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Preface

In the half-dozen years between 1964 and 1970, the college and university campuses of the country
weretorn by political upheavasinspired by civil-rights demonstrationsin the South and fueled by
Vietnam War protests. Free-speech movements disrupted the University of California, Berkeley, and



radica student groups exported their views and methods to other campuses. The rhetoric was heated,
and sometimes the protests became violent: sit-ins turned into confrontations, buildings were burned,
bombs exploded, and findly, at Kent State University, sudentswere killed. With the end of thewar in
Vietnam, theradica student movements subsided.

At issue during this period were questions of jugtice, governance, and the obligation and right of
universitiesto act as parentsto their students, placing limits on their persond behavior. The nature and
purposes of education were debated, and who should bein charge of the process. Studentsinsisted that
they were consumers of education and had al the rights of consumersto pick and choose and evaluate,
and even to hire and fire. Universities have not been the same since. Although most students have
become more conservative in their political beliefs and more concerned about jobs after graduation than
the palitics of univerdty governance, the authority of the universities, and particularly of their faculties, to
determine curriculaand establish stlandards has never been entirely regained, nor the high esteemin which
universitieswere held or thefinancid support they enjoyed before the 1960s.

The student rebelswere idedistic and drunk with power, filled with rage againgt the injustices of society
and sanctimoniousin their belief that they were thefirst generation to fed that way. The purity of their
motives gave them license to strike out against any opposition, and to throw off society'sinhibitions
againgt drugs and sex and doth. It was the best of worlds; it wasthe worst of worlds.

| wasinthe midst of dl this, as Adminigrative Assstant to the Chancdllor for Univeraty Reations at the
Universty of Kansas, one of the universitiesthat developed as akind of underground radical railroad
from coast to coast. Kampus grew out of that experience. Its events occur in the world the student
radicals might have created if they had won.
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Kamniva

Karniva isabit like acircus, abit like abacchandia, abit like aBeaux Artsbal, abit likeamassorgy, a
bit like adave market, and nothing a al like auniversity. It wasinvented as an excuse for doing in public
what everyone else doesin private. The students call it honesty, and the professors cal it lewd, but what
it redly isisan affirmation of the students devotion to sensudity and their disinterest in education. In

other words, it isacompletely appropriate beginning to anew academic year.

—THE PROFESSOR'S NOTEBOOK

Gavin dopedrifted through the sensemadness of Karniva like amolecule endaved in one of the Savages
amplifiers, vibrating with the chords of the bass guitar, beaten from side to side by the hammering drum,
darting with the stringplay of thelead, in unrelenting, irredlevant motion. .. Throb, boom-boom, tinkle,
twinkle, plink...

Someone, somewhere, had dipped him ahallucinogen. In the hideyholes of hismind hetried to
remember what he had eaten or drunk or smoked, tried to decide what friend had meant him well or
what enemy had wanted him neutralized, and for what purpose, on this most important day of the school
year. But, care-released, he floated above that central core of concern, like ared balloon over alavapit,
and reveled in hisliberation from the demon that sat on his shoulders, riding him thisway and that, while
its metal studded whip lashed down through skin and muscle and heart and liver to hisguts.

He gave himsdlf to the dugbeat and the kal eidoscene with an emotion that resembled joy. The familiar
arenaof the fiddhouse was strange tonight, the roofreach fading into night, the bacony glittering with
flickerlights and swirlpools, the air thick with burncense and |eafsmoke and manswesat. Some of the
effect, he was sure, was sensatwigt, the strange swim and shimmer of passing sudents, their aura, their
iridescence, but how to explain the grotesqueries of their faces and the way their proteanskins melted into

motley?

And then Gavin remembered: Tonight was Karniva, with masks and costumes, Truce, the suspensions of
al conflicts, freedom from fear and license to do those things which position or timidity or reason
ordinarily prevented.

"Hi, Gavin," said one mask asit loomed out of colored mists, and afirm hand to his shoulder staggered
him before the mask disappeared.

"Hello, Gavin," said another mask, more lightly, more meaningfully, and lipslike burning snekes writhed
upon hislips before the crowd swept from him the figure that his hands yearned toward.

He held hishandsin front of hisface, looking at them asif they were strange and new, while the crowd
buffeted him, and then blindlifted them to his cheeks. His cheeksfelt stiff but not like amask, morelike
skin rigid from shock or rigor mortis.

Hedid not fed in shock, only disoriented by the hallucinogenic, deafened by the screamsound, battered
by the dugbesat that seemed to originate in his bowels and radiate outward to jar the mobscene and rattle
the roofreach.

He looked up and saw the Savages, naked save for loincloths, surrounded by amplifiers, seemingly
hooked into them umbilicaly, pounding madswest at their insruments, swaying on their precarious
platform suspended by a cable from invisble heights. He didn't know what they were playing, maybe
nobody did except the Savages, but it was update and gutlow.

Dazzled and deafened, Gavin let himself be buffeted, moved Brownian around hugespace, surrendering



his senses to the violence that raped them. And in that brightnoise crazysea, bits of flotjet bumped against
him...

A tdl lean man in hardhat and bluecollar in pursuit of ...

A scaredeyed girl in nunhabit. ..

A Jesusfresk with crown of thorns and stigmata that |eft blood smears on Gavin'shand...
An acidhead with pupils black and vague. ..

A longhaired straight with mortarboard and gown...

A towering black with an incredible erection...

A nearly naked girl who lashed...

The bleeding back of the naked man who walked in front of her...

A weeping clown who tried to press jointsinto everybody's hands. ..

A girl with three bare breasts. ..

A Kampuskop with upraised club who pounded indiscriminately each head he passed...
A Roman emperor carried on alitter, who scattered candy bars among the mob...

A naked girl with strapped-on dildo who carried asign Gavin couldn't read...

A tall lean man in hardhat and bluecollar...

A scaredeyed girl...

A revolutionary with bomb in either hand and greasegun bandoliered across hisback. ..
A Jesusfreak with crown of thornsand stigmata. ...

A longhaired straight with mortarboard. ..

A janitor with pushbroom that had no bristles...

Two grolling gaylibs. ..

An acidhead with pupils...

A weeping clown who tried to press...A girl with three...

A longhaired sraight. ..

A towering black...

A Kampuskop...

A Jesusfresk. ..

A nearly naked girl ...



The bleeding back...

A tal leesnman...

A scaredeyed girl...

A revolutionary...

A janitor...

An acidhead. ..

Two gaylibs...

A nakedgirl...

Christ! thought Gavin.What are patterns for?

Gavin found himsalf mobtossed into one of the booths thet lined the underside of the balcony. Here,
somewhat sheltered from the screamsound, people could make themsalves heard. Dazed, Gavin felt
hands upon each arm, heard voices dternately in each ear like a stereo demondtration tape:

Left: "Find Jesus. Be saved.”

Right: "l wasasinner. Likeyou.”

Left: I shot dope.”

Right: "I screwed girls.”

Left: "I cheated.”

Right: "I fuckedover people.”

Left: "1 spit upon my fellow man.”

Right: "Until | found Jesus™

Left: "Jesus”

Right: "Jesus”

Left: "Youreasnner."

Right: "Jugt likeus™"

Left: "If you ain't saved by the blood of Jesus, man, forget it!"
Right: "Y ou're damned to the pitsof hell!"

Gavin's head cleared for amoment and his eyes confirmed what his ears had learned; hewasin the grasp
of two Jesuspeople determined to save him.

Left: "Burning forever."
Right: "Forever."



Left: "And ever.”
Right: "Amen."

"Amen," Gavin said, and broke away before he was dragged farther into the den of iquity. Ashe
dopedrifted on, he saw that the Jesuspeople had soulgrabbed another student, a scaredeyed girl in
nunhabit. ..

Gavin'sfeet were not aslight as his head. He sumbled through heavy curtainsinto another booth where
men and women sat crossegged in midair, his bedazzled eyestold him, their eyes focused on adistant,
invishbleredity, their faces and bodies forgotten and rel axed as though empty, and, Gavin thought,

perhaps growing transparent.
A low, omnipresent voice said, "Ooom." And then again, "Ooom."

Between "Oooms," which seemed to resonate like prolonged chords, avoice said, "Comein. Meditate.
Discover the true nature of redlity. Liberate yourself from tempora passions. Release the true power of
the self. Become dl that you can be. Unite yoursdf with the universal. Meditate. Control your body.
Release the saif. Unfetter the soul. Ooom."

But Gavin thought he had tried that path once, and as he remembered it, or recaled hisdream of it, the
self was fascinating and the powers that seemed to be released were strange and exhilarating, but the
process and even the results were persondly unsatisfying.

He staggered back through the heavy curtainsinto the equally hypnotic and compelling ambience of the
Savages. Before he could recover control over his own destiny, he was swept into another booth where
quietly efficient young men and women were persuading students to place their identity cards against one
of three tranducent reading plates under labels spelling out Radicas, Revolutionaries, and Nihilists. Under
thefirgt label was the smplified drawing of a student carrying a placard; under the second, a student
mounting a barricade and waving for othersto follow; and under the third, a bomb and atorch.

"Join the politica party of your choice," one of the young women cdled to Gavin. "Y ou aren't truly
serious unless you're prepared to put your body on the line for what you believe. Join up and discover
what politicsisal about. Learn the truth about government. Get three credit hoursfor fidldwork in
politicd science.”

"But which one?' Gavin asked.

"Thisisanonpartisan booth, brother. They're dl equally good. The differences are matters of tactics. The
important thing isto get committed. Don't drift, brother. Get involved in the age-old struggle for justice.
Free the daves. Topple the establishment. Let's get things moving again..."

But it was too much for Gavin. The whole scene seemed too fraught with rigiousintensity, and he had
not yet discovered a cause for which hewould put hislifeontheline.

The next booth had aceiling full of stars. A masked astrologer in a peaked cap and a black cloak
glittering with zodiac Signs offered to cast his horoscope for adollar and ablood sample. "Guess your
weight?' he cdled after Gavin. "Read your fortune? Love charms? Amulets?...”

In the next booth, as Gavin was weakswept, amagnificently figured girl wastied with silken ropes,
face-up and naked, on a black-draped dtar. A high priest stood behind the altar, spectral hands
outspread above the girl, and a double-handful of monkhooded students surrounded the tableau and
pleaded for athirteenth to complete the coven.



"Magter the dark arts," one said.
"Get in touch with the real powersin theworld,” said another.

"Exorcise God...Namethe Namdess...Evil without guilt...Be yoursdf...Enjoy ceremony without
boredom...Join the Brotherhood of Blood..."

The next booth offered a prosaic computerlist of commund living opportunities, with pictures and
psychological indices of dl the present communists. Students wereinvited to register for rush week by
punching out the proper holesin acomputercard while atermina asked along series of persona
questions. If student cards matched communal needs, a student would be invited to spend a couple of
daysin the commune, and if the egting, working, and degping arrangements suited him and if the
commune members wanted him, he would be invited to move in permanently, as permanence went.

So many more booths followed that Gavin lost count and track as he was mobtossed around the
perimeter of the lower floor over the burn-marred, spit-stained manturf. It was Karnival, the semiannual
festiva held on the Friday before classes started on Monday. It was atimefor joy and atime for
commitments. All student groups offered their opportunities for service or for pleasure, for serious
avocation or for extracurricular activity. New students could sample the attractions of student life; former
students, who were not soliciting in the booths themselves, could swap interests, switch lifestyles, pick up
new mates, or enjoy acasua experience. The more predatory males seized their chance to annex anew
student before he or she had an opportunity to canvass the field, and the womanlibs were dmost as
active...

Even the faculty were on display, course-touting in the upper corridors. ..and Gavin knew then why he
was lost, why he had dopedrifted around the scene, why he had mobfloated. He belonged on another
floor.

Gathering together hisvalition, he edged hisway toward an exit, let himself be eddied toward the Sairs,
and mobsurged up to the second floor. Released at last, he heard voices and found himsdlf outside the
doorway of asmdl auditorium. A short, fat sudent was making a politgoeech to somefifty students
packed into dilapidated thester seats. Gavin admired how the words camerolling off histongue like
marbles off an assembly line.

"Thetimeiscome," the speaker said, "...no, let us be honest with ourselves—if nothing e e, let usbe
honest—the timeislong past when we should have destroyed a system that has not abolished
unemployment, exploitation, and war." At each keyword—"unemployment,” "exploitation,” and "war,"
carefully spaced to alow response time—the audience growled in sympathy.

"What war?' Gavin asked, but nobody heard him.

"Thelackeys of the establishment ask what we will put initsplace.” Again the growls. "That ain't our
respongbility. First well make the revol ution—then well find out what for."

Cheers.

"Thissociety is concerned only about higher prices and higher profits” Growl. "A rationa new system
will stress production for use." Cheers. "Instead of a heartless Amerikkkain which the poor get poorer
and the rich get richer"—growls—"in which the middle class exploits the workers, we will build anation
with aheart." Cheers. "Democracy hasfalled. Thisdow, inefficient system which has been seduced into
the embrace of big money and corporate power must be junked in favor of participatory democracy,
where what the people want and need will be provided:

security"—yeah!—" opportunity"—yeah!—"freedom"—yesahl—"and power." Y eah, yeah! Gavin backed



away from the groupritual, hearing fragments of speech and antiphona response as he went.
"...leaders crazed with power..." Rannh!

"...decelvethe people..." Rannh!

"...freedom..." Yegh!

", ..esablishment..." Rannh!

"...Max..." Yeah!
"...Marcus..." Yeah!
"...Mao..." Yeah!
"...Ché..." Yeah!
"...tyranny..." Rannh!
"..liberty..." Yeah!

Until there were only growls and cheerslike aresponse without areading, like counterpoint without a
point or ascoreboard without agame, or...or, he thought more wildly, like agrin without acat. "'l've
often seen acat without agrin,’ thought Alice; 'but agrin without acat!™

Gavin backed into an object that moved and then clutched his shouldersto keep him from fdling.
"Ah," said a precise, monotonous voice, "here we have someone in need of eementary mathematics. .."
"Sorry," Gavinsad.

"Y ou see? Heis sorry that he cannot add, subtract, multiply, and divide. Smple arithmetic iswhat we
offer here. What you need to get by in thisworld—or to progressto agebra, geometry, and eventudly to
the caculusitsdf and the entire range of disciplines dependent upon them, such as engineering, chemistry,
physics, yes, and even economics.”

Gavin struggled free from the hands that held him and turned to look at the small thin man who stood in
blue cap and gown outside a booth faced with blackboards. The teacher was covered with chalkdust
and the blackboards were covered with smple additions and subtractions, by multiplicands, multipliers,
and products, by dividends, divisors, and quotients. The professor, who was barking for his own course,
had in his hand a mechanized collapsible pointer with which he tapped the blackboards for emphasis, as
the pointer kept shooting out and returning to its pencil size.

"How many students know their times tables? How many have to waste time punching eight times seven
on their pocket caculators? Eight times seven isfifty-six, ladies and gentlemen, afact that would require
twice aslong to discover dectronicaly—while the rest of the class has gone on and left you behind. | can
teach you new methods of multiplication and divison which do not require |aborious memorization. | have
pillswhich are guaranteed to encapsul ate the entire devel opment of mathematical thought since the Arabs
invented numeralss, pillswhich need only be triggered by lecture and brief exercise. Sleep learning, of
course. Freetutoring if necessary. Absolute guarantee. Success or your money back. Step right up..."

Gavin noticed that astudent who had been nodding vigoroudy throughout the spiel and making approving
noises strode forward to place hisidentification card against areading, but he was clearly ashill, and only
one or two doubtful students followed.



Infront of the next booth stood two heroic lucite figures of the naked human body, mae and female, and
between them afat man in awhite coat. The fat man looked like an obscene caricature of the kind of
human idedl represented by the figures that flanked him. The sign over the booth, alsoin lucite, and like
the figuresinfused with cold flame, announced HUMAN ANATOMY AND DISSECTION .

"Learn the marvels and delights of the human body,” the fat man shouted. " A requirement for sudents
who wish to go on into medicine, nursing, pharmacy, physica therapy, and physica education, aswell as
atered states of consciousness, and a pleasant diversion for those who wish to astonish thelr friendswith
ascientist's knowledge of musculature, nerve stimulation, and ametory skill.”

As he spoke, the statues seemed to shift on their pedesta s like aien shapechangers, ther origind interna
flame became daylight yellow, the lucite skin disappeared, and they became articul ated skeletons, when
that color faded into pink, the skeletons were overlaid with muscles, and when pink became green, the
body was reticulated with nerves, blue, underlaid with veins, red, with arteries; and purple, with
obscendy throbbing internal organs. Asthe colors shifted more rapidly, the statues seemed to pulse with
their own lewd lifelike ultimate perverts.

"Visua ads such asyou see before you now make memory work easy—of course, learning pillsare
keyed to every lesson. And we will not depend upon models aone. Wewill dissect real cadavers,
authentic preserved dead people, men and women. For this reason laboratory fees must be charged;
bodies—particularly youthful bodies—are hard to come by. But we will have fun. When we cometo
reproduction”—the statues seemed to move lascivioudy, and Gavin thought he saw something twisting
into shape in the femae figure's lower abdomen—"we will have live demongrationsaswell asthe
opportunity for personal experimentation by lab partners, who will be gppropriately and congenialy
paired. For only seven hundred and fifty dollars, students, you can have a gresat time this semester and
learn something that will dwaysbe useful..."

Students rushed to the counter; anatomy was away's popular.

Beyond the surgeon was an English teacher. Hisvisua display was alarge screen upon which scattered
words were shaping themselvesinto phrases, clauses, and sentences. "Learn to read and write,” he said
wistfully. He was dressed shabhbily, in akind of tweedy suit that was old twenty years ago. His hair had
grown thin on top, and hisface, like his clothes, drooped with the expectation of defest.

"Y ou think now that you will never need these skills™ he said. "Everything you will ever need to know will
be availablein visua form; everything you will ever need to communicate can be spoken or taped. .. Not
30, ladies and gentlemen. Many works of literature, many exciting—yes, even pornographic—passages
have never been trandated into visua form. Imagine the ddlight of readingFanny Hill intheorigind or
Justine orThe Story of O! Even the best of trandations leaves much to be desired; you cannot imagine, if
you have never experienced it, the exquisite pleasure of summoning up your own imagesinstead of having
someone el se's ideas thrust upon you.”

A single word formed upon the screen and grew into a monstrous shape. "Thisisaword some of you
can recognize. Theword is'you.' You! The person to whom you aretaking. And thisis'l." Easy, isn't it?
Now, something more difficult—afour-letter word. 'Love." Put them together"—the words resppeared
and swam around until they formed astraight line—"and you have asmple sentence: 'l...love...you.' A
gatement of delightful meaning, of infinite gpplication.” The"I1" began to caressthe "you"; the"you"
writhed with pleasure until the 1" concluded its performance by diving into the middle of the"o" and

disappeared.

"Imagine being able to write that to your lover. Imagine the depth of the response. There are, of course,
other uses. Astonish your friends by signing your nameinstead of presenting your identification card to an



anonymous readin. Write down your thoughts where they cannot be heard; be immune to bugging and
eavesdropping. Perform research into documents which few can read; read that which few can share.
Secrets of athousand sortslie hidden in books which never have been coded into acomputer..."

But nobody rushed to the English teacher's counter.

The next booth was labeled:PSY CHOLOGY . In front of the booth was aclear crysta pillar which
supported aglistening, spinning apparatus, it shattered light and scattered it in beams and glitters across
the wide corridor and the faces of the students who stood watching. On one side of the pillar wasa
dapper, youngish man with aline of smooth patter and a deek sedl 100k; on the other side was adender
girl with large breasts crossed by bikinistrips. Her eyes, like those of the sudents standing in front of the
booth, were fixed upon the spinning gpparatus, Gavin noticed that they did not seem to blink.

"Psychology, my friends,” said the huckster, "isthe now science. Learn how to predict the behavior of
othersl Eminently useful in sdlesmanship, palitics, group dynamicsof dl kinds, aswell as persond
relaions” The professor dug aknowing ebow into Gavin'sribs. "And we al want persond relations,
right?

"Learn not only to predict but to influence. Once you can predict how people will behave, influenceis but
asmal step beyond. Without your apparent intervention, people will behave as you wish them to do. On
alarge scale the science of psychology is applied most obvioudy in advertisng and motivational research;
on the smdler scae of the community or the group, it provides a pleasant environment for the individua
who knows his subject—things happen to satisfy hisor her desires.” Gavin'sribs received another blow
from the psychologist's elbow. "And the satisfaction of our desiresiswhat the gameisal about, right?

"Learn not only to influence but to control. Thisyoung lady of such exquisite proportionsis completely
under my control. She will do whatever | command. For instance'—the elbow swung toward Gavin, but
he evaded it—"I could tell Helen to go into the booth with you and make passionate love, and she would
doit. Isthet right, Helen?"

"Yes'" thegirl sad.

"Areyou under my control ?*

"Yes'" thegirl sad.

"Td| these sudents your name.”

"My nameis Janice.”

"Helen, Janice." The psychologist shrugged. "Have we ever met before tonight?*

"No."

"Have you ever gtripped for an audience before?!

"No."

"I want you to remove your clothes for these wonderful people,” the psychologist said.

Automaticaly the girl's hands went behind her back and twisted twice. The bikinistripsfell away. Her
body was more magnificent than before.

The psychologist turned toward the student audience with his hands thrown out, pams upward, in a



gesture of smplicity. "These, of course, are parlor games that anyone can learn. Beyond control of the
individua isthe serious business of socid control, of shaping an entire society into arationa, reasonable,
desirable arrangement in which satisfactions are maximized and frustrations are minimized, in which such
sicknesses as war, murder, and other crimes cannot exist. Skinnerismis not yet a science, ladies and
gentlemen, but we areworking onit.

"In addition, we will devote some of our timein this course to the study of atered states of
consciousness, the proper use of drugs, and their effects. Now," he said to the studentsin the same tone
he had used with the till-naked girl, "you will sign up for my course. Janice will help with your
enrollments.” The studentslined up mechanicaly in front of the counter. "Cash, of course, will be
accepted, aswell as credit cardsiif they have been co-signed by your parents. Please have your
identification cardsready..."

Gavin moved on. He had been too fascinated by the girl and the psychologist to more than glance at the
glittering mechanism onthepillar.

Beyond the psychology booth was acomputer. A lighted panel at the top carried the printed
words.COMPUTER SCIENCE . In apleasant feminine voice the computer said, "Every sudent knows
that the computer isthe creator of our society. It has taken the drudgery out of man'slife; automatically,
without complaint, it performsthe smplest repetitive tasks aswell asthe most complicated computations.
It manages the economy while it economizes on management. Because of the computer, man isfreeto do
not what he can but what he wishes."

The computer's voi ce dropped an octave, became more personal, more seductive. "But you must learn
to handle your computer so that your computer will produce the results you want." The computer made it
sound like alove affair. Y ou must know what the computer can do and what it cannot; what issmple
and cheap, and what is difficult and expensive. Computer science isthe essentia coursein the University
curriculum. Learn how to talk to your computer. Learn how to obtain the exact answer by asking the
exact question, not the approximate answer or even an incorrect answer by asking a careless question.”

The computer's voice rose again to the efficient and the impersonal. " A knowledge of computer scienceis
useful to everyone. It is, however, aprerequisite to careersin business, economics, engineering, and dl
the sciencesincluding chemistry and physics. Sign up for this course by placing your student identification
card againgt the blue reading plate in the counter and your credit card against the red plate. No cash or
checks, please. Y ou may sign up for your own computer termina by pressing the button between the two
plates.

"I need not remind you how much easer and more satisfying your university lifewill be with your own
computer termind, providing answers aswell as services, tutoring and tapes for class exercises
included—this service coversal classes offeried within the University, of course—and even printed term
papers for teachers barbaric enough to require such arcane skills. Asamatter of fact, al courses offered
within the University may be taken by computerized ingtruction, with the single exception of laboratory
COUrSes.

"Of course, fascinating games can be played with your own computer terminal—space war, chess,
computer dating, terminahop—as well as sending and recelving personad messages, and even prompt
delivery of late-night snacks or drinks, pills or dope. No student ever again need be lonely, oppressed, or
depressed. With your own computer termina you need only describe your mood and be matched with
some other student who at that very moment wants to give what you need...."

Inside the glass housings, the broad tapes turned, and on the panels the colored lights flickered like genies
anxiousto be liberated into the service of man, but Gavin had the uneasy feding that it was al afake and



that somewhere some unshaven man sat in his underwear punching buttons and answering questions out
of aBook of Records, an unabridged dictionary, and atattered 1994 amanac.

The next booth spelledPHARMACY in glasstubing filled with bubbling fluids that changed colors as
Gavin watched. Beneath the | ettering, on afrosted screen, fullcolor pictures appeared, split, merged, and
disappeared, split screen and quadruple screen, film and tills, illustrating the wonderthings a pharmacist
does. But in front of the screen, tradition reigned: colored water in fancy jars, a plump, smooth-skinned
man with awaxed moustache wearing awhite jacket, and on a.counter in front of him, amortar and
pestle, bottles of pills, liniments, and lotions, and squeezetubes of toothpaste.

His patter went back to an even older tradition, of snake ails, patent nostrums, and curedlls. " Students,”
he said, hismoustache twitching, "thisisit. Thisiswhat you've been looking for. How many times have
you told yourself, 'l| don't know what isin thispill. | don't know whether this stuff has been cut or
adulterated. | don't know whether | ought to take it or not." So you take a chance and run the risk of
blindness, madness, abummer, or even death; or you don't—and missthat great experience, that mystic
high. Ladies and gentlemen, you need take those chances or miss those highs no longer. A few smple
tests—easly mastered in the course | teach—can confirm or refute the claims of your dedler. Don't pay
horse pricesfor sugar or strychnine. Don't buy poison when you are paying for peace. Don't trade a
headache for an upset somach. Don't let life give you abummer. Don't settle for abad trip. For only five
hundred dollars, ladies and gentlemen, you can guarantee yourself a pleasant saunter through life's happy
groves.

"And that isn't dl, ladies and gentlemen. For that same five hundred dollars—only haf agrand, students,
you can't even support amodest habit for half a grand anymore—you can learn the effects of drugs upon
the human metabolism and the human brain through anima and human experimentation aswell as
self-dosing under carefully controlled conditions. Learn what provides asuperior high. Learn what kind
of comedown to expect and how to ease down instead of crash. Learn how to substitute smple cheap
drugsfor the expensive, hard-to-get kinds. Learn your own tolerances. Each single person is unique.
Each one of you responds differently to the same substances.

