Boris and Arkady Strugatsky. The snail on the slope

© Copyright Arcady And Boris Strugatsky

© Copyright Introduction by Theodore Sturgeon

© Copyright Translated fromthe Russian by Al an Meyers, 1980
© Copyri ght Bant am Books, Inc.

Oigin: "Uitka na skl one"

Chapter One
Fromthis height, the forest was |like foam |luxuriant and bl otchy, a
gigantic world--enconpassing porous sponge, like an animal waiting in

conceal nent, now fallen asleep and overgrown with rough nmoss. A fornless
mask hiding a face, as yet reveal ed to none.

Pepper shook off his sandals and sat down with his bare |legs dangling
over the precipice. It seened to himthat his heels at once becane danp, as
if he had actually imersed themin the warmlilac fog that |ay banked up in
t he shadows under the cliff. He fished out the pebbles he had collected from
his pocket and laid themout neatly beside him He then selected the
smal lest and gently tossed it down into the living and silent, slunbering,
all-enveloping indifference, and the white spark was extinguished, and
not hi ng happened--no branch trenbl ed, no eye hal f-opened to gl ance up

If he were to throw a pebble every one and a half mnutes, and if what
t he one-1 egged cook, nicknamed Pansy, said was true and what Madane Bardot,
head of the Assistance to the Local Population G oup, reckoned, if what
driver Acey whispered to the wunknown man fromthe Engi neering Penetration
Group was untrue, and if human intuition was worth anything at all, and if
wi shes came true once in a lifetine, then at the seventh stone, the bushes
behi nd hi mwould part with a crash, and the director would step out onto the
soft crushed grass of the dewgray clearing. He would be stripped to the
wai st in his gray garbardines with the lilac braid, breathing heavily, sleek
and gl ossy, vyellow pink and shaggy, |ooking nowhere in particular, neither
at the forest beneath himnor at the sky above him bending down to bury his
arms in the grass, then unbending to raise a breeze with his broad pal ns,
each tine the mighty fold on his belly bulging out over his trousers, while
air, saturated with carbon dioxide and nicotine, would burst out of his open
mouth with a whistling gurgle.

The bushes behind parted with a crash. Pepper |ooked around cautiously,
but it wasn't the director, it was soneone he knew, C audius-Cctavian
Haus- botcher from the Eradication Goup. He approached w thout haste and
halted two paces away, |ooking Pepper up and down wth his piercing dark
eyes. He knew sonething or suspected sonething, sonething very inportant,
and this know edge or suspicion had frozen his long face, the stony face of
a man who had brought here to the precipice a strange, alarm ng piece of
news. No one in the whole world knew what this news was, but it was already
clear that everything had altered decisively; what had gone before was no
longer significant and now, at last, everyone would be required to
contribute all he was capabl e of.

"And whose might these shoes be?" said he, glancing about him

"They're not shoes, they're sandals," said Pepper. "Indeed?"
Hausbot cher sneered and withdrew a |arge notepad from his pocket. "Sandal s?
Ver-ry good. But whose sandal s are they?"

He edged toward the brink, peeped cautiously down and stepped back
smartly.

"Man sits by the precipice," he said, "next to him sandals. The
guestion inevitably raises itself: whose sandals are they and where is their



owner?" "They're ny sandals," said Pepper. "Yours?" Hausbotcher | ooked
doubtfully at the large notepad. "You're sitting barefooted, then? Wy?"

"Bar ef oot because |1've no choice," explained Pepper. "Yesterday I
dropped mny right shoe and decided fromnow on, 1'll always sit barefoot." He
bent down and | ooked between his splayed knees. "There she lies. | can just

drop this pebble in.

Hausbot cher adroitly seized himby the arm and appropriated the pebble.

"It is indeed just a pebble," he said. "That, however, rmakes no
di fference as yet. Pepper, it's inconprehensible why you're lying to ne. You
can't possibly see the shoe fromhere--even if it's there, and whether it is
or not is another question, which will be gone into later--and if you can't
see the shoe, ergo you can't hit it with a stone, even if you possessed the
necessary accuracy and actually did wish to do that and only that. |I nean
hitting. . . . But we'll sort all that out presently." He hitched up his
trousers and squatted down on his haunches.

"So you were here yesterday as well," he said. "Why? For what reason
have you come a second tine to the precipice, where the other Directorate
personnel, not to nention tenporary staff, only cone to obey the call of
nat ur e?"

Pepper slunped. This is just plain ignorance, he thought. No, no, it's
not a challenge, nor is it spite, no need to take it seriously. It's just
i gnorance. No need to take ignorance seriously. Ignorance excretes itself on
the forest. Ignorance always excretes itself over sonething.

"You like sitting here, seem ngly," Hausbotcher went on insinuatingly.
"You like the forest a lot, seemngly. You love it, don't you? Answer ne!"
"Don't you?" asked Pepper

"Don't you forget yourself," he said aggrieved and nipped open his
notepad. "As you very well know, | belong to the FEradication Goup and
therefore your question, or rather your counterquestion is entirely devoid
of meaning. You wunderstand perfectly well that my attitude to the forest is
defined by ny professional duty; what defines your attitude to it is not

clear to ne. That's bad, Pepper, you need to think about that. |I'm advising
you for your own good, not for mne. You nmustn't be so unintelligible. Sits
on the edge of the cliff in bare feet, throwing pebbles. . . . Wy, one
asks? In your place I'd tell me everything straight out. Get everything

sorted out. Wio knows, there could be extenuating circunstances. Nothing's
t hreateni ng you anyway. Is it, Pepper?"

"No," said Pepper, "that 1is, of course, vyes." "There you are.
Sinplicity disappears at once and never conmes back. Wose hand? we ask.
Whi ther the cast? O, perhaps, to whon? O, as it may be, at whon? And why?
And howis it you can sit on the edge of the cliff? Is it inborn or have you
done special training? I, for exanple, amunable to sit on the edge of the
cliff, and | can't bear to think why I mght train for such a thing. | get
di zzy at the thought. That's only natural. Nobody needs to sit on the cliff
edge. Especially if he doesn't have a pernit to enter the forest. Show ne
your permt, if you please, Pepper."” "I haven't got one." "So. Not got. Wy
is that?"

"I don't know. . . . They won't give ne one, that's all."

"That's right, not given out. This we know. And why don't they give you
one? |'ve got one, he's got one, they' ve got one, plenty of people have
them but for some reason you don't get one."

Pepper stole a cautious glance at him Hausbotcher's |long enaciated
nose was sniffing, his eyes constantly blinking.

"Probably it's because |I'man outsider," suggested Pepper. "Probably
that's why."

"I"'mnot the only one taking an interest in you, you know, " Hausbotcher
confided. "If it were only ne! People a bit higher up than ne are taking an
interest. Listen, Pepper, could you come away fromthe edge, so we can carry
on. | get dizzy |ooking at you."

Pepper got up and began |eaping about on one Ileg as he fastened his



sandal .

"Ch dear, please conme away fromthe edge!" cried Hausbotcher in agony,
wavi ng his notepad at Pepper

"You'll be the death of me soneday with your antics."

"That's it," said Pepper, stanping his foot. "I shan't do it again.
Let's go, shall we?"

"Let's go," said Hausbotcher. "I assert, however, that you haven't

answered a single one of ny questions. You pain ne, Pepper. Is this any way
to go on?" He | ooked at the bul ky notepad and placed it under his arnpit

with a shrug. "It's very odd, definitely no inpressions, let alone
i nformation."
"Al'l right, what should | answer?" said Pepper. "I just wanted to have

a talk with the director here.”
Hausbot cher froze, as if trapped in the bushes. "So that's how you go
about it." H s voice was altered.
"Go about what? There's no goi ng about.
"No, no," whispered Hausbotcher, gazing about him "just keep silent.

No need for any words. | realize now You were right."

"What've you realized? What was | right in?"

"No, no, | haven't understood anything. | haven't understood, period.
You may rest absolutely assured. Haven't understood a thing. | wasn't even
here, | didn't see you."

They passed by the little bench, clinbed the crunmbling steps, turned
into an alley strewn with red sand, and entered the grounds of the
Directorate.

"Total clarity can exist only on a certain |evel," Hausbotcher was
saying. "And everybody should know what he can lay claimto. | clained
certainty on ny level, that was ny right and | exercised it fully. \Were
rights end, obligations begin. "

They passed the ten flat cottages with tulle curtains at the w ndows,
passed the garage, cut across the sports ground, and went by dunps and the
hostel, in whose doorway stood a deathly-pale warden with notionless
pop-eyes, and by the long fencing beyond which could be heard the snarling
of engines. They kept quickening their pace and as there was little tine
left, they began to run. But all the sane, they burst into the canteen too
late, all the seats were taken. Only at the duty table in the far corner
were there two places, the third being occupied by driver Acey, and driver
Acey, observing themshuffling in indecision on the threshold, waved his
fork at them inviting them over

Everybody was drinking yogurt and Pepper took the same, so that they
had six bottles on the crusted tabl ecl oth, and when Pepper noved his legs a
bit under the table, naking hinmself nore confortable on the backless chair,
there was a clink of glass and an enpty brandy bottle rolled out between the
little tables. Driver Acey swiftly grabbed it and thrust it back wunder the
tabl e; nore gl ass clinked.

"Careful with your feet," he said.

“I couldn't help it," said Pepper. "I didn't know "

"Did I know?" responded Acey. "There's four of themunder there. Prove
your innocence later if you can."

"Well 1, for instance, don't drink at all," said Haus-botcher wth
dignity.

"W know how you don't drink," said Acey. "That's how we all don't
drink."

"But | have Iliver trouble!"™ Hausbotcher was grow ng uneasy. "Look

here's the certificate."” He pulled a crunpled exercise-book page out from
somewhere; it had a triangular stanmp. He shoved it under Pepper's nose. It
was indeed a certificate witten in an illegible nmedical hand. Pepper could
only make out one word "antabus." "l've got last year's and the year before
that as well, only they're in the safe.”

Driver Acey didn't look at the paper. He drained a full glass of



yogurt, sniffed the joint of his index finger, and asked in a tearful voice:

"Well, what else is there in the forest? Trees." He wiped his eyes with
his sleeve. "But they don't stand still: junp. CGot it?"

"Wl | ?" asked Pepper eagerly, "what was that-- junmp?"

"Like this. It stands still. Atree, right? Then it starts hunchi ng and
bendi ng, then whoosh! There's a noise, «crashing, | don't know what all. Ten

yards. Smashed ny cab. There it is standing again." "Wy?" asked Pepper

" 'Cos it's called a junping tree," explained Acey pouring hinself nore
yogurt.

"Yesterday, a consignnment of new electric saws arrived," announced
Hausbot cher, licking his lips. "Phenonenal productivity. | would go so far
as to say that they weren't electrosaws but saw conbines. Qur saw conbi nes
of eradication."”

Al around they were drinking yogurt out of cut glasses, tin mugs,
little coffee cups, paper cones, straight out of the bottle. Everybody's
| egs were stuck , under their chairs. And everyone probably could show his
certificate of liver, stomach, small intestine trouble. For this year and
for the |ast several

"Then the manager calls me in," Acey went on, raising his voice, "and
he asks why ny cab's stove in. 'Again,' he says, 'sod, giving people lifts?
Now you, M. Pepper, play chess with him you nmight put in alittle word for
me. He respects you, he often talks of you, 'Pepper,' he says, 'he's a
character! | won't give a vehicle for Pepper and don't ask. W can't let a
man |ike that go. Understand, all you zonbies, we couldn't carry on wthout
him*' Put in a word, eh?"

"Al'l right," Pepper brought out in a low voice, "I'Il try."

"I can speak with the nanager," said Hausbotcher. "W served toget her
| was a captain and he was ny lieutenant. He greets me to this day, bringing
his hand to his headgear."

"Then there's the nermaids," said Acey, weighing his glass of yogurt.
"In big clear |lakes. They lie there, get it? Nothing on."

"Your yogurt's putting ideas into your head," said Hausbot cher

"I haven't seen themnyself," rejoined Acey. "But the water fromthose
| akes isn't fit to drink."

"You haven't seen them because they don't exist," said Hausbotcher
"Mermaids, that's nysticism™

"You're another mysticism" said Acey, wiping his eye with a sl eeve.

"Wait a bit," said Pepper, "wait a bit. Acey, you say they're lying ..
is that all? They can't just lie and that's all."

"Maybe they live underwater and float up onto the surface, just like we
go out onto the balcony to escape fromsnoke-filled roonms on noonlit nights
and, eyes closed, bare our face to the chill, then they can just lie. Just
lie and that's all. Rest. And talk lazily and smile at each other. "

"Don't argue with ne," said Acey, |ooking obstinately at Hausbotcher
"Have you ever been in the forest? Never been in there once, have you, to
hel I . "

"Silly if | did," said Hausbotcher. "Wat would | be doing there in
your forest? |'ve got a permit into your forest. And you, Acey, haven't got
one at all. Show nme, if you please, your permt, Acey."

"I didn't see the nmermaids nyself," repeated Acey, turning to Pepper
"but I entirely believe in them Because the boys have told nme. So did
Kandid even, and he was the one who knew everything about the forest. He
used to go into that forest like a man to his wonan, put his finger on
anything. He perished there in his forest."

"I'f he did," said Hausbotcher significantly.

"What do you nmean 'if'? Man flies off in his helicopter, three years no
sight or sound. H's obituary was in the paper, we held the wake, what nore
d' you want? Kandi d crashed, that's for sure."

"W don't know enough," said Hausbot cher
conplete certainty.”

to assert anything with



Acey spat and went to the counter to order another bottle of yogurt. At
this, Hausbotcher I|eaned over and whispered in Pepper's ear, his eyes
darting:

"Bear in mind that touching Kandid there was a sealed directive. ... |
consider it right for nme to inform you, because you are a person from
out si de. "

"What directive?"

"To regard himas alive," said Hausbotcher in a hollow whisper and
noved away. "Nice, fresh yogurt today," he announced | oudly.

Noi se increased in the canteen. Those who had al ready breakfasted were
getting up, scraping chairs, and nwaking for the exit, lighting up and
throwing match-sticks on the floor. Hausbotcher surveyed them nmal evol ently
and said to everyone as they passed: "Strange behavior, gentlemen, you can
surely see we're having a di scussion.”

VWhen Acey returned with his bottle, Pepper spoke to him

"The manager didn't really say he wouldn't provide ne with a vehicle,
did he? He was just joking, wasn't that it?"

"Why should he? He |ikes you, M ster Pepper, bored without you and it's
just not worth his while to let you go. ... Wll if he lets you, what's in
it for hinP? No joking."

Pepper bit his Iip.

"How the devil can | get away? There's nothing more for me to do here.
My visa's running out, and anyway | just want to get away."

"Anyhow, " said Acey, "if you get three reprinmands, they'll sling you
out in two shakes. You'll get a special bus, they'Il get a driver up in the
m ddl e of the night, you won't get tine to collect your bits of things.

Here the boys work it this way. First warning, a reduction in rank
second, you're sent to the forest to expiate your sins. Third reprinand,
t hank you and good night. If |I wanted the sack, for exanple, I'd drink half
a jar and sock this guy in the jaw," he indi cated Hausbotcher. "They'd take
away my privileges and transfer me to the crap-wagon. Then what do | do?
Drink another half-jar and give himanother one--got it? They'd take ne off
t he crap-wagon and send nme out to the biostation to catch sone old mcrobes.
But | don't go. | drink another half-jar and give it to him across the chops
for the third tine. Well that's the end of it. Sacked for hooligan conduct
and deported in twenty-four hours."

Hausbot cher waved a threatening finger at Acey.

"Msinformation, misinformation, Ace. In the first place, at least a
nmont h rmust el apse between the actions, otherwise all the m sdenmeanors will
be regarded as one and the transgressor wll sinply be put in jail wthout
any further steps being taken wthin the Directorate. Secondly, follow ng
the second ni sdeneanor, they send the convicted man to the forest at once
under guard, so that he will be deprived of any opportunity to carry out a
third offense at his own discretion. Don't pay any attention to him Pepper
he knows not hi ng about these matters."

Acey took a mouthful of yogurt, frowned, and wheezed out a confession

"True, enough. | really . . . well. I'msorry, Mster Pepper."

"Doesn't matter, what the. . . ." said Pepper sadly. "I still can't hit
a man in the face whi chever way you put it."

"It doesn't have to be the . . . jaw " said Acey. "You can nake it the

the behind. O just rip his suit.” "No, | can't do it," said Pepper
"Too bad, then," said Acey. "That's your trouble, M ster Pepper. Here's what
we'll do. Tonorrow norning around seveni sh, come around to the garage, get
inm truck, and wait. I'Il take you." "You wll?" Pepper was overjoyed.
"Well I've got to take a load of scrap netal to the mainland. W'IlIl go
t oget her. "

Sonebody suddenly gave a terrible shout in the corner. "Wat do you
t hi nk you' re doi ng? You've spilled my soup!™”

"A man ought to be sinple and straightforward," said Hausbotcher. "I
don't understand, Pepper, why you want to get away from here. Nobody wants



to | eave, just you."

"I"'malways like that," said Pepper. "I always do the opposite. Anyway,
why should a man al ways be sinple and straightforward?"

"A man ought to be teetotal,” announced Acey, sniffing the joint of his
i ndex finger, "what d'you think, eh?"

"I don't drink," said Hausbotcher. "And | don't drink for a very sinple
reason, one that anyone can understand. | have a liver conmplaint. You can't
catch me out, Ace.”

"What gets ne about the forest,” said Acey, "is the swanps. They're
hot, get ne? It turns nme around. | just can't get used to it. You plop in
somewhere . . . then you're off the brushwood road. There | amin ny cab
can't clinb out. Just like hot cabbage soup. There's steamcoming off it and
it smells of cabbage soup--1 tried a mouthful once, but it's no good, not
enough salt or sonething . . . no, the forest is no place for a man. Wat
nore do they want to know about it? They drive their nmachines on and on into
it, like a hole in the ice--and they still wite if off, and down they go,
and they still.

"Green odorous abundance. Abundance of <colors, abundance of snells.
Abundance of life. And all of it alien. Somehow fanmiliar, a resenblance
somewhere, but profoundly alien. The hardest part was to accept it as alien
and famliar at one and the sane time, derived fromour world, flesh of our
fl esh--but broken away, not w shing to know us. An apeman might think the
same way about us, his descendants, grieving and fearful "

"When the order cones out," proclaimed Hausbotcher, "we shall nove sone
real stuff in there, not your |ousy bulldozers and | androvers--in two nonths
will turnit all into ... er ... a concrete platform dry and |evel."

"You will turnit," said Acey. "If you don't cop one in the jaw, you'l
turn your own father into a concrete platform For straighforwardness sake."

The siren started up thickly. The glass in the w ndows rattled and
above the door a massive bell hamrered out, lanps flickered on the walls,
whi | e above the counter a large sign lit up: "Get up and | eave!" Hausbot cher
rose hastily, adjusted his watch and without a word went off at a run

"Well, I"'moff," said Pepper. "Wrk to be done."

"Time to go," agreed Acey. "Time's up."

He divested hinmself of his quilted jacket, rolled it up neatly, and
nmoved the chairs so as to lie down, using the jacket as a pill ow.

"Tonmorrow at seven, then?" said Pepper

"What ?" asked Acey in a drowsy voi ce.

“I'll be here tonorrow at seven."

"What d'you say?" Acey asked, tossing about on the chairs. "Place is
going to the dogs, bastards," he nmunbled. "How many times have | told them
to get a sofa in here. "

"To the garage," said Pepper. "Your truck."

"Ah-h. . . . Well, to do that thing, we'll see. It's not that easy."

He tucked up his legs, stuck his palns under his arnpits, and started
snuffling. His arms were heavy and a tattoo could be glinpsed under the
hair. "What destroys us" was witten there, also, "Ever onward." Pepper nade
for the exit.

He crossed an enornmous puddle in the backyard on a board, skirted a
mound of enpty jamjars, crept through a hole in the fence, and entered the
Directorate building via the service entrance. It was cold and dark in the
corridors, which reeked of tobacco, dust, and old papers. There wasn't a
soul anyway, no sound could be heard from behind the |eatherette doors.
Pepper went up to the second floor by way of a narrow staircase without a
handrail, clinging to the dilapidated wall. He went up to a door above which
a sign flickered on and off. "Wash your hands before work." A |arge black
letter Mshowed up on the door. Pepper thrust at the door and experienced a
slight shock on discovering it was his own office. That is, of course, it
wasn't his office; it was Kirn's, chief of Science Security, but Pepper had
put a table in there and now it stood sideways near the door by the tiled



wall; half the table was, as usual, taken up wth a nothballed Mercedes.
Kirn"s table stood by the large, well-cleaned wi ndow, he was already at
wor k, sitting hunched-up and consulting a slide rule.

"I wanted to wash ny hands," said Pepper, at a | oss.

"Wash away, wash away," Ki m nodded. "There's the washbasin. 1t's going
to be very convenient. Now everybody will be comng to see us."

Pepper went over to the basin and began washing his hands. He washed
them in hot and cold water, two kinds of soap, and special grease-absorbent
paste, rubbed themwth a bast whisp and brushes of varying degrees of
stiffness. After that he switched the electric dryer on and for some tine
hel d his noist pink hands in the howing streamof warmair.

"They announced at four that they were transferring us to the second
floor," said Kim "Whereabouts were you? Wth Al evtina?"

"No, | was at the cliff-edge," said Pepper, seating hinself at his
tabl e.

The door opened wi de and Proconsul entered the roomw th a rush, waved
his briefcase in greeting, and di sappeared behind the curtain. The door of
his study creaked and the bolt shot home. Pepper took the sheet off the
Mercedes, sat w thout noving, then went over to the w ndow and flung it
open.

The forest wasn't visible fromhere, but it was there. It always was
there, though it could only be seen from the cliff. Anywhere else in the
Directorate sonething was in the way. In the way were the cream structures
of the nechani cal workshops and the four-story garage for staff cars. In the
way were the cattle-yards of the farmarea and the washi ng hung out near the
[aundry with its spin dryer permanently out of conmission. In the way was
t he park with its f | ower beds and pavilions, its big-wheel and
pl aster-of-paris bathers, covered with penciled grafitti. In the way stood
cottages with ivy-draped verandahs adorned with the crosses of television
antennae. From here, however, the first-floor window, the forest was hidden
by a high brick wall, inconplete as yet, but very high, which rose around
the flat-roofed one-story Engi neering Penetration building. The forest could
only be seen fromthe cliff-edge.

However, even a man who had never seen the forest, heard nothing about
it, never thought about it, wasn't afraid of it, and never yearned for it,
even such a man could easily have guessed at its existence if only because

of the sinple existence of the Directorate. |, for example, have thought
about the forest, argued about it, dreanmed about it, but | never even
suspected its actual existence. | becane convinced of its existence not when
I first went out onto the cliff-edge, but when | first read the notice near
the entrance: "Forest Directorate." | stood before this notice with a

suitcase in ny hand, dusty and dehydrated after the long journey, reading
and re-reading it, and felt weak at the knees, for now | knew that the
forest existed and that nmeant that everything that | had thought about it up
till now was the toyings of a feeble imagination, pale inpotent falsehoods.
The forest exists and this vast, somewhat grim building is concerned with
its fate.

"Kim" said Pepper, "surely 1'Il get into the forest. I'mleaving
tonorrow, after all.”

"You really want to go there?" asked Kim absently. "Hot green swanps,
irritable and tinmobrous trees, nmernmaids, resting on the water under the noon
from their nysterious activity in the depths, wary enigmatic abori gines,
enpty villages . " "l don't know," said Pepper

"I't's not for you, Peppy," said Kim "It's only for people who' ve never
t hought about the forest, who' ve never given a curse about it. You take it
too much to heart. The forest, for you, is dangerous, it will trap you."

"Very likely," said Pepper, "but after all | cane here just to see it."

"What do you want the bitter truth for?" asked Kim "What'll you do
when you've got it? What'Il you do in the forest, anyway? Cry over a dream

that's becone your destiny? Pray for it to be different? O, who knows,



maybe start to re-work what there is and must be?"

"So why did I come here?"

"To convince yourself. Surely you realize how inmportant it is--to be
convinced. Other people cone for different reasons. Maybe to see nmiles of
firewood, or find the bacteria of life, or wite a thesis. Or get a pernmt,
not to go into the forest but just in case: cone in handy sonetime and not
everybody's got one. The |limt of their little intentions is to nake a
luxury park out of the forest, like a sculptor producing a statue froma
bl ock of marble. So they can keep it trim Year in, year out. Not let it be
a forest again."”

"It's time | got away from here," said Pepper. "There's nothing for ne
to do here. Sonebody's got to go, either ne or all of you."

"Let's multiply," said Kim and Pepper seated hinself at his table,
found the wall-plug by feel, and plugged in the Mercedes.

"Seven hundred and ninety three, five hundred and twenty-two by two
hundred and si xty-six, zero eleven."

The machi ne began to chatter and | eap. Pepper waited for it to settle,
then hesitantly read out the answer.

"All right. dear it," said Kim "Now, six hundred and ninety-eight,
three hundred and twelve, divide for nme by twelve fifteen. !

Kim dictated the figures, Pepper picked them out, pressed the
multiplier and divider keys, added, subtracted, derived roots, everything
proceeded as nor nal

"Twel ve by ten,"” said Kim "Miltiply."

"One oh oh seven," dictated Pepper automatically, then woke up and
said: "Wait, it's lying. It should be a hundred and twenty."

"I know, | know " said Kim inpatient. "One zero zero seven," he
repeated. "Now get nme the root of ten zero seven. "

"Just a minute," said Pepper

The bolt clicked again behind the curtain and Proconsul appeared, pink
fresh, and satisfied. He began to wash his hands, hunming the while "Ave
Maria" in a pleasant voice. After this he announced:

"What a marvel it is after all, this forest, gentlenen! It's crimna
how little we talk and wite about it! And it is indeed worthy of
description. It ennobles, it arouses the highest feelings. It facilitates

progress. W, however, are totally unable to stemthe spread of unqualified
runors, stories, and jokes. There is no real forest propaganda being done.
Peopl e tal k and think about the forest hell knows. "

" Seven hundred and eighty-five multiplied by four hundred and
thirty-two," said Kim

Proconsul raised his voice. H's voice was powerful and well nodul at ed.
The Mercedes becane inaudi bl e.

" '"As if we lived in the forest. ' 'Forest people . " '"You can't
see the wood for the trees." 'If you're in the forest, you're after
firewood.' That's what we have to fight against! To eradicate! Let's say

that you, Mbnsieur Pepper, don't fight against it, why not? After all, you
could do a detailed, meaningful lecture on the forest at the club, but you
do no such thing. |'ve been keeping tabs on you for quite a while, it's been
wasted tinme waiting. Wiat's the matter?"

"Well, 1've never been there, have |I?" said Pepper. "That doesn't
matter. | haven't been there either, but |I've read a |ecture, and judgi ng by
the response, it was nost useful. It's not whether you' ve been in the forest
or not, it's a matter of ridding the facts of this encrustation of nysticism
and superstition, laying bare the essence of things, having cleansed it of
adornments placed upon it by philistines and utilitarians. "

"Twi ce eight divide into forty-nine mnus seven tines seven," said Kim

The Mercedes got going. Proconsul once again raised his voice:

"I didit as a trained philosopher. You could do it as a qualified
linguist. I'lIl give you the points and you can develop themin the |ight of
the latest linguistic research ... if that's the thene of your thesis?"



"It's "Stylistic and Rhythmic Characteristics of Fem nine Prose in the
Late Hei an based on Makwa-no Sosi,' " said Pepper. "I'mafraid that

"Ex . . . cell . . . ent! Just the thing. And enphasize the fact that
it's not swanps, it's excellent therapeutic nud-baths; not junping trees but
the end product of high-power research; not natives or savages, rather an
ancient civilization of proud, free, nodest, and powerful people w th noble
intentions. And no nmermaids. No lilac veils of fog, no veiled hints--forgive
me for a poor pun-- That will be excellent, mynheer Pepper, just splendid.
It's a good thing you know the forest, so's you can introduce your own
personal inpressions. M lecture was good too, but, | fear, sonewhat
over-specul ative. As the basis of ny material, | made use of conference
m nut es. Whereas you as one who has researched into the forest "

"I"'mnot a forest researcher," said Pepper earnestly. "I'mnot allowed
into the forest. | don't know the forest at all."

Proconsul, noddi ng absently, wote sonething swiftly on his shirt cuff.

"Yes!" said he. "Yes, yes. It is the bitter truth, alas. Alas, we stil

find pockets of formalism bureaucracy, heuristic approach to the
personality. . . . You can talk about that as well, by the way. You can, yes
you can, everybody tal ks about that. Meanwhile, | shall attenpt to get your
speech agreed wth the higher-ups. |I'mdamed glad that you'll give us a
hand in our work after all, Pepper. |'ve had a very careful eye on you for a
very long time. . . . There you are then. |'ve noted your nanme down for next
week!"

Pepper unpl ugged t he Mercedes.
"I won't be here next week. My visa has expired and
I''m going tonorrow. "

"Well, we'll fix that somehow. 1'Il go to the director, he's a club
menber hinsel f, he'll understand. You can reckon to stay another week."

"No," said Pepper. "That won't be necessary." "Ch, yes it will!" said
Proconsul , | ooking himstraight in the eye. "You know perfectly well it is,

Pepper! Good day."

He brought two fingers to his tenple and nade off, waving his
bri ef case.

"It's like a spider's web!" said Pepper. "AmIl a fly to them or what?
The manager doesn't want me to |eave, Alevtina doesn't and now this one.

"I don't want you to leave either," said Kim

"But I can't stand it here anynore!" "Seven hundred and ei ghty-seven,
multiply by four hundred and thirty-two. ..

“"I"lIl leave all the sane," thought Pepper, depressing the keys. "I'lI
| eave anyway. You may not want it but I will. | shan't be playing ping-pong
with you, or playing chess, or sleeping with you, or drinking tea with jam
I don't want to sing you any nore songs or calculate for you on the
Mer cedes, sort out your arguments for you or now read you |l ectures you won't
understand anyway. And |I'mnot going to think for you, either. Think for

yourselves, and |I'm | eaving. Leaving. Leaving. You'll never understand that
thinking isn't a pastine, it's a duty. "
Qut si de, beyond the inconplete wall, a piledriver thunped heavily,

pneurmati ¢ hanmers knocked, bricks spilled with a roar. Four worknen in
forage caps were sitting side by side, stripped to the waist and snmoking. As
a finishing stroke, a nmotorcycle roared into l|ife under his w ndow and
ticked over noisily.

"Somebody from the forest,
si xteen. "

The door burst open and a man ran into the room He had on a
boiler-suit and an unbuttoned hood dangled on his chest froma |I|ength of
radio flex. Fromboots to waist the boiler-suit bristled with the pal e-pink
arrows of young shoots while the right leg was entwined with an orange
plaited Iiana of endless |length and which trailed along the floor. The liana
was still twitching a bit and it seened to Pepper a very tentacle of the

said Kim "Better multiply me sixteen by



forest, which would reach out at any nonment and drag the man back--through
the corridors of the Directorate down the staircase, along the yard wall,
past the canteen and the workshops, then down the dusty road, through the
park, past the statues and pavilions, up to the entrance to the Serpentine,
to the gates, but not into them past themto the precipice, and down.

He was wearing notorcycle goggles, and with his face thickly powdered
with dust, Pepper did not at once recognize Stoyan Stoyanov from the
bi ostati on.

He was holding a |arge paper bag. He made several steps on the tiled
floor with its nmpsaic picturing a woman taking a shower, and halted in front
of Kim concealing the paper bag behind his back and naking odd head
nmoverents as if his neck was itching.

"Kim" he said, "it's ne."

Kimmade no reply. His pen could be heard tearing and scratching the

paper .

"Kimy," Stogan said, ingratiating. "I'm asking you, on ny knees."

"Cet lost,"” said Kim "Maniac."

"It's the very last time," said Stoyan. "The very, very last little
time!"

He nmoved his head again and Pepper saw in the depression at the back of
hi s skinny shaven neck a tiny little pink shoot, sharply pointed and al ready
twi ning, trenbling, avid.

"Just pass it over and say it's from Stoyan, that's all. If he starts
telling you to go to the cinema, tell himyou' ve got urgent overtine. If he
of fers you tea, say you've already had sone. And don't accept any wine if he
suggests it. Eh? Kimrkins! For the very last time for ever and ever!™

"What're you fidgeting about for?" Kimasked irritably. "Here, turn
around!" "Got one agai n?" asked Stoyan, turning. "Well, it doesn't natter
Just so you hand that over, nothing else matters."

Kim leaning forward over the table, was busy with his neck, kneading
and massaging, elbows spread. He bared his teeth from squeamnm shness and
muttered curses. Stoyan patiently shifted his weight fromfoot to foot, head
bent and neck extended.

"Hell o, Peppy," said he. "Long tine no see. What're you doing here?
|'ve brought some again . . . what can | do? . . . Very, very last tine
ever." He unwapped the paper and showed Pepper a snmall bunch of
poi son-green forest flowers. "Boy, what a snell! Wat a snell!"

"Stop pulling, you," cried Kim "Stand still. Maniac

Usel ess. "

"Mani ac. Usel ess," agreed Stoyan ecstatically. "But! For the last tine
ever and ever!"

The pink shoots on his boiler-suit were already wilted and wi nkling,
rai ning down on the brick face of the [ady under the shower.

"There," said Kirn. "Now get out."

He nmoved away from Stoyan and threw sonet hing half alive, squirmng and
bl oody into the waste-bin.

"I"mgoing," said Stoyan. "Ri ght away. But, well, our Rita's acting up
again. I'"'mafraid to be away fromthe biostation. Peppy, you night cone over
and have a word with them eh?"

"What next!" said Kim "Pepper's not needed there."

"What d'you nean, not needed?" Stoyan exclained. "Quentin's fading away
before your eyes! Just listen. Rita ran off a week ago--all right. Ckay,
what can you do? But, she came back that night all wet, white, and icy cold.
The guard was questioning her, unarned, and she did sonething to him so
he's been sensel ess ever since. And the whol e experinmental conpound has been
i nvaded by grass."

"Wl ?" said Kim

"Quentin cried all norning. .

"I know all about that," Kimbroke in. "What | don't get is how Pepper
cones into it."



"What d' you nean how? Wiat're you talking about? Wo else if not
Pepper? Not me, eh? And not you. . . . W're not calling in Hausbotcher
Cl audi us-Cct avi an. "

"Stop it," said Kim slaming his palmon the table. "Get back to work
and don't let ne see you here in working hours again. Don't make ne | ose ny
t enper."

"Al'l right," said Stoyan hastily. "Okay. I'moff. You'll hand it over?"

He pl aced the bouquet on the table and ran off, shouting as he left:
"and the cess-pit's working again."

Ki m pi cked up a broom and swept all the droppings into a corner.

"Mad fool," he said. "And that Rita. . . . Now calculate the | ot again.
To hell with themand their love affairs. C

The notorbi ke started bangi ng nerve-rackingly under the w ndow, then
all was quiet, with only the piledriver thudding behind the wall.

"Pepper,"” said Kim "Wy were you at the cliff this norning?"

"I was hoping to catch sight of the director. | was told he sonetinmes
does physical jerks there. | wanted to ask him to send ne but he didn't
cone. You know, Kim | think everybody lies here. Sonetimes | even think you

do."
"Director," said Kim ruminating, "you know that's an idea. You're on
the ball. You've got guts. "
"Al'l the same, |'mleaving tonorrow' said Pepper. "Acey's taking me, he
prom sed. Tonorrow | shan't be here, official."
"I never expected that, no," continued Kim unheeding. "Plenty of guts
maybe we should send you over there, to sort things out. "

Chapter Two
Kandid woke and thought at once: I'Il go tonmorrow. At the same nonent

Nava stirred in the other coner.
"Are you asl eep?" she asked.

"No. "
"Let's talk, then," she suggested. "W haven't spoken to each other
since yesterday evening after all. Al right?"
"Al'l right."

"First you tell me when you're going."

"l don't know," he said, "soon."

"That's what you always say: soon. Soon, or the day after tonorrow
Maybe you think it's the sane thing? Wll no, you' ve learned to talk now At
first you m xed everything up, mxed everything up, m xed the hut up and the
vill age, grass and mushroons, even people and deadlings, mxed themup you
did and then you'd nmutter away. We couldn't nake it out, couldn't understand
a word. "

He opened his eyes and stared at the low, Ilinme-encrusted ceiling. The
wor ker ants were on the nove in two even colums, fromleft to right |oaded,
right to left enpty. A nonth ago it had been the other way around, right to
left | oaded with nmushroom spawn, left to right enpty.

A month hence it would be the other way again unl ess sonmeone told them
to do sonething else. Dotted here and there along the colum stood the big
bl ack signal ers notionless, antennae slowy waving, awaiting orders. A nonth
ago | used to wake up and think 1'd go the day after tonorrow but we never
went, and long before that even | used to wake up and think the day after
tomorrow we'd be off at last and we never went. But if we don't go the day
after tonorrow, this time I'll goon my own. | used to think Iike that
before as well of course, but this tine it's for sure. The best thing would
be to go now, straight away, no talking or trying to persuade. But that
needed a cl ear head. Better not. The best thing would be to decide once and
for all: as soon as | can wake with a clear head, be up, and straight out
into the street and away into the forest, and not |et anybody start talking
to ne. That's vital: don't |let anybody start talking to you, distracting you



with their whining, starting your head buzzing, especially just here above
the eyes, till your ears start ringing and you feel like vomiting and the
whi ni ng goes on and on right through you. And Nava was al ready tal ki ng.

". . . so that's what happened,"” Nava was saying, "the deadlings took
us along in the night, and they can't see very well at night. Blind as bats,

anyone'll tell vyou that, even that Hunpy, though he doesn't belong here,
he's fromthe village that was next to ours, not this one of ours where you
and | live now, but ours where | lived with nam so you can't know Humpy, in
his village everything's covered in mushroons, the spawn fell and that's
somet hing not everybody |ikes, Hunpy went away fromthe village straight
away. It's the Accession, he says, and now there's no place for people in
the wvillage. . . . So-0-o0. There was no nmoon that night and they probably
| ost the track, anyway they all bunched together, us in the mddle, andit

got so hot, you couldn't breathe.

Kandi d | ooked at her. She was |ying on her back, |egs crossed, arns
fol ded behind her head. Only her |ips noved endlessly, and fromtinme to tine
her eyes flashed in the half darkness. She went on tal ki ng even when the old
man came in and seated hinmself at the table. He drew a pot toward him
sniffed at it noisily and with a slurp set to. At that Kandid got up and
with his palms wi ped the night sweat fromhis body. The old man was chanpi ng
and sl obbering, not taking his eyes fromthe bin with the lid protecting it
fromnold. Kandid took the pot away and set it next to Nava to stop her
tal king. The old man sucked his teeth conprehensively.

"Not very tasty," he said, "it's the sane everywhere you go these days.
And that path's all grown over | used to go along; | used it a lot too, I
went to the training there and just bathing, | often went bathing in those
days, there was a |lake there, nowit's just a swanp and it's dangerous but
somebody still goes along there otherw se how cone there's so many drowned
bodi es? And reeds. | can ask anybody: how conme there's paths through the
reeds? And nobody can tell ne, and no nore they ought. What have you got
there in that bin? If it's berries in soak I'll have them | |ove soaked
berries, but if it's sonmething of yesterday's then it doesn't matter, |
won't eat |eavings, you can eat your own |eavings." He paused, |ooking from
Kandi d to Nava and back again. Getting no answer he went on

"You can't sow anynore where the reeds have grown over. They used to
sow there before. They had to for the Accession, and they took everything to
Cay Cearing, they still take it there but they don't Ileave it on the
clearing, they bring it back. | told themthey shouldn't, but they don't
know the neaning of the word. The el der asked nme straight out in front of
themall: 'Wiy shouldn't we?' Buster was standing there, |ook, where you're
standing, closer even, and Ears just here, say, and over there where your
Nava's lying, there are the Baldy brothers, and he asks ne in front of them
in front of everybody. I tell himdon't you realize, | tell him we're not
alone here. . . . Hs father was a very wi se man, or maybe he wasn't his
father, some say he wasn't and to be sure it doesn't seemlike it. 'Wwy,' he
asks me, 'can't | ask why | shouldn't in front of eyeryone? "

Nava got up and, passing the pot to Kandid, started tidying up. Kandid
began to eat. The old man fell silent and watched himfor a while chew ng on
his lip before observing: "That food' s not good, you shouldn't eat it."

"Why not?" asked Kandid to tease.

The ol d man cackl ed.

"Eh, listen to him Dumry, you'd do better to keep quiet. You' d be
better off answering what | keep asking, does it hurt nuch when you have
your head cut of f?"

"What's it to you?" shouted Nava. "Wiy do you keep prying?"

"Shouts at me," announced the old nman. "Lifts up her voice agai nst ne.
She's borne no child and rai ses her voice against me. Wy don't you have a
child? Living with Dummy all this time and no child. Everybody has them but
not you. You shouldn't go on like this. Do you know what 'shouldn't' mneans?



It neans undesirable, not approved, and since it's not approved it neans you
shoul dn't. What you should do may not be clear but what you shouldn't do,
you shoul dn't. Everybody shoul d know that and you nost of all seeing as how
you live in a village not your own, got a house given, got Dumy for a
husband. Maybe he's got a different head stuck on him but he's got a
heal t hy body, you've no right not to have a child. So that's it, shouldn't,
not desirable. "

Nava, by now bad tenpered and sul ky, snatched the bin from the table
and went off into the pantry. The old man | ooked after her then went on
snuf fling:

"How el se can shouldn't be understood? It can and ought to be realized,
shouldn't is harnful. . . ."

Kandid finished his meal and plunked the enpty pot in front of the old
man. Then he went out onto the street. The house had been heavily overgrown
during the night and the only thing visible in the surroundi ng greenery was
the path made by the old man and the place by the door where he had sat
fidgeting waiting for themto wake up. The street had al ready been cl eared,
the green creeper, thick as a man's arm which had slid out of the network
of boughs hangi ng above the village on the previous night and put down roots
in front of the house next door had already been chopped up and fernenting
fluid poured on it. It had turned dark and was going nicely sour. It gave
out a strong appetizing snell and the neighbor's boys sat around it and tore
out chunks of the soft brown matter, danp and juicy, and stuffed them into
their nouths. When Kandid wal ked past, the eldest shouted wth his nouth
full, "Dunbling--deadling!"™ but the cry was not taken up, they were all too
busy. Ot herwise the street, orange and red fromthe tall grass in which the
houses | ay drowned, sonmber, and nottled w th dusky green patches where the
sun penetrated the forest roof, lay deserted. From the direction of the
field coul d be heard the nonotonous ragged choir of voices: "Hey, hey, make
it gay, right way, left way, hey, hey."

Fromthe forest cane the echo. Or maybe not an echo. Mybe deadli ngs.

Hopal ong was sitting at hone, of course, massaging his leg. "Sit down,"
was his affable greeting. "Here |I've put some soft grass for visitors. They
tell me you're goi ng?"

Once nore, thought Kandid, once nore fromthe very begi nning.

"What's the matter, |leg hurting agai n?" he inquired, seating hinself.

"Leg? No, it's just nice sitting here and giving it a rub. Wen are you
of f then?"

"Just as we've been fixing it, you and 1. If you were to conme with ne
then we could go the day after tonorrow. Now |I'Il have to find sonebody el se
who knows the forest. | can see you don't want to go."

Hopal ong cautiously extended his | eg and spoke weightily:

"As soon as you leave nme, turn left, and carry on till you get to the
field. Across the field, past the two stones and you'll see the road
straight away, it's not nuch overgrown, there's too many boulders on it.
Along the road you'll pass through two villages. One's deserted, nushroony,
mushroons started growi ng there, so nobody |lives there, there's funny folk

living in the other village, the blue grass went through there tw ce and
since then they' ve been sick, no need to start talking to themthey won't
understand a word, it's like they've lost their nenory. Through there then
and on the right you have your Cay Cearing. No need for guides, you can
get there on your own, no sweat."

"We'|| get as far as Clay Cearing," agreed Kandid, "and after that?"

"What do you nean, after that?"

"Across the swanp where the | akes used to be. Remenber you were telling
nme about the stone road?"

"What road? To Clay Cearing. Well I'mtrying to tell you, aren't 17?
Turn left, across the fields up to the two stones. "

Kandi d heard hi m out before speaking.

"Now | know the way to Clay Cearing. W'll get there. But | have to go



further, as you know, | nust get to the City, and you prom sed to show ne
t he way."

Hopal ong shook his head in synpat hy.
"To the G -i-i-i-ty, ah now, is that where you re heading. | renenber,
| remenber . . . yes tothe Gty . . . you can't get there, Dumy. To O ay

Clearing now, that's easy; past the two stones, through the nushroom
village, past funny village, then Cay Cearing 11 be on your right. O to
the Reeds, say, turn right as you |eave nme through the scrub, past Bread
Fen, then keep follow ng the sun. Were the sun goes, you follow. It's three

days travel, but if you really have to go, we'll do it. W used to get pots
there before we planted our own. | know the Reeds l|ike the back of ny hand,
you shoul d have said that's where you wanted to go. No need to wait till the
day after tonorrow either, we'll start tonorrow in the norning, we needn't

take any food with us, seeing as we're going by Bread Fen. ..

"You know, Dunmmy, you speak so fast it hurts to listen to you. A nan's
just started to take in what you say when you shut your mouth. Well, we'll
go to the Reeds, tonorrow norning we'll go. "

Kandi d heard hi m out once nore.

"Listen, Hopalong, | don't have to go to the Reeds. The Reeds aren't

where | want to go. Wuwere | want to be isn't the Reeds." Hopal ong was
listening and nodding. "I want to go to the City. W've often spoken of it
before | told you yesterday | wanted to go to the Gty. | told you the day
before | wanted to to the City. | said a week ago | wanted to go there. You
told me you knew the way to the city. You said that yesterday. And the day
before. Not to the Reeds, to the Cty. I don't want to go to the Reeds

[don't let me get mxed up, he thought, maybe I'm m xed up already. Not the
Reeds, the City. The Gty and not the Reeds]. The City, not the Reeds," he
repeated al oud. "Understand? Tell me about the road to the City. Not to the
Reeds, to the City. Still better, let's go to the City together. Not to the
Reeds together, together to the City."

He stopped. Hopal ong started rubbing his sore knee again.

"Li kel y when they cut your head off, Dumy, something got danaged in
there. Like ny leg. It used to be just an ordinary leg |like anybody el se's,
then once | was going through the Anthills at night, carrying an ant queen
and | put this foot in a hollowtree and nowthe leg's twisted. Wiy it's
twi sted nobody knows, but it doesn't walk straight, and that's a fact. But
it'll get me tothe Anthills. And 1'll take you along. What | don't get is
why vyou told me to get food ready for the trip-- the Anthills is only a
stone's throw from here."

He | ooked at Kandi d, floundered, nouth open.

"Of course you don't want to go to the Anthills, do you? Were is it,
now? | know, the Reeds. Well | can't go there, 1'd never make it. See how
twisted this leg is? Listen, Dumy, what is it you' ve got against going to
the Anthills? Let's go there, eh? |I've never been there once since that day,
maybe the hills aren't there anynore. Let's have a look for that hollow
tree, what say?"

