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ROBERT S| LVERBERG
Born with the Dead

"Born with the Dead" won the Nebula Award for the best science fiction novella of 1974. W nning
awards is nothing new to Robert Silverberg, who has won three other Nebulas for "Passengers," the
best short story of 1969, and A Tinme of Changes and "Good News fromthe Vatican," the best nove
and short story of 1971. For those who keep score, this ties himwth Samuel R Delany, who al so
has won four Nebulas (just as Usula Le GQuin's two Nebulas in one year tie her with Silverberg,

Del any, and Zelazny in that distinction). A forner president of SFWA and a former New Yorker who
now |l ives in Gakland, Bob Silverberg has always been a witer. He graduated from Col unbi a
University in 1956 already a published author and never has done anything el se. For a while he was
the nost prolific author around; then, in an astonishing transformati on, he changed hinself into a
writer of keen perception, startling originality, and sensitive skill. In the story that follows
he deals with the quick and the dead in a world where both exist but separated by the gulf of life
itself.

1.

And what the dead had no speech for, when living, They can tell you, being dead: the communi cation
O the dead is tongued with fire beyond the |anguage of the |iving.

-T. S. ELIOT, Little G dding

Supposedly his late wife Sybille was on her way to Zanzi bar. That was what they told him and he
believed it. Jorge Kl ein had reached that stage in his search when he would believe anything, if
belief would only lead himto Sybille. Anyway, it wasn't so absurd that she would go to Zanzi bar.
Sybille had al ways wanted to go there. In some unfathomabl e obsessive way the place had seized the
center of her consciousness |ong ago. Wien she was alive it hadn't been possible for her to go
there, but now, |oosed fromall bonds, she woul d be drawn toward Zanzibar like a bird to its nest,
like Uysses to Ithaca, like a moth to a flame.

The plane, a small Air Zanzibar Havilland FP-803, took off nore than half enpty from Dar es Sal aam
at 0915 on a mld bright nmorning, gaily circled above the dense nmasses of nango trees, red
flowering flanboyants,and tall coconut pal ns al ong the aquamari ne shores of the Indian Ocean, and
headed northward on the short hop across the strait to Zanzi bar. This day Tuesday, the 9th of
March, 1993-woul d be an unusual one for Zanzibar: five deads were aboard the plane, the first of
their kind

ever to visit that fragrant isle. Daud Mahmoud Barwani, the health officer on duty that norning at
Zanzi bar's Karune Airport, had been warned of this by the em gration officials on the mainland. He
had no i dea how he was going to handl e the situation, and he was apprehensive: these were tense
tinmes in Zanzibar. Times are always tense in Zanzi bar. Should he refuse thementry? D d deads pose
any threat to Zanzibar's ever precarious political stability? Wat about subtler nenaces? Deads

m ght be carriers of dangerous spiritual nal adies. Was there anything in the Revised

Admi ni strative Code about refusing visas on grounds of suspected contagi ons of the spirit? Daud
Mahrmoud Barwani ni bbl ed noodily at his breakfast-a cold, chapatti, a nound of cold curried potato-
and waited w thout eagerness for the arrival of the deads.

Al nost two and hal f years had passed since Jorge Klein had | ast seen Sybille: the afternoon of
Sat urday, COctober 13, 1990, the day of her funeral. That day she lay in her casket as though
merely asl eep, her beauty altogether unmarred by her final ordeal: pale skin, dark lustrous hair
delicate nostrils, full lips. Iridescent gold and violet fabric enfolded her serene body; a
shimering electrostatic haze, faintly perfuned with a jasm ne fragrance, protected her from
decay. For five hours she floated on the dais while the rites of parting were read and the

condol ences were offered-offered alnost furtively, as if her death were a thing too nonstrous to
acknow edge with a show of strong feeling; then, when only a few people remained, the inner core
of their circle of friends, Klein kissed her lightly on the Iips and surrendered her to the silent
dark-clad men whomthe Cold Town had sent. She had asked in her will to be rekindled; they took
her away in a black van to work their tragic on her corpse. The casket, retreating on their broad
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shoul ders, seened to Klein to be disappearing into a throbbing gray vortex that he was hel pless to
penetrate. Presunably he woul d never hear fromher again. In those days the deads kept strictly to
t hensel ves, sequestered behind the walls of their self-inposed ghettos; it was rare ever to see
one outside the Cold Towns, rare even for one of themto nake oblique contact with the world of
the |iving.

So a redefinition of their relationship was forced on him For nine years it had been Jorge and
Sybille, Sybille and Jorge, | and thou form ng we, above all we, a transcendental we. He had

| oved her with alnost painful intensity. In life they had gone everywhere together, had done
everyt hing together, shared research tasks and cl assroom assi gnnents, thought interchangeabl e

t houghts, expressed tastes that were nearly always identical, so conpletely had each perneated the
other. She was a part of him he of her, and until the noment of her unexpected death he had
assuned it would be like that forever. They were still young, he 38, she 34, decades to | ook
forward to. Then she was gone. And now they were nere anonynities to one another, she not Sybille
but only a dead, he not Jorge but only a warm She was sonewhere on the North Anerican continent,
wal ki ng about, talking, eating, reading, and yet she was gone, lost to him and it behooved himto
accept the alteration in his life, and outwardly he did accept it, but yet, though he knew he
coul d never again have things as they once had been, he allowed hinself the indul gence of a
lingering wistful hope of regaining her.

Shortly the plane was in view, dark against the brightness of the sky, a suspended note, an
irritating fleck in Barwani's eye, growing larger, causing himto blink and sneeze. Barwani was
not ready for it. Wien Aneri Konbo, the flight controller in the cubicle next door, phoned him
with the | anding, Barwani replied, "Notify the pilot that no one is to debark until | have given
cl earance. | must consult the regulations. There is possibly a peril to public health. " For
twenty minutes he let the plane sit, all hatches seal ed, on the quiet runway. Wandering goats
energed fromthe shrubbery and inspected it. Barwani consulted no regul ations. He finished his
nodest neal ; then he folded his arnms and sought to attain the proper state of tranquility. These
deads, he told hinmself, could do no harm They were people like all other people, except that they
had undergone extraordi nary medi cal treatnent. He nmust overcome his superstitious fear of them he
was no peasant, no silly clove picker, nor was Zanzi bar an abode of primtives. He would admt
them he would give themtheir anti-malaria tablets as though they were ordinary tourists, he
woul d send themon their way. Very well. Now he was ready. He phoned Aneri Konbo. "There is no
danger," he said. "The passengers nay exit."

There were nine altogether, a sparse |oad. The four warnms enmerged first, |ooking sonber and little
congeal ed, |ike people

who had had to travel with a party of uncaged cobras. Barwani knew themall: the German consul's
wi fe, the merchant Chowdhary's son, and two Chi nese engineers, all returning frombrief holidays
in Dar. He waved them through the gate without formalities. Then cane the deads, after an interva
of half a mnute: probably they had been sitting together at one end of the nearly enpty plane and
the others had been at the other. There were two wonmen, three nen, all of themtall and
surprisingly robust-Iooking. He had expected themto shanble, to shuffle, to linmp, to falter, but
they noved with aggressive strides, as if they were in better health now than when they had been
alive. Wen they reached the gate Barwani stepped forward to greet them saying softly, "Health
regul ations, cone this way, kindly. " They were breathing, undoubtedly breathing: he tasted an
emanation of liquor fromthe big red-haired man, a nysterious and pl easant sweet flavor, perhaps
ani se, fromthe dark-haired wonan. It seened to Barwani that their skins had an odd waxy texture,
an unreal glossiness, but possibly that was his imagination; white skins had al ways | ooked
artificial to him The only certain difference he could detect about the deads was in their eyes,
a way they had of remaining unnervingly fixed in a single intense gaze for many seconds before
shifting. Those were the eyes, Barwani thought, of people who had | ooked upon the Enptiness

wi t hout having been swallowed into it. A turbulence of questions erupted within him Wat is it

i ke, how do you feel, what do you renenber, where did you go? He left them unspoken. Politely he
said, "Welconme to the isle of cloves. W ask you to observe that mal aria has been wholly

eradi cated here through extensive precautionary neasures, and to prevent recurrence of unwanted
di sease we require of you that you take these tablets before proceeding further. " Tourists often
objected to that; these people swallowed their pills without a word of" protest. Again Barwan
yearned to reach toward them to achieve sone sort of contact that nmight perhaps help himto
transcend the | eaden wei ght of being. But an aura, a shield of strangeness, surrounded these five,
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and, though he was an amiable man who tended to fall into conversations easily with strangers, he
passed themon in silence to Mponda the inmigration man. Monda's hi gh forehead was shiny with
sweat, and he chewed at his lower lip; evidently he was as disturbed by the deads as Barwani. He
funbl ed forns, he stanped a visa in the

wong place, he stamered while telling the deads that he nust keep their passports overnight. "
shal | post them by nessenger to your hotel in the norning," Monda pronised them and sent the
visitors onward to the baggage pi ckup area w th undue haste.

Klein had only one friend with whom he dared tal k about it, a colleague of his at UCLA a sleek
little Parsee sociologist fromBonbay naned Franji Jijibhoi, who was as deep into the el aborate
new subcul ture of the deads as a warm could get. "How can | accept this?" Kl ein denmanded. "I can't
accept it at all. She's out there somewhere, she's alive, she's-"

Jijibhoi cut himoff with a quick flick of his fingertips. "No, dear friend," he said sadly, "not
alive, not alive at all, nerely rekindl ed. You nust learn to grasp the distinction. " Klein could
not learn to grasp anything having to do with Sybille's death. He could not bear to think that she
had passed into another existence fromwhich he was totally excluded. To find her, to speak with
her, to participate in her experience of death and whatever |ay beyond death, became his only
purpose. He was inextricably bound to her, as though she were still his w fe, as though Jorge-and-
Sybille still existed in any way.

He waited for letters fromher, but none came. After a few nonths he began trying to trace her
enbarrassed by his own conpul siveness and by his increasingly open breaches of the etiquette of
this sort of w dower hood. He traveled fromone Cold Town to another-Sacranmento, Boise, Ann Arbor
Loui sville but none would adnit him none woul d even answer his questions. Friends passed on
rumors to him that she was living anong the deads of Tucson, of Roanoke, of Rochester, of San

D ego, but nothing came of these tales; then Jijibhoi, who had tentacles into the world of the
rekindled in many places, and who was aiding Klein in his quest even though he di sapproved of its
goal , brought him an authoritative-sounding report that she was at Zion Cold Town in southeastern
Utah. They turned himaway there too, but not entirely cruelly, for he did nanage to secure

pl ausi bl e evidence that that was where Sybille really was.

In the sumrer of '92 Jijibhoi told himthat Sybille had emerged from Cold Town secl usi on. She had
been seen he said, in Newark, Chio, touring the runicipal golf course at Cctagon State Menorial in
t he conpany of a swaggering red-haired

ar chaeol ogi st nanmed Kent Zacharias, also a dead, fornmerly a specialist in the nmound-buil ding
Hopewel lian cultures of Chio Valley. "It is a new phase,"” said Jijibhoi, "not unanticipated. The
deads are begi nning to abandon their early phil osophy of total separatism W have started to
observe themas tourists visiting our world-exploring the life-death interface, as they like to
termit. It will be very interesting, dear friend." Klein flew at once to Chio and, w thout ever
actually seeing her, tracked her from Newark to Chillicothe, fromChillicothe to Marietta, from
Marietta into West Virginia, where he lost her trail somewhere between Mundsville and Weel i ng.
Two nonths |ater she was said to be in London, then in Cairo, then Addis Ababa. Early in '93 Klein
| earned, via the scholarly grapevine-an ex-Californian now at Nyerere University in Arusha-that
Sybille was on safari in Tanzania and was planning to go, in a few weeks, across to Zanzi bar

O course. For ten years she had been working on a doctoral thesis on the establishnment of the
Arab Sultanate in Zanzibar in the early nineteenth century-studi es unavoidably interrupted by

ot her acadenic chores, by love affairs, by marriage, by financial reverses, by illnesses, death,
and other responsibilities-and she had never actually been able to visit the island that was so
central to her. Now she was free of all entanglenents. Wiy shouldn't she go to Zanzi bar at |ast?
Wiy not? O course: she was heading for Zanzibar. And so Klein would go to Zanzibar too, to wait
for her.

As the five disappeared into taxis, something occurred to Barwani. He asked Monda for the
passports and scrutinized the nanes. Such strange ones: Kent Zacharias, Nerita Tracy, Sybille

Kl ein, Anthony G acchus, Laurence Mortinmer. He had never grown accustoned to the nanes of

Eur opeans. Wthout the photographs he would be unable to tell which were the wonen, which the nen.
Zacharias, Tracy, Klein . . . ah. K ein. He checked a nemo, two weeks old, tacked to his desk.

Kl ein, yes. Barwani telephoned the Shirazi Hotel-a project that consuned several m nutes-and asked
to speak with the American who had arrived ten days before, that slender man whose |ips had been
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pressed tight in tension, whose eyes had glittered with fatigue, the one who had asked a little
service of Barwani, a special favor, and had dashed hima much needed hundred

shillings as paynment in advance. There was a | engthy delay, no doubt while porters searched the
hotel, looking in the man's room the bar, the | ounge, the garden, and then the American was on
the Iine. "The person about whom you inquired has just arrived; sir," Barwani told him

2

The dance begins. Wrnms underneath fingertips, |lips beginning to pulse, heartache and throat-
catch. Al slightly out of step and out of key, each its own tenmpo and rhythm Slowy,
connections. Lip to lip, heart to heart, finding self in other, dreadfully, tentatively, burning .

notes finding thenselves in chords, chords in sequence, cacophony turning to pol yphonous
contrapuntal chorus, a diapason of cel ebration

-R D. LAING The Bird of Paradise

Sybille stands tinmidly at the edge of the municipal golf course at Cctagon State Menorial in
Newar k, Chi o, hol ding her sandals in her hand and surreptitiously working her toes into the Iush,

i mmacul at e carpet of dense, close-cropped |line-green grass. It is a sumer afternoon in 1992, very
hot; the air, beautifully translucent, has that tineless Mdwestern shinmer, and the droplets of
water fromthe norning sprinkling have not yet burned off the Iawn. Such extraordinary grass! She
hadn't often seen grass like that in California, and certainly not at Zion Cold Town in thirsty

Ut ah. Kent Zacharias, towering beside her, shakes his head sadly. "A golf course! " he nutters.
"One of the nobst inportant prehistoric sites in North Anerica and they nake a golf course out of
it! Well, | suppose it could have been worse. They m ght have bull dozed the whol e thing and turned
it into a municipal parking lot. Look, there, do you see the earthworks?" She is trenbling. This
is her first extended journey outside the Cold Town, her first venture into the world of the warns
since her rekindling, and she is picking up threatening vibrations fromall the |life that burgeons
about her. The park is surrounded by pleasant little houses, well kept. Children on bicycles
rocket through the streets. In front of her, golfers are merrily slanming away. Little yellow golf
carts clanber with lunatic energy over the rises and dips of the course. There are pl atoons of
tourists who, like herself and Zacharias, have conme to see the Indian

nmounds. There are dogs running free. Al this seenms nenacing to her. Even the vegetation-the thick
grass, the mani cured shrubs, the heavy leafed trees with | ow hangi ng boughs-, disturbs her. Nor is
t he nearness of Zacharias reassuring, for he too seens inflamed with undead like vitality; his
face is florid, his features are broad and over aninmated, as he points out the | ow fl at-topped
nmounds, the grassy bunps and ridges making up the giant joined circle and octagon of the ancient
monunment . OF course, these nounds are the nminspring of his being, even now, °~ five years post
nmortem Chio is his Zanzi bar.

"-once covered four square mles. A grand cerenonial center, the Hopewellian equival ent of Chichen
Itza, of Luxor, of . . ." He pauses. Awareness of her distress has finally filtered; through the
intensity of his archaeol ogical zeal. "How are you doi ng?" he asks gently.

She sniles a brave smile. Mistens her lips. Inclines her head:
toward the golfers, toward the tourists, toward the row of darling .’
little houses outside the rimof the park. Shudders. X

"Too cheery for you, is it?"
"Much," she says.

Cheery. Yes. A cheery little town, a magazi ne-cover town, a ,. chanber-of-commerce town. Newark
lies becalmed on the breast of the sea of time: but for the | ook of the autonobiles, this could be
1980 or 1960 or perhaps 1940. Yes. Mdtherhood,, baseball, apple pie, church every Sunday. Yes.
Zacharias nods and makes one of the signs of confort at her. "Come," he whispers. "Let's go toward
the heart of the conplex.. W'Ill |ose

the twentieth century along the way."
Wth brutal inperial strides he plunges into the golf course. Long | egged Sybille nmust work hard

to keep up with him In a nonent they are within the enbanknment, they have entered the sacred
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octagon, they have penetrated the vault of the past, and at once Sybille feels they have achieved

a successful crossing of the interface between life and death. How still it is here! She senses;
the powerful presence of the forces of death; and those dark spirits heal her unease. The
encroachnents of the world of the' living on these precincts of the dead becone insignificant: the

houses outside the park are no longer in view, the golfers are nere foolish incorporeal shadows,
the bustling yellow golf carts becone beetles, the wandering tourists are invisible.

She is overwhel ned by the size and symetry of the ancient.

site. What spirits sleep here? Zacharias conjures them waving his hands |ike a nmagician. She has
heard so much from him al ready about these people, these Hopewel lians-Wat did they cal

t hensel ves? How can W ever know?-who heaped up these ranparts of earth twenty centuries ago. Now
he brings themto life for her with gestures and | ow urgent words. He whispers fiercely:

-Do you see then?

