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TALE OF THE TROIKA
Arkady and Boris Strugatsky

The story began like this. One day, at the peak of my work rush, as| was swesting over alost
shipment intended for the Kitezhgrad Magicotechnica Plant, my friend Eddie Amperian showed up in my
office. Being a polite and well-brought-up person, he did not materidize unceremonioudy right in the
rickety vigtor's chair, or barge in obnoxioudy through the wall, or hurtle through the open transom like a
catapulted cobblestone. Most of my friends are dwaysin ahurry, late for something, or behind schedule,
and they dways materiaize, or bargein, or hurtle through shameesdy whenever they fed likeit,
eschewing normal communications. Eddie was not like them: he modestly entered through the door. He
even knocked, but camein before | had time to answer.

He stopped in front of me, said hello, and asked:
"Do you gtill need the Black Box?"
"Box?" | muttered, my mind still on thelost goods. "What can | tdll you? What box do you mean?”

"I'm disturbing you, aren't 17" polite Eddie said carefully. "I'm sorry, but the boss sent me over. You
see, gpproximately an hour from now the new devator syslem will be launched for itsfirst run beyond the
thirteenth floor. We've been offered aride.”

My mind was gtill saturated with the noxious fumes of inventory jargon, and dl | could say was:
"We were supposed to have lost an elevator at the thirteenth floor of thisyear?

But then thefirgt few bits of Eddie'sinformation penetrated my gray matter. | laid down my pen and
asked him to repeat what he had said. Eddie did so, patiently.

"Redlly?' | asked in afaint whisper.

"Absolutdy,” Eddie said.

"Let'sgo,” | sad, getting the folder with the requisitions out of my desk.

"Where?'

"What do you mean where? To the seventy-sixth floor."

"Not just like that," Eddie said, shaking his head. "First we have to drop in to see the boss."

"What for?'

"He asked usto. There's some problem involved with the seventy-sixth floor. The boss wantsto brief
LEIll

| shrugged without arguing. | put on my jacket, pulled out the requisition for the Black Box from the
folder, and we set off to see Eddi€'s boss, Fedor Simeonovich Kivrin, head of the Department of Linear
Happiness.

An unbelievable hubbub reigned on the platform of thefirst floor in front of the elevator cage. The
door of the shaft was open, as was the door into the devator itself. Many lights were burning, the mirrors
were sparkling, and the polished surfaces gleamed. Under the old, pegling banner that proclaimed "Let's
Get the Elevator Up by the Holiday!" huddled a crowd of curiosity seekers and people wanting rides.
They weredl listening politely to Modest Matveevich Kamnoedov, the deputy director, who was giving
agpeech before some eectricians from the Solovetsk Boiler Supervisor's Department.

"Thismust be stopped,” Modest Matveevich exhorted. "Thisis an elevator, not some spectroscope
or microscope. The devator isapowerful means of locomotion—that's primary. It is aso ameans of



trangportation. The eevator must be like adump truck: it gets you there, dumps you out, and comes
back. That's point one. The administration haslong been aware that many of our fellow scientists, and
that includes some academicians, do not know how to use an eevator. We are combating this, and we
will put an end toit. There will be examinationsfor licenses for operating an elevator, and past servicesto
uswill not be taken into consideration ... the establishment of thetitle of Senior Elevator

Operator ... and so on. That's my second point. And on their part the el ectricians must guarantee
uninterrupted service. Theré's no usein falling back on objective conditions as an excuse. Our doganis
‘devatorsfor everyone." No matter who. The eevator must be able to withstand the entrance of the
least-educated academician.”

We made our way through the crowd and moved on. The pomp of that improvised meseting
impressed megreaily. | had the feding that today the eevator would actudly, findly, be running and
would continue running maybe for as much as twenty-four hours. That wasimpressive. The eevator had
awaysbeen the Achilles hed of the indtitute and of Modest Matveevich, persondly. Actualy, therewas
nothing specid about it. It was an elevator like any other, with its good points and its bad points. As
befits a proper elevator, it constantly strove to get stuck between floors, was aways occupied, burned
out the bulbs that were screwed into it, and demanded irreproachable behavior and adeft touch with the
gate. Getting into the elevator, one could never say with any certainty where and when one would be
getting out.

But our elevator did have one uniquetrait. It could not stand going above the thirteenth floor. | mean,
of course, that there are recorded instancesin the history of the ingtitute of individua skilled craftsmen
who managed to overcome the contrariness of the mechanism and, giving it its head, went up to
absolutely fantagtic heights. But for the average man, the endlessterritory of the ingtitute looming above
the thirteenth floor was just ablank. There were al kinds of rumors, some contradictory, about those
territories, dmost completely cut off from the world and the influence of the adminigtration. It was
maintained, for example, that the one hundred twenty-fourth floor had an exit into an adjoining space with
different physica properties, that on the two hundred thirtieth floor lived a mysterious race of
achemists—the spiritual descendants of the famous Union of the Nine established by the enlightened
Indian king Asoka, and that on the one thousand seventeenth floor, the old man, hiswife, and the Golden
Fish 4ill lived on the shore of the Blue Sea

The floor that interested me the most, and Eddie too, was seventy-six. It was there, according to
Inventory Control, that the Ideal Black Box was kept, indispensable to a computer [ab. A talking bedbug
lived there too, and the Department of Linear Happiness had long needed it. Asfar aswe could tell, the
seventy-sixth floor was a sort of storehouse for the anomalies of nature and society, and many of our
employees were eager to dig their clawsinto that treasure trove. Fedor Simeonovich Kivrin, for example,
dreamed of the granulated Grounds for Optimism that were supposed to be there. The guysfrom the
Department of Socia Meteorology were desperate for at least one quaified Cold Shoulder—three were
indicated as being there, and al three had an effective temperature close to absol ute zero. Old Christobal
Joséevich Junta, director of the Department of the Meaning of Life and doctor of the most unexpected
sciences, was champing at the bit to catch the sole remaining specimen of the Wingless Earthbound
Dream and stuff it. Over the past twenty-five years he had tried no less than six times to break through al
the barriersto the seventy-sixth floor, using his formidable powers of vertica trandocation. But even he
was unsuccessful: al the floors above thirteen, according to the clever plans of the ancient architects,
were solidly blocked againgt any type of trand ocation. Thus a successful launching of the elevator would
have Sgnified anew epoch in thelife of our collective.

We stopped outside Fedor Simeonovich's of Ece, and the old house spirit Tikhon, clean and
presentable, cheerily opened the door for us. Wewent in.

Fedor Simeonovich Kivrin was not aone. Olive-hued Christoba Joséevich Juntawas casudly draped
in the soft armchair behind hislarge work table, sucking on asmely Havanacigar. Fedor Smeonovich
himself, hislarge fingerstucked in his colorful suspenders, was walking up and down the office with his



head bowed. He was trying to step aong the very edge of the Persian carpet. Crystd vases on the table
held the Fruits of Paradise: the large, rosy apples of the Knowledge of Evil and the completely
inedible-looking, but nevertheless worm-eaten, apples of the Knowledge of Good. The porcelain dish at
Christoba Joséevich's elbow was full of cores and butts.

Detecting our presence, Fedor Simeonovich stopped in histracks.

"And herethey arein person,” he said without his customary amile. "P-p-please 9t down. T-t-timeis
short. K-K-Kamnoedov isablowhard, but he'll be through soon. Ch-Christo, why don't you
ex-ex-explain the circumstances, it dways comes out badly when | try."

We sat down. Christoba Joséevich, hisright eye squinting from the smoke, looked &t us critically.

"Il explain, if youwish," he said to Fedor Smeonovich. " The circumstances are such, young men,
that the first people to reach the seventy-sixth floor should be those of uswho are experienced and wise.
Unfortunately, the administration fedlsthat we are too old and too venerable to go on the first
experimental launch. Therefore, you are going, and | warn you right now that thiswill not beasimpletrip,
but reconnai ssance, and perhaps reconnai ssance under fire. Y ou'll need stamina, courage, and the utmost
discretion. Persondly, | do not observe any of these quaitiesin you, but | defer to the recommendation
of Fedor Simeonovich. And in any case, you must know that you will most likely bein enemy
territory—amerciless, crud enemy who will stop at nothing.”

That preface made me start sweating, but then Christoba Joséevich began explaining how things
stood.

It turned out that on the seventy-sixth floor lay the ancient city of Tmuskorpion, seized asatrophy of
war, way back when, by the vengeful Prince Oleg the Prophetic. From timeimmemoria Tmuskorpion
was the center of strange phenomena and the Site of strange events. Why this was so, no one knew, but
everything that could not berationally explained at any stage of scientific and technological progresswas
sent there to be preserved for better times.

Back inthe days of Peter the Great, at the same time that his famous museum, the Kunstkamera, was
being founded in St. Petersburg, the local Solovetsk authorities, in the person of Lieutenant Bombadier
Ptakha and his company of grenadiers, established "His Imperid Mgesty's Kameraof Marvelousand
Amazing Kunstswith a Prison and Two Steambaths' in Tmuskorpion. In those days, the seventy-sixth
floor was the second floor, and it was alot easier to get into His Imperial Mgesty's Kamera of Kunsts
than into the baths. But later, asthe Edifice of Knowledge grew, accessto it becameincreasingly difficult,
and ceased completely with the appearance of the elevator. Meanwhile the Kamera of Kunsts kept
growing, enriched by new exhibits, and became the Imperiad Museum of Zoologica and Other Natural
Wonders under Catherine the Greet, the Russian Imperia Preserve of Magica, Spiritual, and Occult
Phenomenaunder Alexander I1, and findly, the State Colony of Unexplained Phenomenaunder the
Research Ingtitute for Magic and Wizardry of the Academy of Sciences.

The destructive consequences of the invention of the devator impeded the exploitation of the treasure
trove for scientific research. Business correspondence with the administration was extremey difficult and
inevitably drawn-out: cableslowered with correspondence snapped under their own weight; carrier
pigeons refused to fly that high; radio communications were shaky because of the backwardness of
Tmuskorpion's technology; and the use of lighter-than-air craft merely led to needless expenditure of the
limited supplies of hdium. But dl that ishistory now.

Some twenty years ago the berserk elevator dropped off the Ingpection Commission of the Solovetsk
Committee on Municipa Economy on the seventy-sixth floor. They had come smply to discussthe
stopped-up plumbing in the labs of Professor Vybegalo on the fourth floor. What precisely went on
remains unknown. Vybegalo, who was waiting for the commission on the fourth floor, recounts that the
elevator rushed up past him with aterrifying roar, the glass door showing aglimpse of distorted faces,
and then the horrifying vision passed. Exactly an hour later the eevator car was discovered on the



thirteenth floor in alather, snorting, and gill trembling from excitement. The commission was not in the
car. A notewas glued to the wall, written on the back of aform for reporting unsatisfactory conditions. It
said: "Am going out to examine. | see astrange rock. Comrade Farfurkis has been reprimanded for going
into the bushes. Chairman of the Commission, L. Vuniukov."

For along time, no one knew on what floor L. Vuniukov and his subordinates had disembarked from
the elevator. The police came, and there were many awkward questions. A month later, two sealed
packages addressed to the head of the Municipa Economic Committee were found on the roof of the
car. One package contained a packet of decrees on cigarette paper that recorded reprimands of
Comrade Farfurkis or Comrade K hlebovvodov, for the most part for displaying individualism and some
inexplicable "Zuboism." The second package contained the materidsfor areport on the plumbing in
Tmuskorpion (the conditions were acknowledged to be unsatisfactory) and an gpplication to Accounting
for extrapay for high-dtitude duty.

After this, correspondence from above became rather regular. First came the minutes of the meetings
of the Inspection Commission of the Municipa Economic Committee, then of the Specid Commission on
Examining the Situation, then suddenly the Temporary Troika on Examining the Activity of Commandant
Zubo of the Colony of Unexplained Phenomena, and finally, after three reportsin arow on "crimina
negligence,” L. Vuniukov signed in as Chairman of the Troika on the Rationalization and Utilization of
Unexplained Phenomena. The newly formed triumvirate stopped sending down minutes and began
sending ingtructions and decrees. These documents were terrifying in form and content. They gave
incontrovertible evidence that the former commission of the Committee on Municipa Economy had
usurped power in Tmuskorpion and that it was incapable of wielding such power rationaly.

"The grestest danger," Christoba Joséevich continued in his even voice, sucking on the extinguished
cigar, "isthefact that these rascds have the well-known Great Round Sedl in their hands. | hope that you
redlize what thismeans.”

"l understand,” Eddie said quietly. ™Y ou can't hack it out even with an ax.” His clear face clouded
over. "What if we use the humanizer?'

Christoba Joséevich looked at Fedor Simeonovich.
"You cantry, of course," he said, shrugging. "However, I'm afraid that things have gonetoo far.”

"N-n-no, why do you say that?' Fedor Simeonovich countered. "T-try it, t-try it, Eddie. They're not
automatons up there. B-by the way, V-V-Vybegallo is up there, too."

"How come?'

It seemed that three months ago a demand had been sent down for a scientific consultant at afantastic
sdary. Nobody believed the slary offer, least of al Professor Vybegallo, who at that time was just
finishing up amgor project on developing, through reeducation, aworm that would bait itself on a hook.
Vybegallo announced to dl ears a the academic council hisdistrust of the offer and ran away that same
evening, leaving everything behind. Many saw him, briefcase in histeeth, clambering up theinner wall of
the elevator shaft, getting out on floors divisible by five to replenish his strength at the snack bars. A week
later a decree was lowered, stating that Professor A. A. Vybegallo had been appointed scientific
consultant to the Troika at the promised sdlary, with bonuses for his knowledge of foreign languages.

"Thanks," said polite Eddie. "That's va uable information. Shall we go?*

"Go, go, my dear friends," Fedor Simeonovich said, touched to the quick. He peered into the magic
crystal. "Yes, it'stime. Kamnoedov is g-getting to the end of his s-s-speech. B-be careful up there. It'sa
c-creepy, terrifying place.”

"And no emotiond" Christobal Joséevich indgsted. "If they don't give you your bedbugs and boxes—it
doesn't matter. Y ou are scouts. We will maintain one-way tel epathic communications with you. We will
follow your every move. Gathering information isyour primary god."



"We understand,” said Eddie.
Christobal looked us over one moretime.

"They should take Modest with them,” he muttered. "Fight fire with fire." He gave a hopel esswave of
the hand. "All right, go. Good luck."

Weleft, and Eddie said that now we had to drop into hislab and pick up the humanizer. He had been
quite activein practical humanization lately. Six cabinetsin hislab housed an experimentd apparatus
whose functiona principle boiled down to the fact that it repressed primitive urgesin the person
subjected to its rays and brought to the surface and directed outward al that was rationa, good, and
eternd. With the aid of this experimenta humanizer, Eddie managed to cure aphilatdig, return two
out-of -control hockey fansto the bosoms of their families, and bring a chronic danderer under control.
Now hewastrying to cure our close friend Vitya Korneev of insolence, unsuccessfully thusfar.

"How arewe going to lug dl this?" | asked, looking at the cabinetsin horror.

But Eddie calmed me down. It seemed that his portable verson was dmost ready. It wasless
powerful, but adequate, Eddie hoped, for our needs. "I'll finish soldering it there,”" he said, putting the flat
metal box in his pocket.

When we got back to the landing, Modest Matveevich was winding up his speech.

"Well put an end to this, too," he maintained in adightly hoarse voice. "Becausg, firgt of dl, the
elevator safeguards our lives. That's point one. And it saveswork time. The elevator costs money, and
we categorically forbid smoking init. Which of you are the volunteers?' he asked, turning to the crowd
unexpectedly.

Several voices responded, but Modest Matveevich turned down the candidates. "Y ou're too young
to ride around in elevators,” he announced. "Thisis no spectroscope, you know." Eddieand | silently
made our way to the front of the crowd.

"Wewant to go to seventy-six," Eddie said quietly.

There was arespectful silence. Modest Matveevich looked us over from head to toe with great
doulbt.

"Y ou look weak to me. Too green. Do you smoke?"
"No," said Eddie.
"Occasondly,” sad|.

Tikhon the house spirit ran out of the crowd and whispered in Modest Matveevich's ear. Modest
Matveevich pursed hislips.

"Well haveto check that," he said and took out his notebook. "What's your business up there,
Amperian?' he asked grumpily.

"“The Taking Bedbug."
"Andyou, Privdov?’
"The Black Box."

"Hmm." Modest Matveevich flipped through his book. "Correct, they arelocated there—The Colony
of Unexplained Phenomena. Let's see your requisitions.”

We showed him.
"Well, dl right, go on up. Y ouwon't be the first, and you won't be the last.”

He saluted us. Sad music began playing. The crowd hushed. We entered the elevator cab. | was sad
and scared and | remembered that | had not said good-bye to Stella. "They'll wipe them out up there,”
Modest Matveevich was explaining to someone. “Too bad, they're nice guys. Amperian doesn't even



smoke; cigarettes don't touch hislips.” The meta gate clanged shut. Eddie pushed the button for
seventy-six without looking at me. The door closed automatically, asign flashed saying "No smoking!
Fasten your seatbelts!"—and off we went.

At firg it moved dowly and lazily, at a hdf-hearted trot. Y ou could tdll that it did not like going
anywhere. Familiar corridors, the sad faces of our friends, and the homemade posters saying "Heroes!"
and "Y ou won't be forgotten!" floated down past us. On the thirteenth floor they waved to usfor the last
time, and the elevator headed for uncharted territories.

Seemingly uninhabited rooms appeared and disappeared, the jolts became less frequent and weaker,
and it fet asthough the elevator wasfaling adeep en route. It came to a complete halt on the sixteenth
floor. We had barely exchanged afew words with some armed guards, who turned out to work in the
Department of Enchanted Treasure, when the devator reared up on its hind legs and galloped off wildly
toward the zenith with ametalic whinny.

Lightslit up and relays clicked. The accd eration was pushing usinto thefloor. Eddieand | clung to
each other to stay on our feet. The mirrors reflected our sweaty, tense faces, and we had prepared for
the worst when the gallop changed to a canter and the force fell to one and ahalf g's. We cheered up.
Making our hearts skip, the elevator parked itself at the fifty-seventh floor. The door opened and a
heavy-set middle-aged man camein, carrying an open accordion. He casudly extended "Greetingsto
oneand al!" and pushed sixty-three. When the eevator started moving, he leaned againgt thewall and,
rolling hiseyes, sarted playing "Little Bricks' softly.

"From below?" heinquired indolently, without turning to us.
"From below," wereplied.

"Kamnoedov 4till there?

"Yes"

"Well, say hello," the stranger said and paid no more attention to us. The eevator rose dowly,
trembling in time with the song.

Eddie and | were so embarrassed that we set oursalves to learning the "Rules of Operation” etched
on abrassplate. We learned that it was againgt the rules: for bats, vampires, and flying squirrelsto settle
in the car; to exit through the wallsin case of an emergency stop between floors; to transport flammable
and explosve materids aswell asvessels containing genies or dragons without fireproof muzzles; and for
house spirits to use the e evator without accompanying humans. Also everyone without exception was
forbidden to create mischief, be involved in deegping, or to hop.

We did not have the chance to read al the rules. The car stopped, the stranger got out, and Eddie
pressed seventy-six one more time. At that very second the elevator rushed up with aferocity that made
us blank out. When we cameto, the elevator was motionless and the door was open. We were on the
seventy-sixth floor. We looked at each other and went out bearing our requisitions over our headslike
white flags. | do not know for surewhat it was we expected, but it was bound to be bad.

However, nothing terrible happened. We found oursalvesin around, empty, and very dusty room
with alow gray ceiling. A white boulder, looking like an antitank stake placement, grew out of the
parquet floor. Old yellowed bones were scattered around the boulder. There was the smell of mice, and
it was murky. Suddenly the elevator gate clanged shut. We shuddered and turned around, but al we saw
was the roof of the descending car. An evil roar filled the room and died down. We were trapped. |
desperately wanted to get back downstairsimmediately, but the lost look that crossed Eddi€'s face gave
me strength. | stuck out my jaw, folded my hands behind my back, and headed for the boulder,
maintaining an independent and skeptical air. Just as| had expected, the boulder was aroad marker,
often encountered in fairy tales. The sSign over it looked something like this:

No.1. If you go to theright, you'll lose your head.



No.2. If you go to the left, you'll get nowhere.
No.3. If you go straight, you'll

"They've scraped off the last part,” Eddie explained. "Aha. Theré's something else written in pencil:
'We are here ... we consulted the people ... and theopinionis... that we should go ... straight. Signed:
L. Vuniukov.""

We looked straight ahead. Our eyes had adjusted to the diffused light, and we saw the doors. There
were three of them. The doors|eading to what might be considered the right and the | eft were boarded
shut, and there was a path going around the boulder through the dust from the elevator to the middle
door.

"l don't like any of this" | said with courageousforthrightness. "Thesebones ... "
"| think they'reivory," Eddie said. "But that's not important. We can't go back, can we?"

"Maybe we could write anote and throw it down the shaft? Otherwise well disappear without a
trace."

"Alex, don't forget that we are in telepathic communication. It's embarrassing. Get yourself together.”

| got mysdlf together. | stuck out my jaw again and resolutely strode toward the middle door. Eddie
walked next to me.

"The Rubiconiscrossed!" | announced and kicked the door.

The effect was wasted. There was a barely noticeable sign on the door that said "Pull,” and the
Rubicon had to be crossed a second time, without the grand gestures and with the humiliating application
of forceto the powerful springs.

There was a park bathed in sunlight on the other side of the door. We saw sandy paths, trimmed
hedges, and warning signs. "Do not walk on the lawn and do not eat the grass.” There was a cast-iron
park bench with abroken back, and a strange man wearing a pince-nez was sitting on it, reading a
newspaper and wriggling his bare toes. Seeing us, he became embarrassed for some reason, and without
lowering the paper, removed the pince-nez agiley with histoes, wiped the lenses on histrousers, and put
it back. Then he set asde the paper and rose. He wastall, very hairy, and wore a clean white vest and
blue linen pants with suspenders. The gold-rimmed pince-nez squeezed the broad bridge of his nose and
gave him aforeign look. He resembled something out of apolitical cartoon in the centra newspapers. His
big pointy earstwitched, and he took severa stepstoward us and spoke in ahoarse but pleasant voice:

"Welcome to Tmuskorpion, and alow meto present myself. | am Fedyathe Abominable Snowman.”
We bowed slently.

"Y ou're from below, no? Thank God. I've been waiting for you for over ayear—ever sincel was
rationdized. Let'sst down. Therés gill an hour until the evening session of the Troika. | would very
much like, with your permission, for you to appear at the meeting with some preparation. Of course, | do
not know that much, but permit meto tell you all that | do.”

CASE 42: OLD MAN EDELWEISS

We crossed the threshold of the meeting room exactly &t five o'clock. We had been briefed, we were
prepared for anything, and we knew what to expect. Or so | thought. | must admit that Fedyals
explanations had calmed me somewhat. But Eddie had become depressed. | was surprised by his
depression, but | attributed it completely to the fact that Eddie had aways been aman of pure science far
removed from lost shipments, paper punching, and expense forms. And so his depresson made me, a
man of wider experience, fed superior. | felt more mature and | was ready to act accordingly.



There was only one man in the room—judging by Fedyas descriptions, it was Comrade Zubo, the
Commandant of the Colony. He sat a a smdll table, holding an open folder, and was blinking with barely
repressed excitement. He was emaciated, hislipswere in constant motion, and his eyes were white, like
an antique satue's. He did not notice us at first, and we quietly found seats under the sign on thewall that
said "Representatives." The room was three windows wide, and a bare demongtration table stood by the
door. Another table, a huge one covered with green baize, stood againgt the opposite wall. A hideous
brown safe towered in the corner; the commandant's table, littered with manilafolders, huddled next toit.
Therewas ill another table in the room, under the " Scientific Consultant” sign, aswell asagigantic cloth
banner, covering awall and ahdf, that read: “The people do not need unhedthy sensationalism. The
people need hedthy sensationaism.” | looked over at Eddie. He was staring at the banner, utterly
crushed.

