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The jury chortled happily. The type bars blurred with frantic speed as they
set down the Verdict, snaking snoothly across the roll of paper

Then the Verdict ended and the judge nodded to the clerk, who stepped up to
the Jury and tore off the Verdict. He held it ritually in tw hands and turned
toward the judge.

"The defendant," said the judge, "will rise and face the Jury."

Frankl i n Chapman rose shakily to his feet and Ann Harrison rose as well and
stood beside him She reached out a hand and laid it on his arm Through the
fabric of his shirt she felt the quiver of his flesh

| should have done a better job, she told herself. Although, in all fact, she
knew, she had worked harder on this case than she had on many others. Her
heart had gone out to this man beside her, so pitiful and trapped. Perhaps,
she thought, a wonman had no right to defend a nan in a court like this. In the
anci ent days, when the Jury had been human, it m ght have been all right. But
not in a court where a conputer was the Jury and the only point at issue was

t he neani ng of the | aw

"The clerk," said the judge, "now will read the Verdict."

She gl anced at the prosecutor, sitting at his table, his face as stern and
pontifical as it had been throughout the trial. An instrument, she

t hought ust an instrunent, as the Jury was an instrument of justice.

The room was qui et and sonber, with the sun of late afternoon shining through
the wi ndows. The newsnen sat in the front row seats, watching for the
slightest flicker of enotion, for the tiny gesture of significance, for the
slightest crunmb upon which to build a story. The canmeras were there as well,
their staring | enses set to record this noment when eternity and not hi ngness
gquavered in the bal ance.

Al t hough, Ann knew, there could be little doubt. There had been so little upon
which to build a case. The Verdict woul d be death.

The clerk began to read:

"In the case of the State versus Franklin Chaprman, the finding is that the
sai d Chapnman, the defendant in this action, did, through crimnal negligence
and gross lack of responsibility, so delay the recovery of the corpse of one
Amanda Hackett as to make inpossible the preservation of her body, resulting
in conclusive death to her total detrinent.

"The contention of the defendant that he, personally, was not responsible for
the operating efficiency and the nechanical condition of the vehicle enployed
inthe attenpt to retrieve the body of the said Amanda Hackett, is inpertinent
to this action. His total responsibility enconpassed the retrieval of the body
by all and every nmeans and to this over-all responsibility no lintations are
attached. There may be others who will be called upon to answer to this matter
of irresponsibility, but the measure of their innocence or guilt can have no
beari ng upon the i ssue now before the court.

"The defendant is judged guilty upon each and every count. In |ack of

ext enuating circunstances, no reconmendation for mercy can be made."

Chapman sank slowmy down into his chair and sat there, straight and stiff, his
great mechanic's hands clasped tightly together on the table, his face a
frozen sl ab.

Al'l along, Ann Harrison told herself, he had known how it would be. That was



why he was taking it so well. He had not been fooled a mnute by her |awer
talk or by her assurances. She had tried to hold himtogether and she need not
have bothered, for all along . he'd known how it was and he'd made his bargain
with hinmself and now he was keeping it.

"Wul d def ense counsel ," asked the judge, "care to make a notion?"

Said Ann, "If Your Honor pleases."

He is a good man, Ann told herself. He's trying to be kind, but he can't be

kind. The law won't let himbe. He'll listen to ny notion and he will deny it
and then pronounce the sentence and that will be the end of it. For there was
not hi ng nore that anyone could do. In the |light of evidence, no appeal was
possi bl e.

She gl anced at the waiting newsnen, at the scanning television eyes, and felt
alittle trenor of panic running in her veins. Was it w se, she asked herself,
this nmove that she had pl anned? Futile, certainly; she knew that it was
futile. But aside fromits futility, how about the w sdom of it?

And in that instant of her hesitation, she knew that she had to do it, that it
lay within the neaning of her duty and she could not fail that duty.

"Your Honor," she said, "I nove that the Verdict be set aside on the grounds
of prejudice."

The prosecutor bounded to his feet.

Hi s Honor waved himback into his chair.

"Mss Harrison," said the judge, "I amnot certain that | catch your neaning.
Upon what grounds do you mention prejudice?"

She wal ked around the table so that she might better face the judge.

"On the grounds,"” she said, "that the key evidence

concerned nmechani cal failure of the vehicle the defendant used in his official
duties.”

The judge nodded gravely. "I agree with you. But how can the character of the
evi dence invol ve prejudi ce?"

"Your Honor," said Ann Harrison, "the Jury also is nechanical."

The prosecutor was on his feet again.

"Your Honor!" he brayed. "Your Honor!"

The judge banged his gavel.

"I can take care of this," he told the prosecutor, sternly.

The newsmen were astir, making notes, whispering anong thensel ves. The

tel evision |l enses seemed to shine nore brightly.

The prosecutor sat down. The buzz subsided. The roomtook on a deadly quiet.
"M ss Harrison," asked the judge, "you challenge the objectivity of the Jury?"
"Yes, Your Honor. \Were machines may be involved. | do not claimit is a
consci ous prejudice, but I do claimthat unconscious prejudice . "

"Ri dicul ous!" said the prosecutor, |oudly.

The judge shook his gavel at him

"You be quiet," he said.

"But | do claim" said Ann, "that a subconscious prejudice could be involved.
And | further contend that in any mechanical contrivance there is one |acking
quality essential to all justice—+the sense of mercy and of human worth. There
islaw, I'll grant you, a superhuman, total know edge of the |aw, but. "
"M ss Harrison," said the judge, "you're lecturing the court."

"I beg Your Honor's pardon.”

"You are finished, then?"

"I believe I am Your Honor."

"Al'l right, then. 1'lIl deny this notion. Have you any ot hers?"

"No, Your Honor."

She went around the table, but did not sit down.

"In that case," said the judge, "there is no need to delay the sentence. Nor
have | any latitude. The law in cases such as this is expressly specific. The
defendant will stand."

Slow y Chapman got to his feet.

"Franklin Chapman," said the judge, "it is the determ nation of this court
that you, by your conviction of these charges and in the absence of any



recomendati on for mercy, shall forfeit the preservation of your body at the
time of death. Your civil rights, however, are in no other way inpaired."

He banged hi s gavel

"This case is closed," he said.
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During the night soneone had scrawl ed a sl ogan on the wall of a dirty red
brick building that stood across the street. The heavy yell ow chal k marks
read:

VWHY CALL THEM BACK FBOM HEAVEN?

Dani el Frost wheeled his tiny two-place car into its space in one of the
parking | ots outside Forever Center and got out, standing for a noment to
stare at the sign.

There had been a ot of themrecently, chal ked here and everywhere, and he
wondered, a little idly, what was going on that would bring about such a rash
of them Undoubtedly Marcus Appleton could tell himif he asked about it, but
Appl eton, as security chief of Forever Center, was a busy man and in the | ast
few weeks Frost had seen him to speak to, only once or twice. But if there
wer e anyt hi ng unusual going on, he was sure that Marcus would be on top of it.
There wasn't nuch, he conforted hinself, that Marcus didn't know about.

The parking | ot attendant wal ked up and touched his cap by way of greeting.
"Good nmorning, M. Frost. Looks like heavy traffic."

And indeed it did. The traffic lanes were filled, bunper to bunper, with tiny
cars alnost identical with the one that Frost had parked. Their plastic bubble
dones glinted in the norning sun and from where he stood he could catch the
faint electric whining of the many notors.

"The traffic's always heavy," he declared. "And that rem nds ne. You better
take a | ook at my right-hand buffer. Another car canme too close for confort."
"M ght have been the other fellow s buffer,"” the attendant said, "but it won't
hurt to check on it. And what about the padding, M. Frost? It can freeze up
you know. "

"I think it's all right," said Frost.

"I'"ll check it anyhow. Wbn't take any time. No sense in taking chances."

"I suppose you're right," said Frost. "And thank you, Tom"

"W have to work together," the attendant told him "Wtch out for one

anot her. That slogan neans a lot to ne. | suppose soneone in your departnment
wote it."

"That is right," said Frost. "Some time ago. It is one of our better efforts.
A participation notto."

He reached inside the car and took the briefcase off the seat, tucked it
underneath his arm The package of lunch that he carried in it made an untidy
bul ge.

He stepped onto the el evated safety wal k and headed along it toward one of the
several plazas built all around the towering structure of Forever Center. And
now, as he always did, and for no particular reason that he could figure out,
he threw back his head and stared up at the mile-high wall of the mghty
buil di ng. There were tinmes, on stormy nornings, when the view was cut off by
the clouds that swirled about its top, but on a clear norning such as this the
great slab of masonry went up and up until its topnpst stories were lost in

t he blue haze of the sky. A man grew dizzy

looking at it and the mind reeled at the thought of what the hand of man had
rai sed.

He stunbl ed and only caught hinself in the nick of time. He'd have to stop
this crazy staring upward at the building, he told hinmself, or, at least, wait
to do it until he reached the plaza. The safety walk was only two feet high
but a man could take a nasty tunble if he didn't watch hinmself. It was not

i npossi bl e that he m ght break his neck. He wondered, for the hundredth tine,
why soneone didn't think to protect the walks with railings.

He reached the plaza and let hinmself down off the safety walk into the

j am packed crowd that struggled toward the buil ding. He hugged the briefcase



tight against himand tried, with one hand, to protect the bulge that was his
sack of lunch. Although, he knew, there was little chance of protecting it.

Al nmost every day it was crushed by the pack of bodies that filled the plaza
and the | obby of the buil ding.

Per haps, he thought, he should go without the usual mlk today. He could get a
cup of water when he ate his lunch and it would do as well. He licked his
[ips, which suddenly were dry. Maybe, he told hinself, there was sonme ot her
way he m ght save the extra money. For he did like that daily glass of mlk
and | ooked forward to it with a great deal of pleasure.

There was no question about it, however. He'd have to find a way to nake up
for the cost of energizing the buffer on the car. It was an expense he had not
counted on and it upset his budget. And if Tom should find that sone of the
paddi ng woul d have to be replaced, that would nmean nore noney down the drain.
He groaned a bit, internally, as he thought about it. Although, he realized, a
man coul d not take any sort of chances—ot with all the drivers on the road.
No chances—no chances of any kind that would threaten human life. No nore
daredeviltry, no nore nountain clinbing, no nore air travel, except for the

al nost fool proof helicopter used in rescue work, no nore

auto racing, no nore of the savage contact sports. Transportati on nade as safe
as it could be nade, elevators equipped with fantastic safety features,

stai rways safeguarded with non-skid treads and the steps thensel ves of
resilient material . . . everything that could be done being done to rule out
accident and protect human life. Even the very air, he thought, protected from
pol I uti on—+fumes fromfactories filtered and recycled to extract all irritants,
cars no longer burning fossil fuels but operating on al nost everl asting
batteries that drove electric notors.

A man had to live, this first life, as long as he was able. It was the only
opportunity that he had to lay away a conmpetence for his second life. And when
every effort of the society in which he lived was bent toward the end of the
prol ongation of his life, it would never do to let a piece of carel essness or
an exaggerated sense of economny (such as flinching at the cost of a piece of
paddi ng or the re-energi zing of a buffer) rob himof the years he needed to
tuck away the capital he would need in the life to cone.

He renenbered, as he inched along, that this was conference norning and that
he'd have to waste an hour or nmore listening to B.J. sound off about a |ot of
t hi ngs that everyone nust know. And when B.J. was through, the heads of the
various departnments and project groups would bring up problems which they
could solve wi thout any help, but bringing themup as an excuse to denonstrate
how busy and devoted and how smart they were. It was a waste of tine, Frost
told himself, but there was no way to get out of it. Every week for severa
years, ever since he had becone head of the public relations departnent, he
had trooped in with the rest of them and sat down at the conference table,
fidgeting when he thought of the work piled on his desk

Mar cus Appl et on, he thought, was the only one of them who had any guts. Marcus
refused to attend the conferences and he got away with it. Although, perhaps,
he was the only one who could. Security was a

somewhat different proposition than the other departnents. If security was to
be effective, it had to have a somewhat freer hand than was granted any of the
ot her people of Forever Center.

There had been tines, he recall ed, when he had been tenpted to lay some of his
problems on the table for consideration at the nmeetings. But he never had and
now was glad he hadn't. For any of the contributions and suggesti ons made
woul d have been entirely worthless. Although that woul d not have prevented
peopl e fromother departnents claimng credit, later, for any effective work
that he had been able to turn out.

The thing to do, he told hinself, as he had many times before, was to do his
wor k, keep his nmouth shut and |ay away every penny that he could lay his hands
upon.

Thi nki ng about his work, he wondered who had thought up the sl ogan chal ked on
the red brick wall. It was the first tine he had seen it and it was the nost



ef fective one so far and he could use the man who had dreaned it up. But it
woul d be a waste of tinme, he knew, to try to find the man and offer himthe
job. The sl ogan undoubtedly was Holies work and all the Holies were a
stiff-necked bunch.

Al t hough what they hoped to gain by their opposition to Forever Center was
nore than he could figure. For Forever Center was not ained against religion
nor against one's faith. It was no nmore than a purely scientific approach to a
bi ol ogi cal program of far-reachi ng consequence.

He struggled up the stairs to the entrance, sliding and inching his way al ong,
and came into the | obby. Bearing to the right, he slid along, foot by foot, to
reach the hobby stand that was flanked on one side by the tobacco counter and
on the other by the drug concession

The space in front of the drug counter was packed. People stopping on their
way to work to pick up their dream pills—hallucinatory drugs—that woul d give

t hem

a few pleasant hours cone evening. Frost had never used them never intended
to—for they were, he thought, a foolish waste of noney, and he had never felt
that he really needed them

Al t hough, he supposed, there were those who felt they needed them-sonething to
make up for what they felt they might be missing, the excitenment and adventure
of those forner days when nan wal ked hand in hand with a death that was an
utter ending. They thought, perhaps, that the present life was a drab affair,
that it had no color in it, and that the purpose they nmust hold to was a
grindi ng and renorsel ess purpose. There woul d be such people, certainly—+the
ones who would forget at times the breath-taking glory of this purpose in
their first life, losing nonentary sight of the fact that this life they lived
was no nore than a few years of preparation for all eternity.

He worked his way through the crowd and reached the hobby stand, which was
doing little business.

Charl ey, the owner of the stand, was behind the counter, and as he saw Frost
approachi ng, reached down into the case and brought out a stock card on which
a group of stanps were ranged.

"Good nmorning, M. Frost," he said. "I have sonething here for you. | saved it
special for you."

"Swiss again, | see," said Frost.

"Excel l ent stanps," said Charl ey. m glad to see you buying them A hundred
years fromnow you' |l be glad you did. Good solid issues put out by a country
in the blue chips bracket."

Frost glanced down at the |lower right-hand corner of the card. A figure, 1.30,
was witten there in pencil

"The price today," said Charley, "is a dollar, eighty-five."

3

The wi nd had bl owmn down the cross again, sonetine in the night.

The troubl e, thought Ogden Russell, sitting up and rubbing his eyes to rid

t hem of the seeping pus that had hardened while he slept, was that sand was a
poor

thing in which to set a cross. Perhaps, if he could find them several sizable
boul ders placed around its base m ght serve to hold it upright against the
river breeze.

He'd have to do something about it, for it was not nete nor proper that the
cross, poor thing that it nmight be, should topple with every passing gust. It
was not, he told hinself, consistent with his piety and purpose.

He wondered, sitting there upon the sand, with the norning | aughter of the
river in his ears, if he had been as wi se as he had thought in picking out
this tiny island as his place of solitude. It had solitude, all right, but it
had little else. The one thing that it |acked, quite noticeably, was confort.
Al t hough confort, he rem nded hinself quite sternly, had been a quality that
he had not sought. There had been confort back where he had cone from in that
worl d he'd turned his back upon, and he could have kept it by sinply staying



there. But he had forsaken confort, and many other things as well, in this
greater search for something which he could sense and feel but which, as yet,
he had not cone to grips wth.

Al though 1've tried, he thought. My God, how | have tried!

He arose and stretched, carefully and gingerly, for he had, it seenmed, an ache
in eveiy bone and a soreness in each nuscle. It's this sleeping out, he

t hought, that does it, exposed to the wind and to the river danp, w thout so
much as a ragged bl anket to drape his huddl ed self. Wth alnbst nothing to
cover him in fact, for the only thing he wore was an anci ent pair of
trousers, chopped above the knees.

Havi ng stretched, he wondered if he should set up the cross before his norning
prayer, or if the prayer might be as acceptable wi thout a standing cross.
After all, he told hinself, there would be a cross, a reclining cross, and
surely the validity lay in the synbol of the cross itself and not its
attitude.

Standi ng there, he westled with his conscience and tried to ook into his
soul and into the immutable nystery of that area which stretched beyond his
soul, and which still remained illusive of any understanding. And there was
still no insight and there was no answer, as there had never been an answer.
It was worse this norning than it had ever been. For all that he could think
of was the peeling sunburn of his body, the abrasions on his knees from
kneeling in the sand, the knot of hunger in his belly, and the wondering about
whet her there night be a catfish on one of the lines he'd set out the night
bef ore.

If there were no answer yet, he told hinself, after nmonths of waiting, of
seeking for that answer, perhaps it was because there was no answer and this
had been a sensel ess course upon which he'd set hinself. He m ght be poundi ng
at the door of an enpty room mght be calling upon a thing which did not
exi st and never had existed, or calling upon it by a nane it did not

recogni ze.

Al t hough, he thought, the name woul d be of no consequence. The nane was sinply
form no nore than a framework within which a man m ght operate. Really, he
rem nded hinself, the thing he hunted was a sinple thing—an understandi ng and
a faith, the depth of faith and the strength of understanding that nmen of old
had hel d. There nust, he argued, be some basis for the belief that it existed
sonewhere and that it coul d be found.

Manki nd, as a whole, could not be completely wong. Religious faith, of any
sort, nust be something nore than a nere device of man's own making to fil
the aching void that lay in mankind's heart. Even the ol d Neanderthal ers had
laid their dead so that when they rose to second life they would face the
rising sun, and had sprinkled in the grave the handsful of red ocher synbolic
of that second life, and had left with the dead those weapons and ador nnents
they would need in the life to cone.

And he had to knowl He nust force hinself to know And he would know, when he
had school ed hinself to reach deep into the hidden nature of existence.
Sonmewhere in that nystic pool he would find the truth.

There nust be nore to life, he thought, than continued existence on this
earth, no matter for how |l ong. There must be another eternity somewhere beyond
t he reawakened and renewed and inmortal flesh

Today, this very day, he'd rededicate hinself. He'd spend a | onger time upon
his knees and he'd seek the deeper and he'd shut out all else but the search
he had enbarked upon—and this m ght be the day. Sonewhere in the future |ay
the hour and minute of his understanding and his faith, and there was no
telling when that hour mght strike. It mght, indeed, be close.

For this he'd need all his strength and he'd have his breakfast first, even
bef ore the nmorning prayer, and thus reinforced, he'd enter once again with a
renewed vigor upon his seeking after truth.

He went along the sandspit to the willows where he had tied his lines and he
pulled themin. They came in easily and there was nothing on them

The hard ball of hunger squeezed the tighter as he stared at the enpty hooks.



So it would be river clanms again. He gagged at the thought of them
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BJ. rapped sharply on the table with a pencil to signal the beginning of the
neeting. He | ooked benevol ently around at the people there.

"I amglad to see you with us, Marcus," said BJ. "You don't often make it. |
understand you have a little problem"”

Mar cus Appl eton gl owered back at B.J.'s benevol ence. "Yes, B.J.," he said,
"there is a little problem but not entirely nine."

BJ. swung his gaze on Frost. "How s the new thrift canpaign com ng, Dan?"
Frost said, "W are working on it." "We're counting on you," B J. told him
"It has to have sone punch in it. | hear a lot of investnment cash is going
into stanps and coi ns. "

"The trouble is," said Frost, "that stanps and coins are a good | ong-range

i nvest ment . "

Peter Lane, treasurer, stirred unconfortably in his chair. "The quicker you
can come up with sonmething," he said, "the better it will be. Subscriptions to
our stock have been falling off quite noticeably." He | ooked around the table.
"Stanps and coins!" he said, as if they were dirty words.

"We could put a stop to it," said Marcus Appleton. "All we need to do is drop
a word or two. No nore com nmenoratives, no nore sem -postals, no nore fancy
air mail issues."

"You forget one tiling," Frost reminded him "It's not only stanps and coi ns.
It's porcelain, as well, and paintings and a lot of other tilings. Al nost
anything that will fit into a time vault that is not too large. You can't put

a stop to everything that is being bought."

B.J. said, tartly, "W can't stop anything. There's already too nuch talk
about how we own the world."

Carson Lewi s, vice-president in charge of facilities, said, "I think it's talk
of that kind which keeps the Holies active. Not, of course, that they're
causing too nuch trouble, but they are a nuisance.”

"There was a new sign across the street," said Lane. "A rather good one, |

must say . "

"I't's not there any nore," Appleton said, between his teeth.

"No, | imagine not," said Lane. "But sinply running around behind these people
with a bucket and a brush and scrubbing off their signs is not the entire
answer . "

"I don't think," said Lewis, "there is any entire answer. The ideal thing, of
course, would be to root out the entire Holies operation. But | doubt that's
possi ble. Marcus, | think, will agree with nme that all we can do is hold it
down a little."

"It seens to me," said Lane, "that we could do nore than we are doing. In the
| ast few weeks |'ve seen nore slogans chal ked on walls than |'ve ever seen
before. The Holies nmust have quite a corps of sign painters working
surreptiously. And it's not only here. It is everywhere. Al up and down the
coast. And in Chicago and in the Wst Coast conplex. In Europe and in Africa
"Some day," said Appleton, "there'll be an end to it. | can promi se that.
There are just a few ringleaders. A hundred or so, perhaps. Once we have them
pegged, we can put an end to it."

"But quietly, Marcus," BJ. cautioned. "I insist it must be quietly."
Appl eton showed his teeth. "Very quiet," he said.

"I't's not just the slogans,"” said Lewis. "There are the runors, too.
"Runors can't hurt us," B.J. said.

"Most of themcan't, of course," said Lewis. "They're just sonething that give
peopl e sonmething to talk about, to pass away the tine. But there are sone that
have a

basis of truth. And by that | mean that they are based on situations which do
exi st in Forever Center. They start with a truth and twist it in an ugly way
and | think that sonme of those may hurt us. Runors of any sort hurt our image.



Sonme of themhurt us quite a lot. But the thing that worries ne is how do
these Holies learn of the situations upon which they base the runors? | woul d
suspect that they may have devel oped many pipelines into this very building
and into the other branches of Forever Center and that is something that we
should try to put a stop to."

"We can't be sure," Lane protested, "that all the runors are started by the
Holies. | think we are inclined to attribute too much to them They're just a
gang of crackpots . "

"Not entirely crackpots,"” said Marcus Appleton. "W could clean out the
crackpots. This bunch is a group of smart operators. The worst thing we can do
is to underestimate them M office is working on it all the time. W have a

ot of information. I have a feeling that we nmay be closing in. "
"I would agree with you," Lewis told him "About their being an effectlve and
wel | - organi zed opposition. | have often felt they mi ght have some tie-up with

the Loafers. Things get too hot, those who have the heat on them can sinply
di sappear into the wilderness and hide out with the Loafers. "

Appl et on shook his head. "The Loafers are nothing nore or |ess than t hey
appear to be. You're letting your imagination run away wi th you, Carson. The
Loafers are the unenpl oyabl es, the chronic no-goods, the nmisfits. Conprising,
what is it, Peter, something like one per cent..."

"Less than a half of one per cent," sai d Lane. "Al'l right,
then, less than one half of one per cent of the popul ation. They've decl ared
t hensel ves free of us, in effect. They roamthe w | derness in bands. They
scrape out a living sonmehow . "

"Centlenen," said B.J. quietly, "I am afraid we're
getting rather far afield into a subject we've discussed many tines before,
with no particular results. | would i magine we can | eave the Holies to the

cl ose attention of Security."

Mar cus nodded. "Thank you, B.J.," he said.
"Which brings us," said B.J., "to the problemthat | nentioned."

Chauncey Hilton, section chief of the Tinmesearch project, spoke softly, "One
of our research peopl e has di sappeared. Her name is Mna Canpbell. | had a
feeling that she was onto something."

"But if she was on the track of sonething," Lane expl oded, "why should she
"Peter, please," said B.J. "Let's discuss this as calmy as we can."

He | ooked about the table. "I am sony, gentlenmen, that we did not |let you know
i mediately. | suppose it wasn't something that we shoul d have kept qui et
about. But it was sonething that we didn't want noised around too nuch and
Marcus thought. . ."

"Marcus has been | ooking for her, then?" asked Lane.

Appl et on nodded. "Six days. There's been no trace of her."

"Mavbe," Lewi s said, "she just went off sonmewhere to be alone and think a

pr obl em t hr ough. "

"W thought of that," said Hilton. "But if that had been the case, she would
have spoken to nme. A npbst conscientious person. And her notes are gone."

"I'f she'd gone off to work," insisted Lewis, "she'd have taken them al ong."
"Not all of them" said Hlton. "Just the current working notes. Not the
entire file. Really, no one is supposed to take anything out of the project.
Qur security, however, is not as tight as it perhaps should be."

Lane said to Appleton, "You' ve checked the nonitors?"

Appl eton nodded curtly. "OF course, we did. That's routine, for all the good
it does us. The nonitoring systemis not set up to deal with identity. Each
conput er picks up a person when they show up in its quadrant,

but it is sinmply concerned with the signal which establishes the fact there is
a living person there. If one of the signals clicks off, then it knows someone
has died and a rescue crew is dispatched at once. But these signals keep
shifting all the tinme as people nove about. They shift off one quadrant and
are picked up by another."

"But it could indicate a person traveling.

"Certainly. But a lot of people



travel . And Mona Canpbell may have done no traveling. She nay have just

hol ed up."

"Or been kidnaped," Lew s said.

"I don't think so," Hilton told him "You forget the notes are gone."

"You think, then," said Frost, "that she defected. Deliberately quit the
project." "She ran away," said Hilton

Howar d Bar nes, head of Spacesearch, asked, "You really think she made sone
sort of breakthrough?”

"I think so," Hilton said. "She told ne, rather guardedly, she was follow ng a

new line of calculation. | renmenber that distinctly. She said a new |line of
calcul ation rather than a new line of research. | thought it rather strange,
but she had an intense | ook about her and . " "She said cal cul ati on?" Lane

asked. "Yes. | found out later that she was working with the Hanal math. You
remenber it, Howard?"

Bar nes nodded. "One of our ships brought it back—oh, say, twenty years ago.
Found it on a planet that at one tine had been occupied by an intelligent
race. Probably a planet that we could use, but it would have to be terraforned
and the terraformng on this particular planet would be a nasty job that m ght
take a thousand years or nore on an all-out effort."

"This mat h?" asked Lewis. "Anything we could use?"

"Mat hermaticians tried to figure it out," said Barnes.

"Not hing came of it. It was recogni zable as math, al

right, but it was so far fromour concept of math that no

one could manage to get his teeth into it. The teamt hat

visited the planet found a ot of other artifacts, but the rest of themdidn't
seemto mean too nuch. Interesting, of course, to an anthropologist or to a
culturist, but with no i medi ate practical value. The math, however, was

somet hing el se again. It was in a—well, | suppose you could call it a book and
t he book seenmed to be intact. It's not often you find any intact, spelled out
body of know edge on an abandoned planet. There was quite a bit of excitenent
when it was brought hone."

"And no one had cracked it," said Lane, "except possibly this Mna Canpbell."
"I"mal nost sure she did," said Hlton. "She is a rather exceptional person
and . "

"You don't require periodic reports of work in progress?" asked Lane.

"Ch, yes, certainly. But we don't | ook over people's shoul ders. You know what
that can do."

"Yes," said Barnes. "They have to have sone freedom They have to be all owed
to feel that a certain Iine of research bel ongs, personally, to them during
its devel opnent."

B.J. said, "All of you, of course, realize how inportant this could be. Wth
all respect to Howard, the Space-search programis a long-range project. It's
something to | ook forward to three or four hundred years from now. But the
time programwe need as soon as we can get it. A breakthrough in the tine

program woul d assure us of the living space we will need, perhaps, in another
century. Mybe before that. Once we begin revivals, well face a not too
di stant day when we'll need nore space than this present earth affords. And

the day we begin revivals may not be too distant. The Inmmortality boys are
com ng along quite nicely if | understand what Anson tells nme rightly."

"That is right, B.J.," said Anson G aves. "W feel we are getting close. I'd
say ten years at nost."

"In ten years," said B.J., "we'll have immortality . "

"Alot could go wong," warned G aves.

"We' || trust there won't," B.J. said. "In ten years we'l

have i mMmortality. The matter converters have solved the problem of nmaterials
and food. The housing programis up to schedule. Al that we can | ook forward
to as any massive problemis the matter of space. To get that space and get it
qui ckly, we need time travel. Tine is critical."

"Perhaps," suggested Lane, "we're |ooking for the inpossible. Tinme may be
somet hing that can't be cracked. There may be nothing there.”



"I can't agree with you," said Hlton. "I think Mss Canpbell cracked it."
"And ran away," said Lane.

"It all boils down to one thing," said B.J. "Mna Canpbell must be found."

He | ooked hard at Marcus Appl eton. "You understand,"” he said. "Mna Canpbel
nmust be found!"

"I agree," said Appleton. "I would like to request, however, all the

assi stance that anyone can give nme. In tinme, of course, we'll find her, but we
m ght find her sooner if..."

"I don't quite understand," said Lane. "The matter of security is something
that rests entirely in your hands." "As a working proposition,” sai d
Appl et on, "as an everyday affair, that is entirely true. But the treasury
departrent al so has its agents . "

"But for a different sort of work," exploded Lane. "Not for routine
"I agree with you," said Appleton, "although it is conceivable that they could
be of help. There is one other departnent that | amthinking of."

He switched about in his chair and | ooked straight at Frost.

"Dan," he said, "you've developed a rather fine extracurricular intelligence
that mght be a lot of help. You have all sorts of tipsters and undercover
boys and . . ." "Wat is this?" B.J. demanded.

"Ch, | forgot," said Appleton. "You may not know about it. It's entirely a
departmental affair. Dan has done a fine job in organizing this group of
peopl e

and it's nost effective. He finances it, | understand, out of something called

publication research that doesn't necessarily cone up for review Which is
true, of course, of a nunber of other activities and projects."

Why, you bastard, Frost said to himself. You dirty, |ousy bastard!

"Dan," B.J. yelped, "is this the truth?"

"Yes," said Frost. "Yes, of course it is."

"But why?" demanded B.J. "Wy should you have . . ."

"B.J.," said Frost, "if you are really interested | can cite you chapter and
verse on why it's done and why it's necessary. Do you have any idea how many
books, how many magazine articles, would have been published in the past year
or the past ten years-all of them purporting to expose Forever Center—f
somet hi ng hadn't been done to head them of f?"

"No," yelled B.J. "And I"'mnot interested. W can survive those kind of
attacks. We've survived themall before."

"We've survived them" said Frost, "because only a few slipped through. The
wor st of them were stopped. Not only by nyself, but by the nen who preceded
me. There are sone |'ve stopped that would have hurt us badly."

"B.J.," said Lane, "I think Dan has something on his side. | think that. . ."
"Well, | don't," B.J. storned. "We shouldn't try to stop anything, manage
anyt hi ng, censor anything. We are being accused of trying to run the world. It
is being said . "

"B.J.," Frost said, angrily, "there is no use in our pretending that Forever
Center doesn't run the earth. There are nations still, and governments, but we
own the earth. W have soaked up all the investnent capital and we own all the
big enterprises and utilities and . "

"I could give you argument on that," roared B.J.

"OfF course you could. It's not our capital. It's only noney that we hold in
trust. But we manage all that

money and we decide how to invest it and no one can question us."

"I submit," said Lane, uneasily, "that we've wandered off the track."

"I hadn't neant," said Appleton, "to stir up a hornet's nest."

"I think you did," Frost told himlevelly. "I don't know what the pitch is,
Marcus, but you never did a thing in all your life that you didn't plan to
do."

"Marcus, | believe, asked cooperation," said Lane, trying to calmthe
situation. "For ny part, I'mwlling to cooperate.”
"For my part, | amnot," said Frost. "I won't cooperate with a nan who wal ked

in here deliberately and tried to put me on the spot for doing a job that was



bei ng done | ong before I took over, and was conducted, as |'ve conducted it,

in a decent secrecy . . ." "I don't like it, Dan," B.J. told him "I knew you
wouldn't like it," said Frost. "You are —you'll pardon the expressi on—eur
front man and | had no wish to embarrass you . . ." "You knew?" B.J. asked of
Lane.

Lane nodded. "Yes. The treasury had to supply the funds. And Marcus knew
because he makes it his business to know everything. But there were just the
three of us. I'msorry, sir."

"I"ll talk to the three of you about this later,"” said BJ. "I still amof the
opi nion that we shoul d al ways operate openly and aboveboard. W hold a sacred
trust. This organization has held that trust for a long, long tinme and we' ve

held it in close honor. There will cone a day when we will be called upon to
make an accounting to all those people who are waiting for the day that we
wor k toward. And when that day comes, | would hope we nmight be able to open

not only our books, but our hearts, for all the world to see.
B.J. was off on a topic that was dear to him He could talk on it for hours.

He droned on and on.

Frost glanced at Appl eton. The man was hunched tensely in his chair and

scow i ng.

So it didn't work, thought Frost. Not the way you thought it would. You cane
in here primed and cocked and you let me have it and it didn't work entirely.
And | wish | knew what was back of it, why you tried to get ne.

For there had never been bad bl ood between hinmself and Marcus. Not that he'd
been friendly with the man, for no man ever was a friend of Marcus Appleton
But they had been, if not friends, at |east colleagues, each respectful of the
ot her.

There nust be somet hing goi ng on, he thought, sonething not apparent to the
eye, sone devel opnent somewhere that he had failed to catch. For if something
were not going on, why had Appleton tried to ruin hin®

He becane consci ous once again of B.J.'s words.

"And that is why, | say, we nust bend all our resources to finding Mna
Canpbel | . She may have something that we need, that we've needed all these
years."

He stopped and | ooked inquiringly around the table. No one said a thing.

B.J. rapped on the table with his pencil.

"That is all," he said.

5

"You see, it's this way," said the little old lady to the nortician. "W both
are getting old. It isn't as if we had a |ot of years ahead of us. Although
our health is good."

The ol d gentl eman banged his cane upon the floor in glee and chuckl ed.

"That is the thing of it," he said. "Qur health is just a bit too good. Mre
than likely the both of us could go on living for another twenty years."

"And we enjoy it, too," the little old | ady said. "James worked so hard al
his life and we scrinped and saved. Now that he can't work any nore, we have
time just to sit and take it easy and do a little talking and go visiting and
such. But we're going behind, financially, every blessed day. W are using up
the little that we've saved and we can't have that."