"Moreover, ladies and gentlemen, for that same five hundred dollars—why, you can't even bribe alocal
judge for five hundred dollars anymore—you can learn how to prepare your own drugs. Of coursg, it
ain't easy to obtain the raw opium or morphine base, but we will learn how to handle the poppy from
field to consumer. Some of you may wish to enter the production business yourself. We will learn how to
prepare the psycheddics, the halucinogens, the amphetamines, and the tranquilizersfrom smple
substances you might find in your own kitchen. This course will returnitsinitial cost many timesover just
in the ability to prepare your own uppers and downers.”

The pitchman put his hands on the counter and leaned forward confidentialy. ™Y ou will, of course, learn
how to prepare s mple pharmaceutical s—aspirin, for instance, antacids, and many others—for fractions
of the cost of purchasing them at your local dispensary. Need | point out the burgeoning opportunities
awaiting the young man or woman in the knowledge indudtries, in thefields of chemica learning now just
initsinfancy. Learn how to prepare your own learning pills. Why, | venture to speculate, ladies and
gentlemen, that not many years from now we will not even have courseslike this anymore. Y ou need only
take apill or aseries of pillsand you will know everything a course can teach you. Well, ladiesand
gentlemen, you can get in on the ground floor of that industry now. Sign up! Put down your five hundred
dollars, and receive an education you can dways use.”

While the students thronged to put their cards down upon the readins, the pitchman's voice dropped until
Gavin could scarcely heer it. "And, for advanced students,” the pharmacy professor said, "thereisan
opportunity sill for research in thefieds of human response, ethica drugs, antibiotics, and ddivery



sysems..."

Next to pharmacy was a booth with no onein front of it. Over the booth, in smple, handpainted letters, a
sign read:PHILOSOPHY . Beside the entrance to the booth was another sign that read:ENTER FOR
PERSONAL INTERVIEW .

Gavin, who had drifted past the other boothsin akind of mind-blasted euphoria, unimpressed and
unmotivated, hesitated in front of this blatant disregard for the proprieties. Who was being interviewed?
Who was hiring whom here? But the approach—or lack of approach—stopped Gavin long enough to
think with what he had Ieft for brains.

Eventudly he redlized that he was offended, but he was aso intrigued—he was sufficiently intrigued that
he stooped, pushed aside the bare canvas closure of the booth, and entered. He stopped just inside and
blinked while his dope-dazed eyes adjusted to the dimmer interior. Findly he saw that the small space
contained two ragged upholstered chairs, afloor lamp behind one of them, and between them a scarred
wood coffee table on which sat a cup and an ashtray overflowing with ashes and cigarette butts. As
Gavin watched, another cigarette butt was stubbed out in the heap.

"Comein, comein," avoice said impatiently. It was avoice that had grown weary and testy trying to
whip bored students dert, or at least awake, but till abugle of avoice which could throw words at
student heads like erasers. Now the voice wasirritated and highpitched, but even so it compelled
attention. "'Y ou've done the Anthony-to-Cleopatraimitation. Sit down."

The chair benegth the lamp held a man who was dressed stylishly—though not in student style—and then
was careless of his gppearance. He was an ordinary good-looking man who, well into middle age, no
longer cared what he looked like, with graying brown hair down amost to the collar of hislong-lapeled,
opennecked yellow shirt and cigarette ashes dribbled down the front of hisgold jerkin.

"What are you looking for?" he said to Gavin.

"What do you mean? Here?' Gavin asked.

"What do you want?"' the Professor insisted.

"Maybe a course?'

"What isyour goal?" the Professor boomed. His hands rested like stone paws on the arms of his chair.
"Y ou mean now? Here? On campus? In life?"

The Professor shrugged. "On campus, in life, what does it matter? The campusislife, young man. And
the goals you adopt here will never redlly change; they will only fade into dreams of what was or might
have been."

"l don't understand you," Gavin said, trying to pull his head together, wondering if the hallucinogenic was
affecting his hearing aswell as his eyes. The Professor did have a golden auraabout him, and there
seemed to be an aura of ambiguity about hiswords, something delphic and layered and significant. But it
might be the drug. The evening had been strange already, and it promised to get stranger. "Thisis
enrollment, you know...."

"Sir," said the Professor.

"What?'



"Thisisenrollment, you know—'gr.™
"'Sr'? What do you think thisis—the Army?"

"Thisisnorma human intercourse between ateacher and a prospective student, who, if he shows
promise, the ability to learn, and a proper attitude, may be accepted. It is a Situation eased, rendered
tolerable, and perhaps even pleasant, by a proper use of respect termswhich clarify the relationship
between the two. It isamodest effort which costs the sudent nothing if heis not insecure or neuratic,
and placeshim in aproper socia framefor learning.”

Wordshit, Gavin thought, and felt his eyes beginning to focus. "Clearly I've cometo the wrong place. You
seem to have mattersdl turned around.”

"Sir," said the Professor. "'Curtsey while you're thinking what to say,’ said the Red Queen. ‘It saves
time"

"Sir," Gavin said. Let thisodd Professor cherish hisancient ways and his archaic forms of address, he
thought; he soon would leave the Professor to his well-deserved solitude and never see him again. But he
did wish to get onething straight before heleft. Y ou're selling your services and I'm buying.Caveat
emptor may be the operating principle, but thisis abuyer's market, and the buyer may purchase or not,
as he chooses.”

"A mideading comparison,” the Professor said airily, and blew a smoke ring into the air above his head,
"though not ill-argued. Y ou see, | am in possession of that which few have and some want, even though it
may do them no good to have it. Nevertheless, this makes me amonopoly; you must come to me. What
do you want?"'

"What isit you have?' Gavin asked cannily.

"I cannot teach you a skill with which you can amaze your friends and satisfy your baser needs. What |
have will not give you power over others; it will not make you famous or well-liked or happy. What |
have, if you want it and | decide to communicateit to you, may make you miserable, and certainly will
meake you discontented. Aswith the most habit-forming drug, you never will be able to get enough. 1t will
ride your back from now until you die. If you do not get your daily fix, you will suffer from withdrawal.
All thisand more.”

"Why would anybody want something like thet?" Gavin scoffed, but he wasintrigued in spite of himself.

"Why does aman seek beauty he knows he cannot possess? Why does a man keep probing his guilt,
like an abscessed tooth? Why does a man torment himsalf with dreams of immortaity when he knows
that he must die? Man is perverse, and the sooner you learn this smple fact, the sooner you will stop
asking foolish questions. Besides, there is a consolation that creeps like hope from Pandoras box." The
Professor lit acigarette with an old-fashioned kitchen match and broke into afit of coughing as heinhded
the smoke from the cigarette and the sulfurous fumes from the match aswell.

"Why does aman smoke when he knowsit will kill him?" Gavin echoed. "Why don't you get to a
medcenter anyway?"

"'Get theeto anunnery..." the Professor said.
Gavin had anearly sublimind glimpse of ascaredeyed girl in nunhabit.

"...besdes" the Professor was saying, "I am adying breed, and no amount of medica rigor will save me.
| am the lagt of the old-time professors, about whom Chaucer could have been thinking when he wrote



‘gladly wolde helerne, and gladly teche." Y ou will not see hislike again." His voice assumed the scornful
flamboyance of the snakeoil sdlesman in front of the pharmacy booth. " Get him while you can. Only afew
days more at this specia price. A vanishing species, ladies and gentlemen. A nearly extinct bird mostly
found today in dusty libraries and deserted studies, abandoned by students and family, scarcely worth
preserving were it not for the nostalgiainvolved in his occasional gppearances before the unwary student,
who, baffled by this gpparition from the past, stares at his performance unaware that he may be viewing
the last grand fling of the old-time professor.”

"What isit you teach?' Gavin asked.

"What do | teach?' the Professor repeated, sucking hard on his cigarette and, as a consegquence,
coughing the smoke out again like billowing phlegm. "I teach man—and woman, too, when | can get
closeto one. | teach beginnings and endings, creetions and cataclysms, holistics and holocausts. | teach
proportion and people, life and death, love and hate. | teach dl things and nothing.”

"l think..." Gavin said, not knowing why he saidit, "I think I'd like to take your course. Wheredo | sign
up? But you aren't going to get aclassfilled likethis, taking students one a atime, putting them off even
more than you're putting them on. There aren't very many like me who are going to come in here out of
curiosity and put up with your idiosyncrasies. Sir."

"Y ou presume too much,” the Professor said. "I haven't decided yet that | will accept you. Asfor the
rest—we live in afragmented world—more like Chicken Little than Humpty Dumpty, who wasa
fragmented person in awhole world—and the truest words to be spoken today surely are these: the sky
isfdling.

"Fragmented,” he said somberly, "each person an atom unto himself, whole and impenetrable, each group
clinging only to its own kind, reacting with othersnot at dl or violently. No longer do wefed the socia
pressure of necessity to rub ustogether, to smooth our rough edges, to fit usinto a smoothly operating
system of civility and custom.

"Where are our rites of passage, our initiations by which the youth is admitted into the mysteries of the
tribe, those sacrifices and sufferings by which he or she proves afitnessto join the adults, by which he or
she acceptstribal vaues, by which he or she gains the right to procreate, to commingle their consecrated
seed and ovum for the greater glory of what isright and good and true? What happens when thereisno
longer right or goodness or truth? What happens when children procreate without sanction? What
happens when they pass, unproven, into postpuberty states without ever becoming adults? What happens
when nobody wants to be an adult, when childhood is so much more attractive that it becomesalifelong
gate? The old ways crumble..."

"Nonetoo soon," Gavin muttered.

"And with what savageries are they replaced?’ the Professor mourned. "With what new traditions do the
young console themselves? Y outh!™ The Professor dismissed the entire generation with awave of the
limp hand in which he held doft hiscigarette.

"What do you want?' he said again to Gavin.

"I don't know," Gavin said savagely, feding the clawed hand that had cupped and protected hisbrain
beginning to relax its grasp. "No, wait—I want to know...what you're talking about. | want
to...know—"

The Professor hit the coffee table with the fleshy part of hisfigt, and the end of his cigarette, ash and
glowing cod together, flew into theair. "That'sit!" he exclamed. "Y ou have said the magic word and you



have won a one-way trip for one to misery and despair. | will accept you as a student, you poor,
unhappy fdlow."

Gavin felt an uncharacteristic wave of ddight. "May | get some othersto sign up, too?"
IIWI,.WI

Gavin rummaged for words. "This...thisexperience...l'd like them, afew of them, to try it, too."

The Professor shrugged. "1t doesn't matter. One or adozen. Aslong asthereisone." He dropped the
cigarette stub into the ashtray, lit up another, and coughing, picked up abook from the floor beside his
char. Theinterview was over.

But Gavin, dopefreed, fedling akind of frustrated sexua excitement, wanted to go on. He had an intuition
that he would never be this close to the Professor again. The truce of enrollment was over; the war
between teacher and student would resume on Monday, and between them would descend al the
barriers and precautions the teacher could devise. From this moment they would be like lovers separated
by traditions or feuds or divided loyalties, or walls.

And yet, dl the frustrated and voice esslongings that Gavin had experienced through histwenty years
yearned toward the Professor, al the unanswered questions he had never asked rushed smultaneoudly to
hislips, and he wanted more than he had ever wanted anything what he had not known existed until this
moment, that for which he had never known aname.

"What?' he said to the Professor, extending both hands toward the seated teacher. The Professor did not
look up from hisbook. "How?" Gavin asked, his need turning him inarticulate. The Professor flicked his
ashesin the genera direction of thetray. "Why?' Gavin asked, and let his handsfal.

Burning, aching, he turned and | eft the smoke-filled booth. The corridor with itsendless array of booths
circling the building seemed tawdry. The canvas was tattered and dirty, the bunting faded and cheap, the
pitchmen deazy, the milling students bestid. Dirt gritted under hisfeet, and he kicked trash out of hisway
as he headed for the nearest stairway leading to the arena.

What had happened to him? Then he realized that the hallucinogenic had worn off, burned out, perhaps,
by the emotion with which he had responded to the Professor's provocation. His mind was clear, and he
hated it. "Y ou have won a one-way trip to misery and despair,” he heard the Professor say, and he
amogt turned to find ajoyseller and resume his pillstate of innocence and well-being, but something
stopped him. He looked down at his hand. It was shaking. "God help me," he said softly. "I want
something more than joy or peace or even happiness. And | don't even know the name of it."

Digantly he heard the Savages. They were playing more softly now, either through fatigue or choice, and
someone—anasd girl, he thought, or atenor—was singing. Gavin could not make out dl the words, but
occasionaly one would come through, accompanied by an appropriate response from the audience.

"...londy..." sang thevoice, with athrob of sdf-pity.

From the remote audience came the sound of a sympathetic moan.
"...friend..." sang the voice, with awhine of despair.

Anather antiphona moan.

"LLonly...



Moan.

Groan.

...you..."

"Ah-h-h," the audience responded.

"...shove..."

"Ah-h-h." Thesgh waslike an exhdation.

" true. "

"Mmmmm," said the audience.

"...love.."

"Ah-h-h-h," said the audience, asif it had received find satisfaction.

Gavin searched hismemory for asmilar experience. Then he remembered: the politica rdly inthelittle
auditorium. He reached the foot of the stairs and went into the main area, expecting amore complete
information flow, but it did not occur. There were no connectives. The abstraction was sufficient to
arouse in the audience the suspense of foreplay and the release of orgasm. By thetime hewasin the
midst of the swaying students—some were dancing by themsdlves or in vague relationship with someone
€l se—the Savages themsel ves had begun to shout another song:

" Aggress on/repress on/regress on/depresson. ...
And then aroll of thedrum, awall of guitar Strings, and ashout of "Digression!™
"Deflation/flagration/cessation/eation!”

The students swayed or danced, responding to the revolutionary lyrics and the music. Gavin listened, too,
caught up by the rhythms and the ambience in spite of himsalf and his newfound hunger. The moodspell
of the manyheaded beast had the power to entrance and to reward.

And then someone said in his ear, "Whatchatakin', Gavin?"

Gavin looked to his right. The voice belonged to a suckass named Simpson, abody without aleader, a
follower eager to attach itself to any directing force, but not abad sort really. "Philosophy.”

"Ah-h-h," Simpson said, hisface brightening asif someone had turned on hislight. The choice was
offbeat enough to become afad.

Widll, Gavin thought, let the Professor make afew bucks. Maybe he would be able to afford to get that
cough taken care of. Some of the teachers who were not very popular were really poor.

As Simpson moved away through the crowd like a conspirator with amessage, Gavin saw himdip his
head by a series of students and whisper aword in their ears. Gavin knew most of them: Marlin, Miro,
Buck, Ridgley...And Gavin knew the word.

As heturned from watching Simpson's progress, agirl bumped into him. He knew it was agirl before he



saw her, from the firmyielding of her body againg his, from the yearning of hisbody to hers. Then he
recognized the face from his earlier fantasies—the scaredeyed girl in nunhabit—and dark, frightened eyes
looked at him, searching for something.

"You'vegot to help me" the girl said. Her voice was husky and exciting, like the girlflesh that lurked
hidden within the robes, that had pressed itsdf briefly againgt his body. Her hand caught hisarm.

"What's the matter?*
"Therés someone. . .following me."

His eyesfollowed where herslooked. Some yards away through the crowd was atdl lesn manina
hardhat. Gavin recognized him now. His name was Gregory, and he was aman of growing power in
campus politics.

"That'swhat Karniva isal about,” Gavin said.
"I know," thegirl said. Her hand quivered on hisarm. "But | don't like him. He's...ugly."

Hewas ugly, Gavin saw now. He had abig nose that <till did not separate sufficiently apair of mean
eyes, and thick, wet lips, and yet he fancied himsalf a stud. Gavin had seen him with some of the choicest
girlgirlson campus, had seen him moving in with the naturd grace of aferret, dl hisatention fixed upon
his mesmerized prey.

"Y ou can dwayssay 'no, "Gavin sad.

"Hewon't let me"

"How do you know? Have you told him?"

The girl shook her head. "1 know," she said smply. "I'm afraid.”
"What can | do?'

"Tekemehome," shesaid.

"Y our home?'

"Yours. | don't have aplaceto stay."

"No place?'

"I'm new," shesaid. "l just got in today from Cdifornia. | thought | might find...aplaceto say...here."
"Somebody to stay with?" he asked.

She nodded.

"Me?"

"Yes" shesad.

He could not be certain what she looked like behind the white linen that clasped her face, what shewas
shaped like beneath the folds of that black robe, but her face was atractive, with vulnerable lips, asmall,
short nose, feathery dark eyebrows—her hair, too, he decided would be long and dark and silky when it
was uncovered—and eyes now that were frightened and al pupil, fixed now upon himwith al her



attention and what seemed to Gavin like love. She seemed, he thought, not like agirlgirl but perhapsa
womangirl.

"All right," he said. "'l like your looks and your voice, and | don't want to seeyou hurt. | think maybe |
could loveyou."

Hetook her hand. It was cold and small and tensein his. He turned and threaded his way through the
crowd toward the nearest exit. When they emerged into the till dark and breathed the clean air, she said,
"Isloveimportant?’

"Tomg" hesad. "You?'
"Maybe," shesaid.

While they were walking up the hill and over the campustoward his pad, shetold him that her name was
Jenny and she had been born and raised in Cdifornia, in Oakland.

"That's near Berkeley, isn't it?" he asked.
"Right next."
"l never was any good at geography,” he admitted. "But why didn't you...?"

"Go to Berkdey?| spent three yearsin acollegefor Catholic girlsuntil | couldn't stand it any longer. A
few days ago, when my parents were sending me back, | just took off acrossthe
country—nhitching—and | ended up here thismorning.”

"Weren't you afrad?"
"Not until I got here." She hesitated. "Actudly, everybody was wonderful to me."

Gavin took her arm in a gesture that was meant to be comforting but sent shivers through his body.
"You're safe now," he said. "As safe as you want to be."

She amiled a him in the moonlight, as they passed between the shadows of the long, low administration
Building on the north and the long, low humanities building on the south, and suddenly her face was
transformed in amiracle of beauty. "1 know," she said.

They descended the steep hill on the other side of the campus toward the large, decaying houses that

clung to the dope. The houses were more than one hundred years old, and there were blocks of them,
with an occasiona gap like the place where arotten tooth had crumbled away. Severd hundred yards
away wasthewadl, but Gavin didn't tell Jenny about that. Daylight was soon enough to warn her about

ipers.

They climbed stony stepsin the darkness, and went through a plywood-reinforced door, and up narrow,
creaking stairs redolent with the old odors of onions and beans and potatoes and dirt. Directly opposite
the head of the stairs was adoor. Gavin fumbled in his pocket for akey to the padlock that held the door
closed.

"Isthisacommune?’ Jenny asked, pressed againg himin the dark.

"It'sjust aplaceto live" Gavin said. He opened the lock and swung the door back. "It's not much," he
said as he switched on the overhead light, anaked bulb hanging from a cord that dropped through a
black holein the celling. "But it's better than the dormitories and favel as on the other side of the campus.



It'snot so clean.” His mattress was on the floor under the bay windows at the other end of the room; the
sheets, Gavin noted with relief, had been changed relatively recently, but beer cans and bottles littered the
floor and were stacked in the corners, and cigarette butts and ashes mingled with the dust and cobwebs
and bals of lint like miniature tumbleweeds.

"] don't mind amess," she said as she closed the door behind her.

He looked around the room. "I wish | had abeer or something to offer you," he said, keeping his back to
her, "but they'redl gone."

"I don't mind," shesad.

He turned toward her. She had removed her headdress. He had been right; her hair waslong and black
and slky, and her face waslovely. Helooked at the mattress and then back at her. Thiswasthe difficult
moment. He understood the proprieties, but did she?

He cleared histhroat. "There's only the one mattress.”
"l dont mind,” shesaid.

With great courage he took her face between histrembling hands and bent to her lips. They were cool
and mysterious under his, and then they warmed and parted and welcomed him into the erotic plains and
valeysof her mouth.

Thelight went out, and he redlized vaguely that she had reached out with her right hand to turn the switch,
but he did not have timeto think of that as he heard arustling sound in the dark and his hands dipped
from her face to the naked velvet surfaces of her shoulders and her sides and indrawn waist and rounded
hips.

She pulled him down to the mattress, snking beside him like alily when the sun has s&t, and the
firmyielding of her slksmooth flesh surged quickslver through hisveins and moltengold into hisbrain.
Under hismelting hands and charring lips he found her buttonhard and bresthhastened. Into roughsmooth

moistpink he surged, and in that spinblurred, joysmeared, throbcentered universe he was lovelogt, and he
thought, | love you, Jenny, stranger, bride...

But later, sweateased and sane, he held her against him and listened to her even breathing. He thought
again about the experiences of the past few hours, and the memory of his encounter with the Professor
filled him with anew excitement that he carried with him into hisdreams.

|Go to Table of Contents |
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The Kidnagpping

Y ou students think you are dedicated to the ideals of revolution or justice or freedom, but you haven't yet
understood the word. Dedication—that's the word you use to describe the mother whose son hasfalen
in lovewith abeautiful, greedy, vicious young girl who askshim to prove hislovefor her by giving her
what he values most. And he gives her his own treasures and then those of his mother—china, sllverware,
heirlooms. And yet, unstisfied, the girl asksfor one more gift which findly will prove hislove, his
mother's heart. Sadly he returns home, and his mother asks what the girl wants now. ™Y our heart,” he
says. "Then takeit, my son," she says, and hands him aknife. And after he hasripped it from her bosom
and isrunning with it through the forest, he sumbles, and the heart says, "Careful, my son, you will hurt
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yoursdlf."
—THE PROFESSOR'S NOTEBOOK

The morning they kidnapped the Professor, Gavin awoke with the clear certainty that everything was
going to happen just as he had planned. His happy calm survived the discovery that Jenny had awakened
early and was gone, aswell asafoul cup of coffeein the cockroach-infested communa kitchen and the
disturbances that had hit the campus overnight.

Hewas dmost never done with Jenny during the day. Thelr rdationship was nocturna and dark. She
would not make love when the sun struggled past the dust-smeared windows or when the naked bulb
above their heads chased shadows around the room. But in the blinded night she was wanton and
insatisble.

"You aremy dark love," hetold her when he was feding gentle and relaxed. But other times he would
scoff at her exposure neurosis—he had never seen her without her clothing, which she had rescued from
ahogd just ingdethewals—and hewould say, "Y ou're afraid that God will see you snningin thelight,”
but she just shook her head and would not change. Sometimes, in the night, asthey listened to the
cockroaches wrestling in the kitchen, she would ask him what that noise was, and he told her, "Those are
angelsrustling againgt each other in the dark because they cannot see.”

To avoid the heart of the disturbance, Gavin took the long way to class. Ordinarily he went down the
curving boulevard, past the museums, between the old law building and the behaviora -sciences building,
past the library, between the journalism building and the education building, to the side door of
humanities.

But the administration building had been occupied by the Revolutionaries. They had taken the Chancellor
hostage, and they had liberated some machine guns from the military museum, and nobody was going to
drive them out until they got what they wanted. Nobody was sure what they wanted, but the rumor was
spreading that their leaders would present alist of seven nonnegotiable demands before noon. Their
atitude, expressed in the words of Tom Hayden, an early hero, sill was"First welll make the revolution,
and then welll find out whet for."

Gavin went thelong way, past the political-science building, where the Radicals had thrown up a picket
line. One professor had been accused of trying to prosdytizein his classroom for parliamentary
democracy. Now pickets were stopping students and shaking in their faces signs printed with fluorescent
ink. They must have been told what the Signs said, because they were shouting their messages, "Abolish
propaganda,” "'Reactionaries Againg the Wadll," and "The Telos of Tolerance Is Truth."

Gavin stopped the last picket and asked him if he knew what his totesign meant. The student looked at
him blankly and then turned to another picket. "Hey, Jack," he yelled, "what does my sgn mean?' The
other picket shrugged, and the student Gavin was questioning passed it along. "Like, man, you know," he
sad.

But Gavin knew what it meant. "Telos' was a Greek word meaning "end,” and the quote was from
Marcuse, comparing liberating tolerance with repressive tolerance. The Professor had discussed
Marcuse one day, and his concept of persona freedom and democracy at the end of along tunnel of
repression in the name of truth and virtue. "Truth isthe end of liberty, and liberty must be defined and
confined by truth." For now, scholarship must serve the ends of a"liberating tolerance." When we
encounter doctrinesthat are regressive and repressive, we know they are false, and cannot enjoy the
sameright of propagation asthose that liberate. " Thistolerance cannot be indiscriminate and equa with
respect to the contents of expression, neither in word nor in deed; it cannot protect false words and



wrong deeds which demondtrate that they contradict and counteract the possibilities of liberation.”

The Professor was no Marcusian. As concerned as he was with truth and virtue, he was even more
concerned about the conditions from which truth and virtue might emerge; and he was by no means sure
that fina truth and ultimate virtue had been discovered by anyone—with the possible exception of
himsdalf—and the hodtility he encountered led him to suspect thathis truth and virtue might be the first
victimsof aliberating tolerance.

The Professor quoted what Marcuse caled his " apparently undemocratic means': " They would include
the withdrawa of toleration of gpeech and assembly from groups and movements which promote
aggressive palicies, aamaments, chauviniam, discrimination on grounds of race and religion, or which
oppose the extension of public services, socia security or medicd care, etc.” Thefind "etc.” bothered the
Professor amost as much as the means.

"Moreover," Marcuse went on, "the restoration of freedom of thought may necessitate new and rigid
restrictions on teaching and practicesin the educationd ingtitutionswhich, by their very methods and
concepts, serve to enclose the mind within the established universe of disclosure and behavior—thereby
precludinga prior arationd evauation of the dternatives.”

The Professor re-created for usthere in the classroom the old, didactic, bigotsure Marxian—Herbert
Marcuse—from his published words, and knocked him down again and again. And if the sainted
Revolutionary were stuffed with straw, why, it only made up for the fact that Marcuse had aready won,
that we wereliving in hisworld, in which everybody aready knew what was truth and what was virtue,
and knew that whatever was necessary to be doneto liberate it excused—no, sanctified—the deed. The
only problem wasthat every individud or little group had its own verson of truth and virtue.