And she does see them M sts descend. The nounds reawaken; the nound-buil ders appear. Tall

sl ender, swarthy, nearly naked, clad in shining copper breastplates, in necklaces of flint disks,
i n bangl es of bone and mica and tortoise-shell, in heavy chains of bright |unpy pearls, in rings
of stone and terra-cotta, in arnmets of bears' teeth and panthers' teeth, in spool-shaped neta
ear-ornaments, in furry loincloths. Here are priests in intricately woven robes and awesone masks.
Here are chieftains with crowns of copper rods, nmoving in frosty dignity along the | ong earthen-
wal | ed avenue. The eyes of these people glow with energy. Wat an enornously vital, enornously
profligate culture they sustain here! Yet Sybille is not alienated by their throbbing vigor, for
it is the vigor of the dead, the vitality of the vani shed.

Look, now. Their painted faces, their unblinking gazes. This is a funeral procession. The Indi ans
have cone to these intricate geonetrical enclosures to performtheir acts of worship, and now,

sol enmmly parading along the perineters of the circle and the octagon, they pass onward, toward the
nortuary zone beyond. Zacharias and Sybille are left alone in the nmiddle of the field. He nurnurs
to her:

-Conme. W'll follow them

He nmakes it real for her. Through his cunning craft she has access to this comunity of the dead
How easily she has drifted backward across tinme! She |leans here that she can affix herself to the
seal ed past at any point; it's only the present, open-ended and unpredictable, that is

troubl esone. She and Zacharias float through the misty neadow, no sensation of feet touching
ground; |eaving the octagon, they travel now down a |ong grassy causeway to the place of the
burial nmounds, at the edge of a dark forest of w de-crowned oaks. They enter a vast clearing. In
the center the ground has been plastered with clay, then covered lightly with sand and fine
gravel; on this base the nortuary

house, a roofless four-sided structure with walls consisting of rows of wooden palisades, has been
erected. Wthin this is a low clay platformtopped by a rectangul ar tonb of [og cribbing, in which
two bodi es can be seen: a young nman, a young worman, side by side, bodies fully extended, beautifu

even in death. They wear copper breastpl ates, copper ear omanents, copper bracel ets, neckl aces of

gl eam ng yel | owi sh bears' teeth.

Four priests station thenselves at the corners of the nortuary house. Their faces are covered by
gr ot esque wooden nasks topped by great antlers, and they carry wands two feet |ong, effigies of

t he deat h-cup nushroomin wood sheathed with copper. One priest comences a harsh, percussive
chant. Al four lift their wands and abruptly bring themdown. It is a signal; the depositing of
grave goods begins. Lines of nourners bowed under heavy sacks approach the nortuary house. They
are unweepi ng, even joyful, faces ecstatic, eyes shining, for these people know what |ater
cultures will forget, that death is no termination but rather a natural continuation of life.

Their departed friends are to be envied. They are honored with lavish gifts, so that they may live
like royalty in the next world: out of the sacks cone nuggets of copper, neteoric iron, and
silver, thousands of pearls, shell beads, beads of copper and iron, buttons of wood and stone,
heaps of metal ear-spools, chunks and chips of obsidian, aninmal effigies carved fromslate and
bone and tortoise-shell, cerenonial copper axes and knives, scrolls cut fromnca, hunman jawbones
inlaid with turquoi se, dark coarse pottery, needl es of bone, sheets of woven cloth, coiled
serpents fashioned fromdark stone, a torrent of offerings, heaped up around and even upon the two
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At length the tonmb is choked with gifts. Again there is a signal fromthe priests. They elevate
their wands and the mourners, drawi ng back to the borders of clearing, forma circle and begin to
sing a sonber, throbbing funereal hymm. Zacharias, after a nonment, sings with them wordlessly
enbel lishing the melody with heavy nelismas. His voice is a rich basso cantante, so unexpectedly
beautiful that Sybille is noved al nost to confusion by it, and | ooks at himin awe. Abruptly he
breaks off, turns to her, touches her arm |eans down to say:

-You sing too.

Sybill e nods hesitantly. She joins the song, falteringly at first, her throat constricted by self-
consci ousness; then she finds

hersel f beconming part of the rite, sonmehow, and her tone becomes nore confident. Her high clear
soprano soars brilliantly above the other voices.

Now anot her kind of offering is made: boys cover the nortuary house with heaps of kindling-tw gs,
dead branches, thick boughs, all sorts of conbustible debris-until it is quite hidden from sight,
and the priests cry a halt. Then, fromthe forest, conmes a worman bearing a blazing firebrand, a
girl, actually, entirely naked, her sleek fair-skinned body painted with bizarre horizontal
stripes of red and green on breasts and buttocks and thighs, her long gl ossy black hair flow ng

Ii ke a cape behind her as she runs. Up to the nortuary house she sprints; breathlessly she touches
the firebrand to the kindling, here, here, here, performng a wild dance as she goes, and hurls
the torch into the center of the pyre. Skyward leap the flames in a ferocious rush. Sybille feels
seared by the blast of heat. Swiftly the house and tonmb are consuned.

While the enbers still glow, the bringing of earth gets under way. Except for the priests, who
remain rigid at the cardinal points of the site, and the girl who wielded the torch, who lies |like
di scarded clothing at the edge of the clearing, the whole community takes part. There is an open
pit behind a screen of nearby trees; the worshippers, formng lines, go to it and scoop up soil
carrying it to the burned nortuary house in baskets, in buckskin aprons, in big noist clods held
in their bare hands. Silently they dunp their burdens on the ashes and go back for nore.

Sybill e glances at Zacharias; he nods; they join the line. She goes down into the pit, gouges a
lump of noist black clayey soil fromits side, takes it to the growi ng nound. Back for another
back for another. The nmound rises rapidly, two feet above ground |evel now, three, four, a
swelling circular blister, its outlines governed by the unchangi ng positions of the four priests,
its tapering contours formed by the tanping of scores of bare feet. Yes, Sybille thinks, this is a
valid way of celebrating death, this is a fitting rite. Sweat runs down her body, her clothes
beconme stained and nuddy, and still she runs to the earth quarry, runs fromthere to the nound,
runs to the quarry, runs to the nmound, runs, runs, transfigured, ecstatic.

Then the spell breaks. Sonething goes wong, she does not know what, and the mists clear, the sun
dazzl es her eyes, the

priests and the nound-buil ders and the unfinished nmound di sappear. She and Zacharias are once
again in the octagon, golf carts roaring past themon every side. Three children and their parents
stand just a few feet fromher, staring, staring, and a boy about ten years old points to Sybille
and says in a voice that reverberates through half of GChio, "Dad, what's wong with those peopl e?
Wiy do they | ook so weird?" Mther gasps and cries, "Qiet, Tomry, don't you have any manners?”
Dad, |ooking furious, gives the boy a stinging blow across the face with the tips of his fingers,
seizes himby the wist, tugs himtoward the other side of the park, the whole famly following in
their wake.

Sybi |l I e shivers convul sively. She turns away, clasping her hands to her betraying eyes. Zachari as

enbraces her. "It's all right," he says tenderly. "The boy didn't know any better. It's al
right."

"Take me away from here!"™ - "I want to show you-"

"Some other time. Take ne away. To the nmotel. | don't want to see anything. | don't want anybody
to see nme."

file:/l/F|/rah/Robert%20Silverberg/Born%20With%20the%20Dead%20by%20Robert%20Silverberg.txt (6 of 39) [1/23/03 5:50:16 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Robert%20Silverberg/Born%20With%20the%20D ead%20by%20Robert%20Sil verberg.txt

He takes her to the motel. For an hour she lies face down on the bed, racked by dry sobs. Several
times she tells Zacharias she is unready for this tour, she wants to go back to the Cold Town, but
he says nothing, sinply strokes the tense nmuscles of her back, and after a while the npod passes.
She turns to himand their eyes neet and he touches her and they nake love in the fashion of the
deads.

3.

Newness is renewal : ad hoc enimvenit, ut renovenur in illo; f nmaking it new again, as on the
first day; herrlich wie amersten Tag. Reformation, or renaissance; rebirth. Life is Phoenix-like,
al ways being born again out of its own death. The true nature of life is resurrection; all lifeis

life after death, a second life, reincarnation. Torus hic ordo revolubilis testatio est
resurrectionis nmortuorum The universal pattern of recurrence bears witness to the resurrection of
t he dead.

-NORVAN O BROWN, Love's Body

"The rains shall be commencing shortly, gentleman and | ady,"

the taxi driver said, speeding along the narrow highway to Zanzi bar Town. He had been chattering
steadily, wholly unafraid of his passengers. He nust not know what we are, Sybille decided.
"Perhaps in a week or two they begin. These shall be the long rains. The short rains cone in the
| ast of Novenber and Decenber. "

"Yes, | know," Sybille said.

"Ah, you have been to Zanzi bar before?"

"In a sense," she replied. In a sense she had been to Zanzi bar many tines, and how cal My she was
taking it, now that the true Zanzi bar was begi nning to superinpose itself on the tenplate in her
m nd, on that dream Zanzi bar she had carried about so |ong! She took everything calmy now
not hi ng excited her, nothing aroused her. In her former Iife the delay at the airport would have
driven her into a fury: a ten-minute flight, and then be trapped on the runway tw ce as |ong. But
she had remained tranquil throughout it all, sitting alnpst inmmobile, |istening vaguely to what
Zacharias was saying and occasionally replying as if sending nessages from sone other planet. And
now Zanzi bar, so placidly accented. In the old days she had felt a sort of paradoxical amazemnent
whenever one landmark faniliar from chil dhood geography | essons or the novies or travel posters-
the Grand Canyon, the Manhattan skyline, Taos Puebloturned out in reality to | ook exactly as she
i magi ned it woul d; but now here was Zanzi bar, unfol ding predictably and unsurprisingly before her,
and she observed it with a canera's cool eye, unnoved, unresponsive.

The soft, steany air was heavy with a burden of perfunes, not only the expected pungent scent of

cl oves but al so cream er fragrances whi ch perhaps were those of hibiscus, frangipani, jacaranda,
bougai nvil |l ea, penetrating the cab's open w ndow |li ke probing tendrils. The imrnence of the |ong
rains was a tangible pressure, a presence, a heaviness in the atnosphere: at any nonment a curtain
m ght be drawn aside and the torrents would start. The highway was |ined by two shaggy green walls
of pal ms broken by tin-roofed shacks; behind the pal ns were nysterious dark groves, dense and
alien. Along the edge of the road was the usual tropical array of obstacles: chickens, goats,
naked children, old wonmen with shrunken, toothless faces, all wandering around untroubled by the
taxi's encroachnment on their right-of-way. On through the rolling flatlands the cab sped,

to the peninsula on which Zanzi bar Town sits. The tenperature seenmed to be rising perceptibly
mnute by mnute; a fist of hunmid heat was clanping tight over the island. "Here is the

wat erfront, gentleman and | ady," the driver said. H's voice was an intrusive hoarse purr,
patroni zi ng, disturbing. The sand was glaringly white, the water a dazzling gl assy blue; a couple
of dhows noved sl eepily across the nmouth of the harbor, their lateen sails bellying slightly as
the gentle sea breeze caught them "On this side, please-" An enornous white wooden buil ding, four
stories high, a wedding cake of |ong verandahs and cast-iron railings, topped by a vast cupol a.
Sybille, recognizing it, anticipated the driver's spiel, hearing it like a sublimninal pre-echo:
"Befit al-Ajaib, the House of Wnders, former government house. Here the Sultan was often nake
great banquets, here the fanpus of all Africa canme homaging. No |longer in use. Next door the old
Sultan's Pal ace, now Pal ace of People. You wish to go in House of Wnders? |Is open: we stop, |
take you now. "
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"Anot her tine," Sybille said faintly. "W'l|l be here awhile. "
"You not here just a day like npst?"

"No, a week or nore. |'ve cone to study the history of your island. I'll surely visit the Beit al-
Aj aib. But not today."

"Not today, no. Very well: you call ne, | take you anywhere. | am/ buni. He gave her a gall ant
toothy grin over his shoulder and swung the cab inland with a ferocious lurch, into the labyrinth
of winding streets and narrow all eys that was Stonetown, the ancient Arab quarter

Al'l was silent here. The massive white stone buildings presented blank faces to the streets. The
wi ndows, nere slits, were shuttered. Mst doors-the fanpus panel ed doors of Stonetown, richly
carved, studded with brass, cunningly inlaid, each door an ornate |slam c nasterpiece-were closed
and seened to be | ocked. The shops | ooked shabby, and the small display w ndows were speckled with
dust. Most of the signs were so faded Sybille could barely nake them out:

PREMCHAND S EMPCRI UM

MONJI' S CURI CS

ABDULLAH S BROTHERHOOD STORE

MONTH- AL' S BAZAAR

The Arabs were long since gone from Zanzi bar. So were nost of the Indians, though they were said
to be creeping back. Qccasionally, as it pursued its intricate course through the nmaze of
Stonetown, the taxi passed el ongated bl ack |inousines, probably of Russian or Chinese neke,

chauf feur-driven, occupied by dignified self contained dark-skinned nen in white robes.

Legi slators, so she supposed themto be, en route to neetings of state. There were no other
vehicles in sight, and no pedestrians except for a few wonmen, robed entirely in black, hurrying on
solitary errands. Stonetown had none of the vitality of the countryside; it was a place of ghosts,
she thought, a fitting place for vacationing deads. She gl anced at Zacharias, who nodded and
smled, a quick quirky snmile that acknow edged her perception and told her that he too had had it.
Communi cation was swift anong the deads and the obvious rarely needed voi ci ng.

The route to the. hotel seened extraordinarily involuted, and the driver halted frequently in
front of shops, saying hopefully, "You want brass chests, copper pots, silver curios, gold chains
from Chi na?" Though Sybille gently declined his suggestions, he continued to point out bazaars and
enporiuns, offering earnest reconmendations of quality and noderate price, and gradually she
realized, getting her bearings in the town, that they had passed certain comers nore than once. O
course: the driver nmust be in the pay of shopkeepers who hired himto lure tourists. "Please take
us to our hotel," Sybille said, and when he persisted in his huckstering" Best ivory here, best

| ace"-she said it nore firmy, but she kept her tenper. Jorge woul d have been pl eased by her
transformation, she thought; he had all too often been the inmediate victimof her fiery

i mpati ence. She did not know the specific cause of the change. Some netabolic side effect of the
reki ndl i ng process, maybe, or maybe her two years of conmunion with Guide father at the Cold Town,
or was it, perhaps, nothing nore than the new know edge that all of time was hers, that to |et
onesel f feel hurried now was absurd?

"Your hotel is this," Ibuni said at |ast.

It was an old Arab mansion-hi gh arches, innunerable bal conies, nmusty air, electric fans turning
sluggi shly in the dark hallways. Sybille and Zacharias were given a sprawling suite on the third
floor, overlooking a courtyard lush with palms, vermilion nandi, kapok trees, poinsettia, and
agapant hus. Mrtimer, Gacchus, and Nerita had long since arrived in the other cab and

were in an identical suite one floor below "I'll have a bath," Sybille told Zacharias. "WII| you
be in the bar?"

"Very likely. O strolling in the garden."

He went out. Sybille quickly shed her travel -sweaty clothes. The bathroom was a Byzantine narvel,
el aborate swirls of colored tile, an i nmense yellow tub standing high on bronze .' eagle-claw
andgl obe | egs. Lukewarm water dribbled in slowy' when she turned the tap. She smiled at her
reflection in the tall oval mirror. There had been a mirror somewhat like it at the rekindling
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house. On the norning after her awakening, five or six deads had come into her roomto cel ebrate
with her, her successful transition across the interface, and they had had that big nmirror with
them delicately, with great cerenoniousness, .  they had drawn the coverlet down to show herself
to her init,

naked, slender, narrow wai sted, high-breasted, the beauty of . her body unchanged, marred neither
by dying nor by rekindling, indeed enhanced by it, so that she had becone nore youthful | ooking
and even radi ant in her passage across that terrible gulf.

-You're a very beautiful woman.

That was Pablo. She would learn his name and all the other names later.

-1 feel such a flood of relief. | was afraid |I'd wake up and find nyself a shriveled ruin.
-That coul d not have happened, Pabl o said.

-And never will happen, said a young wonan. Nerita, she was.

-But deads do age, don't they?

-Ch, yes, we age, just as the warns do. But not just as.

-Mre slow y?

-Very much nore slowy. And differently. Al our biological processes operate nore slowy, except
the functions of the; brain, which tend to be quicker than they were in life.

- Qui cker?
-You'l | see.
-1t all sounds i deal

-We are extrenmely fortunate. Life has been kind to us. Qur: situation is, yes, ideal. W are the
new ari stocracy.

-The new ari stocracy

Sybille slipped slowy into the tub, |eaning back against the; cool porcelain, wiggling alittle,
letting the tepid water slide up as far as her throat. She closed her eyes and drifted peacefully.
Al'l of Zanzibar was waiting for her. Streets | never thought | should visit. Let Zanzibar wait.
Let Zanzi bar wait. Wrds 1 never thought to speak. Wien | left ny body on a distant shore.