"It's foolish," the old gentleman declared. "If we put ourselves away, the
money that is left would go on earning interest.”
The ol d | ady nodded vigorously. "Earning interest,
just sitting around and eating into it."

The nortician rubbed soft, flabby hands together
"I quite understand,” he said. "There is no need of you to feel enbarrassnent.
Peopl e with your problemcone in all the tine."

6

From the wi ndow of his office, on the topnost floor of Forever Center, Frost
stared out across the tapestry that was old New York. The Hudson was a strip
of silver, shining in the norning sun, and the island of Manhattan was a

pat chwor k of faded col ors.

she said, "instead of us



Many times before he had stood at this wi ndow and gazed out, seeing the scene
bel ow, franed by the blue haze of distance and of water, as a synbolic
thine;—a glinpse into the past of mankind fromthe vantage of the future.

But today the synbolismwas not there. There was

not hi ng but the naggi ng question and the worry that hamrered at his brain.
There was no question but that Appleton had tried, deliberately, to put himon
the spot, and while that, in itself, was frightening enough, the crux of the
entire question was why Marcus had felt it necessary. Had it been Appleton

al one, or had the man been acting for other interests, perhaps nore involved?
Ofice politics-that would be die normal answer. But Frost, through the years,
had studiously avoided involvenment in office politics. Someone mi ght want his
j ob—per haps many people did. But none of these, he was fairly certain, could
engi neer what Appl eton had done.

And that left only one thing—that someone was afraid of him that he knew
somet hi ng or suspected sonething that could be danagi ng, perhaps not to
Forever Center, but to sone of its departnent heads.

VWhi ch was ridiculous on the face of it. He did his job and minded his own

busi ness. He was consulted only on matters which touched upon his duties. He
was not involved in policy other than whatever inplenmentation of policy he was
able to carry out pronotionally.

He al ways had ni nded his own business, but this norning, he rem nded hinself,
he'd stepped beyond the rule he had placed upon hinmself. He had told B.J. that
it was ridiculous to pretend that Forever Center did not run the world. It was
true enough, of course, but he should not have said it. He should have kept
his mouth shut. There had been no need to say it. The one excuse he had was

t hat he had been angered by Appleton and had acted in anger rather than in
common sense.

What Appl eton had said was the truth. There was a network of undercover
people, but it was a system whi ch had been handed on to himand it was snall
and restricted in its purpose. Appleton, for his own purposes, had blown it up
far beyond the fact.

Frost turned fromthe wi ndow and went back to his desk. Sitting down, he
reached out and pulled in front

of himthe stack of papers that M ss Beal e had placed there. On top of the
pile, as usual, was the deadly report on vital statistics.

He picked it up and glanced at it.

There was sinply the date, June 15, 2148, and then two |ines of type:

I n Abeyance-96, 674, 321, 458 Vi abl e*r?, 128,932, 076

Scarcely glancing at the sheet, he crunpled it in his fist and dropped it in

t he wast ebasket, then picked up the second paper off the stack

There was a rustle at the door of the outer office and Frost |ooked up. M ss
Beal e stood there.

"I"'msorry, M. Frost," she said. "You weren't here, so | read the norning
paper, then forgot to put it on your desk."

"It's quite all right," he said. "Anything of interest?" "It has the rel ease
on the Cygni an expedition. They used it just the way we wote it. You'll find
it on page three."

"Not page one?" he asked. "No. There was this Chapman case.'
"Yes, you know. The man whose rescue car broke down."

"Ch, that one. It's been in the news for days." "He was sentenced yesterday.

" Chaprman case?"

It was on TV." "I missed it. | didn't turn on the set last night." "It was so
dramatic,"” said Mss Beale. "He has a wife and children and now he can't go
with theminto second life. | feel so sorry for them"

"He broke the law," said Frost. "He failed a plain and sinple duty. The lives
of all of us depend on nen like him"

"That is true," Mss Beale admtted, "but | still feel sad about it. Such a
dreadful thing. To be only one out of many billions who is condemed to

everl asting death, to miss the second chance."

"He is not the first one," Frost reminded her. "And he will not be the last."
She |l aid the paper on the corner of the desk



"I heard," she said, "you had some trouble at tnis norning' s neeting."

He nodded bl eakly, saying not hing.

She had heard, he thought. Already the story of what had happened had been
| eaked sonmehow and now was racing like wildfire through the building.

"I hope it's not too bad," she said.

"It's not too bad," he told her

She turned and started for the door

"M ss Beale," he said.

She turned around.

"I'"ll be gone this afternoon,"” he told her. "There's nothing com ng up, is
t here?"

"You have a couple of appointments. Not inportant. | can cancel them™
"I'f you woul d," he said.

"There may be a confidential file."

"Put it in the safe."

"But they don't like . . ."

"I know. It should be checked at once and
And that was it! he thought.

That was the answer to what Appleton had done.

It was sinply sonething he had not thought about.

"M. Frost, is there sonething wong?"

"No, not a thing. If a confidential file shows up, just put it in the safe.
"Il tend to it, come norning."

"Very well," she said, alittle stiffly to express her disapproval.

She swung about and went into the outer office.

He sat linmply at his desk, remenbering that day three nonths or so ago—when

t he nmessenger boy had sonehow | eft, instead of his own confidential file, the
one that should have gone to Peter Lane, and how he had opened it wi thout

| ooki ng at the nane.

He had taken it back, personally, and explained to Lane and it had seened to
be all right. The messenger

boy had been fired, of course, but that was all that happened. It had been a
nm st ake, a grave mi stake, on the part of the nessenger, and he had deserved
the firing. But as between hinself and Lane it had seemed the matter was
forgotten.

Except, Frost told hinself, it had not been forgotten, for there'd been the

m ssi ng paper, the one that had slipped out of the envel ope when he had opened
it and which he had found, when he returned, on the floor beside his desk.

He renmenbered now, standing with the paper in his hand, knowi ng he shoul d take
it back to Lane. But if he took it back it would require another explanation
and it would be enbarrassing, and the paper did not seemto be of any great

i mportance. Which was the case, he told hinself, of half the stuff that went
shuttling back and forth in the confidential files.

Sonme unrenmenbered official, full of ponposity and with a penchant for cloak
and dagger games, had started the system many years ago and it had been
carried on and on, another of the noldy old traditions of the office routine.
Sone of it, of course, was of a confidential nature, or at |east

sem -confidential, but the rest of it was sinply inter-office matters with no
need of secrecy attached.

So to avoid the enbarrassment of another explanation, he had sinply chucked
the paper in a desk drawer and had forgotten it, knowing that if it had no
nore value than it seemed to have it would not be m ssed.

But he had nade the wong decision. O it seemed so now.

And i f what Appleton had done this norning was tied to the m ssing paper, then
it was not only Apple-ton, but Lane involved as well.

He jerked open the center desk drawer and searched through the papers and the
ot her junk and the paper was not there.

If he could only renenber what was witten on it! Something about putting
somet hi ng on sone sort of Ilist.

He wrinkled his brow, trying to remenber. But the details still stayed fuzzy.



He searched the other drawers and there was no paper

And that was how t hey'd known, he thought.

Soneone had searched his desk and found it!

7

The agent waved his armat the tangle of underbrush and swanp.

"Twenty acres of it," he said. "And at the price we're asking, the best kind
of investnent that anyone can make. | tell you, friends, there is no better

pl ace you can put your noney. In a hundred years it will bring ten tines the
price. In a thousand, if you could hang onto it that |ong, you'd be
billionaires."

"But it's just a swanp," the wonan said. "No one would ever want to build
there and it can't be ..."

"You're buying it today," the agent told her, "at so nmuch an acre. Sell it a
coupl e of hundred years fromnow and you'll be selling it at so much the foot.
Just take the nunmber of people there will be in the world by that tine and
conpare their nunbers to the total |land area and you'll see what | nean. Once
they get immortality and begin revivals ..."

"But they won't need the land," the woman's husband said. "Once they get tine

travel, they'll send people back a million years to col onize the | and, and
when the | and back there is filled, they'Il send them back two million and
"Now, | tell you honestly," said the salesnman, "I wouldn't count on that.

There are a | ot of people who have their doubts about time travel. Forever
Cent er
can get it, certainly, if it is possible, but if it's inpossible, they won't

get it. And if time travel is inpossible, then this land will be worth a
fortune. It doesn't matter that it's alittle swanpy. The human race will need
every foot of land there is upon the earth. There'll cone a tinme, perhaps,

when the earth will be just one big building and
"But there's space travel, too," the wonan said. "All those planets out there
"Madame, " said the salesman, "let's be realistic for a noment. They've been
out there for a hundred years or nore and they have found no planets that a
man could live on. Planets, of course, but nothing that anyone could live on
wi thout terraform ng and terraformng takes a ot of time and noney."

"Well, | don't know," the woman said. "This piece of swanp seens an awf ul
ganbl e. "

"Yes, it does," her husband said. "W just thought we'd |look into it. W have
been putting nost of our noney into stanps and we thought it m ght be a good
idea to start spreading it around a little."

"Not that we have so awful much of it," the woman said. "Of noney, | nean.”
"Well, now, it's this way," said the sal esnan, smoothly. "I'Il agree that
stanps may be a good investnent. But how do you go about establishing title to
t hen? Sure, you've got them and you put themaway in a safety deposit vault or
somet hing of the sort. And then, after you're revived, you go and get them and
you probably can sell themat a likely profit. But a |lot of people are buying
stanps. The market mght be glutted. Collecting stanmps may not be done any
nore when you are revived, for hobbies go in cycles. You m ght not get as nuch
as you'd figured. You might, even, not be able to sell themat all. And if
somet hi ng had happened to them how do you get them back? Say they were

stol en, somehow. Even if you knew the one who'd took them and even if he stil
had them how could you j prove that they were yours? How could you recover
then? There isn't any way to establish title to a stanp collection. And what

if tinme had ruined then? Wiat if they'd gotten danmp or bacteria had got to
work on them or any one of a dozen other things had happened? \Wat have you
got then? I tell you, folks. You' ve got nothing. Absolutely nothing."

"That is right," the husband said. "I never thought of that. But the I and
woul d still be here and you'd have legal title."

"That's right," said the agent. "And to protect it through the years, all that
you have to do is open an account with Forever Center and give us the right to



draw on it to pay the taxes (which won't anobunt to much) or to cover other
costs necessary to protect the title.

"You see," he said, "it's very sinple. W have it all worked out.,."

"But," the woman said, "if it were only better land. If it weren't swanp."
"Now, | tell you," said the agent, "it doesn't nake a bit of difference if it
is swamp or not. In time to come, the world will need every foot of land. If

not in a hundred years, then in a thousand. And if you want to, you can
specify that you're to sleep a thousand years. Forever Center is glad to make
that kind of stipulation. It will take them probably, several hundred years,
in any case, to just catch up when they start reviving people.™

8

The stanmps had been from Switzerland and that neant the park bench in downt own
Manhattan, and the time, penciled on the card, had been 1. 30.

Joe G bbons was already there and waiting when Frost canme hurrying up the
pat h.

"You're alittle late," said G bbons.

"I had to make sure," said Frost, "that | wasn't followed."

"Who woul d follow you? You've never worried before about being foll owed."
"Somet hing cane up at the office.”

"Marcus sore at you? Afraid you m ght be undercutting him"

"That's ridicul ous," said Frost.

"Yes, of course it is. But with a jerk |like Mircus, you can't ever tell."
Frost sat clown on the bench beside G bbons.

A squirrel cane questing down the path. Overhead a bird sang a single liquid
note. The sky was polished blue and there was a quietness in the little park
a lazy sort of quietness.

"It's pleasant out here," said Frost. "A man should get out nore often. Spend
a half a day or so with nothing on his mnd."

G bbons said, "I've got sonething to tell you and | don't know quite how to go
about it."

He had the air of a man with an unpl easant job and in a hurry to get it done.
"The sane thing has conme up before,"” he said, "but | never mentioned it. |

knew you wouldn't go for it. |I knew you'd turn it down. "

"Turn it down?"

"Dan," said G bbons, gravely, "I have a proposition."

Frost shook his head. "Don't tell ne."

G bbons said, "I have to tell you this one. It's one you'll have to decide for
yourself. It's too big. | can't decide it for you. |I could turn the others
dovra for you. | could say you didn't operate that way. But this one | can't.
It's for a quarter mllion."

Frost said nothing. He made no nove. It seened suddenly that he had turned to
stone and through the stoniness rang a shrilling stridence of alarmbells in
hi s brain.

"I don't know," he finally said, but he only said the words as a cover-up, a
chance to still the clapper banging in his skull, to get his thoughts
together, to plan sone sort of action

"It's legitimate," said G bbons. "I can handle it. Cold cash. No check. No
record. Nothing. | can handle everything but the actual payoff. You are in on
that.” "So I'll be tied to it," said Frost.

"So you're tied to it," said G bbons. "Good God, man, they deserve that mnuch
for their quarter mllion. And, besides, they wouldn't trust me with a quarter
mllion. And you'd be crazy if you did. | could turn an awful heel for that

kind of noney. | couldn't help nyself." "And you? What kind of cut
G bbons chuckl ed. "None. You keep the loot, every cent of it. Mg, | get ten

t housand for convincing you." "We'd never get away with it," Frost said,
sharply. "I'"'msorry, Dan. | had to tell you. | can go back and tell them no.
Al though, 1'd hoped. | ~could use ten thousand."

"Joe," said Frost, inpulsively, "you' ve worked a long tinme with ne. W have
been friends . "

He stopped. He couldn't say what he had neant to say. It would do no good. For



if Marcus Appleton had gotten to Joe G bbons, there was nothing he could do
about it.

"Yes, | know, " said G bbons. "W have been friends. |'d hoped you'd
understand. And since you bring it up, we could get away with it. M, it would
be no problemfor a guy like ne. Wth you it nmight be a bit nore difficult."
Frost nodded. "lnvest the noney, then apply for death.”

"No! No!" protested G bbons. "Not apply for death. A very natural death. Gve
me ten thousand of the loot and 1'd get it done for you. That's the going
rate. Very neat and easy. And the investnent, of course, couldn't be in
Forever stock. Something you could stash away—a bunch of paintings, maybe."

"You have to give ne tine," said Frost.
For he needed tine. Tine to get it figured out. Tinme to know what next to do.

"And if you didn't go for death," said G bbons, "you could try to bluff it

out. You've stopped a lot of them This one just slipped past. You can't catch
themall. No one expects you to."

"This one," said Frost, "
have to be."

must be a lulu. To rate a quarter mllion, it would

"I wouldn't kid you, Dan," said G bbons. "This one-would be dynamite. It would
sell like wildfire. They figure a seven mllion mark in the first edition."

"You seemto know a |lot about it."

"I made themtalk to nme," said G bbons. "I wouldn't buy it blind. And they had
to talk with me, for I was the only one who could channel it to you."

"It sounds to nme you got in fairly deep

"Al'l right," said Gbbons, "I'"Il give it to you straight. | said a while ago
could go back and tell themno. But it wouldn't work that way. If you say no,
I won't go back. Say no and wal k away fromhere and 1'll begin to travel. And

I'll have to travel fast."
"You'd have to run for it," said Frost.
"I'"d have to run for it."

They sat in silence. The squirrel sat up and watched themwth its beady eyes,
its forepaws hanging linply.

"Joe," said Frost, "tell ne what it's all about."”

"A book," G bbons told him "that clains Forever Center is a fraud, that the
whole idea is a fraud. There's no chance of second |life; there never was a
chance. It was a thing dreanmed up al nost two hundred years ago to put an end
to war "

"Now, wait!" Frost exclaimed. "They can't.

"They can," said G bbons. "You could put a stop to it, of course, if you knew
about it. Pressure could be brought and . "

"But | nean it can't be right!"

"What difference does it make?" asked G bbons. "Right or wong, it would be
read. It would hit people where they live. It's no panphlet job. This guy



takes a scholarly approach. He's done a |lot of research. He has good
argunents. He has it docunented. It nmay be a phony, but it doesn't |ook a
phony. It's the kind of book a publisher would give his good right armto
publish."

"Or a quarter mllion."
"That's right. A quarter mllion."

"We can stop it now," said Frost, "but once it hit the stands, there woul dn't
be a chance. Then we wouldn't dare. | can't let a book like that get by. |
woul dn't dare to do it. |I'd never live it down."

"You could work it,"
down. "

G bbons renminded him "so you wouldn't have to live it

"Even so," said Frost, "they could take retroactive action. They coul d pass
the word along to overl ook a certain man when tinme for revival cane.”

"They wouldn't do that," said G bbons. "Menories don't run that |ong or
bitter. But if you're afraid of that I could go in and cl ear your name. |
could say | knew about the book but that you were knocked off before | could
get to you."

"For a price, of course.”

"Dan," said G bbons, sadly, "you said a while ago that we were friends. For a
price, you say. That's no way for friends to talk. 1'd do it out of
friendship."

"One thing nore," asked Frost. "Wo is the publisher?"

"That's sonething I can't tell you."

"How can

"Look, Dan, think it over. Don't say no right now. G ve yourself twenty-four
hours to think about it. Then cone back and tell ne."

Frost shook his head. "I don't need twenty-four hours. | need no tine at all."

G bbons stared at himglassily and for the first time, Frost could see, the
man was shaken

"Then I'1l |ook you up. You may change your mnd. For a quarter mllion! Mn
it could set you up."

"I can't take the chance," said Frost. "Maybe you can, tut | can't."
And he couldn't, he told hinself.

For now the cl anging cl apper was no longer in his skull. Instead there was a
col dness far worse than the cl angi ng—+he col dness of reason and of fear

"Tell Marcus," he said, then hesitated. "No, don't tell Marcus. He'll find out
for hinself. Hell bust you, Joe, and don't you forget it. If he ever catches
you . "

"Dan," yelled G bbons, "what do you nean? \Wat are you trying to say?"



"Not hing," said Frost. "Nothing at all. But if | were you, |I'd start running
now. "
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d anci ng through the hal f-open study door. N cholas Knight saw the man enter
the church, furtively, alnost fearfully, with his hat clutched in both his
hands and hel d foursquare across his chest.

Kni ght, seated at his desk, with the little study lanmp pulled | ow agai nst the
desk top, watched in fascination

The man, it was quite apparent, was unused to church and unsure of hinself. He
nmoved quietly and unsteadily down the aisle and he cast about himlittle
probi ng glances, as if he mght fear that some unknown and awesone shape woul d
spring out at himfromthe pooL of shadow

And yet there was about himan attitude of worship, as if he m ght have cone
seeking refuge and confort. And this, in itself, was sonething nbst unusual
For today few nen came worshipfully. The}' came nonchalantly or with a calm
assurance that said there was nothing here they needed, that they were only
payi ng homage by an enpty gesture to a thing that had beconme a cultural habit
and very little nore

Wat ching the man, Knight felt something stir deep inside hinmself, a surge of
feeling that he had forgotten could happen to a man—a sense of reaching out, a
sense of benediction, of purpose and of duty and of pastoral conpassion

O pastoral conpassion, he thought And where in a world like this was there
any need of that? He had first sensed it long ago, when still in sem nary, but
he had not felt it since—for there had been no place for it and no need of it.

Silently, he rose fromhis chair and paced carefully and slowy to the door
that led into the church.

The man had al nost reached the front of the enpty church and now he sidl ed
fromthe aisle and sat down gingerly in a pew H's hat still was clutched

agai nst his breast and he sat forward, on the edge of the seat, his body stiff
and straight. He stared straight ahead and the |ight of the candles flickering
on the altar sent tiny shadows fleeing on his face.

For long mnutes he sat there, unstirring. He scarcely seened to breathe. And
Kni ght, even fromwhere he stood in the doorway of the study, imagined that he
could feel the tension and the ache in that straight-held body.

And after those |ong nonments of tensed sitting, the man rose to his feet and
started back down the aisle again, hat still clutched tightly to his breast,
mar chi ng out of the church exactly as he had entered it. There had not been
Kni ght was sure, at any time, a single flicker of expression in that frozen
face, and the body was still as ranrod-straight, as unconprom sing, as it had
been before.

A man who had cone inside seeking something and had not found it and now was
| eavi ng, knowi ng now, perhaps, that he would never find it.

Kni ght stepped out of the study and nmoved quietly toward the entrance. But the
man, he saw, would reach the door, and be out, before he could intercept him

He spoke softly: "My friend."



The man jerked around, fear etched upon his face.

"My friend," said Knight, "is there sonmething | can do for you?"

The man munbl ed, but he did not nove. Knight noved closer to him
"You need help," said Knight. "I amhere to help you."

"I don't know," said the man. "I just saw the open door and came in."
"That door is never closed."

"I thought,"” said the man. "I hoped . "

H s words ran out and he stood dunb and stupid.

"Al'l of us nmust hope," said Knight. "All of us have faith."

"I guess that's it," said the man. "I haven't faith. How does a man get faith?
What is there for a nman to have sone faith in?"

"An everlasting life," Knight told him "W nust have faith in that. And in
much el se, besides."

The man | aughed—a | ow, vicious, brutal laugh. "But we have that already. W
have everlasting life. And we do not need the faith."

"Not everlasting life," said Knight. "Just continued Iife. Beyond that
continued life there is another life. a different kind of life, a better
life."

The man rai sed his head and his eyes grew hard, like two small points of fire.
"You believe that, Shepherd? You are the shepherd, aren't you?"

"Yes, | amthe shepherd. And yes, | do believe it."

"Then what sense does all this make-this continuation? Wuldn't it be better

Kni ght shook his head. "'l don't know, " he said. "I can't pretend to know. But
I can't bring nyself to question God's purpose in allowing it."

"But if He allows it, why?"

"Perhaps a longer life to prepare ourselves the better when our tines does
cone to die."

"They talk," said the man, "of life forever, of imortality, of no need of

dyi ng. Then what's the use of God? W won't need the other life, for well

al ready have it."

"Yes," said Knight, "perhaps we will. But then we'll cheat ourselves. And the
imortality that they tal k about may not be sonething that we want. W may
growtired of it."

"And you, Shepherd? What of you?"

"What of ne? | don't understand."



"Whi ch of these other lives for you? Are you freezer-bound?"

"Wy, I..."

"1 see," the other said. "Good day, Shepherd, and nmany thanks for trying."
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Frost wearily clinbed the stairs and let hinself into his room He closed the
door behind himand hung up his hat. He slunped into an old and battered easy
chair and stared about the room

And for the first time in his life, the poverty and the squalor of it struck
hi m across the face.

The bed stood in one corner and in another corner a tiny stove and a keeper
for his stock of food. A nmangy carpet, with holes worn here and there, made an
i gnobl e effort to cover the bareness of the floor. A small table stood before
the one | one window and here he ate or wote. There were several other chairs
and a narrow chest of drawers and the open door of a tiny closet, where he
stored his clothes. And that was all there was.

This is the way we |live, he thought. Not nyself alone, but many billion
others. Not because we want to, not because we like it. But because it is a
wr et ched way

of life we've inposed upon ourselves, a meanness and a poverty, a down paynent
on a second life—the fee, perhaps, for inmortality.

He sat, sunk in bitterness, half drowsy with his bitterness and hurt.

A quarter mllion dollars, he thought, and he'd had to turn it clown. Not, he
admtted to hinself, that he was above the taking of it, not because of any
nobl eness, but because of fear. Fear that the entire setup had been no nore
than a trap devised by Marcus Ap-pl eton.

Joe G bbons, he told hinself, was a friend and a faithful worker, but Joe's
friendship could be bought if the sumwere great enough. Al of us, he

t hought, with the sour taste of truth lying in his nouth, can be bought. There
was no man in the world who was not up for sale.

And it was, he told hinself, because of the price that each nmust pay for that
second life, the grubbing and the saving and the misery that was banked as a
stake to start the second life.

It all had started | ess than two centuries before—in 1964, by a man naned
Ettinger. Wiy, asked Ettinger, did nan need to die? Die now of cancer, when a
cure for cancer might be only ten years off.? Die now of old age when ol d age
was no nore than an ailnment that in another hundred years m ght be susceptible
to cure?

It was ridiculous, said Ettinger. It was a pity and a waste and fraud. There
was no need of death. There was a way to beat it.

Men had tal ked of it before, had speculated on it, but it had been Ettinger
who had said: Let us do sonet hi ng—how



Let's devel op a techni que by which those who die can be frozen and stored away
agai nst that day when the nal adi es of which they died can be

treated medically. Then, when this is possible, revive the dead, w pe away the
ravages of old age, banish the malignancy of cancer, repair the weakened
heart, and give themall a second chance at life.

The i dea had been slow to gain acceptance, had been ignored by all except a
few, had gathered guffaws on tel evision shows, had been treated gingerly by
witers who did not want to identify thenselves with the fringe of fanaticism

Slow to gain acceptance, but it grew. It grew stubbornly as the dedicated few
| abored day and night to do the necessary basic research, to devise the
technol ogy that was necessary, to erect the installations, and to perfect the
organi zation that would hold it all together

The years went on and the idea crept into the consci ousness of nen—that death
m ght be defeated, that death was not an end, that not only a spiritual but a
physi cal second life was possible. That it was there for those who wanted it,
that it was no | onger just a |long-range ganble, but a business proposition
with a good chance of success.

Still no one would say publicly that they were about to take advantage of it,
for in the public image it was still a crackpot schene. But as the years went
on nore and nore made surreptitious contracts and when they died were frozen
and were stacked away agai nst the day of their revival

And each of those who was stacked away left in trust with the organization
built so painfully fromnothing, the pittance or the fortune they had scraped
together in their lifetime, to be invested until that time when they woul d be
revived.

There had been a congressional inquiry in Washi ngton, which had conme to
not hi ng, and a question had been raised on the floor of Commons, which

i kewi se came to nothing. The nmovenent still was regarded crackpot, but it had
the virtue of being non-obnoxious. It did not push itself, it did not foist
itself upon the public consciousness, it did no preaching. And while nore and
nore it became a matter of private conversation and of public interest, it was
paid no official heed, possibly because officialdomdid not know just what
attitude to take. O perhaps because, like the ancient UFO squabble, it was
too controversial to touch.

Just when it happened, or how it happened, or what brought about the
realization, no one now could tell-but there came the day when it becane
apparent that the little movenent of 1964, now called Forever Center, had
becorme the biggest thing the world had ever known.

Big in many ways. Big in the hold it had on the public imgination, which, in
many instances, now constituted a firmbelief in not only the purpose of the
programbut in its capacity to carry out the program Big in the participation

in the program with nillions of frozen bodies stored away to await revival.
And, perhaps nost inportant of all, big in its assets and investnents.
For all those nmillions who now lay frozen had left their funds in trust with

Forever Center. And one day the world woke to find that Forever Center was the
| argest stockhol der of the world and that in many instances it had gai ned
control of vast industrial conplexes.

Now, too |l ate, the governnents (all the governnents) realized they were
power| ess to do anything about Forever Center, if, in fact, they had wanted to
do anything about it. For to investigate it, to license, to restrict it in any



way woul d have been flying not only into the face of an entrenched fi nanci al
position but also into the face of an awakened public interest.

So there was not hi ng done and Forever Center became nore powerful and nore
i nvul nerabl e. And today, thought Frost, it was the government of the world and
the financial institution of the world and the worl d's one hope.

But a hope that was dearly paid for-a hope that had made tightfisted
nmoneygr ubbers of the people of the world.

He' d gone without a pint of mlk-a pint of milk he'd wanted, a pint of mlk
that his body had cried out for-when he ate his lunch. And that |unch had been

two thin sandwi ches froma paper bag. And all of this because each week he
must put away a good part of his salary in Forever stock, so that during those
| ong years when he | ay dead and frozen the funds would multiply by interest
and by dividend. He lived in this wetched roomand he ate cheap food, he had
never marri ed.

But his fund against revival and th« second life grew week by week and his
whole life centered on the credit book that showed his ownership of stock

And this afternoon, he recalled, he had stood ready to sell Forever Center and

his position with Forever Center for a quarter mllion dollars—ore noney than
he coul d hope to accunulate in his entire initial lifetine. He had been ready,
even willing, to take the noney, then, if necessary, to deliberately seek

deat h.

The only thing that had stopped himwas the fear that it was a trap
And had it been a trap? he wondered.

If it had been a trap, why had the trap been set? For what reason had Marcus
Appl et on becone his eneny?

The missing paper? And if that were the case, what made the paper so
i mportant—so inmportant that he nmust be discredited before he tried to use it.

For if the paper were inportant and sonehow i ncrimnating, they' d expect that
in his own good tine he'd put it to his use. For that is what they woul d have
done themsel ves. That was what anyone woul d do—anything at all to squeeze out
that extra dollar, to gain a preferred position that would nmean an extra
dol | ar.

He' d chucked the paper in the desk and now, today, when he'd hunted for it, it
had not been there. And if they' d gotten the paper back, then why ..

But wait a minute. Had he chucked the paper in the desk? O had he stuffed it
in his pocket?

He crouched deeper in the chair and tried hard to renmenber. But he coul d not
renmenber with any clarity. He might have put it in his pocket instead of in
t he church was conproni se and expedi ency, manned by nen of little faith.

If a man could only pray, he thought. But there was no point in praying when
the prayer was never nore than a nouthful of ritualistic words. Man prayed
with his heart, he thought, never with his tongue.

He stirred uneasily and dropped his hand into the pocket of his cassock. H's
fingers closed upon the rosary and he pulled it out and laid it on the table.



The wooden beads were worn and polished from nmuch handling and t he mnetal
crucifix was dull and tarnished.

Men still prayed by such as this, he knew, but not as nany as had at one tine.
For the ol d established church at Rome, perhaps the one and only church that

still retained sone remant of its old significance, had fallen on bad days.
Most nmen today, if they paid any service « to formalized religion, paid it to

the new church that had j risen—the formalized and i mper sonal rem nder
(and j remminder) of what once had been religion

Here was faith, he thought, fingering the rosary. Here-was blind and
not - qui t e-understanding faith, but a better thing than no faith at all

The rosary had cone down to him down through die fanmly, generation after
generation, and there was, he recalled, an old story that went with it—how an
ol d grandnother, many tinmes renoved, in sone forgotten village in Centra

Eur ope, had been bound for church when a sudden rain came up, and how she had
sought shelter in a nearby cottage, and after gaining shelter had, on inpulse,
thrust the rosary out the door, commanding the rain to stop. And the rain had
stopped and the sun cane out. And how all the days she lived she had held
perfect faith that the rosary stopped the rain. And how others, long after she
had died, had told of the incident, also in perfect faith.

This, of course, Knight told hinself, was no nore than the nmere trappi ngs of
faith, but it, at |east, was sonething.

If he had held only a portion of the faith of that old | grandnother, he could
have hel ped the man. The ' one man, in all the thousands he had known, who had
ever felt the need of faith.

Why should this one man, one in many thousands, SO stand in need of faith?
What nental mechani sm what driving spiritual sense had inpelled himon his
hunt for faith?

He conjured up the face of the man agai n—+he horror haunted eyes, the unruly
shock of hair, the sharp, high cheekbones.

It was a face he knew. The face, perhaps, of enpty man—a | unpi ng t oget her of
all the faces he had ever seen

But it was not that entirely. It was not the universal face. It was an
i ndi vidual face, a face that he had seen, and not too | ong ago.

Suddenly it came clear—the nmenmory sharp and hard —this same face staring out
at himfromthe front page of the norning paper.

And this, he thought, in sudden terror at his own inadequacy, was the man that
he had fail ed—a man who had nothing left but faith, absolutely nothing in the
worl d but the hope of faith.

The man who had come into the church and had left again, as enpty when he left
as when he entered, perhaps enptier, for then even hope was gone, had been
Frankl i n Chapman.

12

Frost jerked the door open in a sudden, violent notion, his body tensed and
ready for whoever m ght be standing there and knocki ng.



A woman stood there, cool and poised, the faint light of the hall bulb
glinting in the blackness of her hair. "Are you M. Frost?" she asked.

Frost gul ped in astoni shnent, perhaps even in relief, "Yes, | am" he said.
"WIl you please step in?" She stepped through the doorway.

"I do hope," she said, "that I'mnot intruding. M name is Ann Harrison and
I"'man attorney."

"Ann Harrison," he said, "I am pleased to neet you. Aren't you the one . "
"Yes, | am" she said. "I defended Franklin Chapman." "| saw the pictures in
t he paper. | should have recognized you at once."

"M. Frost," she said, "I'll be honest with you. | sneaked up on you. | could
have phoned, but you night have refused to see ne, so | took the chance of
com ng here. | hoped you wouldn't throw ne out."

"I wouldn't throw you out," said Frost. "There is no

reason that | should. Wn't you take a chair?"
She sat down in the chair he had been sitting in.

She was beautiful, he thought, but there was a strength behind the beauty, and
there was a hardness in her, in a polished sort of way.

"I need your help," she said.

He went to another chair, sat down, took his tine to answer.

"I don't quite follow you," he said.
"I got a tip-off you were a decent sort of man, that one could talk to you.
You were the man to see, they told nme." "They?"

She shook her head. "t doesn' t matter. Just tal k around the
town. WIIl you listen to nme?"

"Yes," he said, "I'Il listen. As for being any help . . ." "W'|ll see," she
said. "It's about Franklin Chapman . . ." "You did all you could for him"
said Frost. "He didn't have too rmuch going for him"

"That's the point," she said. "Soneone el se m ght have done better, | don't
know. The point is that it wasn't justice."

"I't was |aw," said Frost.

"Yes, it was that. And | live by the law O | should live by it. But the

| egal profession is in a good position to distinguish between | aw and justice
and the two are pot the sane. There can be no justice in denying a man a
second chance at lite. Certainly, due to circunstances beyond his control
Chapnman arrived too |late at a scene of death and, as a result, a woman | ost
her second chance at life. But to decree that Chapnman al so shoul d be denied
that second life is wong. It's the old jungle | aw, again. An eye for an eye,
a tooth for a tooth. As an intelligent race, we should be beyond all that. Is
there no such a thing as nercy? Is there no conpassion? Do we have to go back
to tribal |aw?"



"We're in an interregnum"” said Frost. "We're shifting fromour old way of
life to a new condition of life. The old rules don't apply and it's too soon
to apply any new ones. W had to set up rules which would carry us over the
transition period. And those rules had to assure one thing beyond al
guestion, that the new generations take care of the old to the extent that
nothing interfered with the revival plan. There had to be sonme sort of
assurance that everyone who di ed woul d be guaranteed his chance at revival. If
we fail one person, then we've violated a trust and the pledge we've made to
everyone. The only way to provide that kind of assurance was to formulate a
code of |aw which provided a penalty harsh enough to make certain the pledge
being carried out."

