicate of measurements. Even so, of course, our presence
among the chimpsis bound to have itsimpact, but we do what we can to minimizeit by avoiding leading
questions and wetching in slence.

* * % %

Two unusua thingstoday. Taken each by each, they would be interesting without being significant; but if
we use each to illuminate the other, we begin to see thingsin astrange new light, perhaps.

Onethingisanincreasein vocalizing, noticed by nearly everyone, among the chimps. We know that
chimpanzeesin the wild have akind of rudimentary spoken language—a greeting cal, adefiance cdl, the
gruntsthat mean “| likethe taste of this” the mae chimp'sterritorid hoot, and such—nothing very
complex, redly not quditatively much beyond the language of birdsor dogs. They adso have afairly rich
nonverba language, a vocabulary of gestures and facia expressions. But it was not until thefirst
experiments decades ago in teaching chimpanzees human sign-language that any important linguistic
capacity became gpparent in them. Here at the research station the chimps communicate dmost wholly in
signs, asthey have been trained to do for generations and as they have taught their young onesto do;
they revert to hoots and grunts only in the most dementd Stuations. We ourselves communicate mainly in
sgnswhen we are talking to each other while working with the chimps, and even in our humans-only
conferences, we use sgns as much as speech, from long habit. But suddenly the chimps are making
sounds at each other. Odd sounds, unfamiliar sounds, weird, clumsy imitations, one might say, of human
gpeech. Nothing that we can understand, naturaly: the chimpanzee larynx is smply incapable of
duplicating the phonemes humans use. But these new grunts, these tortured blurts of sound, seem
intended to mimic our speech. It was Damiano who showed us, as we were watching atape of agrove
session, how Attilawas twigting hislips with his hands in what appeared unmistakably to be an attempt to
make human sounds come out.

Why?

The second thing isthat Leo has started wearing a shirt and a hat. Thereis nothing remarkable about a
chimp in clothing; athough we have never encouraged such anthropomorphization here, various animas
have taken afancy from timeto time to someitem of clothing, have begged it from its owner and have
worn it for afew days or even weeks. The novelty hereisthat the shirt and the hat belonged to Hal
Venddmans, and that Leo wears them only when the chimps are gathered in the oak grove, which Dave
Y ost haslately begun calling the“holy grove.” Leo found them in the toolshed beyond the vegetable
garden. The shirt isten sizestoo big, Vendel mans having been so brawny, but Leo tiesthe deeves across
his chest and lets the rest dangle down over his back almost like a cloak.



What shall we make of this?

Jan isthe speciaist in chimp verba processes. At the meseting tonight she said, “It soundsto measif
they're trying to duplicate the rhythms of human speech even though they can't reproduce the actud
sounds. They're playing at being human.”

“Taking the god-talk,” said Dave Y os.
“What do you mean?’ Jan asked.

“Chimpstak with their hands. Humans do, too, when speaking with chimps, but when humanstalk to
humans, they use their voices. Humans are gods to chimps, remember. Taking in the way the godstalk is
oneway of remaking yoursdlf in theimage of the gods, of putting on divine attributes.”

“But that'snonsense,” Jan said. “1 can't possibly—"

“Wearing human clothing,” | brokein excitedly, “would aso be akind of putting on divine attributes, in
the most literal sense of the phrase. Especidly if the clothes—"

“—had belonged to Hal Venddmans,” said Christensen.
“Thedead god,” Yost said.
Welooked at each other in amazement.

Charley Damiano said, not in hisusual skeptica way, but in akind of wonder, “Dave, are you
hypothesizing that Leo functions as some sort of priest, that those are his sacred garments?’

“Morethan just apriest,” Yost said. “A high priegt, | think. A pope. The pope of the chimps.”

* * * %

Grimsky issuddenly looking very feeble. Y esterday we saw him moving dowly through the meadow by
himsdlf, making along circuit of the grounds asfar out as the pond and the little waterfall, then solemnly
and ponderously staggering back to the mesting place a the far side of the grove. Today he hasbeen
stting quietly by the stream, occasionally rocking dowly back and forth, now and then dipping hisfeet in.
| checked therecords: heisforty-three years old, well along for achimp, athough some have been
known to livefifty years and more. Mick wanted to take him to the infirmary, but we decided againgt it; if
heisdying, and by dl appearances heis, we ought to let him do it with dignity in his own way. Jan went
down to the grove to visit him and reported that he shows no apparent signs of disease. Hiseyesare
clear; hisfacefeds cool. Age has withered him and histimeisat hand. | fed an enormous sense of |oss,
for he has akeen intelligence, along memory, a shrewd and thoughtful nature. He was the dphamae of
the troop for many years, but adecade ago, when Leo came of age, Grimsky abdicated in hisfavor with
no sign of astruggle. Behind Grimsky's grizzled forehead there must lie awedth of subtle and mysterious
perceptions, concepts and insights about which we know practicaly nothing, and very soon dl that will
belost. Let us hope he's managed to teach his wisdom to Leo and Attilaand Alice and Ramona.