The commandant suddenly looked up, sniffed with hisbig nose, and unearthed our presence.
"Outsderd”

We stood and bowed. The commandant, keeping his eyes fixed on us, got up from hislittle table,
took afew stedthy steps, and stopped before Eddie and extended his hand. Polite Eddie, smiling
weakly, shook hands and introduced himself, then stepped back and bowed once more. The
commandant seemed shaken. For afew seconds he remained in position, then brought hishand up to his
face and examined it suspicioudy. Something was wrong. The commandant blinked rapidly and then
anxioudy examined the floor at hisfeet, asthough looking for something he had dropped. Then | got it.

"The documents! Show him the documents!™

The commandant, smiling nervoudy, kept looking around him. Eddie quickly shoved hisID and
requisition a him. The commandant cameto life. His movements became rational. His eyes devoured the
requisition, then the photograph on the papers, and then Eddie himsalf for dessert. The resemblance
between the photograph and the origina brought him obviousjoy.

"Very pleased!" he exclaimed. "The nameis Zubo. Commandant. Glad to welcome you. Make
yourself comfortable, Comrade Amperian, make yoursdlf a home, you and | till have alot of work
ahead of us." He stopped and looked at me. | aready had my papersin my hand. The process of
devouring was repested.

"Very pleased!” the commandant exclaimed with exactly the same intonation. "The nameis Zubo.
Commandant. Glad to welcome you. Make yoursdf comfortable, Comrade Privalov, make yoursdf at
home."

"What about ahote?' | asked in abusinesdike manner. | felt that that would be the right tone to take
with him. But I waswrong. The commandant let my question fal on deaf ears. He was examining the
requigition.

"Box, Black, Ideal," he muttered. "We do have one, it hasn't been examined yet. The Talking Bedbug
has been rationalized, Comrade Amperian. | don't know, | don't know. It all depends on Lavr
Fedotovich. I'd beworried if | wereyou."

He suddenly clammed up, listened, and dashed back to his seat. There were footsteps, voices, and
coughing in the foyer. The door opened, pushed by apowerful hand, and the Troika, that mighty
triumvirate, gopeared in the room in full complement—all four of them.

Lavr Fedotovich VVuniukov, in complete agreement with the description, white, deek, and strong,
moved to his seat without looking at anyone. He sat down, set hislarge briefcase in front of himsdf,
opened it with aflourish, and tarted arranging on the green baize al the objects necessary for a
successful chairmanship: ablotter trimmed in dligator leather, a selection of pensin acafskin holder, a
pack of Herzegovina-Hor cigarettes, alighter in the shape of the Arc de Triomphe, and apair of
prismatic opera glasses.

Rudolf Arkhipovich Khlebovvodov, shriveled and yellow, sat on Lavr Fedotovich'sleft and



immediately began whispering in hisear, letting his eyes roam aimlesdy from corner to corner.

Redheaded and baggy Farfurkisdid not it at the table. Democratically, he seated himsdlf ona
wooden chair across from the commandant, opened afat notebook with atattered cover, and
immediately made anotation.

The scientific consultant, Professor Vybegallo, whom we recogni zed without any description, looked
usover indifferently, frowned, glanced up a the celling, asthough trying to remember where he had seen
us. He may have remembered, maybe not, but he sat at his table and prepared for hisimportant duties.
He began setting up The Small Soviet Encyclopedia, volume by volume, on histable,

"Harrumph," Lavr Fedotovich said and looked around with a gaze that penetrated walls. Everyone
was ready: Khlebovvodov was whispering, Farfurkis made a second notetion, the commandant, like a
student making last-minute preparations, was hysterically leafing through his papers, and Vybegalo set up
Volume Six. Asfor the representatives, that is, us, we gpparently were of no sgnificance. | looked at
Eddie and quickly turned away. Eddie was closeto total demoralization—Vybegalo's appearance was
the last straw.

"The evening session of the Troikais hereby declared opened,” Lavr Fedotovich said. "Next! Y our
report, please, Comrade Zubo." The commandant jumped up, and holding the open folder, began
gpeeking in ahigh-pitched voice:

"Case 42. Surname: Mashkin. Name: Edelweiss. Patronymic: Zakharovich."

"When did he suddenly become Mashkin?' Khlebovvodov demanded disdainfully. "Babkin, not
Mashkin! Babkin, Edeweiss Za-kharovich. | worked with him way back when in the Committee on
Dairy Affairs. Eddie Babkin, a stout fellow, loved heavy cream. And, by the way, he's no Edelweiss,
ether. He's Eduard. Eduard Petrovich Babkin."

Lavr Fedotovich dowly turned astony faceto him.
"Babkin?' hesaid. "I don't remember. Continue, Comrade Zubo."

"Patronymic: Zakharovich," the commandant continued, his cheek twitching. "Y ear and place of birth:
1942, City of Smolensk. Nationdlity ... "

"E-dul-weiss or E-dol-weiss?' asked Farfurkis.

"E-dd-weiss," said the commandant. "Nationdlity: Belorussian. Education: Incomplete secondary
generd, incomplete secondary technica. Knowledge of foreign languages. Russian, fluent, Ukrainian and
Belorussian, with adictionary. Place of occupation ... "

Khlebovvodov suddenly smacked himself loudly on the forehead.
"Of coursenot!" he shouted. "He died!"
"Who died?' Lavr Fedotovich asked woodenly.

"That Babkin! | remember asif it happened yesterday—he died of a heart attack in 1956. He had
becomefinancid director of the All-Russian Society of Nature Experimenters and he died. So there must
be some mistake here."

Lavr Fedotovich took his opera glasses and studied the commandant, who had lost his faculty of
speech.

"Does your report reflect the fact of hisdeath?' heinquired.

"AsGodismy ... " babbled the commandant. "What death? Hes dive, he'sin the waiting room."

"Just aminute," Farfurkisinterrupted. "Allow me, Lavr Fedotovich? Comrade Zubo, who iswaiting in
the room outside? But be precise. Surname, name, and patronymic.”

"Babkin!" the commandant said in despair. "No, no, what am | saying? Not Babkin—Mashkin!
Mashkin iswaiting. Eddweiss Za-kharovich."



"l understand,”" said Farfurkis. "And whereis Babkin?"

"Babkin died," said Khlebovvodov authoritatively. "I can tell you that for sure. In 1956. Of course, he
did have ason. Pavd, | think. That means his name was Pavel Eduardovich. He runs atextile remnants
gorein Golitsyn, which is south of Moscow. He'sagood businessman, but | don't think hisnameis
Pavel after dl."

Farfurkis poured a glass of water and gave it to the commandant. In the gathering stillness, we could
hear the commandant's resonant gulps. Lavr Fedotovich kneaded a cigarette.

"No oneisforgotten and nothing is overlooked. That is good. Comrade Farfurkis, | will ask you to
enter into the minutes, in the verification section, that the Troikafed sit would be vauable to take
measures to find the son of Babkin, Eduard Petrovich, in order to determine his name. The people do not
need nameless heroes. We do not have them.”

Farfurkis nodded and began writing rapidly in his notebook.

"Have you had enough water?' Lavr Fedotovich inquired, looking a the commandant through his
operaglasses. "Then continue your report.”

"Place of occupation and profession at present time: Retired inventor,” the commandant read
unsteadily. "Trave abroad: None. Brief description of the unexplained: A heuristic machine, that is, an
electronic and mechanica gpparatus that solves engineering, scientific, sociological, and other problems.
Nearest relatives. Orphan, no brothers or ssters. Address of permanent residence: Novosibirsk, 23
Shchukinskaia Street, apartment 88. That'sdl."

"Any motions?' asked Lavr Fedotovich, lowering hisheavy lids. "I movewelet himin," sad
Khlebovvodov. "Why do | suggest this? Because whét if heis Pavel?!

"Any other motions?' asked Lavr Fedotovich. He felt around the table for the button, could not find
it, and addressed the commandant. "L et the case come in, Comrade Zubo."

The commandant hurled himself at the door, stuck out his head, and immediately returned, backing al
the way to his seet. Behind him, bent by the weight of a huge black case, came awizened littleold manin
along belted blouse and military jodhpurs with orange braid. On theway to the table, hetried severa
timesto stop hisforward motion and give adignified bow, but the case's powerful inertiadragged him
ever forward. There might have been casudtiesif Eddie and | had not grabbed thelittle old man just
inches away from the trembling Farfurkis. | recognized the old man—he had come to the ingtitute many
times, and to many other ingtitutes, and once | had seen him in the reception room of the Deputy Minister
of Heavy Machine-building, where hewasfirg inline, patient, clean, and brimming with enthusasm. He
wasanicelittle old man, and harmless, but unfortunately he could think of himself only as an insrument of
scientific and technologica progress.

| took the heavy case and lugged hisinvention up on the demonstration table. Freed at last, the old
man bowed and said in aquavering voice:

"My respects. Edeweiss Zakharovich Mashkin, inventor.”

"That's not him," Khlebovvodov saidin alow voice. "That's not him and it doesn't even look like him.
| guessit'sacompletely different Babkin. Just someone with the same name, | guess.”

"Yes, gr," agreed thelittle old man, smiling. "1've brought thisto be judged by the public. Professor
Vybegdlo, here, God grant him health, recommended it. I'm ready to demongtrateit, if you like, because
| sure have been overstaying my welcomein your Colony.”

Lavr Fedotovich, who was scrutinizing him attentively, laid down his opera glasses and cocked his
head. The old man bustled around. He took the cover off the case, reveding a bulky, ancient typewriter,
took a bundle of wiring from his pocket, stuck one end into the bowels of the machine, unwound the
wiring, and pluggediitin.

"Thereg, if you please, you have the heuristic machine,” said the old man. "A precise eectromechanica



gpparatus for answering any questions, specificaly scientific and economic ones. How doesit work?
Being short of funds and being held up by various amounts of red tape, | have not been able to make it
fully automatic yet. The questions are posed orally, and | type them and enter them insde, bring them to
its attention, so to speak. Its answers, again due to incomplete automation, are typed by meagain. 'ma
type of middleman here, hee hee! So, if it pleasesyou, let usbegin.”

He moved up to the machine and switched it on with agrand gesture. A neon light went onin its
bowels.

"Please," repeated the old man.
"What'sthat light in there?' Farfurkis asked curioudy.

The old man immediately struck the keys, then quickly tore the paper from theroller, and raced up to
Farfurkis. Farfurkisread it doud.

"Question: What isthat ... hum ... that lo ... lofjt. Or isit pofit? What's this | ofjt?"

"That's'light’, " said the old man, giggling and rubbing his hands together. "That's code." He grabbed
the paper from Farfurkis and ran back to the typewriter. "That was the question,” he explained, putting
the paper back in theroller. "And now let's seewhat it answers.”

The members of the Troikawatched with interest. Professor Vybegallo glowed with fatherly pride
and with refined and flowing movements picked litter from his beard. Eddie had settled into an apathetic
gloom. Meanwhile the old man typed away. He pulled out the paper again.

"Here'sthe answer, if you please.”

Fafurkisread it.

"'Insade, | haveaneon ... hum ... aneonette. What's a neonette?’

"Eine Sekunde!" the inventor cried, grabbed the paper, and scurried back to the typewriter.

The affair went on. The machine gave anilliterate explanation of aneon bulb, then answered Farfurkis
by telling him it spelled "in-sade" according to the rules of grammar, and then:

Farfurkis: "What grammar?'

Machine: "Why our own Russian grmr.”

Khlebowodov: "Do you know Eduard Petrovich Babkin?'
Machine: "No how."

Lavr Fedotovich: "Harrrumph. What motions are there?'
Machine: "To acknowledge me asascientific fact.”

The old man ran back and forth and typed with unbelievable speed. The commandant jumped up and
down excitedly in his chair and kept giving us athumbs-up sgn. Eddie dowly regained his psychic
balance.

Khlebowodov (irritably): "I cannot work under these conditions. Why is he racing back and forth
likeatincaninthewind?'

Machine: "Because of my eagerness.”

Khlebowodov: "Will you get that paper away from me? Can't you seethat | am not asking you
anything?”

Machine: "Yes, | can."

The Troikafindly understood that if they ever wanted to end that day's meeting they would have to
stop asking questions, even rhetorica ones. Silence reigned. The old man, who was quite worn out by

then, perched on the edge of achair, and panted, mopping himsalf with his handkerchief. Vybegallo
looked around proudly.



"Thereisamotion,” said Farfurkis, carefully choosing hiswords. "L et the scientific consultant make an
expert judgment and report on hisdecison.”

Lavr Fedotovich looked at Vybegallo and regaly bowed hishead. Vybegdllo rose. Vybegallo smiled
politely. Vybegallo pressed hisright hand to his heart. Vybegalo spoke.

"Cest ... " hesad. "It'snot right, Lavr Fedotovich. Beit asit may, but j'ai recommended ce noble
vieux. Therewill betak, that thisis nepotism, favoritism. And neverthelessthisisarare event and an
obvious case, perfectly valuable, rationdization iscaled for. C'est clear from the experiment. | would not
liketo end abright beginning, nip initiative in the bud. What would be better? It would be better if some
other expert gave his opinion, someone impartid, it would be better. Here among the representatives
from below | see Comrade Alexander Ivanovich Privalov (I shuddered). A comrade specidizingin
computers. And impartid. Let him. | fed that it would be of vdue."

Lavr Fedotovich raised his opera glasses and examined each of usin turn. Eddie had cometo life and
waswhispering: "Alex, you mudt! Giveit to them! Thisisour chance!™

"Thereisamoation,” said Farfurkis, "to ask comrade representative from below to collaborate with the
work of the Troika."

Lavr Fedotovich put down his opera glasses and gave his consent. Now everyone looked a me. I, of
course, would not have become involved in thisaffair at dl if it had not been for the old man. Ce noble
vieux was batting his reddened lids at me so pathetically and his whole appearance screamed that he
would pray for mefor therest of hislife. | couldn't resst. | reluctantly rose and went over to the
typewriter. The old man smiled at me. | looked over the apparatus.

"Well, dl right. By heurigtic programming we mean the attempt to imitate human thought processesin
digital computer. Here we have a Remington typewriter, madein 1906, in fairly good condition. The type
isprerevolutionary and also in good condition.” | caught the old man's pleading ook, sighed, and turned
on the switch. "'In short, the typing construction contains nothing new. Only the very old.”

"Insade!" the old man whispered. "L ook insade, where there's an andyzer and athinker."

"Theandyzer," | sad. "Therésno andyzer here. Thereisaserid rectifier, dso ancient. A plain neon
bulb. A switch. A good switch, it'snew. Thereisaso acord, brand new. That, | guess, isthat."

"And your concluson?' Farfurkisinquired in alively tone.
Eddie was nodding at me approvingly, and | let him know that | would try.

"My conclusion,” | said. "The described Remington typewriter, in conjunction with arectifier, neon
bulb, switch, and cord does not represent anything unexplainable.”

"What about me?" the old man shouted.
Eddie showed methat it wastime for aleft hook, but | just couldn't.

"Wel, of course,” | mumbled. "Thisevincesalot of work. (Eddie grabbed his hair.) |, of course,
understand ... the good intentions. (Eddie looked at me with contempt.) But redly, themantried his
best, youcantjust ... "

"Havefear of God," Eddie said clearly.

"Why not? L et the man keep on working, if it interests him. I'm only saying that thereis nothing
inexplicable about this. But it'sactualy quite clever.”

"Arethere any questions for our scientific consultant pro tern?' asked Lavr Fedotovich.

Hearing an interrogative intonation, the old man made a dash for the machine, but | stopped him by
grabbing him round thewai&t.

"That'sright," said Khlebovvodov. "Hold on to him. It's hard to work otherwise. Thisisn't an evening
of twenty questions, you know. Why don't you unplug it for now, anyway?| don't like it eavesdropping.”



| freed ahand and clicked off the switch. The light went out and old man quieted down.
"But | ill have aquestion,” Khlebovvodov went on. "How doesit answer?"

| looked at him flabbergasted. Eddie was himsdlf again and was glaring a the Troika. Vybegdlo was
pleased. He pulled out along twig from his beard and stuck it between his teeth.

"Rectorizers and switches," said Khlebovvodov. "Comrade pro tem explained dl that rather well. But
he did not explain onething: he did not explain the facts. And the incontrovertible fact is that when you
ask aquestion, you get an answer. In written form. And even when you ask someone else aquestion,
you get an answer. In written form. And you say, comrade pro tem, that there is nothing inexplicable
here. The ends do not meet. We do not understand what science has to say on the subject.”

Science as embodied by me had lost its power of speech. Khlebovvodov had cut me, stabbed mein
the back, killed and buried me. But Vybegallo reacted in time.

"C'est, " hesad. "That'swhat | said, avauable beginning! Thereisan dement of the unexplained,
that'swhy | recommended it. C'est, " heturned to the old man. "Mon cher, explain what iswhat to our
comrades.”

The old man exploded.

"The highest achievements of neutron megaoplasm!” he thundered. "The rotor of the field of
divergence gradates aong the back and there, insade, turns the matter of the question into spiritua
eectricd whirlwinds, from which the synecdoche of theanswering arises ... "

| was beginning to see spots before my eyes, bile was rising, and my teeth ached, and the damned
noble vieux went on talking. His speech was smooth—it was a cleverly rehearsed and often repeated
gpeech, in which every adjective, every intonation was quivering with an emotiona charge. It was atrue
work of art. The old man was no inventor, but he was an artist, agenius of an orator, aworthy successor
to Demaosthenes, Cicero, and John Chrysostom. Redling, | stepped to the side and leaned my forehead
on the cool wall.

Then Eddie quietly clapped his hands, and the old man stopped. For asecond | thought that Eddie
had stopped time, because everyone was till, listening to a deep medieval silence that was draped like
velvet in the room. Then Lavr Fedotovich pushed back his chair and rose.

"According to theregulations and al the rules, | should speak last," he began. "But there are times
when the regulations and rules do not apply, and they must be thrown out. | am speaking first because
thisisone of thesetimes. | am speaking first because | can not wait in silence. | am speaking first because
| do not expect nor will | alow any objections.”

But there could be no thought of an objection. Therank and file members of the Troikawere so
impressed by this unexpected flurry of oratory that they only exchanged glances.

"We are the guardians of science," continued Lavr Fedotovich. "We are the portasto itstemple, we
arethe unprejudiced filters that protect it from falsehood, from frivolity, from error. We guard the seeds
of knowledge from attack by philistinism and fase wisdom. And when we do this, we are not human, we
do not know compassion, pity, or hypocrisy. We have but one measure: the truth. Truth distinct from
good or evil, truth digtinct from man and humanity, but only aslong as good and evil and man and
mankind exig. If thereis no humanity—who needs truth? If no oneis seeking knowledge, that means
thereis no humanity, and thereisno need for truth! If there are answersto dl the questions, that means
thereis no need to seek knowledge, that means there is no humanity, and then what need isthere for
truth? When the poet said: 'And there are no answers to the questions he described the most horrible
condition of human society—itsfina date.

"Y es, this man standing before usis agenius. He embodies and expressesthe final state of humanity.
But heisakiller, for hekillsthe spirit. Moreover, heisaterriblekiller, for hekillsthe spirit of humanity.
And that iswhy we can no longer remain unpreudiced filters, and we must remember that we are men,



and as men we mugt protect ourselvesfrom akiller. And we should not be discussing it, we should be
judging him! But there are no laws for such ajudgment, and therefore we must not judge, but mete out
punishment, the way those who arein the grip of horror punish. And |, as the senior member, breaking
the regulations and therules, | say: Death!" The rank and file shuddered and al spoke a once. "Which
one?' asked Khlebovvodov, who had apparently understood only the final word.

"Impossible!™ Vybegallo whispered, clasping hishands.
"Allow me, Lavr Fedotovich!" Farfurkis babbled.

"All thisiscorrect, but dowehave... "

Then Eddie clapped his hands again.

"Harrumph!" Lavr Fedotovich said and sat, turning his neck. "There isamotion to consider the fact
that the dusk has gathered, and, accordingly, to turn on the lights."

The commandant jumped up and turned on the lamp. Lavr Fedotovich, like an eagle looking at the
sun, regarded the light without squinting and turned to the Remington.

"Expressing the general consensus,” he said; "it has been decided: Case 42 is considered rationalized.
Moving to the question of utilization, | ask Comrade Zubo to read the resolution.”

The commandant began leafing through the casefile, while Professor Vybegallo got up from histable,
and emotionally shook hands with the old man and then, before | could turn away, with me. Hewas
glowing. | did not know what to do with mysdlf. | did not darelook at Eddie. While| was considering
whether | should heave the Remington at Lavr Fedotovich, the old man grabbed me. He attached himself
to my neck like atick and kissed me three times, scratching mewith his stubble. | do not remember how
| got back to my sest. | do remember Eddie whispering: "Alex, Alex! Well, dl right, it can happen to
anyone"

Meanwhile the commandant had gone through the file and announced that there had been no
requisitionsin this case. Farfurkisimmediately protested and cited the paragraph in the regulations that
madeit clear that rationalization without utilization was nonsense and could be acknowledged only
provisiondly. Khlebovvodov began shouting that these tricks would not work, that he did not wish to
take money for nothing, and that he would not alow the commandant to flush four hours of work time
down the tubes. Lavr Fedotovich blew into his cigarette with alook of gpproval, and Khlebovvodov
increased his attack.

"And what if heisareative of my Babkin?' heydled. "What do you mean there are no requisitions?
Therehasto be! You just look a what alittle old man heisl A unique and interesting figure heis! How
can we squander little old men likethat?"

"Public opinion will not dlow usto squander little old men,” Lavr Fedotovich noted. "And public
opinionwill beright."

"That'sit," barked Vybegdlo. "It's public opinion! And it won't dlow it! How can it be, Comrade
Zubo, that there are no requisitions? Why aren't there any?' He rushed up and threw himsdf in afury on
the mound of papersin front of the commandant. "How can there not be any? What's this? A common
pterodactyl. Good. And this? Pandoras Box. Why don't you think it'sabox? All right, make it
Mashkin's Box, and not Pandoras. We can't tand on formality, you know. And what'sthis: Taking
Bedbug. Taking, writing, typing. Ah! What do you mean, there's no requisition? Comrade Zubo, what is
this, hah? Black Box! A requisition for the Black Box. And you said there was none.”

| was stunned.
"Wait!" | said, but no onelistened to me.

"But that's not the Black Box!" the commandant shouted, clutching his chest. "The Black Box hasa
completely different requisition number.”



"What do you mean, it's not black?' Vybegallo shouted back, grabbing the black case of the
Remington. "What color do you think thisis? Green, maybe? Or white? Y ou're busy misinforming the
people? Squandering society'slittle old men?”

The commandant was trying to justify himsalf, saying that this, too, was ablack box, and not green
and not white, obvioudy black, but the wrong box, that black box was under Case 907, and the
requisition was signed by Comrade Alexander Ivanovich Privalov, he had received it just today, and that
black box here was no black box, but a heuristic machine and it was Case 42, and there was no
requistion for it a all. Vybegallo was shouting that there should be no juggling of figures here and no
squandering little old men ether; black was black, it was not white or green, and there was no point in
trying Machit tricks and al sorts of empiriocriticism, and just |t the comrade members of the
authoritative Troikalook for themselves and say whether thiswas ablack box, or agreen one.

K hlebovvodov was shouting something about Babkin, Farfurkis was demanding that there be no
deviations from the | etter of the regulations, Eddie was joyoudy shouting "Out with him," and 1, likea
stuck record, kept repeating: "My Black Box—it's not abox. My Black Box—it's not a box."

Finally Lavr Fedotovich became aware of acertain disorder.

"Harrumph!" he said, and everything quieted down. "Are there difficulties? Comrade Khlebovvodov,
get rid of them.”

Khlebovvodov strode firmly over to Vybegalo, took the casein his hands, and examined it carefully.
"Comrade Zubo," he said. "For what isthat requisition you have?'

"For the Black Box," the commandant said glumly. "Case 907."

"l am not asking you the case number. | am asking: Do you have arequisition for aBlack Box?!

"l do," the commandant confessed.

"Whose requigtion?

"Comrade Privalov from the Research Ingtitute for Magic and Wizardry. There heis.”