"I't m ght have been better," said Ann Harrison, "if Chapman had applied for
trial by drug. | suggested it, | even urged it. But he refused. There are
certain kinds of people who rebel against laying thenselves, their whole life,
all their notives and their drives, open to legal scrutiny. In certain types
of crime—treason, for exanple-trial by drug is nandatory, but in this case it
was not. | have a feeling it would have been better if it had been."

"I still fail to see the point of this,” said Frost. "I don't see how | can

hel p you."

"I'f I could convince you," she said, "that sone sort of nercy were
perm ssible, then you'd be in a position to take it up with Forever Center. I|f
Forever Center indicated to the court. "

"Now, just a monent," said Frost. min no position to do a thing like that.
| head pronotion and publicity and have no concern with policy."

"M. Frost," she said, "I have been quite frank about why | cane to you.
understood you were the one nan at Center who would give ne time, who
would I listen to me. So | canme to you and | don't m nd being j honest with
you. | have a selfish purpose. | amfighting : for ny client. I'll do anything
that's possible to help him" ; "Does he know you're here?"

She shook her head. "He wouldn't like it if he knew. He's a strange nman, M.

Frost. He has a deep and stubborn pride. He would never beg. But I'll beg if I
have to."

"Wwuld you do this for every client?" asked Frost. "I don't think you woul d.
What's so special about this one?" "It's not the way you nmay be thinking." she

said. "Although | won't resent your thinking it. But the nman has sonet hing
that you so seldomfind. An inner dignity, the strength to nmeet adversity

wi t hout asking quarter, He fairly breaks your heart. And he was
trapped—trapped by a set of laws that we | egislated a hundred years or nore
ago in an excessive burst of enthusiasm and determ nation that nothing nust
upset the great nmillennium In principle, good | aws, perhaps, but they're

out roded now. They worked as a deterrent; they have served their purpose. |'ve
checked and since this particular |aw was passed | ess than twenty peopl e have
been given death. So it nust have served its purpose. It has hel ped to nold
the kind of society that we wanted, or that we thought we wanted. There is no
reason for the penalty to be enforced to its full extent.

"And there's another reason | feel so strongly. | went wi th himwhen they
renoved the transmitter fromhis chest. Have you ever "

"But that," protested Frost, "was far beyond the call of your obligation
There was no reason that you should."

"M. Frost," she said, "when | accept a case | commit nyself. | stand by ny



client all the way. | never quite quit caring."
"Li ke now," he said.

"Li ke now. | stood there with himand watched the sentence carried out.
Physically, of course, it's nothing. Just beneath the skin. Just above the
heart. It records the heartbeat and sends out a signal and that signal is
recorded on a nonitor and when the signal stops a rescue squad is sent. And
they took it out and tossed it on a little metal tray that held the
instruments and there it was, a little metallic thing, but it wasn't just a

piece of nmetal; it was a man's life laying there. Now there's no indication of
his heartbeat on the nonitor and when he dies there'll be no rescue squad.
They tal k about another thousand years of life, another mllion years of life,
they tal k about forever. But there's no mllion years, no forever for ny

client. He has only forty years, maybe |less than that."

"And what woul d you do?" asked Frost. "Sinply inplant the transmtter once
again . "

"No, of course not. The man committed a crinme and nust pay for it. This is
sinmple justice, but it need not be vicious justice. Wy can't the sentence be
conmmuted to ostracism That is bad enough, but it's not execution, it's not
deat h. "

"Al nost as bad as death," said Frost. "Branded on both cheeks and read out of
t he human race. No one can comunicate with you, no one can traffic with
you—even for the necessities of life. You are shorn of all possessions, |eft
only with the clothes you stand in."

"But not death," said Ann Harrison. "You still have the transnitter in your
chest. The rescue squad will cone."

"And you expect that | can do this, that | can swing a comutation?"

She shook her head. "Not just like that," she said. "Not overnight, not
tomorrow or the next day. But | need. a friend at Center, Chapman needs a
friend at Center. You' d know who to talk with and when to talk with them
you' d know what was goi ng on, you'd know when sonet hing could be done—that is,
if I can convince you, if |I can nake you see it as | see it. And don't mi stake
me. You won't be paid for it. There are no funds to pav you. If you do it,
you'll have to do it because you think it's right."

"l suspected that,"
yoursel f."

said Frost. "I would inmagi ne you've not been paid,

"Not a cent," she said. "He wanted to, of course. But he has a famly and he's
not been able to put away too much. He showed ne his hol dings and they are
pitiful, I couldn't send his wife into the second |ike a pauper. For hinself,
of course, there's now no need of savings, He's still got his job, but in the
face of public opinion, he won't hold it long. And where does he go to get
anot her job?"

"l don't know," said Frost. "I could talk with . . ."

And then he stopped. For who could he talk with? Not Marcus Appl eton. Not
after what had happened. Not Peter Lane, if Appleton and Lane were, indeed,
involved in the matter of the m ssing paper, a paper which, incidentally,

m ght be no longer mssing. B.J.? It didnt seemtoo likely that B.J. would
listen—er any of the rest of them



"M ss Harrison," he told her, "you probably cane to the one man in Forever
Center the least likely to be of help to you."

"I"'msorry," she said. "I didn't mean to put you on the spot. If you can be of
any help, even if you're no nore than willing to try to help, | wll
appreciate it. For even an expression of a willingness to help will do
something to restore ny confidence, will let me know that soneone stil

remai ns who has a sense of fairness."”

"I'f I can be of any help," said Frost, "I'minclined to do it. But | won't
stick out my neck, you understand. Right at the moment, | can afford no
trouble."

"That," said Anne, "is good enough for ne."

"“I'"'m prom sing nothing."
"I can't expect you to. You'll do what you can."

It was wong, thought Frost. He had no right to offer help. He had no business
mxing into this at all. And especially he had no right to offer help when he
knew t here was nothing he could do.

But the clingy room sonehow seermed the warmer now, and brighter. It was a
sense of life and living such as he had not known before. And he knew it was
this woman sitting in the roomwho gave it warnth and light, but a dying
warnth and light, like the warnth and Iight given off by a dying fire. In
time, when she had |left, once the menory had worn thin, the room again would
become cold and dingy, as it had been before.

"M ss Harrison," he asked suddenly, "could | take you out to dinner?"

She sm | ed and shook her head.

"I"'msorry," Frost said. "I had hoped, perhaps . "
"Not out," she said. "I can't have you spending that much noney on ne. But if
you have food here, | can cook."

13

Nestor Belton closed the book and shoved it across the desk, away fromhim He
| owered his head and put up his fists to knuckle at tired eyeballs.

Exami nati ons tonorrow, he thought, and he should get some sleep. But there was
so much that he needed to review, if no nore than a quick and skinpy check
t hrough the pages of the texts.

For these exam nations were inportant. Fromthose scoring highest would be
chosen those students wh< would be allowed to enter the School of Counseling.
Ever since he could renmenber he had wanted to be ; counselor. And it was nore
i mportant now than it hat'; ever been, for there was heard from every quarter
runors that in the matter of just a few nore years imortality would becone a
fact, that the men at Forever Center had finally cracked the problem and al
that now remai ned was a perfection of the necessary techniques.

Once imortality became possible, revivals would begin and then the corps of
counsel ors would be put to work. For years they had been held in reserve
agai nst the need of them and there had been nmany of them who had |ived out



lifetimes of waiting, without a thing to do, and now, thenselves, were stored
in vaults, waiting for revival

The counsel ors and the revival technicians, two groups of nen, thousands of
them who had stood by and waited all these years, always ready for the day
when the waiting hordes of dead could be brought back to Iife again. Two corps
of men who had been trained at the expense of Forever Center and who had stood
by, being paid for doing nothing because there was nothing yet to do.

But ready, always ready. One with the acre after-acre of enpty tiers of

housi ng, built against that dav when there would be need of them One with the
great storehouses filled with food, turned out by the converters, stored and
wai ti ng agai nst Revival Da}".

For, Nestor Belton told himself, Forever Center thought of everything, had

pl anned only as a devoted institution manned by devoted and unsel fish nen
could plan. For alnpbst two hundred years the Center had been custodi an of the
dead, guardi an of mankind's hope, architect of the life to cone.

He rose fromhis desk and wal ked to the single \yindow in his student's
cubicle. Qutside a pale nmoon, half obscured by floating clouds, made a nisty

| andscape of the dormitory yard. And far off, toward the vvest and north, rose
the massive shaft of Forever Center

He was glad, he told hinself for the thousandth time, that he had been so
lucky as to have a view of the Center fromhis wi ndow For it was an
inspiration and a pronise and a seeni ng benediction. He had only to | ook out
the wi ndow to know what he was working for, to glinpse a rem nder of the glory
that after alnmost a million years (although there were sone who said nore than
amllion years) would crown the long, slow crawl of man fromthe nindless

pri mal ooze.

Eternal life, Nestor Belton told hinself; no need ever to die, but to keep on
and on and in a body that would be always youthful. To have the tine to
devel op one's intellect and knowl edge to the full capacity of the human brain.
To gat her wi sdom but not age. To have the tinme to carry out all the work that
the mnd could dream To conpose great nusic, wite great books, to paint
finally the kind of canvases that artists had always tried to paint, but
usually had failed, to go out to the stars, to explore the galaxy, to dig to
the root of nmeaning in the atomand the cosnos, to watch | ofty nountains wear
away and others rise, to see rivers dwindle down to nothing and other rivers
form and when, ten billion years fromnow, flanm ng death reached out for this
sol ar system to have been gone to other systens far in the depth of space.

Nest er Bel ton hugged hinmsel f, thin arms w apped around thin chest.
This was the tine to be alive, he thought.

And he thought in horror of those days when nmen had di ed and stayed dead, when
t here had been no thought of other life beyond the frail and tottering promn se
of a medieval faith that tried to nake of faith the Very stuff of know ng

Al'l those other poor dead people, who had died w thout assurance that death
was only tenporary—who had feared death as an end and not hi ngness, who had
feared it in spite of their oft protested faith, who had shrank fromit and
thrust it back into an obscure place within their mnds each tinme they thought
of it, because they did not want to think of it, could not bear to think of
it.

Athin wind fretted at the eaves above himand it was a |l onely sound. The



shadows of the yard were diluted shadows that seened to have no substance. The
far-off whiteness of Forever Center was a misty |ight against the night-black
sky. As if, he thought, dawn m ght not be too far distant. And that was how it
nmust have seenmed at tinmes, he told hinself, to the men of Forever Center

wor ki ng toward the dawn. But encountering setbacks and di sappoi ntnments when it
seened that the final acconplishments were within their grasp. Now, however,
fromwhat one heard, fromthe filtered runor spoken everywhere, dawn (no fal se
dawn this tine) was at last in sight and man in a few nore years
woul d have been brought to that final perfection of purpose and expression
that had been inherent in that first feeble thread of life born in the primal
seas.

And he, Nestor Belton, hopefully would have a hand in it. He and the ot her
counsel ors, when the people were revived, would performthe necessary function
oi rehabilitation, so that the revived could fit into the present culture.

But to do a job like that, a man must know so nuch, must be so thoroughly
trained as an acconplished historian, with an especial know edge of the |ast
two centuries.

Six long years of study—+f he ranked high enough in the exanms that he faced
t orror r ow.

He took one last | ook at the m sty whiteness of Forever Center and went back
to his books.
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The di nner tapers flickered, alnbst burned out, and the scent of roses filled
t he di ngy room-al t hough, in the candlelight, the roomwas not so dingy. And
both of them the tapers and the roses, had spelled extravagance, but Frost
found that he could not regret the noney they had cost. It was the first tine
in years that he had not eaten al one and he could not renenber any evening as
pl easant as this one had turned out to be.

Ann . Harrison had not again referred to the Chapman matter, but there had been
much to tal k about—+he European art exhibit at the Metropolitan Miseum of Art
(they both, it turned out, had been to see it, on one of the free days); the
new hi storical novel that everyone was tal king about, a romance of the early
days of space flight; the unreasonable attitude of the traffic cops; the

wi sdom of investing in other cormodities than Forever stock—and thensel ves.

Ann had been born and reared in Manhattan, she told him had conpleted her |aw
course at Col unbi a, had spent one vacation in France and another in Japan, but
now no | onger took vacations, for it was a waste of time and noney, and aside

fromthis, her law practice now took all her time—too nuch work for one

person, not enough for two.

And he, in turn, had told her about the vacations he spent as a boy, on his
grandfather's farmin Wsconsin, no |longer a farm of course, for there were
no farms, but a sort of famly sumrer place.

"Al t hough," he said, "it isn't even a summer place now. The famly doesn't own
it. At the tine of ny grand-

- parents' death it was sold to one of the big | and conpani es and the proceeds
turned into Forever stock. | went out to Chicago several years ago on business
and took a day off and drove up to the place. It's way out west, on the bluffs
above a little town named Bridgeport. The buildings still were standing, but



there was no one there, of course, and the place is beginning to | ook shabby
and rundown. "

"It seens a shane," said Anne, "that there aren't any farnms. Al that |and
going back to wlderness. You' d think that the government would encourage
farmng. It would supply a lot of people with enployment." He shook his

head. "I regret it, too. There was sonething solid about a farm And a nation
wi thout farns seenms a sort of shaky setup. But there really was no reason to
keep them going and there is all sort of reason to tool up the converter
plants to full capacity. We'll need those plants and in operating order, when

revivals start. So far as enpl oynent is concerned

"Yes, | know," she said. "All the facilities to be built. Block after block of
apartments and each one standing enpty. Not only here, but in all the world.
When | was in Japan they were building acres of them™

"W'll need themall," he told her. "Alnpbst a hundred billion frozen and a
present popul ation not rmuch less than half of that."

"Where are we going to put themall?" she asked, "I know t hat.

"Bi gger buildings, if necessary. Forever Center is a bit better than a nmle in
height. It was built as a nodel, really, to see if a building that large could
be built and stand. And it seems to be all right. There was a little settling
to start with, but nothing too alarming. You can't build that high
everywhere, of course. It depends on t he basement rock. But t he
engi neers now are saying that if you go deep enough ..."

"You mean |iving underground?"

"Well, yes, both under and above. Go deep enough to find good underpinni ng,
then build up fromthere, as high as you can build. That way, you can take
care of, say, several mllion people in a single building. Wat would be the
equivalent of a small city in a single structure."

"But thereis alimt."
"Ch, certainly," he agreed. "There will cone a time, sone centuries from now,
even with the best that we can do, when there'll no | onger be any room"

"And then we nmigrate into tinme?"
"Well, yes," he said, "we hope so."
"You haven't got it yet?"

"Not yet," he said, "but close."

"And i mortality?"

"Ten years," he said. "Twenty maybe. Unless we hit a snag."

"Dan," she said, "was it smart, the way we did it—to keep all those people
frozen until we could hand theminmmortality? W know what to do with cancer
how to repair the weakened heart, how to handle old age. W could have started
revival s al most a hundred years ago, but we just keep on, stacking up the

bodi es. W said what difference does it nake if they sleep a little |onger
They will never know. So let us make it worth their while, let's give thema
surprise, those old ones, when they wake up. Let's give themlife eternal."’



He | aughed. "I don't know. You can't get me to argue that one. Too nany words
al ready have been wasted on it. Personally, | don't see what difference it
coul d make. "

"But with all those billions, think of all the tine that it will take. Each
one of them nust be processed . "

"I know, but there are corps of technicians, thousands of them ready to start
work the monent that the word is given. And there are other corps of
counsel ors standing by."

"But it will take time."
"Yes," he said. "It will take a lot of tinme. It would have been sinpler, the
way it first was planned. But then along cane this social security business. |
know

it was the only fair way, for you couldn't put a pric« on extended life. But
it makes the chore of revival so nuch harder and I hate to think of the
econom ¢ chaos." "It'll be worked out," she said. "It has to be. As you say,
it isonly fair. You can't have imortality onlv for those who can afford to
pay for it."

"But think of India," he said. "Think of Africa and Chi na. People who even now
can't earn a decent living, kept fromstarving by world relief prograns. Not a

dim; to lay away. Not a cent invested. They'll be revived into a world that,
for them wll be no better than this life they know right now. They stil
will face starvation; they still will stand in line for food handouts. Al the

soci al security programgives themis their shot at imortality. It gives them
not hi ng nore. "

"It's better than death," she said. "It's better than an end to everything."

"I suppose it is," he said.

She gl anced at her watch. "lI'msorry," she said, "but it is time to go. It's
way past tine, in fact. | don't know when |'ve enjoyed an evening quite so
much." "1 wish you'd stay a little longer."” She shook her head and rose
from the table. "I never intended to stay at all. But | amglad | did.
I"'mglad it worked out the way it did."

"Some other time, perhaps," he suggested. "I could phone you."

"That would be nice of you." "I'Il see you home." "I have ny car downstairs."
"Ann, there's one thing nore." Half turned toward the door, she hesitated.
"I"ve been thinking," he said. "You're an attorney. | may have need of one.

Wul d you represent nme?"
She turned to face him half puzzled, half |aughing.

"What earthly need would you have of an attorney?"

"I don't know," he said. "I may not really need one.
But | think | have a certain paper. | have a bunch of papers. |'m al nost
certain it's among them But | have a feeling it mght be better if I didn't

look, if | didn't know'

"Dan," she asked, "what in the world are you trying to say?" "lI'mnot quite
sure. You see, | have this paper, or | think I have it."



"Well, what's so great about it? What kind of paper is it?"

"I don't know what kind of paper. Just a note, a meno. But | shouldn't have
it. It doesn't belong to ne,"

"Cet rid of it," she told him "Burn it. There's no need . . ."
"No!" he protested. "No, 1 can't do that. It might be inportant."
"Certainly you nust know what is witten on it. You rmust know

He shook his head. "I looked at it when it first fell into ny hands, but |
didn't understand it then. And now |'ve forgotten what was witten on it. At
first it didn't seeminportant. "

"But now it does," she said.

He nodded. "Maybe. | don't know. "

"And you don't want to know. "

"I guess that's it," he said.

She crinkled up her face at him half hunmorously, half seriously. "I can't see
how | fit into this."”

"I thought that if | took all the papers, the bundle that | spoke of, and put
themin an envel ope and gave the envel ope to you , . ,"

"As your attorney?"
He nodded mi serably.

She hesitated. "Wuld | know nore about that particul ar piece of paper? Wuld
you tell ne nore?"

"I don't think I should,"” he said. "I wouldn't want to inplicate you. | have
the papers in ny pocket. | was | ooking for this certain paper—+to be sure | had
it. I found a bunch of papers |I'd taken out of mnmy other suit when you arrived.

So | stuffed the papers in my pocket..."

"You were afraid sonmeone was comng to take the paper fromyou."

"Yes. Something like that. | don't know what | thought, But now | realize that
perhaps it would be better if | didn't know what was in the paper or even
where it was."

"I"'mnot too sure," she said, "of either the ethics or legality."

"I understand," he said. "It was a bad idea. Let's forget about it."

"Dan," she said.

"Yes."

"I asked you a favor."

"And | couldn't do it."



"You will when you can."

"Don't count on me. The chances are ..
"You're in trouble, Dan."

"Not yet. | suppose | could be. You used poor judgnent. You came to the one
man the least likely to be of help to you."

"I don't think so," she said. "I'lIl ganble on you. Now, let's get that
envel ope , . ,"
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Ampos Hi cklin picked up another short length of wood and placed it on the fire.
The fire was a woodsnan's fire, small and neat.

Supper was finished and the frying pan and coffeepot had been washed at the
edge of the noon-burnished river, with a handful of sand serving for the soap
And now was the time, with the darkness settling in, for a man to prop hinself
against a tree trunk and snoke a pipe as it should be snoked, slowy and

| ei surely, giving space for thought.

From a wooded hol Il ow a | one whi ppoorwi |l took up its evening song, a plaintive
guestioning call that had sonething otherworldly init. Qut in the river a
fish splashed loudly as it | eaped out of the water to snare an insect that had
skimred the water's surface.

H cklin reached out to his tidy woodpile and picked up two nore sticks and
pl aced them carefully on the fire. Then he settled back against his tree trunk
and took fromhis shirt pocket his pipe and tobacco pouch

Thi s wlras good, he thought—June and pl easant weat her, noon shining on the
river, an old whippoorw Il chunking up the hollow, and the npbsquitoes not too
bad.

And tonorrow, maybe ...

It was a crazy place, he thought, for a man to hide a treasure, on an island
inariver. Arisky place to hide anything of value, for any fool should know
what coul d happen to an i sl and.

Yet it nade a zany sort of sense. The man had been on the | am and was very
nearly trapped and he had to hide the stuff any way, or any place, he could.
And it had the added advantage of being one of the last places in the world
wher e anyone ever woul d suspect a treasure had been hidden. For the islands
here were little nore than sandbars which in the course of tine had been
overgrown by shallowrooted willows. They night exist for years or they m ght
vanish in a night, for this was a treacherous river, with shifting currents
and changi ng undertow s.

It well mght be a wild goose chase, Hicklin knew, but the stakes were |arge
and he was | osing nothing but a year or so of tinme. A year of tinme against,
roughly estimated, a cool one nillion dollars.

Jade, he thought. What a crazy thing to steal

For in the day that it had been stolen there'd have been little chance of
getting rid of it—uni que museum pi eces which woul d be recogni zed al nost



anywhere as stol en offerings.

Yet, perhaps, Steven Furness had never neant to sell it. There was such a
thing, perhaps, as falling so in love with beauty that he'd want it for his
own. Working for years in the museum he may have resented, in his tw sted

m nd, pieces of such l|oveliness suffering exposure to the vulgar public gaze.

He had al most made it. If he had not been recognized in that backwoods
crossroad eating place by sone farmkid who had seen his picture in a paper

on that day al nost two hundred years ago, he would have got away with it. And
in a sense, he had got away with it, for he'd not been captured, but had |ived
out his life, an old, white-haired, doddering man who had scraped out a
precari ous existence by performng |obs, all highly questionable, in the dives
of New Ol eans.

H cklin sat in the night, his legs stretched straight out in front of him
puffing slowy at his pipe, the Bicker of the canpfire making |ight and shadow
on his face. A howing wlderness, he thought. Al this land, farmed for so

| ong, gone back to wilderness. For there was now no use of |and except for
living space and the popul ation which had at one tinme made a living off the

| and now was congregated where jobs were, in the great netropolitan centers,

squeezed together in little roons and flats, living in another w | derness of

the human animal. The entire Eastern seaboard, one vast sea of humans, |iving
cheek by jow ; Chicago, the vast M dwest megal opolis clustered around Lake

M chigan as far north as old Green Bay and swi ngi ng deep around the eastern

shore; and the several other centers of massive populations, great islands
of jammed humanity grow ng ever bigger

And here he was, he thought—a nman apart fromthis, one of the few men who were
apart fromit. But driven by the same notives and sanme greed as all those
other billions. Although there was one difference. He was a ganbl er and they
wer e drudgi ng sl aves.

A ganbl e, he thought. It could be a ganble. But the letter witten on the
deat hbed and the rude, scrawl ed map, despite their romantic character, had a
strange, sure ring of authenticity. And his search of the records had borne
out the facts of the | ast days of Steven Furness. There was no doubt at al
that he had been the man who, in 1972, had stolen fromthe nuseum t hat

enpl oyed hima collection of jade pieces that were worth a fortune.

Sonewhere, on one of the islands in this particular stretch of river, that
fortune now | ay buried, exquisite carvings packed in paper inside an old stee
sui t case

" Because | do not wi sh they be |l ost forever, 1 nowwite the facts and
pray that you may be able to |ocate themfromthe description thai 1 give,"

Aletter witten and intended for that same museum from whi ch the jade

coll ection had been stolen, but a letter never nail ed—perhaps because he never
had a chance to mail it, because there was no one to take and mail it for him
not mail ed, perhaps, because he had no stanp for the envel ope and death was
creeping close. Not nmmiled, but packed away with his other poor possessions in
a battered suitcase—a mate, perhaps, to the one in which the jade was buried.

And the suitcase—where had it lain secreted or forgotten ever since the old
man di ed? By what strange route had it finally found its way into that auction
house, to be offered on a rainy afternoon along with nany other odds and ends?
Why had no one ever opened it to see what it might contain? O night soneone
have opened it and thought it to be no nmore than it was—a bunch of junk that
had all the appearance of being entirely worthl ess?



An idle, rainy afternoon, with nothing else to do but seek shelter fromthe
rain. And the mad, illogical, small-boy inpulse that had made himstart the
bidding at a quarter, just for the hel! of it, and then no other bids. Hicklin
renmenbered, sitting there and snoki ng, how he had thought for a noment he
shoul d set it down sonmewhere and then wander off, affecting absentn nded- ness,
leaving it behind, thus getting rid of it. But once again, illogically, he had
carried it back to his roomarid that evening, for |ack of anything nore
interesting to do, had examined its contents and found the | etter and been
intrigued by it—not believing it, but intrigued enough to nake an effort to
find out who Steven Furness mi ght have been

So here he was, beside this river, with the canpfire burning and the | anent of
t he whi ppoorwi || sounding fromthe hollowthe only man in the world who knew
(or knew approxi mately, at |east) where the stolen jadelay buried. Perhaps, at
this late date, one of the very few who knew about the theft at all

Even now, he told hinmself, the jade probably could not be safely placed upon
the market. For there would be records still and the nmuseum still existed. But
five hundred years fromnow, a thousand years fromnow, it could be safely
sold. For by then the very fact of the theft would have been forgotten or so
deeply buried in the ancient records that it could not be found.

It woul d make, he told hinmself, a satisfactory stake for the second |ife—f he
could only find it. Dianpbnds, he thought, or rubies would be scarcely worth
the effort. But jade was different. It would keep its value, as would any work
of art. The converters could turn out dianonds by the bushel and they coul d,
in fact, turn out jade as well, by the ton if need be. But they could not turn
out carven jade or paintings. Art objects still would retain their val ue,

per haps appreciate in value. For while the converters could turn out the raw
mat eri al , any kind of raw material, t hey coul d not duplicate

a piece of craftsmanship or art.

A man, he told hinmself, had to use some judgnment in selecting what he neant to
cache away agai nst Revival Day.

The tobacco had burned out and the pipe made gurgling noi ses as he sucked at
it. He took it fromhis nouth and tapped out the ash against his boot heel

Tormorrow norning there'd be fish on the lines that he had set and he still had
flour and ot her makings for a plate of flapjacks. He got up fromthe ground
and went down to the canoe to get his blanket roll

A good night's sleep and a hearty breakfast and he'd be on his way

agai n—ooking for the island with a sandbar at its point shaped sonewhat |ike
a fishhook and the two pines just |andward of the sandbar. Although, he knew,
t he sandbar's shape night well have changed or been wi ped out entirely. The
one hope that he had were the two pine trees, if they still survived.

He stood at the water's edge and gl anced up at the sky. The glitter of the

stars was unmarred by any cloud and the moon, alnmost full, hung just above the
eastern cliffs. He sniffed the breeze and it was clean and fresh, with a hint
of chill init. Tonorrow, he told hinself, would be another perfect day.

18

Dani el Frost stood on the sidewal k and watched the lights of Ann Harrison's
car go down the street until it turned a corner and di sappeared from sight.



Then he turned and started up the worn stone steps that |ed back into the
apartment buil ding. But halfway up he hesitated and then turned about and
wal ked down the steps to the street again.

It was too nice a night, he told hinself, to go back into his room But even
as he told it to hinself, he knew that it was not the beauty of the night, for
here, in this ranmshackl e nei ghborhood, there was nothing that held any claim
to beauty. It was not, he knew, the attractiveness of the night that had
turned hi m back, but a strange reluctance to go back into the room Wit a
whil e, perhaps, and its enptiness mght wear off a little, or his menory m ght
becorme slightly dulled so that he could accept the enptiness the better

Until this night he had never known how enpty and how drab and col orl ess and
nmean t hat room had been—not until he had conme back fromthe park where he had
nmet Joe G bbons. And then, for a little tinme, it had come to a full ness of
color, warnth, and beauty with Ann Harrison within the four small walls. There
had been some candl es and a dozen roses—and the price he'd paid for the roses
had seened to hi moutrageous—but it was neither the candles nor the roses, or
the both of themtogether, that had transfornmed the place. It had been Ann who
had brought the mracle.

The room had been nmean and enpty and it had never been before. It had been
sinmply sensible to live in a place like that, a door for privacy, a roof for
shelter, a single windowto let in the Iight and one wi ndow was enough. A

pl ace for eating and for sleeping, a place to spend his tinme when he wasn't
wor ki ng. There was no need for larger quarters, no thought of greater confort.
For whatever confort he m ght need came fromthe know edge that week by week
he added to the conpetence he'd take with himwhen he died.

Why had the room seened so mean and small when he'd conme back to it that

eveni ng? Was it, perhaps, because his life |likew se suddenly had beconme nean
and small? That the room was enpty because his |ife was enpty? And how coul d
his life be enpty when he faced the al nost certain prospect of immortality?

The street was in shadow, with only a streetlanp here and there. The rundown
structures on each side of the roadway were gaunt specters fromthe past, old
somber residential buildings that | ong ago had outlived any forner pride they
may have hel d.

H s footsteps rang |ike hollow drunbeats on the pavenent as he wal ked slowy
down the street. The houses nostly were dark, with only here and there a
lighted wi ndow. There appeared to be no one el se abroad.

No one el se abroad, he thought, because there was no reason to go anywhere. No
cafes, no plays, no concerts—for all of these took money. And if one were to
prepare for that second life, he must hold tight to all his noney.

A drab, deserted street and a drab and enpty room —was this all that the
present life could offer to a man? Coul d he have been w ong? he wondered.
Coul d he have been walking in a dream blinded by the glory of the life to
cone?

Al'l al one, he thought—-alone in life and al one upon the street.

Then a man stepped out of a recessed doorway. "M. Frost?" he asked. "Yes,"
said Frost. "What can | do for you?" There was sonethi ng about the man that he
didn't care for, a faint hint of inpertinence, a sense of insolence in the way

he spoke.

The man nmoved a step or two closer, but said nothing. "If you don't mind,"



said Frost, "I have ..." Something stung himin the back of the neck, a

vi cious, painful sting. He lifted a hand to smte at whatever m ght have stung
him but his hand was heavy, and half lifted, it would lift no further. He
seened to be falling, over on one side, in a slow, deliberate fall, not from
any blow, not fromany violence, but as if he'd tried to | ean agai nst

somet hing that had not been there. And the curious thing about it was that he
didn't seemto care, for he knew that he was falling so slowy he'd not be
hurt when he struck the sidewal k.

The man who had spoken to himstill was standing . on the sidewal k, and now
there was another man as well, soneone, Frost realized, who had come up behi nd
him But they were facel ess nmen, enshrouded in the shadow of the buildings and
they were no one that he knew.

17

He was in a dark place and he seened to be silting in a chair and in the
dar kness of the place a light he could not see shone on the netallic structure
of a strange nachi ne.

He was confortable and drowsy and he felt no desire to nove, although it
bot hered himthat he did not recognize the place. It was sonewhere, he was
certain, he had never been before.

He cl osed his eyes again and sat there, the hardness of the chair beneath him
across his back and seat, and the hardness of the floor underneath his feet
the one reality. He listened and there seenmed to be a sort of humm ng, an

al nrost silent hum the sort of noise that an idle piece of equipment m ght
make while it waited for a task to be assigned to it.

There was a burning on each cheek and a burning on his forehead, a tingling
sensation with a little fire ir it and he wondered what had happened and where
he was and how he'd gotten there, but he was so confortable, so very close to
sleep, that he didn't really mind

He sat quietly and now it seemed that in addition to the machinelike hum he
could hear the ticking oi tine as it went flowing past him Not the ticking of
a clock, for there was no sound of a clock, but the tick of tinme itself. And
that was strange, he thought, for tine should have no sound.

Enbarrassed by the thought of the tick of time, he stirred a little in the
chair and lifted a hand to feel the tingle in his cheek

"Your Honor," said a voice out of the darkness all around him "the def endant
is anwake."

Frost's eyes canme open and he struggled to get out of the chair. But his |egs
seened to have no power in themand his arnms were rubbery and all he really
wanted was to stay sitting in the chair.

But the man had said Your Honor and sonethi ng about a defendant now awake and
that was startling enough to make himwant to find out where he was.

Anot her voi ce asked, "Can he stand?"
"It appears he can't, Your Honor."

"Well," H's Honor said, "it doesn't matter much, one way or the other.'



Frost managed to hitch around so he was sitting side-wise in the chair and now
he saw the light, a little shielded light, on a | evel sonewhat above his head,
and just above the light, half in shadow, half in I[ight, hung a ghostly face.

"Dani el Frost," asked the ghostly face, "can you see ne?"
"Yes, | can," said Frost.
"Can you hear and understand ne?"

"I don't know," said Frost. "It seens | just woke up and | can't get out of
the chair "

"You talk too nuch," said the other voice in the room

"Leave himbe," said the ghostly face. "Gve hima little time. This nust be a
shock to him™"

Frost sat linply in the chair and the others waited.

He had been wal king on a street, it seemed, when a nman had stepped froma
doorway and had spoken to him Then something stung his neck and he'd tried to
reach the thing that stung him but he couldn't reach it. And then he had
fallen very slowy, although he could not renenber that he'd ever hit the
street, and there had been two nen, not one, standing on the sidewalk,

wat chi ng as he fell.

Your Honor, the other man had said, and that nust nean a court and if it were

a court, the machine would be.the Jury, and the place where Hi s Honor sat,
with the little shielded Iight, would be the judge' s bench.

But it all was wong. It was a fantasy. For what reason would he find hinself
in court?

"You feeling better now?" H s Honor asked.

"Yes, | seemto," said Frost, "but there is sonmething wong. It seems |'min a
courtroom"”
"That," said the other voice, "is exactly where you are."

"But there is no reason for nme to be in ..
"I'f you'll shut up for a minute," said the other, "H s Honor will explain."

When he finished saying it, he snickered and the snicker ran all about the
roomon little, dirty feet.

"Bailiff," said the face that hung above the bench, "that is the last | want
to hear fromyou. This man is unfortunate, indeed, but he is not a subject for
your ridicule."

The ot her man sai d not hi ng.
Frost struggled to his feet, hanging to the chair to hold hinself erect.

"I don't know what is going on,
demand ..."

he said, "and | have a right to know |



A ghostly hand waved beside the ghostly head to cut off what he nmeant to say.

"You have the right," said the face, "and if you'll listen, I'lIl informyou."
A pair of hands, reaching frombehind him grasped Frost beneath the arnpits,
haul ed hi mstraight, and held himon his feet. Slowy Frost reached out to
grasp the back of the chair to hold hinmself erect.

"I"'mquite all right," he said to the man behind him

The hands rel eased himand he stood al one, propped up by the chair.

"Daniel Frost," said the judge, "I'lIl make this brief and to the point. There
i s no other way.