He'll sidetrack nme, | know it, thought Kandid. He | eaned over on his
side and rolled a pot over to him

"CGood pot you've got here," he said, "I don't remenber when | saw a pot
as good as this ... so you'll take me to the City? You told ne nobody knows

the road to the Gty except you. Let's go to the City, what do you think,
will we nmake it?"

"Make it? Course we'll nake it! To the Gty, of course we will. And you
have seen pots as good as these, know where? The funny folk nake them Iike
that. They don't grow them you know, they make them out of clay, they're
not far from Cay Cearing, | told you: left away fromme and past the two
stones as far as MiushroomVillage, only nobody Ilives there anynore so
there's no sense in going. Wy should we? Haven't we seen rushroons before?
Even when ny leg was all right | never went to Mushroom Village, | only know

the funny folk live two ravines past there. Yes ... we could go tonorrow,



yes. . . . Listen, Dummy, let's not go there eh? | don't like those
mushroons. There's mushroons in our part of the forest, that's different,
you can eat them they taste good. Over there they' re sort of green and they

snell rotten. Whay do you want to go there? You'll bring spawn back w th you
as well. We'd better go to the City. Alot nicer. Only we can't go tonorrow,
there's food to get together and we'll have to find out the way--or do you
know the way? If you do, | won't need to ask. In fact I can't think who to

ask. Maybe the el der knows --what do you think?"

"Don't you know the way to the City yourself?" asked Kandid. "You know
a lot about it, don't you? You even got to the Gty al nost once, didn't you?
Only vyou got frightened of the deadlings and decided you couldn't get
t hrough on your own. "

"I wasn't frightened of deadlings any nore than | am now," objected
Hopalong. "I1'Il tell you what | am afraid of, though. Are you going to be
quiet all the way? That's sonething | could never do. There's sonething el se
as well . . . don't get angry at ne. Dummy, just tell me, or if you don't
want to say it aloud, whisper, or nod, or if you don't even want to nod j ust
cl ose that eye of yours, the right one in the shadow, nobody'll see only ne.
The question | want to put is this: aren't you just a teeny bit of a
deadling? I can't stand deadlings, you know, | get the trenble when | see
them can't do a thing with nyself. "

"No, Hopalong, I"'mnot a deadling," said Kandid. "I can't stand them
nmyself. If you're afraid I'Il be too quiet for you, just renmenber we'll not
be alone, I've told you often enough, Buster's going with us, Barnacle, and
two nmen from New Vill age."

"I"'mnot going with Buster," said Hopal ong with decision. "First Buster
took ny daughter away and didn't take care of her. Lost her, he did.
didn't mnd himtaking her, | do mind him not taking care of her. He was
going with her to New Village and robbers set on himand took ny daughter
and he gave her up. Your Nava and ne | ooked ages for her but we never found

her. No, Dummy, there's no sense nessing wth robbers. If we went to the
Cty, you and |, there'd be no peace fromthem Nowif it were the Reeds, no
trouble at all. We'll start tonorrow "

"The day after," said Kandid. "You'll go, Buster, Barnacle, and the two
fromNew Village. And we'll get right to the City."

"If there's six of us, we'll get there," said Hopalong confidently.
"I"d never get there on my own of <course, but if there's six of us, we'll
get there. Wth six of us we'd get as far as Devil's Rocks, only | don't

know the way there. Shall we go to Devil's Rocks? Listen, Dumy, let's go to
the City and decide there, eh? There's food to get ready though, and plenty
of it."

"Ckay," said Kandid, rising to his feet. "So the day after tonorrow, we

start for the Cty. Tonmorrow |'Il go to New Village, then I'll see and
rem nd you."

"Come around," said Hopalong. "lI'd conme to see you, only ny |eg aches,
no strength init. You conme around. W'Ill have a chat. There's a lot of folk
don't like talking to you, Dunmy, it's pretty hard going, you know, but
don't mind, |I've got used to it, | even like it. Come around, and bring Nava
with you, she's a good girl, your Nava, no children though, they'll cone

she's young yet, that Nava of yours. . . .

Qut on the street, Kandid w ped the sweat away with his pal ns.
Sonmewher e near, sonebody cackled and started coughing. Kandid turned and saw
the old man wavi ng a knotted finger of warning.

"The City, eh? So that's where you're off to? That's interesting,
nobody's ever got there alive, what's nore it's not done. Even you should
know that even if you have got a transplanted head."

Kandid swung off to the right along the street. The old man trailed
along in the grass after him muttering:

"I'f it's not done, then it's always forbidden in sone sense or the
other, of course ... for instance, it's not done without the elder or the



assenbly, with the elder and the assenbly it is permssible, of course,
though not in every sense. " Kandid was walking as quickly as the
ennervating heat and humidity would allow and the old man gradually fel
behi nd.

On the village square, Kandid caught sight of Ears. Ears, staggering
and crossing his bandy legs, was noving around in circles, sprinkling
handful s of brown grass-ki Her froma huge pot slung around his belly. Behind
hi mthe grass was al ready snmoking and shriveling. Ears had to be avoi ded and
Kandid tried to do just that, but Ears snartly changed direction and cane
face to face with him

"Ah . . . Dummy!" he cried joyously, hastily un-slinging the pot from
his neck and setting it on the ground. "Were are you off to. Dumry? Hone,
isit to Nava? Well could be wong but your Nava's not at home, your Nava's
inthe field, with these eyes | saw her going to the field, you may believe
me or not. . . . Mybe, of course, she hasn't gone to the field, could be
wrong. Dummy, but your Nava definitely went along tha-at alley over there
and if you go along there the field' s the only place you cone to, and
where's el se shoul d she go, your Nava? Not |ooking for you, would she be.

Kandid nade another effort to get by but again ended up face to face
with Ears.

"No need anyway to follow her to the field. Dumry," he went on

convincingly. "Why go after her? I"'mjust killing off the grass then I'll be
calling themall here, the |and surveyor cane and said the elder had told
him to tell me to kill the grass on the square because there's to be a
nmeeting on the square. As there's a neeting they'll all come here fromthe

field, your Nava anong themif it's to the field she's gone, and where el se
could she have gone along that alley? Although now !l think of it, you can
get to other places than the field there, you can. "

He suddenly stopped and gave a shuddering sigh. His eyes screwed up,
his hands lifted palns upward, as if of their own accord. H's face broke
into a sweet smile, then abruptly sagged. Kandid about to make off, stopped
to listen. A small dense purplish cloud had formed around Ears' bare head,
his |ips quivered and he began to speak swiftly and distinctly, in a voice
not his own, a sort of announcer's voice; the intonation was alien and the
style was one no villager would use, it was as if he spoke an alien | anguage
so that only certain phrases seenmed conprehensi bl e.

"In the far Southlands new. . . are going into battle. .
retreating further to the South ... of the victorious march . . . the Geat
Harrowing in the Northern lands has been tenporarily halted owwing to
isolated and sporadic . . . new advances in Swanp-nmaking are giving
ext ensi ve areas for peace and new progress toward ... In all settlenments

great victories . . . work and efforts . . . new detachnents of Midens
tormorrow and forever cal mand amal ganmation."

The old man had caught up to Kandid and now stood at his shoul der
interpreting wldly:

"All the settlenents, hear that? That neans here as well. . . . 'Geat
victories.' It's what | always say, you can't . . . calmand anal gamati on

you' ve got to understand. Here as well, if they say everywhere . . . and
new det achnents of Maidens, got it?"

Ears fell silent and dropped to his haunches. The lilac cloud had
di ssipated. The old nan inpatiently tapped Ears on his bald pate. He blinked
and rubbed his ears.

"What did | say?" he asked. "WAs it a broadcast? How s the Accession
goi ng? Progressing or what? And you don't go to the field, Dunmmy, at a guess
I'd say you're going after your Nava, but your Nava ..."

Kandi d st epped over the pot of grass-killer and hurried on

The old man was no | onger audi ble--either he'd got caught up with Ears
or else he'd gone into one of the houses to get his breath back and have a
bite to eat on his own.



Buster's house stood on the very edge of the village, There an
enbattl ed old woman, neither aunt nor nother, said wth a sneer full of
mal i ce that Buster wasn't at honme, Buster was in the field and if he was at
hone, there'd be no point in looking for himin the field, but as he was in
the field, why was he, Dummy, standing there for nothing?

In the field the sowing was in progress. The oppressive stagnant air
was saturated with a powerful range of odors, sweat, fernmenting fluid,
rotting grain. The nmorning harvest lay in great heaps along the furrow, the
seed already beginning to sprout. Couds of working flies swarned over the
pots of fermenting fluid and in the heart of this black, nmetallic-glinting
mael strom stood the elder. Inclining his head and screw ng up one eye, he
was mnutely exam ning a single drop of whey on his thunbnail. The nail was
specially prepared, flat, polished to a gl eam and cl eaned with the necessary
fluids. Past the elder's legs the sowers crawled along the furrows, ten
yards apart. They had stopped singing by now, but the heat of the forest
still oohed and aahed, obviously now, no echo.

Kandi d wal ked al ong the chain of workers bending and peering into the
| owered faces. Finding Buster, he touched himon the shoul der and Buster at
once clinmbed out of the furrow w thout question. His beard was cl ogged wth
mud.

"Who're you touching, wool on yer nose?" he croaked, |ooking at
Kandi d's feet. "Sonmebody once touched ne |like that, wool on yer nose, and
they took him by his hands and feet and threw himup in a tree, he's up
there to this day, and when they take him down he won't do any nore
touchi ng, wool on yer nose. " "You com ng?" asked Kandid shortly.

"Course |'m com ng, wool on yer nose, when |'ve prepared | eaven for seven;
it stinks in the house, there's no living with it, why not go, when the old
woman can't stand it and | can't bear to look at it--only where are we
goi ng? Hopal ong was saying yesterday we were going to the Reeds, and
shan't go there, wool on yer nose, there's no people there, in the Reeds,
never mnd danes. If a man wants to grab sonebody by the leg and throw him
into a tree, wool on yer nose, there's nobody there, and | <can't live
wi t hout dames any longer and that elder'll be the death of ne. . . . Look at
hi m standi ng there, wool on yer nose, staring his eyes out and himas blind
as a mole, wool on yer nose . . . somebody once stood |ike that on his own,
he got one in the eye, doesn't stand anynore, wool on yer nose but |I'm not
going to the Reeds, just as you like. . . ." "To the Cty," said Kandid

"Ch well, the CGty, that's another affair altogether, 1'Il go there all
right, specially as | hear tell there's no City there anyway, that old
stunp's lying his head off--he comes in the norning eats half a pot and
starts, wool on yer nose, laying down the law that's not right, you
shouldn't do that. ... I ask him who are you to tell me what's right and

what's wong, wool on yer nose? He doesn't say, he doesn't know hi nmsel f.
Mutters on about sone City."

"We'|| set off the day after tonorrow," said Kandid. "Wat are we
waiting for then?" burst out Buster. "Why the day after tonmorrow? | can't
sleep at night in my house, the leaven is stinking, let's go this evening,
somebody once waited and waited, they gave him round ears and he's stopped

wai ting, never waited since. . . . The old woman's cursing there's no life
wool on yer nose! Listen, Dumy, let's take my old wonan with us maybe the
robbers would take her, 1'd give her up all right!"

"The day after tomorrow we'll go," repeated Kandid patiently. "You're a

good fellow, making up so nuch | eaven, from New Village, you know
He failed to finish; fromthe fields came shouting.
"Deadl i ngs! Deadlings!" roared the elder. "Wnen home! Run off hone!"
Kandid |ooked around. Between the trees on the extreme edge of the
field stood the deadlings: two blue and quite close, one yellow a bit
farther off. Their heads w th the round eye-hol es and the black slash of a
mouth slowy revolved from side to side. Their huge arms hung | oosely al ong
the length of their bodies. The earth where they stood was al ready snoking,



white trailers of steammngled with gray-blue snoke.

The deadlings knew a thing or two and so behaved with extrene caution
The vyellow one had the whole of his right side eaten away by grass-killer
while the blue ones were covered in rashes caused by ferment burns. In
pl aces, the skin had died off and hung in rags. Wile they stood and stared
about them the shrieking wonen fled to the village and the nenfolk,
muttering threats, crowded together with pots of grass-killer at the ready.

Then the el der spoke. "Wat are we standing here for, | ask you? Let's
go, why stand here?" Everyone moved slowy forward, spreading out into a
line, toward the deadlings. "Get themin the eyes," the elder kept shouting.
"Try and splash themin the eyes. Best get the eyes, not nuch good if we
can't get their eyes. "

The line sang out omi nously. "Ooh-hoo-hoo, get out! Ah-ha-ha-ha-ha!"
Nobody was inclined to get too close.

Buster, picking the dried nud fromhis beard, wal ked next to Kandid and
shout ed | ouder than the others; between shouts he argued with hinself.

"No, no-o0-o0, we're wasting our time, wool on yer nose, they won't stay,
they'll run in a mnute. . . . Deadlings are they? Rubbish, 1'd say, they
won't stay. . . . Hoo-hoo-hoo! You lot!"

Coming within twenty paces of the deadlings, the men stopped. Buster
hurled a clod of earth at the yellow one, but with surprising agility it
stuck out its broad palmand deflected the clod to one side. Everybody
started hooting and stanmping their feet, sonme displayed the pots and nmade
threatening notions toward the deadlings. Nobody wanted to waste the fluid
and nobody wanted to drag all the way to the village for nore. The deadli ngs
were battered and wary, they could be got rid of this way.

So it turned out. Steam and snoke thickened under the deadlings' feet,
they were faltering. "Well that's it" was said along the chain. "They' ve
gi ven ground, they'll turn in a mnute. "

The deadlings inperceptibly altered, as if they were turning inside
their own skins. Their eyes and nouth di sappeared from vi ew-they had turned
their backs. In a second they were retreating, flickering among the trees.
Where they had stood, a cloud of steamslowy settled.

The nmen, in an excited hubbub, noved back toward the furrow. It was
suddenly realized that it was time to return to the village for the neeting.
They set off.

"Go onto the square,” repeated the elder to everyone. "Onto the square.
The neeting wll take place on the square, so everyone must go to the
square."

Kandi d was | ooking for Barnacle, but he was nowhere in the crowd for
some reason. Barnacl e had di sappeared sonmewhere. Buster was tal king nervily
besi de him

"Remenber, Dummy, when you junped on that deadling? Yes, junped on him

you did, wool on yer nose, took himby the head an' all, cuddling himlike
your Nava, wool on yer nose, and what a yell. . . . Renenber, Dummy, what a
yell you gave out w th? You got burned, and then came out in blisters, wet
and painful as well. . . . Wy did you junp on him Dumy? Sonebody did
that, jumpy-junped on a deadling, took all the skin off his belly, now he
doesn't junp anynore; tells children to junp, wool on yer nose. . . . They

say, Dummy, you jumped on his back so he'd carry you to the Cty, but you're
no dane, why should he carry you away wth hin? Anyway there's no City at
all, it's that old stunp making up his words City, Accession. . . . \Wo0's
seen this Accession? Ears gets drunk on beetles and goes out burbling, the
old stunp listens, then he wanders off everywhere, guzzling other people's
food and repeating. "

"I"'mgoing out to New Village in the norning," said Kandid. "I'll be
back at night, | shan't be here during the day. You see Hopal ong and renind
hi m about the day after tonmorrow. |'ve been reminding himand ['Il do it
again, still, you do it, otherw se he'll wander off . somewhere."

“I'"ll remind him" promsed Buster. "I'll remind himif | have to break



his other leg off."

The whole village had cone out onto the square. Everybody was tal ki ng,
shoving and scattering seeds on the bare earth so that stens night cone up
and provide soft seating. Children were mixed in underfoot; their parents
were pulling themalong by their ears or hair to avoid a nmi x-up. A colum of
poorly trained ants attenpting to drag worker-fly | arvae straight across the
square were being driven off by the cursing elder. He was aski ng by whose
orders there were ants here, it was a disgrace that's what. Ears and Kandid
wer e suspected, but the matter was not conducive to proof.

Kandid found Barnacle and wanted to talk wth him but failed as the
assenbly was then decl ared open and as always the old man crawl ed forward to
speak first. What he spoke about nobody could wunderstand but everybody sat
quietly listening and hissed at their scuffling children not to scuffle.
Sone--those seated nost confortably well away fromthe sunny spots--fel
into a doze.

The old nan went on at |ength about what was not "right" and in what
senses this was to be understood. He called for a nmass Accession, threatened
victories in North and South, cursed the village and, separately, New
Vil |l age, announced that new detachments of Midens were everywhere and that
neither in the village nor in the New Village was there calm or
amal gamation, that all this was a consequence of people forgetting the word
"shoul dn't" and thinking everything was pernmitted. Dunmy, for instance, was
set on going to the City, though nobody had sumoned him The village bore
no responsibility for that, seeing as he was foreign, but if it turned out
by chance that he was a deadling after all, and such an opinion existed in
the village, then nobody knew what would happen, especially as Nava, though
of course she was an alien too, had had no children by Dumy, and this was
not to be tolerated, yet the elder tolerated it.

Toward the nmiddle of the oration, the elder dozed off as well, but
hearing his own nane, started and i mredi ately gave a threatening bark: "Hey!
No sl eeping! You can sleep at home," he said, "that's what houses are for
sl eeping in, nobody sleeps on the square, neetings are held on the square.
Nobody has ever been allowed to sleep on the square, nobody is allowed and

nobody will be." He glanced toward the old nan.
The old man gave a satisfied nod. "And so we have our general 'not
permtted." " He snobothed his hair and announced: "A bride has been

announced at New Village. And we have a groom Loudnmouth, whom you all know.
Stand up. Loudrmouth, and show yourself, no better not, you just sit there,
everybody knows you anyway. Now we have the question: shall Loudnouth go to
New Village or alternatively shall we bring the bride here to the village

. No, no. Loudnouth, sit you down, we'll decide this wthout you

those sitting next to himkeep a good hold on himtill the nmeeting is over.
Who has any opinion, |et himspeak."

There turned out to be two opinions. One (Loud-nouth's neighbors for
the nost part) demanded Loudnmouth's dismissal to New Village, let the rest
live here. Others, calmand serious nmen, living well away from Loudnmouth
proposed the opposite, wonmen were getting short, sonme had been stolen
therefore the bride should come to the village. Loudmouth was that al
right, but suppose there would be children, let there be no doubt, that was
for sure. The argunent was long, and at first to the point. Then Hopal ong
unfortunately shouted out that it was wartime and everybody was forgetting
that. Loudmouth was instantly forgotten. Ears started to explain that there
was no war and never had been, there was and would be the G eat Harrow ng.
Not Harrow ng, objected someone in the crowmd, it was Essential Swanping. The
Harrowi ng was over |long ago, the Swanpi ng had been going on for years, Ears
didn't know a thing, how could he, he was Ears wasn't he? The old man got up
and rolling his eyes, croaked out hoarsely that there was no war, no
Harrow ng; there was no Swanping either, there had been, was, and would be
the Personal Struggle in North and South. How was there no war, wool on yer
nose, came fromthe crowd, when there was a whole |lake full of drowned



bodi es past Funny Village? The neeting exploded. What about the drowned
bodi es? Where there was water you found bodi es, past Funny Village wasn't
like here, you couldn't go by Funny Village, they ate out of <clay there,
lived under clay, gave their wives to the robbers, now people tal ked about
drowned bodies. It wasn't drowned bodies, no struggle and no war, it was
Calm and Amal gamation in the interests of the Accession! Wiy then was Dumy
going to the City? Dumy was going to the City, therefore the City existed,
and if it existed where was your war? It nust be Anmal gamation! Anyway did it
matter where Dunmy went? Sonmebody went as well once, they gave it himright
in the nose and he doesn't go anywhere anynore. . . . Dunmy was going to the
City because there was no Cty, they knew Dummy, Dunmy was a fool if ever
there was one, and if there was no City, how could there be Amal gamation?
There was no Amal gamation, there had been one tine nmind you, but that was
ages ago . . . and no Accession either! Who says there's no Accession? \Wat
do you mean? What's that? Loudnouth . . . hold Loudnouth! They've Ilet him
go! Wy couldn't they hold onto hin®

Kandid, knowing this wuld go on for long, attenpted to start a
conversation with Barnacle, but Barnacle was in no nood for conversation
"Accession," he shouted. "Then what about the deadlings? You re forgetting
t he deadl i ngs! Why? Because you haven't any idea what to think about them
that's why you're all shouting about this Accession! "

They went on shouting about the deadlings, then about the nushroony
villages, then they got tired and began to quiet down, mopping their faces
and shruggi ng one another off wearily. Soon it transpired that everybody had
fallen silent and only the old man and Loudrmouth were carrying on. Everyone
cane to their senses. Loudnouth was borne down and his nmouth stuffed with
| eaves. The old man went on for a while but Ilost his voice and becane
i naudi bl e. Then a disheveled representative from New Village got up and
pressing his hands to his breast and staring about him began to beg in a
br oken voice that Loudnmouth shouldn't be sent to New Village, they had no
need of him they had |ived a hundred years w thout him and could do it
again, they should bring the bride to the village and then they would see
New Village would make no trouble over a dowy. . . . Nobody had the
strength to start arguing again--they prom sed to think about it and decide
|ater, especially as the matter wasn't urgent.

Peopl e began to drift off to dinner. Barnacle took Kandid by the arm
and dragged himto one side under a tree.

"Right, when do we |eave?" he asked. "I'mso fed up here in the
village, I want off into the forest, I'Il be ill of boredom here soon
If you're not going, say so and I'll go alone, I'Il talk Buster or Hopal ong
into going too."

"W're going the day after tomorrow," said Kandid. "You' ve prepared
f ood?"

"Prepared it and eaten it. | haven't got patience to look at it, lying
there and nobody to eat it except the old nan--he's getting on ny nerves,
['"lI'l make a cripple of himyet if | don't go soon. . . . Wat do you think
Dumy, who is that old nman and why does he eat everybody out of house and
hone, where does he live? I'ma traveled man, |'ve been in a dozen vill ages,
I've been wth the funny folk, I've even visited the skinnies, spent the
night there--nearly died of fright, but I've never seen an old man |ike
that, he nust be a rare specinmen, that's why we keep himand don't beat him

but 1've no patience left to watch himrunmage around ny pots day and
night--he eats in the house and takes stuff away with him why ny father
used to curse him before the deadlings smashed himup. . .. Were does he

put it all? He's just skin and bones, there's no roominside him but he can
lap up two jars and take two away wth him and he never brings any jars
back. . . . You know, Dummy, maybe we've got nore than one old man, maybe
there's two or even three? Two sleep while one works. Wen he's had his fill
he wakes up the next and goes to sleep hinself. "

Bar nacl e acconpani ed Kandid as far as the house but declined to have



di nner, out of tact. After chatting for fifteen m nutes about how they |ured
fish in the Reed-bed | ake by wiggling their fingers, and promising to drop
in on Hopalong to remind himof the journey to the Cty, and asserting that
Ears was no Ears at all, but only a very deranged nman, and that the
deadl i ngs caught wornen for food, since nen had tough flesh and the deadli ngs
had no teeth, and pronising to prepare fresh supplies and drive off the old
man without mercy, he at |ast departed.

Kandid got his breath back with difficulty, and before going in stood
awhile in the doorway shaking his head. You, Dumry, don't forget that
tomorrow you've to go to New Village, early in the norning, don't forget:

not to the Reed-beds, not to Clay Clearing, but New Village . . . and why
shoul d you go there, Dummy, better go to the Reed-beds, lots of fish there

good fun. ... To New Village, don't forget, New Village, don't forget
Kandid . . . tonorrow norning to New Village . . . talk the boys into it,
you'll never get to the City with just the four of you. ... He entered the
house without realizing it.

Nava was still absent, but the old man was seated at the table waiting
for soneone to put his dinner out. He squinted testily at Kandid and sai d:

"You walk slow, Dumry, |'ve been in two houses-- everybody's having
dinner but here there's nothing. . . . Likely that's why you' ve got no

children, you walk sl ow and there's nothing in the house at dinner tine.

Kandid went right up to himand stood there for some time, reflecting.
The ol d man conti nued:

"How long will you take to get to the GCty, if youre as late as this
for dinner? It's a long way to the City, they say, a mighty long way, | know
everyt hing about you now, | know you've decided to head for the Gty, only
thing I don't knowis how you're going to reach it if you spend a whol e day
getting to a pot of food and still don't get there. . . . I'lIl have to go
with you, I'll lead you there, | should have gone long ago, only 1 don't
know the road, but |1've got to get tothe Gty to fulfill nmy duty and tel

everyt hing about everything to the proper person

Kandi d took hi munder the arnms and hoisted himswiftly from the table.
The old nman was dunbfounded. Kandid carried him out of the house in
outstretched arms and placed himon the road; he w ped his hands on the
grass. The old man recovered his wts.

"Just don't forget to take along food for nme," he said to Kandid's
back. "Take a lot of good stuff for me, because I"'mgoing to fulfill ny duty
and you're going for your own pleasure and though 'not done'. .

Kandid returned to the house, sat down at the table and lowered his
head onto clenched fists. Never nmind, |'mleaving the day after tonorrow, he
thought. Let ne not forget that: day after tonorrow. Day after tonorrow, he
t hought, day after tonorrow

Chapter Three

Pepper was awakened by the touch of cold fingers on his bare shoul der
He opened his eyes and perceived someone standing over him dressed in
underwear. The roomwas dark, but the man was standing in a shaft of
nmoonl i ght. Pepper coul d nake out his pale face and

staring eyes.

"What do you want?" whi spered Pepper. "You have to vacate," the man
whi spered in return.

It's only the warden, thought Pepper, relieved. "Wy vacate?" he asked
loudly, raising hinself on his el bow "Vacate what?"

"The hotel is overbooked, you'll have to vacate the room"

Pepper gl anced around the roomin confusion. Everything was as it had
been, the other three bunks were enpty as before.

"You needn't stare,"” said the warden. "W know the situation. In any
case the sheets on your bed have to be changed and sent to the laundry. You



won't be washing them yourself, not brought up to. Pepper under st ood
The warden was very frightened and was being rude to keep his spirits up. He
was in that state where one touch and he would cry out, squeal, twtch
convul sively, call for help.

"Come on, cone on," said the warden and pulled the pillow from beneath
Pepper's head in a sort of weird inpatience. "Sheets, | said. "

"Look, what is this," said Pepper. "Does it have to be now? In the
ni ght ?" "Urgent."

"Good Cod," said Pepper, "you're off your head. Well, all right.

You col l ect the sheets, 1'Il get by. I've only got this one night left."

He slid fromthe bunk onto the <chilly floor and began stripping the
pill owase off. The warden, as if frozen to the spot, foll owed his novenents
wi th bul ging eyes. His |ips quivered.

"Repairs," he said finally. "Repairs got to be done. Al the
wal | paper's peeling off, the ceiling' s cracked, the floors need re-|aying.

." Hs voice took on a firner note. "So you've got to vacate in any case.
W're starting repairs right away here.”

"Repai rs?"

"Repairs. Look at that wall paper. The worknen will be here directly."

"What, now?"

"Ri ght now. Wiy wait? The ceiling's full of cracks. Just take a | ook."

Pepper began to shiver. He left the pillowase and picked up his
shorts.

"What's the tinme?" he asked.

"Well after twelve,"” said the warden, again whispering, and, forsone
reason, gl anci ng around.

"Where on earth shall | go?" said Pepper, pausing with one leg in his
shorts. "You'll have to fix ne up. Another room "

"Full up. And where it isn't, repairs are under way."
"In the duty room then."

"Full up."

Pepper stared at the moon in despair.

"Well, the storeroom wll do," he said. "The storeroom the |aundry,
the isolation ward. |I've only got six nore hours to sleep. O nmaybe you can

fix me up in your place. .

The warden began rushing about the room He ran between the bunks,
barefoot, white, and terrible as a specter. Then he stopped and groaned:

"What a business, eh? I'ma civilized man as well, graduate of two
colleges, I"'mnot a savage or anything. ... | know it all. But it's
i mpossible, get nme? It's absolutely out of the question!”

He bounded up to Pepper and whispered in his ear, "Your visa has run
out! Twenty-seven minutes ago it ran out and vyou're still here. You nustn't
be here. | beg you. " He collapsed onto his knees and drew Pepper's
boots and socks out fromunder the bed. "I woke up at five to twelve covered
in sweat," he munbled. "Well, | thought, this is it. This is the end of ne.
| ran off just as | was. | don't remenber a thing. C ouds over the streets,
nails catching ny feet--and nmy wife's expecting! Get dressed, please, get
dr essed. "

Pepper got dressed in a hurry. He found it hard to think. The warden
kept runni ng between the bunks, shuffling across the noonlit squares, now
gl ancing out into the «corridor, now | ooking out of the w ndow, whispering,
"Cood | ord, what a business."

"Can | at least |leave ny suitcase with you?" inquired Pepper

The warden cl acked his teeth.

"Not at any price! You'll be the ruin of ne. .. . You mght have sone
sympathy. . . . Good lord, good lord... ."

Pepper gathered his books together, closing his case wth difficulty,
and picked up his raincoat. "Were shall | go now?" he asked.

The warden was mute. He waited fidgeting with inpatience. Pepper hefted
his suitcase and went off down the dark and silent staircase to the street.



He paused on the verandah and while attenpting to control his shivering,

spent some tine listening to the warden instructing the sommolent duty
clerk: "He'll ask for readmttance. Don't let him in! He's got
[inaudi bl e sinister whisper] Got it! You' re responsible. " Pepper sat
down on his suitcase and placed his raincoat across his knees.

"I"'mafraid not, sorry," said the warden behind him "I must ask you to
| eave the verandah. | nust ask you to vacate the hotel prem ses conpletely."

He had to go down and put his case on the roadway. The warden stanped
around, muttering: "I must ask you. . . . My wife . . . and no fuss.

Consequences . . . can't be done. and left, white underwear gl eaning
stealing along the fence. Pepper glanced at the dark wi ndows of the
cottages, the dark windows of the Directorate, the dark wi ndows of the

hotel. There was no |ight anywhere, even the street |ighting was off. There
was only the noon, round, brilliant, and sonehow mal evol ent.

He suddenly realized he was alone. He had nobody. Al around people
were asleep and they all like me, | know that, |'ve seen it many tines. Yet
I"malone, just as if they'd suddenly died or becone enemies . . . and the

war den--kind, ugly nman, a martyr to Basedow s disease, a |oser who |atched
on to me the very first day. W played the piano together, four hands, and
argued. | was the only one he dared to argue with and next to whom he felt
hinself a real person, not just the father of seven children. And Kim He
had returned fromthe chancell ery and brought a huge docunment case with him

full of inforners reports. N nety-two denunciations of nme, all witten in
one hand and with different signatures. That | steal official sealing wax at
the post office, that I brought an underage girl in ny suitcase and am now
keeping her in the bakery cellar, and much besides. . . . And Kimread these
denunci ations and threw sonme into the wastebasket, and kept others to one
side, nmuttering: "I'll have to put some headwork in on that." And that was
unexpected and horrible, senseless and repulsive. . . . How he would timdly

gl ance at ne and drop his eyes at once.

Pepper rose, gripped his case and wandered off, followi ng his nose. Hi's
nose |ed nowhere. Not that there was anywhere to lead to along these dark
enpty streets. He kept stunbling, the dust nmade hi msneeze, and he fell a
time or two. The suitcase was incredibly heavy and sonehow ungovernable. It
rubbed its.bulk against his leg then swng out to one side and then
returning fromthe dark, struck his kneee a trenendous clout. In the park's
dark alley where there was no light at all and only the statues, like the
warden, glimered shakily in the gloom the case got caught up in a thread
of his trouser-leg and Pepper abandoned it in despair. The hour of despair
had arrived. Weping and blind wth tears, Pepper struggled through dry,
dusty, spiky hedges, rolled down steps, fell, painfully striking his back
and finally drained of strength and gasping with exasperation and sel f-pity,
went down on his knees at the edge of the cliff.

The forest, however, remained indifferent. So indifferent that it was
invisible. Belowthe edge was inky blackness. Only on the far horizon
somet hing | ayered, gray, and formess lazily reflected the rays of the noon.

"Wake up," asked Pepper. "Look at ne just this once, while we're al one,
don't worry, they're all asleep. Surely vyou need at |east one of us? O
don't you understand what a need is? It's when you can't do wi thout
when vyou think all the tine about . . . when all your life you' ve been
striving toward. ... | don't know what you are. Nor do those who are dead
sure they know. You are what you are, but | can hope that you're what 1|'ve
wanted to see all ny life: kind, intelligent, indulgent, and considerate,
per haps even grateful. W' ve dissipated all that, we've no energy or tine
for it, all we do is construct historical nonuments, ever higher, ever
cheaper, but consideration is sonething we <can't manage. But vyou're
different, because froma long way off | came to you, not believing you
actually existed. So you really don't need me? No, | won't lie. I'mafraid
don't need you either. W' ve caught sight of each other, but cane no cl oser
It shouldn't have been that way. Perhaps they stand between us? There are



plenty of themand only one of me, but I'm-one of them you, probably can't
pick nme out in the crowmd, maybe it isn't worth the trouble.

Maybe | invented those human characteristics that would appeal to you
nmysel f, to you that is, not as you are, but as | had i magi ned you to be. .

Suddenly from beyond the horizon, bright white puffs of light slowy
swam up and hung, dissipating and at once to the right under the cliff,
under the overhangi ng rocks, searchlight beans began hunting wldly, haring
about the sky and encountering massed banks of fog. The 1light balls above
the horizon continued to thin out and disperse and turned into silvery
cl ouds before extinguishing. A mnute |later the searchlights went out.

"They're afraid," said Pepper. "I amtoo. |I'mafraid for nyself but I'm
afraid for you as well. You don't know themafter all, yet. Even | don't
know themat all well. Al | knowis they're capable of any extrene, the

furthest extrenes of stupidity and w sdom «cruelty and pity, fury and
restraint. There's only one thing they |I|ack--understanding. They always
substituted some sort of surrogate for understanding, be it faith,
disbelief, indifference, or neglect. That always turned out to be the
si mpl est way. Easier to believe than conprehend. Easier to becone
di senchanted than to conprehend. I'mleaving tonorrow, by the way, not that
that matters. | <can't help you here, here everything's too solid and
wel | -established. I'mjust too obviously superfluous here, alien. I'lIl find
the pressure point though, don't worry. |It's true they can ruin you
irretrievably, but that needs tine and plenty of it. They've yet to find the
nost effective, economic, and above all, cheap nmethod of approach. W'l
keep up the struggle, it will have been worth it. ... Good-bye."

Pepper got up from his knees and wandered back by way of the bushes,
the park, the alley. He tried without success to locate his suitcase. After
that he got back to the main street, enpty and illumnated only by the noon.
It was already after one when he halted outside the Directorate library, it
was open invitingly. The wi ndows were hung with heavy curtains but inside it
was brightly lit, |I|ike a dance hall. The parquet floor had dried out and
squeaked desperately; all around were books. The shelves groaned under the
wei ght of books, books lay in heaps on tables and in corners, and apart from
Pepper and the books there wasn't a soul in the library.

Pepper lowered hinself into a big old arnchair and stretched out his
legs; reclining he calmy placed his arns on the rests. Wll now, what are
you standing there for, said he to the books. Lazy devils! That's not what
you were witten for? Tell us, you tell nme howthe sow ng went, how many
acres? How many acres "of the wi se, the good, the everlasting"? Wiat are the
prospects for the harvest? Above all--how is it sprouting? Quiet now, you
there, what's your nanme two-vol ume! How many peopl e have read you? How many
understood? |'ve a lot of affection for you, old man, you're a good, honest
friend. You never bawl ed or boasted or beat your chest. Good and honest.
Those who read you al so beconme good and honest, at least for a tinme. At
|l east to thenselves. You know, though, don't vyou, that sone are of the
opi nion that goodness and honesty are not all that indispensable if we're to
forge ahead. For that you need | egs. And boots. Even unwashed legs and dirty
boots. Progress can be perfectly indifferent to concepts of goodness and
honor, as it has been indifferent up to now. The Directorate, for exanple
has no need of goodness or honor in order to function properly. Pleasant,
desirable, but by no neans essential. Like a knowedge of Latin to a
bat hhouse attendant, or biceps on an accountant. O respect for wonmen to
Hausbotcher. ... It all depends on your definition of progress. You can
define it so the fanpbus "for all that" appears: an alcoholic but for al
that an outstanding specialist; a |lecher but for all that an excellent
preacher; a thief, you know, a rogue, but for all that what an executivel A

murderer but for all that, what discipline and dedication. . . . You can
al so look on progress as a transformation of everyone into good and honest
men. Then we'll live to hear people say: he's a specialist, of course, knows

his stuff, but he's a dirty type, he'll have to go.



Li sten, books, do you know there are nore of you than there are people?
If all the people were to disappear, you could popul ate the earth and supply
their place. You' ve got good and honest anong you, w se and erudite,
frivolous rattles, sceptics and nadnen, nurderers, corrupters of children
children, prophets of doom conplacent fools, and hoarse demagogues with
flam ng eyes. You wouldn't know why you were here either. Wy are you here,
anyway? A lot of you give know edge but what use is it in the forest? It has
no connection wth the forest. It's like drilling the principles of
fortification into a future builder of sun cities, and then no matter how he
tried to build sanatoria or stadia, he kept producing gloony redoubts

conplete with bastions, scarps, and counterscarps. All you've given to
people coming to the forest is prejudice, not knowedge. . . . Ohers of you
instill mstrust and depression. And that's not because they're niserable or

cruel or suggest hope be abandoned, but because they lie. Occasionally they
lie radiantly, acconpanied by rousing songs and jaunty whistling, sonetines
maudl i n, noani ng, and defensive, but--they lie. For some reason nobody ever
burns books |ike that and never removes themfromlibraries, never has there
been a case in human history where a lie has been given to the flanes,
unl ess peopl e chanced not to understand it, or indeed believed init. In the
forest they're not needed either. They're never needed. Probably that's why

there are so many of them ... or rather it's because people Iike them
"Dearer to us than the bitter truth. . . ." Wsat? who's that talking there.
Oh, it'snme ... as | was saying, there are other books. . . . VWat? .
"Quiet. Let him sleep.”" "Wy sleep. Better have a drink." "Stop
scraping about like that. . . . Here, it's old Pepper!"
"What if it is, watch you don't fall." "He's sort of unlooked-after
he's pathetic!" "I'mnot pathetic," nunbl ed Pepper as he woke up. A library

st epl adder stood opposite Pepper. On its top step sat Alevtina from the
photo | aboratory, while below, driver Acey was holding the steps with his
tattooed arns and gazing upward. "He's always wandering about |ike a |ost
soul ," said Alevtina, |ooking at Pepper. "No supper, likely. He wants waki ng
up, a glass of vodka at |east. Wat do people like that dream about, |
wonder ?"

"Ask me what |'m seei ng awake!" said Acey gazing up

"Anyt hi ng new?" asked Al evtina. "Never seen it before?"

"Well, no," said Acey. "Can't say it's especially new, but it's Ilike
the novies--you see it twenty tinmes over but it's still nice.”

On the third step fromthe bottomlay pieces of a massive strudel, on
the fourth were laid out cucunbers and peeled oranges, a half-enpty bottle
and a plastic pencil-cup stood on the fifth step

"Look as nuch as you like as long as you keep the steps steady," said
Al evtina, and she set to work getting weighty journals and faded folders
down fromthe top shelves of the stack. She blew the dust off and frowned as
she flipped the pages; she put sone to one side and replaced the rest.
Driver Acey snuffled |oudly.

"Do you need the year's before |ast?" asked Al evtina.

"There's only one thing I want just now, " said Acey nysteriously. "I'Ill
j ust wake Pepper up."

"Keep near the steps," said Al evtina.

"I"'mnot asleep," said Pepper. "I've been watching you for ages."

"You can't see anything from there," said Acey. "Come over here,
Monsi eur Pepper. We've got the lot here, wonen, wine, fruit. "

Pepper got up, stunbling on one nunb leg, and came uo to the steps; he
poured hinself a drink. "Wt did you dream about, Peppy?" inquired Al evtina
fromal oft.

Pepper gl anced up mechanically and averted his eyes at once.

"What | dreaned . . . rubbish. ... | was talking to the books."

He drained the drink and took a piece of orange. "Just a minute there.
Monsi eur Pepper,” said Acey. "I'll have a drink nyself."



"So do you want the year before last's?" "I'lIl say!" said Acey,
splashing into his glass and choosing a cucunber. "And for the one before
that. I always need it. I've always had it and can't do without it. Nobody
can. Sone need nore, sone less ... | always say, why lecture ne? What | am
I am" Acey tossed down his drink with the greatest of pleasure and crunched
into a cucunber. "But you can't live the way | live here. 1I'll put up wth
it just alittle bit nore and then I'll drive ny truck into the forest and
catch nyself a mermaid. "

Pepper stood holding the steps and tried to think about the foll ow ng
day, while Acey seated hinself on the bottom step and began relating a story
of his youth. He and a group of cronies caught a couple on the edge of town,
beat up the boyfriend and chased himoff and tried to make use of the dane.
It was cold and danp and being extrenely young nobody could achieve
anything, the lady friend was crying and afraid and one by one the boys
drifted off. Acey on his own tagged after her for a long time through the
dirty backstreets, grabbing at her, swearing. He kept thinking he would make

it, but nothing transpired until he had got her to her own house and there
in the dark hallway he had his way up against the iron railing. In Acey's
account the incident seemed extraordinarily thrilling and cheerful
"So the mermai ds won't escape ne," said Acey. "I never let go and won't
start now. What | have in the windowis what's in the shop--fair dealing.”
He had a darkly handsome face, bushy eyebrows, lively eyes, and a ful

mout h of excellent teeth. He |ooked very like an Italian. Except that his
feet snelled.

"Good |l ord, what've they been doing," said Alev-tina. "All the folders
are mxed up. Here, hold this lot for a bit."

She bent down and gave Acey a pile of papers and journals. Acey took
it, scanned several papers, read to hinmself, lips noving, and counted the
f ol ders.

"I need two nore."

Pepper kept holding the Iadder and |looked at his «clenched fists.
Tormorrow at this time | won't be here, he thought. 1'll be sitting next to
Acey in the cab. It'Il be hot. The netal will just be starting to cool down.
Acey will switch on the headlights, settle down nmore confortably with his
el bow out of the window and will start wup about world politics. |I'm not
going to let himtalk about anything else. Let himstop at every snack bar
Let himpick up anybody he wants, even let himmake a detour to deliver
sonmebody's repaired notorbi ke. But we're going to talk about world politics
only. O | could ask him about various cars, fuel consunption, accidents,
murders of bribe investigators. He tells a good story, and you can never
guess if he's telling the truth.

Acey drank anot her, smacked his lips, glanced at Alevtina's legs, and
continued his narration, fidgeting and maki ng expressive gestures, bursting
out in delighted laughter. Wth a scrupulous adherence to chronology he

related the story of his life, fromyear to year, nmonth to nonth. The cook
at a concentration canp where he'd done tine for stealing paper (the cook
had commented nmeanwhile: "Don't let me down, Acey, see you don't! . . ."),

t he daughter of a political prisoner at the sane canp (it was all the sane
to her, she was sure she was a goner anyway), a sailor's wfe in sone
seasi de town, who was trying this way of revenging herself on her tontat of
a husband for his multitudi nous betrayals. A certain rich wi dow, from whom
Acey had had to flee in the mddle of the night clad only in his drawers, as
she wanted Acey wunder her wng and force him to traffic in drugs and
shaneful rmedical preparations. Wnen he'd transported when he was a
taxi-driver; they paid himin coin for each of their guests, and at the end
of the night with their bodies. ("I says to her, what's all this then

nobody thi nks about me, you've had four and 1've not had one yet. . . .")
Then a wife, a fifteen-year-old girl whom he nmarried on a special
di spensati on--she bore himtwins and finally left himwhen he attenpted to
use her in payment for the use of his friend' s lady friends. Wwinen ... birds



. stinkers . . . butterflies . . . shits . . . bitches. . . . "So you
see |'mno |lecher,"” he concluded. "I"'mjust a man with a bit of spirit, not
some gutless inpotent.”

He finished off the liquor, collected up the folders, and | eft without
sayi ng good night, scraping the parquet and whistling. Oddly bent forward as
he was, he was surprisingly like a cross between a spider and a neandert hal
Pepper was | ooki ng hel pl essly after hi mwhen Al evtina spoke.

"G ve me your hand, Peppy."

She sat down on the top step, put one hand on his shoul der and | eapt
down with a small shriek. He caught her under the arms and | owered her to
the floor; for some tinme they stood close to one another, face to face. She
kept her hands on his shoul ders and he kept hol di ng her under the arnmns.

"I've been thrown out of the hotel,"” he said. "I know " she said.
"Let's go to my place, okay?" She was kind-hearted and warm and | ooked him
in the eyes calmy, though w thout any particul ar assurance. Looking at her
one coul d i magi ne many kindly, warm sweet pictures and Pepper avidly flicked
through themall, one after the other, and tried to i magi ne hinself next to
her, but was suddenly aware that it wasn't working. Instead of hinself he
kept seeing Acey, handsone and naked, economical in novenent and snelling of
feet.

"No, thank you," taking his hands fromher. "1'll get by all right."

She imredi ately turned fromhimand set about collecting the leftovers
ont o a newspaper.

"Why 'get by'?" she said. "I can put you up on the sofa. Sleep till
morning, then we'll find you a room You can't sit in the library every
ni ght . "

"Thank you," said Pepper. "Only I'm | eaving tonorrow. "

She | ooked around at himin astoni shnment. "Leaving. For the forest?"

"No. Hore."

"Home. . . ." She slowy wapped the food in the newspaper. "But you've
wanted to get into the forest all the tine. |1've heard you nyself."

"Yes, you see, | did want to. But they won't let me go. | don't even
know why. And there's nothing for ne to do in the Directorate. So |I've fixed
it. Acey's taking me away tonorrow. It's three already. 1'Il go to the
garage, get into Acey's truck and wait till norning. So don't you worry.

"So, we'll be saying good-bye. . . . Maybe we'll go to ny place
anyway ?"

"Thanks, but better in the truck. ... 1'd be afraid of oversleeping
Acey won't wait for me, will he?"

They went out into the street armin armand wal ked toward the garage.

"So you didn't like Acey's storytelling?" she asked.

"No," said Pepper. "I didn't like it at all. | don't like it when
peopl e tal k about that. Why? It's sort of enbarrassing ... for him you and
me ... for everybody. It's too pointless, all of this. Just one vast
boredom "

"It wusually is," said Alevtina. "But don't be enmbarrassed for ne. [|I'm
absolutely indifferent. . . . Well, this is your road. Kiss ne good-bye."

Pepper kissed her, aware of a vague regret. "Thank you," she said,
turning away quickly and wal king off in another direction. For sonme reason
Pepper waved a hand after her.