Sometimes the Professor called our ingtitution "Marcamp-use,”" when hewas not cdling it a" playground”
or a"sandbox.” And after the dwindling figure of Herbert Marcuse, losing straw asiit fled, he called out,
"How do you like your blueeyed boy Mister Death?' That last was a quote from an
early-twentieth-century poet named E. E. Cummings.

Gavin walked behind the library and heard the ululations of the Kampuskops as they raced from their
distant sallyport to remove the picket line. They would not touch the Revol utionaries—they had machine
gunsand awillingnessto risk injury or even deeth in their cause—but the daily encounterswith the
Radicaswas aritua which both participants missed when for some reason they did not come off.

Inthe river valley below, the smog was thick thismorning, but the hilltop campus was clean and bright
likeagreenidandin agray sea. The white buildings gleamed in the sun. Gavin drew in a deep bregth of
ar. He smdlled the incense of grass and treeswarming in the sun, and only atrace of swestish tear gas
from afeminist confrontation the night before.

He waked behind the journalism building where the little of fset presses were grinding out the day's
handouts and ultimatums, and down the driveway with the wordSTRIKE stenciled in red on its blacktop,
upon other fading messages like a paimpsest history of campus palitics.

Dederswere hawking their pot and their pills at the entrances and on the open concrete levels around it
and through it. But Gavin shook his head at dl of them. He had not touched drugs since Karnival. He
was hooked on harder stuff. If others wanted to shoot or sniff or swallow, that was their trip, but what he
needed was learning. The Professor had been right about that.

Up close, the buildings did not look so much like white temples. They were pitted with the pox of
random bullets, painted with callsto forgotten battles, punctured with stones and bricks, until few
unbroken panes remained among the plywood surrenders.



One of the dedlers angled eagerly toward him as Gavin approached the exterior stepsthat led concretely
up to the classrooms of the second floor. Gavin knew him. He was a big-boned, broad-faced boy with
no neck and medium-length blond hair. His name was Johnson. In earlier days he would have been a
tackle on the footba | team, but now he drifted on the calm seas of campuslife looking for acompass, or
at least some hit of flotsam that seemed to be heading somewhere.

"Tom," Johnson said, "'l got some ponies here for the course.” He opened alarge-knuckled hand to
display some pink-and-blue capsulesin his pam.

"What course?" Gavin asked, but he knew what course it was. They shared the Professor's coursein
philosophy. Johnson never attended. He said it was beneath his dignity as ahuman being, but Gavin
thought he was either lazy or afraid. He kept trying the chemical route, kept trying to find that Northwest

Passage, to learning.
"Y ou know," Johnson said.

"Who madethem?'

"Some boys at the biochem lab. They swear they're the red stuff.” Johnson's big face was swesting; his
eyes wanted to believe.

"How would they get the real stuff?" Gavin asked, trying to get around him, but Johnson was too broad.

"Maybe they got some blood at the Medcenter?' Johnson asked. "Anyway, the son-of-a-bitch doesn't
put out aclassissue. These got to be better than nothing. Right?”

"Maybe; maybe not," Gavin said. "What makes you think the biochem boys can put together synthetic
peptides? How can you trust them?' He feinted right, then sidestepped | eft, and got around Johnson to
the steps. "Besides, | happen to know the Professor hasn't been to the Medcenter.”

Johnson hadn't heard him. Hewaswailing, "But, Tom, they're on our side.”

The building smelled sweetly smoky like pot, and sour like sweet, and pungent like tear gas. It was
Gavin's maddeine; every time he smelled that mixture, he was magicaly trangported back to the
classroom.

Thewide corridor was only dimly illuminated by an occasiond fluorescent light recessed into the ceiling.
In other places fixtures gaped darkly like unhedled wounds or dangled from the ceiling like strangely
shaped stal actites.

Gavin walked along the corridor nodding to students as he passed. They douched toward their classes
like rough beasts or sat along the walls smoking and sipping coffee or soft drinks. Like him they were
dressed in grubbies carefully preserved from disintegration by colorful patches, or artfully aged to achieve
the same appearance, but al were based on smple peasant trousers and workman's blue shirt. Stedl toe
and hedl caps on their boots rang occasionally on concrete exposed where carpet had been worn or
burned or ripped away.

A few students affected jeans and tanktops in response to anostagia craze for the late sixties and early
seventies; afew more wore one-piece suits or skirts from the straight world to show their independence
of student culture. Of course, that was useful if you wanted to snesk outside the walls occasionally. Not
many tried it. Of those who did, some never came back. Sometimesin the late hours, when topics of sex
and revolution dragged, students would talk about € oping and somebody would tell ahorror story he
had heard directly from the source, or dmost. Gavin didn't believe any of it; not much, anyway.



Jenny waswaiting for him outside the classroom.
"Today?' shesad.

He nodded. Outside most of the doors along the corridor were dispensers labeled with the name of the
course and the number of the lecture, but here the dispenser was empty.

"You'regoing to class?' shesad.

Sometimes he wondered how serious his fdlow students were about the revolution. None of them
wanted to make any sacrificesthat involved effort. "Aren't you?' he asked.

"l guess," she said, looking up a him with submissive brown eyes, willing to beled.

Gavin smiled. Shewasn't exactly lazy, he thought, just abit weak when it cameto pushing hersdlf. It was
asmall flawv—he thought of it asawomanly flaw, and then struck it from hismind as sexis—and he
could forgiveit. Hewasin love; he could forgive her anything, even that her reationship with him did not
compareinintengty with hisrdationship with her. Shewas, he thought, apracticad girl beseged by all
sorts of fears and fancies. He didn't care.

They walked into the classroom together. They werethefirgt, but not, Gavin hoped, the last. He did not
want to be obvious. Even though the Professor did not take roll, some members of the class thought
there were monitors or informers among them. In fact, acouple of his more impulsve classmates had
beat up another, and the boy had almost died. It turned out to be a misunderstanding.

Three more students drifted through the door afew moments later. One, George Simpson, wasinvolved
inthe project. In his deeve pocket he had the detonator disguised as a package of marijuana cigarettes.
Two more students wandered in, then agroup of five, haf adozen, and three more. Four more camein
after the class had started. Eventudly about half showed up out of an enrollment of fifty or so; there
always were afew students who wanted to attend class and afew others who had awakened early and
couldn't get back to deep and hadn't anything better to do.

The Professor hadn't arrived. He liked to make his entrance when the class, such asit was, had aready
assembled. Gavin didn't think he delayed out of any sense of the drameatic but that he didn't want late
arrivasinterrupting hislecture. Gavin looked out the one window that hadn't been boarded up. The
Professor's car wasn't inits customary parking place. Gavin felt aflash of panic: Perhaps the Professor
was going to skip class himself; he hadn't seemed well latdly, and his cough was worse than ever. Gavin
redlized, for the Professor had taught him to be honest with himself, that his panic wastinged with relief.

And then the armored car was pulling up in front of the classroom. The machine gun in the adminigtration
building splattered bullets against its other side for amoment, and then stopped. 1t had jammed, perhaps,
or someone had turned on the ad building's built-in teargas jets.

The guards stepped out of the car. They were big men, as big as Johnson, with black beards and mean
eyes. They swung thelr riot guns from the hip, watching the passing students, daring them to move
incautioudy.

The rear door of the car opened. The Professor stepped out, looking small and tired and average. Then
he raised his head, seeming to stare through the window where Gavin sood looking out. Gavin pulled
back, his heartbeat accelerating, not wanting to be seen, not wanting to look into the Professor's eyes.

"What's the matter?' Jenny asked.

"He'scoming,” Gavin sad.



He looked at her, saw her eyeslooking a him, her mouth composed and allittle prim, but till desirable
even at thismoment, her long hair framing her dramaticaly colored face, and he thought, "Y ou're beautiful
How could | ever have had you in my bed, flesh to longing flesh? How could | have known you so
intimately, and still not know you? Were you ever achild, sexless and cute? Will you ever grow wrinkled
and old?'

And he saw the outlines of her breasts and the roses of her nipples through the thin shirt, and he wished
they were home in bed and he could put hislips against them and hold on to her.

"Areyou dl right?" she asked.

"I'mal right,” he said. He would have put his arm around her, but he knew she hated a public display of
possession.

They took seets at the back of the room where they could see everything. The other students scattered
around, none of them together, most of them toward the back of the room, in keeping with immemoria
custom. In front were ranks of empty chairslooking like the incomplete skeletons of students waiting for
flesh to gather and ideato shape.

Gavin wondered what they would think tomorrow—the students who showed up—when the Professor
did not appear. He wondered if he should show up—he had not yet missed a class—and decided that it
would depend on whether the grapevine reported the Professor missing.

And what would he think, he asked himsalf, when he knew what the Professor knew? Not just what was
in the Professor's lectures, not what he had time and thought to formulate, but everything.

Gavin shook his head. He thought too much. That was, after all, the Professor's fault. He reached out for
Jenny's hand. It was dender and firm and passive. Jenny let him hold her hand. That was permitted.

Gavin looked at hiswatch. 1t wasright at the half-hour, and helooked up. At that moment the Professor
came through his doorway into the podium. The bulletproof glassthat surrounded him caught his
reflections and made him seem four instead of one, asolid origina and three pale shadowsthat al moved
and gestured and opened their mouths together.

Many professors never ventured insde the classroom—or even insde the campuswalls. They played it
safe: electronics carried their three-dimensional images to the students, and electronics returned the
student responses. The difference was subjective, but the Professor said the issue was morality. The
Professor had a strong sense of mordity, and he felt that the persond contact was irreplaceable. He
would not shirk hisresponghility to provideit.

"l want to seeyou," he had said the first day of class. "I want you to see me. Y ou children of McLuhan
don't think that'simportant now. Y ou think those aspects of life that areimmortalized on tape, with
fade-ins and fade-outs and jump cuts and nonlinear developments, are the only thingsthat are
important—next to the mysteriesinsde your own head and the fleshpressing of your
contemporaries—smooth, firm, young, tumescent flesh. But one day, if you live long enough, you will
understand that thereis another contact which is of greater and more lasting importance—the contact
between the past and the present, between wisdom and ignorance, between maturity and youth. They
can react in many ways—as teacher and student, as master and dave, as contemporaries, as colleagues
before eternad mysteries. But react they must, and react they will, and the only way to make that reaction
lessthan catastrophic is face-to-face, mind-to-mind.”

"Face-to-face" Gavin recdled. "Mind-to-mind."



Asthe Professor opened his mouth to speak, Gavin impulsively pressed histhumb againg thelittle
window in his desk under the engraved word "Record.” The desk buzzed briefly. Jenny looked at him.
He shrugged. Maybe it was sentimenta, but he wanted the Professor's lecture on tape. He would pay for
it somehow. His parents would add the credit to his account if he threatened to come home.

"Today," the Professor said, "we shdl hold a Socratic diaogue about learning and life." Hisvoice was
husky but strong. He moved restlessy around the enclosure of his podium asif impatient with the barriers
that separated him from those reluctant vessels into which he poured his wisdom. Gavin was shocked,
however, to see how the bones of the face pushed through the skin asif impatient to break free.

"In the past few weeks," the Professor continued, "we have discussed the contradictionsimplicit in our
society. Marcuse's concept of 'liberating tolerance which practices tyranny in the name of freedom. The
dtate of education which glorifiesthe democratic ided of political equdity into adebilitating doctrine of
educationa equality. The decay of the so-cdled Puritan ethic into agenera acceptance of
pleasure-seeking hedonism, of man's unique time-binding ability into a hatred of history and a
forgetfulness of the future, of language itsdlf into degraded meanings, autonomic responsesto
abgtractions, and ritua words scarcdly distinguishable from the grunts and sighs of cavemen. The
elevation of youth into a cult, and ignorance into avirtue. How did we get here?"

"Who cares?' someone muttered at the back of the room.

The Professor's eyes searched the room for the speaker. "Will the barbarian who spoke please identify
himsalf?No?1 could quote Whitehead to you: 'Those who ignore history are condemned to repest it.'
Instead | shdl suggest that you cannot live rationally without knowing what your society vaues, and why."

"Rationdity isamiddle-class prgjudice," said astudent halfway toward the front. He was a bright, fat boy
named Brucker, who was continually arguing with the Professor. Gavin thought maybe he was an agent
provocateur for the Radicals, at the least an informer.

"So we are condemned to irrationa behavior because we must not be bourgeois,” the Professor said.
"Or do we eevate something above rationdity—an ingantaneoudy perceived truth, intuitively recognized
and not subject to rationd andlysis? Which isto say, we should turn off our minds and let the truth roll
in—or roll out, asthe case may be. Implicit in that concept is adefinition of truth as an absolute, existing
independently of man, his circumstances, his perceptions, and his understanding—Ilike God. Now, | am
aswilling to postulate God as the next man, and if you wish to argue that since we are created in God's
image we ingtinctively recognize God's truth without the intercession of our minds, | would not quarrel
with you, although | might sympathize with the Situation in which your convictions limit your potential. But
that, | gather, isnot what you mean.”

"Certainly not," Brucker said.

"Nor do you, | believe, mean your remark to be interpreted in the Platonic sense of idedls existing
somewhere of which we perceivein thisworld only shadows or imperfect imitations but which we can
intuitively recognizeif we alow ourselves not to be decelved by appearances or by the confusionsimplicit
inour atemptsto andyze and synthesize."

"Ridiculous" Brucker said. "Where hastraditiona thinking got us?'

"Which must mean," the Professor said, coughing abit in hiselation at reaching acritical point inthe
diaogue, "that we have aternate methods for acquiring knowledge and power, methodswhich are
undescribed and perhaps undescribable, hence mystic, arcane, cabdidtic, cryptic, occult, intangible,
impal pable, and no doubt supernatural .



"Of course," Brucker said.

"And s0 we have elevated the unknowable over the knowable, the magician above the scholar, sensation
above thought. And yet you are here, the end product of a series of definitions of education beginning
with Bishop Wilson's 'Culture isthe desire to make reason and the will of God prevail' to Montesquieu's
"The pursuit of knowledgeisto render an intelligent being yet more intelligent,” Matthew Arnold's'Culture
isthe acquainting oursel ves with the best that has been known and said in the world, and thus with the
history of the human spirit' and The grest aim of cultureisthe aim of setting oursalves to ascertain what
perfection isand to makeit prevail, and Bertrand Russdll's 'Reason is, and ought only to be, the dave of
the passions.’ But...how did we get here?'

"Hereiswhereit'sat,” George Simpson said. Gavin was surprised; Simpson never spokein class.
Perhaps possession of the detonator had given him delusions of competence.

"And wherever it'sat isright," the Professor concluded.

"Aw," Brucker said. "It'sright becauseit'sright. It'sright becauseit's good. It's good because
everybody's equal. No phony degrees. No phony teacher-student shit. Y ou do your own thing, and it's
just as good as anybody elsgsthing.”

"And 0," the Professor said, "we are content, having arrived at a state of perfection, to alow our route
here to fadeinto oblivion. Y et, suppose we |ose our permissive paradise, Suppose reaction or necessity
forces us from our heaven and sets at the east of the garden of Eden cherubim and aflaming sword which
turns every way? Having once tasted the fruit of the tree, shall we be content not to et of it again? If we
do not know how we got here, how shal we return?'

"In the beginning,” Gavin said, his mouth dry but unable to resist any longer the urge to give the Professor
what he wanted, "Mario Savio created the Free Speech Movement at Berkeley. The civil-disobedience
techniques learned by studentsin the southern civil-rights campaigns of the late fiftiesand early sixties
were gpplied for the first time to questions of campus power. University governance, based for a century
or more on amaster-gpprentice relationship disguised as acommunity of scholars, was not equipped to
handl e disobedience, much lessviolence. Slowly but inevitably administrative authority crumbled. First
went control over the private lives of students subsumed under the phrasein loco parentis, then control
of the classroom and the curriculum. Power drifted inexorably toward the student congtituency, which
was bored and affluent and reckless..."

The Professor held up hishand asif to placeit against adike. "Enough,” he said. "Who givesthe lectures
here?" he asked, haf-mocking Gavin, half himsdf, and coughed. When the seizure subsided, he
continued in a haf-strangled voice, "And so we find oursavesin this student culture, inthis
youth-centered environment—and not just us, but the world itself, the society outside the wals, which
exids, at least in part, in reponse to what is here inside the walls. We paranoid schizophrenics have
regjected thinking for feding, and fed, therefore, that we are gods, and noble gods at that. And who is
indde the walls and who is outs de?"

Jenny looked at Gavin. Gavin frowned and shook his head. Jenny thought the Professor was raving, but
Gavin knew better. Everything the Professor did was planned. Every response he dicited from the class
was anticipated. In spite of the fact that the Professor issued no capsules containing his lectures encoded
into chemicas, everything that happened in the class till had, for Gavin, an overpowering sense of dga

vu, every lecture sounded like an echo, every thought seemed graven on the clay tablet of hismind.

The Professor was still talking. Gavin had missed part of the lecture. Well, that was dl right. It wasthere
inhismind. He had heard it, and dl he had to do wasthink it through. And he would have the tape to



remind him.
Gavin glanced at hiswatch. Ten minutes had passed. Forty minutesto go.

"But we make amistake,” the Professor was saying, "if we restrict our concern to the history of ideas, or
even the history of politics. We shape ideas, and our ideas shape us, and it is difficult to tell who is shaper
and who is shaped, who Pygmaion and who Galatea. 'Who is the potter, pray, and who the pot? Other
forcesmove us. Tradition, say. Y ou, 7527679, what do you think of tradition?"

Hewas pointing at Smpson. A chill raised the fine hairs on Gavin'sarms. Had he picked Smpson
deliberately?

"Aslittleaspossble” Smpson sad.

The machine gun began to rattle again across the street. A soft crump sounded outside, like atear-gas
canigter exploding, and then another. Gavin nodded. They could use dl the extra diversons they could

Qget.

"Of course. And yet tradition exists, whether you think about it or not, and it affects you, whether you
accept it or rgject it. And yet tradition is but one force, like ideas, that make us what we are.”

The Professor coughed again, and Gavin felt aquick surge of sympathy.

When the Professor had regained his breath, he said, "And what of our animal natures, our needs for
food and rest and shelter from the heat and cold, and mother love, and after dl of these, said Freud,
came sex, and of them dll, sex was not the strongest but only the most important, because only sex could
be denied the individua without depriving him of what he must haveto survive."

"But why should sex be denied?" Jenny asked.

Gavin was surprised to hear her speak in classfor thefirst time. So was the Professor. "Why, indeed?
Can any of you suggest apossible answer?”

A brisk fifteen-minute dialogue ensued, in which most of the class participated. At the end, some of them
conceded that their permissive culture might inhibit creetivity and socid stability and delay emotiona
maturity.

Jenny was not willing to admit even apossibility. "It'sjust agame,” she whispered scornfully. Shedidn't
like games and wasn't good at them.

Gavin motioned for her to be quiet. He didn't want to miss anything today. The Professor turned Jenny
off, but he turned Gavin on like speed, racing through his veins, accderating histime sense.

Gavin looked at hiswatch. Five after. Only fifteen minutes | eft.

"And then thereistechnology,” the Professor said, "an idea materiadized which shapes our environment,
and we arein turn shaped by our environment. At very nearly the same moment in time when Mario
Savio was standing on apolice car in front of Sproul Hall, experiments were being conducted &t the
University of Michigan and at the Baylor University College of Medicine, & UCLA, at the University of
Goteborg in Sweden, in Denmark, and in Czechod ovakia, which would change our livesfully as much as
the ideas Savio unleashed.”

The students waited passively for the Professor to continue. He sighed. "' James McConndll and his
flatworms a Michigan, George Ungar and David Krech with their rats at Baylor and Berkeley, even



earlier Holger Hyden and his RNA experiments at Gotéborg. From their beginnings we derive today's
learning methods; we have perfected their primitive habituation studies so that we can tranamit precise
information in the form of synthesized peptides. Just astelevision created the age of McLuhan, so
chemica learning has created the age of chemistry. And we have just begun. Who knows what may
come next: not only information, but sensory experience one day may be coded into proteins, and not
only aptitudes, but talents themsaves. Beyond the transfer of learning may lie an improvement in the
generd leve of inteligence equd to theimprovement in the generd leve of hedthinthefirgt haf of this
century.”

Outside, something went whoomp-whoomp again. Into the room, through the air-conditioning system,
drifted the faint, stinging odor of tear gas.

"But, Professor,” Gavin asked, "how do we know that information is being coded correctly into the
peptides? Or, dternatively, that correct information is being coded in?"

"Good," said the Professor, "good. But that iswhy classesin which encapsulated lectures are distributed
il must be attended, if you are wise. To compare what you think istrue with what someone el se thinks
istrue or says hethinksistrue. And that iswhy one reads—if oneis able to read—or watches tapes, or
looks around him &t redlity. The unexamined lifeis not worth living." He coughed.

"But who ismaster?' Gavin persisted. Jenny tugged at his deeve, but heignored her. "Our peptides or
our will? How do we know we can cope with what the peptidestell usistrue? Or do we accept these,
aswe accept our pregjudices, and seek only to justify them, as Bertrand Russall said? And what if,
through chemica means, agovernment should pass aong to its citizens an inhibiting respect for laws
rather than arevolutionary insstence on truth and justice?

"Y ou have one good test for al such concerns,” the Professor said. Hellit a cigarette and coughed. Soon
the odor of marijuanajoined that of tear gasin the room, and some of the students began to light up as
well, al except Simpson, who looked uneasily at the disguised detonator in hisdeeve.

"Redlity," the Professor completed. "L ook around you. Isthis campusinhibited? But we livein an age of
chemidtry, when drugs are available to tire or invigorate us, to ease pain, to increase or suppress hunger,
to put usto deep and wake us up, to increase or diminish sexua drives, to induce or suppressfertility, to
terminate pregnancy, to improve or impair our ability to think, to create temporary or permanent insanity,
to induce the mystic State, to improve physica performance, to create or depress aggressive behavior, to
produce pain or pleasure—to affect, that is, every aspect of man, including his memory. We can be
whatever we choose to be.”

"Or whatever someone @ se chooses usto be" Gavin sad.

"Possibly,” the Professor said. In spite of his seeming approva of the age of chemistry, Gavin thought the
Professor reserved another opinion that he hoped, by natural opposition, the class would derive from
discussion. "But what do we laymen know about chemicals, about peptides, chemical learning,
technology, the state of the art? Surely we have some chemistry mgjorsin the class.”

There were two, and the discussion was off again and winging toward a destination that only the
Professor knew.

He was the wisest and wittiest man Gavin had ever met—and he had met him only briefly except with a
layer of bulletproof glass between them. Gavin ached with the desire to know everything the Professor
knew. Thiswas, he thought, the best class session the Professor had ever conducted. Premonition?

"Here| stand,” the Professor said, "tearing my breast to bleeding shreds like the fabled pelican to feed



you ungrateful chicks, in aplace where learning has fled, where man hasretreated from intellectua
activity toritud. | have lived through it dl. | have seen the University retreet from educationd standards
and academic freedom through autonomous black-studies curricula, genera studies, and student
participation in University governanceto total lack of concern for objective educationd criteriaand to the
abandonment of the campus by serious scholars and scientists. Where haslearning fled?

"How many of you know that when you matriculate in this University you are automatically awarded a
degree? Of course, most of you stay around to play in the sandbox you call auniversity, and afew of
you, to seek out an education. Where has learning fled?

"The practice of students hiring and paying their own teachers goes back to the first university, at
Bologna, founded in the e eventh century, but it soon was recognized as the pure bolognait was.
Students do not know what they need to know; if they knew, they would not need teachers. Well, the
Dark Agesreturned as public support for higher education gradualy was withdrawn from campuses,
enrolIments began declining, and faculty became increasingly dependent upon student fees; the ancient
pattern of student control and student hiring, firing, and payment of faculty reestablished itslf. The result,
you see around you—not teachers but charlatans, pimps pandering to student lusts in the name of
relevance. Relevance—that's what we cdll it when our prejudices are reinforced. A basic principle of
education isthat you cannot learn anything from someone with whom you agree.

"Where" hesad, "haslearning fled?'

And it was over, reaching its conclusion at exactly the moment the class-bresk whistle blew, and the
Professor nodded, turned, and vanished through the door that led, Gavin knew, to an interior stairway
walled off from the rest of the student-controlled building. Eventudly, joined by other stairwaysfrom
other podiumsin other rooms, it led to asingle, guarded outside door where the armored cars waited.

Gavin looked at hiswatch and counted the seconds. The other students were getting up, introspective,
withdrawn, collecting their belongings absently. Gavin waited, Jenny waited. Gavin looked up and
nodded at Simpson. Simpson drew a cigarette out of the pack on hisdeeve.

The single unbroken window brightened, turned blinding. A fraction of a second later came the sound of
an explosion. Thewindow shattered. Gavin had his eyes closed. He opened them again as the brightness
faded, and was on his feet heading toward the door. Jenny was beside him; he was pleased by her
effectiveness.

Behind them something whirred, then clicked. Gavin glanced back and then turned.
"Tom! No!" Jenny said.
But Gavin ran back and grabbed the cassette that had popped out of his desk.

At the door he grabbed Jenny's hand and pulled her behind him from the room. Outside, the machine gun
hammered. A riot gun roared. Gavin and Jenny looked &t each other.

Asthey reached the door that looked out onto concrete stairways and broad expanses of open
pavement facing the adminigtration building, they saw masked students fading into the pedestrian traffic.

Many students were standing still, rubbing their eyes, or moving cautioudy, sumbling, their hands held
out in front of them asif they could not see.

The armored car pulled away, threading a path through masses of sudents; they fell back, seemingly
gartled by the noise. Severa masked students passed by, supporting another. Above the administration



building a helicopter swooped lower.

Blind eyeslifted toward the noise, and acry of "Tear gagl" went up from severa students. Many fumbled
plastic masks from pouches at their hips and put them over their faces.

Gavin looked at the spot the armored car had stood and saw no sign that told him whether the abduction
had been successful.

"Comeon," hesaid to Jenny, "let's get back to the house.”

When they |eft the humanities building, the students who had been facing the administration building when
the light bomb exploded were beginning to regain their sght, and the machine gun in the adminigtration
building had started up again.