"You have been seized and brought to this court and have undergone a
narco-trial. You have been found guilty of the charge and sentence al ready has
been passed and executed, according to the |aw "

"But that's ridiculous," Frost cried out. "What have | done? Wiat was the

char ge?"

"Treason," said the judge.

"Treason. Your Honor, you are crazy. How could I..." "Not treason to the
state. Treason to humanity." Frost stood rigid, his hands gripping the wood
of the chair so hard that the grasp was painful. A tumult O fear went surging
t hrough him and his brain seemed curdl ed. Wrds canme churning up, but he did
not say them He kept his mouth clanped shut.

For this was not the tinme, said one tiny corner of his mnd that still stayed
sane, for the rush of words, for an outpouring of enotion. Perhaps he akeady
had said nmore than he shoul d have. Wrds were tools and nust be used to their
best advant age.

"Your Honor," he finally said, "I challenge you on that. There is no provision

"But there is," said the judge. "Think of it and you'd realize that there had
to be. There has to be provision against the sabotage of the plan to prol ong
human life. | can quote you ..."

Frost shook his head. "No need to, although |I've never heard of it. But even
so, there has been no treason on ny part. |'ve worked for that very plan; |'ve
wor ked for Forever Center "

"Under narco-questioning," said the judge, "you admitted to conniving with
various publishers, using your position, for notives of your own, to prejudice
the plan.” "It's a liel" yelled Frost. "That was not the way it was."

The ghostly head shook slowy, sadly.

"I't nust have been the way it was. You told of it yourself. You testified
agai nst yourself. You would not |ie about yourself and to your discredit."

"Atrial!" Frost said bitterly. "In the mddle of the night. Struck down in
the street and carried here. No arrest. No attorney. And, | would suppose, no
chance to

appeal . "



"You are right," said the judge. "There is no appeal. Under |aw, narco-trial

results and judgnents stand final. After all, it is the npst equabl e approach
to justice. It does away with all inpedinments to the course of justice."
"Justicel"

"M. Frost," said the judge, "I have been patient with you. Because of your

former position of trust and honor and your long record with Forever Center, |
have given you nore latitude in your remarks than conforns with the dignity of
this court. | can assure you that the trial was conducted properly and by the
only means that a trial for treason can be conducted under |law, that you have
been found guilty of the charge and that sentence has been passed. | now w ||
read the sentence to you." A phantom hand reached into the darkness where a
pocket was and, bringing out a pair of spectacles, placed them on the

ghostly face. "The seem ngly detached hand picked up a sheaf of papers

and the papers rustled. "Daniel Frost," said the judge, reading from the
paper, "you have been adjudged, after due |egal process, guilty of the charge
of treason against all humankind in that you attenpted willingly and willfully

to obstruct the administrative functions and processes ained at the bringing
of immortality not only to all presently living persons but to all the others
who are dead, with their bodies held in preservation

"It is the sentence of this court, in accordance with the penalty set out by
the statutes, that you, Daniel Frost, shall be ostracized fromthe human race
that you shall be forbidden ..."

"No!" yelled Frost. "No, you can't do that to me. | didn't..."
"Bailiff," roared the judge.

A hand reached out of the darkness and the fingers ground into Frost's
shoul der.

"You shut up,"” said the bailiff, grinding his teeth, "and listen to His
Honor . "
" that you shall be forbidden," the judge went on, "to have any

i ntercourse, comerce, or comunication, in any manner whatsoever, wth any

ot her menmber of the human race, and that any other nmenber of the human race,
under duly set forth penalties, shall be forbidden to have any intercourse,
conmer ce, or conmunication with you. That you shall have stripped fromyou al
personal possessions except, for the sake of decency, the very clothes you
stand in, and that all other of your possessions shall be confiscated.

Li kewi se you are stripped of all rights except the one final right of having
your body preserved, in accordance with the law, and by the nmercy of this
court.

"And it is hereby directed that, in order all nmen may recogni ze your ostraci sm
and so refrain fromany contact with you, you be branded, by the means of a
tattoo, upon your forehead and each cheek with an Ooutlined in red."

The judge kid down the paper and took off his gl asses.

1 have one thing to add," he said. "As a matter of nercy, the tattooing

al ready has been done, while you still were under drug. It is a rather painful
process and it is not the purpose of this court to cause you unnecessary agony
or greater humiliation than is unavoi dabl e.

"And a warning. The court is aware that by various means these tattoo marks
may be covered or disguised, or even renmoved. Do not, under any circunstance,



be tenpted to resort to such deception. The penalty for such an act is the
cancel l ation of the one right you still have left, the preservation of your
body. "

He glared at Frost. "Sir," he asked, "do you understand?"
"Yes," Frost nunbled. "Yes, | understand,"

The judge reached for his gavel and banged it. The sound rang hollowy in the
al nost -enpty room

"This case is closed," he said. "Bailiff, escort himto the street and throw
hi m4 nean, turn him/l oose."
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In the night, the cross blew down again.
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The faint lighting of the eastern sky served notice that dawn was near at
hand.

Dani el Frost stood unsteadily in the street, still numb fromthe inpact of
what had happened in the courtroom still held in the dying grip of drug,
filled with a strange bl end of desperation, of anger, fear, and pity for
hi nmsel f.

There was sonething very wong about all of it, he knewnot only the fact that
he coul d not have been convicted as they had said he'd been convicted, but
wrong about the hour, a trial in the dead of night, and in the fact that there
had been no other persons in the court but the judge and bailiff. If in fact

t hey had been judge and bailiff.

A put-up job, he thought. The I ong arm of Marcus Appl eton reaching out for
him And reaching out nost desperately. There must, he told hinself, be
somet hing in that paper that Appleton would go to any lengths to hide.

But he was in no position at the nmonent—f he ever were to be in position—to
do anything about it. There was no one who would listen .to him There was no
one he would dare to talk with. There is no appeal, the ghostly face had said.
And that was right; there was no way to appeal

Ann Harrison, he thought.
Good Lord, there was Ann Harri son.

Had she been the trigger, her coming up to see him that had brought this al
about ?

And had he said anything about her? Had he said she had the paper—f she
really had the paper?

I f he had been questioned under drug, he undoubtedly had inplicated her. But
it seemed inpossible to believe that he had been so questioned, for if he had
(and the court had really been a duly constituted court) he'd not have been
convi ct ed.



He stood shaky in the night just before the dawn and the questions and the
doubts and the funbling for an understandi ng went on roaring through his
br ai n.

No | onger a nmenber of the human race.
No | onger anyt hi ng.

Just a bl ob of protoplasmtossed out in the street-naked of possessions and of
hope.

Wth but one single right remaini ng—the human right to die.
And that, of course, was what Appleton had pl anned.

That was what he counted on—that with no other right, a man woul d exerci se
t hat one remaining right.

"I won't do it, Marcus," said Daniel Frost, talking to hinself and to the
night and to the world and to Marcus Appl et on.

He turned from where he stood and went funbling down the street, for he had to
get away, before the light could come he nmust find a place to hide. To hide
fromthe nockery and the anger and the callous cruelty that would greet himif
he shoul d happen to be seen. For now he was no |onger of the world, but an
enemny. Every hand woul d be rai sed agai nst himand he'd have no protection
beyond the protection of the dark and hi dden pl ace. He was, henceforth, his
own protector, for there was no | aw nor right that he could claim

Wthin himgrew a cold hard knot of anger and of viciousness that w ped out
the self-pity that remai ned. A knot of hard, cold anger that such a thing as
had happened to himcould be allowed to happen. It was not civilized—but who
had ever clained that the human race was civilized? It could probe through the
cosnos for other earthlike planets, it could pry at the Ilid of tinme, it could
conquer death and aimat eternal life, but it was still a tribe.

There had to be a way to beat this vicious tribe, there had to be a way to
square accounts with Apple-ton—and if there were a way he woul d seek it out
and use it and use it without pity. But not right now.

Ri ght now he nmust find a place to hide. He would be all right, he knew, being
honest with hinself, so long as he was able to hang onto that knot of anger
which twisted in his belly. The one thing that he nmust never do was to give
way to a slobbering pity of hinself.

He reached an intersection and hesitated, wondering which way he should go.
From far off, sonewhere on another street, came the thin whining of an
el ectric nmotor—a cruising cab, perhaps.

To the river, he thought—+that would be the place where he would be nost likely
to find a place where he could hide, perhaps even get sonme sleep if he could
manage sleep. And after that, he told hinself, would come the probl em of

| ocating food.

He shivered, thinking of it. Was this what life was to be fromthis nonent
forward—a seeking of a place to hide and sleep, the eternal hunt for food? In
alittle while, with the threat of winter, he'd have to start drifting south,
wandering (at night, when he'd be unobserved) down through that great conplex
of coastal cities which really was one city.



The light was growing in the east and he nust be on his way. But he felt a
strange reluctance to turn in the direction of the river. He wasn't really
runni ng yet and he didn't want to run—except for the tattoos on bis face there
was no reason that he should. But the first step that he took toward the
river, he would be in flight, and he shrank fromflight, for it seened that
once Jie took that first step he'd never stop his running.

He stood | ooking up and down the enpty street. There m ght be some ot her way,
he thought. Perhaps he should not even try to hide. There nust be sonepl ace
where be could demand the justice that was coming to him but even as he

t hought of it he knew what the answer would be: That he had had his justice.

It was a ridiculous thing to think about, he knew. He had no chance at all. He
woul d not be heard. The evidence of his status and his crime was upon his face
for everyone to see. And he had no rights.

Wearily he turned in the direction of the river. If he had to run, he'd better
start the running before it was too |ate.

A voi ce spoke to him "Daniel Frost."
He spun around.

A man who apparently had been standing in the shadow at the base of the

buil ding on the corner stepped out onto the sidewal k—a hunched, m sshapen
figure with a | arge cap squashed flat upon his head and with tatters hangi ng
fromhis coat sleeves.

"No," said Frost, uncertainly. "No ..."
"It's all right, M. Frost. You're to cone with ne."
"But," said Frost, "you don't know what | am You don't understand."

"OfF course we do," said the nman with the tattered sleeves. "W know that you
need help and that is all that matters. Please stay very close behind ne."
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Despite the lighted lantern, the place was dark. The lantern cast no nore than
a shall ow puddl e of illum nation and the hunped shapes of the people in the
room were sinply darker shadows in the dark vastness they inhabited.

Frost halted and in the dark he felt the inpact of eyes he knew were wat ching
hi m

Friend or foe? he wondered—al t hough out on the street (how many bl ocks from
here?) the man who'd been his guide had indicated friend. You need help, he'd
said, and that is all that matters.

The man who' d gui ded hi mwal ked forward toward the group seated by the
lantern. Frost stayed where he was. His feet hurt fromall the wal king and he
was tired clear through and the effects of the drug, he thought, night not
have entirely worn off. The needle, or the dart, or whatever it had been that
had struck himin the neck nust have been really | oaded.

He watched the gui de squat down and whisper with the others seated by the
| antern and he wondered where he was. It was sonmewhere on the waterfront, for
his nose had told himthat nmuch, and probably was a cellar or a basenent,



because they had gone down several flights of stairs before they had arrived.
A hideout of some sort, he guessed, the very kind of place he would have
hunted on his own.

"M. Frost," said an ol d-man voice, "why don't you conme over here and sit down
with us. | suspect that you are tired."

Frost stunbled forward and sat down on the floor near the |antern and the
voi ce. Hi s eyes were beconi ng

somewhat accustonmed to the darkness and now the hump5 were human and the
faces were white blurs.

"I thank you, sir," he said. "I ama little tired."

"You had a bitter night," said the man.
Frost nodded.
"Leo tells nme you' ve been ostracized."

"I'l'l leave if you want ne to," said Frost. "Just let me rest alittle."

"There is no need of that," said the man. "You now are one of us. W are al

ostraci zed. "

Frost jerked up his head and stared at the nan who spoke. He had a grizzled
face, the jows and chin shining with a two-day stubble of white whiskers.

"I don't nmean we wear the mark," the old nman said. "But we still are

ostraci zed. W are non-conform sts and today you cannot afford to fail to
conform We don't believe, you see. O, perhaps, on the other hand, you m ght
say that we believe too much. But in the wong things, naturally.”

"l don't understand," said Frost.
The old man chuckled. "It is clear to see you don't know where you are."

"OfF course | don't," Frost said testily, inpatient with this baiting. "I have
not been told."

"You're in a den of Holies," said the man. "Take a good | ook at us. W are
those dirty and unthi nki ng peopl e who go out at night and paint the signs on
wal I's. W are the ones who preach on street corners and in parks, we are the
ones who hand out all those filthy and non-Forever tracts. That is, until the
cops cone and run us all away."

"Look," Frost said, wearily, "I don't mind who you are. | amgrateful to you
for taking ne in, for if you hadn't, | don't know what |'d have done. | was
about to look for a place to hide, for I knew | had to hide, but | didn't know
how to go about it. And then this man cane along and ..."

"An innocent," said the old man. "A sheltered innocent thrown out in the
street. O course you wouldn't have known what to do. You'd have gotten into
all sorts of trouble. But there really was no need to worry. W' ve been

wat chi ng over you." "Watching over ne? Wiy should you do that?" "Runors," said
the man. "There were all sorts of runors. And we hear all the runors that
there are. W nake it our business to hear every sort of runor anr; to sort

t hem out . "



"Let me guess," said Frost. "The runor said someone was out to get ne."
"Yes. Because you knew too rmuch. About sonething, incidentally, we could not
determne. "

"You must," said Frost, "watch over many people.”
"Not so many," said the grizzled man. "Although we keep well inforned about
Forever Center. W have some pipelines there."

| bet you do, thought Frost. For sonehow, despite his rescue, he didn't like
this man.

"But you are tired," said the man, "and likely also hungry."

He rose and cl apped his hands. Somewhere a door came open and a shaft of I|ight
spread into the room

"Food," said the man, speaking to the woman who stood in the crack of doorway.
"Some food for our guest."”

The door closed and the man sat down again, this tinme close to Frost, al nost
side by side with him

The odor of an unwashed body poured out fromhim He held his hands linply in
his lap and Frost could see that the hands were griny, the nails untrimed and
wi th heavy dirt enbedded underneath them

"I would imagine," said the man, "that you nmay be sonewhat chagrined in
finding yourself with us. | w sh, however, you would not feel that way. W
really are good-hearted people. W may be dissenters and protes-tants, but we
have a right to nmake our voice heard in any way we can."

Frost nodded. "Yes, of course, you have. But it seens to ne there m ght have
been better ways for you to get a hearing. You've been at it for-how | ong has
it been, fifty years or nore?"

"And we haven't gotten very far. That's the point you wdsh to make?"

"I suppose it is," said Frost.

"We know, of course," said the other, "that we will not win. There is no way
of wi nning. But our conscience tells us that we must bear witness. So |long as
we can continue to make our feeble voice heard in the wilderness, we will not

have failed."

Frost said nothing. He felt his body sinking into a confortable |ethargy and
he had no wish to try to pull it out. The man reached out a dirty hand and
laid it on

Frost's knees.

"You read the Bible, son?"

"Yes, off and on. |I've read nost of it."

"And why did you read it?"

"Why, | don't know," said Frost, startled at the question. "Because it's a
human docunent. Perhaps in hope of sone spiritual confort, although | can't be



sure of that. Because, | suppose, in many ways, it is good literature."
"But w t hout conviction?"
"l suppose you're right. Wthout any great conviction."

"There was a tine when nany people read it with devout conviction. There was a
day when it was a light shining in the darkness of the soul. Not too |ong ago
it was Me and hope and prom se. And now t he best that you can say of it is
that it's good literature.

"It's your talk of physical immrtality that has brought all this about. Wy
shoul d people read the Bible any nore or believe in it or believe in anything
at all if they have the | egal —not the spiritual, mnd you, but the

| egal —promi se of immortality? And how can you promise imortality? Imortality
nmeans goi ng on forever and forever and no one can prom se that, no nortal man
can prom se forever and forever."

"You're mstaken," said Frost. "I have not promised it."
"I"'msorry. | speak too generally. Not you, personally, of course. But Forever
Center."

"Not entirely Forever Center, either," said Frost. "Rather man hinself. If

there had been no Forever Center, man still would have sought imortality. It
is athing that, in the very nature of him he could not have ignored. It's
not in man's nature to do less than he can. He may fail, of course, but he'l

al ways try."

"It's the devil in him" said the grizzled man. "The forces of darkness and
corruption work in many ways to thwart nan's inherent godliness."

Frost said: "Please, | don't want to argue with you. Some other tinme, perhaps.
But not right now You rnust understand that | amgrateful to you, and ..."

"Wul d anyone else in all this land,"” the man demanded, "have hel d out a hand
of fellowship to you at a nonment such as this?"

Frost shook his head. "No, | don't imagine there is anyone who would."

"But we did," said the man. "We, the hunble ones. We, the true believers."”

"Yes," said Frost, "I give you that. You did."

"And you don't ask yourself why we may have done it?"

"Not yet," said Frost, "but | suppose | will." "We didit," said the nman,
"because we val ue not the man, not the nortal body, but the soul. You read in
old historical witings that a nation nunbers not so many people, but so many
souls. And this may seem quai nt and strange to you, but those old witings are
a reflection of how nen thought in those days, when the human ani mal al ways
was aware of God and of the life hereafter and was | ess concerned with

wor | dl i ness and the present nonent."

The door cane open and the |light streanmed out into the roomagain. An old and
wri nkl ed wonan noved into the range of the lantern light. She carried in her
band a bow and half a |oaf of bread and these she banded to the grizzled man.
"Thank you, Mary," said the man, and the woman backed away.

"Food," said the man, putting down the bow in front of Frost and handi ng him



the bread. "I thank you very much,"” said Frost. He lifted the spoon that was
in the bow and carried a spoonful of the substance to his mouth. It was soup
weak and watery.

"And now | understand," said the grizzled nman, "that in just a few nore years
a man need not even go through the ritual of death to attain imortality. Once
Forever Center has this immortality business all witten down and the nethods
all worked out, a man will be made immortal out of hand. He'll just stay young
and go on living and there won't be any death. Once you get born, then you
will live forever." "It won't be," said Frost, "for a few years yet." "But
once it can be done, that will be the way of it?" "I suppose it wll," said
Frost. "Once you have it it's just plain foolishness to let a nman grow old and
die before you give himeternal youth and lif e.”

"Ch, the vanity of it," the old man wailed. "The terrible waste of it. The
i mpertinencel "

Frost did not answer him There wasn't rmuch of an answer, actually, to be
given. He sinply went on eating. The man nudged himin the arm "One thing
nore, son. Do you believe in God?" Slowy Frost put the spoon back into the
bowl . He asked: "You really want an answer?" "I want an answer," said the man.
"l want an honest one."

"The answer," said Frost, "is that | don't know. Not, certainly, in the kind
of God that you are thinking of. Not the old white-whiskered, woodcut
gentl eman. But a suprene bei ng—yes, | would believe in a God of that sort.

Because it seens to nme there nmust be sone sort of force or power or wll
t hr oughout the universe.

The universe is too orderly for it to be otherw se. Wen you nmeasure all this
orderliness, fromthe mechani smof the atomat one end of the scale, out to
the precision of the operation of the universe at the other end, it seens
unbel i evabl e that there is not a supervisory force of sone |and, a benevol ent
ruling force to maintain that sort of order."

"Order!" the man expl oded. "All you talk about is order! Not holiness, not
godliness ..."

"I"'msorry," Frost said. "You asked for an honest answer. | gave you an honest
one. Please take ny word for it—+ would give a ot to have the kind of faith
you have, blind, unquestioning faith without a single doubt. But even then
wonder if faith would be enough.” "Faith is all nman has,"” the man told him
quietly. "You take faith," Frost said, "and nake a virtue of it. A virtue of
not know ng..."

"I'f we knew," the man said, positively, "there would be no faith. And we need
the faith."”

Sonmewher e soneone was shouting and there was the far-off sound of feet
poundi ng rapidly.

The grizzled man rose quickly and in the act of rising one of his feet stepped
si dewi se and caught the bow of soup and overturned it. In the Iight of the
lantern, it ran like slow oil across the floor

"The cops!" sonmeone shouted and everyone was noving very rapidly. Someone
grasped the lantern and lifted it and the flame went out. The room was pl unged
i n darkness.

Frost had risen, too. He took a step and soneone bunped into him driving him



backward in an awkward stunble. And then he felt the fl oor give way beneath
his feet with the faint popping and snapping of long-rotten boards and he was
pl ungi ng downward. He threw out his arnms instinctively, clutching for any
support that he might find. The fingers of his left hand cl osed upon the end
of a broken board, but even as he grasped it, the weight of his falling body
snapped it and he was through the floor and faffing.

H s body | anded with a splash and evil-snelling water rose in a sheet and
sl apped himin the face.

The fall had thrown himforward and now he rai sed hinself so that he squatted
in the foul ness that was all about hi mthe darkness and the foul ness a part of
one anot her.

He tw sted about and gl anced up and he could not see the hol e through which
he'd fallen, but fromthe fl oor above himcanme the thud of running feet and
t he sound of distant voices, drawi ng rapidly away.

New t huddi ngs cane and new voi ces, very sharp and angry, and the splintering
of boards as soneone broke a door. Feet pounded once again on the floor above
himand thin beans of |ight danced across the hole where he had fallen

Fearful that someone would flash a light directly down the hole and catch him
inits beam he noved slowy forward, water swirling at his ankles.

The feet pounded back and forth and ran into far roons and returned again and
snat ches of voices floated down to him

"CGot away again," one voice said. "Soneone tipped themoff."

"Pretty dismal," said another. "Just the kind of place you would expect..."
And t hen anot her voice, and at the sound of it, Frost stiffened and took
anot her involuntary step farther fromthe hole in the floor above.

"Men," said the voice of Marcus Appleton, "we missed them once again. There'l
be anot her day."

O her voi ces answered, but the words were indistinct.

"I"ll get those sons of bitches," said Marcus Appleton, "if it's the |ast
thing that | do."

The voices and the footsteps noved away and in a little time were gone.

Silence fell, broken only by the slow drip of water falling fromsone pl ace
into the pool in which Frost stood.

A tunnel of sone sort, he guessed. O perhaps a subbasenment flooded by seepage
fromthe river.

Now t he problemwas to get out of here. Although wi thout a light of any sort
that m ght not be easy. And the one way to do it was to try to get out the way
he had conme in, through the hole in the floor above.

He reached above his head and his fingers touched the rough surface of a beam
He stood on tiptoe and stretched and he could touch the floor above. But he
woul d have to nove slowy and try to maintain sone sort of orientation, for
the place was in utter darkness and his fingers were his eyes.



Slowy he worked his way along and finally found the hole. Now he'd have to
junp for it and grab hold of the rotten boards and hope that they would

support his weight so he could pull hinself into the room above. Once there,
he told hinself, he'd be safe for a time at least, for Appleton and his nen
woul d not be coming back. Neither would the Holies. He would be on his own.

He stood for a noment to catch his breath and suddenly, fromall around him
rose a squeaking and a scurrying, the rush of tiny feet, the slithering of

bodi es rushing through the dark, and the angry squealing of ravening creatures
driven by a desperate hunger

H's scalp tightened and it seened that his hair rose upon his head.

Rats! Rats rushing at himthrough the dark! Fear powered his nmuscles and he
| eaped, driving hinmself chest high through the hole. Scranbling and ki cking,
he pulled hinself clear and lay panting on the floor.

Under neat h hi mthe squeaki ng and the squealing rose in a wave, then slowy
di ed away.

Frost still lay upon the floor and after a time the trenbling stopped and the
sweat dried on his body and he got to his hands and knees and crawl ed until he
found a corner and there he huddl ed against the terror and the |oneliness of
the new life that he faced.

21

Codfrey Cartwight |eaned far back in his padded chair and cl asped his hands
behi nd his head. It was the position he assumed when he was about to discuss
some weighty matters, but wanted to seem casual in his discussion of them
"The way | see it," he said, "something queered the deal. No publisher before
ever offered the kind of nmoney that | did, and even a stuffed shirt |ike Frost
woul d have grabbed it if he thought he had a chance of not getting caught at
it. But now Frost has di sappeared and Joe G bbons is nowhere to be found
Maybe Appleton had a hand init. It would have to be someone |ike Appleton

for there are just a few in Forever Center who know that censorship is being
carried on. And if Appleton found out, he's not a nman to fool with."

"Tfou mean," said Harris Hastings, plaintively, "that you won't put out ny
book. "

Cartwight stared at him "Wy, bless you, man," he said, "we never said we

woul d. "

Hastings squirnmed in his chair. He was an unprepossessing sight. H s head was
round and hairless, |ooking somewhat |ike a naked sphere with a face upon it.
He wore thick glasses and he squinted. His billiard-ball head rode thrust
forward on his shoulders and this, tied in with the squint, gave himthe
appearance of a man who was nore than a bit befuddled, but trying very hard to
under st and.

"But you said ...

"I said," Cartwight told him "that | thought your book would sell. | said
that if it could be published we'd make a mint of noney on it. But | also told
you that | had to be sure, before any nore was done, that we could get it
before the public. | didn't want to run the chance of Frost finding out about
it when we had a lot of nobney in it and then bringing pressure on us. Once we



had it published and up for sale, why, then, of course, Frost couldn't do a
thing, for if he tried there'd be a public uproar and a public uproar is the
one thing Forever Center doesn't want." "But you told me . Hasti ngs said

again. "l told you, sure," said Cartwight, "but we haven't got a contract
and the deal is dead. | told you ] couldn't give you one until | sawif
| could make a deal with Frost. | couldn't take the chance. Frost had a | ot of

snoopers and | can tell you they were good. Joe G bbons is one of the best of
t hem and Joe has al ways made a sort of specialty of us and some half dozen

ot her houses. He kept close tab on us; he had pipelines into us. | don't know
who it was. If | had known who |I'd have canned them | ong ago. But the point is
that we couldn't have nade a nove without Joe finding out about it and he did
find out about it, just the way | knew he woul d. The only thing that | could
do was try to make a deal. | don't mind telling you that your book was one of
the few !l ever tried to nmake a deal to publish.”

"But the work," Hastings said, in anguish. "The work | put into it. | put
twenty years in it. Do you realize what twenty years of research and witing
means? | put ny Me into it, | tell you. | nade a Me of it. | sold ny life for

it."

Cartwight said, easily, "You believe it, don't you-this stuff that you
wote."

"OfF course | believe it," Hastings exploded. "Can't you see that it's the
truth? | searched the records and I know it is the truth. The circunstanti al
evidence is there for anyone to see. This plan, this Me continuation, this
what ever you may call it, is the greatest hoax that ever has been played upon
the human race. Its purpose was not, it never was, what it purports to be. It
was, instead, a |ast and desperate neasure to bring an end to war. For if you
coul d make people believe that their bodies could be preserved and | ater be
revived, who would go to war—what man would fight in any war? Wat governnment
or nation would dare becone involved in war? For the victinms of a war could
not hope for preservation of their bodies. In many cases there' d be very
little of the bodies to preserve. In cases where there was, facilities for the
retrieval and preservation of those bodies coul d not operate.

"And it may be that the ends justified the nmeans. It may be that we cannot
condemn the trickery. For war was a terrible thing. W today, who had not
known war for more than a century, can not know how terrible. There was actua
fear, a hundred years ago, that another major war mght w pe out all human
culture, if not all life, fromearth. And in the light of this the hoax may be
justified. But in any case, the people should be told, they should be ..."

He stopped and | ooked at Cartwight, still propped back in his chair, with his
hands behind his head. "You don't believe any of this, do you?" The publisher

took his hands from behind his head and sat forward in the chair, |eaning his

forearns on the desk top.

"Harris," he said, earnestly, "it doesn't nmatter whether | believe or not.
It's not my business to believe in the books | publish, beyond the one belief
that they will make sone noney. |'d like to publish your book because |I know
that it would sell. You can't expect nore of me than that."

"But now you say you won't publish it." Cartwight nodded. "That is right. Not
won't, but can't. Forever Center wouldn't let ne." "They couldn't stop you."

"No, not legally. But there can be pressure brought—not only on nyself but on
t he stockhol ders and the other officers of this conmpany. And you nust not
forget that Forever Center itself owns sone of the stock, as it owns a part,

or all, of everything upon the entire earth.



The pressure that they could bring would be unbelieva ble if you hadn't seen
it. As | said, if I could have got it published and on sale, then |I'd have
been in the clear, It would have been Frost's error then, not mine. H's neck
not mne. It would have been sonething that he should have caught, but didn't,
somet hing that he slipped up on. The onus of the entire thing would have been
shifted off nmy shoulders. The only thing they could have charged ne with was a
pi ece of bad judgnment and, perhaps, poor taste, and that | could have stood.
But the way it is..." He made a hopel ess gesture. "I could try other
publishers.” "Sure you could," said Cartwight. "By that | suppose you nmean
none of themwould touch it either."”

"Not with a ten-foot pole. By nowthe news is out—that | tried to buy off
Frost and failed and now Frost is anong the mssing. Every publisher in town
has heard about it. There are all sorts of whispers flying." "Then I'll never
be published. "

"I"'mafraid you're right. Just go hone and sit down in a chair and feel snug
and confortabl e that you've uncovered sonmething that is too big for anyone to
touch, that you're the only man who knows the secret, that you were astute
enough to uncover a plot that no one, absolutely no one, ever had suspected.”
Hasti ngs hunched his head even farther forward. "There is a trace of nockery
in your words," he said, "that I"'mnot too sure | like. Tell me, if you
will, what your version is." "My version?"

"Yes. Wat do you really think about Forever Center?" "Why," asked Cartwi ght,
"what's so wong in thinking that it's exactly the way they say it is?"

"Not hi ng, | suppose. It's the confortable viewpoint for one to take, but it
isn't true."”

"Most people think it is. There's talk, of course, and runors—you hear them
everywhere. But | think nost people take the talk and runmors for sheer

entertai nment. They talk about it and listen to it, but they really don't
believe it. There's so little entertainment these days that people hang
onto all that they can get. Go and read about the entertai nment of two hundred
years ago, or even less than that. The night life in the cities, the theater
the opera, the music. And there were sports-baseball and football and a |ot of
other things. And where are they all now? Strangled to death by the miserly

| eani ngs of our present culture. Pay to see a show when you can stay at hone
and watch TV? Hell, no! Pay to get into a ball game? Wo wants to see a bal
gane when he can buy a share of Forever stock with what the ticket would cost?
Pay fancy prices to get some entertai nnent when you eat? Are you crazy? Wen
you go out to eat now, and not too nmany do, you go out to eat and nothing

el se—no frills. That's why books sell as well as they do. W keep them
cheap—shoddy, but cheap. \When you're through readi ng a book sormeone el se can
read it and after a while you can read it again yourself. But a ball gane or a
show, you could only see it once. That's why peopl e are newspaper readers and
book readers and TV watchers. They can get a | ot of entertainnent for al nost
next to nothing. Cheap entertai nnent, and nuch of it's cheap, believe ne, but
it fills up the hours. Hell, that's all we're doing—£illing up the hours.
Grabbi ng everything we can and filling up the hours, aimng everything at our
second shot at life. That explains die runors and the stories and the talKk.

Al of it is free and the people suck it dry, get everything they can get out
of it before they turn it |oose."

"You," said Hastings, "should wite a book, yourself." "I may," said
Cartwight, contentedly. "By God, | really may. Take the hide off them and
their penny-pinching lives. They'd eat it up. They'd like it. Gve themstuff
to tal k about for nonths."



"You think, then, that nmy book ..."

"That's one," said Cartwight, "that sone of them night actually have
believed in. You have it all annotated and docunmented within an inch of its
very life. Inpressive sort of stuff. | don't see how you did it."

"You still don't believe it," said the author, bitterly. "You have a sneaking

hunch | faked it."

"Well, now," said Cartwight, "you can't say | said that. | never asked you,
did |?"

He stared off into space, with a lost | ook on his face.

"Too bad," he said. "Too bad. W could have nade a billion. I tell you, boy,
no ki ddi ng, we could have made a billion."
22

Crouched in the alley, behind a pile of weather-beaten boxes that had been
thrown there long ago by some small establishment which fronted on the narrow,
di ngy street—thrown and forgotten and never renoved—rost waited until the man
cane out of the back door of the hole-in-the-wall eating place and put the
garbage into the cans that stood against the wall.

And when he finally canme, he carried, as well as the basket full of garbage, a
bundl e, wrapped i n newspaper, which he placed on the ground beside the cans.
Then he took the lids off the cans and lifted the bundl es of garbage fromthe
heavy basket in which he carried themand put themin the cans. Having done
this, he picked up the bundl e he had pl aced besi de the cans and bal anced it on
the Iid of one of the cans. For a monent he stood, |ooking up and down the
alley, a white-snmudged figure in the darkness, outlined by the feeble gl ow
that invaded the alley fromthe street. Then he picked up the basket and went
back into the restaurant.

Frost rose and, noving swiftly, picked up the bundle off the can. He tucked it
underneath his armand retreated down the alley, stopping at the alley's
mout h. There were a few people on the street and he waited until they had
noved a bit away, then darted quickly across the street into the opposite

al | ey.

Fi ve bl ocks away, follow ng the successive alleys, he came to the rear of a
di | api dated building, small and with half the roof torn off it, as if someone
at one tinme had started to raze it and then had figured it wasn't worth the
trouble. Now it stood, sad and saggi ng and abandoned, fust a little farther
along the road to ruin than its fellows on either side of it.

A stairs built of stone, with a bent and rusted guardrail leading fromits
top, ran down into the basenent.

Ducking swiftly fromthe alley, Frost went down the stairs. At the bottoma
door, still held upright by one rusted hinge, stood propped against the janb.
By sone tugging and hauling, Frost got it open, went through it into the
baserment, then shoved it shut again.

Havi ng done that, he was hone—a home that he had found ten days before, after
a long succession of other hiding places that had been worse by far than this.
For the basement was cool and dry and it had no rats or no other vernmin in too



noti ceable a nunber and it seemed to be safe and forgotten, perhaps safe
because it was forgotten. No one ever cane around.

"Hell o there," said soneone fromthe dark

Frost spun on his heels, crouching as he spun, dropping the bundle to the
fl oor.

"Don't worry," said the voice. "I know who you are and | won't cause you any
trouble."

Frost did not nove. He held his crouch. Hope and fear westled his brain. One
of the Holies who had sought himout agai n? Someone from Forever Center?
Per haps a man sent by Marcus Appl et on?

"How did you track me down?" he whi spered

"I"ve been | ooking for you. | have been asking around. Someone saw you in the
alley. You are Frost, aren't you?"

"Yes, |I'mFrost."

The man came out of the gloomin which he'd stood. The half-light froma
baserment w ndow showed the hunman shape of him but little else.

"I amglad | found you, Frost," he said. "My nane is Franklin Chapnman."