He cane into the garage, which was lit up by blue [ anps and, stepping
across the snoring guard on his car-seat, found Acey's truck and got into
the cab. It snelled of rubber, gas, and dust. On the w ndshield hung a
spreadeagl ed M ckey Muuse. Nice and cozy, thought Pepper. | should have cone
here straight away. Al around stood silent trucks, dark and enpty. The
guard snored sonorously. The trucks slept, the guard slept, the whole
Directorate slept. And Al evtina was undressing before the mirror in her room
al ongsi de her neatly-made bed, |arge, double, soft, and very warm . . . No,
no sense thinking about that because during the day the chatter got in the



way, the tapping of the Mercedes, the whol e busy, meaningl ess chaos, but now
there was no eradication, no penetration, no security, or the other sinister
stupidities. There was a dream worl d above the abyss, transparent like al
dream wor |l ds, invisible and inaudible, not a whit nore real than the forest.
The forest was at this nonent nore real: the forest, after all, never slept.
O perhaps it slept and dreaned us. W are the forest's dream An atavistic
dream The crude ghosts of its cool ed sexuality. .

Pepper lay down, curled up, and put his rolled-up raincoat wunder his
head as a pillow. M ckey Muse swung gently on his thread. On seeing the toy
the girls always cried: "Ah, isn't it pretty!" and driver Acey answered:
"What's in the wndows always in the shop." The gear-lever dug into
Pepper's side and he didn't know howto renove it or whether it could be.
Maybe if he moved it, the truck would nove, slowy at first then quickening
straight toward the sleeping sentry while Pepper flung hinself about the cab
pressing everything he could reach with a hand or foot, and the guard
getting ever closer, his open snoring mouth already visible. Then the truck
woul d leap and turn viciously, slanming into the garage wall; the blue sky
woul d be seen through the hole.

Pepper woke up and saw it was al ready norning. Mechanics were snoking
in the gaping garage doors, the square in front of the garage was yell ow
with sunlight. It was seven o'clock. Pepper sat up, wped his face and
| ooked at hinmself in the rear mirror. Need a shave, he thought but he didn't
get out of the truck. Acey wasn't around yet and he had to wait for himhere
on the spot, since all the drivers were forgetful and always went off
without him There were two rules governing relations with drivers: first,
never get out of the cab if you can be patient and wait; secondly, never
argue with the driver who's carrying you. |If worse cones to worst, pretend
to be asl eep.

The nechanics at the doors had thrown away their cigarette butts and
ground them out carefully with their heels. They came into the garage.
Pepper knew only one of them and he was no nmechanic, he was the manager.
They passed by Acey's truck, where the manager paused by the cab and,
placing his hand on the wng, for some reason gl anced under the vehicle.
Then Pepper heard himgiving orders:

"Move now, get the jack."

"Where is it?" asked the unknown nechanic.

"I'" said the manager calmy. "Look under the seat."

"How should I know," said the nechanic, irritably. "I kept telling you
| was a waiter." There was silence for a while, then the driver's door
opened and the frowning tense face of the waiter-nechanic appeared. He
gl anced at Pepper, gazed around the cab, tugged the wheel for sone reason
then put both arnms under the seat and started feeling around.

"Wuld this be the jack?" he asked quietly.

"N-no," said Pepper. "I believe it's the starting handle."

The nechanic raised the handle to his eyes, examined it, placed it on
the step, and thrust his arnms once nore under the seat.

"What about this?" he asked.

"No," said Pepper, "I can be absolutely sure of that one. It's a
cal cul ati ng machi ne. Jacks aren't like that."

The waiter-nmechanic winkled his low forehead and |ooked the nachine
over carefully.

"What are they like then?" he inquired.

"We-11 ... a sort of metal rod . . . there's different kinds. They've
got a sort of novable handle."
"Well there's a handle on this, Iike a cash register."”

"No, it's a different handl e al together."

"What happens if you turn this one?"

Pepper was conpletely at a loss. The mechanic waited for a nonent,
pl aced the machine on the step, and got back under the seat. "Wuld it be
thi s?" he said.



"Could be. It looks very like it. Only there should be another neta
spoke to it, a thick one."

The nechanic found that, too. He hefted it in his palm saying: "Okay,
"Il take this along to himfor a start,” then |left, |eaving the door open

Pepper |it a cigarette. Somewhere behind him came the sound of netal
cl anki ng acconpani ed by swearing. The truck began creaking and trenbling.
There was still no sign of Acey, but Pepper wasn't worried. He was

picturing thembow ing down the main street of the Directorate and no one
| ooking at them Then they would turn toward the settlenment dragging a cloud
of yellow dust behind them The sun would rise higher and higher, it would
be to their right and would soon start scorching, then they'd turn fromthe
settlenent onto the nmain road, it wuld lie Ilong, even, gleanmng and
nmonot onous, on the horizon mrages would flow |ike great shining pools.

Once agai n the nechani c wal ked past the cab, rolling before hima heavy
rear wheel. The wheel raced along the concrete floor and it was obvious the
mechanic wanted to stop it and lean it up against the wall. The wheel
however, wobbled a little and ponderously trundled out into the yard, the
mechanic in awkward pursuit, but being outdistanced. At this point, they
di sappeared from view Qut in the vyard the nmechanic began shouting
despairingly. Canme the tranp of many feet past the gates and shouts of:
"Catch it! Come in fromthe right." Mre people ran past.

Pepper noticed that the truck was not standing as evenly as before and
| ooked out of the cab. The manager was busy with the rear wheel

"Hello," said Pepper. "Wat're you . " "Ah, Pepper, friend!" the
manager cried happily, continuing his work. "You stay there, stay there,
don't get out! You're not bothering us. Jammed, blast it. One came off fine,
the other's jamed."

"How s that? Sonething broken?"

"Don't think so," said the manager, straightening up and w ping his
brow with the back end of the palmw th which he held the spanner. "Just
rusted in a bit, probably. I'lIl do it right away. Then we'll get the

chessmen out. What d' you say?"

"Chess?" said Pepper, "but where's Acey?"

"Acey? That is, Ace? Ace is our senior |lab assistant. He's been sent to
the forest. Ace doesn't work with us anynore. What d'you want him for?"

"Nothing, just . . ." said Pepper quietly. "I just thought . . ." He
opened the door and | eapt down onto the cenent floor

"No need to get out. You could have stayed there, you're not in our
way. "

"Why sit in here," said Pepper. "This truck's not going anywhere, is
it?"

"No, it isn't. Can't go without wheels, and these want taking off.
That's all | needed--jammed! Ah, to ... Never nind, the mechanics'll take
themoff. Let's go and set up the board."

He took Pepper's armand led himinto his office. They sat down at a
table, the rmanager pushed away a heap of papers, set out the board, and
di sconnected the tel ephone.

"Are we going to play with a cl ock?" he asked.

"Well | don't know, really," said Pepper

It was dimand cold in the office, blue tobacco snoke floated between
t he cupboards like frozen seaweed, and the nmanager, warty, rotund, and
covered in nottled patches, was |ike a gigantic octopus opening the
| acquered shell of the chess board with two hairy tentacles, and busily
extracting its wooden innards. H's round eyes held a dull gleam the
ri ght hand one, the false one, was permanently directed toward the ceiling,
whereas the left one, lively as a nercury dot, rolled freely in its srcket,
fixing its stare in turn on Pepper, the door, and the board.

"Wth a clock," the manager decided finally. He took a clock fromthe
cupboard, wound it up and, pressing the button, made his first nove.



The sun was coming up. Fromthe yard came a shout of "cone in fromthe
right!"

At eight o' clock, the manager, in a difficult position, went into deep
t hought, then abruptly ordered breakfast for two. Cars were runbling out of
t he garage. The manager | ost one game and proposed anot her. They breakfasted
solidly, two bottles of yogurt and a crustly strudel apiece. The manager
lost a second gane and offered a third, his good eye gazing at Pepper with
devoted admiration. He played an identical queen's ganbit every tineg,
i ndefatigably sticking to an inevitably losing variation. He had, as it
were, worked out his defeat perfectly and Pepper noved his pieces absolutely
automatically feeling like a programred machine; neither in himnor in the
worl d was there anything except a chess board, clock buttons, and a firny
fixed program of action.

At five to nine the tannoy crackled and announced in a sexless voice:
"All Directorate personnel to stand by tel ephones. The Director will address
all staff." The manager becanme nost serious, reconnected the tel ephone and
put the receiver to his wear. Both his eyes were now contenplating the
ceiling. "Can | go, now," asked Pepper. The nmanager frowned horribly, placed
his finger to his lips, then waved his hand at Pepper. An unpl easant
guacki ng resounded in the receiver. Pepper left on tiptoe.

There were lots of people in the garage. Every face was stern and
i npressive, even solem. No one was working, everybody had telephone
receivers pressed to their ears. In the yard, only the waiter-nechanic,
sweaty, red and tornented, pursued his wheel, breathing heavily. Sonething

very inportant was taking place. This can't go on, thought Pepper, it just
can't. I'm always left out, | never know anything, perhaps that's the whole
troubl e, perhaps everything's really all right, but I don't know what's

what, so |I'm al ways superfl uous.

He sprang into the nearest automatic tel ephone, snatched the receiver,
and |istened eagerly. He could only hear the ringing tone. At once he was
aware of a sudden fear, a naggi ng apprehension that he was m ssing sonething
agai n, that somewhere everybody was getting sonething, and he, as usual, was
goi ng wi thout. Leaping over the ropes and inspection pits, he crossed the
construction site, gave a wde berth to a guard blocking the road with a
pistol in one hand and a receiver in the other, and shinned up a | adder onto
the partially-built wall. In all the wi ndows he could make out people frozen
to telephones in attitudes of concentration; just then sonething whined
above his ear and al nost at once he heard the sound of a revolver shot. He
| eaped down into a heap of rubbish and rushed to the service entrance. It
was | ocked. He yanked at the handle several tines until it came off. He
flung it to one side and for a second debated what to do next. There was a
narr ow open wi ndow al ongside the door and, covered in dust, his nails torn
he clinbed in.

There were two tables in the roomin which he found hinself. At one sat
Hausbot cher with a tel ephone. H's eyes were closed, his face stony. He was
pressing the receiver to his ear with his shoulder and jotting sonething
down with a pencil on a |large notepad. The other was vacant, on it stood a
t el ephone. Pepper took off the receiver and began to listen

Hi ssing. Crackling. An unfamliar squeaky voice: "Directorate can in
practice only control an infinitesinal area in the ocean of the forest,
which I aps the continent. The nmeaning of |life does not exist, nor does the
meani ng of action. We can do an extraordi nary amount, but up to now we have
not understood what, out of what we can do, we really need. It does not
resist, it simply takes no notice. If an action has brought you
pl easure--well and good, if it hasn't--it was pointless."” Mre hissing and
crackling. "W oppose with mllions of horsepower, dozens of |and-rovers,
ai rships, and helicopters, nedical science and the finest |logistics theory
in the world. The Directorate has at least two nmjor failings. At the
present tine sinilar actions can have far-reaching cipher comrunication in
the nane of Herostratus, so that he remains our dearly beloved friend. It



cannot create at all without destroying authority and ingratitude.
Hooti ng, whistling, noises like an explosive cough. ". . . it is
particularly fond of so-called sinple solutions, libraries, interna
conmuni cati ons, geographical and other nmaps. The ways it regards as
shortest, so as to consider the neaning of life for everyone at once, and
people don't like that. Personnel sit with their legs dangling over the
cliff, each in his owm place, tussle together, make jokes and hurl stones,
each trying to hurl a heavier stone, at the sane time, the expenditure on
yogurt does not help grafting or eradication, nor the due anmount of forest
security. I amafraid that we have not realized what we really want, and
nerves, let us face it also need to be trained, as capacity for receptivity
can be trained. Reason does not blush or suffer frompangs of conscience,
since a question froma scientific, a correctly posed one, becones a nora
one. It is deceitful and slippery, it is inpermanent and di ssimnmul ates. But
someone must irritate, not relate | egends, and carefully prepare hinself for
atrial exit. Tonorrow | wll receive you again and see how you have
pr epar ed your sel f. Twenty-two hundred hour s--radi ol ogical alarm and
eart hquake. Ei ghteen hundred-- neeting of all off-duty personnel in ny
office, so to speak, on the carpet. Twenty-four hundred--general evacuation

Through the receiver came a sound of pouring water. Then everything
went qui et and Pepper noticed Hausbotcher watching himw th sternly accusing
eyes.

"What's he saying?" asked Pepper in a whisper. "I can't understand a
t hi ng. "

"Hardly surprising," said Hausbotcher icily. "You picked up the wong
tel ephone.” He dropped his eyes, noted sonething on his pad and went on

"That is, incidentally, an absolutely inperm ssable contravention of the
rules. | insist that you replace the receiver and | eave. Otherwise | shal
sumon of ficial personnel.”

"Al'l right," said Pepper. "I'll go. But where's ny tel ephone? This

isn't mne. Wwere's mne, then?"

Hausbot cher rmade no reply. His eyes had closed again, and he once nore
pressed the instrunent to his ear. Pepper could hear croaking noises.

"“I"'masking you, where's ny phone?" shouted Pepper. Now he coul d hear
nothing at all. There was hissing, there was crackling, then came the rapid
beeps of the signing-off signal. He dropped the instrument and ran out into
the corridor. He opened the doors of the offices one after another and
everywhere saw staff fanmiliar and unfamiliar. Some were sitting or standing,

frozen into total immbility, |like wax figures with gl assy eyes; others were
treading fromone corner to another, stepping over the tel ephone wires they
trailed after them still others were feverishly witing in thick exercise

books, on scraps of paper, or the margins of newspapers. And every one of
them had the tel ephone cl anped close to his ear, as if afraid to m ss even a
word. There were no spare tel ephones. Pepper attenpted to take a receiver
away fromone of the entranced ones, a young man in a boiler-suit. He,
however, at once cane alive, began squealing and kicking, at which the
ot hers began shushi ng and wavi ng their hands. Somebody shouted hysterically:
"Di sgraceful! Call the guard!"

"Where's ny tel ephone?" Pepper was shouting. "I'ma man |ike you and
have a right to know Let ne listen! Gve me ny tel ephone!"

He was pushed out and the doors locked in his face. He wandered up to
the last story, where, alnpst into the attic, next to the never-working
el evator machi nery, there sat two duty nechanics at a table, playing noughts
and crosses. Pepper |eaned against the wall, out of breath. The mechanics
gl anced at him gave himan absent smle, and once nore bent over the paper

"Haven't you got your own tel ephone?" asked Pepper

"Yes," said one. "Naturally. W haven't cone to that yet."

"Well, why aren't you Ilistening?" "You can't hear anything. Wy
[isten?" "Why can't you hear anythi ng?"



"Because we've cut the wire."
Pepper wiped his face and neck with a crunpled handkerchief, waited

till one nmechanic defeated the other, then went downstairs. The «corridors
had beconme noisy; doors were open wide, staff were coming out for a snoke.
Lively, excited, exhilarated voices exclainmed and buzzed. "I'mtelling you
the truth. Eskinos invented the Eskino ice cream What? Well, all right,

just read it in a book. . . . You can't hear the assonance yourself?
Es-ki-nmps. Es-ki-mo. What? . . ." "l sawit in the Hver catalogue, a

hundred and fifty thousand francs--and that was in fifty-six. Can you
i magi ne what that would be today?" "Funny cigarettes. They say they aren't
putting tobacco into cigarettes anynore. They get special paper, crush it,
and saturate it in nicotine. " "You can get cancer fromtonmatoes as
well. Tomatoes, a pipe, eggs, silk gloves. " "Did you sleep well?
Imagine, | couldn't get to sleep all night: that piledriver keeps thunping
all the time. Can you hear iit? Like that all night. Hello, there, Pepper

They were saying you'd left. . . . You're staying, good lad!" "They've found
that thief at |last, renenber, all those things kept disappearing? It turned
out to be the discus-thrower fromthe park, you know, the statue near the
fountain. He had sonething filthy witten on his leg, too." "Peppy, be a
pal, lend ne five till payday--tomorrow that is. " "But he wasn't after
her. She kept throwi ng herself at him Right in front of her husband. You
won't believe this, but | sawit with ny own eyes. .

Pepper went down to his office, said hello to Kirn, and washed his
hands. Kim wasn't working. He was sitting quietly with his hands on the
table, gazing at the tiled wall. Pepper took the dust-cover off the
Merce-des, plugged it in, and gl anced expectantly at Kim

"Can't work today," said Kim "Some goon is going around repairing
everything. |I'msat here not knowi ng what to do."

At this point a note on his desk caught Pepper's eye. "To Pepper. W
are to advise you that your tel ephone is located in office 771." Signature
illegible. Pepper sighed.

"No use sighing," said Kim "you should have got to work on tine."

"Well, | didn't know, " Pepper said. "I was intending to | eave today."

"It's your own fault," Kimsaid shortly.

"Anyway | did hear sonething. Kim you know | didn't understand it at
all. Why was that?"

"Hear something! You're a fool. You're an idiot. You mssed such an
opportunity | can hardly bear to speak to you. I'll have to introduce you to
the director. Qut of pity."

"Do that," said Pepper. "You know," he went on, "sonetimes | thought I
caught the sense of sonething, some scraps of ideas, | think very
interesting ones, but I'mtrying to recall them-and nothing."

"Whose tel ephone was it?"

"l don't know. \Were Hausbotcher sits!"

"Ah-h, yes, she's having a baby. Hausbotcher's out of luck. Gets a new
assistant, works six nonths--and a baby. Yes, Pepper, you got a wonan's
tel ephone. So I don't know how | can help you. . . . Nobody listens to it
all right through, wonen either, | suppose. After all, the director is
addressing everybody at once, but at the sanme tine everybody separately as
wel | . Under st and?"

"I'mafraid not."

"I for instance, recomrend listening like this. Put the director's
speech into one line, omtting punctuation nmarks, and choose the words at
random nentally putting down dominoes. Then if the dom no hal ves coi nci de,
the word is accepted and noted down on a separate list. If it doesn't--the
word is tenmporarily rejected, but remains in the line. There are a few other
refinements to do with the frequency of vowels and consonants, but that is
an effect of secondary significance. Get it?"

"No," said Pepper. "That is, yes. Pity | didn't know that nethod. And
what did he say today?"



"I't's not the only method. There is, for exanple, the
intermttent spiral method. It's rather crude, but if the speech is

only about equipnent and economic problenms, it's very convenient because
it's sinple. There is the Stevenson-Zade nethod, but that requires
el ectroni c gadgets. ... So that, all round, the domno nethod s the best,
but when the terninology is specialized and narrow-the spiral method."

"Thank vyou," said Pepper. "But what was the director talking about
t oday?"

"What d'you nean, what about ?"

"What? . . . Well. .. what about? Well, what did he ,say?"

"To whon?"

"To whon? Well, you for instance.” "Unfortunately, | can't tell you
that. 1It's classified material, and after all. Peppy, you're not on
per manent staff here. So don't get nad."

"No, I'mnot angry," said Pepper. "lI'd have liked to know, that's all

He said sonething about the forest and free will. ... |I'd recently been
| obbi ng pebbles over the cliff, well, just like that for no real reason and
he said sonething about it."

"Don't you tell me about that,"” said Kirn nervously. "It's nothing to

do with me. O you either if it wasn't your tel ephone.™
"Now wait a mnute, did he say sonething about the forest?"
Ki m shrugged.
"Well, naturally. He never talks about anything else. Anyway, let's
stop this sort of talk. Tell me how you neant to get away." Pepper told him
"You shouldn't beat himall the tine," said Kim thoughtful

"There's nothing | can do. I'ma pretty strong player, you know, and
he's just an amateur. And he plays a queer gane."

"That doesn't matter. |'d have thought a bit in your shoes. |I'mgetting
not to like you just lately. . . . They're witing denunciations about you

You know what, 1'll fix a meeting with the director for you tonorrow.
G to himand explain yourself fully. |I reckon he'll let you go. Stress the

fact that you're a linguist, an arts graduate, and got here accidentally.
Mention, as if in passing, that you were very keen to get into the forest,
but you've changed your mnd, because you don't think you' re conpetent."
"Al'l right."

They were silent for a while. Pepper inmagined hinmself face to face with
the director and was terrified. Dom no nethod, he thought, Stevenson-Zade.

“"Main thing, don't be afraid to cry,"” said Kikm "He likes that."
Pepper sprang to his feet and paced the roomin agitation.

"Good lord," he said. "If | only knew what he | ooks Iike. Wat sort of
a man he is."
"What sort? He's not very tall, gingerish. "

"Hausbot cher was saying that he was a real giant."

"Hausbotcher's a fool. Boaster and liar. The director is a ginger sort
of guy, stoutish, small scar on right cheek. Bit pigeon-toed when he wal ks,
like a sailor. In fact that's what he used to be."

"But Acey said he was skinny and had |ong hair because of his m ssing
ear."

"What Acey is this?"

"Driver. | was telling you about him"

Kimgave an irritated | augh.

"How woul d driver Acey know about all that? Take ny advice, Peppy, and
don't be so trusting."

"Acey said he'd been his driver and seen him several tines."

"Well, what of it? He's lying, probably. | was his personal secretary
and never saw hi monce."

"Who?"

"The director. | was his secretary for ages till | got ny further

degree. "



"And never saw hi m once?"

"Well, naturally! You imagine it's that easy?"

"Wait a minute, how do you know he's ginger and so forth?"

Ki m shook hi s head.

"Peppy," said he tenderly. "Dear lad. Nobody's ever seen a hydrogen

atom but everybody knows it has an electron shell having certain
characteristics and a nucleus consisting in the sinplest instance of one
proton."

"That's true enough," said Pepper linply. He felt weary. "So I'll see
hi m t omorrow. "

"Now, now, ask ne sonething easier,"” said Kim "I'll fix you a neeting,
that | can guarantee you. But what you'll see or who--that | don't know O
what you'll hear, either. You don't ask ne whether the director will let you
go or not, do you? And rightly so, | can hardly know that, can I?"

"That's a different matter, surely,"” said Pepper. "Same thing. Peppy,"
said Kim "Believe ne, the same.”

"I  nust seemvery stupid," Pepper said sadly. "A bit." "I just slept
badly, that's all."

"No, you're not practical, that's all. Wy did you sl eep badly anyway?"

Pepper told all and becane alarned. Kirn's kindly face flushed and his
hair becane disarranged. He snarled and grabbed the telephone, dialed
furiously and barked:

"Warden? What does this mean? How dare you turn Pepper out? Si-1-ence!

| didn't ask what had run out. |'m asking you how you dared nmove Pepper out?
Wiat ? Si-1-ence! You don't dare!l Wat? Rubbish, blather! Si-1-ence! 1'1]
wal k all over you! You and your d audius-Cctavian! You'll clean out ny
toilet, you'll go into the forest in twenty-four hours, in sixty m nutes!
What? Yes ... yes. ... Wiat? Yes ... that's right. Now you're talking. And
the best sheets. . . . That's your business. In the street if you like

VWhat? All right. Ckay. Okay. Thank you. Sorry to disturb you. . . . Well,
natural ly. Thanks a lot. Bye." He replaced the receiver

"Everything's okay," he said. "Marvelous man when all's said. Go and

lie dowmn. You'll be living in his flat, he and his famly are noving into
the hotel roomyou had, otherw se, unfortunately, he can't. . . . And don't
argue, for heaven's sake, it's not at all our business. He decided hinself.
Go on, go, that's an order. I'Il call you about the director."

Pepper went out into the street, swaying. He stood for a nonent,
blinking in the sun, then set off for the park to |l ook for his suitcase. He
did not find it at once since it was firmy held in the muscul ar gypsum hand
of the thieving discus-thrower by the fountain. The filthy inscription on
his thigh was not as filthy as all that. A chemi cal pencil had witten:
"Grls, beware of syphilis.”

Chapt er Four

Kandid | eft before sunup so as to get back by dinner-tinme. It was about
ten kilometers to New Village, the road was fanmiliar, well-trodden, spotted
with bald patches fromspilled grass-killer. It was reckoned safe to travel
on. Warm bottonl ess swanps lay to right and left, rotten branches poked up
out of the stinking rusty water, the sticky caps of enornous swanp
toadstools thrust up their round shining dones. Sonetines by the very road
could be found the crushed homes of water spiders. Fromthe road it was hard
to make out anything taking place on the swanps; myriads of thick green
col ums, ropes, threads as shimering as gossaner hung down from the dense
interlocking tree-crowns overhead and sank their questing roots into the
ooze. A greedy, relentless greenery stood like a wall of fog and conceal ed
everyt hi ng except sounds and snells. Every now and agai n sonet hi ng broke off
in the yellowgreen twilight and fell with an endl ess crashing, finishing
with a thick, oily splash. The swanp sighed, runbled, chanped, and silence
fell again, and a mnute later, the fetid stench of the perturbed depths



penetrated the green curtain and drifted onto the road. It was said that
nobody coul d wal k across these bottom ess places, though the deadlings could
wal k anywhere, for the good reason thai they were deadlings-- the swanp
woul d not accept them Just in case, Kandid broke off a branch for hinself,
not that he was afraid of deadlings, deadlings did no harmto nmen as a rule,
but various runmors went the rounds concerning the fauna and flora of forest
and swanp, and sone of them mght turn out to be true, wth all their
absurdity-He had gone about five hundred paces from the village, when Nava
called him He halted.

"Why go without me?" asked Nava, sonmewhat breathlessly. "I told you I'd
go with you, | shan't stay alone in that village, nothing for me to do on ny
own, nobody |ikes nme there, you' re ny husband, you have to take me with you,
it doesn't signify that we've got no children yet all the same, you're ny
husband, and |I'myour wife, we'll have children sonetime. . . . It's just,
"Il tell you honestly, | don't want children yet, | can't understand why
they're necessary or what we could do with them . . . Never mnd what that

el der says or that old nman of yours, in our village it was quite different:
who wants to, has children, and who doesn't doesn't. "
"Now, now, go back hone," said Kandid. "Where did you get the idea

was going away? |I'mjust going to New Village, I'lIl be hone for dinner al
right. "

"That's all right, 1'll go with you then, and we'll come back for
di nner together, the dinner's been ready since yesterday, |'ve hidden it so

that even that old man of yours won't find it."

Kandi d wal ked on. It was useless to argue, let her cone. He cheered up
even. He felt like tangling with somebody, swi nging his stick and taking out
on themall the frustration and anger and hel pl essness built up over how
many years was it. On robbers. O deadlings --it nmade no difference. Let the
little girl come along. My wife, too, wants no children. He hit out with al
his force, swng at a dank tree-root on the verge, and al nost knocked
hi nsel f over: the root had rotted conpletely and the stick went through it
like thin air. Several sprightly gray animals |eaped out and, gurgling,
di sappeared into the dark water

Nava ski pped al ongsi de, now runni ng ahead, now | aggi ng behi nd. Now and
again she took hold of Kandid's armwi th both of hers and hung on thoroughly
contented. She tal ked of the dinner, which she had so cunningly conceal ed
fromthe old man, of howw ld ants might have eaten it if she hadn't mnade
sure they'd never find it, of how sone noxious fly had woken her up and that
when she was going to sleep last night, he, Dumy, was already snoring and
muttering i nconprehensible words in his sleep, and how did you know such
words, Dummy, it's amazi ng when nobody in our village knows words |ike that,
only you know, vyou always had, even when you were quite ill, knew even
then. ..

Kandid |istened and didn't listen, the wusual nmonot onous drone
penetrated his brain, he strode on and pondered dully and at |ength, about
why he could never think about anything, perhaps because of the endless
i noculations that went on in the village when they took tine off from

chattering, or perhaps from something else. . . . Perhaps it was the whole
dozy, not even primtive, just vegetable way of l[ife he had |ed since the
| ong-forgotten days when the helicopter had flown into an invisible barrier
at full speed, heeled over, snapped its rotors, and crashed |ike a stone
into the swanps. . . . Probably I was thrown out of the cabin then, he
t hought. Thrown out of the cabin, he thought for the thousandth time. Hit ny
head on sonething, so | never recovered . . . and if | hadn't been thrown
out, 1'd have drowned in the swanp along with the aircraft, so it's a good
thing I got thrown out. ... It suddenly struck himthat all this was actua

rati oci nation and he rejoiced; it had seened that he'd lost his ability to
think clearly long ago, could only affirmone thing: day after tonorrow, day
after tonorrow .

He gl anced at Nava. The girl was hanging on his Ileft armand tal king



reckl essly as she | ooked up at him

"They all got into a huddle, and it got terrible hot, you know how hot
they are, and there was no nmoon at all that night. Then mam started pushing
me away quietly, and | crawied on all fours between all their |egs, and mam
never got to see nme anynore...."

"Nava," said Kandid. "You're telling me that story again. You ve told
it to me two hundred tines."

"Well, what if I have?" asked Nava, astonished. "You' re a queer one
Dumy. What else can | tell you about? There's nothing else | can renenber
or know about. I'm not going to tell you how we dug a cellar together |ast

week, you saw all that yourself, didn't you? Nowif 1'd dug the cellar with
sonmebody el se, with Hopal ong, now, or Loudnouth. " She suddenly |ivened
up. "You know. Dummy, that's interesting now Tell me how we dug the cellar
nobody's told me about that yet, 'cos nobody saw. "

Kandid's attention was drawn away again, the yell owgreen undergrowh
floated by on either side, slowy waving, some creature snuffled and sighed
in the water, a swarm of soft white bugs, the sort they made intoxicating
liquors from sailed by with a thin whine, the road under their feet was now
soft where there was tall grass, now rough fromgravel and crushed stone.
Yel | ow, gray, green, blotches--nothing for the eye to latch onto, nothing to
lodge in the nenory. Now the path turned sharply to the left; Kandid wal ked
on anot her few paces and halted, trenbling. Nava abruptly fell silent.

By the road, with its head in the swanp, lay a large deadling. Its arns
and |l egs were flung out and unpleasantly distorted, it was perfectly still.
It was |lying on crushed grass, now yellow fromthe heat, pale, broad, and
even froma distance it was obvious that it had been terribly beaten. It was
like jelly. Kandid cautiously circled it. He becane alarmed. The fight had
taken place fairly recently: the crushed, vyellow ng grass-blades were
strai ghtening up as he watched. Kandid carefully surveyed the road. There
were plenty of tracks, but he could make nothing of them while the road
made anot her bend sone little way ahead, and what |ay beyond that he could
not guess. Nava was still |ooking back at the deadling.

"Qur people didn't do it," said she very quietly. "Qur people don't
know how. Buster always threatens but he can't do this either, just waves

his arms all over the place. . . . Nobody from New Vill age can either. .
Dumy, let's go back, eh? Maybe they're freaks. They wal k here, so they say,
not often, but it happens. Better go back, eh? ... What're you taking me to

New Vil lage for anyway? Haven't | seen New Vill age before?"

Kandid lost his tenmper. What the devil was all this? He'd wal ked this
road a hundred tines w thout meeting anybody, something worth recalling and
pondering. And now, when they were |eaving tonorrow- not even the day
after, but tonmorrow, of course it had to happen!--this one and only safe
road becones dangerous. . . . You could only reach the Gty through New
Village. If there was any reaching the City at all, if the City even
existed, then the road to it led through New Village. He went back to the
deadling. He pictured to hinmself Hopalong, Buster, and Barnacle, chattering
ceasel essly, boasting, and threatening, as they stanped around this

deadl i ng, and then still continuing the boasts and threats, turning back
fromsin and going back to the village. He bent down and took the deadling
by the legs. They were still hot but not enough to burn. Wth a flurry, he

shoved the bul ky body into the swanp. The quag chanped, groaned, and gave
way. The deadling disappeared, a ripple ran across the dark water and died.
"Nava," said Kandid, "go to the wvillage.” "How should | go to the

village if you aren't going there?" said Nava calculatingly, "nowif you
were to go to the village too. . . ."
"Stop chattering," said Kandid. "Run away now to the village and wait

for me. And don't talk to anybody there.™
"\What about you?"
“I"'ma man," said Kandid, "nobody's going to do anything to ne."
"Ch yes they will," objected Nava. "I'mtelling you: what if they're



freaks? It's all the sane to them you know, man, woman, or deadling,
they' Il make you into one of their own kind, you'll walk here, horrible, and
grow onto a tree at night. How can | go on my own, when they could be back
t here?"

"There's no such thing as freaks," sai d Kandi d, w thout nuch
confidence. "That's all travelers' tales. "

He | ooked back. There was a bend in the road and what |ay beyond that
he coul d not guess either. Nava was saying sonething to himcopiously, fast
and whi spering, which nade it speciaHy unnerving. He took a better grip on
hi s cl ub.

"Al'l right. Come with me. Just stick close to me and if | order you to
do something, do it straight away. And keep quiet, close your nmouth, and say
nothing till we get to New Village. Let's go."

Keep quiet, of course she couldn't. She did stick close by his side, no
nmore running ahead or |aggi ng behind, but kept up a continuous nuttering to
hersel f:

at first it was sonething about freaks then about the cellar, then
about Hopal ong and how she had wal ked these parts with himand nade a flute.

They negotiated the dangerous bend, then another and Kandid had
rel axed sonewhat, when right out of the tall grass in the swanp cane people
who halted silently before them

So it goes, thought Kandid wearily. Just ny luck. Al ways just ny luck
He gl anced si deways at Nava. Nava was shaking her head and winkling up her
face.

"Don't you give me up to them Dumy," she was nuttering. "l don't want
to go with them | want to go with you, don't give nme up. oL

He |ooked at the people. There were seven of them all nen, al
overgrown with hair to the eyes and all with huge knobbly clubs. They
weren't |ocal people, they weren't clothed after the local fashion, quite
different plants. These were robbers.

"Well. why've you stopped?" said their leader in a deep rolling voice.
"Come here, now W nean you no harm ... |If you were deadlings, then of
course, we'd have a different sort of talk, that is no talk at all, w'd
take you to little bits, and that's all the talk there'd be. ... Were are
you heading for? To New Village, |'d guess. That's all right, you can do
that. You, pop, you get along. The little daughter, of course, you |eave
with us. Don't you fret, she'll be better off wth us. "

"No," said Nava, "I don't want to go with them You hear that, Dumy, |

don't want to go with them they're robbers

The robbers began | aughing, not gloating, just from habit.

"Maybe, you'd let us both through?" asked Kandid. "No," said the
| eader, "both is out. Just now there are deadlings around here, your little
daughter would be a goner, she'll get to be a splendid Miiden or some such
rubbi sh, and we get nothing out of that, nor do you, pop, think it out for
yourself if you're a man and not a deadling, and you don't |ook nuch like
one of them though you' ve an odd | ook about you for a man."

"She's still a girl, you know," said Kandid. "Wy hurt her?"

The | eader was ast oni shed.

"Why do we have to harm her? She won't be a girl forever, when the tine
cones she'll be a woman, not one of your what d you call 'em splendid
Mai dens, but a wonan. Do

"It's all lies," said Nava, "don't you believe him Dumy, do sonethi ng
qui ck as you've brought ne here, or they'll cart ne off this mnute |like
they did Hopal ong's daughter, since then nobody's set eyes on her, | don't
want to go with them better if |I becone one of them splendid Miidens. . . .
Look how wild they are and skinny, they've got nothing to eat by them
either, very like. "

Kandi d | ooked about him hel plessly, then an idea occurred to him one
that seemed good to him "Listen, people," he pleaded, "take us both." The
robbers approached without haste. Their |eader inspected Kandid carefully



fromhead to foot.

"No," he said. "What do we need sonebody |ike you for? You village | ot
are not fit for anything, you' ve got no desperation in you, why you're alive
| don't know, we could come in and take the lot of you with our bare hands.
W don't need you, pop, you talk a bit queer, no knowi ng what sort of a man
you are, you get yourself to New Village and leave the little daughter wth
us."

Kandi d si ghed deeply, took a grip on his club with both hands and said
softly to Nava:

"Now, Nava, run! Run, don't |ook back, I'lIl hold them back."
Stupid, he thought. OF course it would turn out stupid. He renenbered
the deadling lying with its head in the dark water, like jelly, and lifted

his club above his head.

"By-ey!" cried the |eader.

Al'l seven, shoving and slithering, rushed forward in a mass. Kandid
could still hear the pattering of Nava's heels, then there was no time for
that. He was frightened and ashamed, but his fear left himvery quickly,
since unexpectedly it pretty soon becanme clear that the only real fighter
anong the robbers was the | eader. Fending off his blows, Kandid saw that the
rest of them while continuing to wave their clubs in an ainmessly
aggressive nmanner, were just knocking into one another tottering fromtheir
own heroic swings, stopping often to spit on their palnms. One of them
suddenly gave a despairing squeal: "I'msinking!" and coll apsed noisily into
the swanmp, two of the robbers at once threw away their weapons and set to
wor k dragging himout. The | eader, however, pressed on croaking and stanping
his feet, wuntil Kandid caught hima chance bl ow on the kneecap. The | eader
dropped his staff, hissed sharply, and squatted on his haunches. Kandid
| eaped back.

The two thieves were busy draggi ng the sinking one fromthe bog; he was
conpl etely stuck, his face had gone bl uish. Their |eader sat on his haunches
and was exam ning his injury solicitously. The other three, sticks raised,
were crowdi ng about behind his back, also examning the injury over his
head.

"You're a fool, pop," said the | eader reproachfully. "You didn't ought

to do that, you village yokel. 1've never seen the likes of vyou, and that's
a fact. . . . You can't see what's good for you, village yokel, blasted
thick oaf. . . ."

Kandid waited no longer. He turned and raced after Nava as fast as his
| egs would carry him The robbers called out after him jeering and angry,

the | eader shouting: "Stop him Stop him" They didn't come after him and
Kandi d wasn't happy about that. He experienced feelings of disappointment
and annoyance and as he ran tried to inagine how these clunmsy, awkward, and
unmal i ci ous people could so terrorize the villages and also in sonme way
destroy deadlings, those agile and nerciless fighters.

Soon he caught sight of Nava; the girl was boundi ng al ong about thirty
yards ahead, banging her hard bare heels down on the ground. He saw her
di sappear around a bend and suddenly reappear coming toward him then freeze
for an instant and race sideways straight across the swanp, |eaping from
root to root, amd flying spray. Kandid' s heart stopped.

"Don't," he roared, breathless. "Have you gone crazy? Stop!"

Nava at once halted, grabbing at a liana, and turned toward him Now he
saw anot her three robbers energing fromthe bend, who stopped, |ooking now
at him now at Nava.

"Dumy!" cried Nava penetratingly. "You hit themand run here! You
won't sink here don't be scared! Hit them beat theml That's the way! Go on!
Go on! Gve it to them™

"You there," said one of the robbers solicitously, "stop that shouting,
just hold on, or you'll fall in, drag you out after. "

Behi nd hi mthe robbers began stanping and crying:

"Qoh-hoo!" The three in front waited. Then Kandid, seizing hold of his



cudgel at both ends, thrust it ahead of him across his chest and flew at
them knocked all three down and fell over hinself. He knocked hinsel f badly
on somebody but |eaped up at once. Everything swam before his eyes. Sonmebody
again cried out in terror: "I'm sinking." Sonmeone's bearded face thrust at
himand Kandid struck it a blow with his staff w thout |ooking. The staff
broke in half. Kandid flung the fragment from himand junped into the swanp.

A root subsided under his foot and he very nearly came to grief, but at
once | eaped for the next and proceeded junping heavily from one snag root to
another, in a spray of black stinking nmud. Nava squealed in triunph and
whistled as he cane toward her. In the rear angry voi ces resounded: "What
happened to you, butterfingers, clunsy devil?"

"What about you, then, tell me that!"

"We let the girl go, the girl won't last |ong now

"The man's gone mad, fighting!"

"He ripped ny clothes, blast it, what clothes too, best you can get, ny
clothes, but he tore them Not even him it was you tore them "

"That's enough tal ky-talk, when all's done; we've got to catch them
not talky-talk. . . . See, they're running, and you tal ky-talk!"

"What about you, then, tell me that!"

"He hit my leg, see? Damaged ny poor knee, but how he did it, | don't
understand, | just swung and . "

"And where's Seveneyes? Boys, Seveneyes is sinking."

"Sinking! That's right, sinking. . . . Seveneyes sinking and they
tal ky-tal k!'"

Kandid came to a halt, and |ikew se grabbed hold of a liana; breathing
heavily, he |listened and watched the odd people piled up on the road,

flailing their arms about, dragging their Seveneyes out of the bog by |leg
and head. Gurgling and snoring sounds filled the air. Two robbers were
already noving toward Kandid, knee-deep in the black sludge, testing the
quagmre with their staves. They were avoiding the root-snags. Lies again,
t hought Kandid. You could cross the swanp by a ford and everybody said you
could only do it by the road. They used the robbers as bugbears, good Lord,
what bugt oear s!

Nava tugged his arm "Let's go, Dumy," she -said. "Wat're you

standing there for? Let's go quick ... or maybe you want to fight a bit
nmore[9] Wit then and I'Il find you a good stick, then you can
beat these two and the Ot hers'11l get scared. Though if they don't, then
they'Il get the better of you, 'cos you're only one, and they're one
two . . . three . . . four. C

"Go where?" asked Kandid. "WIIl we get to New Village?"

"We'il get there very like," said Nava. "I don't know why we shoul dn't

get to New Village

"G forward then," said Kandid, who had got his breath back by now
"Show nme the way."

Nava lightly sprang off into the forest, into the very depths of the
green fog of undergrow h.

"I"'mnot too sure which way we should go or how, " said she as she ran
"But |'ve been here once, or maybe not once but nore. Hopal ong and | used to

cone here, before you cane. ... O no, you were here, only you were stil
goi ng about witless, couldn't understand anything, couldn't talk, |ooked at
everybody like a fish, then they gavie nme to you, | nmarried you, but you

don't remenber anything, likely. Kandi d junped after her, striving to
keep his breathing regular and keep exactly to her footprints. Fromtime to
time he gl anced back. The robbers were not far off.

"I came here wilth Hopal ong," continued Nava, "when Buster had his w fe
abducted by thieves, Hopa-long's daughter. He always used to take nme with
him wanted to exchange ne maybe, or just wanted to take nme as his daughter
anyway he went with ne into the forest, 'cos he was wasting away with grief
for his daughter. "

The lianas stuck to their arns, |ashed their faces, and dead tangl es of



them dragged at their clothes and tripped them up. From above, detritus and
i nsects rained down, and sonetinmes heavy, shapel ess masses accumnul ated and
pl unged downward through the tangle of greenery and swayed about above their
heads. To left or right could be glinpsed sticky purple clusters. fungi of
some sort, or fruits, or some repul sive creatures' nests.

"Hopal ong used to say, that there's a village sonewhere here. .
Nava spoke lightly as she ran, as if she weren't running at all but lolling
on her bed at home: it was obvious straight away she wasn't a local girl,
the locals couldn't run. "Not our village and not New Village, some ot her
Hopal ong told ne the nane but |'ve forgotten, it was a long time ago, after
all, before you cane ... or no, you were here, only you couldn't think, and
they hadn't given me to you yet. . . . And use your mouth when you breathe
no sense in using your nose, you can talk fine that way too, this way you'l
get out of breath, we've a long way to run vyet, we haven't got past the
wasps, where we'll have to run fast, though maybe the wasps have gone from
there since. . . . They were the wasps of that village | was telling you
about, but Hopalong used to say there's been no people in the village for
ages, the Accession's happened there, he says, so there's no people left.

No, Dummy, |I'mlying, he was tal king about another village. "

Kandi d had got his second wi nd and runni ng was easier. They were now in
the very heart of the forest, the very depths of the thickets. Kandid had
been as deep as this only once, when he had attenpted to straddle a
deadling, so as to reach its masters on its back, the deadling had gall oped
along, it was as hot as a boiling kettle and Kandid had finally | ost
consci ousness fromthe pain and fallen off into the mud. He had suffered for
ages afterward from burns on chest and pal ns.

It was getting darker and darker. The sky was no |onger visible at all,
the air becane nore and nore stifling. At the sane time, the stretches of
open water becane rarer, mghty clunps of red and white nbss appeared. The
noss was soft and cool, and extremely springy, it was pleasant to step on

"Let's. . . have arest. . . ." breathed Kandid. "No, what are you
t hi nking of. Dummy," said Nava. "W can't possibly rest here. W have to get
past this mbss as quick as we can, it's dangerous noss, it's a sort of
animal lying down, like a spider, you go to sleep on it and you won't wake
up anynore, that's what sort of noss it is, let the robbers rest on it, but
likely they know that you nustn't, otherwi se that'd be good...."

She | ooked at Kandid and sl ackened to a wal k. Kandid hauled hinself to
the nearest tree, |eaned his back on it, the back of his head, finally al
his weight and closed his eyes. He very nuch wanted to sit down, to fal
down, but he was afraid. He assured hinmself; they're surely |lying around the
noss as well. But all the same he was afraid. Hi s heart was beating like a
mad thing, his legs mght not have existed at all, his lungs were bursting
and expanded painfully in his chest at every breath, and everything was
slippery and salty with sweat.

"What if they catch up with us?" he heard Nava's voice as if through

cotton wool. "What will we do, Dumry, when they catch us up. You're about
all in, likely you couldn't fight anynore, eh?"
He wanted to reply: | could, but only managed to nove his |lips. He was

no |l onger frightened of the robbers. He wasn't frightened of anything. He
was only afraid of noving and of lying down in the nmpss. It was the forest,
after all, whatever lies they told, it was the forest, this was sonething he
well recalled, he never forgot that ever, even when he wused to forget
everyt hi ng el se.

"You haven't even got a stick now, " Nava was saying. "Shall | |ook for
a stick. Dumy, shall 1?" "No," he mnunbled. "Don't bother . . . heavy.
" He opened his eyes and listened intently. The robbers were near, and

could be heard panting and tranpling in the undergrowh, the tranpling
wasn't very lively either, the robbers too were having a hard tine of it.
"Let's get on," said Kandid.
They passed through a =zone of dangerous white nmpss, then a zone of



dangerous red npbss, the wet bog began again with still, thick water, on
which reclined gigantic pale flowers wth a repellent nmeaty snell, and out
of each flower peered a gray, speckled aninmal, which followed themw th eyes
on stal ks.

"You, Dummy, splash along a bit faster,'

Nava was saying practically,

"or sonething'll suck you in and you'll never get free afterward, don't
thi nk just because you've had an inocul ation, you won't get sucked in, 'cos
you just will. Then it'll conk out, of course, but that won't help you any.

The bog suddenly canme to an end, and the terrain began to rise steeply.
A tall striped grass with sharp cutting edges nade its appearance. Kandid
| ooked back and caught sight of the robbers. For some reason they had
halted. For some reason they were standing up to their knees in swanp,
leaning on their clubs and |ooking after them Done in, thought Kandid,
they're done in as well. One of the robbers raised his arm and nade an
inviting gesture, shouting:

"Come on down, what do you think you' re doi ng?"

Kandi d turned away and went after Nava. After the quagmre, wal king on

solid ground seemed an easy matter, even uphill. The robbers were shouting
somet hing, two and then three voices. Kandid turned for the last time. The
robbers were still standing in the swanmp, in the filth, full of |eeches;

they hadn't even conme out onto dry land. Seeing himl ook back, they started
wavi ng their arnms desperately and began shouting again discordantly; it was
hard to nake out.

"Back!" they were shouting, it seened. "Ba-a-ck! W won't to-ouch you!

You' re goners, you foo-o0-ols!"

