STRANGERSIN THE NIGHT...

Now, what about this deeping arm that weighed so gently on hisbreathing? Ah, yes. Her namewas
Marjorie. She too was a newcomer to Chicago, looking for ajob; last night the desk clerk at the Y had
assigned them to the same room. Behind the front desk was abig sign reading PURE THOUGHTS ARE
THE MARK OF A DIRTY MIND. And they weren't trying to be funny either; they were redlly that
old-fashioned here. They had agtrict rule requiring at least two peoplein every bed....
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ARTHUR RODNEY walked through hislittle Cdiforniahouse, caling hiswifés name, but only music
answered him. The hidden sensors of the hifi system marked Art's passage from room to room and as he
passed the system changed the music for him, blending each piece more or less smoothly into the next.
When he entered the children's room, where the two beds and a scattering of toys reposed in a somehow
ominous stillness, there came from the speakers a cacophony of metallic sounds that bore an intended
resemblance to ababy's cry. Little Timmy and Paula had wanted that teenage stuff for their room, and he
and Rita had agreed, though the kids wereredlly far too young, but never mind that now, no one was
there. The discordant metallic baby cries cut off when Art went out.

In the master bedroom he was fed the music of pulse-beating drums, fit for awild and wiggling dance that
must find its appropriate end upon the bed. No one here, ether. The glassin hiswide windows (looking
out over his neighbors desert landscaping, complete with plastic iguana) had darkened itself dmost to
opacity againgt theforce of the Californiasun, but the sun was getting into the bedroom anyway,
reflecting blue and green through the depths of the insde-outside swimming pool. By this water-mottled
light that quivered in dl of the bedroom's many mirrors Art saw that asmal piece of white paper had
been propped against the massage unit on his bedside table. He tossed his box of handcarved Staunton
chessmen rattling onto the large circular bed, set hisdigita tournament clock down gently, and picked up
the note, which wasin Ritas handwriting.

Darling, please believe that | love you as much as
ever, but | must go away for atime. Thekidsare
with me and will be okay. | realy am pregnant
again and Dr. Kuang says he has had to report my
pregnancy to Family Planning. It'sthe law, ashe
says, and | guessthat | can't expect him not to
report it. | will call you or at least write you soon
S0 try not to worry.

Love, Rita

Asheread, Art's knees went weak with fear confirmed, and he sank down on the edge of the round
bed. He glanced up at the overhead mirror, but learned nothing from the sight of hisown dightly pudgy,
dark-bearded face, pale and enigmatic in its shock. He looked down again and re-read the note three
times and dropped it on the bed beside him.

Putting hisweight on the bed had quickened the heartbest of the hifi drums, though if he sat Htill the
system would soon switch to soothing, lulling music and in alittle while he would be granted silence. He
could get up and turn the thing off but he felt too numb. Where to look for escape, for guidance? Where
else but on the short bookshdf built into the wall beside his bed? The words of Eros are those of the true
heart. Shortly he reached over and pulled out awell-fingered gray volumewith Philosophy of Pleasure
|ettered on the cover in abeautiful and lively pink. But then he sat there holding the book unopened.

It was obviousthat Ritahad run off to her sster-in-law in Chicago. She would not have taken the
children to leave them with anyone else. Ritameant to go into hiding somewhere and bear an unwanted
child, evenif shehad to put it up for secret adoption later. Just the kind of thing that Sster-in-law Ann
would encourage her to do; quite likely it was Ann who had suggested the schemeto her in thefirst
place... thought faded out into pain and shock. His wife was gone.

How far pregnant was she? It couldn't be more than ten weeks or so, he thought. He tried to remember
when she had |ast gone off the pillsfor amenstrua week, but he had trouble keeping the datesin his
mind, because his mind wanted to forget it.



So it would have to be about six months before she bore the child, assuming she could remain in hiding
and get away withit. If instead, as seemed more likely, the FP caught up with her and gave her her
abortion anyway, she would probably gotojail. So it wasin the cases one read about. In any case she
was going to be gone for months. Aswell as being the mother of his children shewas Art's favorite sex
partner, too. He opened the book and began to make plansfor the changesin his sex life that would be
brought about by Ritas prolonged absence. After haf aminute he redlized what he was doing, threw the
book aside, and went back to re-reading the note, hoping without real hopeto find some lessterrible
interpretation of itswords. But there was none.

Pulling the phonepl ate toward him on the bedside table, Art started to punch out the number of Ann and
George Parr in Chicago. They had recently moved into a new house there—business at George's karate
school was evidently good—and the new number was still fresh in Art's mind. He had looked it up for
Ritalast weekend. But when he was hafway through punching, he hesitated and then hit the blankoff key.
Rita had been gone only afew hours a the most, and probably had not yet reached Chicago. Taking to
George was not likely to do any good since Ann would be the one most actively helping Rita—and
arguing with Ann about anything was, in Art's experience, certain to be futile. Anyway it was not the kind
of thing Art wanted to talk about over the phone. Best not to cdll at al but to go straight after Ritaand for
her own good compel her to behave sensibly. And the sooner he caught up with her the better.

He reached for the phoneplate again, and this time tapped out the number of the Chess Director's Office,
in the mid-Cdifornia branch of the Bureau of Artsand Games. There was await, with evanescent
rainbow static on the plate. Then aman'sflorid face appeared.

"Oh, hi, Art," theface said. "What's up?'

"Ligten, Nick, | just called to say you'd better not pair mein for thefirst -round of the Quarterly. I'm
taking alittletrip and | don't know if I'll be back intime."

"Oh, okay. Let me know about the August Monthly, hey?
"Certanly | will. Goth Ercs"
"Goodbye."

For amoment Art continued to stare at the blank phone. In spite of hislarger worries he found himsalf
irritated by the Chess Director's offhand manner. Bureau of Arts people were supposed to believe in the
importance of what they were doing; they should show at least alittle formal regret when arated master
withdrew from an event. Nick had seemed asindifferent as afactory foreman checking attendance.

The thought of factories reminded Art that in courtesy he should call his own place of employment before
heleft, but the chime of anincoming cal forestaled him.

On the plate appeared the face of ayoung woman, full-featured and of flawless skin. "May | speak to
Ms. RitaRodney, please? I'm Ms. Lazenby of the Bureau of Family Planning.”

An unpleasant contraction in the somach. "Thisis her husband. Ah, Rita's not in the house right now. Ah,
she's out shopping somewhere, | expect.”

Ms. Lazenby smiled, afriendly smilethat could become sympathetic if the need arose. "Actudly, the
reason for my call concerns you too, Mr. Rodney, and your two children." She paused just enough for
Art to have gotten aquestion in if he had felt the need. "Will you ask Ritato call me back as soon as
possibleif she returns home during business hours? We're open until five. Or otherwiseto cal meinthe
morning a her earliest convenience?'



"I will, yes, I'll tell her thet."
"Thank you," Ms. Lazenby blanked off.

Art sat clutching the phone. Dr. Kuang had smelled trouble coming, had caled in Family Planning right
away, reporting Ritaas a problem case. Call back tomorrow, Ms. Lazenby, and you'll probably get no
answer, and you'll be very suspicious that something's up. But call back two or three days from now and
you'll have awilling Ritahereto talk to you, | promise you that. Or maybe you'l never haveto cdl again,
maybe by then the Certificate of Abortion will aready have been fed into your FP computer banks.

What next? Oh yes, hisjob. Art punched out the number of the Macrotron Electronics plant in San
Bernardino, and then the personal extension number of Pete Kinelo, his boss in the test-equipment
maintenance and engineering department.

The plate showed the Macrotron trademark, and then the taped image of a girl who was nude or nearly
0, it being impossibleto tell at the moment because she was partly concealed behind areceptionist's
desk. A small vase of roses stood before each breast, so that her nipples were just concedled. "One
moment, please," the girl said, smiling pleasantly. ™Y our party has not yet answered his or her persond
phone. We are continuing to page your party; thank you for waiting."

Themusic of Svan Lake began. The girl affixed an eectrogtaticaly clinging sequin to each of her nipples,
coyly displayed a G-string and wriggled into it, and then writhed up from behind her desk in an erotic
dance. In amoment she was dancing aong the shore of alily-pond, and then in and out of the curtain of a
smdl waefdl.

Art waited impatiently, looking at hiswatch. There were severd other callsthat he should make. One
was the bank, to see how much cash was readily available, in other words how much Rita had taken;
fortunately he had come home today with the check for first prize in the Weekly in his pocket and so
should at least be able to buy aticket to Chicago. Another call would be to the Office of Transcontinental
Transgit, to see how soon he could get a seat on atubetrain.

At last the dancing girl was replaced by the face of Pete Kinglo. "Art?!
"Hello, Pete. | can take next week off, too."

"Oh, good." Pete beamed through histhick glasses. "Then | can bring another substitute engineer infor a
week. That'll put usin real good shape on employee utilization. Say, there's nothing wrong, isthere?!

"No, no. Ah, I've been winning quite afew prizes and I've got my nerve up. I'm going to try some of the
big tournaments coming up around Chicago.”

"Great. Fine. Be sure and let me know if you're coming back week after next.”

* % *

The transcontinenta train, astring of seled meta cylinders dmaost windowless and amost silent in their
movement, hurtled eastward through its buried tube at a steady supersonic speed. On three-dimensiona
stages at the front of each car, feature-length tridi programs were being shown, ahangover from the days
before competition with the airlines had been virtually ended by the latter's susceptibility to hijacking,
accidents, and wesather. In Art's car the life-sized, solid-looking, almost-redl-looking images were
enacting aplay set in Victorian England, thelocde of alot of fiction these days.

The story had something to do with the romantic pursuit of aprim London nursemaid by ayoung
leftenant (in the play they pronounced it that way) freshly returned from India. Obsessed as Art was with



hisown red problems, till the trashiness of the play aroused in him an automatic disgust. Therewasno
apparent limit to what they could get away with showing these days. Every second or third shot, or soiit
seemed, was along lingering closeup of the heroine, showing her swathed amost from chin to anklesin
clothing that was not only loose-fitting but practically opaque. Only just enough of her shape and skin
showed through to keep the Bureau of Arts censors from clamping down. Doubtless the producer would
arguetha inred Victorian England nothing had showed through, but, thank Eros, that was evidently not
yet accepted as avalid argument by the censors and the courts. Ann, when he met her in Chicago, would
probably be wearing something like this heroine's clothes. Ritawouldn't, though. She had better not.

What would be the very best first words for him to say when he caught up with her? What kind of look
should he put on hisface? He thought a moment and then decided there was no usetrying to plan in such
detal. Details would have to depend on the circumstances of the moment, on what her own éttitude
seemed to be. Of course he would have to be absolutely inflexible about terminating the pregnancy. No
room for argument there. Rita could be stubborn, ashe well knew, but thistime he would be more
stubborn. Maybe if he had taken afirm stand earlier, things would never have cometo this pass... maybe.
The trouble was that he could discern no single turning point; they had just drifted into it somehow.

Of course, pregnancies did happen. There was really no shame in getting pregnant, for the third or the
thirteenth time, the only shame wasin not doing something about it. Y es, pregnancies happened, dl right.
They certainly happened to Rita, ever since he had known her.

He had been teaching high school € ectronics when he met her; she was astudent, though not in any of
his classes, and eight years younger than he. They had been casua acquaintances until the Senior Prom
for Ritas class, a which Art had happened to be one of the chaperones. At the Prom—it had been held
aboard atube-train basicaly like thisone, only alocd, chartered to keep running in a closed loop around
mid-Cdiforniafor a couple of days—the graduates in keeping with tradition broke out of their own
age-group sexually for the first time, and Rita had spent agood dedl of the Prom in the bedroom car with
Art. He had felt alittle guilty later about being distracted so much from his chaperone's duties, for there
was some stargazing trouble in the baggage car—well, that sort of thing had happened before, and would

again.

* * *

A few weeks after the Prom, coming back from avacation trip, he had accidentally—as he then
thought—run into Ritawhile visiting the school for aone-day seminar. Later hewasto redizewith a
warm glow that she had made adetermined effort to locate and meet him on that day. In the course of
casud conversation she mentioned to Art that she was pregnant.

"That'stoo bad," he commiserated mildly. In genera he didiked hearing people talk about their allments.
"Do you suppose it happened at the Prom?”

" think it must have happened there” Ritasmiled a him, and brushed back her naturaly blond, dmost
platinum hair, for which Art had declared his admiration anumber of times, and which today seemed to
have been newly curled. "Maybeit'salittle present from you.”

"| supposeit quite possibly is. The Prom was great fun, though, wasn't it? | hope your escort wasn't too
put out with you for spending so much timewith me."

Rita dismissed the problems of her Prom escort with awave. "Great fun!™ she agreed, but in the next
moment smiled alittle sadly. "Now it lookslike I'm leaving my good old school daysal behind.”

Art was surprised. " Surely you're going on to junior college at least?'



"I had planned to, but a pregnancy sort of changes everything. At least for meit does.”
"Why, won't you be over dl that beforethe fall term starts? Are there complications?”

"I'm going to have the baby, Art." About hafway through the Prom her cdling him Mr. Rodney had
stopped forever.

"You're what? I'm sorry, it's none of my business, of course, but..."

"Going to bear the baby." This calm determination was aside of her he had not seen before.

“Butwhy?"

His shock dampened her enthusiasm, if that was the right word for her attitude, but not her determination.
"That's what my parents keep asking. It'shard for meto explain to anyone. It'sasif there were dready a
tiny baby ingde me, depending on me. Though | can't even fed it moving yet, of course.”

"Hormona changes are proceeding early, | suppose,” Art muttered, to be saying something. As he had
dready said, it was none of his business—unless, he redlized with a shattering silent flash, unlesshe
wanted it to be. He had tried, as he thought, alot of thingsin hislife, but never marriage. Now it was
getting to betime for marriage. And heliked this girl, liked her better each time he saw her.

Hesaid: "1 suppose your parents have pointed out to you that having achild dready is bound to make
things harder for you when the time comes when you want to get married. Not to mention the difficulty of
rasingit by yoursdf."

"I know, you're absolutdly right." Her frown admitted that it was a problem. "I guess most men want to
raise two kidsthat they think they might have fathered themsdves.™

And she, too, was right of course. It was arare man who was certain of being the biological father of his
wifestwo children. It took the trouble and expense of genetic testing to make sure, and few were that
concerned.

Y ou might aswell accept the first two hedthy onesthat came and raise them as your own. If one of your
neighbors kidswas especidly strong or smart or handsome, why you might nurse a hope that you were
the sre. Conversdly, if your wife gave birth to achild that seemed alittle inferior, even though acceptably
free of defects and certified human, you might tell yoursdlf that someone else had fathered it.

The redly pertinent question was, would Rita Parr make him a good wife? From observing his married
friends Art knew that you always wound up spending alot of timewith amarriage partner. It was also an
important step to take because getting into and out of marriages al the time added up to alot of trouble
and expense—and you wanted the children, when they came, to have a stable home.

Hesad: "Rita, | wish | knew you better."

They started dating regularly. He got to know her parents, and her likable brother George. He
congdered the idea of marrying her from every angle, or tried to. On the few occasions when he saw his
own parents he hinted at the prospect of coming marriage, and detected amild glow of gpprova in
response, which, of course, was as much as he could expect; it had been along time since what he did
was of deep concern to them, or viceversa

He and Ritawere together more or less constantly for several months. He became convinced that she
wanted very much to marry him. They quarreled, and then made up. In the spring her Timmy was born
and Art sent flowersto her at the hospital and afew dayslater cameto pay her avist a home.



Rita, dtting in arocking chair in her bedroom and feeding the baby from anursing bottle, said to Art:
"Y ou know, | dill think hesyours. | have that feding about him, and I'm glad.”

Studying the smdl wizened face, till bruised from the violence of birth, Art could find init no
resemblance to himsdlf. But he redlized that he was hoping to find aresemblance and, giving thissome
solitary thought alittle later, he decided it was enough to tip the balance. A month later he and Rita, now
legdly, financidly, and socidly united in the bonds of matrimony, moved into anew gpartment with little
Tim.

* * *

After marriage, as before, he and Rita preferred to spend most of their free time in each other's company.
After marriage Art experienced only one or two orgasms per month with anyone except hiswife. And
while he wasn't sure, he had the impression that Rita's sex life was even more intensaly concentrated on
him. He should have made a point of finding out. Such concentration of lust was one of the danger signals
that the popular psychologists were always harping on, asign that one's sexua attitudes might be
somehow warped.

They had been married, quite happily for the most part, for two years when Rita surprised him with the
announcement that she was pregnant again. It wasredly a surprise because they had both been taking
anti-fertility pills, which certainly should have given protection. But, as Dr. Kuang explained, the pills
were not one hundred per cent certain. Anyway the pregnancy was no real problem; they had caught it
quite early and he could do amenstrua extraction right now in his officeif they wished.

Oh, no. Although Rita, too, seemed surprised and not at all as calm as she had been about her first
pregnancy, shewas if anything even more determined that this one should produce ababy. To her the
fetus was aperson insgde her belly, asif someone had taken ared baby and stuffed it in there. Her new
baby was dive already, and she mugt protect itslife. Asfar as Art could tell she had not absorbed this
dogmafrom any of thefew reigious or "humanigtic" sectswhich gill maintained it as officia doctrine. She
had arrived at it by hersdlf.

Naturaly Art saw more of her during this pregnancy than he had during the previous one, and by now
could more easily read her moods and guess her thoughts. What he saw thistime began to frighten him.
Thefirst time he had thought she was smply being stubborn on the subject, acting in an immature,
adolescent way. Thistime she seemed in the grip of some enormous force, aforce bent on using her for
making babies. Indeed, she refused even to discuss the possibility of getting an abortion. She even
refused to take the tests that would predict whether her fetus was likely to grow into adeformed child;
deformed or not, she said, it was her baby till. If Art persisted in trying to talk to her about it she
quivered and suffered, seemingly outraged to the point of pain.

Wedll, Art had aways more or less expected hiswife to have two children. And people said it was more
convenient if your two kids were about the same age. They could play together, and you got the
digpering and the rest of the messy business over with once and for dl. Since Ritawas o determined to
have this one, why not?

A couple of days after Paulawas born Art called Dr. Kuang to talk over the best means of insuring
againg another pregnancy. Frowning from the phoneplate, Dr. Kuang told him that Rita's psychologica
profile showed that surgica sterilization was definitely not indicated in her case. He would prescribe new
pillsfor her. " And of course having avasectomy yoursdlf will help. And, with mae partnerswho are
known to be strongly virile, she should choose sex activities other than copulation.”

Onetrouble was that sex activities other than copulation were not much fun for her. One good thing was



that she so rarely brought any man but Art to orgasm. He hastily got his vasectomy; in six monthsor so
the residua sperm in his ductwork would presumably al have had their chance and he would be
permanently and completely Serile.

He had done dl he could, or so he thought. Meanwhile he had switched from teaching el ectronicsto
working at it, for Macrotron; aso he had begun to spend more time away from home, improving his
chessrating and winning more prizes. And then one day he came home and found anote.

THE SUGGESTIVE didogue of the pseudo-Victorian play nagged at Art's attention, pulling him away
from the fruitless game of trying to guess how he might better have managed hislife with Ritain the past.
Helooked for the set of earplugs that should have been attached to his seat, intending to drown out the
play with music or asoothing waterfal of gentle noise, but found to his disgust that one plug of the set
was missing. Its connector of stedl-jacketed wire had been neatly severed by some vandal, who seemed
to have gone to the trouble of using a cutting torch.

He was not going to be able to avoid hearing the struggle of Phyllis and Rodney (the nursemaid and
|eftenant, respectively) againg their mutud lust, astruggle in which he was sure they would eventualy be
victorious, but at least nothing forced him to watch the repulsive sight. Art now kept hisface turned most
of thetimeto the small window beside hisluxurious chair. In the buried tunnel there was of course
nothing to be seen except advertisements, the kind that were now starting to be caled flickersigns. These
were glowing adjurations that might be a hundred kilometerslong, lettered in elongated characters
designed to beintelligible only to one hurtling past them at a distance of afew centimeters and a speed of
hundreds of kilometers per hour.

Art was reading one such ad, without absorbing an iota of its meaning, when without warning thetrain
was thrown into violent deceleration. It was braking at emergency rate from jet-aircraft speeds,
seemingly coming to ahdt. In an instant the gresat plastic flowers of airbags bloomed before each seet,
their multiple release coming with the sound of asingle explosion.

A second after they had bloomed, the bags were soft and deflating once again, sagging into plastic
detumescence. "Phyllis" said thetridi Ieftenant's voice, loud and clear in the first breathless moment of
alarm among the passengers, who were only now reacting to being dammed in the face by plagtic bags,
"l am not an animd, to hurl mysdlf upon you.”

Phylliss reply was drowned out by agenera commotion among the passengers. In Art's car about half
the seats were occupied, and the people were now exchanging exclamations, questions, and comments.
AsArt rubbed his nose where the bag had stung him awoman sested across the aide looked over and
asked him, dmost pleadingly: "It must be just something wrong with the machinery, don't you think?"

Bracing hisarms on the seat before him, againgt the continuing heavy decdleration, hetried to give her a
reassuring nod. "Yes, it must be." But he recaled the missing earplug; the Transon tubes were not
immune to vandals, not any more at least, and therefore probably not immune to apes, or to terrorists of
one persuasion or another. Glancing at hiswristwatch, he determined that at the moment the train must be
somewhere under the Great Plains, only afew hundred kilometers from his destination. Now the
deceleration eased markedly. A ook at the blur of tunnel wall and flickersign outside the little window
indicated that the train was now moving not much faster than an automobile.

Asthetrain continued to dow toward afull stop, thetridi play wasinterrupted. A man's voice, strong and
reassuring and probably recorded, issued from the speakers on the momentarily empty stage. "L adies
and gentlemen, thereis no cause for darm." The voice paused as some decision-making process, human



or eectronic, salected the next phrase. "A technicd difficulty has arisen. To minimize your inconvenience
until your trip can be safely resumed, you will shortly be conducted to the surface by company guides.
When the train stops, please remain seated until the guides arrive at your car. Thereisno cause for
dam.”

Immediately agirl's tremulous voice added: "Rodney? |—I've dwayswanted a—alarge family." A
moment later Phyllissimage, as heavily garmented as ever, was back on stage, confronting the image of
Rodney, who was standing in such away that his uniform'sflat lack of any bulging codpiece could not
very well beignored.

The airbags by now were nothing but wrinkled draperies on the seats. The passengers, who had quieted
to get whatever news they could from the recorded announcement, were now babbling again and some
of them were standing up. The woman across the aide was once more addressing hersalf to Art but he
could not hear her in the general noise. Now she got up and approached Art, to stand hovering over him.
He unthinkingly took this as a sexud invitation and began to caress her hips, bare except for a G-string,
but she gave only a perfunctory wiggle of response and he redlized that her intent wasto peer out of the
little window beside his sest.

"Isthat water inthetunnel?' she asked in aloud, clear voice, looking out. Other passengers heard her
words and echoed them, and alarm began to mount.

Art took aturn at the window, trying to squint down at adifficult angle dong acurve of dim concrete.
The tunnel was circular in cross-section, as wasthe train, which filled it nearly from side to sde and top
to bottom. It was hard to see anything but Art thought there was at |east some wetness on the concrete
wadl.

"Yes, it wasa Thug who strangled him," groaned a grayhaired senior officer in full dress uniform upon the
stage, "but | am the oneredly responsible for my son's death.”

And that wasthe lagt of the play. The phantoms vanished from the stage again, as behind it, with ahiss
and aclack, an emergency door opened in the front of the car. In amoment aman in ablue tranducent
uniform had come through the door and climbed upon the stage. Looking at first no morered than
Rodney or Phyllis, he wore ahard helmet of blue plastic, with aclear faceplate, and carried some kind of
pistol holstered at hisbelt. His stern expression eased into a professona smile as soon asaquick glance
through the car assured him that al was peaceful. He stepped down briskly in front of the stage, making
room for two more men, smilarly dressed and armed, to mount it from behind.

The man who had entered first, and who wore stripes on his deeveslike those of amilitary sergeant,
leaned casudly on one of the front seats and addressed the passengersin aloud but friendly voice.
"There's nothing to worry about, folks. The company regrets the inconvenience. Well just havetowak a
few stepsthrough the tunndl, that's dl. Will you dl follow me, please, through the front of the train?”

Eager asthey wereto get out of confinement and on their way again, the sergeant had no trouble keeping
them moving past him and onto the stage and over it, while histwo aides went on to the rear of the car,
presumably to Sart evacuating people from the next car in that direction.

"Nossir, theré's no flood," the sergeant reassured a man who had mounted the stage ahead of Art. "It's
no more than a puddle. Just some kind of equipment breakdown. Keep moving. Thisway out, plesse.”

A few people were burdened with enough luggage to make getting over the stage a struggle for them, and
Art fdt like offering ahand, but he would have had to back up or push ahead in lineto do so, and he
judged it better to keep the evacuation moving smoothly. So far al was going well enough, considering.



He and hisfelow passengers had to pass through two cars ahead of the onethey had riddenin,
surmounting another tridi stage in each, before an open door in the very front of thetrain let them

descend ashort, steep, folding emergency stair into the darkness of the tunnel. Maybe the sergeant had
spoken too soon about there being no flood, or maybe he had smply been lying to prevent apanic. From
somewhere ahead, beyond the point where thefile of passengers preceding Art vanished in the gloom,
there came asound of heavy splashing, as of wading, shuffling feet. And now he could distinguish another
watery noise, as of aminor waterfall. The tunnel seemed to dope downward gradudly ahead of thetrain,
S0 it was naturd that the water, wherever it was coming from, would be deeper there.

A pebblestoss ahead of Art one of the guides—they were redlly Transom's uniformed private police, of
course—was shining a pocket flash about, and someone € se was doing the same thing much farther on.
The only other illumination was that which shone fegbly from indgdethetrain, and from adim red glowing
line embedded in the tunndl wall and stretching crooked and broken into an indeterminate distance. Art
redlized that thiswas an eongated flickersign symbal; if he had been compelled to guess, hewould have
said it was aquestion mark.

Following the vague form of the passenger ahead, he felt the water rise to dosh about hisankles. Now in
the glow of theflickersign he spotted the water legk, or at least oneleak. From asmall crack in the
concrete near the tunnd's curving top, akitchen-faucet-szed stream came burbling down the concavity
of wall. But at least swimming was not going to be necessary, for now just ahead another sergeant with
another pocket flash waslighting thefile of evacueesinto adoorway set into the curved concrete of the
tunnel wall. When Art neared the door he saw just beyond it the steep steps of a service stair ascending
inatight helix.

He climbed in the wet footprints of those ahead. At alanding that Art hoped was near the top, but later
proved to have been approximately hafway up, another policeman was stationed to urge them on. It was
agood thing there was nobody in awhedchair. " Step right up, folks. When you're dl assembled on the
surface well see you safely acrosstheriver, then get you on another train. Sorry for theinconvenience.
Thisway ..."

A black woman past middle age, gasping from the climb, wearing gigantic fal se breasts and an obvious
merkin of false pubic hair beneath her trangparent gown, stepped out of lineto argue. "River? What river
isthis? Why were we halted here, for sex's sake?"

"It'sthe Missssippi, lady," said the officer, politely gesturing her upward, then when she till delayed,
taking her arm with easy firmness and propelling her dong. Y oure dmost in Chicago. Don't be darmed,
well get you through in good shape.”

Maybe three hundred kilometersto go, Art estimated. As he climbed on, he could still hear the guide's
voice from behind: "Have to keep moving, folks. No telling how high the water'll come up these sairsif
the tunnel should collgpse down there. Step dong, please. If you should see alittlelight rioting on the
surface, don't let it throw you. Just assemble where you're told, and well see you through.”

Of course there was adequate lighting on the stair, but till it was good to findly distinguish daylight
coming from above. At itstop the stair delivered its stream of refugeesinto a graceful low concrete
sructure that was open on three Sdesto the late summer afternoon. The structure looked asif it might
serve asapicnic shelter on more peaceful days. It stood surrounded by a half-wooded, park-like area.
The near bank of the wide, placid river was little more than astone's throw away, at the bottom of a
broad gentle grassy dope. The sun was|owering over the woods behind Art's back as he faced across
theriver toward asolid array of wooded bluffsthat rose above the distant shore.

In and around the shelter lay many pieces of freshly splintered wood that might very recently have formed



picnic tables and benches, and nearby atrash container lay on its Side, meager contents scattered. But
there were no riotersin sight. Someforty or fifty passengers with their luggage, apparently al who had
preceded Art up from the tunndl onto the grass, were standing in loose formation close by the shelter, like
some motley levee of inducted troops about to begin their training. A single uniformed policeman stood
casudly before them, giving them something to look &, at least. Three more police, one wearing
incongpicuoudy on his collar what Art supposed was an officer'sinsgnia, were standing insde the shelter.
One of these carried aradio buzzing with distant messages. With the three police was a shivering
middle-aged man wearing atrand ucent coverall and thick, tough-looking clear boots with mud dried on
them. For amoment Art thought that this man too was armed, but then he saw that the holstered object

a hiswaist was an eectronic caculator.

Following the gaze of these men, Art saw that the park was becoming not so peaceful after dl. Down
near the water people were emerging at arun from the concealment of some trees. The people were
mostly men, running like clownsin twos and threes and haf-dozens, whooping and waving. There were
twenty or twenty-five of them dtogether, and they might have been playing agame, or just scamperingin
high good spirits. One was waving afestoon of what appeared to be cables or plastic tubing.

The man with the calculator at hisbelt wastaking rapidly to the police; with alittle sdeward glance he
included Art in his audience, and went right on. " So we had our boat closein toward the west bank here,
taking sediment samples, and just as| turned to say something to Carl, why pow, this rock went by my
head and missed me by about a centimeter. And then | heard this mob up on the bank start yelling. Sex,
onceyou hear ayell like that you know what it is, it means a bunch of people have al gone ape. Carl had
his helmet off, see, but he il had his diving suit on, and it must have looked amost opague and they
must have thought we were from the monastery. | gunned the boat to get out from the shore, and then we
must have hit something, alog or apiece of junk. When | came up for air that mob was heaving more
rocks, there were splashes all around me. | ducked under and swam and waded, and came downstream
about half akilometer and climbed out here when | saw the uniforms. Never saw what happened to Carl.
| hope he managed to grab his helmet and tank before he went under.”

The capering people near the riverbank had disappeared into the trees again.

"Lookslike they've got her burning, findly," one of the police said, squinting to the north, where the bank
of the river on which they were standing mounted higher in tree-clothed bluffs. Rooted somewhere
among the trees atop the bluffs, an ominoudy burgeoning growth of black smoke towered like the djinn
of riot above the countryside.

"Mugt have been an old building," another policeman remarked.

"Did someone say it wasamonagtery?' Art put in, shocked at the indication of bigotry without being
surprised by it.

"Yes" theriver engineer (or whatever the man with his calculator was) answered. "Oh, not Church of
Eros. One of the old Christian ones."

"That's hardly an excuse." Art watched the plume of smoke grow fatter. All thistime a continuing trickle
of passengers was continuing to emerge from the stairhead and straggle into place in their loose formation
on the green.

"Well, | livearound here," one of the police commented. “Not right for people to take the law into their
own hands, but what can you expect? The rumor has been going around that the monkeymonks up there
have been carrying on some kind of experiments with abortion specimens. Not just the kind where the
scientists gain knowledge from them, but creating some kind of monsters. Chadtity, | don't believedl |



hear, but how do you expect people to take it when they're so mysterious?!

No one said anything for alittle while. A poor attitude for even a private policeman to take, thought Art,
practicaly condoning rioting and vanddism. But it would be futile to argue.

Shortly the engineer remarked: "Here come a couple more refugees.” Hiking acrossthe inviting park,
from the direction opposite the smoke, came a couple who had evidently been picnicking, for he carried
ared plastic picnic cooler and she asmall outdoors pack and afolded trand ucent blanket.

Themanwastal, lean, thirtyish, and freshly sunburnt. The girl was afull-bodied brunette of eighteen or
twenty. Asthey drew near, Art saw that what he had at first taken for sunglasses on her face wereredlly
artificia eyes of what must be an advanced design. They might have been opaquely dark sunglasses
except that the thickness of their bulky frameswas molded in flush to the skin, al around her eyes. She
was negtly and modestly dressed in asportsbikini of the latest style, her tranducent braextended in twin
peaks by finger-long cones of pinkish nipple-colored plagtic.

Asthe couple approached the shdlter, the man spoke to the police in ahusky, somewhat hurried voice.
"Officers, were very glad to see you. | hope you can provide us with some kind of escort back across
theriver, or get uson thetrain to Chicago if possible. Our boat was destroyed, you see.” The girl said
nothing, looked around nervoudy, and stayed close to her companion. She looked at Art, but he had
trouble reading her expression; the artificia eyesfunctioned like amask. Faint cat's-eye gleams shonein
their dark lenses, and the plagtic frames were studded with artificia jewels. Or could those stones
possibly be genuine?

"Sure, you can come dong,” the officer with the collar inggniasaid. "Got your boat too, hey?' He
changed his position and stretched as the last rescued passenger, Sitting in awheel chair (so there had
been one, after all) was heaved into view at the stairhead by ateam of puffing police. "I guesswe'redl
here now. Let's start getting these people over the water.”

The two saved picnickers walked beside Art to join the other evacuees. Asthe whole group with its
escort of police began to move, the girl let out asudden, choked little cry, and Art saw her actualy begin
to tremble. Following the direction of her gaze, he beheld anew eruption of rioters boiling out of the
woods and cutting across the passengers path, evidently with the intention of intercepting them before
they could reach theriver. Art now aso saw in midstream alarge launch that had evidently just been
caled from across the river and was now heading in to the near bank where asmall dock waited at the
end of the passengers present line of march.

The march continued. The officer barked an order or two, and his blue-uniformed men, now about a
dozen strong, closed in beside the much more numerous troop of people they were convoying, their
screen forming most tightly at the point where the threat was greatest.

There were perhaps thirty people in the mob approaching. Half a dozen or so were women, and these
were screaming loudly, urging on the men. Most of the men wore the gaudily colored and oversized
codpieces favored these days among the youth of the Basic Income class. One who was so garbed, a
large, florid young man with close-set eyes, went right up to the police line and peered over uniformed
shoulders at the shrinking sheep behind asif about to choose one for daughter.

"Any triplet priestsin there?' the florid one demanded. "Any sublimatin’ vivesectionists? We got one
aready, but there's some more experiments wed like to try." He seemed on the point of trying to push
hisway through the protective line, and one of the bigger police shoved him roughly back. When he
demonstrated anger at thistreatment he found himself looking a a drawn handgun.

"Weé'rejust passing through, bigmouth,” the policeman told him. "Now you just pull your jaw out of our



way and let us pass.”

There were no firearms visible among the rioters, and indeed Art could not see that they carried wegpons
of any kind. The sight of the gun knocked them back dmost like a physical force. Moving like the cells of
some multiple organism, keeping together asif under the control of asingle mind, they fdll into retrest.

One we got already. The words echoed in Art's mind. But maybe they were only brag and bluff.

The passengers with their convoy of police moved on unmolested toward the dock, which was now only
about ahundred meters off. The immediate threat was apparently over but the girl with artificid eyes,
walking beside Art, continued to breathe asif on the verge of hysteria. Her escort held her by thearm
and kept speaking to her inalow voice, but his effortsto cam her had little effect.

The police, evidently to keep a prudent distance from a patch of dense woods into which the rioters had
retreated, had bent the convoy'sline of march amost parald to the river. Now in those infested woods
another outbreak of shouting rose up, blended with the noises of running feet trampling the undergrowth.
The girl moaned and moved away from the noise, leaning againgt Art like afrightened child. He put an
arm around her full body and squeezed it in apolite caress. "My namé's Art, by the way. What's yours?'

Hewould scarcely have been surprised to receive no answer, but one came. "Rosamond. Rosamond
Jamison. Oh!"

Now from the woods came a man's voice shouting, but words indistinguishable but pain, fear, and
despair dl blended in. The man who was walking on the other side of Rosamond Jamison frozein his
tracks, so quickly that those walking behind him had trouble avoiding acollison. "That was Steve," he
sad to himsdf in alow voice that Art nonetheless overheard digtinctly. In another moment Rosamond's
escort had caught up with the police lieutenant and was grabbing at his shoulder. "Did you hear that? A
man'sin trouble over there. Aren't you going to do something?

The voice shouted again, thistimein terrible wordless agony.

The lieutenant, who had started to say one thing, began again with something else. "'I've got my own job
to do, getting these people safely on their way. That could be some kind of trick, just to get usinto the
woods."

"No it isnt. Didn't you hear that scream just now? Y ou think that could have been atrick?"
The lieutenant, inflexible, shook hishead. "I've got my orders, my job. That'sit.”

"You can't just goon."

Thelieutenant turned away.

Thetall, sunburnt man, anxiety unabated, hurried back to Rosamond. "Here." To her he gavethe
welighty-looking picnic cooler. Shetook it automaticaly and carried it with some difficulty as she
continued moving forward with the refugee column. The man said to Art: "Try and look out for her, will
you? Seethat she gets on atrain to Chicago?”'

'Of coursg, I'll try to help. But what are you-?"

Muittering some last, unintelligible phrase over his shoulder, the man was gone. Moving with unexpected
strength and speed, he had pushed his way through the police escort on theinland side and was running
toward the woods before anyone but Art became aware of hisintention.



"Halt!" the lieutenant balowed, when he did catch on. "Come back herel Don't be asublimatin’ fool!"

The fleeing man did not pause or turn. In another moment he was out of sight in the woods. Rosamond,
struggling forward with her picnic cooler, looked after her companion only briefly and then faced forward
again, concentrating her efforts on keeping up with the convoy's rapid pace. She was having ahard time
doing so now. In the rear of the column shifts of volunteerswere practicaly carrying the whedlchair and
itsterrified occupant.

Art put ahand on the cooler's carrying grip. "Let me help.”

"Oh, thank you." But she seemed reluctant to let him take the weight. When he did so, however, they
made better time.

The boat, which was moored at the dock by , the time they got there, proved to be some sort of
sght-seeing craft,, evidently commandeered for this occasion. With dl the refugees aboard, it was quite
crowded, and some had to sit or squat on the deck between rows of seats. Mot of the police remained
behind on shore, and as the boat pulled away from the dock Art saw them beginning to march in loose
formation back up the dope toward the emergency exit from the tube. Other trainswould be arriving
behind his, Art redlized.

* % %

Along the eastern, Illinois shore the woods looked wilder and less park-like than those of lowajust Ieft
behind. When the boat scraped bottom on the eastern side, the police pilot made an announcement,
graining to be cheerful. "Folks, will you al wait right here in this area, please? We have to take the boat
back acrossthe river and pick up some people from another eastbound train. Then welll get you dl on
your way to Chicago very shortly. Get off the boat promptly please, step right into the water there. It's
not deep.” There was no dock here on the eastern shore and one policeman was in the water himself,
handing passengers off into the knee-degp Mississppi. Plenty of volunteersralied around the wheelchair
again, with grins and jokes. People were sometimes marvel ous.

A few steps had to be taken on the oozy river bottom to reach the muddy shore. Once on solid ground
most of the passengers gravitated inland, asif hoping, in spite of what the guides had said, that there
might be another tube termina right at hand. Thirty or forty metersinland anarrow unpaved road roughly
paraleled theriver, but traffic seemed nonexistent. Beyond the road and behind awire fence, the
tree-covered bluffs rose up unpromisingly. The passengers who had probed the farthest soon came back
with unhopeful reports. There was apparently no place to go and nothing to do but wait asthey had been
told. No one knew where the point of access to the east-bound tunnel might be.

Art and Rosamond, having the cooler to carry and both of them lacking any desire for an aimless hike,
remained somewhat behind most of the other passengers asthe latter drifted up to hang around the road.
The two of them sat down upon agrassy bank where the sun, now lowering close over lowa, sill shone
brightly. Rosamond was quiet, and seemed less fearful now, though she was still looking intently back
over theriver.

"Hell probably come over in the next boatload,” Art offered, trying to be comforting. "He's probably dl
right and they'll be ableto pick him up and bring him dong.”

Sheturned to him and reached across the cooler to tickle the palm of hishand, and smiled at him benesth
her enigmatic eyes. "l think | would enjoy some sex right about now."

