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PART ONE
The Eve of RUMIKO

I was in the control roomwhen the J-9 unit flaked out
on us. | was there for purposes of doing sone idiot
mai nt enance work, anong ot her things.

There were two men below in the capsul e, inspecting

the Highway to Hell, that shaft screwed into the ocean's
bottom t housands of fathonms beneath us and soon to be
opened for traffic. Ordinarily, | wouldn't have worried,
as there were two J-9 technicians on the payroll. Only,
one of themwas on | eave in Spitzbergen and the other
had entered sick bay just that norning. As a sudden
conbi nati on of wind and turbul ent waters rocked the
Aquina and | reflected that it was now the Eve of RU
MXO, | nmade ny decision. | crossed the roomand re-
nmoved a side panel

"Schweitzer! You' re not authorized to fool around
with that!" said Doctor Asquith.

| studied the circuits, and, "Do you want to work on
it?" | asked him

"Of course not. | wouldn't know how to begin.
But —

"Do you want to see Martin and Denmy die?"
"You know | don't. Only you're not—

"Then tell nme who is," | said. "That capsul e down

there is controlled fromup here, and we've just bl own
sonmet hing. |f you know sonebody better fit to work on

it, then you'd better send for him Oherwise, I'll try to
repair the J-9 nyself."

He shut up then, and | began to see where the trouble
was. They had been sonewhat obvi ous about things.
They had even used solder. Four circuits had been
rigged, and they had fed the whol e ness back through
one of the tinmers.

So | began unscrewi ng the thing. Asquith was an
oceanogr apher and so should know little about el ectron-
ic circuits. | guessed that he couldn't tell that | was
undoi ng sabotage. | worked for about ten mnutes, and
the drifting capsul e hundreds of fathons beneath us be-
gan to function once again.

As | worked, | had reflected upon the powers soon to

be invoked, the forces that would traverse the H ghway

to Hell for a brief time, and then like the Devil's envoy
or the Devil hinself, perhaps—be rel eased, there in

the mid-Atlantic. The bleak weather that prevails in
these latitudes at this time of year did little to inprove
my nood. A deadly force was to be enpl oyed, atonic
energy, to release an even nore powerful phenonenon

—+ive magma—whi ch seet hed and bubbl ed now nil es

beneath the sea itself. That anyone should play sensel ess
ganmes with sonmething like this was beyond ny conpre-
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hensi on. Once again, the ship was shaken by the waves.

"Ckay," | said. "There were a few shorts and
strai ghtened themout" | replaced the side panel
"There shouldn't be any nore trouble.”

He regarded the nmonitor. "It seems to be functioning
all right now Let ne check. "

He flipped the toggle and said, "Aquina to capsule.
Do you read nme?"

"Yes," cane the reply. "What happened?"

"Short circuit in the J-9," he answered. "It has been
repaired. Wat is your condition?"

"Al'l systens returned to normal. Instructions?"

"Proceed with your mission," he said, then turned to
me. "I'Il recomend you for sonething or other," he
said. "lI'msorry | snapped at you. | didn't know you
coul d service the J-9."

"I"'man electrical engineer," | replied, "and |'ve stud-
ied tills thing. I knowit's restricted. If | hadn't been able
to figure out what was wong, | wouldn't have touched

it."

"I take it you'd rather not be recomended for somne-
thing or other?"

"That is correct."
"Then | will not do it."

Wi ch was a very good thing, for the nonce, as I'd

al so disconnected a small bonb, which then resided in
my |left-hand jacket pocket and woul d soon be tossed
overboard. It had had another five to eight mnutes to
go and woul d have blotted the record conpletely. As for
me, | didn't even want a record; but if there had to be
one, it would be mine, not the eneny's.

I excused nyself and departed. | disposed of the evi-
dence. | thought upon the day's doings.

Soneone had tried to sabotage the project. So Don

Wal sh had been right. The assumed threat had been for
real. Consunme that and digest it. It meant that there was
somet hing big invol ved. The main question was,

"What ?" The second was, "What next?"

I lit a cigarette and | eaned on the Aquini/s rail.

wat ched the cold north sea attack the hull. My hands
shook. It was a decent, humanitarian project. A so, a
hi ghl y dangerous one. Even forgetting the great risks,
though, | could not come up with a good counterinter-
est. Cbviously, however, there was one.

Woul d Asquith report ne? Probably. Though he
woul d not realize what he was doing. He woul d have to
expl ain the discontinuance of function in the capsule in
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order to make his report jibe with the capsule's log. He
woul d say that | had repaired a short circuit. That's all.

That woul d be enough.

| had al ready decided that the eneny had access to

the main | og. They woul d know about the di sconnected
bonb not being reported. They woul d al so know who

had stopped themy and they might be interested enough,

at a critical time like this, to do sonething rash. Good.
That was precisely what | wanted.

Because | had al ready wasted an entire nonth
waiting for this break. | hoped they would cone after
me soon and try to question me. | took a deep drag on
the cigarette and watched a distant iceberg glisten in the
sun. This was going to be a strange one—+ had that
feeling. The skies were gray and the oceans were dark.
Somewher e, soneone di sapproved of what was going on
here, but for the life of me | could not guess why.

Vell, the hell with themall. | Iike cloudy days. | was
bomon one. I'd do ny best to enjoy this one.

I went back to ny cabin and m xed nyself a drink, as
I was then officially off duty.

After a time, there came a knocking on ny door
"Turn the handl e and push," | said.
It opened and a young nan nanmed Rawl i ngs entered.

"M ster Schweitzer," he said, "Carol Deith would |ike

to speak with you."
"Tell her I'mon ny way," | said.
"A'l right," and he depart ed.

I conbed ny sort of blond hair and changed ny

shirt, because she was pretty and young. She was the
ship's Security Oficer, though, so | had a good idea as
to what she was really after.

I wal ked to her office and knocked twi ce on the door.

As | entered, | bore in mind the fact that it probably

i nvol ved the J-9 and ny doings of a half hour before.
This would tend to indicate that she was right on top of
ever yt hi ng.

"Hello," | said. "I believe you sent for me?"

"Schweitzer? Yes, | did. Have a seat, huh?" and she
gestured at one on the other side of her expensive desk

| took it.
"What do you want ?"
"You repaired the J-9 this afternoon.”

I shrugged. "Are you asking nme or telling ne?"
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"You are not authorized to touch the thing."

"If you want, | can go back and screw it up and | eave
it the way | found it."

"Then you adnit you worked on it?"

"Yes."
She si ghed.
"Look, | don't care," she said. "You probably saved

two lives today, so |'mnot about to fault you for a secu-
rity violation. Wat | want to know is sonething differ-
ent."

"What ?"
"Was it sabotage?"

And there it was. | had felt it com ng.

"No," | said. "It was not. There were some short
circuits—

"Bull," she told ne.

"I'"'msorry. | don't understand—=

"You understand, all right. Sonebody gi mm cked

that thing. You undid it, and it was trickier than a cou-
pl e of short circuits. And there was a bonb. W nonitored
its explosion off the port bow about half an hour ago."

"You said it," |I said. "I didn't."

"What' s your ganme?" she asked ne. "You cl eaned up
for us, and now you're covering up for sonebody el se.
What do you want ?"

"Not hing," | said.

| studied her. Her hair was sort of reddish and she

had freckles, lots of them Her eyes were green. They
seened to be set quite far apart beneath the ruddy |ine of
her bangs. She was fairly tall—+ike five-ten—though she
was not standing at the nonent | had danced with her

once at a shipboard party.

"Wl 2"

"Quite well," | said. "And yoursel f?"

"1 want an answer."

"To what ?"

"Was it sabotage?"

"No," | said. "Watever gave you that idea?"
"There have been other attenpts, you know "

"No, | didn't know "
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She bl ushed suddenly, highlighting her freckles. Wat
had caused that?

"Wel |, there have been. W stopped all of them ob-
viously. But they were there."

"Who did it?"

"W don't know. "

"Way not ?"

"W never got hold of the people involved."
"How come?"

"They were clever."

I lit a cigarette.

"Well, you're wong," | said. "There were some short
circuits. I'man electrical engineer and | spotted them
That was all, though."

She found one soneplace, and | it it for her

"Ckay," she said. "I guess |'ve got everything you
want to tell ne."

| stood then.
" By the way, | ran another check on you."
n YeS?II

"Not hi ng. You're clean as snow and swansdown. "

"Gad to hear it."

"Don't be. Mster Schweitzer. I'mnot finished wifh
you yet"
"Try everything," | said. "You'll find nothing else."

And | was sure of that.
So | left her, wondering when they would reach ne.

I send one Christmas card each year, and it is un-

signed. Al it bears—n block print—+s a list of four bars
and the cities in which they exist. On Easter, May Day,
the first day of sunmer, and Hall oween, | sit in those

bars and sip drinks fromnine until mdnight, |local tine.
Then | go away. Each year, they're different bars.

Al ways, | pay cash, rather than using the Universa
Credit Card which nost people carry these days. The
bars are generally dives, |ocated in out-of-the-way
pl aces.

Sonetimes Don WAl sh shows up, sits down next to

me and orders a beer. W strike up a conversation, then
take a wal k. Sonetinmes he doesn't show up. He never
msses two in a row, though. And the second tine he al-
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ways brings ne some cash.

A coupl e of nonths ago, on the day when sunmer

came bustling into the world, | was seated at a table in
the back of the Inferno, in San Mguel de Allende, Mex-
ico. It was a cool evening, as they all are in that place,
and the air had been clean and the stars very bright as
wal ked up the flagstone streets of that national nonu-
ment. After a time, | saw Don enter, wearing a dark,
fake-wool suit and yell ow sport shirt, opened at the
neck. He noved to the bar, ordered sonething, turned

and | et his eyes wander about the tables. | nodded when
he grinned and waved. He nmoved toward me with a

glass in one hand and a Carta Blanca in the other

"l know you," he said.

"Yeah, | think so. Have a seat?"

He pulled out a chair and seated hinsel f across from
me at the small table. The ashtray was filled to over-
flowi ng, but not because of ne. The odor of tequila was
on the breeze—nmke that "draft"—from the opened

front of the narrow barroom and all about us two-di-
mensi onal nudes fought with bullfight posters for wall
space.

"Your nane is ... ?"
"Frank," | said, pulling it out of ne air. "Wasn't it in
New Orleans. . . ?"

"Yeah, at Mardi Gras—a couple years ago."

"That's right. And you're . . . ?"
"CGeorge."
"Right. | remenber now. We went drinking together.

Pl ayed poker all night long. Had a hell of a good tine."

And you took ne for about two hundred
bucks. "

I grinned.
"So what've you been up to?" | asked him

"Ch, the usual business. There are big sales and snal
sales. |1've got a big one going now."

"Congratulations. I'mglad to hear that. Hope it
wor ks out."

"Me, too."

So we made snmall talk while he finished his beer;

then, "Have you seen much of this town?" | asked.
"Not really. | hear it's quite a place."
"Ch, | think you'll like it. | was here for their Festiva

once. Everybody takes bennies to stay awake for the
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whol e three days. Indios cone down fromthe hills and

put on dances. They still hold paseos here, too, you
know? And they have the only Gothic cathedral in all of
Mexi co. It was designed by an illiterate |Indian, who had

seen pictures of the things on postcards from Europe.
They didn't think it would stay up when they took the
scaffol ding down, but it did and has done so for a |ong
tine."

"I wish I could stick around, but I"'monly here for a
day or so. | thought I'd buy some souvenirs to take
honme to the famly."

"This is the place. Stuff is cheap here. Jewelry, espe-
cially."

"I wish | had nore tinme to see sonme of the sights."

"There is a Toltec ruin atop a hill to the northeast,

whi ch you m ght have noticed because of the three
crosses set at its sumit. It is interesting because the
governnent still refuses to adnmit it exists. The view
fromup there is great."”

"I"'d like to see it. How do you get in?"

"You just walk out there and clinb it. It doesn't exist,
so there are no restrictions.”

"How | ong a hi ke?"

"Less than an hour, from here. Finish your beer, and
we'll take a wal k. "

He did, and we did.

He was breathing heavily in a short time. But then, he
lived near sea level and this was |ike 6,500 feet, eleva-
tion.

We nmade it up to the top, though, and wandered
am d cacti. W seated ourselves on sone big stones

"So, this place doesn't exist," he said, "the sane as

you. "
"That's right."

"Then it's not bugged—no, it couldn't be-the way
nost bars are these days."

"It's still a bit of wlderness."
"I hope it stays this way."
"Me, too."

"Thanks for the Christnas card. You | ooking for a
j ob?"

"You know it."

"All right. 1've got one for you."
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And that's how this one started.

"Do you know about the Leeward and W ndward | s-
| ands?" he asked nme. "Or Surtsey?”

"No. Tell ne."

"Down in the West Indies—n the Lesser Antilles
system-starting in an arc headi ng southeasterly from
Puerto Rico and the Virgin Islands toward South Aner-
ica, are those islands north, of Guadel oupe which repre-
sent the high points of a subterranean ridge ranging
fromforty to two hundred mles in width. These are
oceanic islands, built up fromvolcanic materials. Every
peak is a vol cano—extinct or otherw se."

" ggo"

"The Hawaiians grew up in the sane fashion. —Surt-

sey, though, was a twentieth-century phenonenon: a

vol canically created island which grewup in a very brief
time, somewhat to the west of the Vestmanna | sl ands,

near lceland. That was in 1963. Capelinhos, in the
Azores, was the sanme way, and had its origin undersea."

"So?" But | already knew, as | said it. | already knew
about Project RUMKO-after the Maori god of vol -
canoes and earthquakes. Back in the twentieth century,
there had been an aborted Mhol e Project and there

had been natural -gas-ni ning deal s which had invol ved
deep drilling and the use of "shaped" atonic charges.

"RUMXXO, " he said. "Do you know about it?"
"Somewhat. Mainly fromthe Tines Science Section."
"That's enough. We're invol ved."

"How so?"

"Soneone is attenpting to sabotage the thing. | have
been retained to find out who and how and why, and to
stop him 1've tried, and have been em nently unsuccess-
ful to date. In fact, | lost two of nmy nmen under rather
strange circunstances. Then | received your Christnas
card."

I turned toward him and his green eyes seened to

glow in the dark. He was about four inches shorter than
me and perhaps forty pounds |ighter, which still nade
hima pretty big man. But he had straightened into a
nearly mlitary posture, so that he seened bi gger and
stronger than the guy who had been wheezing beside nme
on the way up.

"You want ne to nove in?"
"Yes."
"What's init for nme?"

"Fifty thousand. Maybe a hundred fifty—dependi ng
on the results.”
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I lit a cigarette
"What will | have to do?" | finally asked

"Get yoursel f assignhed as a crewnman on the Agwna
—better yet, a technician of some kind. Can you do
t hat ?"

"Yes."

"Well, do it. Then find out who is trying to screw the
thing up. Then report back to ne—er else take them

out of the picture any way you see fit. Then report back
to ne."

I chuckl ed.
"I't sounds like a big job. Wwo is your client?"

"A U S. Senator,"” he said, "who shall remain nane-

| ess."

"Wth that | can guess," | said, "but | won't."
"You'll do it?"

"Yes. | could use the noney."

"It will be dangerous."
"They all are.”

We regarded the crosses, with the packs of cigarettes
and other various goodies tied to themin the way of re-
|igious offerings.

"CGood, " he said. "Wen will you start?"
"Before the nonth is out."

"Ckay. When will you report to nme?"

| shrugged, under starlight.

"When |'ve got sonething to say."

"That's not good enough, this tine. Septenber 15 is
the target date.”

" Hit goes off without a hitch?"
"Fifty grand."”

"Hit gets tricky, and | have to di spose of a corpus or
t hree?"

"Like | said."
"Ckay. You're on. Before Septenber 15."
"No reports?"

". . . Unless |I need help, or have sonething inpor-
tant to say."
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"You may, this tine."
| extended nmy hand.
"You' ve got yourself a deal, Don."

He bowed his head, nodding to the crosses.

"Gve ne this one," he finally said. "I want this one.
The nen | | ost were very good nen."

“I''1l try. 1'll give you as nuch as | can."

"l don't understand you, mister. I wish | knew how
you—

"Good. |'d be crushed if you ever knew how I."

And we wal ked back down the hill, and | left himoff

at the place where he was staying that night.

"Let me buy you a drink," said Martin, as | passed
himon the foredeck on ny way out of Carol Deith's
cabi n.

"A'l right," and we wal ked to the ship's | ounge and
had one.

"I'"ve got to thank you for what you did while Demry
and | were down there. It—=

"It was nothing," | said. "You could have fixed it
yourself in a mnute if sonebody el se had been down
and you'd been up here."

"It didn't work out that way, though, and we're happy
you were handy."

"I consider nyself thanked," | said, raising the plastic
beer stein—they're all plastic these days. Damm it!

"What ki nd of shape was that shaft in?" |I asked him

"Excellent,"” he said, furrowing his w de, ruddy fore-
head and putting lots of winkles around his bluish eyes.

"You don't | ook as confident as you sound."
He chuckl ed then, took a snmall sip.

"Well, it's never been done before. Naturally, we're
all alittle scared. "

| took that as a mild appraisal of the situation

"But, top to bottom the shaft was in good shape?"
asked.

He | ooked around him probably wondering whet her

the place was bugged. It was, but he wasn't saying any-
thing that could hurt him or nme. If he had been, I'd
have shut hi m up.

"Yes," he agreed.
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"Good," and | thought back on the sayings of the
short man with the w de shoul ders. "Very good."

"That's a strange attitude,’
pai d technician."

he said. "You're just a

"I take a certain pride in ny work."

He gave ne a look |I did not understand, then, "That
sounds strangely like a twentieth-century attitude."

I shrugged.
"I"'mol d-fashioned. Can't get away fromit."

"I like that," he said. "I wi sh nore people were that
way, these days."

"What's Demmy up to, now?"

"He's sl eeping."”

" Good. "

"They ought to prompte you."

"l hope not."

"Way not ?"

"I don't like responsibilities."

"But you take them on yourself, and you handl e them
wel | . "

"I was | ucky—ence. Who knows what will happen,
next tine. . . ?"

He gave ne a furtive | ook
"What do you nean, 'next tine'?"

"I mean, if it happens again," | said. "I just happened
to be in the control room . . ."

I knew then that he was trying to find out what |
knew-so neither of us knew rmuch, though we both
knew t hat sonet hi ng was w ong.

He stared at ne, sipped his beer, kept staring at ne,
then nodded. "You're trying to say that you're |azy?"

"That's right."
"Crap."
I shrugged and si pped nine.

Back around 1957—fifty years ago—there was a

thing called AMSCC, and it was a joke. It was a takeoff
on the funny nanmes of al phabetized scientific organiza-
tions. It stood for the American M scell aneous Soci ety.
It represented sonething other than a joke on the orga-
ni zati on man, however. This was because Doctor \Valter
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Munk of Scripps Institution of Cceanography and Doc-

tor Harry Hess of Princeton were nenbers, and they

had conme up with a strange proposal which [ater died

for lack of funds. Like John Brown, however, while it

lay noldering inits grave, its spirit kept shumng its feet.

It is true that the Mhole Project died stillborn, but
that which eventually cane of the notion was even grand-
er and nore-creative.

Most peopl e know that the crust of the Earth is twen-
ty-five or nore mles thick under the continents, and

that it would be rough drilling there. Many al so know
that under the oceans the crust is nuch thinner. It would
be quite possible to drill there, into the top of the nman-

tle, penetrating the Mhorovicic Discontinuity, however.
They had tal ked about all kinds of data that could be
pi cked up. Well, okay. But consider sonething el se:

sure, it's true that a sanpling of the mantle woul d provide
sonme answers to questions involving radioactivity and

heat fl ow, geological structure and the age of the Earth.
Working with natural materials, we would know bound-

aries, thicknesses of various layers within the crust; and
we coul d check these against what we had | earned from

the seismc waves of earthquakes gone by. Al that and
nmore. A sanple of the sedinments would give us a com

plete record of the Earth's history, before nan ever

made the scene. But there is nore involved than that, a

| ot nore.

" Anot her one?" Martin asked ne.
"Yeah. Thanks."

If you study the International Union of Geol ogy and
Geophysi cs publication, Active Vol canoes of the Wrld,

and if you map out all those which are no | onger active,
you will note certain volcanic and seismic belts. There is
the "Ring of Fire" surrounding the Pacific Ccean. Start

al ong the Pacific coast of South Anerica, and you can
follow it up north through Chile, Ecuador, Col onbia,
Central America, Mexico, the western United States

Canada, and Al aska, then around and down t hrough
Kanthat ka, the Kuriles, Japan, the Philippines, |ndo-
nesi a, and New Zeal and. Forgetting about the Mediter-
ranean, there is also an area in the Atlantic, near |cel and.

W sat there.
| raised mine and took a sip.

There are over six hundred vol canoes in the world
whi ch could be classified as active, though actually they
don't do nuch nbst of the tine.

We were going to add one nore.

We were going to create a volcano in the Atlantic
Ccean. More specifically, a volcanic island, |ike Surtsey.
This was Project RUMXKO
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"I''m goi ng down again," said Martin. "Sonetinme

during the next few hours, | guess. |'d appreciate it if
you would do ne the favor of keeping an eye on that
goddam machi ne next tine around. |'d nake it up to

you, some way."

"Ckay," | said. "Let me know when the next tine is,
as soon as you knowit, and I'll try to hang around the
control room In case sonmething does go wong. I'Il try to do

what | did earlier, if there's no one around who can do
any better.”

He sl apped nme on the shoul der
"That's good enough for me. Thanks."

"You're scared."

"Yeah. "

Il\My?ll

"This damed thing seens jinxed. You' ve been ny
good-luck charm 1'll buy you beers fromhere to hel
and back again, just to hang around. | don't know
what's wong. Just bad luck, | guess."

"Maybe, " | said.

| stared at himfor a second, then turned ny attention
to ny drink.

"The isotherm c maps show that this is the right
pl ace, the right part of the Atlantic," | said. "The only
thing I'msacred about is none of ny business."

"What's that?" he asked.

"There are various things about magma," | said, "and

sone of themfrighten ne."
"What do you nean?" he asked.

"You don't know what it's going to do, once it's re-
| eased. It could be anything froma Krakatoa to an Etna.

The nagma itself nay be of any conposition. Its expo-
sure to water and air could produce any results.”

"I thought we had a guarantee it was safe?"

"A guess. An educated guess, but only a guess. That's
all."

"You're scared?"

"You bet your ass."

"W're in danger . . . ?"

"Not us so nuch, since we'll be the hell out of the
way. But this thing could affect world tenperatures,
tides, weather. I'ma little leery, I'Il admt it."
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He shook his head. "I don't like it."

"You probably had all your bad luck already," | said.
"I wouldn't | ose any sl eep. "

"l guess you're right."

W finished our beers and | stood.
"I've got to be running.”

"Can | buy you anot her?"

"No, thanks. |'ve got sone work to do."
"Well, 1'll be seeing you."

"Yes. Take it easy," and | |eft the | ounge and noved
back to the upper decks.

The noon spilled sufficient |light to nake shadows
about ne, and the evening was chilly enough for ne to
button ny coll ar.

| watched the waves for a little while, then returned
to ny cabin.

| took a shower, listened to the late news, read for a
time. Finally, | turned in and took the book to bed with
me. After a while, | got drowsy, set the book on the

bedsi de table, turned out the lanp, and let the ship rock
me to sl eep.

. Had to get a good night's sleep. After all, tonor-
row was RUMOKO.

How | ong? A few hours, | guess. Then | was awak-
ened by somet hi ng.

My door was quietly unlocked, and | heard a |ight
footfall

I lay there, wi de awake, with ny eyes dosed, waiting.
| heard the door close, |ock

Then the light cane on, and there was a piece of stee
near to nmy head, and a hand was upon ny shoul der

"Wake up, mister!" sonmeone said.
| pretended to do so, slowy.

There were two of them and | blinked and rubbed
my eyes, regarding the gun about twenty inches away
fromny head.

"What the hell is this?" | said

"No," said the man holding the nmetal. "W ask. You
answer. It is not the other way around."

I sat up, |eaned back agai nst the headboard.

"Ckay," | said. "What do you want?"
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"Who are you?"

"Al bert Schweitzer," | replied.

"We know the name you're using. Wwo are you—
real | y?"

"That's it," | said.

"W don't think so."

"I"'msorry."

"So are we."

" goo"

"You will tell us about yourself and your mssion."
"I don't know what you're tal king about."

"Get up!"

"Then pl ease give ne ny robe. It's hanging on the
hook i nside the bathroom door."

The gunsel |eaned toward the other. "Get it, check it,
give it to him" he said.

And | regarded him

He had a handkerchi ef over the |ower part of his

face. So did the other guy. Wich was kind of profes-
sional. Amateurs tend to wear nasks. Upper type.

Masks of this sort conceal very little. The | ower part of
the face is the nost easily identifiable.

"Thanks," | said, when the one guy handed ne ny
blue terry-cloth robe.

He nodded, and | threw it about my shoul ders, put
my arns into the sleeves, whipped it about ne, and sat
up on the edge of the bed.

"Ckay," | said. "Wat do you want?"
"Who are you working for?" said the first.
"Project RUMXKO " | replied.

He slapped nme, lightly, with his left hand, still holding
the gun steady.

"No," he said. "The whol e story, please."

"I don't know what you're tal king about, but may I
have a cigarette?"

"Al'l right —No. Wait. Take one of mine. | don't
know what nmight be in your pack."

| took one, |it it, inhaled, breathed snpke.

"l don't understand you," | said. "Gve ne a better
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clue as to what you want to know and maybe | can help
you. I'mnot |ooking for trouble."

This seenmed to relax themslightly, because they both

si ghed. The man asking the questions was about five

foot eight in height, the other about five-ten. The taller
man was heavy, though. Around two hundred pounds,

I'd say.

They seated thenselves in two nearby chairs. The gun
was | evel ed at ny breast.

"Rel ax, then, M ster Schweitzer. W don't want trou-
ble, either," said the tal kati ve one.

"Great," said |I. "Ask ne anything and 1'll give you
honest answers,” prepared to lie ny head off. "Ask
away. "

"You repaired the J-9 unit today."
"l guess everybody knows that."
"Why did you do it?"

"Because two nmen were going to die, and | knew
how. "

"How did you acquire this expertise?"

"For Chrissakes, I'"'man electrical engineer!" | said.
"I know how to figure circuits! Lots of people do!"

The taller guy | ooked at the shorter one. He nodded.
"Then why did you try to silence Asquith?" the taller
one asked ne.

"Because | broke a regulation by touching the unit," |
said. "lI'mnot authorized to service it."

He nodded again. Both of them had very bl ack and
cl ean-1ooki ng hair and wel | -devel oped pectoral s and bi -
ceps, as seen through their light shirts.

"You seemto be an ordinary, honest citizen," said
the tall one, "who went to the school of his choice,
graduat ed, remmi ned unnarried, took this job. Perhaps
everything is as you say, in which case we do you
wrong. However, the circunstances are very suspici ous.
You repaired a conpl ex machi ne which you had no

right to repair. "

| nodded.
"Why?" he asked,

"I'"ve got a funny thing about death: | don't like to see
people do it," | said. Then, "Who do you work for?"
asked. "Sonme sort of intelligence agency?"

The shorter one sniled. The other said, "W are not
permitted to say. You obviously understand these things,
however. Qur interest is only a certain curiosity as to
why you kept quiet with respect to what was obviously
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sabot age. "
"So, |'ve told you."

"Yes, but you are lying. People do not disobey orders
the way you did."

"Crap! There were lives at stake!"
He shook hi s head.

"l fear that we rmust question you further, and in a
di fferent nmanner.”

Whenever | am awaiting the outcome of peril or re-
flecting upon the few |l essons that can be learned in the
course of a misspent life, a few bubbles of nmenory ap-
pear before ne, are struck by all the col or changes the
skin of a bubble undergoes in the space of an instant,
burst then, having endured no | onger than a bubble, and
persist as feelings for a long while after

Bubbles ... There is one down in the Caribbean

call ed New Eden. Depth, approximately 175 fathons.

As of the nmpbst recent census, it was honme to over

100, 000 people. A huge, illum nated geodesic done it

is, providing an overhead view with which Euclid would
have been pl eased. For great distances about this done,
strung lights |ike street |lanmps |ine avenues anpbng rocks,
bri dges over canyons, thoroughfares through nountains.
The bottom goi ng seanpbil es nove |ike tanks al ong

these ways; minisubs hover or pass at various altitudes;
slick-seeming swinmers in tight and colorful garb cone
and go, entering and departing the bubble or working
about it.

| vacationed there for a couple of weeks one tine, and

al t hough | discovered cl austrophobi c tendenci es of

which | had previously been unaware, it was still quite
pl easant. The people were different from surface dwell -
ers. They were rather |like what | fancy the old explorers
and frontiersmen to have been. Somewhat nore individ-
ualistic and i ndependent than the average topside citi-
zen, but with a certain sense of conmunity and the feel -
ings of responsibility attendant thereto. This is doubtless
because they are frontiersnmen, having vol unteered for
combi nations of prograns involving both the relief of

m nor popul ati on pressures and the exploitation of the
ocean's resources. \Watever, they accept tourists. They
accepted ne, and | went there and swamwi th them

toured on their subs, viewed their mnes and hydroponic
gardens, their hones and their public buildings. | re-
menber the beauty of it, | remenber the people, | re-
menber the way the sea hung overhead |ike the night

sky as seen through the faceted eye of some insect. O
maybe |like a giant insect on the other side, |ooking in.
Yes, that seens nore likely. Perhaps the personality of
the place appealed to a certain rebellious tendency | oc-
casionally felt stirring fathons deep within ny own psy-
che.

Wiile it was not really an Eden Under d ass, and
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whil e those crazy and delightful little bubble cities are
definitely not for me, there was something there that
turned it into one of those funny, colorful things that
sonetines conme to ne, bubblelike, whenever | am

awai ting the outcone of peril or reflecting upon the few
| essons that can be |earned in the course of a m sspent
life.

| sighed, took a final drag on ny cigarette and
crushed it out, knowi ng that in a nmoment my bubbl e
woul d burst.

What is it like to be the only man in the world who

does not exist? It is difficult to say. It is not easy to gen-
eralize when you are only sure of the particulars in one
case—your own. Wth me, it was a kind of unusual deal,

and | doubt there is a parallel one, anywhere. | used to
bitch and npban over progressive nmechani zation. No
nor e.

It was strange, the way that it happened:

Once | wote prograns for conputers. That is how
the whol e thing got started.

One day, | learned an unusual and frightening piece
of news .

I learned that the whole world was going to exist on
t ape.

How?
Vell, it's tricky.

Everybody, nowadays, has a birth certificate, academ

ic record, credit rating, a history of all his travels and
pl aces of residence and, ultimately, there is a death cer-
tificate sonewhere on file. Once, all things of this sort
exi sted in separate places. Then, sone people set out to
conbi ne them They called it a Central Data Bank. It
resulted in nmassive changes in the order of hunman exi st-
ence. Not all of these changes, | am now certain, were for
the better.

I was one of those people, and it was not until things
were well along that | began to have second thoughts on
the matter. By then, it was too late to do anythi ng about
it, | supposed.

What the people in ny project were doing was |inking
every data bank in existence, so that public records, fi-
nanci al records, nedical records, specialized technica
records all existed and were avail able from one source
—through key stations whose personnel had access to

this information at various |levels of confidentiality.

I have never considered anything to be wholly good

or wholly evil. But this time, | came close to the forner
feeling. | had thought that it was going to be a very good
thing indeed. | had thought that in the wonderful, elec-
trified fin de siecle of McLuhan in which we |ived, a
thing Iike this was necessary: every honme with closed-
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circuit access to any book ever witten, or any play

ever recorded on tape or in a crystal, or any college |ec-
ture in the past couple of decades, or any bits of genera
statistical know edge desired (you can't lie with statis-
tics, theoretically, if everybody has access to your source,
and can question it directly); every commercial and
governnent outfit with access to your assets, your in-
come, and a list of every expenditure you've ever nade;
every attorney with a court order with access to a |ist of
every place you've ever resided, and with whom and ev-
ery commrercial vehicle on which you' ve ever travel ed,

and with whom Your whole life, all your actions, laid

out like a chart of the nervous systemin a neurol ogy
class—this i npressed ne as good.

For one thing, it seened that it would elininate

crime. Only a crazy man, | thought, would care to err

with all that to stand against him and since nedical rec-
ords were all on file, even the psychopath could be

st opped.

And speaki ng of nedicine, how fine if the com
put er and nedi cal peopl e di agnosi ng you for anything
had i nstant access to all your past nedical history!
Think of all the cures which could be effected! Think
of the deaths prevented!

Thi nk of the status of the world econony, when it is
known where every dine exists and where it is headed.

Think of the solving of traffic-control problens—
| and, sea, and air-—when everything is regul ated.

Think of. . . Ch, hell!
| foresaw the com ng of a Gol den Era.
Cr ap!

A friend of mne having peripheral connections with

the Mafia, it was, laughed at me, all starry in my eyes
and just up fromthe university and into the federal ser-
Vi ce.

"Do you seriously believe that every asset will be regis-
tered? Every transaction recorded?" he'd asked ne.

"Eventual ly."

"They haven't pierced Switzerland yet; and if they do,
other places will be found."

"There will be a certain allowance for residuals.”

"Then don't forget mattresses, and holes in the back-
yard. Nobody knows how nmuch noney there really is in
the world, and no one ever wll."

So | stopped and thought and read up on economics.

He was right. The things for which we were witing pro-
grams in this area were, basically, estinmates and approx-
imtes, vis-a-vis that which got registered—a reconcilia-
tion factor included.
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So | thought about travel. How many unregistered

vessel s? Nobody knew. You can't keep statistics on

items for which you have no data. And if there is to be
unregi stered nmoney, nore vessels could be constructed.
There is a lot of coastline in the world. So traffic contro
m ght not be as perfect as | had envi si oned.

Medi cal ? Doctors are as hunman and | azy as the rest

of us. | suddenly realized that all nedical reports m ght
not get filed—especially if soneone wanted to pocket

the cash and not pay taxes on it, and was not asked for
a receipt.

When it canme to people, | had forgotten the human
factor.

There were the shady ones, there were people who

just liked their privacy, and there were those who woul d
honestly foul up the reporting of necessary informtion
Al'l of them people who would prove that the system was
not perfect.

Wi ch neant that the thing mght not work in pre-

cisely the fashion anticipated. There m ght al so be sone
resentnment, sone resistance, along with actual evasion
And perhaps these m ght even be warrant ed.

But there was not nuch overt resistance, so the proj-

ect proceeded. It occurred over a period of three years.

I worked in the central office, starting out as a program
mer. After |'d devised a system whereby key weat her
stations and neteorol ogi cal observation satellites fed
their reports directly into the central system | was pro-
moted to the position of senior programmer and given

some supervisory responsibility.

By then, | had | earned sufficient of the project so that
my doubts had picked up a few small fears as conpan-

ions. | found nyself beginning to dislike the work,

whi ch made ne study it all the nore intensely. They

ki dded ne about taking work hone with ne. No one

seemed to realize that it was not dedication, but rather a
desire, born of ny fears, to learn all that | coul d about
the project. Since ny superiors nisread nmy actions, they
saw that | was pronoted once nore

This was fine, because it gave ne access to nore in-
formation, at the policy level. Then, for a variety of rea-
sons, there cane a spate of deaths, pronotions, resigna-
tions, retirenents. This left things wi de open for
fair-haired boys, and | rose higher within the group

| came to be an adviser to old John Col gate, who was
in charge of the entire operation

One day, when we had just about achi eved our m s-

sion, | told himof nmy fears and ny doubts. | told the
gray-haired, sallowfaced, spaniel-eyed old man that |
felt we m ght be creating a nonster and conmtting the
ultimte invasion of human privacy.
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He stared at me for a long while, fingering the pink
coral paperweight on his desk; then, "You nmay be
right," he said. "Wat are you going to do about it?"

"I don't know," | replied. "I just wanted to tell you
my feelings on the matter."

He sighed then and turned in his sw vel chair and
stared out the w ndow.

After a tune, | thought he had gone to sleep, as he
sonmetines did right after |unch.

Finally, though, he spoke: "Don't you think I've
heard those argunments a thousand times before?”

"Probably,"” | replied, "and |'ve al ways wondered how
you m ght have answered them"

"I have no answers," he said abruptly. "I feel it is for
the better, or | would not be associated with it. | could
be wong, though. | will admt that. But sone means has

to be found to record and regulate all the significant fea-
tures of a society as conplex as ours has becone. If you
think of a better way of running the show, tell ne about
it."

I was silent. | lit a cigarette and waited for his next
words. | did not know at the tinme that he only had about
six nonths of life remaining to him

"Did you ever consider buying out?" he finally asked.
"What do you nean?"

"Resigning. Quitting the system"”

"I'"'mnot sure that | understand.

"W in the systemwi |l be the last to have our person-
al records progranmed in."

" W]y?ll

"Because | wanted it that way, in case anyone cane
to ne as you have today and asked ne what you have
asked ne."

"Has anyone el se done it?"

"I would not say if they had, to keep the intended
purity of the thing conplete.”

"Buying out.' By this, | take it that you nean de-
stroying ny personal data before soneone enters it into
t he systenf"

"That is correct," he said.

"But | would not be able to get another job, with no
academ c record, no past work history . "

"That woul d be your problem™
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"l couldn't purchase anything with no credit rating."
"l suppose you would have to pay cash."

"It's all recorded.”

He swivel ed back and gave ne a smle. "Is it?" he
asked ne. "lIs it really?"

"Well, not all of it,"” | admtted.

" goo"

I thought about it while he lit his pipe, snoke invad-
ing wide, white sideburns. Was he just kidding nme al ong,
bei ng sarcastic? O was he serious?

As if in answer to ny thought, he rose fromhis chair,
crossed the room opened a file cabinet He rummaged
around in it for a time, then returned hol ding a sheaf of
punchcards |ike a poker hand. He dropped them onto

the desk in front of ne.

"That's you," he said. "Next week, you go into the
system |ike everybody el se,"” and he puffed a snoke
ring and reseated hinself.

"Take them honme with you and put them under your
pillow " he said. "Sleep on them Decide what you want
to do with them"

"l don't understand."

"I amleaving it up to you."

"What if | tore them up? What would you do?"
"Not hi ng. "

"Why not ?"

"Because | do not care."”

"That's not true. You' re head of this thing."
He shrugged.

"Don't you believe in the value of the system your-
sel f?"

He dropped his eyes and drew on his pipe.

"I amno longer so certain as once | was," he stated

"If 1 didthis thing | would cease to exist, officially,"
sai d.

"Yes."

“"What woul d beconme of ne?"

"That woul d be your problem™

I thought about it for a nmoment; then, "G ve ne the

cards," | said.
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He did, with a gesture.

| picked themup, placed themin ny inside coat
pocket .

"What are you going to do now?"
"Sleep on them as you suggested," | said.

"Just see that you have them back by next Tuesday
nor ni ng. "

"Of course.”

And he smled, nodded, and that was it.

I took them went hone with them But | didn't sleep
No, that's not it. | wouldn't sleep, couldn't sleep

I thought about it for centuries—waell, all night |ong
—paci ng and snoking. To exi st outside the system

How could | do anything if it did not recognize mny
exi stence?

Then, about four in the norning, | decided mat |
shoul d have phrased that question the other way
around.

How coul d the systemrecognize ne, no matter what |
di d?

| sat down then and made some careful plans. In me
morning, | tore my cards through the mddle, burned
them and stirred the ashes.

Over a mnute nust have gone by; then, "All right,
tell us the whole story," he said.

"l obtained this job through a placenment bureau," |
told him "I accepted it, canme to work, performed ny
duties, nmet you. That's it."

"I't has been said for sonme tinme, and we believe it to

be true, that the government can obtain perm ssion—for
security reasons—+to create a fictitious individual in the
central records. An agent is then fitted into that slot in
life. If anyone is able to check on him his credentials
appear to be bona fide."

| didn't answer him
"Is that true?" he asked.

"Yes," | said. "It has been said that this can be done.
I don't know whether it's true or not, though.”

"You do not admt to being such an agent?"
"No. "

Then they whi spered to one another for a tine. Final-
ly, I heard a nmetal case click open
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"You are lying."

"No, I'mnot. | maybe save a couple guys' lives and
you start calling me nanmes. | don't know why, though
I"d like to. What have | done that's wrong?"

"I''"l'l ask the questions. Mster Schweitzer."
"I"'mjust curious. Perhaps if you would tell ne—=
"Rol | up your sleeve. Either one, it doesn't matter."
"\Mhy "

"Because | told you to."

"What are you going to do?"

"Admi ni ster an injection."

"Are you an M D.?"

"That is none of your business."

"Well, | refuse it—for the record. After the cops get
hol d of you, for a variety of reasons, I'll even see to it
that the Medical Association is on your back."

"Your sleeve, please."

"Under protest,” | observed, and | rolled up the left
one. "If you're to kill nme when you've finished playing
ganmes, " | added, "nurder is kind of serious. If you are
not, I'll be after you. | may find you one day. "

| felt a sting behind ny biceps.
"Mnd telling ne what you gave me?" | asked.