You don't catch nme, thought Kandid, wth cheerful nalice. Fools,

yourselves, and | believed in you. |I've had enough of believing. . . . Nava
had al ready di sappeared behind the trees and he hastened after her

"Come ba-a-ack! We'll let you go-o0-o0!" roared the | eader

They <can't be as done in as all that if they can bawl like that,

t hought Kandid fleetingly and at once began to reflect that a little farther
on and he would sit down and rest, and search out any |eeches and ticks he
had pi cked up

Chapter Five

Pepper presented hinself in the director's anteroomat exactly ten
There was a line there already, about twenty people. Pepper was put in
fourth place. He took an arnthair between Beatrice Vakh of the Aid to Native
Popul ati ons Group and a norose nenber of the Engineering Penetration G oup
The norose nenber, judging by the identification button on his chest and the

legend on his white mask, bore the name Brandskugel. The anteroom was
decorated in pale pink, on one wall hung a board, "No snoking, no litter, no
noise," on the other a large picture of pathfinder Selivan's exploit:

Selivan with arns upraised, was turning into a junping tree before the eyes
of his stunned conrades. The pink blinds on the wi ndows were tightly down,
an enornous chandelier blazed fromthe ceiling. Apart fromthe entrance door
on which was witten "Exit," the room possessed one other door, vast and
covered in yellow leather, with the sign "No Exit." This notice was done in
fluorescent colors and had the effect of a |ugubrious warning. Under it the
secretary's desk stood with its four different-colored telephones and
electric typewiter. The secretary herself, a plunp mddle-aged Ilady in
pi nce-nez, was haughtily perusing the Textbook of Atom c Physics. The
visitors talked anobng thenselves in restrained voices. Many were plainly

nervous and were conpul sively leafing through old illustrated nmagazines.
It was all extraordinarily like a dentist's waiting room and Pepper
agai n experienced an unpleasant chill, a quiver in the jaw, and a desire to

go sonmewhere el se quickly.
"They're not | azy even," said Beatrice Vakh, turning her beautiful red



head slightly toward Pepper. "But they can't tolerate systematic work. How,
for instance, can you explain the extraordinary ease with which they abandon
their living places?"

"Are you addressing ne?" asked Pepper timdly. He hadn't the faintest
i dea how to explain the extraordi nary ease.

"No, | was talking to Monsher Brandskugel." Mnsher Brandskuge
adjusted his left noustache, which had conme unstuck, and gave a mnuffled
munble. "1 don't know "

"Nor do we," said Beatrice bitterly. "As soon as our groups get near a
village, they leave their houses and possessions and go. You get the
i npression they're absolutely wuninterested in us. W've got nothing for
them Do you see it that way?"

Monsher Brandskugel was silent for a while as if pondering and | ooked
at Beatrice through the strange cross-shaped enbrasures of his mask. At

| ength he brought out in his previous intonation, "I don't know "

"It's a great pity," Beatrice continued, "that our group is made up
exclusively of wonen. | realize that « there is an underlying reason for it,
but we often lack masculine toughness and endur ance, I'd call it

pur - posef ul ness. Wnen unfortunately tend to dissipate their energies, no
doubt you've noticed that?"

"I don't know," said Brandskugel, at which his mpustaches cane off and
floated softly to the floor. He picked them up, inspected themcarefully,
lifting the edge of his mask and, applying spit matter-of-factly, replaced
t hem

A bell rang sweetly on the secretary's desk. She put aside her book,

gl anced through her list, holding on her pince-nez with an el egant gesture,
and announced:
"Prof essor Cockatoo, please go in." Professor Cockatoo dropped his

picture rmagazine, junped to his feet, sat down again, glanced around, grew
perceptibly pale and then, biting his lip and with a violently distorted
face, pushed off fromhis <chair and di sappeared behind the door marked "No
Exit." A painful silence reigned in the anteroom for several seconds. Then
voi ces resuned hunm ng and pages rustling.

"W sinmply cannot find any way of engaging their interest, of absorbing
them We built them convenient day houses on piles. They fill themup with
peat and colonize it with insects of some kind. W tried to offer themtasty
food in place of the sour filth they eat. Useless. W tried to dress them

i ke human beings. One died, two fell ill. Well, we're pushing on with our
experiments. Yesterday we scattered a truckload of mirrors and gilt buttons
in the forest. . . . The cinema doesn't interest them neither does nusic
I mortal works are just received with giggles. . . . No, we'll have to start
with the children. For instance, | suggest catching the children, and
organi zing special schools. Unfortunately that's linked with technica

difficulties; human hands can't touch them special machi nes are needed.
Anyway, you know that as well as | dp."

"I don't know," said Brandskugel m serably.

The bell tinkled again and the secretary said, "Beatrice, you now Go
t hr ough, pl ease."

Beatrice started fussing about. She was about to rush toward the door
st opped, however, |ooking about her in dismy. She canme back, glanced under
the chair, whispering: "Wiere on earth is it? Wiere?" sweeping the roomwth
her enornmpus eyes; pulling at her hair, she exclained |loudly, "Where is it?"
and suddenly seized Pepper by the jacket and rolled himout of his chair
onto the floor. A brown briefcase was di scovered where he had been. Beatrice
seized it and stood for sone seconds with eyes closed and an expression of
i mense happi ness, pressing the case to her chest; she then noved slowy
toward the door of yellow | eather and di sappeared behind it. Anid a deathly
hush, Pepper got up and, trying not to | ook at anyone, brushed his trousers.
Nobody was paying himattention in any case: everyone was |ooking at the
yel | ow door.



VWhat on earth am| going to say to hinf thought Pepper. I'Il say |I'man
arts graduate, can't be of any use to the Directorate, let me go, 1'll |eave
and never cone back, | give ny word. And why on earth did you come here? |I'd
al ways been interested in the forest, but well, nobody lets ne get into the
forest. And anyway | got here purely by chance, I'm an arts man. Arts
people, witers, philosophers are out of place in the Directorate. They do
right to keep ne out, | accept this. ... | <can't possibly be in a
Directorate where they excrete onto the forest, or in a forest where they
catch children with nmachines. | should |eave and occupy nyself wth
somet hing sinpler. | know |I'm popul ar here, but they like me the way a child
is fond of a toy. I'mhere for anmusenent, | can't teach anybody here what |
know. . . . No, | can't say that. | have to cry a bit, howcan | do that?
["lI'l blowup in there, just let himtry and keep nme here. 1'll blowny top
and | eave on foot. Pepper pictured hinself wal king the dusty road mle after
mle wunder the blazing sun, wth his case, getting more and nore
enpty- headed. And every step carrying him farther and farther fromthe
forest, his dream his anxiety, that which had | ong ago becone the neaning
of his existence. .

They haven't <called anybody in for a long time, he thought. The
director's probably vastly taken by the children-trapping plan. And why
didn't anyone come out of the study? Doubtl ess, another exit.

"Excuse me," he said, addressing Monsher Brandskugel, "what tine is
it?"

Monsher Brandskugel |ooked at his wistwatch and thought for a noment:

"I don't know," he said.

At this, Pepper bent over and whispered in his ear, "I shan't tel
anybody. An-y-body."

Monsher Brandskugel hesitated. He fingered his plastic button in
i ndeci sion, stole a | ook around, yawned nervously, took another |ook around,
and fixing his nmask nore firmy, answered in a whisper

"l don't know. "

After which he rose and hurriedly betook hinself to the other corner of
t he anteroom

The secretary spoke:

"Pepper, your turn."

"How s that," Pepper said, surprised. "I"'mfourth.”

"Tenporary staff Pepper,"” the secretary raised her voice, "your turn."

"Arguing," grunbled somebody.

"Should get rid of the Ilikes of him" someone on the left said | oudly,
"with a red-hot broom"

Pepper got to his feet. H's legs were Iike cotton wool. He was scraping
his pal s sensel essly along his sides. The secretary was | ooking intently at
hi m

"The cat knows when he's in for it. "
"However much you twist. . . ."

"We've put up with the likes of him"

"Pardon me, you may have. |'ve never seen himbefore."

"Well, | don't see himevery day."

"Quiet!" said the secretary, raising her voice. "Cbserve silence! And
don't drop litter on the floor--you there . . . yes, vyes, you |I'm speaking
to. Now then, Pepper, will you go through? O shall | call the guard?"

"Yes," said Pepper, "lI'mgoing."

The last person he saw in the anteroom was Mnsher Brandskugel
barricaded behind an arnchair in the corner, teeth bared, on his haunches
with his hand in his rear trouser pocket. Then his eye fell on the director.

The director turned out to be a slender well-proportioned man of about
thirty-five, in an expensive superbly-cut suit. He was standing by the open
wi ndow scattering crunbs for the pigeons clustered on the w ndowsill. The
study was conpletely enpty, there wasn't a single chair, not even a table,
on the wall opposite the wi ndow hung a small copy of "Pathfinder Selivan's



Exploit."

"Tenporary enpl oyee Pepper?" the director said in a clear ringing bass,
turning toward Pepper the fresh face of a sportsman.

"Y-yes. |..." munbled Pepper . "dad, very glad to make your
acquai ntance at last. How d'you do. My nane's Alas. |'ve heard a | ot about
you. Shake hands."

Pepper stooping timdly pressed the proffered hand. The hand was dry
and firm

"As you see, |I'mfeeding the pigeons. Curious bird. One senses enornous
potential there. How do you see the pigeon, Pepper?"

Pepper faltered. He couldn't stand pigeons. The director's face,
however, was radiating such joy and weird interest, such inpatient
expectation that Pepper took a grip on hinmself and |ied:

"I like them very much, Mnsieur Alas.” "You like themroasted? O
stewed? | like themin a pie, nyself. Pigeon pie with a glass of good wi ne--
dem - sec--what could be nicer? Wiat's your opinion!"

Once nore Monsieur Al as' face expressed the nbst lively interest and
i mpati ent expectation.

"Terrific," said Pepper. He had decided to give up guessing and agree
wi th everyt hing.

"What about Picasso's 'Dove'?" said Mnsieur Alas. "l call to mind at
once: 'Nor eat, nor drink, nor kiss, the nonents fly unchecked. . . .' How

exactly that catches the idea of our incapacity to catch and materialize the
beautiful I'"

"Spl endid verses," said Pepper stupidly. "Wat | first saw the 'Dove,’
I, Iike many another | expect, thought the drawing a poor |ikeness, or at
any rate unnatural. Later, however, in the course of service, | had occasion
to observe pigeons closely and | suddenly realized that Picasso, that
magi ci an, had seized on that nonment when the bird folds its wings prior to
landing. Its feet are already touching the ground while the bird itself is
still in the air, in flight. The noment when novenent turns into imobility,
flight into rest.”

"Pi casso has strange paintings, which | don't understand," said Pepper,
denonstrating his independent judgnent.

"Ah, you've sinply not | ooked at them | ong enough.

To understand real art, it's not enough to go through a nuseumtwo or
three times a year. You should | ook at a picture for hours on end. As often

as possible. And only originals. No reproductions. No copies. . . . Take a
| ook at that picture there. | can see by your face what you think of it. And
you're right: it's a bad copy. |If you'd ever famliarized yourself with the

original, you would understand the artist's idea." "Wat exactly is it?"

"Il try to explain it to you," said the director readily. "Wat do
you see in that picture? Formally-- half man, half tree. The picture is
static. What can't be seen, isn't caught, is the transition from one essence
into the other. The nost inportant element is missing from the picture--the
direction of tine. Nowif you had the opportunity of studying the origina
you would realize that the artist had succeeded in introducing into the
imge a nost profound synbolic neaning, that he had depicted, not a
man-tree, not even a nman turning into a tree, but a tree turning into a man
and that only. The artist nmade use of the old legend in order to depict the
energence of a new personality. New fromold. Life fromdeath. Intelligence
frominert matter. The copy is absolutely static and everything pictured in
it exists outside the stream of time. The original contains that time-flow
Vector! The arrow of tinme as Eddi ngton woul d have sai d. "

"Where exactly is the original ?" asked Pepper politely.

The director sml ed.

"The original, naturally, has been destroyed as a work of art, not
permtting anbiguous interpretation. The first and second copies were al so
destroyed as a precautionary neasure.”

Monsi eur Alas returned to the wi ndow and el bowed t he pigeons off the



sill.

"Well. We've talked of pigeons,” said he in a new sonehow official
voi ce. "Your nane?"

" Par don?"

“"Nanme. Your nane."

" Pe- - Pepper. "

"Year of birth." "Thirty."

"More precisely!™ "Noneteen thirty. Fifth of March." "Wat are you

doi ng here?"

"Tenporary enpl oyee. Seconded to Science security.”

"I"m asking you: what are you doing here?" said the director, turning
his distant eyes on Pepper. "I ... don't know. | wsh to Ileave." "Your
opinion of the forest. Briefly." "The forest ... is. ... | always... I..
fear it. And love it."

"Your opinion of the Directorate.’
but . . ." "That's enough."

The director came up to Pepper, clasped himby the shoulders and,
| ooking himin the eyes, said:

"Listen, friend! Drop it! Let's make a threesone? Let's call the
secretary in, did you see the dragon? She's no dragon, she's a box of
delights! 'Come lads, let's open the | ong-cherished wine,' " he sang through

"There are lots of good peopl e here,

his nose. "Well? Shall we open it? Drop that, | don't like it. Understand?
How does it grab you?"

He suddenly gave off a snmell of |liquor and garlic sausage, his eyes
cane together over his nose.

"We'|l get the engineer in, Brandskugel. My nmon cher,” he went on
cl aspi ng Pepper to his chest. "He can tell such a tale--you'll not need a
bite to eat with it. Shall we?"

"Well, why not?" said Pepper. "But after all, | ..." "Well, what about

you then?" "Monsieur Alas, | ..."

"Drop that! What sort of nonsieur am|? Kanerad --see? Mo Caro!"

"I, Kamerad Al as, cane to request you . . ." "Ask awa-y! | shan't be
mean! You want noney? Take it! Somebody you don't like? Just say and we'll
ook into it! Well?"

"N-no. | just want to leave. | can't get away no matter what | try. |
cane here by accident. Pernmit me to |eave. Nobody wants to help me, and I'm
requesting you as director. "

Al as rel eased Pepper, put his tie right, and sniled coldly.

"You're in error, Pepper," said he, "I'mnot the director. |'mthe
director's personnel officer. Forgive ne, |'ve delayed you somewhat. Pl ease
go through that door. The director will receive you."

He threw the door w de before Pepper at the far end of his bare office
and nmade inviting gestures. Pepper coughed, nodded in restrained fashion
and | eaned forward as he passed into the next room As he did so he thought
he was lightly struck on the rear. Probably his imagination, or perhaps
Monsi eur Alas was in some haste to close his door

The roomin which he found hinself was a facsimle of the anteroom
even the secretary here was an exact copy of the first one. She was reading,
however, a book entitled Sublimation of Genius. The same pale visitors were
sitting in arnchairs with newspapers and magazi nes. Professor Cockatoo was
here, suffering severely fromnervous itch as was Beatrice Vakh with her
brown briefcase across her knees. True, all the others were wunfamliar
Under a copy of "Pathfinder Selivan's Exploit" a sign saying "Quiet!"
regularly flared and dinmed. For this reason, nobody here talked. Pepper
cautiously lowered hinmself onto the edge of a chair. Beatrice Vakh snmiled at
hi m - somewhat warily but wel com ng on the whol e.

After a mnute of apprehensive silence the little bell rang and the
secretary put aside her book. "The venerable Luke, go through." The
venerabl e Luke was frightful to |ook upon and Pepper averted his gaze.
Doesn't matter, he thought, closing his eyes. | can stand it. He renenbered



the rainy autumm eveni ng when they had brought Esther into his flat, after
she had been knifed by a drunken yob in the hallway, and the neighbors
hangi ng onto him and the glass shards in his nmouth--he had chewed the gl ass
when they brought him sone water. . . . Yes, he thought, the worst was past.

Hi s attention was attracted by swift scratching sounds. He opened his
eyes and | ooked about him In the next chair but one. Professor Cockatoo was
furiously scratching hinmself under the arns with both hands. Like a nonkey.

"What do you think, should we separate the boys fromthe girls?" asked
Beatrice in a trenmbling voice. "I don't know " Pepper said irritably.
"Co- education has its advantages, of course,"” Beatrice went on, "but this is
a special situation. . . . Lord!" she said, suddenly lachrynose. "Surely he
won't throw ne out? Where could | go then? |'ve been thrown out everywhere,
I haven't got a single pair of decent shoes left. All ny tights are in
hol es, ny powder's all | unpy. "

The secretary put aside Sublimation of Genius to say severely:

"Don't | ose your concentration." Beatrice Vakh froze in terror. At once
the small door opened and a conpletely shaven head was thrust into the
wai ting room

"I's there a Pepper here?" it inquired in a stentorian voice.

"Yes," said Pepper, leaping to his feet. "To the outbound area wth
your stuff! Vehicle leaves in ten mnutes. Junp to it!" "Vehicle where to?
VWhy?" "You're Pepper?" "Yes. " "You wanted to | eave or not?" "I wanted
to, but . . ."

"Well, just as you like," bellowed the shaven one angrily. "I'mjust

supposed to tell you."
He di sappeared and t he door slammed. Pepper rushed after him

"Back," <cried the secretary, and several hands clutched at his
cl ot hi ng. Pepper struggl ed desperately and heard his jacket rip.

"The vehicle is there!" he groaned. "You're off your head!" said the
secretary peevishly.

"Where are you trying to get? The door marked '"Exit' is over there,

where are you goi ng?"

Horny hands propell ed Pepper to the '"Exit' sign. Beyond the door lay a
spaci ous polygonal hall, with a multiplicity of doors; Pepper rushed about
openi ng one after the other

Bright sunlight, sterile-white walls, people in white coats. A naked
back, snmeared with iodine. Snmell of a chem st's shop. Not that one.

Bl ackness. Whirring of a cine-projector. On the screen, sonmeone being
pulled by the ears in all directions. Wiite patches of displeased faces. A
Voi ce:

"Door! Shut the door!"™ Not that one either. . .. Pepper crossed the
hal |, slipping on the parquet. Snell of a cake shop. A short line with bags.
Behind the glass counter glint bottles of yogurt, cakes, and gateaux in
colorful array.

"Centl enen!" shouted Pepper. "Where is the exit?" "Exit out of where?"
asked a plunp assistant in a cook's hat.

"Qut of here. . . ." "It's the door you're standing in." "Don't listen
to him" said a feeble old man in the line. "W've got a wi se guy around
here who just holds lines up. ... Keep serving, don't pay any attention."

"No, no, I'mnot joking," said Pepper. "lI've got a car, it'll goin a
m nut e. "

"No, it's not him" said a fair-mnded old man. "That bl oke al ways asks
where the toilet is. Wiere is the car you speak of, sir?" "In the street."

"What street?" asked the assistant. "There's plenty of streets.”

"I don't care as long as it's outside!" "No," said the shremd old man.

"It's the same chap. He's just changed his program Pay no attention to
him"

Pepper | ooked around in despair, |eaped back into the hall and pushed
agai nst the next door. It was |ocked. A testy voice inquired:

"Who's there?" "I have to get out!" shouted Pepper. "Were's the exit



her e?"

"Just a nonent."

Behi nd the door cane noi ses, the splash of water, the clatter of boxes
bei ng noved. The voice said:

"What do you want ?"

"To get out! | nust get out!"”

"Ri ght away."

A key scraped and the door opened. It was dark inside.

"Come through," said the voice

It smelled of fumigation. Pepper put his hands up in front of him and
essayed several uncertain steps.

"I can't see a thing," he said.

"You'll get used to it in a mnute,’
why' ve you st opped?”

Pepper was taken by the sleeve and | ed on.

"Sign here," said the voice

A pencil appeared in Pepper's fingers. Now he perceived in the darkness
t he vague whiteness of paper

"Have you signed?"

"No. What am | signi ng?"

"Don't you be afraid, it isn't a death sentence. Sign that you haven't
seen anyt hing."

Pepper signed anywhere. He was seized firnmy by the sleeve again and
propel | ed between sonme door curtains, then the voice asked:

"Are there a ot of you here?"

"Four," cane from behind the door apparently.

"Is there aline formed? Bear in nmind |I'm opening the door now and
letting a person out. Myve up one, don't push and no funny remarks. That
clear?" "All right. Not the first tinme." "Nobody's forgotten his clothes?"
"Nobody, nobody. Let him out." The key scraped again. Pepper was al nost
blinded by the bright |[Iight and he was pushed out. Still not opening his
eyes properly, he reeled down some steps and only then realized that he was
inthe Directorate's inner courtyard. Peevish voices were shouting:

"Come on now, Pepper! Get a nove on! How |long are we supposed to wait?"

In the mddle of the yard stood a truck, packed wth Scientific
Security personnel. Kimwas |ooking out of the cab and gesturing angrily.
Pepper ran up to the truck and scrambled aboard, they tugged at him lifted
him and dunped himon the bottom of the truck. The vehicle revved up at
once, gave a jerk, sonebody stood on Pepper's hand, sonebody el se gaily sat
on him everyone started up singing and | aughing, and they set off.

"Peppy, here's your suitcase," said sonebody. "Is it true you're
| eavi ng, Pepper?" "Care for a cigarette, Mnsieur Pepper?" Pepper lit up
seated hinself on his case and turned up his jacket collar. Someone gave him
a raincoat;

Pepper sniled his thanks and wapped hinself up init. The truck sped
on faster and faster and although it was a hot day, the head wind seened
savagely penetrating. Pepper snoked, concealing the cigarette in his fist

the voice assured. "Well, conme on

and gazed about him 1'mon ny way, he thought, I"mon ny way. This is the
last time 1'll see you, wall. Last time I'll see you, cottages. CGood-bye
scrap-heap, | left ny gal oshes here sonewhere. CGood-bye pool, good-bye
chess, good-bye yogurt. It's so marvel ous, so easy! I'll never drink yogurt
inm life again. Never will | sit down to a chess board. "

The personnel, crowded up near the cab, clutching one another and

huddl i ng behi nd each other fromthe w nd, conversed on abstract subjects.
"It's been worked out, and |I've worked it out. If it goes on like this,
in a hundred years there'll be ten scientists for every square yard, and the
total nmass will cause the cliff to collapse. So rmuch transport for food and
water delivery will be needed, they'll have to have a continuous transport
service between the Minland and the Directorate; the trucks wll go at
twenty-five nmiles an hour, one yard apart, and be unl oaded on the nove.



No, |'mabsolutely certain the top people are considering regulating the
recruitment of new personnel. Well now, judge for yourselves: the hotel
warden --you can't have the 1likes of that, seven and one nore arriving. Al
heal thy. Hausbotcher thinks sonething should be done about it. No, not
sterilization, necessarily, as he suggests. "

"Hausbot cher is the |ast person who shoul d suggest that."

"That's why | say, not necessarily sterilization."

"They say the annual holidays are being extended to six nmonths."

They went by the park, and Pepper suddenly realized that the truck was
going in the wong direction. They'd be out of the gates soon and descend by
way of the hairpins to the foot of the cliff.

"Here listen, where are we goi ng?" he asked, al arned.

"What d'you nean--where? To get paid."

"Not to the Mainland?"

"Why on earth should we? The cashier's arrived at the biostation."

"You nmean you're going to the biostation, the forest."

"Well of course. W're Science Security and get paid at the
bi ostation."

"And what about me?" asked Pepper in bew | dernent.

"You'll be paid as well. You're due for a bonus. . . . Incidentally,
everybody got his papers?"

The nmen fussed about, extracting fromtheir pockets stanped papers of
assorted shapes and col ors. These they exam ned intently.

"Pepper, did you fill the questionnaire in?"

"What questionnaire?"

"Pardon me, but what a question! Form nunber eighty-four."

"I didn't fill anything in," Pepper said

"Dear sirs! \What have we here? Pepper's got no papers.”

"That doesn't matter. He's probably got a pernit. .

"I haven't got a permt," said Pepper. "I haven't got anything. Only a
suitcase and a raincoat. ... | didn't intend going into the forest, |I wanted
to get away altogether. "

"And the nedical check? Inocul ati ons?"

Pepper shook his head. The truck was already rolling down through the
hai r pi ns and Pepper took a detached | ook at the forest, at the | evel porous
layers of it on the horizon, at its arrested stormcloud seething, the
clinging web of mst in the shade of the cliff.

"You can't get away with things like that," sonmebody said.

"Well now, there aren't any classified objects along the road."

"What about Hausbot cher ?"

"Well what of him if there's no classified objects?"

"Let's assume you don't know that. Nobody does. There now, |ast year
Kandi d fl ew out w thout documents and where's Kandid now, desperate |ad?"

"In the first place it wasn't last year, it was long before that.
Secondly, he was sinmply killed. At his post."

"Ch yes? Have you seen the directive?"

"That's true, there was no directive."

"So, there's nothing to argue about. Since they put himin the bunker

at the checkpoint, he's been sitting filling in formns. .

"How did you not fill in the forms. Peppy? Maybe you' ve got a black
mar k agai nst you?"

"One noment, dgentlenmen! This is a serious mtter. | propose we
i nvesti gate enpl oyee Pepper to be on the safe side. By denocratic nethods,
so to speak. Wio' Il be secretary?"

"Hausbot cher for secretary!"

"Excel | ent suggesti on. As honorary secretary we choose our
much-respected Hausbotcher. | see by your faces--unani mous. And who will be

the secretary's assistant?"
"Vanderbilt for secretary's assistant!”
"Vanderbilt? . . . Wll, why not. ... W have Vanderbilt proposed as



secretary's assistant. Any other nom nations? For? Against? Abstentions? Hm
two abstainers. Wiy did you abstain?"

" NB 2"

"Yes, yes, | nean you."

"I don't see the sense. Wiy tornent a man? He's in a bad way as it is.

"Al'l right. And you?"

"None of your dammed busi ness."

"As you wish. . . . Secretary's assistant, note please, t wo
abstentions. Let's begin. Wwo first? No takers? Then permt me. Enployee
Pepper answer the follow ng question. \Wat distances have we covered between
years twenty-five and thirty; (a) on foot (b) by land transport (c) by air?
Take your tinme, think. Here's paper and pencil.”

Pepper took the paper and pencil obediently and set to work
renenbering. The truck shook. To start with everybody | ooked at him but
eventual ly they all got bored.

“"I'm not afraid of overpopulation,” rmunbled sonmebody. "But have you
seen how much hardware there is? On the enmpty lot behind the
repair-shops--have you seen it? And what is it, d you know? OF course it's
i n packi ng cases, nailed down. Nobody's got time to open it up and have a
| ook. D you know what | saw night before last over there? |I'd stopped to
have a smoke when | heard a sort of crash. | turn around and | see the side
of one of the cases, the size of a house end, cracking open, and w deni ng
like a set of gates. Qut of the case craws a machine. I'mnot going to
describe it, you understand why. But what a sight. . . . It stood there for
a few seconds then threw up this long tube with a rotating thing on the end
as if it were taking a ook around, then it crawl ed back into the case and

the lid shut. | felt bad then and couldn't believe what |I'd seen. This
morning | think: "I'Il have another | ook anyway.' | arrived and ny skin
crept, I can tell you. The packing case was perfectly all right, not a

crack, but the side was nailed up fromthe inside! The nails stuck out as
long as your finger, shiny and sharp. And now |'m thinking, why was it
climbing out? Was it the only one? Maybe they come out every night and..

have a | ook around. Wile we're getting over-popul ated they're organizing a

Bart hol onew massacre and our bones will go flying over the cliff--or what's
left of them. . . Wat? No thank you, friend, you tell the engineers if you
want. After all | sawthat machine and how do | know whether that's
forbidden or not? There's no markings on the cases. . .." "All right,
Pepper. You ready?" "No," Pepper said. "I can't renenber anything. It was a
long time ago."

"That's odd. | can renmenber perfectly, for exanple. Six thousand seven
hundred and one kiloneter by rail, seventeen thousand one hundred and

fifty-three by air (out of that three thousand two hundred and fifteen for
personal travel) and fifteen thousand and seven on foot. And |I'm ol der than

you. Strange, very strange, Pepper. . . . We-IIl all right. Let's try the
next point. \What toys were you specially fond of before you went to school ?"
"C ockwork tanks," said Pepper, wping sweat from his brow "And

arnored cars."

"Aha! You renenber! And yet it was before you went to school, tinmes, so
to speak, a great deal further rempoved. Though | ess care-I|aden, eh, Pepper?
So then. Tanks and arnored cars it is. ... Next. At what age did wonen
brackets, men becone attractive to you? The expression in brackets is
addressed as a rule, to wonmen. Co ahead and answer."

"Along tine ago," said Pepper. "It was long, |ong ago."

"Exactly when?"

"What about you?" asked Pepper. "You say first, then | will."

The presider shrugged. "lI've nothing to hide. The first time was when |
was ni ne, when they bathed ne and ny fenale cousin together. . . . Now you."

"I can't," said Pepper. "I don't wish to answer such questions."

"Idiot," somebody whispered in his ear. "Tell some lie with a straight
face, and that's it. Wiy tornent yourself? Who's going to check you?"



"All right," Pepper said submssively. "Wien | was ten. Wen they
bat hed me and Murka the dog together."

"Splendid!" exclainmed the presider. "Now list me all the diseases of
the | egs you' ve had."

"Rheumatism"

"What el se?"

"Intermttent |aneness."

"Very good. What el se?"

"Col d," said Pepper

"That's not a |l eg disease.”

"I don't know. Wth you no, perhaps. Wth ne it's the legs. My | egs get
wet--a cold.”

"We-11, let it pass. Anything el se?"

"I'sn't that enough?"

"As you wish. But | warn you: the nore the better."

"Spont aneous gangrene," sai d Pepper. "Subsequent amputation. That was
ny last |eg disease.”

"That's enough then. Last question. Your world-view Briefly."

"Materialist," Pepper said.

"What sort of a materialist exactly?"

"Enotional ."

"I've no nore questions. Any questions, gentlenmen?"

There were no nore questions. Sone of the travelers were half-asleep
some were chatting with their backs to the presider. The truck was going
slowy now It was getting hot and the forest's danmp and sharp unpl easant -«
snell was ever-present. The smell never reached the Directorate on nornal
days.

The truck rolled along wth the engine switched off, and far far away
could be heard the faint runmbling of a storm

"I'"'mamazed, |ooking at you," said the secretary's assistant, also with
his back to the presider. "It's unhealthy pessimism ©Mn is an optimst by
nature, that's one thing. And the second and main thing is--surely you
realize the director considers these matters as nmuch as you do? It makes ne
laugh. 1In the |last speech addressed to nme, the director revealed mgjestic
prospects. | caught ny breath fromsheer adnmiration, I'm not ashanmed to
admt. | always was an optimst, but that picture. ... If you want to know,
everything's going to be cleared, all these rocks, cottages. . . . Instead
bui | di ngs of dazzling beauty will rise fromtransparent and semi -transparent
materials, stadia, swi ming-pools, aerial parks, crystal bars, and cafes.
Stairways to the sky! Slender, swaying wonen with dark supple skin!

Li braries! Miscles! Laboratories! Penetrated by sun and light! A free
ti met abl e! Cars, gliders, airships . . . debates, hypnopaedi a
stereo-cinema. . . . After their working hours, the workers wll sit in
libraries, ponder, conpose nelodies, play guitars and other nusica

i nstruments, carve in wood, read poens to each other!"
"And what will you be doi ng?"
"l shall do wood-carving."
"What el se?"

"I shall wite poetry. They will teach me to wite poetry. | have good
handwiting."

"What will | do?"

"Whatever you like!" said the secretary's assistant magnani nously.
"Carve wood, wite poetry. . . . Whatever you like."

"l don't want to carve wood. |'ma mathenatician.”

"Well all right! Do maths to your heart's content!"”

"I do it nowto ny heart's content."

"Now you get paid for doing it. Silly. You'll jump fromtowers."
"\ 2"

"There you go--why? It's interesting isn't it?"

"No. "



"What are you trying to say, then? That apart from mathematics you're
not interested in anything?"

"Well now, that's about right. After a day's work you're so fagged out
that you take no interest in anything."

"You're just a narrow person. Never nmind, you'll develop. You'll find
you have sone aptitudes, you'll be conposing music, doing a bit of fretwork,
or sonet hi ng. "

"Conposing nmusic isn't the trouble, it's finding an audi ence.”

"Well, I'"Il listen to you with pleasure. . . . Pepper here."

"You just think that. You won't do it though. You'll do a bit of
fretwork then you'll be off to join the ladies. O get drunk. | know you al
right, | know everybody here. You'll shanble about fromcrystal bar to
di anond cafeteria. Especially if work is optional. I'mafraid to think
even, what it'll be like if they make work optional here."

"Every man is a genius at sonething," retorted the assistant. "You' ve

only to find what it is. W don't even suspect that I'm say, a genius at
cooki ng, you, perhaps, a pharmaceutical genius, but we have other jobs and
find out little about ourselves. The director said specialists would be put
on that, they'll bring to light our hidden potential. "

"Potential, now, that's a murky business. |I'm not arguing, naybe
everybody's a potential genius, only what's to be done if it can only be
applied, say, in the distant past or future, and it isn't regarded as genius
now whet her you've got it or not? Very good if you're a cooking genius. But
hows it going to be discovered that you're a cab-driver of genius, or
Pepper's a genius at chipping arrow heads, or I'm a genius at finding an
X-field about which nobody knows yet and which won't be discovered for ten

years? . . . Well then, as the poet said, leisure's black face will turn our
way.. . ."

"Boys," said sonmeone, "we've brought no grub with us. Wile we're
traveling and till they pay us. "

"Stoyan'll see us all right."

"Li ke heck he will. They're on rations there."

"Never mind, we'll last out. There's the checkpoint already."

Pepper extended his neck. In front, the forest stood, a yellow green
wall and the road ran straight intoit, like a thread going into a

mul ti-col ored carpet. The truck passed by a pl ywood sign

ATTENTI ON!' REDUCE SPEED! PREPARE TO SHOW DOCUMENTS

The striped bar was already visible; it was lowered and had to the left
of it a sentry-box, on the right, barbed wire, white insulators, lattice
towers with searchlights. The truck canme to a halt. Everybody | ooked at the
guard who was dozing wth his carbine under his arm as he stood
cross-legged in his box. An extinguished cigarette hung on his lip and the
concrete around the box was littered with ends. Next to the box stood a pole
wi th various adnoni shments nailed to it:

ATTENTI O\ FOREST! DI SPLAY PERM TS! DON T SPREAD | NFECTI ON!' The dri ver
hooted tactfully. The guard opened his eyes and stared nuz-zily before him
he then detached hinself fromthe box and wal ked around the lorry.

"There's plenty of you," said he. "Mney, is it?"

"Right first tine," said the forner presider

"That's fine, good," said the guard. He <circled the vehicle, hoisted
hi nsel f up onto the step and gl anced inside. "Gee, there's a |lot of you," he
said reproachfully. "Wat about hands? Hands cl ean?"

"Yes!" chorused everyone.

"Ever ybody?"

"Everybody. "

"Al'l righty," said the guard, thrusting the top half of his body into
the cab. Fromthe cab: "Who's in charge? You? How many you got? Aha
you telling the truth? Nane? Kin? Well now Kirn, I"'mwiting your surname
down. . . . Geat, Voldemar! Drive all the time do you? I'mon guard all the
time. Show us your pass. . . . Now, now, no snarling, just show us it.



Pass in order, otherwise I1'd. . . . Wy d you wite tel ephone nunbers on
your pass? Wait a minute .. . what Charlotte is this? Ah yes, | renenber.
Gve it here, I'Il witeit down as well. . . . Ckay, thanks. Drive on
Perm ssion to pass."

He junped down fromthe step, raising the dust as he did so, went over
to the barrier, and dropped on the counterwei ght. The barrier slowy rose,
and the long underpants strung along it dropped into the dust. The truck
started up.

There was a hubbub of conversation in the back, but Pepper heard
nothing. He was going into the forest. The forest was getting closer
nearing and nmassing hi gher and higher, 1ike an ocean wave and suddenly, it
swal | owed him There was no nore sun and sky, space or tine, the forest had
taken their place. Al there was, was a flickering of murky tints, thick
noist air, incredible snells, funes rather, and an acrid taste in his nouth.
Only sound was untouched by the forest: the noises of the forest were
overpowered by the roar of the engine and the chatter of the passengers. So
here's the forest, Pepper kept repeating, here | amin the forest, he
repeated neaninglessly. Not fromup above, but inside, not an observer, a
participant. Here | amin the forest. Sonething cool and noist touched his
face, ticklish, detached itself and slowy descended to his knees. He | ooked
down: a long, thin, filanment of some plant or other, or maybe sone ani mal,
or maybe just the contact of the forest, a friendly greeting or a wary
feeling out; he did not touch the filament.

Meanwhi |l e the truck roared along the road of glorious advance; vyell ow,
green and brown neekly sank away behind, while along the verges streaned the
untidy, forgotten colums of the veterans of the invading arny, black
bul | dozers upended with shields furiously ripped, tractors buried in the
earth as far as the driving-cab, their caterpillar tracks squashed flat and
trailing behind them lorries |acking wheels or glass-- everything dead,
deserted forever, but maintaining their former fearless gaze ahead, into the
depths of the forest with their wenched radi ators and shattered headlights.
And all around, the forest stirred, palpitated, and contorted, changing its
hues, blurring and flaring up, flowing forward and retreating, deceiving the
sight, the forest terrified and nmocked and gloated, and it was all strange
and it was inpossible to describe, and it was nauseati ng.

Chapter Six

Pepper opened the door of the | androver and | ooked at the thickets. He

didn't know what he was supposed to see. Sonmething in the nature of a
nauseati ng blancrmange. Sonething strange, sonething indescribable. But the
nost strange, the nost unimaginable thing in this undergromth was the
peopl e, therefore Pepper saw only them They were walking toward the
| androver, slender and neat in their novenents, confident and el egant, they
wal ked easily, never backtracking, instantly choosing the exact place to
step. They acted as if they didn't notice the forest, as if they were at
hone in it and the forest belonged to them They weren't pretending even,
they really did think that, and the forest hung above themsilently |aughing
and pointing wth nyriads of jeering fingers, while adroitly contriving to
be fam liar, obedient and sinple--absolutely trustworthy. Until the tine,
t he day. .
"Ch what a wench, that Rita," said former driver Acey to Pepper. He was
standing next to the landrover, his somewhat bandy | egs set wide across a
rasping and trenbling notorcycle, which he held lightly wth his thighs.
"I"d have got ny hands on her for sure if it wasn't for her Quentin, he's a
sharp one."

Quentin and Rita had approached quite close and Stoyan clinbed out from
behi nd the wheel to neet them

"Well, howis she?" asked Stoyan. "Breathing," said Quentin, closely
studyi ng Pepper. "Has the noney arrived, then?"



"This is Pepper," said Stoyan. "I was telling you."

Rita and Quentin smled at Pepper. There was no time to study them but
t he thought crossed Pepper's mnd that he had never seen a stranger wonan
than Rita or a nore deeply unhappy man than Quentin.

"Hel | o, Pepper," said Quentin, continuing to smile piteously. "Cone to
have a | ook? Never seen it before?"

"I don't see it now," said Pepper. And it was true, the unhappi ness and
t he strangeness were inpossible to pin down, though |inked powerfully.

Rita lit a cigarette and turned away. "You're looking in the wong
direction, man. Look straight ahead of you. Don't tell ne you can't see?"

Then Pepper did see and at once forgot about the people. It had
appeared Ilike a hidden inmage on photographic paper, like a figure in a
child's puzzle picture "where is the rabbit hiding" and once having found
it, it was inpossible to lose it fromview It was very close, it began ten

paces from the |androver's wheels and the path. Pepper shuddered and
swal | owed.

Aliving colum rose to treetop level, a sheaf of thin transparent
t hreads, sticky, shiny, withing and tense, a sheaf penetrating the dense
foliage and clinbing farther and farther into the clouds. It had its origin
in a cesspit, an oily gurgling cesspit, full up wth protoplasm [|iving,
active, swelling up in bubbles of primtive flesh, busily organizing and as
qui ckly decaying, pouring out the products of decay onto its flat banks
spitting gluey foam . . . And at once, as if unseen sound-filters had been
switched on, the voice of the cesspit stood out fromthe chugging of the
not or bi ke: gurgling, splashing, sobbing, bubbling, |ong drawn-out swanp
groans; a heavy wall of snells drew nearer of raw sweating nmeat, pus, fresh
bile, serum hot paste-- only then did Pepper notice that both Rita and
Quentin had oxygen masks hangi ng on their chests; he saw Stoyan squeam shly
grimacing and raising a respirator to his face. He hinself did not start
putting his respirator on, he was sonehow hoping that the snells mght tel
hi m what his eyes and ears had failed to do.

"It stinks around here," said Acey, revolted. "Like a norgue...

Quentin was talking to Stoyan

"You mght have asked Kimto see about our rations. W should get
danger noney. We're due nilk, chocol ate. "

Rita was snoking pensively, dribbling snoke through her thin nobile
nostrils.

Around the cesspit, bending tenderly over it, trenbled the trees; their
branches were all turned in one direction and drooped toward the seething
mass, while along the branches thick hairy Iianas wiggled and dropped into
the cesspit. The cesspit took them to itself and the protoplasm gnawed
around them and converted theminto itself, as it could dissolve and nake
its own all that surrounded it.

"Peppy," said Stoyan, "don't goggle like that, your eyes'll| pop out."

Pepper sniled, though he knew it | ooked forced.

"Why did you bring the notorbi ke, anyway?" asked Quentin.

"In case we got stranded. They crawl along the path--1 go with one
wheel on the path, the other on the grass, and the notorbi ke goes behind. If
we get stuck, Acey nips off on the bike and gets a tractor."

"You'll get stuck for sure,"” said Quentin.

"Course we will," said Acey. "This is a stupid idea, |'ve said so al
al ong. "

"You just be quiet," Stoyan said to him "Your part is small enough

Is the eruption soon?" he asked Quentin.

Quentin | ooked at his watch

"Well now. . . ." he said. "It reproduces every eighty-seven m nutes.
Soin ... in ... in nothing, there, she's starting already."

The cesspit was reproducing. Qut onto its level banks, in a series of
convul sive jerks, came spurting out one after another, bits of whitish
rippling goo. They rolled along the earth, hel pless and blind, then stopped,



flattened out, threw out cautious pseudopodia and suddenly began noving
purposeful ly--still fussing, still prodding about, but now in one set
direction, wandering from the direct path, now and again colliding, but in
one set direction, along one radius fromthe wonb, out into the thickets, on

and out in a single flowing off-white colum, |Ilike gigantic clunsy,
slug-1ike ants.

"It's a quagmre all around here," Acey was saying. "W'Ill plop in so
deep no tractor'll ever get us out-- the ropes'll just snap."

"Do you want to cone with us?" said Stoyan to Quentin.

"Rita's tired."

"Rita can go hone and we'll push on. Quentin was wavering. "How
d you feel, Rita, dear?" he asked. "Yes, I'lIl go on hone," said Rita. "Wll
that's fine," Quentin said. "We'll go and take a | ook eh? W'll be back soon
enough | expect. Not I|ong, eh, Stoyan?"

Rita threw away her cigarette end and went off along the track toward
the biostation, without saying good-bye. Quentin shuffled in indecision
bef ore saying to Pepper in an undertone:

"Allow ne ... get past. "

He pushed through into the back seat; at which nmonment the notorbike
with tremendous roar, tore itself fromunder Acey and bounding high in the

air, hurtled into the cesspit. "Stop!" Acey shouted, as he sank to his
haunches. "Wiere are you off to?" Everybody froze. The bi ke raced over a
humrock, squealing wldly, stood on end and fell into the pit. Everybody

rushed forward. Pepper thought the protoplasmrose up under the bike,
softening the blow, then it easily and soundl essly accepted it and closed
over it. The motorbi ke shut off.

"Clunsy bastard,"” said Stoyan to Acey. "Wat the devil are you doi ng?"

The cesspit had becone a maw, sucking, tasting, enjoying. It was
rolling the machine around inside, the way a man rolls a mnt fromcheek to
cheek with his tongue. The notorcycle was swirling around in the foam ng
mass, now disappearing, now surfacing, helplessly waving its handl ebars;
with every appearance it got smaller and snaller, its metal plating thinner
and thinner, now transparent as thin paper. Already the engine innards could
be glinpsed through it, then the plating nelted away, the tires di sappeared,
t he bi ke dived down for the last time and appeared no nore.

"Swal lowed it," said Acey with idiotic joy.

"Clunsy bastard,"” repeated Stoyan. "You'll pay me for that. You'll be
paying me the rest of your life for it."

"Well all right then," said Acey. "So I'Il pay for it! Was it ny fault?
| just turned the throttle the wong way," he said to Pepper. "That's how it
got away. | really wanted to throttle down, MNonsieur Pepper, so it didn't
rattle so nuch, well | just turned it the wong way. |'mnot the first or
the last to do that. Anyway it was an old bike. . . . I"'moff then," said he
to Stoyan. "lI'mno use here now ['Il go hone."

"Where are your eyes wandering then?" Quentin said abruptly wth an
expression that caused Pepper to step aside involuntarily.

"What's the matter?" said Acey. "I | ook where | want."

He was |ooking back at the path, where Rta's orange wap was
flickering under the dense yell owy-green awni ng of branches as she receded.

"Come on, let me pass," said Quentin to Pepper. "I'Il just have a word
with him"

"Where're you going, d you think?" nunbled Stoyan. "Think on, Quentin.

"What d'you nean, think on? |I've known what he was after |ong enough

"Listen, don't be a kid. .. . Just stop it! Just think on!"

"Let go, | tell you, let go my arm"

There was a noi sy struggl e around Pepper who was bei ng shoved from both
sides. Stoyan held Quentin's jacket firmy by the back and sleeve, as
Quentin, now red and sweating, keeping his eyes fixed on Acey, was fending



of f Stoyan with one hand whil e bendi ng Pepper double wth the other in his
attenpt to step over him He was jerking about and energing farther fromhis
jacket wth each jerk. Pepper chose this nmonent to tunble out of the

| androver. Acey was still looking after Rita, his mouth hal f-open, his eyes
lustful and tender.

"What's she doing wearing trousers," said he to Pepper. "It's the
| atest craze they've got, going about in trousers. "

"Don'"t defend him" roared Quentin in the car. "He's not a sexua
neur ast henic, he's just a bastard! Let nme go, or I'Il give you one as well!"

"They used to wear skirts,"” said Acey dreanmly. "A piece of material
wr apped around and fixed with a pin. And | would get hold of the pin and
unl oose. "

If this had been in the park. ... If it had been in the hostel or the
library or the assenbly hall. . . . And it had been--in the park, the
library and even in the assenbly hall during Kirn's |lecture on "Wat al
Directorate personnel should know about nethods of nathematical statistics.”
But now the forest was seeing it all and hearing it all--the |ascivious
obscenity that filled Acey's eyes, Quentin's purple face swaying in the van
doorway, some dull, ox-like, droning munble of Stoy-an's, sonething about
work, responsibility, stupidity and the crack of flying buttons against the
wi ndshield . . . and its reaction couldn't be guessed, whether it was one of
horror, armusenent or a fastidious grinace. "--" said Acey with satisfaction
And Pepper hit him Ht him on the cheekbone apparently, wth a crunch
spraining his finger. Everybody stopped tal king at once. Acey held his cheek
and | ooked at Pepper in vast astoni shnent.