"Of course"



They spent an enjoyable ten minutes at it, with Art's paper shirt spread over the rough grass benegth their
bodies. Afterward as they lay together together relaxing Rosamond began to shiver; the sun was so low
that it had lost its heat, and acool breeze had come up. In alittle while she sat up and pulled her
discarded bikni on again but of courseit wastoo small to provide any real warmth. Art picked up the
paper shirt, now notably wrinkled and soiled, and held it out. "Afraid thisisthe best | can offer you.
There doesn't seem to be a clothing vendor anywhere around.”

"You'l be cold, won't you?'

"I'malittlefat." He stood up and adjusted his codpiece and transparent trousers. "'l guess that helpsto
keep onewarm.”

Rosamond pulled on the shirt, and then sat down in the grass again with her legs crossed, feet and dll
tucked completely in under the garment so that it fell around her like asmall tent. The shadow of abush
fell over her now and in the dulled light the shirt was practically opague, and she was concedled and
shapel ess from the neck down. Now it was Art'sturn to shiver dightly, and his shiver was not caused
entirely by the cold. Unwholesome thoughts had come unbidden to hismind. He controlled himsdlf,
however and, like a gentleman, looked away.

Just as he thought he had the temptation to repression redlly squelched it popped up again with anew
ploy. The poor girl was gtill shivering, wasn't she? He should do what he could to help, right?"Want my
trousers?' he asked. It wasincidenta, hetold himself, it was not important in this emergency, that
removing the trousers would mean taking off the codpiece too and thiswould mean stripping his
de-tumescent body of his proper sexual emphass.

She gppeared not to find anything wrong or suggestive of sublimation in hisoffer, but declined it dl the
same. "No, thisisfine, thank you. Y ou've been awonderful help. | hope | can repay you some day."

He dew amosquito on his bare shoulder. The river before them was beginning to reproduce a sunset.
Around them on the riverbank a number of the other stranded passengers had aso paired off and were
embracing or resting between embraces. The presence of these others made red impropriety unthinkable
and helped Art put temptations from hismind.

There were more boats in the river now, police or other officid crafts of somekind, and their searchlights
were beginning to play over the far bank. Groups of people were still moving around over there. They
had improvised bannersto carry, and rhythmic chantsto sing. From where Art sat on the eastern bank
the words of neither song nor sign could be distinguished, but the powerful tones of the chanting carried
acrossthe water.

AS THE train began to dow for the Chicago termina, Rosamond leaned across the seet arm and
snuggled once more againgt Art's shoulder, while one of her hands, like some small anima seeking
shdlter, strayed inside histattered shirt. "Art, are you sure you can't take the time to meet Daddy tonight?
| know he's going to want to thank you for helping me."

"I wish | could, but I'm really anxiousto catch up with my family." Of course he hadn't told her why he
wastrying to catch up with them. He glanced a hiswatch; it was nearly midnight. " Some other time.”

"You be sureand call uswhileyou'rein Chicago. | meanit." She dug out a pencil and a piece of paper
from the pouch attached to the seatback in front of her, and scribbled a number, using the top of the
picnic cooler as adesk. When he touched the plastic top, in reaching to pick up the paper, it felt at least



ascold asice. Like her eyeframes, the cooler was perhaps more expensive than it had seemed at first
sght; whatever picnic remnants were inside were probably frozen solid.

As he emerged from the tube car into avast cheerful cave of ceramic tile and warm light, Art looked
around to wave goodbye to Rose, and caught only aglimpse of her in the crowd, being met and
welcomed by acouple of men. Strange girl. But heforgot about her quickly in heading for ahuge
electronic digplay describing the city's public transportation system.

It was late enough for the traffic to be light, and the taxi he had chosen as the probable fastest means of
transport made good speed through the well-illuminated streets. Still Art shifted restlesdy in his seet, and
pulled at hisbeard impatiently. He had the feding that minutes counted, that even new Ritamight be
taking someirretraceable step toward an illegd parturition. The fedling was no doubt irrationa; any
actual-birth would have to be months away, of course. But there was some kind of federa law against
even conspiring to commit anillega parturition. Midwifery, asthe news mediausudly cdled it. Art didn't
know exactly how far one could go without running afoul of the law. He didn't know exactly whet the law
said. It was one of those things he hadn't wanted to learn about, probably because al aong he had been
subconscioudy afraid that someday it would menace him and Rita

How could she do such athing, get them into thiskind of trouble? In her note she had said that she ill
loved him. She had used the word twice. But now he was being rhetorica with himsdlf; he knew hiswife,
and she was perfectly capable of doing thisthing, loving him or not.

Whilewaiting for atraffic Sgnal to change the cab driver turned in his seet and glanced back at Art
through the bullet-proof partition. Through the intercom speaker the driver's voice asked: " Someone
mesting you?"'

"Yes" Art stretched the truth. " At the block entrance. It'sablock of townhouses."

The cabbie faced forward again without answering. Art had just killed his hopes of collecting an easy
bodyguard fee, in what the cabbie must know was a good neighborhood.

They were moving again. Now the building wallsthat had lined both sides of the Street fell back. The cab
was entering asection of the city that had alook of newness, of having recently been rebuilt. Under new
dreetlampsthat closely smulated daylight, tall emswarmed their fine June leaves. On each sde of the
wide, gently curving boulevard were new-looking stone walls, smooth enough to be unscal eable but il
with enough irregularitiesin their texture and color and shape to give them dmost thelook of natural
formations. The walls were windowless, two or three stories high, and Art knew that they enclosed
townhouse blocks, about the size of the old city blocks they had replaced. The pedestrian entrances,
never more than one on aside, were narrow-mouthed and well-lighted; inside each entrance, Art
supposed, there would be a security guard in a protected booth. Vehicle ramps curved down from the
Street to enter a subterranean level of each block.

The cab stopped in front of one such entrance, and Art put money into the dot in the partition, got back
his change, and disembarked. He walked right into the bright rocky tunnél of the entry, through block
wallsthat looked asthick asthose of some ancient castle—or cave, perhaps, where the first men had
sheltered from the terrors of the night they could not understand.

He came quickly to a place where the bright-lit narrow passage was blocked by agate of stedl grillwork,
heavily functiona despite its ornamentation of nymphs and cupids. In abooth built into thewall beside the
gate sat agray-uniformed man who looked out at Art through asmall window of bulletproof glass.
Through the window Art could see that this guard had before him rows of buttons, and closed-circuit TV
monitors, and apistol within easy reach. The guard was eyeing Art with aert suspicion, no doubt



sharpened by the lateness of the hour.

"l want to vigt George Parr,” Art said. "Tell him Art Rodney isout here." He checked thetime on his
watch and began to wait.

L ess than three minutes passed before George cameinto view beyond theiron gate, which did open at
hisarrival. He was smiling and holding out his big-knuckled hand. Aside from the calus pads over the
base knuckles of forefinger and middle finger, there was nothing peculiar in thefed of George's hand,
lethal weapon though it was supposed to be. And George was rather short. Sturdy, but not bulging or
rippling with muscle ingde his trangparent shirt. His pae hair, most the color of Rita's, was crew-cut to
the same length as his neat goatee.

"How'sit going, Art?' George didn't look upset about anything, but then Art could not recall that he ever
hed.

"Well, I'm upset, naturally. | want to talk to Ritaright away."
" She's been here, but now she's gone again.”
"What?'

"That'sright. Comein." With gentle pressure on an arm George steered him through the gate. Speaking
to the microphone bel ow the guard's window, George added: "My brother-in-law. HeE's going to be
staying with usfor aday or s0."

Art let himsdf be steered inside, though he wasn't at al sure about the duration of his tay. "Whereis she
now?" he asked impatiently. "Couldn't you have talked to her?"

George amply continued to smilein hislikable way. "Come on in and have alook at our new home. We
can tak the whole Stuation over. It's not something that can be settled in acouple of words. Ann'sfixing
up abed for you."

"All right." Art Sghed, abandoning whatever hope he had |eft of somehow catching up with Ritatonight.
Let Annfix the bed. He waswilling to bet shewould never offer to shareit with him, which wasfine with
Art. Hewould make polite gestures of lust at her, whether or not she had the good mannersto
reciprocate, but in truth she aroused him not &t al.

Another few meters of tunnel and they had reached the interior of the block. It looked just about as Art
had expected, but still he wasimpressed. Most of the interior was a single open space, wide and
pleasant, green now with summer grass and trees and shrubs. This central park was mostly in darkness
now, but was surrounded by the lighted windows and patios of the block'sthirty or so townhouses,
which were dl backed against the block's encircling outer wall and were probably integra withit.

Shaded lights on knee-high poles gently illuminated curved paths of flagstone paving that branched off
into the balmy night in severa directions. Crickets sang of summer and tranquility. In spite of hisworries
Art found himsdlf pausing, soothed by the peaceful scene. He said: "It looks like you have thingsnicein
here"

George pounced gratefully on thisretregt to bandlity. "l tell you, it makes mefed alot easier about the
kids. Theré's even talk about getting our own elementary school started right herein the block.” He
gestured the direction for Art to take and they walked on. Somewhere nearby, people playing string
insruments were rehearsing amel ody, starting arid stopping and trying again. Somewhere dseawild
party was in progress, but its uproar came heavily muted from some deep interior place, and to the



musiciansingdethair own houseit must be entirely inaudible,
"Yes, very nice," said Art, following where George led.

"We have our own emergency power generator, too," said George. "In case vandas knock out the city
power or there's abreakdown. That's happened a couple of timesin the last year."

"Good idea" Art's sandals scraped on the dight unevenness of the flagstones as they walked a pleasant
curve between the houses vine and bush-screened patios and the openness of the central park. Each
house was surprisingly private behind itstrellises or open-work wall or vines. Art wondered if Ritamight
be sheltering at this moment in one of these discreet dwellings, hidden by friendly conspiratoria neighbors
until Ann could throw the persecuting husband off the track with some halfway plausible sory. "Yes, this
isabeautiful place”

"Cogtsan am and aleg and atesticle too," said George, hisvoice now turning grim. "I don't think there's
aman in the block who doesn't have ajob—I mean a good job—or hisown business. Infact I'm
repressin’ surethereisnt.” Taking man-to-man, George would sometimes use strong language. In front
of ladies, Art had noticed, he never did.

"How arethings at the dojo?" Art asked. Then he turned his head at the unexpected sound of a splash,
followed by atrill of feminine laughter. Way out in the middle of the common park the lights of a
swvimming pool glowed in the soft, safe darkness, and he saw the wet tan gleam of abikinied body. What
were possibly the lights of another pool were dmost completely blocked off by intervening shrubbery.

"Oh, good enough, | guess," said George. "Here's our happy home." He walked behind avine-covered
trdlisto apatio. Ann, asif she might have heard them coming, was peering out with ahospitable smile
from her doorway of white stone and Spanish-looking ironwork. Stalking across the Parrs hedged-in
patio on thin metd legs, akneehigh eectric bugkiller lured flying creaturesto itself with anervoudy
flickering eye of ydlow light and awhisper of attractive noises. It broke its whispering with zapping
hiccoughs as some of itdarger victims were ingested.

AsArt had expected, Ann'sdresswasradical. Her skirt fell aimost to her knees, and her blouse dmost
completely covered her breasts and |eft only anarrow strip of midriff bare. Both garments were
loose-fitting and practically opaque. Also as he had expected, Ann's chin was lifted high in challenge
despite her smile; she would be glad to have him stay in her house for aday or so and argue; maybe she
would be able to convert him. Her face was reasonably pretty, and her hair a curly brown. She was small
and strong, like George, and her strength was even more subtle than his.

"Ritathought you might come after her, Art," she greeted him. "Y ou didn't bring abag? That'sal right,
there's a clothing vendor right here in the block. Of course you're staying with us, we have a spare room.
My brother was here for acouple of days, but he moved out when Rita showed up." Ann shrugged away
her sbling's behavior.

"Fred's here in Chicago too?'

"Y es. The day he finished high school he just had to apply for Basic Income, like afool. Couldn't see
going to college, or even trying to go. He wants George to give him ajob, or so he says. Come and see
your children, they're adeep.”

Insde the townhouse the furnishings were rather sparse and disorderly, indicating that the Parrs were not
yet done with the job. Evidently they had barely time to unpack in their new house before a series of their
crazy relatives began to arrive from California. Following Ann to some ascending stairs, Art noted an

eectric fireplace in the living room, where the floor looked like red hardwood. He could well believe that



only the prosperous lived in this block.

After gesturing for silence in a second-floor hallway, Ann did open adoor. Art went in to find Timmy and
Paulacurled up in their usud positionsin the strange bed, child bodies clothed in opaque pgamaslike
unopened flower buds dl sheathed in leaves. Acrossthe room in another bed were two smal mounds
that would be George Jr. and his younger brother Enoch. On the wall Art noticed aversion of what he
recognized as atraditiond Christian Statuette, depicting the putative founder of the sect fastened to a
wooden cross. The figure was quite large for the little room, and crudely but strongly carved in some pae
wood. Hewondered if Fred might have doneit.

"Don't wake them,” Ann whispered, as Art bent over his own two children. "They're worn out from
traveding.”

Art, who had not intended to touch them and risk an awakening, now gave each akiss. They were not as
deeply adeep as he had thought, for Paula reached up to tangle baby fingersin hisbeard. Then, asif
reassured, she dept again. Tim, dmost three years older, murmured: "Daddy.”

"Go to deep,” Daddy whispered. And Tim did so, for once.

Art walked downgtairs again with Ann. "So," he commented, " Rita's gone into hiding somewhere. How
long does she expect the children to stay here?"

"Art, you know we don't mind having them in the least. Husband George, where are you?"
"That wasn't what | asked."

"Black Russan?' asked George from bel ow, appearing in the doorway of what was evidently the
recreation room, holding a couple of plastic bottlesin his hands.

"Thanks, | will," Art answered. Inside the rec room was a bar, and a second fireplace, with atap marked
INSTRUCTIONS till hanging from one andiron. Art sank down with a sigh upon aleather-like couch,
and recelved from George aglass with ice cubesfloating in adark and powerful fluid.

Ann had vanished, apparently to the kitchen, for there drifted in sounds suggesting the preparation of
food. From out there somewhere she cdled: "How do you like our medieva fortress? I'm very happy
withit. The kids have a safe place now."

"It'svery nice," Art caled back, downing hisfirst swallow of Black Russian. "I think | saw two swimming
pools, didn't 17?*

Inachair opposite the sofa George sat, or squatted, pulling up his sanddled feet and folding hislegsin an
effortless contortion. "The pool in the bushesis more Ann's than anybody else's. She's dways wanted a
nude pool available, and when the blockhouse corporation was being formed she kept standing up in
meetings and demanding.”

"Well, why shouldn't 17" Ann, smiling, wasin the doorway, aready pushing aserving cart laden with
sandwiches and cups of soup. Had she been expecting Art? ™Y ou know me, Art."

He thought he did. While moving clutter from asmall table to make room for somefood, Art got agood
look at the covers of some of And'sradica magazines. The cover photos featured startlingly shrouded
bodies, and bold print promised that the articlesinsde were of shocking frankness, detailing what every
adult ought to know about the history of celibacy and the ancient, once-honorabl e techniques of
self-control. Art took these to be the kind of magazines that promised more in the way of obscenity than
they usudly delivered. He would have expected a more sophisticated obscenity than thison Ann's coffee



table. He thought that she was watching for his reaction to the magazines, and he tried to show none at
al. Maybe they were just |eft there as argument pieces.

Art didn't much like theideaof his children staying here, but where e se was he going to put them while
he searched for Rita? And they were too young, he supposed, to be much affected by Ann's morals—or
lack thereof. Heliked to think of himsdlf asfairly liberd, but thiswoman just had adirty mind. It was as
sample asthat. He could imagine being marooned in along orbit with her, and her wearing long opague
coverdls continuoudy, and refusing sex through al the months and years.

He had thought he was conjuring up that image as a private expression of his scorn, but somewherein its
ugly heart akernd of atraction lay, which made Art angry when heredized it. Repulsve woman! He
could fed sorry for George, who was a gentleman, except that George must have known what kind of
woman he was marrying and George gtill seemed very well satisfied. Georgein hisown quiet way was
evidently pretty far out himsdif.

"Y ou know, old girl," said George, the squatting guru, "your ways are actualy more old-fashioned than
your opponents are. Y ou go back to the twentieth century. Or wasit the nineteenth when everybody
pretended to be chaste?'

Ann took aseat on the sofa next to Art and gave him alook intended to show comic exasperation with
her husband. "I'm hungry, let's eat,” she said. "Oh, George, you know it's not what's new or what's
old-fashioned. | know things go in cycles. It's not whether people wear suits when they swim or don't
wear them, it's why they wear them or go without."

"Ann." Art set down his glass, which had somehow become empty. "Ann, whereis Rita? Where did you
send her?”

"Art, listen to me. I'm not going to tell you where sheis, because | don't know."
"Don't know? Come on. When is she coming back to get the children? As soon as | |eave?”

Ann, with maddening assurance, ignored the question. "Art, | suppose you redize that she's expecting the
people a Family Planning to make trouble for her.”

"Of course | know she'sin Family Planning trouble. Why do you imagine I'm here?" If he hadn't had the
drink he would be shouting at Ann by now. "Sheleft me anote, | know she's pregnant. | even had acdll
from the FP before | |eft Cdifornia™ He repeated aswell as he could the few words of Ms. Lazenby's

message.

Ann listened in sympathy and indignation, asif the FP agents had broken down Art's door. "Wdll, if and
when our third one comes dong—I take my pillsand pray it never does, but if and when—I'm going to
do just what Rita's doing. No court or no doctor is going to murder one of mine, | don't care what the
lavssay."

"You havethat right," affirmed Georgein alow voice.

She flashed her eyes over a her husband, glad of support though not needing it, and plunged on. "And no
one's going to make me cdl it unwanted, either, not oncel know thet it'sdive!”

Drink or not, Art's nerves were worn and his voice got louder. "Most people would say that you yoursdlf
have rather amurderous attitude toward the wanted people of the world. The oneswho are diveright
now, including the babies. Y ou're talking about adding to the crowding. Remember Calcutta. Remember
Rio. Where will this year's cannibaism be?'



George had begun on a cup of soup with apparent good appetite. Now he reached in between the
disputants for some crackers. "Peace, brethren, peace, sstern,” he said, smiling genuinely. "Art, how was
your trip?"'

"Oh, exciting." Art sat back and took an interest in his own soup. Arguing generd principleswith Ann
was certain to wear him out and get him nowhere. Let the atmosphere coal , off for aminute and then he
would return to the subject of hiswife. He began to tell the Parrs of his adventures.

The attack on the Christian monastery was naturally ashock to Ann, and helet her seethe real sympathy
he felt for any victims of persecution. "I suppose we passengers should have stopped and demanded that
the police do something for that man who was screaming in the woods—but they were only Transcon's
private police, and | suppose they had their orders, asthey said.”

Ann looked a him wanly, mystified. "But why was the monastery being attacked?'

"One of the people there said something about the monks' performing experiments on some aborted
fetuses. Some absurd, muddied story about creating monsters. Of course alot of scientissswork with
fetuses." Ann for some reason seemed shocked, perhaps even frightened; she was sitting quite till and
ligening intently. Art went on: "It does strike me as rather inconsistent for these monks, who are
presumably as opposed to abortion asyou are, to use fetusesthat are fill biologically activein their
experiments, whatever research they'reredly doing. Of course that's no excuse for violence, for mob
action.”

Ann and George exchanged alook. Then she brought her attention back to Art. "Who wasthis girl you
sad you hdped?’

"Oh, her name was Rose something or other, lived in Chicago. Shewasredly frightened, for which |
don't blame her."

Annwas upset. "There doesn't seem to be any safety for anyone any more. I'm glad we've got this place.
Art, you and Ritashould think about getting into atownhouse likethis. | don't think Cdliforniaisany safer
toliveinthanlllinois™

"I'm sure we have alot of problems out there, too. I'll talk over our housing situation with Rita after I've
found her again. Now tel mewheresheis.”

His voice was not threatening but it was grim and determined enough to shake Ann back into her anger
mode again. Her eyes brightened and her chin lifted. But before she could spesk George put out a
peremptory hand and got to hisfeet with aneat quick untangling of hislegs. "Ann," wasdl he sad, but to
Art'ssurprise, she closed her mouth.

George set down the empty soup cup that he had been turning round and round in hisfingersfor some
time. "Ant, I'm satisfied that Ritasin good hands.”

"Then you know where sheis. If you know, you're going to tell me."
"Let mefinish. Let'ssay that | know my sigter. | believe she knowswhat she'sdoing. Isn't that enough?”

"Not for me." Art wasinflexible. ™Y ou knew she wastrying to do something wrong, and dangerous, and
maybe you could have stopped her but you didn't try."

There was a pause that seemed long. Ann, evidently till considering hersdf commanded to silence, was
biting her tongue. Her husband till held the floor, dominating the room without effort, unconscioudy
rubbing his enlarged knuckles. "I know it's dangerous,”" George said unhappily. "She could go to jail for



what she's doing. But she wantsto do it. She made afree decison.”
"What about me?' Art demanded. "Don't | have any say about how many children | have?'
Ann's headshake sngpped adecisve No. "Not if it meanskilling.”

"Killing? How can you cal an abortion—?" But it was no use. Evenif it had been desirable to argue with
Ann, he could have found no words. Ann'sredlity was so far from the commonly accepted view that
there seemed to be no place to start. At least Art could not find the place, not after midnight, not after a
day of wife-chasing and strain and rioting and Black Russians. Somewhere dong the line George had
refilled hisglass and by now it was half empty again. "l wish we could forget about our differences” Art
went on, lowering hisvoice. "Ritaswefareisthe only thing I'm worried about right now. All eseis
secondary.”

"Weknow that," said Ann with impulsive honest sympethy.

"Eventudly I'll find her," Artingsted. "Y ou know I'm going to bring her home. Y ou think I'll just let her
drop out of my lifefor six or seven months? And what about the children, are they going to stay herefor
that length of time? Timmy should be starting kindergarten ... it'san insane scheme and | won't dlow it. In
any case Family Planning will put astop toiit if | don't. Don't you suppose they can quickly track her
down? lan't there alaw againgt conspiracy to commit parturition that they could prosecute her under

aready?’

"Not without more evidence than her dropping out of sight for afew days,” Ann said quickly. "Not
without alot more evidence than that.”

"For afew days?| don't understand. What does she hope to accomplish by doing that?*

Annfdl slent again. George waved a hand and seemed about to speak, but then only sat down again and
gared into his new fireplace.

"Will somebody tell me, please?"

"You see" Ann began dowly, "once nine months have passed since conception, no doctor isalowed to
put the baby to death for any reason, without the direct petition of the mother or other surviving next of
kin. The Supreme Court was very clear on that several decades ago, and the decision still stands. And
what does a congpiracy indictment matter to a mother who can save her baby'slife?"

Baby? Oh, of course, she was talking about the fetus. Art was no longer sure that anything being said
made sense. It was wdll after midnight, and they must dl betired. He was, certainly. Eros, but Ritatoo
must be tired this midnight, wherever she might be.

Annsad: "Art, your room isready. Whenever you want to go up.”

"In the morning, then," Art told her. "But never doubt that I'm going to find her and take her home."

Y

FRED LOHMANN woke up with someone's smooth arm thrown across his bare chest and someone's
delicate breath snoring gently in hisleft ear. Where was he? Oh yes, the Y PPC hotdl, in Chicago.

Y esterday he had checked out of the Parrs plush new house, more or less urged on by hissister Ann,
and anyway not anxiousto get himsdlf involved in whatever had brought Rita Rodney in weeping from
Cdifornia. Ritahad looked pregnant, far enough along to show alittle. Say, didn't the Rodneys have two



kids areedy?

Anyway, dl that was none of Fred's affair. He had big problems of his own, and important events were
scheduled for today. Firgt of dl, thismorning Fred as a newly independent and adult citizen was going to
collect hisfirst Basic Income check from Uncle Sam, the check covering the month that had passed since
his graduation from high school in Caifornia. And that first Bl check might well be hislast; he sublimatin'
well hoped it would be anyway, for this afternoon he was going to have area workout with George and
if thingswent well at the dojo he might be ajobholder by tomorrow. And that would prove alot of

people wrong.

Now, what about this deeping arm that weighed so gently on his breathing? In amoment he
remembered, her name was Marjorie. She too was a newcomer to Chicago, looking for ajob, and last
night the desk clerk at the Y had assigned her and Fred to deep together. The atmosphere at the Y oung
Persons Play Club was certainly different from what it was at the Parrs. Ann and George might get a
chuckle out of it when hetold them. Behind the front desk in the lobby was abig sign on thewall reading
PURE THOUGHTS ARE THE MARK OF A DIRTY MIND. And they weren't trying to be funny,
ather, they wereredlly that old-fashioned here. They had astrict house rule requiring at least two people
in every bed. Marjorie, though she hersdf was by dl indications a conservative, well-brought-up,
lascivious girl, had agreed with Fred last night that the sgn was funny, and they had shared alittle laugh
about it. She was agood sex partner, too, so things had worked out dl right. He might have been paired
with someone alot less congenid.

Fred disentangled himself from Marjorie's naked body and got out of bed without awakening her. The
bed folded down on both sides of the wall that separated histiny room from hers. Ingenious, Fred
thought. When the bed was raised it completed the wall and the rooms were separated, alowing either
party to have privacy for business or socia reasons. A hole was created through the wall, connecting the
rooms, whenever the bed was lowered for use. Last night Fred had discovered that the bed mechanism
madeit impossibleto raise or lower either sSide independently; if you wanted to lie down, you had better
be ready for sex, or at least a polite attempt at sex, with your appointed partner. George was going to
have agood laugh when Fred told him. Except George seemed to have alot on hismind just lately.

After aquick vist to the dcovethat held histoilet and shower, Fred came back to the center of hissmall
room, studied histall, muscular body in thewal mirror, and did afew light exercises, just loosening and
testing alittle, making sure the knee and elbow joints moved fredy and with plenty of snap. Hetensed his
corrugated belly muscles and snapped hisrocklikefist at his solar plexus, leaving asmall red mark. He
told himsdlf helooked older than eighteen; the beard was coming adong okay. But he hadn't redly
worked out in more than aweek, and though hetried not to admit it to himsalf he was scared by the
thought of this afternoon's pending test with George.

Would George take hisword for it that he really had abrown belt ranking, or might George cal
Cdiforniato check, and catch himin alie? Theideawasto do realy well in the workout, show George
some real good moves, and he wouldn't bother to check up. He would hand Fred a brown belt to wear
and put him to work instructing novices. Meanwhile he would work out dl he could, and in afew months
dtart to think about moving up to black ...

Marjorie stirred in her deep and seemed on the point of waking up, and Fred hastened to get his
codpiece and shorts from the chair and put them on. She seemed like anice girl, and so Fred was
treating her with respect; he wouldn't want to display to her hisunmannerly shriveled lack of arousal on
this nervous morning.

... dl the same, though, you never knew. Some guys who had been around said that the nice girlslike this
one could redlly be the coldest chillers once they let themsalves go. Looking down now a Marjori€'s



gtill-degping form, Fred could easly imagine it covered, blurred into sexlessness. Her figure was dmost
boyish in repose, without the padded brathat she had thrown off last night, and it was years since he had
felt any lust for boys. He could picture her eyes opening, their clear and penetrating gaze (so he imagined,
last night he had not noticed) pushing lust aside, piercing through his hard mae body, seeking to touch
him ...

Fred gave himsdf amentd kick and looked away. Not that he felt guilty. Twins, every norma guy had
thoughts about chastity and sublimation, and enjoyed them, too. It was just that today Fred didn't want to
get himsdf into adifficult emotiona state.

Stll it wasimpaossible not to notice how childlike Marjorie looked in her deep. In hisimagination he
found himsdlf putting along, snowy, opague gown around her ... he kicked himsdlf again, and went on
getting dressed.

She woke up, turning and stretching, before he was ready to leave. He looked around at her and
swalowed hard, for suddenly the clear-eyed gaze he had imagined was quite redl.

"Good morning—Margie. Y ou don't mind if | call you by your first name?' He had forgotten what her
last namewas.

"No, | don't mind. Uh ..."
"Fred, Fred Lohmann."

"Yes, certainly, Fred." Sherolled over onto her back and gave aroutinewiggle of her hips. "Burning with
lust thismorning, that'sme." But her tone made the invitation no more than a palite .form.

"Metoo." Histone was even more casua than hers. "Too bad, but | gotta get an early start on some
businesstoday."

Her eyes seemed to chill, sending something like a sensation of redl cold dong his back. She murmured
softly: "What isapoor girl going to do, when the man she'swith says he just won't screw?’ Theverse
from which theline came waslatrine doggerd, ancient and more than mildly dirty.

If Fred had ever heard encouragement, thiswasit. Even Basic Income and karate could wait. "Wdll,
then, how about it, girly?" he asked boldly. "How about you and mejust frosting things afew degrees?’

He had been too bold too soon. "Just don't rush it,” Marjorie said crosdy, with a curve of her spine
becoming al sex again. Who could tell anything about women? Sherolled out of the bed on her side, into
her own room, where she reached for atransparent robe.

"I'm sorry," Fred muttered, bending dightly to look at her through the bed-gap inthe wall. "Don't get
sore." Sublimation, was she going to complain to the management now? Would he be thrown out?

Somewhat mollified, she paused in the act of raising the bed between them. "Just don't rush things,
okay?' Her eyes had lost their coldness, but at least she was smiling.

"I'll be around tonight!" Fred called through to her. He helped her lift the bed-barrier into place, and gave
hissdeof it ajovid pat asit seded him off.

An hour later he had found hisway to the nearest branch of the Socid Security office and was standing in
line. Having no permanent address since leaving California, he had arranged to have hisfirst Basic
Income check held for himin the Socia Security data bank until he called at an office somewhereto pick
it up. For whatever reason, anumber of other people seemed to be making similar arrangements. The



line was eight or ten peoplelong, and not moving very fas.

The jobholdersin the office sat snugly fortified behind their desks and counters and computer consoles,
or elsewaked by, giving the impression that they were up to something important. Chadtity, it wasjust
that they had somekind of political pull, or they'd be the ones standing in line. They seemed to havelittle
regard for the people they were processing so dowly. Fred lit up asmdl cigar.

Now the window at the head of the line was being closed for some reason, and aman cameto divide the
lineand lead its fragments to different windows.

"No smoking in herel" he snapped at Fred. He was a paunchy, waddling man who reminded Fred of a
particularly unpleasant high school teacher he had suffered under only afew months ago. *No smoking, |
sad! Put it out a once or you'll haveto leave the office.”

"| got aright to my check," Fred muttered, but so weskly that it was doubtful if the officious man even
heard him. At the same time Fred was crushing out his cigar on the sole of his sandd, for he knew very
wdll that he was never going to win an argument with the paunchy jobholder. Not here. Now, if they ever
met somewheredse...

Fidgeting and waiting, thinking vague and sullen thoughts, Fred inched forward with theline. Atlast he
reached the window, gave his name and federa identity number, and held thetips of hisfingersona
scanner-plate. After afew seconds there came amachine-gun clacking from a printed device beside the
clerk who was processing Fred, and some officia |ooking papers emerged.

"Well, thisisyour first check, Fred. Do you have a permanent addressto give usyet?!
"No. I'm staying at a'Y PPC now."

"Address?'

"It's here in Chicago. The one on North State Street.”

The clerk made anote with a stylus on a computer input plate, then pulled more pieces of paper from
beneath the counter. "Take these booklets, Fred, they'll tell you more about your rights and
responghilities under the Basic Income law. If you win more than two hundred dollars prize money in
any state or nationd lottery or government-sponsored competition in any caendar month, or obtain
gainful employment, or acquire ownership of more than fifty shares of corporate stock, you are required
to notify us so that your Basic Income can be adjusted. There are pendtiesfor failing to notify."

Therewas alittle more he had to listen to. When at |ast they released him by handing over his check—he
supposed it was enough to scrounge aong on for a couple of weeks until the next one came, if
scrounging dong was your idea of life—he hurried from the office, dropping the bookletsinto atrash
receptacle as he went through the door. He'd notify them, al right, as soon as he moved up to jobholder.
The sooner he could tell them that, the better.

Since he had such agood chance for ajob, there was no use hoarding his money like amiser. Two
weeks scrimp-along money could buy acouple of nights of real fun. After that ... well, nobody starved.

A kind of gravitationa pull wasleading him onto a particular didewalk, onethat would carry himin the
direction of arun-down neighborhood he had noticed not far from the Y. There he should be ableto hit a
coffeehouse bar or two. He could get some lunch there as well as anywhere. There was plenty of time
before he had to meet George at the dojo. And Fred wanted to see about getting hold of some gladrags,
in caseit turned out tonight that Marjorie was not just teasing but wasreally in awilling mood. If you



went to the right place and asked theright person, afew dollars could aways buy apair of plastic
cloaks, thin, but tiff and perfectly opaque, folded together into a pocket-sized carton.

* * %

Art awoke with agtart in the Parrs guest room bed, looked at hiswatch, and saw that it was alittle after
nine o'clock. He sat up blinking. On the barren tile floor in one corner of the sparsely furnished room lay
apair of men'stranducent disposable trousers, apparently used and ready for the discard. The length of
one extended | eg indicated that the garment would be too big for either him or George. Oh yes;, Fred
Lohmann had been staying here, before Rita. Conceivably Fred would know something of her present
whereagbouts, if Art could find achanceto question him. Art remembered him as awild-looking
adolescent, tall and awkward.

Beforeretiring Art had bought himsalf some disposal clothing from the block’s vending machine, and now
after aquick shower and beard-trim he dressed in fresh shorts and shirt. Still only aquarter after nine.
While buttoning his shirt he peeked into the children's room and found the four of them still degping. Must
have been alowed to stay up late last night, playing together. A door chimed and very shortly theresfter
voices drifted up from downgtairs, one Ann's, the other belonging to aman whom Art did not recognize.
Standing in the upstairs hall he could understand only a stray word or two.

Going down as soon as he had finished dressing, Art turned first into the kitchen. He wasliable to fedl
sick unless he ate something as soon as he got up. In the refrigerator he found a cinnamon-flavored
protein bar, and on the eaborate new stove he dided himsdlf coffee. Five minutes, while thelow dialogue
continued in another room, and he had the indispensable minimum of breskfast in his somach. Chewing
on atoothmint; more or less ready to face the world, Art waked into the living room.

Thelow voices stopped. A lean, stooped man wearing a conservative transparent business jacket above
his shorts was standing just inside the door that had been closed last night and which Art now redlized
must provide accessto alower-level garage. The man looked up at Art with keen interest, or perhaps he
was only glad of any interruption.

Ann, her pretty chin somewhat higher than usud, turned with armsfolded from her stance of
confrontation with the vigitor. "Art, this gentleman clams hesaMr. Hal. From Family Planning. George
has gone out." Her tone managed to imply that George, if at home, would have beaten this probably
fraudulent intruder to apulp, and Art was welcome to do the sameif he liked.

"My nameisHall, and | am from the Family Planning office.” Theintruder had a determined voice, though
not angry or flustered (Aha, Ann, have you met your match at lagt?), and hiseyeswere sharp. "l take it
you're Mr. Rodney?'

"l an."

"I was hoping to run into you here. Our Caifornia office has asked usto make aroutine investigation into
your wifescase."

"Her case? My wife hasn't broken any laws."

"That'sfine! Thenif you'l tell mewhere| can get in touch with her, we can clear dl this up promptly and
with aslittle inconvenience as possible.”

The protein bar in Art's ssomach had suddenly gone lumpy. He supposed that criminas must have terrible
chronic digestive problems. Or maybe they got used to it. He could think of nothing to say to Mr. Hall,
and just stood there like aguilty fool.



Hall's determined voice kept coming at him. "'l understand you didn't accompany your wife to Chicago,
you followed her here?"

"l—yes, what of it?" Surely, thought Art, he had the right to refuse to answer these questions. To talk to
alawyer firdt, at least. But once he refused to answer, Hall's suspicions, that possibly were no more than
suspicions now, would surely be confirmed.

"Mr. Rodney, isthere some reason you don't want to tell me where your wifeis at the moment?”

"I don't know where sheis." It was Ann'sfault, and George's, and Rita'stoo, that he had to conduct this
argument inignorance. Their fault, not his, if he got them al in degper trouble. Meanwhile he marveled
greatly at how fast the deadly pits could open beneath one'sfeet in the dull corridor of life.

"You don't know?' Theinterrogator's tone implied that Art must be afool or aknave, or both, to hopeto
get away with such an answer.

Art folded hisarmsin unconsciousimitation of Ann. "That'sright."

Mr. Hall glanced toward Ann, who with her own arms still folded was obvioudy quite reedy for him. He
appeared to difleafaint Sgh, and then turned back to Art. "Mr. Rodney, our Cdiforniaoffice has
recelved medica testimony indicating that your wifeis pregnant for thethird time.”

"Yes, | know about that."

"We have no record that she's made any gppointment with a physician to have this pregnancy terminated.
And thefirg trimester must be nearly over.”

"I, ah, know nothing about that."

"Well, I'd like you to at least give me your opinion on the subject, Mr. Rodney. Do you think your wifeis
planning not to haveit terminated normaly, to carry it on to parturition?”

There was no way he could admit it. "No, | don't think that," he had to say. Then he had to pause, for a
nervous, choking swalow. Annwasjust standing by, letting him flounder, confident that they had told him
no secrets and so there were none he could betray. Triplets, but he hated her at the moment.

When he had histhroat under control again he said: "I'm sure Ritameansto have it terminated properly,
she's, uh, probably just gone away by hersdlf for afew daysto think things over. You see... our
psychologist has recommended againgt her being sterilized. After Paula, our youngest, was born, Ritahad
an |UD inserted but her body kept expdling it. She dwaystakes her pills. I'm sure there wasjust a
chemicd falure somewhere. I'm sure she didn't plan the pregnancy. Unlessit was subconscious.” There
seemed to be storiesin the newsprints every day about apes avoiding prison sentences by pleading their
subconscious compulsions. If they could do it, why couldn't she? Lay the groundwork for it now. But he
was talking too much, he had better shut up.

As soon as he quieted, however, Hall was after him again. "Mr. Rodney, isit like Ritato go off by hersalf
for days at atime? When wasthe last time she made asimilar disappearance?’

"l ..." Hewas cornered. Once he started making up astring of lies, Hall would have it knotted around his
neck innotimeat dl. "No, | can't say it'slike her," he said in desperation. "1 tell you, | don't know where
sheis. If | knew where shewas1'd be with her right now."

Mr. Hall shuffled hisfeet, which were no doubt tired from standing, and glanced again a Ann, and sighed
once more, more openly thistime. "Mr. Rodney, will you walk me back to my car?"



"There's no need for you to do that, Art,” Ann put in.
"All right, Mr. Hall," Art said, since the dternative wasto go dong with Ann'singructions.

Ann was not going to argue with him, not in the face of the enemy. "I'll have breakfast for you when you
get back," she promised, holding the door. She gave Art aritud kiss as he went out, but offered no kiss
or caressto Hal, who in turn contented himsdf with abarely polite pelvic thrust in her direction.

Asthey were walking down the stairs to the garage, with no one else about, Hall said quietly: "Mr.
Rodney, | hope you don't think of usa Family Planning as out to get your wife. Believe me, wed liketo
help her; | think she'sawoman who can use some help.”

Art wasslent. They emerged at the foot of the stair into the garage. A variety of vehicleswere berthed in
aseries of numbered, gate-protected stals. Other areas were marked for delivery vehicles and visitors
parking. At the moment there was still nobody elsein sght.

Hall stopped, facing Art. "If | can't get achanceto talk to your wife, it's going to be awfully hard for her
to stay out of trouble. And you yoursdlf can bein troubleif you're deliberately withholding information.
Thereisthefederd congpiracy law. We may not like the world in which all these laws are necessary, but
itsthe only world we have."

"I've beentdling you the truth."

"Ancther thing." Hal very dowly resumed hiswalk toward the visitor's parking area. "Giving birthisa
somewhat risky proposition a best—I'm sure you redlize that, as the father of two legitimate children. In
some of these birth-millsafull-term parturition, or even afetiparous one, can be downright dangerous,
beieveme."

Thistimeit was Art who stopped, afew dow paceslater. "Even awhat?"
Hall was slent. He seemed to be trying to read Art's face.

Art repested: "Even awhat? What kind of parturition, live birth, isthere except full term? Do you mean
premature?