"It's called TC-6," he replied. "Perhaps you've read
about it. You will retain consciousness, as | mght need
your full reasoning abilities. But you will answer ne
honestly."

I chuckl ed, which they doubtless attributed to the ef-
fects of the drug, and | continued practicing my yoga
breat hi ng techni ques. These could not stop the drug, but
they made ne feel better. Maybe they gave ne a few ex-
tra seconds, also, along with the detached feeling | had
been buil ding up

| keep up on things like TC-6. This one, | knew, |eft

you rational, unable to lie, and somewhat |iteral-m nded.
I figured on naking the nost of its weak points by flow
ing with the current. Also, | had a final trick remaining.

The thing that | disliked nost about TC-6 was that it
sonetinmes had a bad side effect, cardi ac-w se

I did not exactly feel nyself going under. | was just
suddenly there, and it did not feel that different from
the way | always feel. | knew that to be an illusion.

wi shed | had had prior access to nme antidote kit | kept
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within a standard-looking first-aid kit hidden in ny
dresser.

"You hear me, don't you?" he asked.
"Yes," | heard nysel f saying.

"What is your nanme?"

"Al bert Schweitzer," | replied.

There were a couple of quick breaths taken behind
me, and my questioner silenced the other fellow who
had started to say sonething.

Then, "What do you do?" he asked ne.
"I"'ma technician."

"l know that nuch. What else?"

"I do many things—

"Do you work for the governnent—any govern-
ment ?"

"l pay taxes, which nmeans | work for the governnent,
part of the tinme. Yes."

"I did not nean it in that sense. Are you a secret
agent in the enploy of any governnent ?"

"No. "
"A known agent?"

"No. "

"Then why are you here?"

"I ama technician. | service the machines."
"What el se?"

"l do not—=

"What el se? Who el se do you work for, besides the
Pr oj ect ?"

"Mysel f."
"VWhat do you nean?"

"My activities are directed to nmintaining ny person-
al economic status and physical well-being."

"I amtal ki ng about other enployers. Have you any?"
"No. "

Fromthe other man, | heard, "He sounds clean

"Maybe." Then, to ne, "Wat would you do if you
met me sonmewhere and recogni zed me?"
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"Bring you to law. "
". . . And failing that?"

"If 1 were able, | would hurt you severely. Perhaps
would kill you, if | were able to give it the appearance
of self-defense or make it seemto be an accident."

" \My?u

"Because | wish to preserve my own physical well-

bei ng. The fact that you had disturbed it once means

that you mght attenpt it again. I will not permt this ac-
cess to ne."

"l doubt that |I will attenpt it again."”
"Your doubts nmean nothing to ne."

"So you saved two lives today, yet you are willing to
t ake one. "

I did not reply.
"Answer ne."

"You did not ask ne a question."

"Coul d he have drug-consci ousness?" asked the ot her
"l never thought of that. —Bo you?"

"l do not understand the question."

"This drug allows you to remain oriented in all three
spheres. You know who you are, where you are, and

when you are. It saps that thing called the will, however,
which is why you nust answer ny questions. A person

with a |l ot of experience with truth drugs can sonetines
beat them by rephrasing the questions to hinself and
giving a literally honest reply. Is this what you are

doi ng?"

"That's the wong question," said the other
"VWhat's right?"

"Have you had any prior experience with drugs?"
that one asked ne.

"Yes. "
"What ones?"
"I'"ve had aspirin, nicotine, caffeine, alcohol—

"Truth serums,"” he said. "Things like this, things that
make you tal k. Have you had t hem before?"

"yes "
"Wher e?"

"At Northwestern University."
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"\Mhy "
"I volunteered for a series of experinents."
"What did they invol ve?"
"The effects of drugs on consciousness."

"Mental reservations," he said to the other. "It could
take days. | think he has prined hinself."

"Can you beat a truth drug?" the other one asked ne.
"l do not understand.”

"Can you lie to us—aow?"

"No. "

"Wong question, again," said the shorter. "He is not
lying. Anything he says is literally true."

"So how do we get an answer out of hinP"
"I'"mnot sure.”

So they continued to hit me with questions. After a
time, things began to wane.

"He's got us," said the shorter one. "It would take
days to beat himdown."

“Should we. . . ?"

"No. We've got the tape. We've got his answers. Let's
|l et a conmputer worry about it."

But by then it was near nmorning, and | had the funny
feeling, acconpanied by cold flashes on the back of

my neck, that | might be able to nanage a fib or three
once again. There was sone |ight on the other side of
my porthol es. They had been going at nme for what
seenmed to be many hours. | decided to try.

"I think this place is bugged," | said.
"What ? What do you nean?"

"Ship's Security," | stated. "lI believe all technicians
are so nmonitored."

"Where is it?"
"I don't know. "
"We've got to find it," said the one.

"What good will it do?" said the other, in a whisper,
for which | respected him as whispers do not often get
recorded. "They'd have been here |long before this, if it
were."

"Unless they're waiting, letting us hang oursel ves."

The first began | ooking, however, and | rose, net
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with no objections, and staggered across the roomto
col | apse upon the bed.

My right hand slipped down around the headboard,

as though by accident. It found the gun.

I flipped off the safety as | withdrewit. |I sat upon the
bed and pointed it at them

"Al'l right, norons," | said. "Now you answer ny
questions."

The big one made a nove toward his belt and | shot
hi min the shoul der.

"Next?" | asked, tearing away the silencer, which had
done its work, and replacing it with a pillow.

The ot her nman rai sed his hands and | ooked at his
buddy.

"Let himbleed," | said.

He nodded and stepped back

"Sit down," | told them both.

They di d.

I noved over behind the two of them

"Gve ne that arm" and | took it. |I cleaned it and
dressed it, as the bullet had gone on through. | had
pl aced their weapons on the dresser. | tore off their
hanki es and studied their faces. | did not know them
from anywhere

"Ckay, why are you here?" | asked. "And why do
you want to know what you want to know?"

There were no replies.

"l don't have as nuch tine as you did," | said. "So
I"mabout to tape you in place. | don't think | can af-
ford to fool around with drugs."”

| fetched the adhesive tape fromthe medicine chest

and did it.
"These places are pretty soundproof,” | remarked,
putting the gun aside, "and | |ied about them being

bugged. —So you can do a bit of screanming if you want.
| caution you against it, however. Each one earns you
one broken bone.

"So who do you work for?" | repeated

"I'"'ma mai ntenance man on the shuttler," said the

shorter one. "My friend is a pilot."

He received a dirty look for this.
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"Ckay," | said. "I'll buy that, because |'ve never seen
you around here before. Think carefully over your an-
swer to the next one: who do you really work for?"

| asked this knowing that they did not have the ad-
vantages that | had had. | work for nyself because |I am
sel f - enpl oyed—an i ndependent contractor. My nane is

Al bert Schweitzer right now, so that's what it is, period.

| always becone the person | must. Had they asked ne

who | had been before, they night have gotten a differ-
ent answer. It's a matter of conditioning and nental atti-
t udes.

"Who pulls the strings?" | asked.
No replies.
"A'l right," I said. "I guess I'll have to ask you in a

different fashion."
Heads turned toward ne.

"You were willing to violate ny physiology for the

sake of a few answers," | said. "Okay. | guess |I'Il return
the favor upon your anatomy. |'Il get an answer or
three, | promise. Only I'll be alittle nore basic about it.

I"lI'l sinply torture you until you talk."

"You wouldn't do that," said the taller man. "You
have a | ow vi ol ence i ndex."

| chuckl ed.
"Let's see," | said.

How do you go about ceasing to exist while continu-

ing your existence? | found it quite easy. But then, | was
in on the project fromthe first, was trusted, had been

gi ven an option

After | tore up ny cards, | returned to work as usual
There, | sought and | ocated the necessary input point.
That was ny | ast day on the job.

It was Thule, way up where it's cold, a weather
station.

An old guy who liked rumran the place. | can stil
renenber the day when | took ny ship, the Proteus, into
hi s harbor and conpl ai ned of rough seas.

"Il put you up," he said to ne.
The conputer had not |let ne down.
"Thanks. "

He led ne in, fed ne, talked to me about the seas, the
weat her. | brought in a case of Bacardi and turned him
| oose on it.

"Ain't things pretty nmuch autonmatic here?" | asked.
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"That's right."
"Then what do they need you for?"

He laughed a little and said, "My uncle was a Sena-
tor. | needed a place to go. He fixed me up. —tet's see
your ship. —So what if it's raining?"

So we did.

It was a decent-sized cabin cruiser with powerful en-
gi nes—and way out of its territory.

"It's a bet," I told him "I wanted to hit the Arctic
Crcle and get proof that | did."

"Kid, you're nuts."
"I know, but I'Il win."

"Prob'ly," he agreed. "I was |ike you once—all full of
the necessary ingredients and ready to go. —Cettin
much action these days?" And he stroked his pepper-and-
salt beard and gave nme an evil grin frominside it.

"Enough," | said, and, "Have a drink," because he
had nade me think of Eva.

He did, and | left it at, "Enough," for a tine. She was
not |ike that, though. | nean, it was not sonething he
woul d really want to hear about.

It had been about four nmonths earlier that we had
broken up. It was not religion or politics; it was nuch
nore basic.

So |l lied to himabout an imaginary girl and rmade
hi m happy.

I had nmet her in New York, back when | was doing
the sane things she was—vacati oni ng and seei ng pl ays
and pi x.

She was a tall girl, with close-cropped blond hair. |
hel ped her find a subway station, got on with her, got
off with her, asked her to dinner, was told to go to hell

Scene:

“I"'mnot like that."

"Neither am|. But |I'mhungry. —So will you?"
"VWhat are you | ooking for?"

"Someone to talk to," | said. "I'm|onesone."
"I think you' re looking in the wong place."
"Probably."

"l don't know you from anywhere."

"That nmakes two of us, but | could sure use sone
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spaghetti with neat sauce and a gl ass of Chianti."
"WIIl you be hard to get rid of ?"

"No. | go quietly."

"Ckay. I'll eat spaghetti with you."

And we did.

That nmonth we kept getting closer and closer until we

were there. The fact that she lived in one of those crazy
little bubble cities under the sea meant nothing. | was

I'i beral enough to appreciate the fact that the Sierra Cub
had known what it was doing in pushing for their con-
structi on.

| probably shoul d have gone al ong with her when she
went back. She had asked ne.

She had been on vacati on—seeing the Big Pl ace—
and so had I, | didn't get into New York that often
"Marry me," though, 1'd said.

But she woul d not give up her bubble and | woul d not
give up ny dream | wanted the big, above-the-waves

world—all of it. |I loved that blue-eyed bitch fromfive
hundred fathons, though, and | realize now that | prob-
ably shoul d have taken her on her own terns. I'mtoo
dammed i ndependent. If either of us had been nornal

Vell, we weren't, and that's that.
Eva, wherever you are, | hope you and Jim are hap-
py.
"Yeah—wi th Coke," | said. "It's good that way," and

| drank Cokes and he drank doubles with Cokes until he
announced hi s weari ness.

"It's starting to get to me. Mster Hem ngway," he
sai d.

"Well, let's sack out."

"Ckay. You can have the couch there."

"Geat."

"l showed you where the bl ankets are?"

"Yes. "

"Then good night, Ernie. See you in the norning."
"You bet, Bill. I'lIl make breakfast for us."
"Thanks. "

And he yawned and stretched and went away.

I gave himhalf an hour and went to work.

H s weather station had a direct line into the centra
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conmputer. | was able to provide for a nice little cut-in.
Actuated by short wave. Little-used band. | conceal ed
my tanperings well.

Wien | was finished, | knewthat | had it made.

I could tell Central anything through that thing, from
hundreds of miles away, and it would take it as fact.

I was danmm near a god

Eva, maybe | shoul d have gone the other way. 1'I|
never know.

I helped Bill Mellings over his hangover the follow ng
nmorning, and he didn't suspect a thing. He was a very

decent old guy, and | was conforted by the fact that he
woul d never get into trouble over what | had done. This

was because nobody woul d ever catch nme; | was sure.
And even if they do, | don't think he'll get into trouble.
After all, his uncle was a Senator.

I had the ability to nake it as anybody | cared to. |I'd
have to whip up the entire past history—birth, nane,
academics, and et cet—and | could then fit nyself in any-
where | wanted in nodern society. All | had to do was
tell Central via the weather station via short wave. The
record woul d be created and | woul d have existence in
any incarnation | desired. Ab initio, I|ike.

But Eva, | wanted you. |—Wel

I think the governnent does occasionally play the
same tricks. But | am positive they don't suspect the ex-
i stence of an independent contractor

I know nost of that which is worth know ng—ore

than is necessary, in fact—with respect to lie detectors
and truth seruns. | hold nmy nanme sacred. Nobody gets

it. Do you know that the pol ygraph can be beaten in no
fewer than seventeen different ways? It has not been

much inproved since the md-twentieth century. A low
er-chest strap plus sone fingertip perspiration detectors
could do it wonders. But things like this never get the
appropriations. Maybe a few universities play around

with it fromthis standpoi nt—but that's about it. | could
desi gn one today that damm near nobody coul d beat, but
its record still wouldn't be worth much in court. Drugs,

now, they're another matter.
A pathol ogical liar can beat Amytal and Pent ot hal

So can a drug-consci ous guy.
What is drug-consci ousness?

Ever go looking for a job and get an intelligence test

or an aptitude test or a personality inventory for your
pai ns? Sure. Everybody has by now, and they're all on

me in Central. You get used to taking themafter a tine.
They start you in early, and throughout your life you

| earn about taking the goddamm things. You get to be what
psychol ogi sts refer to as "test-conscious." Wat it neans
is that you get so dammed used to themthat you know what
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kind of asininity is right, according to the book

So okay. You learn to give themthe answers they're

|l ooking for. You learn all the little time-saving tricks. You
feel secure, you know it is a gane and you are gamne-

consci ous.

It's the same thing.

If you do not get scared, and if you have tried a few
drugs before for this express purpose, you can beat
t hem

Dr ug- consci ousness is nothing nore than know ng
how to handl e yoursel f under that particular kind of fire.

"Go to hell. You answer ny questions," | said.

I think that the old tried-and-true nethod of getting
answers is the best: pain, threatened and actual

| used it.

| got up early in the norning and nade breakfast.
took hima glass of orange juice and shook himby the
shoul der.

"What the goddam—t"
"Breakfast," | said. "Drink this."
He did, and then we went out to the kitchen and ate.

"The sea | ooks pretty good today," | said. "l guess
can be moving on."

He nodded above his eggs.
"You ever up this way, you stop in again. Hear?"

"I wll,"” | said, and | have—several tinmes since—be-
cause | came to like him It was funny.

We tal ked all that norning, going through three pots

of coffee. He was an M D. who had once had a fairly

| arge practice going for him (At a |ater date, he dug a
few bullets out of ne and kept qui et about their having
been there.) He had al so been one of the early astro-
nauts, briefly. | |earned subsequently that his wife had
di ed of cancer sone six years earlier. He gave up his
practice at that time, and he did not remarry. He had

| ooked for a way to retire fromthe world, found one,
done it.

Though we are very close friends now, | have never

told himthat he's harboring a bastard input unit. | may,
one day, as | know he is one of the few guys |I can trust.
On the other hand, | do not want to make hi ma genuine

acconplice to what | do. Wy trouble your friends and
make themnmorally liable for your strange doi ngs?

So | becane the man who did not exist. But | had ac-
quired the potential for becom ng anybody | chose. Al
I had to do was wite the programand feed it to Centra
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via that station. Al | needed then was a neans of |iving.
This latter was a bit tricky.

I wanted an occupati on where payment woul d al ways
be made to me in cash. Also, | wanted one where pay-
ment woul d be | arge enough for me to live as | desired.

This narrowed the field considerably and threw out

lots of legitimate things. | could provide nyself with a
conventi onal - seem ng background in any area that

amused nme, and work as an enpl oyee there. Wy

should I, though?

| created a new personality and noved into it. Those
little things you always toy with and dismi ss as frivol ous
whins—+ did themthen. | lived aboard the Proteus,

which at that tine was anchored in the cove of a snall

i sland oft the New Jersey coast.

| studied judo. There are three schools of it, you

know. there is the Kodokon, or the pure Japanese style,
and there are the Budo Kwai and the French Federation
systens. The latter two have pretty much adopted the

rules of the former, with this exception: while they use
the sane chokes, throws, bone-locks, and such, they're

sl oppi er about it. They feel mat the pure style was de-
signed to acconmodate the needs of a smaller race, with
reliance upon speed, |everage, and agility, rather than
strength. So they attenpted to adapt the basic tech-

ni ques to the needs of a larger race. They all owed for

the use of strength and let the techniques be a little |ess
than perfect. This was fine so far as | was concerned,
because I'ma big, sloppy guy. Only, | may be haunted

one day because of ny laxity. If you learn it the Kodo-
kon way, you can be eighty years old and still carry off a
nage- no-kata perfectly. This is because there is very lit-
tle effort involved; it's all technique. My way, though,
when you start pushing fifty, it gets rougher and rougher
because you're not as strong as you once were. \Well,

that still gave ne a couple of decades in which to refine ny
form Maybe 1'Il make it. | nmade Nidan with the French
Federation, so I'mnot a conplete slouch. And | try to
stay in shape

While | was going for all this physical activity | took

a locksmth course. It took me weeks to learn to pick

even the sinplest lock, and | still think that the nost ef-
ficient way, in a pinch, is to break the door in, get what
you want, and run |ike hell.

I was not cut out to be a crinmnal, | guess. Sone guys
have it and some don't.

| studied every little thing I could think of that I

t hought would help ne get by. | still do. While | am
probably not an expert in anything, except perhaps for
my own peculiar node of existence, | knowa little bit

about lots of esoteric things. And | have the advantage of
not existing going for ne.

When | ran low on cash, | went to see Don Wal sh.
knew who he was, although he knew not hi ng about ne,
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and | hoped that he never would. |'d chosen himas ny
nmodus vi vendi

That was over ten years ago, and | still can't com

plain. Maybe | ameven a little better with the | ocks and
nages these days, as a result thereof—not to nmention the
drugs and bugs.

Anyhow, that is a part of it, and | send Don a card
every Chri stnas.

I couldn't tell whether they thought | was bl uffing.
They had said | had a | ow viol ence index, which neant
they had had access to ny personnel file or to Central
Which neant | had to try keeping them of f bal ance for
the tinme | had remmining, there on the Eve of RUMOD

KO But ny bedside alarm showed five till six, and
went on duty at eight o' clock. If they knew as nuch as
they seened to know, they probably had access to the
duty rosters al so

So here was the break | had spent the entire nonth
seeking, right in the palmof ny hand on the Eve of
RUMOKO s runmble. Only, if they knew how much tine

I actually had in which to work them over, they m ght
—probably coul dbe able to hold out on nme. | was not
about to |l eave themin my cabin all day; and the only al-
ternative was to turn themover to Ship's Security before
I reported for duty. I was loath to do this, as | did not
know whet her there were any ot hers aboar d-whoever

they were—er if they had anything nore planned, since
the J-9 trouble had not conme off as they had expected.
Had it succeeded, it would surely have postponed the

Sept ember 15 target date.

| had a fee to earn, which nmeant | had a package to
deliver. The box was pretty enpty, so far

"Gentlemen," | said, nmy voice sounding strange to

me and ny refl exes seeming slow | therefore attenpted
to restrict nmy novenents as much as possible, and to
speak slowy and carefully. "Gentlenen, you' ve had
your turn. Now it is mne." | turned a chair backward
and seated nyself upon it, resting my gun hand on ny
forearmand nmy forearmon the back of the chair. "I
will, however," | continued, "preface nmy actions with
that which | have surm sed concerni ng yoursel ves

"You are not governnent agents," | said, glancing
fromone to the other. "No. You represent a private in-
terest of some sort. If you are agents, you shoul d doubt -
| ess have been able to ascertain that | am not one. You
resorted to the extreme of questioning me in this fash-

i on, however, so ny guess is that you are civilians and
per haps sonmewhat desperate at this point. This |eads

me to link you with the attenpted sabotage of the J-9 unit
this previous afternoon. —Yes, let's call it sabotage. You
know that it was, and you know that | know it—since
worked on the thing and it didn't come off as pl anned.
Thi s obviously pronmpted your actions of this evening.
Therefore, | shan't even ask you the question
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"Next, and predicated upon ny first assunption, |
know t hat your credentials are genuine. | could fetch
them from your pockets in a noment, if they are there,
but your nanmes woul d nmean nothing to ne. So | will not
even go | ooking. There is really only one question that |
want answered, and it probably won't even hurt your

enpl oyer or enployers, who will doubtless di savow any
knowl edge of you

"I want to know who you represent,"” | said.

"Why?" asked the larger man, his frown revealing a
|ip-side scar which I had not noticed at his unmasking.

"I want to know who put you up to being so casua
with ny person," | said.

"To what end?"
I shrugged.
"Personal vengeance, perhaps."”

He shook hi s head.

"You' re working for sonebody, too," he said. "If it
is not the governnent, it is still sonebody we woul dn't
like."

"So you adnit you are not independent operators. |If
you will not tell me who you work for, will you tell ne
why you want to stop the project?"

"No. "

"Al'l right. Drop that one. —+ see you as associ ated
with some | arge contractor who got cut out on some-
thing connected with this job. How does that sound?
Maybe | can even make suggestions."

The other guy | aughed, and the big one killed it with
a quick glare.

"Well, that's out," | said. "Thanks. Now, let's con-
sider another thing: | can sinply turn you in for break-
ing and entering. | night even be willing to say you were

drunk and indicated that you thought this cabin be-

longed to a friend of yours who didn't nmind a little fool-
ery and who you thought mght stand you to a fina

round before you staggered off to bed. How does that
sound?"

"I's this place bugged, or isn't it?" asked the shorter
one, who seened a bit younger than the other.

"Cf course riot,"'
mout h shut. "

said his partner. "Just keep your

"Well, how does it sound?" | asked.
He shook his head agai n.

"Well, the alternative is ny telling the whole story,
drugs, questions, and all. How does that sound? How
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wi Il you stand up under protracted questioni ng?"
The bi g one thought about it, shook his head again.
"WIIl you?" he finally asked ne.
"Yes, | will."
He seemed to consider this.

". . . Then," | concluded, "I cannot save you the

pain, as | wish to. Even if you possess drug-consci ous-

ness, you know that you will break within a couple of days

if they use drugs as well as all the other tricks. It is sim
ply a matter of talking now or talking later. Since you
prefer to defer it, | can only assune that you have sone-
thing el se planned to stop RUMOKO—

"He's too damed smart!"

"Tell himto shut up again," | said. "He's giving ne
my answers too fast and depriving me of nmy fun. —So
what is it? Come on," | said. "I'Il get it, one way or an-

ot her, you know. "

"He is right," said the man with the scar. "You are

too dammed smart. Your |.Q and your Personality Pro-
file show nothing like this. Wuld you be open to an of -
fer?"

"Maybe," | said. "But it would have to be a big one.
Gve ne the terns, and tell me who's offering.”

"Ternms: a quarter of a mllion dollars, cash," he said,
"and that is the maximum | can offer. Turn us |oose
and go about your business. Forget about tonight."

| did think about it. Let's face it, it was tenpting. But
I go through a lot of noney in a few years' tune, and
hated to report failure to Wlsh's Private | nvestigations,
the third-largest detective agency in the world, with
whom | w shed to continue associating nyself, as an in-
dependent contractor.

"So who foots the bill? How? And why?"

"l can get you half that anmount tonight, in cash, and
the other half in a week to ten days. You tell us how you
want it, and that is the way it will be. 'Wiy?' though, do

not ask that question. It will be one of the things we wll
be buying."

"Your boss obviously has a | ot of noney to throw

around, " | said, glancing at me clock and seeing that it
was now six fifteen. "No, | nust refuse your offer."

"Then you could not be a governnment man. One of
themwoul d take it, and then nake an arrest.”

"I already told you that. So what el se is new?"

"W seemto have reached an inpasse, Mster
Schwei t zer. "
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"Hardly," | replied. "W have sinply reached the end
of nmy preface. Since reasoning with you has failed, |
must now take positive action. | apologize for this, but it

i s necessary."

"You are really going to resort to physical violence?"

"I"'mafraid so," | said. "And don't worry. | expected

a hangover this norning, so | signed for sick |eave |ast
night. | have all day. You already have a painful flesh
wound, so |I'Il give you a break this time around."

Then | stood, cautiously, and the room swayed, but |

did not let it show | crossed to the smaller guy's chair
and seized its arns and his together and raised them up
fromoff the floor. Wozy, | was; but not weak.

| carried himoff to the bathroomand set him chair
and all, in the shower stall, avoiding the while many for-
ward thrustings of his head.

Then | returned to the other

"Just to keep you abreast of what is going on," | said,
"it all depends on the tine of day. | have neasured the
tenperature of the hot water in that stall at various
times, and it can come out of there at anything from
140° to 180° Fahrenheit. Your buddy is about to get it,
hot and full blast, as soon as | open his shirt and trou-
sers and expose as nuch bare flesh as possible. You un-
der stand?"

"l understand."

I went back inside and opened himup and turned the
shower on, using the hot water only. Then | went back
to the main room | studied the features of his buddy,
who | then noted bore himsonething of a resenbl ance.
It struck ne that they m ght be relatives.

When the screan ng began, he sought to conpose his
features. But | could see | was getting through to him

He tested his restraints once again, |ooked at ny clock,
| ooked at ne.

"Turn it off. God damm you!" he cried

"Your cousin?" | asked him

"My half brother! Shut it down, you baboon!"

"Only if you' ve got sonething to say to ne."
"Ckay! But |leave himin there and cl ose the door!"

| dashed and did it. My head was begi nning to clear,
though | still felt like hell

I burned ny right hand shutting the thing down. | left
my chosen victimslouched there in the steam and
shut the door behind nme as | returned to the main room
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"What do you have to say?"
"Coul d you give nme one free hand and a cigarette?"
"No, but you can have a cigarette."
"How about the right one? | can hardly nove it."

| considered, and said, "Okay," picking up my gun
agai n.

I lit the stick, stuck it in his mouth, then cut the tape
and tore it off his right forearm He dropped the ciga-
rette when | did it, and | picked it up and restored it to
hi m

"Al'l right," | said, "take ten seconds and enjoy your-
self. After that, we talk cases."

He nodded, | ooked around the room took a deep
drag, and exhal ed.

"l guess you do know how to hurt," he said. "If you
are not governnent, | guess your file is very much off.

"1 am not governnent."

"Then I wish you were on our side, because it is a
pretty bad thing. Watever you are, or do," he stated, "I
hope you are aware of the full inplications.”

And he gl anced at ny clock, again.
Six twenty-five.

He had done it several tines, and | had dismssed it.
But now it seemed something nore than a desire to
know t he tine.

"When does it go off?" | asked, on chance.

Buyi ng that, on chance, he replied, "Bring nmy brother
back, where | can see him"

"When does it go off?" | repeated.

"Too soon,"” he replied, "and then it will not matter
You are too late."

"I don't think so," | said. "But now that | know, 1'II
have to nove, fast. So ... Don't |ose any sleep over it.
I think | amgoing to turn you in now. "

"What if | could offer you nore noney?"

"Don't. You'd only enbarrass nme. And |I'd still say,
"No."' »

"Ckay. But bring himback, please—and take care of

his burns.”

So | did.

"You guys will remain here for a brief while," | final-
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ly said, snuffing the older one's cigarette and retaping his
wist. Then | noved toward the door

"You don't know, you really don't know" | heard
from behi nd ne.

"Don't fool yourself," | said, over ny shoul der
I didn't know | really didn't know.
But | coul d guess.

| stormed through the corridors until | reached Carol
Deith's cabin. There | banged upon the door until |
heard sone nmuffled cursing and a "Wait a mnute!"

Then the door opened and she stared out at ne, her
eyes winking at the light, a slunber cap of sorts upon
her head and a bul ky robe about her

"What do you want?" she asked ne.

"Today is the day indeed," |I said. "lI've got to talk to
you. May | cone in?"

“No," she said. "lI'mnot accustomed to—

"Sabotage," | said. "I know. That's what it's al

about, and it isn't finished yet. —Please

"Come in." The door was suddenly w de open and
she was standing to one side.

| entered.
She cl osed the door behind ne, |eaned back against it
and said, "All right, what is it?"

There was a feeble |ight glow ng, and a nessed-up
bed fromwhich | had obviously aroused her

"Look, maybe | didn't give you the whole story the

other day," | told her. "Yes, it was sabotage—and there
was a bonb, and | disposed of it. That's over and done
with. Today is the big day, though, and the final attenpt
isinthe offing. I knowthat for a fact. | think I know
what it is and where it is. Can you help ne? Can | help
you? Help."

"Sit down," she said.

“"There isn't nuch tine."

"Sit down, please. | have to get dressed."
"Pl ease hurry."

She stepped into the next roomand | eft the door
open. | was around the coner fromit, though, so it
shoul d not have bothered her if she trusted nme—and
guess she did, because she did.

"What is it?" she asked ne, amidst the rustle of
cl ot hi ng.
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"l believe that one or nore of our three atomnic
charges has been booby-trapped, so that the bird wll
sing a bit prematurely within its cage."

"Why?" she said.

"Because there are two nmen back in ny cabin, both

of themtaped to chairs, who tried to nake me talk ear-
lier this evening, with respect to ny servicing of the
J-9."

"What does that prove?"
"They were kind of rough on me."

" Goo"
"When | got the upper hand, | got the sane way with
them | made themtalk."

" |_bv\/?u

"None of your business. But they talked. | think RU
MXO s igniters need another check."

"I can pick themup in your cabin?"
"Yes."

"How did you apprehend thenf"

"They didn't know | had a gun."

"I see. Neither did|. —W'Ill get them don't worry.
But you are telling me that you took both of them and
beat sone answers out of then®"

"More or less," | said, "and yes and no, and off the
record—n case this place is bugged. Is it?"

She cane in, nodded her head and put a finger to her
l'ips.

"Well, let's go do sonmething,” | said. "We'd better act
qui ckly, | don't want these guys fouling the project al

up. "

"They won't. Okay. I'Il give it to you that you know
what you are doing. | will take you at face value as a
strange creature. You did something which nobody ex-
pected of you. This does happen occasionally. W sone-
times neet up with a guy who knows his job thoroughly
and can see when sonething is going wong—and who
cares enough about it to proceed fromthere and dam
the torpedoes. You say an atonmic bomb will soon be
goi ng off aboard this ship. Right?"

"Yes."

"You think one of the charges has been attached, and
has a tinmer cued in?"

"Right," and | | ooked at ny wistwatch and saw t hat
it was goi ng on seven.
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"I'"d bet | ess than an hour from now. "

"They're going down in a few mnutes,” she told ne.

"What are you going to do about it?"

She picked up the tel ephone on the little table next to
her bed.

"Qperations," she said. "Stop the countdown." Then,
"G ve ne the barracks." "Sergeant," she then said, "
want you to make sone arrests." She | ooked at ne.
"What is your room nunber?" she asked.

"Six-forty," | replied.

"Six-forty," she said. "Two men. —Right. —Yes. —
Thank you." And she hung up

"They're taken care of," she told nme. "So, you think
a charge m ght go off prematurel y?"

"That's what | said—+twce."
"Coul d you stop it?"

"Wth the proper equi pnent—though |I'd rather you
send in a service—=

"Cet it," she said to ne.
"Ckay," and | went and did that thing.

| came back to her cabin around five mnutes |ater,
with a heavy pack slung over ny shoul der.

"I had to sign nmy name in blood," | told her. "But
I"ve got what | need. Wy don't you get yourself a
good physi ci st?"

"I want you," she said. "You were in fromnme begin-
ni ng. You know what you're doing. Let's keep the group
smal | and tight."

"Tell nme where to go to do it," |I said, and she led the
way.

It was pushing seven by then.

It took ne ten minutes to find out which one they had
done it to.

It was child's play. They had used the notor from an
advanced kid's erector set—with self-contai ned power
unit. It was to be actuated by a standard cl ock-type tun-
er, which would cause it to pull the |ead shielding. The
damed thing would go off while it was on the way

down.

It took nme less than ten mnutes to disarmit.
W stood near the railing, and | |eaned upon it

"CGood," | said.
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"Very good," she said.

"While you're at it," she continued, "get on your
guard. You are about to be the subject of the biggest se-
curity investigation | have ever set off."

"Go ahead. |'m pure as snhow and swansdown."

"You aren't real," she told me. "T.r ,, -don't nmke
people like that."

"So touch ne," | said. "I amsorry if you don't |ike

the way | go about existing."

"I'f you don't turn into a frog come nidnight, a girl
could leamto like a guy like you."

"That would require a very stupid girl," | said.
And she gave ne a strange |l ook which | did not really
care to try interpreting.

Then she stared ne straight in the eyes.

"You' ve got sone kind of secret | do not quite under-
stand yet." she said. "You seemlike a |leftover fromthe
ad d Days."

"Maybe | am Look, you've already said that |'ve
been of help. Wiy not leave it at that? | haven't done
anyt hi ng wong."

"I've got a job to do. But, on the other hand, you're
right. You have hel ped, and you haven't really broken
any regs. —Except with reference to the 3-9, for which
I"m sure nobody is going to cause you trouble. On the

opposite hand, 1've got a report to wite. O necessity,
your actions will figure in it promnently. | can't very
well | eave you out."

"I wasn't asking that," | said.

"What do you want nme to do?"

Once it got into Central, | knew, | could kill it. But
prior to that, it would be filtered through a ness of hu-
mans. They coul d cause trouble. "You kept the group

small and tight," | said. "You could drop one."
"No. "
"Ckay. | could be a draftee, fromthe beginning."

"That's better."

"Then maybe we could let it be that way."
"l see no great problens."

"You'll do it?"

“I will see what | can do."

"That's enough. Thanks."
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"What will you do when your job here is finished?"
"l don't know. Take a vacation, maybe."
"Al'l al one?"
" Maybe. "

"Look, | like you. I'lIl do things to keep you out of
trouble.”

"I'd appreciate that."

"You seemto have answers for everything."
"Thank you."

"What about a girl?"

"What do you nean?"

"Coul d you use one, in whatever you do?"

"l thought you had a pretty good job here."

"l do. That's not what |'mtal king about. —Bo you
have one?"

"One what ?"

"Stop playing the stupid role. —A girl, is what |
mean. "

"Wl | 2"

"You're nuts," | said. "Wat the hell could | do with
an Intelligence-type girl? Do you nean that you would
actually take the chance of teaming up with a stranger?”

"I've watched you in action, and |'mnot afraid of
you. Yes, | would take the chance."

"This is the strangest proposal |'ve ever received."

"Thi nk quick," she said.

"You don't know what you're asking," | told her.
"What if | |ike you—an awful |ot?"
"Well, | disarnmed your bonb. . . ."

"I'"'mnot tal king about being grateful. —But thanks,
anyway. —fhe answer, | take it, is, "No."' "

"Stop that! Can't you give a man a chance to think?"
"Ckay," she said, and turned away.

"Wait. Don't be that way. You can't hurt nme, so | can
tal k honestly. | do have a crush on you. | have been a
confirnmed bachel or for many years, though. You are a
complication."
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"Let's look at it this way," she told ne. "You're dif-
ferent, I knowthat. | wish / could do different things."
"Li ke what ?"
"Lie to conputers and get away with it."
"What nakes you-say that?"
"It's the only answer, if you're real."
"I"'mreal."

"Then you know how to beat the system™

"l doubt it."

"Take ne along," she said. "I'd like to do the sane

t hing. "

And | looked at her. Alittle wisp of hair was touch-

i ng her cheek, and she | ooked as if she wanted to cry.

"I"myour last chance, aren't 1? You net nme at a
strange nmonent in your life, and you want to ganble."

"Yes. "

"You're nuts, and | can't prom se you security unless

you want to quit the game—and | can't. | play it by ny
own rul es, though—and they're kind of strange. If you

and | got together, you would probably be a young w d-
ow. —So you woul d have that going for you."

"You' re tough enough to di sarm bonbs."

"I will nmeet an early grave. | do lots of stupid things
when | have to."

"I think I mght be in love with you."

"Then, for gods' sakes, let nme talk to you later. | have
|l ots of things to think about, now "

"Al'l right."

"You' re a dunb broad."
"l don't think so."
"Vell, we'll see."

After I woke up fromone of the deepest sleeps in ny
life, I went and signed for duty.

"You're late," said Morrey.
"So have t hem dock ne."

I went then and watched the thing itself begin to oc-
cur.

RUMOKO was in the works.
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They went down, Martin and Demmy, and pl anted

the charge. They did the necessary things, and we got

out of there. Everything was set, and waiting for our ra-
dio signal. My cabin had been emptied of intruders, and

I was grateful

We got far enough away, and the signal was given
Al was silent for a tinme. Then the bonmb went off.
Over the port bow, | saw the man stand up. He was
old and gray and wore a wi de-brimmed hat. He stood,
sl ouched, fell on his face.

"We've just polluted the atnosphere sone nore,"
said Martin.
"Hell," said Demmy.

The oceans rose and assailed us. The ship held an-
chor.

For a tinme, there was nothing. Then, it began

The ship shook, like a wet dog. | clung to the rail and
wat ched. Next cane a ness of waves, and they were
bast acds, but we rode them out.

"We've got the first reading," said Carol. "It's begin-
ning to build."

I nodded and did not say anything. There wasn't

much to say.

"It's getting bigger," she said, after a mnute, and

nodded agai n.

Finally, later on that norning, the whole thing that
had conme | oose made its scene upon the surface.

The waters had been bubbling for a | ong while by
then. The bubbles grew | arger. The tenperature read-
ings rose. There cane a gl ow.

Then there was one fantastic spout. It was bl asted

into the air to a great height, golden in the norning sun-
shine, |ike Zeus when he had visited one of his girl-
friends or other. It was acconpanied by a loud roar. It
hung there for a few brief monents, then descended in a
shower of sparks.

I medi ately thereafter, there was greater turbul ence.

It increased and | watched, the regular way and by
means of the instrunents.

The waters frothed and glistened. The roaring cane
and went. There canme anot her spout, and another. The
wat ers burned beneath the waves. Four nore spouts,
each larger than its predecessor.

Then an ocean-riving blast caught the Aquina in
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sonmet hing close to a tidal wave

We were ready, though-built that way—and faced
into it.

We rode with it, and there was no | etup

W were mles away, and it seenmed as if but an arnis
di stance separated us.

The next spout just kept going up, until it becane a
topless pillar. It pierced the sky, and a certain darkness
began at that point. It began to swell, and there were

fires all about its base.

After a time, the entire sky was fading over into a

false twilight, and a fine dust filled the air, the eyes, the
I ungs. Cccasionally, a crowd of ashes passed in the dis-
tance, like a covey of dark birds. | |it a cigarette to pro-
tect ny lungs against pollution, and watched the fires

rise.

Wth our early evening, the seas darkened. The krak-
en hinmself, disturbed, night have been |icking our hull
The gl ow continued, and a dark form appear ed.

RUMOKO.

It was the cone. An artificially created island. A piece
of long-sunk Atlantis itself, perhaps, was rising in the
di stance. Man had succeeded in creating a | andnass.

One day it would be habitable. Now, if we nade a chain
of them.

Yes. Perhaps anot her Japan. More room for the ex-
pandi ng human race. Mre space. Mre places in which
to live.

Why had | been questioned? Who had opposed this?
It was a good thing, as | saw it.

I went away. | went and had di nner

Carol canme into the commissary and joined nme, as if
by accident. | nodded, and she seated herself across
fromme and ordered.

"Hi "
“H LT

"Maybe you' ve done sone of your thinking by now?"
she said, between the salad and the ersatz beef.

"Yes," | replied.
"What are the results?"

"I still don't know It was awfully quick and, frankly,
I"d like the opportunity to get to know you a little bet-
ter."

"Si gni fyi ng what ?"
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"There is an anci ent custom known as 'dating.' Let's
doit for alittle while."

"You don't like me? |'ve checked our conpatibility

i ndi ces. They show that we woul d be okay together—
buying you at face value, that is—but | think I know
more of you than that."

"Qutside of the fact that |'mnot for sale, what does
t hat nmean?"

"I'"ve made |l ots of guesses and | think | could also get
along with an individualist who knows how to play the
ri ght games with machi nes. "

I knew that the conm ssary was bugged, and

guessed that she didn't know that | did. Therefore, she
had a reason for saying what she had sai d—and she
didn't think I knew about it.

"Sorry. Too quick," | told her. "Gve a nan a
chance, will you?"

"Why don't we go soneplace and discuss it?"
We were ready for dessert at that point.
"Wher e?"

" Spi t zbergen. "

| thought about it, then, "Ckay," | said.
"I''"ll be ready in about an hour and a half."

"Whoa!" | said. "I thought you nmeant, |ike—perhaps
this weekend. There are still tests to run, and |I'm sched-
uled for duty.”

"But your job here is finished, isn't it?"

| started in on ny dessert—apple pie, and pretty

good, too, with a chunk of cheddar—and | sipped cof -
fee along with it. Over the rimof the cup, | cocked ny
head at her and shook it, slowy, fromone side to the
ot her.

"l can get you off duty for a day," she told ne.
"There will be no harm done."

"Sorry. I'minterested in the results of the tests. Let's
make it this weekend."