"Don't say things like that," said Pepper firmy. "Not here. Don't do
it."

"Wll I'mnot arguing," Acey said with a shrug. "I only neantthat |'m
doi ng no good here, haven't got a
not or bi ke you can see that.... So what good can | do here?"

Quentin inquired | oudly:
"You want one across the jaw?"

'There you are," said Acey, vexed. "Right across the cheekbone, right
on the bone. . .. Good job, you nissed ny eye."
"No, | nean it, one to the jaw"

"Yes," Pepper said severely, "because here that sort of thing is out."

"Let's go then," said Quentin, lying back in his seat.

"Ace," said Stoyan. "Clinb in. If we get stuck you can give us a hand."

"I"'ve got a new pair of pants on," objected Acey. "Better let ne
drive."

Nobody answered, so he clinbed into the back seat next to Quentin who
nmoved up. Pepper got in next to Stoyan and they set off.

The pups had already gone quite a way, but Stoyan, driving with great

skill, keeping the offside wheels on the path and the nearside on the dusty
noss, soon overtook themand crawed slowy behind carefully using the
clutch to adjust his speed. "You'll burn the clutch out," said Acey. He

turned to Quentin and began explaining that he'd had no ulterior notive, he
had no notorbi ke anynore anyway and a man's a man and if he's normal al ways
will be, forest or no, no matter whether

"Have you had one in the jaw?" Quentin kept asking. "No, you just tel
me, the truth now, have you ever had one on the jaw or not?" Quentin kept
asking and interrupting Acey. "No," Acey would answer, "no, wait a mnute,
you hear nme out first. "

Pepper stroked his swollen finger and | ooked at the pups. The children
of the forest. O perhaps its servants. O naybe its experinents. They were
proceeding slowmy and tirelessly one after the other in |ine ahead, as if
flowing along the ground; they oozed across rotting tree stunps, crossed
ruts, pools of stagnant water in the tall grass, through prickly bushes.

The track kept disappearing, diving into evil-snmelling nmud, hiding
itself under layers of tough gray mushroons that crunched under the wheels,



then agai n appearing, while the pups held their direction and stayed white,
cl ean, smooth; not a blade of grass stuck to them not a thorn wounded them
they were unstained by the sticky black mud. They oozed along with a kind of
stupid unthinking confidence, as if along a road |ong-known and habitual
There were forty-three of them

I was dying to get here and now l've arrived, at least |'mseeing the
forest frominside and I'm seeing nothing. I could have inmagined all this
sitting in ny bare hostel room with its three enpty bunks; |ate night
i nsormi a, everything quiet all about, then right on mdnight the piledriver
starts thunmping on the construction site. | could have thought it all up
mer mai ds, wal ki ng trees and these pups, turning into pathfinder Selivan--the
nost absurd things, the holiest. And everything there is in the Directorate

I can imagine and bring to mnd. | could have stayed at hone and dreaned
this all up, lying on ny sofa listening to synphojazz or voices talking
unfam liar | anguages on the radio. . . . But that doesn't mean a thing. To
see and not understand is the same as making it up. I'"'malive, | can see and
| don't understand. I'mliving in a world soneone has thought up wthout
bot heri ng to tell me, or maybe even hinself. A yearning for

understandi ng--that's my sickness, thought Pepper suddenly, a yearning for
under st andi ng.

He stuck his hand out of the window and held his aching finger against
the cool car-body. The pups were paying the [androver no attention. They
probably had no suspicion of its existence. They gave off a sharp unpl easant

snell; their nenbrane now seened transparent and it was as if wave-like
shadows noved beneat h.
"Let's catch one," suggested Quentin. "It's sinple enough, we'll wap

it inm jerkin and take it to the lab."
"Not worth it," said Stoyan

"Why not?" Quentin asked. "We'Il have to catch one sooner or later."

"Doesn't seemright, somehow," Stoyan said. "In the first place, God
help us, the thing'll die on us and I'lIl have to wite a report for
Hausbot cher . "

"W've had them boiled," Acey announced suddenly. "I didn't like the
taste, but the boys said it was all right. Bit like rabbit, | can't touch

rabbit, to me a cat and a rabbit's just the same; can't bear the stuff.

"I"ve noticed one thing," said Quentin. "The nunber of pups is always a
sinmple nunber: thirteen, forty-three, forty-seven. "

"Nonsense," objected Stoyan. "I've come across groups of six or
twel ve. "

"That's in the forest,” said Quentin, "after that groups scatter in
different directions. The cesspit always produces a sinple nunber, you can
check the log, I've put all my conclusions down."

"Me and the boys caught one of the local girls once, what a | augh that
was! "

"Well all right, wite an article then," said Stoyan.

"1 already have," said Quentin. "That'll make fifteen

"I"ve done seventeen," said Stoyan. "And one at the printers. Wo0's
your co-aut hor?"

"I don't know yet," said Quentin. "Kirn recomends the manager, he says
transport's the comng thing now, but Rita advises the warden."

"Not him" said Stoyan

"Why?" asked Quentin.

"Don't choose the warden,'
you--just keep it in mnd."

"The warden used to dilute the yogurt with brake fluid," said Acey.
"That was when he was the manager of the barbershop. So ne and the boys
sl i pped a handful of bedbugs into his room™

"They say they're preparing a directive," said Stoyan. "Woever's got
less than fifteen articles to their name have to undergo treatnent."

Stoyan repeated. "I'm not saying anything to



"Ch Lord," said Quentin, "that's a bad business. |

know what special treatnment neans, after one of them your hair stops
growi ng and you have bad breath for a year... ."

Hone, thought Pepper. Get home as soon as you can. Now there really is
nothing for me here. Just then he saw that the pup formati on had broken up
Pepper counted: thirty-two pups went straight ahead, while a colum of
el even had turned off left and down, where a |ake became suddenly visible
between the trees-- dark notionless water, quite near the |androver. Pepper
glinpsed a low misty sky and the vague outline of the Directorate on the
hori zon. The el even pups were heading confidently toward the water. Stoyan
shut the engine off and everybody clinbed out to watch the pups oozing over
a tw sted bough at the water's edge and plop heavily one after another into
the lake. G ly circles rocked along the dark water

"They're going down," said Quentin in amazenment. "They're drowning."

Stoyan got his map and spread it out over the bonnet.

"Ri ght enough," he said. "This lake isn't marked. There's a village

marked but no lake. . . . Here it is witten: "Vill. Aborig. Seventeen point
one one."' "

"That's always the way," said Acey. "Wio uses a map in this forest? In
the first place all the maps are inaccurate and secondly, you don't need
them here. Say there's a road here today, tonorrow they'll have barbed wre
up and a watchtower. O you'll find a dunp all of a sudden.”

"I don't sort of feel like going on farther," said Stoyan, stretching
hinsel f. "Maybe we'll call it a day?"

"Surely," said Quentin. "Pepper's still got his pay to collect. Back to
the van."

"A pair of binoculars would be handy," said Acey suddenly, cupping his
eyes and avidly staring into the lake. "I reckon there's a wonan in there
bat hi ng. "

Quentin halted.

"Wher e?"

"She's got nothing on," said Acey. "True as |'m standing here. Not a

stitch.”
Quentin suddenly went pal e and nade a headl ong rush for the van.
"Where is it you see her?" asked Stoyan
"Over there at the far bank. . . ."

"There's nothing there," croaked Quentin. He was standing on the
runni ng-board and sweeping the far bank with his binoculars. H's hands
shook. "Damed bignmouth. . . . Asking for another one. . . . No, not a
thing!" he repeated passing Stoyan the gl asses.

"What d'you nean, nothing?" said Acey. "I'mno four-eyes, |'ve got an

eye like a water-1evel. .

"Wait a minute, wait, don't grab them" said Stoyan. "There's nanners,
grabbi ng them out of ny hand...."

"There's nothing there," nuttered Quentin. "He's pulling your |Ieg.
There's plenty of travelers' tales...."

"I know what it is," said Acey. "It's a mermaid. I'mtelling you."

Pepper roused hinsel f.

"G ve nme the binoculars,” he said quickly.

"Nothing to see," said Stoyan, holding out the gl asses.

"Fine guy to believe, | must say," muttered Quentin, now cal m ng down.

"Honestly, there was," said Acey. "She nust have dived. She'll be up in
a mnute.. "

Pepper focused the glasses. He didn't expect to see anything: that
woul d have been too sinple. And nothing was what he saw. The unruffled | ake,
a di stant bank overgrown with forest and the sil houette of a rock above the
forest's jagged skyline.

"What was she |ike?" he asked.

Acey began a detailed description of her, with nuch use of the hands.
His narrative was succulent and full of fervor, but it wasn't at all what



Pepper want ed.

"Yes, naturally . said he, "yes . . . yes.

Perhaps she came up to welcone the pups, he thought as he bounced
around in the back seat alongside a gloony Quentin, gazing at the even
nmoverrent of Acey's ears. Acey was chew ng sonething. She came out of the
forest thickets white, cold, confident, and stepped into the water, the
wat er she knew so well, entered into the lake as | walk into a library, sank
into the rippling green twlight and swam toward the pups. She net them
straight away in the center of the |lake, on the bottom and led them off
sonewhere, for sone reason, at soneone's behest, and one nore knot of forest

events is tied. And perhaps nmles away from here sonething will happen or
start to happen; banks of the lilac fog that isn't fog will seethe between
the trees, or another «cesspit will start up in a peaceful clearing, or

nottl ed aborigi nes who' ve just been sitting and watching an educational film
and patiently listening to a lecture by Beatrice Vakh, earnestly hoarse,
will all of a sudden get up and go off into the forest, never to return.

And it will all be replete wth profound significance, the profound
significance that informs the novenents of conplicated nachinery, and it
will all be strange and, therefore, meaningless to us, at any rate for those
of us who still can't get used to |lack of meaning or accept it as the norm
He sensed the significance of each and every event, every phenonenon about
him that no batch of pups could nunber forty-two or forty-five and that the
trunk of that tree there was overgrowmn with red noss and no other, that the
sky was invisible along the path because of overhangi ng branches.

The vehi cl e shook. Stoyan was driving extrenely slowy and from sone
way of f Pepper could see a | eaning post and a sign with something witten on
it. The | egend had been washed out by rain and faded, it was a very old
notice on a very old, dirty-gray board, pinned to the pole with two huge
rusty nails. "Here, two vyears ago, pathfinder Gustave was tragically
drowned. Here his nmenorial wll be set wup." The landrover nade its way
around the pole, lurching fromside to side.

VWat ever got into you, Qustave, Pepper thought. How did you nanage to
drown here? You were a tough guy no doubt, vyour head was shaved, your jaw
was bristly and square, a gold tooth, tattooed from top to toe, your arms
hung bel ow your knees, you'd a finger mssing on the right, bitten off in a
drunken brawl. It wasn't your heart that sent you off to becone a
pat hfi nder, things just panned out that way, you served your tine up on the
cliff where the Directorate stands now and there was nowhere for you to run
to except the forest. And you wote no articles in the forest, you never
even gave thema thought, you thought about other articles witten before
that and ainmed at you. And you built a strategic road, l|aid concrete slabs
and chopped down the forest far away on both sides so that eight-engined
bonbers could Iland here if need be. Could the forest put up with that? It

drowned you in a dry place, but they'll put a nonument up to you in ten
years tine and maybe give your nanme to sone cafe. The cafe wll be called
"Qustave's" and driver Acey will drink yogurt there and stroke the runpled

girls fromthe |local choir.

Apparently Acey had two convictions, neither, for some reason, for what
m ght be expected. The first tine he'd landed up in a I|abor colony for
stealing stationery from sone concern, and the second time for offenses
agai nst the passport regulations. Stoyan there was clean. Doesn't drink
yogurt, nothing. He loves Alevtina tenderly and purely, whom nobody ever
loved tenderly and purely. When article nunber twenty canme out, he would
offer Alevtina his heart and hand and would be turned down, his articles
not wi t hst andi ng, hi s br oad shoul der s and beauti f ul Roman nose
notw t hstandi ng, for Alevtina couldn't stand anybody fastidi ous, suspecting
in him(not without reason) a rake of such refinement as to be beyond her
conprehension. Stoyan lives in the forest whither, unlike Gustave, he cane
voluntarily. He never conplains about anything although for him the forest
is just a vast pile of material for articles, guaranteeing him against



treatnent. .

One m ght marvel endlessly at the fact that there were people able to
get used to the forest, and yet such people were the overwhelmng majority.
At first they were attracted by the forest as a romantic or |lucrative
| ocation, or a place where control was not over-strict, or a place of
refuge. Then they got a bit afraid of it, and then they nmade the di scovery
that "it's just the same nmess here as everywhere else,” and that reconcil ed
themto the strangeness of the forest, but nobody intended to live out his
old age here. Quentin now, as runor had it, only lived here because he
feared to |eave Rita unguarded, and Rita refused to go away fromthe forest

at any price, though she never told anybody why. . . . There, |I've got
around to Rita. . . . Rita can go off into the forest and not conme back for
weeks. Rita bathes in forest lakes. Rita breaks all the rules and nobody

dares to criticize. Rita wites no articles. Rita doesn't wite anything,
even letters. It's common know edge that Quentin cries of a night and goes
off to sleep with the canteen assistant if she's not busy with sonebody el se

it's all over the biostation. . .. Good god, they light up the club
plug in the record-player, drink yogurt; they drink a vast anount of yogurt
and in the noonlight they hurl the bottles into the |ake and see who gets
the farthest. They dance, play forfeits and spin the bottle, cards and
billiards, they swap wonen, and by day in their |aboratories they pour the
forest fromone test tube to another, study the forest under a m croscope,
reckon it up on adding machines, while the forest stands all around them
| ooms above them grows up through their bedroons and in the stifling hours
before the thunderstorm wandering trees conme crowding up to their w ndows,
and they also, no doubt wonder what these people are, why they're here and
why they exist at all.

A good thing I'm getting out of here, he thought. |I've been here,
under st ood not hing, found nothing | wanted to find, but I know now that
never will understand anything, that there is a time for everything. There's

nothing in comon between the forest and ne, the forest is no nearer to ne
than the Directorate is. Anyway, at least |'mnot staying here to be covered
in shame. |I'mgoing away, | shall work and wait. | shall hope for the tine
to conme when.

The biostation yard was enpty. There was no sign of the truck, and
there was no line at the pay-out wi ndow. Al there was was Pepper's suitcase
standing on the porch that barred his way, his gray raincoat hung on the
verandah rail. Pepper got out of the Ilandrover and |ooked around in
perplexity. Acey, arm in armwth Quentin was already heading for the
canteen, which gave out a clink of cutlery and a snell of burning. Stoyan
said: "Let's go and have supper, Peppy," and drove the vehicle into the
garage. Pepper, to his horror, suddenly realized what all this nmeant: a
howl i ng record-pl ayer, senseless chatter, yogurt, another little glass, eh?
And the sanme every evening, on and on for evening after.

The pay-window rattled and an angry cashier stuck his head out:
"\Where' ve you been, Pepper? How |long haye | got to wait? Get over here and
sign up."

Pepper approached the wi ndow on stiffened legs. "Right here--1'"I1 put
the total in," the cashier said. "No, no, not there, here. Why're your hands
shaki ng? Here you are.”

He began counting out notes.

"But where are the rest? asked Pepper

"Don't rush. . . . The rest are in the envel ope here."
“"No, | nean. "
"What you nmean doesn't affect anybody. 1--canf change the procedure

just for you. There's your salary, have you got it?"
"I wanted to find out. "
"I'" m aski ng you, have you received your salary? Yes or no?"
"Yes."
"Thank the Lord. Now your bonus. Have you received that?"



"Yes."

"That's it then. Allow ne to shake your hand. I'min a hurry. | have to
be at the Directorate by seven."

"I only wanted to ask," said Pepper hurriedly, "where all the rest of
the people . . . Kim the truck . . . they did promse to take ne ... to the
Mai nl and. "

"Can't do it to the Mainland, | have to be at the Directorate. Excuse
me, |'mshutting the w ndow now.

"I won't take up rmuch room" said Pepper

"That's not the point. You're not a «child, you must realize, I'm a
cashier. | have payrolls--what if anything happens to thenf? Take your el bow

away. "

Pepper took his elbow away and the w ndow slanmed down. Through the
murky thunb-printed gl ass, Pepper could nake out the cashier collecting up
his payrolls, screwing themup any how and stuffing theminto his briefcase;
then the office door opened, two nassive guards cane in and bound the
cashier's hands, throwi ng a noose about his neck; one of themled the
cashier off on the rope while the other took the briefcase and gazed around
the room catching sight of Pepper as he did so. For a while they stared at
one anot her through the dirty glass, then very slowy and carefully, as if
fearing to scare soneone, the guard placed the briefcase on the chair and,
wi thout taking his eyes from Pepper, reached out for the rifle that was
| eani ng agai nst the wall. Pepper waited, cold and incredul ous, as the guard
took up the rifle, stunbled and went out, shutting the door behind him The
i ght was extingui shed.

Pepper then fell back fromthe window, ran on tiptoe to his suitcase
seized it and fled, anywhere, as far as mght be fromthis place. He took
cover behind the garage and watched the guard cone out onto the porch
holding his rifle at the port, a glance left and right, then underfoot; he
t ook Pepper's raincoat, weighed it in his hand, rummaged in the pockets and
after another gl ance around, went off into the house. Pepper sat down on his
suitcase. It was chilly and night was falling. Pepper sat pointlessly
staring at the lighted w ndows, whitened for half their height. Beyond the
wi ndow shadows noved; on the roof the latticed vane of the radar silently
rotated. Crockery rattled, night creatures called in the forest. Then
somewhere a searchlight flashed out a blue beamand into it frombehind the
corner of the building rolled a shovel truck, runbling and |eaping on the
rutted road; followed by the searchlight, it reached the gates. In the scoop
sat the guard with the rifle. He was snoking, nuffled up against the wind; a
thick fleecy rope was wapped around his left wist and |l ed off through the
hal f - opened wi ndow of the driver's cab

The truck drove off and the searchlight went out. Across the vyard,
scraping his gigantic boots, passed the second guard, a menaci ng shadow w th
arifle under his arnmpit. Every now and again he bent down and prodded the
earth, looking for footprints, seenmingly. Pepper pressed his sodden back to
the wall and, notionless, followed himw th his eyes.

There cane a terrible drawn-out cry fromthe forest. Somewhere doors
slammed. A light went on on the first floor, someone said loudly: "Not half
stuffy in your place." Sonething round and shining dropped into the grass
and rolled to Pepper's feet. Pepper froze into stillness once nore, than
realized it was a yogurt bottle.

On foot, thought Pepper. It'll have to be on foot. Twelve niles through
the forest. Through the forest, that was bad. Now the forest would see a
pitiful trenmbling man, danp with fear and fatigue, dead under the weight of
his suitcase, yet for sonme reason clinging ontoit. I'll be trailing along
and the forest will hoot and yell at nme from both sides.

The guard had reappeared in the courtyard. He was not al one. Al ongside
cane sonething else, breathing heavily and snorting, huge and four-footed.
They halted in the mddle of the yard and Pepper could hear the guard
muttering: "Grab that, goon. . . . Don't eat the thing, then .... It's not



sausage, it's a raincoat, snell it then. . . . Wll? Cherchez when you're
told. . . ." The four-footed one whined and squealed. "Gaw" said the
exasperated guard. "Hunting fleas is your job. . . . Get on there!" They
nmelted into the darkness. Heels clacked al ong the porch, a door shut.

Just then sonething cold and noi st knocked agai nst Pepper's cheek. He
shuddered and alnost fell. 1t was an enornmous wolfhound. It whined very
quietly, ogave a heavy sigh, and laid its heavy head on Pepper's knees.
Pepper stroked it behind the ears. The wol f hound yawned and seemed about to
shift itself around to get confortable when the record-player thundered out
fromthe first floor. The wol fhound silently started up and bounded off.

The record-player raged on, for mles around nothing el se existed. And
then, just like in an adventure film the gates were suddenly bathed in blue
light and silently opened wide, and an enornous truck slid into the yard
like a vast ship lit up with constellations of signal lanps. It stopped and
dipped its headlights, which died slowmly as if some forest nonster were
giving up the ghost. Driver Voldemar thrust his head out of the w ndow and
started shouting sonething, nouth wi de, and kept it up, straining away, his
eyes fierce, then spat and dived back into the cab, cane out again and
chal ked "Pepper!!!" on his door upside down. At this, Pepper realized the
truck had cone for him seized hold of his suitcase and ran across the yard,
fearing to | ook back, fearful of hearing shots behind him He made hard work
of scranbling up the two steps into a cab the size of a room and while he
got his suitcase settled, then hinself a dug-out cigarette, Vol demar kept
tal king, purple in the face, his voice straining, gesticulating and pushing
Pepper's shoulder with the palmof his hand. Only when the record-player
stopped suddenly did Pepper at |ast hear his voice: Voldemar wasn't saying
anything in particular, he was just swearing violently.

The truck had not succeeded in passing the gates, when Pepper fel
asleep, as if someone had pl aced an ether nask over his face.

Chapter Seven

The vill age was very strange. \Wen they energed fromthe forest and saw
it belowin the dip, the silence stunned them It was so quiet that their
joy was dampened. The village was triangular in shape and the sizeable
clearing on which it stood was sinmlarly three-sided--a w de clay outcrop
wi t hout a single bush or blade of grass, as if it had been burned off and
t hen stanmped down, conpletely black and sheltered fromthe sky by the
interlacing tops of mghty trees.

"I don't like this village," announced Nava. "It'Il likely be hard to
beg a bite to eat there. They're not likely to have food if they haven't
even got fields, just bare clay. They're likely hunters, trapping and eating
ani mal s, makes you sick to think. "

"Perhaps we've landed up at Funny Village?" inquired Kandid. "Perhaps
it's day dearing?"

"How can it be Funny Village? Funny Village is just an ordinary
village, like our village only funny folk Iive there. But here, the quiet
and nobody to be seen, no kids, they might be in bed, mind. . . . And why's
t here nobody about, Dummy? Let's not go into that village, | don't like it
at all. "

The sun was setting, and the village bel ow was sinking into shadow. It
had the air of being very enpty but not deserted, not abandoned, sinply
enpty, unreal, as if it were not a village at all but some sort of stage
scenery. Yes, thought Kandid, probably we shouldn't go there, only ny feet
are hurting and I'd give a lot for a roof over ny head. And sonething to

eat. And the night's coming on. ... W' ve been wandering around the forest
all day, even Nava's weary, hanging on to ny arm not letting go. "Al
right," he said hesitantly, "let's not go."

"Not go, not go," said Nava, "just when | want to eat? How | ong can

| ast without eating? |I've had nothing since norning . . . and your robbers .



that made me mighty hungry. No, let's go down there, have a bite and if
we don't like it, we'll leave straight away. The night's going to be warm
no rain . . . let's go, what're you standing there for?"

As soon as they reached the edge of the village someone called them
Al ongside the first house, on the gray earth sat a gray man, practically
naked. It was hard to pick himout in the twlight, he alnost nmerged with
the earth and Kandid was only able to nmake out his silhouette against the
background of a whitewashed wall.

"Where are you goi ng?" asked the man in a feeble voice.

"We're going to spend the night here and in the nmorning we have to go
to New Village. W've lost our way, we ran away from sone robbers and | ost
t he way."

"You cane here vyourselves, then?" said the man weakly. "You' ve done
wel | then, good people. .. . You cone in, cone in, there's lots of work to
be done and hardly any people left now . . ." He could hardly bring the
words out, as if he were nodding off. "And the work must be done, it's just
got to be, got to be. . . ." "WII| you give us something to eat?" asked
Kandi d. "Just now we've got " The man spoke some words that struck
Kandid as famliar, except that he knew he'd never heard them before. "It's
good that a boy's conme, because a boy . . ." He started talking strange
i nconpr ehensi bl e words agai n.

Nava tugged at Kandid, but he tore his armaway in annoyance."l can't
understand you," he said to the man, trying to get a better look at him at
| east. "Just tell ne whether you' ve got food by you or not."

"Now if there were three. " said the man.

Nava dragged Kandid off to one side by main force.

"I's he ill?" said Kandid angrily. "Did you understand what he was
sayi ng?"

"What are vyou talking to himfor?" whispered Nava. "He hasn't got a
face! How can you talk to himif he hasn't got a face?"

"How d' you nmean 'no face'?" Kandid | ooked around in amazenent. The man
was not to be seen;

either he'd gone or had nelted into the shadows.

"He's like a deadling," she said. "Only he's not, he's got a snell, but
for all that, he's like a deadling. . . . Let's go to sone other house, but
we won't get anything to eat here, don't think you will."

She hauled him off to the next house and they glanced inside.
Everything in the house was odd, no beds, no snell of habitation, inside it
was enpty, dark, unpleasant. Nava sniffed the air.

"There's never been any food here," she said, repelled. "You' ve brought
me to some stupid village, Dunmy. \Wat shall we do here? Inny life 1've
never seen villages like this. There's no children shouting and there's
nobody in the street."

They wal ked on. Beneath their feet lay a cool fine dust; their very
steps were soundl ess and there were none of the usual evening hootings and
gurgling fromthe forest.

*'He spoke in a funny way," said Kandid. "I've been thinking, 1've
heard that talk somewhere before . . . but when and where | don't renenber.

"I don't renenber either," said Nava, after a pause, "but it's true.
Dumy, |'ve heard words like that, naybe in a dream naybe in our village,
not the one where you and I |ive now, but the other one where | was born
only then that would have been a very long tine ago, because | was stil
very little, |1've forgotten everything since, just now it was as if
renenbered, but | just can't remenber properly."

In the next house they sawa man lying flat on the floor by the
entrance, asleep. Kandid bent down and shook himby the shoulder, but the
man did not wake up. H's skin was noist and cold |ike an anphi bi an, he was
flabby, soft, and |acked muscle alnost entirely. His lips in the
sem - dar kness seened bl ack and had an oily gl eam



"He's asleep,"” said Kandid, turning to Nava. "Wuat d'you nean asl eep
when he's | ooking at us?" said Nava.

Kandi d bent over the nman again and it now seened that he was watching
t hem t hr ough barel y-open eyes. The inpression |lasted only briefly. "No, no,
he's asleep all right," said Kandid. "Let's go."

Unusual |y for her, Nava said nothing. They nade their way to the center
of the village, glancing into every house, and in every house they saw
sl eepers. Al the sleepers were plunp, fleshy men. There wasn't a single
worman or child. Nava was now conpletely silent and Kandid also felt uneasy.
The bellies of the sleepers runbled heavily. They didn't wake up, but al nost
every time that Kandid | ooked back at them as he passed out into the street
it seemed that they were following himw th quick cautious gl ances.

By now it had got dark and scraps of sky made ashen by the noon peeped
t hrough between the branches; to Kandid it once nore seenmed weirdly like the
backdrop in a good theater. He felt weary to the wultimate degree, to
conplete and wutter indifference. Just now he wanted only one thing; to lie
down sonewhere wunder a roof (in case sone nocturnal horror fell on him
asleep), let it be on a hard stanped floor, but better anyhow in an enpty
house, not with these suspicious sleepers. Nava was now literally hanging on
his arm "Don't you be afraid,"” said Kandid, "there's absolutely nothing to
be afraid of here.” "Wat d you say?" she asked sleepily. "I said: don't be
afraid, they're all half dead here, | could turf themout with one hand."

"I"'mnot afraid of anybody," said Nava angrily, "I'm tired out and |
want to go to sleep, if you can't give nme anything to eat. You keep going on
from house to house, house to house. I'm fed up, it's the sane in every
house anyway, all the people are |ying down resting, and you and ne are the
only ones wandering about. "

Kandid then nade wup his mind and entered the first house he cane
across. It was pitch black inside. Kandid pricked his ears trying to
det ermi ne whet her anyone was inside or not, but all he could hear was the
snuf fling of Nava who had her forehead buried in his side. He found the wall
by groping and scrabbled about on the floor to see if it was wet; he lay
down pl aci ng Nava's head on his stomach. She was al ready asl eep. He hoped to
hi nsel f he had done the right thing, there was sonmething wong about this

place . . . still, just one night . . . then ask the way . .. they won't
sleep in the daytinme ... at worst into the swanp, the robbers had gone

and if they hadn't. . . how were the lads in New Village? . . . Surely not
the day after tonorrow again? .... Not at all, tonorrow. . . tonorrow.

He was awakened by a |I|ight and thought it was the nmoon. Inside the
house it was dark, the lilac light was coming in by the door and it struck
him as interesting that this light could enter by both the door and the
wi ndow in the opposite wall, then he renmenbered he was in the forest and

this could be no real noon; he at once forgot all this as the sil houette of
a man appeared in the strip of light falling fromthe window The nman was
standing in the house with his back to Kandid, gazing out of the w ndow, and
it was obvious by his silhouette that he was standing with his arnms behind
hi s back and head bowed. The forest inhabitants never stood like that--there
was sinply no reason for them to do so--but Karl Etinghof used to like to
stand |i ke that by the | aboratory w ndow during the rain and fog season when
there was no work to do, and the clear realization came to himthat this was
Karl Etinghof, who had gone absent fromthe biostation one day and had not
returned fromthe forest. He had been posted as missing wthout trace.

Kandi d gave a gasp of ex citenent and cried "Karl!" As Karl slowy turned,
the lilac light fell across his face and Kandid saw that it was not Karl but
some unknown | ocal inhabitant; he came noiselessly up to Kandid and bent
over him hands still behind his back, so that his face becane clearly

vi sible--an enmaciated, beardl ess face, indeed quite wunlike Karl's face. He
straightened up wthout a word, seeming not to see Kandid, and nmade for the
door, stooping as before, and when he was stepping across the threshold



Kandid realized that it was Karl after all, leaped to his feet and ran after
hi m

Beyond the entrance he halted and | ooked up and down the street, trying
to suppress a nervous trenor that had suddenly taken hold of him It was now
very bright outside from the lumnous Ililac cloud hanging |ow over the
village and all the houses seened two-di nensional and nore than ever unreal
while at an angle on the other side of the street rose a long outlandish
structure unlike any normal forest building. Near to it figures were noving.
The man resenbling Karl was heading along for the building; when he reached
the cromd he mnmingled with it and vanished as if he had never been. Kandid
al so wanted to get to the building but his legs felt |ike cotton wool and he

couldn't nove. He was astonished that he <could still stand up. Afraid he
woul d fall, he looked for something to support him there was nothing but
enptiness all around. "Karl," he nmunbled, swaying, "Karl, cone back!" He

repeated the words several tines, finally shouting aloud in despair; no one
heard him for at that very nonment a much |ouder cry rang out, piteous and
wild, a frank sob of pain that rang in his ears and forced tears to his
eyes; for sone reason he realized at once that the cry cane fromthat |ong
structure, perhaps because there was nowhere else it could be.

"Where's Nava?" he began to shout. "My girl, where are you?" He
realized that he would | ose her now, that the nonent had cone for him to
| ose everything that was close to him all that linked him to life, and he
woul d be alone. He turned to rush into the house and saw Nava, slowy
falling backward. He caught and lifted her w thout understanding what had
happened to her. Her head was thrown back and her open throat was in front
of his eyes; where everybody has a holl ow between their collarbones, Nava
had two and he woul d never see them again. The scream ng sob had not stopped
and he knew that he had to go where it was. He was only too well aware what
a feat this would be, dragging her over there, but he also knew that they
woul d sinply consider it normal procedure, because they didn't understand
what it neant to hold a wife in your arnms, warmand unique and carry her
yourself to a place of weeping.

The cry broke off. Kandid saw that he was standing right in front of
the buil ding before the square black door, and strove to understand what he
was doing there with Nava in his arns. He did not succeed, for out of the
square black door cane two wonen and Karl, all three displeased and
frowning, and halted in conversation. He saw their |ips noving and guessed
they were arguing irritably but the words he could not understand, just once
he caught the half-fanmliar word "chiasmus." Then one of the wonen, without
interrupting the conversation, turned to the crowm and gestured as if
inviting all of theminto the building. Kandid said, "R ght away, right
away, " and hugged Nava to himnore tightly than ever. Once again the |oud
cry rang out and everybody began shuffling about, the fat people began to
enbrace one another, hug one another close, stroke and caress each other
their eyes were dry and their lips tightly closed, neverthel ess they were
crying and shouting, taking farewell of each other, for it turned out they
were nmen and wonen and the nen were sayi ng good-bye to the wonmen forever. No
one wanted to go first, so Kandid went up first, since he was a brave man,
since he knew he had to and since he knew that there was no help for himin
any case. Karl, however, glanced at himand notioned himaside with a barely
percepti bl e shake of the head, and Kandid felt wutterly weird because it
wasn't Karl after all, but he wunderstood and retreated, knocking into soft
and slippery bodies with his back. And when Karl gave

anot her shake of the head, he turned, slung Nava over his shoul der and
ran on rubbery legs along the bright, enpty village street as if in a dream
there was no sound of pursuit.

He canme to hinself as he collided with a tree. Nava shrieked and he
| owered her to the ground. There was grass underfoot.

From here the whole village could be surveyed. A fog of lilac
| um nescence hung in a cone over the village, and the houses | ooked bl urred



as the figures of the people seened blurred.

"For some reason | can't renmenber anything," said Nava, "why are we
here? W went to bed. O am | drean ng?"

Kandid lifted her and carried her farther and farther crashing through
bushes, tripping over grass, until all around becane conpletely dark. He
pushed on a little farther yet, set Nava down once nore and sat down beside
her. Around themgrew tall warm grass, keeping the danp out; never had
Kandi d chanced upon such a dry, warm blissful place since he had been in
the forest. He had a headache and drowsiness Kkept comng on; he felt no
desire to think at all, there was just this feeling of huge relief that he
had been about to do something terrible and had not done it.

"Dummy, " said Nava dream |y, "you know. Dummy, |'ve renenbered where
heard talk Iike that before. You used to talk Ilike that, Dumy, when you
hadn't recovered your wits. Listen, Dummy, rmaybe you' ve just forgotten. You
were very sick then, Dummy, |ost your wits altogether. "

"G to sleep," said Kandid. He didn't want to think. Not about
anyt hi ng. Chiasnus, he recalled and fell asleep at once. Not quite at once.
He recalled suddenly that it wasn't Karl that had gone missing; that was
Valentine, it was Valentine's nane that had been posted up in orders, Karl
had perished in the forest and they had put his body, discovered by
accident, in a lead coffin and shipped it to the Minland. But he thought he
m ght be dreaming all that.

VWhen he opened his eyes, Nava was still asleep. She was |ying on her
stomach in the holl ow between two roots, her face buried in the crook of her
left armwith her right flung out to one side; Kandid saw a thin shining
object in her dirty, half-open fist. At first he didn't realize what it was,
and he was occupied with the sudden menory of the strange hal f-dream of the
night, his fear, and the relief he felt at something terrible which had not
happened. It then occurred to himwhat the object actually was, even its
nane swaminto his menory. It was a scalpel. He waited a while, testing the
shape of the object with the sound of the word, realizing at the back of his
mnd that it was correct, but inpossible, because a scalpel by its name and
shape was nonstrously incongruous in this world. He roused Nava.

Nava awoke and, sitting up, began to talk at once.

"What a dry place, | never in all ny life thought there were dry pl aces
like this, look how high the grass grows, eh, Dummy?" She becane quiet and
brought the scalpel in her fist close to her eyes. She gazed at it for a
second, then squealed and flung it, shuddering, fromher. She leapt to her
feet. The scal pel sliced into the grass and stood quivering. They |ooked at
it and both were terrified.

"What is it, Dunmy?" whispered Nava at last, "what a horrible thing ..
isit a thing? Maybe it's a plant? Look, it's all dry around here--maybe it
grew here?"

"Why -horrible' ?" asked Kandi d.

"Why ever not?" said Nava. "You pick it up ... you try, try, go on ..
then you' Il know why it's horrible. |I don't know, myself, why it's horrible.

Kandid picked up the scalpel. It was still warm but the sharp point
struck cold. Passing a cautious finger along it, he found where it changed
fromwarmto cold.

"Where did you pick it up?" asked Kandid.

"I didn't pick it up anywhere," said Nava. "It Ilikely crawmled into ny
hand by itself, while |l was asleep. See howcold it is? It likely wanted to
get warmand craw ed into ny hand. |'ve never seen anything like it,

I don't know what to call it. Likely it's not a plant, it's sonme kind
of beastie, maybe he's got |egs just tucked themup, only so hard and nasty
. maybe we're asleep, Dumy, you and |?" She faltered all of a sudden
and | ooked at Kandid. "Were we in the village tonight? Surely we were, there
was a man without a face as well, and he kept thinking I was--a boy. . . .
And we hunted for somewhere to sleep . . . yes, and then | woke up, you had



gone and | started feeling about with ny hands. That's when it craw ed into
nmy hand!" she said, "but it's surprising, Dunmy, | wasn't at all frightened
of it then, just the opposite even ... | even wanted it for somnething.

"It was all a dream " said Kandid decisively. The hair had risen on his
scal p. He renenbered all the events of the night. And Karl. And how he had
shaken his head just slightly; run while you can. And that when he was
alive, Karl had been a surgeon

"Why don't you say anything, Dumy?" asked Nava, gazing anxiously at
his face. "Were are you | ooki ng?"

Kandi d pushed her away. "It was a dream" he repeated harshly, "forget
it. Better hunt up sonething to eat, and I'Il bury this thing."

"What did | need it for, don't you know?" asked Nava. "I had to do
something. . . ." She shook her head. "I don't |Iike dreams |Iike that,
Dumy," she said, "you can't remenber a thing. You bury it deep otherw se
it'll get out and crawl into the village and frighten sonebody. Good idea to
put a stone on top, a pretty heavy one, too. . . . Wll, you bury it and
"Il go and look for food." She sniffed the air. "There's berries somewhere
near here. | never did, berries in such a dry place?"

She ran off lightly and noi sel essly over the grass and was soon lost to
vi ew beyond the trees. Kandid remmined seated, holding the scalpel in his
palm He didn't bury it. He wiped the blade with a handful of grass and
tucked it in his blouse. Now he recalled everything and could understand
nothing. It was a kind of strange and terrible dream and owing to sone
oversight, the scalpel had fallen out of it. What a pity, he thought, today
nmy head's clearer than it's ever been and all the sane | can't understand a
thing. That neans | never wll.

Nava qui ckly returned and dug out from her bosoma pile of berries and
several sizeable fungi

"There's a path over there, Dummy," she said. "Let's not go back to
that village, you and I, why should we, let it ... let's you and | go by the
path, we're bound to get somewhere. W can ask there the way to New Village
and everything'll be all right. It's just amazing how much I want now to get
to New Village, never before wanted to so nuch. Let's not go back to that
nasty village, | didn't like it there, you know if we hadn't got away from
there, something awful would have happened. If you want to know, we
shoul dn't have conme here, those robbers did shout at you not to go or you
were done for, but of course you never listen to anybody. . . . Because of
you we nearly got into trouble. . . . Wiy don't you eat? The mushroons are
filling and the berries are nice, rub themin your palmand make theminto
crunbs, you're like a kid today. | renenber now, mam used to tell me the
best rmushroons grow where it's dry, but | didn't know what dry neant, mam
used to say that there were lots of dry places before, Iike on a good road,
that's why she understood and | didn't. . . ."

Kandid tried a mushroom and ate it. They really were good, and so were
the berries; he felt his strength com ng back. He still didn't know what to
do next, however. He wasn't keen to go back to the village. He tried to
visualize the locality as Hopal ong had drawn it on the ground with a stick
and recall ed that Hopal ong used to speak of a road to the City, a road which
shoul d run through these parts. "It's a very good road," Hopal ong woul d say
regretfully, "the nost direct road to the City, only we can't get there
across the quagnire, that's the trouble.” He lied. The |ane one lied. He had
gone across the quagmre and had been in the City probably, but for sone
reason he lied. But perhaps Nava's path was that self-sane road? It had to
be risked. But first they had to go back, back to the village. .

"W'll have to go back all the sane, Nava," he said, after they had
eat en.

"Where to? Back to that nasty village?" Nava was upset. "Now why do you
say that to me, Dumy? What's there left to see in that village? That's what
| can't |ike about you, Dumy, there's no making any arrangenents with you.



We' d al ready decided that we wouldn't go back to that village, and
found the path for you, now you start saying we've got to go back...."

"We have to," he answered, "I don't want to either, Nava, but we have
to. What if they can tell us there the quickest way to get to the Cty?"

"Why to the Cty? | don't want to go to the City, | want to go to New
Village!"

"W're going straight to the Cty," said Kandid, "I can't stand any
nore of this."

"Well, all right," said Nava, "all right, let's go to the City, even
better, what's left to be seen in New Village? Let's go to the City,
agree, I'malways in agreenent with you, only don't let's go back to that
village. You think what you like, Dumy, but for nmy part, I'd never return
to that village. "

"It's the sane with ne," he said, "but it's got to be done. Don't be
angry, Nava, | really don't want to.. "

"I'f you don't want to, why go?" He didn't want to and couldn't explain
to her why. He rose and without |ooking back, went in the direction of the
village, through the warm dry grass, past the warm dry tree trunks,
squinting from the warm sun of which there was unusually nuch hereabouts,
heading toward a horror from which all his nmuscles were still painfully
strained, toward a strange and quiet hope that broke through the horror
like a blade of grass through asphalt.

Nava caught him up and wal ked al ongsi de. She was angry and was even
silent for some tinme, but couldn't keep it up

"Just don't think that 1'mgoing to talk to those people, you can talk
to them vyou're going there, you talk to them | don't |ike having anything
to do with a nman if he hasn't got a face, | don't like that. Expect no good
froma man like that, if he can't tell a boy fromagirl. . . . M head's
been achi ng since norning, and now | know why. |, "

They canme on the village unexpectedly. Apparently, Kandi d had veered
off the true direction and the village now opened out anbng the trees on the
right. Everything was altered, though. Kandid didn't at first realize what
had happened. Then he did; the village had drowned.

The triangular clearing was awash wth black water, and water was
entering before their eyes, filling the <clay dip, drowning the houses,
silently eddying along the streets. Kandid stood and watched hel pl essly as
wi ndows di sappeared under the water and waterl ogged walls crunbl ed and sank,
roofs caved in and nobody ran out of the houses, nobody attenpted to reach
the shore, not a single person appeared on the surface of the water. Perhaps
there were no people there, perhaps they'd left that night, but he felt
it-wasn't as sinple as that. It's not a village, he thought, it's a nodel
it stood forgotten and dusty and then sonebody got curious as to what would
happen if it were covered with water. 1t mght be interesting? ... So they
didit. But it wasn't interesting.

Gently caving in, the roof of a snDoth building slid into the water. A
light breath seemed to float over the water, waves fled over the even
surface and all was over. Before Kandid lay an ordinary triangular |ake, for
the noment quite shallow and lifeless. Later it would deepen into a gulf,
fish woul d appear, for us to catch, prepare, and place in formalin.

"l know what this is called,"” said Nava. Her voice was so calm that
Kandi d gl anced at her. She really was absolutely calm even, it seened,
pl eased. "It's called the Accession," she said, "that's why they had no
faces and | didn't understand strai ght away. Likely they wanted to live in
the I ake. They wused to tell me that the people who lived in the houses can

stay and live in the |lake, there'|ll be a | ake here now for al ways, those who
don't want to can | eave. Take me for exanmple, | would |eave, though maybe it
would be better living in the |ake. But that nobody knows. . . . Maybe we
coul d bat he here?" she suggested.

"No," said Kandid, "I don't want to bathe here. Let's get on to your

pat h. Cone on."



I"ve just got to get out of here, he thought, unless | want to be like
that machine in the maze. . . . W all stood around and | aughed as it busily
probed and searched and sniffed . . . then we filled a small trough in its
path wth water and it pani cked touchingly but only for a nonment, then its
busy antennae got going again, buzzing and sniffing, not know ng that we
were observing it, and in general we couldn't have cared less that it
didn't, though it was that which was the nost terrible thing of all. If it
was terrible at all, he thought. Necessity can't be either terrible or kind.
Necessity is necessary, and anything else about it we imagi ne ourselves, or
machines in nazes, if they can imagine. |It's just that when we nmake a
m st ake, necessity grips us by the throat and we start crying and
conplaining how cruel and terrible it is, and it's just exactly what it

is--it's us who are stupid or blind. | can even philosophize today, he
t hought. Probably from the lack of humdity. That's all | need, | can
phi | osophi ze.

"There it is, your path," said Nava angrily, "come on, if you please."

Angry, he thought. Wn't let nme bathe, | <can't talk, it's dry
everywhere, nasty . . . never mind, |let her be angry, she's quiet, and thank
God for that. Wiwo walks these paths? Surely they can't be wal ked often
enough to keep the grass down? It's an odd path all right, it is as if it

were dug out, not tranpled down. .

The path led at first through confortable dry places, but after sone
time it descended steeply and becanme a vicious strip of black nud. The pure
forest ended, bogs appeared on all sides, npbss grew everywhere, it got danp
and stifling. Nava at once livened up. She felt much better here. She was
now t al ki ng continuously and soon the well-known ringing humtook over and
established itself in Kandid's head; he noved in a half-dream forgetting
all his philosophy, alnobst forgetting where he was going, giving hinself up
to chance thoughts, not even thoughts, fancies.

Hopal ong cones hobbling down the main street and tells everyone he
neets (and even if he nmeets nobody, he still puts it out), that Dumry has
gone of f, yes, and taken Nava with him to the City, likely he's gone to the
Reed- beds, good fish to trick there; just stick your finger in the
water--there you are, a fish. Only why should he, if you think about it.
Dumy doesn't eat fish, fool, although maybe he'll decide to catch a few for
Nava, Nava eats fish, there now he'll feed her up on fish. . . . But why did
he go on asking questions about the GCty? No-o0-0, he's not gone to the
Reed- beds, we can't expect hi mback soon

Toward himalong the nmain street cones Buster and tells everyone he
meets that Dummy now, used to go about trying to talk people into going to
the City, Buster, let's go day after tonmorrow to the City, and when | make
too much food so the old worman tells nme off, then off he goes without nme and
without food . . . on his own, yes, wool on yer nose, off he goes, no food,
give himone in the eye and put a stop to that, no going with food, and with
no food he'd be frightened to go, sit at hone, give himone. . . .

And Barnacl e stands next to the old man breakfasting at his house and
says to him you're eating again, and eating sonmebody else's again. Don't
think 1 begrudge it, I'mjust anazed how many pots of filling food can be
stowed away inside a skinny old man |ike you. You eat, he says, but you tel
me is there really only one of you in the village? Maybe there's really
three, or two at least? It's weird | ooking at you, eat, eat till you're ful
up, then explain that it's not right to.