Hall continued hisintent gaze at the mystified Art for along moment, and then relaxed. "1 think you and |
areredly onthe same sidein this case, aren't we, Mr. Rodney?"

"l want my wife at home with me, not getting into trouble. And | don't want the world overcrowded with
my progeny, I'm willing to respect the rights of others.™

"Fine." Hal was suddenly more rlaxed and friendly. "Then I'd better tell you something you may not
know about. Just recently there has come into use amethod for removing afirg-trimester fetus or
embryo from thewomb in such away that it can be kept dive. The midwifer usualy freezesit—"

"Alive?'

"If you can cdll it that. Alivein potential. It can later be reimplanted in the woman's body again, or in the
body of another woman, or put into an artificial womb, and it will grow and develop eventudly into a
child. In experiments on animas normal young have been produced by this method for severa decades

nd,].ll



"Y ou beginto see. Now if we a Family Planning seize afrozen fetus of embryo, our legd Stuationis
tricky, because federa law states that if nine months have passed since conception, the fetus has become
achild. The law goes back severa decades to when termination of surplus pregnancieswasfirst required
in this country. Some women who were about six months or so dong claimed that they were dready in
labor when their pregnancies were terminated by FP doctors, and therewas alot of fuss. Thelaw is
redlly outmoded now, but were still stuck withit.”

"l don't quitesee...."

"Thethingis, we can't legdly destroy afrozen fetus unlesswe can prove it'sless than nine months old.
Calendar age, not stage of development, isthe way the law reads. We're trying to get it changed, of
course. There have been severd articleslately in the newsprintson al this, and storieson television. |
would have thought perhaps you would have heard or read something about it."

"I've been busy," Art said. "Not keeping up much with the news." Probably it was another example of his
subconscious avoidance of hearing or remembering, like the exact wording of the federa conspiracy law.

"Y ou see, with just afrozen fetusin our hands, we have a purity of atime proving its exact age. Can't
even take atissue sample for proving the parenthood, since that would constitute damage. If we can't
proveit'sasuperfluousthird, and nobody claimsit, why then believeit or not it hasto be regarded asan
unidentified orphan child. Treated as ahuman being in potentid, which meanstaking it to an orphanage.
Some of thesereligious and so-caled humanigt inditutions will take them right in. They're building artificiad
wombs at afurious pace, without permits of course, and they have plenty of money and manpower for
clandestine research on freezing and reviva techniques, or so it seems.”

"Uh-huh."

"Y ou may have heard something about theriot just recently in lowa, where a Chrigtian monastery was

destroyed. | understand the ringleaders of theriot are now injail, asthey should be. Can't have people
taking the law into their own hands. But therell have to be proper legal action against those cultists too.
Some of their priestswere aut there building cryogenic devices and freezing fetuses.”

Art, without redizing it, had started walking again, on newly shaky legs. Cultists. He thought of the carven
image on the wall above the children's beds. He knew Ann. He thought of the scream coming out of the
woods, and he thought of Rita. "But then... suppose, asyou say, that the fetusisthawed and put into an
artificid womb and a child results. What then? Could the mother clam it?”

"Probably not without spending a prison term, and undergoing sterilization.” Hall waslooking at his
watch. "1 suppose there might be dl kinds of devious means, adoption and so on. But athird live birthis
dill acrimind offense by the woman, no matter what subterfuges she employs. | redly can't understand
the woman who does such athing. Setting asde the lega problems, anywhere that she and her husband
live afterwards, the neighbors are going to be able to count: one, two, three children. Y ou couldn't very
well pretend one of them is adopted. There aren't enough adoptable children to even match the childless
couples who want one, |et aone go to people who have two of their own. Soit'll be obviousto al that
the parents had three kids, and pretty soon that third oneis going to know that he or sheis superfluous
and unwanted by the world. That'savery crud thing to do to achild, in my estimation.”

"Mine, too."

"No, | just don't understand these women who go to midwifers." Hall had reached his car and now he
unlocked adoor and pulled it open. "There's just one more thing | wanted to mention to you, Mr.
Rodney. Severd timesayear wein Family Planning get amassive detailed population forecast for the
wholeworld, and for our own areasin particular; we get it right from the UN computer center. Right now



the latest forecast is severa days overdue; the rumor isthat it's been delayed for re-checking, becauseit's
area shocker."

"l suppose s0."

Hall got into his car, dammed the door, and then peered out the window. "1 hope | can rely on you, Mr.
Rodney."

"Certainly | mean tododl I car—"

"That'sfine." With atiny wave and ahaf-smile, hismind probably aready at work on his next case, Mr.
Hall upped hiswindow, faced forward, and drove off—but | don't even know where sheis. Art stared in
dlent protest after the car dready zooming up the exit ramp.

V

AFTER HALL'S departure, Art wandered to an escalator and rode it up from the garage, emerging just
ingde one of the block's pedestrian entrances. He was jogged partidly out of his dazed state by Timmy
and Paula, who ambushed their father as he made hisway back toward the Parrs patio. The children
were munching protein bars with which they smeared his clothes. Overriding hisrequests for adelay, they
pulled a him to get him moving on atour of the block's central park. He gave up and went dong. He
reassured himself that his children were wdl and then tentatively questioned them about Mommy. About
all he could find out was that she had said she would come back to get them soon.

Thetour got asfar asthe nude pool beforeits directors deserted to join the Parr boys, who were dready
inthe water. Art sank down on agrassy bank nearby and tried to think, now and then waving
mechanicdly at his offoring when they clamored for his atention.

There were other distractions too. No other men were at the pool—probably most of those who lived in
the block were busy this morning, at jobs or tending to their investments—but several women had come
to swim. Ann was obvioudy not the only bluenoseradica in thissmal community; probably people with
smilar attitudes tended to get into the same blockhouse corporation. Anyway these women cameto the
nude pool wearing long, loose, only dimly tranducent jackets, and they swam as bare as babies, without
S0 much as a sequin pasted on to emphasize their sex. It was hard to say which was the more antierotic,
being amost completely covered or completely bare. Some of them cast suspicious glances at themae
stranger, who in turn waved at his children to show that he had a good reason for hanging around, and
then frowned thoughtfully into space. But only hisface wastruly thoughtful. His brain was getting
nowhere.

In haf an hour or so the kids were ready to do something ese, and Art walked home with the four of
them, reminding them to gather up their clothes. When he got back to the house he found George there,
and promptly took him aside.

"George, have you seen her thismorning or heard from her?"
"No, Art, | swear."
"I've got to find her. Shesmy wifeand | have aright to talk to her.”

George stood there for awhile, looking glum and uncertain about it dl. Then he said: "I haveto agree
withthat."



Emboldened, Art pushed harder. "I don't want to get you, or anybody, into trouble. But if | can't find her
I'll haveto go to the police and report her missing. It's that important to me.”

George cameto adecigon. "All right. After lunch you and | will go out and see about making contact.”
"How about right now?"
"Just come dong and well do it my way. After lunch.” .

So acouple of hours later, after Art had spent some more time with his children, and Ann had fed them
al some more sandwiches, the two men went out and got on the didewalk together, George explaining
that he didn't have a car right now, what with one expense and another.

After acouple of kilometers ride, Art saw avast domed stadium looming up ahead of them. At about the
same time, George came up from deep thought to say: "Undergtand, it may take alittle timeto find out
exactly where sheis. There are severa people | want to talk to about it."

"Just S0 | get achance to see her, before she commits any irrevocable foolishness. Where are we going
now?'

"| expect one of the peoplewill be at the bal game today. Y ou just stand by and let metalk to him."

"All right”

Another kilometer and the didewalk, by now fairly thick with passengers, deposited them before one of
the entrances to the stadium. George said: "L et's not forget to pick up tickets. A dollar isadollar.”

They accepted time-stamped tickets from the jaws of amachine asthey passed in through aturndtile.
George led Art through cavernous passageways to an outfield grandstand, where they emerged squinting
into the sun. A sizeable crowd wasfilling agood proportion of the seets. The stadium's domed roof had
been opened like a set of gigantic jaws and the people were in agood humor under the warm sun.

George chose seats high in the rear, and kept looking around him at the crowd. 1 think | see our man,”
he said after aminute. "Y ou just watch the game, and I'll go talk to him." George moved away.

Art watched the game, which was just beginning, and the crowd as well. The Cubs, the home team, took
aone-run lead in thefirst inning, and gambling in the grandstand promptly became fierce and steedly,
conducted by arm-waves and cryptic shouts. Ushers and police ignored the betting; Art wasn't sure
whether it was legd here or not. There seemed to be no bookies, no formal organization, and no wagers
more than ten dollars, but small money passed through hundreds of hands with every pitch. One of the
busier gamblers was the man George had engaged in low-voiced talk, who seemed able to keep his
gaming and his conversation going at the sametime. They were Sitting too far away for Art to be ableto
tell if George was learning anything. Ther talk just went on steadily.

So things went until the top of the fourth inning, when the Cubs blundered themsalves four runs behind.
The emotiond climate in the stands changed radically with the score. The mgority of the spectators,
grown men and late adolescents who wore the gaudy codpieces and indefinable look of the jobless, lost
most of their enthusiasm for betting and brooded in sullen silence. Here and there afew gamblers
persisted more energetically than ever, jumping and shouting like fanatics when they won, but joyless
eventhen.

* % %

George finished his conversation aoruptly and stood up, motioning to Art that it wastimeto leave. They



met on the moving ramp going down to street level. A number of other men were heading restlesdy in the
same direction, taking to the exits early. In the linesforming at the exits there was somejostling for
position, and some police were standing by dertly. A huge, disheveled man standing in the next queue
glared acrossarailing at Art and George and murmured something unpleasant about jobholders. In
present company Art felt secure enough to glare right back, until the man decided he was getting
nowhere and turned away.

"Threeinnings, dollar and aquarter,” droned the Bureau of Sports agent in the booth where Art
presented histicket. Art picked up the coinsthat came clattering toward him from under the bull et-proof
glass. Probably watching awhole game would be worth three seventy-five. He wondered if they paid
overtimefor extrainnings.

As soon asthey were clear of the stadium crowd, riding awestbound didewalk into a part of the city Art
had not visited before, he asked eagerly: "Did you find out where sheis?'

"Wereonthetrail. | told you, I'll haveto talk to acouple of people." George, shaking his head, turned
back to look at the dowly receding stadium, its roof-jaws gaping at the sky. "'l was afraid we might have
alittleriot. It gets bad in there sometimes when the home team loses.™

Controlling hisimpatience, Art looked back too. "They can get paid now just to St and watch agame
and keep out of trouble. Or there are athousand things people can do to win prizes. They don't haveto
be intdlligent or educated, they can win by bowling or pitching horseshoes. Everyone can win aprize a
something. | don't know what they want."

George faced forward again. "Did | tell you, | may be going on televison? Probably not, though, | think |
blew the audition.”

"No." Art was surprised.

"That'swhere | wasthis morning, auditioning. Just alocd gation. Oh, it'sared triplet of amess. They
have this monstrous clumsy machine, made up like awoman, for aman to fight. Let's changeto the
high-speed walk here, the next place | want to stop isway out in adumburb.”

At the interchange, the walk they had been riding flowed briefly beside an acceleration strip. Thisstrip
was of viscous plastic that remained cohesive and hard-surfaced though it flowed like water, the circular
stream of it running thick and deep and dow beside the dow didewalk, and thin and fast to match speeds
with the express. With no more balancing than it took to mount a stair, the passengers made the
changeover. Once whizzing westward aboard the fast, long-distance belt, Art and George sat down on
the continuous bench that jnoved with their new conveyance.

"So what about thistelevison program?' Art asked, his curiosity aroused.

"It'll be garbage. They want somebody to jump through the air like an idiot and scream, and beeat up this
giant woman ... There could be agood karate program, showing how the human mind and body can
work together. I'd like to do agood one someday but | don't suppose they'd ever let me. | guess|'ll do
thisoneif they want to hireme. | can use the money."

Art had asudden redlization of the obvious: amidwifer wasillega and therefore must be expensive. Rita
hadn't had much money with her. Might she have fdlen into the hands of some cut-rate quack?

"George, are you paying fo—Rita?'

"I'm contributing Something.”



"Then why must werun al over the city to find out where sheis? Don't you know?"
George camly shook hishead.

For awhile they rode through the warm afternoon without talking. The whispering rush of the express
walk, shaded benesth its plastic avning, bore them a highway speed through kilometer after kilometer of
the grest city. They passed industrial blockhouses, and older manufacturing parks surrounded by grim
fences, where machines|abored night and day for Man, the magter, repairing and sometimes redesigning
themsealves, only occasiondly requiring any human supervision. They passed street after street of the two-
and three-gpartment dwellingsin which the bulk of the city's people seemed to live. Here dwelt the great
respectable mass. Here the head of the household might work two or three days aweek, here the family
owned stocks and bonds enough to bring some usable income, here they had success from timeto time
inwinning prizes. Not redly full-time jobholders, most of them, but that was how they saw themselves.
Vending centers flowed past, public computing terminds, streets and parking lots. A school. A park, with
ayoung couple naked on the grass, bodies locked and working toward orgasm. A Church of Eros,
whose twin towers stood like the raised knees of a supine woman, flanking the main entrance. A
superhighway interchange for private surface vehicles, falen into disrepair, with half itslanes closed by
barricades, grass growing through the cracked concrete. Nearby, atermina of the underground
long-distance tube complex. More two-and three-family dwellings, row on row on row. And scattered
everywhere throughout the clean and sunlit city, thefortified scone walls of blockhouses springing up.

Now Art noticed with part of his mind that the buildings rushing past were becoming noticegbly shabbier;
they must be approaching the western border of the city. Thinking aloud, he said: " Suppose she actudly
does have achild, produces aliving child out of this. What will we do then?| tell mysdlf that if it comesto
that well just ignore what people say, or the looks we get from them. I'll do all | can to keep thethird
onefrom feding unwanted. But | suppose hewill."

"l just don't know how that would work," said George.
"And Rita | don't know if going to jail would bother her as much asbeing sterilized.”

After another little sllence George said: "1 know the thought of having that done has scared her inthe
past. Maybe now, though, it won't seem so terrible. She'd never have another baby to worry about, once
thisoneistaken care of.”

"If it ever isababy." Art felt asurge of pity and grief for the unwanted third-to-be, un-needed and
detested by aWorld aready jammed. Fetus, why do you thrust with such amad, blind drive to reach the
light? Shrink back to nothing. Go away. There's nothing herein the world for you, that you should fight to
reach it. But of course the seed could only grow whereit had been planted.

"George, the Family Planning man implied that when some women go through this new method of
extracting the fetus and freezing it, then they're content to have the resulting child brought upinan
orphanage. | wonder if that'swhat Ritahasin mind. To meit would be worse than having athird child
with us, to purity with what the neighbors say. Do you know what she intends? She must have discussed
some plan with you."

George shook his head gloomily, staring off into the distance.

"We'd adopt the kid, or something. We'd hang onto him. But it would be pretty grim, and | don't want
that kid to ever comeinto thisworld. Y ou can see how | fed, can't you?'

"I can see how you fed, and how Ritafeds, too. Maybe that's my trouble, | see everybody's point of
view. Even thekid who isn't born yet." Hiseyesflicked at Art and off again. "If abortion's not killing,



whet isit then?'

Being well rested and in good control of himsalf, Art could now have brought out the arguments with
which to demolish thissmpligtic point of view. But he had no wish to argue with George, and anyway
arguments were no good for changing someone's mind until that mind was ready for change.

The city proper was suddenly left behind. No official boundary or sharp line of demarcation wasvisible,
but within the space of afew blocks the view changed, as what was unmistakably adumburb camerising
about the didewadk like adirty wave. Art was astranger to this part of the Chicago area, but it did not
look much different from some sections of Los Angeles. Here were the endless curved rows of small
houses chegply built, falling gpart at the age of twenty or thirty, but still occupied. Not only occupied, but
cut and partitioned. There would be no steedy jobholdersliving here, and not many who owned shares of
stock or won more than an occasiond prize. Thiswas Basic Incometerritory.

A smdll vending digtrict clustered around the terminus of the high speed didewak. Here dl the other
pedestrian walks were gtat, asrigid and unmoving as the streets. Among the automated vendors a couple
of human-attended establishments survived. One of these, asmall and dingy tavern a the dead end of a
block, proved to be George's destination.

Thetavern did not look old, but was dready rundown in gppearance, sharing the neighborhood's generd
ar of defeat. Daylight was shut out from theinterior, and the artificia lighting ingde was dim but violently
colored. As Art's eyes adjusted he could see obscene words scrawled here and there on the shabby
walls, and concedling garments, opague hip boots and overcoats, cruddy drawn. All inall, Art supposed,
atypicd Bl barroom; not that he had seen many such, except in television stories. Four or five gpathetic
male customers perched on bar stools. Above and behind the bar, the legdly required police TV eye
roosted like arobotic vulture, now and then turning its glass eye on its scrawny meta neck.

The bartender raised his head, sizing up histwo new customers, and fixed eyes blank asthe vultureslens
on George, asif deciding he was the one who had to be dealt with.

"Couple of short ones," George ordered, resting an e bow on the bar. When two small glasses of beer
had been poured, he asked: "Is Alfie around?'

"Maybe shootin' pool," the bartender grated. There was a back room. POOLHALL $1.00 ADM.
George gtrolled that way. "I'll just seeif he'sthere.”

"That'll be onedoallar, seethesign?”

George just glanced back ashe gtrolled. "I won't touch acue." He went on into the Pool Hall.

The bartender heditated briefly, then picked up the coins George had |eft on the bar and douched sway
to tend another custome.

Art sipped his beer, which for some reason tasted quite good. He wished he knew how to talk to these
people and act with them: George's and Rita's background was as middle-class as his own, but George
had picked up the knack somewhere. Maybe in karate, though he had mentioned once that most of the
students and practitioners were not the tough-guy type. Couple of short ones. Get tough with meand |
can break your ribs—thislast was only implied, of course, never verbaized or even bluntly stated in so
many body-language words. He was just this somewhat undersized fellow who was not at al intimidated.
What othersread into that was what intimidated them.

Therewasadtir in arear booth and apair of B-girls materidized out of the dimness there and come



flowing forward to the bar. Art felt amild twinge of darm. The girlslicense buttons were prominently
displayed on their kimonos, but the garments were probably longer and thicker and more shapeessthan
the letter of the law alowed. The women approached the bar and stood there, closer to Art than to
anyone else. Not that they looked at him. Their pale-painted faces were averted dightly, their mouths
pinched in professond haughtiness and cool reserve. Art uncomfortably shifted his stance.

George stuck his head out of the back room. "Not today, girls," he caled. "Art, get abeer for Alfie, and
get usabooth. Well be out inaminute.”

The girlsfaces relaxed into more natura scowls and they moved away, resuming some private
conversation in bored voices. One pulled off her kimono to scratch beneath her bikini straps. Art bought
three more short ones, and carried the filled glasses to an empty booth.

From the booth he had a good view of the tavern's huge television stage. For some reason the ball game
was not being shown; maybe the game was dready over, or there could berioting at the stadium. The
barrel-sized image of an announcer's head was reading anews story:

"This afternoon in the General Assembly, chief Chinese delegate Lu Ti-Ping accused aneighboring
government, Southern Pan-Asa, of using biologica wegpons.againg its own—the Southern
Pan-Asian—people.

"Lu quoted gtatigtics from UNIMED which indicate that deaths from uncertain causes have reduced the
SPA population by nearly ten per cent during the last three months. According to the UNIMED report,
most of those dying have been the elderly and the chronicaly ill. According to the Chinese accusation,
disproportionately few of the desths have occured among members of the Patriots Party, now the ruling
group of Southern Pan-Asia.

"Finally the Chinese del egate expressed regret that, in hiswords, the SPA government has chosen such
an inhumane method of trying to strengthen itself economically. Isthis, Lu asked, to bethefirst sepona
road of dangerous economic aggresson?’

Asif on cue the announcer's head was abruptly replaced by that of another, equally big, who with a
tryannosaur's smile read hagtily through aperhapsill-timed commercia for a Chicago vending chain. The
presentation was S0 inept that Art assumed thiswas some smal loca station, maybe the very one George
had auditioned for. Probably there were ahundred of them, though.

Art spped his beer. The newsmonger was soon back on stage, saying: "Then it was the turn of Cao Din
That, chief SPA delegate, to reply.”

The enlarged head of Cao Din That now appeared OQ the stage of the tavern in the Chicago dumburb,
where nobody but Art seemed to be paying the least attention, and his trand ated words were heard,
categoricaly denying al the chargesleveled againgt the leaders of his suffering country. Possibly some
foreign government was really to blame for the surplus desths. If so, |et the aggressors beware, they
would be found out shortly. In any case, UNIMED was overstepping its authority by interfering in SPA
internd affairs

The tone of the speech became milder. Possibly the desths were the unforeseen side-effect of anew
insecticide, employed in the desperate struggle to increase food production. Also to be considered were
the airborne viruses that had been accidentally freed during the recent UN police action against the Nile
Republic; no one knew where those viruses might have landed, nor would anyone even admit to knowing
exactly what they were. The UN wasto be applauded for its prompt action along the Nile, which had
liquidated some planners of biological war, but till some of the consequences had been unfortunate.



"Ah, th' world'sgonet' repression,” said acolorlesslittle old man who must be Alfie, for he arrived at that
moment with George. Art did over to make room.

Alfie seized abeer, drank most of it, and went on talking. " The whole world's crazy. Y ou know what
happened the other night? Somebody bombed Vic Rizzo's townhouse. It mustabeen just vandals. They
couldntaknown it washis."

"That s0?7" George asked, indifferently. Art wondered who Vic Rizzo might be. After afew more socid
noises had been made, and Alfie further supplied with beer, George got to the point.

"Alf, you know the city pretty well."
"l guess| do."

"Then tell me something.” George dropped hislow voice even lower. "Who might anice girl goto seg, if
shegot kind of carried away and emotiona, and wanted to finish an extra baby? She's got two kids

Alfie gavefacia demondrations of thought. "Married?' he asked, asif being married or single made any
differencein the number of children awoman was alowed to bear.

"Yes" sad George.

Alfieglanced at Art, wordlessly identified him as the worried husband, and winked a him. Then
obvioudy pleased to be consulted, Alfie assumed an air of wisdom and began to talk. He seldom quite
finished a sentence, however, and his speech was thick with alusions to people and placesthat Art had
never heard of. Also Alf used anumber of dang words strange to Art, or maybe Art was only
mis-hearing them, because Alf swhisper was dmost too low to be made out. All in al, the dissertation
was perfectly uninteligible. George, though, kept on listening with apparent satisfaction, now and again
encouraging Alfie with grunts and nods, and ordering more beer.

* * *

"Some characters you know," Art reflected adoud, as he and George rode the express didewalk into the
east again. Twenty kilometers or so ahead, near the shore of invisible Lake Michigan and farther east
than Art had been as yet, the unbelievable towers of the centrd city rose.

George grinned. "Alfie hashisuses.”

"I hope you found out something from him. | didn't. Do you think Ritaiswith one of those people he
mentioned?'

George turned to look back into dumburb country, a desolate sea of rooftops beneath the mid-afternoon
sun. "'l think Alfie may be on the phone to Family Planning right now, trying to sall them the information
that you and | were asking about midwifers. The man | talked to at the ball park may be doing the same
thing. Family Planning knows what Ritals trying to do, but | want'em to think she doesn't have amidwifer
yet. They can't arrest usfor asking generd questions. All I've been trying to do so far today is put'em of f
thetral alittle”

Foundering well off thetrail himself, Art could find nothing to say.
VI

ART MAINTAINED asomewhat surly silence through severd didewak interchanges. He and George



were deep in the city again, moving on afairly crowded walk that angled to the southeast, before he
spoke again to ask: "Where are we going now?"

"The dojo. Fred's supposed to be there at three-thirty so | can watch him work out. And then | have a
private lesson to give. Come aong and watch."

"Look, George, are you going to help mefind Ritaor aren't you? If you can't or won', just say so. Don't
keep gdling medong.”

George was unperturbed. " Just come dong to the dojo. | said I'd help you and | will."
Art puffed out his breath. But he went a ong; somehow George's words carried conviction.

Under asign that reed PARR'SKARATE DOJO Fred Lohmann was waiting for them, holding up the
front of amodest building in asmall middle-class vending district. Under one arm Fred was carrying a
whitish roll of what appeared to be clothing.

"Art, you and Fred remember each other, hey?' George unlocked the ground-floor door and stepped
ingde, waving on the lights with a passage of hishand over the switchplate on the wall.

Art's hand was squeezed. "Sure we do,” said Fred, clearing histhroat nervoudy. He towered over the
two older men. "Art, how's your wife and kids?'

"Oh, fine. | guessyou met Ritayesterday? Over at George's place?”
"Yeah, sure, that'sright.”

It seemed obvious that Fred wasn't in on the midwifery conspiracy, but still some clueto Ritas
whereabouts might possibly be gotten out of him. Later. Right now Fred was dl nervous anticipation of
whatever test he had been brought here for, and George was present, raising hiswindow blinds, checking
his printout for messages, and in genera opening up his shop.

Theinterior of the dojo was mostly one big room, about twenty meters square, and two stories high, so
you could havefitted avery smdl houseingdeit. Thefloor was of polished wood. In the front, beside the
Street entrance, an area separated by alow partition from the big room contained adesk, with
phoneplate and computer termina, and afew chairs, some of them arranged as for spectators. An open
doorway in the rear led to some lockers and, Art supposed, ashower. Large flags of the United States,
the United Nations, and Japan were formally and correctly displayed together on onewall. The generd
impression was of functiond orderliness.

George and Fred each bowed, not deeply or very ceremonioudy, toward the flags. Then they dipped off
their sandal's and padded back toward the locker room, bare feet seeming to grip the floor familiarly.
"Makeyoursdf at home, Art," George called back.

Art put his own sandasinto the convenient rack by the front door, then wandered about |ooking the
place over. The smooth floor was not dippery to bare feet.

Something here reminded him of chess. He wondered if it was the square arena of polished wood, or
some faint scent of conflict lingering in the conditioned air. Glancing up, he saw four android fighting
machines hanging like felons near the high celling, above the center of the open floor. He looked about
and spotted their control console standing near the desk. Feeling atechnician's curiosity, Art walked over
and looked at the controls.

George and Fred soon emerged from the locker room, clad in loose whitish trousers and jackets, only



moderately tranducent, and wearing athletes codpieces of hard protective plastic. "1 guess| just lost my
own belt someplace," Fred was saying, meanwhile accepting abrown belt, an overlong strip of
tough-looking cloth, from George's hand.

George looped a black belt twice around his own waist and knotted it in front, and the two of them
began to limber up, swinging their legslike ballet dancers, crouching and twisting and stretching their
bodiesto unlikely extremes, shaking wrists and ankles asif their hands and feet had falen adeep. Art
stood watching with some interest.

"Ready?" George asked, after afew minutes of this. "Let's go five-time sparring, then.” With nearly the
full length of thefloor clear behind him, he drew himself up facing Fred and they exchanged bows. Then
they stood, each with arms dightly bent, hanging down in front of hisbody, fistsloosely closed. "You
firg," George directed.

Fred snapped into atenser, much lower stance, poised to attack, hisright fist cocked near his hip, left
arm curved before himin ablocking pogtion. " Jo-dan!" The word came out in an explosive breath.

George grunted: " Uhss!"

Fred sprang forward and advanced in long deliberate strides, and with each stride one of hisfistsdrove
like apiston at George's chin. George flowed backward easily, staying just ahead of the punches,
pressing each of them aside at the last moment with an economica open-handed block perfectly timed
againg Fred's extended arm. His short legs gracefully matched the speed and rhythm of the long ones
driving a him. What he was doing looked quite easy. After he had gauged thefirst punch, George's eyes
moved downward between punches, appraising the movements of Fred'sfeet and hips.

With hisfifth punch Fred halted and stood motionless, arm till extended. Instantly George came blurring
back at him with a counterpunch that was evidently an expected part of the ritualized combat; he
snapped it to ahalt a centimeter from Fred's unmoving chin.

Now it was Fred's turn to draw himself up straight, while George crouched for the attack.
"Jo-dan!”
"Uhss!"

George charged. Somehow he made his shortness ook like an advantage. The deeves of hiswhite jacket
snapped audibly with each punch. Fred retreated stiffly and hurriedly, parrying with heavy blocks that
looked comparatively awkward. When it cametime for his counterattack he essayed an arm-grab and
kick to the ssomach which George did not attempt to avoid. The snapping kick just touched George's
jacket, asit was evidently supposed to do, but George still seemed to find it unsatisfactory. "Try again,”
he ordered.

Fred went through the grab-and-kick again. George said nothing. Art got the impression that Fred was
faling histet.

George exchanged bows with his opponent, and turned to Art. "Art, switch the andys on, will you? The
console by the desk.”

Art found the power switch. There came awhispering of cables up above, and the four androids sarted
to descend, hanged men coming down for vengeance. Their wire cables|lowered them dowly, astheir
dtill-blind faces turned thisway and that and their plastic limbs began to quiver and dir. By thetimethe
androids feet had touched down on polished wood, their legs had life and balance enough to let them



sand.

The cables detached themsalves and were quickly regled up out of the way by the overhead machinery.
Four men of about average height were left standing in the middle of the floor. Their heads and hands and
feet weretan, the rest of their bodies white, as though clothed in beltless karate outfits. At the crotch of
each appeared asmall, formalized codpiece-bulge. Their tan faces were featurel ess except for smdll
recessed eye lenses and flattish dummy noses. Like superior creatures|ost in their own proud thoughts,
they stood with loosdly hanging arms, ignoring the three real men who watched them.

George, coming over to the console, called back to Fred: "Want to run through heian number four?*
Fred shrugged. "Okay." He frowned at the man-like figures, asif hoping to intimidate them.

The four androids were warmed up and fully active now, and as George set up their controlsthey
obediently arranged themsalvesin the center of the floor, facing one another like four cardplayerslooking
across alarge square table. Each was crouched in the same attacking position that the men had used for
theritua sparring.

"You don' fight al four at once, do you?' Art asked. "I've seen karate on televison afew times, but |
confess| never paid too much attention.”

George dismissed television karate with amere lipcurl of contempt. "What speed do you want, Freddy?
How about Three or Four?"'

Fred flushed dightly. He stood with hishands on his hips, swinging hislegsagain. "'l can handle
One-point-five, or Two."

After amoment George said: "Try Two-point-five, then,” and set adid. "Better get ahemet.”
"Okay." Fred trotted to the locker room.
Art wasinterested. "Then heisgoing to fight al four at once.”

"Just in akind of formdized way, a prearranged exercise. They come a you one at atime, and anybody
who has some training and who has memorized the moves of the particular heian can do it. If he keeps
hisnerve. And if the speed's set low enough. He wantsto do it pretty fast." For amoment George's face
sad openly: It'shisfunerd.

Something about the fighting machines fascinated Art. The way they stood there on the polished wood
like outsize chessmen, waiting for an act of human contral to impel them to ritual battle. He asked: "Isit
al right if | take acloser look?"

George glanced at the controls. " Go ahead.”

Art padded over to the androids. They did not seem to notice him, asthey waited with impassive poise.
If you order usto punch and kick you, Lord Man, so will we do. Art peered into dull lens-eyesand
wondered what image they made of him. With a cautious finger he touched the plastic knuckles of one
cocked tan fist. Not as hard asthe proverbia rock, but not what one would call safely padded, either.
The fingers of the hand were not really separate, but only indicated by groovesin the one plastic piece.

"Fedsasif it could kill you."
"Not likely, they don't redlly hit like black belts." George smiled briefly. "Does sting alittle, though."”



"Y ou've been hit, then."

"Oh, sure. Not serioudy. Y es, these things can be dangerous. We sometimes put big padded hands and
feet on'em for novices. But if therésno red element of danger when you train, you can't redly train
properly". He glanced toward the locker room. There came the sound of atoilet flushing. "Fred'sno
novice. But he's nowhere near as good as he'sbeen telling me heis. | just can't hire him now."

"Then why—7?" Art gestured at the androids.

"Oh, | owe him afull fair tryout, | guess. And he's got good potentid if held settle down and practice
every day."

Fred game back, fitting on something like afencer's mask. "I found aface protector. | likeit bettern a
whole hdmet.”

"All right," said George, standing by the console.

Fred moved in among the androids, and oriented himsdf carefully at the center of the space between
them, where he was the focus of all their lenses. He drew a deep breath and then stood up relaxed.

"Reatly."

George touched ared control, and instantly bright red warnings glowed into lifein the eyes of each
mechanica figure. Somewhere asmall repeater chime began to sound, one, two, three, four, five notes
and the android a Fred'sleft lunged at him with apunch too fast for Art to follow. Fred was ready
though and hisleft arm snapped up to block the attack while his right hand came whipping around
edgewiseto hit home like a hatchet on the tan plastic neck. The aggressor machine was sent staggering
back. Meanwhile another was dready charging.

Each android charged in turn, was beaten off, reset itsalf quickly, and in its next turn came back to the
attack again, aiming another blow or kick at Fred, or grabbing at hisjacket with clamplikefinger less
hands, About half aminute passed, while Fred piled up points.

Fred spun from side to side, defending himsalf with vicious blocks, counterattacking with fists and feet
and elbows. Hisface was rigid with concentration—or wasiit fear and hate he showed? He reached out
and pulled down an android's head, smashing the blank uncaring face againgt hisdriving knee. Again he
spun around—not quiteintime. A savage punch glanced off his skull, and down he went.

Art moved with an dectronic technician'singtinct for the power switch, but George's hand was there
aready. For an instant the androids hesitated, looking for fair game. Then their eyes died and their bodies
fdl clattering to the wooden floor.

Fred wasralling over on the floor, gasping and moaning, clutching at his head. Art and George went to
him. Herolled just as Art bent down, and Art's hand was besmeared with adrop of Fred's blood.

"They changed speed!” Fred sat up, dripping blood onto hiswhite jacket. "1 dmost had'em, and then
something went wrong ... ah, triplets, that hurts! | swear they changed onme ..." Fred was practicaly
sobbing with exertion, pain, defest.

Having played chess against computers, Art thought that perhaps he understood Fred's fedlings. But
since he had risked no blood againgt the chess computers, Art said only: "Lie dill, I'll get atowd.” Fred's
scap wastorn but still the damage didn't look too serious.

George stayed with the victim, gently getting his face-protector off, while Art went to the locker room
and found atowe and aso picked up afirst aid kit that hung there on the wall. He had just gotten back



to the disaster area when the street door of the dojo opened and atall man camein. This man was well
dressed in trand ucent shorts and business jacket, and had dark skin and Oriental eyes. Ashewas
gtarting to bow to the flags he noticed what was happening, and immediately dipped off his shoesand
came acrossthefloor.

"Have an accident?'

"Oh, hdlo, Doc. Yes," said George, getting to hisfeet. Fred also started to get up, then sat back on the
floor as the man who had just comein bent to look at historn scalp.

Accepting the towe from Art, Doc dabbed around the wound. "Thislookslikeit'll need some glue. Ivor,
fetch my bag in from the car, will you?'

Another man, youngish and of undistinguished appearance, who had followed the doctor in and then had
remained uncertainly near the door, gave alittle sdlute with hisfingerslike a chauffeur or a servant and
then ducked puit.

"Doc," said George, "thisis Art Rodney, my sister's husband. Art, thisis Dr. Hammead."
With alook as of recognition, the doctor nodded, and reached to shake Art's hand.

George said: "Art, when you have a chance, you can consult the doctor about your problem. He's your

* * *

"I happened to see your wife thismorning,” the doctor wastdling Art afew minutes|ater. "She'sin good
hedlth and good spirits." The doctor was hanging his street clothesin alocker, getting ready for his
private karate |lesson. George was out in the main room of the dojo, discussing some refinement of
mayhem with the bodyguard Ivor. From where Art stood in the locker room he could see Fred sitting out
there too, the picture of defeat, head resting in his hands, blood drying brownish on hisjacket. Hisbrown
belt had come unknotted.

"Whereisshe?' Art asked.

"Understand, | have no direct connection with the place she's staying at. It's been my experience, though,
that they do agood job of taking care of guests.”

"Y ou have no connection? Aren't you the one who'sintending to—?"

"Oh, no, no, I'm not handling your wife's case myself. No, the connection between me and George istoo
obvious, you see. In such cases areferrd to another physician is more prudent.”

"Who s he, then? When am | going to see her? When is the operation to be?"

"It'll be soon, | suppose. She's young and hedthy, and | would anticipate an uneventful parturition and
freezing.”

The casua words brought on an icy congedling in Art's own bone marrow. He had no clear idea of what
athree-months fetus actudly looked like, but in hismind he saw amindless finger of tissue, extracted like
an gppendix and then frozeninto anicicle.

He asked: "If afetusistreated thisway, then grown in one of those artificid wombs— what areits
chances of becoming anormd child?!



"Oh, very good. Excdlent. Isthat what'sworrying you? Don't let it. Freezing an organism that small and
then revivifying it is nothing, these days. And an artificia womb actudly offers severd advantagesover a
full-term pregnancy and birth. Development of the fetus can be watched day by day and the flow of
nutrients perfectly controlled. It's much more physically convenient for the mother, too, of course. |
expect the FDA will release the wombs for unrestricted use with legitimate children soon; they're
probably only delaying because more women would want kidsif pregnancy wasn't such abother.” Dr.
Hammad pulled on hisloose white karate trousers; he smiled reassuringly, asif he had just solved dl
Art's problemsfor him.

"That'sal very well, doctor. That helpsto ease my mind of one kind of worry. But now what about my
wife?"

"Oh, thisis safer for her than anormal birth would be. | understand she's had two of those."

"I mean legally. Suppose she's caught and convicted and sent to jail and sterilized againgt her will? What's
al that going to do to her?!

"Seehere" sadd Hammad sharply, "1 thought you wanted this child. There are dways certain risks
involved, for everyone.

"] don't want this frozen so-called child, Ritadoes. | want to talk to her, to reason with her, beforeit's
toolate"

The doctor had turned hisface away and was adjusting hisjacket, dowly and meticuloudly. "Y ou'll have
to see someone el se about it, then, Mr. Rodney. | told you I'm not operating.”

"l ingst that | be alowed to see my wife, faceto facel” Art was keeping hisvoice low, but hefelt it
becoming shaky with hisanger.

"Now you know where she can be found. And I'm quite ready to stir up trouble, if you refuseto help me
talk to her!"

Knotting agreen belt a hiswaist, the doctor glared at Art asif he had found the wrong specimen laid out
on adissecting table. Art glared right back.

"All right," the doctor said at last. "I'll find out if some arrangement can be made for her to phone you.
Though it's not wise, phones can be tapped. Where are you staying?”

"No. | want to be able to talk with her in person. Alone."

Hammad was ready now, but he did not go out. "All right, dl right. It'sagainst my judgment but sSince you
ingst ontaking therisk I'll seeif there'sany way ameeting can be arranged.”

"Soon. Very soon."
"All right. Where can you be reached by phone?’

* * %

Fred Lohmann stood inside the Megiddo Bar & Coffee House, on the edge of amean little urban Bl
digtrict near State Street, not far from the Y where he was rooming. He was alonein acrowd. On alow
dais some people with medieval musica instruments were twanging out a ballad about pure-hearted love,
and achill slence had crept into the huge dim room. The place was befogged with the exhaed smoke of
severa kinds of leaves and synthetic mixtures, tobacco being only one. At every table there were glassy



staring eyes, and few of them seemed to be aimed a anybody else.

Fred douched histal frame over the coffegbar, nursing what they caled asmal Turkish, which had
coffee and other things mixed init, dong with avague dull hope that someone might ask him about the
little bandage on the side of his head. After dl, mighty few men could have handled those andys at the
speed they were set for today. Not one in ahundred, probably, even given the chanceto train, could do
it. Black belt George, of course. Third degree black belt, no less. He probably set them on speed One
and knocked them down like bowling pins. Toward George, Fred felt envy, but there wasno mdiceinit.

Karate was agood businessto bein. Y ou could get to meet some influentia people, people with class,
like the Dr. Hammad who had comein and patched Fred's scalp today. Afterward Fred had watched
the doctor go through his private lesson, and George had used Fred to demonstrate a point or two, and
had Fred spar freestyle with the doctor alittle bit, taking it easy.