They waked the entire distance in silence, not touching, not looking at each other. For the moment their
being together had no undertone of sex. They shared only the fedings of conspirators.

Thisday, successful or not, had changed hislife, Gavin fdt. He had never felt asdive, as much athinking
man, as he had felt in the classroom; he had been able to sense, dmogt, the Professor's thoughts as they
had occurred, before they were phrased into those precise and witty words. He had even felt the
emotions behind the thoughts, the moral force that drove the man to do what he should do rather than
what was pleasant or easy or convenient...

"Wasnt it terrible?’ Jenny said. "God, | can't stand that man!”

In the daylight, asthey descended the hill, the wall was not shadowed mystery, but ugly, utilitarian redity
made up of ill-fitting concrete blocks and old stones salvaged from fallen walls and broken foundations,
the remnants of someone's shattered dreams of home and permanence now transformed into abarrier
between the old and the new. Thewal wasten feet high on their Sde, perhaps eleven on the city Side,
but they kept well away from it; in spite of the cleared hundred feet beyond, some kid or redneck was
aways sneaking up to thewall when a guard's back was turned—sometimes on purpose—laying hisgun
between the barbed wire and the broken glass, and practicing his marksmanship at the expense of the
students. The freakshoot, they called it.

Gavin'sroom wasin one of the older buildings; it was more than one hundred and twenty years old, and
it should have falen down years ago. Wire and faith held it together. Every few years amovement would
get started to repair the place, and everybody would play gameswith nails and hammersfor aday or
two. But the enthusiasm burned out before any permanent improvements were accomplished.

The house was atwo-story frame structure perched on the hillside like aboulder deposited thereby a
retreating glacier. Its paint had long ago weathered away, and the boards were gray streaked with black.
The porch had fallen off many years ago and been burned in abonfire protesting or celebrating some
long-forgotten outcome. But they were lucky to have something so substantid. Many studentswereliving
in corrugated-meta favelas, and others had to endure the mass living in the crumbling dormitories on the
other side of the campus.

They climbed concrete blocks to the front door and then up the worn, turning stairs, dusty and smeared
inthegray light that fought its way through the cracked window partway up the sairs. Gavin unlocked
their door and they went into the room, leaving the door open behind them. A closed door in the day
meant you weren't home.

The room was neater now. The cans had been thrown away, the floor had been swept, and Gavin had
built aframework to raise the mattress off the floor. Jenny laughed and called it Gavin's homebuilding



ingtinct; she didn't care how the room looked. It made Gavin uneasy, asif sheinvested nothing in their
relationship and preferred the impermanence of disarray and dirt, but he supposed his smdll
improvements made her uneasy too.

Heturned and looked at Jenny. She was looking at the doorway asif willing someone to appesar iniit, not
thinking of him or of sex, and he fet suddenly londly.

"What do you think?" she asked.
"Well know soon enough.”

And footsteps pounded up the sairs, and Bob Marlinfilled their doorway, beard bouncing. "You'rea
genius," he shouted. "Better than Mario What's-his-name or Mark Rudd or Rubin or Hoffman or any of
the old-timers.”

"Everything came off?" Gavin asked.
"Jud likeyou laid it out, every step.”
"The guards?'

"Out cold in the armored car where we abandoned it on the other side of the campus. When the flash
went off, we tapped them where the medic showed us, and they fell back into the car.”

"A riot gun went off."
"Reflex. Nobody hurt."
"The Professor?'

"Grabbed him as he came out just after the flash, clapped the mask on hisface with the chloroformiinit,
and took him away asif he had been injured. He never said aword.”

"Whereishe?'

Bob pointed afinger straight down.

Excitement filled Gavin'sthroat. The Professor was here. In thishouse,
"Where'sthe medic?'

"Withhim."

"Let'sgo,” Gavinsad.

The basement was dark and damp, filled with cobwebs and cockroaches, mousedroppings and mildew,
and the old unidentifiable shapes of discarded furniture and implements and rotting thingsin cardboard
boxes lurking in the shadows like ghouls.

Behind the old converted furnace was a small room that might once have been acoa room. It had been
scrubbed recently and waslit by a single high-intensity lamp focused on the arm of the Professor.
Everything else had been amputated by darkness.

Themedica student looked up. His syringe was purple with blood. He withdrew the needle from the
swollen vein in the Professor's arm and emptied the contents of the syringeinto atest tube.



"Y ou could havewaited," Gavin sad.

"The longer we wait, the more danger of being discovered,” the medic said. Hewas atal, thin boy with
pimples and a prominent Adam's gpple that went up and down when he talked, but his hands were thin
and strong and sure. The fingerstwitched asif, independently, they wished to be about their job.

"Who'd discover us?' Gavin said. Now that the planning and the execution were over, hefet astrange
reluctance to hurry this moment to its conclusion. He took Jenny's hand and led her around the door set
on sawhorses which held the Professor's body. " Put the lamp at his head,” he said. He wanted to look
into the Professor's face. Jenny tried to hold back, but he pulled her along.

"Wdll," the medic said, "there's the Kampuskops or another student group. We could be hijacked, you
know. Or maybe even the townies might think it important enough to..."

"They'll never find usintime,” Gavin said absently. He was|ooking at the Professor's face. The shadows
cast by thelight at his head made the Professor's face ook like a skull. He thought he saw aflicker of
movement in the shadows that fdll like eclipsesfrom hiseyebrows. "Is he avake?"

"I gave him ahypo that will keep him out until we're through with him," the medic said. "'If you don't
waste too much time," he added. "I've got to get blood out of the other arm if I'm going to have enough
toandyze"

"Don't rushit," Gavin said. He looked the Professor over from his head to his shadowed feet. He seemed
much smaller here, laid out. "Herewe are, Professor,” he said softly, "come together for arite more
primitive, more traditional, than the rite of teacher and student. If you were awake, you would bethe
most interested person here. Speak of the fabled pdican!”

Again Gavin thought he saw aflicker of movement in the eyesockets. He leaned closer, but he did not
seeitagain. "l wish you were awake so that you could truly share this moment with us," he said. "We do
like you. We like you better than any of our teachers. That iswhy we picked you to be part of our

ceremony of learning.”
"Let'shurry it up,” the medic said nervoudly.
"It isn't enough just to have thewords,” Gavin said.

"Not even the words and the peptides, if you had been willing to issue them. Oneisjust a synthesis of
idess, and the other, asynthesis of molecules. We want the real thing. Thered thing, Professor. The
memory locked in the peptides of your own blood, Professor, not just arepresentation or an imitation.”

The Professor's arms flopped and fell outward on theimprovised pallet. When they stopped moving, the
Professor's body was different. Something had gone out of it. "What's happened?' Gavin asked.

The medic dready was listening at the Professor's chest. He looked up, aface haf-light, half-dark. "He's
dead,” said the dark-light mouth.

"Dead?' Gavin echoed. "Dead? Do something!"

"Me?' the medic said, straightening into complete shadows. "Here? In his condition? With what?
Anyway, he shouldn't have died. There must have been something wrong with him. | want to do an
autopsy.”

"Let's dispose of the body," someone ese said. "Fast.” There was agrumble of agreement.



"No!" Gavin said. The whole thing was going wrong. It would be adisaster. He couldn't let it go wrong,
be wrong. Not when it was so right. Y ou've got adrill,” he said.

llYall
"And ablender?'
IIYSII

"Open hishead,” Gavin said. Hisvoice didn't shake when he said it. "We respect you," he said to the
body stretched out upon the horizontal door, "the way the ancient warrior respected hisfalen enemy, and
we want you to be part of us. We want you to be part of usaslong aswe live, and thisisthe only way
we can do it now."

"He can't hear you," the medic said.
"Let'sget it over with," Simpson said.
"Yes, let'sget onwithit," said severa other voices.

Gavin looked up. While he had been talking to the Professor, the little room had filled with people. He
hed difficulty recognizing them in the many-shadowed room, but he knew who they were—adl| the
members of the class who had been involved in the project. All of them had gathered to get from the
Professor his store of knowledge, hisinnermaost thoughts, hiswisdom, hiswit...

"Fellow ghouls" Gavin began, "vampires..."
"Shut up, Tom!" someone said.

Gavin looked down again, urgency rising in him asif he sood upon a hill waiting for nailsto be driven into
outstretched pams, waiting to seeif death could conquer love, or if spirit could conquer death. "They're
eager, Professor,”" he thought. "Eager for their last supper at your table, impatient for the feast of ideasto
begin. The classisready to sart. | wish you were here to share with us the mystery and the magic of this

"Areyou ready, Professor?' he asked aloud.

Heimagined he saw the Professor's lipstwist upward, asif smiling, but it was only ashadow moving as
the medic jostled the lamp.

"Let usbegin,” hetold the medic.
The scalpe descended, and afew moments later came the sound of adrill whining itsway through bone.

Gavin continued to look at the Professor's face, refusing to think of him as dead, but he did not see or
think he saw any other movement. He stared at the face asif he weretrying to fix it in hismemory
forever. "l loveyou, Professor,” he thought. *Even more than Jenny. | loveyouin away | could never
love Jenny. | want to possessyou in away | never wanted to possess Jenny. | will grieve for you, but
morethan that, | will celebrate you.”

Then he heard the thin, high sound of the supersonic blender, and he knew the time had come.
"Who's got straws?' someone asked. "Didn't anybody think to bring straws?*

But straws suddenly were being passed around. As soon asthey wereinserted, the light was turned off



S0 that no one had to ook, athough the medic had been skillful and there was remarkably little blood.

What Gavin drew through the straw was the consistency of mated milk, but not redly like that, because
it was lukewarm and sdty. For amoment Gavin thought he would not be able to swallow, but he thought
of the Professor and how wise he was, and wonderful, and he swallowed and swallowed again, and yet

agan.
And they were through, wiping their lips, not looking toward each other in the dark.
"I don't fed any smarter,” somebody said.

"You think it worksin seconds?' someone else said.

“I'msick," Jenny said.

"Youll bedl right," Gavin said, and he put hisarm around her, but he felt alittle sck too. He knew he
couldn't be sick. That would ruin everything, make everything wrong, and it was wrong enough asit was.

"Comeon, fellows," the medic said, "let's get this thing over to the anatomy lab. | can usetherest of the
blood, and by the time we get it pickled and floating among the other cadavers, nobody will know the
difference”

"No," Gavin heard himsdf say.

"What do you mean?' the medic said. "It'sagood plan. Nobody ever looks a a cadaver.”
"No," Gavinsad again.

"Wadll, | guess| can cut it up here. A bit of amess but—"

"No," Gavinsad.

"Thenwhat'syour idea?"

"Y ou can take dl the blood, but then were going to bury him.”

"You'recrazy!"

"Where?'

"In front of thelibrary," Gavin said, suddenly sure of himsdlf again. Thiswould makeit right.

"We might aswell dig up the middle of the boulevard,” someone protested. "Thelibrary lawvnisaswide
open asahilliard table.”

"WEell skin off theturf, dig the grave, cart off the extradirt, and lay the grass back like it had never been
touched," Gavinsad.

"How'll wedo that?'

They were still objecting for form's sake, but they had accepted it, the way they dwaysdid. Gavinfdta
choking sense of power and astrange new sense of mora right.

"It'sright,” he said. "That's where he would want to be, where great thoughts are kept. It's the least we
cando." Hewasdlent.



Hefdt Jenny'sarm dide around hiswaist. She leaned her head and body against him ashisarm encircled
her shoulder. It was her first open demongtration of affection, and the thought exhilarated him.

"WEell create adiverson on the other Sde of the campus, ademonsgtration, areal confrontation. That will
draw off the Kampuskops, the students, everybody. By the timeit's over, the Professor will bein the
ground.” He thought of it as sanctified ground, and if he arose on the third day, everyone would be there
to seeit.

"Bob," Gavin said, "you'rein charge of the diverson. "George," he said, looking around in the shadows
for Simpson, not finding him. "Sam, then, you'rein charge of the burid detail. And, Fred, you'll havethe
Professor there at the proper moment. Any questions?”

"What time?'
"There's no moon tonight. Midnight, say. No, three-fifteen.”
There were no more questions.

As he and Jenny went toward the basement stairs, they heard somebody vomiting in the corner. It was
Simpson.

In their room Jenny dowly detached hersdf from him, dowly closed the door, and dowly, asif shewere
listening to some distant music, removed her clothing. First she removed her peasant trousers and then
her thin shirt, letting them drop unnoticed to the floor, and there she stood, weaving dightly in front of
him, as beautiful as he had imagined, as his hands had told him she was. As helooked at her and the
dreaming smile upon her face, his hands trembled and his eyes burned, and hefelt desirerisein himashe
hed never fdt it before.

She moved toward him, for he seemed unable to move, and they made lovein thelight, seeing
everything, the Sights accentuating the touch and the smell and the taste, asthey had never made love
before, interminably, without satiety, like gods. ..

Later helay quietly in the dark listening to her even breathing beside him, and he felt agreat
joy—remembering al that they had been to each other and the promise that this was not everything but
only the beginning—and at the same time a great sadness. He did not know why he was sad, but he
knew he had to think about it. He had to think about it until he figured it out, eveniif it took along time.

Looking into the darkness, hefelt asif he werelooking into atunnel that was so long he could see no
glimmering of light at the end, but he knew he was going to have to go down that tunne! to itsend, no
matter how far.
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TheRad

Wherever creatures have organized a society, the basic question is power. Among the socia insects,
ingtinct and diet determine who shdl do what. In the hen yard and the rest of the animal world, apecking
order or its equivalent is soon established to minimize useless and disruptive battles over supremacy and
mating rights. Among humanity, everyone seeks a Situation where he or she can exercise power: the
patriarch seeksthe family; the matriarch, children; children, the schoolyard and eventually the campus.
Some of them never want to leave.
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—THE PROFESSOR'S NOTEBOOK

The Union was student country. No faculty, no Kampuskops, no civil authorities, no federa agents of
any kind ever camethere. That principle had been findly established in theriots of eighty-fivewhich
followed the law-and-order tyranny of eighty-four, when a choice had been made between the
destruction of certain campus strongholds, and possibly the campuses themsalves, and surrendering those
buildings, and possbly the campuses aswell, to therioters.

"Weare your children," the students echoed, and the adults surrendered.

Once proudly caled by its professona manager "the University'sliving room,” the Union now was
sanctuary, flophouse, hash house, burger bar, co-op, and play pen. Studentsran it for sudents, and if the
food was greasy and the floors were dirty, the sudents didn't mind. Perhapsthey didn't notice; it was
theirs, and what was theirs was good.

Gavin saw the building asif he had never seen it before. When he had awakened, the day waswel into
afternoon. After the Professor had been safely, secretly, and reverently planted in front of the library,
Gavin had returned to Jenny's side and dept like ababy—restlessly, turning, whimpering...When he
awakened, he dill wastired. The medic awoke him with ahypodermic filled with afaintly yellow fluid.
Jenny was gone, and Gavin felt sad and old, and the medic said it was an extract of what he had been
ableto get from the Professor, and did Gavin want the shot. Y ed" Gavin said, wanting everything of the
Professor that he could get.

Afterward he didn't want to stay at the house. The kitchen wasfilthy. The dirty dishes stacked in the sink
and on the table, and the pans on the stove, all smelled like decay, and the cockroaches hopped around
tamely. He didn't want to see anybody who had been connected with the project.

The Union was brick and limestone; it had been weathered by midwestern summer heat and winter cold,
by thunderstorms and wind and snow and freezing rain. The building had been congtructed in stages, over
the years, like a Gothic cathedral, as enrollment increased, and cupolas sprouted unexpectedly from
green copper roofs, and stone balconies, from red-brick walls.

It was, Gavin thought, awonderful, surprisng mélange of abuilding. Gavin wondered what the Professor
had thought of it, but as the thought occurred to him, he knew with an odd certainty that the Professor
had liked it.

Gavin wished the Professor were here with him now, that he could walk with him into the Union and talk
to him about life and philosophy and the way things are, and then his mood lightened. The Professor was
with him and awayswould be, he thought.

The Union had been set afire twice during the past twenty years. The first time, the arsonist was never
identified; the second time, the students knew who the culprit was, and they had punished the poor
screaming wretch for amonth, keeping him from dl drugs and at the end of the period expelling him from
the campus, asawarning to others.

After the second fire, but before theriots, the students assumed complete jurisdiction over the building.
Student fees had built it. The students seized it first, and no one wanted to make an issue of it, least of dl
the adminigtration. The dumni had protested, saying that their fees had built it when they were students
and they didn't approve of what was being done with their building, but this argument was brushed aside
by student leaders asinvdidated by the nonstudent status of the dumni, who had joined the
establishment. And they pointed out that the students had possession of the building and were going to
keep it, and that was that, there was no need to argue about it, and subsequent uses were sanctioned by
time, strike, and struggle.



Gavin opened one of the plywood doors—they replaced the glass that had once served—and walked
into the north lobby. The marble had been worn down by shoes and sandals and bare feet over the
years, and plagtic tiles that had been placed over the marble were worn through aswell, until only ragged
fragments remained around the edges. A few blankets and bedrolls were scattered dong the walls, afew
of them 4till with occupants, some of them deeping.

Severd students were waking aimlessly through the lobby or leaned against the painted pillars, talking
amlesdy. One of them looked up and saw Gavin. He rushed over.

"Gavin!" hesaid, grabbing Gavin'sarm a the shoulder, squeezing it. "Y ou're a hero, you know that?
Everybody's taking about it."

The boy was blond and thin and short. His name was Phil, and he reminded Gavin of a spider monkey.
His hands on Gavin'sarm didn't hurt, but Gavin didn't like the fed of it, and he moved away. He walked
on toward the stairs at the far end of the lobby, stepping around a deeping bag with two heads that was
beginning to thrash around.

"What did you do with the Professor?’ Phil asked. "Where've you got him stashed? Gonna hold him for
ransom, get some bread, get agrade?’ Phil trotted along beside Gavin, his monkey face bright and eager.

Gavin waked on. "'l don't know what you're talking about,” he said. He kicked some loose papers out of
the way and started down the stairs.

"At'saway, boy," the other said. "Keep it to yoursalf. Who'slistening, right?’ Phil made a show of
looking up and down and around as they reached the basement landing and started down the next flight
of sairsto the sub-basement. The walswere plastered with old signs and notices advertising filmsand
strike meetings and protest demonstrations and goods and services of al kinds, from the most ordinary to
the most intimate, including many that once were found only on theinside of men'stailets; some were
printed on squares of colored cardboard, but they ranged down through notes scribbled on scraps of
ruled paper or on the wals themselves.

"Y ou can tell old Phil, though. Just between us, right?"

Gavin didn't answer. Phil scuttling at his hedls, he went through swinging wooden doorsinto the
rathskeller. Plastic-covered booths lined the walls and filled the center of the room. The place was
gloomy. Gavin couldn't see much after the glare of the afternoon, but he could smell the familiar odors of
stale beer, old grease, and thrice-breathed smoke.

"Everybody knows you swiped the Professor,” Phil said. "That's no secret. Nobody el se would've had
the gutsto try it, much less carry it off in daylight. Y ou got spirit, man! You'reared dude. Everybody's

syingit."
Gavin looked a Phil and shrugged. He didn't care what everybody said, and Phil sucked.

Gavin found an empty booth and did into it, catching his pants for amoment on asplit in theimitation
leather upholstery. Phil waited for him to move over, but Gavin sat on the edge. After amoment Phil sat
down on the seat opposite, undeterred.

Phil winked at him. "Now you can tdl me, right? What did you do with the Professor? Gonnarelease
him?Hold him hostage?'

"I don't know what you're talking about,” Gavin repeated weerily.
Phil nodded conspiratorialy. "That's right. Don't tell nobody. Who may be listening, eh? Or what?' He



rolled his eyestoward the ceiling and leaned down to peer under the cluttered table. When hishead came
up, hetried to look into Gavin's eyes. "What | wanted to tell you, dude, isthat next time you get
something on, I'min. Anything you say, no matter how heavy." Phil lowered hisvoice and reached over
to tap Gavin on the hand with hisforefinger to indicate that "anything" included "everything.” "Can | get
you something?' Phil went on. He swept the dishes and glassestoward the wall with hisarm. "Let me get
you abeer.”

He half-rose from his seet, but Gavin shook his head. Y esterday anybody could have bought him
anything, but today was different. In particular he didn't want Phil buying for him. Phil aways seemed to
have money, and he aways wanted to spend it on other people.

A student waiter douched down the cluttered aide toward them and stopped by the table. His apron was
decorated with food stains, old and new. "What'll it be?" he asked.

Gavin fingered the few coinsin his pocket and estimated their purchasing power. "Burger,” he said.
"Begr?"

Gavin shook his head. "Has Jenny beenin?"

"Aint seen her."

"l saw her," Phil said. "Shewas at the Health Service. In line a the dispensary. Getting her pills, |
suppose. Some lay, right?' Helooked at Gavin dyly.

"She'saperson,” Gavin said. Suddenly he was no longer hungry; Phil and the rathskeller made him sick;
between Phil's suffocating admiration and the odors, he couldn't remember what he was doing here.

"You?' thewaiter said to Phil.

"Naw," Phil said, and when the waiter was gone, he leaned across the table again. "L ook, Gavin," he said
softly, "there's gonna be an e ection soon. I'm gonna nominate you for raid chief. Y ou'll get votes, too, a
dude like you. Damn, you could be president, you know, or amember of Studex.”

Gavin did not want to fed impressed, but he did. He could not deny it—the abduction, the operation, the
interment, the whole project had gone as smoothly asthe most classic revolutionary venture, and in spite
of unforeseen and unlikely eventsthat threatened to sour it all. Ah, there, Professor! "Who wantsto be
presdent?’ he said.

"Somebody's got to be," Phil said. "Why not you? Then maybe we'd get something done, not screw
around likewe seemto do dlatime.”

Why not, indeed? Except he had meant what he said. He didn't want to be president. The president was
afigurehead with lots of responsbility and no authority, a hostage to the good behavior of hisfelows;
none of them lasted long. What Gavin wanted was not power but knowledge, which maybe was ultimate
power; he had the conviction that if he knew everything there was to know, the questions that disturbed
him would fade away and he would have dl the time that queer feeling of certainty hefelt now only on
rare and beautiful occasions.

Hisfriends kept urging him to take alpha-wave training.
A hand clapped him on the shoulder. A deep voice said, passing, "Good show, man!"
Gavin looked up. The man who had spoken was a big broad-shouldered black named John something.



He passed on, bandoleers shifting on his back as he moved. Two other blacks followed him, shotgunsin
their hands. "Thanks," Gavin said.

The waiter was back with the hamburger. Gavin fumbled in his pocket. "Forget it," the waiter said. He
sounded asif he had learned something while he had been away. "The manager said it's on the house.”

Gavin took his hand out of his pocket. "If I'd known that, I'd have had some friesand a glass of beer.”
"I'll get 'em," thewaiter said. "Y ou redly pulled one, didn't you?"

Gavin shrugged.

The waiter turned to Phil. Hisvoice changed. "Y ou sure you don't want anything?"

"Got ajoint?' Phil asked.

"There's acigarette machine right outside the door," the waiter said.

"How about BigH?"'

"We'redl out, but there'saguy in number three says he's got some good stuff.”

Phil pulled aroll of billsout of his shirt pocket and turned off a couple with histhumb. "Get me an
envelope," he said. He not only liked to buy thingsfor people, he liked to send waiters on errands for
him.

"Y ou know whereitis," the waiter said. "Any food? Drink?"
Phil crumpled the billsin hishand. "1 wouldn't eat hereif it wasthe only place on campus.”
The waliter shrugged. "So starve.”

Gavin bit into the hamburger. Phil wasright about thet, at least. It was pretty bad. Old meat with lots of
fat and gristle that had been cooked too long on adirty grill. It reminded him of the old joke about
professor-burgers, and he put it back on the plate. He tried to remember why he ever ae here.

Phil glanced both ways and leaned forward. "There's gonnabe araid tonight,” he whispered.
Gavin looked bored.

“Intown."

Gavin looked surprised. Phil amiled.

"They're gonnaask you to go dong," Phil whispered. "They liked the Professor bit. Gonna check you
out. Get it on, and you'rein all the way to thejackpot.”

Gavin swallowed. Histhroat felt dry, and he wished the beer werein front of him. "Who are ‘they"?"

"Names are bad news," Phil said, crumpling and straightening the billsin his hand. It was histurnto be
noncommunicative, but Gavin knew Phil couldn't sustainit.

"What arethey going to hit?'
Phil leaned even closer. "They'll tdll you the police barracks, but it'sredly the power plant.”



Gavin sat back. "The big generators north of town?" His hand felt for the split in the upholstery and
rubbed it like an old sore. "The coa-steam or the reactor?’

Phil shrugged. "I don't know. Both, maybe. Or make afeint at one and hit the other. Don't make much
difference. It'll cut off power to thiswhole end of the Sate.”

"Including the campus" Gavin said.

ll&?l

"Students would suffer, food spoil, maybe some sick students might die..."
ll&?l

"And if they hit the reactor, we could get some contamination here. Eveniif it'sonly the cod-steam plant,
the fire and explosions could spread to the reactor.”

"That'stheir lookout."

"Yeah," Gavin said. "Yeah." He could imagine some ambitiousraid leader turning projects over in his
mind, starting up inthe middle of the night, sweeting, thinking "the generating plant,” knowing thet thiswas
it, thiswas the big one, theraid that would make hisreputation for life, the project that would affect
everybody and write hisnameinthe gars...

"Get me abeer, Phil," someone said.

Gavin looked up. Standing bes de the table was a student named Gregory, the fellow Jenny had run from
into Gavin'sarms. Behind him was Jenny. She was looking at the floor. Neither of them had seen
Gregory snce Karnivd; a least, Gavin hadn't.

"Sure, Greg," Phil said, and did out of the booth.
"Nice operation, Gav," Gregory sad.

Gavin didn't like people who cdled him "Gav." Hedidn't like Gregory much anyway. Hewastdl and
dark and wiry thin. Gavin thought he was probably very strong in spite of his gpparent lack of muscle. He
moved with the grace of anatura athlete who did well everything physical. Gavin had seen him win first
place in both bottle-throwing and tear-gas-canister return.