Time for everything, everything in its due tine.
-You're a very beautiful worman, Pablo had told her, not meaning to flatter

She had wanted to explain to them that first norning, that she didn't really care all that much
about the appearance of her body, that her real priorities |ay el sewhere, were "higher," but there
hadn't been any need to tell themthat. They understood. They understood everything. Besides, she
did care about her body. Being beautiful was less inportant to her than it was to those wonen for
whom physi cal beauty was their only natural advantage, but her appearance nattered to her; her
body pl eased her and she knew it was pleasing to others, it gave her access to people, it was a
means of maki ng connections, and she had al ways been grateful for that. In her other existence her
delight in her body had been flawed by the awareness of the inevitability of its slow steady
decay, the certainty of the loss of that accidental power that beauty gave her, but now she had
been granted exenption fromthat: she would change with time but she woul d not have to feel, as
warns nust feel, that she was gradually falling apart. Her rekindl ed body woul d not betray her by
turning ugly. No.

-W are the new aristocracy

After her bath she stood a few m nutes by the open wi ndow, naked to the hunid breeze. Sounds cane
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to her: distant bells, the bright chatter of tropical birds, the voices of children singing in a
| anguage she could not identify. Zanzibar! Sultans and spices, Livingstone and Stanley, Tippu Tib
the slaver, Sir Richard Burton spending a night in this very hotel room perhaps. There was a
dryness in her throat, a throbbing in her chest: a little excitnment comng alive in her after all
She felt anticipation, even eagerness. Al Zanzibar lay before her. Very well. Get npving,
Sybille, put some clothes on, let's have lunch, a |ook at the town.

She took a light blouse and shorts from her suitcase. Just then Zacharias returned to the room
and she said, not l|ooking up, "Kent, do you think it's all right for me to wear these shorts here?
They're" A glance at his face and her voice trailed off. "What's wong?"

"1"ve just been talking to your husband."”
"He's here?"

"He came up to ne in the | obby. Knew ny name. "You're Zacharias,' he said, with a Bogarty little

edge to his voice, |like a deceived novie husband confronting the Other Man. “~Were is she? | have
to see her."' "
"Ch, no, Kent."
"I asked himwhat he wanted with you. “|I'm her husband,' he said, and | told him ~Muybe you were

her husband once, but things have changed,’' and then-'
"I can't imagine Jorge talking tough. He's such a gentle nan, Kent! How did he | ook?"

"Schi zoid," Zacharias said. "d assy eyes, nuscles bunching in his jaws, signs of terrific pressure
all over him He knows he's not supposed to do things like this, doesn't he?"

"Jorge knows exactly how he's supposed to behave. Ch, Kent, what a stupid ness! Were is he now?"
"Still downstairs. Nerita and Laurence are talking to him You don't want to see him do you?"
"Of course not."

"Wite hima note to that effect and I'lIl take it down to him Tell himto clear off."

Sybil I e shook her head. "I don't want to hurt him"

"Hurt hinf He's followed you hal fway around the world |ike a |ovesick boy, he's tried to violate
your privacy, he's disrupted an inportant trip, he's refused to abide by the conventions that
govern the rel ati onshi ps of warnms and deads, and you-'

"He | oves ne, Kent."

"He loved you. Al right, |I concede that. But the person he | oved doesn't exist any nore. He has
to be nade to realize that. "

Sybille closed her eyes. "I don't want to hurt him | don't want you to hurt himeither."
"I won't hurt him Are you going to see hinP"

"No," she said. She grunted in annoyance and threw her shorts and blouse into a chair. There was a
fierce pounding at her tenples, a sensation of being challenged, of being threatened, that she had
not felt since that awful day at the Newark nounds. She strode to the w ndow and | ooked out, half
expecting to see Jorge arguing with Nerita and Laurence in the courtyard. But there was no one
down there except a houseboy who | ooked up as if her bare breasts were beacons and gave her a
broad dazzling

smle. Sybille turned her back to himand said dully, "Go back down. Tell himthat it's inpossible
for me to see him Use that word. Not that I won't she him not that I don't want to see him not
that it isn't right for ne to see him just that it's inmpossible. And then phone the airport. |
want to go back to Dar on the evening plane."

"But we've only just arrived!"
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"No nmatter. We'll cone back sone other tine. Jorge is very persistent; he won't accept anything
but a brutal rebuff, and | can't do that to him So we'll |eave."

Kl ei n had never seen deads at cl ose range before. Cautiously, uneasily, he stole quick intense

| ooks at Kent Zacharias as they sat side by side on rattan chairs anong the potted palns in the

| obby of the hotel. Jijibhoi had told himthat it hardly showed, that you perceived it nore
sublimnally than by any outward nmanifestation, and that was true; there was a certain | ook about
the eyes, of course, the fanous fixity of the deads, and there was something oddly pallid about
Zacharias' skin beneath the florid conplexion, but if Kl ein had not known what Zacharias was he

m ght not have guessed it. He tried to imagine this man, this red-haired red-faced dead
archaeol ogi st, this digger of dirt nmounds, in bed with Sybille. Doing with her whatever it was
that the deads did in their couplings. Even Jijibhoi wasn't sure. Sonething with hands, with eyes,
with whispers and smiles, not at all genital-so Jijibhoi believed. This is Sybille's lover I'm
talking to. This is Sybille's lover. How strange that it bothered him so. She had had affairs when
she was living; so had he; so had everyone; it was the way of life. But he felt threatened,
overwhel med, defeated, by this wal king corpse of a |over

Klein said, "Inpossible?"

"That was the word she used."

"Can't | have ten mnutes with her?"

"I nmpossi ble."

"Woul d she et ne see her for a few nonents, at least? 1'd just like to find out how she | ooks.™

"Don't you find it humiliating, doing all this scratching around just for a glinpse of her?"

"Yes. "

"And you still want it?"

"Yes. "

Zacharias sighed. "There's nothing |I can do for you. I'msorry. "

"Perhaps Sybille is tired from having done so much traveling. Do you think she mght be in a nore
receptive nood tonorrow?"

"Maybe, " Zacharias said. "Wy don't you cone back then?"
"You' ve been very kind."
"De nada. "

"Can | buy you a drink?"

"Thanks, no," Zacharias said. "I don't indulge any nore Not since-" He smled.

Klein could snell whiskey on Zacharias' breath. Al right, though. Al right. He would go away. A
driver waiting outside the hotel grounds poked his head out of his cab wi ndow and said hopefully,
"Tour of the island, gentleman? See the clove plantations, see the athlete stadiunP"

"I'"ve seen them already," Klein said. He shrugged. "Take ne to the beach.

He spent the afternoon watching turquoi se wavel ets | apping pink sand. The next norning he returned
to Sybille's hotel, but they were gone, all five of them gone on last night's flight to Dar, said
t he apol ogetic desk clerk. Klein asked if he could nmake a tel ephone call, and the clerk showed him
an ancient instrument in an al cove near the bar. He phoned Barwani. "Wat's going on?" he

dermanded. "You told nme they'd be staying at |east a week!"

"Ch, sir, things change," Barwani said softly.
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4.

What portends? What will the future bring? I do not know, | have no presentinment. Wen a spider
hurls itself down from some fixed point, consistently with its nature it always sees before it
only an enpty space wherein it can find no foothold however nuch it sprawis. And so it is with me:
al ways before ne an enpty space; what drives ne forward is a consistency which [ies behind ne This
life is topsy-turvy and terrible, not to be endured.

- Sorat Kl ERKEGAARD, Either/ O

Jijibhoe said, "In the entire question of death who is to say what is right, dear friend? Wen I
was a boy in Bonmbay it was not unusual for our Hi ndu neighbors to practice the rite of suttee that
is, the burning of the widow on her husband's funeral pyre-and by what presunption may we cal

t hem bar bari ans? O course"-his dark eyes flashed nischievously-" we did call them barbari ans,

t hough never when they night hear us. WIIl you have nore curry?"

Klein repressed a sigh. He was getting full, and the curry was fiery stuff, of an incandescence
far beyond his usual |evel of tolerance; but Jijibhoi's hospitality, unobtrusively insistent, had
a certain hieratic quality about it that made Klein feel |ike a blasphener whenever he refused

anything in his home. He smiled and nodded, and Jijibhoi, rising, spooned a nmound of rice into
Klein's plate, buried it under curried | anb, bedecked it with chutneys and sanbals. Silently,

unbi dden, Jijibhoi's wife went to the kitchen and returned with a cold bottle of Hei nekens. She
gave Klein a shy grin as she set it down before him They worked well together, these two Parsees,
hi s hosts.

They were an el egant coupl e-striking, even. Jijibhoi was a tall, erect man with a forcefu
aqui l i ne nose, dark Levantine skin, jet-black hair, a form dable nustache. Hi s hands and feet were
extraordinarily small; his manner was polite and reserved; he noved with a qui ckness of action

borderi ng on nervousness. Klein guessed that he was in his early forties, though he suspected his
estimate could easily be off by ten years in either direction. Hs wife-strangely, Klein had never
been tol d her name-was younger than her husband, nearly as tall, fair of conplexion-alight olive
tone-and vol uptuous of figure. She dressed invariably in flowing silken saris; Jijibhoi affected
Western business dress, suits and ties in styles twenty years out of date. Klein had never seen

ei ther of them bareheaded: she wore a kerchief of white Ilinen, he a brocaded skullcap that mnight

| ead people to mistake himfor an Oriental Jew They were childless and self-sufficient, formng a
cl osed dyad, a perfect unit, two segnents of the sane entity, conjoined and indivisible, as Klein
and Sybille once had been. Their harnonious interplay of thought and gesture nmade thema trifle

di sconcerting, even intimdating, to others. As Klein and Sybille once had been

Kl ein said, "Anong your people-"

"Ch, very different, very different, quite unique. You know of our funeral custon®'
"Exposure of the dead, isn't it?"

Jijibhoi's wife giggled. "A very ancient recycling schene!" T

"The Towers of Silence," Jijibhoi said. He went to the dining; room s vast w ndow and stood with
his back to Klein, staring out at the dazzling lights of Los Angeles. The Jijibhois' house, all,,
redwood and gl ass, perched precariously on stilts near the crest of Benedict Canyon, just bel ow
Mul hol I and: the view took in everything from Holl ywood to Santa Mnica. "There are five of themin
Bonbay, " said Jijibhoi, "on Malabar Hill, a rocky ridge overlooking the Arabian Sea. They are
centuries old, each one circular, several hundred feet in circunference, surrounded by a stone
wal | twenty or thirty feet high. Wen a Parsee dies-do you know of this?"

"Not as nmuch as |I'd |like to know. "

"When a Parsee dies, he is carried to the Towers on an iron" bier by professional corpse-bearers;
the mourners follow in®, procession, two by two, joined hand to hand by holding a white,;
handker chi ef between them A beautiful scene, dear Jorge.. There is a doorway in the stone wal

t hrough whi ch the corpse bearers pass, carring their burden. No one el se may enter the Tower.
Wthin is a circular platformpaved with |arge stone slabs and divided into three rows of shall ow,
open receptacles. The outer row is used for the bodies of males, the next for those of: fenales,
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the innernpst one for children. The dead one is given a , resting-place; vultures rise fromthe
lofty palnms in the gardens adjoining the Towers; within an hour or two, only bones remain. Later
the bare, sun-dried skeleton is cast into a pit at the center of the Tower. Rich and poor crunble
together there into dust."

"And all Parsees are-ah-buried in this way?"

"Ch, no, no, by no neans," Jijibhoi said heartily. "Al' ancient traditions are in disrepair

nowadays, do you not know? Qur younger people advocate cremati on or even conventional' internment.
Still, many of us continue to see the beauty of ours way. "
"Beauty?-"

Jijibhoi's wife said in a quiet voice, "To bury the dead in the: ground, in a noist tropical |and
wher e di seases are highly: contagi ous, seens not sanitary to us. And to burn a body is to

waste its substance. But to give the bodies of the dead to the efficient hungry birds-quickly,
cleanly, without fuss-is to us a way of celebrating tile econony of nature. To have one's bones
mingle in the pit with the bones of the entire comunity is, to us, the ultinmate denocracy."

"And the vultures spread no contagions thensel ves, feeding as they do on the bodies of-"

"Never," said Jijibhoi firmy. "Nor do they contract our ills.

"And | gather that you both intend to have your bodies returned to Bonbay when you-" Aghast, Klein
paused, shook his head, coughed in enmbarrassnment, forced a weak smile. "You see what this

radi oactive curry of yours has done to ny manners? Forgive me. Here | sit, a guest at your dinner
tabl e, quizzing you about your funeral plans!"”

Jijibhoi chuckled. "Death is not frightening to us, dear friend.
It is--one hardly needs say it, does one? it is a natural event.
For atine we are here, and then we go. Wen our tinme ends,
yes, she and | will give ourselves to the Towers of Silence."

H s wi fe added sharply, "Better there than the Cold Towns! Mich better!"
Kl ei n had never observed such vehenence in her before.

Jijibhoi swung back fromthe wi ndow and gl ared at her. Kl ein had never seen that before either. It
seened as if the fragile web of elaborate courtesy that he and these two had been spinning al
eveni ng was suddenly unraveling, and that even the bonds between Jijibhoi and his wife were
undergoing strain. Agitated now, fluttery, Jijibhoi began to collect the enpty dishes, and after a
| ong awkward nonment said, "She did not nean to give offense. "

"Way should | be of fended?"

"A person you |love chose to go to the Cold Towns. You might think there was inplied criticism of
her in ny wife's expression of distaste for-'

Kl ein shrugged. "She's entitled to her feelings about rekindling. I wonder, though-"
He halted, uneasy, fearing to probe too deeply.

.. Yes?..

"I't was irrelevant.
"Pl ease,"” Jijibhoi said. "W are old friends."

"I was wondering," said Klein slowmy, "if it doesn't make things hard for you, spending all your
ti me anong deads, studying them mastering their ways, devoting your whol e career to them when
your wife evidently despises the Cold Towns and everything that goes on in them If the thene of
your work repels her you nust not be able to share it with her."

"Ch," Jijibhoi said, tension visibly going fromhim "if it cones to that, | have even less liKking
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for the entire rekindling phenomenon than she."

"You do?" This was a side of Jijibhoi that Kl ein had never suspected. "It repels you? Then why did
you choose to nake such an intensive survey of it?"

Jijibhoi | ooked genuinely amazed. "What? Are you sayi ng one nust have personal allegiance to the
subj ect of one's field of scholarshi p?" He | aughed. "You are of Jewish birth, | think, and yet
your doctoral thesis was concerned, was it not, with the early phases of the Third Reich?"

Kl ein wi nced. "Touche!"

"I find the subculture of the deads irresistible, as a sociologist," Jijibhoi went on. "To have
such a radical new aspect of human exi stence erupt during one's career is an incredible gift.
There is no nore fertile field for me to investigate. Yet | have no wi sh, none at all, ever to
deliver nyself up for rekindling. For me, for my wife, it will be the Towers of Silence, the hot
sun, the obliging vultures-and finish, the end, no nore, terminus."

"l had no idea you felt this way. | suppose if 1'd known nore about Parsee theology, | mnight have
realized-"

"You m sunderstand. Qur objections are not theological. It is that we share a wi sh, an

i diosyncratic whim not to continue beyond the allotted tinme. But also | have serious reservations
about the inpact of rekindling on our society. | feel a profound distress at the presence anpbng us
of these deads, | feel a purely private fear of these people and the culture they are creating, |

feel even an abhorrence for-" Jijibhoi cut hinself short. "Your pardon. That was perhaps too
strong a word. You see how conplex ny attitudes are toward this subject, ny nixture of fascination
and repul sion? | exist in constant tension between those poles. But why do | tell you all this,
which if it does not disturb you nmust surely bore you? Let us hear about your journey to

Zanzi bar. "

" What can | say? | went, | waited a couple of weeks for her to show up, | wasn't able to get near
her at all, and | canme hone. Al the way to Africa Ad | never even had a glinpse of her. "

"What a frustration, dear Jorge!"”
"She stayed in her hotel room They wouldn't let nme go upstairs to her."
., They?. .

"Her entourage,"” Klein said. "She was traveling with four other deads, a worman and three nen.
Sharing her roomw th the archaeol ogi st, Zacharias. He was the one who shiel ded her fromne, and
did it very cleverly, too. He acts as though he owns her. Perhaps he does. Wat can you tell ne,
Franji? Do the deads marry? |Is Zachari as her new husband?"

"It is very doubtful. The terns 'wife' and " husband' are not in use anong the deads. They form
rel ati onshi ps, yes, but pair bonding seens to be uncommon anong them possibly altogether unknown.
Instead they tend to create supportive pseudo-fanilial groupings of three or four or even nore

i ndi vi dual s, who-"

"Do you nean that all four of her conpanions in Zanzibar are her |overs?"

Jijibhoi gestured eloquently. "Wo can say? If you nean in a physical sense, | doubt it, but one
can never be sure. Zacharias seems to be her special conpanion, at any rate. Several of the others
may be part of her pseudo-fanmily also, or all, or none. | have reason to think that at certain

tinmes every dead nay claima fanilial relationship to all others of his kind. W can say? W
percei ve the doings of these people, as they say, through a glass, darkly. "

"l don't see Sybille even that well. | don't even know what she | ooks |ike now. "
"She has | ost none of her beauty."

"So you've told ne before. But | want to see her nyself. You can't really conprehend, Franji, how
much | want to see her. The pain | feel, not able-"

"Whul d you like to see her right now?"
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Kl ei n shook in a convul sion of amazenent. "Wat? What do you nean? |Is she-"

"Hiding in the next roon? No, no, nothing Iike that. But | do have a small surprise for you. Come
into the library." Smiling expansively, Jijibhoi led the way fromthe dining roomto the

smal | study adjoining it, a roomdensely packed fromfloor to ceiling with books in an astonishing
range of |anguages-not nerely English, French, and German, but also Sanskrit, Hndi, Gujerati,
Farsi, the tongues of Jijibhoi's polyglot upbringing anong the tiny Parsee col ony of Bonbay, a
conmuni ty in which no | anguage once cherished was ever discarded. Pushing aside a stack of dog-
eared professional journals, he drew forth a glistening picture-cube, activated its inner |ight
with a touch of his thunb, and handed it to Klein.