Nava wal ked al ongsi de, hanging on to his armw th both of hers, talking
with a reckless air:

"And there was another man living in our village, who they called
Anger-Martyr, you wouldn't renmenber him you were wtless then, and this
Anger - Martyr was al ways annoyed at us and he used to ask: Wwy? Wy is it
light in the daytine and dark at night? Wiy is it beetles that get you drunk
but not ants? Wy are the deadlings interested in womren but not nmen? The
dead-lings stole two w ves fromhim one after the other. The first one was



before ny tine, but | renenber the second, he went about asking why, he
asked, did they steal ny wife and not ne? He deliberately wal ked whol e days
and nights in the forest, so's he could be picked up and find his w ves, or
one of themat |east, but of <course it didn't work, they don't want nen,
it's wonen they need, that's how they're made, and they're not going to
change their ways because of any Anger-Martyr. ... He used to ask us as well
why we had to work in the fields when there was nore than enough food in the
forest, just pour sone ferment on the ground then eat your fill. The el der
says to him don't work if you don't want to, nobody's grabbing your arm.

but he still went on: why, but why ... or he would go up to Buster, Wy
says he, is Upper Village grown over with mushroons and ours has nary a one?
At first Buster quietly explains: the Accession happened up there and not
here yet, that's all about it. But he goes on: Wy haven't we had the
Accession, Buster, after such a long tine? Wiat if it hasn't cone then asks
Buster, you miss it or something? Anger-Martyr won't |eave off, he wore
Buster out. Buster started shouting, all the village heard him he waved his
fists about and ran off to the elder to conplain, the elder got angry as
well and called the village together. They all set on Anger-Martyr to punish
him but they couldn't catch him ... He used to get onto the old man as
well an awful ot At first, the old nan stopped going to his house to eat
then he tried hiding fromhimbut eventually he couldn't stand it: Leave ne
al one, says he, the food won't go into ny nouth because of you, how should
know -why? The City knows why and that's all about it. Anger-Mrtyr went off
to the City and never cane back. .

Greeny-yellow blotches swam slowWy by to right and left, ripe
dope-toadstools puffed deeply and hurled out their spores in ginger
fountains; a wandering forest wasp tried to sting their eyes, pronpting a
hundr ed-yard dash to escape; nulti-colored water spiders clung to the Iianas
fussing about building their constructions; junping trees alighted and
hunched for another junp before, sensing the presence of people, they froze
and pretended to be ordinary trees--there was nothing for the eye to rest
on, nothing to record. And nothing to think about either, since to think of
Karl and | ast night and the drowned village neant delirium

"Anger-Martyr was a good man--it was he and Hopal ong found you beyond
t he Reed-beds. They went off toward the Anthills, but drifted over sonehow
to the Reed-beds and found you there and dragged you in, or rather
Anger-Martyr dragged you in, Hopalong just wal ked behind picking up the
things that fell out of you. . . . Ever such a lot of things he picked up
then, he said he got scared and threw themall away. No such thing ever grew
in our village, or could ever. Then Anger-Martyr took the clothes off you,
very strange clothes you had, nobody coul d understand where things |ike that
grew or how. . . . Then he cut themup and planted them thinking they'd
grow. But nothing ever grew for himnot even a shoot, and he started going
around again asking why, if you cut up and planted anybody's cl othes they
grew, but yours, Dummy, never even sprouted. ... He pestered you a lot, gave
you no peace, but you had no wits then, just nmuttered sonething or other
like that one with no face, and covered your face with your hand. O herw se
he'd never have left you alone. After that lots of men went over beyond the
Reed- beds- - Bust er, Hopal ong, even the elder went, hoping to find another one

like you. But they never did. . . . Then they brought me to you. Marry him
say they, while you can, get nmarried, you'll have a husband, he's a
stranger, so what? So are you, sort of. I"'ma stranger too. Dumy. This is

how it was: the deadlings had kidnapped nother and ne, it was a night
wi t hout noon. !

The terrain was again beginning to rise, but the humdity renained,
al t hough the forest did begin to thin out. The root-snags, decayed boughs,

and piles of rotting lianas had disappeared. The greenery had gone, al
around was yell ow and orange. The trees were now slender, and the swanp had
changed oddly--it was now level, wthout noss and wi thout nud-heaps. The

tangl ed web of undergrowth had di sappeared and visibility was good to |eft



and right. The grass on the verges was now softer and juicier, blade against
bl ade as if someone had specially selected and planted them

Nava halted in md-word, drew breath and said matter-of-factly gl ancing
around; "Where could you hide here? Looks |Iike nowhere to hide. "

"lIs someone com ng?" asked Kandid.

"A lot of soneones, and | don't know who. . . . It's not deadlings, but
best to hide anyway. W could stay in the open of course, they're pretty
cl ose anyway, and there's nowhere to hide. Let's get on the verge and have a

| ook. " She sniffed again. "Nasty sort of snell, not dangerous, but
better if it wasn't there. . . . You, Dumy, can't you snell it? It stinks
like over-rotted ferment--a pot of over-rotted fernment covered in nold right
in front of your nose. . . . There they are! Eh, little ones, they're al

right, you can chase them away, shoo! shoo!"

"Be quiet," said Kandid, taking a closer |ook.

At first he thought that white tortoises were crawling toward hi mal ong
the path. Then he realized that he'd never seen animals |like this before.
They resenbl ed enor nous opaque anpbebas or very young tree-slugs except that
the slugs had no pseudopodia and were a little larger. There were a | ot of
them They crawled along in single file, quite quickly, hurling forward
t heir pseudopodia neatly and flowi ng on into them

Soon they were quite near, white and shining; Kandid also sensed a
sharp, unfam liar snell and stepped fromthe path to the verge, draw ng Nava
after him The sl ug-anoebas craw ed on past them one after the other
payi ng themno attention whatever. There turned out to be twelve of themin
all. Nava kicked out at the twelfth and |ast, unable to restrain herself.
The slug neatly tucked in its behind and went on in hope. Nava was delighted
and wanted to rush forward and deliver another kick, but Kandid caught her
dress.

"They're so funny," said Nava, "and they crawl along the path just |ike

people walking . . . where are they going, | wonder? Likely, Dunmy, they're
off to that nasty village, they're fromthere likely, and they're going back
now knowi ng the Accession's happened there. They'll march around the water
and head back. Were will they go, poor things? Find another village?

Hey!" she shouted, "stop! your village has gone, there's only a |ake there
now "

"Be quiet," said Kandid. "Let's go. They don't understand your
| anguage, don't waste your breath."

They went on. After the slugs the path seenmed somewhat slippery. Met
and parted, mused Kandid. Met and went our separate ways. And | was the one
to step out of the way. I, not they. This circunmstance suddenly seened
extremely inportant to him They were small and defenseless, |'mbig and
strong, but | stepped off the path and let them through, and now I|I'm
t hi nki ng about them they've passed through and probably don't renenber ne
at all. Because they're at home in the forest and there's plenty of strange
sights in the forest. Just as in a house there are cockroaches, bedbugs,
woodl i ce, the odd brainless butterfly, or a fly banging against the glass.
Anyway they don't bang against the glass. Flies think they're flying

somewhere when they fly into the glass. | think [I'mwalking sonewhere, only
because I'm noving ny legs. . . . Probably | ook funny fromthe side and
as it were . . . pitiful ... piteable . . . which is correct.
"There'll be a | ake soon," said Nava. "Let's get on, | want to eat and

drink. Maybe you can catch sone fish for ne.
They put on speed. The reed-thickets began. Well, that's fine, thought
Kandid. I"'mjust like the fly. Am | like a man? He renenbered Karl and
renenbered that Karl wasn't like Karl. Very possible, he thought calny,
very possibly I'mnot the man who crashed his helicopter how many years ago.
Only in that case why do | bang against the glass. After all, Karl, when
t hat happened to him didn't bang against the glass. It'll be strange when
get out to the biostation and they see ne. A good thing | thought of that.
|'ve got to think good and hard about that. Good thing there's still lots of



tine and | won't reach the biostation all that soon...

The path forked. One armobviously led to the |lake, the other turned
of f sharply to one side

"W won't go that way," said Nava, "it leads up and | want a drink."

The path becane narrower and narrower, and eventually turned into a rut
and petered out in the undergrowth. Nava halted.

"You know. Dummy," she said, "let's not go to this |ake. There's
something | don't |ike about this lake, there's sonething not right about
it. I don't even think it is a lake, there's a lot of something there apart
fromthe water. "

"But there is water there?" asked Kandid. "You wanted a drink, |
woul dn't mind either. "

"There is water," said Nava reluctantly, "but it's warm bad water,
unclean. . . . You know what, Dunmy, you stay here. You meke too nuch noise
when you walk, | can't hear a thing, you stay and wait for me, I'll cal
you. I"Il call like a hopper. You know what a hopper sounds like? Well, 1'1]
call like that. You stand here, or better still, sit down. "

She dived into the reeds and disappeared. Kandid then turned his
attention to the deep, cushioned silence that reigned here. There were no
i nsects droning, no sighings and suckings fromthe swanp, no cries of forest
creatures, the danp hot air was still. This wasn't the dry silence of the
nasty village; there it was quiet |ike behind a theater curtain at night.
Here it was |ike being under water.

Kandi d cautiously squatted on his haunches, pulled off sone blades of
grass. He pulled up a clunp of grass, rubbed it between his fingers and
unexpectedly realized that the earth here should be edi bl e and began eati ng.
The turf effectively conbatted hunger and thirst, it was cool and salty to
the taste. Cheese, thought Kandid, yes, cheese ... what was cheese? Sw ss
cheese, processed cheese, sweating cheese . . . what was cheese? Nava
noi sel essly ducked out of the reeds. She squatted beside himand started
eating, rapidly and neatly. Her eyes were round.

"It's a good thing we've eaten here," she said finally. "Do you want to
see what sort of a lake it is? | want to see it again but on ny own |I'm
scared. It's the |ake Hopal ong keeps talking about, only I thought he was
making it up or he dreanmed it, but it looks like it's true, if |'m not
dream ng, that is. .

"Let's take a look," said Kandid. The |ake was about fifty yards in.
Kandid and Nava came down the boggy bank and parted the reeds. Above the
water lay a thick layer of white mst. The water was warm even hot, but
clean and transparent. There was a snell of food. The mist slowy eddied in
a regular rhythmand after a mnute Kandid felt he was going dizzy. There

was somreone in the mist. People. Lots of people. They were all naked and
were |lying absolutely notionless on the water. The mist rhythmcally rose
and fell, now revealing, now concealing the yellow, white bodies, faces

lying back--the people weren't swiming, they lay on the water as if they
m ght on a beach. Kandid retched. "Let's get out of here," he whispered and
pulled Nava by the arm They got out onto the shore and returned to the
pat h.

"They're not drowned," said Nava, "Hopalong didn't understand, they
were just bathing here then a hot spring started up suddenly and they al

got boiled. . . . That's really awful, Dummy," she said after a silence. "I
don't even feel like talking about it... so many of them ... a whole
village. . . ." They had reached the place where the path forked. Here they

hal ted. "Now up?" asked Nava.

"Yes," said Kandid, "now up."

They turned right and began to ascend a slope. "And they're all wonen,"
sai d Nava, "did you notice?"

"Yes," said Kandid.

"That's the nmost awful thing, that's what | just can't understand.
Maybe . . ." Nava | ooked at Kandid, "maybe the deadlings drive them here?



Li kely the deadlings drive themhere--catch themaround all the villages,

drive themto this |lake and boil them . . . Listen, Dunmy, why did we |eave
the village? W' d have lived there and not seen any of this. Thought that
Hopal ong had dreamed it up, lived quietly, but no, you had to go to the
Cty. . . . wWll, why did you have to go to the City?"

"l don't know," said Kandi d.
Chapt er Ei ght

They were lying in bushes at the very edge of the trees and gazing at
the crest of the hill through the foliage. The hill was steep and bare, and
its crest was capped by a cloud of lilac mst. Above the hill was the open
sky; a gusty wind was bringing drizzle. The lilac mist was notionless as if
there were no wind. It was rather cool, even fresh; they were soaked, and
had gooseflesh from the cold, their teeth chattered but they couldn't go
away; twenty paces fromthem upright as statues, stood three deadlings,
their wi de black nouths open, also looking at the crest of the hill wth
enpty eyes. These deadlings had arrived five mnutes before. Nava had sensed
them and was set to flee, but Kandid had clanped his palm across her nouth
and forced her down into the grass. Now she had cal med down a little; though
she still shuddered heavily, it was due to the cold rather than fear. She
was now watching the hill, not the deadlings.

On and around the hill sonething strange was happeni ng, sone kind of
grandi ose ebbing and flowi ng. Qut of the forest, with a dense, deep droning,
suddenly erupted enornous swarns of flies, which headed into the lilac fog
on the hill and were hidden fromview The slopes were alive with col ums of
ants and spiders, hundreds of slug-ampbebas were pouring out of the bushes,
huge swarnms of bees and wasps, clouds of rmulti-colored beetles flew over,
under the rain. It sounded |like a typhoon. This wave reached the heights and
was sucked in, disappeared, and there came a sudden silence. The hill was
dead once nore and bare; sone time passed and the noise and roar rose again
and it all erupted again fromthe m st and headed for the forest. Only the

slugs remained on the hilltop. In their place came spilling down the slopes
the nost incredible animals--hairies cane rolling, clunsy armchewers cane
[ urching down on frail |legs, and there were plenty of others unknown as yet,

speckl ed, multi-eyed, naked, shining half-beast, half-insects. Then the
silence again, then the process started up once nore, and again, and again,
in a frightening, urgent rhythm an inexorable energy. It seened as though
this rhythmand this energy had always been and would always be. ... Once a
young hi ppocete enmerged fromthe mst with a frightful roar, deadlings cane
running out fromtime to time and at once rushed into the forest, |eaving
white trails of cooling steamin their wake. And the notionless lilac cloud
kept swallowi ng and spitting out, swallow ng and spitting out, tireless and
regul ar as a machi ne.

Hopal ong used to say that the City stood on a hill, that thing is the
City, perhaps, that's what they call the Gty. Yes, probably that's the
City. But what's the meaning of it? Wiy is it like this? And the strange
activity. ... | expected something like this. . . . Rubbish, | never
expected anything like it. | thought only about the masters, and where are
the masters here? Kandid | ooked at the deadlings. These were standing in
their former postures, their nmouths open as before. Perhaps I'm wong,

t hought Kandi d. Perhaps they are the masters. Probably |'m m staken all the
time. I've conpletely forgotten how to think here. |If ideas cone to ne, |
can't fit themtogether. Not a single slug has come out of the fog yet.
Question: why hasn't a single slug conme out of the fog yet? . . . No, that's
not it. Get it straight. | am searching for the source of intelligent
activity. . . . Not true, again not true. I'mnot interested in intelligent
activity at all. I"'msinply |ooking for sonmeone to help me get hone. Help ne

to get through six hundred mles of forest. Tell ne which direction to go at
least. . . . The deadlings must have nasters, |'m|looking for these nmasters,



I"'mlooking for the source of intelligent activity. He was quite pleased
with hinmself; it was quite coherent. Let's start fromthe begi nning, we'll
think it all through--calmy and slowy. No need to hurry, now s just the
time to think everything through slowy and calmy. Start fromthe very
begi nning. The deadlings nmust have masters--because deadlings aren't

peopl e- - because they aren't animals. Therefore they are manufactured. |If
they aren't people. . . . But why aren't they people? He rubbed his
forehead. 1've already worked that out. Long ago, in the village, |I worked

it out twice even, because the first time | forgot the answer, and now |'ve
forgotten the proofs. .

He shook his head as hard as he could and Nava quietly whispered at
him He was quiet and for a while lay with his face pressed into the wet
grass.

Wiy they aren't aninals--1 worked that out before sonetime. . . . High
tenmperature. . . . No, no rubbish. . . . Suddenly, he realized with horror
that he'd forgotten what deadlings |ooked Iike. He renenbered only their
red-hot bodies and a sharp pain in his palns. He turned his head to | ook at
them Yes, | ought not to think. Thinking's out for ne, right now, when
have to think nmore intensively than ever before.

Time to eat; you' ve told ne that before, Nava; we set off the day after
tomorrow-that's my limt. But | did go! And I'mhere. Now |'mgoing into
the City. Whatever it is--it's the Gty. My brain's overgrown with forest.
understand nothing. . . . I've renmenbered. | was going to the Cty, to find
an expl anation for everything; about the Accession, the deadlings, the G eat
Harrowi ng, the Ilake of drowned bodies ... all a deception it seens,
everybody's lied their heads off nobody can be trusted. ... | hoped they
woul d explain how !l could get back to nmy own people, the old man used to
keep on saying: the Gty knows everything--it couldn't possibly not know
about our biostation, about the Directorate. Even Hopal ong nattered on about
Devil's Rocks and flying trees. . . . But surely a lilac «cloud couldn't
explain anything? It would be terrible if the naster turned out to be a
lilac cloud. And why "would be"? It's terrible now It's in front of your
nose, Dummy: the lilac fog is the master, here, surely you renenber? Yes,
and it's no fog either. . . . So that's the way it is, why people are driven
away |ike beasts into dense forest, into swanps, drowned in | akes: they were
too weak, they didn't understand and even when they understood they coul dn't
do anything to interfere with the process. . . . Wen | hadn't been driven
out, when | was still living at hone, somebody proved very convincingly that
cont act between human-oid and non-humanoid intelligence was inpossible. Yes,
it is inpossible. O course it's inpossible. And now nobody can tell ne how
to get horme.

I can have no contact with people, and I can prove that. | can stil
get a sight of Devil's Rocks, so they say, you can see them sonetines if you
climb the right tree in the right season, but you' ve got to find the right
tree first, an ordinary human tree. That doesn't junp and doesn't throw you
of f, and doesn't try and spi ke your eyes. Anyway, there's no tree | can see
the biostation from . . . Biostation? Bi-o-sta-tion. |'ve forgotten what a
bi ostation is.

The forest began to hum and buzz, crackle and snort, once again nyriads

of flies and ants whirled toward the lilac dome. One swarm passed above
their heads and the bushes were deluged with the weak and the dying, the
still and the barely twitching, those crushed in the press of the swarm

Kandi d sensed an unpleasant burning sensation in his armand gl anced down.
Sl ender threads of mushroom spawn were creeping over the elbow he had
propped upon the porous earth. Kandid indifferently brushed them off wth
his palm Devil's Rocks was a nmirage, thought he, none of that exists. If
they told you stories about Devil's Rocks, then it was all |ies, none, none
of that existed, and now | don't know why | ever came here.

Away to one side came a famliar terrifying snort. Kandid turned his
head. At once a nother hippocete | ooked stupidly out from behind the seven



trees on the hill. One of the deadlings suddenly sprang to life, got in
gear, and nade a few steps toward the hippocete. Once nore cane the
appalling snort, the trees crackled, and the hippocete made off. Even
hi ppocetes are afraid of the deadlings, thought Kandid. Wo isn't? Were can
you find soneone who isn't? . . . Flies roaring. Stupid, absurd.
Fl i es--roaring. WAsps roaring. -

"Mam " whi spered Nava suddenly. "It's mam com ng. .

She was on all fours and gazing over his shoulder. Her face expressed
huge astoni shnent and di sbelief. And Kandid saw that three wonen had energed
fromthe forest, and, without noticing the deadlings, were heading for the
foot of the hill.

"Mam " shrieked Nava in a voice not her own, |eapt over Kandid, and
raced to intercept them At that Kandid also junped wup; it seemed to him
that the deadlings were right next to himand he could feel the heat of
their bodi es.

Three, he thought. Three. . . . One would have been nore than enough
He | ooked at the deadlings. This is the end for ne, he thought. Stupid. Wy
did these old birds have to cone barging in here? I hate wonen, al ways

somet hi ng goi ng wong because of them

The deadlings closed their mouths, their heads slowy swiveling after
the sprinting Nava. Then they strode off in unison and Kandid conpelled
hinself to leap up fromthe bushes and face them

"Back!" he yelled to the wonen w thout |ooking. "Get out of it!
Deadl i ngs!"

The deadl i ngs were enornous, broad-shouldered, in mnt condition, not a
single scratch or rough edge. Their incredibly Iong arms reached down to the
grass. Wthout taking his eyes fromthem Kandid halted in their path. The
deadl i ngs were gazing over the top of his head and noved unhurriedly toward
him he faltered, gave ground, putting off the inevitable beginning and the
i nevitable end, contending with a nervous desire to bs sick and trying to
bring hinmself to make a stand. Behind his back, Nava was shouting: "Man
It's me. Mam main!" Stupid wonmen, why don't they run? Too scared to run?
Stop, he said to hinmself, stop, blast you! How |l ong can you wal k backward?
He was unable to stop. Nava's there, he thought. And those three idiots.

Fat, dreany, indifferent idiots. . . . And Nava. . . . Wat are they to ne
anyway, he thought. Hopal ong woul d have made off |long ago on his one |eg.
Buster quicker than that. . . . But |'ve got to stay. Not fair. But | rmust
stay! Well, stop then! . . . He was unable to stop, and despised hinself for

it, and applauded hinself for it, and hated hinself for it, and kept on
goi ng backward.

The deadlings stopped. Straight away, as if at an order. The one in the
lead froze with one leg in the air, then slowy, as if undecided, lowered it
to the grass. Their nouths dropped slackly open and their heads sw veled
toward the hilltop.

Kandid, still retreating, glanced around. Nava, |egs Kkicking, was
hangi ng around the neck of one of the wonen, who, it seened, was smiling and
clapping her lightly on the back. The other two wonen were standing calmy

by watching them Not watching the dead-lings, not the hill. Not even
Kandid, a strange hairy nan, perhaps a robber. The deadlings, for their
part, were standing stock-still, like sone primtive graven imge of old, as
if their legs grew straight into the earth, as if in all the forest there
were no worman left to seize and carry off somewhere, in obedience to orders;
from beneath their feet, |like the snoke of a sacrificial fire, rose pillars
of steam

Kandid now swung around and wal ked toward the wormen. Not wal ked, but
rather trailed, totally uncertain, not believing eyes, ears, or brain
anynore. His skull was a seething mass of pain, and his whol e body ached
fromthe tension of his brush with death.

"Run," he said again froma distance. "Run before it's too late, why're
you standi ng there?" He al ready knew he was tal ki ng nonsense, but it was the



inertia of obligation, and he continued his mechanical nunbling: "Deadlings
here, run, 1'll delay them "

They paid himno attention. It wasn't that they didn't hear or see
him-the young wormman, a girl really, perhaps a couple of years older than

Nava, still slimlegged, exan ned him and smiled in very friendly
fashi on--but he meant nothing to them no nmore than if he were a big stray
hound, the sort that dash aimessly about in all directions and are willing

to stand about for hours near people, waiting for reasons known only to
t hensel ves.

"Why aren't you running?" asked Kandid quietly. He expected no answer
and recei ved none.

"My, ny, ny," the pregnant wonan was sayi ng, |aughing and shaki ng her
head. "And who woul d have thought it? Wuld you?" she inquired of the girl.
"I certainly wouldn't. My dear," said she addressing Nava's nother, "what
was it like? Did he puff and pant? O did he just twitch about and break
into a sweat?"

"It wasn't like that," said the girl, "he was beautiful, wasn't he? He
was fresh like the dawn, and fragrant. "

"As a lily," chimed in the pregnant woman, "you were dizzy from his
snell, you got all tingly fromhis pans. . . . Did you have tinme to squeal ?"

The girl burst out laughing. Nava's mother smiled reluctantly. They
were all thick-set, healthy, surprisingly cleanly, as if thoroughly washed,
which indeed they were--their short hair was wet and their vyellow sh
sackl i ke garnments clung to their danp bodies. Nava's nother was the tallest
of them and apparently the el dest. Nava was huggi ng her around the waist,
her face buried in her bosom

"How shoul d you know, " said Nava's nother with feigned indifference.
"What can you know about it? You've a lot to learn. "

"Al'l right," said the pregnant worman at once. "How can we know? That's

why we're asking you. . . . Tell wus, please, what was the root of |ove
i ke?"

"Was it bitter?" said the girl, and shook wi th | aughter again.

"There, there, the fruit's pretty sweet if grubby. . . ." "Never nind
we'll wash it clean,” said Nava's nother. "You don't know if Spider Pond's
been cl eaned out yet, do you? O do we have to take her into the valley?"

"The root was bitter," said the pregnant woman to the girl. "She
doesn't like recalling it. Strange isn't it, and they say it's

unforgettabl e! Listen dear, you do dream about him don't you?"

"Not very funny," said Nava's nother. "And sick. "

"W're not trying to be funny, are we?" The pregnant woman was amazed.
"We're just interested."

"You tell a story so well,’
us nore. C

Kandid was all ears, attenpting to discover some hidden neaning in this
conversation, but could understand nothing. He could only perceive that the
two of them were nmaking fun of Nava's nother, that Nava's nother was
of fended and was trying to hide this or turn the conversation in another
direction, and was failing to do so. Nava, neanwhile, had raised her head
and was gazing fromone to another of the speakers.

"You'd think you'd been born in the | ake yourself,"” said Nava's nother
to the pregnant woman, now displaying open irritation

"Ch, no," said she, "but 1| never managed to pick up such a broad
education, and ny daughter,"” she slapped her belly, "will be born in the
| ake. That makes all the difference."”

"Why don't you I|eave mam alone, fat old woman?" said Nava suddenly.
"Take a | ook at yourself, what you |look like, then start upsetting people!

said the girl with a flashing snile. "Tel

O I'lIl tell ny husband, and he'll warmyour fat backside with a stick,
teach you to bother her."
The women, all three, roared with [laughter. "Dunmy!" Nava started

yelling. "What're they | aughing at me for?"



Still laughing, the wonmen |ooked at Kandid. Nava's nother, wth
surprise, the pregnant wonan indifferently, the girl nore enigmatically, but
wi th apparent interest.

"What's this Dunmy, then?" asked Nava's mother. "It's ny husband," said
Nava. "See how nice he is. He saved nme fromthe robbers. "

"What d'you nean, husband?" the pregnant woman brought out in a
unfriendly tone. "Don't nake things up, little girl."

"Same to you," Nava said at once. "What're you butting in for? Wat's
it to you? Is he your husband then? |If you want to know, |I'mnot talking to
you anyway. |I'mtalking to mam And you butt in, like the old man, unasked

and wi thout a by your | eave.
"Are you really her husband then?" asked the pregnant woman of Kandid.
Nava becane silent. Her nother enbraced her and pressed her to herself.
She | ooked at Kandid with | oathing and horror
Only the girl was still smling, and her smle was so pleasant and
tender that Kandi d addressed hinself to her
"No, no, of course not," he said. "She's no wife of mne. She's, ny
daughter...." He wanted to say that Nava had niursed him that he | oved her
very much and he was very pleased that everything had turned out so well
t hough he didn't understand a thing.

But the girl suddenly dissolved in |aughter, her arns waving. "l knew
it," she groaned. "It's not her husband . . . it's hers!" she pointed at
Nava's nother. "It's . . . her . . . husband! Ch dear, oh dear!"

The face of the pregnant woman expressed cheerful bew | derment and she
began to examine Kandid fromtop to toe wth exaggerated m nuteness.

"My, my, ny ..." she began in her former tone, but Nava's nother said
irritably, "Stop it now That's enough of it! Go away fromhere," she said
to Kandid. "Go on, go on, what're you waiting for? Go on into the forest!

"Who woul d have thought that the root of |love could be so bitter ... so
filthy ... so hairy. " She intercepted Nava's nother's furious glance
and gestured to her. "All right, all right," said she, "don't get angry, ny
dear. A joke's a joke. W're just very pleased you' ve found your daughter
It's an incredible piece of Iuck. "

"Are we going to do any work or not?" said Nava's mnmother. "O are we
goi ng to stand here gossi pi ng?"

“I'"'m going, don't get angry," said the girl. "The output's just
starting anyway."

She nodded, and once nore smiled at Kandid, and ran lightly up the

sl ope. Kandi d watched her running--controlled, professional, not womanly.
She ran up to the sunmt and, w thout pausing, dived into the lilac mst.
"Spi der Pond hasn't been cleaned out yet," said the pregnant wonman
anxi ously, "we've always got these nuddles with the constructors. . . . Wat
are we going to do?"
"It's okay," said Nava's nmother, "we'll go along to the valley."

"I understand, but it's extrenely stupid all the sane--take all that
trouble, carry a nearly adult person all the way to the valley, when we have
our own pond."

She gave a vigorous shrug and suddenly pulled a face.

"You ought to sit down," said Nava's nother; she |ooked about her
stretched out her armin the direction of the deadlings and snapped her
fingers.

One of the deadlings at once left his place and ran up, slipping on the
grass inits haste; it fell to its knees and all of a sudden flowed sonmehow,
fashioned itself into a curve, and flattened itself out.

Kandi d blinked: the deadling had ceased to exist, what did exist was an
apparently confortable and convenient arnchair. The pregnant woman, with a
groan of relief, sank into her soft seat and reclined her head against its
soft back.

"Soon, now,

she purred, extending her |egs plea-surably, "make it



soon. .

Nava's mother squatted in front of her daughter and began to | ook her
in the eyes.

"She's grown," said she. "Run wild. d ad?"

"Well of course | am" said Nava, uncertainly. "You re ny mam after
all. | dreamed about you every night. . . . And this is Dumy, mam . .."
And Nava started tal king.

Kandid stared about him clenching his jaws, all this wasn't delirium
as he had at first hoped. It was sonething everyday, very natural, just
unfamiliar to him but there was plenty unfanmiliar in the forest. He had to
get wused to this, as he had got used to the noise in his head, and edible
earth and deadlings and all the rest of it. The masters, he thought, these
are the masters. They're not afraid of anything. They control deadlings.
Therefore, they're the masters. Therefore, it's they who send deadlings
after women. Therefore, it's they. . . . He looked at the danmp hair of the
worren. Therefore. . . . And Nava's nother, who was abducted by deadl i ngs.

"Where do you bat he?" he asked. "Wiy? Wio are you? What do you want ?"

"What ?" asked the pregnant woman. "Listen, nmy dear, he's asking
somet hi ng. "

Her nother spoke to Nava: "Wait a nonment, | can't hear anything because
of you. . . . What do you say?" she asked the pregnant woman.

"This little lanb," said she. "There's sonething he requires.”

Nava's nother |ooked at Kandid. "Wat can he want?" she asked. "Wants
to eat, | expect. They're always hungry and they eat an awful lot, it's
quite baffling why they want so much food, they don't do anything after all

"Little lanb," said the pregnant woman. "Poor little lanmb wants grass.
Be-e-e! Do you know," she said, turning to Nava's nother, "it's a man from
White Rocks. They're turning up alot nore often. How do they get down
t here?"

"It's harder to understand how they get up there. 1've seen how they
cone down. They fall. Some get killed, sonme stay alive. . . ."

"Mam " said Nava, "why are you looking at him like that? |It's Dummy!
Say something nice to him or he'll get annoyed. Strange that he isn't
annoyed already, in his place |I'd have got annoyed | ong ago. "

The hill once again began to roar, black clouds of insects covered the

sky. Kandid could hear nothing, all he could see was Nava's nmother's lips
nmovi ng; she appeared to be inmpressing sonething on Nava. The lips of the
pregnant woman, who was addressing him were also moving and her facial
expression indicated that she was in fact talking to himas if to a donestic
goat, strayed into the garden. Then the roaring ceased.

" .only a nite grubby,"” the pregnant woman was saying. "Aren't you
sorry, now?" She turned from himand began to watch the hill.

Deadlings were creeping out of the lilac cloud on hands and knees.
Their movenents were uncertain and clunsy, and they kept falling forward,
head-first into the ground. The girl was wal ki ng anong them she bent down,
touching and nudging them till, one after another, they hoisted thensel ves
to their feet, straightened up and, after initial stunbles, strode on nore
and more confidently and set off into the forest. The nasters, Kandid
assured hinself. The masters. | don't believe it. And what to do? He | ooked
at Nava. Nava was asleep. Her nother was sitting on the grass, and she
herself was curled up in a ball next to her and slept, hol ding her hand.

"They're all weak, sonehow," said the pregnant worman. "Tinme to clean it
all out again. Look at them stunbling about... the Accession w Il never get
finished with workers like that."

Nava' s not her made sone reply, and they commenced a conversation which
Kandi d coul dn't nake head or tail of. He could nmake out only isol ated words,
like Ears did when the fit was on him He consequently just stood and
watched the girl coming down the hill, dragging a clumsy arnchewer by the



paw. Why am | standing here, he thought, there was something | needed from
them they being the nasters. . . . He couldn't renenber. "I'm just
standing, that's all,"” he said aloud bitterly. "They've stopped chasing ne
away so |'mjust standing. Like a deadling."

The pregnant woman gl anced fleetingly at himand turned away.

The girl came up and said sonething, indicating the arnchewer; both
worren began examining the nonster intently, the pregnant one had even risen
fromher chair. The huge arnchewer, the terror of the village children
squeaked plaintively, and made feeble efforts to break |oose, helplessly
opening and closing its fearful horned jaws. Nava's nother took hold of its
lower jaw and with a powerful, assured novenment, detached it. The arnthewer
gave a sob and froze into stillness, closing its eyes with an oily film The

pregnant woman was speaking: " obviously, insufficient . . . remenber
my girl, . . . weak jaws, eyes not fully open . . . surely won't stand the
pace, therefore useless, perhaps even harnful, like every m stake .
it'll have to be cl eaned up, noved el sewhere, and clean everything up here.

"The hill, ... dry and dusty. . . ." the girl was saying, ". . . the
forest has slowed right domm . . . that | don't know yet ... but you said
something totally different. "

" you try it yourself," Nava's nother was saying, "you'll see, go

on, try!"

The girl dragged the arnchewer off to one side, took a pace backward
and began looking at it. It was as if she were taking aim Her face becane
grave, tense even. The arnthewer tottered on its awkward feet, despondently
working its remaining jaw, it whined feebly. "You see," said the pregnant
worman. The girl went right up to the arnchewer and squatted lightly before
it, resting her hands on her knees. The arncthewer fell convulsively, paws
outspread, as if a heavy weight had dropped on it. The woman | aughed.

Nava's nmother said: "Stop it now, why don't you believe us?"

The girl made no reply. She was standing over the arnchewer, and
watching as it slowy and carefully tucked in its paws and attenpted to
rise. Her features sharpened. She snatched the arnchewer upright, set it on
its feet, and nmade a novenent as if to enbrace it.

A streamof lilac mst flowed between her palns and through the
arnchewer's body. The arnchewer began to squeal, withing and arcing its
body and thrashing its paws. It tried to escape, wiggle away to safety; it
tossed about, while the girl followed behind it, |oomng above it. It fel
with its paws wunnaturally entwi ned, and began <curling up into a knot. The
woren were silent. The arnchewer was transforned into a nmulti-col ored ball
oozing slime. The girl then wal ked away and said, gl ancing aside, "Rubbish,
really. "

"Still have to be cleaned up, cleaned up," said the pregnant woman
rising. "Get on with it, no sense in delaying matters. |Is everything clear?"
The girl nodded. "W'll go then and you make a start." The girl turned and
went up the hill toward the Ililac cloud. She paused by the multi-col ored
ball, seized a feebly twitching paw and proceeded on her way, trailing the
bal | behind her.

"Spl endi d Mai den," said the pregnant woman. "Excellent."

"She'll be a controller one day," said Nava's nother, also getting up
"She's got a bit of character to her. Wl then, we nust be going. S
Kandi d barely heard them He still couldn't take his eyes fromthe dark

puddl e, on the spot where the arncthewer had been screwed up. She hadn't even
touched it, not laid a finger on it, she'd just stood over it and done what
she wished . . . such a sweet girl . . . so gentle and loving. . . . Not
even laid a finger onit ... had he to get wused to that as well? Yes, he
t hought. Has to be done. He began to watch as Nava's nother and the pregnant
worman carefully set Nava on her feet, before taking her hand and | eadi ng her
into the forest, down toward the |ake. This wthout noticing him this
without a word to him He took another |ook at the puddle. He felt hinself



to be small, pitiable, helpless, neverthel ess he nerved hinself and began
the descent after them he caught up wth themand, sweating with terror

followed two steps behind. Something hot approached his back. He gl anced
back and | eaped to one side. At his heels strode a gigantic deadling--heavy,

hot, silent, dumb. Well, now, well, thought Kandid, it's only a robot, a
servant. | really amdoing well, he thought suddenly, | thought that out
nmyself, didn't I? 1've forgotten how | got there, but that's not inportant,
what is inmportant 1is that | understood, | grasped it. | weighed it all up
and grasped it--on nmy own. . . . 1've a brain, got it? he said to hinself,
gazing at the wonmen's backs. You're not so special. . . . I'mnot conpletely
i ncapabl e.

The wonen were tal ki ng of sonebody who hadn't m nded their own business
and had made thenselves a |aughing-stock. They were amused at sonet hing,
t hey | aughed. They were wal ki ng through the forest and | aughing. As if going
down a village street for a gossip. And all around was the forest; they were
not wal king on a path even, but on light-colored dense grass, which always
concealed tiny flowers that hurled spores to penetrate the skin and
germnate in the body. And they were giggling and chattering and
scandal - mongeri ng, while Nava wal ked between them and slept, but they did it

so that she walked fairly steadily and stunbled hardly at all. . . . The
pregnant woman shot a gl ance back at Kandid and said absently, "You stil
here? Go into the forest, go on. . . . Wy are you follow ng us?"

Yes, thought Kandid, why? What business have | with then? But there is
some busi ness, sonmething | have to find out. . . . No, that's not it.

Nava! he suddenly recalled. He realized that he had | ost Nava. Nothing to be
done about that. Nava was going away with her nother, all as it should be,
she was going to the masters. And me? |'mstaying. Still, why am| follow ng
t hen? Seeing Nava of f? She's asleep anyway, they put her to sleep. A pang
shot through him Goodbye Nava, he thought.

They came to where the paths forked, the wonen turned off to the left,
toward the |ake. The | ake of drowned wonen. They were drowned wonen al
right. . . . Again lies fromeverybody, everybody m xed up. . .. They passed
the place where Kandid had waited for Nava and eaten earth. That was | ong,
long ago, thought Kandid, almst as |ong ago as the biostation

Biostation. ... He could scarcely plod along; had it not been for the
deadl i ng wal king at his heels, he would probably have fallen behind by now
Then the wonmen halted and |ooked at him Al around were Reed-beds, the

ground underfoot was warm and squel chy. Nava was standing with eyes closed,
i nperceptibly swaying, while the women regarded him thoughtfully. Then he
remenber ed.

"How do | get to the biostation?" he asked. Their faces expressed
ast oni shment, and he realized that he had spoken in his native |anguage. He
was hi nsel f astoni shed: he couldn't now remenber when he had |ast spoken
that tongue. "How do | get to White Rocks?" he asked.

The pregnant wonan said, grinning:

"So that's what our little lanb wants... ." She wasn't talking to him
but to Nava's nother. "It's amusing how little they understand. Not one of
themrealizes. Imagine them wandering to Wiite Rocks and suddenly finding
themsel ves in the battle zone!"

"They rot alive there," said Nava's nother pensively, "they go about
and rot as they wal k and don't even notice that they're not going anywhere,
just marking tine. . . . Well anyway, let him go, it can only help the
Harrowing. If he rots, that's useful. Dissolves--useful again. . . . But
per haps he's protected? Are you protected?" she asked Kandi d.

"I don't understand," said Kandid, cheerlessly. "My dear, what are you
asking hin? How coul d he be protected?"

“"In this world all things are possible," said Nava's nother. "I've
heard of such things."

"Just talk," said the pregnant woman. She inspected Kandid carefully
once nmore. "Now, you know, " said she, "he could indeed be nore use here.



Remenber what the Teachers were sayi ng yesterday?"

"Ah, yes," said Nava's nother. "Indeed yes ... let him . . . Let him
stay."

"Yes, yes, stay," said Nava suddenly. She was no | onger asleep and al so
felt something untoward was taking place. "You stay, Dumry, don't you go
anywhere, why should you go anywhere? You wanted to go to the Cty, didn't

you, and this lake is the Cty, isn't it, man? ... O are you offended at
man? Don't be hurt, she's really kind, only she's in a bad tenper today. |
don't know why. . . . Likely because of the heat. "

Her nmother caught her by the hand. Kandid saw that a famliar little
lilac cloud had condensed over the nother's head. Her eyes glazed for a
second and closed. Then she said, "Let's go, Nava, they're waiting for us
now. "

"\What about Dumy?"

"He'll stay here. . . . There's nothing for himto do in the City."

"But | want himto be wth nme! Wiy can't you understand, mam he's ny
husband, they gave himto me for a husband, and he's been my husband for
ever so long... ."

Bot h worren gri maced.

"Let's go, let's go," said Nava's nother. "You don't understand things
yet. . . . Nobody needs him he's superfluous, they all are, they're
a--mstake. . . . Cone on now Well, all right you can cone to himafterward

if you want to then."

Nava was putting up a struggle, doubtless feeling what Kandid was
feeling--that they were parting forever. Her nother was draggi ng her by the
arminto the reeds, while she kept | ooking back and shouti ng:

"Don't you go away, Dumy! 1'Il be back soon, don't you think of going
away w thout me, that wouldn't be right, that would be di shonest! Al right,
you' re not ny husband, they seemnot to like that, |I don't know why, but I'm
your wife all the same, | nursed you, so now you wait for ne! Do you hear?

Vait! .. "

He followed her with his eyes, waving his hand feebly, nodding
agreement, and trying hard to smle. CGood-bye, Nava, he thought. Good-bye.
They were hidden fromview behind the Reed-beds, but Nava's voice could
still be heard, then she went quiet, the sound of a splash canme back, and
all was silent. He swallowed the lunp in his throat and asked the pregnant
worran:

"What will you do with her?"

She was still exam ning himclosely.

"What will we do with her?" said she thoughtfully. "That isn't your
worry, |ambkin, what we'll do with her. At all events, she won't need a
husband anynmore. O a father. . . . But what are we going to do wth you?
You're fromWite Rocks, after all, you can't just be let go...."

"What do you want of ne?"

"What do we want ... at all events, husbands we don't need." She

i ntercepted Kandid's | ook and | aughed scornfully. "Not needed, don't worry,
not needed. Try for once in your life not to be a sheep. Try to inagine a
world wthout sheep. " She was speaking w thout thinking, or rather,
thinking of something else. "What else are you good for? . . . Tell ne
| anbki n, what can you do?"

There was sonething behind all her words, and her tone, behind the
casual indifferent authority, sonething inportant, something unpleasant and
frightening, but it was hard to pin down and Kandid, for sonme reason, kept
renenbering the square black doors and Karl with the two women--just the
same, indifferent and inperious.

"Are you listening to me?" asked the pregnant woman. "What can you do?"

"I can't do anything," Kandid said |inply.

"Per haps you know how to control ?"

"I did once," said Kandid. Go to hell, he thought, why don't you | eave
me alone? | ask you how to get to Wiite Rocks, and you start bothering ne.



He realized suddenly that he was afraid of her, otherw se he'd have gone
| ong ago. She was the master here, and he was a pitiful, dirty, stupid
I anbki n.

"Did once," she repeated. "Tell that tree to lie down!™
Kandi d | ooked at the tree. It was a big solid tree with a [uxuriant
topgrowt h and shaggy trunk. He shrugged his shoul ders.

"Very well," said she. "Kill that tree, then. . . . Not that either?
Can you make the living die at all?" "Kill, you nean."

"Not necessarily kill. An arnchewer can do that. Make the living die.
Conpel something living to becomre dead. Can you?"

"l don't understand," said Kandid. "Don't wunderstand. . . . \What on

earth do you get up to on your White Rocks if you can't even understand
that? You can't make dead things live either?" "No."

"What can you do then? Wat did you do on Wiite Rocks before you fel
down? Just guzzl ed and deni ed wonen?"

"I studied the forest." She regarded hi mseverely.

"Don't dare lietonme. One man can't study the forest, it's like
studying the sun. If you won't speak the truth, just say so."

"I really did study the forest,"” Kandid said. "I studied. . . ." he
faltered. "I studied the smallest creatures in the forest. The ones you

can't see with your eyes."
"Lying again," said the woman tolerantly. "You can't study what the eye
can't see."

"It's possible," said Kandid. "Only you have to have. . . ." he
faltered again. Mcroscope . . . lenses . . . instruments. . . . That
woul dn't get across. Untranslatable. "If you take a drop of water," he said,

"if you have the necessary things, you can see thousands upon thousands of
tiny animals. "

"You don't need any ‘'things' for that," the wonan said. "I can see
you've got corrupted by your dead things on your Wite Rocks. You're
degenerating. | noticed long ago the way you' ve |ost the capacity to see
what anybody can see in the forest, even a filthy man. . . . Wit a minute,
were you talking about small creatures or the snall est ones? Perhaps you're
referring to the constructors?"

"Perhaps," said Kandid. "I don't understand you. |'m speaking of the
smal | creatures that nmake people ill, but which can cure as well, they help
in food production, there's very many of themand they' re everywhere. ... |
tried to find out their constituents here in your forest, what sorts there
were and what their function was. .

"They're different on White Rocks, of course,"” she said wth sarcasm
"Al'l right, anyway, |'ve got what your work was. You have no power over the
constructors, of course. The veriest village idiot can do nore than you

What can | do with you? You cane here unasked, after. .

"I"'mgoing," Kandid said wearily. "I'm goi ng. Good-bye."

"No wait. . . . Stop, | said!'" she cried and Kandid felt the burning
hot pincers gripping his elbows from behind. He struggled, but it was
poi ntl ess. The woman was neditating al oud:

"He did come of his owmn free wll. There have been such cases. If we

let himgo, he'll go off to his village and be conpletely useless.
There's no point in rounding themup. But if they come voluntarily.
Know what |'11 do?" she said. "I'lIl hand you over to the Teachers for night
work. After all, there have been successful cases. . . . Of to the
Teachers, then, off to the Teachers!" She waved her hand and unhurriedly
waddl ed of f into the Reed-beds.

Kandid then felt hinmself being turned about onto the path. His el bows
had gone numb, it seened to himthat they were charred through. He strove to
break free and the vice gripped tighter. He hadn't grasped what was to
becone of himand where he was to be taken, who the Teachers were and what
this night work was, but he recalled the nost terrible things he had seen
Karl's specter in the mdst of the weeping crowmd and the arnthewer screw ng



up into a multi-colored knot. He continued to kick the deadling, striking
backward in blind desperation, knowi ng this could never work twice. H's foot
sank into soft heat, the deadling snorted, and relaxed its grip. Kandid fel
flat in the grass, leapt up, turned and cried out--the deadling was
advancing on him once nore, opening its incredibly long arnms. There was
nothing to hand, no grass-killer, no ferment, no stick or stone. The
squel chy warmearth was giving beneath his feet. Then he renmenbered and
thrust his hand in his blouse; when the deadling |oonmed above, he struck it
with the scal pel somewhere between the eyes, then |eaned his whol e wei ght
forward, drawi ng the bl ade downward to the ground and fell once again.

He | ay, cheek pressed to the grass, and gazed at the deadling, as it
stood, swaying, its orange carcass slowy sw nging open |like a suitcase; it
stunbl ed and col | apsed flat on its back, flooding the surrounding earth with
a thick white fluid, gave a fewtwitches and lay still. Kandid then got up
and wandered off. Along the path. As far as possible fromhere. He vaguely
recalled that he had wanted to wait for sonmebody, wanted to find sonething
out, there was sonmething he was intending to do. Now all that was
uni mportant. \What was inportant was to get as far away as possible, though
he realized that he would never get away. He wouldn't, and neither would
many, many, nany anot her.

Chapter N ne

Di sconfort awakened Pepper, sadness, and an unbearable, as it seenmed to
him weight on his nind and all his sense organs. Disconfort reached the
pain threshold and he groaned involuntarily as he slowy cane to.