"Chapman? Wait a minute! Franklin Chapman is the man..."
"Right," the other said. "Ann Harrison talked with you about ne."

Frost felt the wild laughter rising in himand sought to choke it down, but it
rose in spite of himand sputtered through his lips. He sat down linply on the
floor and let his hands hang hel pl essly, while he shook with the bitter

| aughter that cane flooding up in him

"My God," he said, gasping, "you are the man—you are the one | prom sed |
woul d hel p!'"

"Yes," said Chapman. "At tinmes, events turn out to be rather strange."

Slow y the laughter died away, but Frost still sat linp and weak.

"I"'mglad you cane," he finally said, "although | can't imagine why you did."

"Ann sent nme. She asked if 1'd try to find you. She found out what happened to
you. "

"Found out? It should have been in the papers. Al a reporter had to do was
| ook up the record.”

"That's what she did, of course. And it was there, all right, but no word in
the papers. Not a single line. But all sorts of rumors. The town is full of
runors. "

"What ki nd of runors?"

"A scandal of some sort at Center. You' ve di sappeared and Center is trying to
hush it up."



Frost nodded. "It figures. Papers tipped off to shut their eyes and runors
started to make it seemthat | ran away. Do you think Center knows where
an®"

"I don't know," said Chapman. "I picked up a lot of talk while |I |ooked for
you. I"'mnot the only one who has been asking questions."

It didn't work the way they thought it would. They thought that after a day or
two |1'd go and apply for death.”

"Mbst nmen woul d have."

"Not me," said Frost. "I've had a lot of tinme to do ny thinking. | always can
go down to the vaults. As a | ast desperate neasure, when | can't stand it any
| onger, that is always left But not yet. Not for a while." He hesitated, then
spoke again. "I'msorry, Chapnan.

| didn't think. | shouldn't talk this way."

"It doesn't bother ne," said Chapman. "Not any nore. Not now that the shock is
over. After all, I'mno worse off than nmany nen before ne. |'ve gotten sort of

used to it. | try not to think about it too much."

"You' ve spent a lot of time hunting me. How about your job?"

"They fired me. | knew they woul d;"
"I"'msorry."
"Ch, it worked out all right. I've got a TV contract and a publisher is paying

someone else to wite a book. Wanted me to wite it nyself, but | told himl
couldn't get the words down."

"The dirty creeps," said Frost. "Anything to sell the suckers.™

"I know," said Chaprman, "but | don't mind. | know what they are doing and it's
all right with ne. | have a famly that has to be raised and a wi fe who should
have sonething laid away before she dies. It's the least | can do for her. |
made them pay. | turned themdown to start with and then when they kept after
me | named a figure | thought they wouldn't touch, but they did, and | am
satisfied. The old lady will have plenty laid away." Frost got up fromthe
floor, searched for his bundle and found it.

"Man up the street, fellow at a restaurant, puts it out for ne each night. |
don't know who he is."

"I talked with him" said Chapman. "Little scrawny man, old, all w zened up
Sai d he saw you goi ng through the garbage cans. Didn't think anyone shoul d
have to get his eats that way."

"Let's go over here and sit down," suggested Frost. "There's an old davenport
t hat someone left down here. | sleep on it. Springs busted and pretty badly
beaten up, but it's better than the floor."

Chapnman foll owed himand the two sat down together

"How bad has it been?" asked Chapman. "Bad to start with," Frost told him

"Some Holies snatched me off the street, saved ny Me, nore than likely. Tal ked
with a crazy old bastard who asked ne if | read the Bible and believed in Cod.
Then Appl eton and a bunch of his hoodl uns raided the place. Appleton has been



trying to catch some of the Holies' ringleaders. | figured the old buzzard
talked with was one of them | fell through a rotten place in the floor and
when they left | craw ed out again. Stayed there for a couple of days because
| was scared to go out, but | finally got so hungry that | had to go. You ever
i magi ne what it would be like finding, food in a city where you couldn't beg
for it and didn't dare to steal it, when you couldn't talk with anyone, when
you didn't want to talk with anyone because you mght get theminto trouble if
you di d?"

"I never thought about it," Chapman said. "l can inagine what it's like."

"There wasn't anything but the garbage cans. It takes a lot, believe ne, to
eat something out of a garbage can. The first tinme, that is. Wen you get
hungry enough, you can manage it. After a day or two, you become sonething of
a garbage connoi sseur. And a place to hide, a place to sleep—they aren't easy
to find and you have to keep changing around, can't stay in one place too

| ong. People see you and get curious. |'ve stayed here | onger than | should
because this is the best |'ve found. That's why you were able to track ne
down. If I'd changed around, you wouldn't have found ne.

"My beard is growi ng—nAo razor, you know. And so is iy hair. In alittle while

the beard will cover the tattoos on ny cheeks and | can push the hair down to
cover the forehead. Once the hair and beard grow | ong enough maybe | can even
venture out in daylight. Still won't dare to talk with anyone, have anything

to do with anyone, but won't have to hide so nmuch. People may stare at ne,

al t hough maybe not so much, for there are sone weird characters down in this
area. Haven't had anything to do with them Afraid to. You have to feel your
way al ong, get the hang of this sort of Me."

He stopped and stared in the darkness at the white blur of Chapman's face.

"Sorry," he said, tersely, "I talk too nuch. A nman gets hungry for it."

"Go ahead," said Chapman. "I'Il sit and listen. Ann will want to know how you
are."

"That's another thing," said Frost. "I don't want her getting involved in this
busi ness. Tell her to keep out of it. She can't help ne and she'll end up
getting hurt. Tell her to forget about ne."

"She won't do that," Chapman told him "And | won't, either. You were the only

man who was willing to go to bat for ne."
"I didn't do a thing for you. | couldn't do a thing for you. It was just a
four-flushing gesture. | knew at the tine | couldn't help you."

"Mster," said Chaprman, "that doesn't rmake a bit of difference. No matter what

you coul d have done, you were willing to conmt yourself. You won't get ne to
forget it."

"Well, then, do nme a favor. You and Ann, too. Keep away frommnme. Don't get
messed up with nme. | don't want you to get hurt and if you keep fooling
around, you will. There is no one who can be of any help. If it ever gets too
bad, | have an easy out."

"I won't let you cut yourself off entirely,” insisted Chapnan. "Let's nmake a
deal. | won't try to contact you again, but if you ever need anything, any

kind of help, let's set up a place where you can find ne."

"I won't come for help," said Frost, "but if it'll make you feel any



better..."

"You'll be staying around this nei ghborhood?" "I doubt it. But | can always
cone back to it." "About three blocks fromhere there's a small nei ghbor hood
library. And a bench in front of it." "I know the place," said Frost.

"I"ll be there every eveni ng between nine and ten, say on Wdnesdays and
Sat ur days. "

"That's too nuch trouble for you. How |l ong woul d you keep on com ng back? Six
nmont hs? A year? Two years?"

"So let's make a bargain on that, too. Six nonths. If you don't show up in six
months, 1'll know you aren't going to."

"You're a dammed fool," said Frost. "lI'mnot going to contact you. |'m going
to make a point not to. I don't want you involved. And, anyhow, six nonths is
too long. In another nonth or so I'll have to start drifting south. | don't

want to get caught up here by winter." "Ann sent you a package," said Chapman,
changi ng the subject to indicate that he would not yield on the contact

busi ness. "It's over there by the packing case. Needl e and thread. Matches.
Pair of scissors. A knife. Stuff |ike that she thought you m ght use. | guess
there's sone cans of food as well."

Frost nodded. "Tell Ann I'mthankful for the package. |'mgrateful for what
she tried to do. But tell her, for the love of God, to stand clear. Don't do
any nore. Don't try to do any nore."

Chapnman said, gravely, "I'Il tell her." "And thanks to you, too. You shouldn't
have | et her talk you into it."

"Once | knew about you," said Chapman, "she couldn't have tal ked me out of it.
But answer ne a question, if you will. Howdid it all happen? You told Ann you
were in some sort of trouble. |I figure soneone framed you."

"Soneone did," said Frost. "You want to tell nme nore?"

"No, | don't. Ann and you probably would go digging into it, trying to prove

it. And it can't be done. No one can. It's all down, |legal, on the books." "So
you'll just sit here doing nothing?" "Not entirely. Sone day |I'Il figure out
how to even up the score with Appleton ..." "Then it was Appl eton?"

"Who el se?" asked Frost. "And maybe you ought to get out of here. You make ne
talk too nuch. Stay around and I'Il spill nmy guts and | don't want that."

Chapman got up slowy. "OK ," he said, Til go. | hate to. Doesn't seem | have
done too nuch."

He started to nove away, then stopped and turned around.

"I have a gun," he said. "If you ..." Frost shook his head enphatically. "No,"
he said, fiercely. "What do you want ne to do, cancel out the one right that I
have? You' d better get rid of it. You know that they're illegal —any kind of
gun. "

"It doesn't bother ne," said Chapman. |'Il keep it. | have even less to | ose
than you have." He turned around and noved toward the door. "Chapnan," Frost
said softly. "Yes."

"Thanks for coming. It was good of you. |I'mnot quite myself."



"I understand," said Chapman.

Then he was through the door and pulling it shut behind him Frost listened to
himgoing up the stairs and out into the alley and finally the footfalls faded
into silence.

23

Wuld the lilacs snmell as sweet, Mpna Canpbell wondered, when spring cane
around a thousand years from now? Could one still catch the breath in wonder
at the sight of a nmeadow filled with daffodils, a thousand years from now? |f
there were, a thousand years fromnow, any roomon earth for lilac or for
daffodil.

She sat, rocking gently back and forth, in the rocker she'd found up in the
attic and had carried down the stairs to wi pe the dust and cobwebs off it,

| ooki ng out the window at the full-Ieafed wonder of a |late June dusk. In a
little while there would be lightning bugs and the first faint snell of fog
fromthe river valley.

She sat and rocked and the soft benediction of the sumrer evening fell in al
its fullness on her, and in all the world, for this nmonment, there was not hi ng
nore inmportant than just sitting there, rocking back and forth, |ooking out
the wi ndow at the green that turned to black as the shadows deepened and the
cool of the night hours settled down to chase away all but the nenory of the
hot bl ast of the daytine sun.

But here, right now, whispered one small portion of her brain that fought to
stay efficient, was the place and tine to start formng the decision that she
had to mnake.

But the whisper died in the silence and the deepeni ng darkness. And the
fantasy, although it was far fromfantasy, crept in to take the place of the
brain's efficiency.

A fantasy, she thought—ef course it's fantasy, it nmust be fantasy. For in this
place and time, in this dusk, in this snell of new and danp and reawakened
earth, it could never be. For here the smell of vital earth, the flitting
lantern of the firefly, the appointed fall of dusk and the appointed

bri ght eni ng of the dawn spoke of cycles, and |ife and death nust al so be an
intrinsic part of such a cosmic cycling. And this was the thought, she told
hersel f, that she nust renmenber through all the aeons that stretched ahead of
manki nd—Aot as a race, not as a species, but as individuals. But it was a

t hought, she knew, that she would not renmenmber. For it was not a thought of
yout h. Rather, it was the thought of someone such as she—a m ddl e-aged and
dowdy worman who too | ong had been concerned with matters that were unwonanly.
Mat hemati cs—what had a wonman to do with mathematics other than the basic
arithmetic of fitting the famly's budget to the famly's need? And what
had a woman to do with life other than the giving and the rearing of new life?
And why nust she, Mona Canpbell, be conpelled to reach a decision, all alone,
that only God H nself (if, indeed, there were such an entity as God) should be
call ed upon to make?

If she could only know what the world night be |like a thousand years from
now—not in its external aspects, for its external aspects would be no nore
than cultural coloration, but what it mght be like in the core of mankind, in
the hearts of nen and wonmen. What kind of world could there be, or would there
be, when all of humankind lived eternally and in the flesh and gui se of youth?



Woul d wi sdom conme wi t hout gray hair and winkled brow? Wuld the old, |ong

t hought s of aged peopl e di sappear and die in the exuberance of the flesh and
gl and and nuscle that renewed itself? Wuld the gentl eness and the tol erance
and the long reflective thought no | onger be w th nmanki nd? Wuld man ever
again be able to sit in a rocking chair and gaze out an open wi ndow at the
advent of the evening and find there, in that advancenment of the darkness, an
occasi on for contentnent?

O might youth itself be no nore than a trapping and a col orati on? Wul d
manki nd finally sink into an atnmosphere of futility, inpatient with the

endl ess days, disillusioned and di sappointed with eternity? After the
mllionth mating, after the billionth piece of punpkin pie, after a hundred
t housand springs with lilac and with daffodil, what would there be left? Did
man need nmore than life? Could he do with | ess than death? And these were
guestions, she knew, that she could not answer, but they were questions to
whi ch, in fairness to herself, if not to all those others,
answers nust be found.

She rocked gently back and forth and | et the questions and the naggi ng of them
flow out of her, and slowy the soft wonder of the evening flowed in to erase
thementirely from her thoughts.

Down in sonme unknown, darkened hollow folded in the hills the first of the
whi ppoorwi || s began its evening chant.
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Now t hat the beard had grown so heavy that it all but obscured the marks of
ostraci smon his cheek, Frost did not need to wait for dark, but could venture
out when dusk began to fall. Wth an old battered hat he had retrieved froma
trash bin pulled down alnmost to his eyes, he began his prowing as soon as the
streets began to clear of the surging nobs which poured through themin the
dayl i ght hours. At dusk the city was left to him Only a few people then

remai ned upon.the streets and they went scurrying past him on urgent errands
of their own, as if there night be some high reason that they not stay out of
doors, but rmust hurry to get back to their huddling places, somewhere within
the interm nabl e warrens of the great apartment houses which rose |ike ancient
monurrent s reared by brutelike nonsters in the prineval past.

Frost, observing them from beneath the brimof his pulled down hat, knew how
it was with them for once it had been the sanme with him Hurry and

huddl e—hurry so that one could gather all the assets he coul d manage, then
huddle in his idle tine so that he would not spend a single penny of those
assets.

Al t hough now, even had they w shed to spend sone of the assets on rather
foolish things, there was no longer any way to da it. For there were no |onger
any novies, no longer any athletic contests, and the fabled night life of a
century and a half ago had died in the stagnation of the urge to live forever.
Al'l of which, of course, pleased Forever Center (if Forever Center, in fact,
had not planned it that way) for it meant that there was nmore noney to be

i nvested in Forever stock.

So with the end of the day's activity, the human herd went home and there, for
entertainment, read the daily papers, which had ceased | ong since to be

i nformational, but were frankly and entertainingly sensational. O read cheap
books, cheap in price and often cheap in content. O sat slack-jawed and
fascinated before the famly TV set. O, perhaps, gloated over a stanp
col l ection which had appreciated in value steadily through the years, or



perhaps a collection of chess sets, wonderfully carved or fabricated, or many
other simlar collections in which each owner had carefully (and prayerfully)
ri sked some of his surplus assets

And there were those, as well, who resorted to hallucinatory drugs, avail able
at any drug counter, using themto give thenselves a few hours of an inmagi nary
Me—a life in which they could escape fromthe drab-ness and the nonot ony of
their regular lives.

For now there was nothing new, as there had been in ages past. Once, back at

t he begi nning of the twentieth century, there had been the phonograph to be
excited over . . . and the tel ephone. And | ater there had been the airplane
and the radio and later yet, TV. But today there was nothing new There was no
progress except in those areas whi ch advanced the day toward whi ch Forever
Center pointed. Now nman made do with what he had and in npst cases what he had
was | ess than his forebears had. Cvilization had ground to a stagnating halt
and the Me of man today was in nmany of its aspects the sanme cultural pattern
as had been the pattern of the Dark Ages of nore than a thousand years before.

In those days the peasants had worked the fields in daylight, performng their
| abors for no nore than enough to keep thensel ves alive, and then had spent
the night huddled in their hovels, with doors tight barred against the terrors
of the dark

And it was the same today—hurry through the day, huddl e through the night.
Hurry and huddl e—waiting out the night to hurry once again.

But for Frost there was now no need to hurry. To skul k, perhaps, but never
need to hurry. For there were few places he had to go and none of them held
great urgency. He went each evening to pick up the package left for himbeside
t he garbage can; he hunted through occasional trash containers for papers to
serve his daytime reading, keeping his eyes open for any other discarded itens
whi ch might be of interest to him He read and sl ept through the daylight
hours and at dusk again began his prow ing.

There were others like hinself, prowl ers of the darkened and deserted streets,
and at tinmes he spoke briefly with them for he could not harm such as these,
he told hinself, by talking with them And once, in a vacant area on the

wat erfront, where an old buil ding had been newy razed, he had sat around a
fire with two other nmen and had tal ked with them but when he went back the
next ni ght they were gone and there was no fire. He formed no associ ations
with these other prow ers of the dark, nor did any of themtry to prolong an
acquai ntance with him Loners, all of them-and at tines he wondered who they
m ght be and who they might Jiave been and why they wal ked the night. But he
knew he coul d not ask and they never told himand this was not strange, for he
did not identify hinself.

Perhaps it was because he no |longer had an identity. No | onger Daniel Frost,
but a human zero. No better off, of no nore consequence than any of those
mllions \vho slept in the streets of India, who had rags to cover them and,
someti nes, not even rags, who had never known any other state than hunger, who
| ong since had given up even the right or the wish to find a private place in
which to go about the private functions of the body.

For a tine Frost had expected that one of the Holies would seek himput again,
but this did not happen. Although he saw, in his prowing, evidence that they
were still about and active—sl ogans hurriedly chal ked upon the vacant walls:

FBI ENDS, DON T FALL FOB it! WHY SETTLE FOB LESS THAN HEAL | MVORTALI TY?



VWHAT ABOUT GBEAT- GRANDPA? OUR FOREBEARS WEREN T DOPES-BUT WE  ARE
DUPES

and again and again and agai n, the new one:
VWHY CALL THEM BACK FROM HEAVEN?

Wth the practiced eye of a professional sloganeer, Frost adm red the work.
Better in many ways, he thought, than the snug, conservative junk that he and
his departnent had figured out and which still flashed off and on in luridly
lit letters high atop many of the buildings, the official watchwords of
Forever Center—any of themfrankly stolen froma day nuch earlier

WASTE NOT, WANT NOT. A PENNY SAVED IS A PENNY EARNED
Even the new ones sweated out in all earnestness
don't kid yourself—you'll need it!

now you can take it with you

STI CK W TH FOREVER, FOREVER STI CKS W TH YOU.

seened rather pallid nowthat he could viewthemfroman observer's

vi ewpoint. So he prow ed the streets alone, w thout a purpose, with no
destination. Not running any |longer. Restless at first, but now no | onger
restless; no |onger the nervous pacing of a caged feline, but now the
strolling of a man who, for the first time in his life, through no choice of
his own, but through shane and outrage, had becone sonething of what it seened
to hima man had ought to be. A man who, for the first tinme, saw the stars
through the city's haze and specul ated upon the wonder and di stance of them
who listened to the talking of the river as it went rolling down the |and, who
took the time to appreciate the architecture of a tree

Not always like this, of course, but many times like this. At other tines the
rage and the anger and the shame took hold of himand snol dered |ike a bonfire
in his guts, and at tinmes, cold with the sel fsane rage and shame, he worked
out el aborate and fantastic, and utterly illogical, canpaigns for
vengeance—ever plans for his rehabilitation, for his return to the normnal
wor |l d of men, but always plans for vengeance.

He |ived and slept and wal ked and ate what the man at the restaurant left for
hi m by the garbage cans-a half a | oaf of stale bread, the trimrmngs froma
roast, a roll, a dried-out piece of pie, and nany other things. Now at tines
he stood in the alley, waiting, not bothering to hide, until the man put the
bundl e out, then raised his armin greeting and in gratitude, and the nman
woul d wave back at him No word and no approach, never nore than this wave of
greeting, this semaphoring of a conmon brot herhood, but it seemed to Frost
that the man still was known to himand that he was a long-tinme friend.

Once Frost started on a pilgrimge, headi ng back toward the nei ghborhood where
he once had lived, but still blocks away fromit he had turned around and
returned to the alley where he now resided. For hal fway there, he had realized
that there was nothing for himto go back to, that he had left there nothing
of himself. In the entry hall his nane now woul d be repl aced upon the board by
anot her nanme, and another car, exactly like his car (for all cars were alike),
woul d be parked with a row of identical cars, their noses pressed against the
bl ank brick wall back of the apartnent house. But his car woul d be gone,
haul ed away | ong days before under confiscatory order. And the building itself
meant no nore to himthan the ranshackl e building, the basement of which he



occupi ed. For now t he basenent was his honme. In this age, he knew, any hole
was hone.

Back in his, basenment he sat in the dark and tried once again to think his
situation through, trying to marshal the factors into neat progression, hoping
to find in all those straightly aligned facets of the position in which he
found hinmsel f some road al ong which he nost logically should nove. But it was
a road he had not found as yet and the picket fence of facts spelled nothing
but a dead end.

It was no better this tine. He was trapped and there was no road but one, that
| ast, desperate, bitter road into the vaults where his body woul d be stored.
That road he would not take until he was forced to take it. For, as things
stood now, if he went into the vaults, he would come out of them a pauper, no
better equipped to deal with his second Me than the tribesman in Centra
Africa, no better than the peon from South America, on the sel fsame basis as
the man who slept in the streets of India. If he stayed alive, perhaps
somewher e, sonmehow—when or how he coul d not guess—he mi ght stunble onto sone
opportunity or sone situation which mght yield a conpetence, perhaps a very
nodest one, but at |east sonething upon which he could start his second Me.

Per haps he would not be able to live the kind of Me the really wealthy ones
woul d l'ive, would not bel ong anbng the billionaires. But at |east he would not
stand in bread Mes or shiver in the street for the lack of shelter. In the
kind of world one would waken into, it would be better to be dead than poor

He shuddered as he thought of what it would be like to be poor in that
glittering world of wealth, in that world where men woul d wake and find their
savings many tinmes increased. And wealth such as this would be solid wealth,
for it would represent the very earth itself. By the tine that the

st ockhol ders of Forever Center cane back to second life every facility and
every material thing upon the entire planet would be represented in that
stock. The nmen who held the stock, with prudence of any kind at all, would go
on being rich. And the nan who hel d none of the stock woul d never have a
chance; he would be condemmed to renmain a pauper through all eternity.

Thi nking of it, he knew that for that reason, if no other, he could never
think of going to the vaults.

And he would not go to the vaults for another reason. It was the thing that
Mar cus Appl et on had expected himto do.

Looki ng down the avenue of time, he saw the endl ess days stretching

i nterm nably ahead, like so many trees that lined the avenue. But there was no
ot her road, no other way that he could go other than this blind and endl ess
avenue | eadi ng on to nowhere.

He slept away the day and in the evening set out on his prow ing once again.

Ni ght had fallen when he wal ked into the alley to pick up the package beside
t he garbage can. The package was not there and he knew fromthis that he had
arrived too early. The man had not cone out yet.

He retired to the dark angle of a wall that jutted out farther in the alley
than the next adjoining wall and hunkered down to wait.

A cat cane padding softly in the shadow, alert and anxious. It halted and
stared at Frost, crouching in his angle. Apparently deciding that he was no
danger to it, the cat sat down and began to wash its face.



Then the back door of the restaurant opened and a shaft of |ight speared out
into the night. The man cane out, his white coat shining in the light, a
basket of garbage resting on his right hip and clutched by his right hand, a
package in his left.

Frost rose and took a step out toward the alley. A flat report snote agai nst
the Iane of walls and the man in white straightened in a spasm his head

t hrown back, his body tensed and straining. The basket dropped and spun slowy
on its bottomrim spilling the dark litter of the garbage.

Frost caught one glinpse of the man's face, in the second before the body
crunpl ed—a white blur with a spreadi ng darkness on it, running fromthe
hai rline.

The white-coated nman was down, huddl ed on the pavenent, and the basket, stil
spinning, cane to a stop when it rolled against his body.

Frost took another step out toward the alley, then stopped, poised and tensed.
The cat was gone. Nothing stirred. There was no shout, no footstep
Frost's brain screamed at him A trap!

A man dead in the alley, gunned down, nore than likely with brain danage
(darkness sluicing down his face) that would rule out any possibility of a
second |ife.

A man dead in the alley and he waiting in the alley, and, Frost was very sure,
a gun that could be found.

This was death for him he knew. No |onger ostracism but final death—ot
normal death, but the terminal cancellation that did away with life. For a man
who would kill, in cold blood, a man who had befri ended hi mcoul d expect
not hi ng el se but deat h.

And it would nmake no difference that he hadn't killed the nan—Ao nore
difference than it had nmade that he'd not commtted treason

He spun around and stared at the walls.

Both of themwere brick, the buildings two stories high, thirty feet or so.
But on the one that was farther back fromthe alley apparently there once had
been a shed extending out over the back door. The shed was no | onger there,
but jutting out fromthe snooth brick wall was a series of half-bricks, an

i nverted V, which had at one tinme forned the support for the roof tinbers of
the shed.

Frost took three running strides and | eaped. His fingers caught and hooked
over the |l ower extending brick and for a breathless mcro-second he feared
that the brick m ght break or slide out of its place fromthe pressure of his
weight. But it held and he reached quickly up with his Ieft hand and caught

t he second brick and haul ed hinself up, with his right hand cl osing on the
third brick, so his left could reach the fourth.

Driven by a desperate panic, he swarmed up the wall, hand over hand, his
nmuscl es powered by a strength he did not know he had, his nerves a hardened
knot of urgency.

As he reached the fifth brick up, he got a foot on the | ower brick and hurled
hi nsel f upward in a mighty surge. H s el bows caught the top of the wall and he



haul ed hinself swiftly over it and fell flat upon the roof. A two-foot upward
projection of the wall hid himfromthe alley.

He lay there, panting with the exertion of his clinmb, pressed against the
asphalt of the roof, and out in the alley he heard the rapidly running
foot steps and the harsh shouts of horror

He could not stay here, he knew. He must sonehow get away, not only fromthe

roof and alley, but fromthis neighborhood. Wien they did not find himin the
all ey, they then would search the rooftops and the buildings on each side of

the alley and by that time he nmust be many bl ocks away.

He turned his head on one side and | ooked across the roof. A snmall projection
above the |l evel rooftop caught his eye and he craw ed toward it.

Down in the alley the shouting was | ouder now and added to it was the distant
how i ng of the rescue wagon's siren. Right on tine, thought Frost, but little
good it would do the man lying in the alley. The bullet must have caught him
squarely in the brain. He reached the projection and saw that it was a square
cap, made of wood and covered by metal, apparently covering a hatch

Hs fingers worked at the edge of it, seeking for a hold, but the cap was
fitted tight. Wth a hand on each side of it, he twisted and it seened to
give. He twisted again and it seemed to lift. He put nore power into the tw st
and suddenly the cap was free and lifting. And even as he lifted it, he
wonder ed what he would find on that floor bel ow.

Slowy he tilted the cap up and the area under it was dark. He breathed a
little easier, although he knew that he was not entirely in the clear. There
m ght be someone down there. It could be nmerely the top floor of a store or it
could be living quarters.

He Iifted the cap entirely off and set it to one side, then | owered hinself
into the hatch. He hung by his arnms for a nonment, his body extended. The pl ace
was dark, although a little Iight seemed to cone from sonewhere. Reason said
there nust be a floor beneath him but he felt, as he hung there, that he was
poi sed above a pit.

He | et | oose and dropped. He fell two feet or so. Something that he bunped
into went over with a crash. The wind half knocked out of him Frost crouched
on the floor, ears strained for any sound.

Qutside, the siren of the rescue wagon ground to a shuddering sil ence.
Soneone, bull-throated, was shouting, but the nmuffled words were lost. Wthin
the roomitself there was no sound at all

Dar ker shapes becane evident as his eyes becane accustoned to the gl oom Faint
light seeped into the area, which he now saw was no partitioned room but the
entire space of the second floor, fromthe tall, narrow wi ndows that fronted
on the street.

He saw the shapes were furniture, crouching chairs, enbattled chests, squat
tabl es. The display floor of a small and dingy furniture establishment.

He should replace the cap, he thought, for searchers, finding it, would guess

where he had gone. But it might be hard to do and would take nore tinme than he
coulc afford. He'd have to find sonething to stand on to reach the hatch

woul d have to westle the cap into position, with the good possibility that it
woul d fail, despite all that he could do, to fall into full position



He couldn't take the tinme, he told hinmself. He nust be out of here before the
hunt shifted fromthe alley to spread, perhaps, to the street outside.

He stunbl ed about the area, finally found the stairs, and went down themto
the | ower fl oor.

Here the light filtering through the display windows in the front was stronger
than it had been upstairs.

At the door he turned back the knob of the night |ock, released the regul ar
[atch, and pulled the door partway open, staring through the griny glass at
the street outside. The street seened to be enpty.

He opened the door and slid outside, pulling it to, but not latching it. He
m ght need to get back through that door and thus under cover very quickly.
Squeezing tight against the front of the building, he glanced quickly up and
down the street.

There was no one.

Sprinting, he crossed the street, reached the corner, went around it, slowed
to a rapid wal k. Two bl ocks away he net another wal ker, but the man went past
with barely a glance. There were a few cars and he slid into shadowed doorways
until they'd gone past.

Hal f an hour later he began to feel he'd nmade it, that for the nmonent he was
saf e.

Saf e, but running once again.

He could not, he knew, go back to the basenment. For Appleton and his nmen woul d
know about that hideout, nmust have watched himwhile they fabricated their
conspi racy against him the masterstroke that was intended to erase forever
what ever threat he m ght represent to Appleton and Lane.

And what was that threat? he wondered. What did the paper nmean? And had the
paper actually been anong the papers he'd put in the envel ope for Ann?

Thi nki ng about the envel ope and Ann, he felt a pang of panic. If Appleton knew
she had that paper, or suspected that she had it, she was in deadly danger. As
everyone whose |life touched his seened in deadly danger. The man at the
restaurant had done no nore than a conpassionate act for an unknown fell owran
and now, because of this, lay dead, shot down with no other thought than how
his death m ght contribute to the entrapnent and the death of the man he had
befri ended.

Appl eton must know that Ann had talked with him Mre than likely it had been
her appearance on the scene (signaling the belief that he was about to make
some nove?) which had triggered his seizure and his condemmati on

Per haps, he thought, he shoul d somehow warn her. But how was he to warn her? A
phone call, but he had no noney for a call. And a phone call, in any case,
woul d be a stupid nove, for in all probability her phone would be tapped. And
she, herself, watched.

O contact Chapnman? But that, as well, was dangerous—hAot only to hinself but
to Chapman and to Ann. For it was |likely that Appleton knew Chapman had cone
to see himand it would need no great imagination to connect Chapnan with Ann.

The best thing he could do, Frost told hinself, was to stay away from both of



them They should be warned, both of them but in the warning he'd likely do
nmore harmthan if they never knew.

He settled down to a steady, dogged trudgi ng, keeping to the shadows as much
as possible. It was essential, he knew, to put as nuch di stance between

hi nsel f and the alley where the man had died as he could. But well before dawn
he must find a place to hide, a den where he could crouch through the daylight
hours. And when ni ght cane he must push on again to build an even greater

di stance between hinself and the wath that trailed him

25
Two old men net in a park for a gane of checkers.

"You hear the latest," asked one old codger, "about this Forever business?"

"You hear so much," said the other one, setting up the pieces, "that you
hardly know what story to believe. They say now that if they get this

imortality business worked out, you won't have to die at all. They'll just
line everybody up, every bl essed one of us, and jab us in the armand then
we' Il get young again and we'll live forever. Wn't that be sonething, now?"

The ol d codger shook his head. "That ain't what | had in mnd. Got this
direct. My nephew has a brother-in-law who works in one of them Forever | abs
and it was himthat told it. | can tell you there are a | ot of people who'l
be in for a big surprise.”

"What surprise?" the second asked, inpatiently.

"Well, maybe that's not the word exactly. Maybe they won't be surprised. Hard
to be surprised, | suppose, when you go on being dead."

"You're ranmbling on again,"” conplained his partner. "Wy can't you ever cone
right out and say what is on your mi nd?"

"I was just laying the foundation. G ving you the background."

"Well, get on with it so we can start this gane."
"It seens," the old codger told him "that they've found there is sone sort of
bacteria—+ think that's what he sai d—sone sort of bacteria that |ives inside
the brain and that this bacteria can go right on living when the body's
frozen. The brain is frozen solid, but this bacteria isn't bothered

what soever. It goes right on living, multiplying all the tine, and eating at
the brain." "I don't believe it," said the other. "You hear such stories al
the tine and | tell you, John, there ain't a lick of truth in any one of them
I wouldn't be surprised if themHolies don't start themstories just to
befuddl e us. If we got this bacteria in the brain, how conme it don't eat up
the brain while we are still alive?" "Well, that's just it," said John. "When
we are alive, there's sonething in the brai n—anti bodi es, would they be?—hat
hol d them bacteria in check. But when the brain is frozen it can't make them

anti bodi es and the bacteria run wild. | tell you, there are a |ot of people in
t hose vaults who have no brain at all, just an enpty skull crammed full of
bacteria."

26

Frost cane to a decision; to carry out the decision, he stole an autonobile.



The theft was not an easy task. He had to find a car in which the forgetful
owner had left the key. He knew, vaguely, that there was a way by which one
could juggle ignition wires to start the notor wi thout a key, but he had no
i dea how to go about it. Besides, he had an unreasonable fear of electricity
and, thus, a disinclination to fool around with wres.

On the fourth night of his search, he found a car parked behind a food narket
with the key in the ignition. He scouted the area to make sure that no one was
around to raise an al armwhen he took the car. More than likely, he reasoned,
it belonged to sonmeone working late in the market. There were |ighted w ndows
in the back of the place, but they were located too high for himto reach them
in an attenpt to see who night be there.

He slid beneath the wheel and started the notor. Hol d-

ing his breath, he eased the nachi ne out of the parking area and down the ranp
to the street. It was not until he was a dozen bl ocks away that he resuned his
nor mal breat hi ng.

Hal f an hour | ater he stopped the car and rummaged in the tool kit, com ng up
with a small screwdriver. A nile or so farther on, in a residential area where
the street was dark because of the great elms which |ined the boul evard, he
par ked behi nd another car. Working without Iight and by feel, and as quietly
as he could, he switched the license plates of the car he'd stolen with the
one parked in the street.

Driving off, he told hinself it m ght have' been a waste of time to nake the
switch of plates, but within a few hours soneone would report a stolen car and
the switching of the plates nmight give hima slightly better chance to go on
undet ect ed.

There was little traffic, here on the west edge of the city. N ght after

night, as he had hunted for a car that he could steal, he had worked his way
westward, heading for the city's edge and the w | derness beyond. There, even
fromthe first night of his flight fromthe alley, he had reasoned he'd have a
better chance to hide. Such popul ation as there m ght be was scattered and
there were great areas which had reverted back fromfarnm and to heavy second
growm h. And also, in the back of his nmind, was a persistent feeling that

Appl e-ton woul d not suspect that he would | eave the city.