The sharp, dazzling hol ographic i mage showed three figures in a broad grassy plain that seemed to
have no limts and was w thout trees, boulders, or other visual interruptions, and endl essly

unrol ling green carpet under a bl ank deat h-blue sky. Zacharias stood at the left, his face averted
fromthe canera; he was | ooking down, tinkering with the action of an enornous rifle. At the far
right stood a stocky, powerful-Iooking darkhaired man whose pal e, harsh featured face seened al
beard and nostrils. Klein recognized him Anthony Gracchus, one of the deads who had acconpani ed
Sybille to Zanzi bar. Sybille stood beside him clad in khaki slacks and a crisp white bl ouse.
Gracchus' armwas extended; evidently he had just pointed out a target to her, and she was
intently aimng a gun nearly as big as Zachari as'

Klein shifted the cube about, studying her face from various angles, and the sight of her made his
fingers grow thick and clunmsy, his eyelids to quiver. Jijibhoi had spoken truly: she had | ost none
of her beauty. Yet she was not at all the Sybille he had known. When he had | ast seen her, lying
in her casket, she had seened to be a flawl ess nmarbl e i nage of herself, and she had that sane
surreal statuary appearance now. Her face was an expressionless mask, calm renote, al oof; her
eyes were glossy nysteries; her lips registered a faint, enigmatic, barely perceptible snmile. It
frightened himto behold her this way, so alien, so unfamiliar. Perhaps it was the intensity of
her concentration that gave her that forbiddi ng marnoreal |ook, for she seenmed to be pouring her
entire being into the task of taking aim By tilting the cube nore extrenely, Klein was able to
see what she was aimng at: a strange awkward bird noving through the grass at the lower left, a
bird larger than a turkey, round as a sack, with ashgray plunage, a whitish breast and tail,

yel | ow-white wi ngs, and short, comical yellow legs. Its head was i nmense and its bl ack

bill ended in a great snubbed hook. The creature seened solem, rather dignified, and faintly
absurd; it showed no awareness that its doomwas upon it. How odd that Sybille should be about to
kill it, she who had al ways detested the taking of life: Sybille the huntress now, Sybille the

| unar goddess, Sybille Di ana!

Shaken, Klein |ooked up at Jijibhoi and said, "Were was this taken? On that safari in Tanzania, |
suppose. "

"Yes. In February. This man is the guide, the white hunter.,
"l saw himin Zanzibar. Gacchus, his name is. He was one of the deads traveling with Sybille."

"He operates a hunting preserve not far fromKilimanjaro," Jijibhoi said, "that is set aside
exclusively for the use of the deads. One of the nore bizarre manifestations of their subcul ture,
actually. They hunt only those animals which-"

Kelin said inpatiently, "How did you get this picture?"
"I't was taken by Nerita Tracy, who is one of your wife's conpanions. "
"I met her in Zanzibar too. But how"

"A friend of hers is an acquai ntance of mine, one of ny informants, in fact, a valuable connection
in my researches. Some nonths ago | asked himif he could obtain something like this for nme. | did
not tell him of course, that | neant it for you. " Jijibhoi |ooked close. "You seemtroubled,

dear friend."

Kl ei n nodded. He shut his eyes as though to protect themfromthe glaring surfaces of Sybille's
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phot ograph. Eventually he said in a flat, toneless voice, "I have to get to see her."
"Perhaps it would be better for you if you woul d abandon-"
"No. "
"I's there no way | can convince you that it is dangerous for you to pursue your fantasy of-"
"No," Klein said. "Don't even try. It's necessary for ne to reach her. Necessary."
"How wi I | you acconplish this, then?"
Kl ein said nechanically, "By going to Zion Cold Town."
"You have al ready done that. They would not admt you."

"This time they will. They don't turn away deads."

The Parsee's eyes wi dened. "You will surrender your own life? Is this your plan? Wat are you
sayi ng, Jorge?

Kl ein, laughing, said, "That isn't what | neant at all."
"1 am bewi | dered. "

"I intend to infiltrate. 1'll disguise nmyself as one of them ['Il slip into the Cold Town the way
an infidel slips into Mecca. " He seized Jijibhoi's wist. "Can you help me? Coach nme in their
ways, teach ne their jargon?"

"They'll find you out instantly."

"Maybe not. Maybe I'Il get to Sybille before they do."
"This is insanity," Jijibhoi said quietly.

"Nevert hel ess. You have the know edge. WII| you help ne?"

Gently Jijibhoi withdrew his armfromKlein's grasp. He crossed the room and busied hinself with
an untidy bookshelf for sonme nonents, fussily arranging and rearranging. At length . he said,
"There is little | can do for you nyself. My know edge is broad but not deep, not deep enough. But
if you insist on going: through with this, Jorge, | can introduce you to sonmeone who nay be able
to assist you. He is one of ny informants, a dead, a nan who has rejected the authority of the

Qui def at hers, a person who is of the deads but not with them Possibly he can instruct' you in
what you woul d need to know "

"Call him" Klein said.

"I must warn you he is unpredictable, turbulent, perhaps even treacherous. O dinary human val ues
are without neaning to him . in his present state."

"Call him"

"I'f only I could discourage you from"
"Call him 11

5.

Quarreling brings trouble. These days lions roar a great deal. Joy follows grief. It is not good
to beat children nuch. You had better go away now and go home. It is inpossible to work today. You
should go to school every day. It is not advisable to followthis path, there is water in the way.

Never mind, | shall be able to pass. We had better go back quickly. These |lanps use a |lot of oil
There are no nosquitoes in Nairobi. There are no lions here. There are people here, |ooking for
eggs. |Is there water in the well? No, there is none. If there are only three people, work will be

i npossi bl e today.
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-D. V. PERROTT, Teach Yourself Swahil
Gracchus signals furiously to the porters and bellows, "Shika njia hii UP" Three turn, two keep

trudgi ng along. "Ninyi nyote!" he calls. "Fanga kama hivi!" He shakes his head, spits, flicks
sweat fromhis forehead. He adds, speaking in a |ower voice and in English, taking care that they
will not hear him "Do as | say, you nal evol ent black bastards, or you'll be deader than | am

bef ore sunset!”
Sybill e | aughs nervously. "Do you always talk to themlike that?"

"I try to be easy on them But what good does it do, what good does any of it do? Cone on, let's
keep up with them"

It is less than an hour after dawn but already the sun is very hot, here in the flat dry country
between Kilinmanjaro and Serengeti. G acchus is |eading the party northward across the high grass,
foll owi ng the spoor of what he thinks is a quagga, but breaking a trail in the high grass is hard
work and the porters keep veering away toward a ravine that offers the tenpting shade of a thicket
of thorn trees, and he constantly has to harass themin order to hold themto the route he wants.
Sybill e has noticed that Gracchus shouts fiercely to his blacks, as if they were no nore than
recal citrant beasts, and speaks of them behind their backs with a rough contenpt, but it all seens
done for show, all part of his white hunter role: she has also noticed, at times when she was not
supposed to notice, that privately Gacchus is in fact gentle, tender, even |oving anong the
porters, teasing thems she supposes-with affectionate Swahili banter and playful nock-punches. The
porters are rol e-players too: they behave in the traditional manner of their profession
alternately deferential and patronizing to the clients, alternately posing as all-know ng
repositories of the lore of the bush and as sinple, guileless savages fit only for carrying
burdens. But the clients they serve are not quite like the sportsnen of Henmi ngway's tinme, since
they are deads, and secretly the porters are terrified of the strange bei ngs whom they serve.
Sybille has seen them muttering prayers and fondling amul ets whenever they accidentally touch one
of the deads, and has occasionally detected an unguarded gl ance conveying unal |l oyed fear, possibly
revul sion. Gracchus is no friend of theirs, however jolly he may get with them they appear to
regard himas sone sort of nonstrous sorcerer and the clients as fiends made nanifest.

Sweating, saying little, the hunters nove in single file, first

the porters with the guns and supplies, then G acchus, Zacharias, Sybille, Nerita constantly
clicking her canera, and: Mrtinmer. Patches of white cloud drift slowy across the

i mrense arch of the sky. The grass is lush and thick, for the short rains were unusually heavy in
Decenber. Small animals scurry through it, visible only in quick flashes, squirrels and jackals
and guinea fow. Now and then | arger creatures can be seen: three haughty ostriches, a pair of
snuf fling hyenas, a band of Thonson gazelles flowing Iike a tawy river across the plain.
Yesterday Sybille spied two warthogs, sone giraffes, and a serval, an el egant bi g-eared w | dcat
that slithered along Iike a mniature cheetah. None of these beasts may be hunted, but only those
special ones that the operators of the preserve have introduced for the special needs of their
clients; anything considered native African wildlife, which is to say anything that was |iving
here before the deads | eased this tract fromthe Masai, is protected by government decree. The
Masai thenselves are allowed to do sonme lion-hunting, since this is their reservation, but there
are so few Masai left that they can do little harm Yesterday, after the warthogs and before the
giraffes, Sybille saw her first Masai, five |ean, handsone, |ong-bodi ed nen, naked under skinpy
red robes, drifting silently through the bush, pausing frequently to stand thoughtfully on one

| eg, propped against their spears. At close range they were | ess handsone-toothless, flyspecked,
herni ated. They offered to sell their spears and their beaded collars for a few shillings, but the
safari goers had already stocked up on Masai artifacts in Nairobi's curio shops, at astonishingly
hi gher prices.

Al'l through the norning they stalk the quagga, G acchus pointing out hoof prints here, fresh dung
there. It is Zacharias who has asked to shoot a quagga. "How can you tell we're not follow ng a
zebra?" he asks peevishly.

Gracchus winks. "Trust me. We'll find zebras up ahead too. But you'll get your quagga. | gaurantee
it. "
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Ngiri, the head porter, turns and grins. "Piga quagga m uzuri, bwana, he says to Zacharias, and
wi nks al so, and then-Sybille sees it plainly-his jovial confident snile fades as though he has had
the courage to sustain it only for an instant, and a veil of dread covers his dark gl ossy face.

"What did he say?" Zacharias asks.

"That you'll shoot a fine quagga," G acchus replies.

Quaggas. The last wild one was killed about 1870, leaving only three in the world, all fenales, in
Eur opean zoos. The Boers had hunted themto the edge of extinction in order to feed their tender
meat to Hottentot slaves and to nake fromtheir striped hides sacks for Boer grain, |eather

vel dschoen for Boer feet. The quagga of the London zoo died in 1872, that in Berlin in 1875, the
Anst erdam quagga in 1883, and none was seen alive again until the artificial revival of the
speci es through breed back selection and genetic mani pulation in 1990, when this hunting preserve
was opened to a limted and special clientele. '

It is nearly noon, now, and not a shot has been fired all norning. The ani mal s have begun headi ng
for cover; they will not energe until the shadows |lengthen. Tinme to halt, pitch canp, break out
the beer and sandwi ches, tell tall tales of harrowi ng adventures w th nmaddened buffal oes and edgy
el ephants. But not quite yet. The marchers come over a low hill and see, in the |long sloping
hol | ow beyond, a flock of ostriches arid several hundred grazing zebras. As the hunans appear, the
ostriches begin slowy and warily to nove off, but the zebras, altogether unafraid, continue to
graze. Ngiri points and says, "Piga quagga, bwana. "

"Just a bunch of zebras," Zacharias says.

G acchus shakes his head. "No. Listen. You hear the sound?”

At first no one perceives anything unusual. But then, yes, Sybille hears it: a shrill barking

nei gh, very strange, a sound out of lost tine, the cry of sone beast she has never known. It is a
song of the dead. Nerita hears it too, and Mortiner, and finally Zacharias. Gracchus nods toward
the far side of the hollow There, anong the zebras, are half a dozen aninmals that m ght al nbst be
zebras, but are not unfinished zebras, striped only on their heads and foreparts; the rest of
their bodies are yellowi sh brown, their legs are white, their manes are dark brown with pale
stripes. Their coats sparkle Iike mca in the sunshine. Now and again they lift their heads, emt
that weird percussive whistling snort, and bend to the grass again. Quaggas. Strays out of the
past, relicts, rekindl ed specters. Gracchus signals and the party fans out along the peak of the
hill. Ngiri hands Zacharias his col ossal gun. Zacharias kneels, sights.

"No hurry," Gacchus murrmurs. "We have all afternoon.™
"Do | seemto be hurrying?" Zacharias asks. The zebras now

block the little group of quaggas fromhis view, alnost as if by design. He nust not shoot a
zebra, of course, or there will be trouble with the rangers. Mnutes go by. Then the screen of
zebras abruptly parts and Zacharias squeezes his trigger. There.

is a vast explosion; zebras bolt in ten directions, so that the eye is bonbarded with dizzying
stroboscopi ¢ waves of black and white; when the convul sive confusion passes, one of the quaggas is
lying on its side, alone in the field, having made the transition ° across the interface. Sybille
regards it calmy. Death once di smayed her, death of any kind, but no |onger.

"Piga muzuri!" the porters cry exultantly.
Kufa, " Gracchus says. "Dead. A neat shot. You have your trophy."

Ngiri is quick with the skinning-knife. That night, canmping 4 below Kilimanjaro's broad fl ank,
they dine on roast quagga, deads and porters alike. The neat is juicy, robust, faintly tangy.

Late the followi ng afternoon, as they pass through cool er stream broken country thick with tall
scrubby gray-green vase shaped trees, they cone upon a nonstrosity, a shaggy shanbling thing

twel ve or fifteen feet high, standing upright on ponderous hind | egs and bal ancing itself on an
incredibly thick, heavy tail. It |leans against a tree, pulling at its top branches with I ong
forelinbs that are tipped with ferocious claws like a row of F sickles; it nmunches voraciously on
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| eaves and twigs. Briefly it notices them and | ooks around, studying themwth small stupid
yell ow eyes; then it returns to its neal.

"Ararity," Gacchus says. "I know hunters who have been all over this park w thout ever running
into one. Have you ever seen anything so ugly?"

"What is it?" Sybille asks.

"Megat herium G ant ground sloth. South American, really, but we weren't fussy about geography

when we were stocking “.: this place. W have only four of them and it costs God knows how nmany
t housands of dollars to shoot one. Nobody's signed up for a ground sloth yet. | doubt anyone
will."

Sybill e wonders where the beast mght be vulnerable to a bullet: surely not in its di mpeanut-

sized brain. She wonders, too, what sort of sportsman would find pleasure in killing such a thing.
For a while they watch as the sluggi sh nonster tears the tree apart. Then they nove on
Gracchus shows them another prodigy at sundown: a pale done, |ike sone huge nelon, nestling in a

nmound of dense grass beside a stream "Ostrich egg?" Mrtinmer guesses.

"Close. Very close. It's a npa egg. World's biggest bird. From New Zeal and, extinct since about
the eighteenth century. "

Nerita crouches and lightly taps the egg. "What an onelet we could make!"

"There's enough there to feed seventy-five of us," Gacchus says. "Two gallons of fluid, easy. But
of course we nmustn't neddle with it. Natural increase is very inmportant in keeping this park
st ocked. "

"And where's mana npa?" Sybille asks. "Should she have abandoned t he egg?"

"Mbas aren't very bright," Gracchus answers. "That's one good reason why they becanme extinct. She
must have wandered off to find some dinner. And-"

"Good CGod," Zacharias blurts.

The nmpa has returned, energing suddenly froma thicket. She stands |ike a feathered nmountain above
them linned by the deep blue of twilight: an ostrich, nore or less, but a magnified ostrich, an
ultimate ostrich, a bird a dozen feet high, with a heavy rounded body and a great thick hose of a
neck and tal oned | egs sturdy as saplings. Surely this is Sinbad's rukh that can fly off wth

el ephants in its grasp! The bird peers at them sadly contenplating the band of small beings
clustered about her egg; she arches her neck as though readying for an attack, and Zachari as
reaches for one of the rifles, but G acchus checks his hand, for the mba is nerely rearing back to
protest. It utters a deep mournful nooing sound and does not nove. "Just back slowy away,"
Gracchus tells them "It won't attack. But keep away fromthe feet; one kick can kill you."

"I was going to apply for a license on a noa, " Mrtinmer says.

"Killing themis a bore," Gracchus tells him "They just stand there and |let you shoot. You're
better off with what you signed up for."

VWhat Mortinmer has signed up for is an aurochs, the vanished wild ox of the European forests, known
to Caesar, known to Pliny, hunted by the hero Siegfried, altogether externinated by the year 1627

The plains of East Africa are not a confortable environment for the aurochs and the herd that has

been conj ured

by the genetic necromancers keeps to itself in the wooded hi ghl ands, several days' journey from

t he haunts of quaggas and ground sloths. In this dark grove the hunters cone upon troops of
chattering baboons and solitary big-eared el ephants and, in a place of broken sunlight and shadow,
a splendid antel ope, a bull bongo with a fine curving pair of horns. Gacchus |eads them onward,
deeper in. He seens tense: there is peril here. The porters slip through the forest |ike black
wraiths, spreading out in arching crab claw patterns, conmunicating with one another and with
Gracchus by whistling. Everyone keeps weapons ready in here. Sybille half expects to see |eopards
draped on overhangi ng branches, cobras slithering through the undergromh. But she feels no fear
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They approach a cl earing.