Now Fred made a karate blade of his hand and chopped ddlicatdly, silently, at the edge of the bar. Then
he stopped. Who cared? What was the use? George probably could tell without even checking that he
had been lying about having abrown belt. Sorry, George had said, no job now. Practice every day and
well see. George hadn't said every day for how long, but Fred knew it wouldn't be for just aweek or
two. Months or maybe even ayear before he got his stance and his control and everything else up to the
standards George wanted in abrown or black belt, in apaid instructor. There was not much funin
grunting and sweeting and working like amachine for that length of time. And there was no guarantee that
hewould ever make it, so what was the sensein putting out that kind of effort?

Up to the bar beside Fred there stepped a young man who looked like one who knew hisway around.
Hewas of average height, but so broad-shouldered that he gppeared squat. Around his shoulders he
wore the pdlt, doubtless artificia, of what Fred supposed was awolf; anyway it was a shaggy animd,
with pointy little tick-up ears, beady glittering glass eyes, and sharp-looking sizable white teeth in a pink
open plastic mouth.

Fred hadn't yet made contact with anyone who knew where he might buy some glad-rags.
"Hey," hecdled quietly.
The wolf-man turned, properly casua, and looked Fred over. "Hey," he answered coally. ™Y ou buyin?'

Fred waited long enough to show that he wasn't being pushed into anything. " Got my check today, why
not?'

Fred and Wolf ("Cal meWolf, man") sat at atable, where they were soon joined by afriend of Wolf's
caled Lewandowski, who was drinking herb tea spiked with vodka. Fred bought another round for the
three of them and decided it was the last he was going to buy. He sounded out Wolf and Lewandowski
about gladrags, and they assured him that a man who sold such things would be around | ater.

Wolf said he came from New Y ork City. Helet it be known that he had led a gang there and the New
Y ork police were looking for him so he had come west for his hedth. Fred could believe this about
halfway. Lewandowski, afat, strong-looking youth with empty eyes, was a native Chicagoan. Once he
dtarted talking it was hard to get him to shut up. He said he was looking for ajob with one of the policy
wheds, legd or illegd made no difference to him; his old man was a compulsive gambler and he knew
there was no money to be made on the sucker's side of the operation.

Neither of them asked Fred about his bandage, but he faked alittle more headache than he actualy felt
and managed to reveal casually that he was a karate expert, working hard for hisblack belt. He saw the
others hardening their faces dightly to keep from showing that they were impressed. Probably they



believed him about halfway as he did them. Well, hewastdling them about half thetruth. If only there
was someone he could talk to.

Findly Fred gave up waiting and bought yet another round, for neither of the other two seemed-to have
any money. They both said they had been on Bl for about ayear, since abandoning school. And Wolf
said he couldn't even collect his checks these days or the New Y ork police would find out where he was
and have him extradited.

Fred began to fed alittle drunk and sick, and hiswounded head ached in earnest. The gladrag man
findly arrived and was pointed out to him, and as soon as he had the little carton in his pocket Fred went
back tothe Y. Marjoriewasn't in, or €l se she wouldn't answer his tapping at the door. Without her
unlatching her side of the bed, he couldn't even let his down, and so was redtricted to douching on his
pinein achair with hisfeet up on histiny table. He sat therein dizzy sllence for awhile, staring into the
hot eyes of the Y'sfounder, whose portrait decorated one wall. On another wall was the predictable
print of Love Conquers All, the naked urchin wearing wings and pretending to be Eros, climbing out of
bed and knocking down books and mathematical instruments and trampling aviolin. That Caravaggio
had certainly known how to paint. That picture would be something to try to carve in wood.

He wanted Marjorie to come back, and to hurry up about it. But maybe she had checked out, and
tonight he would have to deep with some real ol d-fashioned sex kitten, some real dog who studied an
erotic manua every day. Hedidn't know if he could take that now.

Onething he sure wasn't going to be able to take for very long tonight was sitting here alone. It was only
about eight o'clock, not yet dark outside, and he was neither sober nor yet redlly high on the spiked
coffee. He got up and went out, and had nowhereto go. In alittle while he was heading back to the
Megiddo.

VII

THE PHONE call got Art up from the Parrs dinner table. When Art had let the caller see him, aman's
voice spoke briefly through a blanked screen, giving him directions. " The corner of Belmont and Halsted.
Betherein an hour. Don't forget to come alone.”

"How will I know—?" but the connection had already been broken.

George, who had been listening in the background, now looked worried, which did not help Art's nerves
at dl. Ann, smiling though she was worried too, came up to Art. 'Y ou're going, then? Give Ritaour love
if you do get to see her. And listen to what she says. And don't do anything foolish. Y ouwon't get lost
now, will you?'

"No. No, | won't. Well then, I'm off." He left the house before they could change their minds completely
and begin to argue with him not to go. He had prepared himsalf somewhat by purchasing amap of the
city'sdidewak system from an autovendor, and to pick out agood route to Belmont and Halsted was no
trouble at all. He even detoured through a busy shopping center with the idea of shaking off anybody
who might betrying to follow him.

Chicago was a place where people walked, or at least rode standing on their moving wakways. Inthisit
was unlike mogt of mid-Cdifornia, where aman trying to move any distance on foot soon found himsdf a
helplessdien in aworld that had been planned and built and paved and spaced for surface vehicles. By
night out there awalking man was ablind alien once the particular didewalk or statwak he was on had
taken him out of the particular region where helived. Thetdl idands of glittering buildings seeninthe
distance dl looked pretty much dike, and the daytime mountains were gone. A waking man could think



that the passing tides and torrents of headlights and taillights went on forever.

Herein Chicago things were closer together and more reachable, more on ahuman scae, save for the
towersthat clustered in the center of the city, the place afew Chicagoans ill called the Loop. Here signs
named the streets at every corner, address numbers were consistent where they could be seen, and the
city was covered by the vast didewak grid. But now at sunset most of the walks were only thinly
occupied. The crowded shopping center had evidently been fed most of its customers by surface vehicle,
for itslarge parking lots looked nearly full. The people Art saw on the walks kept looking at one another
in mutual wariness asthey passed.

Art kept to the main thoroughfares, which Ann had said werefairly well patroled by the police. Plenty of
atificid light fel on thefaintly whispering didewalks, and on the new, high, blind wallsthat now made up
so much of the city'sface. Next to the vehicle lanes of the street there usualy came a strip of grass, then
the whispering walk, awider strip of grass and trees (no shrubbery, though, wherein aman might lurk),
and then the walls, high and un-scalegble. Walls of workerless, humming factories, or walls of defended
blockhouses like George's. Art, searching out his path tonight between the walls, was reminded of a
maze he had once seen in the laboratory of a psychologist who had been experimenting with rats. With
the going of the sun, the trees growing in the tended spots and strips of grasstook on an unredl,
misplaced look. Their June leaves were as green as Sgndsin the streetlights brightness. And the streets
steady vehicular traffic, dipping or rising as the streets passed under or over the moving walks, was aso
quite unred to adidewaking man; the peoplein the cars were like fish in an aguarium, dim diding shapes
bound into their own world.

"Seethat one there?" the psychologist who ran the rats had said. "L ooks fine and hedlthy, doesn't he? Fat
and deek and bright-eyed compared with most of the others.”

"How do you keep some of ‘em that way, with so many crowded in?"

"They're supposed to be crowded in. I'm studying the effects of overpopulation. And he'sredly no
hedlthier than the others are,

He'slike adeepwalker, passve, nonsexud..."
"What about the others?’

"Various reactions. See the shabby one with al the energy? Heswhat we cdl a'prober’. Hyper and
homo-sexud. Hyperactive atogether, often turns canniba. Only good point is he's not a status-seeker as
most of themalesare.”

* * *

Thunder rumbled somewhere. Or wasit thunder? Close above the Streetlights the night pressed down,
opague and prematurely black. Above the brilliant lights there might be stars or clouds or watching eyes,
nothing could be seen.

Art ran hismaze. After leaving the shopping center he changed didewalk directionstwice, navigating with
his map. He was diding east dong Belmont Avenue, caculating the distance to Halsted Street, when a
passing police car dowed, keeping pace with him for ten or fifteen seconds. Art threw one half-scowling
glance toward the car and just kept on walking, until it pulled away.

A minute later he wished it back. Glancing down a comparatively dim side street as he crossed an
intersection, he saw agroup of four or five mae figures waking together two long blocks away. They
were shouting in rough voices and waving their arms. Fortunately they were alittle too far off to be



concerned with Art. He would bet that they meant trouble for someone, though.

Thunder rolled again. Hyperactive, and they often turned cannibal. But the psychologist with his crowding
studies had been too wise to offer any cure-al for human nastiness. Certainly not the smple absence of
crowding. Therewas il plenty of violence on farms.

Art's nerves relaxed alittle when the band of toughs passed out of sight, then tightened again ashe
arrived at the intersection to which he had been told to come. It was a busy place, the center of asmal
vending district. He alighted on astatwalk bathed in the rippling noon of abarred display window.
People moved around him, shopping or aimlesdy walking. No one moved at once to approach Art, and
asfar ashe could tdl no one was watching him.

Another police car, or perhaps the same one, came easing around a corner, and Art turned away fromiit,
pretending to study the contents of the vendor's window. He heard the car halt just alittle distance off,
and wait there, turbines idling with a muffled whine. Maybe they were just keeping a protective watch
over the pedestriansin sight. If they were trying to follow him to Rita, surdly they would be more subtle
about it than this. But now it seemed to Art that the police and Family Planning probably knew aready
where shewas. He pictured Hall conferring with cool and crafty agents, dl of them agreeing to wait until
the crime had been irrevocably committed before they sprang their trap. We're not out to get her, Hall
hed said.

Art inventoried the window until he heard the police car pull away. A few seconds later another car
drove up to the curb beside him, one of itswindows lowered. A man'svoice caled softly: "Areyou

Rodney?"
"Yes" Art skipped across the didewalk to the curb.
A rear door opened for him. "Get in."

Hegot in and pulled the door shut and the car moved out. There were two men with himin the car, one
driving and the other beside Art in therear. As soon asthe auto had turned out of the busy intersection,
the man, in back took Art by the neck and pushed him impersonally down to the floor.

"We don't wancha see where we're going. Get under this" A musty-smelling, opague blanket of some
kind was thrown over his head.

Opague blankets like this one were not commonly found in the possession of proper people. Suddenly all
the possihilities of evil began to open. Art could fear that he was not being teken to Ritaat al, he was
being gotten rid of asatroublemaker. Meanwhile the car purred on, no onein it having anything to say. It
stopped and started and turned in traffic. Art no longer had the faintest idea of the direction in which he
was moving. There was afaint odor of perfume, or perhaps some kind of drug, in the car or clinging to
the blanket. He told himself firmly that his new fearswereridiculous. Anyway, it wastoo late now to start
having them.

He crouched awkwardly benesth the blanket, breathing uncomfortably and pulling at his beard. Just let
him have one chance to talk with Rita, face to face. She would not be able to stick to her mad plan. She
hed aways gone adong with him on the few occasions when he had redlly ingsted on having something his
ownway. If shewere able to face him with this decison, shewould not smply have left him anote and
fled. He had to believe that he would be able to make her change her mind.

How could he have lived with her for more than three years and not know her any better than he did?
But Ritadidn't know him, either, if she thought he would smply let her wreck her lifethisway. That was
the important thing. The number of children and thelegd problems were secondary. To save her was



what he wasredly fighting for.
The car turned, dowed, turned once more, crept ahead, and shortly stopped.
"We get out here. Don't look around, just go straight into the building.”

The blanket was pulled away and Art saw that they were parked in an aley. Anonymous rough brick
wallswere close on either hand. Ashe got out of the car one of his escorts turned him toward an open
doorway, some kind of unmarked service entrance, in therear of asizable, dimly lighted building.

One of hisguides, agraying, tough-looking man, came along, walking a pace or two ahead of Art to
show him the way. Art followed down along shabby passage between walls of painted concrete block
and up anarrow flight of stairs whose carpet had begun to wear. The place was a run-down gpartment
building, or perhaps a hotd. Thisimpression was strengthened as they traversed another passage, that
twisted past closed and numbered doors. The building was certainly old, but reasonably clean and
wdl-maintained.

At lagt Art's guide stopped and pointed to adoor. "She'sin here. I'll come back in fifteen, twenty
minutes, and welll take ya back where we picked ya up." The man turned his back indifferently and
walked away.

Art tapped on the door, then turned the old knob and pushed it open. Ritawas sitting with her back to
him, inaworn plastic armchair, wearing aslvery bikini that sparkled in the light of the small room'ssingle
lamp, and staring out through the one small window &t the night. Shelooked around, startled, at Art's
entrance, and he saw that above the bikini bottom her bely ill bulged dightly with three months
illegitimate pregnancy—he was not too late. As she recognized him, love and fear and defiance cameinto
her face, and she jumped up from the chair. A second later she opened her arms.

* * *

"Come homewith me now," Art murmured, amost deepily, about ten minuteslater. His voice was half
muffled by the single pillow on the smdl bed. Rita's hair, spread artlessly on the same pillow, was silver
and gold in the light of the chegp lamp, asit would bein the best light anywhere. A gleam of dmost the
same color came from the plastic armchair, where her discarded bikini lay.

"No, | can't." Her voice was smdl but did not hesitate. "They'll kill my baby if | do." Unableto lie il
after saying those unsettling words, she got up from the cot and went to close the window, against which
rain wasjust starting to splash.

Art dso sat up and put hisfeet on the floor. He had suddenly redlized that a good many minutes had
passed, that his escort would soon be back for him, and that so far Ritaand he had talked very little, and
that mainly about how they loved and missed each other and whether Timmy and Paulamight be much
upset by what was going on.

He stood up and reached for his codpiece, which had been thrown onto the armchair too. "Y ou're
coming home with me, so don't argue about it. Y ou haven't committed any redl crime asyet, and there
isn't any reason why you can't just walk out of here. A man from Family Planning came to see me, and
from what he said I'm sure they won't place any charges, if wejust turn in thisfetus aswere required to
do."

"l can't, | can't. | wish you would try to understand. | wish you could stand by me." Her tender body
turned in the lamplight, naked and unprotected. His heart turned over.



"Why can't you do it, for sex's sake?" he demanded, more savagely than he had meant.

"B-becauseit'sliving. It'smy baby, and it's part of you | haveingde me. It would belike killing you. Oh,
Art." Even dight pregnancy aways made women look ridiculous and she would look more so when she
put the bikini on again. Why couldn't anybody make clothesin which a pregnant girl looked less
grotesque? Maybe such clothes were made somewhere. But then, Art realized abruptly, Rita's pregnancy
was probably going to be ended in one or two more days. One way or another.

Now shegot her bikini from the chair and did start to put it on. Shelooked fragile and vulnerable and
ridiculous and he loved her tremendoudy. Her breasts wefe fuller than usud; that would be the
pregnancy, too, of course.

"l can't go through thisagain,”" shetold him grimly, meanwhile working on asirap. "'I'm g-going to have
myself serilized when thisisover, even if the government doesn't make me. But | can't give up this baby
who's dready here." When Ritagot very tired or upset she sometimes stuttered.

"Y ou have two red children, who need their mother with them right now, not avay somewhere in one of
those places that Family Planning runs, or hiding out here”

"Y ou say they play dl day in that b-blockhouse park. | didn't have timeto look around there much. Isit
safe? Ann's very nice but sometimes she doesn't watch her children closdly enough.” By now she had
gotten back into the bikini, and stood |ooking into the little mirror on the dresser, trying to pull and tug the
bottom to a better fit.

"Very safe” By now Art too was dressed. " Come on, Rita, you're not killing any part of me by getting rid
of afetus. I'll fill be here"

"But not indde me. That part of you won't grow anymore, or go on living."

"Bah. How do you know it's even mine?'

Shedid not answer, or look away from the mirror, but something in her face closed off.
Hesaid: "If | had a diseased appendix you'd want it cut out and done away with."
"What's growing in meis not diseased—"

"How do you know, have you had any defect tests made?"

"—and evenif it were, I'd loveit.”

If thiskept on he was going to grab her and shake her. "If you loved it—I mean, if you loved the potential
child it might become— you know what | mean—you'd want to save it from alifetime of being unwanted
by theworld."

"I want him. His mother wantshim." Now Ritawas getting angry too. "We should kill him now because
he's going to have avery tough time someday? Then | suppose wed better not take any chances, wed
better knock Timmy's and Paulas heads in because someday they're likely to have atough time too.”

Sublimation! He knew that he wasright, but where was the argument to use? Not what the neighbors
might someday say; that wouldn't work with Rita. It came down redlly to their duty to the overcrowded
world, of course, sacrificing apersond wish for mankind in the abstract. For the good of mankind,
everyone's reproductive urges, weak or strong, just had to bow aside. But those were not phrases with
which to belabor one's suffering wife. How to make the truth sound less salf-righteous, speechy and



highflown?

There came aknocking at the door. On hisway to answer, Art said over his shoulder: ™Y ou're coming
back to Ann'swith me now to get the children, and then you're coming home.”

"No, I'mnot." Stubborn asamule, just like her sster-in-law. Y ou might have thought the blood
relaionship wasthere.

Thistime the knock was loud. Art reached the door and flung it open. The man who stood there, the
same graying escort, looked at Art's face and hesitated. Then, in amore respectful tone than he had used
before, he asked: "Y ou about ready to leave? Don't worry, shelll be outta here in acouple days.”

"My wifeisleaving with me. Now."
"I'm not going, Art. Don't ask me—oh, | wish you hadn't come."

A pair of young women were coming aong the halway, talking and giggling about something. They eyed
Art strangely, and as they passed the doorway they glanced through it into Ritals room, curiosity showing
through the pale makeup that masked their faces. They were made up worse than the B-girlsin the tavern
had been, and dressed worse too, for those two wore loose shrouding robes, totally obscene draperies
of brown and gray that no woman would wear except... except...

"What kind of aplace—?" barked Art, glaring wildly at the man who faced him in the hal. The man took
a step backward, startled.

Art turned quickly and confronted Rita. Lightning flared, twice, very bright through the window just
behind her. In the repeated violence of light Art could see the main front of the building hewasin, Ritals
room being evidently in aprojecting wing. DIANA ARMS APARTMENTS, said achegp new sign
above the main entrance a ground level. Above, molded into the old concrete that arched above the
entrance, were other words, not conspicuous but picked out now by perfect light and sometrick of the
speed-reading brain.

CHICAGO MATERNITY HOSPITAL
NURSES QUARTERS

"What kind of placeisthis?' He grabbed at her, while thunder detonated. "Answer me, what kind of
place?' He saw his hands shaking her, shaking Rita, with aviolence that no one should dareto offer her.

Ritadapped him in the face. Never before. Art backed away from her dowly, as she began to cry. He
backed up three steps and bumped into the man who had come to take him away and who now took a
grip on Art'sarm. When Art tried to pull free, the man said something and only tightened his hold. Art
turned in ingtant rage and struck out with hisfist. The blow was clumsy but by chance he got most of his
weight behind it and it took hisenemy by surprise. Art felt human tissue yield with acrunch benegth his
knuckles and then he was no longer being held.

Now once more he had Ritain hisgrip. She was struggling with him, trying to break free. She screamed:
"Doyou think | likeit, being herein awhorehouse? Do you know what | fedl about anything? Let go!”

Evenin hisrisng madness he had no intention of hurting Rita. His only thought wasto save her, get her
out of here. After he had gotten her, screaming, out of the little room, there were frightened facesin his
way, and doors, and scrambling bodies. All these were obstacles that must be pushed or knocked aside.
Strong hands came from somewhere and fastened—on him, but he struck out blindly and kept trying to
pull Ritafree. Her being here was not to be endured.



An.expert foot tripped him, and down he went on adirty floor. His arm was clamped and bent until he
must let go of Ritaswrist. Massive weights sat on him, crushing out whet little of hiswind was [ ft.

"Stop it!" arough mae voice demanded. " Stop. Y ou gonnastop?' It had been barking the same words
a him for sometime, and findly he had to listen.

"Uh." -

A hand turned Art's face up from thefloor. "In th' name o' pure chastity, you gonna behave?'
"Yuh"

"All right, let 'im up. Sublimation, we get 'em dl in here, every kind of nut thereis."

The powerful handsthat held Art down reversed themselves and hoisted, and without even trying he was
on hisfeet. Hewas dizzy, the world was gray with hisfaintness. Unused to such exertions. Swegt and dirt
werein hiseyes, al mixed with helplesstears. His chest heaved in wind-broken spasms. Therewasa
pain inside his shoulder, where something seemed to have been torn.

Rita's voice was somewhere nearby, demanding: "Whereishe? Let me see. Oh, thefoal. If you've hurt
him, I'm going to—to—"

"Oh, lady, please, he'sall right, see? Just hiswind knocked out. He was out to tear the place apart. Look
a my chaste eye, excuse th' language, where he dugged me."

Good.

Ritawas visble asablur before him now, and they were speaking to her with respect. Of course she
was a boarder here, only afugitive, not a—no, no, of course she was not that. He felt her cool hands,
moving on his hands and hisface.

"Don't start him up again, now, lady, please. Let us get him the purity outta here. Well see he getshome
sfe”

"Art? Oh, Art, forgive me. Areyou dl right?"

"Come homewithme."

"No."

He nodded. Then he was being led away. He no longer tried to resi<.

A man'svoice muttered: "Wherésthe Holy Joe, why don't he look after these celibatin' people of his?
I'm sick of thewhole cdlibatin’ mess." Then the voice lowered itsdf to ask awhispered question.

"No! Take 'im back where ya picked 'im up, and just leave him there, nice and safe. s somebody usin'
the car now?" There was afresh uproar in the middle distance, men's voicesraised in some angry
quarrd. "What'sthat?"

"Sounds like the homos again. | tell ya, we get every kind of nut thereis. Lemme put thisguy in herefor a
minute."

The grip that had remained on Art's arm guided him into another room. He was rel eased and the door
was closed behind him. He groped dong the wall in darkness and found a switchplate, which in response
to human fingers on its surface turned on alamp.



Thelight was dim and his eyes were gtill befogged with tears and swest, but he made out that the small
room possessed a cot. He ssumbled over and sank down on it, still wheezing for breath. He had to regain
hiswind, and more importantly his self-control. His strong point was supposed to be intelligence, and so
he had to think.

Forget that Ritawas staying in thiswhorehouse. Forget that the arrogant namel ess obgtetrician (Holy Joe,
the bouncer had said—a cultist, then? One of Ann's priestly friends?) was using thisformer nurses
quarters of a doubtless abandoned hospital as his maternity ward.

Remember this, seen in the fortuitouslightning flash: DIANA ARMS APARTMENTS. Let them usedl
the blindfolds they liked, now he could locate this place again. To what end? Should hetell dl to Family
Panning? Should hetell George in what sort of place his sister was holed up? George coming hereto
drag her out would likely kill somebody in the process, or they would kill him. Anyway, it waslikdly that
her brother would let her stay here since shewanted it that way.

The door of the room opened quietly, and anude girl stepped in, carrying under one arm abundle of
cloth rolled up as Fred's karate outfit had been. Art blinked his eyes and found that he could focus clearly
now. She was young and blond, flat-bellied and full-breasted, and her face was made up into apde, cold
mask.

The girl closed the door behind her and then froze, motionless, staring at him haughtily. In acold voice
she asked: "Isthistheright room? 1 don't think it can be mine. What are you doing here? | don't want
meninmy room."

Art shifted hisweight on the cot, started to get up, and then when hisbody made its great reluctance
known he let himself stay sitting there. He knew, he understood perfectly well, that he should speak up
without delay and tell the progtitute that for once she was indeed mistaken. This onetime she had
actudly, redlly, walked into the wrong room. He understood it perfectly well yet he said nothing. Wasit
that he had not yet regained wind enough to speak? Was something wrong now with histhroat?

The girl now was moving away from the door, edging dong the wall opposite where Art sat on the cot.
Already she was gradually unrolling the thick, opague robe that she had brought in under her arm, and
now she was beginning to cover her body with it. As she passed the switchplate on the wall she turned
theroom'slight to acooler, softer glow. In her movement she gave the impression of trying to keep asfar
aspossible from Art. She turned her painted face away from him, fixed in amask of bitternessand
contempt, while her motions, graceful as adancer's, expressed distaste and even fear.

By now the robe was hdf unrolled, and now it covered haf her flesh. Thisgirl was good, she knew her
trade. "Don't make amove toward me," she said in alow voice, tense with raw repression. "I don't want
to be pawed by aman. | don't want you even to stare at me."

In his adolescence Art had gone twice to brothels. Both times guilt fedlings had hampered his
performance, and the results had been unsatisfactory. Hewas still very nearly avirgin asfar as
sublimation was concerned. Since his marriage he had cometo think of himself as grown above al that
kind of thing, and he had never, snce marriage, been serioudy tempted toward it. If Ritahad ever
wanted to do anything like this, he hadn't been aware of it. Did he know what she felt about
anything?—those were her words. He would have doneit with her, if she had ever asked. What went on
between hushand and wife was nobody ese's business.

The girl had nearly reached the window now. "Maybe you don't want to touch me, though,” she said,
turning her eyeson Art asif with dawning hope. Oh, yes, thisgirl was good. "Maybe you're apure chaste
man. Maybe you're a person who knows what a human being redly likes."



She had reached the window, and now she turned her pale mask of aface to look up and out through the
upper panes, left unshaded for thisvery purpose while the lower werefitted with plagtic shieldsin
imitation of stained glass. By now her body from the neck down was completely hidden in the long robe,
and now her smulated fear and tension were fading out, were being put aside by something else.

By an exdtation that, once helet it grip him, might beimpossible to deny.

"The sars," she sad, her voice now more distant and far softer than before. "The sars are very beautiful
tonight.”

Of course tonight's sky was dl clouds and rain, and the stars were only a part of her routine. But that
hardly mattered. In his mind the perfect blue-white points of light were there. Her voice and her face and
the attitude of her body benegth the long concealing robe madeit all true..

Again heredlized dully that he must move and speak, he must explain his presence here and make her
stop. But for the moment he could not. His breathing, aready dowed to normal, became still dower
while hiseyesrested on the girl. Her hair reminded him of Ritas, and in other ways they looked
something dike. Thisgirl was physicaly quite attractive, aswere al the most successful whores. The
more lust there was to sublimate, the more the act could mean. Of course nothing to do with sex was
ever reducibleto such asmpleformulaasthat; but it seemed to Art that with thisgirl the meaning of the
act of sublimation waslikely to be very grest indeed. To throw down the weight of sex and stand beside
her, for the moment straighter, taller, freer, than that encumbrance would ever let you stand. To stand on
top of sex, and useit for afootstool, and look with thisgirl a her imaginary stars and take their light into
his being. Tonight he yearned very powerfully to do just that.

Heknew it was awrong and perverse yearning that he struggled with, and once he had thought that such
urgeswere over for him, al safely outgrown. But now in hisweakness and defeat they cameto trouble
him once more. Wédll, since an act of sublimation promised al the comfort of which he stood in need, why
not? Why not, just this once?

No! He was not going to be so spineless, so weak-willed. Art ressted. He called up images of Eros,
lust-knotted bodies swesting, writhing, roaring, raging to attain a pinnacle of lust yet higher than the one
they dipped and labored on. He fastened his mind upon the remembered image of the girl's bare body as
he had seen it when shefirst entered the room. He pictured Ritas body, spread out invitingly before him.
But dl thefleshly stirringsthat he now managed to arousein himsaf would only go asfud for sublimation
if hefatered. And he was fatering. The consciousness of sex-as-God that never should entirely leave an
adult's mind wasflickering now and fading dangeroudy in his.

"The garsare beautiful," the girl said again, and now her voice sounded like winter bells. " So beautiful, so
far avay."

The rain drummed on the window steadily, but had no power to make her words ridiculous. Art feebly
tried to cling to images of female nakedness, but al were still and flat and lifeless now, remote and
meaningless as old photographs.

Just as he might have gotten up and goneto join the girl at the window, the thought presented itself that
the men would soon be coming back for him, and they would have quite alaugh if they cameinand
found him stargazing. The band fear was enough to tip the balance on the other side.

"I'm sorry," he said, and stood up with agrunt. His hands and knees were quivering still and hiswrenched
shoulder hurt. Hefumbled in his pockets for some money with which to tip the girl; probably she would
make afussif hetried to walk out without tipping her. At least she seemed to recdll that things had been
that way in the brothels of hisyouth. "I'm not acustomer.”



She had turned from the window and was regarding him with great surprise. He handed her money and
explained: "Theresredly been amigtake." Mechanically a gentleman, he squeezed the girl's breast
through he? robe.

"Migtake? I'll say!" Thewintry voice had broken suddenly to nasty shrillness. "Thisisonly five dollarsyou
gmme*

"It'sdl you'l get," said Art, now dangeroudy cam in hisexhaugtion. "1 told you I'm not a customer.”

With the money in hand the girl rushed out of the room. Art followed, wearily, asfar asthe corridor,

where he stood waiting. In amoment his guide, with a swollen cheekbone but the same indifferent
expression as before, and another man, came into sight. "I'm ready,” Art told them. "Take me back."

He rode under the blanket again in the sillent car, and smiled grimly to himsdlf. Diana Arms Apartments
. Hewaslet out of the car at the busy intersection where he had been picked up. After adl he had just
been through, alate trip home by didewak seemed nothing at al to be concerned about, and he did not
even look around when once there came to him the sound of distant screams.

When he got back to the Parrs, who seemed to have been waiting anxioudly, Art did not have agreat
dedl to say. Yes, he had seen her and yes, she till wanted to go through with it. She seemed to be dl
right, and she said they were treating her well enough.

"What kind of placeis she staying in?' Ann wanted to know. "And what's wrong with your aam?"
", ah, twisted my shoulder somehow, opening the car door."

Ann, evidently assuming from Art's defegated attitude that he was now going to let hiswife do asshe
chastely well pleased, became very comforting and motherly. Art let her rub his shoulder with some kind
of medicine that George used for his occupationd aches and pains, He dso let her go thinking what she
liked.

George appeared noticeably relieved by Art's safereturn. "I should have gone,” he muttered severa
times

No, you shouldn't, thought Art. At last Ann released him and he dragged himsdlf upstairs and fdll into the
guest room bed.

In the morning, he decided painfully, he would go to Family Planning, and have atalk with Mr. Hall.
Therewas redly nothing esethat he could do.

Seep wasalong time coming.

VIII

"MR. BARNABY of the Homosexud Leagueis here asking to seeyou, Sir."

Oscar Grill, director of the Chicago office of the Bureau of Family Planning dumped back in his chair and
gazed unhappily at the image of his secretary in theintercom plate. "What's he herefor?' The same as
usud, | suppose.”

"I tried to find out, Sir, but he was vague. | suppose the same asusud.”

Grill made agrimace of annoyance. He had barely had time this morning to St down and assure himself
of what abusy day he had ahead, and now here came Barnaby again. About ayear ago the president of



the Illinois Homosexuad League had begun a series of drop-in visits, coming around about once every
two months. Barnaby came, and talked mostly in generdities, and sometimes they had lunch together,
and Grill had never been able to understand just what his visitor was hoping to accomplish by visiting. It
wasn't that Barnaby was persondly attracted to him; that surely would have been made plain by now,
and didn't seem too likely anyway, given Grill's paunchy, jowly appearance and the fact that he was
diding fast past middle age.

What made the situation difficult for Grill wasthat the president of the state Homo L eague was too
important to be casudly brushed off. No politician wanted to risk dienating abloc of votes of the
League's size, and Oscar Grill was, among other things, very much a palitician. And genera dections
were coming up within ayesar.

Grill sighed, mentdly trying to rearrange his morning schedule. He wondered which appointments he
might be ableto put off. "I suppose you'd better send him in right away. Maybe | can cut it short.”

"Yesar."

Seizing the moment of peace before Barnaby walked through the door, Grill closed hiseyesand tried to
achieve an ingant of total relaxation. But hisjob was difficult, and histhoughts were hard to quiet quickly.
He wanted to be sure to get to today's luncheon meeting, with the local heads of other bureaus, Art,
Poverty, and Vanddism. Important politica decisionswerein the offing. And sometime today he wanted
to try to talk again with his semi-officia contacts a the UN's Chicago consulate, to try to find out what
might be delaying the latest population forecast. There was afog of rumors surrounding that report;
probably when he did learn what it contained, he would wish that he hadn't.

The door was opening, and Grill opened his eyes and stood up and came around his desk, setting himself
to be courteous but still to ease hisvisitor out as quickly as he could. At least he had an obvioudy and
honestly crowded desk for Barnaby to notice.

The president of the Homo L eague entered, moving with hisusud dightly femininewalk. Hisbasic
physique was that of an average male, but hisface was strikingly handsome— or perhaps pretty—and
hislong hair was a natural-looking bright red. In the League as e sewhere, gppearance evidently counted
for alot in getting to be president. Barnaby wore aconservatively tiny bikni not too much different from
the slandard femae modd, the bottom lacking the exaggerated fullness of the usua mae codpiece. Mr.
Barnaby's brawas functiond; medica science had given him that much in the way of matching hisbiology
to hisludts.

"How do you do, sr?" Grill asked formally, extending ahand in greeting.

"Not well today, Oscar, not very well." Barnaby's voice was husky rather than deep. He shook Grill's
fingersddicately. "I am becoming afraid to travel through the streets. Thereis an organized harassment
that | must endure. Good citizens pay taxes, then find that their government offers them no protection.”

Grill said: "Won't you st down?Y ou mean you're being picketed again by that bluenose group?”

"Agan?One might say that it has become dmost continuous.” Adjusting his shoulder bag with alarge
hand, Barnaby settled himsdlf in avisitor'schair. "Not only is our headquarters under seige, asit were,
but some of these Y oung Virgins have taken to following my car through the streets. | should warn you
that some of them have followed me heretoday.”

Grill had seeted himsdlf and was toying with the corner of astack of printout that lay awaiting his attention
in his desk, though he had little hope that the hint would be taken. "Wéll, | can certainly sympathize. |
redlly wish there was something | could do but, twins, were sometimes picketed here ourselves.”



"Yes, I'm sureyou are, and by many of the same people.” Barnaby crossed his hairless, dightly plump
legs. "Oscar, it seemsto me of the utmost importance that those of uswho lead in conserving traditional
values should support one another, for the cause of Eros and the good of society. Men and women of
good will should stand together whenever possible, that'sall | mean. | redize that you have no power to
punish those wretches who are out there picketing.”

"| certainly don't." Grill sneaked alook at his clock.

"| did go to the police about the picketing, as| believe you suggested once before.” Barnaby seemed
unable to keep from exciting himself over the pickets. "l tried to point out to the police the difference
between our country'straditiona freedoms and the anarchy those bluenoses want. They paint their dirty
words right on their signs and wave them about in public places, and the police and courts will do nothing
to put astop toiit!”

Grill shrugged. "I supposeif the police are providing you with physical protection, that's redly about all
you can expect.”

"Oscar," said Barnaby reproachfully. He leaned across the desk and lowered hisvoice. "Which isthe
more to be feared, injury to the body or poisoning of the mind? And | am more concerned for youth of
the community than for myself. What will hgppen to them, growing up in aworld where nothing is
consdered obscene any longer?!

* * *

Art woke up dowly. There was something very nasty that he would have to face on waking, and so it
was pleasant to delay the process. Then he moved, and felt atwingein his shoulder, and al hismemories
of yesterday came back. With agroan he sat up in the guest room bed. His watch read half past eight.

His situation looked no better in the morning light than it had in midnight gloom. There was nothing for it
but to be agood citizen and go to Family Planning. Mr. Hall had said they were not out to get anyone, a
least not anyone like Rita. People like her were only the innocent victims of the midwifers and their gangs.
And of their well-meaning relatives. Too bad if the rdatives got in trouble. Art'sfirst reponsibility wasto
hiswife, not to the rdatives who should never have gotten her into thismessin thefirst place. Eveniif they
wereonly trying to help.

Hedidn't want to think about the Parrs right now, but it was hard to avoid while hewasin their house.
He got out of bed and began to get ready to go downgtairs.

While he showered and shaved and dressed he pictured raiding police breaking down the doors of that
former nurses quarters, carting off hysterical whores, handcuffing thugs. Then dong camether quietly
efficient lieutenant, leading Rita safely out. When she saw Art (who had ridden along in the lead car with
the lieutenant) she burst into tears, and threw repentant arms around his neck ...

More likely shewould dap hisface again. The scenario was fundamentally unconvincing, so Art had to
give up onit and think of something esewhile he held fast to his determination.

Aromas of coffee and warm food now reached him in the upstairs hdl. He promised himself that he
would say nothing to the Family Planning authorities about George and Ann. Well, sooner or later he
would doubtless have to say something about them, for he was going to be asked alot of questions. But
he might make their immunity acondition of hisgiving information. Something likethat. Anyway, he kept
telling himsdlf, if they wound up in trouble it would serve them right, for helping Ritaget hersdf into sucha
mess. His shoulder definitely felt better thismorning. Hewould get Annto rub it with liniment again
tonight, if hewas il staying here. If shewas dtill staying here.



After taking aquick peek into the children'sroom and finding it already deserted, Art went downdairs. In
the kitchen he found George and Ann facing each other across the breakfast table, where Art's place was
aso set. Dirty dishesand aminor litter of garbage testified that the children had aready eaten before

going out to play.

Even as Art'sin-laws said good morning to him, they seemed to him to be exchanging guilty looks. They
had provided Art and his children with food and lodging, but what did they count for, compared with the
harm they were doing Rita? Their intentions had been good, of course, but what of that?

George raised troubled eyes. "Art, what are your plans now?"

"l don't know." Assoon as Art was seated, Ann began to ply him silently with toast and protein bars and
coffee. Hisfingersfumbled on thejelly jar. He asked unnecessarily: " Arethe children out in the
playground?’

He was assured they were, and with that an awkward silence fell. He wished he had gone Straight out of
the house, but that would have been insulting, and besides, being under astrain increased his tendency to
get sck if hedidn't eat any breskfast.

Still, he couldn't stand to Sit there. He gobbled hisfood and quickly pushed back his chair. "I'm going
out." No one said anything to him as he fled the house.

It was a bright warm morning; only puddles here and there gave evidence of last night'srain. Once
outside the blockhouse walls Art bresthed alittle easier, at least at first. As soon as he cameto apublic
computer termina he went in and obtained the address of the Chicago office of Family Planning. Witha
dight feding of relief he saw that he would haveto travel aconsiderable distance to reach the place; he
needed sometimeto think over just what he was going to say. They weren't out to get Rita, though, they
wereredly on her side. Once on the proper didewak, he drew a deep breath, and again remarked to
himsdlf that the weather was fine today. Who cared?

Reaching the Family Planning office seemed to take dmost no time at al, and somehow he could get no
congtructive thinking done en route. The office occupied anew, fairly large building, one of the foothills
surrounding the central Loop's high range. From ablock or two away Art could see that therewas an
unusualy dense crowd gathered on the statwalk in front of the place. Ashe drew alittle nearer he
realized this was no ordinary pedestrian jam. There was astack of placards on the pavement, ready for
distribution; some kind of demonstration must be shaping up. Should he go in? If he didn't make himself
go in and-face the authorities now, he never would. Ignoring the murmuring, jostling crowd as best he
could, he pushed hisway into the |obby.

In the vast ground-floor lobby of glass and marble he gpproached areceptionist, a voluptuous girl who
smiled a him enticingly from behind her desk. Asbefitted her place of employment shewasvery
conservatively dressed, wearing only afew dectrodtaticaly clinging sequins and pads.

Art hdted in front of her desk, not as by the application of brakes, but as with acomplete |oss of
momentum. Thiswasit. He wasfinished. His mind had gone as blank and bare as the smooth expanse of
receptionigt’s skin confronting him. Somehow he had convinced himself that once he got thisfar al the
right words would flow, but that had been alie. Now here he was, and al the words were gonein fear.
Toask for Mr. Hall would be like leaping over acliff.

"I'm from Cdifornia," he began with agreat effort, helped aong by the girl'sencouraging eyes. "Still, |

have important business with you here. I'd like to see—the director or someone." Art was suddenly and
completely surethat he never wanted to talk to Mr. Hall again. Hewould never be able to convince Hall
that George and Ann wereinnocent, or at least that they deserved a break, not after the tough time Ann



had given him. And she and George hadn't even asked Art where he was going thismorning.

The girl'seyesturned grave. "The director isavery busy man," shesad. "If you'll tell me the nature of
your business, perhaps| can help you."