There woul d be probl ens, he knew, away fromthe city. Food, for one thing. But
he had a vague confidence, not too well founded, that he coul d manage. The
season for fruit and berries was approaching and he could catch sone fish and
per haps devise traps for the snaring of small animals. Thanks to Ann, he was
at least partially equipped. Stowed in his pockets, put there in the know edge
that at any nonent he m ght have to | eave his basenment den, were the small
items which she had sent hi m+#ishhooks and Iine, a pocket lighter with a can
of fluid and extra flints and w cks, a heavy pocketknife, a small pair of
shears, a conb, a can opener (for which he would have no use, certainly, in
the wilderness), and a small nedical kit. Wth these, he was sure that he
coul d manage, although he did not know exactly how.

He did not allow any of his half-recognized problenms worry himtoo nuch. Al
his resources now were directed at leaving the city behind—+to find a pl ace
where he woul d not be forever dodging or crouching, always fearful that he
woul d be sighted by sone citizen and reported as a suspi cious character

The idea of fleeing to the wilderness had formed in his mnd on the first
night of his flight. It was not until later that he had deci ded he woul d head



further west than he had at first intended-back to the old farmwhere he had
spent vacations in his youth. He had fought against the decision, for the
surface of his mnd protested it was a silly thing to do, but, even as the
surface of his mnd protested, sone nore powerful inner mnd drove himon
finally to deci de agai nst what seenmed his better judgment.

In the daytime, as he huddled in his hiding places, he had tried to unravel
the reasons for. the urge that drove himto seek this place out of his youth.
Was it, perhaps, a need to identify hinmself with something? Was it the

unr ecogni zed, but crying need to stand on familiar ground, to say this is a
pl ace that | know and that knows me and we bel ong to one anot her—a seeking
after roots, no matter how shallow they m ght be?

He did not know. He could not know. He was only aware that sonething nore
power ful than his own good conmon sense inpelled himtoward this old and
abandoned farm

And now, finally, he was on his way.

He coul d have nade better time by using one of the great freeways that |eaped
inall directions fromthe city. But these he avoi ded, these he could not
force hinmself to take. He had hidden and crouched too long to expose hinself
to the traffic he would encounter there.

He had no map and no sure notion of where he m ght be going. The one thing
that he knew was that he was headi ng west. The nobon had been sliding down the
west ern sky when he had found the car and no\v he foll owed the noon.

For an hour or nore he had been driving through residential areas,
interspersed with small shopping centers. Now he began to encounter |arge open
spaces which lay between little settlenents. He found a road, not a street,

but a road, narrow and ill-paved, and he followed it.

The road dwindled to little nore than a track and the paving ended and the
track was coated with a deep and heavy dust. The houses becane fewer, then
al nrost none at all. Geat clunps of woods | ooned bl ack agai nst the sky.

At the top of a long, bald ridge which the road clinbed with many twi stings
and turnings, he finally stopped the car and got out, turning to | ook back

Behi nd him stretching east and north and south, as far as the eye could see,
were the lights of the city he had | eft. Ahead of himwas darkness with no
singl e gl eamof |ight.

He stood atop the ridge and drew great gul ping breaths of air into his

l ungs—air that had about it the freshness and the chilliness of the open |and.
And there was, as well, the snmell of pine and dust—and he had finally nade it.
The city was behind him

He got back in the car and drove on. The road got no better and he coul d nake
no good tine on it, but it was still a road and it bored straight into the
west .

At dawn he pulled off it, bumped across a shall ow roadsi de ditch, drove
through an old field overgrown with weeds and brush, and parked in a grove of
oaks at one end of the field.

He got out of the car and stretched and his gut was gaunt w th hunger, but
this nmorning, he told hinself, for the first tinme in weeks, he'd not have to
hunt a hole to hide in.
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After waiting for an hour, Ann Harrison got in to see Marcus Appl eton

The man was affable. Behind his desk he had the | ook of a prosperous,
efficient businessman.

"M ss Harrison," he said, "I amso glad to see you. |'ve read so nmuch about
you. In connection, | believe, with a certain point you raised in a trial of
some sort."

"Not that it did nmy client any good," said Ann.

"But still it was well worth raising. It's fromthinking such as this that the
| aw evol ves. "

"I thank you for the conpliment,"” said Ann. "If it was a conplinent."
"Ch, yes," said Appleton. "I was nost sincere. And now, | wonder, would you
tell me to what | owe this nmeeting? What can | do for you?"

"For one thing," said Ann, "you can renove the taps you have upon ny phones.
For another, you can call off the bl oodhounds you have set to follow nme. And
you can tell me what it's all about.”

"But ny dear young |ady ..

"You can save your breath,"” Ann told him "I know you have the taps. Perhaps
at the central sw tchboard. | have prepared actions against both you and the
conmuni cati ons people which will enjoin you froman invasion of my privacy and

the privacy of my clients, which m ght be much nore to the point than nmy own
privacy and..."

"You can't get away with it," Appleton said, harshly.

"I think I can," said Ann. "No court would ignore such a situation. It strikes
directly at the guarantees which are accorded the rel ationship of an attorney
and the client. And it strikes as well at the roots of justice."

"You have no proof."

"I think I have," said Ann. "That is not a matter 1'll discuss with you. But
even if my proof were not quite sufficient, and | believe it is, | stil

i magi ne that the court would order an inquiry into the charges that |

br ought . "

"That's preposterous!" expl oded Appleton. "The courts haven't got the time, or
the purpose, to inquire into every piddling charge someone may bring before
them™

"Perhaps not every charge. But a charge of this kind

"You'll probably end up,"” Appleton told her, coldly, "getting yourself
di sbarred. "

"Perhaps,” said Ann. "If you own the courts as thoroughly as you think you own
them | don't think you own themthat nuch."



Appl eton sputtered. "Owmn the courts!" he yelled.

"Why, yes," Ann said, calmy. "The courts and the newspapers. But you don't
own the runors. They're sonething that you don't control. And if the courts
should try to shush me and if the papers remained silent, there still would be
a stink. Believe me, M. Appleton, |1'd see there was a stink such as you've
never snelled before."

The sputter died. "You' re threatening ne?" he asked in a cold voice so sharp
it al nost squeaked.

"Ch, | don't suppose,” said Ann, "it would ever cone to that. | still have
faith in justice as dispensed by law. | still believe the courts hold forth
some hope of remedy. And |I'mnot too sure you have all the papers muzzled."

"You have no hi gh opinion of Forever Center?" "Wy should | have?" she asked.
"You' ve gobbl ed everything. You' ve suppressed everything. You' ve held off
progress. You've turned the people into clods. There still are governnents,
but they are shadow governnents that junmp at your slightest hint. And agai nst
all this you plead that you offer sonething, and you do of fer something, but
do you have to place so high a price on it?"

"Al'l right," he said. "If your phones are tapped and we renoved the taps and
if we called off what you call our bl oodhounds, what nore would you want ?"

"You won't, of course," said Ann, "do any of these things. But if you did,

there'd still be one further thing you could do for ne. You could tell ne
why. "
"M ss Harrison," said Appleton, "I'Il be as frank with you as you have been

with nme. If we've paid you any undue attention it's because. we're very
curious concerning your relationship with Daniel Frost."

"I have no relationship with him | saw himonly once.™

"You did go to visit hinP"

"I went to ask his help for a client of nmine."

"For this Franklin Chapman?"

"When you tal k of Franklin Chapman, | w sh you'd change your tone of voice.
The man was convicted under an obsolete and vicious law that is a part of this
terrible reign of frantic desperation Forever Center has imnposed upon the
world."

"You asked Frost's help for Chapnman?"

She nodded. "He told nme there was nothing he could do, but that if ever, in
the future, there was some way to help nmy client he would do it."

"Then Frost is not your client."

"He is not," she said.

"He gave you a paper."

"He gave ne an envelope. It was sealed. | don't know if anything was in it."

"And he still is not your client?"



"M . Appleton, as one human being, he entrusted me, another human being, with
an envelope. That is quite a sinple matter. It need not becone involved in
| egal conplications.”

"Where is that envel ope?”

"Why, " said Ann, in some surprise, "I thought perhaps you had it. Sone of your
men went through ny office very thoroughly. Al so nmy apartment. | had thought
of course, you'd found it. If you haven't got it, | can't imagine where it
is."

Appl eton sat quietly behind his desk, staring at her, so still that even his

eyelids didn't nove

"M ss Harrison,
met."

he finally said, "you are the cool est customer | have ever

"I walk into lions' dens," said Ann. "I'mnot afraid of lions."

Appleton idly flipped a hand. "You and 1,
You cane to make a deal ."

he said, "talk a comon | anguage.

"I came," she said, "to get you off my neck."

"The envel ope," he said, "and Frost is reinstated.”

"Hi s sentence reversed," she said, bitterly. "The tattoos renoved. H s estate
and job restored. His menories wi ped away and the runors stilled."

He nodded. "W could tal k about it."

"Why, how wonderful of you," she said. "Wen you could kill himjust as
easily."”

"M ss Harrison," he said sadly, "you must think that we are nonsters."
"Of course | do," she said.

"The envel ope?" he asked.

"I imagine that you have it."

"And if we don't?"

"Then | don't know where it is. And all of this is pointless, anyhow. | didn't
cone here to nmake what you call a deal."

"But since you're here?"

She shook her head. "I have no authority. Any talk of this sort nmust be with
Dani el Frost."

"You could tell him"
"Yes, " she sai d, [ightly, " suppose I could."

Appl eton | eaned forward just a bit too quickly, like a man who tried to show
no eagerness at all, but was trapped into showing it.



"Then perhaps you shoul d," he said.

"l was about to add that | could nmention it to himif | knew where he was.
Really, M. Appleton, there is

so little point to this. | have no interest in it and | doubt that M. Frost
woul d have a great deal nore."

"But Frost..."
"He'd know as well as |I," said Ann, "that he couldn't trust you."

She rose fromthe chair and wal ked toward the door. Appleton cane awkwardly to
his feet and stepped around the desk.

"On this other matter," he said.

"I"ve decided,” Ann told him "that | should file ny petitions. It just occurs
to me | shouldn't trust you, either."

Goi ng down the el evator, she had her first nmonents of deep doubt. What, she
asked herself, had she actually acconplished? Wll, for one thing, she had

pl aced himon notice that she knew she was bei ng wat ched. And she had | earned,
of course, that he knew no nore than she did where Daniel Frost night be.

She went across the foyer and out into the parking | ot and there, beside her
car, stood a tall, bony, grizzled man. H's hair was gray and his whi sker s—not
a beard, but sinply unshaved whi skers—were salt and pepper shade.

When he saw her approachi ng, he opened the door and said, "M ss Harrison, you
don't know nme, but | ama friend and you need a friend. You have been up to
talk with Appleton and ..."

"Pl ease," said Ann. "Please | eave ne al one.”
"I"m George Sutton," he told her, quietly, "and 1'ma Holy. Appleton would
give a lot to get his hands on ne. | was born a Holy and 111 al ways be one. If

you don't believe me, |ook."

He tore his shirtfront open and pointed to the right side of the chest. "No
i ncision scar," he said. "There's no transmitter in ne."

"The scar coul d have di sappeared. ™"

"You're wong," he said. "It always |eaves a scar. As you grow up, new
transmitters must be inpl anted.

You get your final transmitter when you're well into your teens."

"CGet in the car," she told him sharply. "If you don't, soneone will notice
us. And if you're not a Holy . "

"You think, perhaps, that I'ma man from Forever Center. You think ..."
"CGet in the car," she said.

Qut in the street the car was swallowed by the great flowing traffic river.

"I saw Daniel Frost," said Button, "that first night. One of nmy men brought
himto our hideout and | talked with him..."



"What did you say to hinP"

"Many things. W tal ked about our slogan canpai gn and he thought poorly of it.
And | asked himif he read the Bible and if he believed in God. | always ask
that of people. Mss, that was a funny question that you asked—what we tal ked
about. What difference does it make?"

"Because | know sonething of what you tal ked about."

"You have seen him then?"

"No. | haven't seen him"

"There was another man ..

"It was the other man," she said. "Dan told himyou had asked about the Bible
and if he believed in God."

"So now you're satisfied about ne."

"I don't know," she said, her voice tense and tight. "I suppose | am although
| can't be sure. It all has been a nightmare. Not know ng anything. Being

wat ched. | knew they were watching ne; | saw them And | ampositive that ny
phone was tapped. | couldn't just sit still. I couldn't sinply sit and take

it. That's why | went to Appleton. And you—you've been watching, too!"

He nodded. "You and Frost and this other man—this Chapnan. Mss, we don't
nerely paint the slogans on the walls. W do nany other things. W fight
Forever Center in every way we can."

"But why?"

"Because they are our enemies; they're the enenies of mankind. W're al
that's left of the old mankind. \Ve are the underground. W' ve been driven
under ground. "

"I don't nmean that. | mean why are you watchi ng us?"

"I suppose that's part of it. But we can help you, too. W were standing by
the night the man was killed, behind the restaurant. W were ready to be of
hel p, but Frost didn't need our help."

"And you know where he is?"

"No. We know he stole a car. We figure that he left the city. W lost him but
the Iast we saw of hi mhe was headi ng west."

"And you thought that | m ght know "

"Well, no, we didn't think so. W'd not have contacted you if you'd not gone
to Forever Center."

"What has that to do with it? | had the right . . ."

"You had the right, of course. But now Apple-ton knows that you know he is
wat chi ng you. So | ong as you played stupid and said nothing, you were safe.”

"Now | suppose |I'mno | onger safe."



"You can't fight Forever Center," he told her. "No one person can. There'll be
an accident, sonething will happen. W have seen it happen in other
i nstances. "

"But | have sonething that he wants."

"Not sonething that he wants. Something, rather, that he wants no one else to
have. The answer is quite sinple. Wth Frost out of the way and you out of the
way, he'll be in the clear."

"You know all about this?"

"Mss," said Button, "lI'd be downright sinple if | didn't have ny pipelines
into Forever Center."

And this was it, she thought. No ordinary band of religious fanatics, no
simpl e slogan painters, but a well-organized and efficient band of rebels who
t hrough the years, working quietly, and no doubt w th daring, had caused
Forever Center nore trouble than anyone realized.

But dooned to failure. For no one could stand against the force and strength
of a structure that, in effect, was owner of the world and that, furthernore,
hel d out the prom se of eternal life.

Into a structure such as this, there surely would be pipelines. Not only by
the Holies but by anyone who might stand to gain. And with the greed

occasi oned by the driving need to establish an estate against the second life,
t here al ways woul d be those who woul d provide the pipelines.

"I suppose that | should thank you," said Ann.

"No thanks are necessary."

"Where can | drop you?"

"Mss Harrison," Sutton said, "I have nore to say to you and | hope you'l
listen to ne."
"Why, of course, I'Il listen."

"Thi s paper that you have ..
"So you want it, too."
"If something should happen to you, if ..."

"No," said Ann. "It isn't mine. It belongs to Daniel Frost."

"But if it should be lost. It's a weapon, don't you see? | don't know what is
init, but we ..."

"I know. You'd use anything that you could get. Anything at all. No matter how
you got it. No matter what it was."

"You're not very conplinentary, but | suppose that is the case.”

"M. Sutton,"” Ann said, "I'mgoing to pull over to the curb. 1'll slow up, but
| won't stop. And | want you to get out."

"I'f you wish, mss."



"I do wish," she said. "And | eave ne alone. One is enough, trailing me and
spying. | don't need two of you."

It had been a nistake going to see Marcus Apple-ton, she told herself. No
matter what she night have thought or said, this was not sonething that could
be resolved in a court of law. And a bluff, no matter how well managed, was no
good at all. There was, it seemed, too nuch at stake and too many peopl e who
had an interest in what was going on. You could not dodge them all

There was just one answer for this nmonment. She could not go back, not to her
of fice, nor to her apartment. For now the squeeze was on and if she had her
way about it, she would not be caught.

She sl owed the car and Sutton stepped heavily to the curb.
"Thanks for the ride," he said.

"Don't nmention it,"'
traffic.

she told him and gunned the car back into the flow ng

She had sone money in her bag and her credit cards and there was no reason why
she shoul d go back

On the lam she thought. But not really on the lam Going to soneone, not
runni ng from someone.

God grant, she thought, that he's still all right!
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He had swung far south of Chicago. Once, fromfar off, he had seen the

di stance-m sted towers and bl ocks of masonry that rose beside the | ower end of
the [ ake. Now he was west of it and heading north, still follow ng the tiny,
twisting, oldtime roads. At tines they dw ndl ed out or becane inpassable and
he woul d be forced to turn around and retrace his way, |ooking for another of
the primtive, grass-grown highways that trended in the right direction

It had been like that all the way fromthe East Coast and he had not rmade good
progress. Al though there was no reason now t hat he shoul d make good progress.
There was no reason, he told hinmself time and time again, that he go anywhere.
He had no actual destination; the destination that he did have was an

enot i on-charged fantasy in which there could be no real meaning and no
purpose. The confort and identity which it seened to hold was no nore than

del usi on; when he arrived it would be as enpty and as barren as any nile al ong
the road he took to reach it. But knowing this, he still nmade his way toward
it, driven by an inner urge which he failed to understand.

He net few people. Through the areas he traveled there were few i nhabitants.
Cccasionally there would be a down-at-heels fanmly |iving—anping mght be a
better word—at one of the nmany abandoned sets of farm buildings. Occasionally
there were tiny villages still inhabited, a fewfamlies still lived there in
a stubborn refusal to join the now all but conpleted novenent to the vast
urban centers, existing in a small nucl eus of humanity surrounded by the enpty
and decayi ng structures which at one tine had housed a healthy comunity.

At tinmes he drove past nonitor-and-rescue stations, with the rescue cars and
hel i copters standing on the ranmp, ready at an instant to dash out to retrieve
a body when the monitor housed within the building detected the cessation of a



transmitter signal, indicating that a heart had stopped its beating, pegging
wi th exactitude the geographi c coordi nates where the stoppage had occurred.

There could not, Frost imagi ned, be nmuch work to do at stations such as these,
for due to the thinly scattered popul ati on nonths m ght go by wi thout a single
death within the quadrant covered by a station. And yet, even in those areas
where, for long periods of tinme, there might be no signal except for sone
transi ent passing through, the stations still were maintained agai nst the
chance that within the area sone life might flicker out.

For, despite what might be said of it, despite the runors and the wat chful
critics, Forever Center still kept the ancient faith, still carried on the
tradition of service which was inplicit in the purpose for which it had been
founded. And that, Frost told hinmself, with a surge of pride, was the way it
had to be. For faith was the one solid foundati on upon whi ch such a soci al
structure could be built.

The roads he traveled did not allowthe piling up of any great anount of

m | eage in any single day. The necessity of finding food del ayed the progress
further. He foraged for berries and fromscraggly trees still surviving in old
orchards he gathered early-ripened fruit. He fished with fair success in many
tiny streams, in some |larger rivers. Froma strong hickory sapling he

fashi oned a bow and trimred arrows from ash sprouts, spent hours in trying to
| earn how to handl e the weapon he'd devised. But the bow and arrows did not
pay for the time expended in the making of them |nexpertly fashioned, the bow
admtted of little accuracy. The only game he gathered with it was an anci ent
wood- chuck, tough and stringy, but at least red neat, the first that he had
tasted in many weeks.

In an abandoned farnhouse he found a kettle, with sonme rusty spots, but stil
intact. A few days later, on the edge of a scummy pond, he captured a snapping
turtle that had strayed too far fromwater, butchered it, and put it in the
kettle to boil. He was not entirely sure that he |liked the soup, but it was
food and that was the thing that counted.

He began to have a sense of leisure. No |onger hiding, no |onger running, he
nmoved down a | ong and twi sting avenue of contented tinme. Finding a canping

pl ace that appealed to him he'd stay for several days, resting, fishing,
swi nm ng, foraging, and eating. He attenpted to snoke sonme of the fish he
caught, to build up a food supply against a future day. The experinent did not
wor k out .

He no | onger watched the road behind him Marcus Appl eton undoubtedly stil
was hunting for him but the chances were, he told hinmself, that he had not
| earned as yet his prey had left the city. The theft of the car

woul d have been | ong since reported, the car to which he'd switched the plates
m ght have been di scovered, but there was no way, he felt sure, that the theft
could be traced to him The recognition and recovery of a stolen car was not
an easy thing, for all cars were alike, all turned out by one company, which
no | onger bothered, since there was no conpetition and no custonmer denand, to
change the nodel s every year—er every ten or twenty years.

For the cars were standard, engineered to certain well-established
specifications. Al small, so they took |ess space. Al powered by lifelong
batteri es—silent, fume-less, slow of speed, all with |ow centers of gravity.
The kind of car to fit the crowded street conditions under which nost of them
were used and equi pped with safety devices to protect their occupants.

Now Chi cago was behind himand he was heading north. One day he reached the



river and knew exactly where he was. The old iron bridge, red with rust, stil
bridged the stream and off to the east were the gray and weat hered bones of a
deserted village, and to the west, just short of the bridge, was an ancient
track that flanked the river, running between the water and the

I i mestone-ribbed, tree-covered bluffs.

Twenty mles, he thought—+twenty mles was all and he woul d be honme. Although
even as he thought about it, he knew it wasn't home and it had never been. It
was sinply famliar, a place he once had known.

He swung the car to the right and was on the river road, a narrow set of whee
tracks with a ribbon of grass between them and brush and drooping tree
branches so cl ose they rasped agai nst the body of the car.

A hundred yards and the brush and trees ended and ahead was a little nmeadow,
whi ch had been at one tine, nost likely, a cornfield or a pasture. Beyond the
meadow the trees and brush closed in again. A short distance up the hillside a
few t unbl edown farm buil di ngs sat am dst weeds and sprouting brush.

In the center of the clearing, just off the road, lay ;canp. Dirty patched
tents stood in a circle. Thin spirals of blue snoke swirled up from cooking
fires. Three or four battered, rusted cars stood to one side of the tents and
there were ani mal s whi ch nust have been horses, athough Frost had never seen a
horse. And there were dogs, and people, all turned to | ook at him some of
them starting to nove toward himand crying back and forth to one

anot her-shrill, triunphant cries.

In the instant that it took for the scene to regi ster noon Frost's m nd, he
knew what he had stunbl ed on-o band of Loafers, one of those strange and

vi ci ous tabes which roanmed the countryside, that small percentage of

unenpl oyed and unenpl oyabl e who t hrough the years had resisted all attenpts to
find a place for themin the econom c structure. There were not many of them
per haps; but here was one of the bands and bed run headlong into it!

He sl owed the car, then changed his m nd and accel erated, headi ng down the
road, building up his speed in hope that he'd be able to run clear of the pack
of humans who were streaning fromthe canp

For a nonent it seened that he might have nmade it, for he pulled even with and
was forging past the |argest body of the running nmen. Looking out the wi ndow,
to the side, he could see their scream ng faces, bearded, dirty, nouths open
in their shouting, |ips peeled back to show their teeth.

Then suddenly the wave of charging bodies hit the car, ran into it as a man
m ght run headlong into a fence, and it bounced al arm ngly, hopping in the
ruts, and then was going over, slowy tipping to one side, while the two
wheels still in contact with the ground continued to give it sone forward
nmotion. And even as it tipped, the mass of screani ng nen swarned onto it and
forced it over.

It struck the ground and ski dded, shuddering. Soneone jerked open the door and
hands reached in to haul Frost out. Once out, they dunped himon the ground.
Slowy, he regained his feet. The Loafers ringed himlike a pack of wolves,

but now t he viciousness was gone and there was anusement on their faces. One
man, standing in the forefront of the paclc, nodded at himknow ngly. "Now it
was thoughtful ," he said, "to deliver us a car. W sure God needed one. CQur
old ones are getting so they hardly run no nore." Frost did not answer. He

gl anced around the sem -circle and all of themwere |aughing, or very close to
| aughi ng. Among the nmen were children, gangling little boys who stood and
gawked at him



"Horses are all right," said a slack-jawed man, "but they ain't as good as
cars. They can't go as fast and they are a lot of trouble, taking care of
them™

Frost still said nothing, nostly because he could not decide what mi ght be
safe to say. It was quite clear that these people neant to keep the car and
there was not hing, he realized, that he could do about it. They were | aughing
now, at their own good fortune and his disconfiture, but at any nonent, if he
shoul d say the wong word, he sensed they could turn ugly.

"Pa," a shrill boyish voice cried, "what is that there on his forehead? He has
got a red mark there. What kind of thing is that?"

Silence fell. The laughter died. The faces took on grimess.
"An osty!" cried the slack-jawed man. "By God, he is an osty!"

Frost spun and nmade a sudden lunge. H s hands grasped the upward side of the
car and, with a single notion, he vaulted over it. He lit unsteadily on his
feet and stunbl ed, saw the mob of Loafers pounding around each end of the car
closing in on him He started a stunbling run and saw that he was trapped. The
river lay in front of himand there was no chance of dodging to one side, for
either way he turned the Loafers had himflanked. There was shouting and

| aughi ng once again, but it was vicious |aughter, the shrill hooting of
hysteri cal hyenas.

St ones whi zzed past himand plunged into the ground or skipped through the
grass and he hunched his shoulders to protect his head, but one caught himin
the cheek and the blow of it jolted his whole body and it seened for an
instant that his head was coming off as swift pain | anced through his jaw and
skull. A fog rose fromthe ground and obscured his vision and he was pl ungi ng
into it and all at once, with no sense of having fallen, he was down and hands
were reaching roughly for himand lifting and carrying him

Through the haze of the fog and the deep runble of the shouting voices, one
bul | horn voice rang out |oud and cl ear above all the rest of them "Wit a

m nute, boys," it roared. "Don't throw himin just yet. He'll drown sure as
hell if he has got his shoes on."

"Hell, yes," yelled another voice, "he has to have a chance. Get them shoes
off him"

Soneone was tugging at his shoes and he felt themleave his feet and he tried
to yell out, but the best he could utter was a croak

"Them pants of his will get waterlogged,"” yelled the man with the bull horn
Voi ce.

And anot her said, "Themrescue boys m ght not even be able to fish himout
shoul d it happen he did drown."

Frost fought, but there were too many of themand his fight was feeble as they
stripped himof his trousers and his jacket and his shirt and all the other
cl ot hes.

Then there were four nmen, one to each arm one to each | eg and sonewhere off
to one side, someone was shouting out the count: "One! Two! Three!™

And each tine at the count they swung himand at the count of three et go and



he sail ed out above the river, naked as a jaybird, and saw the river rushing
up to neet him

He struck sprawl ed and spraddl ed out and the water hit himlike a doubl ed
fist. He sank into it, fighting and desperate and confused, down into the

bl ue- greenness and the cold. Then he rose and broke the surface and worked his
hands and feet, nore by instinct than by purpose, to keep hinself afl oat.
Sonet hi ng bunped hard agai nst himand he flung out an armto ward it off and
felt the roughness of wood touch against his hide. He wound an arm around it
and it floated and sup, ported himand he saw that it was a drifting tree
trunk: floating down the current. He swung hinsel f around and got both arns
over it and rested on it, |ooking back

On the river's bank the Loafers pranced and hopped in a hilarious war dance,
shouting out at himwords he did not recognize and one', of them wth an arm
rai sed high, waved his trousers at himas if they m ght have been a scal p.

29
Sonetime in the night the wind had bl owmn down the cross again.
Qgden Russell sat up and rubbed the sleep out of his eyes.

He sat flat upon the sand and stared at the fallen cross and it was nore, he

t hought, than a man should have to bear. Al though, by now, he should be used
to it. He had done everything he knew to keep the cross erect. He had hunted
driftwood and had tried to brace and prop it. He had found some boul ders at
the water's edge and, with a great deal of work and time, had |ugged them up

t he beach and with them forned a supporting circle at the cross's base. He had
dug hole after hole in which to plant it and had used a heavy piece of
driftwood as a tanper to pack the sand solidly about it.

But not hi ng wor ked.
Ni ght after night, the cross fell down.

M ght it be, he wondered, that this was no nore than a persistent sign that he
was not about to find the confort and the faith he sought and that he night as
well give up? O might it be a testing of his worthiness to receive the boon
he hunt ed?

And what were his shortconings? Where had he fail ed?

He had spent |ong hours upon his knees, with the hot reflection of the running
river water and sand scorching jjjrn, turning his hide into a peeling

| oat hesoneness. He had wept and prayed and cried upon the Lord until his |egs
went dead fromlack of circulation and his voice grown hoarse. He had
practiced endl ess spiritual exercises and he had allowed to flow out of hima
yearning and a need that would nmelt a heart of stone. And he had |ived
entirely on the river clams and the occasional fish and the berries and the
wat ercress until his body had shrunk to skin and bones and his stomach ached
wi t h hunger.

Yet not hi ng happened.
There had been no sign

God went on ignoring him



And that was not all. He had used the last of the fuel fromthe two ancient
pi ne stunps he'd found on the edge of the willow clunmp which grew back from

t he sandy beach. He had grubbed out the last of the roots that he could reach
the day before and now all the fuel that he had |left was the occasional piece
of driftwood that he cane across and the dead branches of the willows, which
were |argely worthless as fuel, burning out quickly to a fluffy ash.

And as if this were not enough of tribulation, there was the man in the canoe
who, throughout the sunmer, had snooped about the river and at tines had tried
to talk with him not seenming to understand that no proper and dedi cated
hermt ever tal ked with anyone.

He had fled from people. He had turned his back on life. He had come to this
pl ace where he'd be safe fromboth Iife and people. But the world intrudes
even so, he thought, in the formof a man paddling a canoe up and down the
river, perhaps spying on him although why anyone should want to spy upon a
poor and hunbl e supplicant such as he, he could not well i magine.

Russell came slowy to his feet and, using both his hands, brushed the sand
of f his back and |l egs as well as he coul d nanage.

He | ooked at the cross again and knew that he would have to do sonething
better than he had been able to acconplish heretofore. The only answer, he
told himself, was to swimashore and find there a | onger piece of drift-wood
to make a new upright for the cross and then sink it deeper in the sand. Mre
deeply planted, it would not be so top heavy and might not tip so easily.

He wal ked across the sandbar to the river's edge and knelt there, dipping
water with his two cupped hands to scrub his face. After he had washed, he
stayed kneeling and | ooked out across the fog-m sted plane of steel-gray water
that nmoved with unhurried strength against the ragged background of the forest
that crowded cl ose agai nst the other shore.

He had done it right, he thought. He'd followed all the ancient rul es of
hermitry. He had conme to a waste place of the earth, deep in the w |l derness,
and had isolated hinself on this sandbar island in the middl e of the river,
where there was none or nothing to distract him Wth his own hands he had
made and reared the cross. He had nearly starved. He had foll owed proper form
in his petitioning; he had wept and prayed, hunmiliating both the spirit and
the flesh.

There was one thing. One single thing. And through all these weeks, he knew,
he had fought fromknowing it, fromadmtting it, fromsaying it. He had
sought to keep it buried. He had tried to make hinself forget it, nmake his
m nd and consci ousness erase it.

But it came bobbing to the surface of his mind and there was no way to push it
back. Here, in the quietness of this day which had yet to come to life, he was
face to face with it.

The transmitter in his chest!

Could he seek for a spiritual eternity while he still clung to the promi se of
a physical eternity? Could he play at cards with God and have an ace tucked up

his sl eeve?

Must he, before his petition could be heard, get rid of the transmtter in his
chest, turn hinself back into a nortal man?

He sank forward on the beach, coll apsing.



He could feel the noist sand grinding on his cheek and when he nmoved his |ips,
the corners of themcollected little gobs of sand.

"Ch, CGod," he whispered in his fear and indecision, "not that, not that, not
that..."
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The nobsquitoes and the flies were bad and the packed earth of the wheel track
that he wal ked in had been turned so hot by the sun that it burned the bare
soles of his feet.

When he had finally paddled the floating tree trunk cl ose enough to shore to
reach solid |l and again, he had been forced to walk a half a mile or nore

t hrough dense river bottom woods before he reached the road. In the process,
he had encountered several nettle patches and, despite his attenpts to skirt
the plants, had been forced to wal k through areas rank with poison ivy. The
nettle rash still was full of fire, and the poison ivy blisters, he felt sure,
woul d appear in a day or so. He faced rough tines ahead.

For sonme mles he had feared the Loafers nmight cone hunting him but there had
been no sign of them and by now he had come to the opinion that they were
through with him They had had their fun and there was nothing nore that they
asked of him They had his car and clothing and all that he possessed and
they'd tossed himin the river, hooting and whooping with delight, and that
had been the end of it. 'They were not really vicious people. If they had been
vicious, he'd likely not be here, wal king doggedly down a wheel track

fighting off, with flapping hands, the nobsquitoes and the flies, and itching
al nost unendurably fromnettle stings.

He cane to a creek, crossed by an old stone bridge, the rock of which it was
built crunbling and scaling. Underneath it the creek ran sluggishly, only a
few i nches deep, over a bed of black alluvial nud.

Frost went on, crossing the bridge, follow ng the grass-grown track, flailing
with his hands to drive away the insect pests which swarned all about him But
it seemed a hopel ess task. He rubbed his hand across the back of his neck and
it cane away sneared red with bl ood fromthe squashed bodi es of npbsquitoes, so
intent on feeding they had not tried to get away.

As the day wore on to evening, he knew it would be worse. Wen dusk fell the
flies would di sappear, but the npbsquitoes then would rise in clouds fromthe
swanps and sloughs in the bottom and. The few that feasted on himnow were
only a thin advance guard of those which would come when dusk had fallen

When norning came he would be a mass of welts, his body sluggi sh with poison
fromthe insect bites. More than likely his eyes would be swollen shut. He
wonder ed vaguely if mosquitoes could finally kill a man.

If he could build a fire, the snoke would help protect him Qut on a sandbar
in the river the prevalent river breeze would keep the pests thinned dowmn. O,
possibly, if he could clinb die bluffs and find a breezy hilltop he'd escape
the worst of the hordes which would rise fromthe swanps once darkness fell

He could not build a fire. And the thought of the clinmb to the bluff tops, or
beating his way through the river bottonms back to the river's edge, left him
shaken. The goi ng woul d be rough and there woul d be poison ivy and there m ght
be rattl esnakes and even if he reached



the river he might not be able to reach a sandbar. The only sandbar m ght be
far out and he was not too good a sw nmer.

But he realized that he nust do something. It already was late in the
afternoon and he did not have much tine.