"Aurochs," Gacchus says.

A dozen of them are cropping the shrubbery: big short-haired | ong homed cattle, nuscul ar and
alert. Picking up the scent of the intruders, they lift their heavy heads, sniff, glare. Gacchus
and Ngiri confer with eyebrows. Noddi ng, Gracchus mutters to Mrtinmer, "Too nmany of them Wit for
themto thin off." Mrtimer smles. He looks a little nervous. The aurochs has a reputation for
attacki ng wi thout warning. Four, five, six of the beasts slip away, and the others withdraw to the
edge of the clearing, as if to plan strategy; but one big bull, sour-eyed and grim stands his
ground, glowering. Gracchus rolls on the balls of his feet. His burly body seems, to Sybille, a
study in nobility, in preparedness.

"Now, " he says.

In the same nmonent the bull aurochs charges, moving with extraordi nary sw ftness, head | owered,
horns extended |i ke spears. Mxrtiner fires. The bullet strikes with a | oud honking sound, crashing
into the shoul der of the aurochs, a perfect shot, but the aninmal does not fall, and Morti ner
shoots again, less gracefully ripping into the belly, and then Gracchus and Ngiri are firing al so,
not at Mrtiner's aurochs but over the heads of the others, to drive them away, and the risky
tactic works, for the other aninals go stanpeding off into the woods. The one Mrtinmer has shot
continues toward him staggering now, |osing nomentum and falls practically at his feet, rolling
over, knifing the forest floor with its hoove .

Kufa, " Ngiri says. ~ Piga nyati muzuri, bwana."
Mortimer grins. "Piga, " he says.

Gracchus salutes him "Mre exciting than noa," he says.

"And these are nine," says Nerita three hours later, indicating a tree at the outer rimof the
forest. Several hundred |arge pigeons nest in its boughs, so many of themthat the tree seens to
be sprouting birds rather than | eaves. The fenmales are plain |ight brown above, gray bel ow but the
mal es are flanboyant, with rich, glossy blue plumage on their wi ngs and backs, breasts of a wi ne-
red chestnut color, iridescent spots of bronze and green on their necks, and weird, vivid eyes of
a bright, fiery orange. G acchus says, "Right. You' ve found your passenger pigeons. "

"Where's the thrill in shooting pigeons out of a tree?" Mortimer asks.

Nerita gives hima withering |look. "Were's the thrill in gunning down a chargi ng bull?" She
signals to Ngiri, who fires a shot into the air. The startled pigeons burst fromtheir perches and
fly inlowcircles. In the old days, a century and a half ago in the forests of North America, no
one troubled to shoot passenger pigeons on the wing: the pigeons were food, not sport, and it was

sinmpler to blast themas they sat, for that way a single hunter might kill thousands of birds in
one day. Thus it took only fifty years to reduce the passenger pigeon popul ation from uncountabl e
sky-bl ackening billions to zero. Nerita is nore sporting. This is a test of her skill, after all.

She ai ns her shotgun, shoots, punps, shoots, punps. Stunned birds drop to the ground. She and her
gun are a single entity, sharing one purpose. In nonents it is all over. The porters retrieve the
fallen birds and snap their necks. Nerita has the dozen pigeons her license allows: a pair to
nmount, the rest for tonight's dinner. The survivors have returned to their tree and stare

pl aci dly, unreproachfully, at the hunters. "They breed so dammed fast," Gracchus mutters. "If we
aren't careful, they' Il be getting out of the preserve and taking over all of Africa.”
Sybille laughs. "Don't worry. We'll cope. We w ped themout once and we can do it again, if we

have to."

Sybille's prey is a dodo. In Dar, when they were applying for their |icenses, the others nocked
her choice: a fat flightless bird, unable to run or fight, so feeble of wit that it fears nothing.
She

i gnored them She wants a dodo because to her it is the essence of extinction, the prototype of

all that is dead and vani shed. That there is no sport in shooting foolish dodos nmeans little to
Sybille. Hunting itself is neaningless for her
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Through this vast park she wanders as in a dream She sees ground sloths, great auks, quaggas,
noas, heath hens, Javan rhinos, giant arnmadillos, and nany other rarities. The place is an abode
of ghosts. The ingenuities of the genetic craftsnen are limtless; someday, perhaps, the preserve
will offer trilobites, tyrannosaurs, nastodons, saber-toothed cats, baluchitheria, even-why not?-
packs of austral opithecines, tribes of Neanderthals. For the amusenent of the deads, whose ganes
tend to be sonber. Sybille wonders whether it can really be considered killing, this slaughter of

| aboratory spawned novelties. Are these animals real or artificial? Living things, or cleverly

ani mated constructs? Real, she decides. Living. They eat, they netabolize, they reproduce. They
must seemreal to thenselves, and so they are real, realer, nmaybe, than dead human bei ngs who wal k
again in their own cast-off bodies.

"Shotgun," Sybille says to the cl osest porter

There is the bird, ugly, ridiculous, waddling |aboriously
through the tall grass. Sybille accepts a weapon and sights al ong
its barrel. "Wait, " Nerita says. "I'd like to get a picture of
this." She noves slantwi se around the group, taking exaggerated
care not to frighten the dodo, but the dodo does not seemto
be aware of any of them Like an enmissary fromthe real m of
dar kness, carrying good news of death to those creatures not yet
extinct, it plods diligently across their path. "Fine," Nerita
says. "Anthony, point at the dodo, will you, as if you've just
noticed it? Kent, I'd like you to | ook down at your gun, study its
bolt or sonething. Fine. And Sybille, just hold that pose
ai m ng-yes- -

Nerita takes the picture.

Calmy Sybille pulls the trigger.

Kazi inmekw sha, " Gracchus says. "The work is finished.

6

Al t hough to be driven back upon oneself is an uneasy affair at best, rather like trying to cross a
border with borrowed credentials, it seens to be now the one condition necessary to the begi nni ngs
of

real self-respect. Most of our platitudes notw thstanding sel f-deception renains the nost

difficult deception. The tricks that work on others count for nothing in that very well-lit back
al |l ey where one keeps assignations with oneself: no winning snmiles will do here, no prettily drawn
lists of good intentions.

-Jonta DI DI QON, On Sel f-Respect

"You better believe what Jeej is trying to tell you,"” Dolorosa said. "Ten mnutes inside the Cold

Town, they'll have your nunber. Five mnutes."

Jijibhoi's man was small, runpled-looking, forty or fifty years old, with untidy |ong dark hair
and wi de-set snoldering eyes. His skin was sallow and his face was gaunt. Such other deads as

Kl ein had seen at close range had about theman air of unearthly serenity, but not this one:

Dol orosa was tense, fidgety, a knuckle-cracker, a lip gnawer. Yet sonmehow there could be no doubt
he was a dead, as much a dead as Zacharias, as G acchus, as Mrtiner.

"They' || have ny what?" Klein asked.

"Your number. Your nunber. They'll know you aren't a dead, because it can't be faked. Jesus, don't
you even speak English? Jorge, that's a foreign nane. | should have known. \Were are you fron®"

"Argentina, as a matter of fact, but | was brought to California when | was a snall boy. In 1955
Look, if they catch nme, they catch me. | just want to get in there and spend half an hour tal king
with my wife." '
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"M ster, you don't have any wife any nore.

"Wth Sybille," Kl ein said, exasperated. "To talk with Sybille, nyny fornmer wife."

"All right. I'Il get you inside."

"What will it cost?"

"Never nmind that," Dolorosa said. "I owe Jeej here a few favors. More than a few. So |I'll get you
the drug-"

"fig?..

"The drug the Treasury agents use when they infiltrate the Cold Towns. It narrows the pupils,
contracts the capillaries, gives you that good old zonbie | ook. The agents al ways get caught and
thrown out, and so will you, but at least you'll go in there feeling that you' ve got a convincing
disguise. Little oily capsule, one every norning before breakfast."

Klein | ooked at Jijibhoi. "Wy do Treasury agents infiltrate® the Cold Towns?"

"For the sane reasons they infiltrate anywhere else," Jijibhoi, said. "To spy. They are trying to
conpil e dossiers on the. financial dealings of the deads, you see, and until proper life-defining
| egislation is approved by Congress there is no precise way of conpelling a person who is deened

| egal ly dead to divul ge-"

Dol orosa said, "Next, the background. | can get you a card of residence from Al bany Cold Town in
New Yor k. You died | ast Decenber, okay, and they rekindl ed you back east because let's see"

"I could have been attending the annual neetings of the' Anerican Hi storical Association in New
York," Klein suggested. "That's what | do, you understand, professor of contenporary history at
UCLA. Because of the Christmas holiday ny body couldn't be shipped back to California, no room on
any: flight, and so they took me to Al bany. How does that sound?"

Dol orosa smiled. "You really enjoy making up lies, Professor, don't you? | can dig that quality in
you. Okay, Al bany Cold Town, and this is your first trip out of there, your drying-off" trip-
that's what it's called, drying-off-you cone out of the Cold Town |like a new butterfly just out of
its cocoon, all soft and; danp, and you're on your own in a strange place. Now, there's a |ot of
stuff you'll need to know about how to behave, little: mannerisns, social graces, that kind of
crap, and I'll work on that with you tonorrow and Wednesday and Friday, three sessions; that ought
to be enough. Meanwhile | et ne give you the, basics. There are only three things you really have
to remenber while you're inside:

"1) Never ask a direct question
"2) Never |ean on anybody's arm You know what | mean?,

"3) Keep in mnd that to a dead the whol e universe is plastic, nothing's real, nothing natters a
hell of alot, it's all only a joke. Only a joke, friend, only a joke."

Early in April he flewto Salt Lake City, rented a car, and drove out past Mdab into the high

pl ateau rimred by red-rock nountains where the deads had built Zion Cold Town. This was Klein's
second visit to the necropolis. The other had been in the

| ate sumer of '91, a hot, parched season when the sun filled half the sky and even the gnarled
juni pers | ooked dazed fromthirst; but nowit was a frosty afternoon, with faint pale |ight
stream ng out of the wintry western hills and occasional gusts of |ight snow whirling through the
iron-blue air. Jijibhoi's route instructions pulsed fromthe neno screen on his dashboard.
Fourteen mles fromtown, yes, narrow paved | ane turns of f highway, yes, discreet little sign
announci ng PRI VATE ROAD, NO ADM TTANCE, yes, a second sign a thousand yards in, ZI ON COLD TOWN,
MEMBERS ONLY, yes, and then just beyond that the barrier of green Iight across the road, the
scanner system the roadbl ocks sliding like scythes out of the underground installations, a voice
on an invisible | oudspeaker saying, "If you have a permt to enter Zion Cold Town, please place it
under your |eft-hand wi ndshield wi per."
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That other time he had had no pernmit, and he had gone no farther than this, though at |east he had
managed a little colloquy with the unseen gat ekeeper out of which he had squeezed the information
that Sybille was indeed living in that particular Cold Town. This tinme he affixed Dol orosa's
forged card of residence to his windshield, and waited tensely, and in thirty seconds the

roadbl ocks slid fromsight. He drove on, along a winding road that followed the natural contours
of a dense forest of scrubby conifers, and came at last to a brick wall that curved away into the
trees as though it encircled the entire town. Probably it did. Klein had an overpowering sense of
the Cold Town as a hernetic city, ponderous and sealed as old Egypt. There was a netal gate in the
brick wall; green electronic eyes surveyed him signaled their approval, and the wall rolled open

He drove slowy toward the center of town, passing through a zone of what he supposed were utility
bui | di ngs-storage depots, a power substation, the municipal waterworks, whatever, a bunch of grim
wi hdowl ess one-story cinderblock affairs -and then into the residential district, which was not
much | ovelier. The streets were laid out on a rectangular grid; the buildings were squat, dreary;

i mper sonal , honobgeneous. There was practically no autonobile traffic, and in a dozen bl ocks he saw
no nore than ten pedestrians, who did not even glance at him So this was the environnent in which
the deads chose to spend their second lives. But why such deliberate bl eakness?

"You wi Il never understand us," Dol orosa had warned. Dol orosa was right. Jijibhoi had told him
that Cold Towns were sonething | ess than charming, but Klein had not been prepared for this. There
was a glacial quality about the place, as though it were wholly entonbed in a block of clear ice
silence, sterility, a nortuary calm Cold Town, yes, aptly named. Architecturally, the town | ooked
like the worst of all possible cheap-and-sleazy tract devel opments, but the psychic texture it

proj ected was even nore depressing, nore |ike that of one of those ghastly retirenent comunities,
one of the innunerable Leisure Wirlds or Sun Manors, those childless joyless retreats where
colonies of -; that other kind of living dead collected to await the last trunpet. Klein shivered.

At last, another few mnutes deeper into the tow, a sign of activity, if not exactly of life: a
shoppi ng center, flat-topped brown stucco buildings around a U -shaped courtyard, a steady ' flow
of shoppers noving about. Al right. Hs first test was about to comence. He parked his car near
the mouth of the U and strolled uneasily inward. He felt as if his forehead were a beacon
flashing glowing betrayals at rhythmic intervals: FRAUD | NTRUDER | NTERLOPER SPY Go ahead, he

t hought, seize nme, seize the inmposter, get it over . with, throw me out, string ne up, crucify
me. But no one seened to pick up the signals. He was altogether ignored. Qut of ' courtesy? O
just contenpt? He stole what he hoped were covert glances at the shoppers, half expecting to run
across Sybille right away. They all |ooked Iike sl eepwal kers, noving in glazed silence about their
errands. No snmiles, no chatter: the icy al oof ness of these self-contained peopl e heightened the
fam |'iar suburban atnosphere of the shopping center into surrealist intensity, Norman Rockwel |
with an overlay of Dali or De Chirico. The shopping center |ooked |like all other shopping centers:
clothing stores, a bank, a record shop, snack bars, a florist, a TV-stereo j outlet, a theater, a
five-and dine. One difference, though, becane apparent as Klein wandered from shop to shop: the
whol e pl ace was autonated. There were no clerks anywhere, only the ubiquitous data screens, and no
doubt a battery of hidden scanners to di scourage shoplifters. (O did the inpulse toward petty
theft perish with the body's first death?) The

customers-sel ected all the nmerchandi se thensel ves, checked it out via data screens, touched their
thunbs to charge plates to debit their accounts'. O course. No one was going to waste his

preci ous rekindl ed exi stence standi ng behind a counter to sell tennis shoes or cotton candy. Nor
were the dwellers in the Cold Towns likely to dilute their isolation by hiring a | abor force of

i mported warnms. Sonebody here had to do a little work, obviously-how did the nerchandise get into
the stores?-but, in general, Klein realized, what could not be done here by machi nes would not be
done at all.

For ten minutes he prowl ed the center. Just when he was beginning to think he nust be entirely
invisible to these people, a short, broad shoul dered man, bald but with oddly youthful features,
paused in front of himand said, "I am Pablo. | welconme you to Zion Cold Town." This unexpected
puncturing of the silence so startled Klein that he had to fight to retain appropriate dead |ike
i nperturbability. Pablo smled warmy and touched both his hands to Klein's in friendly greeting,
but his eyes were frigid, hostile, renpte, a terrifying contradiction. "I've been sent to bring
you to the | odging place. Cone: your car. "

QG her than to give directions, Pablo spoke only three times during the five-minute drive. "Here is
the rekindling house, " he said. A five-story building, as inviting as a hospital, with walls of
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dark bronze and wi ndows black as onyx. "This is Quide father's house," Pablo said a, nonent |ater
A nodest brick building, like a rectory, at the edge of a small park. And, finally: '"This is
where you will stay. Enjoy your visit." Abruptly he got out of the car and wal ked rapidly away.

This was the house of strangers, the hotel for visiting deads, a | ong | ow cinderblock structure,
functional and ungl anorous, one of the | east seductive buildings in this city of stark

di sagreeabl e buil dings. However else it mght be with the deads, they clearly had no craving for
fancy architecture. A voice out of a data screen in the spartan | obby assigned himto a room a
white-wal | ed box, square, high of ceiling. He had his own toilet, his ow data screen, a narrow
bed, a chest of drawers, a nodest closet, a snmall w ndow that gave hima view of a nei ghboring
building just as drab as this. Nothing had been said about rental; perhaps he was a guest of the
city. Nothing had been said about

anything. It seened that he had been accepted. So nuch for Jijibhoi's gloony assurance that he
woul d instantly be found out, so nuch for Dol orosa's insistence that they would have his nunber in
ten minutes or less. He had been in Zion Cold Town for half an hour. Did they have his nunber?

"Eating isn't inportant anong us," Dol orosa had sai d.

"But you do eat?"
"OfF course we eat. It just isn't inportant

It was inportant to Klein, though. NNot haute cuisine, necessarily, but some sort of food,
preferably three tines a day. He
was getting hungry now. Ring for roomservice? There were no
servants in this city. He turned to the data screen. Dol orosa's
first rule: Never ask a direct question. Surely that didn't apply to
the data screen, only to his fellow deads. He didn't have to
observe the niceties of etiquette when talking to a conputer

Still, the voice behind the screen m ght not be that of a computer

after all, so he tried to enploy the oblique, elliptical conversational style that Dol orosa said
t he deads favored anbng them

sel ves:

"Di nner ?"

" Commi ssary.
"Wher e?'
"Central Four," said the screen.

Central Four? Al right. He would find the way. He changed into fresh clothing and went down the
Il ong vinyl-floored hallway to the | obby. Ni ght had come; streetlanps were gl owi ng; under cloak of
darkness the city's ugliness was no | onger so obtrusive, and there was even a kind of controlled
beauty about the brutal regularity of its streets.