"Yes" | said vehemently. "But my Black Box—it's not abox, rather, it's not only abox."

But Khlebovvodov paid no attention to me. He examined the case under the light, then leaned up into
the commandant's face and hissed:

"Why are you spreading this bureaucracy around here? Y ou can't see what color it is? The
rationalization was carried out before your very eyes, there's the comrade representing science Sitting in
front of you, heswaiting, waiting for the requisition to be carried out, it'sway past dinner time, it'sdark
outside, and dl you do isjuggle numberd™

| felt a depression coming on and sensed that my future was about to become adreary nightmare,
irreparable and completely irrationa. But | did not understand what was happening and only went on
babbling that my box was not just ablack box, or rather, not abox at al. | wanted to clear things up.
The commandant was aso muttering something very convincing, but Khlebovvodov threatened him with
hisfist and returned to his sest.

"Lavr Fedotovich, the box isblack," he announced triumphantly. "There can be no mistake, | looked
a it mysdf. And thereisarequistion for it, and the representative is right here."

"It's not the same box!" the commandant and | wailed in unison. But Lavr Fedotovich examined us
thoroughly with his opera glasses and, obvioudy finding uslacking, decided to follow the will of the
people and suggested that they get on with immediate utilization. There was no argument and all the
respong ble faces were nodding in agreement.

"Therequigtion!" demanded Lavr Fedotovich.
My requisition waslaid before him on the green baize.



"Theresolution!"
Theresolution fell on the requisition.
"The Sed!"

The door of the safe creaked open, letting out a current of stale office smells, and the brass of the
Great Round Seal gleamed before Lavr Fedotovich. And then | understood what was about to happen.
Everything ingde me went deed.

"Don't!" | begged. "Help!"

Lavr Fedotovich took the Sedl in both hands and raised it above the requigition. | gathered my
strength and jumped up.

"That'sthe wrong box!" | howled at the top of my voice. "What isthis? Eddie!
"Just aminute," Eddie said. "Please sop and hear me out.”

Lavr Fedotovich hated hisinexorable movement.

"A dsranger?' heinquired.

"Not at dl," said the commandant, panting. "A representative. From below.”

"Then he does not have to be removed.” Lavr Fedotovich tried to renew the process of applying the
Great Round Sedl, but there was a problem. Something was interfering with the Sedl. At first Lavr
Fedotovich merely pushed on it, and then herose and fell on it with hiswhole weight, but the Seal would
not touch the paper—there was a space between the Seal and the paper, and the size of the space
obvioudy did not depend on Comrade V uniukov's efforts. It seemed as though the space wasfilled with
aninvisible but very firm matter that prevented application. Lavr Fedotovich had apparently grasped the
futility of hiseffortsand sat down, holding his elbowswith his hands and looking at the Sed sternly, but
without any surprise. The Seadl hung motionless an inch above my requisition.

The execution had been stayed, and | began to perceive my surroundings again. Eddie was saying
something, beautifully and feverishly, about reason, economic reform, goodness, therole of the
intdligentsia, and the governmenta wisdom of those present. He was fighting the Sedl, my dear good
friend, saving me, fool that | was, from the disaster that | had brought on my own head. Those present
were listening to him politely but with displeasure, and Khlebovvodov was squirming in his seet and
looking a hiswatch. Something had to be done. | had to do something immediately.

"And seventh of dl, and findly," Eddie was saying reasonably, "any specidist, and especidly such an
authoritative organization, should see, comrades, that the so-called Black Box is nothing morethan a
term used in information theory, and has nothing to do with the specific color or specific shape of some
red object. Certainly thereisno way that the term 'Black Box' could be applied to this Remington
typewriter coupled with the smplest of eectronic gadgets, which can be purchased in any eectronics
store, and it seems strange to me that Professor Vybegd lo is burdening an authoritative organization with
an invention that is no invention, and adecision that could undermine the organization's authority."

"l protest,” said Farfurkis. "First of al, comrade representative from below violated dl the rules of
order for the meeting, took the floor, which no one had given him, and went over the time limit, on top of
it. That's point one (I was horrified to see that the seal had dropped by a fraction of an inch.)
Furthermore, we can not alow the comrade representative to malign our best people, to blacken our
honored professor and officia scientific consultant, Professor Vybegallo, and to whitewash the black
box, aready passed on by the Troika That's point two. (The seal dropped another fraction of an
inch.) Finaly, comrade representative, you should be made aware that the Troikais not interested in any
inventions. The object of the Troikas work is unexplained phenomena, which iswhat the dready
examined and rationalized black box is, thet is, the heuristic machine.”

"We could be sitting here until nightfall,” Khiebovvodov added in ahurt voice, "if every representative
got thefloor.”



The sed settled even lower. The space was no more than atenth of aninch.

"It's not the same black box," | said and lost a hundredth of an inch. "I don't need thisbox! (Another
hundredth.) Why the hell do | need that beat-up old Remington?I'm going to fileacomplaint.”

"That isyour right," Farfurkis said generoudy and won another hundredth of an inch.

"Eddie" | begged.

Eddie started talking again. He called on the spirits of Lomonosov and Eingtein, he cited editoriasin
the central newspapers, he sang the praises of science and our wise organizers, but it wasto no avall.
Lavr Fedotovich wasfinally bored by thisimpediment, and interrupting the oration, he spoke only one
word:

"Unconvinang.”

There was a heavy thud. The Great Round Seal had pierced my requisition.

MISCELLANEOUS CASES

We were the last ones to leave the meeting room. | was crushed. Eddie was leading me by thearm.
He was also depressed, but under control. Old Edelweisswhirled around us, pulled by the weight of his
contraption. He was whispering words of undying love to me, promising to wash my feet and drink the
water, and demanded traveling expenses and a per diem. Eddie gave him three rubles and bade him look
in the day after tomorrow. Edelweiss managed to sucker him out of another fifty kopecks for hazardous
work conditions and disappeared. Then | felt better.

"Don't despair,” Eddiesaid. "All isnot logt. | haveaplan.”

"What?' | asked weskly.

"Did you pay attention to Lavr Fedotovich's speech?”

"l did. Why do you ask?"

"| was checking to see whether or not he had any brains,”" Eddie explained.

" S0, what's the opinion?”

"Y ou saw for yoursdf that he does. He has brains, and | got them started. They had not been
activated at al. Pure bureaucratic reflexes. But | convinced him that he had area heuristic machine
before him and that he was not Vuniukov, but area administrator with abroad mind. Asyou see, there
was some result. Of course, his psychic rigidity is enormous. When | removed thefield, therewere no
sgnsof resdud deformation. He remained just as he had been. But that wasjust atrid test. But now I'll
do the proper calculations, adjust the gpparatus, and then welll see. | cannot believe that he can't be
changed. Well turn him into adecent man, and things will be good for us, and for everybody, and for
him."

"l doubt it," | said.

"You see" Eddie said, "the theory of positive humanization Statesthat any cregture that has at least an
iotaof reason can be made into adecent creature. It's another matter that every case needs specia
methods. So well look for the right gpproach. Everything will beal right.”

We went out into the street. Snowman Fedyawas waiting for us. He got up from the bench and the
three of uswent down First of May Street armin arm.

"Wasit difficult?" Fedya asked.

"Terrible" said Eddie. "I'm tired of talking, tired of listening, and on top of that, | think 1've become
decidedly stupider. Fedya, isit noticeable that I'm Stupider?”

"Not yet," Fedyareplied shyly. "It'susually apparent an hour or so later.”



| said: "I'm hungry. | want to forget. Let's go somewhere and forget. Drink somewine. Have someice
cream.”

Eddiewasdl for it, and Fedya had no objections, but he did apologize for not drinking wine and
having no taste for ice cream.

The streets were crowded, but there was nobody just hanging around the way they do on summer
eveningsin big cities. The descendants of Oleg's armies and Peter's grenadiers sat quietly and culturedly
on their soops shelling seedsin silence. They ate watermel on seeds, sunflower seeds, and pumpkin
seeds. They sat on carved stoops with patterns, carved ones with figures, and carved ones with
balustrades or on stoops made of smple smooth boards. But they were marvel ous stoops, and some
were of museum quality, hundreds of years old; those had been taken under government custody and
therefore disfigured by meta supports. Somewhere in the background an accordion was playing.

Eddie, looking around with interest, was asking Fedya about life in the mountains. Fedya had
developed an abiding love for Eddie and answvered readily.

"Thewors thing," Fedyawas saying, "are the mountain climberswith guitars. Y ou can't imagine how
terribleit is, Eddie, when in your own quiet mountains, where the only sound comes from avaanches, and
then only occasiondly, you suddenly hear someone start strumming away and singing about some guy
whoseloveislost in the misty mountains. It's adisaster, Eddie. Some of us get sick from this, and the
wesker ones actudly die”

"At homel haveaclavichord," he continued dreamily. "Up on the peak | have a clavichord, on top of
theglacier. | liketo play it on moonlit nights, when it's quiet and theresno wind at al. Then thedogsin
the valey can hear me and they howl dong. Redlly, Eddie, tears come to my eyeswhen | think how
beautiful it isand how sad. The moon, the music resounding in the distance, and the dogs howling, far far

avay."
"How do your friends fed about that?' Eddie asked.

"They're not there at that time of night. Only one boy usudly stays, but he doesn't disturb me. He's
lame. But thismust be boring you.”

"On the contrary, it'sfascinating.”

"No. But you might like to know where | got the clavichord. Can you imagine, it was brought up by
mountain climbers. They were setting some record or other, and they had to bring a clavichord up there.
Weve got alot of strange things up on the pesk. Some guy will decide to climb up thereon a
motorcycle—so we have amotorcycle, eveniif it's damaged. Weve got guitars, bicycles, various statues,
antiaircraft guns. One record nut decided to climb to the top in atractor, but he couldn't find one. So he
tried with asteamroller. Y ou should have seen him struggling. So much effort! But he failed. He couldn't
get it up to the snow level. Five or ten more yards, and we would have had a steamroller, too. Ah, here's
Gabby, I'll introduce you."

We had reached a café. On the brightly lit steps of the imposing stone entrance, right by the turndtile,
Gabby the Bedbug was struggling. He was dying to get in, but the doorman would not let him. Gabby
was having afit, and consequently exuding an odor strongly reminiscent of Courvoiser cognac. Fedya
quickly introduced us, put Gabby in amatchbox, and ordered him to St still and be quiet. And the
bedbug was quiet, but when we got into the café and sat down a an empty table, helounged in his chair
and best hisfist on the table, demanding awaiter. Naturaly, he himsdf could not est or drink anything in
acafé, but he demanded justice and a compl ete correspondence between the work of the waiters
brigade and the lofty caling that the brigade was striving for. Besides, he was obvioudy showing off for
Eddie. He dready knew that Eddie had come to Tmuskorpion specifically to see him and offer him
employment. Eddie and | ordered a home-style omelet, shrimp salad, and a bottle of dry wine. They
knew Fedyawdll in the café, and they brought him a plate of grated raw potatoes, carrot tops, and
cabbage stumps. Gabby got aplate of stuffed tomatoes, which he had ordered on principle.



Having eaten the salad, | redlized that | was insulted and injured, dog-tired, that my tongue refused to
function, and that | had no desire to do anything. Besidesthat, | was jumpy, because in the crowd | could
hear the squesaky "I'll wash your feet and drink the water!" and "the thinker isinsadeit!" But old Gabby
wasin fine fettle and was enjoying showing Eddie his philasophical turn of mind, independent opinions,
and tendency to univerdize.

"What senseless and unpleasant creatures!" he said, looking around the café with a superior air.
"Truly, only such clumsy, cud-chewing animals are capable of creeting the myth, born out of their
inferiority complex, that they are the rulers of the earth. | ask you: How did this myth come about? For
instance, we insects consider oursalves the rulers of the earth, and rightly so. We are numerous and
ubiquitous, we multiply plentifully but do not waste precious time on sensaless worries about posterity.
We have sensory organs that you humans can only dream of. We can fall into anabiosisfor centuries
without any harm to oursalves. The more intelligent representatives of our class are famous as great
mathematicians, architects, and sociologists. We have discovered the ided system of society, we control
gigantic territories, and we establish oursel ves anywhere we want. Let us put the question thisway: What
can you humans—by the way, the most highly developed of the mammas—what can you do that we
might want to do but can't? Y ou brag alot about your ability to create tools and use them. Forgive me,
but that is laughable! Y ou're like crippleswho brag about their crutches. Y ou build yoursalves dwellings,
tortuoudy, with such expenditures of effort, using unnatura forceslike fire and steam, you've been
building them for thousands of years, and never the same way twice, and gtill you can't find acomfortable
and rationa form of dwelling. Even the pathetic ants, whom | truly despise for their crudeness and
glorification of brute strength, solved that smple problem a hundred million years ago—and solved it
once and for al. Y ou brag that you are congtantly devel oping, and without limit. We can only laugh. Y ou
are searching for something that has been found, patented, and in use sSincetimeimmemoria, namdy: a
rationd socid order and ameaningful existence.”

Eddie was listening with professiona attention, and Fedya, chewing on a cabbage stump with his
excdllent teeth, spoke:

"I'm aweak didectician, of course, but | was brought up to believe that the human mind is nature's
greatest achievement. We in the mountains are used to fearing human wisdom and bowing down before
it, and now that | have been educated to a certain degree, | never cease being amazed by the boldness
and cleverness with which man has created and continues to create a second nature. The human mind
iS...is... " Heshook hishead and stopped talking.

"Second nature!" the bedbug said sarcastically. "The third eement, the fourth kingdom, thefifth estate,
the sixth wonder of the world. A wise human could have asked what you need a second nature for.
Y ou've ruined one, and now you're trying to replace it with another. I've said it before, Fedya: a second
natureisacripple's crutches. Asfor reason, it's not for you to talk or for meto listen. For ahundred
centuries these skins stuffed with anourishing mixture have been mouthing off about reason, and they ill
can't agreewhat it isthey're talking about! They agree only on one point: no one but they themselves has
reason. That'sredly amazing! If acreatureissmall, if it's easy to poison with some chemica or smply to
sguash with afinger, then they look down at it. Such acreature naturaly has nothing more than ingtinct, a
primitiveirritability, the lowest form of nervous activity. Typica world view of conceited imbeciles. But,
after dl, they arerational and they have to establish afoundation for everything, so that they can squash
insectswithout guilt pangs.

"And look, Fedya, at their rationalization. Let's say that adigger wasp lays her eggsin her nest
burrow and goes off to look for food for her future young. What do those bandits do? The barbarians
sted the eggs and then, revding inidiotic pleasure, they watch the wretched mother cement up the empty
hole. Therefore, the mother is stupid, does not see what she is doing, and therefore she only hasingtincts,
blind ingtinct, you understand, and not reason—and if necessary, she can be squashed. Do you see how
thisisvilejuggling with terminology? The apriori assumption isthat thewasp'smain god inlifeisto
reproduce and protect her young, and therefore if sheisincapable of fulfilling her mgor god, then what is



sheworth? They, humans, they have the cosmos-shmosmos and photosynthesis-shmynthesis and the
pathetic wasp has nothing but reproduction, and that only on a primitive ingtinctud level. Those mammals
can't even imagine that the wasp has arich spiritud life, that in the short span of her life she wantsto
succeed in science and in art, those warm-blooded beasts can't see that she smply doesn't have thetime
or the desire to look back at her young, particularly since they are only senseless eggs.

"Of course, wasps have ther laws, their behavioral norms, their moras. Since wasps are rather
thoughtless by nature when it comes to propagating their kind, the law, of course, stipulates certain
punishments for not fulfilling parental obligations. Every decent wasp must follow a prescribed sequence
of behavior. She must dig apit, lay her eggs, bring back anumber of paralyzed caterpillars, and block off
the hole. Thisisingpected by slent observers, and awasp must dways assume that an inspector may be
lurking behind the nearest rock. Of course, the wasp seesthat the eggs have been stolen or that her food
stores have been depleted. But she can't lay the eggs over again and she has no desire to waste time
gathering morefood. Fully redizing the incongruity of her actions, she makes believe that she has noticed
nothing and finishes the program to the very end, because the last thing she wantsto do is make the
rounds of the nine departments of the Committee for the Preservation of Appearances.

"Fedya, picture ahighway, smooth and flat from horizon to horizon. Some experimenter setsup a
roadblock with adetour sign. Vishility isfine, and the driver seesthat there is nothing threatening him on
the other side of the roadblock. He even suspectsthat it's afoolish practical joke, but he followstherules
and regulations like a decent driver, he turns off onto the disgusting side road, and gets shaken and jolted,
splashed with mud, and wastes alot of time and energy to get back on the same highway two hundred
yards down the road. Why? For the same reasons. he's law-abiding, and he doesn't want to be hauled to
traffic court, al the more because like the wasp, he has reason to suspect that it'satrap and that behind
those bushes there isa cop on amotorcycle. And now let us suppose that the invisible experimenter sets
up the experiment to gauge man'sintellect and that the experimenter isa conceited fool like the one who
destroyed the nest. Ha, ha, hal What conclusion do you think he would come to?" Gabby dapped the
tablein ecstasy with dl hislegs.

"No," said Fedya. "Somehow you overamplify things, Gabby. Of course, aman can't shine
intellectudly when he'sdriving."

"No more so than awasp laying eggs,” the crafty bedbug interrupted. ™Y ou know, that's no time for
intellect."

"Wait aminute, Gabby, you keep interrupting me. | want to say ... Now, see, | forgot what | was
about to say. Oh yed! In order to enjoy the grandeur of human reason you have to peruse dl the edifices
of that reason, al the achievements of science, all the achievements of literature and art. Y ou scoffed at
the cosmos, yet the sputniks and rockets are a great step forward—they're amazing, and you must agree
that not asingle arthropod is capable of doing it.”

Thefleawiggled hisantennaein disgust.

"1 could argue by saying that arthropods have no need for the cosmos,”" he said. "But people don't
need it either, and therefore we will not discussit. Y ou don't understand the smplest things, Fedya. Every
gpecies hasits own dream, historically formed and passed down from generation to generation. The
redlization of such adream iswhat isusudly termed a great achievement. Humans have had two such
dreams. onewasto fly, arisng from their envy of insects, and the other to trave to the sun, arising from
their ignorance of the distance to the sun. But it cannot be expected that different species, not to mention
different classes and phyla, should have the same Grest Idea. It would be absurd to imagine that flies
dream from generation to generation of freeflight, that octopuses dream of the ocean depths, and that we
bedbugs—Cimex lectul arius—dream of the sun, which we cannot tolerate. Everyone dreams of an
unattainable goal that promises pleasure. The hereditary dream of the octopus, as everyone knows, isto
travel freely on dry land. And the octopuses spend alot of time thinking about it in their briny homes. The
hereditary and evil dream of virusesis absolute control of the world, and even though their methods are



deplorable, you must give them credit for perseverance, inventiveness, and the capability of self-sacrifice
for agreater godl.

"And how about the ingpired dream of the spiders? Many millions of years ago they rashly climbed
out of the sea, and since then they have been struggling to get back into their native element. Y ou should
hear their songs and ballads about the seal Y our heart would bleed with pity and compassion. By
comparison the heroic myth of Daedalus and Icarusisajoke. And what of it? They've made some
headway, and in very clever ways, | might add, since arthropods in genera are given to ingenious
solutions. They're getting what they want by creating new species. First they created water spiders, then
diving spiders, and now they're going full speed ahead on awater-breathing spider.

"I'm not even talking about us bedbugs. We achieved our dream long ago—back when these skins
with nourishing mixturein the veinsfirst gppeared. Do you follow me, Fedya? Each species hasits own
dream. Don't brag about your achievements before your planetary neighbors. Y ou risk seeming foolish.
Those to whom your dreams are foreign will think you stupid, and those who have redized their dreams
will think you pathetic boagters.”

"l cannot answer you, Gabby," Fedyasaid, "but | must admit that | don't enjoy listening to you. First
of al | don't likeit when crafty casuistry isused to disprove self-evident facts, and secondly, | too am
humen.”

"Y ou are an abominable snowman. Y ou are the missing link, and that'sdl. If you must know, you're
eveninedible. But why do | get no argument from Homo sapiens? Why don't they step in to defend their
species, their genus, their class? | will explain; it's because they have no refutation.”

Attentive Eddie let this challenge dip by. | had an argument, that windbag wasiirritating me beyond
reason, but 1 controlled myself because | knew that Fedor Simeonovich waswatching in hismagic
crysta and could seeit al.

"No, no, dlow me," said Fedya. "Yes, | am asnowman. Y es, everyone insults us, even humans, who
are our closest relatives and our hope, the symbol of our faith in the future. No, no, Eddie, et me speak
my piece. We areinsulted by theignoramuses and lowest strata of human society who cal ushby the
dagtardly name Y eti, which, as you know, sounds like the Swiftian Y ahoo, and by the name golub
yavan which means either huge gpe or abominable snowman. We are insulted by the most progressive
representatives of humanity aswell, who call us missing links, humanoid apes, and other
scientific-sounding but derogatory names. Perhaps we are worthy of acertain disdain. Wethink dowly,
we are not ambitious, our striving for something better is very week, and our reason is still dumbering.
But | believe, | know, that it isahuman reason, which finds the grestest pleasure in transforming
nature—first the environment, and then itslf.”

Fedyalooked at the bedbug sternly. ™Y ou, Gabby, are just a parasite. Forgive me, but I'm using the
term in the scientific sense. | don't want to hurt your fedings, but you are a parasite, and you don't
understand what a great pleasureit isto transform nature. And what a future the pleasure has! After dl,
natureisinfinite, and it can be transformed infinitely. That'swhy maniscalled the ruler of nature. Because
he not only studies nature, and not only finds alofty but passive pleasure in communing with it, but
because he transforms nature, sculptsit according to hiswishes.”

Gabby immediately counterattacked. "Y esl And meanwhile, man takes a certain Fedyaby hishairy
shoulders and brings him on stage and asks this Fedya to demonstrate the process of an ape's
humaniza-tion for a crowd of seed-cracking hicks. Attention, step right up!™ the bedbug shouted.
"Tonight the club presents alecture on Darwinism Versus Religion by Candidate of Sciences
Vya obuev-Frankenstein with alive demongtration of the humanization of an gpe! Act One—Ape. Fedya
gtsunder thelecturer'stable, scratching his underarms and gazing nostalgically around the room. Act
Two—Ape-Man. Fedya, clutching abroom handle, wanders around the stage, looking for something to
hit. Act Three—Man-Ape. Fedya, under the watchful eye of afireman, gartsasmal fireon ametd grid
and acts out smultaneous terror and joy. Act Four—Man Creates Labor. Fedya, using a broken



hammer, plays a prehistoric smithy. Act Five—A potheoss. Fedya sits at the piano and playsthe Turkish
March. Lecture beginsat sx p.m. and after the lecture anew foreign film, On the Last Shores, and a
dance!"

Fedya, extremely flattered, smiled shyly.

"Well, of course, Gabby," he said, touched. "I knew that we had no basic disagreement. Of course,
that's exactly how reason createsits beneficid miracles, dow and easy, promising future Archimedes,
Newtons, and Eingteins. But you shouldn't exaggerate my rolein this cultural undertaking. Though |
understand, you're just trying to be nice."

The bedbug looked at us, flabbergasted, and | snickered malicioudy. Fedyawas worried.
"Did | say something wrong?'

"You'rejust fing" | said. "You put himin his place so well itll take him days to recover. Look, he's
even eating the stuffed tomatoes.”

"Y es, Gabby, I'm listening to you with greet interest,” Eddie said. "I have no intention of arguing with
you, of course, because | hope well have many arguments ahead of us on much more important topics. |
would liketo say, however, that unfortunatdly | find too much of the human in your thinking and too little
of theorigind, the unique psychology of Cimex lectularius. "

"All right, dl right," the bedbug yelled in exasperation. "All well and good. But, perhaps, at least one
representative of Homo sapiens would deign to give astraight answer to the questions | was permitted
to raise here? Or, | repest, has he nothing to say? Or doesrational man have aslittle to do with reason as
aglass snake hasto do with adrinking glass? Or does he have no arguments that would be accessible to
the understanding of a creature who has only primitive ingtincts?'