The burden on his mind turned out to be despair and exasperation, since
the truck was not going to the Miinland; once again it was not going to the
Mai nl and--in fact it wasn't going anywhere. It was standing with its engine
switched off, icy and dead, doors open wi de. The wi ndshield was covered in
trenbling droplets, which now and again coalesced and flowed in cold
streans. The night beyond the glass was Iit up by the dazzling flashes of
searchlights and headl anps, nothing else could be seen but these continua
flashes that nade the eyes ache. Nothing could be heard either and Pepper
initially even thought he'd gone deaf only realizing after a while that his
ears were oppressed by a steady deep chorus of roaring sirens. He began
flailing around the cab striking painfully against [evers and projections
and his blasted suitcase, tried to scrub the w ndshield, stuck his head out
of one door, then the other. He sinply couldn't make out where he was, what
sort of a place it was and what was going on. War, he thought, ny god, it's
war! The searchlights beat into his eyes with nmalicious pleasure, he could

see nothing apart fromsome large unfamliar building in which all the
wi ndows on all the floors were flashing on and off in unison. He could al so
see an enormous nunber of patches of lilac mst.

A nonstrous voice calmy pronounced, as if in complete silence:
"Attention, attention. Al personnel to stand by their posts according to
regul ati on number six hundred and seventy-five point Pegasus onicron three
hundred and two directive eight hundred and thirteen, for triunpha
reception of padishah w thout special suite, size of shoe fifty-five.
repeat. Attention, attention. Al personnel . . ." The searchlights stopped
raci ng about and Pepper was able to nmke out at last the famliar arch and
the legend "Wl conme,"” the main street of the Directorate, the dark cottages
lining it and various individuals in underwear standing by them wth
paraffin lanmps in their hands. Then he noticed quite close at hand a |ine of
running nmen in billow ng black capes. These were strung out across the whole
wi dth of the street as they ran, tow ng sonething strangely bright. Looking
nore cl osely, Pepper realized they were dragging sonething |like a cross
between a fishing net and one wused in volleyball, and at once a cracked
voi ce began screanming by his ear: "Why the truck? Wy are you standing
her e?"



Swayi ng back, he saw next to himan engineer in a white cardboard mask
mar ked on the forehead in indelible pencil "Libidovich," and this engineer
crawm ed straight across himwith his filthy boots, jabbing his elbowin his
face, snuffling and stinking of sweat. Then he collapsed into the driver's
seat and scrabbled for the ignition key; not finding it, he screaned
hysterically and rolled out of the cab on the opposite side. Al the street
| anps went on and it becanme |light as day, though the people with paraffin
| anps went on standing in the cottage doorways. Everyone had a butterfly net
in his hand and they waved these nets rhythmically, as if driving sonething
unseen fromtheir doors. Along the street toward and past himrolled four
grimblack nmachines one after another, |ike buses only wthout w ndows,
their roofs were equipped with latticed vanes. After that an ancient arnored
car turned out of a side street and followed them Its rusty turret swing
around with a piercing squeal as its machine gun's slimbarrel rose and
fell. The arnored car had trouble in squeezing past the truck; the turret
hatch opened and a man in a calico nightshirt with dangling ribbons stuck
his head out and shouted angrily at Pepper: "Now what's this, nmy dear? |'ve
got to get by and you're stuck here!"™ At this Pepper dropped his head on his
hands and cl osed his eyes.

["lI'l never get out of here, he thought dully. Nobody here needs nme, |I'm
totally useless but they won't let ne go even if it means starting a war or
causing a flood....

"I"'d like to see your papers,"” said a leisurely old man's voi ce. Pepper
felt hinmself clapped on the shoul der.

"What ?" said Pepper. "Your little papers. Got 'emready?" It was an old
man in an oilskin coat with an obsolete rifle slung across his chest on a
worn netal chain. "Wat papers? Wat docunents? Why?" "Ah, mster Pepper!"”
said the old man. "Why aren't you carrying out the procedure? Al your
papers should be in your hand, open for inspection, like in a miseum "

Pepper gave himhis identity card. The old man placed his el bows on his
rifle and studied the stanp closely, checked the photograph agai nst Pepper's
face, then said:

"Looks as if you've got thinner, Herr Pepper. Your face has lost a |lot.
You' re working hard." He handed back the card.

"What's going on?" asked Pepper. "Wiat's happening is what's supposed
to be happening,” the old man said, suddenly becoming sterner. "Regul ation
nunber six hundred and seventy-five point Pegasus is what's going on. That
is, escape." "Wat escape? \Were fron®?"

"\What ever escape the regulation states," said the old nman, conmenci ng
to clinb down the steps. "Anyway they'|ll be banging | expect, so protect
your ears by keeping your mouth open."

"Al'l right," said Pepper. "Thanks."

"What are you doing here, you old sod, <creeping about?" cane a

bad-tenpered voice below It was driver Voldemar. "I1'll give you your little
docunents! There you are, snell theml Right, got it? Now shove off, if you
got it. . . ."

A concrete-m xer was towed by amid a general racket. Driver Vol demar,
di shevel ed and bristling, scranmbled up into the cab. Mittering curses he
started wup the engine and slammed the door. The truck shot forward and
roared dowmn the street past the people in underwear waving their nets. To
t he garage, thought Pepper. Ch well, what difference does it nake? But I'm
not touching that case again. | just don't want to lug it around, to hel
with it. He kicked it hatefully. The truck swerved sharply off the min
street, slamed into a barricade of enpty barrels and carts scattering them
in all directions, and sped onward. For sone time a splintered droshky board
fl apped about on the radiator, then whipped off, and crunched under the
wheels. The truck was now traveling along narrow side streets. Vol demar,
scowWing, with his extinguished cigarette on his lip, bending and tw sting
hi s body, manipul ated the enormous wheel. No, it isn't the garage, Pepper
t hought. O the workshops. Or the Mainland. The side streets were dark and



enpty. Just once, cardboard faces with nanmes, hands outstretched flickered
in the headlights and di sappear ed.

"Hell's flames," said Voldemar. "I wanted to drive straight to the
Mai nl and. | look, and there you are asleep, well thinks I, let's just drop
by the garage, play a bit of chess. . . . Then | came across Achilles, the
fitter, ran off for some yogurt, brought it back, set up the pieces. ... |
of fer the Queen's ganbit, he accepts, so far so good. | go P-K 4, he goes
P-B6. ... | tell him well now start praying. And then it all started.

Haven't got a cigarette have you. Pepper?"

Pepper gave hi m one.

"What's this about an escape?" he asked. "Were are we driving?"

"The usual escape," said Vol demar, lighting up

"W get themevery year. One of the engineers' |little nachines got
away. Order for all, catch it. There they are at it over there. "

The habitations fell away. People were wandering around over open
country, lit by the noon. It |ooked as if they were playing blind-man's buff
as they went about on bent legs with their arns spread wi de. Everybody was
bl i ndf ol ded. One of themwent full tilt into a post and probably uttered a
cry of pain, for the others at once halted and cautiously began turning
t hei r heads.

"Every year the sanme game," Vol demar was saying. "They've got
phot oel enents and acoustics of all sorts, cybernetics and | ayabout guards
stuck up on every corner--all the same, every vyear one of their little
machi nes gets away. Then they tell you: drop everything and go and | ook for
it. W wants to do that? Wo wants to get involved, | ask you? If you just
catch sight of it out of the corner of your eye--that's it. Either you get
drafted into the engineers or they send you off into the forest sonewhere,
to the advance base to pickle nushrooms so's you can't talk about what
you've seen, for God's sake. That's why the people get around it as best
they can. Sone of them blindfold thenselves so's not to see what's going on
, The brighter boys just run around and shout as loud as they can
They ask people for docunents, search people or just get up on the roof and
how as if they're taking part, no risk involved. .

"What about us, are we trying to catch anythi ng?" Pepper asked.

"I"ll say we are. The public here are out hunting and we're the sane as
everybody else. Six hours by the clock we'll be on the hunt. There's a
directive: if in the course of six hours the runaway mechanismis not
detected, it's blown up by rempte control. So everything can stay hush-hush.
Else it mght fall into unauthorized hands. You saw what a ness-up there was
inthe Directorate? Wll, that's heavenly peace--you see what it'll be Iike
in six hours tine. See, nobody knows where the machine's got to. It mght be
in your pocket. And the charge they use is pretty powerful, just to nake
sure. Last vyear, for exanple, the machine turned up in a bathhouse, and
there were plenty of people packed in there--for safety. They think a

bat hhouse is a danp sort of place, out of the way. .. . Well | was there as
wel I . A bathhouse, that's the place, thinks I. ... So | was blown out of the
wi ndow, nice and snmooth |ike being on a wave. | hadn't time to blink before

| was sitting in a snowdrift, burning beans flying by overhead.
The I and around was flat sickly grass, fitful moonlight, a tired white
road. On the left stood the Directorate where lights were racing madly about

agai n.

"What | don't understand," said Pepper, "is how we're going to |ay
hands on it. W don't even know what it is ... big or small dark or
light-colored.”

"That you'll see soon enough," Vol demar assured him "That I'll show
you in five mnutes. Howthe clever lads do their hunting. Hell, where's
that place. .. . Lost it. Went left, didn't |1? Aha, left. . . . Yonder's the

machi ne- depot, we need to be right of that."
The truck veered off the road and went bunping over the hunmocks. The
storage area was on the left--rows of enormpous pale containers, like a dead



city on the plain.

Probably couldn't stand it. It was tested on the vibrostand; they
set their minds to tornmenting it, dug about in its innards, burned the
subtle nerves with soldering-irons, it suffocating from the snmell of rosin.
They nade it do stupid things, they created it to do stupid things, they
went on perfecting it to performstupider things, and in the evenings they
left it, tortured, drained of strength in a hot dry cubicle. Finally it
decided to go, although it knew everything--the pointlessness of flight, and
its own doom And it went, carrying within itself a self-destruct charge,
and i s now standi ng somewhere in the shadows. Softly picking about with its
jointed legs, and watching, and listening and waiting. . . . And now it
understands with absolute clarity what before it only guessed at: that there
is no freedom whether doors are open before you or not, that everything is
stupidity and chaos, there is |oneliness alone.

"Ah!" said Vol demar, pleased. "There she is, the little beauty.

Pepper opened his eyes but all he saw was a bl ack pond of Con5|derable
extent, a swanmp in fact. The engine roared, a wave of filth rose and crashed
onto the wi ndshield. The engi ne managed another crazy how and died. It was
very quiet.

"Now that's nore like it," said Voldemar. "All six wheels spinning |like
the soap in a bathtub.” He stubbed his cigarette in the ashtray and opened
his door a little. "There's somebody el se out here," he said, then a shout.
"Ho, mate! How s it goi ng?"

"Ckay!" from sonewhere outside

"Caught it yet?"

"Al'l 1've caught is a cold!"™ fromoutside. "And five tadpoles."

Vol demar firmy shut his door, and switched on the light; he glanced at
Pepper, gave him a wink, retrieved a mandolin from under the seat and
commenced to pluck the strings, his head tucked into his right shoul der

"You just make yourself at hone," said he hospitably. "Till norning,
till the tow gets here."

"Thank you," Pepper said meekly.

"This doesn't bother you?" asked Vol demar politely.

"No-no," said Pepper. "Don't mnd ne. " Vol demar | eaned his head
back, began rolling his eyes and singing in a sad voi ce:
| see nolimt to my many woes. | wander here al one bereft of sense.

Pl ease tell me why you do not want my |love. Wy tranple down a love that's
SO intense?

The rmud was slowy slipping down the wi ndshield and the swanp coul d be
seen gl eam ng beneath the moon; a car of odd design was sticking up in the
m ddle of the swanp. Pepper switched on the wind-shield wipers and after a
while, to his amazenent, he discovered that, sunk up to the turret in the
guagm re, was an ancient arnored car

Anot her holds you in his arnms tonight;

| stand here anxi ous, weary, and al one.

Vol demar struck the strings with all his mght, sang falsetto, and
started clearing his throat.

"Hey, mate!" a voice fromoutside. "CGot a bite to eat?"

"What if?" cried Vol demar.

"W've got yogurt!"

"There's two of us!"

"Qut you cone! There's enough for everybody! W stocked up--we knew
we'd have a job on!"

Driver Vol demar turned to Pepper

"What d'you think?" he said, delighted. "Let's go, eh? W'Ill have
yogurt, maybe a game of tennis ...eh?"

"I don't play tennis," said Pepper

Vol demar gave a shout: "Okay we're coming! W'll just inflate the

boat!"
Qui ck as a nonkey, he clanbered out of the cabin and set to work in the



back of the truck, nmetal clanked, something dropped and Vol demar whistled
gaily. Then canme a splash, a scraping of legs along the side and Vol denar's
voi ce calling from sonmewhere bel ow "Okay, M ster Pepper! Hop down here, and
don't forget the mandolin!" Below, on the brilliant Iliquid surface of the
mud, lay an inflated dinghy, and init, legs wi de apart, stood Vol demar Iike
a gondolier with a sizeable engineer's shovel in his hand; he sniled
delightedly as he gazed up at Pepper
In the old rusted arnmored car of Verdun vintage, it was sickeningly
hot and stank of hot oil and gas funes. A dim lanp burned over the iron
command table scarred wth indecent nessages. Underfoot, squelching nud
chilled the feet; a dented tin ammnition rack was packed tight with yogurt
bottl es, everybody was in pajamas and scratching their hirsute
chests wth all five fingers, everybody was drunk, a nmandolin was
droning. The turret-gunner in a calico shirt, not finding room bel ow, was
droppi ng tobacco ash from up aloft and sonmetinmes fell backward hinself,

sayi ng each tine: "Beg pardon, | took vyou for sonmeone el se. " and t hey
propped himup again in an uproar.

"No," said Pepper. "Thanks, Voldemar, |I'Il hang on here. |'ve got sone
washing to get through. ... | haven't done ny physical exercises yet
either."”

"Aha," said Vol demar, respecting this, "that's a different matter. 1'I1
drift across then and as soon as you've finished your washing give us a
shout and we'll come over for you . . . just give us the nmandolin."

He floated off with it and Pepper remained sitting and watching him
trying at first to row across wth his shovel. This just made the dinghy go
around in a circle; after that, he began to use the shovel as a pole and al

was well. The noon bathed himin its dead light; he was |ike the I ast nman
after the last Geat Flood, sailing anong the roofs of the highest
bui | di ngs, very much al one, seeking rescue fromloneliness, still full of

hope. He poled up to the arnored car and banged his fist on the carapace;
somebody stuck his head out of the turret, guffawed cheerfully, and dragged
hi minsi de upsi de down. And Pepper was |eft al one.

He was alone, like the only passenger on a train at night, trundling
along with its three battered carriages along sone decayed branch |Iine,
everything creaks and sways inside the carriage, the smell of [|oconotive

cinders wafts in through the shattered warped w ndows, cigarette butts |eap
about the floor along with screwed-up bits of paper. Sonebody's forgotten
straw hat swings on its hook, and when the train pulls into the termnus,
t he sol e passenger steps out onto the rotting platform and nobody is going
to neet him He's certain nobody's going to neet him and he'll wander hone,
brown hinself a two-egg onelette on the stove along wth a bit of sausage
three days ol d and goi ng green..

The arnored car suddenly began to shake and was lit up with convul sive
flashes. Hundreds of brilliant nulti-colored threads extended fromit across
the plain, and the glare of the flashes and the noonlight showed circles
welling out fromthe arnmored car across the smpooth mirror of the swanp.
Soneone in white poked out of the turret; in a strained voice he procl ai nmed:

"Dear sirs! Ladies and gentlenen! Salute to tthe nation! Wth the npst
hunbl e respect, your Excellency, | have the honor to remain, npst respected
Princess Diko-bella, your obedient servant, technical supervisor, signature
i ndeci pherable! . . ." The arnored car once nore started shaking and
emtting flashes, then subsided.

I will afflict you with vines to cling to yo"u, thought Pepper, and
your accursed race wll be swept away by the jungle, your roofs wll
crunmbl e, the beanms will fall, your houses will be grown about w th wor mwod,
the bitter wormood.

The forest was noving in closer, clinbing the hairpins, scrabbling up
the cliff overhang preceded by waves of lilac fog, and out of it cane
crawl i ng, gripping, and crushing, nyriads of green tentacles, cesspits gaped
open on the streets and houses tunbled into bottonl ess | akes, junping trees



got up on the concrete runways in front of packed airplanes, where the
people |ay in piles, anyhow, wth their yogurt bottles, slate-gray
docunent - cases and heavy safes, and the ground beneath the cliff yawned and
sucked it d own. That would be so natural, so nuch to be expected, that no
one would be surprised. Everybody would be afraid sinply and accept
anni hil ation as a vengeance |ong feared and expected. Driver Acey would be
running |ike a spider between the swaying cottages looking for Rita, to get
what he wanted at last, but be wouldn't have tine. .

Three rockets went soaring up fromthe arnored car and a nmlitary voice
bel |l owed: "Tanks on the right, cover on the left! Crew, under cover!"
Soneone at once added thickly: "Dames to the left, bunks to the right! Crew
to your b-bunks!" Cane sounds of neighing and stanping, quite unhuman by
now, just as if a herd of pedigree stallions were kicking and thrashing
about in that iron box searching for a door to liberty, to the mares. Pepper
swung his door wide and peered out. There was swanp beneath his feet, deep
swanp, since the truck's nmonstrous wheels were nore than hub deep in the
mre. The edge wasn't far off, however.

Pepper crawl ed onto the back and nmade the long walk to the tail board,
t huddi ng and cl anking as he strode the I ength of the i mmense steel trough in
the rich noon-shadow. Once there he clinbed onto the tailboard and descended
by way of endless small [adders to the water. He remained suspended for a
time over the icy slime, screwing up his courage, then, as a burst of
machi negun fire once nore cane fromthe arnored car, closed his eyes and
junped. The bog gave way beneath him and continued to do so for a
considerable tine, it seened endless, and by the tinme he touched bottom the
mud was up to his chest. He pressed his whol e body down onto the nud, trod
with his knees, and used his palnms to push off. At first he could only
struggle on the spot, but he got the hang of it after a while and began
maki ng progress; to his surprise he soon found hinmself out of the wet.

It'd be a good idea if | could dig up some people sonmewhere, he
t hought, just people would do for a start--clean, shaved, considerate,
hospi tabl e. No high-flown i deas necessary, no blazing talents. No stunning
i deal s needed, or self-hatred. Just Ilet themclap hands on seeing ne and

somebody can run and fill the bath, sonebody el se provide clean sheets and
put the kettle on. Just don't let anybody request docunments or denand
signatures in triplicate with twenty pairs of fingerprints, |let nobody

spring to the tel ephone to report in a neaningful whisper that a stranger
had appeared covered in filth, calling hinself Pepper, but this could hardly
be the truth since Pepper had left for the Mainland and a directive about it
had already been issued and would be nmade public tomorrow. ... No need
either for themto be supporters or opponents of anything in principle. They
woul dn't have to be principled opponents of drinking as long as they weren't
drunkards themsel ves. Nor would they have to be supporters of truth at al
costs so long as they didn't lie or say spiteful things to anybody's face or
behi nd their backs. They shouldn't denmand that anyone conformfully to any
set of ideals, just accept and understand himas he was. . . . Good god,
t hought Pepper, is that too nuch to ask?"

He energed onto the road and wandered for a long time toward the
Directorate. Searchlights flashed on unrenmittingly, shadows flitted, clouds
of multi-colored snoke continued rising. As Pepper wal ked on, water gurgled
and squel ched in his boots, his drying clothes hung like a tent and sl apped
together |ike cardboard; every now and again lunmps of mud fell fromhis
trousers and slopped onto the road, every tinme deceiving Pepper into
thinking that he'd dropped his wallet and papers causing him to snatch at
hi s pocket, panic-stricken. When he had al nost reached the machi ne depot the
frightful idea seized himthat his papers had got wet and all the stanps and
signatures had run and were now i ndeci pherable and irretrievably suspi cious.
He cane to a stop and opened his wallet wth icy hands, he pulled out al
his identity cards, passes, certificates, and chits and began exam ni ng t hem
under the noon. It turned out that nothing terrible had happened; water had



done some damage only to one prolix docunent on crested paper, certifying
that the bearer had undergone a course of inocul ations and was passed for
wor k on cal cul ati ng machines. He put the ot back in his wallet, inserting
banknotes neatly between each, and was about to proceed on his way when he
suddenly pictured hinself conmng out onto the highway and people in
cardboard masks and beards stuck on anyhow grabbi ng his arns, blindfolding
him giving himsonmething to snell.

"Search! Search!"™ they would order. "Renenber the snell, enployee
Pepper ?" "Cherchez, mutt, cher-chez" setting himon. Inmagining all this; he
turned off the road without checking his pace, and ran, stooping, to the
machi ne depot, dived into the shadow of huge, pale containers, got his |egs
tangled in sonmething soft, and fell full tilt on a pile of rags and tow.

Here it was warmand dry. The rough sides of the containers were hot,
somet hing that pleased himat first, but after a while caused himto wonder.
Inside the cases all was silent, but he recalled the tale about the nachines
craw ing out of their containers by thenselves; he realized that another
life was going on inside there and he wasn't afraid. He felt secure even. He
eased his sitting position, took off his old boots, peeled off his wet
socks, and used the towto wipe his feet. It was so pleasant here, so warm
and cosy, that he thought: Odd if |I'm al one here--surely sonebody's realized
it's far better sitting here than crawling about the waste |ands blindfold
or hanging around sonme stinking bog? He | eaned his back up agai nst the hot
pl ywood bracing his feet against the hot plywood opposite and felt a strong
desire to purr. There was a tiny crack over his head through which he could
see a strip of sky pale with nmoonlight, conmplete with a few dimstars. From
somewhere cane runbling, crashing, the roar of engines, but all that had no
connection with him

Marvel ous to stay here for always, he thought. If | can't make it to

the Mainland, I'lIl stay here. Mchines, so what? W're all nachines. W are
the failed machi nes, or just badly put together
The opinion exists, gentlenmen, that man will never come to terns

with the machine. W shan't argue that, citizens. The director feels the
sane. And in addition, C audius-Cctavian Hausbotcher takes the sane view
What is a machine, after all? An inani mate nechani sm deprived of the ful
range of feelings and incapabl e of being cleverer than a nman. Mreover its
structure is not al bum nous. Moreover |ife cannot be reduced to physical and
chemi cal processes, therefore reason. . . . Here, an intellectualyricist
with three chins and a bowtie clinmbed to the stand, tore mercilessly at his
starched shirt-front and sobbi ngly procl ai ned:

"I cannot bear it ... | don't want that. ... A rosy babe playing with a
rattle . . . weeping willows bending over a pond . . . little girls in white
pi nafores.. . . They are reading poetry . . . they weep . . . weep! Over the
poet's beautiful lines. ... | don't want electronic nmetal to quench those
eyes. . . those Ilips . .. these young nodest cheeks. . . . No, a machine
wi Il never be cleverer than a nan! Because | ... because we ... W do not
wish it! And it will never be!l Never!!! Never!!l!"

Hands reached out wth glasses of water, while two hundred and fifty
mles above those snowwhite curls, silently, deathly, passed an automatic
sputni k-interceptor, keen-eyed and unbearably brilliant, stuffed wth
nucl ear expl osi ve. .

| don't want that either, Pepper thought, but you don't have to be such
a stupid fool as that. You can, of course, announce a canpaign to abolish
winter, do a bit of shamanismafter eating nmushroons full of drugs, beat
drunms, screech curses, but all the sanme, it's better to sew yourself a fur
coat and buy warmboots. . . . Anyhow, that grizzled protector of timd
cheeks will have his little shout fromthe platform then steal an oil can
fromhis lover's sew ng-machi ne case, steal up to sone electronic giant, and
start oiling its pinions, glancing at the dials and giggling respectfully
when it gives him a shock. God preserve us from grizzled old fools. And
while you' re about it, God, save us fromclever fools in cardboard nasks.



“In ny opinion, it's your dreans," soneone announced up above in a

kindly bass. "I know from experience that dreans can |l eave a really nasty
feeling. Sonetimes it's as if you were paralyzed. You can't nove, can't
work. Then it all wears off. You should work a bit. Wiy not? Then all the
aftereffects di sappear in the pleasure of it."

"Ch | can't bring nyself to that," returned a thin fretful voice. "I'm
sick of it all. Always the sane:

metal, plastic, concrete, people. I'm fed up to here with them | get

no pleasure out of it anynmore. The world's so beautiful and so full of
different things and I sit in one place and die of boredom™

"You should have upped and transferred to another job," creaked sone
peevi sh ol dster.

"Easily said--transfer! |1've been transferred already and |'m bored
stiff all the same. And it was hard getting away, let ne tell you!"

"Al'l right, now," said the bass judiciously. "Just what do you want? It
al nost passes understandi ng. What can one want if not to work?"

"Why can't you understand? | want to live life to the full. | want to
see new pl aces, have new experiences, it's always the sane ol d around here.

"Di sm ssed!" barked a | eaden voi ce. "ldle chatter! Sane old
around- -good thing. Constant aim All clear? Repeat!"

"Ah, to hell with you and your orders. "

There could be no doubt it was the machines conversing. Pepper had
never set eyes on themand couldn't imagine what they | ooked like, but he
had the feeling that he was hiding under a toyshop counter and hearing the
toys tal king, toys he'd known since childhood, only huge, and by virtue of
that, frightening. That thin hysterical voice belonged of courseto a
fifteen-foot doll called Jeanne. She had a bright-colored tulle dress on and
a fat, pink unmoving face with rolling eyes, fat, foolishly spread arnms, and
legs with fingers and toes stuck together. The bass was a bear, an enornous
Wnnie the Pooh bursting out of t he cont ai ner, gentl e, shaggy,
sawdust-filled, brown, with glass-button eyes. The others were toys, too,
but Pepper couldn't place themyet.

"Al'l the same, | suggest you ought to work a bit," runbled Wnnie the
Pooh. "Remenber, ny dear, that there are creatures who are a good deal |ess
fortunate than yourself. CQur gardener, for instance. He really wants to
wor k, but he sits here thinking day and night, because he hasn't worked out
a plan of action properly. But nobody's heard any conplaints from him

Monot onous work's still work. Monotonous pleasure's still pleasure. No
reason for talk of death and stuff like that."

"Ch, there's no nmaking you out," said Jeanne the doll. "For you,
everything's caused by dreams, or | don't know what. But 1|'ve got
premonitions. | can't stay still. | know there's going to be a terrible
explosion and I'Il be blown to tiny pieces. I'll turn into steam | know
|'ve seen. !

"Di sm ssed!" burst out the | eaden voice. "I can't stand it! What do you

know about expl osions? You can run toward the horizon wth any speed you
like at any angle. But the one whose business it is can overtake you at any
distance and that'll be a real explosion, not sone intellectual vapor. But
I'"'m not the one whose business it is, am|? Nobody will tell you that, and
even if they wanted to tell, they wouldn't be able. |I know what |'m saying.
Al clear? Repeat."

There was a good deal of blind self-assurance in all this. It was
probably a huge w nd-up tank speaking. Wth exactly the same blind
sel f-assurance it used to nove its rubber tracks forward, scranbling over a
boot placed in its way.

"I don't know what you nean," said the Jeanne doll. "But if | fled here
to you, the only creatures of nmy own kind, that doesn't mean, in ny view,
that | intend at whoever's pleasure to run off to the horizon at sonme angl e.

And anyway | would like you to observe that I"'mnot talking to you. ... If



it's work we're discussing, well I'mnot ill, I'"ma normal creature, and
need pl easures just as all of you do. But this isn't real work, just a sort
of unreal pleasure. | keep waiting for my real work, but there's no sign of
it, no sign. | don't know what's the matter but when | start thinking,
think nyself into all sorts of nonsense." She gave a sob

"Well, well, now . .." runbled Wnnie the Pooh. "On the whole, yes. O
course . . . only. .. . Hm . . ."

"It's all true!" observed a new voice, ringing and cheerful. "The
little girl's right. There's no real work...."

"Real work, real work!" creaked the old nan venonously. "All of a

sudden whol e seans of real work. El dorado! King Sol onbon's nines! They're al

around ne with their sick insides, sarcomas, delightful fistulas, appetizing
adenoi ds and appendi xes, ordinary but so attractive. Let us speak frankly.
They get in the way, they prevent you from working. | don't know what the
matter is here, perhaps they give off sone sort of special odor or they
radi ate an unknown field, but whenever they're near | go schizophrenic.

become two persons. One half of ne |ongs for enjoynent, yearns to seize hold
of and acconplish the necessary, the sweet, the desirable, the other falls
into prostration and hamers away at the eternal questions--is it worth it,

why, is it noral? . . . You, it's you I'mtal king about, what are you doi ng,
wor ki ng?"

"Me?" said Wnnie the Pooh. "OF course . . . why not? It's odd to hear
that fromyou, | didn't expect. I'mfinishing a helicopter design and after
that ... | was telling you 1'd created a marvelous tractor, such pure
enjoynment that was. ... | believe you have no grounds for doubting that I'm
wor ki ng. "

"No, | don't doubt it, don't doubt it at all," the old one ground out.
(Horrible boneless old nan, between a goblin and an astrol oger, wearing a
bl ack plush shawl with gold spangles.) "If you'll just tell me where this
tractor is?"

"Wll now ... | don't quite understand. . . . Howdo I know? Wat

business is it of mne? The helicopter interests nme now

"That's just what |I'mtalking about!" said the Astrol oger. "Nothing' s
your business, seemingly. You' re satisfied with everything. Nobody's in your
way. They even help you! You gave birth to a tractor, choking wth sheer
pl easure, and the people took it away from you at once, to keep you
concentrating on your main job, so's you didn't enjoy yourself over nuch.
You just ask hi mwhether people help himor not. "

"You talking to me?" Tank bell owed. "Crap! D smissed! Wenever sonmebody
goes out on the testing area and decides to stretch his legs a bit, keeping
his pleasure going, playing about, taking aimon the azimuth, or let's say
the wvertical bracket, they raise a racket and wuproar, their shouting
makes”you feel awful, anybody can get upset by it. But | didn't say that

anybody was--me, did I? No! You'll have a long wait to hear that fromne. Is
that cl ear? Repeat!"
"Me, too, ne as well!" Jeanne began chattering. "I've wondered | ots of

times, why do they exist? Now everything in the world has a neaning, hasn't
it? | don't think they do. Probably they're not there, it's a hallucination
When you try to analyze them and take a sanple fromthe |ower parts, then
t he upper, then the nmddle, you're sure to run into a wall or go right past
themor you fall asleep all of a sudden. "

"Of course they exist, you stupid hysteric!" creaked the Astrol oger
"They' ve got upper, lower, and mddle parts, and all the parts are full of
di seases. | know nothing nore delightful than people, no other creature has
so many objects of enjoynent wthin itself. What can you know about the
nmeani ng of their existence?"

"Ch, stop conplicating matters!" said the gay, ringing voice. "They're
sinmply beautiful. It's a genuine pleasure to ook at them Not always, of
course, but just imagine a garden. It can be as beautiful as you like, but
wi thout people it won't be perfect, won't be conplete. Just one sort of



peopl e woul d be enough to give it Ilife, they can be little people with bare
extremties that never walk but just run and throw stones . . . or mddling
people picking flowers ... it doesn't matter. Even hairy people will do,
runni ng about on four extremities. A garden without themis no garden."

"That sort of nonsense could make sonebody feel sick," announced Tank
"Bunkum Gardens reduce visibility, and as for people, they get in a certain
person's way all the time, and you can't say anything good about them
Anyhow, if a certain person were to send over a damm good salvo on a
bui |l di ng where for sone reason people were located, all his desire for work
woul d di sappear, he'd feel sleepy, and anybody would fall asleep. Naturally,
I don't speak of nyself, but if someone were to say it of me, would you
obj ect ?"

"You' ve taken to talking a |ot about people just lately," said Wnnie
the Pooh. "Watever the conversation starts on, you get it around to
peopl e. "

"Well why on earth not?" the Astrologer junped in at once. "Wat's it
to you? You're an opportunist! If we feel like talking, then we'll talk.
Wt hout asking your perm ssion."

"Pl ease, please,” Wnnie the Pooh said gloomly. "It's just that before
we used to talk mainly about living creatures, enjoynments, plans, but now, I
note that people are beginning to occupy a larger and larger part of our
conversations and therefore of our thoughts."

A silence ensued. Pepper, trying to nove noiselessly, altered his
position to be on his side and draw his knees up into his stomach. Wnnie
t he Pooh was wong. Let themtalk about people as much as ever possible.
Apparently they had a very poor know edge of themand it was therefore
interesting to hear what they had to say. Fromout of the nouths of babes

and sucklings. . . . \When people talked of thenselves, they either shoot
their nouths off or nade you confessions. Sick of it.

"You are pretty silly in your judgnents," said the Astrologer. "The
gardener, for instance. | hope you realize |I'm being reasonably objective so

as to share the satisfaction of ny friends. You enjoy planting gardens and
destroying parks. Splendid. I"'mwth you. But be so good as to tell nme what
peopl e have to do with it? Wat connection have those who lift their legs up
against trees or those who do it another way? | sense here a certain
unhealthy aestheticism It's as if | were to operate on glands and denand
for my fuller satisfaction that the patient be wapped in a floral gown.

"You're just cold by nature," the Gardener put in, but the Astrol oger
was unheedi ng.

"Or take yourselves,” he went on. "You're forever slinging your bonbs
and rockets about, calculating corrections and pl aying about wth
range-finders. Aren't you indifferent whether there's people in there or
not? It might be thought that you could spare a thought for your friends,
me, for instance, sewing up wounds!" he spoke dreamily. "You can't imagine
what that is--sewing up a really good jagged stomach wound. "

"Peopl e again, people again," Wnnie the Pooh said in a crushed voi ce.
"This is the seventh night we've tal ked only about people. It's queer for ne
to talk about this but clearly some sort of link, vague as yet, but

power ful , has sprung up between you and people. The nature of this link is
totally obscure to nme, if | don't count you, Doctor, for whom people are an
essential source of satisfaction. . . . Al around, it all seens absurd to
me, and in ny opinion the time has conme to ..."

"Dismssed!" roared Tank. "The tine has not yet come." "Wi-a-at?"
inquired Wnnie the Pooh, at a loss. "I say the tine has not cone," Tank
repeated. "Some, of course, are incapable of knowi ng whether the tine has
cone or not, sonme--l1 don't name them- don't even know what time it is
that's com ng, but soneone knows absolutely for certain that the tinme wll
inevitably cone when it will not only be permi ssible but necessary to open

fire on the people in the buildings! He who does not fire is an eneny! A



crimnal! Annihilate! That clear? Repeat!"

"I can guess at sonmething like that,"” put in the Astrologer in an
unexpectedly soft tone. "Jagged wounds. Gas gangrene.. . . Third degree
radi ati on burns.”

"They're all ghosts," sighed doll Jeanne. "Wat a bore! How mi serable!"

"Since there's no stopping your talk of people,” said Wnnie the Pooh
"let us try to elucidate the nature of this bond. Let wus attenpt to reason
logically. . . ." "One of the two," said a new voice, measured and dull. "If
t he bond nentioned exists, then either they or we are the dom nant."

"Stupidity," said the Astrologer. "What's this 'or'? OF course we are."

"What's 'dominant' ?" asked doll Jeanne, crestfallen

"In the present context, 'dominant' neans prevailing," the |ackluster
voi ce elucidated. "As far as the actual phrasing of the question goes, it's
not stupid, it's the only true phrasing, if we intend to argue logically."

A pause. Everybody, seemingly, expected a continuation. At last Wnnie
t he Pooh could stand it no | onger and asked: "Well?"

"I amnot clear if you intend to argue logically." "Yes, yes, we do," a
general nmurnur. "ln that case, accepting the existence of a bond as
axiomatic, either they are for us, or you are for them If they are for us
and they hinder your work according to the | aws of your nature, they should

be elimnated, I|ike any other interference. If you are for them but that
situation does not please you, they nust simlarly be elimnated |like any
other reason for an unsatisfactory situation. That is all | can say on the

subj ect of your conversation.”

Nobody said a word; frominside the containers canme noises of scraping
and clicking, just as if enormous toys were settling down to sleep, weary of
tal king. A general uneasiness hung in the air, as when a group of people who
have | et themselves go in conversation, not sparing anyone in their urge for
el oquence, suddenly realize they've gone too far. "Hunmidity's rising a bit,"
creaked the Astrologer in a subdued voice. "l've noticed that for ages,"
squeaked doll Jeanne. "Its verv nice: new figures. . . ."

"Don't know why, ny input's acting up," nunbled Wnnie the Pooh
"Gardener, you haven't got a spare twenty-two volt accunul ator, have you?"

"I"ve not got anything," responded the Gardener. After this there cane
a crash as of splintering wood, then a nechanical whistle and Pepper
suddenly saw sonet hing shining and noving in the crack above him he seened
to see soneone gazing at himin the shadow between the cases. He broke into
a cold sweat, got up and tiptoed out into the nmoonlight and sprinted off
toward the road. As he ran with all his strength he seened to feel dozens of
strange grotesque eyes follow ng himand watching the small pitiful figure,
defense-1ess on the plain exposed to every wind, laughing to see his shadow
so nmuch larger than hinself; out of fear he had forgotten to don his boots
and was now scared to go back for them

He skirted the bridge across the dry gully and could already nmake out
the outlying houses of the Directorate in front of him he felt breathless
and his toes pained himintolerably. He wanted to stop but heard through the
noi se of his own breathing the staccato clunp of a multitude of feet behind
him At this, he lost his head again and raced on with his last strength,
not feeling the earth beneath him nor his own body, spitting out sticky
| engths of saliva, all attenpts at thinking gone.

The nmoon raced with himacross the plain and the thudding was getting
nearer and nearer. He thought, This is it, finish, and the thuddi ng reached
hi m and sonebody white, huge, and hot as a driven horse appeared al ongsi de,
eclipsing the noon, drove past and began drawing slowy away, |ong naked
| egs punping in furious rhythm Pepper saw it was a nman in a football shirt
with nunber fourteen on it and white running pants wth a dark stripe.
Pepper was even nore frightened. The nultitudi nous thudding behind himdid
not cease, groans and painful cries could be heard. They're running, he
t hought hysterically. They're all running! It's started! And they're
running, but it's late, late, |ate! "



He caught vague glinpses of cottages along the mmin street and frozen
faces as he strove to keep up with the I ong-legged nunber fourteen, since he
had no idea where to run to or where safety lay, and naybe they were al ready
di stributing arns sonewhere, and | don't know where, and |I'mout of it again
on the sidelines, but I don't want that, | can't be on the sidelines now,
because those in the boxes mght be right in their way, but they're ny
enen es too. .

He rushed into the crowd, which gave way before him a square checkered
flag flashed in front of his eyes and exclamations of approval rose al
around. Soneone faniliar ran al ongsi de, speaking: "Don't stop, don't stop."
Then he stopped, and everybody clustered around and an enornous wap was
t hrown around his shoul ders. A booni ng radi o announced:

"Second pl ace, Pepper of Science Security Departnent with a tine of
seven mnutes twelve and three tenths seconds. . . . Now here's the third
man comi ng!"

The famliar figure turned out to be Proconsul: "You're a great |ad,
Pepper, | never expected anything like this. Wen your nane was announced at
the start | laughed, but | see now you should be included in the nmain group
Away you go and relax, be at the stadiumtonorrow before twelve. W have to
get over the assault course sonehow. |'mentering you for the fitters
wor kshop team . . . Don't argue, I'Il fix it with Kirn."

Pepper | ooked around. All about him were crowds of famliar people in
cardboard masks. Not far off they were tossing in the air and catching the
| ong- |1 egged man who canme in first. He flew up to the very noon, stiff and
straight as a log, clutching a large nmetal cup to his chest. R ght across
the street hung a sign "Finish," underneath it, glancing at a stopwatch,
stood C audi us-Cctavi an Hausbotcher in a severe black coat with an arn et
saying: "Ch. judge."

" And if you'd taken part in sports dress,” rumnbled Proconsul, "it
woul d have been possible to take that time into consideration for you
officially." Pepper el bowed him asi de and wandered of f through the crowd on
rubbery | egs.

" instead of sweating with fear sitting at home," someone was
saying in the crowd, "better take up sport."

"Just said the sanme thing to Hausbotcher. It's not being scared though
you're not right there; The search groups shoul d have been better organized.
Si nce everybody's running around, let themat |least run to sone purpose.

"Whose invention was it? Hausbotcher's! He never nisses a trick. He
knows what's what!"

"No need to run around in |ong underpants though. It's one thing to do
your duty in Ilong Johns, all respect due. But conpete in them-in ny view
that's a typical organizational oversight. |I shall wite on the matter."

Pepper escaped from the throng, and wandered off, swaying along the
murky street. He felt sick, his chest was hurting and he kept on imagining
those things in the cases, extending their netal necks and staring at the
road in amazenent at the crowd of blindfolded people in underpants,
earnestly striving to understand what |ink existed between them and the
activity of this crowd and, of course, failing to do so; whatever served
them as sources of patience nust now be near exhaustion

It was dark in Kirn's cottage. A baby was crying.

The hostel door was boarded up and the wi ndows were dark but someone
was wal king around inside with a shielded |anp and Pepper could make out
some pale faces at the first-floor wi ndows warily peeping out.

An inordinately lengthy gun barrel wth a thick nuzzle-brake was
sticking out of the library door, while on the opposite side of the street a
shed was burning up; around the conflagration, nmen in cardboard masks were
prow i ng about with mine detectors, lit up in crinmson flane.

Pepper headed for the park. In a dark alley, however, he was approached
by a woman who took his armand |led himoff wthout a word. Pepper nade no



resi stance, he was past caring. She was all in black, her hand was soft and
warm her white face shone through the dark
Al evtina, thought Pepper. She's bided her tine all right, he thought

with frank lack of shanme. Well, what's wong in that? So she waited. Don't
know why, or why I'mgiving in to her, but it's ne she waited for
They entered the house. Alevtina switched on the Ilight and said: "I've

waited for you here a long tine."

"I know, " he said.

"So why were you wal ki ng past ?"

Yes indeed, why? thought Pepper. Probably because | didn't care. "I
didn't care,"” he said.

"Ckay, never nmind," she said. "Sit down, |I'Il make you sonething."

He perched hinself on the edge of a chair, put his hands on his knees
and watched her fling off the black shawl from her neck and hang it up on a
nail--white, plunp, warm Then she disappeared into the recesses of the
house and soon a gas heater began humming and there cane a sound of water
spl ashing. He experienced severe pain in the soles of his feet, drew up his
Il eg and | ooked at the bare sole. The balls of his toes were bl oody, and the
bl ood had m xed with dust and dried in black crusts. He pictured hinself
subnerging his feet in hot water, at first very painful, then the pain
passi ng and being soothed. Today |I'Il sleep in the bath, he thought. And she
can come in and pour in hot water.

"This way," Al evtina sumoned him

He rose with difficulty, all his bones seened to creak together. He
i nped across the ginger carpet to the door that Iled into the corridor, in
the corridor, along a black and white carpet to a dead end, where the
bat hroom door was already open w de. The businesslike blue flame in the
geyser hummred, the tiles sparkled, and Alevtina bent over the bath
sprinkling powder into the water. Wiile he was getting undressed, stripping
off his wunderclothes stiff with dirt, she fluffed up the water; above the
water rose a blanket of foam over the rimof the bath it came, white as
snow. He sank into that foamclosing his eyes from pleasure and the pain in
his feet, while Alevtina seated herself on the edge of the bath and gazed at
him sweetly smiling, so kind, so wel com ng, and not a word about docunents.

She washed his head as he spat water out and snorted and brooded over
her strong, expert hands just like his nother's, just as good a cook too,
likely, then she asked: "Want your back rubbed?"

He slapped his ear to get rid of the soap and water and said: "Well of
course, surely! " She scrubbed his back with a rough | oofah and turned
on the shower.

"Hold on," he said. "I want to lie just I|ike this a bit longer. 1'll
let this water out now, let in fresh and just lie here, and you sit there.
Pl ease. "

She turned the shower off, went out for a nonent, and canme back with a
st ool .

"Lovely!" said he. "You know, |'ve never felt so good here as now "

"There you are," she smiled. "And you never wanted to."

"How did | know?"

"Way did you have to know in advance? You could have just tried. Wat
had you to | ose? You married?"

"I don't know," he said. "Not now, seemngly."

"I thought as rmuch. Loved her a lot, didn't you? Wat was she |ike?"

"What was she like? ... She wasn't afraid of anything. And she was
ki nd. W used to daydream about the forest."

"What forest?"

"What d'you mean? There's only one."

"Qurs, you nean?"

"It's not yours. It's its own. Anyway maybe it really is ours. Only
it's hard to picture it like that."

"I"'ve never been in the forest," said Alevtina. "They say it's



frightening."

"The unknown always is. Everything would be sinmple if people |Iearned
not to be afraid of the unknown."

"Well | think you shouldn't invent things," she said. "If there was a
bit less making things up, there wouldn't be anything unknown in the world.
Peppy, you're always making things up."

"What about the forest?" he reninded her

"Well, what about it? |I've never got there, but if | did, | don't think
I'd do too badly. Where there's a forest, there's paths, where there's
paths, there's people, and you can always get by with people.”

"What if there's no peopl e?"

"If there's no people then there's nothing to do there. You have to
stick to people, they won't let you down."

"No," Pepper said. "It's not as sinple as that. [|'m going downhill
people and all. | don't understand a thing about them™

"Lord, what on earth don't you understand?"

"Anything. That's what started ne dream ng about the forest,
incidentally. Only now | see that it's no easier in the forest."

She shook her head.

"What a child you still are,” she said. "Wy can't you ever understand
that nothing exists in the world except |ove, food, and power. All rolled up
t oget her of course, but whatever thread you pull, you're sure to arrive at
| ove, or power, or food. "

"No," said Pepper. "I don't want that."

"Darling," she said quietly. "Who's going to ask you whether you want
it or not. O course, | night ask you: what're you tossing about for, Peppy,

what the hell nore do you want ?"

"I don't think I need anything," said Pepper. "To clear out of here as
far as possible and become an archivist or a restorer. That's all the
desires | have."

She shook her head agai n.

"Hardly. That's a bit too conplicated. You need sonething sinmpler.”

He didn't argue, and she got up

"Here's your towel,"” she said. "l've put your under-things over here.
Cone out and we'll have sone tea. You'll have all the tea and raspberry jam
you want, then go to bed."

Pepper had already pulled the plug and was standing up in the bath
rubbing hinmself down with a huge shaggy towel, when the wi ndows rattled and
there came the nmuffled thud of a distant explosion. Then he renmenbered the
spares dunp and Jeanne the silly, hysterical doll. He cried: "Wat's that?
Waer e?"

"They' ve blown up the machine,"” replied Alevtina. "Don't be afraid."

"Where? Where'd they blowit up? At the depot?"