"My businessis, uh, important." Of course the director was not going to see everyone who just walked
in. One could hope that everyone here would be too busy for that.

The girl's eyes narrowed dightly, searching Art's face. He had the idearthat she could see his guilty
knowledge, and was dready pressng an alarm button hidden benegath her desk. "I can arrange for you to
talk to asocid worker. Areyou in ahurry?'

"1—" When their computer learned hisname it would give him to Mr. Hall, and Mr. Hal would seize
upon him, not to be denied asingle scrap of information. Art would sstumble helplesdy into a betraya of
the Parrs, and Ritawould hate him for that, even if shewere not throwninjail and forcibly sterilized
hersdf. "No, therésno hurry,” hetold thegirl.

"May | have you name, please?" the receptionist pulled a computer-input date toward her on its
decorative coiled cable, and took up an eectronic stylus.

"lI—" Annwas at thismoment caring for Art's children. George wasrisking bloody beatings from
machines, to pay for safe blockhouse playspace and midwifers and cinnamon flavored protein bars that
tended to turn lumpy in the somach. Art's thought, now scrambling like a cornered animal for some way
out, seized suddenly upon the possibility that Ritasillegal operation was being performed thisvery
morning. If so shewould certainly bejailed instead of rescued if Art led Family Planning to her.

In his present state he took this as excuse enough to flee. Without even delaying to pinch the receptionist
goodbye, Art took a step back from her desk. He blurted out wild words about returning later. He
turned and fled.

* % %

"Radicals and bluenoses, repressers of dl that makes Man a one with abillion years of hisanimal
heritage!" Barnaby's voice had grown shrill. " Are we to abandon the youth of the world to them?'

Looking down, with Barnaby, from an open window of his office, Director Grill had agood view of the
wide gtatwalk in front of the Family Planning building. Two competing picket lines had just been
organized down there, and both of them were on the march, weaving and writhing like antagonistic
serpents. The lines had formed with a hedlthy distance between them but were gradually being forced
closer to each other by the pressure of amass of onlookers, whose expectation of ariot was probably
going to fulfill itself. It seemed likely to Grill, who had seen this sort of thing happen esawhere, that a
critical mass of active humanity would soon be reached. To carry the anaogy with atomic fission further,
ablock away acolumn of helmeted city police was marching in, adamping rod about to be thrust into an
overhegting pile.

Sporadic shouting drifted up to Grill's office window, but as yet he had seen no actud violence. He was
not too high above the picket linesto tell that one of them was composed mostly of radical-looking young
people, the girlswearing their hair long, the men short-haired and clean-shaven, both sexes dressed in
opague garmentsthat covered haf their bodies or more. These of course werethe Y oung Virgins, the
objects of Barnaby'swrath. In the opposing picket line, men and women of ordinary appearance werein
the mgority, though there was a noticeable admixture of men in biknis, and women in codpieced,
tranducent business suits.



"l seeyour League has some counter-picketers out today,” Grill commented.

"Naturdly we do!" Barnaby ran nervousfingersthrough his bright red hair. "We don't intend to succumb
without astruggle.”

Grill decided that the time had come for bluntness, whatever the result might be. "Frankly, | wish you
hadn't decided on counterpicketing. Not in front of my building.”

"What? But we must take action. Look, look down there! A sign that says'sublimate, in big bold letters,
being waved around in apublic place!™

Grill looked down and saw. He dso saw another Sign, in bigger, bolder lettersyet: STOP MORAL
FREE FALL. He wondered honestly which side that one was intended to be on.

"L et them go to their monasteries and lamaseries and nunneries to have that kind of freedom,” Barnaby
was saying. "L et them go behind walls, awvay from the innocent, and do what they like."

Grill drew adeep breath. ™Y ou know, if | was coldly logical about my job ..."
llY@l

"Wel, I might look with officia favor upon the bluenoses. After dl, the less sex activity thereis,. generaly
speaking, the fewer pregnancies and the less popul ation pressure.”

"Only inthe most primitive societies" sngpped Barnaby. But then hefdl silent and put on amask of
careful control, which Grill thought was concealing more fear than anger.

Emboldened by this, Grill went on: "I don't know if any society has ever been run on the basis of cold
logic. Probably not. I'm sure oursisn't. People's emotiona attitudes are the ultimate power, of course.
And most of the people are with you, at least in your attitude toward bluenoses. If | were to come out
strongly infavor of chastity today 1'd doubtless be fired tomorrow."

Barnaby relaxed dightly. "Y ou are joking. Of course there's no excuse for chastity. For along time our
L eague has shown the way toward the fullest enjoyment of sex without the dightest risk of pregnancy.”

"Most peoplejust don't enjoy your kind of sex, though,” said Grill deliberately. "At least not as a steady
diet. And the monasteries and other religious places you talk about are from my point of view very much
like Homo League enclaves—they have avanishingly low birth rate. So, | may not agree with the
bluenoses emotionally, but I'm not going to try to put them out of business. | ill don't dareto praise them
publicly, but I cantell you off the record that I'm rather glad there are more and more lamaseries and
nunneriesthese days."

Therewas silence, except for Barnaby clearing his throat. He seemed to be giving some point a deep
recongderation. "Redlly,” hesaid at lagt. "I didn't come here with the main objective of getting your help
againg the blue-noses. | know | let them upset me too much. | can see, they do help you in your difficult
job. But we've helped you even more, haven't we? For many years? | like to think that we in the League
are your favorite citizens, so to speak. That there's alarge backlog of goodwill built up between us."

"Of course." Grill sighed, Ieft the window, and walked back to his desk. He did not want to watch
another riot.

Privatdy, he had no more emotiona sympathy for homosexudity than he did for chagtity. Professondly,
he was glad to accept dl the help, from every quarter, that Family Planning and the world could get. The
human world wasin danger of collapang by the weight of its own numbers, though you might not be able



to tell that by what went onin Illinois.

Onthewalsof Grill's office the computer-drawn curves of the world demographic charts showed the
danger in the form of the ever-worsening pressure of population. More people inevitably ate more food,
and while around the world the food suppliers struggled to get ahead, sometimesthey could not even
manage to keep up. There were now laws restricting birthsin every country on the planet. It was
mathematicdly, physicdly, inevitable that at some future time, by some combination of peaceful or violent
forces, theworld's population growth would finaly be stopped—obvioudly it could not continue until
human beings stood jammed shoulder to shoulder on every square meter of solid land. The
approximately eight billion people who inhabited the world today could dl, in theory, probably be stored
within Chicago's borders, standing indoors and out, leaving the rest of the earth on which to grow their
food.

Frighteningly many of the eight billion were hungry and sick today, and more would be tomorrow.
Science had boosted the world's supply of available energy beyond all foreseeable needs by achieving
controlled atomic fuson; by harnessing, asthe" popularizers of science put it, the power of the H-bomb
and of the sun itsdlf. The problems of producing and distributing adequate food, and providing medical
care, were not so amenable to research and engineering. The leaders of the have-not nations spent their
timein power in states of chronic desperation, welghing and selecting gamblers movesto keep
themsdavesin power and—sometimesthis came firs—to help their countrymen.

One aid toward staying in power was to point out a scapegoat or two on which the people could vent
their hate and dissatisfaction. If there were any judtification for the choice of scapegoat, so much the
better. Another gamblers move was the utterance of overt or implied threats. Often the threats were,
serious, even when spoken by the leader of a poor but desperate nation against awealthy and much
more powerful one. Today at least eighty nations Were theoreticaly capable of producing atomic
weapons, and fifteen or twenty of these had technologies sufficiently sophisticated to perhaps enable
them to hide such outlawed weapons from the UN inspection teams. Ddlivery of anuclear bomb could
be accomplished by stedlth if not by missle or aircraft. Biologica weapons were easier to make, concedl,
and ddliver, and could be just as deadly if not as quick as nuclear blasts. Thus the voices of the have-nots
must be heard in al the greatest capitals of the world. Thusif anew-born baby in Chicago consumed,
gatisticaly, three times the food of one new-bornin India, it was consdered only just and decent to limit
the number of newborn Chicagoans, and the same with Londoners, Muscovites, babies of Peking and
Tokyo. The gtarving child in the Indian village might never see abite of the food thus theoreticadly saved
for him, but who could say it was not just to offer him at least a chance? Thus, even among the haves,
compulsory serilization and abortion for women who could not limit their fertility in any other way. Thus,
theillegitimacy of thethird child. We may not feed the world, we may lack the knowledge or the will or
the material wedlth for that, but we will not let it watch us overeat.

Again, as he looked now at the charts, there darted across Grill's mind the question of why the latest
population forecast had been delayed. He felt aforeboding chill.

"It ssemsto me," Barnaby was saying to him, "that in fact you owe usarea debt. Very few of the
League's members have brought any children at dl into the world—asyet.”

Something in Barnaby's tone brought Grill's thoughts back firmly to his office. "Asyet? Why do you put it
that way?'

Barnaby did not answer at once. An dien hardness had come into hisface. He continued to stand beside
the window, watching Grill.

As Grill stood waiting beside his desk his mind started to relate that odd phrase "as yet” to the chain of



Barnaby's odd vigits, and to certain other terrible hintsthat Grill had lately received from other sources,
the hints concerned recent advancesin surgery, and in hormona chemistry; until now, Grill had managed
to avoid confronting their implications face to face.

Barnaby, asif reading the director's mind, was nodding dowly and solemnly now. "Maybe you've heard
something about it? True male to female sex reversal is going to be possible. Thereve been doctors
working on it in Sweden, and lately in Japan, and both groups seem to have been successful.”

"Well. That'sfine. | suppose many members of the League will want to avail themselves of the operation,
to become practicaly complete women."

"Not just practically, Oscar. Truly complete. | want that. Does that surprise you?' Paradoxicaly, ashe
spoke of becoming awoman, Barnaby |ooked more normal than before, amale trapped in amasquerade
costume he could not shed, aman grown weary and desperate beyond al words. "Does it make you
laugh, to hear that | will want to bear a child? Two children, if | can.”

Grill wasfar from laughter. "Thisis— beyond belief."

"Not to me." Barnaby's husky voice quavered. He spoke now asif confessing someterrible crime. Al
my life, sncel was achild mysdf, the thought has been in my mind that somehow—if | could havea
son—what do you know about me, anyway?"

Likethefirst thunder of an unexpected storm, the sounds of rioting burst up abruptly from the street
outside; Director Grill hardly noticed them. He moved behind his desk and sank dowly into hischair,
without taking his eyes off Barnaby. "So," Grill saidin afaint voice. "Today you have come here on

* % *

Art, whileinsde the building and knotted in his own problems, had forgotten completely about the
demonstrations being organized outside. When he emerged from the lobby, practicaly at arun, hewas at
once caught up between chanting swirls of picketers and counter-picketers. When he pushed hisway
free he had been turned around, and stood till for amoment, disoriented, in the middle of the statwalk.

A short fat man carrying an armload of cheaply made, stick-mounted signs appeared at once beside Art,
haranguing him. "Get yer Sgn, get yer placard here! Do yer part, Sr, only adollar.” STOP MORAL
FREE FALL, said the Signs, or some of them at least. Others, interleaved, bore the proud legend LOVE
CONQUERSALL.

"I'm not involved inthis," Art muttered, trying to get free of the peddier, not knowing which side the man
thought he was on, or even what the two contending forces were. As soon as Art spotted asmall gap
between the picket lines he made for it. The pickets were chanting louder and louder, faster and faster,
mouthing unintdligible rioters warcries. The peddier would not give up but stayed a Art'ssdelikea
stubborn conscience, trying to sall him asign. Moving together they were too big to get through the gap,
and they, or Art at least, collided with one of the lines asit writhed snakelike toward him. A shout of
anger went up from those he had bumped, followed by a cheer from the opposing ranks.

"Hlthy censor! Bluenose!”
"Smear the queersl Smear the queers! Smear—"

A tall maefigure loomed up infront of Art. Above the words STUDENTS FOR A CHASTE
SOCIETY, handpainted on adirty, opague swesatshirt, the young man's face was clean-shaven, angry,



florid, shouting. Someone bawling a song about love pushed Art from behind, whereupon the young man
in front struck Art on the head with hisflimsy sign.

Something was wrong, the blow should not have hurt so much. It was agreat deadening bash that dented
avacuum into his skull, into which atremendous pain was now about to rush ...

There was a policeman in view. And other people, he could not tell who ... Art was down, but
somebody had him under the arms and was dragging him dong .. the blow from the flimsy sign should
not have been so hard ... now hewasdying, or ese....

X

AFTER ART hurried out of the house, George and Ann remained seated at the breskfast table, alone
now in the sllent house, facing each other with glum expressions.

"I wonder what's happened to Fred," said Ann distantly, turning her head to look out through her window
at the patio vines. "And | wonder if Rita has her baby yet." Then she gave up making conversation and
brought her hands up to cover her face. "Oh, if Art turnsusin today it'sgoing to be al my fault.”

"Hewon't," said George, putting into hisvoice alot more certainty than he felt. "He doesn't want to get
Ritain trouble. Anyway, theré's no use blaming yoursdlf if he does.”

"Hemight." Ann spoke through her muffling hands, around her slver wedding ring. ™Y ou and Ritawill be
the oneswho go to jail for conspiracy, but it'll bedl my fault. Why did | haveto tel her you had a student
who could arrange things? Some crimind doctor.” George wasirritated. "Hammad's no crimind, or |
wouldn't have him as a student. | don't consider arranging births, to be acrime, and you don't either. |
don't know of anything €lse he doesthat's outside the law."

"He arranges births and breaks the law just for money. | don't like that. Why couldn't we have waited
until I heard from the Order of St. Joseph people?’

"Y ou might have waited along time, with their monastery burned down. Anyway, it might even be one of
them who's doing the operation. | think it was smart for Hammad to farm it out.”

"Someone elseisdoing it, while he gets paid. Hammad, | don't trust Hammad.”

"Now'safinetimetotel methat,” George grumbled. "Anyway, Rita's no Christian, she won't carewho
doesit or why." Aslong asit's done competently. If it isn't—but there was nothing he could do.

Annwas slent behind her hands.

"Art wont turn usin," George repested, trying to be comforting. To himsdlf he thought that he could
hardly blame Art for anything he did today. Art was the one they hadn't dlowed for in their plans.

Still glent.

He reached across the table, pried one of Ann's hands down from itsjob of eye-hiding, and held it softly
inhisown. "Hey, things aren't that bad,” he said. "Hey, lady, do you need some help?'

Thefirst time he had made that offer to Ann they had both been aboad a bus cruising at eighteen milesan
hour aong the sixty-lane freeway that ran from Bear Canyon to Pasadena, near the middle of Los
Angdes.

Five apish young men had aso boarded at Bear Canyon, though George had not paid much attention to



them then. Perhaps they had gotten on to follow Ann. She had five or six smdl children with her that day.

The five young men had taken seatsjust alittle forward in the bus from Ann and her brood, and once the
buswasisolated from the world in the flow of traffic they had begun talking loudly among themsdves,
boasting in obscene language of their skills at stedling, fighting, and sublimating. Ann was pretty good at
ignoring them, but then one of the gpes began to toss little wads of something or other in her direction.
"Hey, lady, those dl yours? Quintuplets! Looks like you waited too long, decidin’ which two to keep."

By now most of the other passengers had congealed in their seats, seeing and hearing nothing, feding
safer behind pretended walls.

"Hey, girly?" cdled the youth who had been tossing the spitbdls. " Anyone ever tell you you'd ook nice
wrapped in ablanket down to your toenails?' He turned to afriend. "Red, you got some gladrags with
you?"

"Sure”
"Break 'em out. Girly's gonnagaze at the sars with us.”

An old women sitting beside George muttered something to the effect that girls who dressed that way
were just asking for trouble —and true enough, Ann had on an opague blouse, and an opague skirt that
came down nearly to her knees. Maybe her dress was one reason why George had noticed her as early
ashedid. But that wasirrelevant now.

"Do you need some help, lady?' he called to Ann politely, as he got up to stand in the narrow aide,
swaying there dightly with the motion of the bus. George was then twenty-one, half trained in kerate,
proud owner of apurple belt. He stood up with afeding of necessity, without either much fear or sense
of heroism. Vaguely he wished that he could have achance to limber up.

"Yes, | believel do." Ann'svoicewas as cam asif she had dropped a package in an awkward place
and a presentable young man had offered to pick it up.

So George cleared histhroat like a nervous orator and faced forward. He met the eyes of thefive
troublemakers, one after another, and wondered if there were any words that he might stop them with. A
wise old ingtructor had once told George that if you were really ready for street trouble the readiness
showed somehow and trouble never came, not unless you went out of your way to makeit, which wise
peoplein or out of karate never did. What words would have stopped me, George wondered, when |
was just akid and up to something wild? But he had never been aswild and apey asthese five were
acting now, and magic words e uded him. At the same time he was reassuring himself on acomforting
point he had aready noticed: the narrowness of the aide. There might befive of them, but they could only
comein reach of himone at atime.

If they were going to comeat dl. He could seein ther facesthat he had frightened them just by getting up
to face them, and he hoped that his continued calm and that of the girl might be enough to keep them
paralyzed. Heraised his eyestoward the front of the bus, and met the driver's eyesin amirror behind the
driver's persond shield of armored glass. All around the bus the sixty-lane river of vehicles crept on,
cutting it off from the rest of humanity and bearing it dong. The driver was dready trying to maneuver the
businto an outer lane and reach an emergency stopping bay, but to accomplish the maneuver might easily
take ten minutes or so.

Meanwhile, maintaining acam silence was not going to be enough, perhaps because the five had
nowhere to retreat. Now their faces were hardening again; they were more afraid of something else,
something that drove them on, than they were of him. They looked at one another and got to their feet



and started after George. The old woman screamed.

The eyes of thefirgt youth to come at George changed again when he realized hewasin anarrow aide,
and could expect no immediate help. He was aboy of average Sze and strength, alittle taler than
George, sixteen or seventeen years old. Hisface wasjust abit too broad to be caled handsome, and his
red hair was cut so short the top of his head looked bald. His cohort, mumbling obscenities, shoved
forward behind him, pushing him to the attack, until there was nothing he could do but lunge at George,
swinging hisfistsin dumsy desperation.

The bus driver wasthinking, aswel aswatching in the mirror. At that moment he tapped his brakes
firmly, risking abang from the vehicle following, but staling the momentum of the Sngle-file attack.

George saw thefirst blow of the fight coming at him, and ducked just enough to catch it on the top of the
head, where an enemy knuckle waslikely to be cracked. Then he leaned forward counterpunching, just
as the sudden dowing of the bus rocked the enemy back on their hegls. George could already crack two
centimeters of pine with either hand. The foe went down like helpless dummies, tangled with one another
asthey fdll. George pressed forward, hammering at the face and body of the unfortunate youth who had
led the attack, getting him down and keeping him down so that the rest were jammed and pinned behind
him and benesth him.

When the police came aboard, only a couple of minutes after the bus had reached an emergency bay,
they found George il leaning on the pile of inept apes, punching anything that dared to move. The police
heard Ann's matter-of-fact story, and the driver's, and the stories of the passengers who had noticed
anything happening. George wasidentified and alowed to go hisway; the five were removed to apolice
copter. The red-bald youth had to be carried, and his face was now far from handsome. George had a
moment of sick regret, but no more than amoment, on seeing the damage he had done.

As soon as the police had departed with their catch the bus got rolling again and Ann's reaction started to
st in. Her hands were trembling and she had to fight back tears. She understood, probably from
experience, that they would have done more than just wrap her in aplastic sheet. And the children riding
with her were il in adight state of shock, sitting quietly and staring at her and George.

George sat down at her side and acknowledged her choking thanks. He now felt ten feet tall, and at the
same time shaky with rdlief. "Relax, it'sal over now," he said to Ann. He patted her arm, and did ahand
benesth her long skirt, gently squeezing her thigh.

"Pleasedon't,” she murmured, shifting away from him, pressing her knees firmly together.

His quieting pulse speeded up again at her withdrawal. But he couldn't believe she had meant that just the
way it sounded. Probably it wasn't redlly the open invitation it sounded like, but just a nervous reaction
from the danger she had beenin. A lot of peoplejust didn't fed like sex when they were frightened or
upset, and under the circumstances her lack of even a polite pretense was quite forgive-able.

S0 heredtricted himsdlf to holding Ann's hand, and lightly stroking her arm, which attentions she accepted
and seemed to find comforting. "I think | know you," he said with sudden mild surprise. "At least | know
who you are. Y our name's Ann something, and you're in my sister's high school class. Y ou were there at
school one day with abunch of girlswhen | went to pick her up. She's Rita Parr. Oh, excuse me, my
nameis George."

"Yes, | heard you giving it to the police. I'm Ann Lohmann. Oh, why must | start blubbering now, when
thetroubleésdl over?' Shewas certainly not blubbering, just alittle tense and swollen-looking about the
eyes. "Thanksto you." Getting herself completely under control, Ann looked around to her children,
giving them asmile and afew cheerful words, snapping at aboy to get hisfeet down off the seat.



"Where are you taking them?' George asked.

"We'rejust coming back from Bear Canyon Park. | took them out there because so many never see
anything but pavement and little strips of grass.” Thekidsal had aBl look. “They're from my Sunday
School class.”

"Oh, one of those rdligious schools?"

"Yes" Therewasapause. "l remember seeing you, too, now that | think about it. Ritalooksalot like
you."

Helaughed. "Don't say that about the poor girl. Shel'sall excited about graduation these days. So are
you, | suppose.”

"Yes, wedl are, | guess." But Ann was evidently not nearly as excited as Ritawas.
"And about going to college. Where are you going your freshman year, if you don't mind my asking?'

"How could | mind your asking anything?' Ann smiled beautifully. She wasredly quite agood-looking
girl. "I might go to Mid-Cal my first year. Or maybe Ha-Levy Junior. I'm not sure.”

George dso liked this girl's voice, now that he had achanceto lisen to it attentively. Girls voices were
important, in his estimation. So were their tempers and spirits. If there was a suggestion of repressonin
Ann's clothes and manner, well, that was an attractive spice for him. He hadn't yet seen her standing up,
but he guessed that she would be no taller than he was. That, too, wasnice.

"Y ou're older than Rita, aren't you?' Ann was asking. "Wdll, naturaly you are. Where did you go to
college, or areyou il going?'

"l didn't go." Not wanting her to think him lazy or stupid, he quickly added: "Oh, | may go yet. But the
year | finished high school there was one problem after another in our family, people were getting sick
and losing jobs and al. We were dmost back on BI. | didn't have much time or money, and | wasalittle
too dumb to qualify for any good scholarships. Then | got into this karate business. Once you get your
black bdlt, it'sredly aprofesson.”

Annlooked a him warmly. "I can't imagine that you're lacking in intelligence. Anyway, you've proved
that you have courage, that's more important.” She shook her head asif marveing. "When you stood up
thereintheaide, I didn't know what you were going to do. But | knew that you knew."

Unableto find the words to answer that, George changed the subject. "I suppose you're al excited about
the Prom? Ritais. Shel's got her escort al picked out and everything. | don't know if the poor clod knows
about it yet."

Once more Ann seemed to withdraw for amoment, as she had when he caressed her leg. "I'm not going
to the Prom," she said, then busied hersdf suppressing aquarrd that had been devel oping among the
children,

George supposed that she had been having aquarrdl with her best boy friend, and was uncertain about
who her escort was going to be. He never doubted that agirl like thiswould have achoice of invitations
to accept. "I'll bet you change your mind about that,” he said, thinking back to the closing of hisown high
school days. "The Prom's hdf the fun of graduating, or more than half.”

Shedidn't answer. But surely agirl like this had been invited, so he could push and tease and probe a
little more without serioudy hurting any fedings. "Why," he said, "I'd be tempted to ask you mysdif, if |



wasinyour class.

"I've been asked." Ann'sface was dightly averted so he could not make out her expression, but her voice
was unhappily chilly. "I'mjust not going.”

Ouch. He had managed to hit areal sore spot after dl'. "Anyway," he said, "your Prom isn't next week.
Y ou havelots of timeto think about it. Meanwhile, when am | going to see you again?'

* * *

It turned out that he saw her next day, at the police station where they had both been summoned for
questioning about the fight on the bus. George came near being charged with aggravated battery, but
when the testimony of all the available witnesses had been heard, he was not charged.

Later George bought Ann asnack at anearby restaurant, and then suggested they find some place alittle
less noisy and copulate.

"No, please, I'd rather not." Again her reply was blunt and seemed to amount to an open invitation to
repression. But at the same time her answer seemed so natura and direct, so unembarrassed, that he
smply could not take it at face vaue. He told himsdlf that she had probably been upset dl over again by
having to testify. She was so matter-of-fact about what she said that she probably didn't redlize how it
sounded.

He asked her severa timesto go out with him on aregular date, but she consitently refused. Still, he
contrived to see more of her. Hissster Ritatold him where Ann could usudly be found on Monday
nights, playing volleybal, and he went to the gym and managed to get in on some of the games.

"Annie, thisisfun, but how about you and me going out someplace by oursalves? Y ou like other sports?
Bowling, swvimming? Or maybe ashow."

"George, | ... yourenice, and | really likeyou, but | think it wouldn't bewise."

"Why not?' But now people were yelling at them to get back to the net if they wanted to play. They
never had the time or the place for a serious discussion. Ann seemed to be making sure of that.

During this same period of amonth or so George made it apoint to enjoy sex with five or Six different
girls. With each, a the most abandoned moments, he found himsalf closing his eyes and imagining that it
was Ann Lohmann'sflesh that moved againgt his own. The popularizers of psychology on teevison and
in the newsprints were aways warning that such behavior could be adanger sgnd. To focus lust on one
individua might be a step toward its repression whenever that individual was not available. Brilliant,
thought George. It was just staggering how smart those college educated psychologists could be.
Anyway, hewasn't worried. A lot of the younger, more radica psychologists held that sexua repression,
or al-out sublimation even, did no permanent harm when practiced occasondly. That seemed .sensble
to George, though he hadn't much persond experience to judge by. He was young and full of hedth and
usualy wanted to do nothing with his sex but satisfy it every day or so and enjoy thinking about it in
between times.

But now thisthing with Ann—thisthing with Ann was something e se.

Early on the evening of the Prom—Iiving in the same house as Rita, he could not possibly have gotten the
date wrong—he obeyed an irrationa-seeming impulse and phoned Ann's home. Ann's mother,
tight-lipped and looking somehow hurried and harried, answered. When he asked for Ann, she reminded
him in anervous voice that thiswas Prom night. Still he noticed that she did not say in so many words



that Ann had aready |eft for the Prom, or that she was too busy getting ready for it to cometo the
phone.

After he had blanked off, George sat thinking. Then he went to Ritals room, where hissster was il
being fitted into her Prom gown, meters and meters of fuzzy pink transparency. While their mother was
out of the room looking for implements or materials of somekind, he took the opportunity to question his
gger.

"I redly don't know whether she's going tonight or not, George. How doesthislook in the back?
lll:i rE.II

"She's an honest girl and agood friend of mineand | love her dearly. If she said someone has asked her,
then someone has. Also, if she said she's not going, then that'sthe way it will be. | love her dearly, as|
said, but | wouldn't be at all surprised if she doesn't go. Oh, George, what do you mean it looks fine? |
cantdl inthemirror that it'sterrible.”

He wasn't looking into the mirror, or at the dress.

Ineluctably motherly even on her Prom night, Rita came over to him, frowning with concern. "Oh,
George, isit redly getting serious between you two?"

"It isfor me, adthough I've never even screwed her once. |s she dways—like that? Y ou know?"

Ritawas worried now, completely distracted from her dress. "I might aswell tell you bluntly, Ann hasa
bad rep with the boysin the class. | mean I'm not the most prudish and old-fashioned girl, but she is
redlly way out." Ritaglanced at the bedroom door to determine whether their mother was il out of
earshot. "Y ou know she's been excused from Erotic Orientation classes al aong, on religious grounds.
Don't get mewrong, she's been my loyd friend ever since sophomore year."

"No, | didn't know that about no EO. But it'snot redly surprising.”

"Y ou say you've never screwed her. If you ask me, no one has." Ritanodded significantly. "I meanit.
She'smy friend, but you're my brother. I've seen alot of the boysdisplaying acertain interest in her, if
you know what | mean. And more than one man teacher, too. Well, if she hardly ever lets them see
anything between her shoulders and her knees, | suppose the men are bound to get the message and
come sniffing around. | guess you know what you're doing.”

Ritawas dtill looking at him worriedly when their mother returned and George withdrew. A deep
excitement was now taking control of him. It had begun on that first day on the bus and had been
developing ever since. He went back to his own room and spent half an hour dternately lying on the bed,
pacing, and practicing his sde snap kick before the mirror. Meanwhile he fought an inner struggle,
understanding that the whole course of hisfuture might be atered here and now. Again and again hetold
himsdlf to put dark ideas out of his mind and phone some other girl with whom he could joyfully and
smply spend the night in bed. Then he gave up and started to punch out Ann's phone number again. Then
he gave that up too and headed for her house.

* * *

The house was dl in darkness and he dmost ssumbled over asmdl figure sitting on astep in front of the
door before he redized that anyone was there. Taking a second look, George saw that it was aboy
about ten years old, who held in his hands a carved wooden figure about half astal ashewas.

"You live here?' George asked, his hand hesitating over the callplate on the door.



"Yeah," sad the boy. "Nobody's home but my sister,” he added gloomily.

George's heart gave alittle premonitory throb. "It's her | want to see.” He touched the plate and
immediately alight came on above hishead, giving the TV eyein the door a chance for agood look.

In the new light George could see that the carved wooden figure in the boy's hands was— or had
been—afemae nude, executed with some skill. The kid was dowly mutilating it now, moodily gouging
and hacking it with asmdll knife. The step was littered with little chips and shavings.

"Hey, what're you doing that for?"
"l carved it, | can do what | want."
"Well. What's your name?"'

"Fred."

"I'm George. Y ou can carve pretty good, Fred, if you did that. Why don't you saveit?' Though it seemed
too late for that. Now one of the house's windows came aight; someone was on their way to answer the
door,

"Oh, you're karate-George from the bus." The boy looked up with interest for amoment, but then
lowered his brown head again and dug in with the knife. "Why should | saveit? Nobody wantsto look at
it"

Ann opened the door, rubbing her dark hair with atowe. She was wearing atranducent pinkish sarong,
not radically concedling, with apparently nothing under it. "Hello, George. Freddy! | thought you were at
the Scout meeting. What are you doing, destroying that?'

"Nobody cares about it."
"I care. | told you | like to see anything you do—"

"Y ou don't know nothin’ about it. And nobody else cares.” Freddy flung down the chunk of wood and
was gone running into the night, acrossthelittle front yard and then swallowed up by the shadows dong a
narrow statwak besde adow river of tallights.

Ann called after her brother in annoyance, but evidently without any red expectation that he would turn
around and come back. She made a gesture of resignation and then turned. "Comein, George." It was
amog asif she had been expecting him.

"Thanks. Isyour brother going to be dl right?’
"Oh, | suppose so. | think helll stay in the neighborhood. Anyway | don't know what | can do.”

George daringly omitted giving her any dightest pinch or caress of greeting, even on the hand or arm, as
he stepped into the house. Trueto form, Ann did not blush or giggle a the omission, as most of the girls
he knew would probably have done, nor did she take offense at it, asthe redlly nice conservative ones
might. A bad girl then, as Ritahad warned him, and dl the signs so plainly showed. Buit till... somehow
he couldn't believe she was.

"Let'sgo out besde the poal," she said. "It's nice outsde tonight.”

"All right." He followed her through the house. "I cdled earlier, and your mother sort of implied you were
going out, but | just had a hunch and came over anyway."



"I'm glad you did." Asthey wereleaving theindoorsfor apam-fringed patio Ann stopped and turned to
him. Her gladness, if such it was, was quiet and amost melancholy. "My parents have gone to the Prom,
they agreed to be chaperones. They were very upset when they found they couldn't talk meinto going,
even going a the last minute with them instead of aboy taking me. My mother is Church of Eros, you
know, quite devout, and she's been going there for guidance day after day and trying to get meto go. But
her church and mine just don't agree. My father went to his playclub and talked to the philosopher.
Findly my parents both decided they ought to do what's expected of them even if | won't. So they're
chaperoning. | guessthat's partly why Freddy is upset. He thought Dad might go with him tonight to some
Scout meeting.” 1t was about the longest speech that George had ever heard from her. She seemed
farther from melancholy when she had gotteniit out.

"I'm glad your parents decided that way," said George. "Now | have you dl to mysdlf.”

"I'm glad you do. | had to talk alittle bit to someone.” Ann stopped rubbing her hair and let the towel
hang down in front of her. She seemed innocently unconscious of concedling effect. Now for thefirst time
sheamiled. "Would you like aswim, George? | just climbed out.”

"Sounds like fun." He followed her around the bend of the L-shaped patio to the pool, which was
irregular in shape and fairly smal, and bordered ong most of its perimeter by plastic grass and probably
artificia flowers. Hismind pictured Ann climbing from the pool, dipping on her sarong, going to answer
the door. Suddenly he was sure she had been svimming in the nude, and hisinward excitement—if
excitement wasredly the right word for this chilling thing—went up another reading on the dia. Of
course there was no sensible reason why agirl done should not dip off her bikni and swim nudeif she
wanted to. Only the most satyrish reactionaries would insst that a solitary person wear clothesto
emphasize hisor her sex. But gill the menta picture of Ann floating aone, smooth as a snake, divorced
from sex, al chaste and bare as alily-pad, was overwhelming.

"Still, theair isgetting alittle cool now," said George, staling. Standing beside her on the edge of the
pool, hefdt very unsure of himself. Would shelaugh at him for an old-fashioned clod if he mentioned his
lack of aswimming codpiece? On the other hand, if he just stripped bare and dove in, would she, after
all, be shocked? In spite of the evidence of her own words and actions he couldn't really believe that she
was the bad kind of girl. But hadn't he come here tonight hoping she was, trying to proveit, wanting to
get from her what only bad girls gave? Confused as a sSixteen-year old, he chickened out.

"Youreright," shesaid camly. "l waan't in the pool for very long."

They sat down side by side on the pool's curved grassy edge, and George pulled off his sandas and
dipped hisfeet into the water. In hisknitted trand ucent shorts and jacket he wasredlly quite warm
enough, but he saw Ann shiver just dightly in her sarong with the damp towe around her bare shoulders.
In aminute he would suggest that they go back insde where it was warmer. Meanwhile he wanted to
watch her as she stirred the water gently with one toe, scattering athousand Californiastars.

Only once, as an adolescent in the grip of away-out mood, had George visited & brothel. There apretty
girl had draped herself while he watched, and had talked about stars and purity and poetry and other
high, mysterious things until she had him sexless asamushroom. Then he and the girl had lain chastely
side by side on her narrow bed and talked. Between other topics of conversation hetried to explain the
menta processes of karate to her, how the mind could concentrate the body's force sufficiently to drive
the hand uninjured through awooden dab. At the time he had not redlly started any serious study of
karate, and so he had been facile with explanations.

Probably his dissertation hadn't made too much sense, but the girl was a skilled listener. He supposed
most whores were that, and sexually desirable, too. He had heard Japanese specul ating about what the



old-time geishamust have been like, and he wondered if they were something smilar. In the brothel
George had never forgotten how desirable the girl with him was;-while at the same time hismind had
daringly pushed lust farther and father away. A door had opened for him to a bittersweet world of
controlled power. Change the metaphor: free-style sparring, and Eross feet of fleshy clay were swept out
from under him, and down he came with a great ignominious gonad-jarring crash, to be madeto bend his
neck before asingle rebdllious human dave.

Stll, when it was dl over, when hishaf hour was up and he was being expertly shown the door, he found
himsdlf somewhat disgppointed. Wasthisal that sublimation ever amounted to? It hardly seemed worth
the fuss that people made about it.

Now, stting with Ann on the grassy rim of the pool, he watched a movement of her hips show through
the sarong as she shifted her weight dightly, and felt asudden physica surge of desirefor her. He
remembered suddenly that he had seen and responded to just such a movement of the prostitute's body
as she began to wrap hersaf before him.

"S0. | guessyou're still working with that Sunday school rdligious class, hey?!
"Oh, yes. When | havetime.”
"Have you belonged to that Chrigtian group long? | mean, guessthe rest of your family arent members.”

"It'saChrigtian schoal, but..." Ann spoke dowly and carefully now. "1'm not actualy baptized into the
Church yet mysdif. | just help out there. I've been hanging around the school and church there since | was
about thirteen. Y ou're right, my parents are much againgt it and of course they try to argue me out of ever
being baptized. | guess my adolescence has been difficult for them, with me dways hanging around
Sunday school instead of going to young peoples orgiesin their church. The philosopher at Daddy's
playclub says'm looking for a crutch to help me get through life. And redlly it is such atremendous step,
being baptized, | mean. In asense I'm till free now to do anything | want, but after baptism | won't be."

lle.ll

"For example 'l be practicaly restricted to marrying someone who'sadso a Chrigtian. If | get married at
al”

"Reglly?"

"Wadl, | just mean it takes an awful lot of work to make a marriage a success even when the two partners
agree on the important things such asreligion. And my marriage will have to succeed because Chrigtians
don't have divorce, or a least not very often.”

"Aren't they divided into abunch of splinter sects? | was reading about it the other day.” George had
rarely given the subject of religion much thought, but just recently he had been reading up abit on
Chridianity. He didn't think it was for him. He couldn't figure out whether violence was ever alowed or
not. Maybe it was something like the traditiond rules of karate, where you weren't dlowed to useit for
real unlessto protect yourself or another, loved one.

"Chrigtians used to be divided. Now they're pretty much reunited again, what's left of them.”

"WEell, | never even go to Church of Erosany more. | think religion's not for me. They say that some of
those churches, once you join them they never let you alone again afterwards.”

After alittle slence Ann said: "There are anumber of thing that never let you alone.”



"Yes," agreed George, wondering just what things she had in mind.

"George?' Her voice was different.

mWhat?

"Would you like to have sex with me? Here and now?"

"Why, yes," he answered, spesking mechanicaly in hissurprise. "That would be nice.”

For long seconds she did not reply. She sat there so motionless that her toes no longer troubled the starry
water. Georgetried to read her face in the near-darkness. Then abruptly she turned her face away. "The
way you say that!" Ann said, and made afrightened, twisted sound that was alittle like alaugh.

"It'sjust that you took me by surprise.”” George did closer to her aong the side of the poal. "Oh, Ann.
Annie? Y ou've never wanted me to give you an erotic touch before.”

"Oh," shesad. "I'vewanted.” She leaned away from him, supple and graceful in her sarong. Her toes | eft
the water with atinkle of tiny drops, and she stretched out on her back aong the edge of the pool. Now
she covered her eyeswith one dender wridt.

George could no longer control himsalf. He crept very close and bent over Ann, daring not to touch her
a dl."Don't beafrad,” hesad.

"I'm not afraid, I'm not ashamed." Her voice was surprisingly firm and proud, and she was watching him
from under her arm. "Y ou don't know me very well, George. But maybe you've heard some stories.”

"Yes| have. But | don't careif the storiesaretrue.”
"What do they say about me, the stories that you don't care about?”

"They say—" His voice went shaky on him and he had to pause. "What they amount to isthat you're il
avirgin."

She moved her arm away and now he could see her face in the starlight, her face becoming camer now
with an inner change, the blooming of some beauty that George could not have named. "Yes." Shesad it
without atrace of shame. "That'swhy I'm not at the Prom tonight. Nothing but one long orgy. George;
just now | offered you my virginity. Can you understand what that meansto me?"

Waitching her, listening to her, he thought he could. Asif following some biologica imperative hislust now
began to recede, while at the same time there rose up in him-something else. His throat ached with his
joy. He straightened up so that he was no longer bending over Ann but dtting at her sSide.

Looking at him steadily, she asked again: "Now do you want to have sex with me?”
"Yes. Sometime. Right now | want—something more."

Ann nodded agreement and lowered her eyes. Her breathing, that had quickened momentarily, now grew
dow. In agentle voice she asked: "Shdl | take this sarong thing off? Or put on something thicker?!

George could not find his voice to answer right away. What had happened in the brothel had afforded
him an enjoyable, way-out kick, afancy kind of reverse mentd tickle. That tremendous gulfs of
experience lay beyond had been suggested, but no more. In itsdlf the visit to the whore had been not
quite worth the effort to repest it. Thisthing impending now, beginning now, was going far beyond. A
winged thing had been born ingde his chest and it waslifting a the roots of hisbeing, lifting and pulling



and expanding until it ssemed that sex itsalf might be dissolved out of the flesh and carried outward to the
dars.