She seened to think about this for a while.

"Al'l right," she said finally, and | nodded and conti n-
ued with ny dessert.

The "all right" instead of a "yes" or an "okay" or a
"sure" must have been a key word of sone sort O per-
haps it was something el se that she did or said. | don't
know. | don't care any nore.

When we | eft the conmi ssary, she was slightly ahead
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of me—as | had opened the door for her—and a nan
moved in fromeither side

She st opped and turned.

"Don't bother saying it," | said. "I wasn't quick
enough, so I'munder arrest. Please don't recite ny
rights. | know what they are,"” and | raised ny hands
when | saw the steel in one man's hand. "Merry Chri st-
mas, " | added.

But she recited my rights anyway, and | stared at her
all the while. She didn't neet ny eyes.

Hel I, the whol e proposition had been too good to be

true. 1 didn't think she was very used to the role she had
pl ayed, though—and | wondered, idly, whether she

woul d have gone through with it, if circunstances dic-
tated. She had been right about ny job aboard the

Aqui na bei ng ended, however. | would have to be nov-

ing al ong, and seeing that Al bert Schweitzer died wthin
the next twenty-four hours.

"You are going to Spitzbergen tonight," she said,
"where there are better facilities for questioning you."

How was | going to manage it? Well —

As if reading ny thoughts, she said, "Since you seem
to be sonewhat dangerous, | w sh to advise you that
your escorts are highly trained nen."

"Then you won't be coming with ne, after all?"
"I'"'mafraid not."

"Too bad. Then this is going to have to be ' Good-

bye.' 1'd like to have gotten to know you sonmewhat bet -
ter."

"That neant nothing!" she said. "It was just to get

you there."

"Maybe. But you will always wonder, and now you
will never know "

"I amafraid we are going to have to handcuff you,"
sai d one of the men.
"Of course.”

I held ny hands out and he said, al nost apol ogetical -
Iy, "No, sir. Behind your back, please."

So | did, but | watched the nen nove in and | gota

| ook at the cuffs. They were kind of ol d-fashioned.
Gover nment budgets general ly produce such handy sav-
ings. If | bent over backward, | could step over them
and then they would be in front of ne. Gve ne, say,
twenty seconds

"One thing," | asked. "Just for the sake of curiosity
and because | told it to you straight. Did you ever find
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out why those two guys broke into nmy roomto question
me, and what they really wanted? If you're allowed to
tell nme, | would like to know, because it made for sone
rough sl eeping."

She bit her |ip, thought a nmonent, | guess, then said,
"They were from New Sal em-a bubble city off the

North American continental shelf. They were afraid that
RUMCKO woul d crack their done."

"Did it?" | asked.
She paused.

"W don't know yet," she said. "The place has been
silent for a while. W have tried to get through to them
but there seens to be sone interference.”

"VWhat do you nean by that?"

"W have not yet succeeded in reestablishing con-
tact."

"You nmean to say that we night have killed a city?"

"No. The chances were mninmal, according to the
scientists.”

"Your scientists,” | said. "Theirs nust have felt dif-
ferently about it."

"COfF course," she told ne. "There are al ways obstruc-
tionists. They sent saboteurs because they did not trust
our scientists. The inference—

"I"'msorry," | said
"For what ?"

"That | put a guy into a shower. —kay. Thanks.
can read all about it in the papers. Send nme to Spitzber-
gen now. "

"Pl ease," she said. "I do what | nmust. | think it's right.
You may be as clean as snow and swansdown. If that is
the case, they will know in a very short time, Al. Then

—then 1'd like you to bear in mnd that what | said be-
fore my still be good."

I chuckl ed.

"Sure, and |'ve already said, 'Good-bye.' Thanks for
answering my question, though."

"Don't hate me."

"l don't. But | could never trust you."
She turned away.

"Good night, " | said.

And they escorted ne to the helicopter. They hel ped
me aboard. There were just the two of themand the pi-

file:/lIF|/rah/Roger%20Zelazny/My%20Name%20Is%20Legion.txt (50 of 169) [8/27/03 11:36:26 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Roger%20Z el azny/My%20N ame%201 s%620L egion.txt
| ot.

"She liked you," said the man with the gun

“No." | said.

"I'f she's right and you're clean, will you see her
agai n?"

"I''"ll never see her again," | said.

He seated ne, to the rear of the craft. Then he and
hi s buddy took wi ndow seats and gave a signal

The engi nes t hrobbed, and suddenly we rose.

In the distance, RUMXKO runbl ed, burned, and

spat.

Eva, | amsorry. | didn't know. |'d never guessed it
m ght have done what it did.

"You' re supposed to be dangerous," said the man on
my right. "Please don't try anything."

Ave, atque, avatque, | said, in ny heart of hearts,

l'ike.

Twenty-four hours, | told Schweitzer

After | collected nmy noney fromWlsh, | returned to

the Proteus and practiced meditation for a few days. Since
it did not produce the desired results, | went up and got
drunk with Bill Mellings. After all, | had used his equip-
ment to kill Schweitzer. | didn't tell himanything, ex-

cept for a made-up story about a ni-hi girl with [arge
manmar i es.

Then we went fishing, two weeks' worth.

I did not exist any longer. | had erased Al bert
Schweitzer fromthe world. | kept telling nyself that |
did not want to exist any |onger.

If you have to nurder a man—have to, | nean, |ike

no choice in the matter—+ feel that it should be a

bl oody and horrible thing, so that it burns itself into
your soul and gives you a better appreciation of the val-
ue of human exi st ence.

It had not been that way, however.

It had been quiet and viral. It was a thing to which |

have i mmuni zed nysel f, but of which very few other per-
sons have even heard. | had opened ny ring and re-

| eased the spores. That was all. | had never known the
nanes of ny escorts or the pilot. | had not even had a
good | ook at their faces.

It had killed themwithin thirty seconds, and | had the
cuffs off in less than the twenty seconds |'d guessed.

I crashed the 'copter on the beach, sprained nmy right

wist doing it, got the hell out of the vehicle, and started
wal ki ng.

They' d | ook |ike nyocardial infarcts or arteriosclerot-
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i c brain syndrones—depending on how it hit them

VWi ch neant | should lay low for a while. | value ny

own exi stence slightly nmore than that of anyone who

wi shes to disturb it. This does not nmean that | didn't feel
i ke hell, though.

Carol will suspect, |I think, but Central only buys
facts. And | saw that there was enough sea water in the
pl ane to take care of the spores. No test known to nman
could prove that | had nurdered them

The body of Al bert Schweitzer had doubtless been
washed out to sea through the sprung door

K1 ever neet with anybody who had known A, so
briefly, I'd be somebody el se by then—ai th appropriate
i dentification—and that person woul d be m staken

Very neat. But maybe I'min me wong |ine of work.
| still feel like hell.

RUMOKO From Al'l Those Fat hons funmed and

grew li ke those Hol | ywood nonsters nmat used to get

bl amed on science fiction. In a few nonths, it was pre-
dicted, its fires would desist A layer of soil would then
be inported, spread, and mgrating birds would be en-
couraged to stop and rest, naybe nest, and to use the

pl ace as a lavatory. Mutant red mangroves woul d be

rooted there, linking the sea and the |and. Insects would
even be brought aboard. One day, according to theory,

it would be a habitable island. One other day, it would
be one of a chain of habitable islands.

A doubl e-pronged answer to the popul ati on problem
you m ght say: create a new place for men to live, and
in doing so kill off a crowmd of themliving el sewhere.

Yes, the seism c shocks had cracked New Sal enl s
donme. Many peopl e had di ed.

And Project RUMXKO s second son is neverthel ess
schedul ed for next sumer.

The people in Baltinore Il are worried, but the Con-
gressional investigation showed that the fault lay with
the constructors of New Sal em who shoul d have pro-

vi ded agai nst the vicissitudes. The courts held several of
the contractors liable, and two of themwent into receiv-
ership despite the connections that had gotten themthe
contracts in the first place.

It ain't pretty, and it's big, and | sort of wish | had
never put that guy into the shower. He is all alive and
wel |, 1 understand—a New Sal em man—but | know

that he will never be the sane.

More precautions are supposed to be taken with the

next one—whatever that neans. | do not trust these pre-
cautions worth a damm. But then, | do not trust anything
anynor e.

I f another bubble city goes, as yours did, Eva, | think
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it will slowthings down. But | do not believe it will stop
the RUMXKO Project. | think they will find another

excuse then. | think they will try for a third one after

t hat

VWhile it has been proved that we can create such
things, | do not believe that the answer to our popul a-
tion problemlies in the manufacturing of new | ands. No.

O fhand, | would say that since everything else is
controll ed these days, we might as well do it with the
popul ation, too. I will even get nyself an identity—

many identities, in fact—and vote for it, if it ever cones
to a referendum And | submt that there should be

nore bubble cities, and increased appropriations with
respect to the exploration of outer space. But no nore
RUMOKO s. No.

Despite past reservations, | amtaking on a free one.
Wal sh will never know. Hopefully, no one will. | am no
altruist, but | guess | owe sonething to the race that |
| eech off of. After all, | was once a nenber.

Taki ng advant age of my nonexi stence, | amgoing to
sabot age that bastard so well that it will be the |ast.
How?

I will see that it is a Krakatoa, at least. As a result of
the | ast one, Central knows a | ot nore about nagma—
and as a result of this, so do |

I will manipulate the charge, probably even nake it a
mul tiple.
When that baby goes off, | will have arranged for it

to be the worst seisnmic disturbance in the nmenory of
man. |t should not be too difficult to do.

I could possibly murder thousands of people by this
action—and certainly | will kill sone. However, RU
MXO in its shattering of New Sal em scared the hel

out of so many folks that | think RUMOKO Il wll

scare even nore. | amhoping that there will be a | ot of
topsi de vacations about that tine. Add to this the fact
that | know how runors get started, and | can do it ny-
self. I wll.

I amat |east going to clear the decks as much as
can.

They will get results, all right—the planners—tike a
Mount Everest in the mddle of the Atlantic and sone
fractured dones. Laugh that off, and you are a good
nan.

| baited the line and threw it overboard. Bill took a
drink of orange juice and | took a drag on ny cigarette.
"You're a consulting engi neer these days?" he asked.
"Yeah. "

"VWhat are you up to now?"
"I've got a job in mnd. Kind of tricky."
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"WIIl you take it?"
"Yes."

"l sometines wish | had sonething going for me now
—+he way you do."

"Don't. It's not worth it."

| 1 ooked out over the dark waters, able to bear prodi-
gi es. The norning sun was just |icking the waves, and
nmy decision was, like, solid. The wind was chilly and

pl easant. The sky was going to be beautiful. | could tel
fromthe breaks in the cloud cover

"I't sounds interesting. This is denolition work, you
say?"

And |, Judas Iscariot, turned a glance his way and
said, "Pass me the bait can, please. | think I've got
sonething on the line."

"Me, too. Wit a mnute."

The day, like a mess of silver dollars, fell upon the
deck.

| landed mne and hit it on the back of the head with
the stick, to be nerciful

| kept telling nyself that | did not exist. | hope it is
true, even though | feel that it is not. | seemto see old
Col gate's face beneath an occasi onal whitecap.

Eva, Eva

Forgive ne, ny Eva. 1 would wel come your hand on
my brow.

It is pretty, the silver. The waves are blue and green
this norning, and God! how |l ovely the |ight!

"Here's the bait"
"Thanks. "
| took it and we drifted.

Eventual |y, everybody dies, | noted. But it did not
make nme feel any better.

But nothing, really, could.

The next card will be for Christnmas, as usual, Don,
one year late this tinme around.

Never ask ne why.
PART TWO

After everyone had departed, the statenments been

taken, the remains of the renai ns renmoved—+ong after

that, as the night hung late, clear, clean, with its bright
mul titudes doubled in their pulsing within the cool flow
of the @ulf Stream about the station, | sat in a deck chair
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on the small patio behind nmy quarters, drinking a can
of beer and watching the stars go by.

My feelings were an unconfortable nixture, and
had not quite decided what to do with what was left.

It was awkward. | could nmake things neat and tidy

again by deciding to forget the small inexplicables. | had
acconpl i shed what | had set out to do. | needed but

stanp CLOSED on ny nental file, go away, collect ny

fee and live happily, relatively speaking, ever after

No one woul d ever know or, for that nmatter, care
about the little things that still bothered ne. | was under
no obligation to pursue nmatters beyond this point

Except ..

Maybe it is aa obligation. At least, at tinmes it becane
a conpul sion, and one m ght as well salve one's notions
of duty and free will by using the pleasanter term

It? The possession of a primate forebrain, | nean,
with a deep curiosity winkle furrowing it for better
or worse.

I had to remain about the station a while | onger any-
way, for appearances' sake.
I took another sip of beer.

Yes, | wanted nore answers. To dunp into the bot-
tom ess winkle up front there.

I might as well look around a bit nore. Yes, | decid-
ed, | woul d.

I withdrew a cigarette and noved to light it. Then the
flane caught ny attention

| stared at the flowi ng tongue of light, illumnating ny
pal m and curved fingers of nmy left hand, raised to shield
it fromthe night breeze. It seened as pure as the star-
fires thenselves, a nolten, buttery thing, touched with
orange, hal oed blue, the intermttently exposed cherry-
col ored wick glow ng, hal f-hidden, |ike a soul. And then
the nusic began...

Misic was the best term| had for it, because of sone
simlarity of essence, although it was actually |ike noth-
ing | had ever experienced before. For one thing, it was
not truly sonic. It came into me as a menory cones,

wi t hout benefit of external stinulus—but |acking the
Lucite |l ayer of self-consciousness that turns thought to
recoll ection by touching it with time—as in a dream
Then, sonethi ng suspended, sonething rel eased, ny
feelings began to move to the effect. Not enotions,
not hi ng that specific, but rather a growi ng sense of eu-
phoria, delight, wonder, all poured together into a com
mon body with the tide rising. Wat the progressions,
what the conbinations. —what the thing was, truly—+

did not know. It was an intense beauty, a beautiful in-
tensity, however, and | was part of it. It was as if |
wer e experiencing something no man had ever known
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before, sonmething cosmic, magnificent, ubiquitous yet
commonl y i gnored

And it was with a peculiarly amnbiguous effort, fol-

| owing a barely perceptible decision, that | twitched the
fingers of ny left hand sufficiently to bring theminto the
flame itself.

The pain broke the dream nonentarily, and | snapped

the lighter closed as | sprang to ny feet, a gaggle of

guesses passing through ny head. | turned and ran
across that hummng artificial islet, heading for the
smal |, dark cluster of buildings that held the nmuseum 1i -

brary, offices.

But even as | noved, sonething came to ne again.

Only this time it was not the glorious, nusiclike sensa-
tion that had touched me nonents earlier. Now it was
sinister, bringing a fear that was none the less real for
my knowing it to be irrational, to the acconpani nent of
sensory distortions that nmust have caused ne to reel as
I ran. The surface on which |I noved buckl ed and

swayed; the stars, the buildings, the ocean—everything
—advanced and retreated in random nauseating pat-

terns of attack. | fell several tinmes, recovered, rushed
onward. Sone of the distance | know that | craw ed.
Closing nmy eyes did no good, for everything was

war ped, throbbing, shifting, and awful inside as well as
out.

It was only a few hundred yards, though, no matter

what the signs and portents mght say, and finally | rest-
ed ny hands against the wall, worked ny way to the

door, opened it, and passed w thin.

Anot her door and | was into the library. For years, it
seened, | funbled to switch on the |ight.

| staggered to the desk, fought with a drawer, westled
a screwdriver out of it.

Then on ny hands and knees, gritting ny teeth, I

crossed to the renote-access terminal of the Information
Net wor k. Sl apping at the console's control board, | suc-
ceeded in tripping the switches that brought it to life.

Then, still on nmy knees, holding the screwdriver with
both hands, | got the left side panel off the thing. It fel
to the floor with a sound that drove spikes into ny head.
But the conponents were exposed. Three little changes

and | could transnmit, sonething that would eventually
wind up in Central. | resolved that | would rmake those
changes and send the two nost damagi ng pi eces of in-
formation | could guess at to the place where they m ght
eventually be retrieved in association with sonething suf-
ficiently simlar to one day cause a query, a query that
woul d hopefully lead to the destruction of that for which
I was currently being tornented.

"I mean it!" | said aloud. "Stop right now O |'Il do
it
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And it was |like taking off a pair of unfamliar
gl asses: ranpant reality.
I clinbed to ny feet, shut down the board.

The next thing, | decided, was to have that cigarette
I had wanted in the first place.

Wth nmy third puff, | heard the outer door open and
cl ose.

Dr. Barthehne, short, tan, gray on top and wiry, en-
tered the room blue eyes wide, one hand partly raised.

"Jim What's wong?" he said.

"Nothing," | replied. "Nothing."
"l saw you running. | saw you fall."
"Yes. | decided to sprint over here. | slipped. Pulled a

muscle. It's all right."
"Wy the rush?”

"Nerves. I'mstill edgy, upset. | had to run or somne-
thing, to get it out of ny system Decided to run over
and get a book. Sonething to read nyself to sleep with."

"l can get you a tranquilizer."
"No, that's all right. Thanks. 1'd rather not."

"What were you doing to the machine? W're not sup-
posed to fool with—

"The side panel fell off when | went past it. | was just
going to put it back on." | waved the screwdriver. "The
little set-screws nmust have jiggled | oose."

" G]. "

| stooped and fitted it back into place. As | was
tightening the screws, the tel ephone rang. Barthehne
crossed to the desk, poked an extension button, and an-
swered it.

After a nonment, he said, "Yes, just a minute," and
turned. "It's for you."

"Real | y?"

I rose, noved to the desk, took the receiver, dropping
the screwdriver back into the drawer and closing it.
"Hel | 0?" | said.

"Al'l right," said the voice. "I think we had better
talk. WIIl you come and see nme now?"

"Where are you?"

"At hone."

"All right, 1'll cone."
I hung up.
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"Don't need that book after all,” | said. "I'm going
over to Andros for a while."

"It's pretty late. Are you certain you feel up to it?"

"Ch, | feel fine now," | said. "Sorry to have worried
you. "

He seemed to relax. At |east, he sagged and snil ed
famly.

"Maybe / should go take the trank," he said. "Every-
thing that's happened . . . You know. You scared ne."

"Wel |, what's happened has happened. It's all over,
done. "

"You're right, of course.... Wll, have a good tinme,
what ever . "

He turned toward the door and | foll owed himout,
extinguishing the light as | passed it.

"Good night, then."
"Good ni ght"

He headed back toward his quarters, and | nade ny

way down to the docking area, decided on the |Isabella,
got in. Monents later, | was crossing over, still wonder-
ing. Curiosity may ultinmately prove nature's way of deal -
ing with the popul ation probl em

It was on May Day—not all that |ong ago, though it

seens so—that | sat to the rear of the bar at Captain
Tony's in Key West, to the right, near to the fireplace,
drinking one of ny seasonal beers. It was a little after
el even, and | had about decided that this one was a
wite-off, when Don canme in through the big open front
of the place. He glanced around, his eyes passing over
me, |ocated a vacant stool near the forward corner of
the bar, took it, and ordered sonething. There were too
many peopl e between us, and the group had returned to
the stage at the rear of the room behind ne and begun
anot her set, with a | oud openi ng nunber. So, for a tine,
we just sat there—wondering, | guess.

After ten or fifteen mnutes, he got to his feet and

made his way back to the rest room passing around the

far side of the bar. A short while later, he returned, nov-
ing around ny side. |I felt his hand on ny shoul der.

"Bill!" he said. "What are you doi ng down here?"
| turned, regarded him grinned.

"Sam Good Lord!"
We shook hands. Then, "Too noisy in here to talk,"

he said. "Let's go sonepl ace el se."

"CGood idea."
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After a time, we found ourselves on a dimand desert-
ed stretch of beach, snelling the salty breath of the
ocean, listening to it, and feeling an occasi onal droplet.

We halted, and | |lit a cigarette.

"Did you know that the Florida current carries over
two mllion tons of uranium past here every year?" he

sai d.

"To be honest, no," | told him

"Well, it does. —What do you know about dol phins?"
"That's better," | said. "They are beautiful, friendly

creatures, so well adapted to their environnent that they
don't have to ness it up in order to lead the life they
seemto enjoy. They are highly intelligent, they' re coop-
erative, and they seemtotally lacking in all areas of ma-
|'iciousness. They—=*

"That's enough,"” and he raised his hand. "You |ike

dol phins. | knew you woul d say that. You sonetinmes re-
m nd me of one—sw mming through life, not |eaving
traces, retrieving things for me."

"Keep ne in fish. That's all."
He nodded.

"The usual arrangement. But this one should be a rel-
atively easy, yes-or-no thing, and not take you too |ong.
It's quite near here, as a matter of fact, and the incident
is only a few days old."

"Ch! What's invol ved?”

"I"d like to clear a gang of dol phins of a hom cide
charge, " he said.

He expected nme to say sonething, he he was disap-

poi nted. | was thinking, recalling a news account from
the previous week. Two scuba-cl ad swi nmers had been
killed in one of the undersea parks to the east, at about
the sane tine that sone very peculiar activity on the
part of dol phins was bei ng observed in the sanme area.
The nen had been bitten and chewed by sonet hi ng pos-
sessing a jaw configuration approxi mating that of Tur-
siops tnntatus, the bottle-nosed dol phin, a normal visi-
tor and sonetinme resident of these sane parks. The
particular park in which the incident occurred had been
closed until further notice. There were no witnesses to
the attack, as | recalled, and I had not come across any
foll owup story.

"I"'mserious," he finally said.

"One of those guys was a qualified guide who knew
the area, wasn't he?"

He brightened, there in the dark
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"Yes," he said. "M chael Thom ey. He used to do

some noonlighting as a guide. He was a full-tine em

pl oyee of the Beltrane Processing people. Did underwa-
ter repair and nmaintenance at their extraction plants.

Ex- Navy. Frognan. Extrenely qualified. The other fel-

| ow was a | andl ubber friend of his from Andros. Rudy
Myers. They went out together at an odd hour, stayed
rather long. In the meantine, several dol phins were seen
getting the hell out, fast. They |l eaped the "wall,' instead
of passing through the | ocks. Qthers used the normal ex-
its. These were blinking on and off like mad. In a nmat-
ter of a few m nutes, actually, every dolphin in the park
had apparently departed. When an enpl oyee went | ook-

ing for Mke and Rudy, he found them dead."

"Where do you cone into the picture?”

"The Institute of Del phinol ogical Studies does not ap-
preciate the bad press this gives their subject. They

mai ntain there has never been an authenticated case of

an unprovoked attack by a dol phin on a human bei ng.

They are anxious not to have this go on record as one, if
it really isn't."

"Well, it hasn't actually been established. Perhaps
sonething else did it. Scared the dol phins, too."

"l have no idea," he said, lighting a cigarette of his
own. "But it was not all that long ago that the killing
of dol phins was finally made illegal throughout the world,

and that the pioneer work of people like Lilly came to be
appreciated, with a really |arge-scale project set up for
the assessment of the creature. They have come up with
some amazing results, as you nmust know. It is no |onger

a question of trying to denonstrate whether a dol phin is
as intelligent as a man. It has been established that they
are highly intelligent—-although their m nds work al ong
radically different lines, so that there probably never
can be a true conparison. This is the basic reason for
the continui ng communi cation problenms, and it is also a
matter of which the general public is pretty nuch aware.
Gven this, our client does not |ike the inferences that
could be drawn fromthe incident—nanely, that power-

ful, free-ranging creatures of this order of intelligence
coul d becone hostile to man."

"So the Institute hired you to look into it?"

"Not officially. | was approached because the charac-

ter of the thing smacks of my sort of investigation spe-
cialties as well as the scientific. Mainly, though, it was
because of the urgings of a wealthy little old [ ady who

may soneday | eave the Institute a fortune: Ms. Lydia
Banes, fornmer president of the Friends of the Dol phin

Soci ety—the citizen group that had | obbied for the ini-

tial dol phin legislation years ago. She is really paying ny
fee. "

"What sort of place in the picture did you have in
mnd for me?"

"Beltrane will want a replacenent for M chae
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Thom ey. Do you think you could get the job?"

"Maybe. Tell me nore about Beltrane and the
parks."

"Well," he said, "I guess it was a generation or so

back that Dr. Spencer at Harwel| denonstrated that ti-
tani um hydroxi de woul d create a chenical reaction that
separated uranyl ions fromseawater. It was costly,
though, and it was not until years |ater that Samuel Bel -
trane cane along with his screening techni que, founded

a small conpany, and quickly tanmed it into a | arge one,
with uraniumextraction stations all along this piece of
the Gulf Stream Wile his process was quite clean, en-
vironnental | y speaking, he was setting up in business at
a tine when public pressure on industry was such mat

sonme gesture of ecol ogical concern was pretty nuch de
rigueur. So he threw a | ot of nopney, equipnment, and

man- hours into the setting up of the four undersea parks
inthe vicinity of me island of Andros. A section of the
barrier reef nmakes one of themespecially attractive. He
got a nice tax break on the deal. Deserved, though, I'd
say. He cooperated with the dol phin studies people, and

| abs were set up for themin the parks. Each of the four
areas is enclosed by a sonic "wall,* a sound barrier that
keeps everything outside out and everything inside in, in
terns of the larger creatures. Except for nen and dol -
phins. At a nunber of points, the "wall' possesses 'sound
| ocks' —a pair of sonic curtains, several neters apart—
whi ch are operated by nmeans of a sinple control |ocated
on the bottom Dol phins are capabl e of teaching one an-
other howto use it, and they are quite good about clos-
ing the door behind them They cone and go, visiting

the labs at will, both learning fromand, | guess, teach-
ing the investigators."”

"Stop," | said. "Wat about sharks?"

"They were renoved fromthe parks first thing. The
dol phi ns even hel ped chase themout. It has been over a
decade now since the |last one was put out."

"l see. What say does the conpany have in running
the parks?"

"None, really. They service the equipnent now, that's
all."

"Do many of the Beltrane people work as park guides
too?"

"A few, part-tinme. They are in the area, they know
it well, they have all the necessary skills."

"I would like to see whatever nedical reports there
were."

"l have them here, conplete with photos of the bod-
ies."

"What about the man from Andros—Rudy Myers?
What did he do?"
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"He'd trained as a nurse. Wrked in several hones

for the aged. Taken in a couple of tines on charges of
stealing fromthe patients. Charges dropped once. A sus-
pended sentence the second tinme. Sort of blackball ed
fromthat line of work afterward. That was six or seven
years back. Held a variety of small jobs then and kept a
clean record. He had been working on the island for the
past couple of years in a sort of bar."

"What do you nmean 'sort of bar'?"

"It has only an al cohol license, but it serves drugs, too.
It's way out in the boonies, though, so nobody's ever
rai sed a fuss."

"What's the place called?"
"The Chi ckcharny."
"What's that nean?"

"A piece of local folklore. A chickchany is a sort of
tree spirit. Mschievous. Like an elf."

"Col orful enough, | guess. —sn't Andros where Mar-
tha MIlay, the photographer, makes her hone?"

"Yes, it is.

"I''ma fan of hers. | |ike underwater photography, and
hers is always good. In fact, she did several books on
dol phins. Has anyone thought to ask her opinion of the
killings?"

"She's been away."

"Ch. Hope she gets back soon. 1'd like to neet her
"Then you will take the job?"

"Yes, | need one just now. "

He reached into his jacket, wi thdrew a heavy enve-
| ope, passed it to ne.

"There you have copies of everything | have. Need-
| ess to say—

"Needl ess to say," | said, "the life of a myfly will be
as eternity to them™

I slipped it into ny own jacket and turned away.
"Be seeing you," | said.

"Leavi ng al ready?"

"I"'ve alot to do."

"Good luck, then."

"Thanks."

I went left and he went right, and that was that for
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t hen.

Station One was sonething of a nerve center for the

area. That is, it was larger than the other extraction

pl ants and contained the field office, several |aborato-
ries, alibrary, a museum a dispensary, living quarters,
and a few recreational features. It was an artificial is-
land, a fixed platform about seven hundred feet across,
and it monitored and serviced eight other plants within
the area. It was within sight of Andros, |argest of the
Bahama |slands, and if you like plenty of water about
you, which | do, you would find the prospect peacefu

and nore than a little attractive.

After the tour and introductions that first day,

| earned that my duties were about one-third routine and
two-thirds response to circunstances. The routine part
was i nspection and preventive maintenance. The rest

was unforeseen repair, retrieval, and replacenent work
—general underwat er handynman stuff whenever the ne-
cessity arose.

It was Dr. Leonard Barfhelrne, the Area Director

who net ne and showed nme around. A pleasant little
fell ow who seened to enjoy tal king about his work, mnud-
dl e-aged, a wi dower, he had made his honme at Station
One for alnost five years. The first person to whom be
i ntroduced nme was Frank Cashel, whomwe found in the
mai n | aboratory, eating a sandwi ch and waiting for sone
test to run its course.

Frank swal |l owed and sm | ed, rose, and shook hands
with me as Barthehne explained, "This is the new man,
James Madi son. "

He was dark, with a touch of gray here and there, a
few creases accentuating a ruggedness of jaw ine and
cheekbone, the begi nnings of a bul ge above his belt.

"dad to have you around," he said. "Keep an eye
out for pretty rocks, and bring ne a branch of coral ev-
ery now and then. Well get along fine."

"Frank's hobby is collecting mnerals," Barthehne
said. "The display in the nmuseumis his. W'll pass that
way in a few mnutes and you can see it Quite interest-

ing."

| nodded.

"Ckay. |'ll renenber. See what | can find you."
"Know anyt hi ng about the subject?" Frank asked rme.
"Alittle. | used to be sonething of a rock hound."
"Well, Fd appreciate it."

As we wal ked away, Barthehne remarked, "He makes

some noney on the side selling specinmens at gem shows.

I would bear that in nmind before | gave himtoo much in
the way of ny spare time, or sanples."
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" G.] "

"What | mean is, if you feel like going in for that sort
of thing on a nore than occasional basis, you ought to
make it clear that you want a percentage."

"l see. Thanks."

"Don't msunderstand ne," he said. "He's a fine fel -
low Just a little absentmnm nded."

"How | ong has he been out here?"
"Around two years. Geophysicist. Very solid."

We stopped by the equi pment shed then, where | net

Andy Deens and Paul Carter: the forner, thin and
sonmewhat sinister in appearance because of a scribbling
of scars on his left cheek, which a full beard did not
conpl etely conceal; the latter, tall, fair, snooth-faced,
and sonewhere between husky and fat. They were

cl eani ng sonme tanks when we entered, and w ped their

.. hands, shook mine, and said they were glad to neet ne.
They both did the same sort of work | would be doing,
the normal staffing calling for four of us, working in
pairs. The fourth nman was Paul Vallons, who was cur-
rently out with Ronal d Davies, the boatnaster, replacing
an i nstrunent package in a sanpler buoy. Paul, |

| earned, had been M ke's partner, the two of them hav-
ing been friends since their Navy days. | would be work-
ing with himnuch of the tine.

"You will soon be reduced to this mserable state
yourself," Carter said cheerfully, as we were |eaving.
"Enj oy your norning. Gather rosebuds."”

"You are mi serabl e because you sweat nobst obscene-
ly," Deens observed.

"Tell it to my glands."

As we crossed the islet, Barthehne observed that

Deens was the nost capabl e underwat er man he had

ever nmet. He had lived in one of the bubble cities for a
time, lost his wife and daughter in the RUMXKO Il di s-
aster, and conme topside to stay. Carter had come across
fromthe West Coast about five nmonths ago, imedi ate-

ly followi ng a divorce or separation he did not care to
tal k about. He had been enpl oyed by Beltrane out there
and had requested a transfer.

Bart hei ne took ne through the second | ab, which

was vacant just then, so that | could admre the large, il-
|l um nated map of the seas about Andros, beads of |ight

i ndicating the disposition and wel |l -being of the devices
that maintained the sonic 'walls' about the parks and
stations. | saw that we were encl osed by a boundary that
took in the nearest park al so.

"I'n which one was the accident?" | asked.
He turned and studied ny face, then pointed, indicat-
i ng our own.
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"I't was farther in, over there," he said. "Toward the

nort heast end of the park. What have you heard about
it?"

"Just the news report,"” | said. "Has anythi ng new
been di scovered?"

"No. Not hing."

Wth ny fingertip, | traced the reversed L of lights
that outlined the area.

“No holes in the "wall"'?" | asked.

"There haven't been any equiprent failures for a
I ong while."

"Do you think it was a dol phi n?"

He shrugged. Then, "I'ma chemst," he said, "not a

dol phin specialist. But it strikes ne, fromeverything |'ve
read, that there are dol phins and there are dol phins. The
average dol phin seens to be quite pacific, with an intel-

| i gence possibly equivalent to our own. Also, they

shoul d follow the sanme ol d normal distribution curve—

the bulk of themin the mddle, a few nobrons on one

end, a few geniuses on the other. Perhaps a feebl em nd-

ed dol phin who was not responsible for his actions did

it. O a Raskol ni kov dol phin. Mst of what is known

about them cones from a study of average speci nens.
Statistically, in the relatively brief while such investiga-
ti ons have been going on, this has to be so. Wat do we
know of their psychiatric abnormalities? Nothing, real-
ly." He shrugged again. "So yes, | think it is possible,"”

he fi ni shed.

I was thinking then of a bubble city and some peopl e
I had never met, and | wondered whet her dol phins ever
felt rotten, guilty, and miserable as hell over anything
they had done. | sent that thought back where it had

come from just as he said, "I hope you are not
worried . . . ?"
"Curious," | said. "But concerned, too. Naturally."

He turned and, as | followed himto the door, said,

"Wl l, you have to renenber first that it was a good

di stance to the northeast, in the park proper. W have
not hi ng operating over there, so your duties should not
take you anywhere near the place where it occurred.
Second, a teamfromthe Institute of Del phinol ogica
Studies is searching the entire area, including our annex
here, with underwater detection equi pnent. Third, unti
further notice there will be a continuing sonar scan
about any area where one of our people has to subnerge

hi nsel f—-and a shark cage and subnersi bl e deconpres-

sion chanber will go along on all deep dives, just in
case. The locks have all been closed until this is settled.
And you will be given a weapon—a |ong netal tube

carrying a charge and a shell —that should be capabl e of

di spatchi ng an angry dol phin or a shark."
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| nodded.

"Ckay," | said, as we headed toward the next cluster
of buildings. "That makes nme feel a lot better."

"I was going to get around to that in alittle while any-
way," he said. "I was |ooking for the best way to get
into it, though. | feel better, too—this part is offices.
Shoul d be enpty now. "

He pull ed open the door and | followed himthrough

desks, partitions, filing cabinets, office machines, water
cool er—not hi ng unusual —and, as he had said, quite de-
serted. W passed along its center aisle and out the door
at its far end, where we crossed the narrow breezeway

that separated it fromthe adjacent building. W entered

t here.

"This is our museum" he said. "Sam Beltrane

thought it would be nice to have a snmall one to show
visitors. Full of sea things as well as a few nodels of our
equi prent . "

Noddi ng, | | ooked about. At |east the nodel equip-

ment did not dominate, as | would have expected. The
floor was covered with green indoor-outdoor carpeting,
and a mniature version of the station itself occupied a
tableli ke frane near the front door, all of its underside
equi pnrent exposed. Shelves on the wall behind it held

| arger-scal e versions of sone of the nore inportant
conmponents, placarded with a paragraph or two of ex-

pl anation and history. There were an antique cannon,

two lantern frames, several belt buckles, a few corns,
and sone corroded utensils displayed nearby, salvaged

froma centuries-old vessel that still lay on the bottom
not very far fromthe station, according to the plaque.
On the opposite wall, with several of the |arger ones set

up on franes before it, was a display of nmarine skel e-
tons acconpani ed by col ored sketches of the fully
fleshed and finned versions, ranging fromtiny spinefish
to a dolphin, along with a full-sized nock-up of a shark,
which | determ ned to cone back and conpare a little
more carefully on my own tinme. There was a | arge sec-
tion containing Frank Cashel's mnineral display, neatly
mount ed and | abel ed, separated fromthe fish by a w n-
dow and overl ooked by a slightly awkward but still at-
tractive watercolor titled Mam Skyline, with the nane
"Cashel" scrawed in its | ower coner.

"Ch, Frank paints," | said. "Not bad."

"No, that's his wife, Linda's, he replied. "You wll

meet her in just a minute. She should be next door. She
runs the library and takes care of all our clerical work."

So we passed through the door that led to the library

and | saw Linda Cashel. She was seated at a desk, writ-

ing, and she | ooked up as we entered. She appeared to

be in her md-twenties. Her hair was |ong, sun-bleached,
pul I ed back, held with a jeweled clip. Blue eyes, in a

| ongi sh face with a cleft chin, a slightly upturned nose, a
sprinkling of freckles, and sone very even, very white
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teeth were displayed as Bartheine greeted her and intro-
duced us.

Anytime you want a book," she said.

| 1 ooked around at the shelves, the cases, the ma-
chi nes.

"W keep good copies of the standard reference

works we use a lot," she said. "I can get facsimle copies
of anything else on a day's notice. There are sone

shel ves of general fiction and |ight stun over there." She
i ndi cated a rack beside the front wi ndow. "Then there

are those banks of cassettes to your right, nostly under-
sea noi ses—fi sh sounds and such, for part of a continu-
ing study we do for the National Science Foundati on—

and the last bank is nmusic, for our own enjoynment. Ev-
erything is catal ogued here." She rose and sl apped a file
unit, indicated an index key taped to its side. "If you
want to take somnething out and nobody's around,

woul d appreciate it if you would record its nunber, your
nane, and the date in this book." She glanced at a | edg-
er on the coner of her desk. "And if you want to keep

anyt hing | onger than a week, please nmention it to ne.
There is also a tool chest in the bottomdrawer, in case
you ever need a pair of pliers. Renenber to put them

back. That covers everything | can think of," she said.
"Any questions?"

"Doi ng much painting these days?" | asked.

"Ch," she said, reseating herself, "you saw ny sky-

line. I"'mafraid next door is the only museum|1'Il| ever
get into. I've pretty much quit. | know I'mnot that
good. "

"I rather liked it."
She twi sted her nouth.

"When |'mol der and w ser and sonewhere el se, may-
be I'Il try again. |'ve done everything | care to with wa-
ter and shorelines."

| smiled because | couldn't think of anything else to
say, and she did the sanme. Then we |eft, and Bartheine
gave nme the rest of the norning off to get settled in ny
cottage, which had been M chael Thom ey's quarters.

I went and did that.

After lunch, | went to work with Deens and Carter in
the equi pment shed. As a result, we finished early. Since
it was still too soon to think of dinner, they offered to

take me for a swm to see the sunken ship.

It was about a quarter mle to the south, outside the
"wal | ," perhaps twenty fathons down—what was |eft of
it—and eerie, as such things always are, in the wavering
beans we extended. A broken nast, a snapped bow

sprit, a section of deck planking and smashed gunwal e

vi si bl e above the nud, an agitated horde of little fish we
had di sturbed at whatever fhey were about wthin and

file:/lIF|/rah/Roger%20Zelazny/My%20Name%20Is%20Legion.txt (67 of 169) [8/27/03 11:36:26 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Roger%20Z el azny/My%20N ame%201 s%620L egion.txt

near the hulk, a partial curtain of weeds drawn and re-
drawn by the currents, and that was all that remnai ned of
sonmeone' s hopes for a successful voyage, sone ship-

buil ders' I abors, and possibly a nunber of people whose
| ast inpressions were of stormor sword, and then the
gray, blue, green, sudden springs uncoiling, cold.

O maybe they made it over to Andros and di nner, as

we did later. We ate in a red-and-white-checked-tabl e-
cloth sort of place near to the shore, where just about
everyt hi ng man-made clung, the interior of Andros
bei ng packed w th mangrove swanps, mahogany and

pi ne forests, doves, ducks, quail, pigeons, and chick-
cham es. The food was good; | was hungry.

We sat for a time afterward, snoking and talking.

still had not net Paul Vallons, but | was scheduled to
work with himthe follow ng day. | asked Deens what

he was |ike.

"Big fellow," he said, "around your size, only he's
good- 1 ooki ng. Kind of reserved. Fine diver. He and

M ke used to take off every weekend, go belling around
the Caribbean. Had a girl on every island, |I'll bet"

"How s he—taking things?"

"Pretty well, | guess. Like | said, he's kind of re-
served, doesn't show his feelings mich. He and M ke
had been friends for years."

"What do you think got M ke?"
Carter broke in then.

"One of those damed dol phins," he said. "W
shoul d never have started fooling with them One of
them cane up under nme once, damm near ruptured ne."

"They' re playful,"’
harm "

Deens said. "It didn't mean any

"I think it did. —And that slick skin of theirs rem nds
me of a wet balloon. Sickening!"

"You're prejudiced. They're friendly as puppies. It
probably goes back to sonme sexual hangup."

"Crap!" Carter said. "They—

Since | had gotten it started, | felt obligated to change
the subject. So | asked whether it was true that Martha
MIllay lived nearby.

"Yes," Deens said, taking hold of the opportunity.