He stood in the road, squinting up the bluffs, covered with trees and rank
under brush and weeds, capped by cliff s of rock

There m ght be another way, he thought. Slowy the idea seeped into his brain.
He turned about and went back to the bridge, clanbering down the bank to the
shal | ow stream Stooping, he scooped up a handful of the nud. It was black and
sticky and it smelled. He smeared the handful on his chest. He snmeared it on
his arms and shoul ders. He plastered great handsful of it on his back. Then
wor ki ng nore carefully, he smoothed sone of it on his face. The nud stuck to
him and protected him The shrill whine of the nosquitoes still sounded in his
ears and they swarned before his eyes, but they did not alight upon the nud
sneared upon hi s body.

He went on smearing nmud, covered his body as best he could. It seenmed that the
cool ness of the mud, perhaps even sone antiseptic quality in it, eased the
itching and the pain of the nosquito welts and the nettle rash.

And here, he thought, he squatted, a naked savage on the bank of this nuddy
streamfar worse off than he had been back on the city streets. For now he had
not hi ng, absolutely nothing. Here, alnobst at the end of a trail he had taken
wi t hout knowi ng why he took it, he was finally beaten. He had held before a
faint and far-off hope, but now there was no hope. He could not cope with the
situation he now faced. He had no equi prent and no know edge that woul d enabl e
himto neet it.

Per haps, cone norning, he should go back up the road to join the band of

Loaf ers—+f they still were there, if they would let himjoin them It was not
the kind of life he'd planned, but they mght give him at |east, a pair of
pants, perhaps a pair of shoes. There'd be food to eat and probably work to
do.

More than likely, though, they'd drive himaway as soon as he appeared. For he
was an osty and no one, not even Loafers, were supposed to have any truck wth
osties. There was just the chance, however, that they wouldn't give a damm.
The might let himjoin the tribe as a sort of whipping boy, as a tribal

jester, for his entertai nment val ue.

He shivered as he thought of it, that he should be so reduced in fortune and
in pride as to be able even to think of it.

O perhaps now was the tine to take that one | ast road of desperation, to seek
out the nearest nmonitor station and apply for death. And in fifty years, or a
hundred or a thousand, to wake up again and be no better off than he was this
nmonent. They woul d, of course, renove the marks of ostraci smonce he was
revived, and he'd be a normal man again, but that would be all he'd be. They'd
give himclothes to wear and he would stand in line for food and he'd have no
dignity and no aspirations and no hope. But he'd have immortality—God, yes,
he'd have inmortality!

He rose and went questing up the streamto where he had seen a few bushes

| oaded with bl ackberries. He picked and ate several handsful of them then
cane back to his squatting place and sat down again. Idly, he dipped black nud
fromthe bottomof the stream and did sone repair work on his body.



It was quite clear that there was nothing he could do right now Dusk already
was creeping in and the nosquitoes swarnmed about in clouds. He would have to

spend the night here and in the norning he woul d have some nore bl ackberries

for breakfast and renew his coat of nmud, then start out to do whatever it

m ght be that he had to do.

Darkness fell and fireflies flickered out, dotting the bluffs and the heavy
brush of the river bottomand with brief, tiny flecks of cold green fire. From
somewhere in the tangle of the river forest a raccoon whi ckered. The east
flushed with a golden light and the noon, alnost full, arose. The whine of the
nosquitoes filled every cranny of the night and a few got into his eyes and
ears and he brushed them off. He dozed fitfully, waking each tine with a start
of terror, sometines not knowi ng where he was, taking long seconds finally to
orient hinself. Little prowlers of the night cane out and rustled all about
himin the grass and weeds. A rabbit hopped down the road, stopped at the edge
of the bridge, and stared solemly down, its long ears tipped forward, at the
strange figure huddl ed on the stream bank. Far away sonethi ng barked wth
short, high, excited yips, and once, fromthe craggy cliffs atop the bluffs, a
cat screaned, a sound that turned Frost's blood cold and set himto shivering.

He dozed and woke, dozed and woke again. And in his waki ng noments his mind
seeking to divorce itself fromreality, went back to other days. To the man
who had | eft the packages of food beside the garbage cans, to Chapman's visit
when he was living in the cellar, to the old grizzled nman who had asked if he
believed in God and to that brief hour of candlelight and roses with Ann
Harrison

And why, he wondered, had that man fed hi ma man he did not know, a man he'd
never spoken with? Was there, he wondered, any sense at all in this life that
manki nd |ived? Could there be any purpose in a life so sensel ess?

Sonetime in the course of the long night he knew what he nust do, realized,
dimMy and far off, a responsibility he had not known before. It did not cone
to himat once; it grew by slow degrees, as if it were a | esson | earned nost
haltingly and very painfully.

He nust not go back to the Loafers' canp. He must not ask for death. So |ong
as he had life he nust stay steadfast to a purpose that he did not know. He
had started out to reach a certain farm w thout know ng why, and he nust go
on until he reached his destination. For sonehow it seened that it was not he
al one who was involved in this sensel ess journey, but Ann and Chapnan and t hat
strange man who'd asked himall the questions and the man who'd died out in
the alley—er at least the menory of that nan. He tried to make sone sense out
of all of this and it made no sense. But he knew that, in some way he coul d
not fathom he had beconme conmitted to a certain course and he must continue
on that course regardless of all doubt.

Was it possible, he wondered, that this crazy conpul sion to nake the journey
was the result of some sort of precognition that operated outside the nornal
nment al process? Perhaps an added or extra function of the mind that worked
only under stress and in a tinme of great energency.

Morning finally came and he went up the creek to get nore bl ackberries. Then
he did a new and neticul ous job with the mud again and started out.

Anot her fifteen miles or so and he'd come to the nmouth of a certain holl ow
that ran down fromthe hills and by following up the hollow he'd finally reach
the farm He tried to recall how the nouth of the hollow | ooked and all that
he coul d remenber was that a short way up the hollow a spring gushed fromthe
hillside and that a stream of water flowed through the culvert underneath the



road and made its way into a little pond, choked by cattails and rank swanp
growmh. He'd have to rely on the spring and the creek as | andmarks, he
realized, for he could renenber little else.

The nettle rash seened to have worn itself out. The npbsquitoes and the flies,
bal ked by the mud, gave himlittle trouble.

He trudged al ong and the day wore on. His stomach grunbl ed at himand once,
spyi ng sone nushroons by the roadsi de, he stopped and eyed them renenbering
that back in those days when he'd spent the summers on the farm he'd gone out
with his grandfather to gather rmushroons. These | ooked |ike the ones they'd
pi cked, but he could not be sure. Hunger and cauti on waged a battle and
caution finally won and he went on down the road, w thout touching them

The day grew hot and crows cawed in the river bottoms. Protected by the
towering, bluff-crowned hills, the road had not a breath of breeze. Frost
nmoved in a haze of heat and suffocating air, unstirred by any wi nd. The nud
dried and flaked off his body or ran in dirty rivulets of sweat. But the
nosqui t oes now were fewer, retreating fromthe blazing sun to seek the
roadsi de shade.

The sun reached mi dday hei ght and sl anted down the west. Great thunderheads
towered in the west and the air went still. Nothing stirred and there was no
sound of any sort. A sign of storm Frost thought, remenbering his grandnot her
and her weather signs.

For an hour or nore he had been watching for |andmarks that he m ght
recogni ze, stopping every now and then at the top of a slight knoll to study
the terrain ahead. But the road wound on through the everlasting walls of
green, with scarcely anything to distinguish one nmle fromthe next.

The day wore on and the clouds piled higher in the west. Finally the sun
di sappeared behind the clouds and the air becanme somewhat cool er

Frost pl odded on, one step and then another, and then another step—and it went
on endl essly.

Suddenly he heard the sound of running water. He stopped and jerked up his
head. And there the hollow was, with the running stream and the now- renenbered
configuration of the bluff loomng to the right, with its great crown of

i mestone and the cedar trees growing fromthe | edge just below the top

As if it were a place sprung full-bodied out of yesterday, it had a
famliarity he had not expected. But despite the famliarity, there was a
strangeness, too.

Sonet hi ng was hanging in a tree close beside the spring. There was a path
beaten fromthe road up toward the spring and a sharp snell he coul d not
recogni ze hung in the air.

Frost felt his body tensing as he stood there in the road and a sense of
danger prickled at his scalp.

The sun by now was entirely hidden by the towering clouds and the recesses of
t he woods were dark and the npbsquitoes were comng out again.

The thing hanging in the tree, he saw, was a knapsack, and the snell, he knew
now, was the acrid odor of old, wet ashes. Soneone had built a canmpfire by the
spring and had gone off, leaving the knapsack hanging in the tree. \Wether the
canpers had gone away for good or would be com ng back, there was no way of



knowi ng. But where there was a knapsack, there m ght possibly be food.

Frost turned off the road and padded cautiously up the path. He cane out of
the weeds that flanked the path and the little tranpled area of the canmp |ay
in front of him

Soneone, he saw, was there. A man lay upon the ground, on his side, with one

| eg doubled up alnost to his belly and the other |leg stretched out. Even from
where he stood, Frost could see that the stretched-out |eg was al nbost tw ce
the size it should be, swelling out the fabric of the trouser leg so that it
seened to shine. The trouser leg was rolled up just above the ankle and
beneath it the ballooning flesh was an angry red and bl ack, puffed out beyond
the fabric of the trouser and the shoe.

Dead, thought Frost. Dead and |ying here how |l ong? And that was strange, for a
hel i copter froma rescue station should | ong ago have picked up the body.

Frost noved forward and his foot caught a small branch that had fallen froma
tree. The branch, with its half-dry | eaves, nade a rustling sound as he noved
across it.

The man on the ground stirred weakly, trying to turn over on his back. H's
head turned to look in the direction of the noise and his face was a puffed-up
mask. The eyes were swollen shut. The nmouth noved, but there was no sound.
Cracks ran across the lips and bl ood fromthe cracks had trickled down into
the beard. The |Iips noved again and this tinme there was a croak

The dead canpfire was a mound of gray and beside it a small kettle lay upon
one si de.

Frost strode to the canpfire, snatched up the kettle, hurried to the spring
and canme back with water

He knelt and gently lifted the man, propped himwi th his body. He lifted the
water to his nmouth and the nman drank, slobbering and choking.

Frost took the kettle away and eased the nan back on the ground.

A long runmble of thunder filled the valley and reverberated fromthe bluffs.
Frost glanced up. Black clouds were boiling in the sky. The stormthat had
threatened all afternoon was about to break

Ri sing, Frost went to the tree and took down the knapsack and opened it. A
pair of trousers, a shirt, sone socks, a few cans of food, sone other odds and
ends spilled out of it. A fishing rod was | eaned agai nst the tree.

He went back to the canper and the nan pawed at himblindly. He lifted and
gave himnmore water, then |l et hi mdown again.

"Snake," said the man. The sound was half word, half croak
The t hunder growl ed again. It was darker now

Snake, the man had said. A rattlesnake, perhaps. Wth the country goi ng back
to wilderness, the rattlers would be on the increase.

"I'l'l have to nmove you,"
but..."

he told the man. "I'Il have to carry you. It may hurt,

The man did not answer.



Frost glanced at his face.

He | ooked like a man asleep. He had drifted off into a coma, probably. Mre
than likely he'd been drifting in and out of one for hours, perhaps for days.

There was, Frost told hinmself, no second way about it.

He had to carry the man to the farmhouse that sat atop the bluffs, get him
under shelter, find some nmeans to get himconfortable, build a fire, and get
some warm food into him The stormwould break any m nute now and he coul dn't
| eave hi mexposed to its fury.

To make the trip he'd need the shoes the nan was wearing and there were the
trousers and the shirt that had fallen fromthe knapsack. Sone food, too; he'd
put a can or two of it in his pockets. And matches-he hoped there woul d be

mat ches, or perhaps a lighter. He'd have to take the kettle along, tie it to
his belt, perhaps. He'd need it when he warned the food.

Two miles, he thought. At least two nmiles, and all uphill, over terrible
terrain.

But it had to be done. A man's Me was at st ake.
The man nunbl ed and nuttered.
"Want anot her drink?" asked Frost.

The man appeared not to have heard him

"Jade," he munbl ed. "Jade—a | ot of jade ..
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Frankl i n Chapman was sitting on the bench in front of the library, waiting, as
he had waited every Wednesday and Saturday evening since that night he'd
talked with Frost, when the first pain hit him For a noment the streetlights
and the lighted windows in the apartnent house across the street, the

bl ackness of the trees and the shining, |ight-streaked surface of the street
shifted and revol ved |i ke a sonber kal ei doscope as he doubl ed over with the
flam ng splash of fire that went through his chest and gut and arm

He stayed huddl ed, arms w apped tight around his belly, face | owered above the
chest. He stayed quiet and the pain slowy drained fromchest and gut, but the
left armstill was nunb and through the nunbness throbbed a m sery.

Cautiously, he straightened up and fear touched one corner of his brain,

whi spering a suspicion of what had caused the pain. He should go hone, he

t hought, or better yet, flag down a cab and ask the driver to take himto the
near est hospital

But he had to wait, he told hinself, just a little |onger. For he had said
he'd wait, fromnine to ten two evenings of the week. And what if Frost should
need hi n®

Al t hough there had been no sign or word of Frost since that night when the
cook had been killed in the alley back of the restaurant. And Ann Harrison was
gone, too, without a .word to himthat she was | eaving.



What coul d have happened, he wondered, to the two of thenf?
He straightened carefully and laid the aching armacross his |ap

Funny how fuzzy he seened to be. Just a little pain ... The pain hit him again
and he doubled up. Slowy he let out his sucked-in breath as the pain, after
its vicious stab, ebbed fromhis body to | eave himlinp and shaken

I must not die, he told hinmself. Sonehow | nust keep from dying.

He cl awed his way erect and stood hunched beside the bench. Down the street he
saw t he dome light of a cab. He ran, half stunmbling, down the walk toward the
street, waving his right hand at the oncom ng cab.

The cab pulled in and the driver reached back to open the door. Chapnan
stunbled in, slunped into the seat.

H s breath was conming hard, whistling in his throat.

"Where to, mster?"

"Take me . " said Chapman, and stopped. For a sudden thought had struck
him Not to a hospital. Not inmediately. There was anot her place that he nust

so first.

The cabbie was half turned in his seat, staring at him
"Mster, are you all right?"

“"I"'mall right."

"You | ook a bit shook up."

"I"'mOK ," said Chapman. It was so hard to think. So hard to keep his
t houghts straight. His nmnd was sl ow and nuddy.

"I want to go," he said, "to a post office."
"There's one just down the street, but the windows will be closed."

"No, " Chapman whi spered. "Not just any post office. One particular one." He
told the cabbie where it was.

The driver glanced at him suspiciously.

"M ster, you don't | ook so good to ne."

"I"'mall right,"” said Chapnman.

He | eaned back in the seat and watched the street slide past as the cab got
underway. Mst of the stores and shops were dark. A few lights still burned in
the great hul ks of the apartnment houses. And just ahead was a church, with the
burni shed cross gleaming in the noonlight. Once, he remenbered, he had gone to
a church—for all the good it did him

The night was quiet, and the city quiet, as it always was at night. He sat and
watched it flow smoothly past himand there was in it, he found, a sort of
peace. Earth and life, he thought, and both of them were good. The spl ashes of
light that the lanps threw on the pavenent, the padding cat, a part of the
night itself, the painted signs advertising bargains, lettered on the w ndows



of the shops—all these were things he'd seen before, but never really seen
And now, | eaning back in the noving cab, he saw themfor the first tinme, saw
them as separate units which made up the city that he knew. Al nost, he

t hought, as if he were saying good-by to all of it and was seeing it in an
effort to renenber it in the days when he'd be gone.

Al t hough he was not going anywhere. First to the post office, then to a
hospital, and when he reached the hospital he'd call home, for if he failed to
call, Alice would vrorry, and she had enough to worry about wi thout him addi ng
toit. But no noney worries. He felt good about that, thinking of the book and
how she had no noney worries.

The arm bothered him He wished it would quit its aching. He felt all right
now, except for the arm A little weak and shaken, perhaps, but it was the arm
that worried him

The cab pulled up to the curb and the driver turned to open the door

"Here we are," he said. "You want that | should wait?"

"I'f you please," said Chapnman. "I'l|l be right out."

He clinbed the steps haltingly, for it seenmed to take a lot of effort. H's
| egs seened to drag and he was panting when he reached the top

He crossed the | obby and found the box he'd rented weeks ago. The envel ope, he
saw, still was there—ust one envel ope.

Bto F and back to A He turned the knob slowy and carefully and it did not
work. He spun the dial and did it once again and this time it opened. Reaching
in, he took out the envel ope and cl osed the box.

As he turned with the letter clutched in his hand, the pain struck at hi monce
agai n—massive, brutal, terrible. Thundering bl ackness closed in upon himand
he fell, not feeling the inpact when his body hit the floor

Moving in the hushed and glowing Iight of a brand-new dawn, the mind and
consci ousness of Franklin Chapman entered into the place call ed Death.
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The storm burst minutes after he had started out and, carrying the man cradl ed
in his arms, Frost struggled through a land filled with the blinding slash of
[ightning, bursting with the clap and roll of thunder that reverberated back
and forth anong the hills, while rain sluiced down in torrents and the very
ground beneath his feet seemed to crawl with the sliding novenent of the
runof f water gushing down the slope. Above himthe trees thrashed |ike giant
creatures in the agonies of death and high in the great cliffs that crowned
the hills the wi nd nobaned and how ed in the silences between the crashing of

t he t hunder.

The man he carried was no |ightweight—a big and husky man—and there were many
times that Frost had to stop to rest, lowering the man so that his wei ght
rested on the ground while he still kept himcradled in his arms. In between
the rests he fought his way, step by careful step, in the frightful steepness
of the bluffside, the underfooting made soft and treacherous by the downpour
Bel ow hi m he heard the vicious growing of the flood waters, funneled into the
hol | ow of f the hillsides and boiling down the steep, notched valley. By now,
nore than likely, the canp where he'd found the nman he carried was under a



foot or nore of racing water

A deep dusk had fallen with the comng of the stormand he could see only a
few yards ahead of him He had not dared to allow hinself to think of the

di stance yet ahead. He thought no farther than the next step and then, when

t hat had been taken, yet another step. Tine ceased to have a meaning and the
wor |l d became a few feet square and he noved forward in a fog of gray eternity.

Now, without any sign of conming to an end, the wods cane to an end. One
nmonent they were there, then he stepped out of them and before him stretched
what once had been a hayfield, with the knee-high grasses slanting all one way
before the fury of the wind, the white shine of their stems ghostly in the
twilight, the spune of driven wind a solid m st above them

Upon the hill above the field sat a house, a rock against the storm
surrounded by wi nd-1ashed trees, and just above the near horizon a hunp of
darkness that nust be the barn

He trudged heavily out into the field and here the ground was not as steep and
t he nearness of the house put a spring into his step that he woul d have sworn
was i nmpossi bl e.

He crossed the field and now, for the first tine since he had started on the
clinmb, he became aware of the warmh in the body that he carried. Cinbing the
hill it had been a burden only, a weight he had to support, that he had to
carry. But now, once again, the weight becanme a nan.

He went underneath the trees that stood around the house, while the Iightning
snarl ed through the skies and the surging wind beat at himwith its freight of
rain.

As he rounded the porch, the house took on its old famliar |ook. Even in the
rain he could i magi ne the two rocking chairs cl ose together on the porch and
the two old people sitting in themof a summer evening, |ooking out across the
river valley.

He reached the steps and they were rickety when he stepped on them but they
hel d his wei ght and he nounted to the porch

And now t he door, he thought. It had not occurred to himbefore, but now he
wondered if it mght be | ocked. But |ocked or not, he would get in—break in
t he door or break out a wi ndow. For the man he carried nust be gotten under
shel ter.

He noved across the boards of the porch toward the door and as he neared it,
t he door canme open and a voice said, "Put himover here."

The dark human figure noved ahead of himand he saw, agai nst one wall, what
appeared to be a cot.

St oopi ng, he laid the man on the cot and then stood erect. H s arms were stiff
and sore and it seened that he could feel each nuscle in themand for a nonent
the room swayed slightly, then was still.

The ot her person, the one who had opened the door, was at a table on the other
side of the room A tiny tongue of light flickered, then grew bright and
steady, and Frost saw that it was a candle. And the last tinme he had seen a
candl e had been that night (how | ong ago?) when Ann Harrison had sat across
the table fromhim



The ot her person turned and she was a worman-a plain, but forceful face, sixty
maybe, perhaps nore than that, an old face and yet in many ways an agel ess
face, calmand confident. She wore her hair skinned back into a bun that rode
| ow on her neck and she wore a ragged sweater that had an el bow hol e

"What is wong with hinP" she asked.

"Snakebit. | found him alone, in a canp down on the river road."
She picked up the candl e and' cane across the roomto hand it to him
"You hold this," she said, "so | have sone light to work by."

She bent above the man on the cot.

"It's his leg," said Frost.

"l can see," she said.

She reached out her hands and laid hold of the tattered bottons of the trouser
l eg. Her hands jerked apart and the fabric ripped with a screeching sound. She
took hold of the edges of the torn cloth and jerked them again and the cloth
fell away, |eaving the | eg exposed.

"Hold the light lower,"” she told him
"Yes, ma'am " said Frost.

The flesh of the | eg was splotched, black with angry red spots here and
there. The skin, stretched tight by the swelling, glistened in the

candl elight. A few open sores seeped pus. "How | ong has he been like this?" "I
don't know. | found himthis afternoon.” "You packed himup the hill? In this
storn®?" "There was no way out of it," he said. "I had to." "There's not mnuch |
can do," she said. "W can get himcleaned up. Some hot soup into him Keep

hi m confortable.”

"There's no nedical aid available, of course."” "There's a rescue and nonitor
station about ten niles fromhere," she said, "and | have a car. W can take
himthere when the stormstops. But the road is too bad to try it while it
still is stormng. There's too much danger of washouts and there are apt to be
some bad nud-holes. If we can get himthere, they' Il fly himinto Chicago with
a helicopter."

She turned about and started for the kitchen. "I'Il poke up the fire," she
said, "and heat some water. You can try to get himcleaned up a bit while
cook sone soup. We'll try to get sonme down him"

"He talked to me a bit," said Frost. "Not nuch. Sonething crazy about a | ot of
jade. It was like carrying a dead man. | think he was out cold nost of the
time | carried him But | knew he was still alive because of the body heat."

"It would be a bad tinme," she said, "for a man to die. And a bad place. Even
nore so down there in the valley. In a stormlike this, the rescue unit would
never get to himin time." "I thought of that," said Frost.

"You cane straight here. You knew there was a house?" "Many years ago," he
said, "I knew about the house. | did not expect to find it occupied.”

"I"ve been using it," she said. "I didn't think anyone would nind."



"I"'msure no one will," he said.

"You | ook as if you could use some food yourself," she told him "and sone

rest."”

"There is sonething, ma'am" he said, "that | have to tell you. |I'man osty.
|'ve been ostracized and |I'm not supposed to talk with anyone and no one is
supposed ..."

She lifted a hand. "I know what ostracismis. There's no need to explain."
"What | mean to say is, it's only fair to tell you. You can't tell in bad
light. | let ny beard grow and it hides the worst of the marks. I'Il stick
around and help you with the man if you want ne to and then I'Il get out |

don't want to get you into any sort of trouble."

"Young man," she said, "ostracism doesn't nmean a thing to me.-1 doubt it does
to anyone out here in the wilderness.” "But | don't want..."

"And if you're ostracized and not supposed to have anything to do with anyone,
why did you bother with this man?"

"I couldn't |Ieave himthere. | couldn't et himdie." "You could," she said.
"Ostraci zed, he was no concern of yours." "But ma'am..."
"I'"ve seen you sonewhere before," she said. "Wthout the beard. | thought so

the first time | saw your face in the candlelight, but..."

"I don't think you did," he said. "My name is Daniel Frost and ..
"Dani el Frost, of Forever Center?" "That is right. But how ..."

"The radio," she told him "I have a radio and | listen to the news. They said
you' d di sappeared. They said there'd been some sort of scandal. They never
said you' d been ostracized. Later there was an item about sone nurder and..

but I know now where | saw you. It was at the New Year's party just a year
ago." "The New Year's party?" "The one at Forever Center in New York. You nay
not remenber ne. W were not introduced. | was with the Tinesearch project."

"Ti mesearch!" he al nost shouted. For he knew now who this wonman was. The one
who B.J. said nust be found, the one who' d di sappeared.

"I"'mglad to finally nmeet you, Daniel Frost,"
Canpbel | . "

she said. "My nanme i s Mna
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Ann Harrison knew now t hat once again she had wandered into a dead-end road,
but there was little she could do about it except to go on until she found a
pl ace she could turn the car around. Then she would retrace her way and try

for another road that would | ead her west.

Once, long ago, the roads had been nunmbered and well marked and there had been
maps avail able at any service station. But now the road markers had nostly

di sappeared and there were no service stations. Wth cars powered by longlife
storage batteries, there was no | onger any need of service stations.

Qut here in the wilderness it was a matter of making out the best one coul d,
ferreting out the roads that woul d take one where he w shed to go, naking many



wrong turnings, backtracking to find another way-sone days naking only a few
mles on one's route and sel dom bei ng sure of where one really was.
Cccasionally there were people who could be asked, occasionally there were
towns that could be identified. But other than this, it was a matter of good
guessi ng.

The day was warm and the heavy grow h that grew close against the road to make
a tunnel of it trapped and held the heat. Even with the wi ndows open, it was
hard to breathe.

The road had grown narrower in the last mle or so and now was little nore
than a dugout sliced into the hillside. To the right the hill rose steeply,
dense and thick with trees and underbrush, with gray boul ders, splotched with
noss, poking fromthe | eaf-covered earth beneath the trees. To the left the
ground sl oped sharply away, studded with boul ders and with trees.

Ann made a bargain with herself. If, within another five mnutes of driving
she did not find a place to turn around, she would back the car to the fork
she had taken several miles back. But it would be slow work and perhaps even
hazar dous because of the narrowness of the track, and she didn't want to do it
unless it was necessary.

Ahead of the car tree branches arched and nmet to make the road a tunnel and
some of the branches, drooping |ow, or |eaning out fromthe side of the road,
brushed agai nst the car.

She saw the nest too late, and even seeing it, did not recognize it for what
it was. It was a gray ball that |ooked like a wad of dirty paper hanging from
one of the branches that scraped, at w ndshield height, against the side of
the car.

It scraped around the wi ndshield post and bounced suddenly into the open
wi ndow and as it swung it erupted in a blur of buzzing insects.

And in that instant Ann recogni zed the wadded ball of paper-a wasp nest.

The insects exploded in her face and swarned into her hair. She screamed and
threw up her hands to fight themoff. The car |urched and seenmed to stagger
then plunged off the road. It smashed into one tree, bounced off, slamed into
a boul der and caronmed around it, finally came to rest, still upright, its rear
end wedged between two trees.

Ann found a door handl e and pushed down on it. The door canme open and she
threw herself out, rolling off the edge of the seat and hitting the ground.
She scrambled to her feet and ran, wildly, blindly. She slapped at her face
and neck. She tripped and fell and rolled, was brought up by a fallen tree
trunk.

One wasp was crawl i ng on her forehead, another buzzed angrily in her hair.
There were two painful, burning areas on the back of her neck and another on
her cheek.

The wasp on her forehead flew away. Slowy she sat up and shook her head. The
buzzi ng ceased. That wasp, too, apparently was gone.

She pull ed herself to her feet, becane aware of many brui ses and abrasi ons and
a few nore stings. There was a nuted throbbing in one ankle. She sat down
carefully on the fallen tree trunk and beneath her wei ght rotted wood crunbl ed
and fell away, dropping to the forest floor



Around her the w | derness was black and gray and green—and the silence green
as well. Nothing stirred. It waited. It crouched and was sure of itself. It
did not care.

She felt the mental screamrise in her brain and fought it down. This was no
time, she told herself, to give way to nerves. The thing to do was to stay for
a nonent on this log and get her thoughts together, to nake assessnent of the

situation and then go up the hill and see what shape the car was in. Although
she was sure that the car, even if it were in operating order, would not,
under its own power, pull itself back onto the road. Cars were built for city

streets, not for terrain such as this.

It had been foolish to start out, of course. This was a trip she never should
have tried. She had started, she renmenbered, driven by two notives—the need to
escape the surveillance by Forever Center and in the faint belief that she
knew where Dani el Frost night be. And why Dani el Frost? she asked herself. A
man she had seen but once, a man she had cooked a dinner for and eaten with at
a table set with candles and red roses. A man she had found easy to talk with.
A man who had prom sed hel p even when he knew that he had no help to give,
even when he faced sone terrible danger of his own. And a man who had said he
spent his boyhood sunmers at a farm near Bridgeport in Wsconsin.

And a man who | ater had been nmade a pariah

Lost dogs, she thought, and honel ess cats—al t hough there were no | onger many
dogs or cats. And | ost causes. She was a sucker for |ost causes, an inevitable
and unremtting chanpion of m sfortune. And what had it gotten her?

It had gotten her this, she thought. Here in the depths of an unknown woods,
on a dead-end, dying road, hundreds of mles from anywhere or anyone who
count ed —bee-stung and brui sed and sonething wong with one ankle and a
conpl ete damm f ool

She pull ed herself erect and stood for a nmonment, testing the ankle. While
there was sone pain, she found that it would support her

She wal ked slowy up the hill. Her feet sank into the black | oam carpeted by
t he dead | eaves which represented the falls of many years. She dodged around
boul ders and, reaching out, grasped at saplings and hangi ng branches to help
hersel f al ong.

Cccasionally an angry wasp went thrumm ng past, but the swarm appeared to have
settl ed down.

She reached the car and one glance told her that it was usel ess. A wheel had
struck a boul der squarely and was crunpl ed.

She stood and | ooked at it and thought what she mnust do.

Her sl eeping bag, of course—+t was light in weight, but a little bulky for
easy carrying. As nuch food as she could manage and the hatchet to cut wood
for fires, some matches, an extra pair of shoes.

There was no use staying here. Sonewhere, on one of those wld, abandoned
roads, she would find sone hel p. Sonmehow she would work it out. And once she'd
worked it out, what would she do then? She had only cone a few hundred miles
and there were many nore to go. Should she continue on her crazy odyssey or go
back to Manhattan and Forever Center?

A sound jerked her around—the soft scraping sound of wood brushi ng agai nst



metal and the faint humming that could only be an electric notor
Soneone was driving down the road! Soneone trailing her?

Fear flowed over her and her strength and bravery deserted her and she sank
into a crouch, huddling there beside her wecked car, while the other car
screened from her sight by the heavy foliage, crept slowy down the road.

It nust be soneone who had followed her, she told herself. For this was a road
that seermed to |l ead to nowhere, a steadily worsening road that in alittle
while, nore than likely, would dwi ndle down to no road at all

In just a few nore seconds the car would reach the wasp nest and what woul d
happen then? The insects would not take such a disturbance lightly. Stirred up
by their first encounter, they would come swarm ng out bent upon ful

vengeance.

The noi se of the branches and the brush scrapi ng against the metal of the car
cane to an end. The electric mtor was huming idly. The car had stopped
before it reached the nest.

A door banged and | eaves rustled under the scuffing of deliberate footsteps.
The footsteps stopped. The silence stretched out thin. The footsteps began

t hen stopped agai n.

A man cleared his throat, as if he'd been about to speak and then had deci ded
not to.

The feet upon the road stirred about-—ot footsteps, but indecisive shuffling.

A voi ce spoke tentatively, a normal speaking voice, as one m ght speak who was
reluctant to break the woodl and spell

"M ss Harrison," asked the voice, "are you anywhere about ?"

She hal f raised out of the crouch, surprised. She had heard that voice
somewhere and she shoul d know it—and suddenly she did.

"M. Sutton," she said, as calmy as she could, determ ned not to shout, not
to sound excited, "I'm down here. Watch out for that wasp nest."

"What wasp nest?"
"There's one on the road. Just ahead of you."
"You're all right?"

"Yes, I'mall right. Stung up a little. You see, | drove into the nest and the
car went off the road and

She forced herself to stop. The words were com ng out too fast, gushing out.
She had to hang onto herself. She nust fight off hysteria.

He was of f the road now, plunging down the hill toward her. She saw him
com ng—the big, blunt man with the grizzled face.

He stopped and stared at the car

"Busted up," he said.



"One wheel is broken. Just caved in."
"You ran me quite a chase," he said.
"But why—how did you find ne?"

"Just dumb luck," he said. "There are a dozen of us out |ooking for sonme trace
of you. Covering different areas. And | was the one to pick up your trail. A
day or two ago. Wen you talked to sone people in a village."

"I stopped several tines," she said, "to ask ny way.

He nodded. "Then there was the house up by the fork. They told me you went
this way. Said the road petered out. Said you'd get in trouble on it. No
proper road at all."

"l didn't see a house."

"Maybe not," he said. "It sets back fromthe road a piece. Up on a knoll. Not
an easy thing to see. Dog cane out, barking at ne. That is how | knew"

She rose to her feet.
"Now what ?" she asked. "Wy cone after ne?"

"W need you. There is sonething that you have to do. Something that we can't
do. Franklin Chapman's dead." "Deadl"

"Heart attack," he said.

"The envel ope!" she cried. "He was the only one who knew ..

"It's all right,’
him A cabdriver picked himup and took himto a post office ..

he said. "W have the envel ope. We'd been keeping tab on

"That's where the letter was," she said. "I asked himto rent a box under an
assuned nane and | gave himthe envel ope and he mailed it to hinself and |eft
it in the box. A legal maneuver. So | woul dn't know where the letter was."

"The cabbi e was one of us," said Sutton. "One way we kept track of him Looked
sick when he got into the cab and ..."

"Poor Franklin," she said.

"He was dead when he hit the floor. Never knew what happened."”

"But there's no second life for him no ..." "A better second life," said
Sutton, "than Forever Center plans.”
34

Frost sat on the steps that | ed down fromthe porch and stared out across the
val l ey. The first shadow of evening had fallen on the river and the
bott om ands and above the far-off treetops a straggly line of black forms flew
raggedly, a flock of crows heading back to their nesting grounds. On the far
side of the river a small white ribbon ran Ii ke a snake across the rounded
hills, the track of an ancient and abandoned road.

Down t he sl ope bel ow hi mstood the barn, its ridgepol e sagging, and beside it



the rusted hulk of a piece of farmmachinery. At the far end of the
long-fallow field a dark formwent |eaping through the tall grass, a wld dog,
nmore than likely, possibly a coyote.

Once, he renenbered, the | awn had been nowed and the bushes trimed and the
fl ower beds panpered. Once, in his own nmenory, the fences had been kept in
repair and painted, but now all the paint was gone and half of the fence was
gone. The front gate hung drunkenly on a single hinge, half pulled fromthe
post .