* k% k %

Today's oddity: aritud distribution of mest.

Mest is not very important in the diet of chimps, but they do like to have some, and asfar back as| can
remember, Wednesday has been meat-day here, when we give them aside of beef or some dabs of
mutton or something of that sort. The procedure for dividing up the meset betrays the chimps' wild
heritage, for the aphamales eat their fill first while the others watch, and then the wesker males beg for a
share and are dlowed to move in to grab, and findly the females and young ones get the scraps. Today



was meat-day. Leo, as usud, helped himsdlf first, but what happened after that was astounding. He let
Attilafeed, and then told Attilato offer some mesat to Grimsky, who is even weaker today and brushed it
asde. Then Leo put on Vendelmans's hat and began to parcel out scraps of mest to the others. One by
onethey came up to him in the current order of ranking and went through the standard begging
maneuver, hand beneath chin, palm upward, and Leo gave each one a strip of mest.

“Like taking communion,” Charley Damiano muttered. “With Leo the celebrant at the Mass.”

Unless our assumptions are totally off base, thereisared religion going on here, perhaps created by
Grimsky and under Leo's governance. And Hal Vendemanss faded old blue work hat isthetiaraof the
pope.

* * * %

Beth Rankin woke me at dawn and said, “ Comefast. They're doing something strange with old
Grimsky.”

| was up and dressed and awake in ahurry. We have a closed-circuit system now that pipes the events
in the grove back to us, and we paused at the screen so that | could see what was going on. Grimsky sat
on hisknees a the edge of the stream, eyes closed, barely moving. Leon, wearing the hat, was beside
him, elaborately tying Vendemanss shirt over Grimsky's shoulders. A dozen or more of the other adult
chimps were squetting in asemicirclein front of them.

Burt Christensen said, “What's going on? Is Leo making Grimsky the assstant pope?’
“I think Leo isgiving Grimsky the last rites” | said.

What ese could it have been? Leo wore the sacred headdress. He spoke at length using the new
sgns—the ecclesiagtica language, the chimpanzee equivaent of Latin or Hebrew or Sanskrit—and ashis
oration went on and on, the congregation replied periodicaly with outbursts of—I suppose—response
and approva, somein sgns, some with grunting garbled pseudohuman sounds that Dave Y ost thought
wasthelr verson of god-talk. Throughout it all Grimsky was slent and remote, though occasionaly he
nodded or murmured or tapped both his shouldersin a gesture whose meaning was unknown to us. The
ceremony went on for more than an hour. Then Grimsky leaned forward, and Kong and Chump took
him by the arms and eased him down until he was lying with his cheek againgt the ground.

For two, three, five minutes al the chimpanzees were dill. At last Leo came forward and removed his
hat, setting it on the ground beside Grimsky, and with great delicacy he untied the shirt Grimsky wore.
Grimsky did not move. Leo draped the shirt over his own shoulders and donned the hat again.

He turned to the watching chimps and signed, using the old signsthat were completely intdlligible to us,
“Grimsky now be human being.”

We stared at each other in awe and astonishment. A couple of uswere sobbing. No one could speak.

Thefunerd ceremony seemed to be over. The chimpswere dispersing. We saw Leo sauntering away,
hat casudly dangling from one hand, the shirt in the other, trailing over the ground. Grimsky aone
remained by the stream. We waited ten minutes and went down to the grove. Grimsky seemed to be
deeping very peacefully, but he was dead, and we gathered him up—Burt and | carried him; he seemed
to weigh amost nothing—and took him back to the lab for the autopsy.