The streets were unmarked, though, and deserted. Kl ein wal ked at random for ten m nutes, hoping to
meet soneone heading for the Central Four comm ssary. But when he did come upon somnmeone, a tal

and regal worman wel |l advanced in years, he found hinself incapable of approaching her. (Never ask
a direct question. Never |ean on anybody's arm) He wal ked al ongside her, in silence and at a

di stance, until she turned suddenly to enter a house. For ten m nutes nore he wandered al one
again. This is ridiculous, he thought: dead or warm |'ma stranger in town, | should be entitled
to alittle assistance. Maybe

Dol orosa was just trying to conplicate things. On the next comer, when Klein caught sight of a man
hunched away fromthe wind, lighting a cigarette, he went boldly over to him

"Excuse me, but-"
The other |ooked up. "Klein?" he said. "Yes. O course. Well, so you've nade the crossing too!"

He was one of Sybille's Zanzi bar conpanions, Klein realized. The quick-eyed, sharp-edged one-
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Mortinmer. A menber of her pseudofamilial grouping, whatever that nmight be. Klein stared sullenly
at him This had to be the nmonent when his inmposture would be exposed, for only sonme six weeks had
passed since he had argued with Mortiner in the gardens of Sybille's Zanzibar hotel, not nearly
enough tine for soneone to have died and been rekindl ed and gone through his drying-off. But a
nmonent passed and Mortinmer said nothing. At length Klein said, "I just got here. Pablo showed ne
to the house of strangers and now |' m | ooking for the conm ssary."

"Central Four? |I'mgoing there nyself. How lucky for you." No sign of suspicion in Mirtinmer's
face. Perhaps an elusive snile reveal ed his awareness that Kl ein could not be what he clained to
be. Keep in nmnd that to a dead the whol e universe is plastic, it's all only a joke. "I'mwaiting
for Nerita," Mrtimer said. "W can all eat together."

Klein said heavily, "I was rekindled in Al bany, Cold Town. |'ve just energed."
"How nice," MNortiner said.

Nerita Tracy stepped out of a building just beyond the corner-a slimathletic-Iooking wonan, about
forty, with short reddi sh-brown hair. As she swept toward them Mortinmer said, "Here's Kl ein, who
we net in Zanzi bar. Just rekindled, out of Al bany."

"Sybille will be anused."
"I's she in town?" Kl ein blurted.

Mortimer and Nerita exchanged sly glances. Klein felt abashed. Never ask a direct question. Damm
Dol or osal

Nerita said, "You'll see her before long. Shall we go to dinner?"

The conmi ssary was | ess austere than Klein had expected: actually quite an inviting restaurant,
el aborately constructed on five or six levels divided by |ustrous dark hangings into snmall,

secluded dining areas. It had the warm rich look of a tropical '~ resort. But the food, which
canme automat-style out of revolving , dispensers, was prefabricated and cheerl ess-another jarring
contradiction. Only a joke, friend, only a joke. In any case he was | ess hungry than he had

i mgi ned at the hotel. He sat with Mrtinmer and Nerita, picking at his nmeal, while their
conversation flowed past himat several tines the speed of thought. They spoke in fragnents and
el lipses, in periphrastics and aposiopesis, in a style abundant in chiasmus, netonyny, neiosis, ,
oxynoron, and zeugma; their dazzling rhetorical techniques |left himbaffled and unconfortabl e,
whi ch beyond much doubt was' their intention. Now and again they would dart froma thicket of
indirection to skewer himwith a quick corroborative stab: Isn't that so, they would say, and he
woul d smile and nod, nod and x smile, saying, Yes, yes, absolutely. Did they know he was a fake,
and were they nerely playing with him or had they, sonehow, inpossibly, accepted himas one of
then? So subtle was their style that he could not tell. A very new nenber of the society of the
reki ndl ed, he told hinself, would be nearly as nmuch at sea here as a warmin dead face.

Then Nerita said-no verbal games, this time-"You still miss her terribly, don't you?
"I do. Sone things evidently never perish."

"Everything perishes," Mrtimer said. "The dodo, the aurochs, the Holy Roman Empire, the T ang
Dynasty, the walls' of Byzantium the | anguage of Mohenjo-daro."

"But not the Great Pyram d, the Yangtze, the coel acanth, or= the skullcap of Pithecanthropus,"
Klein countered. "Some: things persist and endure. And some can be regenerated. Lost |anguages
have been deci phered. | believe the dodo and aurochs are hunted in a certain African park in this-
very era."

"Replicas,"” Mrtinmer said.
"Convincing replicas. Sinulations as good as the original."

"ls that what you want?" Nerita asked
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"I want what's possible to have."
"A convincing replica of |ost |ove?"

"I mght be willing to settle for five mnutes of conversation
with her. " -

"You'll have it. Not tonight. See? There she is. But don't bother her now. " Nerita nodded across
the gulf in the center of the restaurant; on the far side, three levels up fromwhere they=

|

sat, Sybille and Kent Zacharias had appeared. They stood for a brief while at the edge of their
dining al cove, staring blandly and enotionlessly into the restaurant's central well. Klein felt a
muscl e jerking uncontrollably in his cheek, a daming revel ation of undead |i ke uncool ness, and
pressed his hand over it, so that it twanged and throbbed against his palm She was |ike a goddess
up there, manifesting herself in her sanctumto her worshippers a pale shinmering figure, nore
beautiful even than she had becone to himthrough the angui shed enhancenents of nmenory, and it
seenmed i nmpossible to himthat that being had ever been his wife, that he had known -her when her
eyes were puffy and reddened from a night of study, that he had | ooked down at her face as they
made | ove and had seen her lips pull back in that spasmof ecstasy that is so close to a grimace
of pain, that he had known her crotchety and unkind in her illness, short-tenpered and inpatient
in health, a person of flaws and weaknesses, of odors and bl em shes, in short a hunman being, this
goddess, this unreal rekindled creature, this object of his quest, this Sybille. Serenely she
turned, serenely she vanished into her cloaked al cove. "She knows you're here," Nerita told him
"You'll see her. Perhaps tonmorrow. " Then Mortimer said sonething maddeni ngly oblique, and Nerita
replied with the sane off-center nystification, and Mein once nore was plunged into the river of
their easy dancing wordplay, down into it, down and down and down, and as he struggled to keep
fromdrowni ng, as he fought to conprehend their interchanges, he never once | ooked toward the

pl ace where Sybille sat, not even once, and congratul ated hinself on having acconplished that much
at least in his masquerade.

That night, lying alone in his roomat the house of strangers, he wonders what he will say
to Sybille when they finally nmeet, and what she will say to him WII he dare bluntly to ask her
to describe to himthe quality of her new existence? That is all that he wants from her, really,
that know edge, that opening of an aperture into her transfigured self; that is as nuch as he
hopes to get from her, knowi ng as he does that there is scarcely a chance of regaining her, but
will he dare to ask, will he dare even that? O course his asking such things will reveal to her
that he is still a warm too dense and gross of perception to conprehend the life

of a dead; but he is certain she will sense that anyway, instantly. Wat will he say, what will he
say? He plays out an imagined script of their conversation in the theater of his mnd

-Tell me what it's like, Sybille, to be the way you are now.

-Li ke swi nming under a sheet of gl ass.

-1 don't follow.

-Everything is quiet where | am Jorge. There's a peace that passeth all understanding. |
used to feel sonmetines that | was caught up in a great storm that | was being buffeted by every
breeze, that ny life was being consuned by agitations and frenzies, but now, now, |I'mat the eye
of the storm at the place where everything is always calm | observe rather than let nyself be
acted upon.

-But isn't there a loss of feeling that way? Don't you feel that you' re wapped in an
i nsulating | ayer? Like swi ming under glass, you say-that conveys being insul ated, being cut off,
bei ng al nost nunb.

-1 suppose you might think so. The way it is is that one no longer is affected by the
unnecessary.

-It sounds to nme like a linmted existence.

-Less linmted than the grave, Jorge.

-1 never understood why you wanted rekindling. You were such a world-devourer, Sybille,
you lived with such intensity, such passion. To settle for the kind of existence you have now, to
be only half alive-

-Don't be a fool, Jorge. To be half alive is better than to be rotting in the ground. |
was so young. There was so much else still to see and do

-But to see it and do it half alive?
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-Those were your words, not mine. I'"'mnot alive at all. I'"mneither less nor nore than the
person you knew. |'m another kind of being altogether. Neither |ess nor nmore, only different.

-Are all your perceptions different?

-Very nmuch so. My perspective is broader. Little things stand revealed as little things.

-G ve ne an exanple, Sybille.

-1'd rather not. How could | nake anything clear to you? Die and be with us, and you'l
under st and.

-You know I' m not dead?

-Ch, Jorge, how funny you are!
-How nice that | can still anuse you

-You | ook so hurt, so tragic. | could alnost feel sorry for you. Conme: ask me anyt hing.
-Coul d you | eave your conpanions and live in the world agai n?

-1've never considered that.

-Coul d you?

-1 suppose | could. But why should I? This is ny world now.

-This ghetto.

-ls that howit seenms to you?

-You | ock yourselves into a closed society of your peers, a tight subculture. Your own jargon

your own wall of etiquette and idiosyncrasy. Designed, | think, nainly to keep the outsiders off
bal ance, to keep themfeeling Iike outsiders. It's a defensive thing. The hippies, the blacks, the
gays, the deads -same mechani sm sane process.

-The Jews, too. Don't forget the Jews.

-All right, Sybille, the Jews. Wth their little tribal jokes, their special holidays, their own
myst eri ous | anguage, yes, a good case in point.

-So I've joined a new tribe. Wat's wong with that?

-Did you need to be part of a tribe? -

-What did | have before? The tribe of Californians? The tribe of academnics?

-The tribe of Jorge and Sybille Klein.

-Too narrow. Anyway, |'ve been expelled fromthat tribe. | needed to join another one.

- Expel | ed?

-By death. After that there's no goi ng back

-You coul d go back. Any tine.

-Ch, no, no, no, Jorge, | can't, | can't, I"'mnot Sybille Klein any nore, | never wll be again.
How can | explain it to you? There's no way. Death brings on changes. Die and see, Jorge. Die and
see.

Nerita said, "She's waiting for you in the |ounge."

It was a big, coldy furnished roomat the far end of the other wing of the house of strangers.
Sybille stood by a w ndow t hrough which pale, chilly norning |ight was stream ng. Mrtimer was
with her, and al so Kent Zacharias. The two nmen favored Klein with nysterious oblique sniles-
courteous or

derisive, he could not tell which. "Do you |like our town?" Zacharias asked. "Have you been seeing
the sights?" Klein chose not to reply. He acknow edged the question with a faint nod and turned to
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Sybille. Strangely, he felt altogether calmat this nonment of attaining a years-old desire: he
felt nothing at all in her presence, no panic, no yearning, no dismy, no nostalgia, nothing,
not hi ng. As though he were truly a dead. He knew it was the tranquility of utter terror

"We'll | eave you two alone," Zacharias said. "You rmust have so much to tell each other. " He went
out, with Nerita and Mortiner. Klein's eyes met Sybille's and |lingered there. She was | ooking at
himcoolly, in a kind of inpersonal appraisal. That dammable smle of hers, Kl ein thought: dying
turns themall, into Mna Lisas.

She said, "Do you plan to stay here | ong?"

"Probably not. A few days, maybe a week." He noistened ° his lips. "How have you been, Sybille?
How has it been goi ng?"

"It's all been about as | expected."

What do you nean by that? Can you give ne some details? Are you at all disappointed? Have there
been any surprises? Wiat has it been like for you, Sybille? Ch, Jesus

-Never ask a direct question
He said, "I wish you had let nme visit with you in Zanzi bar."

"That wasn't possible. Let's not talk about it now " She dism ssed the episode with a casual wave.
After a nonent she said, "Wuld you like to hear a fascinating story |I've uncovered about the
early days of Onmani influence in Zanzibar?"

The inpersonality of the question startled him How could she display such absolute |ack of
curiosity about his presence in Zion Cold Town, his claimto be a dead, his reasons for wanting to
see her? How coul d she plunge so quickly, so coldly, into a discussion of archaic political events
in Zanzi bar?

"1 suppose so," he said weakly.

"I't's a sort of Arabian Nights story, really. It's the story of how Ahmad the Sly overthrew
Abdul I ah i bn Muhammad. Alawi . "

The nanes were strange to him He had indeed taken sone small part in her historical researches,
but it was years since he had worked with her, and everything had drifted about in his mnd,

| eaving a junbled residue of Ahmads and Hasans and

Abdul I ahs. "I'"msorry,"” he said. "I don't recall who they were.

Unperturbed, Sybille said, "Certainly you renenber that in the eighteenth and early nineteenth
centuries the chief power in the Indian Ccean was the Arab state of Oran, ruled from Miscat on the
Persian Gul f. Under the Busaidi dynasty, founded in 1744 by Ahnmad i bn Said al -Busaidi, the Oran
extended their power to East Africa. The logical capital for their African enpire was the port of
Monmbasa, but they were unable to evict a rival dynasty reigning there, so the Busaidi |ooked
toward nearby Zanzi bar-a cosnopolitan island of nixed Arab, Indian, and African popul ation

Zanzi bar's strategic placement on the coast and its spacious and wel|-protected harbor made it an
i deal base for the East African slave trade that the Busaidi of Oran intended to dom nate. "

"It comes back to nme now, | think."

"Very well. The founder of the Omani Sultanate of Zanzi bar was Ahnad ibn Majid the Sly, who came
to the throne of Oman in 1811--do you renenber?-upon the death of his uncle Abd-er-Rahman
al Busai di . "

"The nanes sound famliar," Klein said doubtfully.

"Seven years later," Sybille continued, "seeking to conquer Zanzi bar w thout the use of force,
Ahrmed the Sly shaved his beard and nustache and visited the island disguised as a soot hsayer
wearing yell ow robes and a costly enerald in his turban. At that tinme nost of Zanzi bar was
governed by a native ruler of mxed Arab and African bl ood, Abdullah i bn Muhanmad Al awi, whose
hereditary title was Mwenyi Muu. The Mmenyi Muu's subjects were nmainly Africans, nmenbers of a
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tribe called the Hadi mu. Sultan Ahnad, arriving in Zanzi bar Town, gave a denonstration of his

soot hsaying skills on the waterfront and attracted so nuch attention that he speedily gained an
audi ence at the court of the Mmenyi Muu. Ahmad predicted a glowing future for Abdullah, declaring
that a powerful prince faned throughout the world would cone to Zanzi bar, make the Mwenyi Muu his
high lieutenant, and would confirmhimand his descendants as | ords of Zanzi bar forever

"How do you know these things? | asked the Mmenyi NMuu

"There is a potion | drink,' Sultan Ahnad replied, “that enables me to see what is to cone. Do
you wish to taste of it?

"Most surely | do,' Abdullah said, and Ahnad thereupon

gave hima drug that sent himinto rapturous transports and showed hi mvisions of paradise.
Looki ng down from his place near the footstool of Allah, the Mvenyi Muu saw a rich and happy
Zanzi bar governed by his children's children's children. For hours he wandered in fantasies of
al m ghty power.

"Ahmad t hen departed, and let his beard and nmustache grow again, and returned to Zanzi bar ten
weeks later in his full regalia as Sultan of Qran, at the head of an inposing and powerful arnmada.
He went at once to the court of the Mwmenyi Muu and proposed, just as the soothsayer had
prophesi ed, that Omn and Zanzi bar enter into a treaty of alliance under which Oran woul d assune
responsibility for nmuch of Zanzibar's external relations-including the slave trade while
guaranteeing the authority of the Mwenyi Muu over donestic affairs. In return for his partia

abdi cation of authority, the Mmenyi Muu woul d receive financial conpensation from Oran
Remenbering the vision the soothsayer had revealed to him Abdullah at once signed the treaty,
thereby legitimzing what was, in effect, the Orani conquest of Zanzibar. A great feast was held
to celebrate the treaty, and, as a mark of honor, the Maenyi Muu offered Sultan Ahnmad a rare drug
used locally, known as borgash, or “the flower of truth.' Ahnad only pretended to put the pipe to
his Iips, for he loathed all nind-altering drugs, but Abdullah, as the flower of truth possessed
him | ooked at Ahmad and recogni zed the outlines of the soothsayer's face behind the Sultan's new
beard. Realizing that he had been deceived, the Mwenyi Muu thrust his dagger, the tip of which
was poi soned, deep into the Sultan's side and fled the banquet hall, taking up residence on the
nei ghboring island of Penba. Ahnmad ibn Majid survived, but the poison consuned his vital organs
and the remaining ten years of his life were spent in constant agony. As for the Mmenyi Muu, the
Sul tan's men hunted himdown-and put himto death along with ninety menbers of his famly, and
native rule in Zanzi bar was therew th extingui shed."

Sybill e paused. "lIs that not a gaudy and wonderful story?" she asked at |ast.
"Fascinating,"” Klein said. "Were did you find it?"

"Unpubl i shed nmenoirs of O aude R chburn of the East |ndia Conpany. Buried deep in the London
archives. Strange that no historian ever cane upon it before, isn't it? The standard texts sinply
say that Ahnmad used his navy to bully Abdullah into

signing the treaty, and then had the Mwrenyi Muu assassinated at the first convenient nonent."