That'swhere | lost my patience. | had an argument ble to hisunderstanding and | used it with
pleasure. | showed Gabby my index finger and then made amoation like wiping adrop from the table top.

"Very witty," said the bedbug, blanching. "Now that's redly on theleve of higher reasoning.”

Fedyatimidly asked usto explain the meaning of the pantomime, but Gabby announced thet it was all
nonsense.

"I'mtired of thisplace,” he said in an exaggeratedly loud voice, looking around in alordly manner.
"Let'sget out of here"

| paid up, and we went out into the street, where we stopped, trying to figure out where to go next.
Eddie suggested going to a hotdl and reserving aroom, but Fedya said hotel s were no problemin
Tmuskorpion. The only residents of the hotel were the members of the Troika, and the rest of the rooms
were empty. | looked at the subdued bedbug and felt the pangs of conscience, so | suggested a
moonlight walk aong the banks of the Skorpionka River. Fedya supported me, but Gabby protested. He
wastired, he was bored by endless conversation, and, finaly, he was hungry, and held better be off to
the movies. Wefdt so sorry for him—he was so shaken and shocked by my gesture, which had been
tactless—that we decided to go to the movieswith him.

Suddenly old man Edelweiss came barreling out of abeer hall. He held abeer mug in one hand and
his contraption in the other. With aliquor-thickened tongue he swore alegiance to science and to me
personally and demanded a per diem, high-dtitude pay, and expenses for equipment. | gave him aruble,
and he headed straight back into the bar.

On the way to the movies, the bedbug could not settle down. He boasted, picked on passers-by,
sparkled with aphorisms and bon mots, but we could tell that he till was not himself. To keep him quiet,
Eddietold him what greet contributionsto the Theory of Linear Happiness they expected from him and
transparently hinted a world fame and the inevitability of lengthy trips abroad, including some exatic
countries. His emotional balance obvioudy restored, Gabby cheered up, and as soon as the theater lights
went out he went crawling around looking for victimsto bite. Eddie and | got no pleasure from being at



the movies. Eddie was afraid that someone would squash Gabby, and | was afraid there would be arow.
It was stuffy in the theater, the movie was Sickening, and we heaved asigh of relief when it was over.

The moon was shining and there was a cool breeze from the Skorpionka. Fedyatold uswith
embarrassment that he had a schedule and it was his bedtime. We decided to walk him to the Colony.
We went dong theriver. Below the steep banks, the ancient Skorpionka carried poisonous sewagein its
crysta currents. On the other shore, meadows spread out in the moonlight. Uneven crowns of a distant
forest dotted the horizon. A smdll flying saucer was circling some dank, decrepit towers marked with
warning lights

Thewalk turned out to be marvelous. Fedya explained the universe to us, and incidentaly, we
discovered that he could see Saturn's rings and the red spot on Jupiter with his naked eye. The envious
bedbug heatedly tried to prove that al that was nonsense, and in redlity, the universe was shaped like a
mattress spring. Kuzma, ashy common pterodactyl, hovered around us. We never did get agood look
at himin the dark. We could hear him tromping ahead of us or rustling in the nearby busheswith afeeble
quack, and sometimes he would fly up, blocking the moon with his spread wings. We cdled to him,
promising candy and friendship, but he never did come closer.

In the Colony we aso met Konstantin, the visitor from outer space. Konstantin was very unfortunate,
Hisflying saucer made aforced landing last year. The saucer was totaled, and Konstantin couldn't
remove the protective force field that was automaticaly created at landing. Thefield did not allow
anything foreign to pass through. Kongtantin could carry his clothes and engine parts through its lavender
membrane without any problems. But the family of field mice that happened to bein the landing site had
to stay there, and Konstantin was forced to feed them with hisrapidly depleting supplies, snce he
couldn't get earth food inside the protective shield even in his own stomach. Also left insde the shield
were apair of sneakers, forgotten by somebody on apark path, and these were the only earthly goods
that were of any use to Konstantin. Besides the sneakers and the mice, the shield had trapped two
bushes of spurge laurd, part of an ugly park bench, carved with all kinds of graffiti, and aquarter acre of
damp soil that never dried out.

Things were bad for Konstantin. He couldn't repair his ship. Thelocal repair shops naturally did not
have the right spare parts or the specia tools he needed. He could have gotten some things from the
scientific centers of theworld, but for that he needed to work through the Troika. Konstantin had been
waiting impatiently for many monthsto be alowed to see them. He had some hopes of being helped by
earthlings, thinking that they would at least be able to remove the damned protective fidld and bring some
famous scientists on board. But generally he was rather pessmistic, prepared for the fact that earth
technology would be of no useto him for at least two hundred years.

Kongantin's flying saucer, glowing like ahuge gadight, was parked not far from the road. Hisfeet
were sticking out from under the ship, shod in Size twelve sneskers. The family of mice was Saring at the
feet, perastently demanding their supper. Fedyaknocked on the shield, and Konstantin, seeing us, did
out from under the saucer. He yelled at the mice and came out to greet us. The famous sneakers naturdly
remained ingde, and the miceimmediately turned them into a temporary home. We were introduced,
expressed our sympathy, and asked how things were going. Konstantin announced heartily that things
seemed to be getting started, and listed two dozen items we had never heard of that he needed. He
turned out to be avery convivia and friendly rationa cresture. Or maybe he had just grown londly for
company. We asked questions and he answered them readily. But he did not look at dl well, and wetold
him that it was bad to work so much and that it was time for deep. Ten minutes later we had explained
what "deep” was, and he alowed as how it did not interest him abit and that it would be better if he
didn't takeit up. And besides, it wastime to feed the mice. He shook our hands and crawled back under
the saucer. We bade Fedya and the bedbug goodnight and headed for the hotdl. It was late, and the city
wasfaling adegp—only far away we could hear accordion music and sweet pure girlish voices Snging:



| told my three-eyed beau
That we shouldn 't kiss.

That it was in reasoning
That we would find our bliss.

CASE 72: KONSTANTIN, THE VISITOR FROM OUTER SPACE

The morning sun had turned the corner and rushed in through the open windows of the meeting room
when stone-faced Lavr Fedotovich appeared in the door and immediately moved that the blinds be
drawn. "The people do not need this," he explained. Khlebovvodov appeared next, nudging Vybegalo
before him. Vybegdlo, waving his briefcase, was heatedly telling him something in French, and
Khlebovvodov kept muttering, "All right, al right, don't get excited." After the commandant had closed
the curtains, Farfurkis appeared in the doorway. He was chewing something and wiping his mouth. He
mumbled a quick apology for being late and gulped down the food. Then he shouted:

"| protest! Areyou crazy, Comrade Zubo? Remove those curtainsimmediately! What's the meaning
of this—sealing us off from the world? Do you want to cast a shadow over the proceedings?’

An extremey unpleasant incident ensued. All during the time that the incident worked itsdlf out, while
Farfurkis was humiliated, tied in knots, and used to wipe the floor, Vybegalo pointedly shook his head
and looked meaningfully in our direction, asif to say: "These arethefruits of evil!" Then they let the
trampled, torn, tarred-and-feathered Farfurkis dink back ignominioudy to his seat, while they caught their
breath, rolled down their deeves, cleaned the bits of skin from under their nails, licked clean their bloody
fangs, and took their seats at the table and announced that they were ready for the morning session.

"Harrumph,” Lavr Fedotovich said, giving one last ook &t the crucified remains. "Next! Report,
Comrade Zubo!"

The commandant dug his hands into the open file, looked over the papers onelast time at his beaten
foe, kicked the floor with hishind legs one last time, and cleared histhroat. When he inhaled the sweet
samell of decay through his greedily dilated nogtrils, hefinally camed down.

"Case 72," he cdled. "Kongantin Konstantinovich Kongtantinov, 213 B.C., city of Konstantinov,
planet Kongtanting, star Antares.”

"l must ask of you," Khlebovvodov interrupted. "What are you reading? Are you reading us anovel ?
Or some farce? Look, brother, you're reading aform to us and you make it sound like afarce.”

Lavr Fedotovich took his opera glasses and aimed them at the commandant. The commandant sank.

"l remember, it wasin Syzran,” Khlebovvodov continued, "they threw mein as head of the qudifying
coursesfor intermediary personnel, and there was thisfellow there, he refused to sweep the street. No, it
wasntin Syzran, as| recall, it wasin Saratov, that's right, in Saratov! Firgt | upgraded the school for
measter flour grinders, and then, they threw meinto those courses. That'sright, in Saratov, in fifty-two, in
thewinter, it was as cold as Siberia. No," he said sorrowfully, "it wasn't Saratov. It wasin Siberia, but |
can't remember the city—it's gone clear out of my head. | knew it just yesterday, | was thinking how nice
it had beeninthat city."

He stopped talking with his mouth open. Lavr Fedotovich waited abit, inquired if there were any
guestions for the speaker, was assured that there were none, and then suggested that Khlebovvodov
continue.

"Lavr Fedotovich," Khlebovvodov spoke movingly. "Y ou seg, I've forgotten the city. I've plumb
forgotten it. Let him go on reading, and I'll think of it. But make sure he reads the form right, point by
point, without skipping around, it's amess otherwise."

"Go on with your report, Comrade Zubo," Lavr Fedotovich said.



"Point five," the commandant read meekly. "Nationdlity.”

Farfurkis dlowed himsdlf to move dightly and immediatdly froze in fright. However, Khlebovvodov
had caught the movement and shouted at the commandant:

"From the beginning! Sart at the beginning!”

While heread it from the beginning | examined Eddie's humanizer. It was aflat shiny box with
windows, likealittletoy car. Eddie was very deft initsuse. | could never belike that. Hisfingers moved
like snakes. | was staring.

"Kherson!" Khlebovvodov suddenly shouted. "It wasin Kherson, that'swhere! Go on, go on,” he
told the commandant. "I just remembered it, you know." He leaned over to Lavr Fedotovich's ear and
bursting with laughter, he whispered something that made Comrade V uniukov's wooden features begin to
soften, and he had to hide hisface from the democratic masses behind a broad hand.

"Point Sx," the commandant read on uncertainly. "Education: Higher syn ... cri ... ere... ticd."
Farfurkistwitched and squealed but did not dare speak. Khlebovvodov rushed in jealoudly.
"What? What kind of education?’

"Syncreticd," the commandant repeated in one breeth.

"Aha," said Khlebovvodov and looked over at Lavr Fedotovich.

"That'sgood," Lavr Fedotovich pronounced portentoudy. "We like people to be self-critical.
Continue, Comrade Zubo."

"Point seven. Knowledge of foreign languages. All without dictionary.”
"What, what?' asked Khlebovvodov.

"All of them. Without dictionaries.

"Some sdf-criticism,” said Khlebovvodov. "Well, well see about that.”

"Point eight. Profession and place of work at the present time: Reader of poetry, amphibrachi<t, at
present on ashort-term leave. Point nine ... "

"Wait," said Khlebovvodov. "Where does he work?"

"At present heison leave," the commandant explained. "Short term.”

"I understood that without you," countered Khlebovvodov. "I asked what his specidty was."
The commandant raised thefileto hiseyes.

"Reader," hesaid. "l guess heread poems.”

Khlebovvodov dammed hisfist on thetable.

"I'm not deaf," he shouted. "I heard what he reads. He reads and et him go on reading in his spare
time. | want to know his speciaty! Where does he work, what does he do!"

Vybegdlo kept quiet, and | couldn't stand it any longer.
"His speciadty isreading poetry,” | said. "He specidizesin reading amphibrachs.”
Khlebovvodov looked at me suspicioudly.

"No, | understand amphibrachs—that's, um, well ... What am | trying to clear up here? | want to
make clear what it isthat heispaid asdary for?'

"They do not have daries" | clarified.
"Ah! Hesunemployed!" he exulted. But then he became wary.

"No, no, it doesn't work. Y our ends don't come together here. No salary, but he gets a vacation.
Y ouretrying to pull something off here.



"Harrumph,” said Lavr Fedotovich. "Thereis aquestion for the speaker and for the scientific
consultant aswell. The profession of Case 72."

"Reeder of poetry,” Vybegalo said quickly. "And as, also, heis ... an amphibrachig.”
"Place of work at present time?”

"On a short-term vacation. Resting, that is, for ashort term.”

Lavr Fedotovich, without turning his head, looked in the direction of Khlebovvodov.
"Arethere any other questions?' heinquired.

Khlebovvodov sguirmed longingly. Anyone could seethat the lofty glory of solidarity with
management opinion was struggling with the equaly lofty fedling of civic duty. Findly civic duty won out,
though suffering noticeable damage.

"l have something | must say, Lavr Fedotovich!" Khlebovvodov began. "Hereiswhat | must say! An
amphibrachig, that's completely understandable. The amphibrachis, um, well, um ... And everythingis
perfectly clear about the poetry, too. That's your Pushkin, Mikhalkov, and Korneichuk. But, reader.
That's the problem. Thereis no such professon! And | can understand why not. Because what would
happen then? Here | am, reading limericks to mysdlf, and for that | get weslth, for that | get vacations?
That'swhat | must clear up.”

Lavr Fedotovich trained his opera glasses on Vybegallo.
"Wewill hear the opinion of the consultant,” he announced.
Vybegdlo rose

That is" he said and ran hisfingers through his beard. "Comrade Khlebovvodov correctly raisesthe
guestion and puts the accentsin theright place. The people like poetry—je vous parle a coeur ouvert.
But do the people need all kinds of poetry? Je vous demande un peu, do they need al kinds? Y ou and
| know, comrades, that it'snot al kinds. That iswhy we must strictly follow, c'est ... aspecific, that is, of
course, and not lose sight of our landmarks and, ¢ 'est, levin est tiré, il faut le boire. My persond
fedingisthis Aides-toi et Dieu t'aidera. But | would suggest that we aso listen to the representative
from below, Comrade Privalov, call him asawitness, so to spesk.”

Lavr Fedotovich turned his opera glasses on me.

"Well, why not. HEs dways interrupting anyway, he has no patience, he might aswell clear things up
if he knows so much.”

"Voila," Vybegdlo sad hatly. "L'éducation gu'on donne aux jeunes hommes d'aujourd‘hui. "
"That'sjust what | said. Let himtalk," said Khlebovvodov.

"They have alot of poetsthere,” | explained. "They al write poetry, and naturaly every poet wantsto
have areader. Readers are unsystematic beings and do not understand that smplefact. They loveto
read great poetry and even commiit it to memory. And they don't want anything to do with bad poetry.
Inequity arises, unfairness. And since the inhabitants there are very sensitive and try to make everyone
happy, they created a specia profession—reader. Some specidize in reading iambic poetry, others
trochaic. Konstantin Konstantinovich is arenowned specidist in amphibrachs and now heis mastering
the alexandrine, devel oping a second specidty. Thisisahazardousfield, of course, and readers are
entitled to double rations, aswell as frequent short-term leaves.”

"l understand dl that!" Khlebovvodov's shriek pierced the air. "lambs, and those dexandrines.
Thereésonething | don't understand. What are they paying him for? All right, so he Sitsand reads. |
know it's hazardous. But reading isaquiet business, an interna one, how are you going to check whether
he'sreading or faking? | remember, | used to run asection in the Department of Inspecting and
Quarantine of Plants, and once | had this ... Hewould just it at meetings and look asif he waslistening,
even writing something in his notebook, but actualy the snesk was degping! Now many throughout the



offices of theland have learned how to deep with their eyes open! So | don't understand how it works.
What if he'slying? There should not be professions where ingpection isimpossible. How can you tell if
the man isworking or desping?’

"It's not that cut-and-dried,” Eddie interrupted, tearing himsalf away from tuning the humanizer. "He
not only reads; they send him dl the poemswritten in amphibrachs. He must read them dl, understand
them, find the root of exquisite pleasurein each and every one, love them, and naturdly find some fault
with them. Then he must regularly send the authors his fedlings and thoughts on the poems and give
readings at evenings devoted to the poets and at readers conferences, and read them so well that the
poets are satisfied and fed that they are needed. Thisisavery demanding profession,” he concluded.
"Kongantin Kongtantinovich isatrue hero of labor."

"Yes," sad Khlebovvodov. "Now | understand. It'savauable profession. And | likethe system. It's
agood, far system.”

"Continue your report, Comrade Zubo," said Lavr Fedotovich.
The commandant again raised thefileto hiseyes.

"Point nine. Have you been abroad? Y es. In connection with engine problems; | spent four hourson
Eagter Idand.”

Farfurkis squeaked indistinctly, and Khlebovvodov picked up onit right away.

"Whoseterritory isit now?" he asked Vybegdlo.

Professor Vybegalo, smiling jovialy, motioned to me with an expangve, condescending gesture.
"| givethefloor to youth."

"Chilean territory," | explained.

"Chile, Chile," Khlebovvodov muttered, anxioudy peering at Lavr Fedotovich. Lavr Fedotovich
smoked camly. "Wdll, if its Chile, dl right then," said Khlebovvodov reluctantly. "And only four hours.
All right. What's next?'

"| protest,” Farfurkis whispered with unbelievable courage, but the commandant had resumed
reading.

"Point ten. A brief description of the unexplainable: A rationa being from the star Antares. Rilot of a
gpace ship cdled aflying saucer.”

Lavr Fedotovich had no objections. Khlebovvodov looked a him, nodded approvingly, and the
commandant continued.

"Point eleven. Satigtics on closerdatives—Thereésalong list here.”

"Read on, read on," said Khlebovvodov.

"There are seven hundred seventy-six people,” warned the commandant.

"And don't argue. Your job isto read. So read. And clearly.”

The commandant sighed and began.

"Parents—A,B,C,D,E,F,G,H ... "

"What are you doing? Hold it, wait!" said Khlebovvodov, who had logt his gift of politenessfrom the
shock. "Where are you, in school ? What do you think we are, children?’

"I'm reading what's written,” the commandant snarled and went on, raising hisvoice: "I, J K ... "

"Harrumph," Lavr Fedotovich said. "There isaquestion for the speaker. Thefather of Case 72.
Surname, name, and patronymic.”

"Just aminute,” | interrupted. "Konstantin Konstantinovich has seventy-seven parents of seven distinct
Sexes, ninety-sx spouses of four sexes, two hundred seven children of seven sexes, and three hundred



ninety-six sblings of seven sexes™
The effect of my statement exceeded all expectations. Lavr Fedotovich was so confused that he

raised his operaglassesto hislips. Khiebovvodov kept licking hislips, and Farfurkis avidly flipped
through his notes.

We could not count on Vybegallo, and | prepared mysalf for amajor battle—I deepened the
trenches, mined the tank-endangered approaches, and protected cut-off positions. The magazines were
overflowing with ammunition, the artillery men were glued to their wegpons, and the infantrymen were
issued a shot of vodka each. The silence dragged on, thunderclouds glowered, the air was charged with
electricity, and my hand was on the telephone—I was ready to call for an atomic attack. But al the
expected screams, noise, and shouting came out as awhimper. Khlebovvodov suddenly broke out in a
grin, bent over to whisper in Lavr Fedotovich's ear, hisoily eyes glancing back and forth, and Lavr
Fedotovich lowered his bespittled opera glasses, covered hisface with his hand, and said in aquavering
VOICE

"Continue your report, Comrade Zubo."
The commandant readily put away thelist of relatives and reported:

"Point twelve. Place of permanent resdence: The Galaxy, star Antares, planet Konstantina, state of
Kongtantia, city of Konstantinov, call number 457 point 14—9. That'sall."

"| protest,” shouted Farfurkis.

Lavr Fedotovich looked a him kindly. The silent treatment was over, and Farfurkis, tears of joy
glistening in hiseyes, spoke: "I protest! There was an obvious discrepancy in the age description. The
form givesthe date of birth as 213 B.C. If that were 0, then Case 72 would be over two thousand years
old, which exceeds the known maximum by two thousand years. | demand that the date be corrected
and the guilty party punished.”

Khlebovvodov said jedoudy:

"Maybe he'sfrom one of those placesin the Caucasus where people live along time? How do you
know?'

"But dlow me," Farfurkis sputtered. "Eveninthe Caucasus ... "

"I will not dlow it," said Khlebovvodov. "I will not alow you to downplay the achievements of our
glorious Caucasus dwellers! If you must know, their maximum possible age has no limit!" And he looked
triumphantly at Lavr Fedotovich.

"The people," said Lavr Fedotovich, "the people are eternd. Space visitors come and go, but our
people, our glorious people, will live on through the ages.”

Farfurkis and Khlebovvodov stopped to think, trying to figure out in whose favor the chairman had
spoken. Neither one wanted to risk it. One was at the top and did not wish to fal from the peak over
somelousy vigitor. The other, deep down below, was hanging over a precipice but he had just been
thrown alifdine. And then Lavr Fedotovich spoke.

"Isthat dl, Comrade Zubo? Any questions? No questions? Then the motionisto call in the case
known as Kongtantin Konstantinovich. Any other motions? Let the case comein.”

The commandant bit hislip, pulled out amother-of-pearl marble from his pocket, and, closing his
eyes, squeezed it. There was asound like a cork popping, and K onstantin appeared next to the
demongtration table. He must have been summoned while he was working: he was wearing coverdls
smeared with fluorescent grease, hisfront hands were in metalic work gloves, and he waswiping his
back hands on his pants. All four eyes still were engrossed in the repairs. There was astrong smell of
chemicasin theroom.

"Helo," said Kongtantin, happily discovering where it was hewas. "Y ou have summoned me at last.



Of course, my problem isdight, I'm amost embarrassed to bother you with it, but I've reached adead
end and the only way out isto ask for help. So that | do not burden your attention for too long, | will tell
you what | need." He commenced ticking off the pointson hisfingers. " A laser drill—but of the highest
power. An acetylenetorch, | know you already have those. Two incubators with a capacity of a
thousand eggs each. That will hold mefor the beginning, but it would be nice to dso haveaqudified
engineer, and to have permission to work in the laboratories of FILIL."

"What kind of aien from outer spaceisthis?' Khlebovvodov demanded with amazement and
indignation. "What kind of dien can hebe, | ask you, when | see him in the hotel dining room every day?
Look here, citizen, who are you redlly and how did you get here?’

"l am Kongtantin from the Antares system.” Kongtantin was perplexed. "I thought you knew al thet. |
filledinforms, | wasinterviewed." He saw Vybegdlo and smiled a him. "It was you, wasn't it, who
interviewed me?'

Khlebovvodov aso turned to Vybegdlo.
"So this, in your opinion, isavisitor from outer space?' he asked acidly.

"Heis," said Vybegalo with dignity. "Contemporary science does not deny the possibility of vigtors
from outer space, Comrade Khlebovvodov, you should keep in touch. Thisisan officia opinion, not just
mine, but of much more responsible scientific workers. Giordano Bruno, for instance, has made
completely officia statements on this subject, so has Academician Levon Alfredovich
Vologanis... and ... c'est ... writers, like Wells, for instance, or say, Chugunets.”

"Strange things are going on here," said Khlebovvodov suspicioudy. "The space diens seem awfully
drangelady.”
"I'm examining the picture that'sincluded in thefile," Farfurkischipped in, "and | seethat whilethereis

agenera resemblance, the comrade in the photo has two arms, and this unknown citizen hasfour. How
can this be explained from the point of view of science?’

Vybegallo released avery long citation in French, the point of which was that some guy named Arthur
liked to go to the seain the mornings after having a cup of hot chocolate. | interrupted him.

"Kongtantin, please face Comrade Farfurkis."
Konstantin obeyed.

"Ah, | see" said Farfurkis, "the matter has been cleared up. | must tell you, Lavr Fedotovich, that the
resemblance between this comrade and the photograph isindisputable. | see four eyes here, and four
eyesthere. No nose. Y es. Crooked mouth. Everything'sin order.”

"Well, | don't know," said Khlebovvodov. "It had been clearly stated in the pressthat if there were
visitorsfrom outer space, they would announce themsalves. And since they do not, then they do not exist
and are no more than ahoax perpetrated by scoundrels. Are you avisitor from space?’ he croaked at
Kongantin.

"Yes," Kondantin said, backing away from him.