"She has a place about four mles down the coast from

here. Very neat, | understand, though |I've only seen it
fromthe water. Her own little port. She has a hydrofoil

a sail boat, a good-sized cabin cruiser, and a couple little
power |aunches. Lives alone in a long, |ow building right
smack on the water. Not even a road out that way."

"I"ve admired her work for a long while. 1'd like to
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meet her sonetine.”
He shook hi s head.

"I''"ll bet you never do. She doesn't |ike people.
Doesn't have a |isted phone."

"That's a pity. Any idea why she's that way?"
"welr .o

"She's defornmed," Carter said. "I net her once, on

the water. She was at anchor and | was goi ng past on

my way to one of the stations. That was before | knew
about her, so | went near, just to say hello. She was tak-
ing pictures through the gl ass bottom of her boat, and
when she saw ne she started to scream and holler for

me to get away, that | was scaring the fish. And she
snatched up a tarp and pulled it over her legs. | got a
| ook, though. She's a nice, normal-1looking worman from
the wai st up, but her hips and legs are all tw sted and
ugly. | was sorry |I'd enbarrassed her. | was just as em
barrassed nyself, and | didn't know what to say. So
yelled, 'Sorry,' and waved and kept going."

"I heard she can't walk at all," Deens said, "though
she is supposed to be an excellent swinmer. |'ve never
seen her nysel f."

"WAs she in sone sort of accident, do you know?"

"Not as | understand it," he said. "She is half Japa-
nese, and the story | heard is that her nother was a Hi-
roshi ma baby. Sone sort of genetic damage."

"Pity."
"Yes."

We settled up and headed back. Later, | |ay awake

for a long while, thinking of dol phins, sunken ships,
drowned people, half people, and the GQulf Stream

whi ch kept talking to me through the window. Finally, I
listened to it, and it took hold of me and we drifted
away together into the darkness to wherever it finally
goes.

Paul Vallons was, as Andy Deens had said, around

my size and good-|ooking, in a dark, clothing-advertise-
ment sort of way. Another twenty years and he woul d
probably even | ook distinguished. Sone guys win all the
way around. Deens had al so been right about his re-
serve. He was not especially talkative, although he man-
aged this without seeming unfriendly. As for his diving
prowess, | was unable to confirmit that first day |
worked with him for we pulled shore duty while Deens
and Carter got sent over to Station Three. Back to the
equi prrent shed

I did not think it a good idea to ask himabout his |ate
buddy, or dol phins, which pretty nuch confined me con-
versation-wi se to the business at hand and a few gener-
alities. Thus was the norni ng passed.
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After lunch, though, as | began thinking ahead, going
over ny plans for that evening, | decided he woul d be as
good as anyone when it came to getting directions to the
Chi ckchar ny.

He | owered the val ve he had been cleaning and stared
at ne.

"What do you want to go to that dive for?" he asked.
"Heard the place nentioned,” | said. "Like to see it."

"They serve drugs without a license," he told ne.

"No inspection. If you like the stuff, you have no guar-
antee you won't be served sone crap the village idiot
cooks up in an outhouse."

"Then I'Il stick to beer. Still like to see the place."
He shrugged.
"Not that nuch to | ook at. But here—=

He wi ped his hands, tore an old leaf fromthe back of

the wall cal endar, and sketched ne a quick map. | saw
that it was a bit inland, toward the birds and nangroves,
muck and mahogany. It was al so sonewhat to the south

of the place | had been the previous evening. It was |o-
cated on a stream built up on pilings out over the water,
he said, and | could take a boat right up to the pier that
adjoined it.

"Think 1'll go over tonight," | said.
"Remenber what | said."
I nodded as | tucked away the map.

The afternoon passed quickly. There cane a nassing

of clouds, a brief rainfall—-about a quarter hour's worth
—and then the sun returned to dry the decks and warm
the just-rinsed world. Again, the workday ended early
for me, by virtue of our having run out of business.
showered quickly, put on fresh clothes, and went to see
about getting the use of a |light boat.

Ronal d Davies, a tall, thin-haired man with a New

Engl and accent, said | could take the speedboat called

| sabel | a, conpl ai ned about his arthritis, and told ne to
have a good tine. | nodded, turned her toward Andros,
and sputtered away, hopi ng the Chickcharny included

food anong its inducenents, as | did not want to waste
time by stopping el sewhere.

The sea was cal mand the gulls dipped and pivot ed,
uttering hoarse cries, as | spread the wi ngs of nmy wake
across their preserve. | really had no idea what it was
that | was going after. | did not |ike operating that way,
but there was no alternative. | had no real |ine of attack
There was no handle on this one. | had deternined,
therefore, to sinply amass as mnmuch information as

could as quickly as possible. Speed al ways seens partic-
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ularly essential when | have no idea what it is that m ght
be growi ng col d.

Andros enl arged before me. | took ny bearings from
the place where we had eaten the previ ous evening, then
sought the nmouth of the stream Vallons had sketched

for ne.

It took ne about ten minutes to locate it, and | throt-
tled dowmm and nade ny way slowy up its tw sting

course. (ccasionally, | caught a glinpse of a rough
roadway running along the bank to nmy left. The foliage
grew denser, however, and | finally lost sight of it com
pletely. Eventually, the boughs nmet overhead, | ocking

me for several minutes into an alley of premature twi-
light, before the stream w dened again, took me around

a corner, and showed ne the place as it had been de-

scri bed.

I headed to the pier, where several other boats were
moored, tied up, clinbed out, and | ooked around. The
building to ny right—the only building, outside of a
smal | shed—di d extend out over the water, was a
wood-frane job, and was so patched that | doubted any
of its original materials remai ned. There were half a
dozen vehicl es parked beside it, and a faded sign naned
the place THE CH CKCHARNY. Looking to my left as | ad-
vanced, | could see that the road whi ch had acconpa-
nied me was in better shape than | woul d have guessed.

Entering, | discovered a beautiful mahogany bar

about fifteen feet ahead of nme, looking as if it mght
have cone from sone ship. There were eight or ten ta-
bl es here and there, several of them occupied, and a
curtai ned doorway lay to the right of the bar. Someone
had painted a crude hal o of clouds above it.

I noved up to the bar, becoming its only occupant.

The bartender, a fat man who had needed a shave yes-
terday as well as the day before, put down his newspa-
per and cane over.

"What' Il it be?"
"Gve ne a beer," | said. "And can | get sonething
to eat?"

"Wait a minute.”

He noved farther down, checked a small refrigerator.
"Fi sh-sal ad sandwi ch?" he said.

"Ckay. "

"Good. Because that's all we've got."

He put it together, brought it over, drew ne ny beer
"That was your boat | heard, wasn't it?" he asked.

"That's right."
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"Vacat i oni ng?"

"No. | just started work over at Station One."
"Ch. Diver?"

"Yes."

He si ghed.

"You're M ke Thom ey's replacenent, then. Poor
guy. "

| prefer the word "successor” to "replacenment" in
these situations, because it nakes people seemless like
spark plugs. But | nodded.

"Yeah, | heard all about it," | said. "Too bad."
"He used to cone here a lot."

"l heard that, too—and that the guy he was with
wor ked here."

He nodded.

"Rudy. Rudy Myers," he said. "Wrked here a cou-
pl e years."

"They were pretty good friends, huh?"
He shook his head.

"Not especially," he said. "They just knew each oth-
er. —Rudy worked in back." He glanced at the curtain.

"You know."
| nodded.

"Chi ef guide, high nedical officer, and head bottle
washer," he said, with rehearsed levity. "You interest-
ed ... ?"

"What's the specialty of the house?"
"Pink Paradise," he said. "It's nice."

"What's it got?"
"Bit of a drift, bit of an up, the pretty lights."

"Maybe next tine," | said. "Did he and Rudy go
swi mri ng toget her often?”

"No, that was the only time. —You worried?"

"I am not exactly happy about it. Wien | took this

job nobody told me | night get eaten. Did M ke ever say
anyt hi ng about unusual marine activity or anything |like
t hat ?"

"No, not that | can recall."

"What about Rudy? Did he |ike the water?"
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He peered at ne, working at the beginnings of a
frown.

"Why do you ask?"

"Because it occurs to ne that it nmight nmake a differ-
ence. If he was interested in things |like that and M ke
came across sonet hing unusual, he might take him out

to see it."

"Li ke what ?"

"Beats the hell out of me. —But if he found sonething
and it was dangerous, I'd like to know about it."

The frown went away.

"No," he said. "Rudy woul dn't have been interested.
He woul dn't have wal ked outside to look if the Loch
Ness nonster was sw mring by."

"Wonder why he went, then?"
He shrugged.
"1 have no idea."

I had a hunch that if | asked himanything else | just
m ght ruin our beautiful rapport. So | ate up, drank up,
paid up, and left.

| followed the streamout to the open water again and
ran south along the coast. Deens had said it was about
four mles that way, figuring fromthe restaurant, and
that it was a long, low building right on the water. Al
right. | hoped she had returned for that trip Don had
menti oned. The worst she could do was tell nme to go
away. But she knew an awful |ot that might be worth
hearing. She knew the area and she knew dol phi ns.
want ed her opinion, if she had one.

There was still a lot of daylight left in the sky, though
the air seened to have cooled a bit, when | spotted a

smal | cove at about the proper distance, throttled down,

and swung toward it. Yes, there was the place, partway

back and to the left, built against a steep rise and sport-
ing a front deck that projected out over the water. Sev-

eral boats, one of thema sailboat, rode at rest at its side,
sheltered by the long, white curve of a breakwater.

| headed in, continuing to slow, and nmade ny way

around the inward point of the breakwall. | saw her sit-
ting on the pier, and she saw nme and reached for some-
thing. Then she was | ost to sight above ne as | pulled
into the lee of the structure. | killed nmy engine and tied
up to the handi est piling, wondering each nonent

whet her she woul d appear the next, boathook in hand,

ready to repel invaders.

This did not happen, though, so I clinbed out and
onto a ranplike staging that led nme topside. She was just
finishing adjusting a long, flaring skirt, which nust have
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been what she had been reaching after. She wore a biki-

ni top, and she was seated on the deck itself, near to the
edge, |egs tucked out of sight beneath the green, white
and blue print material. Her hair was |ong and very

bl ack, her eyes dark and | arge. Her features were regu-
lar, with a definite Oriental cast to them of the sort
find exceedingly attractive. | paused at the top of the
ranp, feeling inmediately unconfortable as | net her

gaze.

"My nane is Madi son, Janmes Madison," | said. "l
work out at Station One. |'mnew there. May | come up

for a m nute?"

"You al ready have," she said. Then she smled, a
tentative thing. "But you can cone the rest of the way
over and have your mnute."

So | did, and as | advanced she kept staring at nme. It
made me acutely self-conscious, a condition |I thought |
had mastered shortly after puberty, and as | was about
to | ook away, she said, "Martha M|l ay—fust to nake

it a full introduction,"” and she smiled again.
"I'"ve admired your work for a long while," | said, "al-
though that is only part of the reason | canme by. | hoped

you could help nme to feel safer in nmy own work."

"The killings," she said.

"Yes, Exactly. —Your opinion. I'd like it."

"Al'l right. You can have it," she said. "But | was on
Martinique at the time the killings occurred, and ny in-
telligence cones only fromthe news reports and one

phone conversation with a friend at the IDS. On the basis
of years of acquai ntanceship, years spent photographing
them playing with them know ng them+toving them

—+ do not believe it possible that a dolphin would kill a
human being. The notion runs contrary to all ny experi -
ence. For sone peculiar reason—perhaps sone del phin-

ic concept as to the brotherhood of self-conscious intelli-
gence-—we seemto be quite inportant to them so im
portant that | even believe one of themmight rather die
hi nsel f than see one of us killed."

"So you would rule out even a self-defense killing by
a dol phi n?"

"I think so," she said, "although | have no facts to
poi nt at here. However, what is nore inportant, in
terns of your real question, is that they struck ne as
very undol phinlike killings."

"How so?"

"l don't see a dolphin as using his teeth in the way

that was described. The way a dol phin is designed, his
rostrum-er beak—eontains a hundred teeth, and there

are eighty-eight in his lower jaw But if he gets into a
fight with, say, a shark or a whale, he does not use them
for purposes of biting or slashing. He | ocks them togeth-
er, which provides a very rigid structure, and uses his
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| ower jaw, which is considerably undershot, for purposes

of ramm ng his opponent. The anterior of the skull is

quite thick and the skull itself sufficiently large to absorb
enor nous shocks from bl ows administered in this fash-

i on—and they are tremendous bl ows, for dol phins have

very powerful neck nuscles. They are quite capabl e of

killing sharks by battering themto death. So even grant-

ing for the sake of argunent that a dol phin m ght have

done such a thing, he would not have bitten his victins.

He woul d have bl udgeoned them"

"So why didn't soneone fromthe dol phin institute
come out and say that?"

She si ghed.

"They did. The news nedia didn't even use the state-
ment they gave them Apparently nobody thought it an
i mportant enough story to warrant any sort of follow

up. "

She finally took her eyes off nme and stared out over
the water.

Then, "I believe their indifference to the danmage
caused by running only the one story is nore contenpti -
bl e even than actual malice," she finally said.

Acquitted for a nonment by her gaze, | |owered ny-
self to sit on the edge of the pier, ny feet hangi ng down
over the side. It had been an added di sconfort to stand,

staring down at her. | joined her in |ooking out across
her harbor.
"Cigarette?" | said.

"l don't snoke.
"Mnd if | do?"
"CGo ahead."

I lit one, drew on it, thought a nonment, then asked,
"Any idea as to how the deaths might have occurred?"

"I't could have been a shark."
"But there hasn't been a shark in the area for years.

The '"wal |l s' =
She | aughed.

"There are any nunber of ways a shark coul d have

gotten in," she said. "A shift on the bottom opening a
tunnel or crevice beneath the "wall.' A tenporary short
circuit in one of the projectors that didn't get noticed—
or a continuing one, with a short sonmewhere in the non-
itoring system For that nmatter, the frequencies used in
the "wall' are supposed to be extrenely distressing to
many varieties of marine life, but not necessarily fatal
Wil e a shark woul d normally seek to avoid the 'wall,'
one coul d have been driven, forced through by sone

di sturbance, and then found itself trapped inside,"
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"That's a thought,"” | said. "Yes. —fhank you. You
didn't disappoint me."

"I woul d have thought that | had."
n \My?ll

"Al'l that | have done is try to vindicate the dol phins
and show that there is possibly a shark inside. You said
that you wanted ne to tell you sonething that woul d

make you feel safer in your work."

I felt unconfortable again. | had the sudden, irration-
al feeling that she sonehow knew al |l about ne and was
pl ayi ng ganes at that nonent.

"You said that you are familiar with ny work," she
sai d suddenly. "Does that include the two picture books
on dol phi ns?"

"Yes. | enjoyed your text, too.

"There wasn't that much of it," she said, "and it has
been several years now. Perhaps it was too whinsical. It
has been a long while since |'ve | ooked at the things
said...."

"l thought them adnmirably suited to the subject—it-
tle Zen-1ike aphorisms for each photograph."”

"Can you recall any?"

"Yes," | said, one suddenly conming to ne, "I remem

ber fhe shot of the |eaping dol phin, where you caught
hi s shadow over the water and had for a caption, 'In the
absence of reflection, what gods. t

She chuckl ed briefly.

"For a long while | thought that that one was perhaps
too cute. Later, though, as | got to know ny subject bet-
ter, | decided that it was not."

"l have often wondered as to what sort of religion or
religious feelings they might possess,” | said. "It has
been a comon el enent anong all the tribes of nan. It
woul d seem that sonething along these |ines appears
whenever a certain level of intelligence is achieved, for
pur poses of dealing with those things that are still be-
yond its grasp. | amcurious as to the forns it m ght take
anong dol phins, but quite intrigued by the notion. You

say you have sone ideas on it?"

"l have done a lot of thinking as | watched them" she
said, "attenpting to analyze their character in terns of
their behavior, their physiology. Are you fanmliar with
the witings of Johan Huizi nga?"

"Faintly," | said. "It has been years since | read
Hono Ludens, and it struck me as a rough draft for
somet hi ng he never got to work out conpletely. But | re-
call his basic prem se as being mat culture begins as a
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sort of sublimation of a play instinct, elenents of sacred
performances and festal contests continuing for a time in

the evolving institutions, perhaps always renmai ning pres-

ent at sone | evel —al though his anal ysis stopped short

of mobdem tines. "

"Yes," she said. "The play instinct. Watching them

sport about, it has often seemed to nme that as well
adapted as they are to their environment, there was nev-
er a need for dol phins to evol ve conpl ex social institu-
tions, so that whatever it was they did possess al ong
those lines was nmuch closer to the earlier situations con-
sidered by Huizinga—a life condition filled with an

overt indulgence in their version of festal performances
and contests.”

"A play-religion?"

"Not quite that sinple, though | think that is part of

the picture. The problemhere lies in | anguage. Hui zi nga
enpl oyed the Latin word ludus for a reason. Unlike the

G eek | anguage, which had a variety of words for idling,
for conpeting in contests, for passing the tine in differ-
ent fashions, Latin reflected the basic unity of all these
things and summari zed theminto a single concept by

means of the word | udus. The dol phins' distinctions be-
tween play and seriousness are obviously different from
our own, just as ours are different fromthe Geeks'. In
our understandi ng of the nmeani ng of |udus, however, in

our ability to realize that we may unify instances of activ-
ity fromacross a broad spectrum of behavior patterns

by considering themas a formof play, we have a better
basis for conjecture as well as interpretation."”

"And in this manner you have deduced their reli-
gi on?"

"I haven't, of course. | only have a few conjectures
You say you have none?"

"Well, if | had to guess, just to pull something out of
the ah", | would say sone form of panthei smperhaps
sonmet hing akin to the | ess contenplative forns of
Buddhi sm "

"Why 'l ess contenplative' ?" she asked.

"Al that activity," | said. "They don't even really

sl eep, do they? They have to get topside quite regularly
in order to breathe. So they are always novi ng about.
When woul d they be able to drift beneath the cora

equi val ent of a bo tree for any period of tinme?"

"What do you think your mnd would be Iike if you
never slept?"

"I find that rather difficult to conceive. But | imagine
I would find it quite distressing after a while, unless.

"Unl ess what ?"

"Unless | indulged in periodic daydreaning, | sup-
pose."
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"I think that m ght be the case with dol phins, al-

though with a brain capacity such as they possess | do
not feel it need necessarily be a periodic thing."

"I don't quite follow you."

"I mink they are sufficiently endowed to do it simul-
taneously with other thinking, rather than serially."

"You nmean al ways dreaming a little? Taking then-
mental vacations, their reveries, sidewise intine as it
wer e?"

"Yes. W do it too, to alimted extent. There is al-

ways a little background thinking, a little nmental noise
going on while we are dealing with whatever thoughts

are nost pressing in our consciousness. W |eamto sup-
press it, calling this concentration. It is, in one sense, a
process of keeping ourselves fromdreamng."

xml

"And you see the dol phin as dream ng and carrying
on his normal nental business at the same tune?"

"In a way, yes. But | also see the dreaning itself as a
somewhat different process.”

"I'n what way?"

"Qur dreans are largely visual in nature, for our
waking lives are primarily visually oriented. The dol -
phin, on the other hand—=

"—+s acoustically oriented. Yes. Ganting this con-

stant dreaming effect and predicating it on the neuro-
physi ol ogi cal structures they possess, it would seemthat
they m ght splash around enjoying then- own sound
tracks."

"More or less, yes. And might not this behavior cone
under the heading of |udus?"

"l just don't know "

"One formof |udus, which ne G eeks of course saw

as a separate activity, giving it the nane di agoge, is best
translated as nmental recreation. Miusic was placed in this
category, and Aristotle speculated in his Politics as to
the profit to be derived fromit, finally conceding that
nmusi ¢ m ght conduce to virtue by nmaking the body fit,
pronoting a certain ethos, and enabling us to enjoy
things in me proper way—whatever that neans. But

consi dering an accoustical daydreamin this light—as a
nmusi cal variety of |udus—+ wonder if it might not in-
deed pronpte a certain ethos and foster a particul ar way
of enjoying things?"

"Possibly, if they were shared experiences."

"We still have no proper idea as to the neani ngs of
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many of their sounds. Supposing they are vocali zing
sone part of this experience?"

"Per haps, given your other prenises."

"Then that is all | have," she said. "I choose to see a
religious significance in spontaneous expressions of
di agoge. You may not."

"I don't. 1I'd buy it as a physiological or psychol ogi ca
necessity, even see it-as you suggested-as a form of

play, or ludus. But | have no way of know ng whet her

such nmusical activity is truly a religious expression, so
for me the ball stops rolling right there. At this point, we
do not really understand their ethos or their particular
ways of viewing life. A concept as alien and sophisticat-
ed as the one you have outlined would be well-nigh im
possible for themto conmunicate to us, even if the | an-
guage barrier were a lot thinner than it is now. Short of
actually finding a way of getting inside themto know it
for oneself, | do not see how we can deduce religious
sentinments here, even if every one of your other conjec-
tures is correct."

"You are, of course, right," she said. "The concl usion

is not scientific if it cannot be denmobnstrated. | cannot
demonstrate it, for it is only a feeling, an inference, an
intuition—and | offer it only in that spirit. But watch

themat their play sonetime, listen to the sounds your
ears will accept. Think about it. Try to feel it."
I continued to stare at the water and the sky. | had al -

ready | earned everything | had cone to find out and the
rest was just frosting, but | did not have the pl easure of
such desserts every day. | realized then that | |iked the
girl even nore than | had thought | would, that | had

grown quite fascinated as she had spoken, and not en-
tirely because of the subject. So, partly to prolong things
and partly because | was genuinely curious, | said, "Go
ahead. Tell nme the rest. Please."

"The rest?"

"You see a religion or sonething on that order. Tel
me what you think it rmust be like."

She hesitated. Then, "I don't know," she said. "The
nore one conpounds conjectures the sillier one be-
conmes. Let us leave it at that"

But that would leave me with little to say but "Thank
you" and "Good night." So |I pushed my nind around

i nside the paraneters she had | aid down, and one of the
things that came to me was Barthelme's nmention of the
normal distribution curve with reference to dol phins.

"H, as you suggest," | began, "they constantly express
and interpret thenselves and their universe by a kind of
subli minal dreamsong, it would seemto follow that, as
in all things, sone are better at it than others. How
many Mozarts can there be, even in a race of nusicians?
Chanpions, in a nation of athletes? Hthey all play at a
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religious diagoge, it nust follow that some are superior
pl ayers. Wuld they be priests or prophets? Bards? Holy
singers? Wuld the areas in which they dwell be shrines,
holy pl aces? A dol phin Vatican or Mecca? A Lourdes?"

She | aughed.

"Now you are getting carried away, M ster—Madi -
son."

I looked at her, trying to see sonething beyond the
apparently anused expression with which she faced ne.

"You told me to think about it," | said; "to try to fee
it."

"I't would be strange if you were correct, would it

not ?"

| nodded.

"And probably well worth the pilgrinmage," | said,
standing, "if only I could find an interpreter. — thank

you for the minute | took and the others you gave ne.

Would you mind terribly if | dropped by again sone-
tinme?"

"I amafraid | amgoing to be quite busy," she said.

"I see. Well, | appreciate what you have given ne.
Good night, then.”

"Good night."

I made ny way back down the ranp to the speed-

boat, brought it to |life, guided it about the breakwal
and headed toward the darkening sea, |ooking back only
once, in hopes of discovering just what it was that she
called to nmind, sitting there, |ooking out across the
waves. Perhaps the Little Mernmaid, | decided.

She did not wave back to ne. But then it was twlight,
and she m ght not have noticed.

Returning to Station One, | felt sufficiently inspired to
head for the office/nmuseum |ibrary cluster to see what |
could pick up in the way of reading materials having to
do with dol phins.

I made ny way across the islet and into the front

door, passing the shadow decked nodel s and di spl ays of
the museum and turning right. | swing the door open

The light was on in the library, but the place was enpty.
I found several books listed that | had not read, so
hunted them up, |eafed through them settled on two,

and went to sign them out.

As | was doing this, ny eyes were drawn toward the

top of the | edger page by one of the nanes entered

there: Mke Thomey. | glanced across at the date and

saw that it happened to be the day before his death. | fin-
i shed signing out nmy own materials and deci ded to see
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what it was he had taken to read on the eve of his pass-
ing. Well, read and listen to. There were three itens
shown, and the prefix to one of the nunbers indicated
that it had been a tape.

The two books turned out to be Iight popular novels.

When | checked the tape, however, a very strange feel-
ing possessed nme. It was not mnusic, but rather one from
the marine-biology section. Verily. To be precise, it was
a recording of the sounds of the killer whale.

Even ny pedestrian know edge of the subject was suf-
ficient, but to be doubly certain, | checked in one of the
books | had right there with ne. Yes, the killer whale

was undoubtedly the dol phin's greatest eneny, and well

over a generation ago experinments had been conducted

at the Naval Undersea Center in San D ego, using the
recorded sounds of the killer whale to frighten dol phins,
for purposes of developing a device to scare them out of
tuna nets, where they were often inadvertently sl augh-
tered.

What coul d Thom ey possibly have wanted it for? Its
use in a waterproof broadcasting unit could well have
accounted for the unusual behavior of the dolphins in
the park at the time he was killed. But why? Wy do a
thing Iike that?

I did what | always do when | am puzzled: | sat
down and lit a cigarette

Wiile this made it even nore obvious to ne that

things were not what they had seened at the tinme of the
killings, it also caused ne once again to consider the ap-
parent nature of the attack. | thought of the photos

had seen of the bodies, of the nedical reports | had

read.

Bitten. Chewed. Sl ashed.
Arterial bleeding, right carotid ...

Severed jugul ar; nunerous | acerations of shoul ders
and chest.

According to Martha MIlay, a dol phin would not go

about it that way. Still, as | recalled, their many teeth,
whi | e not enornous, were needl e-sharp. | began pagi ng

t hrough the books, |ooking for photographs of the jaws
and teeth.

Then the thought cane to nme, with dark, nore than
i nformati onal overtones to it: there is a dol phin skel eton
in the next room

Mashing out nmy cigarette, | rose then, passed through
the doorway into the nuseum and began | ooki ng about
for the light switch. It was not readily apparent As |

sought it, | heard the door on the other side of the room
open.
Turning, | saw Linda Cashel stepping across the

threshold. Wth her next step, she | ooked in ny direc-
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tion, froze, and nuffled the begi nning of a shriek.

"I't's nme. Madison," | said. "Sorry | alarmed you. I'm
| ooking for the light switch."

Several seconds passed. Then, "Oh," she said. "It's
down in back of the display. I'lIl show you."

She crossed to the front door, groped behind a com
ponent nodel .

The lights came on, and she gave a nervous | augh

"You startled ne," she said. "I was working late. An
unusual thing, but | got backed up. | stepped out for a
breath of air and didn't see you cone in."

"I'"ve got the books | was looking for," | said, "but
thanks for finding ne the switch."

"I''"l'l be glad to sign themout for you."

"I already did that," | said, "but |I left theminside be-
cause | wanted to take another | ook at the display be-
fore I went hone."

"Ch. Well, | was just going to close up. If you want to
stay awhile, I'll let you do it."

"What does it consist of ?"

"Just turning out the lights and cl osing the doors—ae

don't lock them around here. |'ve already shut the w n-
dows. "
"Sure, I'll do that. —+"msorry |I frightened you."

"That's all right. No harm done."

She noved to the front door, turned when she
reached it, and smled again, a better job this tinme.

"Well, good night."
"CGood ni ght."

My first thought was that there were no signs of any
extra work having come in since the last tine | had been
around, mnmy second one was that she had been trying a
little too hard to get nme to believe her, and ny third

t hought was i gnobl e.

But the proof of the pudding would keep. | turned ny
attention to the dol phin skel et on.

The lower jaw, with its neat, sharp teeth, fascinated

me, and its size cane close to being its nost interesting
feature. Al npost, but not quite. The nost interesting
thing about it had to be the fact that the wires which
held it in place were clean, untarnished, bright and
gleaning at their ends, as if they had just recently been
cut—dnli ke their nore oxidized brethren everypl ace

el se where the speci nen had been wired.
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The thing | found interesting about the size was that
it was just about right to nake it a dandy hand weapon.

And that was all. That was enough. But | fingered the
maxi |l ary and premaxillary bones, running my hand

back toward the blowhole; | traced the rostrum

gri pped the jaw once nore. Wiy, | did not really know

for a nonent, until a grotesque vision of Hamet filtered
intomy mnd. O was it really that incongruous? A

phrase out of Loren Eiseley came to ne then: ". . . W

are all potential fossils still carrying within our bodies
the crudities of former existences, the marks of a world
in which living creatures flowwith little nore consisten-
cy than clouds fromage to age." W cane fromthe wa-

ter. This fellow | gripped had spent his life there. But
both our skulls were built of calcium a sea product cho-
sen in our earlier days and irrevocably part of us now,
bot h were housings for large brains—simlar, yet differ-
ent; both seened to contain a center of consciousness,
awar eness, sensitivity, with all the conconmitant plea-
sures, woes, and avail able varieties of conclusions con-
cerning exi stence which that entail ed, passing at some

time or other within these small, rigid pieces of carbon-
ate of line. The only really significant difference, | sud-
denly felt, was not that this fell ow had been born a dol -
phin and I a man, but only, rather, that I still lived—a
very mnor point in ternms of the tinme scale onto which

had wandered. | wi thdrew ny hand, wondering uncom

fortably whether my remains would ever be used as a
mur der weapon.

Havi ng no further reason for being there, | collected
my books, closed up, and cleared out.

Returning to ny cottage, | deposited the books on ny

bed table and left the small light burning there. | depart-
ed again by nmeans of the back door, which |et upon a
small, relatively private patio, pleasantly situated right

at the edge of the islet with an unobstructed view of the
sea. But | did not pause to admire the prospect just

then. If other people mght step out for a breath of air,
so could I.

| strolled until | located a suitable spot, a snmall bench
in the shadow of the dispensary. | seated nyself there,
fairly well hidden, yet commanding a full view of the
complex | had but recently quitted. For a long while

wai ted, feeling ignoble, but watching anyway.

As the minutes continued their parade, | came near to
deciding that | had been m staken, that the margin of
caution had el apsed, that nothing would occur.

But then the door at the far end of the office—the

one through which | had entered on ny initial tour

of the place—epened, and the figure of a nan energed.

He headed toward the nearest shore of the islet, then
conmenced what woul d have seemed but the conti nu-

ance of a stroll along its edge to anyone just noticing
himthere. He was tall, around ny height, which nar-

rowed the field considerably, so that it was really al nost
unnecessary for me to wait and see himenter the cottage
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that was assigned to Paul Vallons, and after a nonent
see the light go on within.

Alittle while later, | was in bed with ny dol phin
books, reflecting that sone guys seemto have it nade
all the way around; and puming and wondering, with
the pied typecase Don had handed ne, that | was ever
born to set it right

The foll owi ng norning, during the anbul atory, cof-

fee-tropi sm phase of preconsciousness, | stunbled across
the nmost dammable, frightening, itemin the entire
case. Or rather, | stepped over it—perhaps even on it

—before its existence registered itself. There foll owed
an appreciable tine lag, and then its possible signifi-
cance occurred to me.

| stooped and picked it up: an oblong of stiff paper,
an envel ope, whi ch had apparently been pushed in be-
neath the back door. At least, it lay near to it.

| took it with ne to the kitchenette table, tore it open,
extracted and unfol ded the paper it contained. Sipping
my coffee, | read over the block-printed nessage sever-
al tinmes;

AFFI XED TO THE MAI NMAST OF THE
WRECK, ABOUT A FOOT BENEATH THE MJD

That was all. That was it.

But | was suddenly fully awake. It was not just the
message, as intriguing as | naturally found it, but the
fact that someone had selected ne as its recipient. Wo?
And why?

Whatever it was—and | was certain there was sone-

thi ng—+ was nost di sturbed by the inplication that

someone was aware of ny extraordi nary reasons for

being there, with the necessary corollary that that person
knew t oo nmuch about ne. My hackles rose, and the
adrenaline tingles came into ny extremties. No man knew
my name; a know edge of it jeopardized my existence.

In the past, | had even killed to protect ny identity.

My first inpulse was to flee, to throw over the case,

di spose of this identity and lose nyself in the manner in
which | had becone adept. But then | woul d never

know, woul d never know when, where, how, why, and

in what fashion | had been tripped up, found out. And
nmost i mportant, by whom

Al so, considering the nmessage again, | had no assur-

ance that flight would be the end of things for me. For
was there not an el enent of coercion here? O tacit

bl ackmail in me inplied inperative? It was as if the
sender were saying, | know. | wll assist. | will keep si-
lent. For there is a thing you will do for ne.

O course | would go and inspect the weck, though
woul d have to wait until the day's work was done. No
use speculating as to what | would find, although
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woul d handle it nobst gingerly. That gave ne the entire
day in which to consider what | m ght have done wong,
and to decide upon the best nmeans of defendi ng nyself.
| rubbed ny ring, where the death spores slept, then
rose and went to shave

Paul and | were sent over to Station Five that day.
St andard i nspecti on and mai nt enance work. Dull, safe,
routine. W scarcely got wet.

He gave no indication of knowing that | was on to
anything. In fact, he even started several conversations.
In one, he asked nme, "Did you get over to the Chick-

char ny?"

"Yes," | said.
"What did you think of it?"
"You were right. A dive."

He smiled and nodded, then, "Try any of their spe-
cialities?" he asked.

"Just had a few beers."

"That was safest," he said. "M ke—ny friend who
di ed—dsed to go there a lot."

" m?u

"l used to go with himat first. He'd take sonething
and |I'd sit around and drink and wait for himto cone
down. "

"You didn't go in for it yoursel f?"
He shook hi s head.

"Had a bad experience when | was younger. Scared

me. Anyway, so did he—there, | nean-several tines,

at the Chickcharny. He used to go in back—+t's a sort of
ashram back there. Did you see it?"

"No. "
"Well, he had a couple bad ones in there and we got

in an argunent about it. He knew the damm pl ace wasn't
licensed, but he didn't care. | finally told himhe ought

to keep a safe supply at the station, but he was worried
about the damm conpany regul ati ons against it. Wich |
think was silly. Anyhow, | finally told himhe could go
by hinself if he wanted to go that badly and coul dn't

wait till the weekend to go sonepl ace el se. | stopped
goi ng. "

"Did he?"

"Only recently,"” he said. "The hard way."

n G]_ n

"So if you do goin for it, I'mtelling you the sane

thing | told him Keep your own around if you can't
wait to go soneplace farther and cleaner than that."
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"Il remenber,"” | said, wondering then whether he

m ght, perhaps, be on to something about ne and be en-
couragi ng my breaking the company rules for purposes

of getting rid of me. That seened kind of far-out,

though, a little too paranoiac a reaction on ny part. So |
di smssed it.

"Did he have any nore bad ones?" | asked.

"I think so," he said. "I don't really know. "

And that was all he had to say on the subject. | want-
ed to ask himnore things, of course, but our acquaint-
anceship was still such that | knew | would need an
opening to get through, and he didn't give ne any.

So we finished up, returned to Station One, went our

separate ways. | stopped by and told Davies | wanted a
boat | ater. He assigned ne one, and | returned to ny
cottage and waited until | saw him |l eave for dinner

Then | want back to the docks, threw ny diving gear

into the boat, and took off. This el aboration was neces-
sary because of the fact that sol o-diving was agai nst the
rul es, and al so because of the safety precautions Bar-
thei me had enunciated to nme that first day. —Frue, they
applied only inside the area and the ship lay outside it,
but | did not care to explain where | was goi ng either

The t hought had of course occurred to ne that it
m ght be a trap, set to spring in any of a number of

ways. Wiile | hoped ny friend in the nuseumstill had

his lower jaw in place, | did not discount the possibility
of an underwater anbush. In fact, | had one of the little
death rods along with ne, all |oaded and primed. The
phot os had been quite clear. | did not forget. Nor did

di scount the possibility of a booby trap. | would sinply
have to be very careful in my poking about.

Wiile | did not know what woul d happen if | were
spotted sol o-diving with conpany gear. | would have to
count on ny ability to talk or lie ny way out of it, if
catching ne in this breach of donestic tranquility was
what the note's author had had in m nd.

| came to what | thought to be the spot, anchored
there, slipped into ny gear, went over the side and
down.

The cool smoothness held nme and | did ny dance of
descent, curious, wary, with a heightened feeling of tra-
gility. Toward the bottomthen, with steady, sweeping
movenents down, | passed fromcool to cold and |ight

to dark. | switched on ny torch, shot the beam about.

M nutes later, | found it, circled it, hunting about the
vicinity for signs of fellow intruders.

But no, nothing. | seened to be al one.

I made ny way toward the hulk then, casting ny |ight
down the splintered | ength of the short-snapped main-
mast. Snall fish appeared, staging an unruly denonstra-
tion in the neighborhood of the gunwale. My light fel
upon the |l ayer of ooze at the base of the nmast. It ap-
pear ed undi sturbed, but then | have no idea as to how

file:/lIF|/rah/Roger%20Zelazny/My%20Name%20Is%20Legion.txt (86 of 169) [8/27/03 11:36:26 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Roger%20Z el azny/My%20N ame%201 s%620L egion.txt
long it takes ooze to settle.

Comi ng up beside/above it then, | probed it with a

thin rod I had brought along. After several nonents,

was satisfied that there was a small, obl ong object, prob-
ably netallic, about eight inches beneath the surface.

Drawi ng nearer, | scooped away a |ayer. The water
nmuddi ed, fresh naterial noving to fill the site of ny ex-
cavation. Cursing nentally, | extended ny left hand, fin-

gers at full flex, slowy, carefully, down into the nud.

I encountered no obstacles until | reached the box it-

self. No wires, strings, foreign objects. It was definitely
metal, and | traced its outline: about six by ten by three
inches. It was upended and held in place against the

mast by a double strand of wire. |I felt no connections

with anything else, so | uncovered it—at |east nonen-
tarily—for a better |ook.

It was a snmall, standard-1ooking strongbox, handles

on both ends and on the top. The wires ran through two

of these loops. | shook out a coil of plastic cord and
knotted it through the nearest one. After paying out a
considerable length of it, |I |eaned down and used the
pliers | had carried with me to sever the wires that held
the box to the mast. Upward then, playing out the rest

of the line behind ne.

Back in the boat and out of ny gear, | hauled it, hand

over hand, up fromthe depths. The novenent, the pres-

sure changes did not serve to set anything off, so | felt a
little safer in handling it when |I finally brought it
aboard. | set it on the deck and thought about it as | un-
fastened and recoiled the |ine.

The box was | ocked, and whatever was inside shifted

around when | noved it. | sprung the lock with a screw
driver. Then | went over the side into the water, and
hol di ng on, reaching fromthere, | used the rod to flip
back the lid.

But for the lapping of the waves and the sounds of
my breathing, there was silence. So | reboarded and
took a | ook inside.

It contained a canvas bag with a fold-down flap that
snapped closed. | unsnapped it

Stones. It was filled with dozens of rather undistin-

gui shed-1 ooki ng stones. But since people generally have
a reason for going to that nuch trouble, there had to be
a decent intrinsic value involved. | dried off several of
them rubbing themvigorously with ny towel. Then

turned them around every which way. Yes, there were a
few glints, here and there.

I had not been lying to Cashel when he had asked

what | knew about minerals and | had said, "Alittle."

Only a little. But in this instance it seenmed that it night
be enough. Selecting the nost prom sing specinmen for

the experinment, | chipped away at the dirty mnerals
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that sheathed the stone. Several minutes |later, an edge
of the material | had exposed exhi bited great scratching
abilities with the various materials on which | tested it.

Soneone was smuggl i ng di anonds and soneone el se
wanted nme to know about it. What did ny informant ex-
pect me to do with this information? Qoviously, if he
had sinmply wanted the authorities infornmed he would
have done it hinself.

Knowi ng that | was being used for purposes | did not
yet understand, | decided to do what was probably ex-
pected of ne, inasnmuch as it coincided with what |
woul d have done anyhow.

I was able to dock and unl oad the gear without en-

countering any problens. | kept the bag of stones
wapped in ny towel until | was back in ny cottage. No
nmore nmessages had been slipped beneath the door. | re-

paired to the shower stall and cl eaned nyself up

I couldn't think of anyplace really clever to hide the
stones, so | stuffed the bag down into the garbage-dis-
posal unit and replaced the drain cover. That would

have to do. Before stashing it, though, | renoved four of
the ugly ducklings. Then | dressed and took a wal k.

Strolling near, | saw that Frank and Linda were eat-

ing out on their patio, so | returned to ny place and
made nysel f a quick, prefabricated neal. Afterward, |
wat ched the sun in its descending for perhaps twenty

m nutes. Then, what seenmed an adequate period having

passed, | made ny way back again.

It was even better than | had hoped for. Frank sat
al one, reading, on the nowcleared patio. | noved up
and said, "Hello."

He turned toward nme, smled, nodded, |owered his
book.

"Hello, Jim" he said. "Now that you've been here a
few days, how do you like it?"

"Ch, fine," | said. "Just fine. Howis everything with
you?"

He shrugged.

"Can't conplain. W were going to ask you over to
di nner. Perhaps tonorrow?"

"Sounds great. Thanks."