"Very strange," Klein agreed. But he had not come here to listen to romantic - tales of visionary
potions and royal treacheries. He groped for some way to bring the conversation to a nore persona
| evel . Fragnents of his imaginary dialogue with Sybille floated through his mnd. Everything is
qui et where | am Jorge. There's a peace that passeth all understanding. Like swi nmm ng under a
sheet of glass. The way it is is that one no longer is affected by the unnecessary. Little things
stand revealed as little things. Die and be with us, and you'll understand. Yes. Perhaps. But did
she really believe any of that? He had put all the words in her nouth; everything he had i nagi ned
her to say was his own construct, worthless as a key to the true Sybille. Were would he find the
key, though?

She gave himno chance. "I will be going back to Zanzi bar soon," she said. "There's much | want to
| earn about this incident fromthe people in the back country-old | egends about the |ast days of
the Maenyi Muu, perhaps variants on the basic story-"

"May | acconpany you?"
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"Don't you have your own research to resune, Jorge?" she asked, and did not wait for an answer.
She wal ked briskly toward the door of the |ounge and went out, and he was al one.

7

I mean what they and their hired psychiatrists call "delusional systens." Needl ess to say,
"del usions" are always officially defined. W don't have to worry about questions of real or
unreal. They only talk out of expediency. It's the systemthat matters, How the data arrange
thensel ves inside it. Sone are consistent, others fall apart.

- THomas PYNCHON, Gravity's Rai nbow

Once nore the deads, this time only three of them coming over on the norning flight from Dar
Three was better than five, Daud Mahnoud Barwani supposed, but three was still nore than a
sufficiency. Not that those others, two nonths back, had caused any trouble, staying just the one
day and flitting off to the mainland again, but it nmade hi munconfortable to think of such

creatures on the sane snall island as hinself. Wth all the world, to choose, why did they keep
com ng to Zanzi bar?

"The plane is here," said the flight controller.

Thirteen passengers. The health officer let the | ocal people: through the gate first-two
newspapernen and four |egislators' comng back fromthe Pan-African Conference in Capetown and then
processed a party of four Japanese tourists, unsmling owish nmen festooned with canmeras. And then
the deads: and: Barwani was surprised to discover that they were the sane ones as before, the red-
haired man, the brown-haired man without the beard, the black-haired woman. Di d deads have so much
noney, that they could fly from America to Zanzi bar every few nont hs?= Barwani had heard a tale to
the effect that each new dead, when, he rose fromhis coffin, was presented with bars of gold
equal to" his own weight, and now he thought he believed it. No good will conme of having such
beings loose in the world, he told hinself, and certainly none fromletting theminto Zanzi bar

Yet he had no choice. "Wl come once again to the isle of cloves," he said unctuously, and sniled a
bureaucratic snile, and wondered, not: for the first tine, what would become of Daud Mahnoud
Barwani once his days on earth had reached their end.

"-Ahnmad the Sly versus Abhullah Sonething," Klein said." "That's all she would tal k about. The

hi story of Zanzibar." He was in Jijibhoi's study. The night was warm and a | ate-season rain was
falling, blurring the mllion sparkling lights of the Los; Angeles Basin. "It woul d have been, you
know, gauche to as her any direct questions. Gauche. | haven't felt so gauche since was fourteen.

I was hel pl ess anong them a foreigner, a child. "

"Do you think they saw through your disguise?" Jijibhoi asked.

"I can't tell. They seened to be toying with ne, to be having sport with ne, but that may just
have been their general style with any newconer. Nobody chal | enged nme. Nobody hinted | might be an
i mpostor. Nobody seemed to care very nmuch about nme or what | was doing there or how | had happened
to beconme a dead. Sybille and | stood face to face, and | wanted to reach out to her, | wanted her
to reach out to nme, and there was no contact, none, none at all, it was as though we had just net
at sone acadenic cocktail party and the only thing on her mnd was the

new nugget of obscure history she had just unearthed, and so she told ne all about how Sultan
Ahmad out f oxed Abdul | ah and Abdul | ah stabbed the, Sultan." Klein caught sight of a set of famliar
books on Jijibhoi's crowded shelves-Aiver and Mathew, Hi story of East Africa, books that had

travel ed everywhere with Sybille in the years of their marriage. He pulled forth Volume I, saying,
"She clainmed that the standard histories give a sketchy and inaccurate description of the incident
and that she's only now discovered the true story. For all | know, she was just playing a gane

with me, telling ne a piece of established history as though it were sonet hi ng nobody knew til
| ast week. Let nme see- Ahnad, Ahnad, Ahnad-'

He exanined the index. Five Ahnads were |isted, but there was no entry for a Sultan Ahnad ibn
Majid the Sly. Indeed an Ahnmad ibn Majid was cited, but he was nentioned only in a footnote and
appeared to be an Arab chronicler. Kl ein found three Abdull ahs, none of thema nan of Zanzi bar
"Sonet hing's wong," he nurnmnured.
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"It does not matter, dear Jorge," Jijibhoi said mldly.

"It does. Wait a minute." He prowed the listings. Under Zanzibar, Rulers, he found no Ahnmads, no
Abdul | ah; he did discover a Majid ibn Said, but when he checked the reference he found that he had
rei gned somewhere in the second half of the nineteenth century. Desperately Kl ein flipped pages,
ski mm ng, turning back, searching. Eventually he | ooked up and said, "It's all wong!"

"The Oxford History of East Africa?"

"The details of Sybille's story. Look, she said this Ahnad the Sly gained the throne of Oman in
1811 and sei zed Zanzi bar seven years later. But the book says that a certain Seyyid Said al -
Busai di became Sultan of Oran in 1806 and ruled for fifty years. He was the one, not this

nonexi stent Ahmad the Sly, who grabbed Zanzi bar, but he did it in 1828, and the ruler he conpelled
to sign a treaty with him the Mwvenyi Muu, was naned Hasan i bn Ahmad Alawi, and-" Klein shook his
head. "It's an altogether different cast of characters. No stabbings. no assassinations, the dates
are entirely different, the whole thing-"

Jijibhoi smled sadly. "The deads are often m schievous."
"But why would she invent a conplete fantasy and palmit off

as a sensational new discovery? Sybille was the nbst scrupul ous; scholar | ever knew She woul d
never-"

"That was the Sybille you knew, dear friend. | keep urging you to realize that this is another
person, a new person, w thin: her body. "

"A person who would |ie about history?"

"A person who woul d tease,"” Jijibhoi said.

"Yes," Klein nuttered. "Who would tease." Keep in nmind that to a dead the whol e universe is
plastic, nothing's real, nothing matters a hell of a lot. "W would tease a stupid;: boring,
annoyi ngly persistent ex-husband who has shown up in her Cold Town, wearing a transparent disguise
and pretending to: be a dead. Who would invent not only an anecdote but even its:  principals, as
a joke, a gane, a jeu d esprit. Ch, God. Oh, God, how cruel she is, how foolish |I was! It was her
way of telling me she knew I was a phony dead. Quid pro quo, fraud for fraud!"

"What will you do?"
"l don't know," Klein said.

VWhat he did, against Jijibhoi's strong advice and his own better judgment, was to get nore pills
fromDol orosa and return °~ to Zion Cold Town. There would be a fitful joy, like that of . probing
the socket of a missing tooth, in confronting Sybille with the evidence of her fictional Ahmad,
her imaginary Abdullah. Let there be no nore ganes between us, he would say. Tell ne what | need
to know, Sybille, and then let ne go away; but tell; ne only truth. Al the way to Utah he
rehearsed his speech, ', polishing and enmbellishing. There was no need for it, though, since this
time the gate of Zion Cold Town woul d not open for' him The scanners scanned his forged Al bany

card and the | oudspeaker said, "Your credentials are invalid."

Whi ch coul d have ended it. He mght have returned to Los. Angel es and picked up the pieces of his
life. All this semester he had been on sabbatical |eave, but the sumer term was coming and there
was work to do. He did return to Los Angeles, but only Iong enough to pack a somewhat | arger
suitcase, find his passport, and drive to the airport. On a sweet May evening a BOAC jet took him
over the Pole to London, where, barely pausing for coffee and buns at an airport shop, he boarded
anot her plane that' carried himsoutheast toward Africa. Mre asleep than awake,

he wat ched the dreany | andmarks drifting past: the Mediterranean, coming and going with surprising
rapidity, and the tawny carpet of the Libyan Desert, and the mighty Nile, reduced to a brown
thread' s thickness when viewed froma height of ten nmiles. Suddenly Kilinmanjaro, mst-wapped,
snow bound, |ooned |ike a giant doubl eheaded blister to his right, far below, and he thought he
could make out to his left the distant glare of the sun on the Indian Ccean. Then the big needle-
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nosed pl ane began its abrupt swooping descent, and he found hinmsel f, soon after, stepping out into
the warm humi d air and dazzling sunlight of Dar es Sal aam

Too soon, too soon. He felt unready to go on to Zanzibar. A day or two of rest, perhaps: he picked
a Dar hotel at random the Agip, liking the strange sound of its nane, and hired a taxi. The hote
was sleek and clean, a streanmlined affair in the glossy 1960's style, nuch cheaper than the

Kili manjaro where he had stayed briefly on the other trip, and located in a pleasant |eafy quarter
of the city, near the ocean. He strolled about for a short while, discovered that he was

al t oget her exhausted, returned to his roomfor a nap that stretched on for nearly five hours, and,
awakeni ng groggy, showered and dressed for dinner. The hotel's dining roomwas full of beefy red-
faced fair-haired nmen, jacketless and wearing open-throated white shirts, all of whomrem nded him
di sturbingly of Kent Zacharias; but these were warns, Britishers fromtheir accents, engineers, he
suspected, fromtheir conversation. They were building a damand a power plant sonmewhere up the
coast, it seened, or perhaps a power plant without a dam it was hard to follow what they said.
They drank a good deal of gin and spoke in hearty boom ng shouts. There were also a good nany
Japanese busi nessnen, of course, looking trimand restrained in dark blue suits and narrow ties,
and at the table next to Klein's were five tanned curly-haired nen talking in rapid Hebrew
Israelis, surely. The only Africans in sight were waiters and bartenders. Klein ordered Mnbasa
oysters, steak, and a carafe of red wine, and found the food unexpectedly good, but |eft nost of

it on his plate. It was late evening in Tanzania, but for himit was ten o' clock in the norning,
and his body was confused. He tunbled into bed, neditated vaguely on the probabl e presence of
Sybille just a few air-mnutes away i n Zanzi bar, and dropped into a sound sl eep

from whi ch he awakened, what seened |ike many hours later, to discover that it was still well
bef ore dawn.

He dawdl ed away the nmorning sightseeing in the old native quarter, hot and dusty, with unpaved
streets and rows of tin-, shacks, and at midday returned to his hotel for a shower and | unch. Mich
the sane national distribution in the restaurant British, Japanese, |sraeli-though the faces
seened different. He was on his second beer when Anthony Gracchus cane in. The white hunter, broad-
shoul dered, pale, densely bearded,: clad in khaki shorts, khaki shirt, seemed al nost to have
stepped out of the picture-cube Jijibhoi had once shown him Instinctively Klein shrank back
turning toward the wi ndow, but too late: Gacchus had seen him Al chatter cane to a halt in the
restaurant as the dead man strode to Klein's table, pulled out a chair unasked, and seated
hinsel f; then, as though a notion-. picture projector had been halted and started again, the
British engineers resuned their shouting, sounding somewhat strained now "Small world," Gacchus
said. "Crowded one, anyway. On your way to Zanzi bar, are you, Klein?"

"In a day or so. Did you know | was here?"

"Of course not." Gracchus' harsh eyes twinkled -slyly ....

"Sheer coincidence is what this is. She's there already."

"She is?"
"She and Zacharias and Mrtimer. | hear you w ggled your way into Zon."
"Briefly,” Klein said. "I saw Sybille. Briefly."

"Unsatisfactorily. So once again you' ve followed her here. F Gve it up, man. Gve it up."
"l can't."

"Can't!" Gracchus scow ed. "A neurotic's word, can't. Wat you nmean is won't. A mature man can do
anything he wants to that isn't a physical inmpossibility.-Forget her. You' re only annoying her
this way, interfering with her work, interfering with her-" Gacchus snmled. "Wth her life. She's
been dead al nost three years, hasn't she? Forget her. The world's full of other wonen. You're
still young, you have noney, you aren't ugly, you have professional standing-'

"lI's this what you were sent here to tell ne?"
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"I wasn't sent here to tell you anything, friend. I'monly
Don't go to Zanzi bar. Go hone

trying to save you fromyourself.

and start your life again."
"When | saw her at Zion," Klein said, "she treated ne with contenpt. She anused herself at ny
expense. | want to ask her why she did that."

"Because you're a warm and she's a dead. To her you're a clown. To all of us you're a clown. It's
not hi ng personal, Klein. There's sinply a gulf in attitudes, a gulf too wide for you to cross. You
went to Zion drugged up like a Treasury man, didn't you? Pale face, bulgy eyes? You didn't foo
anyone. You certainly didn't fool her: The gane she played with you was her way of telling you
that. Don't you know t hat ?"

"I know it, yes."
"What nmore do you want, then? More humliation?"

Kl ei n shook his head wearily and stared at the tablecloth. After a nmonent he | ooked up, and his
eyes nmet those of Gracchus, and he was astounded to realize that he trusted the hunter, that for
the first time in his dealings with the deads he felt he was being net with sincerity. He said in

a low voice, "W were very close, Sybille and I, and then she died, and now I'mnothing to her. |
haven't been able to cone to terms with that. | need her, still. I want to share ny life with her
even now. "

"But you can't."

"I know that. And still | can't help doing what |'ve been doing.

"There's only one thing you can share with her," Gacchus said. "That's your death. She won't
descend to your level: you have to clinb to hers."

"Don't be absurd."

"Who's absurd, ne or you? Listen to nme, Klein. | think you're a fool, | think you' re a weakling,
but | don't dislike you, | don't hold you to blanme for your foolishness. And so I'll help you, if
you'll allow nme." He reached into his breast pocket and withdrew a tiny nmetal tube with a safety
catch at one end. "Do you know what this is?" Gacchus asked. "It's a self-defense dart, the kind

all the wonen in New York carry. A good nany deads carry them too, because we never know when the
reaction will start, when the nobs will turn against us. Only we don't use anesthetic drugs in
ours. Listen, we can walk into any tavern in the native quarter and have a decent brawl going in
five minutes, and in the confusion I'll put one of these darts into you, and we'l|

have you in Dar General Hospital fifteen mnutes after that, crammed into a deep-freeze unit, and
for a few thousand dollars we can ship you unthawed to California, and this tinme Friday night
you'll be undergoing rekindling in, say, San Diego Cold Town. And when you cone out of it you and
Sybille will be on the sanme side of the gulf, do you see? If you're destined to get back together
with her, ever, that's the only way. That way you have a chance. This way you have none."

"I't's unt hinkable," Klein said.

"Unaccept abl e, naybe. But not unthinkable. Nothing's un- thinkable once sonebody's thought it. You
think it sonme nore. WIIl you promi se ne that? Think about it before you get aboard that plane for
Zanzibar. |I'Il be staying here tonight and tonorrow, and then |I'm going out to Arusha to neet sone
deads coming in for the hunting, and any tine before then I'Il do it for you if you say the word.
Thi nk about it. WIIl you think about it? Promise nme that you'll think about it."

“I'"l1l think about it," Klein said.
"Good. Good. Thank you. Now let's have |lunch and change the subject. Do you |like eating here?"

"One thing puzzles me. Way does this place have a clientele that's exclusively non-African? Does
it dare to discrimnate against blacks in a black republic?”
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Gracchus laughed. "It's the blacks who discrimnate, friend. This is considered a second-cl ass
hotel. Al the blacks are at the Kilimanjaro or the Nyerere. Still, it's not such a bad place. |
recommend the fish dishes, if you haven't tried them and there's a decent white wine fromlsrael
t hat-"

8.

O Lord, ne thought what pain it was to drown!
What dreadful noise of waters in mne ears!
What sights of ugly death within mne eyes!

Me t hought | saw a thousand fearful wecks;

A thousand nmen that fishes gnawed upon

Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl, -
I nesti mabl e stones, unval ued jewels,

Al'l scattered in the bottomof the sea

Sone lay in dead nmen's skulls, and in the holes
Where eyes did once inhabit there were crept,
As '"twere in scom of eyes, reflecting gens

That wooed the slinmy bottom of the deep

And nocked the dead bones that |ay scatt'red by.

. - Shakespeare, Richard 111
“-lsraeli wine," Mck Dongan was saying. "Well, I'Il try anything once, especially if there's sone
neat little irony attached to it. | nean, there we were in Egypt, in Egypt, at this fabul ous

dinner party in the hills at Luxor, and our host is a Saudi prince, no less, in full triba

costume right down to the sungl asses, and when they bring out the roast lanb he grins devilishly
and says, OF course we could always drink Muton Rothschild, but | do happen to have a small stock
of select Israeli wines in nmy cellar, and because |I think you are, |ike nyself, a connoisseur of
small incongruities |'ve asked ny steward to open a bottle or two of-Klein, do you see that gir
who just cane in?" It is January, 1981, early afternoon, a fine drizzle in

the air. Klein is lunching with six colleagues fromthe history departnent at the Hangi ng Gardens
atop the Westwood Pl aza. The hotel is a huge ziggurat on stilts; the Hanging Gardens is a rooftop
restaurant, ninety stories up, in freaky neo-Babyl onian decor, all w nged bulls and snorting
dragons of blue and yellowtile, waiters with long curly beards and scimtars at their hips gaudy
ni ghtclub by dark, canpy faculty hangout by day. Klein |ooks to his left. Yes, a handsome woman,
m d-twenties, coolly beautiful, serious-looking, taking a seat by herself, putting a stack of
books and cassettes down on the table before her. Kl ein does not pick up strange girls: a nmatter
of noral policy, and also a matter of innate shyness. Dongan teases him "Go on over, wll you?
She's your type, | swear. Her eyes are the right color for you, aren't they?"