"Did you announce yoursdf?"

"No," said Kongtantin. "1 wasn't planning on landing. And that's not the point here.”

"Oh, no, dear citizen, you just drop that. That is precisaly the point. If you had announced yoursdlf,
then welcome aboard, share our bread, drink and make merry. But since you didn't, then it's not our
fault. Y our amphibrach isfine, but we have to make aliving here, too. We have work to do, and can't be
Sdetracked. That ismy genera opinion.”

"Harrumph,” said Lavr Fedotovich. "Any one ese have an opinion?"

"l do, if I may," said Farfurkis. "Comrade Khlebovvodov has given acorrect picture of the Stuationin
general. However, it seemsto me that despite our work load, we should not dismiss our comrade. | fed



that we should treat this one instance with amore individualized approach. | am for amore thorough
examination of the problem. No one should be able to accuse us of hastiness, bureaucracy, and
heart-lessness, on the one hand, or of negligence, exuberance, or alack of vigilance, on the other hand.
With Lavr Fedotovich's permission, | would like to recommend a supplementary interview with Citizen
Kongtantinov with the aim of determining hisidentity."

"Why should wetry to replace the police?' said Khlebovvodov, fedling that his vanquished enemy
wasinexorably scaing the heights once again.

"l beg your pardon!" Farfurkis said. "Wewill not replace the police, but we will be complying with the
Spirit and letter of the regulations, wherein Paragraph 9, Chapter i, Part 6, it saysin thisregard ... " He
raised hisvoice to asolemn pedl. " 'In cases when the identification made by the scientific consultant with
the representative of the administration, who knowswell the loca conditions, produces doubt among the
Troika, asupplementary investigation into the case with the am of determining theidentification iscalled
for either by a plenipotentiary of the Troika or at one of the sessons of the Troika.' And that'swhat I'm
suggesting.”

"Theregulations, theregulations,” said Khlebovvodov nasdly. "Well follow thelaw and helll waste
our time, the four-eyed crook, helll steal our time. The peoplestime!” he shouted, casting a martyred eye
in Lavr Fedotovich'sdirection.

"Why am | acrook?' Konstantin demanded. "Y ou are insulting me, Citizen Khlebovvodov. And | can
seethat you don't give afig whether I'm avisitor or not, al you want to do isto undermine Citizen
Farfurkis and make yoursdlf look good in the eyes of Citizen Vuniukov."

"Sander!" ydled Khlebovvodov, turning deep red. "He'slibding me! What's this, comrades? For
twenty-five years I've gone where they sent me. Not one reprimand. Always with apromotion.”

"You'relying again,” Kongtantin said camly. "Y ou were kicked out twice without any promotion.”

"Thisiscaumny! Lavr Fedotovich! Comrades! Y ou're taking on abig responshility, Citizen
Konstantin! We'l seejust what your hundred parents did, what kind of parents they were. He's collected
himsdf awholeinditute of relatives”

"Harrumph,” Lavr Fedotovich muttered. "There isamotion to end the debate and to conclude the
session. Arethere any other motions?”

Therewas slence. Farfurkis bardly hid his glee. Khlebovvodov was mopping himsdlf with his
handkerchief. Kongtantin was staring deep into Lavr Fedotovich, vainly trying to read histhoughts or a
least get aglimpse of hissoul, but it was obviousthat al his efforts were wasted. His four-eyed, nosaless
face displayed the growing disillusionment of aprofessiond archaeologist who rolls back an ancient
stone, sticks hisarm into the age-old treasure trove, and fedl's nothing there but insubstantial dust, sticky
cobwebs, and some blobs of indeterminate origin.

"Since there are no other motions before the floor," Lavr Fedotovich announced, "we shall proceed to
the invetigation of the case. Thefloor goesto ... " He paused for along time, during which
Khlebovvodov grew faint. "Comrade Farfurkis.”

Khlebovvodov found himsdlf at the bottom of the pit and followed with wild eyes the narrowing
circles of the buzzard flying in the official skies now beyond hisreach. Farfurkiswasin no rush to begin.
Hecircled afew more times, splattering Khlebovvodov with his droppings, and then perched on the
peak, preened and, casting a coquettish glance at Lavr Fedotovich, began speaking.

"Y ou maintain, Citizen Konstantinov, that you are avisitor from another planet. What documents do
you have to subgtantiate thisclam?”

"l could show you my ship'slog,” said Kongtantin. "Buit first of al, it can't be moved, and second, |
would not like to be bothered or to bother you with proofs. | came here to ask for help. Any planet that
subscribes to the cosmic convention is obligated to help accident victims. | have aready told you whét |



need, and now | await your answer. If perhaps you are incapable of giving methat help, then it would be
better to tell me straight out. Thereis nothing to be ashamed of ."

"Just aminute,”" Farfurkisinterrupted. "Well set aside the question of the competence of the present
committee to aid representatives from other planets. Our problem now isto verify your identity asthat
vidtor. Just aminute, | haven't finished. Y ou mentioned your log and said that unfortunately it could not
be trangported. Then perhaps the Troika could have the opportunity to examine the log on board your
ship?'

"No, that isimpossibleaswell," Kongtantin sghed. He was studying Farfurkis carefully.

"Wadll, that'syour right,” Farfurkis said. "But in that case, perhaps you could offer some other
document to certify your identity and background?’

"] seethat you actually do want proof that | am an dien,” said Konstantin with some surprise. "True,
your motives aren't clear to me. But let's not talk about that. Asfor proof, surely my physica appearance
must lead you to think that | am from space?’

Farfurkis sorrowfully shook his head.

"Alas" he said, "nothing isthat smple. Science does not give us aclear enough concept of what man
is. That isnaturd. If, for instance, science defined man as a creature with two arms and two eyes, then
certain eements of the population who have only one arm or no amsat al would find themsdvesina
tenuous position. On the other hand, contemporary medicineis performing miracles. | myself recently
saw adog with two headsand six legson TV and | havenoright ... "

"Then, perhaps, seeing my ship. Itisnot typica of your earth technology."
Farfurkis shook his head again.

"Y ou must understand,” he said softly, "that in our atomic age it would be difficult to impressthe
members of an authoritative organ, who have top-priority clearance, with any technologica contraption.”

"l can read minds," Kongtantin offered. He was clearly interested.

"Tdepathy isunscientific," Farfurkis said softly. "Wedon't believeinit.”

"Isthat s07" Konstantin was surprised. "That's strange. But listen to this. Y ou are about to tell me of
the specid case of the Nautilus, and Citizen Khlebovvodov ... "

"Caumny!" shouted Khlebovvodov, and Konstantin stopped.

"Understand us correctly,” said Farfurkis, pressing his handsto his plump chest. "We do not maintain
that telepathy doesn't exist. We only maintain that telepathy is unscientific and that we don't believeinit.
Y ou mentioned the case of the submarine Nautilus, but it iswell known that thiswasjust abourgeois
decoy to divert the attention of the peoples of the world from the pressing problems of the day. Thus
your telepathic abilities, whether actua or imagined by you, are merely afact of your persona biography,
which at thismoment in timeisthe object of our research. Do you seethe logica falacy?"

"l do," agreed Kongtantin. "What if | wereto fly around for you a bit?"

"That would be very interesting, of course. But unfortunately we are at work now and can not expend
time on performances, no matter how absorbing they might be."

Kongtantin looked at us quizzicdly. | felt that his position was hopelessand | had no time for jokes.
Kongtantin did not know it, but the Great Round Seal was suspended over him like the sword of
Damocles. Eddie was still fooling around with histoy, and | didn't know what to do. | had to sl for
time

"Go ahead, Kongtantin," | said.

Kongantin did. First he was rather tentative, afraid to break things, but then he got carried away and
demongtrated a series of magnificently impressive exercises with the space-time continuum, with various



transformations of aliving colloid and with the critica state of the reflective organs. When he had
stopped, | was dizzy, my pulse was crazy, my ears were humming, and | could barely hear the space
creature'stired voice.

"Timeisflying. | have no moretime. Tell mewhat you have decided.”

No one answered him. Lavr Fedotovich was meditatively twirling the dictaphone mike with hislong
fingers. Hisintelligent face was cdm and pensive. Khlebovvodov was not paying attention to anything, or
making believe that he was not. He scribbled off anote and tossed it to Zubo, who read it carefully and
let hisfingersrun silently over the keyboard of the computer. Vybegalo was suffering. He bit hislip,
frowned, and even sighed quietly. A white card plopped out of the computer, and Zubo passed it to
Khlebovvodov.

| looked at Eddie. He had the humanizer on his knee and was keeping an eye on the mirrored
window while hefiddled with atiny knob. | held my bresth and watched.

"A thousand-year leap," Vybegallo said softly. "A legp backward,”
Farfurkis muttered through histeeth. He was still leafing through areference book.

"l don't know how well be able to work now,” Vybegdlo said. "We have glimpsed the future, where
al theanswersare.”

"But you didn't seethe answers, did you?' Farfurkis mocked. Do you want to see them?'

"What's the difference once we see that they do exist? It's dull and boring to go on searching for
answers that we know someone e se has already found.”

The vigtor was waiting impatiently. He was uncomfortable in the low armchair and he had to sit up
unnaturdly straight. Hislarge unblinking eyes glowed an unpleasant red. Khlebovvodov threw away the
card, wrote another note, and Zubo bent over the keyboard again. "1 know that we must refuse,” said
Vybegdlo, "and | know that we will curse oursel ves twenty times over for having done s0."

"That's not the worgt thing that could happen to us," said Farfurkis. "1t would be worse if we were
cursed twenty times over by others.”

"Our grandchildren and maybe even our children would smply takeit for granted.”

"We should not be indifferent to what our children will take for granted.”

"Themord criteriaof humanism,” said Vybegdlo giving ashort laugh.

"We have no other criteria," Farfurkis countered. "Unfortunately.”

"Fortunately, my colleague, fortunately. Every time that mankind has turned to others, it suffered
crudly.”

"l know that. | would rather not know even that." Vybegallo looked over at Lavr Fedotovich. "The
problem before us has not been stated correctly. It is based on confused conceptions, vague
formulations, and intuition. Asascientist | do not take it upon myself to solveit. That would not be
serious or respongble. Thereisonly onething left: to be aman. With al the resulting consequences. | am
againgt contact. But not for long!" he shouted excitedly. ™Y ou must understand us correctly. | am sure
that thiswill not befor long. Give ustime, we have been out of chaosfor such ashort time. We are ill
waist-deep in chaos." He stopped and dropped his head to his hands.

Lavr Fedotovich looked at Farfurkis.

"l can only repeat what | said before." Farfurkissaid in alow voice. "No one has changed my mind
about that. | am against any contact for along period. | am absolutely sure,”" he added, "that the other
treaty-negotiating party would take any other decision on our part as proof of presumptuousness and
socid immaturity." He bowed curtly in the direction of the vigtor.

"You?' asked Lavr Fedotovich.



"| am categoricdly againgt any contact,” replied Khlebovvodov, sill scribbling away. " Categoricaly
and unequivocdly." He threw Zubo another note. "1 will not state my reasonsjust yet, but ask to be able
to say afew more words on the subject in ten minutes.”

Lavr Fedotovich carefully set down the dictaphone mike and rose dowly. The visitor aso stood up.
They stood opposite each other, separated by the huge table piled high with reference works, cases of
microbooks, and reels of videotape.

"It isdifficult for meto spesk right now," he began. "Difficult because, for one thing, circumstances
demand lofty rhetoric and words that are not only precise but also solemn. However, here on earth, |ofty
words have suffered from inflation in the past century. So | will aim only for accuracy. Y ou offer us
friendship and cooperation in al aspects of civilization. This offer is unprecedented in the history of man,
just asthefact of the arrival of a creature from another planet is unprecedented and our answer to your
offer is unprecedented. We answer with arefusal on al points of the agreement you offer, we
categoricaly refuse to offer any counteragreement, we categoricaly demand a complete end to any
contact whatsoever between our civilizations and between individual representatives of them. Wewish to
announce that we find the idea of contact between two different civilizationsin the cosmos to be fruitful
and promising in principle. We wish to stress that the idea of contact has long been held as one of the
most cherished and noble goas of our humanity. We wish to assure you that our refusal in no way must
be seen by you as ahogtile act, based on hidden enmity or connected in any way with physiologica or
other ingtinctua prejudices. We would like you to know the reasonsfor our refusal, and for you to
understand and if not approve, then at least to keep them in mind.”

Vybegdllo and Farfurkis had their eyes fixed on Lavr Fedotovich. Khlebovvodov received an answer
to hislast note, put the cards together in anesat pile, and also looked at Lavr Fedotovich.

"Theinequdity between our two civilizationsis enormous," continued Lavr Fedotovich. "I'm not
speaking of biologicd differences—nature bestowed a greater wealth upon you than upon us. Thereésno
need to speak of socia inequalities—you have long passed the stage of socia development that we are
just entering. And of course, | do not speek of scientific and technologica inequdities—even the most
conservetive estimates put you several centuries ahead of us. | will speak about the direct result of these
three aspects of inequaity—about the gigantic psychological inequdity that in fact isthe mgor reason for
thefallure of our negatiations.

"We are separated by a gigantic revolution in mass psychology, preparations for which we have only
begun and which you have probably aready forgotten. This psychologica gulf does not alow usto
obtain acorrect understanding of the ams of your arriva. We do not understand how our friendship and
cooperation could benefit you. We have only emerged from astate of constant warfare, from aworld of
bloodshed and violence, from aworld of lies, baseness, and greed; we have not yet washed off the dirt
of that world. When we come up against a phenomenon that our reason cannot yet grasp, when al we
have at our command isour vast but as yet not assimilated experience, our psychology prompts usto
create amodd of the phenomenon in our own image. Cruddly put, we do not trust you the way that we
gill do not trust each other.

"Our mass psychology is based on egotism, utilitarianism, and mysticism. The establishment and
development of contact with you firgt of al threatens unthinkable complications of the aready complex
Stuation on our planet. Our egotism, our anthropocentrism, the thousand years of education by religions
and naive philosopherswho taught usto trust in our primordia superiority, in our uniqueness, and in our
privileged position in the universe—al this suggests that there will be a monstrous psychologica shock,
anirrationd hatred of you, ahysterica fear of the unimaginable posshbilitiesthat you present, afeding of
sudden debasement, and adread that the rulers of nature have been dethroned.

"Our utilitarianism will lead to adesirein the mgority of our peopleto participate in the wedth of
material progress, obtained without effort, for free, and will turn many to parasitism and consumerism,
and God knows, we have trouble enough struggling against this as aresult of our own scientific and



technologica progress. Asfor our ingrained mysticism, for our age-old hope for benevolent gods,
benevolent tsars, and benevolent heroes, our hopesfor the intervention of atrustworthy authority who
would relieve us of dl our cares and respongbilities, asfor thisreverse sde of the coin of our egotism, |
think that you cannot even imagine what the results of your gppearance on our planet would be.

"I hope that you can see now that permission for contact would destroy what little we have managed
to do to prepare the way for arevolution in psychology. And you must understand that the cause of our
refusal liesnot in you, not in your good points or in your bad—the causeisonly in our unpreparedness.
We understand this perfectly well, and while categoricaly turning from contact with you today, we do not
plan to make this position permanent. Therefore, on our part, we propose.... "

Lavr Fedotovich raised his voice, and everyone stood.

"We propose that exactly fifty years after your takeoff a meeting be held between authorized
representatives of both civilizations on the north pole of the planet Pluto. We hope that by that time we
will be better prepared to undertake a thought-out and fruitful cooperative venture between our
cavilizetions™

Lavr Fedotovich finished, and we dl sat down. Only Khlebovvodov and the visitor remained
ganding.

"While subscribing wholly and completely to the content and form of the statement of the chairman,”
Khlebovvodov said harshly and drily, "1 fed it my duty, however, to leave no doubt in the mind of the
other party of our determination to use al our might to resst contact until the agreed-upon time. While
completdy acknowledging the technological, and therefore military, superiority of your civilization, |
neverthelessfed it ismy duty to leave no room for misunderstanding: any attempt to force contact upon
uswill be seen from the moment of your takeoff as an act of aggression and will be met with the entire
power of earth's armaments. Any ship that appearsin the range of our military might will be destroyed
without warning."

"|sthat enough?"' asked Eddiein awhisper.
Everyonefroze, asif in aphotograph.
"l don't know," | said. "It seemsapity. | could listen forever."

"It did come out rather well, didn't it?' said Eddie. "But | must stop it. Such an expenditure of brain
enagy ..."

Heturned off the humanizer, and Farfurkis started whining immediatdly.
"Comrades! It'simpossible to work, what are we doing?”
Vybegallo chewed on hislip, looked around blankly, and scratched his beard.

"That'sright!" Khlebovvodov said and sat down. "We haveto finish up. I'min the minority here, but
who am 1?1t doesn't matter! If you don't want to turn him over to the police, then don't. But rationdizing
thistrickster as an unexplained phenomenon is pointless. Big ded, so he grew himsdlf another two arms.”

"Itisn't taking!" Eddie sad bitterly. "It'srough going, Alex. They have no humanity, these plumbers.”

"Harrumph,” said Lavr Fedotovich, and delivered a short speech that made it clear that the public did
not need unexplained phenomenathat could, but would not for one reason or another, present the
credentialsthat proved that they were unexplained. On the other hand, the people have long demanded a
ruthless paring down of bureaucratic red tapein al departments. Therefore, Lavr Fedotovich expressed
his opinion that the examination of Case 72 should be postponed until December of thisyear in order to
give Comrade K. K. Konstantinov time to get back to his permanent residence and return with the
appropriate documents. Asfor giving Comrade K. K. Konstantinov materia aid, the Troika has the right
to give such aid or to facilitate it only in those instances where the request comes from what has been
certified by the Troika as an unexplained phenomenon. And since Comrade K. K. Konstantinov has not
yet been certified as such, then the question of giving him aid is aso postponed until December—and



more precisdy, until the moment of his certification.

The Great Round Sedl did not appear on the scene and | heaved asigh of relief. Konstantin, who
never did grasp the situation fully and who had been getting angrier and angrier, spat demongtratively on
the floor, very humanly, and disappeared.

"That's an attack!" Khlebovvodov shouted gleefully. "Did you see him spit? The whole floor iswet!”
"That'sdisgugting!" Farfurkis concurred. "1 consider thisan insult!™

"| told you hewas acrook!" said Khlebovvodov. "We haveto call the police. Let them give him
fifteen days, let him sweep the streetswith hisfour hands.”

"No, no, Comrade Khlebovvodov," Farfurkis argued. "Thisis no police matter anymore, you
underestimate the gravity of the Stuation. Thiswas spitting in the face of the public and the administration.
He should be tried!”

Lavr Fedotovich did not speak, but hisfreckled fingers were agitatedly scampering acrossthe
table—he was|ooking for some button, or maybe the telephone. 1t began to reek of politica crime.
Vybegallo, who didn't give adamn about Konstantin, did not respond. | coughed and asked for their
attention. Attention was granted, but not very readily—their eyeswere glistening excitedly, their fur was
bristling, their fangs were ready to tear, and their clawsto scratch.

Trying to speak as pompoudy as possible, | reminded the Troikathat it wasin their interest to hold
gaactocentric and not anthropocentric positions. | pointed out that the customs and expressions of
emotion might and probably do differ greatly in extraterrestriad creatures. | fell back on the weary analogy
of the customs of the different tribes and peoples of Planet Earth. | expressed my confidence that
Comrade Farfurkis would not be satisfied with rubbing noses for agreeting, in common usage among
severd northern peoples, but neither would he consider such rubbing to be degrading to hisposition asa
member of the Troika. Asfor Comrade Konstantinov, the custom of spitting out aliquid of acertain
chemica compostion that formsin the ord cavity, acustom that among severa peoples of the earth
sgnifiesdissatisfaction, irritation, or the desreto insult onesinterlocutor, might and must mean
completely the oppositefor an extraterrestrid creature, including gratitude for your attention. The
so-called spitting of Comrade Konstantinov could also have been apurely neutral act, related to the
physiologica functioning of hisorganism.

"Don't give me that function stuff!" shouted Khlebovvodov. "He spat al over the floor, the bandit, and
ran away!"

"Andfindly," I concluded, ignoring him, "we must not rule out the possibility that the above-mentioned
physiologica act of Comrade Konstantinov might have been an action connected with hislightning-like
movement through space.”

| waswarbling like a nightingae and watched with relief as Lavr Fedotovich'sfingers kept dowing
down, findly coming to rest on the blotter. Khlebovvodov was still barking threats, but the sengitive
Farfurkis had caught the change in the wind and brought the brunt of the blow on an unexpected victim.
He suddenly attacked the commandant, who, thinking himself safe from danger, was enjoying the
gpectacle with smple curiogty.

"1 have long been noticing,” thundered Farfurkis, "that the educationa system in the Colony of
Unexplained Phenomenaisvery poorly organized. There are dmost no political education lectures. The
visud adsin agitation reflect yesterday's lessons. The Evening Indtitute of Culture bardly functions. All of
the cultura eventsin the Colony boil down to dances, foreign films, and tacky variety shows. The
dogan-making industry hasfalen into neglect. The colonists are left to their own devices, many of them
are moraly bankrupt, amost no one understands the international Situation, and the most backward of
the colonists, for example, the ghost of one Weiner, do not even comprehend where they are. The results
areamoral behavior, hooliganism, and complaints from the populace. The day before yesterday Kuzma
the Pterodactyl |eft the territory of the Colony and, definitely not sober, flew over the Club of Working



Y outh, biting off the bulbs that spell out WELCOME. One Nikolai Dolgonosikov, self-styled tel epathist
and spirituaigt, tricked hisway into the women's dormitory of the pedagogicd technicum and carried on
discussons and actions that were classified by the administration as religious propaganda. And today we
have run across another sad consequence of Comrade Zubo's criminaly negligent attitude toward
education and propaganda as commandant of the Colony. Whatever the meaning of Comrade
Kongantinov's expectoration of liquidsfound in hisora cavity, it provesthat he does not fully appreciate
where heisand how he must behave, and thisin turn provesthat it isthe fault of Comrade Zubo, who
has not taught the colonists the meaning of the folk saying 'Don't bring your own rulesto somebody elsg's
monastery.’ And | fed that we must warn Comrade Zubo and order him to raise the level of educational
work in the Colony that isentrusted to him!™"

Farfurkis tapered off, and Khlebovvodov took on the commandant. His speech was muddled, but full
of vague hints and threats o terrifying that the commandant faltered completely and openly swallowed
pills. Khiebovvodov bellowed: "I'll show you! Don't you understand, or are you completely crazy?'

"Harrumph," said Lavr Fedotovich finally and began setting matters straight. Comrade Zubo was
reprimanded for behavior unworthy of the Troika, expressed in the expectoration by Comrade
Kongantinov, and also for losing the adminigtrative aura. Comrade K. K. Kongtantinov was given a
warning for walking on the ceiling and wallsin his shoes. Farfurkiswas given averba reprimand for
aways going over the time limit when he had the floor, and Khlebovvodov for violating adminigtrative
ethics by trying to lieto Comrade K. K. Kongtantinov. Vybegalo was reprimanded verbdly for
appearing at the sesson unshaven.

"Arethere any other motions?" inquired Lavr Fedotovich. Khlebovvodov immediately leaned over
and whispered in hisear. Lavr Fedotovich listened and then added: "Thereisamotion to remind certain
representatives from below to participate more actively in thework of the Troika."

Now everybody had gotten it. No one had been forgotten, and nothing had been overlooked. The
atmosphere cleared up, and everyone, including the commandant, cheered up. Only Eddie frowned,
deep in thought.

"Next," said Lavr Fedotovich. "Report, Comrade Zubo."

"Case 2," read the commandant. " Surname: Blank. Name: Blank. Patronymic: Blank. Nickname:
Kuzma. Y ear and place of birth: Uncertain. Probably the Congo.”

"What is he, mute?' asked Khlebovvodov jovidly.
"He doesn't know how to tak. He only quacks."
"Has he been that way from birth?"

"l would assume s0."

"That means poor heredity,” Khlebovvodov grumbled. "That's why he became abandit. Istherea
crimind record?'