Rumors of hissexua prowess hung about him like amiasma. That he was ugly, that his nose wastoo
large and his eyes set too close together, that hislips were thick and wet and his complexion was bad,
didn't seem to matter. Hisair of aggressive sexudity chalenged everything femdeto proveitsdf agangt
his masculinity. Phil skulked around like aneurotic mink; Gregory asserted his male dominance over his
territory.

Gavin had heard stories about Gregory taking by force what was not freely offered, and that bothered
him, but not as much as the afterword that nobody complained. Gavin didn't know why it bothered
him—asif he and Gregory were in competition for al the girls on campus and what Gregory touched he
ruined. It was not asensible feding, but there it was—akind of sexua tournament in which Gavin felt
himsdlf destined to comein second.

At least he recognized the source of hisattitude, Gavin thought, and that was the beginning of wisdom.
He did over in the booth so that Jenny could it down beside him, but she did into the other sde.



"Hello, Jenny," he said, wanting to touch her, trying to give his ordinary words specia meaning.
She didn't speak. She didn't look at him. Gregory sat down opposite him.
"Careful, nedt, precise” hesad. "l likethat.”

"Why?' Gavin asked. Hefdt belligerent, and he knew it was not only because he resented Gregory, but
he didn't like the way Jenny was behaving.

"Waell, it'snot my style," Gregory said, "but | admireit in others”
Thewaiter was back with Gavin's french fries and beer. Helooked at Gregory and Jenny. "Anything?’

Gregory shook hishead. "I'll eat some of these." He reached toward the fries. "Bring the ketchup.” The
waiter reached into the next booth and put a greasy bottle on the table. Gregory doused the potatoes
with ketchup.

Gavin didn't like ketchup on hisfrench fries, but he just looked a Gregory coldly. He wasn't hungry
anyway. Hetried the beer. It was cold and astringent. They couldn't do much to beer, he thought, except
to let it get warm or go flat.

Helooked at Jenny. "1 missed you," he said. He hadn't said that to Jenny before—it implied a sense of
unfair obligation on both sides—but he wanted her to know. Last night had been something specid. "l
wondered where you went."

"l...had to go out," she sad, still not looking up. "'l had to go to the dispensary.”

"Yeah," Gavin said. Hewas going to say that Phil had seen her, but he didn't want to link them together.
And he was thinking, too, that Jenny's voi ce sounded a bit weak. Gregory's right hand was underneath
the table, and Gavin wondered if Gregory was fooling with Jenny. It was the sort of thing that Gregory
would enjoy—enjoy it more because Jenny hated it. Well, if it was going on and Jenny didn't likeit, she
could object. Nobody owned her. Not Gavin, anyway.

"Wevegot arad on tonight,” Gregory said, his mouth full of french fries. He ate with lip-smacking
enjoyment.

Phil trotted back to the table with Gregory's beer. He put it down and looked asif he were going to Sit
down beside Gavin.

"Go screw,” Gregory said, not looking at him. When Phil was gone, Gregory said, "Wewant you tojoin
us. We need somebody like you."

"For what?'

"Togoaong," Gregory said. "Someone you can count on to pull atrigger, to throw agrenade, to set a
timer under fire"

"That'snot my style," Gavin said quietly, "and | don't admireit in others."
"Ever tried it?' Gregory's eyeswere brightly ferd.
"No."

"Next best thing to getting laid,” Gregory said.



"What are you going to raid?'

"I tdl you, and you got to go dong.”
"Why?

"Protection.”

Gavin frowned. That wasn't the way most students operated. If you wereinto it, you went dong; if you
weren't, you went your way. Who was going to fink? They might take different routes, but they al were
heading for the same god.

"Isit the police barracks?' Gavin asked.
Gregory smiled. "Wetdl you, and you got to go dong.”

Gavin shook hishead. "Evenif | wereinto that sort of stuff, I'd only go with something | had planned
mysdf.”

"What d'yamean, 'that sort of stuff?" Gregory asked. He had finished the potatoes, and he sat back,
wiping his mouth on the back of hishand and then rubbing that on his pants.

"I'm not an anarchist,” Gavin said.
"Whois?' Gregory said. "So we use alittle leverage, let 'em know we're here."

"Hurt them enough, and they'll hurt you,” Gavin said. "No aimlessviolence for me. I've got to have a
reason.”

"Wegot areason,” Gregory sad. "Tell him, Jen!"
"It'sfor therevolution,” Jenny said.
"Right," Gregory said. "We're gonna hurt 'em so bad they can't hurt back.”

"They're stronger than you think," Gavin said. "And we're not as strong as we think. Read the history of
revolution. We need abigger base; weve got to win people, not dienate them.”

"Shit!" Gregory sad. "Jen'sgoing dong with us, ain't you, Jen?"

Jenny nodded dowly.

"Y ou better come, too," Gregory said to Gavin. The ordinary words seemed heavy with implication.
"No."

"| gottatake acrap,” Gregory said. He turned to Jenny. "Come aong. Y ou can hold my hand—or
whatever ese you want to hold.”

"Let her say!" Gavin said. He looked squarely at Gregory, putting it up to him.
Gregory frowned, asif making up his mind whether to take up the challenge.
"I want to tak to her," Gavin said, giving Gregory an out.

Gregory laughed and stood up. "Sure," hesaid. "Talk to her." He leaned over the table, and Gavin got



the full impact of hisunwashed masculinity. "But | gottatell you—I asked her to comelive with mefor a
while"

Gavin looked at Jenny. His stomach lurched into histhroat. "What did she say?'

Gregory laughed confidently. "Shedidn't say no."

He walked toward the door, swinging his buttocks asif they were wegponsin the sex wars.
"Wel?" Gavin asked. "What happened?’

"He caught me," Jenny said. Her voice was dmogt too faint to be heard. Gavin leaned forward. " After |
|eft the dispensary. He said he'd been watching me for some time, and he'd decided I'd do. | was afraid,
but | didn't think he'd do anything there, not at first, and then he backed me against the wall of the
behaviora-sciences building. He pressed himsdlf up againgt me. | was afraid he was going to rape me,
standing there with the sunshine pouring down around us and the birds singing and people walking by."

"He touched you?' Gavin asked. His mouth was dry, and he had difficulty forming the words.

"Right out in the open there. People walked by, looked at us, but they didn't do anything. | was afraid to
ask for help. He had hishands on me asif he owned whatever he touched.” Terror wasin Jenny'svoice,
but something ese, too—akind of horrified fascination with what she was saying or what had happened.

Gavin started to stand up. "I'll get him," he said.
Jenny put her hand on hisarm to stop him. "Hell kill you.”

"I can handle him," Gavin said, but he stopped and sat down, relieved. "Or if | can't, | can get some
friends." Hetook adeep breath. "What else?' Heredly didn't want to hear any more. He couldn't keep
himsalf from thinking about Gregory's hands on Jenny. But he knew he had to hear therest.

"He said hewas going to do me afavor,” Jenny said. "He would let me movein right after theraid. And
then he hurt me and let me go.”

"l will kill him," Gavin said fletly.
"I'méefrad.”

"Don't beafraid,” Gavin said roughly. For the first time hefet asif he had aright to Jenny, aright to tell
her what to do.

"Not for you," Jenny said, and added quickly, "yes, for you. But most of al for me."
"What of 7"

"I'm afraid," she said, looking down &t the table and tracing circlesin the moisture on the tabletop. "I'm
afrad I'll goto him," shewhispered.

Gavin couldn't control hisresponse. "Well, if you want to go..."

"l don't want to," she said miserably. "But I'm afraid I'll go anyway. I'm afraid I'll get to like what he does.
I'm afraid I'll get hooked onit." She shuddered.

"Brutaity?' She nodded. "Pain?' She nodded again. " Sadism? Ma e dominance?"



"I don't know," Jenny said, her eyes downcast. "I feel guilty somehow, asif | ought to be punished.”
Gavin looked gtartled. "'For what? The Professor?”
"I don't think so. For the other. What we did. I'm not sure people were meant to be happy.”

Gavin fdt the cold go away and his manlinessreturn. "That'sjust your childhood religioustraining” he said
lightly. "Y our overpunitive superego. Y ou can't shekethat al at once.”

"Maybe," she said, and then the expression of impending doom returned to her face. "Oh, Gavin, don't let
mego!"

"I'll tieyoutothe mast,” he said.
"Wha?'

"Y ou may hear the sirens song, but you can't respond. And me—asfar as Gregory's atractions are
concerned, my ears are dready stuffed with wax."

"What's stuffed with wax?* Gregory said behind him.

"Your heed," Gavin said.

Gregory smiled down a him. "Comeon, Jen," hesaid. "Let'sgo."

"Leave her here)" Gavin said.

"But, Gav," Gregory said reasonably, "we got to go get ready for theraid.”

Gavin looked at Jenny. She wouldn't meet his eyes, and he knew she would be unable to stand up to
Gregory. She would go, and she would return to Gregory's pad with him, if al went well, and she would
belost to him forever. He made up hismind.

"I'm going with you," he said. "I'll bring Jenny if | haveto, dthough it's stupid to take her dong.”

Gregory thought about it. "Okay," he said. "Well have arunthrough at midnight. My place. And about
Jen—you haveto. Else well send for her. You seg, | value Jen more than you do." He smiled at Gavin,
looked knowingly at Jenny, and walked away, giving them the full benefit of his confident pelvic thrust.

The tunnel waslong and dark, but Gregory pushed them through it without pause. At first Jenny and
Gavin were able to walk upright, brushing with their hands its crumbling concrete walsand
asbestos-covered pipes.

"An old team tunnd," Gavin whispered once.

Hashlightslit their way fitfully. Dust rose from their shuffling feet and made them sneeze. Jenny kept a
hand on Gavin'sarm. Every now and then Gavin fdlt it quiver.

Findly the large tunnd stopped. Two smaller bricklined tunnels branched at its end. Gregory took the
one on theright. From that point they crawled without lights, Jenny and Gavin in the middle of the
column, Gavin's hand on her rounded bottom for contact and reassurance.

The bricks hurt his knees, and the tunnel smelled of damp earth and mildew. It grew steadily more moi<t,
until they were diding as much as crawling. Sometimes something mashed under ahand or scuttled away
in the darkness.



Gavin thought about the tons of earth above him. The tunndl was student-dug and -lined, and he had no
illusions about student thoroughness or responsibility. Perhaps they got the engineersto do it, he thought,
and then heredlized, with dumping shoulders, that the engineers would have done a better job, and it was
probably the ceramicigs.

"What am | doing here?' he thought. It would have been better to have had it out with Gregory and done
with, one way or another, but there never had been agood time. And they couldn't just ignore him;
Gregory's kind of violence could happen anywhere, anytime; Jenny was wesk, and one decision point
after another had did past them, and here they were on amad raid into the unoffending night.

Gavin thought the tunndl would never end, that they would keep burrowing deeper into the earth, that this
wastheir punishment for alowing Gregory to lead them, to go on crawling forever through this midnight
tunndl, but finally the column stopped. One by one they emerged into the basement of a burned-out
house. Stars were overhead, but no moon. Gavin looked around, his night vision sharpened by the long
darkness. A floor had falen into the basement. Part of it, covered with charred and fire-stained debris,
leaned precarioudy againgt thewall. From under that they had come, through an opening at the side
which had been concedled by apile of bricks carefully and artistically mortared together and hinged on
onesde.

It had been the ceramicids, after dl, Gavin thought.

The place smelled of old fire. Gavin brushed the dirt from his hands and knees and took hold of Jenny's
hand. It was as cold and limp as adead frog. The others gathered around them, shadowy in blackened
faces and black raid uniforms, pistols at their hips, or carbines, shotguns, or machine guns over their
shoulders, grenades dangling on their chestslike hard, knobbly breasts. Two had packs of explosiveson
their backs.

They wereadozen in dl, counting Jenny and Gavin, who were without weapons. All but Jenny and a
large, hard-bodied phys-ed mgor named Edna were male. Gavin knew the names of a couple of them.
But dl of themwere alot like Gregory. Physicd types. He wondered if any of them ever went to class, if
they were even enrolled.

Silently, imperioudy, Gregory motioned for them to follow, and they climbed out one edge of the cdllar,
Gavin and Jenny ill in the middle. Gavin wanted to bresk away, but he couldn't figure out how to get
Jenny away with him.

When they were at ground level, Gavin looked back toward the campus. Between some still-standing
houses, afew perhaps still occupied, he could seethewal in the distance, and behind it, shining faintly in
the starlight, the hill and the campanile and the white buildings. From hereit looked like akind of fairy
world, unreal and uninhabited. Gavin stood there, trying to memorize the location.

Someone pushed him forward, and Gavin sumbled, caught himsdf againgt Jenny, and straightened up.
Gregory'sarm was raised again, and the line of raiders began to trot slently through the night, heading
amost directly north. They avoided Streets except where they had to cross. Luckily the street lights were
out in this sector of town—or perhaps there was no luck to it; Gavin could imagine the straights crouched
in the darkness behind their shotguns waiting for who-knows-what to toss astick of dynamite on their
front porch or throw a cocktail through their windowsif they were not shuttered and barred, as most of
them were.

Occasondly aspotlight blasted a street with brilliance, blinding them if they weretoo close, and then
swiveling away asthe armored car moved on.

Once, aspotlight came on and did not move away. Finaly Gregory dipped off into the darkness. A few



minutes later the light went off. Before their vision fully returned to them, crouching in some bushes near
an intersection, Gregory was back, wiping aknife ostentatioudy on the leg of histrousers before he
dipped it back into his boot scabbard.

"We could have circled the light," Gavin whispered.

"Thisismy party,” Gregory said. Gavin could see histeeth glinting in his blackened face. "Well do it my
way."

Gavin fdt Jenny's hand twist in his. He thought he knew why Gregory wanted them both there. He was
going to show Jenny how ruthless and reckless he could be, how much more of aman he was than
Gavin, and he wondered again what he was doing herein the night on amission he could not approve
under aplan he had heard with unconcealed incredulity.

When Gregory had asked for questions, Gavin had exclaimed, "But that isn't any plan at dl! Areyou sure
it'sthe barracks you're going to hit?'

"That'swhat | said," Gregory had replied.
"But you haven't got responsibilities assigned! Y ou don't know who's going to do what!"
"Well work it out aswe go dong,” Gregory had said, grinning.

"The barracks will be well-guarded. How are you going to draw them off long enough to plant the
explosves?'

Gregory had shrugged. "Well think of something." He had nodded toward the other members of the
rading party lounging casualy around the cluttered room. A couple of them were smoking grass, and one
of them, Gavin suspected, had mainlined some speed. "These ain't your ordinary students. They're
hand-picked for strength, quickness, guts, thinking on their feet. They're dl veterans. Y ou give dudeslike
thistoo many directions, and things is gonna go wrong, because things may not happen just like that, see?
We been out before. We know what to do.”

"It'sthe most haphazard, ill-concelved plan I've ever heard,” Gavin had said desperately, "and anybody
who goes out there with you isinsane." He had looked around the room hopefully, but the others were
unmoved.

"Maybe there's parts you ain't heard about,” Gregory had said.
"I'll bet there are,”" Gavin had said grimly.

Gavin ran the conversation through his mind again as he trotted in line behind Jenny. Her stride was
fatering now, and Gavin himsdf wasfeding the strain on hislungs, but each time they tried to dow down,
ashotgun muzzle was shoved into his back.

They were heading dmost due north, or maybe angling alittle bit west—not toward the police barracks,
but north toward the river. Gavin had tried to complain to Gregory, but Gregory wastoo far away and
Gavin was too out-of-bresth.

They paused for amoment at an eight-lane Street, part of the circumferentia network around the small
city, and Gavin had amomentary upsurge of hope that they had been stopped. Traffic streamed silently
aong the dreet, lighting the night with headlights, even though the overhead sireet lights were
extinguished. But Gregory didn't bresk stride. He led them through an underpass redolent with the
ammoniaof old urine, over an old brick schoolyard, and through a smdl wilderness with a stream running



through it that must have been apark.
Gavin thought he could smell theriver.
What are you doing here, Gavin?
What?"

"Quiet!" someone ordered.

What was he doing here? Gavin asked himsdlf. He had tried to back out. "We're not going, Jenny and I,"
he had told Gregory.

Gregory had only smiled confidently. " Solidarity,” he had said.

"Good luck," Gavin had said, and felt that his voice betrayed hisinsincerity. He had not thought himself
capable of wishing something bad for afellow student, but he had hoped Gregory wouldn't come back.

"We can't leave you behind now," Gregory had said in atone of reasonableness. "Y ou know too much.”

"That'sdl right,” Gavin had said, trying to maintain the discusson on the same plane. "Well stay here until
you get back. Y ou can place aguard hereif you don't trust us."

"We can't afford to do that," Gregory had said. "Besides, Jenny wantsto go. Don't you, Jen?"

Jenny hadn't said anything, nor with any gesture or motion of her head communi cated agreement or
disagreement. She was not going to help. Or could not. She had said nothing since they had |eft the
Union. Intheir room he had held her for awhile, not trying to make love to her, and she had lain passive
inhisarms, asif she had surrendered herslf to the whirlwind. It had seemed to Gavin that some vita
element had gone out of her, and he had loved her and wanted to protect her more than ever.

But al those events, al those dternatives, were past now. They trotted through back yards and sde
yardsand dleys, and findly they broke into fields and open country.

Theriver was close. Gavin could sméll it, wet and muddy and decaying, and he realized he had been
gndlingit for sometime.

Gregory led them down awooded embankment, as confident as a cat in the darkness—"No lights from
here," he had warned a block back—and they crossed old railroad tracks and went down another
wooded dope that gave way dowly to sand and mud.

Gregory led them west dong the bank. Jenny and Gavin ssumbled adong, sinking into soft spots, pulling
their feet out of the mud with nasty, sucking noises.

"Herethey are," Gregory sad.

Gavin's groping hands fdlt the rough wooden side or back of aboat. A hand grasped his shoulder. "Y ou,"
Gregory said, "Gav, into thefirst boat with me. Y ou too, Jen. Also Marvin, Erik, Gerard. The rest of you
into the other boat. Straight across. No noise.”

Gavin ssumbled into the boat, shoved from behind. He fell forward over a seet and found himself up to
hiswrigtsin water standing in the bottom of the boat. Others were with him in the dark. The boat moved,
grating on the bank. Asit bobbed, other bodies clambered in, and the water in the boat doshed.

For amoment Gavin was afraid the boat might sink, and then he wished it would. Hefdt around in the



bottom of the boat, but he couldn't find anything like aplug. Asthey got away from the bank, the current
began to pull at the boat. The bow swung east. Then oars were unshipped. After afew splashes,
sounding loud in anight owned by bullfrogs, the oars caught, the boat straightened, and they headed
north across the river, the oarlocks creaking.

Gavin looked up and picked out the North Star, but he couldn't see the other bank. Gregory pulled him
down into the foul weter.

"We aren't heading for the barracks!" Gavin protested. "The only thing out thisway isthe generating
plant."

"Yeah," Gregory sad. "Aint that something?'

"You'recrazy!" Gavin whispered violently. "If you don't succeed, welll al bekilled, and if you do, you
could spill redioactivity dl over thisarea”

"That'stheir problem. Teach 'em they shouldn't pollute the environment.”
n Bth_II

"Youligen!" Gregory said harshly, grinding hisfingersinto Gavin's shoulder. "Thisain't no timeto argue
nothing. Something ese you didn't know." He pressed hisface close to Gavin's. His breath smelled of
garlic and beer. "Y ou're gonnabe on point. I'll beright behind you." Hisarm dipped familiarly around
Gavin's shoulder.

Gavin shrugged the unpleasant arm away. Gregory's hand fdl more familiarly on Gavin's hip, squeezingit.
"Theréell probably be barbed wire," Gavin said, "and very likely dectrified.”

Gregory squeezed harder. "I'll beright behind you with thewire clippers,” he said. His voice was happy
and friendly. "Marvin will be right behind me with the plastic explosive, and Erik right behind him with the
fusesand timer.”

"Y ou're putting alot on an untested man,” Gavin said.

Gregory squeezed him again and then patted him on the butt. "I've got faith in you, Gav. Besides, I'll be
right behind you, and Jen'll be waiting for usto come back."

The hateful hand went away, and Gavin felt Gregory's body shift. A moment later he heard cloth rustle,
and agasp told him that Gregory had turned his hands oose on Jenny. Gavin wished he had aknife or
some kind of weapon, but there was nothing in the bow of the boat but water. His hands clenched and
unclenched hdpledly.

Hefdt the current tugging at the boat and smelled the river close to hisnose, fishy and muddy; then
dowly theriver began to relax itsgrasp. A few moments later the bow ground into something firm. The
boat rocked as bodies | €ft it at one Side and then the other. Then he felt the boat being pulled higher on
the bank. A hand reached in, clutched Gavin'sarm, and pulled him out.

"Y ou're gonna stay here, Jen," he heard Gregory whisper. "Y ou and Gerard. Gonna give us cover,
Gerard, if we're pursued, and be ready to shove off if we haveto get away inahurry. Jen, you'll keep
Gerard company. No funny business with Jen, now," he said, and chuckled. "Want you dert, Ger."

He pulled Gavin'sarm. "Come on, welll find the others." But they didn't find the other boat, and after a
few minutes of searching up and down the bank in the dark, Gregory swore and turned inland. "Who
needs'em?' hesaid.



They stumbled through scrub trees and brush, branches stinging their faces, before they came out onto a
meadow. Or maybe it was alawn. It was as smooth and closely cropped as alawn. Gregory made them
get down and crawl. They crawled endlesdy, Gavin in front, feging cautioudy ahead with one hand,
trying to peer through impenetrable darkness, Gregory pushing him from behind.

It waslike dl the nightmares Gavin had ever had rolled into one. Gavin couldn't believe it was happening.
What are you doing here, Gavin?

It sounded like the Professor's voice asking him aquestion in class. He had to answer. But he didn't
know the answer.

| don't know, Professor.
Then get out of here, Gavin.

Ashefdt Gregory's grasp on hisleg loosen as Gregory leaned hisweight on that arm, Gavin jerked his
leg forward and rolled quickly to hisleft, rose on al fours and then to hisfeet, and began to run back the
way they had come.

"Come back here, you son-of-a-bitch!"™ Gregory shouted.

Asif Gregory's voice was the cock's crow that split the night, the darkness turned to daylight behind
Gavin. He saw thetreesin front of him outlined like stick figures againgt the darkness beyond, and he
threw himself forward and rolled over and over until he wasin the midst of the scrub.

"Ahhhhh!" Gregory shouted behind him. It seemed amost like a scream of joy. A moment later camethe
whump of agrenade and the chatter of gunfire.

An amplified voice came from everywhere, like the voice of God. "Surrender! Y ou are surrounded. You
can't get away. Surrender or be shot!”

But Gavin was up and dodging among the smal trees and tall bushes. Another grenade went off behind
him, and more gunfire.

The best bottle-thrower in the University was doing histhing with grenades.

Someone was thrashing through the woods toward the generating plant. Gavin stopped moving until the
noise had passed. Even then he couldn't bring himself to move.

But the guns began to bark singly behind him, and projectiles whistled through the leaves above his heed,
and Gavin moved. Shouts and explosions mingled in confused counterpoint behind as he ran. He thought
he could hear Gregory's voice like aNorse berserker glorying in the combat.

Heran, crouched low to avoid stray bullets and flailing branches. In afew steps he reached the
riverbank. Thelights from the generating plant went overhead, leaving the bank itself in deeper darkness.
Gavin ran aong the bank looking for the boat.

"Jenny," he called softly. "Jenny!" He didn't care if Gerard heard him. He wouldn't be so insane asto
want to hang around when so clearly the raiding party had run into atrap. " Jenny!"

He stepped into a soft spot and went in up to one knee. He dragged himself out and began to run again.
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Behind him and above him the battle intensified. Now the bullets were continuous rather than single, a



solid sheet of noise rocking the world. Suddenly Gavin decided he was searching in the wrong direction,
and he turned around and began running back the other way.

As he passed close to the gunfire, an explosion shattered the night, splitting it apart, throwing Gavin flat
on the bank, his hands buried. The gunfire sopped. Gavin's ears rang with silence. "My God! The
plastic!" Gavin thought, and got up and ran again, covered with mud. When he reached the bridge, long
minutes later, he redlized that there were no rowboats on the bank.

Trucks and tracked vehiclesrattled the old bridge. Lights came on above. Sirens blasted. Gavin took a
deep breath and edged aong the top of the low dam.

Jenny was gone.

Hetook another few cautious steps. He heard the water rushing over the spillway; it could not be far
ahead. Hetried to remember what it was like. The water rushed, adirty brown, over the edge, and fell
about ten feet, to splash white and foamy into the river below. He had not thought it abig drop when he
had looked at it from above as he arrived at the University, but then he had not thought about trying to
walk across the top of the spillway. He could be thrown against concrete or drowned in the turbulence
below the dam.

A giant's voice echoed down theriver. "Y our comrades have been killed or captured! Surrender or take
the risk of being shot on sight! Curfew violators are warned! Come walking out with your handsin the air
or suffer the consequences!”

Gavin edged dong the dam. His groping hands met the rough concrete of apillar. He rested againgt it,
listening to the hiss, splash, roar of the water. It was on the other sde of the pillar. Gavin could smell the
water misting up.

Floodlights on the bridge began to swoop up and down the river. Somewhere upriver a motorboat was
whipping the water into froth. The sound broke Gavin's paradyss of will and body. He edged around the
pillar and put one foot on the other side. Cold water pulled &t it, chilling hisfoot, sending shiversup his
back. He edged it out alittle farther and swung around the pillar. Both feet now were in the duicing
water; hisback was againgt the pillar, hisarmsthrown back to clutchit.

Jenny was gone.

Heforced himsdlf away from the pillar and stood in the raging water wavering for balance. Then hewas
al right, and he pushed one foot forward and pulled the other behind. The top of the spillway was dick
with the polish from a hundred years of river water. Fishy spray rose around him, soaking his clothes,
invading hislungs. The thunder of the weter hitting the river below desfened him. How long wasthe
spillway, he wondered, fifteen, twenty feet? He had to be across it before the boat arrived. If it had a
gpotlight, they couldn't misshim. They could shoot him off the spillway like aduck in ashooting gdlery. If
that happened, he knew, he would have to drive off the spillway and take his chances with the river
below.