"Cone by about six?"

"Al right."

"Have you found any interesting diversions yet?"

"Yes. As a matter of fact, | took your advice and res-
urrected ny old rock-hounding habits."

"Ch? Come across any interesting speci nens?"

"It just happens that | did," | said. "It was really an
amazi ng accident. | doubt whether anybody woul d have
| ocated them except by accident. Here. 1'll show you."
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| dug themout of ny pocket and dunped theminto
hi s hand.

He stared. He fingered them He shifted them around.
For perhaps half a mnute.

Then, "You want to know what they are, is that it?"
he asked.

"No. | already know that"
"l see."

He | ooked at ne and sm | ed.
"Were did you find then"
I smled, very slowy

"Are there nore?" he asked.
I nodded.

He noi stened his |lips. He returned the stones.
"Well, tell me this, if you will—-what sort of deposit
was it?"

Then | thought faster than | had at any tinme since ny
arrival. It was sonething about the way he had asked it
that put ny mind to spinning. | had been thinking pure-
ly in terms of a dianobnd-smuggling operation, with him
as the natural disposer of the contraband stones. Now,
though, | reviewed what scanty know edge | did possess

on the subject. The largest mnes in the world were

those of South Africa, where di anonds were found

enbedded in that rock known as kinberlite, or "blue
ground." But how did they get there in the first place?
Through vol canic action—as bits of carbon that had

been trapped in streans of nolten | ava, subjected to in-
tense heat and pressure that altered their structure to the
hard, crystalline formof a girl's best friend. But there
were al so alluvial deposits—dianonds that had been cut
free fromtheir resting places by the actions of ancient
streanms, often borne great distances fromtheir points of
origin, and accunul ated in offshore pockets. That was
Africa, of course, and while |I did not know rmuch

of fhand as to New World deposits, nmuch of the Cari b-

bean i sl and system had been built up by nmeans of vol can-
ic activity. The possibility of |ocal deposits—ef the vol-
cani c-pi pe variety or alluvial—-was not precluded.

In view of my somewhat restricted area for activity
since ny arrival, | said, "Alluvial. It wasn't a pipe, "1l
tell you that."

He nodded.

"Have you any idea as to the extent of your find?"
he i nquired.

"Not really," |I said. "There are nore where these
cane from But as to the full extent of their distribu-
tion, it is sinmply too early for me to tell."

"Most interesting," he said. "You know, it jibes with
a notion I've long held concerning this part of the world.
You woul dn't care to give ne just a very rough, genera
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sort of idea as to what part of the ocean these are from
woul d you?"

"Sorry," | said. "You understand."”

"OfF course, of course. Still, how far woul d you go
fromhere for an afternoon's adventure?"

"l suppose that woul d depend on ny own notions on
this matter—as well as available air transportation, or
hydrofoil ."

He smil ed.

"Al'l right I won't press you any further. But |'m cu-
rious. Now that you' ve got them what are you going to
do with then?"

I took nmy time lighting a cigarette.

"Get as much as | can for them and keep ny nouth
shut, of course,” | finally said.

He nodded.

"Where are you going to sell then? Stop passershy
on the street?"

"I don't know," | said. "I haven't thought that nuch

about it yet. | suppose | could take themto sonme jewel -
er's."

He chuckl ed.

"I'f you're very lucky. Kyou' re lucky, you'll find one
willing to take a chance. If you're very lucky, you'll find
one willing to take a chance and also willing to give you

a fair deal. | assune you would like to avoid the crea-

tion of a record, the crediting of extra incone to your
mast er account ? Taxabl e i ncone?"

"As | said, | would Iike to get as nuch as | can for
t hem "

"Naturally. Then am |1 correct in assum ng that your
purpose in comng to me over this mght somehow be
connected with this desire?"

"In a word, yes."
"l see."
"Wl | 2"

"I amthinking. To act as your agent for sonething
like this would not be without risks of its own."

" How nmuch?"

"No, I'msorry," he said then. "It is probably too

risky altogether. After all, it is illegal. I'"'ma married
man. | could jeopardize ny job by getting involved in
something like this. If it had come al ong perhaps fifteen
years ago . . . well, who knows? |'m sorry. Your secret

is safe. Don't worry about that. But | would just as soon
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not be party to the enterprise."
"You are certain of that?"

"Positive. The return would have to be quite high for
me even to consider it."

"Twenty percent?" | said.

"Qut of the question."

"Maybe twenty-five . . . " | said.
"No. Twi ce that would scarcel y—=
"Fifty percent? You're crazy!"

"Pl ease! Keep your voice down! You want the whole
station to hear?"

"Sorry. But that's out of the question. Fifty percent!

No. If | can find a willing jeweler. 1'Il still be better off
—even if he does cheat nme. Twenty-five percent is tops

Absol utely."

"I amafraid | can't see it."
"Well, | wish you would think about it anyway."

He chuckl ed.

"It will be difficult to forget," he said.

"Ckay. —Well, I'lIl be seeing you."
"Tomorrow, at six."

"Ri ght. Good night."

"Good night."

So | began wal ki ng back, reflecting on the possible
pernmut ati ons of people and events | eading up to and
culmnating in the killings. But there were still too many
gaps in the picture for nme to come up wi th anything

really liked

I was most troubl ed, of course, by the fact that there
was soneone who was aware that nmy presence actually
represented nore than its outward appearance.

searched ny nmind again and again for possible givea-
ways, but | did not see where | could have slipped up. |

had been quite careful about ny credentials. | had en-
countered no one with whom | had ever been fanmiliar.
began wi shing, not for the first time—or, | was certain,

the last—that | had not accepted this case.

| considered then what | ought to be about next, to

push the investigation further along. | supposed | could
i nspect the place where the bodi es had been found.

had not been there yet, mminly because | doubted there
woul d be anything to be learned fromit. Still. . . | put
that on ny list for the norrow, if | could hit it before
dinner with the Cashels. If not, then the next day.
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I wondered whether | had done the expected thing as

to the stones. | felt that | had, and | was very curious as
to the repercussi ons—al nost, but not quite, as curious

as | was concerning the notives of ny informant. Noth-

ing | could do at the nonment, though, but wait.

Thi nki ng these thoughts, | heard nyself hailed by
Andy Deens from where he stood near his cottage,
snoki ng his pipe. He wondered whether | was interested

in a gane of chess. | wasn't, really, but | went over any-
how. | lost two and managed to stal emate himon the
third one. | felt very unconfortable around him but at

least | didn't have to say nuch.

The foll owing day. Deens and Carter were sent over

to Station Six, while Paul and | took our turn at "nmiscel-
| aneous duties as assigned" in and about the equi pnent
shed. Another time-marking episode, | had decided, till |
got to my real work once nore.

And so it went, until |ate afternoon, when | was be-
gi nning to wonder what sort of cook Linda Cashel mi ght
be. Barthehne hurried into the shed.

"Get your gear together,’
out."

he said. "W have to go

"What's the matter?" Paul asked him

"Something is wong with one of the sonic genera-
tors."

"What ?"
He shook hi s head.

"No way of telling till we've brought it back and
checked it over. Al | knowis that a light's gone out on
the board. | want to pull the whole package and put in a
new unit. No attenpt at underwater repair work on this
one, even if it looks sinple. | want to go over it very
carefully in the lab."

"Where is it situated?”

"To the sout hwest, at about twenty-eight fathons. Go

| ook at the board if you want. It will give you a better
picture. —But don't take too long, all right? There are a
lot of things to |oad."

"Ri ght. Which vessel ?"

"The Mary Ann. "

"The new deepwater rules . . . ?"

"Yes. Load everything. |I'mgoing down to tell Davies
now. Then |I'm going to change clothes. 1'll be back
shortly."'

"See you then."

"Yes. "
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He noved away and we set to work, getting our own

gear, the shark cage, and the subnersible deconpression
chanmber ready to go. W made two trips to the Mary

Ann, then took a break to go see the nmap, |earned not h-
ing new fromit, and returned for the DC, which was
stored on a cart.

"Ever been down in that area before?" | asked Paul
as we began maneuvering the cart al ong.

"Yes," he said. "Sone tinme back. It is fairly near to

the edge of a submarine canyon. That's why there's a

big bite out of that comer of the "wall.' It plunges pretty
sharply right beyond that section of the perineter."

"WIIl that conplicate things any?"

"I't shouldn't," he said, "unless a whole section broke

| oose and carried everything down with it. Then we

woul d have to anchor and hook up a whol e new hous-

ing, instead of Just switching the guts. That woul d take us

somewhat longer. 1'll review the work with you on the
unit we'll be taking out."
n (-\ﬂod. n

Bart hei me rejoi ned us about then. He and Davi es,
who woul d al so be going al ong, hel ped get everything
stowed. Twenty minutes later, we were on our way.

The winch was rigged to | ower both the shark cage

and t he deconpressi on chanber tandemfashion and in

that order. Paul and | rode the DC down, keeping the
extra lines fromtangling, playing our lights about as we
descended. Wiile |I had never had to use one, | had al-
ways found the presence of a deconpression chanber

on the bottoma thing of confort, despite its slightly om
i nous function for the sort of work we woul d be doing.

It was good to know that if | were injured |I could get in-
side, signal, and be hauled directly to the top with no
del ays for deconpression stops, the bottonside pressure
bei ng mai ntained in the bell's chanber on the way up

and gradually returned to normal as they rushed ne

back to the dispensary. A heartening thought for al

that, tine-w se.

Bott onsi de, we positioned the cage near to the unit,

whi ch we found still standing, exhibiting no visible signs
of damage, and we halted the illum nated DC a coupl e

of fathoms up and off to the east W were indeed on

the edge of a steep cliff. Wile Paul inspected the son-

i c-broadcast unit, | moved nearer and flashed ny |ight
downwar d.

Jutting rocky pinnacles and twisting crevices . . . Re-
flexively, | drew back fromthe edge of the abyss, turned
my light away. | returned and watched Paul worKk.

It took himten mnutes to disconnect the thing and
free it fromits mountings. Another five sawit secured
and rising on its lines.
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A bit later, in the periodic sweep of our beans, we
caught sight of the replacenent unit on the way down.
We swamup to neet it and guided it into place. This
time, Paul let me go to work. | indicated by pantomn ne
that | wanted to, and he wote on his slate: GO AHEAD
SEE VHAT YOU REMEMB

So | fastened it in place, and this took ne about twenty
m nutes. He inspected the work, patted me on the shoul -
der, and nodded. | noved to connect the systens then,

but stopped to glance at him He indicated that | should
go ahead.

This only took a few mnutes, and when | was fin-

ished | had a certain feeling of satisfaction thinking of
that light going on again on the big board back at the
station. | turned around to indicate that the job was
done and that he could cone adnmire ny work.

But he was no |l onger with ne.

For a few seconds | froze, startled. Then | began
shining nmy |ight around.

No, no. Not hi ng.

Growi ng sonewhat panicky, | noved to the edge of

t he abyss and swept downward with the Iight Luckily,
he was not noving very quickly. But he was headed
downward, all right. | took off after himas fast as
coul d nove

Ni trogen narcosis, deepwater sickness, or "rapture of
the deep" does not usually hit at depths above 200 feet.
Still, we were at around 170, so it was possible, and he
certainly seenmed to be show ng the synptons.

Worrying then about nmy own state of mind, | reached
hi m caught himby the shoul der, turned hi mback
Through his mask, | could see the blissful expression

that he wore.

Taki ng himby the arm and shoul der, | began draw
ing himback with ne. For several seconds he acconpa-
nied me, offering no resistance.

Then he began to struggle. | had anticipated this possi-
bility and shifted nmy grips into a kansetsu-waza posi -
tion, but quickly discovered that judo is not exactly the
same underwat er, especially when a tank valve is too

near your mask or mouthpiece. | had to keep twi sting

my head away, pulling it back. For a time, it became

i mpossible to guide himthat way. But | refused to relin-
qui sh ny grip. If | could just hold hima while |onger
and did not get hit by narcosis nyself, |I felt that | had
the advantage. After all, his coordination was affected
as well as his thinking.

I finally got himto the DC—a w | d antenna of bub-

bles rising fromhis air hose by then, as he had spat out
hi s nmout hpi ece and there was no way | could get it back

in without letting go. Still, it mght have been one of the
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reasons he becane easi er to nanage near the end there.
I don't know.

| stuffed himinto the |ighted chanber, followed, and

got the hatch seal ed. He gave up about then and began

to sag. | was able to get his mout hpi ece back into place,
and then | threw the pull-up swtch.

We began to rise alnost i mediately, and | wondered
what Bartheine and Davi es were thinking at that no-
nent .

They got us up very quickly. | felt a slight jarring as
we canme to rest on the deck. Shortly afterward, the wa-
ter was punped out. | don't know what the pressure was
up to—er down to—at that point, but the communica-

tor cane alive and | heard Barthelenme's voice as | was
getting out of my gear.

"We'll be moving in a few minutes," he said. "Wat
happened, and how serious is it?"

"Nitrogen narcosis, |I'd say. Paul just started swim
m ng out and down, struggled with me when | tried to
bri ng hi m back."

"Were either of you hurt?"

"No, | don't think so. He |lost his nouthpiece for a lit-
tle while. But he's breathing okay now "

"What shape is he in otherw se?"

"Still rapturing, |I'd guess. Sort of collapsed, drunken
|l ook to him"

"Al'l right. You might as well get out of your gear—
"l al ready have."

"—and get himout of his."

"Just starting."

"We' Il radi o ahead and have a nedic hop out and be

wai ting at the dispensary, just in case. Sounds |ike what
he really needs nobst is the chanber, though. So we'll

just take it slow and easy in getting himback to surface
pressure. |'m making an adjustnent right now . . . Do
you have any rapture synptons yoursel f?"

"Ckay, there. W'll leave it at this setting for alittle
while. —+s there anything else | should know?"

"Not that | can think of."

"Al'l right, then. 1"'mgoing forward to radio for the
doctor. If you want nme for anything, whistle into the
speaker. That should carry."

"Right."
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I got Paul out of his rig then, hoping he would start
com ng around soon. But he didn't

He just sat there, slouched, munbling, eyes open but
gl assy. Every now and then he snil ed.

I wondered what was wong. If the pressure was in-
deed di m ni shed, the recovery shoul d have been al nost
i nst ant aneous. Probably needed one nore step, | decid-
ed.

But -
Coul d he have been down nuch earlier that norning,
bef ore the workday began?

Deconpression time does depend upon the total

anount of time spent underwater during about a
twel ve- hour period, since you are dealing with the tota
anmount of nitrogen absorbed by the tissues, particularly
the brain and spinal cord. M ght he have been down

| ooki ng for sonmething, say, in the nud, at the base of a
broken nast, amid the weckage of a certain old vessel?
Per haps down for a | ong while, searching carefully, wor-
ri ed? Knowi ng that he had shore duty today, that there
shoul d be no nore nitrogen accunul ated during this

wor kday? Then, suddenly, an energency, and he has to
chance it. He takes it as easy as possible, even encourag-
ing the new man to go ahead and finish up the job. Rest-
ing, trying to hang on ..

It could well be. In which case, Barthelne's decom
pression values were off. The time is neasured from
surface to surface, and the depth is reckoned fromthe
deepest point reached in any of the dives. Hell, for all |
knew he m ght have visited several caches spotted at
various points along the ocean's bottom

I |l eaned over, studied the pupils of his eyes—atching
his attention, it seened, in the process.

"How | ong were you down this norning?" | asked.

He sm | ed.

"Wasn't," he said.

"I't doesn't matter what was involved. It's your health
we're worried about now. —How | ong were you down?

What dept hs?"

He shook hi s head.

"Wasn't," he said.

"Dam it! | know you were! It was the old weck,
wasn't it? That's maybe twenty fathoms. So how | ong?
An hour? Were you down nore than once?"

"Wasn't down!" he insisted. "Really, M ke!
wasn' t"

| sighed, |eaned back. Maybe, possibly, he was telling
the truth. People are all different inside. Perhaps his
physi ol ogy was pl ayi ng sonme other variation of the gane
than the one | had guessed at It had been so neat,

t hough. For a monment, | had seen himas the supplier of
the stones and Frank as the fence. Then | had gone to
Frank with ny find, Frank had nentioned this devel op-
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ment to him and Paul, worried, had gone off while the
station slept to nake certain that things were still where
they were supposed to be. His tissues accunul ated a | ot

of nitrogen during his frantic searching, and then this
happened. It certainly struck nme as logical. But if it
were ne, | would have admitted to having been down. |
could always conme up with sonme lie as to the reason |at-
er.

"Don't you renenber?" | tried again.

He commenced an uninspired stream of curses, but

| ost his enthusiasm before a dozen or so syllables. His
voice trailed off, then, "Wy don't you b'lieve nme, Mke?
I wasn't down. "

"Al'l right, | believe you," | said. "It's okay. Just take
it easy."

He reached out and took hold of my arm

"It's all beautiful,” he said.

"Yeah. "

"Bverything is just—+tike it's never been before.”
"What did you take?" | asked him

" Beautiful ."

"VWhat are you on?" | insisted.

"You know | never take any," he finally said.

"Then what's causing it, whatever it is? Do you
know?"

"Damm fine . he sai d.
"Sonet hi ng went wong on the bottom Wat was it?"

"I don't know Go away! Don't bring it back. . . .

This is howit should be. Always. . . . Not that crap
you take. . . . Started all the trouble . "
"I"'msorry," | said

". . . That started it."

"I know. I'msorry. Spoiled things," | ventured.
"Shoul dn't have."

". . . Talked," he said. ". . . Blewit."
"I know. I"'msorry. But we got him" | tried.

"Yeah," he said. Then, "Ch, ny Cod!"

"The di anonds. The di anonds are safe,” | suggested
qui ckly.

"Got him . . . Ch, ny God! I'msorry!"

"Forget it. Tell ne what you see," | said, to get his
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m nd back where | wanted it.

"The di anponds . he sai d.

He | aunched into a | ong, disjointed nonologue. | |is-
tened. Every now and then | said sonmething to return
himto the theme of the dianmonds, and | kept throw ng
out Rudy Myers' nanme. Hi s responses remained frag-
mentary, but the picture did begin to emerge.

I hurried then, trying to learn as nuch as | could be-
fore Bartheine returned and deconpressed us any fur-
ther. 1 was afraid that it would sober himup suddenly,
because deconpressi on works that way when you hit the
right point in nitrogen-narcosis cases. He and M ke
seened to have been bringing in the dianonds, all right
—fromwhere, | did not |earn. Wenever | tried to find
out whether Frank had been disposing of themfor them
he began nmuttering endearnents to Linda. The part |
hamrered away nost at began to cone cl ear, however.

M ke nust have said sonething one tinme, in the ash-

ram back of the Chickchany. It nust have interested

Rudy sufficiently so that he put together a specialty of
the house other than a Pink Paradise for hi mappar-
ently, several tines. These coul d have been the bad trips
I had heard about. Whatever Rudy served him he got

the story out of himand saw dollar signs. Only Paul
proved a | ot tougher than he had thought. Wen he

made his request for hush noney and M ke told Paul

about it, Paul cane up with the idea for the mad dol -
phin in the park and got Mke to go along with it, per-
suading Rudy to neet himthere for a payoff. Then

things got sort of hazy, because the nention of dol phins
kept setting himoff. But he had apparently waited at a
prearranged point, and the two of themtook care of

Rudy when that point was reached, one holding him the
ot her working himover with the jawbone. It was not

cl ear whether M ke was injured fighting with Rudy and
Paul then decided to finish himoff and nmake hi m| ook

I i ke a dol phin slashee al so, or whether he had pl anned
that part carefully too and sinply turned on M ke after-
ward, taking himby surprise. Either way, their friend-
ship had been declining steadily for sonme tinme and the
bl ackmai | busi ness had driven the final nail into the lid.

That was the story | got, punctuated rather than
phrased by his responses to ny oblique questioning. Ap-
parently, killing M ke had bothered himnore than he
had thought it would, also. He kept calling ne M ke,
kept saying he was sorry, and | kept redirecting his at-
tention.

Before | could get any nore out of him Bartheine
canme back and asked nme how he was doi ng.

"Babbling," | replied. "That's all."

"I'"mgoing to deconmpress sone nore. That night
straighten himout. W' re on our way now, and there
will be someone waiting."
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" CGood. "

But it did not straighten himout. He remai ned exact-

ly the sane. | tried to take advantage, to get nore out of
hi mspecifically, the source of the di anonds—but

somet hi ng went wong. Hi s nirvana switched over to

sone version of hell.

He | aunched hinself at ny throat, and | had to fight

hi m of f, push himback, hold himin place. He sagged

t hen, comrenced weepi ng, and began nuttering of the
horrors he was witnessing. | talked slowy, softly, sooth-
ingly, trying to guide himback to the earlier, happier
part of things. But nothing worked, so | shut up, stayed
silent and kept my guard up

He drowsed then, and Bartheine continued to de-
conpress us. | kept an eye on Paul's breathing and
checked his pul se periodically, but nothing seened
am ss in that area

We were fully deconpressed by the tinme we docked,

and | undogged the hatch and chucked out our gear.

Paul stirred at that, opened his eyes, stared at me, then
said, "That was weird."

"How do you feel now?"

"Al'l right, | think. But very tired and kind of shaky."
"Let me give you a hand."

"Thanks. "

I hel ped himout and assisted himdown the plank to

a waiting wheelchair. A young doctor was there, as were
the Cashels, Deens, and Carter. | could not help won-
dering what was going on at the nonment inside Paul's
head. The doctor checked his heartbeat, pulse, blood
pressure, shined a light into his eyes and ears, and had
hi mtouch the tip of his nose a couple of tines. Then he
nodded and gestured, and Barthei me began wheeling
himtoward the dispensary. The doctor wal ked al ong

part of the way, talking with them Then he returned
while they went on, and he asked ne to tell himevery-
thing that had happened.

So | did, omitting only the substance | had derived
fromthe babbling part. Then he thanked ne and turned
toward the di spensary once nore.

I caught up with him quickly.

"What does it look Iike?" | asked.
"Ni trogen narcosis,”" he replied.
"Didn't it take a rather peculiar fornmP" | said. "I

mean, the way he responded to deconpression and all?"
He shrugged.

"People come in all shapes and sizes, inside as well as
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out," he said. "Do a conplete physical on a man and

you still can't tell what he'd be like if he got drunk, say
—+oud, sad, belligerent, sleepy. The same with this. He
seens to be out of it now, though."

"No conplications?"

"Well, I'"'mgoing to do an EKG as soon as we get him
to the dispensary. But | think he's all right. —Listen, is
there a deconpression chanber in the di spensary?"

"Most likely. But I'mnew here. I'mnot certain.”
"Wl l, why don't you conme along until we find out? If
there isn't one, 1'd like to have that subnersible unit

nmoved over."

n d]?"

"Just a precaution. | want himto stay in the dispen-
sary overnight, with someone around to keep an eye on
him If there should be a recurrence, | want the nachine

handy so he can be reconpressed right away."
"l see."

We caught up with Bartheine at the door. The others
were there al so.

"Yes, there is a unit inside," Bartheine told him
"and I'1l sit up with him"

Everyone vol unt eered, though, and the night was fi-
nally divided into three shifts—Bartheime, Frank, and
Andy, respectively. Each of them of course, was quite
fam liar with deconpression equi prment.

Frank came up and touched ny arm
"Not hi ng nuch we can really do here now," he said.

"Shall we go have that dinner?"

"Ch?" | said, automatically glancing at ny watch.
"So we eat at seven instead of six thirty," he said,
chuckl i ng.

"Fine. That will give ne time to shower and change."
"Ckay. Cone right over as soon as you're ready.
We'll still have tine for a drink."

"All right. I'mthirsty. —See you soon."

I went on back to ny place and got cl eaned up. No

new bill ets-doux, and the stones were still in the disposa
unit. | conbed ny hair and started back across the islet.

As | neared the dispensary, the doctor energed, talk-
i ng back over his shoulder to sonmeone in the doorway.
Bart hei ne, probably. As | approached, | saw that he
was carrying his bag.

He withdrew, began to nove away. He nodded and
smi | ed when he saw ne.
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"I think your friend will be all right," he said.
"CGood. That is just what | was going to ask you."

"How do you feel ?"

"Al right. Fine, actually."

"You have had no synptons at all. Correct?"

"That's right."

"Fine. If you were to, you know where to go. Right?"
"I ndeed. "

"Ckay, then. I'll be going now"

"So long."

He headed off toward a tiny hopper he had | anded
near the main lab. | continued on over to Frank's place.

Frank cane out to neet ne.
"What did the doctor have to say?" he asked.
"That everything looks all right,”" I told him

"Unh-huh. Cone on in and tell me what you're drink-
ing."

He opened the door, held it.
"A bourbon would be nice," | said.

"Wth anyt hi ng?"

"Just ice.
"Ckay. Linda's out back, setting things on the table."

He noved about, putting together a pair of drinks.
wonder ed whet her he was going to say anythi ng about

t he di anond busi ness now, while we were alone. But he
didn't.

He turned, passed ne ny drink, raised his in a brief
salute, took a sip,

"Tell nme all about it," he said.
"All right"

The telling lasted into dinner and out of it. again.

was very hungry, Linda was quite quiet, and Frank kept
aski ng questions, drawi ng out every detail of Paul's dis-
confort, distress. | wondered about Linda and Frank.
could not see her keeping her affair secret on a snall
place like the station. Wiat did Frank really know,
think, feel about it? What was the true function of their
triangle in this bizarre case?

| sat with themfor a while after dinner, and | could
al nost feel the tension between the two of them a thing
he seenmed set on dealing with by keeping the conversa-
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tion noving steadily along the lines he had established,
she by withdrawing fromit. | had no doubt that it had
been precipitated by Paul's m shap, but | cane to fee
nmore and nore awkward in ny role as a buffer against

an approaching quarrel, a confrontation, or the renewal
of an old one. Thanking themfor the neal, | excused
mysel f as soon as | could, pleading a weariness that was
hal f real

Frank got to his feet imediately.

"Il wal k you back," he said.

"Al right."

So he did.

As we neared ny place, he finally said it.
"About those stones . "

" YeSt)u

"You're sure there are lots nore where they cane
fronf"

"Cone this way," | said, |eading himaround ne cot-

tage to the patio and turning when we reached it. "Just
intime for ne last couple of mnutes of sunset. Beauti -
ful. Wiy don't you watch it finish up? I'Il be right
back."

I let nyself in through the rear door, noved to the

sink, and got the disposal unit open. It took me a minute
or so to work the bag out. | opened it, seized a double
fistful, and carried them back outsi de.

"Cup your hands,” | said to him
He did, and | filled them
"How s that?"

He rai sed them noved nearer the light spilling
through the open door.

"My God!" he said. "You really do!"
"COf course.”

"All right. 1'll dispose of themfor you. Thirty-five
percent."

"Twenty-five is tops. Like | said."

"I know of a gem and-mineral show a week from Sat -
urday. A man | know could be there if | gave hima call.
He'd pay a good price. I'Il call himfor thirty percent.

"Twenty-five."

"It's a pity we are so close and can't quite cone to
terns. We both |ose that way."
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"Ch, all right. Thirty it is."

I took back the stones and dunped theminto ny
pockets, and we shook on it. Then Frank turned.

"I"'mgoing over to the lab now," he said. "See what's
the matter with that unit you brought back."

"Let me know when you find out, will you? I'd like to
know. "

"Sure."

He went away and | restashed the gens, fetched a

dol phi n book, and began to page through it. Then it
struck me just how funny it was, the way things were
working out Al the tal k about dol phins, all ny reading,
specul ating, including a | ong phil osophical dissertation
on their hypothetical dreansongs as a religio-diagogica
formof Indus—for what? To find that it was probably

all unnecessary? To realize that | would probably get
through the entire case without even seeing a dol phin?

Vel |, that was what | had wanted, of course, what

Don and Lydi a Banes and the Institute wanted—for ne

to clear the good name of the dolphin. Still, what a tan-
gled nmess it was turning out to be! Blackmail, mnurder,

di amond smuggling, with a little adultery tossed in on the
side. . . . Howwas | going to untangle it sweetly and
neatly, clear the suspects—who were out practicing their
| udus and not giving a dam about the whol e busi ness
—and then fade fromthe picture, as is ny wont, wth-

out raising enbarrassi ng questions, wthout seenming to
have been especially invol ved?

A feeling of profound jeal ousy of the dol phin came

over me and did not entirely vanish. Did they ever cre-
ate problem situations of this order anobng thensel ves?
strongly doubted it. Maybe if | collected enough green
karma stanps | could put in for dol phin next time
around.

Everything caught up with ne, and | dozed off with
the light still burning.

A sharp, insistent drummi ng awakened ne.

I rubbed ny eyes, stretched. The noi se came again,
and | turned in that direction.

It was the wi ndow. Soneone was rapping on the
frane. | rose and crossed over, saw that it was Frank.

"Yeah?" | said. "Wat's up?"

"Come on out," he said. "It's inmportant.”
"Ckay. Just a mnute."

I went and rinsed ny face, to conpl ete the waki ng-up
process and give ne a chance to think. A glance at ny
wat ch showed ne that it was around ten-thirty.
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When | finally stepped outside, he seized ny shoul -

der.

"Come on! Damm it! | told you it was inportant!"”
| fell into step with him

"Al'l right! 1 had to wake up. What's the matter?"

"Paul's dead," he said.

"Wat ?"

"You heard me. Dead."

"How d it happen?"

"He stopped breathing."

"They usually do. —But how did it happen?"

"I'"d gotten to fooling with the unit you'd brought

back. It's over there now. | moved it in when ny tine
came to relieve Bartheime, so that | could keep working
on it. Anyway, | got so involved that | wasn't paying
much attention to him Wen | finally did check on him
again, he was dead. That's all. H s face was dark and

twi sted. Sone sort of lung failure, it seens. Maybe there
was an air enbolism "

We entered the rear of the building, the nearest en-
trance, the water splashing softly behind us, a |ight
breeze following us in. W passed the recently set-up
wor kbench, tools and the partly dismantled sonic unit
spread across its surface. Rounding the conmer to our
left, we entered the roomwhere Paul lay. | switched the
|ight on.

Hi s face was no | onger handsonme, bearing now the

signs of one who had spent his final nmoments fighting for
breath. | crossed to him felt for a pulse, knew in ad-
vance | would find none. | covered a fingernail with ny
thunb and squeezed. It renmained white when | rel eased

it

"How | ong ago?" | asked.

"Ri ght before |I cane for you."
"Way ne?"

"You were nearest."

"l see.—WAs the sheet torn in this place before,
wonder ?"

"l don't know. "
"There were no cries, no sounds at all?"

"I didn't hear anything. If | had, | would have cone
right away."

| felt a sudden desire for a cigarette, but there were
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oxygen tanks in the roomand NO SMXKI NG signs all over
the building. | turned and retraced ny steps, pushed the
door open, held it with ny back—eaning against it —it
a cigarette, and stared out across the water.

"Very neat," | said then. "Wth the day's synptons
behind him he'll warrant a 'natural causes' with a 'pos-
sible air enbolism' 'congestive lung failure,' or sone

damm thing behind it."
"What do you nean?" Frank denmanded.

"Was he sedated? —+ don't know. It doesn't natter.
I'"d inmagi ne you used the reconpressor. Right? O did
you tough it out and just snother hinP"

"Come off it. Wy would | —=

"In a way, | helped kill him" | said. "I thought he
was safe with you here because you hadn't done any-
thing about himall this tinme. You wanted to keep her,
to win her back. Spending a |ot of nobney on her was
one way you tried. But it was a vicious circle, because
Paul was a part of your source of extra revenue. Then |
canme along and offered an alternative supply. Then to-
day's accident, the whole setup here tonight . . . You
rose to the occasion, seized the opportunity, and

sl ammed the barn door. Not to nention striking while
the iron was hot. —€ongratulations. | think you'll get
away with it. Because this is all guesswork, of course.
There is no real proof. Good show. "

He si ghed.

"Then why go into all that? It's over. W will go see
Bart hei me now and you will talk because | will be too
di straught.”

"But |'mcurious about Rudy and M ke. |'ve been

wondering all along. Did you have any part in it when
they got theirs?"

"What do you know?" he asked slowy. "And how do
you know it ?"

"I know that Paul and M ke were the source of the
stones. | know that Rudy found out and tried to bl ack-
mail them They dealt with him and | think Paul took
care of Mke for good neasure at the same time. How

do | know? Paul babbled all the way back this afternoon
and | was in the deconpressor with him renenber?

| earned about the dianonds, the murders, and about

Li nda and Paul, just by listening."

He | eaned back agai nst the workbench. He shook his
head.

"I was suspicious of you," he said, "but you had the

di amonds for proof. You cane across themawfully fast,
I"lI'l admit. But | accepted your story because of the pos-
sibility that Paul's deposit was really sonmewhere quite
near. He never told ne where it was, either. | decided
you had to have either stumbled across it or followed
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himto it and known enough to recognize it for what it
was. Wi chever way, though, it doesn't matter. | would
rat her do business with you. Shall we just |eave the
whol e thing at that?"

"Hyou will tell ne about Rudy and M ke."

"I don't really know any nore than what you' ve just
sai d. That was none of ny affair. Paul took care of ev-
erything. Answer one for ne now. How did you find the
deposit ?"

"I didn"t,” | said. "I haven't the | east idea where he
got them™

He strai ght ened.

"l don't believe you! The stones—where did they
cone fron"

"I found where Paul had hidden a bag of them | stole
it.'

L} \My?ll
' Money, of course."

"Then why did you lie to ne about where you got
t henP"

"You think I'd cone out and say they were stol en?
Now, though—

He cane forward very fast, and | saw that he had a
| arge wench in his hand.

| junped backward, and the door caught himon the

shoul der as it snapped inward. It only slowed himfor an
instant, though. He burst through and was at nme again. |
continued my retreat, falling into a defensive position

He swung and | dodged to the side, chopping at his

el bow. W& both mi ssed. Hi s backstroke grazed ny

shoul der then, so that the blow | did | and, seconds |ater,
fell near his kidney with less force than | had hoped

for. | danced back as he swung again, and ny kick

caught himon the hip. He dropped to one knee, but was

up again before | could press in, swinging toward ny

head. | backed farther and he stal ked ne.

| could hear the water, snell it. | wondered about
diving in. He was awfully cl ose.

VWhen he came in again, | tw sted back and grabbed

for his arm | caught hold near the el bow and hung on,
hooking ny fingers toward his face. He drove hinself

into me then and | fell, still clutching his arm catching
hold of his belt with nmy other hand. My shoul der

smashed agai nst the ground, and he was on top of me,
westling to free his arm As he succeeded in dragging it
away, his weight cane off me for an instant. Pulling

free, |1 doubled nyself into a ball and kicked out with
bot h | egs.
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They connected. | heard himgrunt.
Then he was gone.

I heard himsplashing about in the water. | al so heard
di stant voi ces, calling, approaching us fromacross the
i slet.

I regained ny feet. | noved toward the edge.

Then he screaned—a | ong, awful, agoni zed wail.

By the tinme | reached the edge, it had ceased.

When Bartheine came up beside nme, he stopped re-
peating "What happened?" as soon as he | ooked down

and saw the flashing fins at the center of the turnoil.
Then he said, "Oh, ny God!" And then not hing.

In ny statement, later, | said that he had seened

hi ghly agitated when he had cone to get ne, that he

told me Paul had stopped breathing, that | had returned
with himto the di spensary, determned that Paul was in-
deed dead, said so, and asked himfor the details; that as
we were tal king he seenmed to get the inpression that |

t hought he had been negligent and sonehow contri but ed

to the death; that he had grown further agitated and final -
ly attacked ne; that we had fought and he had fallen

into the water. Al of which, of course, was correct. De-
ponent sinneth only by onission. They seened to buy it.
They went away. The shark hung around, waiting for

dessert perhaps, and the dol phin people cane and anes-
theti zed himand took himaway. Bartheine told ne the
damaged sonic projector could indeed have been short -

ing intermttently.

So Paul had killed Ruby and M ke; Frank had killed

Paul and then been killed hinself by the shark on whom
the first two killings could now be bl aned. The dol phins
were cleared, and there was no one left to bring to jus-
tice for anything. The source of the di anonds was now
one of life's nunmerous little nysteries.

. So, after everyone had departed, the statenents

been taken, the remains of the remains renoved—+ong

after that, as the night hung late, clear, clean, with its
bright nultitudes doubled in their pulsing within the coo
flow of the Gulf Stream about the station, | sat in a deck
chair on the small patio behind ny quarters, drinking a
can of beer and watching the stars go by.

| needed to stanp CLCSED on ny nental file.

But who had witten me the note, the note that had
set the infernal machine to chuggi ng?

Did it really matter, now that the job was done? As
| ong as they kept quiet about ne ...

I took another sip of beer

Yes, it did, | decided. I mght as well |ook around a
bit nore.

I withdrew a cigarette and noved to light it

Wien | pulled into the harbor, the lights were on. As |
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clinmbed to the pier, her voice cane to ne over a |oud-
speaker.

She greeted ne by nane—-ny real nane, which
hadn't heard spoken in a | ong whil e—and she asked ne
to cone in.

I noved across the pier and up to the front of the
bui l di ng. The door stood ajar. | entered.

It was a long, lowroom' conpletely Oriental in decor
She wore a green silk kinono. She knelt on the floor, a
tea service |laid before her

"Pl ease cone and be seated," she said.

I nodded, renoved ny shoes, crossed the room and
sat down.

"O-cha do desu-kaT' she asked
"1t adaki nasu. "

She poured, and we sipped tea for a tine. After the
second cup | drew an ashtray toward ne.

"Cigarette?" | asked.

"I don't snoke," she said. "But | wi sh you woul d.

try to take as few noxi ous substances into my own sys-
tern as possible. | suppose that is how the whole thing
began. "

I it one for ne.

"I've never nmet a genuine tel epath before," | said,
"that | know of ."

"I'd trade it for a sound body," she said, "any day. It
woul dn't even have to be especially attractive."

"l don't suppose there is even a real need for nme to
ask ny questions," | said.

"No," she said, "not really. How free do you think
our wills mght be?"

"Less every day," | said.
She sni | ed.

"l asked that," she said, "because | have thought a |ot
about it of late. | thought of alittle girl |I once knew, a
girl who lived in a garden of terrible flowers. They were
beautiful, and they were there to nmake her happy to

| ook upon. But they could not hide their odor from her,

and that was the odor of pity. For she was a sick little
girl. So it was not their colors and textures from which
she fled, but rather the fragrance which few knew she

could detect. It was a painful thing to snell it constantly,
and so in solitude she found her sonething of peace.

Had it not been for her ability she would have renmai ned

in the garden.”

file:/lIF|/rah/Roger%20Zelazny/My%20Name%20Is%20Legion.txt (108 of 169) [8/27/03 11:36:26 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Roger%20Z el azny/My%20N ame%201 s%620L egion.txt

She paused to take a sip of tea.

"One day she found friends," she continued, "in an
unexpected place. The dolphin is a joyous fellow, his
heart uncluttered with the pity that deneans. The way

of knowi ng that had set her apart, had sent her away,
here brought her close. She cane to know the hearts, the
t houghts of her new friends nore perfectly than nmen
know t hose of one another. She canme to love them to

be one of their famly."

She took another sip of tea, then sat in silence for a
time, staring into the cup.

"There are great ones ampbng them" she said finally,

"such as you guessed at earlier. Prophet, seer, philoso-
pher, rmusician—there is no man-nmade word | know of

to describe this sort of one, or the function he perforns.
There are, however, those anong them who voice the
dreansong with particular subtlety and profundity—

somet hing like music, yet not, drawn fromthat timeless

pl ace in thensel ves where perhaps they | ook upon the
infinite, then phrase it for then- fellows. The greatest |
have ever known"—and she clicked the syllables in a

hi gh- pi tched tone—bears something like 'Kjwal U kje'k-
"koothaail "kje'k for nane or title. | could no nore ex-

pl ain his dreamsong to you than | could explain Myzart

to one who had never heard nusic. But when he, in his

pl ace, cane to be threatened, | did what nust be done."

"You see that | fail to see," | said, lowering nmy cup

She refilled it, and then, "The Chickcharny is built up
over the water," she said, and a vision of it cane clear,
disturbingly real, into ny mind. "Like that," she said.

"I do not drink strong beverages, | do not snoke,

sel dom take nedication,"” she said. "This is not a matter
of choice. It is a physiological rule | break at my own
peril. But should I not enjoy the sane things others of
my kind may know, just as | now enjoy the cigarette we
are snoki ng?"

"l begin to see—

"Swi nmi ng beneath the ashramat night, | could ride

the mounting drug dreans of that place, know the

peace, the happiness, the joy, and withdraw if it turned
to sonething el se—

"M ke— | said.

"Yes, it was he who led ne to ' Kjwal U kje'k-
"koot haul | ' kj e' k, all unknowi ng. | saw there the place
where they had found the dianonds. | see that you think
it is near Martinique, since | was there just recently.
will not answer you on this. | saw there too, however
the idea of hurting dol phins. It seened that they had
been driven away fromthe place of their discovery—

t hough not har med—by dol phins. Several tines. | found
this so unusual that | was noved to investigate, and
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| earned that it was true. The place of their discovery

was in the area of his song. He dwells in those waters,

and others conme to hear himthere. It is, in this sense,

a special place, because of his presence. They were seek-
ing a way to ensure their own safety when they returned

for nmore of the stones," she went on. "They | earned of

the effects of the noises of the killer whale for this pur-
pose. But they al so obtained explosives, should the
recording prove insufficient over a period of days.