"Whose?' the confused commandant asked. "Mine?"
"No, why yours? Does he have one, that bandit? What's his nickname? V aska?"'

"| protest," said Farfurkis. "Comrade Khlebovvodov is operating under the mistaken prejudice that
only bandits have nicknames. However, the regulations state in Paragraph 8, Chapter 4, Part 2, that
nicknames will be given to phenomena classified as animate creatures without reason.”

"Ah!" said the disgppointed K hlebovvodov, "it's some dog, | guess. And | thought it was abandit.
When | wasin charge of the box office of the Mutua Aid Fund of Theater Figures under the auspices of
the VTO, | had a bookkeeper ... "

"| protest!" Farfurkiswailed. "Thisisin violation of the regulations Wewon't get out of here before
nightfdl!"



Khlebovvodov glanced a hiswatch.

"That'sright," he said. "Forgive me. Go ahead, brother, where did you stop?"
"Point five. Nationaity: Pterodactyl.”

They dl shuddered, but it was getting late, and no one said aword.

"Education: Blank," continued the commandant. "Knowledge of foreign languages. Blank. Professon
and place of work at present time: Blank. Have you been abroad? Probably."

"Oh, that's bad,” Khlebovvodov muttered. "Bad! Oh, vigilance! A pterodactyl, you say? What color?
Ishewhite or black?'

"He's sort of gray.”

"Ahal" said Khlebovvodov. "And he can't talk. Only quacks. Well, dl right, go on.”
"Brief summary of the unexplainable: considered to be extinct fifty million yearsago.”
"How many?" Farfurkis demanded.

"Ffty millionit sayshere" the commandant said.

"That can't be serious," Farfurkis grumbled and looked at hiswatch. "Read on,” he moaned. "Read
on."

"Dataon closerdatives. Probably al died out. Place of permanent residence: Kitezhgrad, Colony of
Unexplained Phenomena.”

"Has he been given papers?' Khlebovvodov demanded severdly.

"Sort of. When he arrived he was written in the register of honored vigitors, and he's been here ever
snce. Y ou might say that Kuzmahas grown to live here.” A tender note had crept into the commandant's
voice. It was obvious Kuzmawas his protégé.

"Isthat dl?" inquired Lavr Fedotovich. "Then thereisamotion to cal in the case.”
There were no other motions. The commandant pulled back the curtains and caled lovingly:

"Here, Kuz, Kuz, Kuz, here boy. There heis, sitting on achimney, the bum,” he said tenderly. "He's
dhy, very shy. Kuz, Kuz, Kuz, here. He's coming,” he announced, stepping away from the window.

There was aleathery rustle and awhistle, a huge shadow blocked the sky for a second, and Kuzma,
his membranes quivering, smoothly lowered himsalf onto the demongtration table. He folded up hiswings,
raised his head, opened hisbig toothy jaw, and quacked softly.

"He's saying hello,” the commandant explained. "He's very palite, the little bugger. Understands
evaything."

Kuzmalooked over the Troika, met the deathly gaze of Lavr Fedotovich, and suddenly became
terribly shy. He tucked his head under hiswing, hiding hisjaws on his chest, and peeked out from under
his leathery wings with one eye—it was a huge green anachronigtic eye. He was adream, that Kuzma. Of
course, on an unprepared person, he could have aterrifying effect. Just to be safe, Khlebovvodov
dropped a pencil under the table and did down after it. "I thought it would be aquacking dog or
something,”" he muttered.

"Does hehite?' asked Farfurkis.

"Of course not!" the commandant said, "he'sadocile animal, he runs away if anyone says boo. Of
coursg, if he gets angry—but he never getsangry.”

Lavr Fedotovich examined the pterodactyl through his opera glasses, throwing the poor thing into a
complete panic. Kuzma quacked nervoudy and tucked his head completely under hiswing.

"Harrumph!" Lavr Fedotovich said with satisfaction and put away the opera glasses.



The situation was shaping up well.
"| thought it was some kind of horse," Khlebovvodov muttered, crawling around under the table.

"Allow me, Lavr Fedotovich," said Farfurkis. "1 can see definite difficulties with this case. If we were
involved in examining an unusua phenomenon, | would bethefirst to call for immediate ratondization.
Indeed, a crocodile with wingsisarather unusua phenomenon in our climate. However, our goal isto
examine unexplained phenomena, and here | have my doubits. Isthere an element of the unexplained in
Case 2?11 thereisn', then why are we examining the case? If, on the other hand, thereis, what precisely
isit? Perhaps, our comrade the scientific consultant could say afew wordsin this regard?

Comrade scientific consultant could indeed say afew words. In his mixed French and Russian he
informed the Troikathat Marie Briboa's hairdo definitely pleased dl the hunting guests gathered at the
Baron de Baudreill€'s, and that the scientific consultant must admit thet the inexplicability of the
pterodactyl Kuzmalies, that isto say, in one plane, which, he, the scientific consultant, fedsit ishisbitter,
but honorable, duty to remind his, the scientific consultant's, friendsin science; and that the winged State
of the crocodile, or rather, the fact that some crocodiles have two or more wings has not yet been
explained by science, and therefore, he, the scientific consultant, would ask your gardener to show him
those marvel ous tuberoses that you spoke about last Friday; and finally, he, the scientific consultant, sees
no particular reason to put off the rationalization of the case in question but on the other hand would like
to have theright to disagree with the above a alater time.

While Vybegalo waskilling time, working up aswest to earn hisridiculous sdary, | quickly devised a
plan for the coming battle. | liked Kuzmaalot and one thing was clear to me: if we did not interveneright
now, thingswould be bad for him.

"Harrumph,” Lavr Fedotovich said. "Questionsfor the speaker?'

"l have no questions,” said Khlebovvodov, who, once assured that Kuzmadid not bite, had become
obnoxious. "But | fed that thisisasmple crocodile with wings and nothing more. And the scientific
consultant isthrowing dust in our eyesfor nothing. And then, | notice that the commandant has devel oped
favoriteswithin the colony and is feeding them on government funds. | do not want to imply thet thereis
nepotism involved or that the commandant is taking bribes from the crocodile, but the facts are obvious.
A crocodilewith wingsisasmple enough thing, but heisbeing treated like something specid. He should
be chased out of the colony. He should be working.”

"Working a what?" asked the commandant, worried about Kuzma.

"Working! Everyoneworks here! Look at the creature. He should be hauling logs, or loading stones
at aquarry. Areyou going to say that his arteries are weak? | know these crocodiles, I've seen al kinds,
withwings, and dl."

"How can that be?' the commandant worried. "He's not human, you know, hesan anima. Hehasa
Specid diet.”

"So what! Animalswork heretoo. Horsesfor instance. Let him go to work asahorse! Hehasa
diet—well sodo I, and I'm missing lunch because of him."

But Khlebovvodov redized that he had gone abit too far. Farfurkis was giving him amocking look,
and Lavr Fedotovich's pose led oneto think. Taking al the above circumstancesinto account,
Khlebovvodov made a sharp U-turn. "Hold on, hold on!" he yelled. "What Kuzmaisthis here? Isnt this
the Kuzmawho ate up the light bulbs at the club? Why yes, it'sthe very same! Wdll, what do you haveto
say about this? Does this mean that the law doesn't apply to him either? Don't try to weasdl out of this,
Zubo. Just tell me, was action taken on the matter?*

"It was," the commandant answered hotly.
"What precisdy?'
"Hewas given alaxative." It was clear that he would defend Kuzmato the death.



Khlebovvodov dammed hisfist down on thetable, and asmall puddie appeared under the frightened
Kuzma. | lost my temper and shouted, directly at Lavr Fedotovich, that thiswas amockery of avauable
scientific specimen. Farfurkis objected that Khlebovvodov was trying to hang other duties on the Troika.
Asfor Lavr Fedotovich, he sucked hisindex finger and then brusquely flipped severa pagesof his
minutes, asure Sgn of extremeirritation. There were orm warnings.

"Eddie;" | begged.

Eddie, carefully following developments, aimed the humanizer at Lavr Fedotovich. Lavr Fedotovich
rose and took the floor.

He spoke of the aims of the Troika entrusted to him, expressed in its authority and its responsibilities.
He cdled on hislistenersto increase their morta struggle for increased labor discipline, against red tape,
for high mord levelsfor oneand dl, for hedthy criticism and hedthy sdf-criticism, againgt
dehumanization, for increased fire protection, for persond responsibility for everyone, for exemplary
contentsin bookkeeping, and against undereva uation of persond strength. The people will thank usif we
fulfill these god's even more actively than before. The people will not forgive usif we do not fulfill these
gods even more actively than before. What concrete motions will be made to organize the Troikaswork
inview of the changesin conditions?

| took malicious pleasurein thelack of concrete motions. Khlebovvodov kept blowing hot air from
habit and offered to take on more responsibilities—for example, making sure that with the increased
authority of the Troika, Comrade Commandant Zubo lengthen hiswork day to fourteen hours and that
Comrade Scientific Consultant Vybegalo skip lunch. However, this partisan decision was not met with
enthusiasm. On the contrary, it drew a hested rgjection from the named parties. A brief flurry ensued, in
the course of which it was reveaed that the lunch hour had long been upon them.

"Thereisan opinion," Lavr Fedotovich wound up, "that it istime to rest and have lunch. The Troika
meeting is closed until eighteen hundred hours." Then he turned to the commandant in the best of spirits.
"And asfor your crocodile, Comrade Zubo, we will put him in the zoological park. What do you think?'

"Oh!" said the heroic commandant. "Lavr Fedotovich! Comrade VVuniukov! As Christ is my witness,
our Savior, the city does not have a zoologica park."

"It will!" Lavr Fedotovich promised. And then made afolksy joke: "We have aregular park, we have
akiddie park, and now welll have azoological one, too. The Troikalikes threes.”

Theroar of sycophantic laughter caused Kuzmato perform another impoliteness. ,

Lavr Fedotovich gathered his accoutrements of chairmanship into his briefcase, stood, and moved
sedately toward the exit. Khlebovvodov and Vybegallo, knocking the undert Farfurkisto the floor,
rushed to open the door for him, pushing each other out of the way.

"Now asteak, that's meat,” Lavr Fedotovich explained to them condescendingly.
"Rare!" shouted Khlebovvodov loydly.
"Why rare?' Lavr Fedotovich's voice floated in from the reception area.

Eddieand | opened dl the windows. From the stairs came: "Now, please, Lavr Fedotovich. Allow
meto say that a stesk that is not rare, Lavr Fedotovich, isworse than drinking on an empty stomach.”
"Science assumes, c'est, c'est, with onions, of course.” "The people love good meat—for instance,
Seak."

"They'redriving meto an early grave," the commandant said. "They are the death of me, my seven
plagues of Egypt.”

CASE 15 AND FIELD SESSIONS



There was no evening session. Officially we were informed that Lavr Fedotovich, aswell as
Comrades Khlebovvodov and Vybegallo, were poisoned at lunch by mushrooms, and that the doctor
recommended bed rest al night. However the ever-meticul ous commandant was not satisfied by the
officid verson. He cdled hisfriend, the hotel maitred'. It turned out that at lunch Lavr Fedotovich and
Professor Vybegallo had ganged up on Comrade Khlebovvodov on the issue of the relative merits of
well-done versus rare steak. Striving to determine which of these two states of steak was more beloved
by the people, and with the aid and sustenance of cognac and velvety Pilsner, each consumed four
experimental portions from the chef's stores. Now they were quiteill, flat on their backs, and could not
gppear in public before morning.

The commandant rejoiced like akid whose favorite teacher had unexpectedly falenill.

We said good-bye to him, bought two ice-cream cones, and went back to our hotel. We spent the
evening in our room, discussing our Situation. Eddie admitted that Christoba Joséevich had beenright: the
Troikawas atougher nut to crack than he had expected. Therationd part of their psyche turned out to
be supernaturaly conservative and superrigid. True, it did yied to the humanizer's powerful fidd, but
immediately returned to square one as soon asit was removed. | suggested that Eddie leave the field on,
but he rgected my suggestion. The Troika's reserves of therational, good, and eternd were very limited,
and Eddie was afraid that lengthy exposure to the humanizer would deplete them. Our businessisto
teach them to think, said Eddie, not to think for them. But they are not learning. These ex-plumbers have
forgotten how. But al isnot logt. Thereis till the emotiond side of their psyche. Since we can not
awaken their reason, we must try to awaken their consciences. And that was precisely what Eddie
planned to do at the very next session.

We discussed that problem until the excited Gabby burst in on us without knocking. It turned out that
he had applied to be seen out of turn by the Troikato weigh a suggestion of his. He had just heard from
the commandant that they would, and he wanted to know whether we would be present at the morning
meeting, which would be historic. Tomorrow we would understand everything. Tomorrow we would
learn just what he was. When grateful humanity carried him on their shoulders, he would not forget us. He
shouted and waved hislittlelegs, ran around the walls, and distracted Eddie from his planning. | had to
take him by the scruff of his neck and toss him out into the hall. He did not take offense, he was above dl
that. Tomorrow everything would be clear, he promised, then asked for Khlebovvodov's suite number
and disappeared. | went to bed, and Eddie shuffled papers and sat over his dismantled humanizer for
severd hours.

When the bedbug was caled in, he did not enter the meeting room immediately. We could hear himin
the reception area squabbling with the commandant, demanding an honor guard. Eddie was getting
worried, and | had to go out into the reception areaand tell Gabby to stop fooling around or things
would go badly for him.

"But dl I'm demanding isthat he take three stepstoward me!™ the bedbug said angrily. "Evenif there
isno honor guard, there has to be some pomp! After dl, I'm not asking him to meet me at the door, hat
in hand! Let him take three stepsin my direction and nod!"

"Who are you taking about?"

"What do you mean, who? What's his name, your chief—\Vuniukov, isit?"

"Youjerk!" | shouted. "Do you want them to listen to you? Get in there! Y ou have thirty seconds!”

Gabby gave in. Muttering something about bresking dl the rules, he went into the meeting room and
obnoxioudy lolled on the demondiration table without greeting anyone. Lavr Fedotovich, his eyes puffy
and ydlow from yesterday's debauch, peered through his opera glasses. Khlebovvodov, suffering from
bilious gas, started the session.

"What do we haveto listen to him for? Everything is decided dready. He'sjust going to drive us
crazy."



"Just aminute," Farfurkis said, bright and cheery asusud. " Citizen Gabby," he addressed the bedbug,
"the Troika deemed it possible to receive you out of turn and hear what you described asyour very
important announcement. The Troika suggests that you be as brief as possible and not take up too much
of itsvauable work time. What do you wish to announce? We are listening.”

Gabby maintained an orator's slence for afew seconds. Then he gathered himself up noisily, struck a
haughty pose, and puffing up his cheeks, began.

"The history of the human race," he said, "contains many shameful incidents of barbarism and
stupidity. A rough ignorant soldier bumped off Archimedes. Lousy priests burned Giordano Bruno.
Rabid fanatics attacked Charles Darwin and Galileo Gdlilel. The history of bedbugs also contains
referencesto victims of ignorance and obscurantism. Everyone remembers the unbearable sufferings of
the great encyclopedist bedbug Sapukol, who showed our ancestors, the grass and tree bugs, the path of
true progress and prosperity. Imperutor, the creator of the theory of blood types, died aforgotten and
impoverished bedbug, as did Rexophobe, who solved the problem of fertility, and Nudin, who
discovered anabiosis.

"The barbarism and ignorance of both our races could not avoid leaving its mark on their
interrelationship. In vain have theideas of the great Utopian bedbug Platun been preserved. He preached
theidea of asymbiotic relationship between man and bedbug, no longer based on the age-old parasitism
of the bedbug—a bright and shining future of friendship and mutua assistance. We know of instances
when man proffered peace, protection, and patronage to the bedbug, under the dogan: 'We are of one
blood, you and I, but the greedy, dways hungry bedbug massesignored this cdll, repeating over and
over: 'Wedrank, we drink, and we will drink." "

Gabby gulped down aglass of water, wiped hislips, and continued, increasing in tempo and volume.
"Now for thefirst timein the history of our two races we face a Situation where the bedbug offers
humanity pesce, protection, and patronage, demanding only one thing in return: acknowledgment. For the
firgt time, the bedbug has found a common tongue with man. For thefirgt time, the bedbug communicates
with man not in bed but across a conference table. For thefirst time, the bedbug seeks not materia
weslth but spiritual communication. Now at the crossroads of higtory, standing at the turn that may lead
both races to undreamed-of heights, dare we waste time through indecision, follow once more the road
of ignorance and hodtility, rejecting the obvious and refusing to acknowledge the miracle that has taken
place? |, Gabby Bedbug, the only talking bedbug in the universe, the only link between our races, say to
you in the name of millions upon millions: cometo your senses! Throw away your prejudices. Throw off
the shackles of stagnation, muster dl that is good and reasonable in you and look with open and clear
eyesinto the eyes of agresat truth: Gabby Bedbug is an exceptiond individua, an unexplained
phenomenon, and perhaps an inexplicable one!™

Y es, the vanity of that insect was enough to stun the most jaded imagination. | felt that thiswould
come to no good and nudged Eddie with my elbow. There was a chance that the digestive prostration
that afflicted the larger, and better, part of the Troikawould preclude any show of passion. Another
hopeful factor was the absence of the disspated Vybegallo, who was still bedridden. Lavr Fedotovich
was not well, he was pale and swesting profusdly. Farfurkis did not know what course of action to take
and kept looking over a him uncertainly. | thought that perhapsit would pass, when suddenly
K hlebovvodov spoke up.

" 'Wedrank, we drink, and we will drink!" Who do you think they're talking about? Usl Hestalking
about us, the bugger! Our blood! Hah!" He looked around wildly. "I'll squash him right now, | will! Get
no deep at night from them, and now they torture usin the daytimetoo! Torturers!" And he set about
scratching furioudy.

Gabby was frightened but continued to carry himsdf with dignity. However, hewaseyeing a
convenient corner in case it cameto that. The odor of very strong cognac spread through the room.

"Bloodsuckers!" Khlebovvodov rasped, as he jumped up and lunged forward. My heart stopped.



Eddie grabbed my hand—he was frightened too. Gabby just squatted in horror. But Khlebovvodov,
clutching his stomach, raced past the demonstration table, opened the door, and ran out. We could hear
his footsteps on the stairs. Gabby wiped the cold sweat from his brow and dispiritedly lowered his
antennae.

"Harrumph,”" Lavr Fedotovich said patheticdly. "Who e se would like the floor?"

"Allow me" said Farfurkis. | redized the machine was starting up. " Citizen Gabby's announcement
has created a unique impression on me. | am sincerely and categoricaly incensed. And not only because
Citizen Gabby isgiving aperverted history of the human race asthe hitory of the suffering of exceptiond
individuas. | am aso willing to leave the orator'stotally un-self-critical pronouncementsasto hisown
person to his conscience. But hisidea, his offer of union—even the idea of such a union sounds, to me,
both insulting and blasphemous. Just what do you take usfor, Citizen Gabby? Or perhapsthe insult was
intentional? Persondlly, | am inclined to classfy it asintentional. And on top of that, | |ooked through the
minutes of the earlier meeting on the case of Citizen Gabby and noted with chagrin that, asfar as| am
concerned, thereisatotal lack of the necessary interlocutory decreefor the case. This, comrades, isour
mistake, our oversight, which we must correct with al due speed. What do | mean? | mean that in the
person of Citizen Gabby we are confronted by nothing more than atypical talking parasite, in other
words a sponging loafer with means of support that can only be classified asillegd.”

At that moment the exhausted Khlebovvodov appeared in the doorway. As he walked past Gabby
he brandished hisfist at him and muttered, "Y ou tailless, six-legged cur!" Gabby ducked hishead. He
findly understood that things were bad. "Alex," Eddie whispered to mein apanic. "Alex, think of
something.” | feverishly looked for away out, while Farfurkis droned on.

"Insulting humanity, insulting an authoritative body. Thisistypica paraditism, which belongs behind
bars. Isthisnot alittle much, comrades? Are we not displaying spinel essness, toothlessness, bourgeois
liberalism, and abstract humanism? | don't know the feglings of my respected colleaguesin this matter,
and | don't know what decision will be reached in this case; however, as aman who is not maicious by
nature but who is principled, | permit mysdlf to address you, Citizen Gabby, with aword of warning. The
fact that you, Citizen Gabby, have learned to speek, or rather to gab, in Russian, may be atemporizing
factor in our attitude toward you. But beware! Don't pull the string too tight!"

"Squash the parasitel” rasped Khlebovvodov. "Here, I've got amatchstick." He tarted patting his
pockets.

Gabby's face was blank. So was Eddie's. He was feverishly tinkering with the humanizer. And | till
had not come up with away out.

"No, no, Comrade Khlebovvodov," sad Farfurkis, grimacing indisgust, "l am againgt illegd acts.
Why thislynch law?Were not in America, you know. Everything must be done according to the law.
Firg of dl, if Lavr Fedotovich has no objections, we must rationdize Citizen Gabby as an unexplained
phenomenon, which will therefore put him in our competence.”

Gabby, the fool, cheered up at those words. Ah, vanity!

"Then," continued Farfurkis, "wewill classify the rationaized unexplained phenomenon as adangerous
one, and therefore one that can be expunged during the utilization procedure. Therest isridiculoudy
sample. We will write the decree dong these lines: the decree on expunging the talking bedbug, hereafter
referred to as Gabby."

"That'sright!" rasped Khlebovvodov. "WEell get him with the Sed!”
"Thisisarbitrary rule!" squeaked Gabby.

"Excuse me!" Farfurkiswas on the attack. "What do you mean arbitrary? \We are expunging you in
accordance with paragraph 75 of the Appendix on Expunging Social Vestiges, where it most clearly
dates... "



"It'sdill arbitrary! Gabby was shouting. "Executionerst Gendarmed!™

And that'swhen | findly figured it out.

"Hold on," | said. "Lavr Fedotovich! | beg you to intervene! Thisis squandering your cadres!™
Lavr Fedotovich barely managed his"Harrumph." He was so sick that he didn't care.

"Do you hear that?' | asked Farfurkis. "And Lavr Fedotovich isabsolutely right! Y ou must pay less
attention to form and look more closaly at content. Our injured feelings have nothing to do with the best
interests of the people's resources. Why this adminigtrative sentimentdity? Is this aboarding school for
young princesses? Or courses for improving qualifications? Y es, Citizen Gabby isrude and impertinent
and uses questionable paralels. Y es, Citizen Gabby isfar from perfect. But does that mean that we
should expunge him as being unnecessary? What are you thinking of, Comrade Farfurkis? Or areyou
perhaps prepared to pull out another talking bedbug from your pocket? Maybe your circle of
acquaintances includes atalking bedbug? Why thislese majesty?'l don't like the talking bedbug, let's
write off the talking bedbug.' And you, Comrade Khlebovvodov? Yes, | can see that you are aman who
has suffered deeply from bedbugs. | sympathi ze deeply with your sufferings, but | ask you: perhaps you
have aready found ameans of combating these bloodsucking parasites? These pirates of the bed, these
gangsters of the peoplée's dreams, these vampires of rundown hotels?*

"That'sjust what I'm saying," said Khlebovvodov. "Just squash him without any to-do. All these
decreesand nonsense ... "

"Oh, no, Comrade Khlebovvodov! Weforbid it! We will not alow you to take advantage of the
scientific consultant's sickness to introduce and apply crude administrative methods instead of scientific
adminigrative methods. We will not alow voluntarism and subjectivism to reign once more! Don't you
understand that Citizen Gabby hereisthe only opportunity we have so far to begin areeducation
program among these frenzied parasites? In the past, some homegrown talent turned peaceful vegetarian
bugsto their present disgusting modus vivendi . Don't you think that our contemporary, educated
bedbug, enriched with the full power of theory and practice, is capable of doing the reverse? Armed with
carefully compaosed ingructions and the latest techniques of pedagogy, knowing that al of humanity
supports him, he could become the Archimedean lever with whose help we will turn the tide of bedbug
history back to the forests and fields, to Nature's bosom, to a pure, smple, and innocent existence. | beg
the commission to take dl these thoughts into consideration and carefully examine them.”

| sat down. Eddie, pale with joy, gave me a thumbs-up sign. Gabby was on his knees, fervently
praying. Asfor the Troika, it was dumbstruck by my oratorical power. Farfurkis stared at me with
joyous amazement. | could tell that he thought my ideawas a stroke of genius and that he was feverishly
examining the best way to take over the command of this new undertaking. He was picturing how he
would write awide-ranging, detailed instruction manual; he could see the paragraphs, chapters,
gppendixes, and footnotesin hismind's eye; in hisimagination he was consulting with the bedbug,
organizing coursesin Russian for gifted bedbugs, being named head of the State Committee on
Propagandafor Vegetarianism Among Bloodsuckers, whose expanding sphere of activity would also
include mosguitoes and gnats, midges and leeches.