In mid-morning the sky darkened and lightning leaped across the hillsto the north. Therewasa
tremendous crack of thunder dmost instantly and sudden tempestuous rain. Jan pointed to the meadow.
The mae chimps were doing abizarre dance, roaring, swaying, dapping their feet againgt the ground,



hammering their hands againgt the trunks of the trees, ripping off branches and flailing the earth with them.
Grief? Terror? Joy at the trandation of Grimsky to adivine state? \Who could tell? | had never been
frightened by our animas before—I knew them too well, | regarded them aslittle hairy cousins—but now
they wereterrifying creatures and this was a scene out of time's dawn, as Gonzo and Kong and Attila
and Chump and Buster and Claudius and even Pope Leo himsdlf went thrashing about in that horrendous
rain, pounding out the steps of some unfathomablerite.

Thelightning ceased and the rain moved southward as quickly asit had come, and the dancers went
dinking away, each to hisfavorite tree. By noon the day was bright and warm and it was as though
nothing out of the ordinary had happened.

* * * %

Two days after Grimsky's degth | was awakened again at dawn, thistime by Mick Falkenburg. He
shook my shoulder and yelled at me to wake up, and as | sat there blinking he said, “ Chicory's dead! |
was out for an early walk and | found her near the place where Grimsky died.”

“Chicory? But shesonly—"
“Eleven, twelve, something like that. | know.”

| put my clothes on while Mick woke the others, and we went down to the stream. Chicory was
sprawled out, but not peacefully—there was adribble of blood at the corner of her mouth, her eyeswere
wide and horrified, her hands were curled into frozen talons. All about her in the moist soil of the stream
bank werefootprints. | searched my memory for an instance of murder in the chimp community and
could find nothing remotely like it—quarrels, yes, and lengthy feuds and some ugly ambushes and battles,
fairly violent, seriousinjuries now and then. But this had no precedent.

“Ritud murder,” Y ost murmured.
“Or asacrifice, perhgps?’ suggested Beth Rankin.

“Whatever itis” | said, “they'relearning too fast. Recapitulating the whole evolution of religion, including
theworst parts of it. Well haveto talk to Leo.”

“Isthat wise?" Y ost asked.
“Why not?’
“Weve kept hands off so far. If we want to see how this thing unfolds—"

“During thenight,” | said, “the pope and the college of cardinds ganged up on agentle young femde
chimp and killed her. Right now they may be off somewhere sending Alice or Ramonaor AnnaLivias
twinsto chimp heaven. | think we have to weigh the value of observing the evolution of chimp religion
againg the cost of losing irreplaceable members of a unique community. | say wecal inLeo and tell him
that itswrong tokill.”

“Heknowsthat,” said Y os. “He must. Chimps aren't murderous animals.”
“Chicory'sdead.”
“Andif they seeit asaholy deed?’ Y ost demanded.

“Then one by onewell lose our animals, and at the end welll just have a couple of very saintly survivors.
Do you want that?’



* * % %

We spoke with Leo. Chimps can be dy and they can be manipulative, but even the best of them, and
Leoisthe Eingtein of chimpanzees, does not seem to know how to lie. We asked him where Chicory
was and Leo told usthat Chicory was now a human being. | felt achill at that. Grimsky was aso ahuman
being, said Leo. We asked him how he knew that they had become human and he said, “ They go where
Vendelmans go. When human go away, he become god. When chimpanzee go away, he become human.
Right?’

“No,” we said.

Thelogic of the apeisnot easy to refute. Wetold him that death comesto dl living creatures, that it is
natural and holy, but that only God could decide when it was going to happen. God, we said, callsHis
creaturesto Himself one at atime. God had called Hal Vendemans, God had called Grimsky, God
would someday call Leo and dl the rest here. But God had not yet called Chicory. Leo wanted to know
what was wrong with sending Chicory to Him ahead of time. Did that not improve Chicory's condition?
No, wereplied. No, it only did harm to Chicory. Chicory would have been much happier living here with
us than going to God so soon. Leo did not seem convinced. Chicory, he said, now could talk words with
her mouth and wore shoes on her feet. He envied Chicory very much.

Wetold him that God would be angry if any more chimpanzees died. We told him thatwe would be
angry. Killing chimpanzees was wrong, we said. It was not what God wanted L eo to be doing.

“Metak to God, find out what God wants,” Leo said.

* * % %

Wefound Buster dead by the edge of the pond this morning, with indications of another ritual murder.
Leo coolly stared us down and explained that God had given ordersthat all chimpanzeeswereto
become human beings as quickly as possible, and this could only be achieved by the means employed on
Chicory and Bugter.

Leoisconfined now in the punishment tank and we have suspended this week's mest distribution. Y ost
voted againgt both of those decisons, saying weran therisk of giving Leo the auraof areligious martyr,
which would enhance his aready consderable power. But these killings have to stop. Leo knows, of
course, that we are upset about them. But if he believes his path is the path of righteousness, nothing we
say or do isgoing to change hismind.