"The two killings occurred while | was away," she

said. "You are essentially correct as to what was done. |
had not known they woul d take place, nor would ny
telling of Paul's thoughts ever be adm ssible in any
court. He used everything he ever got his hands or

m nd around, that man—however poor his grasp. He

took Frank's theory as well as his wife, |earned just
enough to find the stones, with a little luck. Luck-he
had that for a long while. He |earned just enough about
dol phins to know of the effects of the sounds of the kill-
er whal e, but not how they would behave if they had to
fight, to kill. And even there he was |ucky. The story
was accepted. Not by everybody. But it was given suffi-
cient credence. He was safe, and he planned to go back
to—the place. | sought a way to stop him And | wanted
to see the dol phins vindicated—-but that was of second-
ary inmportance then. Then you appeared, and | knew

that | had found it. I went to the station at night,
crawl ed ashore, left you a note."

"And you damaged t he soni c—broadcast unit?"
"Yes."

"You did it at such a tinme that you knew Paul and
woul d go down together to replace it."

"Yes."
"And t he ot her?"

"Yes, that too. | filled Paul's mnd with things | had
felt and seen beneath the ashram of the Chickcharny."

"And you could | ook into Frank's mnd as well. You
knew how he woul d react. You set up the nurder!"”

"I did not force himto do anything. Is not his will as
free as our own?"

I 1 ooked down into the tea, troubled by the thought.
gulped it. Then | stared at her.

"Did you not control him even a little, near the end,
when he attacked me? Or—far nore inportant—what

of a nore rudinentary nervous systen? Could you con-
trol the actions of a shark?"

She refilled ny teacup

"OF course not," she said.

We sat for another silent tinme. Then, "What did you

file:/lIF|/rah/Roger%20Zelazny/My%20Name%20Is%20Legion.txt (110 of 169) [8/27/03 11:36:26 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Roger%20Z el azny/My%20N ame%201 s%620L egion.txt

try to do to ne when | decided to continue ny investiga-
tion?" | asked. "Were you not trying to baffle ny senses
and drive nme to destruction?"

"No," she said quickly. "I was watching you to see

what you woul d decide. You frightened me with your

deci sion. But what | did was not an attack, at first. |
tried to show you somet hing of the dreamsong, to sooth
you, to put you at peace. | had hoped that such an expe-
rience m ght work sone nental al cheny, would soften

your resolve—=

"You woul d have acconpanied it w th suggestions to
that effect.”

"Yes, | would have. But then you burned yourself
and the pain pulled you back. That was when | attacked
you. "

She suddenly sounded tired. But then, it had been a
very busy day for her, all things considered.

"And this was ny nistake," she said. "Had | sinply

| et you go on, you would have had not hing. But you saw
the unnatural nature of the attack. You associated it
with Paul's raptures, and you thought of ne—a nutant
—and of dol phins and di anbnds and ny recent trip. It
all spilled into your m nd—and then the threat that |
saw you coul d keep: alluvial dianonds and Marti ni que,
into the Central Data Bank. | had to call you then, to
tal k. "

"What now?" | asked. "No court could ever convict

you of anything. You are safe. | can hardly condem

you. My own hands are not free of blood, as you nust
know. You are the only person alive who knows who

am and that nmakes ne unconfortable. Yet | have sone
guesses concerning things you woul d not |ike known.

You will not try to destroy nme, for you know what | wll
do with these guesses if you fail."

"And | see that you will not use your ring unless you
are provoked. Thank you. | have feared it."

"It appears that we have reached sonething of a
standoff."

"Then why do we not both forget?"
"You mean—trust each other?"
"I's it so novel a thing?"

"You nust adnit you are possessed of a snall edge in
such matters."

"True. But it is of value only for the noment. People
change. It does not show ne what you will be thinking
on another day, in some other place. You are in a better
position to know that, for you have known yourself far

| onger than I."

"True, | suppose."
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"I, of course, really have nothing to gain by destroy-
ing the pattern of your existence. You, on the other
hand, could conceivably be noved to seek an unrecord-
ed source of incone."

"I can't deny that," | said. "But if | gave you ny
word, | would keep it."
"I know that you nean that. | also know that you be-

|ieve much of what | have said, with sonme reservations."
| nodded.

"You do not really understand the significance of
"Kiwal I | ' kj e' k' koot ham ' kj e' k."

"How could I, not being a dolphin or even a tele-
pat h?"

"May | show you what it is that | am seeking to pre-
serve, to defend?"

I thought about it for a tinme, recalling those recent
moments back at the station when she had hit me with
sonet hing out of WIlliam Janes. | had no way of know

i ng what manner of control, what sort of powers she

m ght be able to exercise upon ne if | agreed to sone
experinment along these lines. However, if things got out

of control, if there was the least feeling of neddling with
my mnd, beyond the thing itself, | knew a way to termi-
nate the experience instantly. | folded ny hands before

me, laying two fingers upon ny ring.
"Very well," | said.

And then it began again, sonmething |ike nusic, yet

not, sone devel opnent of a proposition that could not
be verbalized, for its substance was of a stuff that no
man possessed or perceived, |ying outside the range of
human sensory equipment. | realized then that that part
of me which experienced this had its place tenporarily
inthe mnd of the statement's creator, that this was
the dreansong of 'Kjwalll'kje'k' koot hai mkje'k, that |
wi t nessed/ participated in the tineless argunment as he

i mprovi sed, orchestrated it, drawing entire sections of
previ ously constructed visions and phrasings, perfect
and pure, froma nenory so vital that its workings were
barely distinguishable fromthe activities of the nonment,
and bl ending these into fresh harnonies to a joyous
rhythm | conprehended only obliquely, through the si-
mul t aneous sensing of his own pleasure in the act of
their fornulation.

I felt the delight in this dance of thought, rationa

though not logical; the process, like all of art, was an
answer to sonething, though precisely what, | did not

know nor really care; for it was, in and of itself, a suffi-
ciency of being—and if one day it were to provide ne

with an enotional weapon at a tine when | would oth-

erwi se stand naked and al one, why this was one of the
things none has the right to expect, yet sonetines dis-
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covers within the recollection of such fragnents of exis-
tence cast by a special seer with a kind of furious joy.

I forgot nmy own being, abandoned ny limted range

of senses as | swamin a sea that was neither dark nor
light, formed nor form ess, yet know ng ny way, sub-

sumed, as it were, within a perpetual act of that thing we
had decided to call ludus that was creation, destruction,
and sustenance, patterned and infinitely repattened,
scattered and joi ned, nounting and descendi ng, di-

vorced fromall tenporal phenomena yet containing the
essence of tinme. Time's soul it seemed | was, the infinite
potentialities that fill the moment, surrounding and in-
fusing the tiny stream of existence, and joyous, joyous,
joyous ...

Spi nning, ny mnd cane away, and | sat, still clutch-

ing ny death ring, across fromthe little girl who had
fled fromthe terrible flowers, now clad in wet green and
very, very wan.

"0-cfut do desu-ka?" she asked
"1t adaki masu"

She poured. | wanted to reach out and touch her

hand, but | raised the teacup instead and sipped fromit.

She had ny answer, of course. She knew.

But she spoke, after a tinme: "Wien ny nonent

comes—who knows how soon?—+ shall go to him" she

said. "I shall be there, with "Kjwalll'kje'k'koothai QI"'Kkje'Kk.
Who knows but that | shall continue, as a nenory per-

haps, in that tunel ess place, as a part of the dreansong?

But then, | feel a part of it now "

She rai sed her hand. W finished our tea in silence.
I did not really want to go then, but | knew that |
nmust .

There were so many things that | mght have said,
thought, as | headed the |sabella back toward Station
One, ny bag of dianponds, and all the other things and
people | had | eft behind, waiting for ne to touch them
or speak to them

But then, | reflected, the best words are often those
| eft unsai d.

PART THREE
Hone |Is the Hangman

Big fat flakes down the night, silent night, w ndless
night. And | never count themas stornms unless there is
wi nd. Not a sigh or whinper, though. Just a cold, steady
whi t eness, drifting down outside the wi ndow, and a si-

| ence confirmed by gunfire, driven deeper now that it
had ceased. In the nmain roomof the | odge the only
sounds were the occasional hiss and sputter of the |ogs
turning to ashes on the grate.
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| sat in a chair turned sidewise fromthe table to face
the door. A tool kit rested on the floor to ny left. The
hel met stood on the table, a |opsided basket of netal,
quartz, porcelain, and glass. If | heard the click of a m -
croswitch followed by a humm ng sound fromwi thin it,

then a faint |ight woul d come on beneath the neshing

near to its forward edge and begin to blink rapidly. If
these things occurred, there was a very strong possibility
that | was going to die.

I had renoved a black ball from my pocket when
Larry and Bert had gone outside, armed, respectively,
with a flame thrower and what | ooked |ike an el ephant
gun. Bert had al so taken two grenades with him

I unrolled the black ball, opening it out into a seam

| ess glove, a dollop of something resenbling noist putty
stuck to its palm Then | drew the gl ove on over ny |left
hand and sat with it upraised, el bow resting on the arm

of the chair. A small laser flash pistol in which I had
very little faith lay beside ny right hand on the tabl etop,
next to the hel net.

If I were to slap a netal surface with ny left hand,

the substance woul d adhere there, coming free of the

gl ove. Two seconds later it would expl ode, and the force

of the explosion would be directed in against the sur-
face. Newton would claimhis own by way of right-an-

gled redistributions of the reaction, hopefully tearing | at-
eral hell out of the contact surface. A snother-charge, it
was called, and its possession canme under conceal ed-
weapons and possession-of -burglary-tools statutes in

nmost pl aces. The nol ecul arly gi mm cked goo, | decided,

was great stuff. It was just the delivery systemthat left’
nmore to be desired.

Besi de the helmet, next to the gun, in front of mny

hand, stood a small wal kie-tal kie. This was for purposes
of warning Bert and Larry if | should hear the click of a
m croswitch foll owed by a hunm ng sound, should see a
Iight come on and begin to blink rapidly. Then they

woul d know that Tom and C ay, with whom we had | ost
contact when the shooting began, had failed to destroy
the eneny and doubtless lay lifeless at their stations
now, a little over a kiloneter to the south. Then they
woul d know t hat they, too, were probably about to die.

| called out to themwhen | heard the click. | picked
up the helmet and rose to nmy feet as its light began to
bl i nk.

But it was already too |ate.

The fourth place listed on the Christmas card | had

sent Don Wal sh the previous year was Peabody's Book

Shop and Beer Stube in Baltinore, Maryland. Accord-
ingly, on the last night in Cctober | sat in its rearnost
room at the final table before the alcove with the door
|l eading to the alley. Across that di mchanber, a wonan
dressed in black played the ancient upright piano, up-
tenmpoi ng everyt hing she touched. Of to ny right, a fire
wheezed and spewed funes on a narrow hearth beneath
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a crowded mant el pi ece overseen by an anci ent and ant -
lered profile. | sipped a beer and listened to the sounds.

I half hoped that this would be one of the occasions
when Don failed to show up. | had sufficient funds to
hold ne through spring and | did not really feel like
wor ki ng. | had sumrered farther north, was anchored
now i n the Chesapeake, and was anxi ous to continue

Cari bbeanward. A growing chill and some nasty w nds

told me | had tarried overlong in these latitudes. Still,
the understanding was that | remain in the chosen bar
until mdnight. Two hours to go.

| ate a sandwi ch and ordered another beer. About

hal fway into it, | spotted Don approaching the entrance-
way, topcoat over his arm head turning. | manufactured
a mat ching quantity of surprise when he appeared be-
side ny table with a, "Ron! Is that really you?"

I rose and cl asped hi s hand.

"Alan! Small world, or sonmething like that. Sit
down! Sit down!"

He settled onto the chair across fromme, draped his
coat over the one to his left.
"What are you doing in this town?" he asked.

"Just a visit," | answered. "Said hello to a few

friends." | patted the scars, the stains on the venerable
surface before me. "And this is ny last stop. I'll be I eav-
ing in a few hours."

He chuckl ed.

"Why is it that you knock on wood?"

I grinned.

"I was expressing affection for one of Henry Menck-
en's favorite speakeasies."

"Thi s place dates back that far?"
| nodded.

"It figures," he said. "You ve got this thing for the
past —er agai nst the present. |'m never sure which."

"Maybe a little of both,” | said. "I wi sh Mencken
would stop in. I'd like his opinion on the present. —
What are you doing with it?"

"What ?"
"The present. Here. Now "

"Ch." He spotted the waitress and ordered a beer
"Business trip," he said then. "To hire a consultant."”

"Ch. How is business?"
"Conplicated," he said, "conplicated."

We |it cigarettes and after a while his beer arrived.
We snoked and drank and |istened to the nusic.

I've sung this song and I'll sing it again: the world is
i ke an untenpoed piece of nmusic. O the nany changes
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which cane to pass during ny lifetine, it seens that the
maj ority have occurred during the past few years. It also
struck me that way several years ago, and |'d a hunch

m ght be feeling the sanme way a few years hence—that

is, if Don's business did not conplicate ne off this nor-
tal coil or condenser before then

Don operates the second-|argest detective agency in
the world, and he sonetines finds ne useful because

do not exist. | do not exist now because | existed once at
the time and the place where we attenpted to begin
scoring the wild ditty of our tines. | refer to the world

Central Data Bank project and the fact that | had had a
significant part in that effort to construct a working
model of the real world, accounting for everyone and
everything in it. How well we succeeded, and whet her
possession of the world' s |ikeness does indeed provide its
custodians with a greater measure of control over its

functions, are questions my former coll eagues still de-
bate as the nusic grows nore shrill and you can't see
the maps for the pins. | made my decision back then

and saw to it that | did not receive citizenship in that
second worl d, a place which may now have becone

more inmportant than the first. Exiled to reality, my own
sojourns across the line are necessarily those of an alien
guilty of illegal entry. | visit periodically because | go
where | nust to nake ny living. —Jhat is where Don

comes in. The people | can beconme are often very usefu
when he has peculiar problens.

Unfortunately, at that nonment, it seenmed that he did,
j ust when the whole gang of ne felt |ike fum ng down
the volune and | oafi ng.

We finished our drinks, got the bill, settled it.

"This way," | said, indicating the rear door, and he
swung into his coat and foll owed me out.

"Tal k here?" he asked, as we wal ked down the alley.

"Rather not," | said. "Public transportation, then pri-
vate conversation."

He nodded and came al ong.

About three-quarters of an hour later we were in the

sal oon of the Proteus and | was nmaking coffee. W were
rocked gently by the Bay's chill waters, under a noon-
less sky. 1'd only a pair of the smaller |ights burning.
Confortable. On the water, aboard the Proteus, the
crowdi ng, the activities, the tenpo, of life in the cities,
on the land, are nuted, slowed—fictionalized—by the

met aphysi cal distancing a few neters of water can pro-
vide. We alter the | andscape with great facility, but the
ocean has al ways seenmed unchanged, and | suppose by
extension we are infected with some feelings of tineless-
ness whenever we set out upon her. Maybe that's one of
the reasons | spend so much tinme there.

"First tine you' ve had ne aboard," he said. "Com
fortable. Very."
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"Thanks. —€rean? Sugar?"
"Yes. Both."

We settled back with our steami ng nugs and | asked,
"What have you got ?"

"One case involving two problens," he said. "One of
themsort of falls within ny area of conpetence. The

other does not. | was told that it is an absolutely uni que
situation and would require the services of a very special
specialist.”

"I"'mnot a specialist at anything but keeping alive."
Hi s eyes came up suddenly and caught my own.

"l had al ways assunmed that you knew an awful | ot
about computers,” he said.

I | ooked away. That was hitting below the belt. | had
never held nyself out to himas an authority in that
area, and there had al ways been a tacit understandi ng
bet ween us that ny nmethods of manipulating circum
stance and identity were not open to discussion. On the
other hand, it was obvious to himthat nmy know edge of
the system was both extensive and intensive. Still, |
didn't like talking about it. So | noved to defend.

"Conmputer people are a dine a dozen," | said. "It

was probably different in your tinme, but these days they
start teaching conputer science to little kids their first
year in school. So sure, | know a | ot about it. This gen-
eration, everybody does,"

"You know that is not what | neant," he said.

Haven't you known ne |ong enough to trust me a little
more than that? The question springs solely fromthe
case at hand. That's all."

| nodded. Reactions by their very nature are not al-
ways appropriate, and | had invested a | ot of enotiona
capital in a heavy-duty set. So, "Okay, | know nore
about themthan the school kids," | said.

"Thanks. That can be our point of departure." He

took a sip of coffee. "My own background is in |aw and
accounting, followed by the nmilitary, mlitary intelli-
gence, and civil service, in that order. Then | got into
thi s business. What technical stuff |I know |'ve picked

up along the way—a scrap here, a crash course there.
know a | ot about what things can do, not so nmuch about
how they work. | did not understand the details on this
one, so | want you to start at the top and explain things
to ne, for as far as you can go. | need the background
review, and if you are able to furnish it |I will also know
that you are the nman for the job. You can begin by tell-
ing me how the early space-exploration robots worked

—+i ke, say the ones they used on Venus."

"That's not conputers,” | said, "and for that matter,
they weren't really robots. They were tel efactoring de-
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vices."
"Tell me what nmkes the difference."

"A robot is a machine which carries out certain oper-
ations in accordance with a programof instructions. A
telefactor is a slave nmachi ne operated by renote contro
The telefactor functions in a feedback situation with its
operator. Dependi ng on how sophisticated you want to

get, the links can be audiovisual, kinesthetic, tactile,
even ol factory. The nore you want to go in this direc-
tion, the nore anthroponorphic you get in the thing's
desi gn.

"In the case of Venus, if | recall correctly, the human
operator in orbit wore an exoskel eton which controll ed
the novenents of the body, |egs, arns, and hands of the
device on the surface bel ow, receiving notion and force

f eedback through a system of airjet transducers. He had
on a helnmet controlling the slave device's tel evision cam
era-set, obviously enough, in its turret—which filled

his field of vision with the scene bel ow. He al so wore
ear phones connected with its audio pickup. | read the
book he wote later. He said that for |ong stretches of
time he would forget the cabin, forget that he was at the
boss end of a control |oop, and actually feel as if he
were stal king through that hellish | andscape. | renem
ber being very inpressed by it, just being a kid, and
want ed a super-tiny one all nmy own, so that | could

wade around in puddl es picking fights with mcroorga-
nisnms. "

" W]y?ll

"Because there weren't any dragons on Venus. Any-
how, mat is a telefactoring device, a thing quite distinct
froma robot."

"I'"'mstill with you," he said, and "Now tell ne the dif-
ference between the early telefactoring devices and the
| ater ones."

| swal | owed sone coffee.

"It was a bit trickier with respect to the outer planets
and their satellites,” | said. "There, we did not have or-
biting operators at first. Econonmics, and sone unre-

sol ved technical problens. Mainly econonics. At any

rate, the devices were | anded on the target worlds, but
the operators stayed hone. Because of this, there was of
course atine lag in the transnmi ssions along the control

|l oop. It took a while to receive the on-site input, and
then there was another tine | apse before the response
nmovenents reached the telefactor. W attenpted to
conpensate for this in two ways: the first was by the

enpl oynent of a single wait-nove, wait-nove se-

quence; the second was nore sophisticated and is ac-
tually the point where conputers conme into the picture

in ternms of participating in the control loop. It involved
the setting up of nodels of known environnental fac-

tors, which were then enriched during the initial wait-
nove sequences. On this basis, the conmputer was then
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used to anticipate short-range devel opments. Finally, it
coul d take over the loop and run it by a conbi nati on of
"predictor controls' and wait-nove reviews. It still had
to holler for human hel p, though, when unexpected

things cane up. So, with the outer planets, it was neither
totally automatic nor totally manual —nor totally satis-
factory—at first."

"Ckay," he said, lighting a cigarette. "And the next
step?"

"The next wasn't really a technical step forward in
telefactoring. It was an econom c shift. The pursestrings
were | oosened and we could afford to send men out. W

| anded t hem where we could land them and in many of

the places where we could not, we sent down the telefac-
tors and orbited the nen again. Like in the old days.

The tinme-lag problemwas renoved because the opera-

tor was on top of things once nore. |If anything, you can
look at it as a reversion to earlier nmethods. It is what we
still often do, though, and it works."

He shook hi s head.

"You | eft sonmething out between the conputers and
the bi gger budget."
I shrugged.

"A nunber of things were tried during that period,

but none of them proved as effective as what we al ready
had going in the human-conputer partnership with the
tel efactors.”

"There was one project," he said, "which attenpted to

get around the tine-lag troubles by sending the conput-
er along with the telefactor as part of the package. Only
the conputer wasn't exactly a conputer and the tel efac-
tor wasn't exactly a telefactor. Do you know whi ch one
amreferring to?"

I lit a cigarette of ny own while |I thought about it,
then, "I think you are talking about the Hangman," |
sai d.

"That's right and this is where | get lost. Can you tel
me how it works?"

"Utimately, it was a failure," | told him
"But it worked at first."

"Aparently. But only on the easy stuff, on To. It

conked out later and had to be witten off as a failure,
al beit a noble one. The venture was overly anbitious
fromthe very begi nning. Wiat seens to have happened
was that the people in charge had the opportunity to
conbi ne vanguard projects—stuff that was still under
investigation and stuff that was extrenely new. In theo-
ry, it all seened to dovetail so beautifully that they
yeilded to the tenptation and i ncorporated too nuch. It
started out well, but it fell apart later."

"But what all was involved in the thing?"

file:/lIF|/rah/Roger%20Zelazny/My%20Name%20Is%20Legion.txt (119 of 169) [8/27/03 11:36:26 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Roger%20Z el azny/My%20N ame%201 s%620L egion.txt

"Lord! What wasn't? The conputer that wasn't ex-

actly a conputer ... Okay, well start there. Last centu-
ry, three engineers at the University of Wsconsi h—
Nordman, Parmentier, and Scott—devel oped a device

known as a superconductive tunnel -junction neuristor

Two tiny strips of netal with a thin insulating | ayer be-
tween. Supercool it and it passed electrical inpulses
without resistance. Surround it with nagnetized naterial
and pack a mass of themtogether—billions—and what

have you got ?"

He shook his head.

"Well, for one thing you' ve got an imnpossible situa-

tion to schemati ze when considering all the paths and

i nterconnections that may be formed. There is an ob-
vious simlarity to the structure of the brain. So, they
theorized, you don't even attenpt to hook up such a de-
vice. You pulse in data and let it establish its own prefer-
ential pathways, by means of the magnetic material's be-
com ng increasingly magnetized each tine the current
passes through it, thus cutting the resistance. The mate-
rial establishes its own routes in a fashion anal ogous to
the functioning of the brain when it is |earning some-

t hi ng.

"In the case of the Hangman, they used a setup very
simlar to this and they were able to pack over ten bil -
lion neuristor-type cells into a very snmall area-around a
cubic foot. They ained for that magic figure because

that is approximately the nunber of nerve cells in the
human brain. That is what | neant when | said that it
wasn't really a conmputer. They were actually working in
the area of artificial intelligence, no matter what they
called it."

"If the thing had its own brai n—onputer or quasi -
human—then it was a robot rather than a tel efactor,
right?"

"Yes and no and maybe," | said. "It was operated as

a telefactor device here on Earth—en the ocean floor, in

the desert, in nountainous country-as part of its pro-

gramm ng. | suppose you could also call that its appren-

ti ceshi p—er kindergarten. Perhaps that is even nore
appropriate. It was being shown how to explore in diffi-
cult environnments and to report back. Once it mastered

this, then theoretically they could hang it out there in the
sky without a control loop and let it report its own find-
ings."

"At that point would it be considered a robot?"

"A robot is a machine which carries out certain oper-
ations in accordance with a program of instructions. The
Hangman nade its awn deci sions, you see. And | suspect
that by trying to produce sonething that close to the hu-
man brain in structure and function, the seem ngly inev-
itabl e randomess of its nodel got included in. It wasn't
just a machine following a program It was too conpl ex.
That was probably what broke it down."

Don chuckl ed.
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"Inevitable free will?"

"No. As | said, they had thrown too many things into

one bag. Everybody and his brother with a pet project

that mght be fitted in seemed a supersal esman that sea-
son. For exanple, the psychophysics boys had a gim

mck they wanted to try on it, and it got used. Ostensibly,
The Hangman was a commruni cati ons device. Actually,

they were concerned as to whether the thing was truly
sentient.”

"Was it?"

"Apparently so, in alimted fashion. Wat they had

come up with, to be nmade part of the initial telefactor

| oop, was a device which set up a weak induction field in
the brain of the operator. The machi ne recei ved and
anplified the patterns of electrical activity being con-
ducted in the Hangman' s—ight well call it '"brain

—then passed them through a conpl ex nodul at or and

pul sed theminto the induction field in the operator's
head. —+ amout of mnmy area now and into that of Wber

and Fechner, but a neuron has a threshold at which it

will fire, and below which it will not. There are sone
forty thousand neurons packed together in a square ml -
linmeter of the cerebral cortex, in such a fashion that each
one has several hundred synaptic connections with oth-
ers about it. At any given nonent, sonme of them nmay be
way below the firing threshold while others are in a con-
dition Sir John Eccles once referred to as 'critically
poi sed' —ready to fire. If just one is pushed over the
threshold, it can affect the discharge of hundreds of

t housands of others within twenty nilliseconds. The pul -
sating field was to provide such a push in a sufficiently
sel ective fashion to give the operator an idea as to what
was going on in the Hangnan's brain. And vice versa.

The Hangman was to have its own built-in version of

the sane tiling. It was also thought that this m ght serve
to humani ze it somewhat, so that it would better appre-
ciate the significance of its work—to instill something
like loyalty, you mght say."

"Do you think this could have contributed to its later
br eakdown?"

"Possi bly. How can you say in a one-of-a-kind situa-
tion like this? K you want a guess, |'d say, 'Yes.' But its
just a guess."

"Uh- huh," he said, "and what were its physical capa-

bilities?"

" Ant hr oponor phi c design,” | said, "both because it

was originally tel efactored and because of the psycho-

| ogi cal reasoning | just nentioned. It could pilot its own

small vessel. No need for a |life-support system of
course. Both it and the vessel were powered by fusion
units, so that fuel was no real problem Self-repairing.
Capabl e of perform ng a great variety of sophisticated
tests and nmeasurements, of maki ng observations, com
pleting reports, learning new material, broadcasting its
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findi ngs back here. Capable of surviving just about any-
where. In fact, it required | ess energy on the outer plan-
ets—+tess work for the refrigeration units, to maintain
that supercooled brain in its mdsection."

"How strong was it?"

"I don't recall all the specs. Maybe a dozen tinmes as
strong as a man, in things like lifting and pushing."

"It explored lo for us and started in on Europa."
"Yes."

"Then it began behaving erratically, just when we
thought it had really learned its job."

"That sounds right," | said.

"It refused a direct order to explore Callisto, then
headed out toward Uranus."

"Yes. It's been years since | read the reports.

"The nmal function worsened after that. Long periods

of silence interspersed with garbled transm ssions. Now
that | know nore about its nakeup, it al nbst sounds
like a man going off the deep end."

"It seens sinmilar."

"But it managed to pull itself together again for a

brief while. It landed on Titania, began sendi ng back
what seened |ike appropriate observation reports. This
only lasted a short tine, though. It went irrational once
more, indicated that it was heading for a |l anding on Ura-
nus itself, and that was it. We didn't hear fromit after
that. Now that | know about that m nd-readi ng gadget |
under stand why a psychiatrist on this end could be so
positive it would never function again."

"l never heard about that part."
"I did."

| shrugged. "This was all around twenty years ago," |
said, "and, as | nentioned, it has been a long while
since |'ve read anything about it."

"The Hangnan's ship crashed or |anded, as the case
may be, in the @Gulf of Mexico, two days ago."

I just stared at him

"I't was enpty,"” Don went on, "when they finally got
out and down to it."

"l don't understand."

"Yest erday norning," he continued, "restaurateur
Manny Buns was found beaten to death in the office of
his establishnent, the Miison Saint-Mchel, in New
Oleans."

"I still fail to see—
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"Manny Buns was one of the four original operators
who programed—pardon me, taught'—+the Hang-
man. "

The silence | engthened, dragged its belly on the deck
"Conci dence...?"! finally said.

"My client doesn't think so."

"Who is your client?"

"One of the three renaining nmenbers of the training
group. He is convinced that the Hangman has returned
to Earth to kill its forner operators."”

"Has he made his fears known to his old enpl oyers?”
"No. "
"Why not ?"

"Because it would require telling themthe reason for
his fears."

"That being . . . ?"
"He wouldn't tell ne, either.”
"How does he expect you to do a proper job?"

"He told ne what he considered a proper job. He

want ed two things done, neither of which requires a
full case history. He wanted to be furnished with good
bodyguards, and he wanted the Hangman found and dis-
posed of. | have already taken care of the first part."
"And you want ne to do the second?"

"That's right. You have confirned nmy opinion that

you are the man for the job."

"I see. Do you realize that if the firing is truly sentient
this will be sonmething very like nurder? If it is not, of
course, then it will only anpbunt to the destruction of ex-
pensi ve government property."

"VWhi ch way do you |l ook at it?"
"I look at it as a job," | said.
"You'll take it?"

"I need nore facts before | can decide. Like, who is
your client? Who are the other operators? Were do
they live? What do they do? What—=

He rai sed his hand.

"First," he said, "the Honorable Jesse Brockden, sen-
ior Senator from Wsconsin, is our client. Confidentiali-
ty, of course, is witten all over it."

I nodded. "I renenber his being involved with the
space program before he went into politics. | wasn't
aware of the specifics, though. He could get government
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protection so easily—=

"To obtain it, he would apparently have to tell them
somet hi ng he doesn't want to tal k about. Perhaps it
woul d hurt his career. | sinply do not know He doesn't
want them He wants us."

I nodded agai n.
"What about the others? Do they want us, too?"

"Quite the opposite. They don't subscribe to Brock-
den's notions at all. They seemto think he is something
of a paranoid.”

"How wel | do they know one anot her these days?"

"They live in different parts of the country, haven't
seen each other in years. Been in occasional touch,
t hough. "

"Kind of a flinsy basis for that diagnosis, then."
"One of themis a psychiatrist."
"Ch. Which one?"

"Leila Thackery is her name. Lives in St. Louis.
Wrks at the State Hospital there.”

"None of them have gone to any authority, then—
federal or |ocal?"

"That's right. Brockden contacted them when he

heard about the Hangman. He was in Washington at the
time. Got word on its return right away and managed to
get the story killed. He tried to reach themall, |earned
about Bums in the process, contacted nme, then tried to
persuade the others to accept protection by nmy people.
They weren't buying. Wien | tal ked to her, Doctor
Thackery poi nted out—guite correctly—that Brockden

is a very sick nman."

"What's he got ?"

"Cancer. In his spine. Nothing they can do about it

once it hits there and digs in. He even told ne he figures
he has maybe six nonths to get through what he con-
siders a very inportant piece of |egislation—+the new
crimnal rehabilitation act. -+ will admt that he did
sound ki nd of paranoid when he tal ked about it. But

hel I Who woul dn't? Doctor Thackery sees that as the
whol e t hing, though, and she doesn't see the Buns kill -
ing as being connected with the Hangnan. Thinks it was
just a traditional robbery gone sour, thief surprised and
pani cky, maybe hopped-up, et cetera."

"Then she is not afraid of the Hangnan?"

"She said that she is in a better position to know its
m nd than anyone el se, and she is not especially con-
cerned. "
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"What about the ot her operator?"

"He said that Doctor Thackery may know its mnind
better than anyone el se, but he knows its brain, and he
isn't worried, either.”

"What did he nean by that?"

"David Fentris is a consulting engi neer—el ectronics,
cybernetics. He actually had sonmething to do with the
Hangman's design."

I got to ny feet and went after the coffeepot. Not

that I'd an overwhel ming desire for another cup at just
that monment. But | had known, had once worked with a
David Fentris. And he had at one tinme been connected
with the space program

About fifteen years ny senior, Dave had been with

the data bank project when | had known him Were a
nunber of us had begun havi ng second thoughts as the
thing progressed, Dave had never been anything |ess

than wildly enthusiastic. Awry five-eight, gray-
cropped, gray eyes back of honrins and heavy gl ass,
cycling between preoccupation and near-frantic darting,
he had had a way of verbalizing hal f-conpleted thoughts
as he went along, so that you might begin to think hima
representative of that tribe which had cone into posi-
tions of small authority by neans of nepotismor poli-
tics. If you would Iisten a few nore m nutes, however
you woul d begin revising your opinion as he started to
pull his nusings together into a rigorous framework. By
the time he had finished, you generally wondered why

you hadn't seen it all along and what a guy like that was
doing in a position of such small authority. Later, it

m ght strike you, though, that he seened sad whenever

he wasn't enthusiastic about sonething. And while the
gung-ho spirit is great for short-range projects, |arger
ventures generally require sonmewhat nore equanimty.
wasn't at all surprised that he had wound up as a consul -
tant.

The big question now, of course was: Wuld he re-

menber ne? True, ny appearance was altered, ny per-
sonality hopefully nmore mature, nmy habits shifted

around. But woul d that be enough, should | have to en-
counter himas part of this job? That nmind behind those
honrins could do a |l ot of strange things with just a lit-
tl e data.

"Where does he |ive?" | asked.
"Menphis. -And what's the matter?"

"Just trying to get my geography straight," | said. "Is
Senat or Brockden still in Washi ngton?"

"No. He's returned to Wsconsin and is currently
holed up in a lodge in the northern part of the state.
Four of ny people are with him"

"I see."
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I refreshed our coffee supply and reseated nyself. |
didn't like this one at all and | resolved not to take it.
I didn't like just giving Don a flat "No," though. H s as-
signnents had become a very inportant part of ny life,

and this one was not mere |legwork. It was obviously im
portant to him and he wanted me on it. | decided to

| ook for holes in the thing, to find some way of reducing
it to the sinple bodyguard job already in progress.

"It does seem peculiar,"” | said, "that Brockden is the
only one afraid of the device."

"Yes. "

And that he gives no reasons.”

"True."

Pl us his condition, and what the doctor said
about its effect on his mnd."

"l have no doubt that he is neurotic," Don said.
"Look at this."

He reached for his coat, withdrew a sheaf of papers
fromwithin it. He shuffled through them and extracted a
singl e sheet, which he passed to ne.

It was a piece of Congressional-letterhead stationary,
with the nmessage scrawled in | onghand. "Don," it said,
"I'"ve got to see you. Frankenstein's nonster is just cone
back from where we hung himand he's | ooking for ne.

The whol e damm universe is trying to grind me up. Cal

me between 8 & 10. —Jess."

I nodded, started to pass it back, paused, then handed
it over. Double damm it deeper than hell!

I took a drink of coffee. | thought that | had | ong ago
given up hope in such things, but | had noticed sorme-
thing which immrediately troubled ne. In the nmargin,
where they list such matters, | had seen that Jesse
Brockden was on the committee for review of the Centra
Data Bank program | recalled that that conmtte was
supposed to be working on a series of reformrecom
mendations. O fhand, | could not renenber Brockden's
position on any of the issues involved, but—Ch hell!
The thing was sinply too big to alter significantly now,
But it was the only real Frankenstein nonster
cared about, and there was always the possibility .
On the other hand—Hell, again! Wiat if | let himdie
when | mght have saved him and he had been the one
who. . . ?

I took another drink of coffee. | |it another cigarette.

There m ght be a way of working it so that Dave

didn't even cone into the picture. |I could talk to Leila
Thackery first, check further into the Burns killing, keep
posted on new devel opments, find out nore about the

vessel in the aulf. ... | mght be able to acconplish
something, even if it was only the negation of Brock-
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den's theory, without Dave's and mny paths ever crossing.
"Have you got the specs on the Hangman?" | asked.
"Ri ght here."
He passed them over
"The police report on the Burns killing?"
"Here it is."

"The whereabouts of everyone involved, and sone
background on t henf"

"Here."

"The place or places where | can reach you during
the next few days—around the cl ock? This one nay re-
qui re some coordi nation."

He smiled and reached for his pen
"d ad to have you aboard," he said.

I reached over and tapped the baronmeter. | shook ny
head.

The ringing of the phone awakened ne. Reflex bore
me across the room where | took it on audio.

"Yes?"
"M ster Donne? It is eight o'clock."
"Thanks. "

I collapsed into the chair. | amwhat might be called a
slow starter. | tend to recapitul ate phyl ogeny every
mor ni ng. Basic desires inched then: ways through ny

gray matter to close a connection. Slowy, | extended a
col d- bl ooded nmenber and clicked ny tal ons against a
coupl e of nunbers. | croaked ny desire for food and

lots of coffee to the voice that responded. Half an hour
later I would only have grow ed. Then | staggered off to
the place of flowing waters to renew ny contact with
basi cs.

In addition to ny nornal adrenaline and bl ood-sugar

beari shness, | had not slept nuch the night before. | had
cl osed up shop after Don left, stuffed nmy pockets with
essentials, departed the Proteus, gotten nyself over to
the airport and onto a flight which took nme to St. Louis
in the dead, small hours of the dark. | was unable to

sl eep during the flight, thinking about the case, deciding
on the tack I was going to take with Leila Thackery. On

arrival, | had checked into the airport notel, left a nes-
sage to be awakened at an unreasonabl e hour, and col -

| apsed.

As | ate, | regarded the fact sheet Don had given ne.

Leila Thackery was currently single, having divorced
her second husband a little over two years ago, was for-
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ty-six years old, and lived in an apartnment near to the

hospi tal where she worked. Attached to the sheet was a

photo whi ch night have been ten years old. Init, she

was brunette, light-eyed, barely on the right side of that
border between anpl e and overwei ght, with fancy gl ass-

es straddling an upturned nose. She had published a

nunber of books and articles with titles full of aliena-
tions, roles, transactions, social contexts, and nore aliena-
tions.

I hadn't had the time to go ny usual route, becom ng

an entire new individual with a verifiable history. Just a
nane and a story, that's all. It did not seem necessary
this time, though. For once, something approximating
honesty actually seenmed a reasonabl e approach.

| took a public vehicle over to her apartnent buil d-
ing. | did not phone ahead, because it is easier to say
"No" to a voice than to a person

According to the record, today was one of the days

when she saw outpatients in her hone. Her idea, appar-
ently: break down the alienating institution-inmage, re-
nmove resentnments by turning the sessions into sonething
nmore |ike social occasions, et cetera. | did not want all
that nmuch of her tinme—+ had deci ded that Don coul d

make it worth her, while if it cane to that—and | was
sure ny fellows' visits were scheduled to | eave her with
sonme snall breathing space. Inter alia, so to speak

I had just | ocated her name and apartment nunber

am d the buttons in the entrance foyer when an old
worman passed behind nme and unl ocked the door to the

| obby. She gl anced at me and held it open, so | went on
in wthout ringing. The matter of presence, again.

I took the elevator to Leila's floor, the second, |ocated
her door and knocked on it. | was alnobst ready to
knock again when it opened, partway.

"Yes?" she asked, and | revised ny estimate as to
the age of the photo. She | ooked just about the sane.

"Doctor Thackery," | said, "my name is Donne. You
could help ne quite a bit with a probleml|'ve got."

"What sort of problen”
"I't involves a device known as the Hangman."

She sighed and showed me a quick grimace. Her fin-
gers tightened on the door.

"I'"ve come a long way but 1'Il be easy to get rid of.
I"ve only a fewthings I'd like to ask you about it."

"Are you with the governnent?"
"No. "
"Do you work for Brockden?"

"No, I'msomething different."
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"All right," she said. "Right now |'ve got a group ses-
sion going. It will probably |ast around another half

hour. If you don't mnd waiting down in the |obby, 'l
| et you know as soon as it is over. W can talk then."

"Good enough,"” | said. "Thanks."

She nodded, closed the door. | located the stairway
and wal ked back down.

A cigarette later, | decided that the devil finds work

for idle hands and t hanked himfor his suggestion.

strolled back toward the foyer. Through the glass, | read
the names of a few residents of the fifth floor. | elevated

up and knocked on one of the doors. Before it was
opened | had ny notebook and pad in plain sight.

"Yes?" Short, fiftyish, curious.

"My nane is Stephen Foster, Ms. Quntz. | am
doing a survey for the North Anerican Consuners
League. | would like to pay you for a couple mnutes of

your time, to answer some questions about products you
use."

"Why—Pay nme?"

"Yes, ma'am Ten dollars. Around a dozen questi ons.
It will just take a minute or two."

"Al'l right." She opened the door wider. "Wn't you
cone in?"

"No, thank you. This thing is so brief 1'd just be in
and out. The first question involves detergents

Ten mnutes later | was back in the | obby adding the
thirty bucks for the three interviews to the |ist of expen-
ses | was keeping. Wien a situation is full of unpredicta-
bles and | am pl ayi ng makeshift ganes, | |ike to provide
for as many contingencies as | can.