For amad moment he wished he had gone dong with Gregory, and then he realized that what he did or
didn't do wouldn't have mattered. It was atrap. It had been atrap all dong. Hadn't it?

Hewasin the middle of the spillway, and the rushing water was strong. It kept trying to pry hisfeet loose
from the solid rock or concrete underneath, trying to pull hisfeet over the dam. One foot dipped as he
edged it forward, and he swayed to hisleft, trying to balance himself on hisback foot, hisarms
outspread, waving in the air asif to find ahandhold. And then hisforward foot found its place, and he
inched on, moving alittle faster now, getting the fed of it. The water seemed to get shalower over his



feet. And then he was sure—it was shallower and the pull was dmost gone. The water was gone, and he
clutched another pillar.

Heclungto it desperatdy. Jenny! Jenny!

A flash of light hit the bridge behind him. The boathad a spotlight! He moved around the pillar and was
on therough top of the dam again. Now he could hear the motorboat propeller chewing up the water.
Gavin moved swiftly. The spot of light flicked on the side of the bridge and began to dide south dong it.

Gavin reached another pillar. As hetouched it he felt ametd cable, old with rust, dangling besde the
pillar. Gavin put his hand around it and edged over the Sde of the dam, dipping into the water. He felt the
cold water dither up hisbody, over his chest, over his shoulders and up his neck and face, until it closed
greasily over thetop of hishead.

Helooked up. Thetop of the water where his hand broke through turned bright and dowly darkened
again to brown and then to black. His eyes stung. He shut them and dowly edged up for a breath, took a
quick glimpse around through water-blurred eyes, and went under again.

Hourslater, cold and wet and shivering, he waited in aclump of bushes not far from the ruins of the
burned-out basement. The lights and sounds had dowly ebbed. Now the sky was graying in the east and
the morning smog was swirling around corners and cregping up dopes. Gavin rose shakily from the
bushes and trotted toward the basement, bent over smianlike until his knuckles dmost touched the
ground, dithered into the basement, swung back the bricks, and dipped into the dark opening behind the
fdlenfloor.

It seemed to him asif he were retreating to the womb, with histerrible memories of confusion and fear
and pain that waited for people like him outside the walls, and everything blurred for him, until, an eternity
later, hefound himself in front of the decayed old building that was home.

Jenny! he thought. Where are you?

And helooked up and wondered if hewould find her in his bed, waiting to warm him with her body and
her love, and he legped eagerly up the stairsto their room.

But it was empty, and the bed was empty, and hefell into it, not removing hiswet, filthy clothing, and he
lay there, shivering, curled up, his hands between hislegs, until his body warmed and he dept and
dreamed and woke screaming and finally dept again.

|Go to Table of Contents |

4

Power Play

The young dways are opposed to what is. They suck in revolution with their mother's milk. " Change the
order!” they say. "Down with the establishment!” "First well make arevolution—then well find out what
for." "Abolish injustice, destroy discrimination, share the wedlth, shoot the bastarddl” To shatter theold is
easy; to makeit work ishard. A civilized society makesitsdf sufficiently difficult to overthrow that the
eterna young rebels must learn the system in order to achieve their ends—and then, of course, they have
an investment in the system.

—THE PROFESSOR'S NOTEBOOK
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Gavin was awakened by repeated pokesto his belly. He struggled upward out of adark puddle of
nightmares. "What?' he asked, opening his eyesto dusty sunshine. "Who?"

Hefound himsdf dtting upright in hisbed, sill damp, still muddy from theriver, sill confused about what
had happened, about what was real and what was dream. The room was buzzing. He wondered if
someone had dipped him ahdlucinogenic again; what he was experiencing was more aftereffect than
aftermath.

"Jenny?" he said, and looked around. An older man, with abroom in his hand, was standing at the foot of
the bed. He was dressed like a student, but he wore his clothing like acostume. He was not to the status
born.

Hewas no Gregory, violent, threatening, and reckless. He was an average sort of man, neither very
blond nor very dark, very large nor very small; he would have been unnoticeable except that his eyes
were very steady and hisvoice was very quiet, and, Gavin thought, he probably was very efficient. At
whatever he did.

At the moment he was poking Gavin in the belly with his own broom. When Gavin's eyes stayed open,
the stranger tossed the broom clattering into a corner packed with dust kitties.

"All right, Gavin," the stranger said, "get up. It's noon, and StudEx wants to see you.”
The room buzzed, and Gavin could scarcely hear him. "Stu Decks?' Gavin repeated. "Who's he?”
"The Student Executive Committee, dummy. They want to seeyou.”

Gavin put his hand to hisforehead and rubbed it. "Of course." He swung hislegs over the edge of the
bed and then froze his head in position as he was hit by awave of dizziness. "Why does StudEx want to
seeme?'

"Y ou know the answer to that better than me,” the stranger said. "'I'm just the sergeant-at-arms.”

Gavin sat on the edge of the bed holding his head, smdlling the river on his body, trying to summon the
will to move, to comprehend. Except for the buzzing, the house was silent.

"Damn, youre amess." the sergeant-at-arms said. "Do you go to bed like that dl thetime?| don't see
how you fresks can live like this—al thisfilth and vermin and decay.”

"Y ou freeks?' Gavin echoed. "Aren't you astudent?’
"Y ou don't have to be afreak to be a student.”

Gavin had never seen this man before, but he knew the man was no student, except in the general sense
that anyone who lives on acampusis astudent. Gavin doubted if he had ever been a student, athough he
might have enrolled briefly before dropping out. No, this man had drifted here and found the campuslife
easy and the pickings good—plenty of willing girls, money to be extorted or earned by extorting for
others, power to be served. He was a scavenger, a parasite on the student body, amercenary of the
revolution.

"l an't got dl day," the sergeant-at-arms said quietly. It was astedly quiet, like the quiet of aknife
dipping into an unsuspecting back. "1'd think you'd want to get out of aplacelikethis."

"Yeah," Gavin sad, sanding up. The room did sickening things, and Gavin grabbed thewal until it settled
down. "A guy downstairs sews legther into belts and bags and vests, and he starts up his machine about



thistime. A guy upstairsis on speed. He's been waiching astoneidol for two weeks now. The other day
we had to tie him down to his bed and gag him because the statue told him to put out his eyes, and he
wouldn't Sop screaming..."

"Y ou don't need to worry about the guy downgtairs,” the sergeant-at-arms said. "He didn't want to tell
me where you lived, and he won't be using his handsfor awhile. If you want, | can take care of the guy
upgtairs, too."

Gavin shivered. His attempt to be casual had turned into reality. "No need, no need,” he said. Poor Ned.
Faithful and broken. "I've got to change.”

"Y ou mean you got another pair of those? Why bother? No, you come now, asyou are.”

Gavin wondered if those were the man'singructions, but he didn't want to ask. A brief tension had run
through the room. Noothing obvious had changed, but it was like the difference between a cat stopped to
observe and one that has gathered itsdlf for aspring.

"Okay," Gavin said. He waked toward the door, his clothing clinging clammily to hisbody, hismind
beginning to shake the paralysis of deep, remembering. ..Jenny and Gregory... The night and the
river...Thelightning of battle..."Jenny!" he thought, and anguish made him stagger as he led the stranger
out the door and down the cresking stairsto the outside.

The sun hit him with shiny clubs. The day was bright and warm, asif it had never seen death or known
sorrow. Gavin looked at the buildings around him with astranger's eyes. He saw dl their sad age and
imperfections, the sagging walls, the weathered sides, the |oose boards, the gaps in the patched roofs, the
weeds that surrounded the houses like green savages, the trash and junk that lay scattered among the
weeds like the weeds of an industridized society, the grass sprouting in walks and streets asif they were
some strange mulch.

Thisishow the Professor would have seen it if he had been conscious when they brought him into the
house from the dley, Gavin thought.

The outdoors buzzed too, and Gavin redlized that his ears were buzzing. Everything around him seemed
brilliant and unred.

The sergeant-at-arms pushed Gavin from behind, and Gavin ssumbled down the concrete-block step
onto what remained of a concrete walk, and the mood was broken. But Gavin had astrange feding of
parting as they walked to Fourteenth Street and then dowly climbed the Hill.

"What are you studying?' Gavin asked the quiet man who walked just alittle behind him, alittleto his|eft.
Somehow, hefdt, he had to force the Situation into a more norma socia occasion.

The man thought for amoment and then said, "People.”

"Y eah, that'sright. Psychology. And abit of anatomy.”

The sunshinewaswarm, but Gavin shivered again. ™Y ou seem older."
"I'm from New Y ork. There you get old quick or you don't get old at al."

"Yeah," Gavin sad. Thisman with him, alittle behind, alittle to the left, was asurvivor of atougher
school than Gavin's. Gavin's chances with Gregory would not have been good, he knew, but he believed



that his chances with this deadly nonperson of a man were nonexistent.

They had reached the top of the Hill, and Gavin was breathing hard. He didn't know whether it was
emotiond strain or the swift pace. He had the feeling of being pushed, asif a phantom hand was dways
inthe middle of hisback.

Theair was clear on top of the Hill and the sun shone down upon them and students walked past on their
way to class or lunch or rendezvous, asif everything were normal, and Gavin wanted to call out to them
and say, "'l am being abducted by this person who iswalking alittle behind me and alittleto my left.
Fellow students,au secour!™ Only it would have seemed ridiculous, his being abducted by one average
sort of man, and he knew it wouldn't do any good anyway. Either he would recelve aswitchblade or an
ice pick in the side, or the sergeant-at-arms would fade away, average as he was, and later they would
doit al over again, only thistime without pretense of civility.

Better to go when he was summoned, asif willingly, than be dragged, twisting and hurt, into the presence
of StudEx.

Even as he was thinking these thoughts, he received a guiding shove on the shoulder that sent him toward
the front door of asmall chapel set in grass and climbing roses. Both the grass and the roses were
atificial. He stood inside the door for amoment, blinking in the darkness after the brilliance of the day,
seeing nothing, and a hand pushed him forward and then to the right down a dim aide between wooden
benchesthat dowly swam into view.

"All right, Willie," said ahigh-pitched voice from the darknessin front. Y ou can wait in the back. Y ou,
Gavin, stand whereyou are.”

Gavin stopped. To hisright he could see now the red, blue, and yelow stained-glass windows that
miraculoudy had escaped theriots of eighty-five. Then, dowly, three figures emerged from the darkness
like corpsesfloating to the top of alake. They were seated on alittle platform in front of him, so that,
even seated, they were taler than he was. The one on the left was fat and youthful; his round face,
framed with golden curls and hanging with chins, was rosy and innocent. He wore avoluminous white
robe, asif to concea hisbulk, but it overflowed the chair in which he sat, and the flesh of hisarms
overflowed the padded wooden arms of the chair. He was like a Roman boy emperor who had put aside
for the moment hisgolden laurels.

The one on the right was big and black and strong. His hair was short and curly. He wore shortsand a
ragged shirt through which his muscles bulged like fertility images carved from ebony.

Between the two was agirl. She seemed little more than achild. Asshe sat in her big chair her feet
dangled six inches from the floor. Brown hair was cut short and ragged around a childish face. Shirt and
dacksfit like doll clothes on aboyish body.

They were unred, and Gavin did not believein them.

"Y ou've been busy, Gavin," the fat boy said. Hiswas the high-pitched voice that had spoken to Willie.
"Yeeh," theblack said. "Busy."

Thegirl said nothing. Her dark eyeslooked roundly at Gavin like shoe buttonsin adoll's head.

Gavin nodded. His kneestrembled, and he hated them for displaying weakness.

"We wish to compliment you on the skill and professionalism with which you handled the abduction of the
Professor.”



"Good job," said the black.
"Thanks,” Gavin said. Hefdt asif he was answering talking statues.

"But..." Thefat boy broke off. "Did you have to come here in such deplorable condition? Redly, Gavin,
you stink." Hewaved onefat hand in front of hisnose like an aristocrat offended by the dums his actions
have created.

"| wanted to change,”" Gavin said, and instantly wished he had not spoken. The words sounded defensive,
and he felt weaker because of it.

"Youfresksaredl dike" the black said.
Thefat boy shook his head at the back of the room until his curlswobbled. "Willie, you're so impatient.”

But Gavin knew that they liked him muddy and damp in front of them, just asthey liked looking down at
him, and hetried to even things up by imagining them in other circumstances—in a sauna, for instance, or
ashower room. Then he decided he would think of them as the three monkeys who saw no evil, heard
no evil, and spoke no evil. Only, the last two monkeys were out of order. The girl had not yet spoken.

"But," the fat boy went on, "the operation last night was deplorable.” He rocked back and forthin his
huge charr metronomicaly.

"It wasn't my operation,” Gavin said.
"How can you say that? Y ou were there.”
"Againg my will."

"A leader like you?" thefat boy scoffed. "How could anyone make you go onaraid if you didn't wish to
go?" He had an aily voice that seemed to go on and on, ingnuating and subtle.

"Gregory intimidated Jenny. | went along to protect her." Gavin had afedling that they knew dl this, that
al these questions were anet being dowly tightened around him. Hislegs shook again, and helocked his
kneesto avoid seeming in terror of these chimerica creatures.

"Jenny'syour girl?" the black asked.

Gavin nodded, suddenly swept by grief.

"Shewas, Muhammad," the fat boy said.

What did they know about Jenny? Gavin thought in hismisery.

"We know everything that happened,” thefat boy said, asif in answer. "But we want to hear it from you.
Whose operation was it?"

An odor like incense began to force itsalf upon Gavin's senses. He would have smelled it before, he
thought increduloudy, but his nose had been stuffed with his own effluvium. "1 thought it was Gregory's,”
he said, "but now I'm beginning to think otherwise."

"Youthink it wasours," the black said.

"Of course hethinksit wasours," the fat boy said, rocking, "and of courseit was. Gregory wasn't smart
enough to plan araid as ambitious as that."



"It was dumb enough to be Gregory's,” Gavin said.
"Y ou think it was dumb?" asked the fat boy. "What did you think was dumb?

Gavin ignored the subtle menace in the fat boy's voice and plunged ahead. "Everything. The lack of
preparation, redigtic objectives, briefings, methods. .."

"Andyet," thefat boy mused, "it might have worked."
"And covered the campus with radiation.”
"If the townies had not been tipped off.”

"How do you know they were tipped off?* Gavin asked. He did not want to take them serioudy, but
sometimes a statement broke through hisfeding of fantasy. Incense! Like gods!

"l[twasatrap."

"How do you know that? Perhapsit was only poorly done. Asfar as| know, | was the only one present

who escaped dive.”
"That issugpicious, isn't it?" thefat boy said smoothly.
"Shit!"

"But someone had to, didn't they?" the fat boy asked. "I mean, Gregory was dumb, but he wasn't clumsy.
It would hardly be Gregory, now, would it? Or one of those in the squad with him. Why not the one who

got away?"'

"Maybe you were mad enough to tip off the townies," the black said. His muscles moved likeripplesina
Stream of tar.

The girl sat asmotionlessasaportrait by Gainsborough.

They weretrying to make themsdlvesred by irritating him, Gavin thought, but they couldn't succeed.
They weretoo improbable. "I'm going to sit down," Gavin said defiantly, hisjaw tight to keep hisvoice
from shaking. Hefdt the raised | eft edge of the bench next to him and edged himself over until he could
gnk into the segt.

"Of course," thefat boy said. "We want you to be comfortable." That wasalie. They didn't want him to
be comfortable at al.

"Evenif | knew how to inform the townies" Gavin said, "which | dont, | didn't know the raid wasfor the
power plant until we got there. Gregory kept saying it was the police barracks.”

"We can't prove that now," the fat boy said, shifting from one grotesque ham to the other. "Nobody's | eft
but you."

"Anyway," Gavin sad, taking up another position, "anyone could have squealed. Someone told me about
it that afternoon.”

"Who?" the black said, leaning forward, rippling.
"Why should | get himintrouble?"



"He meansthe Monkey," thefat boy said. Helooked at Gavin with clear, innocent eyes. "But that means
that you knew dl dong.”

"Who's going to believe an asskisser like Phil ?* Gavin said. "And if he knew, who didn't know? But |
suppose dl this meansthat you sent Phil to tell me what was going to happen.”

"Of course," thefat boy said. "There's no usetrying to deceive you, Gavin. Y ou're too bright for that. We
won't admit it outside thislittle sanctuary, but nothing happens on this campus that we don't know about,
and nothing important happens that we don't authorize."

Herocked. The black rippled. The girl watched.
"Likethe Professor?' Gavin asked.

"Well," thefat boy said, "we didn't learn about that until afterward. Aswetold you, it was anice, tight
operation. What | want you to understand, however, isthat we needed afdl guy for theraid if it didn't
come off, and, Gavin, you'reit."

"You think I'd risk not only my life but Jenny's?"
"Youwereangry,” thefat boy said.
"Y ou were out of your head," the black said.

"Y ou weren't thinking straight, and you thought you could rid yourself of Gregory and get away. Asyou
did," the fat boy said.

"Without Jenny?" Gavin's desperation broke through. "Whereis Jenny?"
"Wethought you'd tell us," thefat boy said.

For thefirgt time Gavin thought he wastelling the truth. " After the townies started shooting, | couldn't find
her. Shewas gone."

"Sheisn't on campus,” thefat boy said.
Herocked. The black rippled. The girl stared.
Reveation cameto Gavin. "Y ou tipped off the townies!"

"Of course,” thefat boy said. "Rather, the Monkey—the boy you cal Phil—tipped them off a our
indructions.”

"But why did you give them your own man, your own raid party?'

Thefat boy shrugged. "Well, we couldn't have the campus showered with radioactivity, could we? Y ou
pointed that out yourself. Even cutting off the el ectricity would have been abore.”

"Then why order theraid at dl?* Gavin complained. The wordswere going around in front of him likea
soird gdaxy.

"We needed it right now," the fat boy said. "Revolutionary activity had been pretty light recently, and the
masses have been restive. We needed something highly visible, but we needed martyrs more than we
needed victories. Revolution feeds on martyrs and soon grows surfeited with success.”



Gavin could fed the world fragmenting around him like a Steuben glass vase tapped with abalIpeen
hammer. "How did you get Gregory to go along with it?"

"Wetold him only what he wanted to hear—that it was dangerous, even foolhardy." Thefat boy rocked
complacently. "That sort of thing never bothered Gregory. He had atouching faith in hisown
invulnerability. And then we promised him any girl he wanted. He had afoolish lust for thisone girl. It
doesn't make sense, redly..."

llMy \le]y?l
"Y our Jenny then, Gregory's Jenny later. The differenceisinfinitesmal. What doesit matter?

The pieces of theworld began to fdl, in dow motion, like glass snowflakes, leaving only black
nonexistence where they had been. " People matter!"

"Of course people matter!" The fat boy was exasperated. "Individuas don't matter. People matter. And
we must do what is good for people, for people and the revolution. We can't et ourselves get enmeshed
in persondities.”

Some Radiclibs,said the Professor,are able only to love people abstractly because they hate people
individually, and they are perfectly willing, therefore, to sacrifice what they hate for what they
love.

"But why would you want to get rid of Gregory?' He had to force himsalf back to redlity, even though
redlity kept receding before him, buzzing in his ears, unfocusing his eyes. These three incredible creatures
gtting in front of him had set them up like pieces on the chessboard of their world, each with itsown
move. "Y ou move!" they told Gregory, and he plunged into danger. "'Y ou movel" they told Jenny, and
she meekly followed. Y ou move!" they told Gavin, and he threw himsalf between the other two. Now
they judtified their cruel game with the name of revolution. They were the menace. They werethe
Moirae—Clotho, Laches's, and Atropos. He had to destroy them. He had to ddliver mankind from their
fatal grasp. But he could not move. He was too week. He felt himsalf becoming unredl.

"He was getting to be abit of aproblem,” the fat boy said, serene again. " Always going off on hisown,
reckless, arrogant, hard to contral..."

"Hedidn't give ashit about revolution," the black said.

"That too," thefat boy said. "He even made Willie nervous, and not much makes Willie nervous. Gregory
was dispensable. The others were dispensable. Actually, Gregory makes a better martyr than araid
leader. And, of course, we wanted you out of the way, too."

“Why me?”

"Elections are coming up soon. Ordinarily thiswould be no problem, but times are a bit unsettled.
Students were talking about you for president.”

"That didn't interest me."

"Y ou say that now," thefat boy said, "but StudEx hasits apped, particularly for a sincere revolutionary
who sees how the revolution can be operated more effectively: StudEx wields great power."

Power, the Professor said. The basic question is power.

"We could have avoided that unpleasantness;” the fat boy continued. "There was no question of that. But



sncererivas, we havefound, are better removed than left to gather support and nurture dissent.”
"Y ou would have chegated in the dection?'

The fat boy was shocked. "Nothing as crude asthat. We would smply have got out the vote—our
vote—and thereisn't enough student interest in campus poalitics to overcome our well-organized
minority.”

Theworld continued to fdl in tinkling splinters. "Why not let the will of the Sudents prevail ?* Gavin's
voice sounded distant to him, asif it belonged to someone ese.

"Students got no will," the black said.

"Right, Muhammead," thefat boy said. " Students don't know what they think until wetell them. We are
the revolution. No one dseisqualified to replace us. No oneis capable of wielding power as effectively
or asdispassonatdy.”

"And my unfortunate surviva upset your plans,” someone sad. "Sorry."

Thefat boy raised afat hand; hiswhole arm wobbled. "No need. We had considered that possibility.
Clearly you are aresourceful person. If you escaped, then we had aclear choice: to dispose of you
permanently or to persuade you to join us on our terms. Now it's your choice."

"Between what?'
"Weé're offering you the position of raid leeder.”
"Gregory's postion?”

Thefat boy spread his hands, pams up, and rocked in his chair. The muscles on the black moved. The
girl st quite dtill.

"Why would you offer me something like that?' someone asked.

"Wehavelost araid leader,” thefat boy said. "We need anew one. Y ou are clearly qudified. Y ou will
have won a position of honor and privilege; we will have exchanged a hothead for acool one, aconfused
mind for aclear one, abad leader for agood one. The perquisites of the office are these: any girl you
want, an automatic A in any course you wish to take, avirtualy unlimited expense account, and free
access to whatever drug supplies you need, so long asit doesn't interfere with your duties.”

Thelight from the westering sun colored the rough stone wall behind the fantagtic trio with motley like an
effulgence of their power.

"And what must | do?' someone asked.
Thefat boy shrugged. His shouldersrippled under the white robe. " Anything we say."

"It sounds,” someone said, "like asentence which you can execute anytime you wish. Isthiswhat you do
with al your rivas?'

"The aternative is more certain and less pleasant,” the fat boy said.
"No." The word echoed.

"You're crazy, man," the black said.



"I'm not interested in power."

Thefat boy frowned. "What eseisthere?"

"What else, man?' the black said.

Thefat boy rocked. The black rippled. The girl watched, round-eyed and till.
"Knowledge. Truth." Someone else wasin the room, answering for Gavin.
"Knowledge of what?' the fat boy asked. " The truth about what?"

The other person shrugged. "Everything.”

"Whét about the revolution?"

"First you must know," the other person said. "Then you make the revolution.”
"No, no," thefat boy said. "First you make the revolution. Then you find out what for."
"I never did think that made sense," the other person said. Where was he?

"Besides," thefat boy said, "what isthere to know? Five percent of the people own ninety-five percent of
the wedlth in this country. We know that. The history of al existing society isthe history of class
struggle.’ We know that. The revolution creates a clasdess society; in the process, the proletariat become
theruling class, until the sate withers avay. We know that; Marx told us.”

"What he means,” the black said, "is power to the people. The poor isgonnaget rich, and therichis
gonnaget shot. That'sthe revolution.”

"Kill the oppressors,” thefat boy said, "and liberate the oppressed. We will bring freedom and justice to
theworld if we haveto destroy theworld in the process.”

The sunlight streaming, filtered and changed, through the stained-glasswindows fdll like clown's paint
upon theterrible three. The fat boy was ill. The black was tense. The girl's round eyes narrowed.

Someone giggled. "Eenie, meenie, and miney,” someone said. "Words. Words." Gavin knew now who
wastaking: it was the Professor. A wave of dizziness rocked his head, and the scene wavered in front of
him.

"It'sdl agame," he heard the Professor saying. ™Y ou're playing adeadly little game with people'slives,
and you're making it seem redl by dressing it up in ancient words and creeds. It's no different from the
games you played as children, except thistimeit'sfor keeps. It's no different from the chickens
establishing a pecking order, except that chickens don't kill. And the funny part about al thisisthat you
believeit; you think it matters, and the only onesit mattersto are those who get used. Thefunny partis
that you don't know it'sagame.”

Gavin laughed. He was happy with the laugh. The sound was not too hystericd. It would have been a
completdy satisfying laugh if the room had not been shimmering and buzzing and the three student leaders
had not loomed up and receded like azoom lens gone mad. In the midst of hislaughter, Gavin redized
that they saw themselves not as see-no-evil, hear-no-evil, peak-no-evil, not as the Fates, not as eenie,
meenie, and miney, but asa Roman triumvirate or a Soviet troika, and he laughed harder, laughed until
the room blurred with tears and the world ached, and he laughed even harder when he thought he heard
thefat boy cdl, "Willie" but dl buzzy and distorted and strung out, like "Will-dl-eray!" and the little girl in



the middle, whose feet did not touch the floor, who had not made a sound, seemed to say, "There are
better ways than making martyrs. Aswe should know. Leave him."

When the laughter died, shivers shook him. He wrapped hisarms around his chest to hold himsdlf ill,
and haf-roseto find hisway back out into sunshine and sanity, but histhigh musclesjdlied and his
traitorous knees surrendered to the weakness of his body, and he sank back, the room spinning until he
had to close hiseyes. He could still fed it spinning, but he didn't have to watch it.

Hefdl over on the hard bench, on his side, hisknees drawn up toward his chest for warmth, and shook.
A few moments later lava poured through hisveins, and hisbody uncurled gratefully like aflower inthe
sun. But swesat sprang from his pores and trickled icily down his sides, and he shivered uncontrollably
when his clothing touched his nervestudded skin.

The roomwomb closed around him, and he relaxed, grateful for protection, grateful for warmth, grateful
for darkness, beset asit waswith ice and fire, dternating like a glass figurine being tested to destruction.