* k% k %

Judy Vendelmans called today. She has put Hal's death fairly well behind her, missesthe project, misses
the chimps. Asgently as| could, | told her what has been going on here. Shewas slent avery long
time—Chicory was one of her favorites, and Judy has had enough grief dready to handle for one
summer—but findly she said, “1 think | know what can be done. I'll be on the noon flight tomorrow.”

We found Mimsy dead in the usud way late this afternoon. Leo is dtill in the punishment tank—the third
day. The congregation has found away to carry out its riteswithout itsleader. Mimsy's degth |eft me
stunned, but we are dl deeply affected, virtually unable proceed with our work. It may be necessary to
break up the community entirely to save the animals. Perhaps we can send them to other research centers
for afew months, three of them here, five there, until thisthing subsides. But what if it doesn't subside?
What if the dispersed animals convert others el sewhere to the creed of Leo?

* * * %

Thefirg thing Judy said when she arrived was, “Let Leo out. | want to talk with him.”

We opened the tank. Leo stepped forth, uneasy, abashed, shading his eyes againgt the strong light. He



glanced & me, a Y o4, a Jan, asif wondering which one of uswas going to scold him; and then he saw
Judy and it was as though he had seen aghost. He made a hollow rasping sound deep in histhroat and
backed away. Judy signed hello and stretched out her armsto him. Leo trembled. He was terrified.
There was nothing unusua about one of us going on leave and returning after amonth or two, but Leo
must not have expected Judy ever to return, must in fact have imagined her gone to the same place her
husband had gone, and the sight of her shook him. Judy understood all that, obvioudly, for she quickly
made powerful use of it, Sgning to Leo, “1 bring you message from Venddmans.”

“Tdl tdl tel!”
“Comewak with me,” said Judy.

Shetook him by the hand and led him gently out of the punishment areaand into the compound and
down the hill toward the meadow. We watched from the top of the hill, the tall, dender woman and the
compact, muscular chimpanzee close together, side by side, hand in hand, pausing now to talk, Judy
sgning and Leo replying in aflurry of gestures, then Judy again for along time, abrief response from

L eo, another cascade of signs from Judy, then Leo squatting, tugging blades of grass, shaking hishead,
clapping hand to ebow in hisexpression of confusion, then to his chin, then taking Judy's hand. They
were gone for nearly an hour. The other chimps did not dare gpproach them. Findly Judy and Leo, hand
in hand, came quietly up the hill to heedquarters again. Leo's eyes were shining and so were Judy's.

Shesad, “Everything will bedl right now. That'sso, isn't it, Leo?’
Leo sad, “God isawaysright.”

She made adismissd sgn and Leo went dowly down the hill. The moment he was out of sight, Judy
turned away from usand cried alittle, just alittle; then she asked for adrink; and then she said, “Itisn't
easy, being God's messenger.”

“What did you tell him?’ | asked.

“That | had been in heaven visting Hal. That Ha waslooking down al the time and he was very proud of
Leo, except for one thing, that Leo was sending too many chimpanzeesto God too soon. | told him that
God was not yet ready to receive Chicory and Buster and Mimsy, that they would have to be kept in
dorage cdlsfor along time until their true time came, and that was not good for them. | told him that Hal
wanted Leo to know that God hoped he would stop sending him chimpanzees. Then | gave Leo Hal's
old wristwatch to wear when he conducts services, and Leo promised he would obey Ha'swishes. That
wasall. | suspect I've added awhole new layer of mythology to what's developing here, and | trust you
won't be angry with mefor doingit. | don't believe any more chimpswill bekilled. And | think I'd like
another drink.”

Later in the day we saw the chimps assembled by the stream. Leo held hisarm aoft and sunlight blazed
from the band of gold on hisdim hairy wrist, and agreat outcry of gruntsin god-talk went up from the
congregation and they danced before him, and then he donned the sacred hat and the sacred shirt and
moved hisarms eoquently in the secret sacred gestures of the holy sign language.

There have been no morekillings. | think no more will occur. Perhaps after atime our chimpswill lose
interest in being religious, and go on to other pastimes. But not yet, not yet. The ceremonies continue, and
grow ever more e aborate, and we are compiling volumes of extraordinary observations, and God looks
down and is pleased. And Leo proudly wears the emblems of his papacy as he bestows his blessing on
the worshipersin the holy grove.
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