Anot her quarter of an hour or so slipped by before
the el evator opened and di scharged three guys—young,
young, and mi ddl e-aged, casually dressed, chuckling
over somnet hi ng.

The big one on the nearest end strolled over and nod-
ded.

"You the fellow waiting to see Doctor Thackery?"
"That's right."

"She said to tell you to cone on up now "
"Thanks. "

I rode up again, returned to her door. She opened to
nmy knock, nodded nme in, saw me seated in a conforta-
ble chair at the far end of her living room

"Wbul d you care for a cup of coffee?" she asked.
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"It's fresh. | nmade nore than | needed."”
"That woul d be fine. Thanks."

Monents | ater, she brought in a couple of cups, deliv-
ered one to ne, and seated herself on the sofa to ny
left. | ignored the cream and sugar on the tray and took
a sip.

"You've gotten nme interested," she said. "Tell ne
about it."

"Ckay. | have been told that the tel efactor device
known as the Hangman, now possi bly possessed of an
artificial intelligence, has returned to Earth—=

"Hypothetical," she said, "unless you know sonet hi ng

I don't. | have been told that the Hangman's vehicle
reentered and crashed in the Gulf. There is no evidence
that the vehicle was occupied."”

"It seens a reasonabl e concl usion, though."

"It seems just as reasonable to ne that the Hangnan

sent the vehicle off toward an eventual rendezvous point
many years ago and that it only recently reached that
point, at which time the reentry programtook over and
brought it down."

"Way should it return the vehicle and strand itself out
t here?"

"Before | answer that," she said, "I would like to
know t he reason for your concern. News nedi a?"

"No," | said. "I ama science witer—straight tech,
popul ar, and anything in between. But | amnot after a
pi ece for publication. I was retained to do a report on

t he psychol ogi cal makeup of the thing."
"For whon®"

"A private investigation outfit. They want to know

what m ght influence its thinking, howit might be likely
to behave—f it has indeed cone back. —'ve been

doing a lot of honework, and | gathered there is a likeli-
hood that its nuclear personality was a conposite of the
m nds of its four operators. So, personal contacts

seened in order, to collect your opinions as to what it

m ght be like. | canme to you first for obvious reasons."

She nodded.

"A Mster Wal sh spoke with ne the other day. He is
wor ki ng for Senator Brockden."

"Ch? | never go into an enployer's busi ness beyond
what he's asked ne to do. Senator Brockden is on ny
list though, along with a David Fentris."

"You were told about Manny Burns?"

"Yes. Unfortunate."
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"That is apparently what set Jesse off. He is—how

shall | put it?-he is clinging to life right now, trying to
acconplish a great many things in the tine he has re-
mai ni ng. Every nonent is precious to him He feels the
old man in the white nightgown breathing down his

neck. —Fhen the ship returns and one of us is killed.
From what we know of the Hangman, the |ast we heard

of it, it had becone irrational. Jesse saw a connecti on,
and in his condition the fear is understandable. There is
not hing wong with humoring himif it allows himto get
hi s work done."

"But you don't see a threat in it?"

"No. | was the | ast person to nonitor fhe Hangman

bef ore conmuni cati ons ceased, and | could see then

what had happened. The first things that it had | earned
were the organi zati on of perceptions and notor activi-
ties. Multitudes of other patterns had been transferred
fromthe mnds of its operators, but they were too so-
phisticated to nean much initially. —Fhink of a child

who has | earned the Gettysburg Address. It is there in
his head, that is all. One day, however, it may be inpor-
tant to him Conceivably, it nay even inspire himto ac-
tion. It takes sonme growing up first, of course. Now
think of such a child with a great nunber of conflict-
ing patterns—attitudes, tendencies, menories—none of

whi ch are especially bothersone for so long as he re-
mains a child. Add a bit of maturity, though—and bear

in mnd that the patterns originated with four different

i ndividuals, all of themnore powerful than the words of
even the finest of speeches, bearing as they do their own
built-in feelings. Try to inagine the conflicts, the contra-
dictions involved in being four people at once—

"Why wasn't this imagined in advance?" | asked.

"Ah!" she said, snmling. "The full sensitivity of the
neuristor brain was not appreciated at first It was as-
sunmed that the operators were adding data in a |linear
fashion and that this would continue until a critical mass
was achi eved, corresponding to the construction of a

nodel or picture of the world which would then serve as

a point of departure for growh of the Hangman's own

mnd. And it did seemto check out this way.

"What actually occurred, however, was a phenone-

non anounting to inprinting. Secondary characteristics

of the operators' nminds, outside the didactic situations,
were i nposed. These did not inmrediately becone func-
tional and hence were not detected. They renmi ned

|atent until the m nd had devel oped sufficiently to under-
stand them And then it was too late. It suddenly ac-
quired four additional personalities and was unable to
coordinate them When it tried to conpartnentalize
themit went schizoid; when it tried to integrate themit
went catatonic. It was cycling back and forth between
these alternatives at the end. Then it just went silent. |
felt it had undergone the equivalent of an epileptic sei-
zure. WIld currents through that nmagnetic materia

woul d, in effect, have erased its mnd, resulting inits
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equi val ent of death or idiocy."

"I follow you," | said. "Now, just for the sake of

pl ayi ng ganmes, | see the alternatives as either a success-
ful integration of all this material or the achi evenent of
a vi abl e schi zophrenia. What do you think its behavior
would be Iike if either of these were possible?"

"All right," she agreed. "As | Just said, though,

think there were physical limtations to its retaining
multiple personality structures for a very long period of
time. If it did, however, it would have continued with its
own, plus replicas of the four operators', at least for a
while. The situation would differ radically fromthat of

a human schizoid of this sort, in that the additional per-
sonalities were valid i mages of genuine identities rather
than sel f-generated conpl exes which had become auton-
onous. They night continue to evolve, they m ght de-
generate, they mght conflict to the point of destrction or
gross nodification of any or all of them In other words,
no prediction is possible as to the nature of whatever

m ght remain."

"M ght | venture one?"
"Go ahead."

"After considerable anxiety, it masters them It as-

serts itself. It beats down this quartet of denmpbns which
has been tearing it apart, acquiring in the process an

all -consumi ng hatred for the actual individuals responsi-
ble for this turnmoil. To free itself totally, to revenge it-
self, to work its ultimate catharsis, it resolves to seek
them out and destroy them"”

She sm | ed.

"You have just dispensed with the 'viable schizo-
phreni a' you conjured up, and you have now swi tched
over to its pulling through and becomi ng fully autono-
mous. That is a different situati on—Ao nmatter what
strings you put on it."

"Ckay, | accept the charge. —But what about mny
concl usi on?"

"You are saying that if it did pull through, it would
hate us. That strikes ne as an unfair attenpt to invoke
the spirit of Sigmund Freud: Cedipus and Electra in one
being, out to destroy all its parents—the authors of ev-
ery one of its tensions, anxieties, hang-ups, burned into
its inpressionable psyche at a young and def ensel ess

age. Even Freud didn't have a nane for that one. Wat
should we call it?"

"A Hernmacis conpl ex?" | suggested.
" Her maci s?"

"Her maphr odi t us havi ng been united in one body
with the nynph Sahnacis, |'ve just done the sane with
their nanes. That being would then have had four par-
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ents agai nst whomto react."

"Cute," she said, smling. "If the liberal arts do noth-
ing else, they provide engagi ng metaphors for the think-
ing they displace. This one is unwarranted and overly

ant hr oponor phi ¢, though. —You wanted ny opini on

Al right. If the Hangman pulled through at all, it could
only have been by virtue of that neuristor brain's differ-
ences fromthe human brain. From ny own professiona
experience, a human could not pass through a situation
like that and attain stability. If the Hangman did, it
woul d have to have resolved all the contradictions and
conflicts, to have mastered and understood the situation
so thoroughly that | do not believe whatever remained
coul d involve that sort of hatred. The fear, the uncer-
tainty, the things that feed hate woul d have been ana-

| yzed, digested, turned to something nore useful. There
woul d probably be distaste, and possibly an act of inde-
pendence, of self-assertion. That was one reason why |
suggested its return of the ship."

"It is your opinion, then, that if the Hangnman exists

as a thinking individual today, this is the only possible
attitude it woul d possess toward its forner operators: it
woul d want nothing nore to do with you?"

"That is correct. Sorry about your Hernacis conpl ex.

But in this case we nmust |ook to the brain, not the psy-
che. And we see two things: schizophrenia would have
destroyed it, and a successful resolution of its problem
woul d preclude vengeance. Either way, there is nothing
to worry about."

How could | put it tactfully? | decided that | could
not .

"All of this is fine," | said, "for as far as it goes. But
getting away fromboth the purely psychol ogical and the
purely physical, could there be a particular reason for its
seeki ng your deaths—that is, a plain old-fashioned no-

tive for a killing, based on events rather than having to
do with the way its thinking equi pnment goes together?”

Her expression was inpossible to read, but consider-
ing her line of work I had expected nothing |ess.

"What events?" she said.

"I have no idea. That's why | asked."
She shook her head.

"I"'mafraid that I don't, either.”

"Then that about does it," | said. "I can't think of
anything el se to ask you."

She nodded.

"And | can't think of anything else to tell you."
I finished my coffee, returned the cup to the tray.

"Thanks, then," | said, "for your tine, for the coffee.
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You have been very hel pful ."
I rose. She did the sane.

"What are you going to do now?" she asked.

"I haven't quite decided," |I answered. "I want to do
the best report | can. Have you any suggesti ons on
t hat ?"

"l suggest that there isn't any nore to learn, that |
have given you the only possible constructions the facts
warrant."

"You don't feel David Fentris could provide any ad-
ditional insights?"

She snorted, then sighed.

"No," she said, "I do not think he could tell you any-
thing useful."

"What do you nmean? Fromthe way you say it—=

"I know. | didn't nean to. —Sone people find com

fort inreligion. Ghers . . . You know QOhers take it

up late in life with a vengeance and a half. They don't
use it quite the way it was intended. It cones to color al
their thinking."

"Fanaticisn?" | said.

"Not exactly. A msplaced zeal. A masochistic sort of
thing. Hell! | shouldn't be diagnosing at a distance—er
i nfluenci ng your opinion. Forget what | said. Form your
own opi ni on when you nmeet him"

She rai sed her head, appraising ny reaction

"Well," | responded, "I amnot at all certain that |
am going to see him But you have nmade ne curious
How can religion influence engi neering?"

"I spoke with himafter Jesse gave us the news on the
vessel's return. | got the inpression at the tine that he
feels we were tanpering in the province of the Al nighty

by attenpting the creation of an artificial intelligence.
That our creation should go mad was only appropri ate,

being the work of inperfect man. He seened to feel that

it wuld be fitting if it had come back for retribution, as
a sign of judgnent upon us."

"Ch," | said.
She sniled then. | returned it.
"Yes," she said, "but naybe | just got himin a bad

nmood. Maybe you should go see for yourself."

Sonething told ne to shake ny head—there was a bit

of a difference between this view of him ny recollec-
tions, and Don's conment that Dave had said he knew
its brain and was not especially concerned. Sonewhere
anong these lay sonething | felt | should know, felt |
shoul d | eam wi t hout seemi ng to pursue.

file:/lIF|/rah/Roger%20Zelazny/My%20Name%20Is%20Legion.txt (134 of 169) [8/27/03 11:36:26 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Roger%20Z el azny/My%20N ame%201 s%620L egion.txt

So, "I think have enough right now," | said. "It was

t he psychol ogi cal side of things | was supposed to cover,
not the mechaniical —er the theol ogical. You have been
extrenmely hel pful. Thanks again."

She carried her smle all the way to the door.

*1f it is not too nmuch trouble," she said, as | stepped
into the hall, "I would like to learn how this whol e thing
finally turns out—er any interesting devel opments, for
that matter.”

"My connection with the case ends with this report,

and | amgoing to wite it now Still, | may get sone
f eedback. "
"You have ny nunber . . . ?"

"Probably, but . . ."

| already had it, but | jotted it again, right after Ms.
GQuntz's answers to ny inquiries on detergents.

Moving in a rigorous line, | made beautiful connec-
tions, for a change. | headed directly for the airport,

found a flight ainmed at Menphis, bought passage, and
was the |ast to board. Tenscore seconds, perhaps, nade
all the difference. Not even a tick or two to spare for
checking out of the notel. —No matter. The good

head- doct or had convinced ne that, like it or not, David
Fentris was next, damm it. | had too strong a feeling that
Leil a Thackery had not told ne the entire story. | had

to take a chance, to see these changes in the man for
myself, to try to figure out how they related to the
Hangman. For a number of reasons, |'d a feeling they
m ght .

| disembarked into a cool, partly overcast afternoon,
found transportation al nost inmrediately, and set out for
Dave's of fice address.

A before-the-stormfeeling cane over ne as | entered

and crossed the town. A dark wall of clouds continued

to build in the west. Later, standing before the building
where Dave did business, the first few drops of rain were
al ready spattering against its dirty brick front. It would
take a lot nore than that to freshen it, though, or any of
the others in the area. | would have thought he'd have
cone a little further than this by now.

| shrugged of f some noisture and went inside.

The directory gave ne directions, the elevator el evated
me, ny feet found the way to his door. | knocked on it.
After a time, | knocked again and waited again. Again,
nothing. So | tried it, found it open, and went on in.

It was a small, vacant waiting room green-carpeted.
The reception desk was dusty. | crossed and peered
around the plastic partition behind it.

The man had his back to nme. | drummed ny knuck-
| es against the partitioning. He heard it and turned.
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n Ye S ? n

Qur eyes net, his still framed by honrinms and just as
active; lenses thicker, hair thinner, cheeks a trifle hoi-
| oner.

Hi s question nmark quivered in the air, and nothing in

his gaze noved to replace it with recognition. He had
been bendi ng over a sheaf of schematics. A | opsided
basket of metal, quartz, porcelain, and glass rested on a
near by tabl e.

"My nane is Donne, John Donne," | said. "I am
| ooking for David Fentris."

"l am David Fentris."

"Good to neet you," | said, crossing to where he
stood. "I amassisting in an investigation concerning a
project with which you were once associ at ed. "

He smil ed and nodded, accepted ny hand and shook
it.

"The Hangnman, of course. dad to know you, M ster
Donne. "

"Yes, the Hangman," | said. "I amdoing a report—

"—And you want rmy opinion as to how dangerous it
is. Sit down." He gestured toward a chair at the end of
his work bench. "Care for a cup of tea?"

"No, thanks."

"1'"m havi ng one."

"Well, in that case

He crossed to anot her bench
"No cream Sorry."

"That's all right. —How did you know it involved the
Hangman?"

He grinned as he brought me ny cup.

"Because it's conme back," he said, "and it's the only
thing 1've been connected with that warrants that much
concern.”

"Do you mnd tal king about it?"

"Up to a point, no.

"What's the point?"

"If we get near it, I'll let you know.'

"Fair enough. —How dangerous is it?"

"I would say that it is harnl ess,
to three persons.”

he replied, "except

"Fornmerly four?"
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"Precisely."
"How come?"

"W were doing sonething we had no business doing."
"That being . . . ?"

"For one thing, attenpting to create an artificial intel-
ligence."

"Why had you no business doing that?"

"A man with a name |ike yours shouldn't have to

ask."
I chuckl ed.
"If 1 were a preacher," | said, "I would have to point

out that there is no biblical injunction against it—unless
you' ve been worshipping it on the sly."

He shook hi s head.

"Not hing that sinple, that obvious, that explicit.

Ti mes have changed since the Good Book was written,

and you can't hold with a purely fundanentalist ap-
proach in conplex tines. Wiat | was getting at was
sonething a little nore abstract. A formof pride, not
unli ke the classical hubris—the setting up of oneself on
a level with the Creator."

"Did you feel that—pride?"
"Yes."

"Are you sure it wasn't just enthusiasmfor an anbi-
tious project that was working well?"

"Ch, there was plenty of that. A manifestation of the
sane thing."

"l do seemto recall something about man bei ng rmade

in the Creator's image, and sonething el se about trying
tolive up to that. It would seemto follow that exercising
one's capacities along sinmlar lines would be a step in

the right direction—an act of conformance with the Di -

vine ideal, if you'd like."

"But | don't like. Man cannot really create. He can
only rearrange what is already present. Only God can
create.”

"Then you have nothing to worry about."

He frowned. Then, "No," he said. "Being aware of
this and still trying is where the presunption cones in."

"Were you really thinking that way when you did it?
O did all this occur to you after the fact?"

He continued to frown.
"I amno | onger certain.”

"Then it would seemto ne that a nerciful God
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woul d be inclined to give you the benefit of the doubt."
He gave ne a wy smle

"Not bad, John Donne. But | feel that judgment may
al ready have been entered and that we nay have | ost
four to nothing."

"Then you see the Hangnan as an avengi ng angel ?"

"Sometimes. Sort of. | see it as being returned to ex-
act a penalty.”

"Just for the record," | suggested, "if the Hangman

had had full access to the necessary equi pnent and was
abl e to construct another unit such as itself, would you
consider it guilty of the sanme thing that is bothering
you?"

He shook hi s head.

"Don't get all cute and Jesuitical with nme, Donne. |I'm
not that far away from fundanentals. Besides, |I'mwl]I-
ing to admt | mght be wong and that there may be
other forces driving it to the sane end.”

"Such as?"

"I told you I'd let you know when we reached a cer-
tain point. That's it."

"Ckay," | said. "But that sort of blank-walls ne, you
know. The people | amworking for would like to pro-
tect you people. They want to stop the Hangman. | was

hopi ng you would tell me a little nore—+f not for your
own sake, then for the others'. They m ght not share
your phil osophical sentinents, and you have just admt-
ted you may be wong. —Pespair, by the way, is also
considered a sin by a great nunber of theol ogians.”

He sighed and stroked his nose, as | had often seen
himdo in tinmes | ong past

"What do you do, anyhow?" he asked ne.

"Me, personally? I'ma science witer. |I'mputting to-
gether a report on the device for (he agency that wants
to do the protecting. The better ny report, the better
their chances."

He was silent for atinme, then, "I read a lot in the
area, but | don't recognize your nane," he said.

"Most of ny work has involved petrocheni stry and
marine biology," | said.

"Ch. —You were a peculiar choice then, weren't
you?"

"Not really. | was avail able, and the boss knows ny
wor k, knows |'m good."

He gl anced across the room to where a stack of car-
tons partly obscured what | (hen realized to be a re-
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not e-access termnal. Ckay. |If he decided to check out
my credentials now, John Donne would fall apart. It
seened a hell of a time to get curious, though, after
sharing his sense of sin with ne. He nust have thought
so, too, because he did not | ook that way again.

"Let me put it this way . he finally said, and

sonet hing of the old David Fentris at his best took con-
trol of his voice. "For one reason or the other, | believe
that it wants to destroy its forner operators. If it is the
judgrment of the Almghty, that's all there is toit. It wll

succeed. If not, however, | don't want any outside pro-
tection. |1've done ny own repenting and it is up to ne
to handle the rest of the situation nyself, too. | will stop

t he Hangnman personal | y—+i ght here—before anyone
else is hurt."

"How?" | asked him

He nodded toward the glittering hel net.
"Wth that," he said.

"How?" | repeated.

"The Hangnman's telefactor circuits are still intact.

They have to be: they are an integral part of it. It could
not di sconnect themwi thout shutting itself down. If it
comes within a quarter mle of here, that unit will be ac-
tivated. It will emt a |oud humm ng sound and a |ight

will begin to blink behind that meshing beneath the for-

ward ridge. | will then don the helmet and take contro
of the Hangman. | will bring it here and di sconnect its
brain."

"How woul d you do the di sconnect ?"

He reached for the schematics he had been | ooking at
when | had cone in.

"Here. The thoracic plate has to be unplugged. There
are four subunits that have to be uncoupl ed. Here, here,
here, and here."

He | ooked up.

"You woul d have to do themin sequence, though, or
it could get mighty hot," | said. "First this one, then
these two. Then the other."

When | | ooked up again, the gray eyes were fixed on
ny own.

"l thought you were in petrochenistry and marine bi -
ol ogy. "

"I amnot really '"in'" anything," | said. "I ama tech
witer, with bits and pieces fromall over—and | did
have a | ook at these before, when | accepted the job."

"I see."

"Why don't you bring the space agency in on this?"
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said, working to shift ground. "The original telefactoring
equi prent had all that power and range—~

"It was dismantled a long time ago. —+ thought you
were with the government™

I shook ny head.

"Sorry. | didn't nean to nislead you. I amon con-
tract with a private investigation outfit."

"Uh- huh. Then that means Jesse. —Not that it mat-
ters. You can tell himthat one way or the other every-
thing is being taken care of."

"What if you are wrong on the supernatural," | said,

"but correct on the other? Supposing it is com ng under
the circunstances you feel it proper to resist? But sup-
posing you are not next on its list? Supposing it gets to
one of the others next, instead of you? If you are so sen-
sitive about guilt and sin, don't you think that you would
be responsible for that death—f you could prevent it by
telling me just alittle bit nore? If it's confidentiality
you're worried about—

"No," he said. "You cannot trick me into applying

my principles to a hypothetical situation which will only
work out the way that you want it to. Not when I am
certain that it will not arise. Watever noves the Hang-
man, it will cone to me next. If | cannot stop it, then it
cannot be stopped until it has conpleted its job."

"How do you know t hat you are next?"

'Take a | ook at a map," he said. "It landed in the

GQul f. Manny was right there in New Ol eans. Naturally,
he was first. The Hangnman can nove underwater like a
control |l ed torpedo, which makes ne M ssissippi its logi-
cal route for inconspicuous travel. Proceeding up it
then, here | amin Menphis. Then Leila,, up in St

Louis, is obviously next after ne. It can worry about
getting to Washington after that."

| thought about Senator Brockden in Wsconsin and
decided it would not even have that problem Al of
themwere fairly accessible, when you thought of the sit-
uation in ternms of river travel

"But howis it to know where you all are?" | asked.

"Good question,” he said. "Wthin alimted range, it
was once sensitive to our brain waves, having an inti-
mat e know edge of themand the ability to pick themup

I do not know what that range would be today. It m ght
have been able to construct an anplifier to extend this
area of perception. But to be nore nundane about it, |
believe that it sinply consulted Central's national direc-
tory. There are booths all over, even on the waterfront.
It could have hit one late at night and ginmcked it. It
certainly had sufficient identifying information—and en-
gineering skill."

"Then it seens to nme that the best bet for all of you

file:/lIF|/rah/Roger%20Zelazny/My%20Name%20Is%20Legion.txt (140 of 169) [8/27/03 11:36:26 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Roger%20Z el azny/My%20N ame%201 s%620L egion.txt

woul d be to nove away fromthe river till this business
is settled. That thing won't be able to stal k about the
countryside very long without being noticed."

He shook hi s head.

"I't would find a way. It is extremely resourceful. At
night, in an overcoat, a hat, it could pass. It requires
not hing that a man would need. It could dig a hole and
bury itself, stay underground during daylight. It could
run without resting all night long. There is no place it
could not reach in a surprisingly short while. —No, |
must wait here for it."

"Let nme put it as bluntly as | can," | said. "If you are
right that it is a Divine Avenger, | would say that it
smacks of blaspheny to try to tackle it. On the other

hand, if it is not, then | think you are guilty of jeopard-
i zing the others by wi thholding information that woul d
allow us to provide themwith a |ot nore protection than
you are capable of giving themall by yourself."

He | aughed.

"I''"l'l just have to learn to live with that guilt, too, as
they do with theirs,"” he said. "After |1've done ny best,
they deserve anything they get."

"It was ny understanding," | said, "that even God
doesn't judge people until after they're dead—f you
want anot her piece of presunption to add to your

coll ection.™

He stopped | aughi ng and studied my face.

"There is sonething fam liar about the way you talk,
the way you think," he said. "Have we ever met before?"

"l doubt it. | would have renenbered.”
He shook his head.

"You've got a way of bothering a man's thinking that
rings a faint bell," he went on. "You trouble ne, sir."

"That was nmy intention."
"Are you staying here in town?"
"No. "

"G ve ne a nunber where | can reach you, wll you?
If | have any new thoughts on this thing, 1'll call you."

"I wish you woul d have themnow, if you are going to
have them"

"No, |'ve got some thinking to do. Were can | get
hol d of you |l ater?"

I gave himthe nanme of the notel | was still checked
intoin St. Louis. | could call back periodically for nes-
sages.
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"All right," he said, and he noved toward the parti-
tion by the reception area and stood beside it.

I rose and followed him passing into that area and
pausing at the door to the hall.

"One thing. . ."I said.
"Yes?"

"If it does show up and you do stop it, will you cal
me and tell me that?"

"Yes, | will."
"Thanks then—and good | uck."

I mpul sively, | extended ny hand. He gripped it and
smled faintly.

"Thank you. M ster Donne."
Next. Next, next, next.

I couldn't budge Dave, and Leila Thackery had given
me everything she was going to. No real sense in calling
Don yet—not until | had nore to say.

I thought it over on ny way back to the airport. The
pre-di nner hours al ways seem best for tal king to people
in any sort of official capacity, just as the night seens
best for dirty work. Heavily psychol ogical, but true nev-
ertheless. | hated to waste the rest of the day if there
was anyone else worth talking to before | called Don
Goi ng through the folder, | decided that there was.

Manny Buns had a brother, Phil. | wondered how
worthwhile it mght be to talk with him | could make it
to New Ol eans at a sufficiently respectable hour, |eam
what ever he was willing to tell ne, check back with Don
for new devel oprments, and then deci de whet her there

was anything | should be about with respect to the ves-
sel itself.

The sky was gray and | eaky above ne. | was anxious
to flee its spaces. So | decided to do it. | could think of
no better stone to upturn at the nonent.

At the airport, | was ticketed quickly, in tine for an-
ot her cl ose connection

Hurrying to reach ny flight, nmy eyes brushed over a

hal f-fam |liar face on the passing escalator. The reflex re-
served for such occasions seened to catch us both, be-
cause he | ooked back, too, with the sanme eyebrow twitch

of startle and scrutiny. Then he was gone. | could not

pl ace him however. The half-famliar face becomes a

fam liar phenonmenon in a crowded, highly nobile so-

ciety. | sonetimes think that that is all that will eventu-
ally remain of any of us: patterns of features, sone a
trifle nore persistent than others, inpressed on the flow
of bodies. A small-town boy in a big city, Thonmas Wl fe
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must | ong ago have felt the sane thing when he had
coined the word "manswarm" It might have been some-
one 1'd once net briefly, or sinply soneone—er somne-

Home |s the Hangman || 179

one |ike soneone—+ had passed on sufficient other oc-
casions such as this.

As | flew the unfriendly skies out of Menphis, I

mul | ed over nusings past on artificial intelligence, or Al
as they have tagged it in the think-box biz. Wen talking
about computers, the Al notion had aways seemed hot -

ter than | deenmed necessary, partly because of seman-

tics. The word "intelligence" has all sorts of tag-al ong
associ ations of the non-physical sort. | suppose it goes
back to the fact that early discussions and conjectures
concerning it nmade it sound as if the potential for intelli-
gence was al ways present in the array of gadgets, and

that the correct procedures, the right prograns, sinply
had to be found to call it forth. Wen you | ooked at it
that way, as many did, it gave rise to an unconfortable
d6j d vu—anely, vitalism The phil osophical battles of

the nineteenth century were hardly so far behind that

they had been forgotten, and the doctrine which main-
tained that life is caused and sustained by a vital princi-
pl e apart from physical and chem cal forces, and that

life is self-sustaining and sel f-evolving, had put up quite
a fight before Darwin and his successors had produced
triunmph after triunph for the mechanistic view Then
vitalismsort of crept back into things again when the Al
di scussions arose in the nmddle of the past century. It
woul d seem that Dave had fallen victimto it, and that

he'd come to believe he had hel ped provide an unsancti -
fied vessel and filled it with Something intended only for
those things which had made the scene in the first chap-
ter of Genesis.

Wth conputers it was not quite as bad as with the
Hangman, though, because you coul d al ways argue that

no matter how el aborate the program it was basically
an extension of the programmer's will and the opera-
tions of causal nmachines nerely represented functions of
intelligence, rather than intelligence in its own right
backed by a will of its own. And there was al ways Godel
for a theoretical cordon sanitaire, with his denonstra-
tion of the true but nechanically inprovabl e proposi-
tion.

But the Hangman was quite different. It had been de-
signed along the lines of a brain and at |east partly edu-
cated in a human fashion; and to further nuddy the is-

sue with respect to anything like vitalism it had been in
direct contact with human m nds fromwhich it m ght

have acquired al nbost anyt hi ng—ncl udi ng the spark

that set it on the road to whatever selfhood it may have
found. What did that nake it? Its own creature? A frac-
tured nmirror reflecting a fractured humanity? Both? O
neither? | certainly could not say, but | wondered how
much of its self had been truly its own. It had obviously
acquired a great nunber of functions, but was it capable
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of having real feelings? Could it, for exanple, feel some-
thing like love? If not, then it was still only a collection
of conplex abilities, and not a thing with all the tag-

al ong associ ations of the non-physical sort which rmade

the word "intelligence" such a prickly itemin Al discus-
sions; and if it were capable of, say, sonmething |ike |ove,
and if | were Dave, | would not feel guilty about having

hel ped to bring it into being. | would feel proud, though
not in the fashion he was concerned about, and | would

al so feel hunmble. —&fhand though, | do not know how

intelligent | would feel, because | amstill not sure what
the hell intelligence is.
The day' s-end sky was cl ear when we | anded. | was

into town before the sun had finished setting, and on
Philip Burns' doorstep just a little while later

My ring was answered by a girl, maybe seven or eight
years old. She fixed ne with | arge brown eyes and did
not say a word.

"I would like to speak with Mster Burns,"” | said
She turned and retreated around a coner.

A heavyset nan, slacked and undershirted, bald

about hal fway back and very pink, padded into the hal
nmonents | ater and peered at ne. He bore a fol ded
newssheet in his left hand.

"What do you want?" he asked

"I't's about your brother," | answered.

"Yeah?"

"Well, | wonder if | could come in? It's kind of com
plicated."

He opened the door. But instead of letting me in, he
came out.

"Tell nme about it out here," he said.

"Ckay, I'll be quick. I just wanted to find out whether
he ever spoke with you about a piece of equipnment he
once worked with called the Hangman."

"Are you a cop?"
"No. "
"Then what's your interest?"

"I amworking for a private investigation agency

trying to track down some equi pment once associ at ed

with the project. It has apparently turned up ia this area
and it could be rather dangerous."

"Let's see sone identification.”
"l don't carry any."

"What's your name?"

"John Donne."

"And you think my brother had sone stol en equip-
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ment when he died? Let ne tell you somethi ng—=

"No. Not stolen," | said, "and | don't think he had it."
"What then?"
"It was—ell, robotic in nature. Because of sone

speci al training Manny once received, he m ght have

had a way of detecting it. He m ght even have attracted
it. I just want to find out whether he had said anything
about it. We are trying to |locate it."

"My brother was a respectabl e busi nessnan, and
don't |ike accusations. Especially right after his funeral,

I don't. | think I'mgoing to call the cops and |l et them
ask you a few questions.”

"Just a minute. Supposing | told you we had sone
reason to believe it mght have been this piece of equip-
ment that killed your brother?"

His pink turned to bright red and his jaw muscl es
fornmed sudden ridges. | was not prepared for the
stream of profanities that foll owed. For a nonent, |
t hought he was going to take a swing at ne.

"Wait a second,"” | said when he paused for breath.
"VWhat did | say?"

"You're either making fun of the dead or you're stu-
pi der than you | ook!"

"Say |'mstupid. Then tell ne why."

He tore at the paper he carried, folded it back, found
an item thrust it at ne.

"Because they've got the guy who did it! That's
why, " he said.

| read it. Sinple, concise, to the point. Today's | atest.
A suspect had confessed. New evi dence had corroborat -

ed it. The man was in custody. A surprised robber who
had | ost his head and hit too hard, hit too nmany tinmes. |
read it over again.

I nodded as | passed it back

"Look, I'msorry," | said. "I really didn't know about
this."

"Get out of here," he said. "Go on."

"Sure."

"Wait a mnute."

"What ?"

"That's his little girl who answered the door," he said.
"I"mvery sorry."

"So am . But |I know her Daddy didn't take your
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dammed equi pnent . "
I nodded and turned away.
| heard the door slam behind ne.

After dinner, | checked into a snall hotel, called fer a
drink, and stepped into the shower.

Thi ngs were suddenly a lot |ess urgent than they had
been earlier. Senator Brockden woul d doubtl ess be

pl eased to learn that his initial estimtion of events had
been incorrect. Leila Thackery would give me an |-

tol d-you-so smle when | called her to pass along the
news—a thing | now felt obliged to do. Don m ght or

m ght not want ne to keep | ooking for the device now
that the threat had been | essened. It would depend on
the Senator's feelings on the matter, | supposed. If ur-
gency no | onger counted for as much, Don m ght want

to switch back to one of his own, fiscally | ess burden-
some operatives. Toweling down, | caught nyself whis-
thing. I felt alnost off the hook.

Later, drink beside ne, | paused before punchi ng out
the nunber he had given ne and hit the sequence for

my notel in St. Louis instead. Merely a matter of
efficiency, in case there was a nessage worth adding to

ny report.

A woman' s face appeared on the screen and a snmile
appeared on her face. | wondered whether she would al -
ways snile whenever she heard a bell ring, or if the re-
flex was eventual |y extinguished in advanced retirenent.
It must be rough, being afraid to chew gum yawn, or
pi ck your nose.

"Ai rport Accomodati ons,’
you?"

she said. "May | help

"This is Donne. |'m checked into Room 106," | said.
"I"'maway right now and | wondered whet her there had
been any nessages for ne."

"Just a nonent," she said, checking sonething off to

her left. Then, "Yes," she continued, consulting a piece

of paper she now held. "You have one on tape. But it is
alittle peculiar. It is for someone else, in care of you."

"Ch? Who is that?"
She told me and | exercised sel f-control

"I see," | said. "I'Il bring himaround |ater and play it
for him Thank you."

She sm | ed again and made a good- bye noi se, and
did the same and broke the connection

So Dave had seen through ne after all. ... Wo
el se could have that nunber and ny real nane?

I might have given her some line or other and had her
transmt the thing. Only | was not certain but that she
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m ght be a silent party to the transnission, should life be
more than usually boring for her at that nonent. | had

to get up there nyself, as soon as possible, and personal -
Iy see that the thing was erased.

| took a big swallow of my drink, than fetched the
fol der on Dave. | checked out his number—there were
two, actually—and spent fifteen mnutes trying to get
hold of him No I uck.

kay. Good-bye New Ol eans, good-bye peace of

mnd. This time | called the airport and nade a reserva-
tion. Then | chugged the drink, put nyself in order,
gathered up ny few possessions, and went to check out
again. Hello Central ..

During ny earlier flights that day, | had spent tine

t hi nki ng about Teil hard de Chardin's ideas on the con-
tinuation of evolution within the realmof artifacts,
mat chi ng t hem agai nst Godel on nechani cal undeci d-
ability, playing epistenological ganes with the Hangman
as a counter, wondering, speculating, even hoping, hop-
ing that truth lay with the nobler part: (hat the Hang-
man, sentient, had nade it back, sane, that the Buns
killing had acually been sonething of the sort that now
seened to be the case, that the washed-out experinent
had really been a success of a different sort, a triunph,

a new link or fob for the chain of being . . . And Leila
had not been wholly discouraging with respect to the
neuristor-type brain's capacity for this. . . . Now,

t hough, now | had troubles of my own—and even the
nmost heartening of philosophical vistas is no match for,
say, a toothache, if it happens to be your own.

Accordi ngly, the Hangman was shunted aside and the

stuff of ny thoughts involved, mainly, nyself. There
was, of course, the possibility that the Hangman had i n-
deed showed up and Dave had stopped it and then

called to report it as he had prom sed. However, he had
used my nane.

There was not too nmuch planning that | could do un-

til | received the substance of. his comunication. It did
not seemthat as professedly religious a man as Dave

woul d suddenly be contenplating the blackmail busi-

ness. On the other hand, he was a creature of sudden

ent husi asns and had al ready undergone one unantici -

pated conversion. It was difficult to say. . . . H's tech-
ni cal background plus his know edge of the data bank
programdid put himin an unusual ly powerful position,
shoul d he decide to ness ne up.

I did not like to think of some of the things | have

done to protect nmy nonperson status; | especially did
not like to think of themin connection with Dave,
whom | not only still respected but still liked. Since

sel f-interest domi nated while actual planning was pre-
cluded, ny thoughts tooled then- way into a nore genera
groove.

It was Karl Mannheim a | ong while ago, who nade
the observation that radical, revolutionary, and progres-
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sive thinkers tend to enpl oy mechani cal netaphors for

the state, whereas those of conservative inclination nmake
veget abl e analogies. He said it well over a generation
before the cybernetics novenent and the ecol ogy nove-

ment beat their respective paths through the wl derness

of general awareness. If anything, it seemed to ne that
these two devel opnments served to el aborate the distinc-
tion between a pair of viewpoints which, while no | onger
necessarily tied in with the political positions Mannhei m
assigned them do seemto represent a continuing phe-
nomenon in ny own time. There are those who see

soci al / econoni c/ ecol ogi cal probl ens as mal functions

whi ch can be corrected by sinple repair, replacenent,

or streamining—a kind of |inear outl ook where even in-
novations are considered to be nmerely additive. Then
there are those who sometimes hesitate to nove at all
because their awareness follows events in the directions
of secondary and tertiary effects as they multiply and
crossfertilize throughout the entire system —+ digress to
extremes. The cybeneticists have their nultiple-feed-

back | oops, though it is never quite clear how they know
what ki nd of, which, and how nany to install, and the
ecol ogi cal gestaltists do draw |ines representing points of
di m ni shing returns—though it is sometimes equally dif-
ficult to see how they assign their values and priorities.

O course they need each other, the vegetabl e people

and the tinker-toy people. They serve to check one an-
other, if nothing el se. And while occasionally the bal -
ance dips, the tinkerers have, in general, held the edge
for the past couple of centuries. However, today's can
be just as politically conservative as the vegetabl e people
Mannhei m was tal ki ng about, and they are the ones

fear nost at the monent. They are the ones who saw the
data bank program in its present extreme form as a
simple renedy for a great variety of ills and a provider
of many goods. Not all of the ills have been renedied,
however, and a new brood has been spawned by the
programitself. Wiile we need both kinds, | w sh that
there had been nore people interested in tending the
garden of state rather than overhauling the engi ne of
state, when the program was inaugurated. Then | woul d
not be a refugee froma formof existence | find repug-
nant, and | would not be concerned whether or not a
former associ ate had di scovered ny identity.

Then, as | watched the lights below, | wondered

Was | a tinkerer because | would like to further alter the
prevailing order, into sonething nore confortable to

my anarchic nature? O was | a vegetable, dream ng

was a tinkerer? | could not nmake up nmy mind. The gar-

den of life never seens to confine itself to the plots phi-
| osophers have laid out for its conveni ence. Maybe a

few nore tractors would do the trick

| pressed the button.

The tape began to roll. The screen remai ned bl ank.
heard Dave's voi ce ask for John Donne in Room 106
and | heard himtold that there was no answer. Then
heard himsay that he wanted to record a nessage, for
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soneone el se, in care of Donne, that Donne would un-
derstand. He sounded out of breath. The girl asked him
whet her he wanted visual, too. He told her to turn it on
There was a pause. Then she told himto go ahead. Still
no picture. No words, either. His breathing and a slight
scrapi ng noi se. Ten seconds. Fifteen

"... Got ne," he finally said, and he nentioned ny

nane again. " Had to let you know |'d figured you
out, though. ... It wasn't any particular manneri sm
—any sinple thing you said . . . just your general style
—thi nki ng, tal ki ng—the el ectroni cs—everything—after

I got more and nore bothered by the famliarity—after

I checked you on petrochem-and marine bi o—Wsh |

knew what you'd really been up to all these years.

Never know now. But | wanted you—+to know-you

hadn't put one—ever on ne."

There foll owed another quarter mnute of heavy
breathing, climxed by a racking cough. Then a chocked,
" Said too nuch—+too fast—too soon. . . . A

used up.

The picture cane on then. He was sl ouched before

the screen, head resting on his arns, blood all over him
Hi s gl asses were gone and he was squinting and blink-
ing. The right side of his head | ooked pul py and there
was a gash on his left cheek and one on his forehead.

Sneaked up on me—while | was checking you

out," he nanaged. "Had to tell you what | |earned.
Still don't know—which of us is right. . . . Pray for
nme! "

His arns col |l apsed and the right one slid forward. H's
head rolled to the right and the picture went away.

Wen | replayed it, | saw it was his knuckle that had hit
the cutoff.

Then | erased it. It had been recorded only a little

over an hour after | had left him If he had not al so

pl aced a call for help, if no one had gotten to hi m quick-
ly after that, his chances did not | ook good. Even if they
had, though .

I used a public booth to call the nunber Don had giv-

en me, got hold of himafter some delay, told himDave
was in bad shape if not worse, that a team of Menphis
medi cs was definitely in order if one had not been by al-
ready, and that | hoped to call himback and tell him
more shortly, good-bye.