"Oh, | don't carewhat you wear." George groaned in afailing voice. "Oh, | love you, love you, love you.
Oh, sublimation's such a dirty word, there hasto be a better."

"l know," Annwhispered. "Don't talk now." She had done this before. He wasthe virgin here.

Their hands came together and held, now just human hands more than they were male-femade. Sheraised
her eyesto his, and then on past his eyes, and he knew that she was looking at the stars. No turning back
now. Never. They rose on the greet lifting wings.

X

WAKING UP, rgjoining the inhospitable world, was adow and intermittent and instinctive struggle. Art
understood from the beginning of the struggle that he was sick, or hurt, and paradoxicaly thisleft him less
worried than he had been before. Before whatever had happened to leave him in this state. He wasless
worried because now lesswould be expected of him. They would have to take care of him now.

... they? Someone was trying. However he had come to be here, helay in .abedroom in somebody's
home. In one of the two beds crowded into the small chegply furnished chamber. He had the vague
impression of somebody having been in the other bed, and the covers there were rumpled, but now when
he looked carefully there was no one. Perhaps, too, somebody had once shared this bed with him. He
should have been polite and pawed at their genitas at least but right now hefelt tired of genitaliaand
thank Eros hewas sick or hurt and nothing much could reasonably be expected off him aong that line.

... should have grabbed and pawed asthose little plastic figures were doing to each other, those cheap
Church of Erosiconsthat someone had shoved to the rear of the top of that high plastic wardrobe over
there and then forgotten.

It was a Bl bedroom from thelook of it, or could it be aroom in a cheagp hotel? Or some rented room
where tenant after tenant rushed through, forgetting and leaving things, and none of the haphazard objects
in theroom fit with anything else, There on the wal was the founder of Christianity nailed up, asin Ann's
children's room, but here two pieces of plastic were doing the job instead of wooden beams. And there
on the other wall, areproduction of apainting that looked like a Caravaggio, but a Caravaggio that Art
had never seen before. Nothing like Eros trampling the violin, or Bacchus lounging amid bowls of fruit. In
this picture there were men around a table doing something, counting money, and on the right two men
entering, one of them important, amysterious figure of light and shadow and power, extending ahand
that said: here, you, enough of playing with those trifles on the table, more important things are waiting.
The summons had come, and everyone in the picture knew about it except the man for whom it was
intended.

... 0 he himsdlf was sick, no, he was hurt, for now he remembered something about being frightened put
there in the street, and now there was this sex awful pain in his head that only intermittently would go
away. And now truly there was along-haired girl resting, indecently covered, in the room's other bed,
and now, whup, atrick of theillusionist's art and she was gone again. Meanwhileit might , have been that
Art had dept.

Standing before him was aman, tall and narrow-shouldered, with a sandy beard and impressive green or
gray or blue eyes, it was hard to tell because the color seemed to change, who looked at Art intently.
And this man was a somewhat familiar figure, because he had been standing in the same place an hour
ago (aday ago?) and asking Art some questions.



"What's your name?' the man asked now, looking at Art intently. He had amild, dow voice that
contradicted alook in his eyes of being fierce and concentrated and somehow ready to pounce.

* * %

"Arthur Rodney 7"

The man smiled and nodded, asif this were very good news indeed. He had shut the door of the room
behind him; outsi de somewnhere in the background printout was clacking noisily from acomputer termind
in need of mechanica adjustment. "Art, what year isthis?' Art's second correct answer wasjust as
satisfying ashisfirst. "How do you fed, Art?’

"Not good. I've got atriplet of aheadache." All of asudden thelobby of Family Planning came back,
and then the frantically waving picket Sgns outside, the jam of bodies on the statwalk. What should come
after that? He didn't know. He had reached aredl blank.

The man stepped closer to hisbed. "Let'shave alook at that,” With what were unmistakably adoctor's
hands, professiondly sure and gentle, he probed through or around some kind of dressing on Art's scalp.

"OUCh,"

"Sorry. Well, that's not looking too bad. And I'm glad you've waked up fully now." The man stepped
back, pulling at his curl of sandy beard. "But | still want to make an X-ray or two. Haven't been able to
asyet."

"How long have | been here? And wheream |, anyway?"

"Y ou've been here severa hours. Let's say you're with some people who gave you shelter when it
appeared to them that otherwise you'd go tojail. May | ask—what isthe last thing you remember
dealy?'

Art closed hiseyes. His head throbbed. "Coming out into the street, in front of the Family Planning
building. There was some kind of demonstration, or riot ... but why should | have goneto jail ?*

The doctor shrugged and gave atiny smile. "I don't know that you would have. Some of the Y oung
Virgins on the scene evidently mistook you for one of their own casudties and brought you here. Some of
them think that if a person gets clobbered in the street he must be agood guy, and anyone who's agood
guy isautometically in danger of being throwninjail.”

He approached Art again, and with the aid of atiny light looked closdly into hiseyes.
"How am | doing, doctor?"

"Not bad, not bad. Rest. It'simportant that you take it easy for awhile. Don't worry about athing. I'll be
back inabit."

When the door had closed behind the doctor Art lived in silence for awhile with the pain in his head,
dternately opening and closing his eyes. Somewhere in the distance the faulty computer termind clacked
away agan. Theroom had one smal window with bright daylight coming in around the edges of aclosed
shade. Thiswas some Y oung Virgins refuge, then. But he was not back in the Diana Arms; at least,
Rita'sroom had looked very little like thisone.

The door opened and agirl in along, opague sweater camein, bringing him acup of something warm
and chocolately to drink, and Art was abruptly conscious of being entirely naked benesth the bedshest.



"Medicine?' he asked, while routinely starting to put a hand up under the bottom of her swegter.

"No." She gave him acool smile and turned away, so that hishand did free. "Just adrink. Thought you
might like some."

She went out again right away. The stuff in the cup tasted good. Soon he might try getting up. He
wondered if his clothes, and hiswatch and his money, were in the plastic wardrobe, and he wondered
what time of day it was. About the time he had finished the drink, sipping 'dowly, the doctor was back.

Helooked in Art's eyes again with hislittle light and then pulled up achair and sat. "Art, | took the liberty
of going through your wallet while you were unconscious. Just to seeif there was arecord of anything,
diabetes or dlergies or so forth, that might bear on your medical condition.”

"No doubt | owe you thanks for taking care of me. And you found out my name. | didn't catch yours.” . .
No answer.
"I suppose now | had better get up and put on my clothesand leave."

"l don't want to scare you, Art, but before you go walking out on the street | must ingst we take some
X-rays. | hope .to be able to make them downstairs here in just afew minutes. If X-rays show no skull
fracture we can drive you home right away, take you anywhere in the city you want to go. If they do
show afracture we are going to have to somehow arrange to move you on astretcher to ahospital.”

"|—see. Or maybe | don't."

"The point isthat your presence puts us here in something of an awvkward postion. If you do havea
fracture, we can't smply cal an ambulance to come and get you. And for your own good | wouldn't want
you riding folded down and blindfolded in the back seet of acar.”

"I know how that works," Art muttered, feding alittle Sck.
"Beg your pardon?’
"Nothing. Evidently I'min somekind of a—secret hideout."

The doctor looked rdlieved. "I'm glad you understand. It's quite important to anumber of us here that the
location of this house be kept a secret. And we've redlized by now that you're no sympathizer of ours.
Nevertheless we wish you well. We don't want to—to make you fed you're being held a prisoner. As
soon asthe X-ray film | need arrives, which | hope will be any minute now, well take acouple of
pictures and then you'll be on your way."

Art relaxed wearily in the bed. "All right, al right. | guessyou know what you're doing."

"I'm really glad you're being understanding about this, Art. | fed apersona responsbility in this matter.
For your being in the Family Planning office to begin with, | mean.”

Art looked a him, trying to puzzleit out.
"You g, I'm Ritals midwifer.”

* * *

A couple of sturdy male Y oung Virgins came aong shortly, pushing aregular hospital cart. They got Art's
clothes out of the wardrobe—he noticed the strap of hiswatch sticking out of a pocket, and also the faint



bulge of ahillfold that had evidently been scrupuloudly replaced—and helped him put on his codpiece
and loaded him onto the cart beneath an opague sheet. Meanwhile, of course, he was demanding again
and again to be told where hiswifewas.

"She'snot here, not in thisbuilding,” the doctor, kept answering him calmly. "The parturition will be quite
soon. She'swell. And she's worried about you—more precisely, as| interpret what she says, she's
worried about whether you'll want her back when she has her third child.”

It took Art amoment to understand. ™Y ou mean she thinks | might divorce her? But that's foolish, how
would that help? It wouldn't help her or the children, and it certainly wouldn't help me." Helay on his
back with his head on alow pillow asthe two husky Virgins propelled the cart out of the room and along
arambling halway, through what appeared to be an ancient house of mansion size, or else perhapsthe
rundown dormitory of some private school. Not at dl like the Diana Arms. "Sure, | hope she doesn't
have athird baby when she comes back. But even if she does, | most certainly want her. So, you're the
onewho'sdoing it. How can you interfere in peopl€sliveslike this? How much are you being paid?’

The doctor was walking beside the cart, now and then going ahead or falling behind when the way
became too narrow. "I'm not getting adollar from Ritaor anyonein her family. If she's paid out money it
must be going to the doctor who referred her to me, or to someone else dong the line. In aclandestine
businesslike thisyou're dways going to get some people going into it for the money."

"Andyou?'

"For the good of my immorta soul. That'show | seeit. That | have an inescapable moral duty to do what
| an doing here."

The cart rolled into asmall, old-looking eevator. The two orderlies remained behind as the doors closed
and the dlevator started down with Art till lying on the cart and the doctor standing besideit.

"You don't inspire agreat dedl of confidence, doctor. If you are adoctor, redly. If you're not you'd
better keep your hands off my wife."

"| assureyou | am an obgtetrician. And you'll be glad to hear that | haven't lost amother in some years of
practice." The dow descent of the elevator stopped and the doors did open. "I haven't lost anyoneto a
head injury, either. But then yoursis about thefirst I've trested since | wasan intern.” And with that the
cat wasralling again.

The opague sheet came over Art'sface in two thicknesses asthey |eft the levator. The voice of his
captor said: "I'm covering your eyes up here, so you won't be able later to identify or locate this house."

Art only grunted. Hefdt the cart jolt lightly over athreshold, and then there came awhiff of outsde ar,
summer-warm and fragrant, but he stoicaly refused to look or listen or sniff for clues. Once before he
had been granted knowledge that secretive guides were trying to withhold from him, and knowledge had
done him no good at all. This game was hopeless, for him at any rate, and he was about ready to giveit
up. Not to accept that his opponents were in the right, but to admit that they had him beaten. The law
and the bulk of society were on his back but he could not cal them in. When you went into the endgame
arock down and your clock running out, maybe you had better resign and save some mental energy for
the next game. Therewould be alot of tough gamesto play against the world when Rita came home
again, whether shehad to gotojail first or not. If shewent to jail who was he going to get as a steedly,
dependable babystter in California?

Now the cart was on a descending ramp. Impossible to judge whether it went down one meter or three.
When it stopped and the doctor pulled the sheet down from Art's face, the two of them werealoneina



kind of laboratory or trestment room crowded with ajumble of shelves and boxes and equipment, lighted
by some old-fashioned overhead fluorescents. The windowlesswallswere lined nearly from floor to
ceiling with shelving, loaded with boxes and bottles labeled in what seemed to be the jargon of medical
technology. The nearby door through which they had evidently just entered was now closed. It was hard
to guessthe size of the room because sections of it to both right and |eft were cut off by portable white
screens.

"Now whereisthe damned film?' The doctor was ruffling through stacks of paper, journds, printouts,
and other impedimentathat covered alarge desk-like metd table. "They told methat they left it here.”
Somehow the archaic swearword, the like of which Art had not heard since the tridi play went dead on
the tube train, sounded natural coming from this man.

After fruitlesdy searching afew moments|onger, the doctor muttered an excuse and went out impatiently,
closing the door of the room behind him. Art heard another door open and close some distance off.

Apart from his continuing headache, he now felt pretty good. Good enough to have a sense of
awkwardness and vague shame at lying here on acart like an invalid. He raised himself on an elbow and
looked about. There on thefoot of the cart were his clothes. Should he dress and stagger out into the
dreet, caling for the police? That certainly wouldn't win Ritaover to hispoint of view. No, he had tipped
hisking and resigned the game.

Near a hand he recognized a portable X-ray machine, afamiliar sght from visitsto other physicians
offices. An unobtrusive background hum of eectric power and e ectronics permegted the room. And
now he became aware of another sound, an old-fashioned watch tick-tick-ticking, except thiswas alittle
faster and moreirregular than awatch would be.

Still alone, Art swung hisfeet over the side of the cart and sat up. His head ached, but hefelt able to
stand and walk. Now if that was a bathroom over there, as atiled interior glimpsed beyond the top of a
white screen deemed to promise, then his physical comfort might soon be brought back closeto normal.
He did off the cart and walked around the screen, past glassy tanks and amaze of piping and a portable
computer terminal set up on adimly lighted workbench, and found the hoped-for toilet.

Hewas on hisway back to sit on his cart like agood patient when, just around the shadowed
workbench, he cameto afull stop. "Ah," he said aoud.

The fetuswasin the centra glassy tank atop the bench ...

* * *

The surrounding light was quite dim, and the tank’s only window atiny agperture that alowed aclear view
of thething only from certain angles.

Art stepped closer, staring, then abruptly relaxed. There was no umbilical cord, only ablind knot of
tissue at the navel. For amoment he had thought that the complex of equipment before him (besidesthe
tanks and piping, there were three oscilloscopes, counters, and other gear that Art could not immediately
identify) wasin feet an artificid womb, and that the fetus before him had been frozen and revived, or was
at any ratein some sense viable. But now he redlized that it must be only an abortus being used in some
experiment. Tubes, or only wires perhaps (he could not be sure in the dim light) were attached to it inside
the tank, but without an umbilical cord, he supposed, it could not be receiving oxygen and nourishmen.
And he could see no placenta, or analogue of one.

Thereit sat, or rather floated in an upright sitting posture. The thing that so much fuss was made about. It
was smdl, only about the length of Art's middle finger. Its proportions were much different from those of



anormal full-term infant, and of course even further from those of an adult, but the thing was
unmistakably genus homo al the same. What other specieswould develop abulging brow like that, or
hold up two such human hands? When Art bent closer, the fingers were fully distinguishable, aswerethe
toes at the end of the inggnificant legs and feet. What with the shadows and the angle of hisview, the sex
was not quitevisible.

He jumped back a step with aquick intake of breath, and only then was aware of the doctor standing
watching him at the corner of the screen a couple of steps away.

"Fed dl right?" the doctor asked. ™Y ou shouldn't be on your feet unnecessarily.”

Art raised ahand to gently touch the side of his head, at agood safe distance from the wound. He turned
his gaze back to the tank. "It moved.”

"Ohyes, they move. I'velocated the X-ray film at last. Get back on the cart if you will and well findly be
able to make sure about that head of yours. Y es, thellittle girl in there happens to be about the same
developmentd age as Ritas fetusisright now... About three months as near as| can tdll. At that age
they've usudly been moving spontaneoudy for severa weeks, though the mother usudly can't fed the
movementsyet.”

Art walked away, pausing at the corner of the screen to look back once. "I didn't know it was ... there
was no cord."

The doctor held out a hand to give support if needed. "Oh. But we usualy take that off at parturition.
Tapping into the circulatory system elsewhere serves the purpose, and has some technica advantages.

Y es, she's very much dive and growing. That's her heartbeat you can hear in the background, soundslike
aclock or watch? And with those scopes back there we're continually monitoring brain activity; that
won't settleinto the regular rhythms for afew more weeks."

Art lay back carefully on the cart, settling his head down gently on the pillow. "Isthat aliving human
being?' he asked the fluorescent lights above. The vision of the grotesque, half fish-like head was il
before him, and the tiny hands, that seemed about to be raised secretively, protectively, before the face.
"Isit?’

"Youtdl me" the doctor grunted, moving the cart in the direction of the X-ray. Art now noticed the thick
shielding hung between the machine and the artificial womb at the end of the laboratory. The doctor
continued: "Frankly, I've had my doubts. Sometimes| fed | don't know where to start in thinking about it
anymore." Histone was mild and preoccupied; now he had begun a ddlicate positioning of Art's head
beneath the X-ray snout.

Art, ill looking at the celling, said: "Maybe it doesn't matter if afetusisahuman being or not. Maybe
such aquestionismeaningless.”

"Take adeep breath—hold it, don't move." There camethe usua audible hum. "All right, you can move.
What do you mean, it doesn't matter? Y ou know, if these embryos and fetuses turn out not to be
individual human beings after dl, then | and some of my friends have goneto ahdl of alot of trouble and
broken ahdl of alot of lawsfor nothing."

Art twisted on hiscart. "Y ou just said that you yoursdlf have doubts.”

"Doubts, yes!" The man was vexed. He waved a piece of blackened film. "I might have very strong
doubts that there's achild under that overturned box | seein the middle of the road, but that doesn't
justify my running over it with atruck, not without some life-or-death reason to run it over. Damn, this



onedidn't come out asclearly as1'd like. Let'stry again. Turn on your right Sdethistime, if you will."

"How about the welfare of society as awhole? How about over-population, people starving? Aren't
those life-or-death reasons?’

"To cut off thelife of that little girl in there? In aword, no. Take adeep breath, hold it. That'sfine."

Allowed to move again, Art got up on one elbow. "I suspect neither of usis going to be able to change
the other'smind on thisby arguing.”

Art sad: "All right, I know that thing in the tank hasthe potentia for someday being afull human being,
with all therightsthereof. But not yet, surely not yet. It may generate abrain wave or two but it can't
think, it may twitch but it can't act. It couldn't survive for three minutes without artificial help.”

"Neither could you if you had aredly massive coronary. And she could have survived quitewdll in her
natural environment, had we been ableto leave her there" The gray-green eyes gave the picturesafind
gtare and then turned to Art with evident relief. "Y oure dl right. This second picture makesit unanimous.
No fracture. Y ou ought to take things easy for awhile, but you can go.”

"Tell me. Why does that have to be ababy? Why must you break the laws, as you admit doing, to make
thet point?'

The doctor sighed, and let himself down in achair beside the paper-burdened table, as Art sat up on the
cart and reached for hisshirt. "Art, | can't makeit ababy or not ababy. | can only try to determine
which category it dready belongsto, and conduct mysalf accordingly.” He wearily rubbed hiseyes.
"Damnit, it looks like ababy now, right? In afew weeksit may begin to suck itsthumb. A cutelittle
human touch, hey? Not necessarily convincing.”

"Wait aminute. How about gill-dits? Doesn't it fill have those, or didn't it at an earlier sage? Arethey
cute little proofs of humanity too?'

"All right, the gill dits What do you think they prove?"
"I..... nothing. How am | supposed to know?

Y ou'rethe scientist, or at least the expert, though most of the scientists and experts don't seem to agree
with you on this. What has you so convinced?'

"Art, | know of no solid scientific definition of man. What can | communicate to you? Only facts, and
peopleinterpret them in different ways. Both parents of that organism in the tank were human, of course.
But itscdls are different from ether of its parents cdlls; it isnow ageneticaly unique individud.

"It... no, | haveto say she. What you see asathing inatank | seeasalittlegirl. But if you try to pin me
down on when she began to be alittle girl, I'll haveto admit that | just don't know. Teilhard saysthat the
beginnings of al things tend to be out of Sght. Was a unique human soul infused when the sperm firgt
pierced the egg? When the nucla of the two parent cdllswerefirst completely united? With implantation
of the blastocyst in the uterine wal? Maybe afew days after that, when the time of possible twinning had

"If you're bringing soulsinto it, you're leaving me out." Art was off the cart now, getting dressed. Inthe
background the steedly tick-tick-tick went on, soft and rapid. "Just et me get out of here.”

"Of course.” Asif caught derdlict in his duty, the doctor jumped up and went to push a Button near the
door. "I can't hep bringing soulsinto it, though | tried. I'm a Chrigtian priest aswell asadoctor, you see.



| supposeif one's humanity is questioned one must try to proveit by appedling either to God or to a
board of review of other human beings, who st in judgment. | know which | prefer to do.”

"No oneis questioning your humanity, doctor.”

"Not now. But some future government might decide that | belong to an inferior race. Governmentsin the
past have made such pronouncements about people. Or, if | suffered astroke tonight and <till hadn't
cometo by next week, my felow physicians might by then be questioning my continued humanity.” He
rose from hischair, hands clenching. The naturdly fierce look in his eyes grew moreintense. "Maybe it
would be the kindest thing in such acaseto let medie. But | would till be a human being dying, not
a—aspecimen reacting!”

"All right," said Art, in dight darm, speeding up the fastening of hisshorts. "Takeit easy.”

"Yes I'm sorry." Thetal man let himsalf dump back into hischair. "In my opinion there are afew rare
Stuations where abortion may bejudtified, at least if therés not an artificial womb available. But it'sill a
human being dying, being killed, and there's not many reasonsto justify that. Surely not some
non-specific good intended for theworld in genera.”

Art, dressed now and puiting on hiswatch, shook his head. "Do you think a single human being dying
matters that much to the universe? Appeal to your God if you want, the rest of us haven't heard anything
from him lately. We have to ook out for ourselves as best we can.”

The priest-doctor pulled himsdlf to hisfeet once more. "Let me go and find someone to drive you home.
Weéll feed you something firgt if you careto wait for it."

"No, I'm not quite through talking yet." Art moved to stand between the other and the door. "Y ou are
about to inflict athird child on me and my wife, because your God wants you to. Theleast you candois
ligen to mefor aminute longer.”

Abruptly the priest turned fierce again. "I am sincerely sorry for the danger and expense and
inconvenience that the third child isgoing to cause you. But it istill better than inflicting deeth on your
third child. If you find his presence unendurable, why there are people in the world who will take himin.”

"Peopleintheworld! Yes, I'll say thereare." Now they were standing almost toe to toe, Art with his
amsfolded like an umpire. "About eight or nine billion at last count. And how many of them are garving
now?'

"Quite afew are garving, Art, quite afew. Maybe you've seen more of them than | have. Maybe you've
fed more of them. Maybe you promote contraception more enthusiagticaly than | do.”

But Art seemed to have stopped listening. He stood-staring, with an altered expression, into a corner of
the room. The priest looked there and saw only ared picnic cooler with awhite handle.

"Art, here, St down again. I'm sorry, we shouldn't have been arguing.”

"No, I'mall right," said Art. But then he did sit down in the chair the other brought for him. "That cooler
over there. | believe | may have carried that across the Mississippi afew days ago. It was very heavy
and very cold. Now I'm just redlizing what must have been inside it. That was while your monastery out
there was burning down."

"Y ou werethere?' The priest sat down again too, and leaned anxioudy toward him. "Can you tell me
anything of what happened? I've seen and read the news stories, but..."



* * *

Art told what he could, leaving out the name of the girl for whom he had carried the container. "And the
man with her said, That was Steve before he took off running into the woods. That's about dl | can tell
you,”

The priest-doctor nodded, hands clamped on his knees, squinting asif in physica pain. "Yes. Thosetwo
men were both my friends. Neither of them mentioned in the official accounts. Maybe the police never
knew they werethere."

"I'mredly sorry," Art said impulsively. "At the time there didn't seem to be anything | could do.”

"Of course not, Art. It's not your fault. Listen, I'd better get you on your way home before I'm charged
with kidnapping. But you must be hungry, let usfeed you something first."

"Maybejust aprotein bar. | never got around to thanking you for this patch-up job, did I?* Art brushed a
hand gingerly over his scalp bandage. It wasn't nearly as big as he had expected, and very little of hishair
had been removed.

In afew minutes one of the sawart Y oung Virgins brought him a couple of bars on aplate, and aglass
of milk. As he munched, the priest-doctor asked him: "Would you object very strongly to ablindfold
when you leave? I'd accept your word if you gaveit, but some of the other people here might not."

"Blindfold? Oh, | don't care.” Art was abstracted again. Foodbar in hand, he got up suddenly and went
to push the white screen aside.

Likean idol in atemple, he thought suddenly. Surrounded by its screens and parapherndialike anidol,
or agtatue on an dtar. Suddenly the minuscule statue frowned at him, averted itsblind face, then
stretched an arm.

Not anidol, then. Far more than that. Inscrutable as aflower or anebula, it could only be contemplated,
not understood. Tick-tick-tick. And again the firing neuronsin its developing brain smeared green traces
across the three oscilloscopes.

* * %

Shaking hands with the doctor on hisway out, Art said: "Thanks again for the treatment. Y ou know if |
could find away 1'd still stop Ritafrom going through with this. Because of the kind of world we haveto
livein. But | wish it wasn't so, | wish theworld would let your way be possible. Anyway, you tell her that
| want her back, whatever happens. | want that most.”

"Il tell her, Art. I'll be very glad to passthat word dong.”
Xl

AT ONE o'clock in the afternoon Art, once more shrouded in an opague cover (this one smelling more
medicinal than musty), was led out of the laboratory and out of doors, across an area of long weedy
grass and uneven paving stones. Then he was put into the back seat of acar, where without being told he
hunkered down so asto be invisible from the outside. The car when Started jolted dowly over rough
terrain for about a minute, before getting onto any kind of aregular road. Shortly Art began to hear the
noises of other traffic around him.

"Y ou can come up,” said one of his'Y oung Virgin escorts, in gpol ogetic tones, only about five minutes



after the start of the trip and somewhat before Art had expected any such permission. He pulled the
blanket gingerly from his sore head and eased himsdlf up to anormal position in the seat. The car was
traveling through some middle-class, jobholders residentia neighborhood that Art could not recognize.
One of the two youths escorting him sat beside him in the back.

"Sorry, we're not going to be able to take you al the way to the Parrs house," the driver said,
gpologeticaly. "It's possible their place is being watched—you know how it is."

"I don't know whether | do or not. Not any more."
"Pardon?'
"It'sdl right. | canwalk."

"Oh, oh," said his other escort, swiveling his head to peer back through the rear window. Asit turned
out, Art didn't havefar towak at al. The police car with its blue lights flashing came aongside and
nudged their vehicle negtly to the curb with itsfoamy plastic bumpers.

* * *

From the questions the police asked before the van arrived to cart the three of them off to the Sation, Art
gathered that his escorts car had been somehow identified as one used by participantsin the morning's
infamous Family Planning riot. All its present occupants were under grave suspicion, the sullen one with
the lump on his head being no exception. When they unloaded at the lockup he was taken underground
to alarge cell with padded walls. He recognized it aswhat they called aDD, or drunk-drug, tank of the
tv crime dramas. In red life he found it crowded not with thrashing drunks or druggards, but with loudly
voca Young Virgin types, severa of whom complained steadily to the walls (where perhaps there were
microphonesto listen) of their redl or supposed injuries.

Nobody esewasligtening. " Shuddup in there," advised aloudspesker in the celling, from timeto time. In
reply to thisthe Y oung Virginswould usualy bresk out into averse of dl but unintelligible song.
Approaching Art through thismilieu, smiling asif a an old friend, came asuddenly familiar face: that of
the sgn-peddler of the morning.

"It'sjust amistake | was picked up,” Art could hear the Ssign-peddier saying, as the latest outburst of song
was ended. "My signswere useful, weren't they, to let the world know what was going on? A man tries
to be an influence for peace and communicetion in the world, to mediate the intelligent expression of
differencesin the community, and thisis the thanks he gets. Hey, bud, which sde were you on?"

"Shut up,” said Art Rodney.

Now another fifteen or twenty prisoners were being brought in agroup, adding to the crowding and
confusion. Theselooked like Y oung Virgins too. Presumably any Homo League members arrested were
being held somewhere elsg, in the interest of relative peace. The corridors under this station seemed to be
lined with these tank-like cells, and through the corridors drifted the steady anima murmuring of
innumerable inmates. There was a so anoticeable amount of dust in the air, and the muffled roar of heavy
machinery at work nearby. Maybe more cell space was being excavated.

At last three policemen cameto the door of Art's cell, and set up atable therefor processing. "Oneat a
time now, people. Form asingleline. Come up here and present your identification and well take your
fingerprints. Then you can make one phone cdl. Form asingleline.”

A Young Virgingirl, abeautiful girl with dark devilish eyes, pushed hersdlf forward to the table and



demanded: "How about separate facilitiesfor men and women?”

The policemen who had dready spoken eyed her warily, hislined face on guard againgt any of these
young punks attempting to get smart. " Separate what?*

"Latrines!" The girl waved at the open urinals and water closet at the rear wall of the cdll. "Wewant to
have separate |atrines for each sex, with walls closing them off."

The cop's hardened face showed disgust. "Oh, and no doubt you'd like to open abrothel in here, too.
Y oull take what the city givesyou, and do your carryin' on outside of jail."

Asif that were the answer she had hoped for, the girl stepped back smiling. With agesture and ayell she
gtarted up another loud song, dl the Y oung Virginswithin earshot quickly joining in. But their
rebelliousness now seemed gtrictly verbd; they were not dow to line up before the table for processing.
Jail probably grew quite boring in acouple of hours, and it was now timeto call one's parentsto get one
out. Art used hisweight and his elbowsin saf-defense, refusing to be pushed to the rear.

Someone shouted at him: "Do you know the song?" It was acomradely voice, coming from just behind
Art in the newly formed queue.

The speaker was atall young man, wearing asweatshirt with STUDENTS FOR A CHASTE SOCIETY
handpainted on the front, something about him looked vaguely familiar to Art.

"No, why should | know your song?" Art answered, as soon asthe noise of it had trailed off into sllence
and he could talk without shouting. "1 was just caught up in dl thisby mistake."

"That'sthe way it was with me," said the voice of the sign-peddler, from up near the head of theline.

"Areyou with us, though?' asked the devil-eyed girl ahead of Art. Asthe line was just about formed she
had squeezed her cloth-shrouded body in just ahead of him, her eyes daring him to protest.

"I'm not with you or againg you. | just happened to get caught up in this."

The girl's eyes, those of a determined persecuter, attacked Art's beard and the conservative trand ucency
of hisclothing. She was slent, perhaps making plans.

Thetall young man demanded: "Sir, if you'reredly not with us, why not?' His tone was meant to be not
threatening but inspiring. "Now | judge you're aman who has supported the Establishment in the past,
who has upheld al its outworn dogmas and twentieth-century creeds. And now it'sthrown you into jall
anyway. What good has worshipping the sex gods and goddesses ever done you? Think about it."

"Oh, shut up,” said Art, and shuffled forward with the line. If it came to posting bond, he didn't have a
great ded of money.

He never knew what Ritawas feding— those had been her words to him. Why couldn't he have started,
sooner, to find out? Until he knew what she was feding it made little sense to argue with her. Of course
she should have shown him smilar consderation, talked to him more, found out what he redly fdt.
Maybe they weren't so utterly, terribly far apart asit had seemed when she ran away. He didn't want her
having another baby, of course... but if she was going to, anyway, if sheredly had to do it, then he
wanted to be with her while it was going on. Now it was too late even for that. He wouldn't be able to
reach her until the thing was done.

"Everybody be careful!” cried the devil-eyed girl brightly. She had been whispering with acouple of girl
friends, and now she was ready to have some more fun with Art. "Everybody on their proper behavior



while Mr. Whiskersis here. Maybe we should al undressalittle.”
"Now, Eunice," chided the tall young man. Shewasn't helping hisrecruiting drive at dl.

At least Art was soon going to have achance at a phoneplate. Did he have the nerve to call George and
Ann, tell them that he had been caught in ariot in front of the Family Planning building, and ask them for
help?Not if he could helpit. Better if he never saw them again until thiswhole thing was over—but of
course, his children were there. He had no choice but to call the Parrs.

"I do hopethey let usout soon,” said Eunice. "l want to pack asmuch sninto my lifeas| possbly can!”
She stepped defiantly up to face the sour policeman at the cell door. Art followed in histurn.

* * *

After being fingerprinted and filling out a short routine identity form, Art got his chance at the phoneplate.
Behind him other prisoners were waiting. Reluctantly he punched the Parrs number, and felt more relief
than anything & se when he was answered only by George's recorded voice telling him that he might leave
amessage if he wished. He left no message and after amoment's thought hisrelief turned sour. Maybe
the Parrs had been arrested too, and his children were now in some orphanage.

He was allowed one completed call. Who esein the city did he know, where else might he turn for help?
There was the dojo, but he couldn't remember either its name or address. There was Dr. Hammad. Ugh.
After thinking amoment longer he dug a piece of folded paper from hiswallet and, without much hope,
punched numbers on the phoneplate once again.

"Jamison residence,” said amale voice, answering through ablanked plate on the other end.
He cleared histhroat. "I'd like to speak to Rosamond Jamison, please.”

"Who shdl | say iscaling?' The voice had somethick and avkward tonesin it, those of aman who
would rather be doing something more manly than taking messages on the phone.

"Tel her it'sArt Rodney. Tel her the man she met on the tube train from California. Shelll remember.”
"Thetubetrain. All right, wait just amoment.”

Art waited, gazing around him. The prisonersin line to use the phone looked in their frozen impatience as
if they expected him to forget about his call and get out of their way at once. And now the nearby police
were dl watching Art, sllently, with peculiarly blank, controlled faces. He hadn't noticed them doing this
when other prisoners were phoning. If it was just agame they were playing to make him nervous they
were succeeding.

"Hello?" It was Rosamond's voice. Then on the phoneplate appeared the image of her pretty face, the
cat's-eyelensesgleaming. "It is you, my handsome protector! I'm so glad! I've been hoping you would
cal, and Daddy hastoo, he's wanted to thank you."

With the corner of hiseye Art noted, without understanding, that the nearby policemen had suddenly al
lost interest, were turning away and getting back to their jobs. "I'm glad | could reach you," he said. "I'm
afraid | need help, and | don't know where eseto turn. The police have made a mistake, and they have
meinjal here—"

"Wharat?'

"l innocently accepted aride with some strangers,” which was quite true, "and it turned out the police



were looking for their car. So now I'm being detained for questioning, asthey put it. I'm held for
investigation on a charge of conspiracy to riot, something like that. I'm not sure | haveit straight. | was
hoping you might be willing to cal alawyer for me. Or something. I'm afraid | don't have much money
with me, and—"

"Oh my, oh my. Poor Art. How do you spell your last name? And what station are they holding you at?'
He spelled hisname for her. "And the Sign here says Tenth Digtrict Detention.”
"Just wait there, wait!" Rose counsded him excitedly. Then she blanked off.

Art took astep away from the phone and a policeman was there to touch him on the arm and beckon
him away. Thisofficer, for achange, had afriendly-seeming smile. Heled Art down acorridor to where
abulky, middle-aged man in civilian clothes was sitting behind a desk. On the desk were computer
printouts whereon appeared small photographs of Art, both fall face and profile. The bandage on his
head with the small bald spot around it showed on the photos, and he wondered when and how they had
been made.

The bulky man looked up. "Y ou're Mr. Arthur Rodney? | see here that you're from out of state. Did you
know when you accepted aridein that car that the police were looking for it?*

"No, |—no."

"Wll, we find that there's no evidence to the contrary. We're very sorry about the inconvenience, but
you can understand that we can't take any chances.”

"| suppose not."

The man behind the desk nodded in afriendly way, and the interview seemed to be over. Another smiling
policeman, thisonein uniform and with an unusualy large number of stripes on his deeve, was holding
open adoor at one side of the desk asif he expected Art to pass through it. Beyond the door was an
ascending escdator.

After he had started up, and realized that what appeared to be a public lobby was at the top, Art asked:
"Thismeansthat I'm freeto go?"'

"That'sright, gr." The smiling sergeant had come with him onto therising sair. "By theway," he added,
hisvoice lowering, "if you're talking to—anybody, you can let ‘'em know that the men on theforcearea
hundred per cent behind the campaign to get tough with the gpes and get 'em off the streets.”

"Hun?'

They had reached the marbled public lobby on the sation's ground floor. With agesture the smiling
sergeant directed Art's attention to where the air-curtained main doorway stood open to the world.

"I'd better wait herefor awhile,” said Art. "I think someone's coming to see about getting me out.”

"That s0?7" The sergeant winked. "Tell 'em they needn't have bothered. Still, you're welcome to wait for
‘em hereif you like. Have a seat. Excuse me, 1'd better get back to work."

"Certainly." As soon asthe man had gone, Art went to a public phone booth in the lobby and tried the
Parrs again. To hissurprise, Ann answered the phone amost at once.

"Art, what's up?'



He stood with his head held high; maybe the bandage wouldn't be noticeable at that angle to the plate's
pickups, with hishair sort of piledin front of it. "How are the kids?"

"Why, they'refine, fine. How are thingswith you?'

"| tried to get you afew minutes ago, but no one answered.”

"l wasjust out in the park with the children. George isworking. Where are you cdling from, Art?'
"I'll—betalking to you again, soon, Ann." With that he blanked off.

Hewent to sit in the marbled |obby, and watched the public flow in and out at abrisk rate. All these
people were involved with legal trouble in some way, even if they were only reporting it, so he supposed
it was naturdl that they should look frightened or dazed, or indignant or stony-faced. What bothered Art
was that now when he looked out the window at the throng passing the station on the didewalk, the faces
out there looked much the same... He had been ditting there less than ten minutes when Rose camein.
She spotted him at once, smiled, and came marching clack-clack across the lobby on new hard-hedled
sandals. It struck him now that her walk was somewheat too childlike and bouncy for anormally mature
young woman. She was wearing ared bikini, daringly opague al over and aimost padless. Art sood up
and greeted her with an embrace.

"My good friend Art! How have they trested you?"

"Fine, ever since they heard metalking to you on the phone. Before that they practicaly had me
sentenced, and now they tell meI'm freeto go."

Rose laughed prettily, and linked her arm in his. "Then let's be going. We have lotsto talk about on our
way."

Hewalked out of the gation with her, asking: "Did you call alawvyer?

"| thought you couldn't bein any serioustrouble,”" she said obliquely. "Here, get in." She was unlocking
the door of avery expensive car parked right in the NO STANDING zone in front of the police station.
The lllinaislicense plate was number four. Four. Great sex, had hisluck changed at last?

He got in obediently. "Where are we going?*
"I want to take you home with me, Artie. | told you, Daddy's been anxious to meet you."

Oncein on the driver's Sde, Rose scanned the readiness indicators on the dash, as a cautious driver
should, and then punched keys quickly. Then she sat back and turned to Art, giving him along,
unfathomable look while the programmed car Sarted its engine and radared itsway out into traffic.

"Artie?"
"What isit—Rosie? Do you like being caled Ros e, by the way?"

"Yes, | dolikeit." Shetilted her head, making the lenses shimmer beautifully. Probably in days of cam
she practiced with them before amirror. "Artie, my father's avery nice man, akind man. He's not oneto
fly into rages or anything likethat."

"Wadl. That'sfine." He supposed she wanted him to ask some favor of her father for her. "Just whois
your fether, by the way?"

"He'sthe bishop, silly. Church of Eros archbishop of Chicago. Everybody in Chicago knows him. Artie,



weredlly are good friends, aren't we?' Taking Art's hand, Rose siwung his arm back and forth over the
seat between them. It was a childlike action, and when abasicaly sexy girl like Rose did it, aman could
be tempted toward serious repression. Especially aweary man drained of his energy to fight. Thevision
of her crouching on the riverbank, veiled by hisdirty shirt, rosein hismind's eye but he managed to thrust
it down.

"Of course were good friends, Rose. Any time | can do you afavor | hope you'l let me know."
"Today | just want you to meet Daddy." She giggled.

"I'm looking forward to that. Especidly ... Rose, | won't lieto you. Especialy now that | know he's
someone with influence." An hour ago Art had been ready to resign the game, but now things might be
just alittle different. "Because you see | have aproblem, onethat | redlly need help with. | hope your
father may be ableto at least give me some adviceonit.”

The cat's-eyes seemed to offer sympathy. "It isn't areally big and nasty problem, isit? Oh, | hope not.”
Helaughed feebly. "Big and nasty enough. Oh, | haven't murdered anyone, so far."
Rose snatched her hand away. "Don't say thingslike that! Don't even make jokes about them!"