Alevtina was silent for a while, apparently | ooking out of the w ndow

"No," she said at last. "Why the depot? In the park. . . . There's the
snoke going up. .. . There they all are, running, running. "
Chapter Ten

The forest was invisible. In its place, belowthe rock as far as the
hori zon, lay dense clouds. It resenbled an ice-field powdered w th snow
i ce- hummocks and snow dunes, hol es and crevasses conceal i ng endl ess dept hs- -
if you jumped down fromthe rock your fall would be broken, not by earth,
war m swanps, or spreading branches, but by hard ice sparkling in the norning
sun, powdered lightly wth dry snow, and you would stay |lying on the ice
under the sun, flat, notionless, black. It mght be thought to resenble an
ol d, well-washed white blanket, thrown over the treetops. .. .

Pepper hunted around to find a pebble, |obbed it from palmto palm
thinking what a good little place this was above the precipice: pebbles
about, no sense of the Directorate, wild thorn bushes all around, faded



untrodden grass, even sone little birdy pernmitting itself a chirp. Best not
to l ook over to the right, though, where a |luxurious four-hole |atrine was
suspended over the precipice, its fresh paint brazenly shining in the sun
Quite a way off, it's true, and possible if you wanted, to nake yourself
imagine it a sumerhouse or sone sort of scientific pavilion, but it did
spoi | the scene.

Perhaps it was actually because of this new latrine, erected the
previous turbulent night, that the forest had shrouded itself in clouds.
Hardly |likely though. The forest wouldn't wap itself up to the distant
hori zon for anything so petty, it was used to a I|ot worse than that from
peopl e.

At any rate, Pepper thought, | can conme here every norning. I'll do
what they tell me, 1'll tote up on the broken Mercedes, |1'll beat the
assault course, I'lIl play the manager at chess, even try to get to |Iike
yogurt: it's probably not too bad if practically everybody likes it. And of
an evening (and for the night), 1'Il go over to Alevtina's and eat raspberry
jamand lie in the director's bath. There's sonmething to be said for that

even, he thought. Dry yourself with the director's towel and warm your feet
up in the director's woolly socks, neanwhile cranmed into the director's
dressing gown. Twice a nmonth 1'Il go over to the biostation to collect
sal ary and bonuses, not the forest, just the biostation, and not even there,
just to the pay-out wi ndow, but no nmeeting wth the forest and no war with

the forest, just salary and bonuses. But in the norning, early in the
nmorning, | shall come here and | ook on the forest fromafar and | ob pebbl es
into it.

The bushes behind him parted with a crash. Pepper glanced around
warily, but it wasn't the director, just Hausbotcher once again. He was
carrying a fat file folder and halted sone di stance away, | ooking Pepper up
and down with his noist eyes. He clearly knew sonething, something very
i mportant, and had brought this strange alarming information that no one in
the world knew of save hinmself, here to the cliff-edge, and it was plain
that everything that had gone before was no |longer significant and from
everyone would be required to contribute all he was capabl e of.

"Hello," he said, and bowed, clasping the case to his hip. "Good
nmorning. Did you rest well?"

"Good norning," said Pepper. "Well, thank you."

"Hum dity t oday sevent y- si X percent, " Hausbot cher announced.
"Tenper at ure--seventeen degrees. No wind. doud cover--nil." He had drawn
nearer noiselessly, arnms along the seanms of his trousers, and, inclining his
body toward Pepper, continued: "Double-u today--sixteen."

"What ' s doubl e-u?" asked Pepper, getting up

"Quantity of spots," said Hausbotcher swiftly. H's eyes becane shifty.

"On the sun,"” he said. "On the s-s-s. .. ." He ceased, staring Pepper in the
face.

"And why are you telling me this?" asked Pepper with distaste.

"I beg your pardon,"” said Hausbotcher rapidly. "It won't be repeated.
So, just humdity, cloud cover . . . hmm. . . wind and . . . you won't

require ne to report planetary oppositions?"
"Listen," said Pepper dismally. "What do you want from ne?"

Hausbot cher retreated a pace or two and hung his head. "I beg pardon
Perhaps | intruded, but there are a few papers that require . . . that is,
imediate . . . your personal..." He held out the file folder toward Pepper
like an enpty tray. "Do you order me to report?"

"You know what. . . ." said Pepper nenacingly.

"Yes . . . yes?" said Hausbotcher. Wthout relinquishing the file

folder, he began rummaging through his pockets, as if in search of his
notepad. Hi s face was blue-tinged as if from sheer zeal

Fool, fool, thought Pepper, trying to control hinself. Wat was |
expecting fromthe likes of hin "Stupid,"” he said striving for restraint.
"That clear? Stupid and not in the least witty."



"Yes-yes," said Hausbotcher. Bent double, with the file folder clasped
bet ween el bow and thigh, he scribbled frantically on the notepad. "One
second .. . yes, yes?"

"What are you witing there?" asked Pepper. Hausbotcher glanced
fearfully at himand read out:

"Fifteenth June . . . time . . . seven forty-five ... place
cliff-edge. "

"Li sten, Hausbotcher," said Pepper, exasperated. "Wat the hell do vyou
want ? Why d'you trail about after me all the tinme? |I've had enough of it,

just lay off! [Hausbotcher scribbled.] This joke of yours is sheer stupidity
and there's no need to spy around ne. You should be ashamed at your age.

Now stop witing, idiot! It's dammed stupidity! Wy don't you do vyour
exerci ses or get washed, just take a look at yourself, you' re like nothing
on earth! Ugh!"

He began doing up his sandal straps with fingers trenbling with fury.
"They're probably right about you," he panted. "They say you get

everywhere and take a note of the conversation. | used to think these were
your stupid jokes. ... | didn't want to believe it, | can't stand that sort
of thing at all, but it |ooks as though you're quite brazen about it now "

He straightened up and saw that Hausbotcher was standing staunchly at
attention, tears were flow ng down his cheeks.
"Just what's the matter with you today?" asked Pepper, al arned.

"I can't.. . ." nunbl ed Hausbot cher, between sobs.

"What can't you?"

"Exercises. . . . My liver ... chit. . . and washing."

"Good God in heaven," said Pepper. "Well if you can't, you needn't, it
was just a manner of speaking. . . . Wll anyway, why are you follow ng ne
around? Don't you see, for CGod's sake, it's not exactly pleasant.. . . |'ve

not hi ng agai nst you, but can't you grasp?

"Wn't happen again!" cried Hausbotcher, ecstatic. The tears on his
cheeks dried instantly. "Never again!"

"To bl azes with vyou," said Pepper wearily and wal ked off through the
bushes. Hausbotcher forced his way after him dd clown, thought Pepper
f eebl emi nded ..

"Absol ut e urgency,"
extreme necessity.. . . Your personal attention

Pepper | ooked around.

"What the hell ?" he exclained. "That's ny suitcase, give it here, where
did you get it?"

Hausbot cher placed the case on the ground and was on the point of
opening his mouth twi sted by the effort of breathing, when Pepper snatched
the case handle, not bothering to listen to him At this, Hausbotcher
wi thout a word lay belly-down on the case. "G ve nme that case!" said Pepper
going ice-cold fromfury.

"Never!" croaked Hausbotcher, scraping his knees about in the gravel.
The file folder was in his way so he gripped it between his teeth and
enbraced the suitcase with both arnms. Pepper heaved with all his mght and
succeeded in ripping off the handle.

"Stop this outrageous behavior!" he said. "At once!"

Hausbot cher shook his head and burbled sonething. Pepper |oosened his
collar and stared helplessly around. In the shadow of an oak tree not far
off, two engineers in cardboard masks were standing for sonme reason
Catching his glance, they straightened up and clicked their heels. Pepper
peered around himlike a hunted animal, then hurriedly wal ked al ong the path
out of the park. There'd been plenty of surprises up till now, he thought
feverishly, but this beat all. . . . They were all in it together . . . run,
he had to run! But how? He enmerged fromthe park and was about to turn off
toward the canteen, but he found Hausbotcher blocking his way once nore,
filthy and appalling. He was standing with the suitcase on his shoul der, his
blue face was bathed in tears or water or sweat, his eyes roved beneath a

Hausbot cher was nuttering, breathing heavily. "Only



white filmof noisture, he gripped the file folder with teethmarks on it
close to his chest.

"Not here, please. " he croaked. "I beg you . . . to the study
intolerably urgent . . . not forgetting interests of subordination. "
Pepper recoiled fromhimand ran off along the main street. People were
standing |ike statues along the pavenents, heads back and eyes staring. A

truck speeding toward himpulled up with a squeal of brakes and smashed into
a newsstand. People with spades spilled out of the back and began form ng up
in two ranks. A security guard went by with cerenonial step, holding his
rifle at the present-arms. . . .

On two occasions Pepper attenpted to turn off into a side street, but
each tinme Hausbot cher appeared before him Hausbotcher was no |l onger able to
speak, he just mpaned and grow ed, rolling beseeching eyes. Thereupon Pepper
ran off toward the Directorate building.

Kim he thought desperately, Kimwon't permt. . . surely Kimwasn't in
with them as well? . . . I'lIl lock nyself in the lavatory ... let themtry
"Il use ny feet. . . |I'mpast caring.

He burst into the hallway only to be greeted at once with the brazen
cl angor of the amal gamated | ocal orchestras thundering out a march. Strained
faces, protruding eyes, inflated chests flashed before him Hausbotcher
caught him up and chased him up the main staircase with its raspberry
carpets, a route forbidden to everyone at all tinmes, through sone unfamliar
two-tone halls, past security guards in full-dress uniformw th decorations,
along slippery waxed parquet, up to the fifth floor along a portrait
gallery, upstairs again to floor six, past some bedecked fermal es frozen |like
mannequi ns, into a sort of |uxurious dead end with fluorescent lighting, and
up to an enornous | eather door wth the nanmeplate "Director."” Nowhere else
to run.

Hausbot cher caught wup wth him and slid under his el bow croaked
horribly like an epileptic and flung the |eather door w de before him
Pepper entered, and sank up to his insteps in a nonstrous tiger skin, and
iMmersed his whole being into the austere executive twilight of half-drawn
door curtains, into the noble aroma of expensive tobacco, in the cotton-wool
silence, into the even tenor and serenity of an alien existence.

"Hello," he said into space. But no one was sitting behind the huge
table. No one was sitting in the huge arncthairs. And no one met his gl ance
except Selivan the Martyr in a vast picture occupying the whole of one side
of the room

Behi nd him Hausbotcher dropped the suitcase wth a thunp. Pepper
started and turned around. Hausbotcher was standing, swaying and proffering
the file folder like an enpty tray. H's eyes were dead, glassy. The man'l
die any mnute, thought Pepper. But Hausbotcher did not die.

"Unusually wurgent..." he grated, panting. "Not possi ble wi thout
director's signature . . . personal... would never dare. "

"What director?" Pepper whispered. Aterrible surm se had begun to take
vague shape in his brain.

"You. . . ." Hausbotcher croaked. "Wthout your official stanmp ... no
way. . . ."

Pepper | eaned agai nst the table and supporting hinmself on its polished
surface, wandered around it to the chair that seemed nearest. He dropped
into its cool |eather enbrace and took in the rows of colored tel ephones on
his left and the gold stanped volunes on the right. In front of himstood a

nonunental inkwell with Tannhauser and Venus, and above it, the white
beseechi ng eyes of Hausbotcher and the proffered docunent case. He drew his
el bows in, thought: Well, so that's how it is? You scum sods, |ackies
that's it, eh? Well, well, you bastards, slaves, cardboard snouts.

Vell, all right, let it be.
"Stop waggling that over the table,"” he said severely. "Gve it here."
Thi ngs began noving in the office, shadows flitted® a snall whirlw nd
started up and Hausbotcher materialized at his right shoulder; the folder



lay on the table and opened as if of its own accord, sheets of fine quality
paper peeped out, and he read a word printed in large letters: DRAFT. "Thank
you," he said severely. "You may go."

Once nore the whirlwind, an aroma of sweat was sensed and then
vani shed, Hausbotcher was al ready by the door pausing, trunk inclined, hands
by his seans, appalling, piteous, and ready for anything.

"One noment," said Pepper. Hausbotcher froze. "Can you kill a nan?"
asked Pepper. Hausbotcher did not hesitate. He pulled out a small notepad
and spoke: "Your orders?" "And commit suicide?" Pepper asked. "Wat?" said
Hausbot cher. "CGo," said Pepper. "I'll call for you later." Hausbotcher

vani shed. Pepper cleared his throat and w ped his cheeks.

"Let's assune that," he said aloud. "And now what ?"

On the table he observed a desk diary, turned the page, and read the
present day's entry. The previous director's handwiting disappointed him
it was large and legible Ilike a primary school teacher's. "G oup |eaders.
9: 30. Foot exami nation. 10: 30. Power for Ala. Try aerated yogurt.
Machi ni zation. Reel: who stole it? Four bulldozers!!!"

To hell with the bulldozers, thought Pepper, that's it: no bulldozers,
no excavators, no saw conbines of eradication. . . . Good idea to castrate
Acey at the sane tine--can't, pity . . . and that machi ne-depot. Bl ow that
up, he decided. He pictured the Directorate fromabove and realized that a
great deal needed blowing up. Too much. . . . Any fool can use expl osives,
he t hought.

He pulled out the desk's middle drawer and saw there heaps of papers,
bl unted pencils, and two philatelic perforation-gauges, and on top of al
this, a twi sted golden general's epaulette. Just one. He had a | ook for the
other, raking his hand around under the papers, received a pinprick and
found a bunch of safe keys. The safe itself stood in the far comer and a
pretty odd safe it was; decorated |ike a sideboard. Pepper got wup and
crossed the roomto the safe; he glanced around himand noticed a good many
odd things he'd not seen before.

Under the wi ndow stood a hockey stick, next to it--a crutch and a false
leg wearing a boot with a rusty skate. There turned out to be another door
in the recesses of the office; a rope was stretched across it on which hung
some bl ack swinm ng trunks and several odd socks, a number of them holed. On
the door was a tarnished nmetal plate with the inscribed I|egend CATTLE. On
the w ndowsill, half-hidden by the curtain, stood a small aquarium in the
pure transparent water anong varicol ored seaweeds, a plunp black axol ot
stirred its feathery gills in measured tenpo. From behind the Selivan
picture protruded a splendid bandmaster's baton conplete with horses tails.
Pepper was busy with the safe a good while, trying the keys. At last the
heavy arnored door swung open. The inside of the door was covered in
i ndecent pin-ups fromnmen's nagazines, and the safe was practically enpty.
Pepper found a pair of pince-nez, the left |Iens broken, a crunpled cap with
a nysterious cockade, and a photograph of an wunknown famly (grinning
father, mother wth cupid s-bow lips, and two boys in cadet uniform. There
was a parabellum pistol too, well cleaned and | ooked after, a single round
up the barrel, another twi sted general's epaulette, and an iron cross wth
oak | eaves. There was another pile of file folders in the safe, but they
were all enpty except for the bottomone, which held a rough draft of an
order inposing punishment on driver Acey for systematic nonattendance at the
Museum of Directorate H story. "That's got him that's got him rascal,"”

muttered Pepper. "Fancy that, skipping the museum . . . We'|ll do sonething
about this." Always Acey, what the . . . ?

Yogurt omani ac, repul sive womani zer, junky, still, all the drivers were
that... no, a stop would be put to it: yogurt, chess during working hours.

By the way, what exactly does Kimadd up on the broken Mercedes? O is
everything as it should be--some sort of stochastic processes going on. ...
Look, Pepper, you don't know rmuch; everybody's hard at work, after all

Hardly anybody |oafs around. They work at night. Everybody's busy, nobody's



got any tine. Oders are carried out, that I know, seen it nmyself.
Everything | ooks to be in order: guards do their guarding, drivers drive,
engi neers construct, scientists wite articles, pay-clerks dish out noney.

Li sten, Pepper, he thought, nmaybe all this nerry-go-round exists just
for that--so everybody's kept busy? In actual fact a good nechanic can
service a car in two hours. What happens after that? What about the other
twenty-two hours? And if in addition conpetent worknen operate the nmachines
so as to keep them in good order? The answer's not far to seek: give the
good nmechanic a job as a cook, make the cook a nechanic. That way you can

fill twenty-two years, never mnd hours. No, there was a certain logic in
it. Everybody works, discharging his obligations to humanity, not |ike well,
monkeys . . . and they extend their specialization range. . . . Anyhow,

there's no logic at all there, it's an unholy ness, that's all. .. . My god

I'"m standing here like a post, while they're defiling the forest,
eradicating it, turning it into a park. Sonething's got to be done, now I|I'm
responsi ble for every acre, every pup, every nernaid, |'mresponsible for it
all now.

He noved into action, somehow got the safe shut, rushed over to the
tabl e, pushed the file folder fromhimand pulled out a clean sheet of paper
fromthe drawer. . . . There's thousands of people here, though, he thought.
Traditi ons have been founded, accepted attitudes, they'll laugh at ne.

He recalled the wetched, sweating Hausbotcher and indeed hinmself in the
director's anteroom No, they wouldn't laugh at him They'd cry, conplain
... to ... Monsieur Alas . . . they'd kill each other. But not [|augh. That
was the worst part of it, he thought, they didn't know how to | augh, they
didn't know what that was or the reason for it. People, he thought, people

and little people and littler people. Denocracy's what's wanted, freedom of
opi nion, freedomof criticism I'Il get them all together and tell them
criticize! Criticize and laugh. . . . Yes, they would criticize. They'd do

it at length wth warnmth and ecstasy since they'd been ordered to do it,
they'd criticize the inadequate supplies of yogurt, the poor food in the
canteen, they'd lay into the street cleaners with particular relish: roads
unswept in donkey's years, they'd criticize driver Acey for systematic
bat hhouse avoi dance, and in between they'd hurry to the latrine overhangi ng
the precipice. . . . No, I'll get things in a tangle that way, he thought. A
set procedure is what we want. \What have | got now?

He began witing swiftly and illegibly on the sheet:

"Forest FEradication Goup, Forest Research Goup, Forest Mlitary
Guard, Assistance to Native Population Goup. " \What el se was there?
Yes! "Engineering Penetration Goup." Yes, and . . . "Science Security
G oup." The lot, apparently. So. What did they all do? add, |'ve never
wondered up till now what they all do here. What's nore, |'ve never wondered
what the Directorate does anyway. Howis it possible to combine forest
eradication wth a forest guard, and assist the |ocal populations at the
sane tine.

Well, now, he thought. For a start, no eradications. FEradicate
Eradi cati on. Engineering Penetration too, nost likely. O let themwork up
top, they're no use down there, anyway. Let their nachines cope. Let them

build a good road, let themdrain that stinking bog.. .. Wat's left then?
The military guard. And wol fhounds. Well, anyway . . . anyway the forest has
to be guarded. Only ... he recalled the faces of the guards he had
encountered and gnawed his lip doubtfully, Mmnyes. . . . Well all right,
we'll assune that. But why the Directorate? Wy ne! Dispense with the
Directorate, eh? He had a feeling of weird gaiety. Now that would be
somet hing, he thought. | can do it! Disperse it and that's it, he thought.

Who's ny judge? |'mthe director, the chief. One order--finish!

Suddenly he heard ponderous footsteps sonewhere close. The glass
chandelier tinkled, the drying socks swayed on the line. Pepper rose and
tiptoed to the little door. Just beyond it soneone was wal ki ng unsteadily,



as it mght be stunbling, but nothing else could be heard and there wasn't
even a keyhole to ook through. Pepper cautiously pulled at the handl e but
t he door did not yield.

"Who's there?" he asked loudly, placing his Ilips to the crack. No one
replied but the footsteps continued. It was |ike a drunk wandering al ong,
falling over his own |legs. Pepper tried the handl e again, gave a shrug, and
went back to his chair.

Anyway, power has its advantages, he thought. | shan't disperse the
Directorate, of course, stupid--why get rid of a ready-made well-knit
organi zation? One sinply had to redirect it, turn it onto its true course.
Stop the intrusion into the forest, intensify careful research, try to find

points of contact, learn fromit. ... They didn't even know what the forest
was, after all. Just imagine, a forest! Muntains of firewood. . . . No
there was a Ilot of work ahead. Real, inmportant work. People would be
forthcom ng, too--Kim Stoyan . . . Rita. .. Good lord, what was wong wth
the manager? . . . Alevtina. . .. Well and why not this Alas as well, no
doubt a good man, brains there, doing a silly job that was all. ... W'l

show them he thought cheerfully. W'll show themyet, hell! Al right. How
are things going just now?

He drew the file folder toward him On the top sheet was witten:

DRAFT DI RECTI VE ON PROCEDURE

1. Over the past year the Forest Directorate has materially inproved
its work and attained splendid results in all spheres of activity. Many
hundreds of acres of forest territory have been taken over, studied,
eradi cated, and put under military and scientific security. The skills of
speci alist and worker alike show continued steady devel opnment. Organi zation
i s being perfected, unproductive spending is being reduced, bureaucratic and
ot her inpedinents external to productivity are being elim nated.

2. However, al ongside the achievenments achieved, the harnful effects of
the Second Law of Thernodynamics, as well as the Law of Large Nunbers
continue to be felt, thus lowering the general |evel of attainment. Qur npst
pressing task is nowthe elimnation of chance effects, productive of chaos
and destructive of rhythmas well as inductive of a relaxation of tenpo.

3. Wth reference to the above-nentioned, it is suggested in the future
that all nanifestations of chance be regarded as exceptional and at variance
with the i deal of organi zation, and involvement in chance effects
(probability)--as a crimnal activity, or, if the involvenent in chance
effects (probability) is not attended by major consequences--as a npst
serious breach of office and production discipline.

4. The gui It of any person invol ved with chance effects
(probabilities), is defined and delimted by articles of the Crimnal Code
nos. 62, 64, 65 (onmitting paras. S and 0) 113, and 192 par. K, or
Admi ni strative Codex 12, 15 and 97. NOTE: The fatal upshot of any
i nvol vement with chance effects (probabilities) is not regarded per se as a
justifying or extenuating circunstance. Conviction, or penalty in this

i nstance, will be inposed posthunously.

5. The present Directive pronulgated .. . nonth .. . day . . . year. No
retroactive application.

Signature: DIRECTOR (--------------- )

Pepper nmoistened his dry lips and turned the page over. On the next
sheet was an order concerning a sumons for a nenber of the Science Security
Group, one H Toity, with reference to the Directive "On procedure," "for
mal i ci ous indul gence of the law of |arge nunbers, to wit, sliding on the ice
wi th concomitant danage to the ankle joint, which crimnal involvenent with
chance effects (probability) took place on March IIth this year." Oficer H
Toity should be referred to in all docunents henceforward as probabili-trick
Toity.

Pepper clicked his teeth and glanced at the next sheet. This was an
order too: the inposition of administrative punishment--a fine of four
nmont hs pay, posthunously--on dog-breeder G de Montnorency of the military



guard, "carelessly pernmitting hinself to be struck down by atnospheric
di scharge (lightning)." Further on were requests for |eave, requests to do
with a |unmp-sumbenefit on the loss of a breadw nner, and an explanatory
note fromone Z Lunbago concerning the |oss of a reel

"What in the nane of!" said Pepper aloud and reread the draft
Directive. He began to sweat. The draft was printed on art paper with a gold
edge. | need advice from sonmewhere, thought Pepper m serably, otherwise I'm
done for. .

At this the door flung open and into the study, pushing a wheeled cart
before her, canme Alevtina, dressed with extreme elegance in the |atest
fashi on, and wearing a grave expression on her expertly powdered and made- up
face.

"Your breakfast," said she in a delicate voice.

"Cl ose the door and conme here," said Pepper. She shut the door, pushed
the cart with her foot and, adjusting her hair, came over to Pepper

"Well now, ducky?" said she, smling. "Satisfied now?"

"Listen," said Pepper. "This is rubbish. Have a read."

She seated herself on the arm of the chair, put her bare left arm
around Pepper's neck, and picked up the Directive with the bare right one.

"Well, | know," she said. "It's all in order. Wat's the matter? Should
I bring the CGrimnal Code in? The previous director couldn't remenber a
single article either."

"No, no, wait," said Pepper inpatiently. "What's the code got to do
withit, what's that to do with it? Have you read it?"

"Not only read, typed. And corrected the style. Hausbotcher's no

witer, and he only learned to read here. . . . Incidentally, ducky," she
said, solicitously, "Hausbotcher is waiting out there in the anteroom see
hi m during breakfast, he likes that. He'll do your sandw ches for you

"I sent him packing!" said Pepper. "Just you explain to nme what |

"You shouldn't send Hausbotcher packing,” put in Alevtina. "You're
still ny little ducky, you still don't know anything." She pressed Pepper's
nose |ike a button. "Hausbotcher has two notepads. In one he wites who said
what--for the director--in the other he notes down what the director said.
Ducky, you renmenber that and don't go forgetting."

"Wait," said Pepper. "I want your advice. That Directive .. . |I'mnot
signing crazy stuff like that."

"How do you nean not ?"

"What | say. My hand won't mpove--to sign anything like that."

Al evtina's face becanme stern.

"Ducky," she said. "Now don't get obstinate. Just sign. It's very

urgent. 1'll explainit all to you later, but now . "

"What's there to explain?" asked Pepper

"Well if you don't wunderstand, it means you need an expl anation. So
that's what 1'Il do later."

"No, explain it now, " Pepper said. "If you can," he added. "Which
doubt . "

"Qoh, then, ny little one," said Alevtina and kissed himon the tenple.
She gl anced at her watch concernedly. "Well, fine, all right."

She shifted her seat to the table, placed her hands beneath her and
began, her screwed-up eyes fixed above Pepper's head.

"Adm nistrative work exists as the basis of all else. This work didn't
cone into being today or yesterday, the vector has its base back in the
depths of tine. At present it is enbodied in existing orders and directives.
But it extends far into the future too, and there it waits for its
enbodiment. It's like laying a highway through a section already marked of f,
where the asphalt ends and the surveyor stands with his back to the finished
section looking into his theodolite.

"That surveyor is you. The imaginary line traveling along the optica
axis of the theodolite 1is the unrealized adm nistrative vector which only



you of all people can see and to which it is your duty to give substance. Do
you fol | ow?"
"No," Pepper said firny.

"Doesn't matter, keep listening. . . . Just as the highway can't turn
as it pleases to left or right, but has to follow the optical axis of your
theodolite, just so every directive nust be a continuation of all those
preceding it.... Ducky, sweety, don't probe into it, | don't understand

anyt hing about it nyself, but that's good really, because probing stirs up
doubts, doubts make people mark tine, and marking time is the death of
adm nistrative activity, consequently yours, mne and every.

"That's elenmentary. Not a single day without a Directive and everyt hi ng
will be all right. This Directive on procedure, now-it doesn't exist in
vacuo, it's tied up with the preceding Directive on nonabsence, and that was
linked with the Order on nonpregnancy, and that Order flowed logically from
the Injunction on excessive indignation, and that . . ."

"What the hell!" said Pepper. "Show ne these injunctions and orders.
No, better show ne the very first order, the one in the depths of tine."

"Now why do you need that ?"

"What do you nean, 'why'? You say they stemlogically. | don't believe
that!"

"Ducky," said Alevtina. "You'll see all that. 1'll show you all that.
You'll read it all with your dear little short-sighted eyes. But realize,

there was no directive day before yesterday and none yesterday if you don't
count a petty little order about capturing a machine and that was by word of
mouth. . . . \What do you think, how |long can the Directorate exist wthout
directives? Since yesterday norning it's all been a mx-up: sone people are
wal ki ng around everywhere changi ng burned-out bul bs, inagine? No, ducky, you
do as you like, but the Directive has to be signed. |I'mon your side, you
know. You just sign it straight off, do the conference wth the group
| eaders, tell them sonething encouraging, then I'Il bring you everything you
want. You can read, study, probe . . . better if you don't probe though."

Pepper took hold of his cheeks and rocked his head. Al evtina briskly
junped down fromthe table, dipped a pen into Venus' skull and held the stem
toward Pepper.

"Well wite, sweetie, just a quick one.

Pepper took the pen.

"But 1'll be able to cancel the thing later?" he asked fretfully.

"Of course, ducky, of course," said Alevtina, and Pepper knew she |ied.
He hurled the pen away. "No," he said. "No, never. | won't sign that. Wy
the hell should | sign lunacy |I|ike that when there's probably dozens of
sensi bl e and useful orders, and instructions, absolutely essential, really
necessary in this bedl am "

"For exanpl e?" asked Al evtina briskly.

"Good lord. . . . Wll, anything you like . . . hell's bells. WllI,
what about . . ."

Al evtina got out her notepad.

"Well, let's say ... let's say an order," said Pepper wth
extraordi nary bitterness, "to the menbers of the FEradication Goup to
self-eradicate as soon as ever possible. Yes, indeed! Let them all throw
t hensel ves off the cliff ... or shoot thenselves . . . make it today! In

char ge- - Hausbot cher. Now that really is sonething nore useful
"One nmonent," said Alevtina. "That is, conmit suicide with the aid of

firearns today before twenty-four hundred hours. In charge--Hausbotcher."
She cl osed her notepad and consi dered. Pepper |ooked at her in astoni shnent.
"So!" she said. "It's all right. It's even nore progressive. . . . Sweety,

understand this: you don't like the directive--don't bother about it. But
i ssue another. That's what you' ve done and |'ve no nore to ask of you

She junped down to the fl oor and busied herself arranging plates before
Pepper .



"Here's the pancakes, here's the jam . . . Coffee in the thernos, it's
hot - -watch you don't burn yourself. . . . Eat up and I'll do the draft quick
as a flash and bring it in half an hour."

"Wait," said Pepper, stunned. "Wait. . . ."

"Who's ny clever one," said Alevtina tenderly. "You're great, only be a
bit nicer to Hausbotcher."

"Wait," said Pepper. "What d'you think you're doing?"

Alevtina ran for the door, Pepper rushed after her shouting: "Are you
crazy?" but failed to catch her. Alevtina vanished and in her place, like a
ghost, Hausbotcher materialized out of enptiness. Now slicked and cl eaned,
now a normal color, as before ready for anything.

"A stroke of genius," he said softly, edging Pepper toward the table,
"it's brilliant. It will surely go down in history. "

Pepper recoiled as if froma giant centipede, bunped into the table and
pushed Tannhauser onto Venus.

Chapter El even

He woke up, opened his eyes and stared at the low, |ine-encrusted
ceiling. The ants were again heading across it. Right to the left, |oaded
left to right, enpty. A nonth ago it had been the other way around, a nonth
ago Nava had been here. Nothing el se had changed. Day after tonorrow, we'll
go, he thought.

The old nman was sitting at the table |ooking at himand cl eani ng out
his ear. The old man had got terribly thin, his eyes were sunken, he hadn't
a tooth left. Probably he'll soon die, that old nman.

"Why on earth is it. Dummy," said the old man tearfully, "you've not a
thing to eat. Since Nava got taken fromyou, vyou' ve no nore food in the
house. Not in the norning or at dinnertinme, | told you: don't go, shouldn't.
Why did you go away? Paid too nmuch heed to Hopalong and went, what does
Hopal ong know about what's done and what isn't? Hopal ong doesn't realize
that, and his father before him was just as slow, his granddad just the
same, all the Hopal ong breed just the same, so they've all died, and so will

Hopal ong, no way out. . . . Maybe you have got some food, Dummy, maybe
you've hidden it, eh? Alot of them do ... if you have, get it quick, I'm
hungry, | can't do without food, |I've eaten all ny life, got used to it.

So now you've got no Nava, Barnacle killed by a tree as well, . . . that's
who al ways had a |l ot of food, Barnacle! | used to get through three pots at
his place, thought it was always | ow grade stuff, nasty, why he got killed
by a tree, likely. ... | used to tell him shouldn't eat food Iike that.

Kandid got wup and searched the hiding places Nava had devised
t hr oughout the house. There was no food at all. After that he went out into
the street, turned left and headed for the square, to Buster's house. The
old man trailed along behind, sniveling and whining. Fromthe field there
cane coarse and ragged shouting: "Hey, hey, nwmke it gay, left way, right
way. . " The forest returned an echo. Every norning, so it seened to
Kandi d, the forest had noved closer. In fact, this wasn't so, and even if it
was, it would hardly have been perceptible to the human eye. The nunber of
deadlings in the forest, probably, had not increased, but it seemed so. Very
likely because Kandid now knew what they were, and that he hated them
Whenever a dead-ling appeared out of the forest, the cry at once went up:
"Dumy! Dummy!" And he would go there and destroy the deadling wth his
scal pel, swiftly, surely, with cruel enjoynment. The whole village would run
to view the spectacle and invariably exclainmed in unison and covered their
faces, when the terrible white scar opened up along the steam shrouded
carcass. Little bovs no I|onger teased Dunmy, they were now nortally afraid
of him ran and hid at his approach. The scal pel was discussed in whispers
at home in the evenings, and by order of the resourceful elder they started
maki ng storage bins out of deadling hides. They were good ones, too, big and



tough. . . .

In the mddle of the square stood Ears, up to his waist in grass and
shrouded in lilac mst; his palnms were raised, his eyes glassy and there was
foam on his Ilips. Around him crowded curious toddlers, |I|istening and
wat chi ng, open-nouthed; this spectacle never wearied them Kandid also
stopped to listen, and the toddlers scattered |ike |eaves.

"Into the battle new . . ." burbled Ears in a netallic voice.
"Successful novement. . . extensive areas of peace . . . new detachnments of
Mai dens. . . . Calmand Anmal gamation. . . ."

Kandid passed on. Since that norning, his head had been reasonably
clear, and he felt he could think, and bsgan to consider who he was, this
Ears, and what his function was. There was some point now in such
specul ation, since Kandid now knew sonething, and sonmetines it even seened
that he knew a great deal, if not everything. Every village had its Ears,
we' ve got one, New Village has, and the old man used to brag of how speci al
the Ears had been in the now rmushroony village. No doubt there had been a
time when many people knew what the Accession was, and understood what
successes were being referred to; then, very likely, they had been concerned
to inform everybody about it, or had assuned they were concerned, later it
dawned that a whole | ot of people could perfectly well be done without, that
all these villages were--a mnmistake, the villagers no nore than sheep
that occurred when it was discovered howto control the lilac mist, and the
first deadlings energed fromthe lilac clouds . . . and the first villages
found thenselves at the bottom of the first triangular lakes . . . and the
first detachnents of Midens appeared. . . . The Ears had remai ned and the
tradition had survived, something that wasn't w ped out because they had
sinmply forgotten about it. A pointless tradition, as pointless as this whole

forest, as all these artificial monsters and cities, which spawned
destructi on, and t hese terrible hoyden- amazons, priest esses of
part henogenesi s, cruel and conpl acent mi stresses of the virus, sovereigns of
the forest, fresh-water plump . . . and this vast activity in the jungle al

these Great Harrow ngs, and Swampings, undertakings nonstrous in their
absurdity. . . . Hys ideas flowed freely al nost, even automatically, for the

last nonth they had nanaged to carve for thenselves permanent channel s and
Kandi d knew i n advance what enotions would spring up in himthe next second.
In our village this is called "thinking." Here, now doubts would cone up

| saw nothing after all. | encountered three forest witches. Plenty of
strange things in the forest. | saw the destruction of a deceptive village,
a hill resenbling a factory of living creatures, hellish viol ence done to an
arnchewer ... destruction, factory, violence. . . . Those words are mne, ny

concepts. Even for Nava destruction isn't destruction, it's the Accession .
but I know what the Accession is. To ne it's terrible, revolting, and
all because to ne it's alien, and perhaps one should say not "a cruel and
sensel ess driving of the forest over people,"” but "a systematic, superbly
organi zed, precisely thought-out drive of the new against the old," "a
wel | -timed and matured, abundantly powerful offensive of the new against the
rotten, hopeless, old order. " Not a perversion, but a revolution. The
natural order of things, a natural order | regard fromthe outside, with the
partial view of a stranger who understands nothing and by virtue of that
fact, imagines that he knows it all and that he has a right to judge. Just
like a little boy indignant at the nasty cock for tranpling the poor hen.

He |ooked back at FEars. Ears was sitting in the grass wth his
customary dazed | ook, turning his head, endeavoring to recall who and where
he was. A living radio receiver. So, there nust be living transmitters
and |iving mechani snms and |iving machi nes, yes, the deadlings for exanple.

Vel |l now, why, why doesn't all this, so superbly thought-up, so superbly
organi zed, rouse in ne a shred of synpathy--only disgust and | oathing. .

Buster came up noiselessly behind himand clapped him between the

shoul der bl ades.



"Stands there gawpi ng, wool on vyer nose," said he. "There was one
gawped like that, they twisted his arms and |legs off, no nore gawping from
him Wen are we |eaving, Dunmy? How |ong are you going to keep pulling ny
leg? My old wonman's gone to anot her house, wool on yer nose, and |'ve been
sleeping at the elder's for three nights, just nowl'mthinking I'lIl go and
spend the night with Barnacle's widow The food' s so rotten that even that
old stunp doesn't want to guzzle it, makes a face, says: everything you' ve

got's rotten, you can't bear to smell it, never mnd guzzle, wool on yer
nose. . . . Only I'mnot going to Devil's Rocks, Dumy. |'Il go with you to
the City, we'll pick up some babes there. If we neet thieves we'll give them

half, we won't be nmean, wool on yer nose, and bring the other half back to
the village, let themlive here, what do they want floating about there,
there was one fl oated, gave her a good 'un up the hooter, no nore floating
and hates the sight of water, wool on yer nose. . . . Listen, Dummy, naybe
you lied about the City and those babes? O maybe you were seeing
things--the robbers took Nava away from you, and you imagined it out of
sorrow? Hopal ong there doesn't believe it; reckons you were seeing things.
What's that Gty in the | ake, wool on yer nose, everybody said on a hill

not in a lake. Wwo can live in a |lake, wool on yer nose? W'll all drown in
there, there's water there, wool on yer nose, never mnd the babes in there,
I"'mnot going in even for them | <can't swm and anyway what for? Now
could stand on the bank, while you drag them out. . . . You'll go into the
water then, and I'll stay on the bank, and we'll soon nmanage it that way,
you and I. "

"Have you got yourself a stick?" asked Kandid.
"Where can | get you a stick in the forest, wool on yer nose?" objected

Buster. "That neans a trip to the swanp, for a stick. And I've no tinme, I'm
hiding food so's the old man won't guzzle it, anyway what do I want with a
stick, | don't intend to fight anybody. . . . There was one who fought, wool
on yer nose. M

"Ckay," said Kandid. "I'Il get vyou one nyself. W |eave day after
tomorrow. Don't forget."

He turned and retraced his steps. Still the same old Buster. None of

them had changed. No matter how hard he had tried to get it into their
heads, they couldn't grasp anything, and seemingly, didn't believe what he
sai d.

Deadlings can't be servants to wonen, you're putting it on there,
Dumy, boy, three of themyou couldn't drive away. Winen are scared stiff of
dead-lings, take a look at mne, then tell us again. As for the village
goi ng under, that's the Accession happeni ng, nobody needs you to tell them
that, what those wonen of yours have got to do with it | can't make out.

Anyway, Dummy, you weren't in the Cty, go on now, confess, we won't take
of fense, you tell a rattling good story. Only you haven't been in any City,
we all know that, 'cos if anyone gets to the City, they don't come back
It wasn't any wonmen took away your Nava, just robbers, our |ocal ones. You
could never fight off robbers. Dumry. Though a man you are, of course, of
the bravest, and the way you tackle deadlings--that's just terrible to
wat ch. .

Any idea of approaching destruction sinmply couldn't enter their heads.
Destruction was approaching too slowy and began its advance too | ong ago.
Probably, the trouble was that destruction was a concept linked wth
i medi acy, right now, with sone sort of catastrophe. They were unable and
had no desire to generalize, couldn't and wouldn't think of the world
outside their village. There was the village and there was the forest. The
forest was the nmore powerful, but then the forest had al ways been and al ways
woul d be nmore powerful. \What had destruction to do with it? Wat destruction
do you nmean? |It's just life. Now, when a tree crushes sonebody, that's
destruction all right, but you ve just got to use your head and figure out
what's what. . . . One day they'd realize. Wien there were no wonen |left;
when the swanps had advanced up to the house walls; when subterranean



springs were tapped and the lilac m st hung over the rooftops. ... O naybe
they woul dn't even then--just say: "Can't |live here anynore--the Accession."
And go off to build a new village. .

Hopal ong was sitting before his door, pouring ferment on a prop of
nmushr oons that had cone up during the night, and preparing to breakfast.

"Take a seat," said he affably. "Something to eat? Good nushroons."

"I will," said Kandid and seated hinself al ongside

"Eat up, eat up," said Hopal ong. "Now you've got no Nava, while vyou're
adj usting yourself w thout Nava.

|'"ve heard you're going off again. Wio was it telling me? Ah, yes now,
it was you yourself said to ne: I1'mgoing, so you did. No sitting at hone
for you. Better if you did, would have been better. ... To the Reed-beds is
it, or the Anthills? I'd go with you to the Reed-beds. You and I, we'd turn
right down the street, pass by way of the scrub, we would, we'd stock up
with mushrooms there at the same tinme, we'd take along some fernment and
eat --grand rmushroons there in the scrub, not like in the village, don't grow
anywhere el se either, but there eat and eat, never get enough. . . . \Wen
we'd eaten, you and I, we'd | eave the scrub, then past Bread Fen, eat again
there--fine cereals grow there, sweet, amazing, growi ng on the marsh, on the
mud there and cereal's like that comng up. ... Wll, after that, of course,
straight after the sun, three days walking, and there's your Reed-beds.

"We're going to Devil's Rocks," Kandid patiently rem nded him "Leaving
day after tonorrow. Buster's going too."

Hopal ong shook his head, dubiously. "Devil's Rocks. . . ." he repeated
"No, Dunmy, we won't get to Devil's Rocks, won't get there. Do you know
where it is, Devil's Rocks? Maybe they don't even exist, people just say:

Rocks, they say, Devilish. ... Sol'mnot going to Devil's Rocks, | don't
believe in them If it was to the Gty now, or the Anthills, still better,
that's a stone's throw from here, right next door. . . . Listen, Dummy,
let's go, you and |, to the Anthills. Buster'll go too. . . . I've never
been there since the time | damaged ny |l eg. Nava often used to beg ne: let's
go, she says, Hopalong, to the Anthills. . . . Wanted, you see, to have a
look at the hollow tree, where | hurt ny leg. ... | tell her I don't

renenber where that hollowtree is, and anyway, maybe there's no Anthills
there anynore, it was |long ago when | was there."

Kandi d masticated mushroom and regarded Hopal ong. Hopal ong tal ked and
tal ked about the Reed-beds, about the Anthills, his eyes were downcast and
he | ooked at Kandid only occasionally. You're a good nan, Hopal ong, and a
kind one, a great orator, the elder takes notice of you, and Buster, and the

old man is just terrified of you, it wasn't an accident that you were the
best friend and conpanion to the notable Anger-Mrtyr, a man questing, an
unqui et man, one who found nothing and rotted in the forest. . . . However

that's the trouble: you don't want to let ne go into the forest, Hopal ong,
you pity the wetch. The forest is a place of danger and disaster, where
many have gone and few returned, and if they have returned they're badly
frightened, and, occasionally, crippled . . . one with a broken |eg, another
with . . . And you pretend, Hopal ong, out of cunning either to be a halfwt
yourself or to take Dunmy for one, but really you are sure of one thing: if
Dumy has conme back once, having lost a girl, two such mracles can't
happen. .
"Li sten, Hopalong," said Kandid. "Hear me out carefully. Say what you
want, think what you like, but T ask one thing of you: don't abandon ne, go
into the forest with ne. | shall need you very much in the forest, Hopal ong,
we're setting off the day after tonmorrow and | want you very much to be with
us. Do you understand?"

Hopal ong | ooked at Kandid and his washed-out eyes were inscrutable.

"Surely," he said. "I understand you very well. We'Ill go together then
So we go out fromhere, turn left, go as far as the field, and past the two
stones, to the path. You can tell this path straight away, there's so many



boul ders you can break your leg. . . . Yes, eat them up, Dunmy, they're
fine. ... By this path, then we'll get to the mushroom village, |'ve told
you about that already, | think, it's enpty, all grown over with nushroons,
not like these ones here for exanple, nasty ones, we won't eat them you can
get sick or die that way. So we won't even stop in that village we'll press
on right away and after a time we'll get to Funny Village, they make pots
out of earth there, what next? That happened with them after the blue grass
went through. Nothing happened, no sickness even, they just started naking

their pots out of earth. ... W won't stop there either, nothing to stop
there for, we'll go sharp right fromthemand there's your Cay Cearing for
you. "

Perhaps | shouldn't take you then? thought Kandid. You've been there
al ready, the forest has chewed you over, and who knows, maybe you' ve already
rolled on the ground yelling with pain and fear with a young girl standing

over you, biting her delicious lip, her childish littie pal ns outspread.
don't know, don't know. But |'ve got to go. Gab one at |east, two at |east,
find everything out, sort every last bit out. . . . After that? Dooned

doomed and wetched. O rather--happy and dooned, since they don't know
they're dooned, that the mnmighty of their world see in themonly a dirty
tribe of ravishers, that the mghty have already ained at them cl ouds of
control |l ed viruses, colums of robots, the very forest itself, that for them
everything is preordained and--worst of all--that historical truth here, in
the forest, is not on their side, they are relics, condemmed to destruction
by objective laws, and to assist them means to go agai nst progress, to del ay
progress on sone tiny sector of the front. Only that doesn't interest ne,
t hought Kandid. Wat has their progress to do with ne, it's not ny progress
and I call it progress only because there's no other suitable word. .
Here the head doesn't choose. The heart chooses. Natural laws are neither
good nor bad, they're outside norality. But I'mnot! If those Maidens had
picked nme up, cured ne and showed ne kindness, accepted me as one of
t hensel ves, taken pity on me-- well, then, | would probably have taken the
side of this progress easily and naturally, and Hopalong and all these
vill ages woul d have been for me an exasperating survival, taking up too nmuch
effort for too long. . . . But perhaps not, perhaps it woul dn't have been
sinmple and easy, | can't stand it when people are regarded as ani mals. But
perhaps it's a matter of termnology, and if I'd learned the wonen's
| anguage, everything would have sounded different to nme: enemes of

progress, gluttonous stupid idlers. . . . ldeals. . . . Geat ains. -
Natural laws. . . . And for the sake of this annihilate half the
i nhabitants! No, that's not for ne. In any | anguage, that's not for ne. \Wat
dol care if Hopalong is a pebble in the mllstones of their progress? And
if | ever manage to reach the biostation, which |I probably won't, I'll do
everything | can to stop those mllstones. Anyway, if | reach the
bi ostation. . . . M- wyes. It's odd, it's never occurred to ne before to

| ook at the Directorate fromthe side. And Hopal ong never dreams of | ooking
at the forest fromthe side. Nor do those Maidens, either, probably. And
it's really a curious spectacle--the Directorate, seen from above. Al
right, I'Il have a think about that |ater

"W're agreed, then," he said. "W | eave day after tonorrow "

"Surely,"” replied Hopal ong at once. "Sharp left fromme. . . .

A sudden hubbub was heard fromthe field. Wnen began shrieking. A
great many voi ces began shouting out in unison

"Dumy! Dummy! Hey, Dummy!"

Hopal ong roused hinsel f.

"Doubt | ess deadlines!" said he, rising hastily. "Come on, Dunmy, don't
sit there, | want to watch."

Kandi d got up, drew the scalpel from his blouse, and strode off to the
outskirts of the village.
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