"Grassbugsare no joy either, let metel you," grumbled the conservative Khlebovvodov. He had
aready capitulated, but he did not want to admit it, SO he was picking on minor points.

| shrugged expressively.

"Comrade Khlebovvodov isthinking dong rigid, narrow lines,” countered Farfurkis, pulling ahead by
haf alength.

"They'renot narrow at dl," said Khlebovvodov weakly. "They're quite broad,

those ... whatchamacdlits. Boy, do they stink! But | redlize that can be fixed up in the process, too. |
mean, do you think we can trust this upstart. He just doesn't seem serious—and he has no good record

of anything."



"l have amotion," said Eddie. "Perhaps a subcommittee should be set up, headed by Comrade
Farfurkis, to study this matter. | would suggest Comrade Privdov, aman who isimpartid, asascientific
consultant pro tern.”

Lavr Fedotovich stood up. Anyone could see that he had been serioudly impaired by yesterday's
lunch. Ordinary human weakness shone through his usudly stony countenance. Y es, therewasacrack in
the granite, the bastion was breached, but despite all that he stood firm and powerful.

"The people," began the bastion, ralling hiseyesin pain. "The people do not like being locked within
four walls. The people need room. The people need fields and rivers. The people need the wind and the
un.”

"And the moon," added Khlebovvodov, loyaly looking up at the bastion.

"And the moon," Lavr Fedotovich confirmed. "The hedlth of the people must be safeguarded, it
bel ongs to the people. The people need work in the great outdoors. The people can not breathe without
theopenar.”

Wedidn't understand. Even Khlebovvodov was till trying to figure it out, but the perceptive Farfurkis
had already gathered his papers, packed up his notebook, and was whispering to the commandant. The
commandant nodded and inquired respectfully:

"Do the people liketo walk or drive?’

"The people," announced Lavr Fedotovich, "prefer to ridein aconvertible. Expressing the generd
consensus, | move that we postpone the present session and hold at once the field session scheduled for
this evening. Comrade Zubo, take care of the details." With those words Lavr Fedotovich fell back
heavily into hischair.

Everyone started bustling. The commandant ordered the car, Khlebovvodov plied Lavr Fedotovich
with mineral water, and Farfurkis dug around for the necessary documents. | took advantage of the
bustle, grabbed Gabby by the leg, and threw him out. Gabby did not protest: this experience had shaken
him profoundly and changed him for along time to come,

The car arrived. Lavr Fedotovich was led out by both arms and seated in the front. Khlebovvodov,
Farfurkis, and the commandant, fighting and scratching, shared the back seat with the safe containing the
Great Round Sedl. "The car seatsfive," Eddie said worriedly. "They won't take us." | replied that that
wasfine with me, | had talked enough to last me amonth. It was dl awaste of time. We wouldn't change
them in ahundred years. We saved the stupid bedbug, fine, let's go for aswim. However, Eddie said that
he would not go swimming. Hewould follow in invisible form and try one more sesson—in the open air.
Maybe that would be more effective.

They were shouting in the car. Farfurkis and Khlebovvodov were tangling. Khlebovvodov, who was
getting sicker from the smell of the gas, demanded an immediate departure. And he was yelling that the
people lovefast driving. Farfurkis, feding that he was the only businessike person in the car, responsible
for everything, maintained that the presence of a strange and untried driver had turned the closed sesson
into an open one, and besides, according to the regulations, the absence of the scientific consultant made
itimpossibleto have asession, so that evenif it were held, it would be null and void.

"Difficulties?" inquired Lavr Fedotovich in adightly firmer voice. "Comrade Farfurkis, get rid of
them." Farfurkis, emboldened, took to getting rid of them with zedl. And before | could blink an eye, |
found myself co-opted as atemporary replacement for the scientific consultant, the driver waslet go, and
| wasin hissegt. "Go ahead, go ahead,” invisble Eddie whispered in my ear. "Maybe you'l be of some
help to me." | was nervous and kept looking around. The car was surrounded by a crowd of kids. It was
onething to bein aroom with the Troika and another thing to expose onesdlf in their company to the
public eye.

"Can't we go?' Khlebovvodov begged in adying voice. "With atiff breeze ... "



"Harrumph,” said Lavr Fedotovich. "Thereisamotion to go. Any other motions? Driver, go."
| started the engine and turned carefully, picking my way through the crowd of children.

At firgt Farfurkis drove me crazy with his backseat instructions. He wanted me to stop in no-stopping
zones, or not to drive so fast, reminding me of the value of Lavr Fedotovich'slife; or to drive faster,
because the breeze did not cool Lavr Fedotovich enough; or not to pay attention to the stoplights, since
that undermined the authority of the Troika. But when we findly got out of the white suburbs of
Tmuskorpion and into the country, when the green fields stretched before us and we could see the blue
waters of alake in the distance, and when the car bounced aong on the gravel, peace descended on the
car. Everyone stuck hisfaceinto the oncoming breeze, everyone squinted in the sun, and everyone felt
good. Lavr Fedotovich lit up hisfirst Herzegovina-Hor of the day, Khlebovvodov hummed an old folk
song, and the commandant napped with the case files clutched to his breast.

Only Farfurkis, after abrief struggle, was able to overcome the relaxation that overtook the others.
He unfurled amap of Tmuskorpion and environs and diligently marked out our itinerary, which, however,
was of no use, since Farfurkis had forgotten that we were traveling by car and not by helicopter. |
suggested my version: the lake, the swamp, the hill. At the lake we had to look into the case of the
plesiosaur; at the svamp, to rationalize and utilize the mysterious sounds; and at the hill, to examinethe
so-caled enchanted place.

Farfurkis, to my surprise, had no objections. It turned out that he had total confidence in my driver's
intuition, and moreover, he had always had a high regard for my abilities. He would be very happy
working with mein the bedbug subcommittee, he had long had mein mind, and in generd he dways had
our wonderful, talented youth in mind. His heart is dways with youth, even though he does not close his
eyesto itsfundamentad faults. Today's youth does not struggle enough, does not pay enough attention to
the struggle, has no desire to struggle more, to struggle to make struggling the true, primary god of the
struggle, and if our wonderful talented youth struggle so little, then they will havelittle chance of becoming
atruly struggling youth, dwaysinvolved in the struggle to become atrue struggler who strugglesto make
thegtruggle ...

We sghted the plesiosaur from adistance—something looking like an umbrellahandle was sticking
out of thewater amilefrom shore. | drove up to the beach and parked. Farfurkiswas il struggling with
grammatica permutationsin the name of struggling youth, but Khlebovvodov had jumped out of the car
and opened the door for Lavr Fedotovich. Lavr Fedotovich did not wish to get out. He looked
benevolently a Khlebovvodov and announced that there was water in the lake, that the session was
officiadly declared open, and that Comrade Zubo had the floor.

The commission settled in the grass around the car. The mood was somehow different. Farfurkis
unbuttoned his shirt, and | took mine off, so as not to miss an opportunity to work on my tan. The
commandant, bresking dl the rules as he went dong, rattled off thefile on the plesiosaur called Liza, and
nobody listened to him. Lavr Fedotovich dreamily looked at the lake, seemingly trying to decide whether
the people needed it or not, and Khlebovvodov wastdling Farfurkis sotto voce how he was once
chairman of the Musical Comedy Theater Kolkhoz, where he used to get fifteen piglets ayear from each
sow. Oats rustled not twenty feet from us, cows grazed in distant pastures, and the inclination to
agricultura subjects was understandable.

When the commandant had finished reading the brief section on the unexplained, Khlebovvodov
made a new remark—that pleurisy was a dangerous disease and he was shocked that it was alowed to
be on the loose around here. Farfurkisand | spent quite awhile trying to explain that pleurisy and
plesosaurs were two entirely different things. Khlebovvodov, however, maintained his postion, referring
usto Ogonek magazine, which had many precise descriptions of fossilized plesiosaurs. Y ou can't
confuseme," hesaid. "I'm awel-read man, even if I've had no higher education.” Farfurkis gave up, but |
continued arguing until Khlebovvodov suggesting calling over the plesiosaur and asking it. "It can't talk,”
the commandant said, squatting down next to us. "It doesn't matter,” Khlebovvodov said. "WEell figureit



out. After al, we haveto seeit anyway. At least thisway, therell be some use out of it."

"Harrumph," said Lavr Fedotovich. "Arethere any questions for the speaker? No? Call in the case,
Comrade Zubo."

The commandant jumped up and started running along the shore. First he shouted hoarsdly: "Liza,
Lizal" But since the plesiosaur seemed to be desaf, the commandant tore off hisjacket and started waving
it, like ashipwreck victim hailing asail on the horizon. Lizagave no 9gn of life. "Shesadeep,” the
commandant said in dismay. "I'll bet she's had her fill and shesadeep.” He ran around and waved some
more and then asked meto honk. | beeped the horn. Lavr Fedotovich, leaning over the hood, examined
the plesiosaur with his opera glasses. | honked for two minutes or so and then said that any more honking
would wear down the battery. The whole thing seemed hopeless.

"Comrade Zubo," Lavr Fedotovich spoke without putting down his glasses. "Why isthe case not
responding?’
The commandant blanched and could not come up with areply.

"Distiplineislacking here, too," Khlebovvodov piped up. "Y ou'velet your subordinates get out of

"Thisisacase of undermined authority," Farfurkis noted. ™Y ou should deep at night and work during
the daytime."

The commandant began undressing in despair. There was no dternative. | asked him if he could
swim. It turned out that he did not know how, but that it did not matter to him. "Never mind,”
Khlebovvodov said bloodthirgtily. "Hell be supported by authority.” | carefully voiced my doubts about
the wisdom of the planned course. The commandant would undoubtedly drown, | said, and wasit redly
necessary, | asked, for the Troikato take on duties that had nothing to do with itsfunction, that is,
becoming alifeguard station. Besides, | reminded them, if the commandant did drown, the goa would till
remain unreached and someone e se, that is elther Farfurkis or Khlebovvodov, would have to swim out
after the case. Farfurkis rgjoined with the information that calling the cases was the function and
prerogative of the representative of theloca authorities, or, in his absence, of the scientific consultant. So
that my words could be seen as an attack and an attempt to shift respongbility. | announced that in the
present Stuation | wasless the scientific consultant and more the driver of an officia car, which | could
not leave for more than a distance of twenty feet. Y ou should know the appendix to the Statutes of
Driving on Streets and Roads," | said accusingly, risking nothing. "Paragraph 21." There was atense
dlence. The black umbrellahandle till stood lighthouse-straight on the horizon. We watched anxioudy as
Lavr Fedotovich's head turned dowly, like theturret of a battleship. Weweredl in theline of fire, and
none of uswanted to be hit.

"As God ismy witness." The commandant cracked first, knegling in his underwear. " Jesus Christ our
Savior, I'm not afraid of swimming or of drowning. But what does she care, that Liza. She'sgot agullet
like asubway! She can swalow acow! And shell be drowsy."

"Actudly," Farfurkissaid nervoudy. "Why cdl her? Actualy, we can see from here that she presents
nothing of any interest, anyway. | suggest that we rationalize her and expunge her as unnecessary.”

"Expunge her right away!" Khlebovvodov added. " So she can swallow acow, big deal! | can
swallow one, too. Buit try getting fifteen piglets from one. Now that's real work!"

Lavr Fedotovich findly rolled out the artillery. However, instead of ahorde of scrabbling individuds,
instead of anest of teeming, contradictory passions, instead of undisciplined spiders undermining the
Troikas authority, his sights showed him aworkers collective, full of solidarity, enthusiasm, and zedl,
burning with asingle desire: to write off that scourge Lizaand move on to the next problem. There was
no salvo. Theturret made a 180-degree turn, and the terrifying muzzles pointed at the unsuspecting
umbrellahandle on the horizon.

"The people,”" we could hear from the conning tower. "The people |ook into the distance. The people



seeaplesiosaur. The peopledonot need ... "
"The plesiosaur!" Khlebovvodov shot from a pistol and missed.

It turned out that the people desperately need plesiosaurs, that certain members of the Troika have
lost their sense of perspective, that certain commandants have forgotten whose bread they are edting, that
certain representatives of our glorious scientific intelligentsia have revealed atendency to view theworld
through aglass darkly, and that, finaly, Case 8 must be postponed until some winter month when it can
be reached adong theice. There were no other motions, and certainly no questions for the spesker. And
that wasthefina decision.

"Let'smove on to the next question,”" announced Lavr Fedotovich, and the members of the Troika
pushed their way into the back seet. The commandant was hurriedly dressing, muttering: ™Y ou'll pay for
this. | gave you the best pieces—like my own daughter, you floating pig.”

Then we took the road along the |ake shore. The road was horrible, and | thanked heaven that the
summer was dry, or it would have been the end of us. However, | had thanked the heavens too soon,
because the closer we got to the swamp the more the road displayed a tendency to disappear and turn
into two damp ruts with grass growing in them. | downshifted and tried to estimate my passengers
physica sirength. It was perfectly clear that fat, flabby Farfurkiswould be of little help. Khlebovvodov
looked sturdy enough, but | did not know if he had recovered sufficiently from his ssomach attack. Lavr
Fedoto-vich would probably not even get out of the car. That left the commandant and meif anything
went wrong, because Eddie would not reveal himsdlf just to push atwo-thousand-pound car out of the
mud.

My pessmistic thoughts were interrupted by a gigantic black puddie on the road. Thiswasno
bucolic, patriarcha puddie, no smalltown puddle that everyone had driven through and that was used to
everything. Nor wasit amuddy urban puddle, lazily spreading amid thelitter of acongtruction Ste. This
was acam, cold-blooded puddle, viciousin its morbid appearance, casualy stretching between the two
rutsin the road, as mysterious as the eye of a sphinx, as perfidious as awicked witch—evoking
nightmarish thoughts of drowned trucks. | braked sharply.

"That'sit. Were here”
"Harrumph," said Lavr Fedotovich. "Comrade Zubo, read thefile."

| could see the commandant vacillating in the sllence. It was till rather far to the swamp, but the
commandant could aso see the puddle blocking our only approach. He sighed and rustled his papers.

"Case 38," heread. "Surname: Blank. Name: Blank. Patronymic: Blank. Nickname: Cow's Muck
Swamp."

"Just aminute!" Farfurkisinterrupted anxioudy. "Listen!”

Heraised hisfinger. Welistened, and we heard.

Somewherein the distance silver horns sang out victorioudy. The sound pulsed, grew, and seemed to
come closer. The blood frozein my veins. That was the trumpeting of mosquitoes, and not even al of
them were calling to battle—only the company commanders or maybe even only the battaion
commanders and higher. With the mysteriousinner vision of atrgpped animal, we saw around us acres
and acres of marshy mud, overgrown with thin sedge, covered with layers of decaying leaves, with rotten
stumps sticking out here and there, al under the canopy of emaciated aspens. And al these acres, every
sguare inch of them, had detachments of the reddish cannibals, ruthless, starved, and frustrated.

"Lavr Fedotovich!" babbled K hlebovvodov. "M osguitoes!™

"Thereisamotion!" Farfurkis shouted. "To postpone the examination of this case until
October ... November!"

"Harrumph,” said Lavr Fedotovich in surprise. " The public doesn't understand.”



Suddenly the air around us was filled with movement. Khlebovvodov squeaed and dapped hisface
as hard as he could. Farfurkisreplied with the same. Lavr Fedotovich started to turn dowly andin
surprise, and then the impossible happened: a huge redheaded pirate landed smoothly on Lavr
Fedotovich'sforehead and drove his sword right between the poor man's eyes. Lavr Fedotovich reged.
He was shocked, he did not understand, he could not believeit. And then it really began.

Shaking my head like a horse, waving the mosguitoes away with my elbows, | tried to turn the car
around in the narrow space between the aspen groves. Lavr Fedotovich was roaring and squirming on
my right, and from the back seet came such avolley of smacksthat it sounded as though awhole
company of uhlans and hussars had embarked on an evening of mutud insults. By thetime| had the car
turned around, | was completely swollen. My ears were hot doughnuts and my cheeks were pound
cakes, and there were millions of horns on my forehead.

"Forward!" they shouted from al sides. "Back! Giveit gas! Get moving! I'll have you tried, Comrade
Privaov." The motor wasroaring, clumps of mud flew in al directions, and the car bounced like a
kangaroo, but our speed waslow, disgustingly low, and meanwhile new squadrons and armadas were
taking off from innumerable airfields. The enemy wasindisputably superior inthe air. Everybody except
me was busy indulging in furious sdf-criticism, even sdlf-torture. | could not tear my hands awvay from the
whesdl, and | could not even use my legsto fight them off. | had one foot free, and with it | scratched
everything it could reach. Finally we got to the lake. The road was better and it was uphill. | felt abreeze
on my face. | opped the car. | caught my breath and started scratching. | lost mysdlf in scratching.
When | did manageto stop | redlized that the Troika was finishing off the commandant.

The commandant was accused of planning and executing aterrorist act. They were holding him
accountable for every drop of blood lost by the Troika, and he paid dearly for each and every drop.
What was |eft of the commandant when | could see, hear, and think again could not accurately be called
the commandant anymore: afew bones, an empty stare, and aweak mumble: "AsGod is ... Inthe name
of JesusChrigt ... "

"Comrade Zubo," said Lavr Fedotovich findly. "Why did you stop reading the report? Please
continue.”

The commandant began gathering the scattered papers from hisfiles.

"Go right to the brief description of the unexplained,” demanded Lavr Fedotovich.

The commandant, giving one last sob, read in aquavering voice:

"A large swamp, from which come occasiona sghs and moans.”

"S0?" asked Khlebovvodov. "What's next?'

"Nothing. That'sit."

"What do you mean that'sit?' Khlebovvodov whined. "Y ou killed me! Destiroyed me! And for what?
For some lousy sighs? Why did you drag us here, you terrorist? Why did we shed our blood? Just ook
at me—how can | show up at the hotd like this?'Y ou've undermined my authority for lifel When | get
through with you, you won't even be able to sgh or moan!™

"Harrumph,” said Lavr Fedotovich. Khlebovvodov shut up.

"Thereisamoation,” continued Lavr Fedotovich. "In view of the extreme danger that Case 38 poses
for the people, the above-named case should be rationaized in the highest degree—that is, it should be
classfied asirrational and transcendent, and therefore, not redly existing, and as such, it should be
expunged from the memory of the people, that is, from geographic and topographic maps."”

Khlebovvodov and Farfurkis applauded wildly. Lavr Fedotovich extracted his briefcase from under
his seat and placed it squarely in hislap.
"Thedecree!" he called.



The decree of the highest degreefell on the briefcase.
"Sgnatured!”

The sgnaturesfdl on the decree.

"Sed 1"

The safe door clanged open, awave of office staleness engulfed us, and the Great Round Sedl
hovered before Lavr Fedotovich. Lavr Fedotovich took it in both hands, raised it over the decree, and
lowered it forcefully. A dark shadow passed over the sky, the car settled on its shocks, and Lavr
Fedotovich put his briefcase back under the seat and continued.

"To Colony Commandant Comrade Zubo for irresponsibility, harboring theirrationd, transcendent,
and therefore nonexistent Cow's Muck Swamp, for not ensuring the safety of the Troikaswork, and also
for digplaying heroism at the swamp, we announce our gratitude and enter it in the record. Arethere any
other motions? Next. What else do we have on the agenda, Comrade Zubo?"

"The enchanted place," said the relieved commandant. "Not far from here, two miles or s0."
"Arethere mosquitoes?' inquired Lavr Fedotovich.
"As Chrigt ismy witness," swore the commandant. "None. Some ants, maybe."

"Wadl ... " Lavr Fedotovich hesitated. "Wasps? Bees?' he said, reveding great perspicacity and
vigilant concern for the welfare of the people.

"By no means.”

Lavr Fedotovich was slent for along time.

"Wild bulls?* hefindly asked.

The commandant assured him that bulls were entirdy unknown in the area.
"How about wolves?' asked Khlebovvodov suspicioudy.

But the area had neither wolves nor bears, which Farfurkis had remembered. While they did their
zoology exercises, | studied the map, trying to figure out the shortest route to the enchanted place. The
decree of the highest degree had taken effect: the map indicated Tmuskorpion, the Skorpionka River,
Zverinoe Lake, and Lopukhi, but Cow's Muck Swamp, which used to lie between the lake and Lopukhi,
was gone. There was just an anonymous white spot, like the ones for Antarctica on old maps. | was
ordered to go on, and we drove off. We went around the oats, through the herds of cows, around
Kruglaia Grove, across Studenyi Brook, and a haf hour later we found ourselves in the enchanted place.

It wasahill, covered by aforest on one side. Probably there used to be denseforests dl over, dl the
way to Kitezhgrad, but they had been felled, and now the only trees eft were on the hill. Therewasa
blackened shack at the very top; two cows with acaf grazed dong the dopein front of us, guarded by a
big German shepherd. Chickens scratched in the dirt in front of the porch, and there was agoat on the
roof.

"Why did you stop?" Farfurkis asked. ™Y ou should driveright up. Y ou don't expect usto walk."

"And it looks asif they have milk," Khlebovvodov added. "1 could go for aglass of milk. You
understand, when you've had mushroom poisoning, it's very good to drink milk. Come on, come on, let's
go"

The commandant tried to explain that it wasimpossible to drive up the hill, but his explanations were
greeted with icy wonderment on the part of Lavr Fedotovich, infected with the thought of steaming milk,

and with Farfurkis moans of "Sour cream! From the cellar!™ He did not try to argue. To tdll thetruth, |
did not understand either, but | was curious.

| started the engine, and the car sped merrily toward the hill. The odometer clicked off the miles, the
whedlswhirred in the grass, Lavr Fedotovich stared straight ahead, and the back seat, in anticipation of



sour cream and milk, started an argument about what mosguitoes feed on in swamps. Khlebovvodov
based his argument on experience and maintained that they feed exclusvely on responsible workers on
expeditions. Farfurkis, giving way to wishful thinking, maintained that mosguitoeslive by cannibaism. The
commandant babbled on about God's solicitude, about something called God's dew, and fried locusts
and wild honey. We drove on thisway for twenty minutes. When the odometer showed eight miles,
Khlebovvodov gasped.

"But what's hgppening?' he said. "Were moving dl right, but the hill isjust where it was. Speed it up,
driver. What's the holdup?'

"WEIl never get to the hill," the commandant said meekly. "It's enchanted. Y ou can't drive there, you
can't walk there. We're just wasting gas.”

Everyone stopped talking after that, and the odometer racked up another four miles. The hill was not
even afoot closer. The cows, attracted by the sound of the engine, looked in our direction for awhile,
then lost interest and went back to their grazing. Indignation mounted in the back seat. Khlebovvodov
and Farfurkis exchanged severd remarks that were malicioudy businesdike. " Sabotage,” said
Khlebovvodov. "Sabotage," said Farfurkis. " Premeditated sabotage." Then they started whispering, and |
heard snatches of conversation: "Set on blocks. That'sright, the wheelsturn, but the car doesn't move.
The commandant? Maybe, and the scientific consultant pro tem as well—gas—undermining the
economy—then they'll write off the car as heavily used, whileit's practically brand-new.” | paid no
attention to the malicious parrots, but then the back door dammed shut and K hlebovvodov's passionate
howl receded in the distance. | braked hard. Lavr Fedotovich, still moving, smashed into the windshield.
| saw stars from the impact, and Farfurkis false teeth clacked right in my ear. The car swerved. When
the dust had settled, | saw Comrade Khlebovvodov far behind us, running and waving hisarms.
"Difficulties?" inquired Lavr Fedotovich. "Get rid of them, Comrade Khlebovvodov.”