"I'm sorry." He hadn't redlized how sengtive she was to even the suggestion of violence. He looked
around them. "Do you live nearby?"' "Not far." The neighborhood through which they were now passing
looked much like that around the Parrs home, except here the blockhouses were set even further from
the street, occupied larger plots of land, and their walls looked even higher. Just ahead was one whose
granitewalswere extrahigh.

"Were dmost home, my big handsome protector.”

The car measured the traffic and the traffic-gpaces around it, chose an opening and shifted precisely to
the street's curb lane, then signaled for aturn and drove onto aramp that swept it down beneath the
granitewalls. A man in aguard's booth gave Rose a casua wave which she returned while switching the
dowing vehicle back to manua control. The steering gear folded out of apand into her hands and she
droveon.

Here asin the Parrs block the underground garage was divided into visitors parking areas and private
galls. Rose turned into what appeared to be the largest stal, with two cars parked in it dready, and
room for several more.

She switched off the turbines and turned to Art again. "Artie, if your problem is—nothing like the horrible
thing you joked about—then you can tell mewhat it is. Infact | think you'd better tell me, before you go
inand meet Daddy."

"Rosg, it has nothing to do with violence. It's somewhat smilar to—your problem. To the problem you
were faced with when you and | first met.”

She had pretty teeth and moit, full lips. "However did you figure out what that was?"
"Oh, just putting two and two together. | know now what you must have had in that picnic cooler.”

Now her lips were pouting. Was she going to cry? It seemed to Art that without eyes her weeping would
be tearless and therefore repulsive. "Not that | care what you were doing, Rose, not that I'm in any
position to talk. It'sjust that my wifeis now having difficulties dong asomewhat similar line. | don't know
that your father would be able to help me with that kind of problem, or that he'd want to get involved in



it

Rose dabbed with atissue at her nose, and yes, at her lidiess lensestoo. "I'm glad you understand, Art.
What happened to my fetusis another thing my father mustn't know the truth about." (Ancther thing?) "Of
course hethinksthat | smply had it aborted. But | can't even think about such violence, |et alone permit it
insde my own body. Ugh." A fina dab and a deep breath, and she smiled and was back to what passed
for normal. "Now you'd better listen to me for aminute, Artie. Because | haven't told you everything yet."

Something about those words was ominous. Art leaned back in the car's luxurious seet, closing his eyes
for just amoment'srest. He checked hiswatch. A little past three. Then he turned and looked into Rose's
lenses. "What isit you haven't told me?"

Once more she took his amu She became clinging. "Oh, Artie, | was just desperate. Y ou see, therésa
man | ... like. I like him very much indeed. In fact I've come to—to revere him."

"Reverd"

"Art, | put my fateinto your hands. | know you won't betray me. Just recently my father has found out
that I'm having an affair, or at least he's become very suspicious. But he doesn't know who the maniis,
and | didn't dare confessthe truth, because ... anyway, | didn't dare. So today | told him that it wasyou.”

"Oh." Art closed hiseyes again. He supposed he could push Rose out of the car, seize the controls, and
go roaring up out of the garage, perhaps crashing through the barrier at the door. Transporting illegaly
frozen fetuses. Rioting. Midwifery. Auto theft, gate-crashing.

Wasthere acrime called gate-crashing? There would be. No previous convictions, or even arrests, that
Rodney must have been aclever one. But sooner or later the most cunning criminalstrip themsdaves up.
They say he seduced a bishop's daughter, that's what redly wrote finisto his career. They say just the
other day hewasin the Family Planning office, bold as you please, talking about an gppointment with the
director himsdf. They say ...

"Artie, dear?' Rose's voice dripped honeyed anxiety. Probably she didn't even like to be called Rosie.
"Artie? | wasjust desperate, or | would never have doneit. | had no oneesetoturnto, and | just had to
keep Daddy from finding out who my true cavaier redly is... Art? Oh, | promiseit won't be so bad.
Daddy redlly did want to get you out of jail, even after | told him you were the one."

Art nodded dowly, meanwhile keeping hiseyelidsfirmly closed. If he could somehow get out of the
bishop's dungeon here and reach the Parrs castle, maybe Ann could hide him under abed and no one
would ever find him. Drape him in an opaque sheet. But that might congtitute another crime. Oh, chadtity,
what amess. Maybe he was dreaming.

"l wasjust in despair, Art, when suddenly you called. Then it seemed so logical for you to be the man
that | told Daddy you were. Don't you-see? Art, are you dl right? Poor Art!"

Poor Art opened his eyes. Now then, what did he have to do to attain success and happiness? Meet the
bishop and prove himsalf innocent of Rose's seduction. Then, with or without ecclesiagtical help, find Rita
and get her safely aborted, while keeping George and Ann, and Ritaand himself of course, clear of the
law. That about coveredit.

He opened the car door and did out. The Situation was clearly beyond worrying about, and from that fact
he derived akind of second wind. Bring on the bishop.

"Shdl wegoin, Artie?"



"Oh, why not?"

Rose led him directly from the parking stall through a double door that might have served to guard a bank
vault, and up a private escalator. The door at the top was opened by a huge man, rough-looking though
well dressed, who eyed Art with suspicion. Art in turn suffered amomentary fear that this was the bishop
himsdlf.

Rose sad: "Jove, thisisafriend of mine, Mr. Rodney. Daddy wanted me to bring him home so they
could get acquainted.”

Jove grunted. "Have im wait hereand I'll see. Or would you rather go in, Miss Jamison?"

"No, you go, I'll wait with Art." Shetook Art'sarm and they stood there in the elegantly carpeted hall like
acouple waiting to be married.

"The bishop's chief bodyguard?' Art asked, when the giant was gone.

"Y es. Don't mind Jove's rough manners, he'sredly quite sweet." She squeezed hisarm meaningfully.
"So's Daddy. Now | put al my trust in you, darling.”

Jove was dready coming back through the plush halway. " The boss says you should bring him oniin.
Hey, Miss Jamison, you'relooking red hot. I'm off duty in alittle while, could we maybe get together for
some sex?'

"All right, Jove, I'll seeyou inthe chapd. Art, dear, let meintroduce you to Daddly first."

At the end of the hall Rose tapped on an ol d-fashioned wood-panel ed door, then pushed it open without
waliting for an answer. The room reveded was alarge sudy, the wallslined with bookshelves and
tape-racks. A massive, brown-skinned old man rose from an armchair and favored Art with amild smile
of greeting. The bishop wore the exaggerated white codpiece of his office, under avaguely transparent
robe.

"Daddy, thisisArt. I've been telling him how nice you are, and that he redlly had nothing to be afraid of,
meeting you. Now | want you to be niceto him."

"Why, I'm generdly sociable, dear." The old man accepted his daughter's kiss on hisworn sagging cheek.
"Dear, why don't you buzz away now for alittle bit? Mr. Rodney and | are going to have achat.”

"Sure, Daddy. | expect I'll bein the chapel with Joveif you should want me." Turning toward Art with an
expression that was doubtless meant to be encouraging, Rose stepped past him and out of the study. Art,
who had reached out hisarm mechanicdly, caught himsdf at the last moment and let her go without a
good-bye pinch. They were supposed to be having an affair, and possibly, just possibly, he would want
to maintain thet fiction.

Bishop Jamison was till amiling. "Mr. Rodney, that sofathereisvery comfortable. And how about a
drink?1 have vodka and bourbon and beer and even alittle sherry on hand.”

"Uh, thank you, Sir. Y our Potency. Bourbon on the rockswould befine" Art sank resgnedly into the
sofawhile hishost turned away. Poison in the whiskey, maybe? He would drink it anyway.

The room might have been the study of any successful and conservative man, though, not surprisingly,
there was a somewhat heavy emphasison religious art. Rodin's The Kiss in nearly lifesize reproduction.
Leda and the Swan, there onthewall, by one of the newer photographic masters. Painting had been
dead for a century now, dong with poetry and story-telling, or so most of the critics said. And there of



course above the mantel, Love Conquers All, Caravaggio's Cupid trampling triumphantly the symbols of
the occupations by which man sometimes dlowed himsdf to be lured temporarily awvay from histrue
madter, Lust.

The old man was back, holding out aglass, and Art hdf roseto take it from him. "Thank you, Sir.”

With awheeze, the bishop settled hisbulk in hisown legther chair; hisown drink he held in atankard
around the outer surface of which some kind of Orientad orgy marched in basrelief. "Mr. Rodney, Rose
tellsme that you and she have become quite good friends.”

"Uh, yesdr, we have" Art'sintended sip of bourbon somehow transformed itslf into agulp.

Jamison emerged from his tankard with atrace of beer foam on hisdark lips. "She'salovey girl in her
way ... her mother was alovely piece, and | oughta know, though | was an old dog even then ... how
was it you two happened to meet? On the tube train coming in from lowa, wasn't it?

"That'sright, sir." Art drew in adeep breath. "Bishop, | don't mean you or Rose any harm. Far fromiit.
So I'm just going to tell you thetruth. | don't know what Rose may have told you, but the fact of the
matter is| hardly know her. If she has any, ah, involvement with any man, it's certainly not with me" So
far the news was being received with apparent calm. "I'm sorry about her problems, Y our Potency, and
yours, but | have problems of my own that are just as bad. I'm sorry."

Jamison leaned forward alittle. "Would you like arefill on that drink?"

"I'll get it myself, S, thanks. Another beer? I'm telling you the truth, bishop, | never was any good at
lying."

The bishop indicated with a headshake that his tankard had no need of refilling asyet. He swiveled his
chair to keep facing Art, who was now at the bar. " Some people never redlize they're not, and it gets 'em
into endlesstrouble. Mogt of the time honesty smplifiesthings, if it doesn't dways pay. You redly did
help Rose, out therein lowa, didn't you? Her own story isalittle muddled. She was coming back from
vigting some girl friend in Dubuque, | guess, when that riot broke out.”

"Oh, yesdir, | had the chance to be of help to her in asmall way." Back at the sofa, Art sank down with
relief and took asip, thistime truly no more than atiny sip, of the excellent bourbon. "But believe me,
there's been nothing wrong between us. We madeit dl the way, right there in the park, while we were
waiting to get on thetrain to Chicago.”

Jamison was nodding dowly. "Arthur, | find mysdlf believing you. | know my own daughter, and she just
gave me your name too suddenly and too willingly. | don't suppose you know the name of the man sheis
involved with, asyou put it?" Then before Art could try to answer, the bishop scowled and waved a
white-pamed, wrinkled hand. "No, | withdraw the question. Don't want to put an honest man like
yoursdlf on the spot.”

"I redly haven't the faintest idea, anyway, who it could be." Numbly relaxing, Art Sipped at hisicy
whisky. His head ached, but not as bad as before. 1t seemed that he had managed to avert any new and
disastrous trouble; and what more could aman hope for than that?

The bishop st histankard down carefully on asmall table. "Not that | care an awful lot what kind of fun
she haswith men." His steady black eyes peered at Art from their time-ravaged face. "Probably that
shocks you, coming from a church-man like me. But if she wantsto sit with some young felaand gaze a
the stars and forget al about sex for ten minutes, | can't see how society is harmed.”



"Yesdr, | am surprised to hear you talk like that.” 1t would really have shocked Art, too, if he hadn't
been somewhat numb with acohol, and emationdly exhausted by <till more shocking things. "If what your
satement impliesistrue, that society isn't harmed by repression, that it doesn't matter what people do
with sex, why do we have the Church of Erosthen?"

The bishop heaved himself erect, his erotically-decorated tankard in hand, and walked over to the dark
fireplace. It looked alot like George's, except this one was bigger. When the bishop switched it on, a
redistic imitation of burning logs, probably a hologram, appeared in the dark cave. Thelogs crackled
audibly and flared and seemed to send smoke up the flue.

"Thisthing isafake," Jamison mused, patting the mantle with one hand. "L ots of fire and noise, but no
smell. And no redl heat." He set histankard on the mantlepiece and turned to Art, Y ou know why it is
good for man to Worship sex? Why it redly is good? Smply because the poor fool has nothing better
before which to prostrate himself. Eros asagod isfar from perfect, he'sjust the best of abunch of
falures”

Having alittle timeto think over what the bishop said, and looking at the old man closdly, Art was not so
very surprised after dl. There were such cynica bishopsin modern fiction sometimes. And Jamison
wasn't just old, he must be decades over ahundred. He must have spent his youth in the period of moral
vacuum before his Church became established. Art had sometimes heard other very old people express
amilar sartlingly modern and radicd views.

Standing massive besides the fireplace, Jamison told him: " The war-god and the wedlth-god and the
heaven-and-love god dl have failed. Heaven-and-love came the closest. Best exampleisthe man they
nailed up on the cross. He spoke to alot of people, that one did. He was about the best, except for sex.
And then Allah and Jehovah and Mithraand al the rest.

"And then there's the man-god. Y ou know what | mean by that? | mean god made by man in man'sown
image, humanity in apotheoss, we will al be god someday and maybe our great leader isgod right
now—he's the worst, the most dangerous, and were not through with him yet. Damnation, are we ever
through with anything?" Jamison's voice, which had taken on the tones it might employ on Saturday nights
in the pulpit abovethe orgy, fell back to conversationd pitch. One other man in Art's recent memory had
used such ancient expletives. "Mr. Rodney, man was made to worship something, and no god hefindsis
worthy of him. That's what the ancients would have called atragedy. Sex doestheleast harm, | would
judge; and sex isfun. Oh man, yesman, it sureisfun.”

The bishop smiled at Art wryly, and made hisway to the bar to get arefill on hisbeer. Then back to his
leather chair to let down hisweight, he and the chair wheezing together. "The only thingis, if she doeslike
some young man in what to her is such an extra-specid way, then I'd like to know his name and what
he'slike. Rose has had enough pain in her young life dready. Shetell you about that ape-assault where
shelost her eyes?'

"No gir. | didn't know that was what had happened. It must have been terrible.”

"That it was," said Jamison shortly. "My much-publicized crusade against the street-gpes and the
dope-peddlers, which you will hear alot about if you stay long in Chicago, slemsin large part from that
assault on my daughter.”

"I believe | heard something about it from the police. They werein favor.”

"I mysdlf am not anon-violent man,” the bishop said. "Not dways. Eros does not counsd turning the
other cheek except for a caress.”



Art-failed to understand the reference.

Jamison sipped at his newly foamy beer. "When | wasaboy, alot of people thought it was having brown
skin, what was then called being black, that made young men go out and act like apes. And therewas a
grain of truth in what they said, agrain of truth, because brown skin could be area burden then. It could
make aman fed desperate and just lash out.”

Art grunted something. He was growing deepy and would have to be careful that he didn't doze off, what
with the drink and the hypnotic fire.

"Arthur, if you should ever quote me as saying what | said about stargazing being not so bad after dl, |
shall of coursedeny it. Likewise with my speculations on comparative religion. On the other hand, if you
should want to mention to me now your own problems that you said were so bad, | can at least
guarantee secrecy. Maybe | could even offer help.”

Art was doruptly wide awake again. "Wel, my problem involves my wife. And the Bureau of Family
Panning. It'sarather serious..."

Jamison was dready shaking his head and putting up ahand to stop him. "No. Not Family Planning
trouble, I'm staying clear of that. Sorry, no, it wouldn't do for aman in my position to get involved. Too
bad, my boy, but | can only wish you luck."

"That'sdl right, sr, | understand, And | wish you luck. And Rose. Understand, bishop, I'm not having an
affair with her, but she'savery attractive girl and | can understand how aman might wish to do o. |
mean that as acompliment.”

"Hmf," laughed Jamison, asingle laugh, not loud. He was staring into the glow of hisartificid fire, and
looking into the long scroll of his memories he found Art'swords amusing. Then hewas slent for awhile,
and Art was amost dozing again before Jamison asked suddenly: "Y ou're not angry about what Rose did
to you today?'

"Tdling you | wasthe man?1 amost fdl through the floor. She didn't spring it on me until we were here
and | couldn't run out. But I'm not angry now. She didn't do it out of meanness.”

"Y ou'reright about that." Jamison nodded. "There's no meannessin her. But ever Since that assault she's
been not quiteright in her mind. Too much frightened of any least hint of violence. | think she's scared
that I'll have violence done upon the real man, should | discover hisidentity. Now who could he be, that
she should harbor that idea?'

"I redly wish | could help,” said Art. "But | guesstheresnothing | can do.”

"She saw psychiatristsright after she wasinjured, and now she's talking about going to another one, but |
don't put any faith in 'em. Doctors, computers, modern science, and we till live in caves with the doors
blockaded. Not that | want to damn modern science, not mewith my artificia heart and arteries.” With a
seeming effort Jamison roused himsdf frprarhist musings, and once more got to hisfeet. "Go with Eros,
my son. Isthere anything ese | might be able to do for you?"

Art put down hisglass and stood up. "I guess not, Sir. Thanks again for getting me out of jall. | redlly was
innocent.”

When he emerged from the study, Rose, who had changed her red bikini for atransparent dress, jumped
up from asofain the hal and hurried to him eagerly. "What happened?’ she stlage-whispered. "Did
Daddy believeyou?'



"l think he believed everything | told him."
She was s0 delighted she jiggled up and down like achild. "And he didn't explode?’
"No, hedidnt.”

Rose squedled. "My faithful protector! Y ou took such arisk for me." Shethrew her aamsaround Art and
kissed him with akind of innocent chastity. ""Poor Daddy, sometimes at his age his mind wanders. | hate
to decelve him. But | knew you'd manage somehow. Oh, how can | thank you?'

"Itsdl right.”

"Itisn't dl right. Y ou've done so much for me, that now | must do something in return.” Her voice turned
suddenly cool, and she retrested from him half astep. "If | wasn't pledged to be chaste with only one..."

"Please, Rosa!"

"Y ou'reright, what must you think of me?' She tugged Art down the halway. Looking toward the door
to the escalator, he could see that a different bodyguard was now on duty. Rose snuggled one breast
againg Art ludtily. "I'm not promiscuous, you know," she whispered. "Not like some of those bluenose
girls, thoseterrible onesthey throw injail.”

"I cantdl you're nothing like that.”

Asthey were going down the escalator she said: "1 bet they didn't feed you properly in that awful jail.
And, knowing my father, he gave you nothing but drink. Let's go out and get something to est, and welll
talk."

"All right." He had nowhere elseto go at present. It was dmost four, hours since they had fed him at the
midwifer's hideout, and the whisky he had just taken was biting at his empty stomach. "Where shal we

go?"
"I know aplace. I'm buying."

That seemed no more than fair, and he went dong. They were just getting into the car again when Rose
squeded, suddenly enough to make Art jJump. "Atrtie, | forgot al about your problem, trying to help your
poor wife save her baby! Did you get a chance to mention it to Daddy? What did he say?"

She had the problem backwards, but he saw no point in enlightening her. I did mention it to Daddy?
What did he say?"

She had the problem backwards, but he saw no point in enlightening her. "I did mention it to your father.
He can't do anything.”

"Tdl me more about it."

She sympathized and persisted until he had to elaborate on his story alittle. Obvioudy she had theidea
that he wastrying to help Ritaavoid an abortion, and he let her go on thinking so. Why upset the poor
girl for nothing? He would share amed with her, and maybe some sex again, and go hisway and never
see her more.

"But whereis sheright now?"' Rose questioned anxioudy. By now she had driven the car into adrive-in
automat of the better class and they had placed their orders.

"Herein Chicago ... redlly, Rose, it's painful for meto even talk about it. And there's nothing you can do."



He reached to take atray of food from arobotic servitor at the window. When he looked back at Rose
shewas shaking her head dowly, and amiling asif in mischief.

"Artie, as soon as you've eaten you're coming with meto get some help. | know people Daddy doesn't
know!"

X1l

ROSE URGED him to hurry through the meal, and shortly they were on the road again. "But where are
wegoing?' Art kept asking. "Who isit you want meto see?'

When he began to grow angry, Rose at last stopped being coy. "Were going to vist my psychiatrist, in
hisoffice”

"Rosg, that's not the kind of help | need. I'm not trying to adjust to my situation, | want out of it."

Rose dismissed such quibbleswith ashake of her head. Thistime she was driving manualy instead of

riding on autopilot, proceeding dowly and cautioudy, with fierce concentration- on thejob. They were
headed straight toward the center of the city.

"It'sagood thing Daddy hasn't started having me followed yet."

"Why do you say that?"

No answer.

"Rose, I'm sure you mean well, but | don't see how—thisisgoing to help mein the least.”
"I know you don't. But wait and see.”

Art dumped back in his seat. He could demand to be taken somewhere el se, but where?

Probably by thistime Ritawas waiting for him at the Parrs, with ared picnic cooler frosting over at her
sde, her belly flat and perfect once again. All right, Ritaand George and Ann had won. So let them do
the wondering and searching for afew hours. Meanwhile, let Rose lead him where she would.

She parked in a public garage on the edge of the no-private-vehicle zone encompassing the city's center,
and from there went on with Art by didewalk into the multilevel knots of moving pedestrian waysthet in
their plastic shields threaded the degp canyons between the skyscrapers. At about forty stories above
ground leve they entered an office building, and boarded an € evator which bore them much higher ill.
From the elevator they walked an elegant, skylighted hallway, to stop at last before a door lettered

RAOUL RIZZOM.D.
D. PSYCH.

Rizzo. Art had somewhere, recently, heard that name. He followed Rose into a doctor's waiting room,
small and luxurious but empty. Not even areceptionist. There was an darmingly remote look on Rose's
face, and she put sexlessfingerson Art'sarm. "Hush. Wait."

After amoment an inner door opened. The well-dressed young man who emerged from it was of no
more than middle height, but so emaciated that he looked taller. His eyes did not turn for even amoment
to Art, or in any other direction away from Rose. "My lady fair,” he said, histense voice hardly louder
than awhisper.



"My true knight," Rose bresthed in answer. Her expression was becoming even more remote, moment
by moment. ""Oh, my champion.”

They stepped closer to each other. They raised their right hands, and each caressed the air afew
centimeters from the other'sface. Not once did they make actua physica contact. Staring woodenly
over each other's shoulders, they reminded Art of opposing chess pawns set down dightly off-center on
their respective squares.

Art just stood there. If they didn't mind hiswatching, why should he?

At last Rose turned, breaking off the non-embrace. "Raoul, Raoul my cold one, thisis Art; the man who
helped me on the tube train. Y ou remember my telling you.”

"| thought that today | would have you all to mysdlf, Rose, rose petd, rose essence, dear specter of a
rose." The psychiatrist sighed, till staring into the air. At last he roused himsdlf and put out ahand to Art.
In Art's grasp the thin fingersfelt as weak as they looked. Raoul's gaze was penetrating at first but then it
kept diding self-conscioudy away. "Raoul, dearest. Today Art was kind enough to help me again. Now
he has a problem of. hisown, and we've just got to do something about it for him."

Raoul thought this over for ten or fifteen seconds, nodding dowly. He dug a pipe out of apocket in his
trand ucent shorts. He looked from Rose to Art and back again. "Comein then, dl of you," heinvited in
his solemn near-whisper. He held open for them the door by which he had come out into the waiting
room.

In hisinner chamber Raoul pushed a pair of reclining chairstogether side by side, and gestured for Rose
and Art to seat themselves. Looking out the window as he sat down, Art saw the June sun working its
way lower in the northwest sky, beyond a palisade of towers and a groundcover of distant, much lower
rooftops.

Raoul perched himsdf cross-legged on hisdesk and lit his pipe. Judging by the aromaof the first fumes,
the tobacco certainly contained an admixture of something stronger.

"Mr. Rodney." Raoul paused and puffed. "Y ou witnessed the greeting that passed just now between
Rose and mysdlf. Have you ever beheld even a brother and sister going to greater extremes of
anti-erotism? My purpose in posing the question is not to shock you."

Art, watching the lowering sun and wondering if Ritacould aso seeit, had not been paying close
attention. "Are you brother and sster? But | thought ..."

"No, no, we are not. Perhaps | failed to make my meaning plain. Would you have described our
behavior as obscene?

No, thought Art, just exhibitionistic. He doubted that the greeting would have been quite so extravagantly
repressive had there been no audience. But, wanting to be agood fellow, and uncertain whether Raoul
wanted to be thought obscene or not, he answered: "I suppose most people would cal it that.”

It was Raoul's turn not to listen. "1 just wonder," he murmured, asif to himsdf, "why did | employ that
sbling analogy? Brother and sister may repressamutual sex attraction and the repression istolerated by

sodiety.”

"Of course." Art glanced over at Rose, wondering if she still hoped that he would benefit from thisvigt.
Her inscrutable lenses were aimed steedlily at Raoul.

Raoul rocked back and forth on his desk and puffed his pipe. "Taking alarger view, are not al men and



women in some sense sihlings? What then is more natural than our occasiona urges to escape from sex?
Wearedl of us subject to the degp powers of the subconscious. Modern science tells us that dreams,
produced in the subconscious, are attempts of the ego to flee the restrictions of the body. In every human
adult liesthe buried wish to return to sexless-infancy. In al honesty, isn't | etting these urges out into the
open the only healthy courseto take?'

"l suppose.” If Art spoke honestly hewould say he thought his healthiest course would be getting up to
leave as soon as he could think of someplace to go. Rose meant well, and he didnt Want to hurt her
fedings, but thiswas quiteridiculous.

With an unfolding of bony legs Raoul got down, or rather stood up, from hislow desk.

"Persondlly, | have never conducted an andysisin which | did not uncover astrong, buried celibacy wish
in the subject. Our differences from other animals are inescapably part of our natures; and weignore
them at our peril."

"Y ou may beright." Now she was going to have the chaste baby anyway and he was not going to be
with her when she needed him the most. That was dl his campaign to rescue her had accomplished.
Wheat had he done? But what else could he have done?

"Face these thingsin yourself," Raoul was saying, in abrooding voice. Behind him on hiswalswere
abstract photographs, and a couple of Vandaist splash-paintings, up-to-date and arrogant in expensive
frames. Y es, the art had been dead for a century, al right. "'Face them squardly, and they will begin to
lose their power over you."

Art cleared histhroat.

Raoul's eyesfastened on his, thistime not to be easily driven away. "Face the truth about what has
happened between you and Rosamond! When you first saw her she was alone, she was frightened, she
wasin danger."

"Shewaan't exactly done.”

"Immediately you went to her aid. Y our relationship thus began with no erotic vaues, but society
tolerates that in an emergency, and you yoursaves did not redize that in your hearts you wanted it that

way.

"When the immediate danger was past, perhaps you turned to sex? Y es. Then, when your lust was
temporarily in abeyance, there came the moment of temptation. The forces of the subconscious were no
longer to be denied. The fragile remnants of your lust were to be sacrificed upon the dtar of repression.
Y ou wanted to flee with Rose from the world of flesh, to climb acrysta stair to an ethered palace, to
enter the world of sublimation. Y es. Perhaps you draped her body—"

"Enough of this" Art pushed away his suddenly vigorous memories of that sunset with Rose on the bank
of awideriver. Hetried to get to hisfeet forcefully but the reclining chair betrayed him and he staggered
and had to make an effort to keep from falling. "Look here, | haven't asked you—to analyze me."

Raoul fdl slent, gazing a Art with what seemed amixture of pity and antagonism.

"Dearest?" Rose spoke up timidly. "Raoul ? The reason | thought you might be ableto help Art is because
hiswifeislooking for amid-wifer. Art want to help her save her baby, but there are obstacles.”

Raoul, professonally unshockable, took the newsin stride. "'l can help him live with the Stuation,
provided he wants to be hel ped.”



Rose shook her head. "No, my chill one, that isn't what | meant.”
Raoul blinked. "Whét, then?"
"Oh, for you to see your father about it, of course® Rose waslovingly irritated by her lover's obtuseness.

At mention of hisfather, Raoul's face twitched, and he laughed bitterly. He sat on his desk again and tried
tordight hispipe.

"Please, dearest. Y ou musin't bejealous. Art and | are not having an affair. Heand | are strongly erotic
together, redly we are.”

Puff and pause. "Why do you say that?"
"Who ishisfather?' Art asked, sanding now with hisarmsfolded.

Rose flowed easily to her feet; probably she had some experience with these chairs. " say it because you
aremy knight. Do you think | could ever want to sit coldly beside any other man?”

Raoul closed hiseyes and et his pipe go out.

Rose hovered near him, pleading. "My champion! Won't you do thislittle thing for me? Take Art to see
your father?'

"Who ishisfather?"

Raoul's eyes opened. Hiswhisper had abroken sound. "For you, my lady, my chaste one, | will doiit.
Sometime tomorrow."

"Tomorrow might betoo late for his poor wife. Couldn't you do it now?"
"| thought that you and | would have this evening adone together.”
"Please. Take Art to your father now. | set you thistask, to prove that you revere me."

"Then | have no choice but to obey." Raoul cameto life and did off the desk. "Will you wait for me here,

my ledy?"

Rose squirmed as if with repressed desire and took a step back, avoiding any possible physical contact
with her knight. "I'll wait heredl night for you, if need be. When you come back, maybe ... well play
chess”

"My lady, not that childish game, | beg of you. Anything else.”

"Who isyour father?' Art asked the celling. "And what good is seeing him supposed to do me?' Likeas
not Rizzo Sr. would turn out to be the head of Chicago's branch of the Family Planning office. Soon
everyonein the city would know about Rital's warped reproductive cravings and her illegd plans. No one
would do anything to save her, but everyone would know, even irredeemable idiots who thought chess
wasachildish game.

After staring increduloudy a Art for amoment, Raoul asked: "Y ou don't know who my father is?* And
then he laughed bitterly and long.

Stll not knowing, Art went along with Raoul, first in ataxi to agarage, and then in Raoul's car. In spite of
al, anagging hope perssted.



Whatever his occupation might be, Rizzo Sr. had evidently made asuccess of it. The blockhousein
which helived was every bit as high-walled and luxurious as the Jamisons. The Rizzo garage space was
even larger than the archbishop's had been, and protected by heavier gates. As Raoul eased hisfine car
to astop and turned its turbines off, Art was once more nagged by the sense of having recently heard the
Rizzo namein some other connection. Wasit something about this very structure, Rizzo's townhouse?

In ashort passage connecting the garage with an underground leve of the Rizzo home, apair of
non-uniformed guards were stationed. They looked meaner than the Jamisons Jove, though neither of
them was quite aslarge.

"Whao'syour pa, Doc?' one of them asked.

"A man| know." Young Rizzo smiled wryly. "A man with aproblem, | expect my father will be ableto
hedp him, if hewantsto hdp.”

"Maybe you shouldajust phoned," said the other guard. " The Magnifico's sorta been lying low for the
past few days."

The what? thought Art.
"Y ou know how my father likesto do businessfaceto face."

The pair of gate-blockerslooked doubtfully at Art. He could place them now. They were the oneswho
had sat on him in the brothel. Not the same men, but the type. Rizzo, Rizzo, he dmost had it.

"Well, let'sseeif you're carryin' anything. Doc, the bossisin his study now, if you wannago up.”

"I'll be back in aminute, Rodney," said Raoul, and went on ahead. The two guards began to pat Art's
pockets and bulges, searching him. Rizzo. Little old Alfiein the dumburb tavern, saying Vic Rizzo's
town-house was bombed. Oh, great stargazing quadruplets.

Rizzo J. was soon back from hisfilid visit. Hisface was flushed, but seemingly not with joy. "He says|
can bring himup.”

"Awright."

Art rode up with Raoul in alarge and fancily paneled eevator, which disgorged them into aroom like the
entry hdl of asmdl art museum. Marble columns supported a high, vaulted ceiling, and across one end of
the room there burbled a complex of waterfalls and fountains and pools, complete with fish. For al its
szethe hal was amost crowded with paintings and statuary. On thewall opposite the elevator, in aplace
of dominance over the other objects d'art, was an ancient life-sized crucifix of wood, doneina
redigticaly gory Spanish style. Its paint, once red and brown, had aged into agrayish dullnessthat with
the cracks and holes gave the figure alook of frighteningly patient endurance.

Raoul led Art across the museum hall and opened amassive wooden door. "In here," he ordered tersdly.

The room behind the door was aso quite large, with abeamed celling and woodpaneled walls. Might it
al bered, virgin, tree-segment wood? Anyone whose house had fountains and waterfalls—Art-caught
one breath-tripping glimpse of agirl, heavily garmented, even her face veiled, before she moved out of
sight behind some opagque woven draperies. And there, dmogst as startling asthe girl and the paneled
walls, was a huge genuine fireplace that appeared to be consuming genuine logs.

At least four chess sets, of stone or wood or metd, al large and ornately carved, were visible on tables
or indisplay cases. A suit of armor stood at Art's right hand. What appeared to be medieva torches



gtanding in brackets on the wall bore warm and writhing e ectric flames. Upon one paneled wall there
hung a crossed pair of long, pointed weapons, pikes or lances of some kind; on the oppositewall abrace
of submachine gunswere mounted in the sameway. Walls and furniture bore many framed photographs
evidently reproduced from twentieth century newspapers or films, showing men in the obscenely heavy
garb of that time. The men smiled unpleasantly and many of them were carrying firearms. From the upper
wallstherelooked down at least adozen paintings of a more distant time, mostly of men in archaic
costume wearing swords and accompanied by crouching dogs. These paintingslooked old and dim
enough to be originals. The Magnifico, the guard had said.

The Magnifico came forward amid histreasures. His small torso was plump beneath his shimmering,
partialy tranducent dressing gown, but hisface still showed some of the leanness of hisson's.

Hisflat voice came out around acigar. " So, you're the man with the troubles. | was curiousto seeyou, |
wondered what kindaman my son would bring here to get histroubles fixed."

Art made himself ook straight into the Magnifico's direct and seldom-blinking eyes. The redity of power
before him was as apparent as the hardness of the suit of armor at hisright. Art could fedl theworld and
al its probabilities shifting again, crazily and unpredictably beneath hisfeet.

Art cleared histhroat. "My troubleisafarly smpleone.”

"S0. | guess my son can only fix the high-priced troublesin his office. The smple ones he till hasto bring
to me. What's yours?'

"My wifeisin abirth-mill, herein Chicago.” Facing the redity of power in Rizzo'seyes, Art had a
moment of weakness, of indecision. But now his choice was clear-cut, inescapable. "'l want to stop her
from going through with it."

"S0, who says | know anything about birth-mills?’

The fireplace roared and seemed to make the room too hot. Somewhere behind Art, Raoul fidgeted. Art
sad the next thing that came into hishead: "l see you're a chessplayer.” Every time he glanced around the
crowded room he spotted another set somewhere.

Rizzo removed his cigar from his mouth and raised his eyebrows. ™Y ou play?"
Art amiled faintly. "I'm ameadter.”

"No! You are?' The cigar went flipping into the fireplace. Rizzo dmost bowed. "Comein here—whazza
name? Mr. Rodney?Y ou comein here, there's somethin' | want yout' look at.”

He held open for Art the drapes behind which the velled girl had vanished. At the same time he raised
hiseyesto stare coldly over Art's shoulder. "Hey Raoul, go fix yourself adrink or something. Or get out.
Hey, if you see Penny around maybe shell wanna screw. She's been sublimatin' her urges quite a bit
lately."

The only answer was the sound of the heavy wooden door softly closing; probably, Art thought, it could
not be dammed. He went on through the drapes and Rizzo followed, into asmaller adjunct of the study.
Thegirl wasnot in Sght.

"You say you're arated master, Mr. Rodney?'

"Y es. However not in thisstate. In Cdifornia”



"I'd gppreciateit if you'd take alook at thisposition | got set up here. Tell me what you think about it."

On aboard on an antique table were ebony and ivory men arranged in an intricate early middle game or
late opening position. At first glance Art took it for one of the new computer-discovered variations of the
neo-Shapiro defense, but one of White's knights was oddly placed, changing the whole complexion of
the game.

"Interesting,” said Art. It redly was. "One of your games?"'
"Nah, not ared game. Oh, Mr. Rodney, meet Penny."

Thevelled girl had returned from somewhere amid velvet hangings, moving on soft silent feet. Under the
Magnifico's smiling but watchful eye, Art kissed Penny hello with afervent show of lust, and pushed a
fondling hand ingde the innermost of her voluminous garments.

Rizzo chuckled benevolently. "Now run dong, little lady."
Penny paused to blow an openmouthed kissto Art before she let the drapesfall into place behind her.

Rizzo, staring at the place where she had vanished, released asmall Sigh. "That son of minejust don't
know how to keegp awoman." Then he brightened. "That reminds me. Y ou hear the one about this
traveling sdlesgirl, she stops at alamasery to sdll blankets?!

"I'm not sure.

Evidently he was not going to hear it now. Rizzo was sill looking after the girl. "That Penny, though. She's
been livin' with me here dmost ayear now, and I've never touched her. Imagine." He Sighed again. "'l
hardly seen acentimeter of her skinin al that time. | did see her ankle once, when shewaswakin'
upgtairs, and | nearly went dizzy. | tell you, when | findly get rid of that girl shelll prob'ly take alot of loot
aong, but she's been worth it, everything a man could want. Whaddya think about this opening setup,
now?'

"Interesting.” With some relief Art turned back to the board.

"Y'see, I'mfoolin' around with alittle analysis here. | like to take the book theory, you know, and try t'
find improvementsin it. The fellas who write them chess books sometimes don't know much about the
practical Sde of the game. Chadtity, I'd liket' get out and play in some tournaments. But | got too much
businessto think about.” Rizzo glanced up from the board. "I'm ainvestment counsdlor.”

"l see. | was hoping to play in abig tournament myself, but then thistrouble came up involving my wife.
That makesit very hard to concentrate on chess.”

"Oh, yeah. She'sin some birth-mill, you said. Tell me about that.”

Art recited his story. By now he had it down pat, like some politician's standard speech, that could be
edited alittle here and there to suit the day's audience even asit was being delivered. "Possibly it'stoo
late and the operation's aready over. But if a dl possible | want to stop her from going through withit.
For her own good.”

"And you say you talked to this doctor who's gonnado it, but you don't know his name?”

"Right. He's one of these Chrigtian priests, | know that much. Tall fellow, kind of narrow-shouldered,
with asandy beard.”



Rizzo nodded thoughtfully and started to pace the room. For the time being chess was forgotten. Helit a
fresh cigar and squinted through the smoke of it, udying Art's face.

"Whatever people she's paid, or promised to pay, can have their money," said Art, as free with George's
substance as with hisown. "But my ideaisthis: the pregnancy can just be terminated legdly, and asfar as
my wifewill know, something just went wrong. The fetus turned out not to be viable, or whatever the
medica termis. That'ssmple, and theres no troublein it for anyone.”

Rizzo smiled faintly. "I kindataken aliking to you, Mr. Rodney. Course you understand | don't know
nothin' about midwifers—but what did you say your wifé's nameis, what does shelook like?!

Art told him, and ran through the standard speech again, going into greeter detail. His tongue ssumbled
reluctantly at times. Hefelt afraid to start hoping again.

Rizzo heard him out, then nodded decisively. "Y eah, | see. Too bad. Any day now she's gonna have the
operation, huh?"

"| got theimpression it might be a any hour.”

"Uh-huh. Some of these priestsdon't stick to religion, they'rered cultists and mix into things where they
don't belong. Excuse meaminute, | got aphone call to make. Look over this position here meanwhile,
hey? Tel me how do you like White's chances.”

* % %

Left done, Art heaved atremendous silent sigh. He sat down at the chess table and leaned his head
forward into his hands, |etting hiseyes close. A great exhaustion was coming down upon him. It came
with adisturbing sense of permanence, asif he might never be ableto rest long enough to recover. But
hisfedings didn't matter, if Rita could be saved. Someday he would be ableto tell her what he had done,
and someday she would understand and thank him for it.

Art opened his eyes and found the chessmen waiting. Rizzo would expect amasterly evauation of the
position, and that waslittle enough for him to ask.

Four or five minutes of Art's flawed attention sufficed to convince him that the Rizzo Variation was a
bust. Rizzo evidently thought that White's advanced knight could not be readily didodged from itsfine
post, but Rizzo had overlooked athing or two, and White was going to have to retreat and waste a
tempo, and stand poorly in the middle game. These were the facts, but they had better be conveyed
diplomaticaly.

In afew minutes the Magnrfieo was back. Hismood had brightened into something likejovidity. "Likel
sad, | know nothin' about any birth-mills. Still, | got a hunch that things are gonnawork out okay from
your point of view. Just afeding. Well, should we have alittle game? How about adrink, somethin' to
ea?'

"Certainly." Art got off another sigh, like aman dropping aweight. But there was the weight till clinging
to hisshoulders.