Qut side the gate stood Mona Campbell's car, the tall grass and weeds reaching
hal fway to the wi ndows and hiding the wheels. It was an incongruous note, he
thought. It had no right to be here. Man had fled fromthis Iand and now it
should be left alone, it should be allowed to rest fromman's | ong tenancy.

Behi nd himthe door closed softly and footsteps came across the porch. Mna
Canpbel | sat down on the step bel ow him

"It is a pleasant view," she said. "Don't you find it so?"

He nodded.

"l suppose you renmenber many pl easant days in this place."

"I suppose | do," said Frost, "but it was so |ong ago."

"Not so long ago," she told him "Only twenty years or |ess."

"It's enpty. It's lonesone. It is not the sane. But |I'mnot surprised. That's
the way | expected it."

"But you cane," she said. "You ran for shelter here."

"I came because | had to. Sonething made me conme. | don't pretend to
understand what it was that made nme, but that's the way it was."

They sat in silence for a nonent and he saw that her hands lay idly and
quietly in her |ap-hands that had sone winkles in them but still small and
capable. At one tinme, he thought, those hands had been beautiful, and in a
certain way, they had not |ost their beauty yet.

"M. Frost," she said, without |ooking at him "you didn't kill that man."
"No," he said, "I didn't."

"I didn't think you had," she said. "You have nothing to run for except the
mar ks upon your face. Has it occurred to you that you mght reinstate yourself
if you turned ne in?"

"The thought," said Frost, "had crossed ny nind."

"You considered it?"

"Not really. Wen you're driven in a corner, you think of everything. You even
t hi nk of things you know you couldn't do. But in this instance, of course, it
woul d have been no good."

"I think it mght," she said. "I would imagi ne they want me pretty bad."

"Tormorrow, " Frost finally said, "I'lIl be leaving. You're in trouble enough



wi thout ny adding to it. After all, 1've had a week of rest and food and it's
time to be getting on. It might not be a bad idea if you nobved on, too. No one
on the lamcan afford to sit too |long."

"There is no need," she said. "There is no danger. They don't know. How coul d
t hey know?"

"You took Hicklin to the rescue station."

"At night," she said. "They never really got a look at ne. Told them | was
driving through and found himon the road."

"That's true enough,"” he said. "But you're forgetting Hicklin. The man coul d
talk."

"I don't think so. He was delirious nost of the tine, remenber. When he
tal ked, he didn't know what he was saying. Al that talk about sone jade."

"So," he said, "you aren't going back to Forever Center. You' re never going
back?"

"I"'mnot going back," she said.
"What are you going to do?"

"I don't know," she said. "But |I'mnot going back. It's unreal back there.
It's a fantasy—a hard, cruel fantasy.

Once you' ve touched reality, once you've felt the reality of the naked | and,
once you've lived with dawmn and sunset..."

She turned sidewi se on the step and | ooked fully at him "You don't
under st and, do you?"

He shook his head. "It may not be the way to live," he said. "I think we all
know that. But we're working toward another life and that's inportant,
believe. It may not be the right way to do it. In other generations, we'll
find better ways. But we nake out the best we can. "

"Even after what has happened to you, you still can say this? After you were
framed and railroaded into ostracism even after they tried to frame you with
a murder, you still can believe in Forever Center?"

"\What happened to nme," he told her, "nust have been the work of a few nmen. It
doesn't mean that the principles on which Center is based are wong. | have as
much reason and as great a right to subscribe to those principles as | ever
did."

"I have to make you understand," she said. "I don't know why it is so
i nportant, but | have to make you understand."

He | ooked at her—the intense, ol d-nmaidish face with the hair skinned back
tight into its bun, the thin, straight Iips, the colorless eyes,~the face
lighted by sone inner glow of human dedi cati on that seenmed entirely out of
pl ace. A school teacherish face,. he thought, masking a mnd as sharp and
nmet hodi cal as a thousand-dol | ar watch.

"Perhaps,"” he said, softly, "the understanding lies in what you haven't told
me and what | haven't asked."”



"You mean why | ran away. Wy | took ny notes."

"That woul d be ny guess,” he said. "But you needn't tell me. Once | would have
wanted you to tell ne; nowit doesn't seemto nmatter."

"I ran away," she said, "because | wanted to nake sure."
"That what you'd found was right?"

"Yes, | suppose that's it. |1'd held off making any kind of progress report and
the tine was com ng when | had to make one and-how do | say this?—+ would

i magine that in certain rather inportant things you have a tendency to say
nothing, to give no hint of what you think you've |learned until you're
absolutely sure. So |I panicked —well, not really panicked. | thought that if |
could go off by nmyself for a while ..."

"You mean you left, intending to come back?"

She nodded. "That is what | thought. But now | can't go back. | found out too
much. More than | thought I'd find,"

"That traveling back in tine involves nore than we thought it mght. That
it..."

"Not more than we thought it mght," she said. "Really, there's nothing at al
i nvol ved. And the answer's very sinple. Time travel is inpossible."

"I npossi bl el ™

"That's right—+npossible. You can't manipulate it. It's too firmy interwoven
into what you might call a universal matrix. W are not going to be able to
use time travel to take care of our excess popul ation. W either col onize
other planets or we build satellite cities out in space or we turn the earth
i nto one huge apartnment house—er we may have to do all these things. Tinme was
t he easy way, of course. That's why Forever Center was so interested ..."

"But are you sure? How can you be so sure?"

"Mat hematics," she said. "Non-human math. The Ha-nal math."

"Yes, | know," he said. "I was told you were working with it."

"The Hanmalians," she said, softly, "nust have been strange people. An entirely
| ogi cal people who were nuch concerned, not only with the surface phenonena
but the basic roots of the universe. They dug into the fact and the purpose of
the universe and to do this they devel oped mat hematics that they used not only
to support their logic but as logic tools."

She reached out a hand and laid it on his arm "l have a feeling," she said,
"that eventually they'd arrived at final truth—+f there is such a thing as
final truth. And | believe there nmust be."

"But other mathematicians ..

"Yes, other mathematicians used the Hamal nmath. And were puzzled by it, for
they viewed it only as a systemof formal axions. They saw only synbol s and
formul as and statements. They used it as a physical expression and it is nore
than that. .."

"But this nmeans that we will have to wait," he cried. "It nmeans sone of the



people in the vaults nust wait Mist wait until we can build a place-or many

pl aces-for them until we can find other solar systens with earthlike planets.
And the planets are there, of course, but they're all |ike Hamal 1V. They have
to be terra-formed and while we are terrafornming them the population will
keep on expandi ng. "

He | ooked at her with terror in his eyes. "Wll never catch up," he said.

They never woul d catch up. They had waited far too | ong. They had waited
because imortality had seenmed within their grasp. And they had waited because
they could afford to wait, because they had all the space they needed once
they had cracked tinme travel —-and now ti ne was out of reach

"Time is one of the factors of the universal matrix," Mna Canpbell said.
"Space is another factor and matter/energy is the third. They're all bound

t oget her, woven together. They can't be separated. They can't be destroyed. W
can't mani pul ate them™"

"We got around the Einstein limtations," said Frost. "W did what everyone
had believed could not be done. Perhaps we can ..."

"Perhaps," she said, "but |I don't think so."

"You don't seemto be upset about it"

"There is no need to be," she said. "I haven't told you all of it. Lifeis a
factor, too. Perhaps | should say life/death, in the sane sense that we say
matter/energy, although |I inmagine the analogy is not exactly right."

"Li f e/ deat h?"

"Yes, like matter/energy. You might call it, if you wished, the I aw of the
conservation of life."

He got up shakily fromthe steps and went down themto the ground. He stood
for a noment, |ooking out across the valley, then turned back to her again.

"You mean that we went to all this trouble, all this work, for nothing?"

"l don't know," she said. "I've tried to think it out, but | don't have the
answer yet. Perhaps | never will. Al | knowis that life is not destroyed, it
is not quenched or blown out like a candle flame. Death is a translation of
this property that we call life to another form Just as matter is translated

into energy or energy into matter."

"Then we do go on and on?" "Wo are we?" she asked. And that is right, he

t hought. We are we? A nere dot of consciousness that stood up in arrogance
agai nst the vastness and the col dness and the enptiness and the uncaring of
the universe? A thing (a thing?) that thought it mattered when it did not
matter? Atiny, flickering ego that inagined the universe revolved around
it—+magined this when the wuniverse did not know that it existed, nor cared
that it existed? And that kind of thinking, he told hinmself, could have been
justified at one tinme. But not any longer. Not if what Mona Canpbell said was
true. For if what she said was true, then each little flickering ego was a
basi c part of the universe and a fundamental expression of the purpose of the
uni ver se

"One thing," he said. "Wat are you going to do about it?"

She shook her head, bewi | dered now that the question had been asked. "What



woul d happen, do you think, if | published ny cal cul ati ons? What woul d happen
to Forever Center? To the people, both the living and the dead?" "I don't
know, " he said.

"What could I tell thenP" Mna Canpbell asked. "No nmore than |'ve told you.
That life goes on, that it can't be destroyed, no nore than energy. That it's
as everlasting as tine and space itself. Because it is one with tine and space
in the fabric of the universe. | couldn't hold out any hope or prom se beyond
the certainty that there is no end to life. |I couldn't say to themthat death
m ght be the best thing that could happen to them"

"But it could, of course."
"I rather think it could."

"But soneone else, twenty years fromnow," he said, "fifty years fromnow, a

hundred years—soneone will find what you have found. Forever Center is
convi nced that you found sonething. They know you were working with the Hanal
math. They'll put a teamto work on it. Someone's bound to find it."

Mona Canpbell sat quietly on the step. "That may be," she said. "But they'l
be the ones to tell them not |I. | can't, sonehow, see nyself as the one who
tears down everything the race has built in the last two hundred years."

"But you'd be replacing it with new hope. You'd confirmthe faith that nankind
hel d t hrough many centuries."

"It's too late for that," she said. "W're fashioning our owmn inmortality, our
own foreverness. W have it in our hands. You can't ask mankind to give up
somet hing like that for "

"And this is why you're not going back. Not because you shrink fromtelling us
time travel is inmpossible. But because once we know it's inpossible, we'll
find out about Iife going on forever."

"That's it," she told him "I can't nmake mankind into a pack of fools."

35

Qgden Russel | stopped his digging when he hit what he thought to be a rock
Al he had to dig with was his hands and the hol e was not deep enough and the
cross that had plagued himall these days—that cross would beat himyet.

He straightened in the hole, which reached hal fway between knee and hi p, and
| ooked at the cross stretched upon the ground, the cross piece now affixed by
the I engths of grapevine to the |longer piece of driftwood he'd found on shore
and towed across the river.

There was no question that he had too |ong an upright that required too deep a
hole. A shorter one would have been far better. But there had been little
choice; he'd taken what he found. And he had no saw or ax he could use to
shorten it.

To hold the cross erect, as now constructed, the hole would have to be twice
the depth it was. And now he'd have to start all over at another place,

several feet rempved, because even if he could dig around the rock, there'd be
no way to haul it fromthe hole.

He | eaned wearily against the wall of the hole and pounded petulantly at the



rock with a bare heel and as he pounded at it, he became aware that the rock
did not seemas hard as a rock shoul d be.

He stopped the poundi ng and | eaned there thinking of the strange non-hardness
of the rock, and as he thought about it, he remenbered sonething else, that
the rock had seened far snoother than was the case with the usual rock

He shook his head in puzzlenent. It mght not be a rock and if it was not a
rock, then what could it be?

He squatted down into the hole again, his body cranped in its close confines
and ran his hands over the hardness at its bottom and he had been right. The
rock was snooth. He put a palmagainst it and pushed and it seenmed to him
there was a strange sense of resiliency to the snmoot hness at the bottom of the
hol e.

Mystified and excited, he dug several handsful of sand out of one side of the
hol e and found that he could dig below the | evel of the rock

He dug some nore and his fingers found the edge of the snooth hardness and

wr apped thenselves around it. He jerked, putting as much power as his cranped
position would permt into the effort. The thing he'd thought of as a rock
peel ed back and upward and he saw it was not a rock, but metal, eroded and
pitted and flaking off in tiny specks of brown-red pieces, the old rusted bits
of metal that had stayed intact until this nmonent of disturbance.

Beneat h the peel ed-back piece of netal was a cavity, half filled with drifted
sand, but with objects, wapped in what appeared to be yell owed paper
thrusting fromthe sand.

Russel | reached down and snatched up one of the paper-w apped objects. The
paper was old and brittle and crunpled at his touch. Wen he stripped it off,
he held in his hand an object carved in an intricate design

Strai ghtening up and hol ding out his hand in the full light of the sun, he saw
what he had—a piece of carved jade, shaped nost cunningly. The bl ue-green of
the base was the water fromwhich the white jade carp arose, with each scale
graved in delicate perfection. The worknmanshi p was exquisitely performed and
Russel | 's hand, holding the carving, trenbled as he | ooked at it.

Here was beauty, here was treasure, here, if each of the paper parcels held
anot her piece of jade, was a fortune such as few nmen ever dreaned.

Carefully he set the carving on the sand outside the hole and quickly bent
down to conme up with other parcels. In the end, spread out on the sand before
him were nore than two dozen of the carvings done in jade.

He | ooked at them laid out in solemm rows, and his eyes were nisted and tears
ran down the stubble of his cheeks.

For weeks he had begged and pl eaded, for weeks he'd eaten out his heart with
angui sh and had fed on clanms, which he detested, and all the tine, in the sand
beneath his feet this treasure had rested, an unexpected and nysterious cache
whi ch had waited to be found, for how | ong no man knew, until he had begun to
dig this deeper hole to erect a better cross.

Treasure, he thought. Not the treasure he had sought, but undeniably a
treasure and the kind of treasure which would nmake it possible for a man to
enter on his second life on a sound financial footing.



He cl anbered fromthe hole and squatted by the jade, staring at it,
occasionally reaching out a finger to prod at a certain piece, unable to
convince hinself that he had really found it.

A treasure, he thought. One he had not sought, but one which he had found
whi | e he had sought yet another, perhaps |ess substantial, treasure.

Was this, he wondered, yet another testing, one with the clans, one with al
the disconfort and frustration and msery he had suffered on this island? Had
t he carvings been placed here, by sone nethod he could not conprehend, to

det erm ne whet her he might be worthy of that other treasure?

Per haps he was wong in hesitating. Perhaps he should snatch up all the
carvings and heave themfar out into the river as a sign that he renounced al
worl dly things. And having done that, go back to the digging of the hole so he
could plant a cross that would not be blown over by the wind. And after that,
per haps, as a further evidence of faith, rip the transmtter fromhis chest
and also throwit in the river, thus to strip hinmself of everything that bound
himto the worl d?

He huddl ed on the sandbar and rocked back and forth, hands clasped around his
mddle, in the depth of msery.

Wuld there be no end to it? he asked hinself. Wuld there ever be an end? Was
there no limt to the debasenent that a man nust heap upon hinsel f?

God was kind and nerciful +he books all said He was. He yearned to win the
soul s of nen and bind themclose to Hm And the way was al ways open, the road
was al ways cl ear—all one needed was to travel it to reach eternal glory.

But on this island there had been no nercy. There had been no sign and no
encour agenent. No road had been reveal ed and the jade had been in a rusted
contai ner of sone sort of netal and that would not be the way of it had it
been planted by divine intervention

After all, he asked hinself, why should God put Hinself to the bother
necessary to achi eve such interventi on? Wiy should He bother with him at all?
Wth him one silly, stupid man when there were so many billion others. Wy
had he expected it? How coul d he have expected it? Was not the very fact he
had expected it a sign of vanity, which was in itself a sin?

He reached out and picked up one of the pieces tight inside his fist and
lifted it and cocked his armto throw Sobs shook him and his beard was soaked
with tears al ready shed.

He cocked his armto throw and he could not throw Hi s tightened fist cane
open and the jade slid fromit and fell upon the sand.

And in that awful nmoment he knew that he had |ost, that he was wanting in that
essential capacity for humility that would unl ock the gates of understandi ng
he had sought so earnestly and, now it seened apparent, priced at a cost too
hi gh—a cost that his basic brute humanity woul d never |et him pay.

36

Mona Canpbell had left, sometine in the night. The car was gone and there were
no tire tracks in the dewwet grass. And she would not be back, for the coat
that had hung on the hook behind the kitchen door was gone and there were no
ot her clothes. The house was bare of anything that could bear testinony she



ever had been there.

Now t he house seemed enpty; not enpty because there was no one in it, but
enpty in the sense that it no longer was a structure meant for hunman
habitation. It belonged to another tine, another day. Man had no further use
for houses such as this, set in the mdst of enpty acres. Today nmen lived in
towering bl ocks of masonry and steel that stood huddl ed in places where there
was no enpty ground. Man, who once had been a wanderer and at tines a |oner
now had joined a pack and in the days to cone there would be no separate
houses and no separate structures. Rather, the entire world would be a single
structure and its swarmng billions would |ive deep underground and high up in
the sky. They'd live in floating cities that rode the ocean's surface and in
massi ve dones on the ocean's floor. They'd live in great satellites t hat
would in thenselves be cities, circling out in space. And the tine would
cone when they'd go to other planets that had been prepared for them They'd
use space wherever they could find it and they'd achi eve ot her space when
there was no nore to find. And they would have to do this, for space was al
they had. The dream of fleeing into tine was dead. Frost stood on the porch
and stared across the weed-grown, brushy wilderness that once had been a farm
The old fence row had grown into a wi ndbreak, trees rearing tall into the sky
where there had been brush and saplings when he had been a boy and cane here
for vacations. The fences were broken and saggi ng and the day was not far off
when there would be no fences. And in another century, with no one to care for
them or keep themin repair, the house and barn m ght be gone as well,

di sappearing gradually into a noldering pile of tinbers.

Mona Canpbell was gone and now he'd be going, too. Not that he had anywhere to
go, but sinply because there was no point in staying here. He'd go wal ki ng
down the road and he'd wander aimessly, for there would be no purpose in his
going. He'd live off the land. He woul d manage sonmehow and he'd probably
wander south, for in a few nore nonths this country would grow cold and snow
woul d fall.

Sout hwest, perhaps, he thought. To the desert country and the nountains, for
that was a place he had often thought he would Iike to see.

Mona Canpbell was gone and why had she gone? Because, perhaps, she feared that
he m ght betray her in the hope he mght be reinstated as a human being. O,
per haps, because she knew now she shoul d not have told himwhat she did and
through the telling of it now felt that she was vul nerable.

She had fled, not to protect herself, but to protect the world. She wal ked the
| onely road because she could not bear to | et mankind know it had been wong
for alnost two centuries. And because the hope she had found in the Hamal math
was too poor and frail a thing to stand up agai nst the el aborate soci al
structure man hinmsel f had forged.

The Holies were right, he thought—as mankind itself had been right for nmany
centuries in the faith it held. Al though, he knew, the Holies would reject out
of hand the evidence of life's foreverness because it held no prom se of
everlasting glory, nor the sound of silver trunpets.

For it prom sed nothing beyond life going on into eternity. It did not say
what formthat life would take or even if it would have a form But it was

evi dence, he thought, and that was better than nere faith, for faith was never
nore, even at the best, than the inplied hope for evidence.

Frost cane down off the porch and started across the yard, toward the saggi ng
gate. He could go anywhere he wi shed and he m ght as well get started. There
was no packing to be done and no plans to rmake, for everything he had was the



cl ot hes upon his back—the clothes that once had bel onged to a man naned Anps
H cklin—and w t hout a purpose, there was no sense in making plans.

He had reached the gate and was pulling it open when the car canme down the
road, breaking suddenly out of the woods that grew close up to the house.

He stood astonished, with his hand upon the gate, and the first thing that he
t hought was that Mna Canpbell had conme back, that she'd forgotten sonething,
or had changed her mi nd, and was com ng back agai n.

Then he saw there were two people in the car and that the both of them were
men and by that tine the car had pulled up before the gate and stopped.

A door of the car came open and one of the nen stepped out.

"Dan," said Marcus Appleton, "how good to find you here. And especially when
we were | east expecting you."

He was affable and jolly, as if they were good friends.

"l suppose,"” said Frost, "I could say the sane of you. There've been tines
|'ve expected you to come popping out at me, but surely not today."

"Well, that's all right," said Appleton. "Any time at all. That suits nme just
fine. I had not expected |I'd bag the two of you."

"The two?" asked Frost. "You're talking riddles, Marcus. There is no one here
but ne."

The driver had gotten out of the other door and now came around the car. He
was a big man and he had a face that squinted and he wore a big gun on his
hi p.

"Clarence," said Appleton, "go on in the house and bring out the Canpbel
gal ."

Frost cane through the gate and stood aside so Carence could go through it.
He watched the man go across the yard, clinb the stairs, and enter the house.
He turned around then, to face Appleton

"Marcus," he asked, "who do you expect to find?"
Appl eton grinned at him "Don't play dunmb," he said. "You nust know. Mbna
Canpbel | . You renenber her."

"Yes. The woman in Tinesearch. The one who di sappeared.”

Appl et on nodded. "Boys down at the sector station spotted someone living here
several weeks ago. When they flew over on a rescue m ssion. Then, a week or so
ago, the same woman they had seen here cane in, bringing a snakebit man. Said
she'd found himon the road. Said she was just passing through. It was dark
and they didn't get too good a | ook at her, but it was good enough. W put two
and two together."

"You flunked out,” Frost told him "There has been no one here. No one here
but nme."

"Dan," said Appleton, "there's the matter of a nurder charge that could be
filed against you. If there's something you can tell us, we mght forget we
found you. Let you wal k away."



"Wal k how far?" asked Frost. "To decent bullet range, then get ne in the
back?"

Appl eton shook his head. "A deal's a deal," he said. "W want you, of course,
but the one we cane | ooking for, the one we really want, is Mna Canpbell."
"There's nothing to tell you, Marcus," said Frost. "If there were, 1'd be
tenmpted to pick up your deal —and bet with nyself whether you would keep it.
But Mona Canpbell's not been here. |'ve never seen the wonan."

G arence canme out of the house, wal ked heavy-footed to the gate.
"There's no one in there, Marcus," he said. "No sign of anyone."
"Well, now," said Appleton, "she nmust be hiding sonewhere."

"Not in the house," said Clarence. "Wuld you say," asked Appleton, "that this
gentl eman m ght know?"

G arence swung his head around and squinted hard at Frost.

"He mght," said Clarence. "There's just a chance he night."
"Trouble is," said Appleton, "he's not of a mind to talk." Carence swng a
beefy hand, so fast there was no tinme to duck. It caught Frost across the face
and drove hi m backward. He struck the fence and sl unped. C arence stopped and
grasped his shirt and lifted himand swng the hand agai n.

Brightly col ored pi nwheel s expl oded inside Frost's head and he found hinsel f
craw i ng on his hands and knees, shaking his head to get rid of the flamng
pi n-wheel s. Bl ood was dribbling fromhis nose and there was a salt taste in
hi s nout h.

The hand reached down and lifted himagain and set himon his feet. Swaying,
he fought to stay erect.

"Not again," Appleton said to Carence. "Not right away, at |east. Maybe now
he' Il talk."

He said to Frost, "You want sone nore of it?" "The hell with you," said Frost.

The hand struck again and he was down once nore and he wondered vaguely, as he
tried to regain his feet, why he'd said exactly what he had. It had been a
dunb thing to say. He'd not intended to say it and then he'd said it, and | ook
at what it got him He crawled to a sitting position and | ooked at the two
men. Appleton had |ost his | ook of easy anusenent. C arence stood poi sed and
wat chi ng him

Frost put up a hand and wi ped his face. It came away sneared with dust and
bl ood.

"It's easy, Dan," Appleton said to him "All you have to do is tell us where
Mona Canpbell is. Then you can wal k away. W haven't even seen you." Frost
shook hi s head.
"I'f you don't," said Appleton, "Clarence here will beat you to death. He likes
that kind of work and it might take quite a little while. And the thought
strikes me that the boys fromthe sector station nmight not arrive in tinme. You
know t hat someti mes happens. They're just a little late and it's too bad, of



course, but there isn't nuch that can be done about it.
cl oser.

Cl arence noved a step

"I mean it, Dan," said Appleton. "Don't think I am fooling."

Frost struggled to get his feet beneath him poised to rise. O arence took
anot her step toward himand started to reach down. Frost |aunched hinsel f at
the two treelike legs in front of him felt his shoul der smash into them and
spraw ed flat upon his face. He rolled away blindly and got his feet beneath
hi m and strai ghtened. C arence was stretched upon the ground. Bl ood fl owed
across his face froma gash upon his head, apparently inflicted when, falling,
he had struck a fence post.

Appl eton was charging at him head | owered. Frost tried to step away, but the
man's head hit himand he fell, with Appleton on top of him A hand caught his
throat in a brutal grip and above himhe saw the face, the narrowed eyes, the
great gash of snarling teeth.

Fromfar off, it seemed, he heard a thunder in the sky. But there was a
roaring in his head and he could not be sure. The hand upon his throat had a
viselike grip. He lifted a fist and struck at the face, but there was little
power behind the blow He struck again and yet again, but the hand upon his
t hroat stayed and kept on squeezing.

A wind that cane out of nowhere swirled dust and tiny pebbles through the air
and he saw the face above himflinching in the dust. Then the hand at his
throat fell away and the face swam out of sight.

Frost staggered to his feet.

Just beyond the car sat a helicopter, its rotors slowing to a halt. Two nen
were tunbling fromthe cabin and each of them had guns. They hit the ground
and squared off, with the rifles at their hips. Of to one side, Frost saw
Mar cus Appl eton, standing, with his hands hanging at his side. Carence stil

[ ay upon the ground.

The rotors came to a stop and there was a silence. Across the body of the
cabin was the | egend: RESCUE SERVI CE

One of the nmen nade a notion with his gun at Marcus Appl eton

"M. Appleton," he said, "if you have a gun, throw it on the ground. You are
under arrest.”

"I have no gun," said Appleton. "I never carry one."

It was a dream thought Frost. It had to be a dream It was too fantastic and
absurd not to be a dream

"By whose authority,"” asked Appleton, "are you arresting nme?"

There was nockery in his voice and he did not believe it. You could see that
he did not believe it. No one, absolutely no one, could arrest Marcus

Appl et on.

"Marcus," said another voice, "it is on ny authority.”

Frost spun around and there, on the steps that |ed down fromthe cabin of the
hel i copter, was B.J.



"B.J.," said Appleton, "aren't you fairly far from hone?"

B.J. didn't answer. He turned toward Frost. "How are you, Dan?" he asked.

Frost put up a hand and wi ped his face. "I'mall right," he said. "Nice to see

you, B.J."

The second man with a gun had gone over to O arence and got himon his feet
and relieved himof his gun. C arence stood groggily, hand up to the gash upon
hi s head.

B.J. had reached the ground and was wal ki ng out fromthe helicopter and Ann
Harri son was com ng down the steps.

Frost started toward the craft. Hi s head was fuzzy and he could not feel his
| egs and was surprised that he could wal k. But he was wal ki ng and he was al
right and there was nothing that nmade sense.

"Ann," he asked, "Ann, what is going on?" - She stopped in front of him

"What have they done to you?" she asked.
"Not hing that really ambunted to anything," he said, "although they had a good
start on it. But, tell ne, what is this about?"

"The paper that you had. You renenber, don't you?"

"Yes. | gave it to you that night. O | thought | did. Was it really in that
envel ope?"

She nodded. "It was a silly thing. It said: 'Place 2468934'-isn't it
ridiculous that | recall the nuneral -Tlace 2468934 on the list.' Do you
remenmber now? You said you'd read it, but forgotten.™

"I remenber now it was about putting sonething on a list. Wat does it nean?"

"The nuneral ," said B.J., standing at his elbow, "is the designation of a
person in the vaults. The list was a secret list of people who would never be
revived. Al record of themwas to be wi ped out. They woul d have di sappeared
fromthe human race."

"Not revived! But why?"

"They had substantial funds,"” said B.J. "Funds that could be channel ed off.
Channel ed off and the records changed so that the funds woul d not be nissed if
their owners were not revived and did not appear to claimthem"”

"Lane!" said Frost.

"Yes, Lane. The treasurer. He could manipul ate such things. Marcus ferreted
out the victim—those who had no close relatives, no close friends. People who
woul d not be missed if they were not revived."

"You know, of course, B.J.," said Appleton, conversationally, wthout a trace
of rancor in his voice, "that | will sue you for this. 1'll nake you a pauper
"Il take everything you have. You have committed this slander in front of
Wit nesses. "

"I doubt it very much," B.J. told him "W have Lane's confession."



He nodded to the two nen fromthe station. "Take themin," he said.

The two men began hustling C arence and Appleton up the steps.

B.J. said to Frost, "You'll be com ng back with us?"

Frost hesitated. "Wy, | don't know ...

"The marks can be renoved," said B.J. There'll be an official announcenent
that will give you full credit for all that you have done. Your job is waiting
for you. W have evidence that the trial and sentence was irregular and
arranged by Marcus. And | woul d presunme that Forever Center may find a neans
to show, in sonewhat substantial nmanner, its gratitude for the interception of
t he paper "

"But | didn't intercept it."

"Now, now," said B.J., reprovingly, "don't try to quibble with ne. Mss

Harri son informed us fully. She was the one who brought it to us, with the
proof of what it was. Forever owes the two of you a debt it never can repay."
He turned abruptly and wal ked toward the helicopter

"It was not really nme," said Ann, "although I can't tell himwho it was. It

was Ceorge Sutton. He was the one who figured it all out, who ran it down and
got the facts."

"Wait a minute, there," said Frost. "George Sutton? | don't know ..

"Yes, you do," she said. "The man who took you off the street that night. The
Holy. The ol d gentleman who asked you if you believed in God."

"Dan!" B.J. had turned back toward them when he reached the foot of the stairs
| eading to the cabin.

"Yes, B.J."
"Marcus cane out here hunting Mina Canpbell. Said he had good evi dence he
woul d find her out here. Said an old farmhouse. | inmagine it m ght have been

this one."

"That is what he told nme," Frost said evenly. "He seened to think that | knew
about her."

"And did you?"
Frost shook his head. "Not a thing," he said.

"Well," said B.J., "another wild goose chase. One of these days we'll catch up
with her."”

He went heavily up the steps.

"Just think," said Ann, "you'll be com ng back. | can cook another dinner for
you. "
"And |," said Frost, "will go out and buy red roses and sone candl es."

He was remenbering once again the warnth and confort and the sense of Me this
worman could lend to a dowdy room—+enenbering, too, how the enptiness and



bitterness of life had faded in her presence and how t here had been
conpani onship and friendliness such as he'd never known before.

Love? he wondered. Was this |love? How was a man to know? In this first Me that
man |lived there was scarcely time for | ove—nor the tine, perhaps, to find out
what it was. And would there be time in the second life? Tine, surely, for
there'd be all the time there was, but would one carry over into that
infinitude of tinme the same sense of econom ¢ desperation, the same bl eak
materialismas he had held in the first Me that he lived? Wuld he be a
different man or the sane as he had been—aould the first Me have set the
pattern for all Me yet to conme?

She had turned her face to himand he saw her cheek was wet with tears. "It
will be the sanme," she said
"Yes," he pronmised. "It will be the sane."

Al t hough, he knew, it could not be the same. The earth woul d never be quite

t he sane agai n. Mona Canpbell had found a truth that she m ght never speak

but in a few years nore there would be others who would find it and then the
wor |l d woul d know. And once again the world would know t he agony of conscience.
Then the old solid certainty and the snug conpl acency woul d be riddl ed and
Forever Center would have a rival in its prom se—and this other prom se would
be one of nystery and faith, and once again the world of men would be ground
between the mill stones of opinion

"Dan," said Ann, "please kiss me and then let us get aboard. B.J. wll wonder
what has happened to us."

37

The man sat beside the road and stared into distance, but his eyes, one knew,
saw not hi ng, and yet they were not enpty eyes.

He wore only a pair of trousers, cut off well above the knees. H's hair was
| ong and hung down about his face. His beard was tangl ed and was full of sand.
He was gaunt and his skin burned black by the sun

Mona Canpbel |l stopped her car and got out of it and stood, for a nonent,

wat ching him There was no sign that he was aware of her and her heart welled
up with pity at the sight of him for there was about hima | ostness and an
enptiness that robbed existence of all meaning.

"I's there anything," she asked, "that | can do for you?"

H s eyes changed at the sound of her voice. H s head nmoved slightly and the
eyes stared out at her

"What is wong?" she asked.

"What is wong?" he asked, his voice rising sharply on the question. "Wat is
right? Can you tell what's wong or right?"

"Sonetines," she said. "Not always. The line is often fine."

"I'f I had stayed," he said. "If | had prayed a little harder. If | had dug the
deep hole and put up the cross. But it was no use ..."

H's voice trailed off into nothingness and his eyes once again stared off into



a di stance where there was not hing one m ght see.

She noticed then, for the first tinme, the sack that lay on the ground beside
him apparently made out of material he'd ripped off his trouser legs. It lay
hal f open and inside it she saw the junbled figures of the carven jade.

"Are you hungry?" she asked. "Are you ill? You're quite sure there's nothing
can do?"

It was insane, she thought, that she should have stopped, that she shoul d be
standing in this road talking to this lost and enpty man.

He stirred slightly. His |ips began to open, as if he neant to speak, then
pressed tight again.

"If there's nothing I can do," she said, Til be nmoving on."
She turned back to the car

"Wait," he said.

She turned back

The stricken eyes were staring at her

"Tell me," asked the man, "is there such a thing as truth?"

It was not an idle question. She sensed that it was not.

"I think there is," she said. "There's truth in mathenmatics."

"I asked for truth," he said, "and all | got were these."

H s foot thrust out and kicked the bag. The jade lay scattered on the grass.
"I's that the way it always is?" he asked. "You hunt for truth and you get a
booby prize. You find sonething that is not the truth, but take it because it
is better than finding nothing."

She backed away. The nman was plainly nmad.

"That jade," she said. "There was anot her nman who was hunting for the jade."
"You don't understand,"” he said.

She shook her head, anxious to be off.

"You said there was truth in mathematics. |Is God a page of math?"

"I wouldn't know," she said. "I only stopped to see if |I could help you."

"You can't," he said. "You can't help yourself. W had it once—that hel p of
which all of us stand in need—and we lost it sonewhere. There's no way to get
it back. | know, because | tried."

"There may be a way," she told himsoftly. "There is an equation froma | ong
forgotten planet..."

He hal f rose and his voice cracked and shrieked. "No way, | tell you. No wayl
There was never nore than one way and now it doesn't work."



She turned and fled. At the car she stopped and turned back toward him He had
sl unped down again, but his eyes still stared at her, with a terrible horror
in them

She tried to speak, but the words clogged in her throat.

And across the space between them he whispered at her, as if it may have been
a secret that he meant to tell her.

"W have been abandoned,"” the ghastly whisper said. "God has turned H s back
on us."