We had been rid of the difficultiesfor quite sometime. | had to go get Khlebovvodov, who lay some
thirty yards back on the road, ragged, in torn trousers, and very surprised. It turned out that he had
suspected the commandant and me of conspiring to set the car on blocks and to run up the mileage for
our own benefit. Impelled by asense of duty, he decided to get out and reved our plot by looking under
the whedls. The commandant and | dragged him back to the car and laid him down so that he could see
for himsdlf. Then we went to help Farfurkis, who was looking for his glasses and upper denturesin the
car. The commandant found them on the road.

The confusion was done away with completely, Khlebovvodov's arguments turned out to be rather
superficid, and Lavr Fedotovich, who findly redlized that there would never be any milk, ever, moved
that we not waste gas, which belongs to the people, and get on with our primary responsbilities.

"Comrade Zubo," he said. "Read the report.”

Case 29, aswasto be expected, had neither surname, nor name, nor patronymic. It was provisionally
cdled Enchantings. The date of birth waslost in the mists of time, but the place of birth was given with
extremely precise coordinates. Enchantings nationality was Russian, it had no education, spoke no
foreign languages, its profession was being a hill, and its place of work was again given by the same
coordinates. Enchantings had never been abroad, its closest relative was Mother Earth, and its place of
permanent residence was again those same coordinates. Asfor the brief summary of its unexplainability,
Vybegdlo had wasted no words. "First of al, you can't drive there, and second of all, you can't walk
there”

The commandant glowed. The case was definitely proceeding to rationalization. Khlebovvodov was
pleased with the application form. Farfurkis was enjoying the self-evident unexplainable factor that did
not threaten the people in any way, and it looked asif Lavr Fedotovich had no objections. In any case,
he confided to usthat the people need hills, aswell asdales, ravines, gullies, Elbrus Mountains, and
Kazbek Ranges.



But then the door to the shack opened, and an old man dressed in long shirt tied at the waist came
out onto the porch, leaning on a stick. He stood on the porch, looked at the sun, shielding his eyes,
shook hisgtick at the goat to get it off the roof, and finally sat on the steps.

"A witness!" sad Farfurkis. " Shouldn't we call the witness?!

"So hesawitness," the commandant said sadly. "lan't everything clear? If you have questions, |

"No!" said Farfurkis, peering at him suspicioudy. "Why shouldn't we call him? Remember, you don't
live here. He'salocd."

"Cdl him, cdl him," said Khlebovvodov. "He can bring us milk."
"Harrumph," said Lavr Fedotovich. "Comrade Zubo, cdl the witness for Case 29."

"Ah!" exclaimed the commandant, throwing his hat on the ground. The case wasfdling apart before
hisvery eyes. "If he could come here, do you think he'd be sitting over there? He's a prisoner, you see.
He can't get out! He's stuck there, and there helll stay!™

Intotal despair, under the suspicious scrutiny of the Troika, anticipating new difficulties and therefore
becoming very talkative, the commandant told us the Kitezhgrad legend about the forester Feofil. How
he had lived peacefully with hiswife, how hewas dill young and hearty then, how green lightning struck
the hill and horrible things started to happen. Hiswifewasin town at the time and when she came back
she couldn't get up the hill to the house. And Feofil tried to get to her. He ran nonstop for two days—to
no avail. And so0 he stayed there. Him up there, and her in town. Then of course, he got used to it intime.
Y ou haveto go on living. And so he has. He got used to it.

Having heard this horrible tale and having posed severd tricky questions, Khlebovvodov suddenly
made adiscovery. Feofil had avoided the census takers, had never been subjected to any educational
activity, and for al we knew could still be an exploiter, akulak.

"He hastwo cows," Khlebovvodov said, "and look, acalf. And agoat. And he doesn't pay taxes.”
Hiseyeslit up. "If he'sgot acaf, he must have abull, too, hidden away somewhere!™

"Hehasahull, that'sright,” the commandant admitted glumly. "It must be grazing on the other sde.”

"Well, brother, you redly run thingswell here," Khlebovvodov said. "I knew you were a phoney, but
| didn't expect something like this, even from you. That you would be akulak's henchman, that you
would cover up for akulak."

The commandant took a deep breath and wailed. "Holy Mother of God. In the name of the twelve
origind Apostles”

"Attention!" whigpered invisble Eddie.

Feofil the forester suddenly looked up and, shading his eyes from the sun, gazed in our direction.
Then he tossed his gtick aside and started waking down the hill dowly, dipping and diding in thetall
grass. Thedirty white goat trailed after him like a puppy. Feofil came up to us, sat down, and rubbed his
chin with hisbony brown hand in puzzlement. The she-goat sat next to him and stared at uswith her
ydlow devilish eyes.

"You'reregular people” Fedfil sad. "Amazing."

The goat looked us over and settled on Khlebovvodov.

"ThishereisKhlebovvodov," she sad. "Rudolf Arkhipovich. Bornin 1910 in Khokhloma His
parents got the name out of aromantic novel. Education, seventh grade. He is ashamed of his parents
background, studied many foreign languages, speaks none."

"Oui," Khlebovvodov confirmed, giggling with embarrassment. " Naturalichjawohl! ™
"Has no profession as such. At the present timeisapublic adminigtrator. Traveled abroad to Itdy,



France, both Germanics, Hungary, England, and so on—atotd of forty-four countries. Has bragged and
lied everywhere. His distinguishing character trait isahigh degree of tenacity and adaptability, based on
his fundamenta stupidity and an unwavering desire to out-orthodox orthodoxy."

"Well," said Fedfil. "Isthere anything you could add to that, Rudolf Arkhipovich?!

"No way!" Khlebovvodov said glefully. "Except maybe that ortho—ortho—doro—orthxy, it isnt
quite clear!"

"To be more orthodox than orthodoxy is sort of likethis," explained the goat. "If the authorities are
displeased by some scientists, you declare yourself to be an enemy of sciencein generd. If the authorities
are displeased by some foreigner, you are ready to declare war on everyone on the other side of the
border. Understand?'

"Absolutdy,” said Khlebovvodov. "How e se could it be? Our education isawfully limited. Otherwise,
| might makeamistake.”

"Does he sted ?" asked Feofil casudly.

"No," said the goat. "He picks up thingsthet fall off the gravy train."
"Murder?'

"Dont bedlly," laughed the goat. "Persondly, never."

"Say something," Feofil asked Khlebovvodov.

"There have been mistakes,” Khlebovvodov said quickly. "People are not angels. Anyone can make a
mistake. Horses have four legs and still they stumble. He who makes no mistakes does not exist, that is,
does not work."

"l understand,” said Fedfil. " Are you going to go on making mistakes?"
"Never!" Khlebovvodov sad firmly.

"Thank you," said Feofil. Helooked at Farfurkis.

"And thiskind gentleman?'

"That's Farfurkis," said the goat. "No one has ever used his name and patronymic. Bornin 1916 in
Taganrog, higher education in law, reads English with adictionary. Profession, lecturer. Candidate of
oratorical sciences. Has never been abroad. Outstanding character trait is perspicacity and caution.
Sometimes he risks incurring the wrath of his superiors, but his actions are dways caculated to lead
eventudly to their gratitude.”

"That's not quiteright,” Farfurkis said softly. "Y ou're mixing your terms abit. Caution and perspicacity
are part of my character whether | ded with my superiors or not. They'rein my chromosomes. Asfor my
superiors, well that's my job, pointing out the legal parameters of their competence.”

"And if they go outsde the parameters?’ asked Fecfil.

"You see," sad Farfurkis. "l can tell you're not alawyer. Thereisnothing moreflexible than alega
parameter. Y ou can delineate one, but you can't overstep one."

"How do you fed about perjury?' asked Feofil.

"I'm afraid that that's arather old-fashioned term,” Farfurkis said. "We don't use it any more.”
"How's he on perjury?' Feofil asked the goat.

"Never," shereplied. "He aways believes every word he says.”

"Redly, what isalie?' said Farfurkis. "A lieisadenia or adistortion of afact. But what isafact?
Can we speak of factsin our increasingly complex life? A fact isaphenomenon or action that is verified
by witnesses. But eyewitnesses can be prejudiced, self-interested, or smply ignorant. Or, afactisa
phenomenon or action that is verified by documents. But documents can be forged or tampered with. Or



findly, afact isaphenomenon or action that is determined by me personaly. However, my sensations
can be dulled or even completely deceived under certain circumstances. Thus, it isevident that afact is
something ephemerd, nebulous, and unverifiable, and the eimination of the concept becomes necessary.
But in that case fasehood and truth become primitive concepts, indefinable through any other genera
categories. There exist only the Great Truth and its antipode, the Greet Lie. The Great Truth is so great
and itsvalidity isso obviousto any norma man, such as mysdlf, that it istotally futileto try to refute or
digort it, that is, to lie. And that iswhy | never lie and never perjure myself.”

"Tricky," sad Fedfil. "Very neat. Of course, Farfurkis philosophy will remain after him?”

"No," said the goat with alaugh. "1 mean, the philosophy will remain, but Farfurkis had nothing to do
withit. Hedidn't invent it. He hasn't invented anything at al, except his dissertation, which will be hisonly
legacy, amodd of such works."

Feofil wasthinking.

"Do | understand correctly?' asked Farfurkis. "1s everything finished? Can we continue our work?'

"Not yet," Feofil replied, awakening from his meditations. "1 would like to ask afew questions of this
ctizen

"What!" shouted Farfurkis. "Lavr Fedotovich?"

"Thepeople... " said Lavr Fedotovich, gazing into the distance through his opera glasses.

"Question Lavr Fedotovich?' muttered Farfurkisin shock.

"Yes," thegoat said. "Livr Fedotovich Vuniukov, bornin "

"That'sit," said Eddie. "I've run out of energy. That Lavr isabottomlessbarrd.”

"What'sthis?' shouted Farfurkisin dismay. "Comrades!! What's going on? It'simproper!”

"That'sright," said Khlebovvodov. "It's not our concern. Let the police take care of it."

"Harrumph,” said Lavr Fedotovich. "Are there any other motions? Questions to the speaker?
Expressng the general consensus, | move that Case 29 be rationalized as an unexplained phenomenon
that should be of interest to the Minisiry of the Food Industry and the Treasury. As part of preiminary
utilization Case 29, known as Enchantings, should be turned over to the didtrict attorney's office of the
Tmuskorpion Region.”

| looked toward the top of the hill. Feofil the forester leaned heavily on his stick, standing on his
porch, and peered into the sunlight, shading his eyes. The goat wandered in the garden. | waved my beret
a himinfarewell. Eddiesbitter sgh sounded in my ear smultaneoudy with the thud of the Grest Round
Sedl.

EPILOGUE

The next morning, before | wasfully awake, | immediately sensed how bitter and hopelessit all was.
Eddie was sitting at the table in his shorts, his disheveled head in his hands. The shiny parts of the
humani zer were spread out before him on a sheet of newspaper. | could tell that Eddie was also
depressed and without hope.

| threw off my blanket, put my feet on the floor, and reached over to get cigarettes from my jacket
pocket. | lit up. Under other circumstances this unhedthy action would have gotten an immediate reaction
from Eddie, who could not stand mora wesakness or air pollution. Under other circumstances | would not
have tried to smoke in front of Eddie. But today we did not care. We were destroyed, we were hanging
over an abyss.

First of al, we hadn't had enough deep. That was point one, as Modest Matveevich would have put
it. We had glumly tossed and turned until three A.M., toting up the bitter sum of our experiences, opening



windows, closing windows, drinking water. | had even chewed my pillow.

It was bad enough that we found ourselves hel pless before those plumbers. We could have lived with
that. After al, no one had taught us how to deal with them. We were too wesk, and, | guess, too green.

It was bad enough that our hopes of at least getting out the Black Box and our Taking Bedbug were
completely shattered after the historic conversation in front of the hotel. After al, the enemy was armed
with the Great Round Seal, and we couldn't counter that.

But now it was aquestion of our own future.

The higtoric conversation in front of the hotel had gone something like this. No sooner had | driven the
dusty car up to the hotel than Eddie appeared on the steps out of nowhere. He was grumpy.

Eddie Excuse me, Lavr Fedotovich. Could you spare me afew minutes?

(Lavr Fedotovich breathes heavily, licks mosquito bites on arm, waits for the car door to be opened
forhim.)

Khlebowvodov (peevishly): Thesessonisover.

Eddie (frowning): | would like to know when our requistionswill be complied with.

Lavr Fedotovich (to Farfurkis): Beer isgood to drink.

Khlebowodov (jealously): That'sright! The people love beer.

(Exeunt all fromcar.)

Commandant (to Eddie): Don't you worry, well look into your requisitions the very next year.

Eddie (suddenly satanic): | demand an end to thisred tape! (He stands in the doorway, blocking
the path.)

Lavr Fedotovich: Harrumph. Difficulties? Comrade Khlebovvodov, get rid of them.

Eddie (exploding): | demand immediate consderation of our requisitions!

Me (gloomily): Dropit, it's hopeless.

Commandant (frightened): Jesus Chrigt, in the name of Our Lady of Tmuskorpion, | beg you.

(Tumultuous scene. Khlebovvodov stopsin front of Eddie and measures him from head to toe with
hiseyes. Eddie quickly releases hisexcessragein the form of smdl bolts of lightning. A gathering of
curiosity-seekers. Shout from an open window: "Let 'im haveit! What are you staring &t? Right in hisugly
mug!" Farfurkiswhispersto Lavr Fedotovich.)

Lavr Fedotovich: Harrumph. Thereisan opinion that our talented young people should be
promoted. The motion isto establish Comrade Privalov as chauffeur to the Troika and to name Comrade
Amperian as officid replacement for our alling Comrade Vybegdlo, with the sdlary difference paid infull.
Comrade Farfurkis, please write adraft of the decree. A copy goes bdow. (Waks straight at Eddie.
Eddie'sinnate politeness wins out. He | ets the older man pass and even holds the door for him. | am
stunned, can barely see or hear.)

Commandant (joyously shaking my hand): Congratulations on your promotion, Comrade Privaov!
See, everything isworking out.

Lavr Fedotovich (stopping in doorway): Comrade Zubo!
Commandant: Yessr!

Lavr Fedotovich (joking): Y ou sweated it out today, Comrade Zubo, so why don't you go down to
the steambaths?

(Horrible laughter of exiting Troika. Curtain.)



Remembering that scene and remembering that from now on | was fated to be the Troika's chauffeur,
| stubbed my cigarette and rasped:

"We haveto bedt it."

"Wecant," Eddie said. "It would be disgraceful.”

"And daying isnt?'

"That's disgraceful, too," Eddie agreed. "But we are scouts. No one has relieved us of our duties. We
have to bear the unbearable. We must, Alex! We have to go to the session.”

| groaned but could not think of argoinder.

We washed, we dressed, we even had breakfast. We went out into the city, where everyone was
busy with useful and necessary work. We bore our pain soicaly. We were pitiful.

At the entrance to the Colony, | was attacked by old man Edelweiss. Eddie pulled out aruble, but it
did not haveits usud effect. Materia goods no longer interested the old man: he was seeking spiritua
riches. He wanted meto join in as sponsor of his project to perfect his heuristic aggregate. | wasto start
by drawing up aplan that would cover the period the old man would spend in graduate school.

Five-minutes conversation was enough to blacken my vision and bring bitter wordsto thetip of my
tongue. Terrible impulses clamored for release. In desperation | began spouting some nonsense about
sdf-teaching computers. The old man listened to me, mouth agape, drinking in every syllable—I think he
memorized the nonsense word for word. Then it came to me. Like an experienced provocateur, | asked
him if his machine were acomplex enough aggregate. He began assuring me passionatdy that it was
unbelievably complex, that sometimes even he himself did not know what went where.

"Wonderful," | said. "It isawel-known fact that complex dectronic machines can teach themselves
and propagate themsalves. We don't need self-propagation just yet, but it isour duty to teach Mashkin's
machine to type texts on its own, without a human intermediary, as soon as possible. How will we do
this? We will use the well-known and widely used method of protracted training.”

"The Monte Carlo method," added Eddie.

"That's right, the Monte Carlo method. The best feature of this method isits smplicity. You takea
aufficiently long text, like Bream's Animal Life, for instance. Mashkin sits at his aggregate and starts
typing word for word, linefor line, page for page. The andyzer will analyze. (And the thinker will think,
Eddie added.) That'sright, think. And thus the aggregate will start to learn. Before you can say boo, it
will start typing on its own. Heré's arubleto get you started. Go to the library and pick up a copy of
Animal Life."

Edelweiss hopped off to the library, and we went off on our way, cheered by our little victory over
theloca forces, our first victory on the seventy-sixth floor, and happy that Edelweiss would no longer get
underfoot, driving us crazy with hisnonsense. Now he would be sitting a his Remington, pounding the
keyswith the utmost dedication. It would take him along time to get through Bream. And when he did,
we would give him the thirty-volume Dickens, and then, God willing, we would take on the ninety-volume
Tolstoy—with dl the prefaces, articles, notes, and commentaries.

Aswe entered the meeting room, the commandant was reading aloud, and the plumbers and
Vybegalo were listening and nodding. We sat down quietly, got agrip on ourselves, and sarted listening,
too. For sometime we didn't understand athing and didn't even try to, but we findly gathered that they
were |ooking into the complaints, applications, and declarations received from the popul ace. Fedya had
told usthat they did this once aweek.

It befdl usto listen to severd letters.

The schoolchildren of the village of Vuniukhino reported the loca hag Zoia. Everybody saysthat she
isawitch, that she causes crop failures, and that she turned her grandson, aformer straight A student,
Vadlii Kormilitsyn, into ajuvenile ddinquent and adropout just because he took her leg down to the



refuse hegp. The schoolchildren asked them to investigate thiswitch, in which they did not believe, being
good Pioneers, and have the scientists explain how she ruined crops and turned good studentsinto bad,
and couldn't they change her faultsinto strengths, so that she could change failing sudentsinto top ones.

A group of tourists had seen a green scorpion the size of acow around Lopukhi. The scorpion’s
mysterious rays put the guards to deep, and he made off into the woods with amonth's supply of
groceries. The tourists offered their servicesin catching the mongter, aslong astheir travel expenseswere
taken care of.

Aninhabitant of Tmuskorpion, P. P. Zaiadlyi, expressed his un-happiness with the fact that the
municipa park waslittered with all kinds of mongtersthat made asimplewak impossible. It wasall the
fault of Commandant Zubo, who used the leftovers from the colony kitchen to feed three persona pigs
and his parasitic no-good brother-in-law.

A country doctor from the village of Bubnovo wroteto tell them that during a stomach operation on
Citizen Pantsermanov, age 115 years, he discovered an ancient Sogdian coin in his gppendix. The
physician called their attention to the fact that the late Pantsermanov had never been to Middle Asaand
had never seen the discovered coin before. The remaining forty-two pages of the letter reveded the
highly erudite doctor's views on telepathy, telekinesis, and the fourth dimension. He appended tables,
graphs, and full-scale photographs of the coin, obverse and reverse.

Action was taken thoughtfully and leisurely. After the reading of each |etter, there was along pause,
filled with profound interjections. Then Lavr Fedotovich would take a Herzegovina-F or, turn his gaze to
Vybegallo, and ask the comrade scientific consultant to draft an answer for the Troika. Vybegallo would
smile broadly with hisred lips, smooth his beard with both hands, and asking permission not to rise,
would give the reply. He did not spail the correspondents with variety. He had astandard reply: "Dear
Sir (Madam, Sirs): We have received and read your interesting letter. The factsyou relate are well
known to science and are of no interest to it. Nevertheless we thank you warmly for your alertness and
wish you successin your work and persond life." Signature. That wasit. In my opinion it was
Vybegdlo's best invention. One could not help but experience great satisfaction in sending that letter in
reply to adeclaration that "Mr. Shchin hasdrilled aholein my wall and is sending poisonous gases
throughiit."

The machine went on with deadening monotony. The commandant droned on nasaly. Lavr
Fedotovich burped. Vybegallo smacked hislips. A deadly apathy overpowered me. | knew that thiswas
decay, that | wasfaling into aquagmire of spiritua entropy, but | did not want to struggle any longer. "All
right,” | thought. "So what? People live thisway too. Everything rationa is actud, and everything actud is
rational. And aslong asit isrationa, it must be good. And sinceit's good, it's probably eterna. And
redly, what difference isthere between Lavr Fedotovich and Fedor Simeonovich Kivrin? They're both
immortal, and they're both omnipotent. So why argue? | don't understand. What does man need?
Mysteries? | don't need them. Knowledge? Why know things when the sdary is so high anyway? Lavr
Fedotovich even has his good points. He does no thinking himsdlf and doesn't et othersdo it either. He
doesn't dlow hisfdlow workersto strain themsalves. He isagood man, and an attentive one. And it will
be easy to get ahead under him. It'll be easy to get rid of Farfurkis and Khlebovvodov. After dl, they're
fools, they only undermine the authority of the leadership. And authority must be supported. If God did
not give theleader abrain, he must at least be alowed to have authority. Y ou give him authority, and he
givesyou everything ese. Theimportant thing isto become useful to him, hisright hand, or at least his
left.”

And | would have perished, poisoned by the horrible emanations from the Great Round Seal and the
band of plumbers, and at best | would have ended my life as an exhibit in our ingtitute's vivarium. Eddie
too would have perished. He was gtill moving, he was till striking poses, but it was dl ashow. Actudly,
as he later confessed to me, he was trying to figure out how to get rid of Vybegallo and get a piece of
land in the suburbsto build on. Y es, we surely would have perished. They would have trampled us,



taking advantage of our despair and depression.

But at that moment silent thunder shook our universe. We came to our senses. The door opened, and
Fedor Simeonovich and Christoba Joséevich stood before us.

Their rage was indescribable. They wereterrible to behold. Their gaze made walls smoke and
windows melt. The poster about the people and sensationalism went up in flames. The house shook and
shuddered, the parquet floor buckled, and the chairs squatted on their terror-weakened legs. It was
impossible for even the Troikato endureit.

Khlebovvodov and Farfurkis, pointing a each other with trembling fingers, howled in unison: "It
wasn't me! It'sdl hisfault!" and turned into yellow smoke and disappeared without atrace.

Professor Vybegdlo yelped "Mon Dieu!" and dove under histable. Pulling out hislarge briefcase, he
handed it over to the thundergods—" C'est, dl the materids, that is, | have the goods on these
scoundrels, al here!™

The commandant tore at his collar and fal on his knees.

Asfor Lavr Fedotovich, he sensed some discomfiture around him. Turning his head anxioudy, he
rose, leaning on the green baize.

Fedor Simeonovich approached us, put hisarms around us, and hugged usto his ample stomach.
"There, there" he said aswe fdl against him, bumping our heads, "It'sdl r-r-right, b-b-boys. Y ou held
out for th-th-three d-d-days. M-m-marvelous " Through my tears, | saw Christoba Joséevich,
brandishing his cane, gpproach Lavr Fedotovich and address him through clenched teeth:

"Get out."

Lavr Fedotovich dowly registered surprise.
"Thepeople... " hesaid.

"outm”

They eyeballed each other for a second. Something human flickered across Lavr Fedotovich's
face—maybe shame, maybe fear, maybe anger. He dowly put his accoutrements of chairmanship into his
briefcase.

"Thereisamotion: in view of specid circumstances the session of the Troikawill be postponed for an
indefinite period.”

"Forever," said Christoba Joséevich Junta, laying his cane on thetable.

"Harrumph," said Lavr Fedotovich doubtfully.

Hemgedticaly circled the table, without looking at anyone, and went to the door. Before leaving, he
announced:

"Thereisan opinion that we shal meet again in another place and at another time.”
"| doubt it," said Juntawith disdain, biting off the end of hiscigar.

Weredlly did run into Lavr Fedotovich in another place and at another time.

But, of course, that's another story.
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