He began to rearrange the chessmen to begin agame. Someday she would understand.

X111

LYING CHASTELY beside Marjoriein the dark bed between their darkened hotel rooms, Fred was



pouring out his heart.

"Ah, who'm | kidding. I'm not ready for even abrown bt yet. | could be, if | settled down and worked
a it. | dunno, though, if it'srealy worth the effort. All the lumps and bruises, and you never get rich.
Karatejust getsyou flunky jobs, like this part-time bodyguard thing | got going now with thisDr.
Hammead. Ivor, he'sthe regular bodyguard, says the pay never amounts to much.

"George does dl right, though, running his own dojo. He must, you should see hishouse. | don't know
what he chargesfor private lessons. If | could only get mysdlf a set up someplace like he'sgot. And his
brother-in-law does dl right too. Ann, that's my sister, says Art holds down an eectronicsjob and wins
prizes. He must have bread comin' out of hisears. Hewins his prizes playing chess, real good at it |
guess”

"Y ou, know something | was good at, though, besides karate, was woodcarving. | won acouple prizes
when | wasakid. My folks showed off the trophies, but they never paid any attention to the stuff |
carved. Findly | didn't carve any more. Maybeif I'd kept up with that | could set mysdlf up handcarving
chess sets. Art would probably give me some clues on what sizes and shapes the players like and where
to sal them. Y ou know, | carved anice religious cross once for Ann, when she got baptized. | did it from
picturesin books. That was after she left home and married George. She il hasit on thewal in her
kids room. George don't go for that rdligious stuff himself, but he don't care what Ann does.”

Fred raised himsalf on one elbow in the bed, making his plagtic glad-rag cloak cracklefaintly al around
him. Marjoriesform, smilarly draped, lay till and straight beside him. The room was too dark for himto
read her face but still he could perceive the tenseness of her body. A tinny, tiny sound, so faint that he
could hear it only intermittently, leaked out into the room from the earplugs of her pocket hifi. Fred could
not make out any of the words but he thought it was Orlando, one of the season’'s top recording stars,
reciting hisown verse. Marj had said she liked to have Orlando on for background music whenever she
got started outward to the stars.

"Anyway," Fred went on, "the carving businessis not bad in some waysif you can get areputation asan
artist, but there are certain drawbacks. Y ou have to have the right wood. And when you go to sdll your
work, it's hard to proveit's redly handcarved unless they've actudly seen you do it. | mean there are
woodworking machinesthat can be set to take off littleirregular chipsand leavelittle marksjust likea
hand knife, and the machines do the job ahundred timesfaster. It's like man in the modern world has to
contend with machines at every turn, you know what | mean?'

Marjorie was nodding, nodding gently. She could understand, she could understand it dl and heal him of
the pain of it. Above Orlando'stinny moans Fred now could hear another little moan, but in hisgirl's
warm breathing voice. Could it be that she was weeping for him? He reached to chastely touch her hand,
and tried to think of wordsto tell her how much it meant to him to have her here tonight.

Marjorie'slittle moan swelled quickly into an exasperated snarl. She sat up in her crackling cloak, and
with the hand he had touched she reached up to pull her earplugs out. "Y ou twin!" she stage-whispered
angrily at Fred. "What's the matter with you?I've run into some horny stallionsin my time, but... what do
you think I am, your shrink? If you can't talk it chill any better than you do, just fal back in your plastic
and let melisten to someone who can.” She flopped her head back on the pillow and turned up the
volume onthehifi dightly.

Into the sllence, Orlando's peculiar, dmost metallic voice recited:
... upongladrag hilll

you left me so chilll. . .



Fred dmogt hit her. Why didn't he? Only because he was afraid she wouldn't be hurt by hisblowsat all,
wouldn't cry out or fold up or bleed, but would just ignore his efforts the way his dream-opponents
usudly did.

Hands shaking with the urge to hit, he got up dowly on hisown side of the bed, and pulled the stiff
opague plastic poncho off over his head and threw it down. He turned away from the bed and pulled his
clothes on and went on out of the room without once looking back.

Outside the sky was darkening and the streetlights coming on. In the Megiddo Coffee House Fred
spotted Lewandowski and the Wolf dtting at atable together, teetering restlesdy in their chairs. Making
sure that his own face was hard, he walked to their table amid the baby-crying music that at least was not
Orlando's, and amid the smoke, and saw their faces harden, chalenging and welcoming him.

"Let'sgo cruise, men," he said, standing beside their table. Wolfs pelt turned to look at him, with the
movement of Wolfs own head and shoulders turning, and the two sets of teeth showing Fred their grins.

"Quads and quints, I'm with ya," said Lewandowski, stretching to hisfeet. "I been Stting here five hours
now, let'sgo find somelivefun.”

They cruised out of the Megiddo and right away Wolf began talking about how to organize a street gang
and establish aterritory of streets and blocks. Fred heard without listening, without caring. Asthey
passed some parking meters Fred tried to smash one with akick, but it was too strongly built and he only
hurt hisfoot. He thought he managed to keep the painin hisfoot from showing in hisface, ashe was lill
managing to keep alot of other things from showing, but it wasal coming to ahead.

They cruised the narrower, dimmer didewalks. "Hey," Lewandowski whispered, stopping the other two,
"here comesfun.”

It was ayoung couple waking alone. They dowed timidly asthey drew near, but that only made their
fate acertainty. Fred and Wolf and Lewandowski crowded them right off the walk onto the
well-manicured grass.

"You'reajobholder, ain't you, pa?' asked Fred, dapping the young man. The youth began to wrestle
ineffectudly, and Fred dammed afigt into hisribsfull power. The young man collapsed, croaking. Fred
bent down and seized one of his manicured fingers and wrenched it back savagely until he thought it must
be broken. "Now try and work," he said.

The young man sat on the ground yel ping and stuttering with his broken finger and cracked ribs. Fred had
had enough, so instead of shutting him up he walked away. After aquick glance around to make sure that
no one was coming to interfere, he looked to see what Wolf and Lewandowski were doing with the girl.

"Don't hurt me!™ she was squedling. "Take my money, wrap me, but don't hurt me!" "Who'd want to
wrap you, sster?' Lewandowski laughed. He had her purse tucked under hisarm, and he was tearing off
her dectrogtatically-clinging costume, while Wolf kept her from running away. Lewandowski peeled the
last bit of slvery film from her plump body, and then shoved her away so shefell, sadly naked and
unattractive. She sat there quivering flabbily, staring at them in abject terror, while Wolf and
Lewandowski rifled her purse.

Some people at the end of the block were looking their way and pointing. "Come on, let'sgo," urged
Fred, starting away.

Wolf delayed amoment, bending over the girl. She screamed loudly and he jumped up and came
hurrying after Fred and Lewandowski. For some reason the three of them started running. They ran for a



block, switched didewaks ahletically, and ran again, looking over their shoulders. There was no pursuiit,
and they dowed to acasua walk. Fat Lewandowski was puffing hard.

Wolf was holding up the head of his pelt, waiting for the other two to noticeit. Fred saw that the
sharp-pointed plastic teeth were reddened. "I left m' brand on her, whereit counts,” Wolf snickered, and
Fred wondered, without caring, where the place that counted was.

Lewandowski ill had a handful of slvery film, and wastearing it into little bits which he scettered like
confetti. Good-humoredly he demanded: "How much bread that guy have on him, Lohmann? Hey Fred,
you get the bread?”

Lewandowski laughed at his own rhyme, and they al laughed, fedling good. Fred's sense of power and
self-assertion, brought to a peak by the terror with which the girl had looked at him, was not spoiled by
the redlization that he had forgotten to take the young man's money.

"Naw, | didn't get it," he admitted cheerfully. "But what th' purity.”
"Didnt get it? Why?" Lewandowski too was more amused than upset.

"Cause| didn't give aquint about it. What the purity!" But now the omission did begin to bother Fred a
little, mainly because the young jobhol der would be comforted by having retained his money and his
papers. All right, next time Fred would make up for the oversight. Fred had never done anything quite
likethis before. Asakid he had been in fights, but never launched such an unprovoked attack. But
aready he knew that there would be anext time, and then he wouldn't stop with just bresking afinger
and maybe cracking arib or two. Next time? Quintuplets, yes, there would be one.

* % %

The Magnifico, when hefindly returned, furrowed his brow over the chessboard and took half an hour to
make twelve moves. Then Art managed to let him win apawn. Rizzo was an intense and serious player,
with adrivingly aggressive style that would probably win him most of the amateur games he played.
Though he mentioned vagudy having taken part in some tournaments, he seemed to havelittle
competitive experience since he accepted a pawn from amaster without apparent suspicion. Maybe he
had played in prison somewhere. Art, headache-ridden, wished he had given away aknight or bishop
and s0 provided himsdf with an excuse to resign. But no, that might be putting it on too thick. The best
thing wasto arrange adraw. If only Rizzo would not take so long to move!

A man opened the study door. "Chief?" Rizzo grunted in exasperation, got up, and went out. Art shifted
in hischair, took a bite from the tasteless sandwich that had been provided for him, took asip from the
accompanying drink, and looked at hiswatch. Nine o'clock, almogt. It would be dark outside. His
headache was waxing fat. He could ask for aspirin but it wouldn't mix well with the drink.

He meant to spend alot of time and effort, from now on, making it up to Ritafor what she waslosing, or
thought that she waslosing. Right now, for some reason, al of Rita'swesk points—modly inggnificant
things, of course, like her occasiona stutter—kept popping up in Art'sthoughts; but dl inal shewasa
good wife. What was he thinking? She was a purity of agood wife, the best of wives, and someday she
would understand. When that day came it would be agreset relief to be ableto tell her how he had
managed things, and to have her understand and thank him for it. It wasn't asif he had had ared child of
hers done away with. It wasn't anything at al like thet, even if they could move. They would smile over all
thisthen. Over dl their foolish ideas and fears.

Someday they would. Still only nine o'clock. Y es, hiswatch was till running. Twins, how this night
Seemed to last and last.



The Magnifico came back through the draperies, smiling and rubbing his hands together, looking eagerly
at the board. "Whered you move? Like | said, | don't know about these places where they have your
wife. But if | wasto give you advicelike afather I'd say don't worry, these things have away of working
themsdvesout.”

"I moved my queen here. And | want to thank you."
"For advice?" Rizzo'slaugh was deep and rich, and gill it managed to be nasty. "Adviceis cheap.”
The door opened again. "Chief ?'--

"Oh, Gramma's chagtity. Look, Mr. Rodney, you don't mind, hey? | guess we can't continue our game
tonight.”

"Of course." Art stood up, trying to hide hisrdlief: " Some other time maybe. Well cal thisoneadraw.”
"Sure, sure, maybe another day. Look, I'm gonna have one of my friends see you safely on your way."

A taciturn man nearly as big as Jove came out to guide Art on the didewalks and ride withrmrn; maybe
Rizzo's carsweredl out on "business. The guardian rode silently and protectively at Art's Sde until they
drew near the Parrs. Art didn't want him coming to the door. "It'sdl right, you can go back now. Thisis
asafe neighborhood.”

He rode on under the black sky and the daylight streetlights that somehow were nothing like the day at
al. What would hetell George and Ann when he got back to them? Nothing. Why should he haveto tell
them anything? Never mind, some wordswould come.

He looked sharply over both shoulders; his escort was well out of sight aready, and there was no one
eseinview. He glided past aclock in avendor'swindow, and checked it automatically against hiswatch.
Only alittle after nine; why did he bother to worry about the time? If only this headache would let up.

At an intersection he heard loud voicesin the dark, coming from along the walk that cameto crosshis at
right angles. A streetlight must be out, it was so dark in that direction. He saw an arm wave, though, an
extended imperious hand, and avoice called: "Hey. Hey you, hold up.” At least he thought those were
the words.

Art ran. Each jog of hisbody sent astab of pain flaring up from the base of his skull to exit on his pate.
Thevoice, or voices, were raised now in ababble of threats and pursuing feet came pounding in his
wake.

Hetried to yell for help, but only the tortured wheezing sounds of an exhausted runner |eft his mouth. The
wall of gray faintness, that he had last seen following his struggle in the whorehouse, rose up quite soon to
meask theworld.

Art sumbled, and had the sensation of losing consciousness for just amoment as hefell. Were they
kicking him, hitting him aready? No, it was only the painin hishead and the indirect jarring ashefdl to
elbows and knees on the smooth and smoothly moving walk. Where were his attackers, then?

With agrateful shudder he redlized that there was no one nearby. They had |eft him for more sporting
game. Or had he redlly managed to outrun them al?

Rizzo sent them. Rizzo sent them, said theirrationa panic insde his buzzing head, but that made no sense
at dl. Rizzo liked him, and anyway Rizzo's agent would not have been so easily dluded. But till Art could
not get rid of Rizzo's name. It kept coming up like something that had to be vomited.



Art glimpsed astreet sign and knew that he was gtill on the correct walk. He tried-to get up on hisfeet
again but couldnt, not right away. Herode on dl fours, in terror of meeting someone.

* * %

The guard at the pedestrian entrance of the Parrs blockhouse took no chances on being tricked out of
his bulletproof booth. First he shut the stedl grillwork gate behind Art's crawling figure, then got on the
house phone, and only then came out of his booth to try to help.

A few moments later George came running up, hisface ataut mask. Once they helped Art to hisfeet, he
was able to stand. The faintness returned for amoment but then abated swiftly, athough the headache
pain went on and on.

They asked him where he had been hurt, and which way his attackers went. These daysif you saw a
human being knocked down, squashed like abug beneath arun-over box in the road, you just assumed
some other human being had doneit to him.

"|—I got away from them somehow. I'm just winded. From running.”
George said to the guard: "I wouldn't call the copsyet, hey Casey?
"All right, no law says | haveto in acaselike this. Wouldn't do any good anyway."

"I'madll right,” Art muttered, finding he could do without support as he and George passed on into the
interior of the block. "How arethe kids?"

"Okay. Comeoninand rest, Art. You look like you've been through the mill." At the Parrs patio door,
Ann cameto meet them. "Put that thing down," said George. "We're not invaded.”

"Ohhh," she murmured, sagging briefly against awal. Art saw now that she was carrying acarving knife
with agaily decorated bladein her right hand, holding it asif ready to thrust. For amoment he could aso
seein her face al the gtrain of the last few days, and he could see how she would look when she was
middle-aged and when she was old. Then she turned away to take the knife back to the kitchen.

George pulled forward achair in which Art gratefully sank down. Then George said: "Weve just now
had word from Ritas doctor. The one who operated. She'sdll right.”

"Operated?' Art started to hisfeet again. "Then—7"
"Sit down. She'sdl right. | got the codeword message on when and where to pick up her and the baby."

Suddenly thiswas all, in essence, very familiar. Old stuff. It had happened to him twice before, with
Timmy and with Paula. "How'sthe baby?"

"Oh, the birth went okay. Codeword for a hedlthy boy." George bent down, squinting at Art, hisface
going dl blurry in Art'svison. "You dl right?'

"I'mdl right," said Art. "All right now." Hewas crying.

X1V

TONIGHT Dr. Matthew Hammad was working late office hours, and he happened to be performing an
abortion on ateenaged girl when the phone cdl camein.

"Saystotdl youit'slife or death," hisreceptionist informed him. "Redly vehement about it." Behind the



receptionist’'simage on the intercom he could see on thewall of his outer office, just some grapes and
Bacchus ebow showing in part of apainting visible there.,

"What name?' Hammad asked, |ooking across the supine figure of his abortion patient. He wasiirritated
at theinterruption and yet professionaly unwilling to ignore the possibility that the life-or-death claim was
true.

"Said hewas calling for aMs. Chester. But | didn't know that you had any patient by that name.”

"Oh." Hammad glanced down. The young girl draped in trand ucent sheeting on the treatment table had
the music earphones on, and the look in her eyeswasfaraway. "All right, I'll takeit in here" He touched
the girl on the arm and when she had loosened an earphone and looked up inquiringly, he said: "Well just
let thiswork for aminute. Are you comfortable?' Resting on the table between her raised knees, the
Autobort looked something like asmall vacuum cleaner, or some unearthly aienin sexua union with the
girl, its dender serile organ of plagtic and flexible glass extended into her bodly.

Shesad: "I'm garting to get acramp indde.”

"Wadl, next time come in sooner, and we can do asmple menstrua regulation. Those are alot easier, you
know. Next time don't wait until you'rethisfar dong.”

Thegirl, pouting at the mild lecture, put her earphone on snugly again and Hammad went over to the
phoneplate. He punched the button to take the incoming call. "Ms. Chester" was a code word, and one
that Hammad knew he had better not ignore.

The caler kept his own phoneplate blanked, as Hammad expected, but the doctor recognized the voice
from afew previous calls. What the voice said thistime was guarded and indirect, and the message was
being relayed from someone ese, but till the message came through plainly.

"Yes, yes, | understand.” Now Hammad was frowning. "Wdll, it wasn't my intention to make trouble
when | madethereferral. Mrs. ah, Chester's whereabouts are not known to me now with any certainty."
Now Hammad understood why this call was being made; every time overlords of illegd business had the
chance, they tried to embarrass the operations of their rivalsin midwifery, the religious cultissswho ran
ther birth-millswithout paying tribute for the privilege.

"I can only guess whether I'll be able to reach her and, ah, provide the therapy." Even while hewas
engaged in this difficult call, Hammad kept a conscientious physician's eye on the progress the Autobort
was making. The girl was now quite relaxed, soothed by light sedation and music and the mild sexud
gtimulation of the machine. Through the tubing into the receptacle of clear glass on the vacuum cleaner's
back there now flowed the debris from the dismemberment within the womb. Now afew ribs, fishbone
clear and soft but recognizable to the trained eye. Now akneejoint, which Hammad aso could readily
identify. Now parts of the skull and brain.

"Yes, | understand.” Hisfrown deepened as he stood listening to the phoneplate voice. Certain powerful
people, those who made it possible for him to continuein theillegal sddine of his profession, were
displeased that he still made referralsto the cultists. "Yes, I'm sorry.” Try to help out afriend whose Sster
was having problems and look where it got you. Now which would he rather have angry at him, George
Parr or Vic Rizzo? There was dways South America, he thought to himself. Meanwhile, George Parr
need never know everything that went on, while Vic Rizzo evidently aready did.

"All right, then, I'll do everything | can. At once. Y ou can depend on meto take care of it."

His caler blanked off. Looking grimmer than ever, Hammad kept the phoneplate in hand and punched a



number rapidly. Waiting, he continued to keep adutiful watch on histabled patient. She was coming
along nicely. "Hello, let me speak to Ivor. Thisis Dr. Hammad. Oh. W, whenever he comes back, or
as soon as you can reach him, will you tell him to call me back at once. It'srather urgent. Thank you." He
blanked off and at once began to punch again.

* % %

When Fred got back to the Y and found the message waiting for him at the desk, he wasted no timein
hurrying to Hammad's office; he wanted to hang onto hisjob, part-time or not.

Hammad ushered him directly into an inner consultation room and shut the door. "L ohmann, there's
something very important that's just come up, and | haven't been able to get hold of Ivor. It can't wait.
Y ou haven't been working for mevery long, but | think | can rely on you—right?*

Fred nodded at once, and felt the butterflies start up in his sscomach. His big chance—could thisbeit?

"Fred, the Situation isthis. Theresafetd specimen that hasto be reclaimed. This woman.—'she's not one
of my patients. I'm doing this for a colleague—has carried off a gpecimen that according to law should
have been destroyed, and she'slikely to get severa innocent peoplein trouble by doing so."

Fred nodded.

"Therell be anice bonusfor you if you can carry thisoff. Wed prefer that the police not beinvolved in
thisat dl, if you undersand me."

"Yeah, | got theidea."

"Good. Now, from past experience with the people who have been encouraging this woman to do the
wrong thing, | can tell you just where she's likely to be waiting to be picked up by some of her relaives
or friends. It's down on South Shore beach. Do you have areliable friend or two to take along in case of
trouble?'

"Yeah, sure." With any luck at al hewould be able to find Lewandowski or Wolf, or both of them, back
at the Megiddo. Lewandowski, being a native Chicagoan, would certainly be able to lead him to South
Shore beach, and either of them would be a good back-up man if he should need one. "I can handleit for
you, chief. If she'sthere and she'sgot it with her. Don't worry about athing.”

* * *

Art and George had time for only afew hours deep before they started out on the didewalks at about an
hour before dawn. When Ann came to wake him, Art sat up with astart, but he felt rested. The pain was
gtill therein the top of his head, but not bad enough to keep him from concentrating on other matters.

George had dug out a couple of old fishing poles and some other fishing gear for them to carry, to
provide aplausible reason for being out if they fell under the eye of the police. He said alot of fishermen
went to the [ake in the early morning, thistime of year. They briefly considered caling acab for thetrip,
but with cabdrivers required to file complete reports on al passengers for the police computers, that was
about asrisky as being stopped and questioned.

On their southwest passage through the city's nearly deserted predawn streets, they twice underwent
brief surveillance from police cars but were not stopped. They aso had one near-brush with asmal
group of rough-looking youths, but at the last moment the others avoided open confrontation.

In the grayness before sunrise the didewalks brought them to the edge of a green strip of parkland that



George said ran continuoudy aong the city's lakefront. Streets and buildings behind them now, George
led the way into the park, acrossawide, grassy athletic field, now otherwise deserted. Art thought he
could smell the lake nearby, fresh dampness without the tang of ocean sdlt, and billows of morning fog
drifted into their faces as they trudged toward the east. The fog made vague green mounds out of stands
of trees, and limited vidhility drasticaly in dl directions.

"Looks like nobody's following us," George muttered, after he had glanced over his shoulder severa
times. Traffic on the Street they had just left was so light asto be practically non-existent, and at the
moment nothing was moving there. The ghosts of fog stalked in from the lake to cut them off from the city
behind, and when he looked to the east Art could not see nothing but fog. Now in that direction he could
hear a couple of distant radios or recorders blaring out pop music.

"We should see some people soon,” George told him alow voice. "There are dways fishermen. She
won't just be Sitting out here utterly isolated.”

"l waswondering." He kept wondering too if she would really have the picnic cooler with her. According
to George the code message had indicated that she would. Rose had carried her own fetus home—or
somewhere—but that had been under emergency conditions. Maybeillega parturition was dways an
emergency Stuation. Maybe norma birth and life were, too.

Out of the thick fog there loomed abruptly athwart their path a chest-high wall of massive stones, looking
at first sight like part of some ancient fortification. Art redized in amoment that just beyond this rampart
was the lake. They came up to the seawall and stopped. Four or five moretiers of the gigantic blocks
made arough stair going down to the water, where waves materiaized out of fog to lap againgt their
base. It wasimpossible to see out over the water for more than afew meters.

"This chastefog," George muttered. He checked hiswatch. " She's supposed to be waiting right around
here somewhere. Look, we'd better separate. Y ou go south and I'll go north, aong the rocks. If you find
her, giveawhigle.

If you need help, yell out good and loud and keep on yeling. I'll bethere asfast as | can.”
"How far southdo | go?'

George considered. "I'd say haf akilometer or lessand you'll come to a harbor where alot of private
boats are tied up. Some fishermen will be around there too." The radio music was coming from that
direction. "If you don't find her between here and the harbor, better turn and come back thisway. I'll go
north about the same distance and come back. If we can't find her we'll meet again about here.”

"Right."

* * *

Fred and Wolf came out of the park to stand beside the seawal amid the drifting billows of fog. There
they paused uncertainly. At the moment there was no thin blond girl carrying a container—or anyone
dse—ingght.

Fred wished he had been able to find Lewandowski, too, but there was no use wishing. He said: "This
must be the place. | guess we better split up. How about if you go that way-and | go this?'

"All right." Wolf and his neckpiece showed their double grin. "Watch out, man. They say therésalot of
apes hang out in these parks.”

Fred laughed nervoudy, and with atentative wave of hishand set off toward the south, walking paraléd



to the seawall. Wolf watehed'him go. Almost at once he was swallowed by the fog.

Wolf set out at adeliberate pace in the opposite direction. Despite having been up dl night, hefdlt dert
and cheerful. It was fun to have something interesting to do with histime, fun to help out apd, and there
might be some money at the end of it. He didn't know what the whole thing was al about, except it had
something to do withillega midwifing, but hedidn't redly care.

He knew the moment he saw the girl that she was the one they were looking for. She was afew meters
inland from the seawadl, waiting amid some carelessy stacked stones | eft over fromits congtruction. Thin
and blond, and doing nothing but waiting, she was sitting on the lowest tier of one of the stacks of stone
where she was pretty well sheltered from view. And there was what he had been told to look for—a
container of some kind, which turned out to be awhite-handled red picnic cooler.

Her head swung around sharply when she heard the tiny scrape of his sanda on the stone he had
mounted in order to see down into her sheltered spot, and at the sight of him she gave alittle cry and
started to get up. She was wearing atranducent skirt and open Cretan bodice.

Wolf grinned his knowledge a her and came hopping down the stair of stone to where shewas.
Conscious of being menacing, he watched her face, enjoying the little series of masks shewastrying on,
masks of unconcern, of welcome, of defiance, trying to hide the fear insde and keep him off.

He cameright up to the girl and reached out, but not for her. He put his hand instead on the handle of the
cooler. Maybe she would be smart and smply let him take it and walk away. But no, when he turned
around shejumped at him sllently from behind, and he smiled alittle because he had been half expecting
it.

But the attack on his face and head was too fierce for him to go on smiling. He had to drop the cooler
and use both hands to shove her off. She went down on the grasswith alittle cry of pain. "Wait!" she
cdled down. "Wait, can't we talk about this?"

Wolf could fedl the blood trickling down his face from where her nails had raked him. He sighed. This
was business, and Fred hadn't passed aong any ingtructions that the woman was to be beaten up. People
who hired thiskind of business done usudly spelled out just what they wanted, no more, no less.
Anyway, Wolf had gotten dl the urgeto hurt people out of his system during the night. He shook his
head, mocking and chiding. "Lady, lady. Y ou know thisthing don't belong to you anyway." He picked up
the cooler again, noticing its unusua weight. And cold. Well, hewasn't being paid to be curious.

She got up, pulling her bodice together, hiding her breasts provocatively. "Please,”" she cdled, first quietly,
then louder. "Pleasg, it ismine. Isn't there something you want more?* Wolf gave atiny laugh and turned,
shaking his head. She wasn't bad, but thiswas hardly the time or place. He started off again, the heavy
cooler pulling & hisarm.

To hisutter amazement, shejumped him from behind again, thistime screaming as she landed. Thistime
the attack amost brought him down because it was so unexpected. He dropped the picnic cooler on the
grass again, once more fended off the clawing fingers from his eyes, and twisted around to get agood
grip onthe girl'sarms. Without much difficulty he avoided her clumsy atempt to kneehimin the bdls.
Thistime he gave her aviolent shake or-two before he let her fly. Thistime she went down harder and
lay there sobbing. "Lady, you're pushin' your luck."

Then there was the sound of running feet approaching. A little guy carrying afishing pole and tackle box
dashed out of the fog and into the little arena among the stones, where he came to a sudden stop. A short
guy with blond hair and goatee who looked enough like the girl to be her brother. Wolf had fifteen kilos
on him easily. He picked up the cooler once more and took a step in the way he wanted to go, scowling,



but the little guy only threw down hisfishing gear and took a step to stay in front of him.

"Hey, it'saquintuplet,” Wolf said eadly. "And this one must be the runt of thelitter.” Now here came
another pair of running feet, and he reached into an inner pocket for hisknife, but it was al right after dl,
it wasjust going to be alittle extrafun, for it was Lohmann who came charging up.

Lohmann did to astop, though, with alook on hisface so Sck that Wolf had very rarely seen the like
before. "George, Rita," said Lohmann, staring at the other two people there, and speaking in thislow,
sck voice. "Oh purity. Oh chadtity no."

"George" sad thegirl inalow, fainting voice. "Itsmy baby. Stop him."

Wolf snarled and held out the knife to make sure little George stayed where he was, and here he came
anyway with askip and adart. Wolf, good with the knife, aimed at the oncoming flat belly. The body
before him twisted away, though, going down very low, and Wolf never saw the upthrusting back-kick
coming, only felt his breath driven out of him and his heart sop momentarily asthe kick smashed into his
ribs and broke them inward. And then he felt his knee with hisweight on it break sideways from some
terrible impact, with blinding pain, and then he felt ajolt that went al through his head and tore part of the
world away and came again and again like along echo, until the world was gone.

* % %

Art Rodney, puffing and lumbering toward the sounds, saw Fred backing out of the arenaamong the
huge stones.

"George, | didn't know," Fred was saying. "George, | swear.” And then Fred turned and ran, just ran flat
out, amost knocking Art down in his passage. Art could ill hear the long strides pounding when Fred
had vanished inter the fog.

Advancing again, Art took in the scene with aglance. Knife on the grass, man on the grass,

George looming over him, looking down and rubbing his knuckles automatically. White-handled red
picnic cooler onitssde, Ritagtting near it, Sitting awkwardly and in pain.

"Oh, darling, easy," shesaid into hisear. "Don't squeeze me. Oh Art, you didn't bring the police down on
us, did you? The doctor said you wanted me till."

"Oh, yes, yes, yes| want you. Never mind about al the rest of it. Let's get you home.”

"My baby." Shewas pointing at the cooler and he went to set it right side up, asif that could make any
difference to what was encapsulated insde. Then he looked over at George, who was prodding the falen
figurewith atoe. "What happened?' Art asked. "I got here asfast as| could when | heard acommotion.
| thought | just saw Ann's brother Fred run past me just now."

"It was." George shook his head and seemed to rouse himself. "Let's get out of here.”

"And who'sthat?" Art moved alittle closer to look at the man on the ground. The man's eyes were open,
blankly, above what looked like afur collar of some sort. His face was scratched and marked with
trickles of fresh blood. "Will hebedl right if wejust leave him?"

"Hell be dead,” said George, in avoice that wavered once and came back strong again. "He's dead right
now. Let'sget going." And he moved and picked up the cooler with one strong hand and hel ped Rita.to
her feet with the other. "Art, get our fishpoles and stuff.”



"Oh. Oh, chastity." Art looked once more at the dead man and pulled his eyes avay. Somehow he
picked up al thefishing gear that he and George had carried here and dropped, and then went on after
hiswife and her brother into the fog. When he caught up, he demanded: "Rita, did that fellow back there
hurt you?'

"No, no, only pushed me down. And my bottom is still sore from the parturition, and | have cramps, but
the doctor didn't have to make any incisions. | can walk, but I'm so tired | don't know how far." Now
shewas clinging to Art'sarm while George walked alittle ahead of them carrying the cooler. They moved
through the fog toward the sound of Orlando's voice on severd radios.

"Art. George, if anything happensto me, thisisthe Stuation. He's on the waiting list for awomb, but it
may be months. The doctor says the safest place for him in the meantime isthe Loyola School of
Medicine, cryogenics lab. They seem to have some safe depository. | don't know where. Loyolas on the
north side of the city, Art. Ask for Gwen or Larry. | said we'd get him there. The doctor said hewas
afraid he had to flee the city right away or be arrested. Maybe there are worse things than that for usto
fear. That man back there was no policeman, but he was after my baby, not after me."

Art fdt apang. Rizzo. He patted hiswife, hugged her, murmured soothing words.
"I tell you he was. He would have taken this basket and walked away if George hadn't stopped him.”

Art, head throbbing sickly now, stared at George's back, moving three paces ahead of him through the
mist. Over his shoulder George said: "Weéll deliver him whereyou said, Sis. Hey, what's his name?" Art
stared at the red cooler, seeing instead the dead body they had left behind them on the grass. He and
George both.

"I haven't talked that over with his Daddy yet. | think George Arthur. Or maybe Arthur George, though
Art used to say hedidn't want ajunior.”

They came abruptly to alittlerise, and at itstop encountered the seawall again. Almost below them, amid
thinning drifts of fog, severd long piers extended at right anglesto the shore. The pierswere edged in
places with moored pleasure boats and el sewhere occupied by fisherfolk with their poles and nets and
buckets. The sun was up now, turning fiercely white above the watery horizon, visible between great
lake-borne mounds of the dissipating fog.

Herearoad of recycled plastic gravel ran just inland from the seawall. A few fishermen's carswere
parked aong its edge. Asthe three of them reached the road, they smultaneously saw a police car
cruising in the middle distance, aface turned out of itswindow in their direction. In unison they dtered
course, and there was another car approaching along the road where it bent inland.

"Split up,” said George succinctly. He thrust the picnic cooler into Art's hands and with the same
movement took back his own old tackle box. "Rita, take the bait jug,” he added, and in the next instant
was gone, sprinting toward the south. Now both police cars were accelerating, but the trio on which they
had been closing in were gone three ways at once.

George went around a clump of bushes, and back onto the seawall, where he dashed past a group of
fishermen. Then he dowed to atrot, and then to aquick walk. He looked back frequently, and cursed.
Obvioudy neither of the cars had come after him, though he was staying near the road to lure them on.
But now at |last there came a uniformed policeman in pursuit of him on foot.

"Y ou there, hdt!"

George was purposdly desf to thefirst yell, figuring they would give at least one more before they started



shooting. If they were serious enough to shoot, which they probably weren't as yet because the dead man
could hardly have been found and reported to them so soon.

He heeded the second, closer shout, and looked around with polite surprise as an athletic policeman of
dark brown skin came running up.

"All right, handsin theair." "What's the matter, officer?' He set the tackle box down and put hisfoot on
it and raised hishands.

He was patted down for wegpons. "What've you got in there?"
"Show me a search warrant and you can search me completely.”
"I'm conducting aweapons search, mister, get your foot off that thing before | shoot it off."

George got, moving two steps away and keeping his hands up. The policeman peered into the box and
then looked at him ex-pressionlesdy. "All right, come aong. Bring thisbox of junk if you want it.”

The officer sheathed his pistol and took agood grip on George's right deeve -just above the elbow with
hisleft hand. With this grip he walked George north again. It must be atechnique they taught at the police
academy, how to be ready to subdue resistance by the suspect. The grip was not bullying, and yet quite
firm enough for business. Not bad for an amateur, not bad.

Fishermen stared at them as they passed. Now only one police car was in sight, parked, with a scattering
of the curious observing it from alittle distance. Ritasat a one and composed in the back seat whilea
man in civvies sat twisted around to face her from the front.

"Do you know thisman?"

Her eyesturned neutrdly to George, waiting for asignd.
"Of course she knows me. I'm her brother."

"George, this gentleman says he's Detective Smmons.”

"What were you running off with, George? Empty tackle box, maybe? Don't you know it's againgt the
law to interfere with police carrying out their duties?!

It wasn't redlly empty, but too close to empty to be convincing to afisherman. George held it under his
arm and remained slent. The man sighed and informed him that he was under arrest for congpiracy to
violate the Population Control laws, and made the little speech detailing his congtitutiond rights.

With George and a patrolman in the back, and another uniformed man up front with Detective Simmons,
the car began to move, cruising dowly north, going off the plastic road and over grass, following the
lakefront. Then they turned and cruised the other way again, and stopped and let out one of the
uniformed men, who stood looking over the pierswith quick twistings of his head, then waked away,
talking on awrigt-radio.

The man in civviesturned once more. "We're bringing aong your tackle box and your empty bait-bucket,
George and Rita, to show the judge what kind of tricks you try to pull. We're aso going to bring that red
picnic cooler and the fat man who's carrying it. Were going to pick that up in aminute. Why don't you
tell me something about it now, just to show you're willing to cooperate? Where were you taking it?"

"My sigter and | want to see an attorney before we answer any more questionsat al. Thissoundslike



something serious.”

"What do you think something seriousis, George? What were you two and your sister's husband doing
here today? No reason you can't tel me, if it wasn't anything wrong."

"Let ustak to an atorney,” Ritasaid. "And then well answer questions.”

A message was coming in on the car radio. DOA found on the rocks near South Shore Beach. Police
number-jargon followed. The two policemen il with the car exchanged looks but did no more. George
held his hands down s0 that the calus pads might not be seen. Sooner or later somebody might make the
connection. At the moment he felt no guilt or fear; at the moment he was till steady asarock. Attorney,
attorney, wherewill | find you? He had a couple of them among his students, but nonein crimina law.

Another radio message was coming, this one on Simmons wrist-radio. From the back seat George
couldn't quite make the message out, but abruptly the car wasrolling again. It accelerated strongly,
turned on itssiren for ablast or two, then admost at once screeched rocking to ahdt. "That's Hall,"
S mmonsin the front seet said, opening hisdoor and getting out.

* % *

Out of asmall crowd alean, stooped man was coming toward them, plodding with dow weariness asif
he waded through mud; that was not pure figure-of-speech, George saw, for the man was wet asif he
had just fallen into the lake. From the business socks ingde his sandas alittle puddle doshed out a every
step, and water plastered down his thinning hair and dripped from his trand ucent shorts and jacket.
Simmons jumped to meet him, asking excited questions.

"That fat fathering breeder!" was dl Hal said at firgt, in avoice choked with anger, as he stood there
trying to pressthe water out of his clothes. "That quintuplet-sring crowder!" Some of the onlookers
gathered at alittle distance smiled or giggled at the earnest vileness of the man's speech, while one or two
appeared sincerely shocked.

Simmonswas holding hiswrigt-radio ready. "If he shoved you in thewater | can put in acal and charge
assault and resisting arrest. That'll get us some more manpower out here. Which way did he go?’

"I don't know. Anyway, | don't care to press those charges.” It seemed that alittle strong language had
served to discharge Hall's anger. He put up ahand asif to ward off the detective's glare and exclamations
of disgust. "Hedidn't hurt me. | don't think he even intended to knock mein the water, just to get away."
Hall had taken off hisjacket and now began to waveit like adistresssignd, trying to dry it in the morning
breeze. "I cdled out to him, when | saw that | had him cornered on amoored boat, | said just hand over
the specimen and save yourself alot of trouble. Y ou and your wife and the whole world will be better off,
| said. But then he came off the boat with this picnic cooler under hisarm like afootball. Just put down
his head and charged, and he must weigh ninety kilos..."

Hall had looked at Rita severd times, but had offered her no recognition until now. "Well, Mrs. Rodney,
| suppose you and your husband and brother here are getting yourselves alawyer. From the way you Sit
there looking so serenely into space, | suppose too that you've heard about the report.”

Rita, chin high, was studying the horizon. George asked: "Report?"

"The new population forecast from the UN. The oneweve al been afraid of. A red surprise. If the latest
trends continue, world population is going to reach a pesk of around ten billion in the next forty yearsand
then start down, maybe even arather sharp decline. Not that that will help the people who are going to
go hungry in the next forty years, of course, but it's going to makeit alittle harder to convict peoplelike



yoursalves beforeajury.” Mr. Hal was now standing nude and shivering dightly in the dawn, wringing
out his shorts, his dripping codpiece dung over one shoulder.

"World population's going down?' said the detective, sounding rather dumb. He couldn't seem to grasp it
right away. George couldn't ether.

Hall said: "Oh, we dl knew it had to happen someday, one way or another. The only question was how
and when. Still, when it does happen, we fed surprise.”

Simmons was busy with hisradio. George asked: "But what isit? The Homo Leagues? | know they're
growing fas."

"They were dlowed for in previous forecasts. No, the thing that tipped the balance, that wasn't foreseen,
wasdl thisrdigious celibacy. Half adozen religions booming today, young people pulling themsdlves out
of the reproductive pool by the tens of millions. Peoplewill think it will ease the population pressure right
away, though of course it won't. It was hard enough before to get convictions, with bleeding-heart
lawyers and frozen fetuses to cloud the issue. Now this. But were going to try, Sir, weregoing to try. Il
seeyou in court, whether we manage to recover the specimen or not.”

George, riding north dong the Outer Drive in the back of the police car, going to some police station
where they would haveto let him see alawyer before he said a sublimatin’ thing, held his sster's hand and
looked out over the lake. The waves were coming in stronger now with afreshening breeze, sarting to
crest into whitecaps near the shore. Thefog had gone. Get through, Art, get through. Loyola School of
Medicine, cryogenicslab, ask for Gwen or Larry. I've killed aman to save that kid, and you'd better not
lose him now. I'd kill any other son of abitch who tried to kill my nephew.

He smiled alittle for the new man born so strangely into the world, and at the same time hewas very
worried. The waves camein from the clear horizon, cresting into white. The crest of the wave hasbeen
reached. And now, to see which way the world dides down.