Kl ei n has been conplaining, lately, that there are too nany blue-eyed girls in Southern
California. Blue eyes are disturbing to him sonehow, even nenacing. H's own eyes are brown. So
are hers: dark, warm sparkling. He thinks he has seen her occasionally in the library. Perhaps

t hey have even exchanged brief glances. "Go on," Dongan says. "Go on, Jorge. Go." Klein glares at
him He will not go. How can he intrude on this woman's privacy? To force hinself on her-it would
al nost be |ike rape. Dongan sniles conplacently; his bland grin is a merciless prod. Klein refuses
to be stanpeded. But then, as he hesitates, the girl smles too, a quick shy snmle, gone so soon
he

is not altogether sure it happened at all, but he is sure enough, and he finds hinself rising,
crossing the al abaster floor, hovering awkwardly over her, searching for some inspired words with
whi ch to nake contact, and no words cone, but still they make contact the ol d-fashi oned way, eye

to eye, and he is stunned by the intensity of what passes between themin that first inplausible
nonent .

"Are you waiting for soneone?" he nutters, stunned.
"No. " The snile again, far less tentative. "Wuld you like to join ne?"

She is a graduate student, he discovers quickly. Just got her master's, begi nning now on her

file:/l/F|/rah/Robert%20Silverberg/Born%20With%20the%20Dead%20by%20Robert%20Silverberg.txt (34 of 39) [1/23/03 5:50:16 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Robert%20Silverberg/Born%20With%20the%20D ead%20by%20Robert%20Sil verberg.txt

doctorate-the nineteenth century East African slave trade, particular enphasis on Zanzi bar. "How
romantic," he says. "Zanzibar! Have you been there?"

"Never. | hope to go sone day. Have you?"

"Not ever. But it always interested nme, ever since | was a small boy collecting stanps. It was the
| ast country in ny album "

"Not in mine," she says. "Zululand was."

She knows himby nane, it turns out. She had even been thinking of enrolling in his course on
Nazismand Its O fspring. "Are you South Anerican?" she asks.

"Born there. Raised here. My grandparents escaped to Buenos Aires in '37."
"Way Argentina? | thought that was a hotbed of Nazis."

"Was. Also full of German-speaking refugees, though. Al their friends went there. But it was too
unstable. My parents got out in '55, just before one of the big revolutions, and came to
Cal i fornia. What about you?"

"British famly. | was born in Seattle. My father's in the consular service. He-"

A waiter |oonms. They order sandw ches of fhandedly. Lunch seens very uni nportant now. The cont act
still holds. He sees Conrad's Nostronmo in her stack of books; she is halfway through it, and he
has just finished it, and coi ncidence anuses them Conrad is one of her favorites, she says. One
of his, too. Wat about Faul kner? Yes, and Mann, and Virginia Wolf, and they share even a
fondness for Hermann Broch, and a dislike for Hesse. How odd. Operas? Freischutz, Holl ander

Fi delio, yes. "W have very Teutonic tastes," she observes. "W have very

simlar tastes," he adds. He finds hinself holding her hand. "Amazingly simlar," she says. M ck
Dongan leers at himfromthe far side of the room Klein gives hima terrible scow. Dongan w nks.
"Let's get out of here," Klein says, just as she starts to say the sane thing.

They talk half the night and make | ove until dawn. "You ought to know, " he tells her solemly over
breakfast, "that | decided | ong ago never to get nmarried and certainly never to have a child."

"So did I," she says. "Wen | was fifteen."
They were married four nonths later. Mck Dongan was his best nan.
Gracchus said, as they left the restaurant, "You will think things over, won't you?"

"I will," Klein said. "I prom sed you that."

He went to his room packed his suitcase, checked out, and took a cab to the airport, arriving in
plenty of tinme for the afternoon flight to Zanzi bar. The sane nelancholy little nan was on duty as
heal th officer when he | anded, Barwani. "Sir, you have cone back," Barwani said. "I thought you

m ght. The ot her peopl e have been here several days already. "

"The ot her peopl e?"

"When you were here last, sir, you kindly offered nme a retainer in order that you night be
i nformed when a certain person reached this island.” Barwani's eyes gl eamed. "That person, with
two of her forner conpanions, is here now "

Klein carefully placed a twenty-shilling note on the health officer's desk
"At which hotel ?"

Barwani's |ips quirked. Evidently twenty shillings fell short of expectations. But Klein did not
t ake out another banknote, and after a nonent barwani said, "As before. The Zanzi bar house. And
you, sir?"

"As before,"” Klein said. "I'lIl be staying at the Shirazi."
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Sybille was in the garden of the hotel, going over the day's research notes, when the tel ephone
call cane fromBarwani. "Don't |et my papers bl ow away," she said to Zacharias, and went inside.
Wien she returned, |ooking bothered, Zacharias said, "lIs there trouble?" -Ya

She sighed. "Jorge. He's on his way to his hotel now "

"What a bore," Mrtinmer murnmured. "l thought Gracchus night have brought himto his senses.”
"Bvidently not," Sybille said. "Wat are we going to do?"

"What woul d you like to do?" Zacharias asked.

She shook her head. "W can't allowthis to go on, can we?

The evening air was humid and fragrant. The long rains had cone and gone, and the island was in
the grip of the new season's lunatic fertility: outside the wi ndow of Klein's hotel roomsone 11
vast twining vine was putting forth nonstrous trunpet-shaped, yellow flowers, and all about the
hot el grounds everything was: in blossom everything was in a frenzy of npist young | eaves.
Klein's sensibility reverberated to that feeling of universal vigorous thrusting newness; he paced
the room full of energy, trying: to devise some feasible stratagem GCo inmmediately to see=
Sybille? Force his way in, if necessary, with shouts and alarms, _, and denand to know why she had
told himthat fantastic tale of imaginary sultans? No. No. He would do no nore confronting,: no
nmore | anenting; now that he was here, now that he was cl ose by her, he would seek her out calmy,
he woul d tal k quietly, he would invoke nenories of their old | ove, he would speak of _Rilke and
Wyol f and Broch, of afternoons in Puerto Vallarta and nights in Santa Fe, of nusic heard and
caresses shared, he would rekindle not their narriage, for that was inpossible, but nerely; the
renenbrance of the bond that once had existed, he would: win from her some acknow edgnent of what
had been, and then. he would soberly and quietly exorcise that bond, he and she together, they
woul d work to free himby speaking softly of the, change that had cone over their lives, until,
after three hours or four or five, he had brought hinself with her help to an acceptance of the
unacceptabl e. That was all. -He woul d demand not hing, he would beg for nothing, except only that
she assist. himfor one evening in ridding his soul of this useless destructive obsession. Even a
dead, even a capricious, wayward, volatile, whinsical, wanton dead, would surely see the
desirability of that, and would freely give himher cooperation. Surely. And: then home, and then
new begi nni ngs, too | ong postponed.

He nade ready to go out.

There was a soft knock at the door. "Sir? Sir? You have visitors downstairs. "
"Who?" Kl ein asked, though he knew t he answer.

"A lady and two gentlenen,” the bellhop replied. "The taxi has brought them fromthe Zanzi bar
House. They wait for you in the bar."

"Tell them!'ll be down in a nonent."

He went to the iced pitcher on the dresser, drank a glass of cold water nechanically,

unt hi nki ngly, poured hinself a second, drained that too. This visit was unexpected; and why had
she brought her entourage along? He had to struggle to regain that centeredness, that sense of
pur pose understood, which he thought he had attai ned before the knock. Eventually he left the
room

They were dressed crisply and inpeccably this danp night.
Zacharias in a tawny frock coat and pale green trousers, Mrtiner in a belted white caftan tri mred
with intricate brocade,
Sybille in a sinple |lavender tunic. Their pale faces were un
marred by perspiration; they seened perfectly conposed, nodels of poise. No one sat near themin
the bar. As Klein entered,
they stood to greet him but their smles appeared sinister
having nothing of friendliness in them Kl ein clung tight to his
i ntended cal mess. He said quietly, "It was kind of you to cone.
May | buy drinks for you?" -
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"We have ours already," Zacharias pointed out. "Let us be your hosts. Wat will you have?"

"Pimm s Nunber Six," Klein said. He tried to match their frosty sniles. "I adnmire your tunic,
Sybille. You all |ook so debonair tonight that | feel shanmed."

"You never were famous for your clothes,” she said.
Zacharias returned fromthe counter with Klein's drink. He took it and toasted them gravely.

After a short while Klein said, "Do you think | could talk privately with you, Sybille?"

"There's nothing we have to say to one another that can't be said in front of Kent and Laurence.

"Nevert hel ess.

"I prefer not to, Jorge."

"As you w sh. Kl ein peered straight into her eyes and saw nothing there, nothing, and flinched
Al that he had neant to say fled his mnd. Only churning fragnents danced there: Ril ke, Broch
Puerto Vallarta. He gul ped at his drink.

Zacharias said, "W have a problemto discuss, Klein."
"CGo on."

"The problemis you. You're causing great distress to Sybille. This is the second tine, now, that
you' ve followed her to Zanzibar, to the literal end of the earth, Klein, and you' ve nade severa
attenpts besides to enter a closed sanctuary in Utah under false pretenses, and this is
interfering with Sybille's freedom Klein, it's an inpossible, intolerable interference."

"The deads are dead," Mortinmer said. "W understand the depths of your feelings for your l|ate
wi fe, but this conpul sive pursuit of her nust be brought to an end."

"It will be,” Klein said, staring at a point on the stucco wall m dway between Zacharias and
Sybille. "I want only an hour or two of private conversation with ny-with Sybille, and then |
proni se you that there will be no further-"

"Just as you prom sed Anthony Gracchus," Mortinmer said, "not to go to Zanzi bar."

"l wanted-"

"W have our rights," said Zacharias. "W've gone through hell, literally through hell, to get
where we are. You've infringed on our right to be Ieft alone. You bother us. You bore us. You
annoy us. W hate to be annoyed." He | ooked toward Sybille. She nodded. Zacharias' hand vani shed
into the breast pocket of his coat. Mortiner seized Klein's wist with astoni shing suddenness and
jerked his armforward. A minute netal tube glistened in Zacharias' huge fist. Klein had seen such
a tube in the hand of Anthony Gracchus only the day before

"No," Klein gasped. "I don't believe-no!"

Zacharias plunged the cold tip of the tube quickly into Klein's forearm

"The freezer unit is conmng," Mrtinmer said. "It'Il be here in five mnutes or less.”

"What if it's late?" Sybille asked anxiously. "Wat if sonething irreversible happens to his brain
before it gets here?"

"He's not even entirely dead yet," Zacharias reninded her. "There's tine. There's anple tine. |
spoke to the doctor nyself, a very intelligent Chinese, flaw ess command of English. He was nost
synpathetic. They'll have himfrozen within a couple of mnutes of death. We'Il book cargo passage
aboard the norning plane for Dar. He'll be in the United States within twenty-four hours, |
guarantee that. San Diego will be notified. Everything will be all right, Sybille!"

Jorge Klein lay slunped across the table. The bar had enptied the noment he had cried out and
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lurched forward: the half-dozen custonmers had fled, not caring to mar their holidays by sharing an
evening with the presence of death, and the waiters and bartenders, big-eyed, terrified, lurked in
the hallway. A heart attack, Zacharias had announced, sone ki nd of sudden attack, naybe a stroke,
where's the tel ephone? No one had seen the tiny tube do its work.

Sybille trenmbled. "If anything goes wong-"
"I hear the sirens now," Zacharias said.

From his desk at the airport Daud Mahnoud Barwani watched the bul ky refrigerated coffin being

| oaded by grunting porters aboard the norning plane for Dar. And then, and then, and then? They
woul d ship the dead nan to the far side of the world, to Anerica, and breathe new life into him
and he woul d go once nore anong men. Barwani shook his head. These people! The man who was alive

i s now dead, and these dead ones, who knows what they are? Who knows? Best that the dead renmain
dead, as was intended in the time of first things. Wo could have foreseen a day when the dead
returned fromthe grave? Not I. And who can foresee what we will all becone, a hundred years from
now? Not |. Not |I. A hundred years fromnow | will sleep, Barwani thought. | will sleep, and it
will not matter to ne at all what sort of creatures walk the earth

9.

W die with the dying: See, they depart, and we go with them W are born with the dead: See, they
return, and bring us with them

-T. S. Eliot, Little G dding

On the day of his awakening he saw no one except the attendants at the rekindling house, who
bat hed himand fed himand hel ped himto walk slowy around his room They said nothing to him
nor he to them words seened irrelevant. He felt strange in his skin, too snugly contained, as
though all his Iife he had worn

ill-fitting clothes and now had for the first time encountered as conpetent tailor. The inages
that his eyes brought himwere sharp, unnaturally clear, and faintly hal oed by prismatic col ors,
an effect that inperceptibly vanished as the day passed. On the second day he was visited by the
San Diego Guide father, not at-, all the form dable patriarch he had i magi ned, but rather a cool,"
efficient executive, about fifty years old, who greeted himcordially and told himbriefly of the
di sciplines and routines he nust naster before he could | eave the Cold Town. "What nonth is this?"
Kl ei n asked, and Guide father told himit was June, the seventeenth of June, 1993. He had sl ept
four weeks.

Now it is the norning of the third day after his awakening, and r-. he has guests: Sybille,
Nerita, Zacharias, Mirtinmer, Gacchus. They file into his roomand stand in an arc at the foot of
his bed;. radiant in the glow of light that pierces the narrow wi ndows.,, Like dem gods, |ike
angels, glittering with a dazzling inward brilliance, and now he is of their conpany. Formally
they enbrace him first Gacchus, then Nerita, then Mrtiner. Zacharias advances next to his
bedsi de, Zacharias who sent himinto death, and he sniles at Klein and Klein returns the smle
and they enbrace. Then it is Sybille's turn: she slips her hand between his, he draws her close,
her lips brush his cheek, h' ; touch hers, his armencircles her shoul ders.

"Hel l o," she whispers.
"Hello," he says.

They ask himhow he feels, how quickly his strength is returning, whether he has been out of bed
yet, how soon he w comence his drying-off. The style of their conversation is the oblique,
elliptical style favored by the deads, but not. nearly sot clipped and cryptic as the way of
speech they nornally woul d use anong thensel ves; they are favoring him |eading himinch: by inch
into their custons. Wthin five nminutes he thinks he | getting the knack.

He says, using their verbal shorthand, "I nust have been

great burden to you."
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"You were, you were," Zacharias agrees. "But all that done with now. "

"We forgive you," Mrtiner says.

"We wel cone you anong us," declares Sybille.

They tal k about their plans for the nonths ahead. Sybille is nearly finished with her work on
Zanzi bar; she will retreat to

Zion Cold Town for the summer nmonths to wite her thesis. Mrtimer and Nerita are off to Mexico to
tour the ancient tenples and pyram ds Zacharias is going to Chio, to his beloved nmounds. In the
autumm they will reassenble at Zion and plan the winter's anusenent: a tour of Egypt, perhaps, or
Peru, the heights of Machu Picchu. Ruins, archaeol ogical sites, delight them in the places where
death has been busiest, their joy is npst intense. They are flushed, excited, verbose virtually
chattering, now Away we will go, to Z nbabwe, to Pal enque, to Angkor, to Knossos, To Uxnal, to

Ni neveh, to Mohenjodaro. And as they go on and on, talking with hands and eyes and smles and even
wor ds, even words, torrents of words, they blur and becone unreal to him they are mere dancing
puppets jerking about a badly painted stage, they are droning insects, wasps or bees or nobsquitos,
with all their talk of travels and festivals, of Boghazkby and Babyl on, of Megiddo and Massada,
and he ceases to hear them he tunes themout, he lies there snmiling, eyes glazed, nmind adrift. It
perplexes himthat he has so little interest in them But then he realizes that it is a mark of
his liberation. He is freed of old chains now WII he join their set? Wiy should he? Perhaps he
will travel with them perhaps not, as the whimtakes him Mre |ikely not. Al nobst certainly not.
He does not need their conpany. He has his own interests. He will follow Sybille about no | onger.
He does not need, he does not want, he will not seek. Wiy should he becone one of them rootless,
an anoral wanderer, a ghost nade fl esh? Wiy shoul d he enbrace the values and customs of these
peopl e who had given himto death as dispassionately as they might swat an insect, only because he
had bored them because he had annoyed then? He does not hate themfor what they did to him he
feels no resentnment that he can identify, he merely chooses to detach hinself fromthen. Let them
float on fromruin to ruin, let thempursue death fromcontinent to continent; he will go his own
way. Now that he has crossed the interface he finds that Sybille no | onger matters to him

-Ch, sir, things change
"We'll go now," Sybille says softly.

He nods. He makes no other reply.

"We'll see you after your drying-off," Zacharias tells him and touches himlightly with his
knuckl es, a farewell gesture used only by the deads.

"See you," Mortimer says. "See you," says Gracchus. "Soon," Nerita says.

Never, Klein says, saying it w thout words, but so they will' understand. Never. Never. Never. |
will never see any of you. h will never see you, Sybille. The syllables echo through his brain,
and the word never, never, never rolls over himlike the breaking,; surf, cleansing him purifying
him healing him He is free. He is: alone.

"Goodbye," Sybille calls fromthe hallway. "Goodbye," He says.

It was years before he saw her again. But they spent the |last days of ' 99 together, shooting
dodos under the shadow of m ghty Kilinmanjaro.

:11
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