Later he had avague memory, like the vagrant snatches of adream, of people around him, looming over
him, their faces large and distorted, of voicesrising and faling, booming and whispering, coming and
going, buzzing and buzzing, and of movement, like dopefloating, only better, through bright and dark,
stopping and starting, of afinger of ice that burned his arm and afinger of fire that cooled his body, and
of deep that came, not like the blackjack of unconsciousness, but softly, gently hedling, like cool fingers
across hiseydids.

He came awake dowly. At first he thought everything had been adream, that hewas till lying in his bed,
and he reached out for Jenny, for the reassurance of her magnificent flesh, but his hopeful hand met
nothing but empty air. And then he knew that the experience with Gregory and the power plant had not
been adream, that Jenny was gone and he was aone, and he thought he still waslying on the old
wooden churchgoers bench in the onetime chapel where he had been interrogated and then taken on top
of amountain by StudEx, but he knew that was wrong, too. What he reclined on was too soft, too tacky,
for wood; it felt like leather or vinyl, and he opened hiseyes.

Looking down at him, close, concerned, was aface he liked instantly. 1t was aface that was ol der,
kinder, and less competitive than those he had known for the past four years. The face was male, and it
had gray at the temples and wrinklesin the forehead and around the mouth and nose, and Gavin redlized
what he had missed in the faces he had seen around him amost constantly for four years, dl unlined,
unformed, uncertain, unlivedin. Variety.

"You're better," theface said asit drew back.

Gavin could see now that the face had awell-shaped body, perhaps a bit shorter than average height,
clad in atwo-piece dark suit with awhite turtleneck benesth. What Gavin had taken to be ahigh
forehead was atanned bald area surrounded on three sides by a neat fringe, like atonsure with territorial
ambitions. "What was wrong with me?* Gavin asked.

"A serious case of pneumonia,” the old man said. He had awide mouth with lipsthat moved with
fascinating flexibility when he talked, and a nose that twitched when he sniffed. Gavin liked him even
more. "But we shot you full of antibiotics. Y ou'll bedl right now."

"Yes" Gavin sad, looking around him, "1 think | will." The ceiling was clean and white. Gavin swung
himsdlf upright. A wave of dizziness swiftly passed. He wasin amedium-sized office with whitewallsand
redleather chairs and alarge dark wooden desk in front of him. The desktop was rough and splintered,
asif peoplein hobnailed boots had danced on it, and the white walls were scrawled with dogans: "Kill
the Motherfuckerd"..." Screw the Establishment!™. .."Hang the Chancellor!™..."Workers of the World,



Unitel"..."Victory or death!"..."No Treaty with Traitors'..."Keep the Faith!"..."For agrest lay, cdl
Maude—4-5130"..."Butcher the Butcherd!”..."Sartrewas a Fartre"..."Camus,
too"..."Solidarity"..."Pigsagaing thewd|!"

"Y ou'rethe Chancdlor,” Gavin said, "and thisisthe Chancellor's office." He said it asif he had suddenly
found himsdlf in a place hallowed by history, like Jerusalem or the White House or Sproul Hall.

The older man nodded. He didn't seem formidable or evil, Gavin thought, but he knew he wasin the
presence of the Enemy, and his senses sharpened and |ooked for waysto escape. "How did | get here?”’
he asked.

"My officers picked you up at the old chapel," the Chancellor said. He leaned against the front edge of
the desk, hdf-gitting.

"Kampuskops?' Gavin said.
"That's your namefor them," the Chancellor said wistfully. "We prefer others.™
Gavin shrugged. "Kampuskops are Kampuskops.”

"Yes," the Chancellor said, "and students are students. That's one of our problems. Anyway, they took
you to the outpatient clinic, got you diagnosed, treated, and brought you here.”

Gavin looked at the windows on hisleft. They were set deep into terra-cottawals. They framed black
night. The only exit from the room was a door besde the leather-covered sofa on which he sat. "Why?"
he asked.

"What did you do with the Professor?' the Chancellor asked.
"I don't know what you're talking about,” Gavin said automaticaly.

A note of weariness crept into the Chancellor'svoice. ™Y ou don't have to play games. We know you
abducted him. We know who was involved besides yoursdlf.”

"If you knew dl that and if what you knew were true, you wouldn't be asking me these questions,” Gavin
said. "And you couldn't prove anything." That wastrue, Gavin knew. No one would talk to the kops
except under extreme duress, and anything like Ned's broken hands would invaidate any evidence he
might beforced to give.

"Of course," the Chancellor said. "Therésthis unreasoning hatred and distrust of authority. But were not
concerned with proving anything. We're not going o punish you for that. Not that we wouldn't like to, you
understand. Many of usliked the Professor. But he waived hislegd rights when he came on campus, he
didn't have to, but that's what he wanted. 'Don't punish anyone in my name," he told me once. 'If
something happensto me, it's one of two things: my own fault or my own doing.' We just want to know
what happened to him."

Gavin heard the note of sorrow in the Chancellor's voice and what he would have considered in other
circumstances an eement of sincerity, but he hardened his heart. "If you think I'm going to tell you
anything, you don't know students very well. We aren't going to cooperate with the authority that has
been fasdy placed over us.”

They sat therelooking at each other, Gavin defiant, the Chancellor sad, until Gavin said, "If theré's
nothing ese, I'll thank you for the medica care and beon..." Hetried to get up, but his kneeswouldn't
hold him. He sat forward on the sofa, breathing hard, massaging histhighs,



"I'm afraid,” the Chancdllor said, "it isn't that easy.”
"It wasn't easy at dl," Gavin sad.

The Chancellor spread his hands helplessy. "Y ou speak of authority. It isn't that way." He nodded asiif
he had reached adecision. "'l want you to understand how it is."

"The Professor used to say," Gavin said, "when somebody tellsyou, ‘I want you to understand how it is;
he means he wants you to hear his excuses for why he hasto behave abominably."

The Chancellor nodded. "Quite right. Only, in this case | want you to know the Situation not because |
want your forgiveness, nor to absolve mysdlf, but because you were the Professor's student and | think

you respected him."

"And you want meto tell you what happened to him,” Gavin added cynically. He shrugged. "If you won't
let me go and I'm too wesk to make afight of it, | guess1'll haveto listen." But he thought he could fed
the strength flowing back into histhighs. Perhaps soon he could make afight of it, or aflight of it.

"Inthefirst place," the Chancdllor said, "1 have no authority. | have no power."
Gavin laughed. "The Professor used to say, 'Beware the power of people who say they have no power.™

"And yet, in some cases it must betrue. | am afigurehead, no better than ajanitor—worse, redly,
because | serve no useful function. | neither govern nor direct. | do not admit, | do not grade, | do not
dismissor graduate.”

"The Kampuskops," Gavin reminded him.

"My officersare actorsin aplay they do not understand. They do nothing important. They arrest nobody
important. They play partsin this campusfarce, and the fact that they do not know themselves as actors
makesthefarce even funnier.”

"They arrested me."

"l wastold whereto find you by a student informer, who aso told me who was responsible for the
Professor's abduction.”

"Phil?" Gavin asked. Wasthe little sycophant playing adangerous double game?

"That ishisname.”

Why was the Chancdllor telling him this? Wasit aploy to gain his confidence? "He worksfor Studex.”
"I know," the Chancellor said. "The ordersto pick you up came from Studex.”

Gavindidn't believeit. SUdEX might exert its petty tyrannies over individua students, but it would never
connive with authority. "Did they also tdll you to treat my illness?' he asked.

"That wasmy idea, I'm afraid. | wasn't told that you were sick, so | wasfreeto use my own initiative.”

It wasal soridiculous, and the most ridiculous part was that the Chancellor expected him to betaken in
by it. "If you have no power, why are you here?"

"Cadll me ascapegoat,” the Chancellor said, choosing hiswords with apparent care. "Call me ahostage.”



"Not aChancdlor?’

"A hostage”

"For what?'

"For the good behavior of society.”

Gavin laughed. "Why would society hesitate to act because of you?'

The Chancellor laughed too. Only, there was something hollow about it. "It wouldn't. That's funny, right?
Not for me as me. But for the position, that's another matter. | have atitle. Chancellor. And for someone
uniquely on a spot, extraordinary efforts often will be exerted. Like an explorer in acave or an astronaut
headed for Mars. If they get into difficulties, hundreds of untitled men and women will risk their livesto
save him. He'sthere done, and I'm here done. I'm ahostage for society, a scapegoat for the students.”

IIWI,1y yapl

The Chancellor looked thoughtful. "1 was...important, once. A physician. A scientist. An author. A
teacher. A man with aname. And now I'm none of those things. Thetime | have spent here has eroded
them completely away. I'm atitle, a scapegoat, a hostage, and I'm here because while I'm here conditions
may not get worse. Society gill can exert some small restraints upon youthful excesses. | remind students
of another world."

"You'reatarget for every student with agrievance,” Gavin said.

"That, too. That goes with the office," the Chancellor said. "But if they didn't have me, what other targets
would they find?'

"Yourebeing used," Gavin said scornfully. "By the establishment you cal society.”

"And just as much by the students, which you cal the revolution.”

"You'rejust playing games.”

"That'swhat growing up is, right? Playing games, trying on different roles, practicing for life?'

Gavin thought about that for amoment. The Chancellor was beginning to remind him of agentler
Professor, and unconscioudly he was beginning to accept what the Chancellor said astruth. "Maybe so,
but if this'—he swept his hand to encompass the campusand al it implied—"isagame, dl lifeisagame.”

"Many wise men have used that metaphor,” the Chancellor said. "But there's a difference between
metaphor and redlity. In a sense, the games of the child evolveinto theredlity of the adult dong a
continuum, so that at no point between the two isa participant able to say that thisisal gameand that is
dl redlity. But thereisapoint when, in spite of role-playing in adult life, amature individua knowsthat he
isserioudy engaged with life, that thisisred, no game-playing involved."

"That's just another ploy of the establishment,” Gavin said, "to keep young people from pressing their
demandsfor justice and revol ution—the promise of jam tomorrow."

" Jam tomorrow?' the Chancellor asked.

"That's what the White Queen said to Alice: the pay isjam every other day—jam yesterday or jam
tomorrow, but never jam today, because today isn't any other day.”



"Y ou humanities types dways have the better of me,” the Chancellor said, and sighed. "Never jam today.
That'swhat it seems like when you're young and impatient, and the games seem redl. So we haveto
isolateyou...."

"Wheat are you talking about?'
"Thewalls," the Chancellor said. "I'm talking about the walls. That'swhat they'refor. To kegp you in.”
Who isinside the walls and who is outside?the Professor asked.

"After the uneasy quiet of the Apprehensive Decade,” the Chancellor said, "burned out by the riots of the
sxties, darmed by shortages and inflation and unemployment, the overdl trend established in the late
sxtiesresumed its progress toward anarchy—the energy problemswere solved in avariety of ways,
inflation was checked by cheap power and the increase in efficiency brought about by automation;
unemployment subsided with the shortened workweek, student sdlaries, and early retirement; the
guaranteed annual income took care of the poor; and the delayed adolescence of the middle-class young
was further delayed.” The Chancellor grinned apologeticaly. "That, at least, isthe way our best historians
have summarized it for me"

Increasingly Gavin began thinking of him asthe Professor.

"On the other hand, the sociologiststell me," the Chancellor said, "that the behavior of young people was
predictable. They are the products of severd generations of permissive childrearing, egditarian homes,
praisefor childish crestivity no matter how poverty-stricken the imagination or inadequate the execution,
primary and secondary education from which the concepts of discipline and content have disappeared,
and persond freedom of movement and sexud activity. We gave you liberty and deprived you of
society's voice, the superego. No wonder you began to believe that life was al freedom and leisure.

"Those haven't been the only influences: sociologists have identified the growing glorification of youth and
the diminishing respect for age, the overpowering numbers of young people, the creation of ayouth
identity by advertisng in pursuit of amarket, and atradition of youthful rebellion reinforced by peer
approva and pressures.”

"Y ou've forgotten the law-and-order movement,” Gavin pointed out.

"No," the Chancellor said, "this was as much a part of the youth movement as anything dse, only it was
an inevitable reaction to the pressures by youth to revolutionize society, and inevitably it only served to
intengify the pressures. Inevitably, it led to the riots of eghty-five, and we redized—"

"Who redized?'

"Adultsin generd, but specifically Congress and the President and the dectorate, which had consented in
the l[aw-and-order strategy, even if with misgivings—we dl resdlized that we had been wrong. We had
created anew breed of humanity—not just in the United States, but everywhere around the world as
internationa travel and communication wiped out purely nationa cultures—a breed which like dl newly
created groups was sure that it had amonopoly upon virtue, that whatever it waswas right, that
whenever it wanted to know what wasright it had only to consult itsingtincts. We had a choice of
destroying it beforeit destroyed us, or of walling it off, encysting it. We couldn't destroy you. After dl,
you were our children—I mysdlf lost two children to your Crusade—and we had created you, and there
were new generations coming up behind, like you or worse. We had gone too far to change our theories
and methods of childrearing. It isessy to loosen thereins of authority but difficult to tighten them again.
That would have involved the kinds of effort we no longer were capable of making and would have
revolutionized our society amost as much as you threatened. So we gave you the campuses. Wewalled



you in. The serious scholars departed, and we |eft you here to play your games and survive, if you could,
and maybe some of you would graduate.”

"What do you mean, graduate?”
"Into adulthood and responsibility.”

"Y ou mean into surrender to the establishment,” Gavin said. But he was becoming confused. This could
not be the Professor who was lecturing him; the Professor was dead.

"No, that'swhat you mean," the Chancellor said. He sniffed, and his nose twitched to one side. "Well, |
came here as Chancellor in eighty-six. I've been here nearly ten years, and I've lost hope. I've seen few
graduate. |'ve seen conditions deteriorate. | have seen campus life become so persondly satisfying that
no one wantsto leave in spite of the petty tyrannies that make existence perilous—I'm afraid they only
add spiceto alife of license that might otherwise pall..."

"If there were an abduction on this campus such as you described earlier,” Gavin brokein, "and if, by
accident, the Professor died, | think the students would have buried him under the library lawn." Had that
been only night before last? he thought.

"Under thelibrary lawn?' The Chancellor consdered it and then shook hishead in admiration. "We
would never have thought to look there. How did you manage...? Oh, well, never mind. | can't gpprove
what you did, but your choice of aresting place shows more understanding than any of uswould have
expected. We thought he would end up among the cadavers. But you don't seem like the kind of young
man to indulgein casua pranks. Why did you do it?

"A person such asyou describe," Gavin said, "could have only one vaid reason: admiration.”
"Admiration?'

"Wel, love"

"Love," the Chancellor mused. "Imaginethat." He sghed. "Thank you for that. Now you may leave."
"I may leave," Gavin echoed.

"Let meput it abit differently. Y ou must leave."

"Wheream | going?' Gavin asked warily, hismusclestensing.

"You'rebeing expdled.”

"You said you didn't expd students.”

"| don't. Thisisthe action of Studex."

Gavin sprang at the Chancellor. The Chancellor tried to retreat, but the desk was behind him. Gavin hit
him in the chest with his shoulder, and the Chancellor went back over the desk like an acrobat. Hope
flickered that the middle-aged man wasn't hurt, even if he was aliar and a cheat, as Gavin turned toward
the door. He tugged at the handle, and when the door didn't move, he searched for locks and hidden
buttons. Nothing. He fumbled around the handle. As hisfingers moved, the door clicked and then did
into thewall under his hands.

Standing in the doorway, shoulder-to-shoulder, were Willie and a Kampuskop. Each caught an arm and
swung Gavin around to face the desk. The Chancellor was rising from behind it. Not an article of clothing



was disturbed, not ahair was out of place, but something was wrong with hisjaw.

"Take him to the southeast gate," he said in astrained mechanica voice. "Take him to the southeast gate.
Take him to the southeast gate..."

Too many redlizations were pouring in upon Gavin smultaneoudy for him to adjust. The Chancellor was
not a person. Gavin had been talking al thiswhile with arobot.

The Chancellor-thing pulled itself upright and pushed its jaw back into shape with aclick audible across
theroom. "By now," it said, "you will have recognized that | am amechanica creation, not a creature of
flesh and blood like yoursdlf. But | wish to digpose of two misgpprehensions.” Human or not, this
Chancdllor could not let something done. He had to keep chewing at it like adisputatiousdog. "l wasa
rea person, but, unfortunately, | was assassinated in the second year of my tenure here. Fortunately, my
brain aready had been cloned and this body created. It had been intended as my dterego, my stand-in
for difficult moments, but it became the Chancellor. Since then | have been shot five times, hanged twice,
stabbed more times than | can remember, and beaten amost daily. Resurrectionismy fate. Only a
meachine could have endured it.” It hesitated. " And even amachinefindsit difficult.”

Agang hiswill, Gavin felt sympathy rising in him for this machine with fedings.

"I have not been replaced because | serve my function of hostage as meaningfully in thisform asin any
other. Y ou may think it ridiculous to have amechanical Chancellor. But it isno moreridiculous than
having mechanica students. And that iswhat you are, responding mechanicaly to stimuli like so many
robots." The Chancellor-thing dumped at its desk, its head cupped in hands like astatue of misery.

Willie and the Kampuskop wheeled once more and virtualy carried Gavin between them out of the office
and down the hall, through the bulletproof-glass doorway, and down the marble steps, hisfeet
occasiondly touching the floor. Gavin thought he could hear gears whirring in the Kampuskop, and he
was not too sure about Willie. They threw him into the back of atwo-man squad car and did down the
rear door. Gavin tugged at it, but the door was locked. A moment later an engine started, and the car
rumbled aong the avenue, itstires dmogt flattened by the weight of the armor. Gavin's cubicle had no
windows, he could only guess at their direction.

Theimplications of Gavin's discoveries were beginning to piece themselves together. What wasthis Iron
Chancdlor? Wereitswords only clever mechanical responsesto obvious verba stimuli, or were they
infinitely variable like the human mind? Was the mechanica man controlled by programsin adistant
computer? It had spoken of a cloned brain. Wasthat living brain hooked up inside the robot? Or was it
protected somewhere e se, nourished in some larger and more convenient receptacle, linked to the Iron
Chancellor by radio receptors and transmitters grafted to gppropriate nerve endings?

But apparently the Chancellor had been correct about his expulsion. Willie surely had been present to
make certain the orders of StudEx were carried out. Which meant, no doubt, that he had been wrong dl
along about StudEx, and if that was true, wrong about the Chancellor aswdll.

Gavin's mind waswhirling in his head, trying to grab thering of redlity, but al hisimages had been
shattered, dl the familiar sgnpostsin hisworld pointed in the wrong direction, and he did not know
where the truth could be found.

While he was thus confused, the car turned right, stopped, reversed, and backed, turning toward the | eft.
Outside, something clanged and rattled metdlicaly. The back door of the squad car rolled up, and in the
faint garlight Gavin saw the stone gateposts of the southeast gate on either Side of him. Between the
posts a heavy meta gate had been raised high. He faced the featureless night, but he knew what waited
for him in the darkness—one hundred feet of cleared land and then the beginning of town, with al its



unknown dangers for the student.

Hetried to squeeze himsdf farther into the car, but the wall behind him moved inexorably toward the
back, pushing him into the night and uncertainty, pushing him out of the protected place he had cometo
know and to love, expdling him from paradiseinto the cold indifference of the outer world.

And then, on the edge of the car, clinging to it, he gave up and legped into the night, yelling his defiance
and outrage. As he leaped, the gate rattled down behind him and lights came on above him, blinding him,
exposing him to hisenemies.

And he stood aone upon acold and light-blasted plain.
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5

No Place Like Home

Pd eolithic man needed many children to replace the men and women lost to hunting accidents, hardship,
and disease; neolithic man needed alarge family so that afew children would surviveto carefor himin
hisold age; industria man needed no children but couldn't control his paealithic ingtincts; modern men
and women can control their paeolithic fertility but not their neolithic culturd heritage. Parenthood
survives asacultura foss| and isno sooner committed than regretted. And so the university campus
becomes a place where students are sent by their parents so that they will not have to be continually
reminded of their folly. Within the campus, studentslearn how to extend delinquency into acareer. The
convent and the military school wereits historic counterparts, with one significant difference: herethe
asylumisrun by theinmeates.

—THE PROFESSOR'S NOTEBOOK

Hisarmsthrown wide againgt the gate that barred him from the campus, Gavin faced the night and the
enemieswho hid behind it, and shouted, "All right, come and get me! One at atime or al together! I'm

ready for you!"

Hefdt better for his outburst though a bit sheepish about the heroic pose and the ancient formulain
which he had expressed his defiance. The words had come to hislips unbidden, perhaps out of the long
hours of childhood he had spent with books or in front of the flickering images on thewall screen.

The only answer was silence. It poured back upon him like the cold waves of the sea upon the shore.

"Comeon!" he shouted. "Don't be afraid! I'm dl alone! Surely there are enough of you to overcome one
sudent.”

Again, slence. Gavin frowned, then shrugged and marched forward across the rubble that separated the
campuswall from the town. It was performed bravely enough, but when he reached the edge of the
darkness beyond the lights of thewadll, he sdled into it, crouching, asif he wastrying to dide between the
heavy black-velvet panels of acurtain.

He stopped and waited for his eyesto adjust to the darkness, his body tensed for ablow that might hit at
any moment. Nothing touched him except amoth blundering past him toward the distant lights. Gradualy
hisfighting tension eased as the adrenaline was washed from his bloodsiream. When at last he could see,
he discovered that he was aone. In front of him was arow of dark houses, afew stepsto hisleft wasa
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paved street that led down the hill.

Hefdt like afool. No one had been waiting for him. No one had cared. And yet—the thought cameto
him—yperhaps they were lurking behind the houses, waiting to seeif he were point man for an ambush,
luring him farther into their territory before they pounced.

That was morelike it. He would play their game because he had no choice. Here he was—defensdless,
aone, gill weak from hisillness, an exile from his chosen country. He waked down the middle of the
dreet asthe | sradlites might have walked between the parted waters of the Red Sea. Hisfootsteps, light
asthey were upon the pavement, sounded loud in the night.

Streetlights began at the end of thefirst block. Bugs buzzed around them and knocked againgt the
protective glass with a staccato best asif they were transmitting some coded message to the world.
Gavin avoided the lighted areas. Thiswas not like the blasted part of town through which Gregory had
led them. People lived here. Grass was cut neatly near the sdewalk, Gavin could see at the edge of the
cones of light, and the sidewalks and the Streets were in good repair.

Gavin took adeep breath. The air smelled good. For years he had not thought he could breathe the air
outside the campuswalls, but now, strangely, he felt freer than he had felt for along time. He did not
know why, but he decided not to think about that now. He could, he realized, return to the campus
through the secret passageway he had used last night. He was maybe amile eat of it, but he felt sure he
could find it again if he were not attacked before he got there. But returning was pointless. Jenny was
gone, and the Professor was gone, and the campus had nothing more for him, not even learning. And if
he returned, he probably would be killed in some particularly nasty way by Willie or some other agent of
StudEX, or perhaps even by the Kampuskops.

He could try to organize a countermovement to outvote or overthrow StudEx, and there was some merit
inthat; but he knew the notion was quixotic. Before he was more than started, StudEx or the Chancellor
would act, and he could not operate completely underground in so small and organized a society. In any
case, it was acorrupt society in which he no longer felt any interest.

"People get the government they deserve,” the Professor said once,

Something moved in the darkness. Light came from windows in some of the houses here, asif they
scorned the concealment of raidshades, and in their small glow Gavin glimpsed a head turning and ahand
reaching, and he grabbed a bony shoulder and athin arm.

"Hey, fella," asoprano voice said, "keep your handsto yoursdf!" And then, in atone of delighted
discovery, "Hey, Ma, herésa student! A rea student!”

"Shut up!" Gavin said. "What are you trying to do?" As he spoke, he redlized that the shoulder and arm
he held in his hands belonged to aboy perhapsten yearsold.

"Me?' said the boy. "L ook around you, man!"
Gavin looked and saw no one. He shook the boy. "What do you mean?”

The boy opened hishand. In it wasasmall crawling insect. As Gavin watched, apart of its anatomy
glowed and was dark, glowed and was dark.

"A lightning bug,” Gavin said, and understood that what he had not seen around him were the flickering
spots of light that appeared in the night, disappeared, and reappeared afew feet away. For amoment he
was returned to the long, brown summer evenings when he was aboy.



"Y oung man," said acam voice from the nearby darkness, "I got me ashotgun aimed at your heed. |
intend to shoot high with the first one so as not to hit Johnny, but | can't guarantee you won't get afew
pellets. The second shot, Johnny'll just have to take his chances.”

"Hell, Ma, don't shoot,” the boy said with equa camness. "Thisfelaant much." Asif to demongratethe
truth of what he said, the boy twisted in Gavin's hands and was gone.

"All right, young man,” the first voice said from the darkness, "walk over here dow where| can seeyou.”

Gavin estimated his chances of legping into the darkness and decided they weren't good enough. Slowly
he walked toward the voice. Within afew feet he was walking on the resilience of grass and could smell
its sharp green odor. A few more feet and he made out the dim outline of aporch and adark figure
Segted on it.

"That'sfar enough,” the voice said. Gavin stopped.

Thefigure on the porch was smdll, and from the darkness came the cresking of wood against wood, asif
arocker were dowly moving back and forth.

"Why," thevoice said, "you sure ain't much, are you? All ragged and bedraggled. Why you out here this
timeof night?'

Gavinwasdglent.

"Speak up, boy! | got dl the patience in the world, but this shotgun—it ain't got patience one.”

"l wasexpdled.”

"Expeled, isit? Well, that's different. That meansyou ain't rightly a student anymore, doesn't it?"

"That'strue," Gavin said, though al it meant was that he no longer was a student within the campuswall
that he had known. Being a student, he redlized now, was unrelated to surroundings or circumstances, it
was a state of mind, as the Professor had said. He would never stop being a student.

The voice of thelittle woman on the porch softened. "'Well, | wouldn't want a student in my house—not
even one who's been expelled—but | don't like to see no one, not even a student, in ashape like you.
Johnny, go get ashirt and apair of pants out of Billy's clost.”

"But, Ma," the boy protested from behind the woman, "someday maybe | can wear ‘em.”