Next | tried Leila Thackery's nunber. | let it go for a
|l ong while, but there was no answer. | wondered how

long it would take a controlled torpedo noving up the

M ssissippi to get from Menphis to St. Louis. | did not
feel it was time to start |eafing through that section of

the Hangman's specs. Instead, | went |ooking for trans-
portation.
At her apartnent, | tried ringing her fromthe en-

trance foyer. Again, no answer. So | rang Ms. duntz.
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She had seened the nost guileless of the three | had in-
terviewed for ny fake consuner survey.

"Yes?"

"It's me again, Ms. duntz: Stephen Foster. |'ve just
a couple foll owup questions on that survey | was doing
today, if you could spare ne a few nonents."

"Wy, yes," she said. "All right. Come up."

The door hummed itself |oose and | entered. | duly
proceeded to the fifth floor, conposing nmy questions on
the way. | had planned this maneuver as | had waited
earlier solely to provide a sinple route for breaking and
entering, should sone unforeseen need arise. Mst of

the time my ploys such as this go unused, but sometines
they sinplify matters a lot.

Five m nutes and half a dozen questions later, | was

back down on the second floor, probing at the | ock on
Leila's door with a couple of little pieces of netal it is
sonetinmes awkward to be caught carrying

Half a minute later, | hit it right and snapped it back
I pulled on sonme tissue-thin gloves | keep rolled in the
coner of one pocket, opened the door and stepped in-
side. | closed it behind ne i mediately.

She was lying on the floor, her neck at a bad angle.
Hone |Is the Hangman |1 189

One table lanp still burned, though it was lying on its
side. Several small itens had been knocked fromthe ta-
bl e, a nagazi ne rack pushed over, a cushion partly dis-
pl aced fromthe sofa. The cable to her phone unit had
been torn fromthe wall

A humming noise filled the air, and | sought its
source.

| saw where the little blinking Iight was refl ected on
the wall, on—eff, on—eff.

I nmoved qui ckly.

It was a | opsided basket of netal, quartz, porcelain,

and glass, which had rolled to a position on the far side
of the chair in which I had been seated earlier that day.
The sane rig |'d seen in Dave's workshop not all that

| ong ago, though it now seemed so. A device to detect

the Hangman. And, hopefully, to control it.

| picked it up and fitted it over ny head.

Once, with the aid of a telepath, | had touched m nds
with a dol phin as he conposed dreansongs sonmewhere

in the Cari bbean, an experience so noving that its nere
menory had often been a confort. This sensation was
hardl y equi val ent

Anal ogi es and i npressions: a face seen through a wet

file:/lIF|/rah/Roger%20Zelazny/My%20Name%20Is%20Legion.txt (150 of 169) [8/27/03 11:36:27 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Roger%20Z el azny/My%20N ame%201 s%620L egion.txt

pane of glass; a whisper in a noisy termnal; scalp nmas-
sage with an electric vibrator; Edvard Munch's The
Scream the voice of Yna Sunmac, rising and rising and
rising; the di sappearance of snow, a deserted street, illu-
m nated as through a sniperscope |I'd once used, rapid
nmovenent past darkened storefronts that line it, an im
mense feeling of physical capability, conpounded of
proprioceptive awareness of enornous strength, a pecu-
liar array of sensory channels, a central, undying sun
that fed ne a constant flow of energy, a nenory vision
of dark waters, passing, flashing, echo-location wthin
them the need to return to that place, reorient, nove
north; Minch and Sumac, Munch and Sumac, Minch

and Sumac— Not hi ng.

Si | ence.

The humm ng had ceased, the |ight gone out. The en-

tire experience had lasted only a few nonments. There

had not been tine enough to try for any sort of control,
though an after-inpression akin to a bi of eedback cue

hinted at the direction to go, the way to think, to

achieve it. | felt that it mght be possible for me to work
the thing, given a better chance.

Renovi ng the hel net, | approached Leil a.

I knelt beside her and perforned a few sinple tests, al-
ready knowi ng their outcone. In addition to the broken
neck, she had received sone bad bashes about the head
and shoul ders. There was nothing that anyone could do
for her now.

I did a quick runthrough then, checking over the rest

of her apartnment. There were no apparent signs of
breaki ng and entering, though if | could pick one lock, a
guy with built-in tools could easily go ne one better

I located some w appi ng paper and string in the

kitchen and turned the helnmet into a parcel. It was tine
to call Don again, to tell himthat the vessel had indeed
been occupied and that river traffic was probably bad in
t he northbound | ane.

Don had told ne to get the helnmet up to Wsconsin,

where | would be met at the airport by a man naned
Larry, who would fly ne to the lodge in a private craft.
| did that, and this was done.

I also learned, with no real surprise, that David Fen-
tris was dead.

The tenperature was down, and it began to snow on

the way up. | was not really dressed for the weather
Larry told me | could borrow sone warmer clothing

once we reached the | odge, though | probably woul d not
be goi ng outside that nuch. Don had told themthat |

was supposed to stay as close to the Senator as possible
and that any patrols were to be handl ed by the four
guards thensel ves.

Larry was curious as to what exactly had happened so
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far and whether | had actually seen the Hangman. | did
not think it nmy place to fill himin on anything Don may
not have cared to, so | might have been a little curt. W
didn't talk nuch after that.

Bert net us when we | anded. Tom and O ay were

out side the building, watching the trail, watching the
woods. All of them were m ddl e-aged, very fit-1ooking,
very serious, and heavily armed. Larry took me inside
flien and introduced ne to the old gentleman hinsel f.

Senat or Brockden was seated in a heavy chair in the

far conmer of the room Judging fromthe layout, it ap-
peared that the chair might recently have occupi ed a po-
sition beside the window in the opposite wall where a

| onely watercol or of yellow fl owers | ooked down on

not hing. The Senator's feet rested on a hassock, a red

pl aid bl anket lay across his |l egs. He had on a dark-green
shirt, his hair was very white, and he wore riness read-
ing gl asses which he renobved when we entered.

He tilted his head back, squinted, and gnawed his
lower lip slowy as he studied me. He remai ned expres-
sionl ess as we advanced. A bi g-boned nan, he had
probably been beefy nmuch of his life. Now he had the
sl ack | ook of recent weight |oss and an unheal thy skin
tone. His eyes were a pale gray within it all

He did not rise.

"So you're the man," he said, offering ne his hand.
"I'mglad to neet you. How do you want to be call ed?"

"John will do," | said.
He made a small sign to Larry, and Larry depart ed.

"It's cold out there. Go get yourself a drink, John. It's
on the shelf." He gestured off to his left. "And bring ne
one while you're at it. Two fingers of bourbon in a water
glass. That's all."

I nodded and went and poured a coupl e.

"Sit down." He notioned at a nearby chair as | deliv-
ered his. "But first let me see that gadget you' ve
brought . "

I undid the parcel and handed himthe helnet. He

sipped his drink and put it aside. Taking the helnet in
bot h hands, he studied it, brows furrowed, turning it
conpletely around. He raised it and put it on his head.

"Not a bad fit," he said, and then he sniled for the
first tine, becom ng for a nonent the face I had known
fromnewscasts past. Ginning or angry—+t was al npbst

al ways one or the other. | had never seen his collapsed
l ook in any of the nedia.

He renoved the helnet and set it on the floor.

"Pretty piece of work," he said. "Nothing quite that
fancy in the old days. But then David Fentris built it.
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Yes, he told us about it. ." He raised his drink and
took a sip. "You are the only one who has actually got-
ten to use it, apparently. Wat do you think? WII it do
the job?"

"I was only in contact for a couple seconds, so |I've

only got a feeling to go on, not nmuch better than a
hunch. But yes, 1'd a feeling that if | had had nmore tine
I m ght have been able to work its circuits.”

"Tell me why it didn't save Dave."

"I'n the nmessage he left me, he indicated that he had
been distracted at his conputer access station. Its noise
probably drowned out the humm ng."

"Why wasn't this nessage preserved?"
"l erased it for, reasons not connected with the case.”

"What reasons?"

"My own."

H s face went fromsall ow to ruddy.

"A man can get in a lot of trouble for suppressing
evi dence, obstructing justice."

"Then we have sonmething in common, don't we, sir?"

Hi s eyes caught mine with a look | had only encoun-

tered before fromthose who did not wish ne well. He

held the glare for a full four heartbeats, then sighed and
seemed to rel ax.

"Don said there were a nunber of points you couldn't
be pressed on," he finally said.

"That's right."

"He didn't betray any confidences, but he had to tel
me sonet hi ng about you, you know. "

"I'd inmgine."

"He seenms to think highly of you. Still, | tried to
| earn nore about you on ny own."

“And . . . ?"

"I couldn't—and ny usual sources are good at that
ki nd of thing."

"So . . . ?

"So, |'ve done sone thinking, sonme wondering. .

The fact that ny sources could not conme up with any-
thing is interesting in itself. Possibly even revealing.
amin a better position than nost to be aware of the fact
that there was not perfect conpliance with the registra-
tion statute sonme years ago. It didn't take long for a
great nunber of the individuals involved—+ should
probably say 'nobst'—+to denpbnstrate their existence in
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one fashion or another and be duly entered, though

And there were three broad categories: those who were

i gnorant, those who di sapproved, and those who woul d

be hanpered in an illicit life-style. | amnot attenpting
to categorize you or to pass judgnent. But | am aware
that there are a nunber of nonpersons passing through
soci ety without casting shadows, and it has occurred to
me that you nmay be such a one."

| tasted ny drink.
"And if | an?" | asked.

He gave ne his second, nastier smle and said noth-

i ng.
I rose and crossed the roomto where | judged his
chair had once stood. | |ooked at the watercol or.

"I don't think you could stand an inquiry," he said.
I did not reply.

"Aren't you going to say sonethi ng?"

"What do you want nme to say?"

"You might ask me what | amgoing to do about it."

"What are you going to do about it?"

"Not hing," he answered. "So cone back here and sit
down. "

| nodded and returned.

He studied nmy face. "Was it possible you were cl ose
to violence just then?"

"Wth four guards outside?"
"Wth four guards outside."
"No," | said.

"You're a good liar."

"I amhere to help you, sir. No questions asked. That
was the deal, as | understood it. |If there has been any
change, | would like to know about it now "

He drummed with his fingertips on fhe plaid.

"I've no desire to cause you any difficulty," he said.
"Fact of the matter is, | need a man just |like you, and
was pretty sure soneone |ike Don mght turn himup

Your unusual maneuverability and your reported know -
edge of conputers, along with your touchiness in certain
areas, made you worth waiting for. I've a great nunber
of things | would like to ask you."

"Go ahead," | said.

"Not yet. Later, if we have tine. Al that would be

file:/lIF|/rah/Roger%20Zelazny/My%20Name%20Is%20Legion.txt (154 of 169) [8/27/03 11:36:27 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Roger%20Z el azny/My%20N ame%201 s%620L egion.txt

bonus material, for a report | amworking on. Far nore
i mportant—+o me, personally—there are things that |
want to tell you."

| frowned.

"Over the years," he went on, "I have |earned that
the best man for purposes of keeping his nouth shut
concerni ng your business is soneone for whomyou are
doi ng the sane."

"You have a conpul sion to confess sonet hi ng?"
asked.

"l don't know whether 'conpulsion' is the right word.
Maybe so, nmaybe not. Either way, however, soneone
anong those working to defend ne shoul d have the

whol e story. Something somewhere in it may be of help
—and you are the ideal choice to hear it."

"I buy that," | said, "and you are as safe with ne as
amwith you."

"Have you any suspicions as to why this business
bot hers nme so?"

"Yes," | said.
"Let's hear them™

"You used the Hangman to perform sone act or acts
—+llegal, immoral, whatever. This is obviously not a
matter of record. Only you and the Hangman now know

what it involved. You feel it was sufficiently ignom nious
that when that device cane to appreciate the full weight
of the event, it suffered a breakdown which may well

have led to a final determination to punish you for using
it as you did."

He stared down into his gl ass.
"You've got it," he said.
"You were all party to it?"

"Yes, but / was the operator when it happened. You

see ... we—+t—killed a man. It was—Actually, it al
started as a cel ebration. W had received word that af-
ternoon that the project had cl eared. Everything had
checked out in order and the final approval had cone
down the line. It was go, for that Friday. Leila, Dave,
Manny, and mysel f—ae had di nner together. W were

in high spirits. After dinner, we continued cel ebrating
and sonehow t he party got adjourned back to the instal-
| ation.

"As the evening wore on, nore and nore absurdities

seened | ess and | ess preposterous, as is sonetines the

case. W decided—+ forget which of us suggested it—

that the Hangman should really have a share in the fes-
tivities. After all, it was, in a very real sense, his party.
Bef ore too much longer, it sounded only fair and we

wer e di scussing how we could go about it. —You see,
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we were in Texas and the Hangnan was at the Space

Center in California. Getting together with himwas out
of the question. On the other hand, the tel eoperator sta-
tion was right up the hall fromus. Wat we finally de-
cided to do was to activate himand take turns working

as operator. There was already a rudi nentary consci ous-
ness there, and we felt it fitting that we each get in touch
to share the good news. So that is what we did."

He sighed, took another sip, glanced at ne.

"Dave was the first operator," he continued. "He acti -
vated t he Hangnman. Then—Well, as | said, we were al

in high spirits. W had not originally intended to renove
the Hangman fromthe | ab where he was situated, but

Dave decided to take himoutside briefly—to show him

the sky and to tell himhe was going there, after all.
Then Dave suddenly got enthusiastic about outwitting

the guards and the alarmsystem It was a gane. W al

went along with it. In fact, we were clanoring for a turn
at the thing ourselves. But Dave stuck with it, and he
woul dn't turn over control until he had actually gotten
the Hangman of f the premi ses, out into an uni nhabited
area next to the Center.

"By the time Leila persuaded himto give her a go at
the controls, it was kind of anticlimctic. That game had
al ready been played. So she thought up a new one: she
took the Hangman into the next town. It was |late, and
the sensory equi pment was superb. It was a chall enge—
passi ng through the town wi thout being detected. By
then, everyone had suggestions as to what to do next,
progressively nore outrageous suggestions. Then Manny
took control, and he wouldn't say what he was doi ng—
woul dn't let us monitor him Said it would be nmore fun
to surprise the next operator. Now, he was higher than
the rest of us put together, | think, and he stayed on so
damn long that we started to get nervous. —A certain
anount of tension is partly sobering, and | guess we all
began to think what a stupid-assed thing it was we were
doing. It wasn't just that it would weck our careers—
which it woul d—but it could blow the entire project if
we got caught playing ganes with such expensive hard-
ware. At least, / was thinking that way, and | was al so
thi nki ng that Manny was no doubt operating under the
very human wi sh to go the others one better.

"l started to sweat. | suddenly just wanted to get the
Hangman back where he bel onged, turn him off—you

could still do that, before the final circuits went in-shut
down the station, and start forgetting it had ever hap-
pened. | began | eaning on Manny to wind up his diver-

sion and turn the controls over to ne. Finally, he

agreed. "

He finished his drink and held out the gl ass.
"Wbul d you freshen this a bit?"
"Surely."

I went and got him some nore, added a touch to ny
own, returned to ny chair and waited.
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"So | took over," he said. "I took over, and where do

you think that idiot had left me? I was inside a building,
and it didn't take but an eyeblink to realize it was a
bank. The Hangman carries a |l ot of tools, and Manny

had apparently been able to guide himthrough the

doors without setting anything off. | was standing right
in front of the main vault. GCbviously, he thought that
shoul d be nmy challenge. | fought down a desire to turn
and make nmy own exit in the nearest wall and start run-
ning. But | went back to the doors and | ooked outsi de.

"I didn't see anyone. | started to let myself out. The
light hit me as | emerged. It was a hand flash. The
guard had been standing out of sight. He'd a gun in his
other hand. | panicked. | hit him —Reflex. If | am

going to hit someone, | hit himas hard as | can. Only |
hit himwith the strength of the Hangman. He must have
died instantly. | started to run and | didn't stop till | was

back in the little park area near the Center. Then
stopped and the others had to take ne out of the har-
ness."

"They nonitored all ms?" | asked.

"Yes, soneone cut the visual in on a side viewscreen
again a few seconds after | took over. Dave, | think."

"Did they try to stop you at any tine while you were
runni ng away?"

"No. Well, | wasn't aware of anything but what | was
doing at the tinme. But afterwards they said they were
too shocked to do anything but watch, until | gave out."
"l see."

"Dave took over then, ran his initial route in reverse,
got the Hangman back into the | ab, cleaned himup,
turned himoff. W shut down the operator station. W
wer e suddenly very sober."

He sighed and | eaned back, and was silent for a |long
whi | e.

Then, "You are the only person |'ve ever told this to,"
he sai d.

| tasted nmy own drink.

"W went over to Leila's place then," he continued,

"and the rest is pretty nuch predictable. Nothing we
could do would bring the guy back, we decided, but if

we told what had happened it could weck an expensive,
important program It wasn't as if we were crimnals in
need of rehabilitation. It was a once-in-a-lifetinme |lark
that happened to end tragically. Wat would you have
done?"

"I don't know. Maybe the same thing. |'d have been
scared, too."

He nodded.
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"Exactly. And that's the story."
"Not all of it, isit?"
"What do you nean?"

"What about the Hangnman? You said there was al -

ready a detectable consciousness there. You were aware

of it, and it was aware of you. It nust have had sone re-
action to the whol e busi ness. Wat was that |ike?"

"Dam you," he said flatly.

"I"'msorry."

"Are you a fanmily man?" he asked.

"No. "

"Did you ever take a snmall child to a zoo?"
"Yes."

"Then maybe you know t he experience. \When ny

son was around four | took himto the Washi ngton Zoo
one afternoon. We must have wal ked past every cage in
the place. He made appreciative coments every now

and then, asked a few questions, giggled at the nonkeys,
t hought the bears were very ni ce—probably because

they made himthink of oversized toys. But do you know
what the finest thing of all was? The thing that made

hi mjunmp up and down and point and say, 'Look, Dad-

dy! Look!"?"

I shook ny head.

"A squirrel looking down fromthe linb of a tree," he
said, and he chuckled briefly. "lIgnorance of what's im
portant and what isn't. |nappropriate responses. |nno-
cence. The Hangman was a child, and up until the time |
took over, the only thing he had gotten fromus was the
idea that it was a ganme: he was playing with us, that's
all. Then sonething horrible happened. ... | hope

you never know what it feels like to do something totally
rotten to a child, while he is holding your hand and
laughing. ... He felt all my reactions, and all of
Dave' s as he gui ded hi m back."

We sat there for a long while then

"So we had—traumati zed him" he said finally, "or

what ever ot her fancy term nol ogy you nmight want to

give it. That is what happened that night. It took a while
for it to take effect, but there is no doubt in ny mnd
that that is the cause of the Hangman's finally breaking
down. "

I nodded. "I see. And you believe it wants to kill you
for this?"
"Woul dn't you?" he said. "If you had started out as a

thing and we had turned you into a person and then
used you as a thing again, wouldn't you?"
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"Leila left a lot out of her diagnosis."

"No, she just omtted it in talking to you. It was al

there. But she read it wong. She wasn't afraid. It was
just a gane it had played—with the others. Its nenories

of that part mght not be as bad. | was the one that real-
ly marked it. As | see it, Leila was betting that | was the
only one it was after. Qoviously, she read it wong."

"Then what | do not understand," | said, "is why the
Buns killing did not bother her nore. There was no
way of telling imrediately that it had been a panicky
hoodl um rat her than the Hangnman."

"The only thing that | can see is that, being a very
proud woman—whi ch she was—she was willing to hold
with her diagnosis in the face of the apparent evidence."

"I don't like it. But you know her and | don't, and as

it tamed out her estimate of that part was correct.

Sonet hing el se bothers ne just as much, though: the

helmet. It | ooks as if the Hangnman kill ed Dave, then

took the "trouble to bear the helnet in his watertight
conpartment all the way to St. Louis, solely for pur-

poses of dropping it at the scene of his next killing. That
makes no sense what soever."

"It does, actually," he said. "I was going to get to that
shortly, but | might as well cover it now. You see, the
Hangrman possessed no vocal nechanism W comuni -

cated by neans of the equipnent. Don says you know

sonet hi ng about electronics . . . ?"
"Yes."
"Well, shortly, | want you to start checking over that

hel met, to see whether it has been tanpered with."

"That is going to be difficult," | said. "I don't know
just how it was wired originally, and |I'm not such a ge-
nius on the theory that I can just look at a thing and say
whether it will function as a tel eoperator unit."

He bit his lower lip.

"You will have to try, anyhow. There may be physi -
cal signs—scratches, breaks, new connections. —+ don't
know. That's your departnent. Look for them™

| just nodded and waited for himto go on

"I think that the Hangnan wanted to talk to Leila,"”

he said, "either because she was a psychiatrist and he
knew he was functioning badly at a level that transcend-
ed the mechanical, or because he m ght think of her in
terns of a nother. After all, she was the only woman in-
vol ved, and he had the concept of nother—with all the
conforting associations that go with it—$fromall of our
m nds. O maybe for both of these reasons. | feel he

m ght have taken the helnmet along for -that purpose. He
woul d have realized what it was froma direct nonitor-
ing of Dave's brain while he was with him | want you to
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check it over because it woul d seem possi ble that the
Hangman di sconnected the control circuits and left the
communi cation circuits intact. | think he m ght have
taken the helnet to Leila in that condition and attenpt-
ed to induce her to put it on. She got scared—tried to
run away, fight, or call for help—and he killed her. The
hel met was no | onger of any use to him so he discarded
it and departed. Obviously, he does not have anything to
say to ne."

| thought about it, nodded again.

"Ckay, broken circuits | can spot," | said. "If you
will tell me where a tool kit is, | had better get right to
it."

He made a stay-put gesture with his | eft hand.

"Afterwards, | found out the identity of the guard,"

he went on. "W all contributed to an anonynous gift
for his widow. | have done things for his famly, taken
care of them+the sane way—ever since. "

I did not |ook at himas he spoke.

i shed.

There was nothing else that | could do," he fin-

I remai ned silent.
He finished his drink and gave ne a weak snile.

"The kitchen is back there," he told ne, show ng ne
a thunmb. "There is a utility roomright behind it. Tools
are in there."

"Ckay. "

I got tony feet. | retrieved the helmet and started to-
ward t he doorway, passing near the area where | had
stood earlier, back when he had fitted nme into the prop-
er box and tightened a screw.

"Wait a mnute!" he said.
| stopped.

"Why did you go over there before? Wiat's so stra-
tegi c about that part of the roon?"

"What do you nean?"
"You know what | nean."
I shrugged.

"Had to go sonepl ace."

"You seemthe sort of person who has better reasons
than that."

I glanced at the walL

"Not then," | said.
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"I insist."

"You really don't want to know," | told him

"I really do."

"All right. | wanted to see what sort of flowers you
liked. After all, you're a client,” and | went on back

through the kitchen into the utility roomand started
| ooki ng for tools.

| sat in a chair turned sidewise fromthe table to face

the door. In the main roomof the | odge the only sounds

were the occasional hiss and sputter of the |ogs turning
to ashes on the grate.

Just a cold, steady whiteness drifting down outside
the wi ndow and a silence confirmed by gunfire, driven
deeper now that it had ceased. . . . Not a sigh or a
whi nper, though. And | never count them as storns un-
| ess there is w nd.

Big fat flakes down the night, silent night, w ndless
ni ght

Consi derabl e tine had passed since ny arrival. The
Senator had sat up for a long tinme talking with ne. He
was di sappointed that | could not tell himtoo nuch
about a nonperson subcul ture which he believed existed.
| really was not certain about it nyself, though | had oc-
casionally encountered what m ght have been its fringes.
I am not nmuch of a joiner of anything anynore, howev-
er, and | was not about to nention those things | mght
have guessed about this. | gave himny opinions on the
Central Data Bank when he asked for them and there
were sonme that he did not |ike. He had accused ne,

then, of wanting to tear things down without offering
anything better in their place.

My mind had drifted back, through fatigue and tine

and faces and snow and a | ot of space, to the previous
evening in Baltinore. How | ong ago? It made me think

of Mencken's The Cult of Hope. | could not give him

the pat answer, the workable alternative that he wanted,
because there m ght not be one. The function of criti-

ci smshoul d not be confused with the function of reform
But if a grass-roots resistance was building up, with an
under ground novenent bent on finding ways to circum

vent the record keepers, it might well be that rmuch of
the enterprise would eventual |y prove about as effective
and beneficial as, say, Prohibition once had. | tried to
get himto see this, but | could not tell how nuch he
bought of anything that | said. Eventually, he flaked out
and went upstairs to take a pill and lock hinself in for
the night. If it had troubled himthat 1'd not been able to
find anything wong with the helnet, he did not showit.

So | sat there, the helnet, the wal kie-tal kie, the gun
on the table, the tool kit on ne floor beside my chair,
the bl ack glove on ny left hand.
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The Hangman was coming. | did not doubt it.

Bert, Larry, Tom Cay, the helnet, m ght or m ght

not be able to stop him Sonethi ng bot hered me about

the whole case, but | was too tired to think of anything
but the immediate situation, to try to remain alert while

I waited. | was afraid to take a stinulant or a drink or
to light a cigarette, since ny central nervous systemit-
self was to be a part of the weapon. | watched the big

fat flakes fly by.
| called out to Bert and Larry when | heard the click

| picked up the helnet and rose to ny feet as its light
began to blink.

But it was already too |ate.

As | raised the helnmet, | heard a shot from outside,
and with that shot | felt a prenpnition of doom They
did not seemthe sort of men who would fire until they
had a target.

Dave had told nme that the helnet's range was ap-
proximately a quarter of a mile. Then, given the tine

| ag between the helnet's activation and the Hangman's
sighting by the near guards, the Hangman had to be

nmoving very rapidly. To this add the possibility that the
Hangman's range on brai nwaves night well be greater

than the helnmet's range on the Hangnan. And then

grant the possibility that he had utilized this factor while
Senat or Brockden was still |ying awake, worrying. Con-
clusion: the Hangnan mght well be aware that | was

where | was with the helmet, realize that it was the nost
danger ous weapon waiting for him and be noving for a
lightning strike at me before |I could come to ternms with
t he mechani sm

I lowered it over ny head and tried to throw all of ny
faculties into neutral

Agai n, the sensation of viewing the world through a
sni perscope, with all the conconmitant side-sensations.
Except that world consisted of the front of the | odge;

Bert, before the door, rifle at his shoulder; Larry, off to
the left, armalready fallen fromthe act of having

thrown a grenade. The grenade, we instantly realized,

was an overshot; the flamer, at which he now groped,

woul d prove usel ess before he could utilize it.

Bert's next round richocheted off our breastplate to-
ward the left. The inpact staggered us nonmentarily.

The third was a nmiss. There was no fourth, for we tore
the rifle fromhis grasp and cast it aside as we swept by,
crashing into the front door.

The Hangman entered the room as the door splin-
tered and col | apsed.

My mind was filled to the splitting point with the dou-
bl e vision of the sleek, gunmetal body of the advancing
tel efactor and the erect, crazy-crowned i nage of nyself
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—+eft hand extended, laser pistol in ny right, that arm
pressed close against ny side. | recalled the face and the
scream and the tingle, knew again that awareness of
strength and exotic sensation, and | noved to control it
all as if it were nmy own, to nake it ny own, to bring it
to a halt, while the image of nyself was frozen to snap-
shot stillness across the room

The Hangman sl owed, stumbled. Such inertia is not

canceled in an instant, but | felt the body responses pass
as they should. | had himhooked. It was just a matter of
reeling himin.

Then came the expl osi on—a thunderous, ground-

shaki ng eruption right outside, followed by a hail of
pebbl es and debris. The grenade, of course. But aware-

ness of its nature did not destroy its ability to distract.

During that nmonent, the Hangman recovered and

was upon nme. | triggered the laser as | reverted to pure
sel f-preservation, foregoing any chance to regain contro

of his circuits. Wth ny left hand I sought for a strike at
the mdsection, where his brain was housed.

He bl ocked ny hand with his armas he pushed the

hel met from ny head. Then he renoved fromny fin-

gers the gun that had turned half of his left side red hot,
crunpled it, and dropped it to the ground. At that no-
ment, he jerked with the inpacts of two heavy-cali ber
slugs. Bert, rifle recovered, stood in the doorway.

The Hangman pivoted and was away before | could
slap himw th the snother charge.

Bert hit himwith one nore round before he took the
rifle and bent its barrel in half. Two steps and he had
hol d of Bert. One quick novenent and Bert fell. Then

t he Hangman turned again and took several steps to the
right, passing out of sight.

| made it to the doorway in tinme to see himengulfed

in flames, which streaned at himfroma point near the
comer of the | odge. He advanced through them | heard
the crunch of nmetal as he destroyed the unit. | was out-
side intine to see Larry fall and lie sprawmed in the
snow.

Then the Hangman faced me once again.

This time he did not rush in. He retrieved the hel net
fromwhere he had dropped it in the snow. Then he
moved with a nmeasured tread, angling outward so as to
cut off any possible route | mght followin a dash for
the woods. Snowfl akes drifted between us. The snow
crunched beneath his feet.

| retreated, backing in through the doorway, stooping
to snatch up a two-foot club fromthe ruins of the door
He foll owed nme inside, placing the hel met—-al nost cas-
ual l y—en the chair by the entrance. | noved to the cen-
ter of the room and waited.
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| bent slightly forward, both arns extended, the end

of the stick pointed at the photoceptors in his head. He
continued to nove slowy and | watched his foot assem
blies. Wth a standard-nodel human, a |ine perpendi cu-

lar to the line connecting the insteps of the feet in their
various positions indicates the vector of |east resistance
for purposes of pushing or pulling said organismoff-bal-
ance. Unfortunately, despite the anthroponorphic de-

sign job, the Hangman's | egs were positioned farther

apart, he lacked human skel etal nuscles, not to nention

i nsteps, and he was possessed of a lot nbre mass than

any man | had ever fought. As | considered ny four

best judo throws and several second-class ones, |'d a
strong feeling none of themwould prove very effective.

Then he nmoved in and | feinted toward the photore-
ceptors. He slowed as he brushed the club aside, but he
kept coming, and | noved to ny right, trying to circle
him | studied himas he turned, attenpting to guess his
vector of |east resistance.

Bilateral symetry, an apparently hi gher center of

gravity . . . One clear shot, black glove to brain com
partnment, was all that | needed. Then, even if his refl exes
served to smash ne i mredi ately, he just m ght stay

down for the big long count hinself. He knewit, too. |
could tell that fromthe way he kept his right armin

near the brain area, fromthe way he avoi ded the bl ack
glove when | feinted with it.

The idea was a glinmrer one instant, an entire se-
quence the next.

Continuing nmy arc and noving faster, | made another
thrust toward his photoreceptors. Hi s swi ng knocked the
stick fromny hand and sent it across the room but that
was all right. | threw ny left hand high and nade ready
to rush him He dropped back and | did rush. This was
going to cost ne ny life, | decided, but no matter how
he killed ne fromthat angle, 1'd get ny chance.

As a kid, | had never been nuch as a pitcher, was a
| ousy catcher and only a so-so batter, but once | did get
a hit I could steal bases with some facility after that.

Feet first then, between the Hangman's | egs as he
moved to guard his mddle, | went in twisted to the
right, because no matter what happened | coul d not use
my left hand to brake nyself. | untw sted as soon as
passed beneath him ignoring the pain as ny left shoul -
der bl ade sl ammed against the floor. | immediately at-
tenpted a backward sonersault, |egs spread.

My | egs caught him at about the m ddl e from behind,

and | fought to straighten them and snapped forward
with all my strength. He reached down toward ne then,
but it mght as well have been mles. Hs torso was al-
ready novi ng backward. A push, not a pull, was what |
gave him my el bows hooked about his |egs.

He creaked once and then he toppl ed. Snapping ny
arnms out to the sides to free them | continued ny
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nmovement forward and up as he went back, throw ng

my |l eft arm ahead once nore and sliding ny |legs free of
his torso as he went down with a thud that cracked fl oor-
boards. | pulled ny left leg free as | cast nyself for-
ward, but his left leg stiffened and | ocked ny right be-
neath it, at a painful angle off to the side

H s | eft arm bl ocked ny blow and his right fell atop
it. The black gl ove descended upon his | eft shoul der.

| twisted ny hand free of the charge, and he trans-
ferred his grip to ny upper armand jerked me forward.
The charge went off and his left arm cane | oose and
rolled on the floor. The side plate beneath it had buck-
led alittle, and that was all

Hi s right hand |l eft ny biceps and caught nme by the

throat. As two of his digits tightened upon ny carotids, |
choked out, "You're making a bad mstake," to get in a
final few words, and then he switched ne off.

Athrob at a tinme, the world came back. | was seated

in the big chair the Senator had occupied earlier, ny
eyes focused on nothing in particular. A persistent buzz-
ing filled nmy ears. My scalp tingled. Sonething was

bl i nki ng on ny brow.

—Yes, you live and you wear the helnmet. If you at-
tenpt to use it against ne, 1 shall renove it. | am stand-
ing directly behind you. My hand is on the helnet's rim

-/ understand. Wat is it that you want?

—Very tittle, actually. But | can see that | nust tel
you sone things before you will believe this.

—You see correctly.

—Fhen 1 will begin by telling you that the four nen
outsi de are basically undamaged. That is to say, none of
their bones have been broken, none of their organs rup-
tured. | have secured them however, for obvious rea-
sons.

—Fhat was very considerate of you

—+ have no desire to harm anyone. | cane here only
to see Jesse Brockden.

—Fhe sanme way you saw David Fentris7

— arrived in Menphis too late to see David Fentris.
He was dead when | reached him

—Who killed hin®

—Fhe man Leila sent to bring her the hel net. He
was one of her patients.

The incident returned to ne and fell into place with a
snoot h, quick, single click. The startled, famliar face at
the airport as | was |eaving Menphis. | realized where

he had passed, notel ess, before: he had been one of the
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three nen in for a thereapy session at Leila's that norn-
ing, seen by me in the | obby as they departed. The nan

| had passed in Menphis was the nearer of the two who
stood waiting while the third cane over to tell ne that it
was all right to go on up

—hy7 Why did she do it!

—+ know only that she had spoken with David at

sone earlier time, that she had construed his words of
comng retribution and his nention of the control hel-
met he was constructing as indicating that his intentions
were to becone the agent of that retribution, with ny-

self as the proxi mate cause. | do not know what words
were really spoken. | only know her feelings concerning
them as | saw themin her mnd. | have been long in

|l earning that there is often a great difference between
what is neant, what is said, what is done, and that

which is believed to have been intended or stated and that
whi ch actually occurred. She sent her patient after the
hel met and he brought it to her. He returned in an agitat-
ed state of mnd, fearful of apprehension and further
confinement. They quarrel ed. My approach then acti -

vated the helnet, and he dropped it and attacked her. |
know that his first blow killed her, for | was in her mnd
when it happened. | continued to approach the building,
intending to go to her. There was sone traffic, however,
and | was delayed en route in seeking to avoi d detec-
tion. In the neantinme, you entered and utilized the hel-
met. | fled inmrediately.

—+ was so close! If | had not stopped on the fifth
floor with ny fake survey questions

—+ see. But you had to. You would not sinply have
broken in when an easier neans of entry was avail abl e.
You cannot bl ane yourself for that reason. Had you
come an hour |ater—er a day—you woul d doubtl ess fee
differently, and she would still be as dead.

But anot her thought had risen to plague ne as well.
Was it possible that the man's sighting ne in Menphis
had been the cause of his agitation? Had his apparent
recognition by Leila's nysterious caller upset hinP
Could a glinpse of nmy face anid the manswarm have
served to lay that final scene?

—Stop! | could as easily feel that guilt for having ac-
tivated the helnmet in the presence of a dangerous man
near to the breaking point. Neither of us is responsible
for things our presence or absence cause to occur in oth-
ers, especially when we are ignorant of the effects. It
was years before | |earned to appreciate this fact, and
have no intention of abandoning it. How far back do you
wish to go in seeking causes? In sending the man for the
hel met as she did, it was she herself who instituted the
chain of events which led to her destruction. Yet she
acted out of fear, utilizing the readi est weapon in what
she thought to be her own defense. Yet whence this

fear? Its roots lay in guilt, over a thing which had hap-
pened | ong ago. And that act al so—Enough! Guilt has
driven and damed the race of nan since the days of its
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earliest rationality. | amconvinced that it rides with al

of us to our graves. | ama product of guilt—+ see that

you know that. Its product; its subject; once its slave

But | have cone to terns with it: realising at last that it is a
necessary adjunct of nmy own neasure of humanity. | see

your assessnent of the deaths—that guard's, Dave's,

Leila' s—and | see your conclusions on nmany ot her things

as well: what a stupid, perverse, short-sighted, selfish race
we are. Wiile in many ways this is true, it is but another
part of the thing the guilt represents. Wthout guilt, man
woul d be no better than the other inhabitants of this

pl anet —excepting certain cetaceans, of which you have

just at this nonent nmade nme aware. Look to instinct for

a true assessnent of the ferocity of life, for a view of the
natural world before man came upon it. For instinct in

its purest form seek out the insects. There, you will see a
state of warfare which has existed for mllions of years
with never a truce. Man, despite enornous shortcom

ings, is neverthel ess possessed of a greater nunber of
kindly inpulses than all the other beings, where instincts
are the larger part of life. These inpulses, | believe, are
owed directly to this capacity for guilt. It is involved in
both the worst and the best of nan.

—And you see it as helping us to sonetinmes choose a
nobl er course of action

—Yes, | do.

—Fhen | take it you feel you are possessed of a free
will?

—Yes.
| chuckl ed.

—Marvin M nsky once said that when intelligent nma-
chines were constructed, they would be just as stubborn
and fallible as men on these questions.

—Nor was he incorrect. What | have given you on
these matters is only my opinion. | choose to act as if it
were the case. Wio can say that he knows for certain?

—Apol ogi es. What now? Why have you cone back?

—+ canme to say good-bye to ny parents. | hoped to
renove any guilt they mght still feel toward ne con-
cerning the days of ny childhood. | wanted to show
them | had recovered. | wanted to see them again.

—Where are you goi ng?

—Fo the stars. Wiile | bear the inmage of humanity

within nme, | also know that | am uni que. Perhaps what |
desire is akin to what an organic nman refers to when he
speaks of "finding hinmself." Now that | amin full pos-

session of ny being, | wish to exercise it. In ny case, it
means realization of the potentialities of ny design.
want to wal k on other worlds. | want to hang nyself out

there in the sky and tell you what | see.

—+'ve a feeling nmany people would be happy to help
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arrange for that.

—And | want you to build a vocal mechanism | have
designed for nyself. You, personally. And | want you to
install it.

Wy nme?

—+ nave known only a few persons in this fashion.
Wth you | see sonething in common, in the ways we
dwel | apart.

—+ will be glad to.

—+f | could talk as you do, | would not need to take

the helnmet to him in order to speak with ny father. WII
you precede ne and explain things, so that he will not
be afraid when |I cone in?

—F course.
—Fhen | et us go now.
I rose and led himup the stairs.

It was a week later, to the night, that | sat once again
i n Peabody's, sipping a farewell brew.

The story was already in the news, but Brockden had
fixed things up before he had let it break. The Hang-
man was goi ng to have his shot at the stars. | had given
hi m his voice and put back the arm| had taken away. |
had shaken his other hand and wi shed himwel |, just
that morning. | envied hima great nunber of things.

Not the | east being that he was probably a better man
than I was. | envied himfor the ways in which he was
freer than | would ever be, though |I knew he bore bonds
of a sort that | had never known. | felt a kinship with
him for the things we had in comon, those ways we
dwel | ed apart. | wondered what Dave would finally have
felt, had he lived | ong enough to neet hin? O Leila?
O Manny? Be proud, | told their shades, your kid grew
up in the closet and he's big enough to forgive you the
beating you gave him too.

But | could not help wondering. We still do not really
know t hat nmuch about the subject. Was it possible that
wi thout the killing he m ght never have devel oped a ful

human-styl e consci ousness? He had said that he was a
product of guilt—ef the Big Guilt. The Big Act is its
necessary predecessor. | thought of Godel and Turing
and chi ckens and eggs, and decided it was one of those
questions. -And | had not stopped into Peabody's to

t hi nk sobering thoughts.

I had no real idea how anything | had said mght in-
fluence Brockden's eventual report to the Central Data
Bank comrittee. | knew that | was safe with him be-
cause he was determined to bear his private guilt with
himto the grave. He had no real choice, if he wanted to
wor k what good he thought he m ght before that day.

But here, in one of Mencken's hangouts, | could not but
recall sone of the things he had said about controversy,
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such as, "Did Huxley convert WIberforce?" and "D d

Lut her convert Leo X?" and | decided not to set ny

hopes too high for anything that m ght emerge fromthat
direction. Better to think of affairs in terns of Prohibi-
tion and take another sip.

When it was all gone, | would be heading for ny

boat. | hoped to get a decent start under the stars. |'d a
feeling I would never ook up at themagain in quite the
same way. | knew | woul d sonetinmes wonder what

t hought s a supercool ed neuristor-type brain mght be

t hi nki ng up there, sonewhere, and under what peculiar
skies in what strange |ands | mi ght one day be remem
bered. | had a feeling this thought should have nmade ne
happier than it did.
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