"You an't never gonnabe asbig asBilly," the woman said. ™Y ou take more after my side of the family;
Billy took after hispa'ssde. And Billy ain't never coming home. While you're about it, Johnny, you might
get thisyoung fellaan apple off the kitchen able.”

The door opened and freed a shaft of light that briefly silhouetted the figure of the smal woman sittingina
rocking chair, thelong, straight barrel of ashotgun extending the right arm of the chair like adeadly iron

tongue.

"You arein bad shape, son,” the woman said, and Gavin redized that the spray of light had splashed him
aswadll, and that the woman was cdling him by another name. Gavin shifted to avoid the light when he
door reopened.

"Not too close," the woman said. "1 may be sentimentd, but | ain't foolish. Where you heading?'

"Home," Gavin said, and knew suddenly that it wastrue. That was where he was going, and he didn't



know why, except that there was nowhere else to go.
"That's good, son." Thewoman's voice had turned husky.

Gavin thought that her eyes probably werefilled with tears, and he could spring now and get the gun, but
he hesitated. And then the door opened again, and it wastoo late.

"Here, Ma," the boy said.
Clothing cameflying out of theair toward him like giant winged mongters. Gavin caught them.
"Put'em on, son,” the woman said.

Gavin gtripped off his mudcaked workman's shirt and peasant trousers and dipped into a cotton pullover
and apair of old soft jeans. He couldn't tell what color anything was, but they felt good. They took him
back to his childhood—they were the kind of clothes he had worn before he went off to college and
learned the proper dress for sincere revol utionaries—and smelling the soap-clean clothes brought back
memories, and he wished he were home now, taking along hot bath in the old marble bathtub, smelling
the suds, and then diding fresh, clean clothes over atowd-dried body, tingling with cleanliness. They
were sensations he had not known for nearly four years, and they al came flooding back.

As he stood there, smelling an old world back into redlity, around object came toward him out of the
darkness. He stuck up his hand, and the object hit it, and hisfingerstightened around it. It was an gpple.
Hebit into it gratefully, and with thefirgt taste of juice he redlized how hungry hewas.

"There, now," the woman said with anote of finality. "Keep some citizen from taking aswing at you out
of spite. Somebody stop you, why, just tell ‘em you're on your way home. Like you told me."

"l want to thank you," Gavin said. The rusty words stuck in histhroat, and he had difficulty getting them
out, but when he did, he was glad they were said. "1 don't know why you've done this, but—"

"Wasn't for you," the woman said. "Maybe someday, somewhere, my Billy will need help, and maybe
somebody'll give him what he needs. Go on. Get."

Gavin turned and headed back down the stret, biting off hunks of sweet gpple as he went, and licking
the juice from hislips, and thinking there was something to be said for the smple pleasures of life,
uncomplicated by questions of revolutionary justice.

By midmorning he was nearing Kansas City on the rebuilt Kansas Turnpike, thewind of his passage
blowing fresh and coal in hisface out of ablue sky. He had dept well but not long in a shed north of
town, been awakened by the sunrise, and risen, stretching, smelling the odor of dew evaporating from
green growing things, hearing the sounds of large animals moving into nearby pastures. He was up earlier
than he had been for years, and hefelt remarkably good for all his recent experiences.

He had been picked up by the third car that passed, an old steam-turbine car driven by amiddle-aged
man with thinning brown hair that he combed carefully over abald spot without concedling it. Hewasa
large-boned man with aruddy complexion that spoke of years spent exposed to sun and winter wind. He
was arancher, he said, and he had just sold fifty steersfor good money, and he was going to Kansas
City to buy him anew eectric car.

"Operates from power broadcast from the nuclear-fission plant in the sky," the rancher had said.
"Imeginethat!"

"What do you know," Gavin said.



"Cost of the car includes the cost of the power," the rancher had said. He was looking forward to the
slky quiet of anew dectric.

"How about you?' the rancher had asked. "Why you going to the city?'
"Going home," Gavin said happily. "Going home."

And the middle-aged man beside him had glowed in Gavin'swarmth. "By golly," he said. "That's good."
And after a pausein which his mood seemed to change from reflexive to reflective, hesaid, 'l had a
daughter once."

"Oh," Gavin sad politdy.

"When she wasfifteen, she run away to college,” the rancher said. "Ain't heard from her snce. Shewas
mature for her age, you know. Guess she could have passed for eighteen al right. Cutest little girl. Loved
her daddy. Y es, indeed. Loved her daddy. Pigtails. | ce-cream cones. Guess kids gotta grow up, lead
their own lives."

"Yeah," Gavin sad.

"But sometimes,” the rancher said, looking straight ahead at the road, his knuckles white on the steering
whed, "when | think of my little girl, what mighta happened to her, what she mightadone, why, it makes
you wonder if it'sworthiit, if anybody ever oughta have kids, if anybody ever oughta care that much
about something that's gonna bresk your heart.”

"Yesh," Gavinsad.

"Young fellal picked up once, hetold me he heard of her. Said he heard she wasliving out west
somewherein acommune. Said she had five kids and didn't know for sure the father of any of 'em.
Imagine me agrandpa and never even seen aone of ‘em. But he wouldn't tell me where that commune
was. Thought I might go looking for her and make trouble, | guess. But | don't know—maybe he was
just making it al up. They do that sometimes, you know. Kids make up stories they think you want to
hear, just to passthetime. Or sometimes stories that'll hurt, just to seeif you'll bleed.”

"Yegh," Gavinsad.

Therancher sill didn't look a him. ™Y ou ever hear of her, Bonnee Belle Franzen?!

Now the rancher looked at him. Gavin shook hishead. "Sorry," he said.

The rancher nodded. "Well, sure. Chances are you wouldn't.”

And now the city itsdlf loomed aheed, its concrete fingers etched cleanly againgt the morning sky.
"What happened to the smog?' Gavin asked.

"Been away quite awhile, en?" therancher said. "They cleaned that up. No problem, oncethey set their
mindsto it. Chegp power means nothing's too costly, excepting food, maybe, and that's loosening up a
bit. Me, raising cattle, I'm in aluxury business, you might say, but they're finding ways of making steers
more efficient at turning grass and grain into meat, and one of these daysthey won't even be steers, s0 to
speak, just mest factories with no waste. 'Course, they ain't got the smog and pollution cleaned up
everywhere—in thelittle towns, say, where industry come late, but it's coming, and the rivers gonnarun
clean again and the air gonna be as pure as the Indians breathed. Maybe purer, consdering there was
smog then, with the pine forests and prairiefiresand dl.”



"What do you know," Gavin said.
"Truth,” the rancher said. He nodded, and Gavin nodded, and they agreed it wastruly amazing.

Therancher parked in alarge lot on the edge of the city. Even steam-driven cars weren't dlowed insgde
the city limits, he told Gavin, but mass transportation was free and fast. They walked across the vast
expanse of asphalt, softening in the sun, took the same monorail into the heart of the city, shook hands,
and boarded el ectric busesto their separate destinations.

The buses ran swiftly, because no other surface transportation got in the way—afew eectrics passed
them in both directions, but they seemed to be officid cars, mail or government, or delivery trucks—and
Gavin gtared out the window at clean streets and pedestrian traffic. None of it was what the revolution
had led him to expect; he had to believe that conflicts were buried beneath the outwardly placid surface,

ready to erupt.

Then he noticed that there were children and ol der people among the pedestrians, and among the other
passengers with him on the bus, but there were no young adults—no one between the ages of eighteen
and thirty—and he knew what had happened. The old people had isolated their rebellious youth on the
campuses. Thiscity was an old folks home.

Gavin breathed easier.

But it was strange that the dums were gone and the signboards and the garish storefronts and the dirt.
Before he was quite ready, the bus had stopped silently at the corner near his home. He got off and
walked down the wide, tree-shaded boulevard; he remembered when the em disease had turned al the
elmsto bare dead limbs, and the city had cut them down, one by one, and replanted new trees, and now
they had grown tall again and everything was the way it had been. He walked between the quiet painted
middle-class houses and their green lawns, which had never known trouble or misery or hardship, and he
felt good. He felt better than he should have fdt in this plastic environment, so far removed from redlity,
but he had grown up on this street, played games in these yards—run sheep run, and red light, and may
|—caught lightning bugs like the boy last night, and rested on the screened front porch in the long, dow,
wonderful evenings, thinking about life and people and nature and stars and books. . ..

Hefound himsdlf standing in front of the screened porch. He was opening the screen door, and he was
knocking at the front door, wondering what he would say to his mother and hisfather, now that he was
home. "Hello, Mom. Hello, Dad. I've been expelled. I'm hometo stay.” "What are you going to do,
Tom?' they would ask. "Oh, | don't know," hewould say. "Sleep alot and read and think..." He had not
thought about that part. He hadn't thought about what he would do after he got home. Home had been
theend of it.

The door was opening. Gavin started to say something, started to enter, and he stopped, redlizing that he
didn't know the person standing in the doorway. It was ayoung woman, agirl redly, attractive, though
dimmer than he preferred, rather boyish even, with blond hair cut short, and akind of turned-up nose
and agenerous mouth...

"Yes?' thegirl said. She had apleasant voice, but it wasn't sexy. "Can | help you?"
"Wel," hebegan, "l...I...I'm Tom Gavin. And|..."

Thegirl smiled and stuck out her hand boyishly to greet him. "Well, Tom, | never expected to meet you.
Welcome home”

"Who areyou?' he asked.



"I'm Elaine," the girl said, and then called over her shoulder, "Mrs. Gavin. There's someone &t the door
who'd liketo seeyou."

Gavin heard afamiliar pattern of footsteps gpproaching, quick, staccato, impatient, footsteps he had
heard for eighteen years of hislife coming toward him when he wanted something, and now he wanted
something again, something he could not yet name.

He saw thefamiliar face, leaning forward, dightly turned, blue eyeslooking upward, the way she did
when she wasill-at-ease, meeting strangers or confronted by something distasteful. "Who isit?' she
asked, and her voice was a cold hand wrapped around Gavin's spine.

"Mom," hesad, "itsme. Tom."

"Oh, Tom," she said fretfully. "Tom? What are you doing here?"

"l camehome," hesaid.

"Wadl," shesaid. "Wdll. | must say." She stood at arm's length, peering up at him, her aams at her Sdes.
"Don't you know me?" he asked. Somehow the edge of his excitement had been dulled.

"Of course | know you," hismother said. "Think | wouldn't know my own son? It'sjust that. ..It'sjust..."

Gavin took ahaf-step forward. "I know it'sasurprise.” Heraised hisarms and took her by the
shoulders. Hefdt a shiver go through her body. She was ardatively small woman, five-feet-three, he
thought. "But I'm home."

"Of courseyou are," she snapped, and then, asif gpologizing, "but itisasurprise.”

Gavin pulled hismother to him. She came tiffly, like some girls he had known who did not like him very
well or were afraid of him, or themsdlves. He held her againgt him for amoment, trying to recapture the
old warmth and comfort he had once felt when he was near her, even thejoy with which he had held the
thought of returning home, but they were both eusive, like trying to remember what it felt liketo bein
love

For amoment her dark head bent forward to touch his chest, asif in response to some ancient hormonal
instruction, and then her head snapped back and she pushed herself away. "Comein and sit down,” she
sad. It was an invitation she might have issued to a door-to-door salesman or the locd pollution
ingpector. "I'll call your father."

Shewaked and led the way toward the living room. She walked differently now, shuffling and dow. She
was acting like an old woman, Gavin thought, and she wasn't old. She couldn't be more than forty-seven
or forty-eight, and that wasn't old. She still looked good, he thought, till the most beautiful woman he
had ever known—or, at least, the most beautiful older woman.

Hedidnt follow her. He stood in thelittle hall with the living room to hisright and the dining room to the
left and the breakfast room straight ahead, and he sniffed the odors of home, the old, delicate odors of
favorite foods that had permeated the walls and the rugs, the musky perfume his mother wore, the
deodorants sprayed in the air. He closed his eyesfor amoment, and it all came back to him, dl the
fedings of childhood rushing upon him smultaneoudy, impossible to separate: amingled emationa
mixture of eating and of waiting to eat while the smell of cooking food drifted from the kitchen and set his
stomach to working, of reading and the dightly mildewed, powdery smdll of the old books, and of
rushing to his mother and holding her by the knees, the thighs, thewaist, as he grew taler, smdling the
comfortable smdl of her; of lying on therug, feding it pringy under him, and watching tdlevisoninthe



evening, looming tall and wonderful on the wall above, and of the sirange eectric smell of hisfather when
he came home, and of friends who cameto play while his mother tried to get them to go outside, and of
bodies, sticky and warm, in the secret explorationsin the garage or the attic with little boys and little
grls...

I'm going up to my room,” Gavin said, and he turned and ran up the stairstwo and three a a tride.
"Tom," hismother called from below. "There's...there€'s been some. .. some changes.”

But Gavin dready was at the door, and he swung it open, and stopped. The old brass bed was covered
with afrilly orange-and-white spread; swiss curtains matched the spread; and the walls had been painted
white like thewalls of amonastery. Where his old desk had been stood awhite dressing table with a
mirror attached, and the top of the dressing table was nesatly arranged with bottles and brushes and
combs and round boxes and canisters, and a picture of some young man.

Gavin walked dowly to the closet and opened the door. It was filled with dresses and blouses and other
kinds of feminine clothing.

He turned toward the door, till not understanding, and the girl was there—what was her name?—Elaine.
"What your mother was trying to say," the girl said—she was good-looking, dl right, but not in away that
excited him—"wasthat your parents have taken in aboarder. Me."

Helooked at her again. Thistime he saw her as something else, not astranger, not agirl, not apossible
bed partner, but as an interloper, ariva. "Why would they do that?' he asked, but not of her.

"It wasn't the money," she said. She had a pleasant, soft voice and aclear, precise way of speaking that
he might have liked in any other girl. "1 think they got londly."

"For you?'

"Oh, not for me." Shelaughed. "But | think your mother lways wanted agirl. They treet mejust like one
of thefamily. Anditisnt dl one-sided. | help around the house when I'm not working."

"Working?'

"When | met your parents | was till in school. Oh, not like you. Computer school. Very practica. That's
how | happened to be here. Y our father came to lecture, and they told him—the people at the
school—how | needed aroom...."

Gavin brushed past her on hisway to the door. "I'm not interested,” he said. He cdled from the head of
the gairs, "Mom, where are my old clothes?’

After amoment his mother said something that he don't understand. "I said,” Gavin repeated, "'where are
my old clothes?"

"We gave most of them away," his mother said more clearly. "We...we didn't think you'd be needing
them again. There may be afew thingsleft in abox in the attic, but they wouldn't fit. They're from when
you were much younger."

He turned, angry now, and went toward the linen closet in the hall, pulled out atowel and awashcloth,
and headed for the bathroom. It was coming back to him, how it had been, the arguments and the
niggling little disagreements. All he had wanted wasjustice; dl they had wanted was conformity. "I'm
going to take abath," he shouted.



"That'sgood,” hismother called. "Maybe your father will be home when you get done.”

He glanced at the girl sanding in the doorway to his old room. She smiled abit ruefully. "Well, do you
rant to help me?' he snapped.

"Thanksalot," she said, shaking her head, 'but | think I'll pass.”

Herantheold tub full of hot water. The room filled with steam and misted the bathroom mirror until
beads ran down, leaving crooked clear tracks behind, and he steeped himself for an hour, letting his
aggressons drain from him, letting the old memories return—water therapy, his parentsused to cdll it, the
hours he had spent in thistub, soaking, reading, keeping the water hot with atrickle from the tap while his
parents pounded on the locked door and demanded to know if he was going to bein there al day, that
other people had to use the bathroom once in awhile too, and that it was Sick to just Sit in there and turn

pruney day after day.

Maybe he had expected too much, he thought. Maybe he had exaggerated the reserve he thought he felt
in his mother when she came to the door. Anyway, why shouldn't they let someone € se use hisroom,
evenif it happened to be asnippy straight of agirl? He had been gone for dmost four years, and they
had no reason to think he would return, and if it hadn't been for an unusua combination of circumstances,
he wouldn't have been here now.

He resolved to give his homecoming another chance.

When he got out of the tub and toweled himsalf glowing dry, he wasin abetter mood. It was good to be
home in spite of everything, and after he got rid of the girl it would be theway it used to be.

Hefound apair of dacks and ashirt, topped by a pair of undershorts and apair of dark socks, folded
and stacked nestly in the hal by the bathroom door. Beside them were his shoes, now cleaned of mud
and polished. The clothesweren't his, but when he put them on they fit pretty well. Perhaps they
belonged to hisfather.

Dressed, he walked down the hall to the stairs and down the sairsto the living room. His mother and
father were waiting for him. They were sitting on the brown plush sofaside-by-side. He had thought of
hisfather asabig man, but he didn't look big beside Gavin's mother. He till wore hishair long and his
face bearded, dthough the beard was a bit neater now than Gavin remembered it, and, like his hair,
beginning to stresk with gray.

Hair had been the big thing when hisfather wasin college, asymbol of dissent, an expression of
solidarity, ahint of virility; Gavintried to imagineit, but it was difficult. Long hair had been popular with
girlswhen his mother was a student, but since then her hair had been short and long and short again over
and over. Hisfather gtill was handsome, gtill looked like women would be interested in him, but different
now, on the defensive, alittle uncertain. Gavin remembered hisfather taking him to political meetings,
standing up, denouncing injustice, arguing persuasively for mass action in hisrich agitator's voice. And
even earlier, or perhaps he only remembered being told about it, Gavin remembered riding everywhere,
strapped like a papoose to his father's back.

"Thanksfor the clothes, Mom," Gavin said.
"What clothes?' hismother said vagudly.
"Hdlo, Dad," Gavin said.

Hisfather didn't get up, didn't move to embrace him or shake hands. "What are you doing home?' he



asked.

Gavin sighed. "I got expelled,” he said. He looked round the room. It wasthe same asit had dways
been: the easy chairsin the corners, alittle shabbier now. Thetdevison onthewall opposite the
fireplace. Thetall color photograph of his grest-grandfather as a child, dressed in along gown, abovethe
mantel. Thelittle table covered with glass and porcelain knickknacks and flanked by straight chairswith
padded seats. He pulled the nearest one around o that he could it facing his parents. He didn't fedl like
gtting in something soft. It was going to be a confrontation. He could fed it.

"Expelled?’ hisfather echoed. "Nobody gets expelled anymore. What can you do to get yoursdlf
expdled? Y ou'd haveto kill somebody, and even then it would have to be the right person. If hewere an
enemy of the people, it wouldn't matter.”

Hisfather's voice had a querulous tone. Gavin remembered that, too, from the endless arguments before
he left for college. "It was partly that," Gavin said. He hadn't meant to talk about that—he wanted to
keep that part of him separate—but hisfather annoyed him.

"You redly did kill somebody?" hisfather exclaimed. Gavin had succeeded in shocking him.
"It was an accident, and that really wasn't the cause of it."

"It wasn't the cause of it," hisfather repeated. "Damn!™ he said, shaking his head. "What was the cause of
it?" he demanded, asif by disbdieving initsvdidity he could reverse the whole turn of events.

"Y ou don't want to know the bloody details," Gavin said. "It isn't important.”

"l want to know," hisfather ingsted, asif knowing would cauterize the wound. His half-closed eyes
watched Gavin asif hewerearival.

Gavin remembered hisfather pitching abdl to him, over and over, while hetried to hit it with abat. The
sun was dways hot in the sky, dways shining in his eyes, and he dways gave up, finaly, defeated, unable
to please hisfather, unable to keep up the pretense that he was personally involved. " Some campus
politiciansthought | was athreat," he said. "They had me expelled.”

"Politicd" hisfather said.

Gavin shifted in hishard chair. Y ou and Mom wereinto politica activity when you werein college” he
sad. "How many times have you told me about the sit-ins and the marches and the ralies and the arson
and the bombs, about holding the Chancdllor for ransom, presenting your ultimatums and your
nonnegotiable demands, and about your refusals to negotiate without a promise of tota amnesty?”

"That was when politicswasimportant,” hisfather said, brushing away the comparison. "That was when
things were getting Sarted, when we had to fight for student power. Why, if it hadn't been for us, your
mother and me and our friends, the Vietnam war might till be going on, girlswould still have closing
hours, the fuzz till would be hauling students off to jail for smoking grass, and hitting them over the head
with nightgticks for marching in the stregt.”

"Thefuzz?' Gavin said, momentarily log.
"The heet," hisfather said impatiently. "The pigs. The cops.”
"Oh," Gavin sad. "Wdll, they aren't very important now."

"It's because of usthey aren't," hisfather said. "We did it. We were the generation of Mario Savio, Mark



Rudd, Bernadine Dorn, and Abbie Hoffman—the saints of the revolution. And we kept our political
commitments. We worked for McCarthy and McGovern and dl the rest. We've kept the faith, haventt
we, Peg?' He nudged hiswife,

"What? Oh, yes, dear."

Gavin remembered the strange men and women hisfather had brought home unexpectedly, the casua
conversation about bombs and subversion and old friends, about political theory and weather. One of
them kept saying, like an incantation, ™Y ou don't need a weatherman to know which way thewind
blows."

"What you do now," hisfather said, "is play games. All the battles are over, and you don't know it.
Y ou're playing games and cal them palitics. Y ou might at least have graduated.”

"Y ou don't understand,” Gavin said. "'l have my diploma. | got that when | enrolled. What | wanted was
an education.”

Hisfather shook his head. "What's the world coming to? At least your mother and | earned our degrees.
Y ou didn't get your—what isit?—your certificate? Y our union card? Y ou haven't got anything to help
you get ajob, have you?'

Gavin eyed hisfather without hope for understanding. "Not everybody can work, Dad. There aren't that
many jobs"

"Not for those who don't want to work," hisfather complained.
"The good old Protestant work ethic, eh, Dad?' Gavin said bitterly. "1 thought you were againg dl that.”

"Oh, sure," hisfather said, "that's easy enough to say when you're young; Y ou can be satisfied with the
guaranteed annud income when you're young and single, when you have no responsibilitiesand can live
on bread and peanut butter. But what happens when you get older? Y ou can't spend al your time
reading or playing the guitar or in the sack."

"In the sack?" Gavin repeated.
"Inbed," hisfather said irritably. "In bed with some chick. A different girl every night. Making out..."

Maybe that was what bothered hisfather the most, Gavin thought. His great balling days were past, and
he envied his son the virility and the opportunity.

"When you've got awifeand afamily,” hisfather was saying, "you want something better for them than
the minimum. Y ou want walls around you that you own, a home that's yours, and you want ajob to go
to, something important to do. Call it thework ethic if you want to, but it'swork by people like me that
lets people like you collect your guaranteed annual income.”

"Oh, Dad,” Gavin exclamed, "it'sthe surplusthat doesit, our economy of cybernated abundance.
Theres plenty for all, those who want to work, and those who don't—or can't. Maybe the lucky ones
are the oneswho want to work and can find jobs. It's all therein economics. Y ou ought to remember.”

"Dont tel mewhat | ought to remember,” hisfather said. "1 was remembering alot of things before you
were born. Y ou can cdl it the surplusif you want, but somehow the economy of cybernated abundance
doesn't come up with acheck when you write home for money. It's your parents who send you the
money. It'sour pocket it comes out of, and it's uswho have to do without something.”



"Wheat did you ever do without?' Gavin asked impatiently.

"Plenty of things," hisfather said. "Tripsto Europe, new cars, abetter house, clothes, avacation home, a
boat, lots of things we thought about and knew we couldn't afford, eh, Peg?”

"That'sright, dear,” hismother said.

They sat there facing him, next to each other on the sofa, his mother holding hisfather'shand, asif
protecting each other from the threet that he represented.

"Oh, Mom," Gavin said, "you know that's not true. Y ou've been collecting my educationa alowance
from the government all these years, and you've sent me only afew dollarsfrom timeto time, only what
you had to send to keep me from coming home."

"Why do you keep cdling me ' Mom'?" his mother said suddenly. "Y ou dways used to cal me
'‘Margaret.

Gavin stopped and remembered. "That'sright. | did, didn't I. All right...Margaret.”

"l dways used to hateit, too," hismother said, asif he hadn't spoken. "And you called your father ‘Jerry,’
asif everybody were equd. Y our father used to say he didn't want to be called 'Jerry—things would go
better if you caled him 'sir'—but you wouldn't. Now why do you cal us'Mom'’ and 'Dad'?"

Gavin didn't know the answer. He had returned home with alot of false hopes and false memories. He
remembered now: it had aways been Margaret and Jerry, and he had to yell at them to make them listen.

"I've got awhole box somewhere of your grade-school drawings and your report cards with al the
stupid comments on them by those stupid teachers. Why have | kept them? 1'm going to throw them
away. You drew terribly, Tom, and | was never ableto tell you that, any more than | was ableto tell you
that | didn't want to be called 'Margaret.' | had to pin them up asif they were art. And we had to listen to
your opinions a the dinner table asif they mattered, asif they were as good as anybody's. Thereredly
were alot of things| hated about being amother, and | never was able to tell anybody."

"Maybe you didn't do me any favors,” Gavin said. Hetried to remember the good things, how his mother
had sat beside him and read to him endlessly. Had she hated that, too?

"How can you say that?' his mother said. "When we sacrificed for you dl the time? We never left you
with baby-ditters. We took you with us everywhere, even when you were a baby and an obnoxiouslittle
brat."

"l didn't ask you to do that."

"Oh, you did!" hismother protested. "Everywhere we turned, you were asking: get methis, get me that,
take me with you, don't leave me alone, treat me like a person, treat me like an adult, love me, pamper
me, spoil me, coddle me, tell me I'm wonderful. And when you weren't asking, the demandswere in the
ar: society was asking for you, telling us that you were unspoiled and good and if we didn't thwart you or
kill your spirit you would grow up and be wonderful, be the sort of human being that we weren't. You
were aterrible child. We didn't draw a peaceful breath until you went away to college.”

"Besdes" hisfather said, asif picking up an old cause, "it wasn't your educationd alowance. It came
made out to us. To help compensate us for the money we spent on you, for the trouble you caused, for
the problems of raising achild. Anyway, al that's past and dead. What we want to know iswhy you
came home."



""Home," Gavin quoted bitterly, "'is the place where, when you have to go there, they have to take you

in.
"Don't flaunt your newfound collegelearning at us," hisfather said. "We know Frost better than you do."

He could quote the Professor to them, Gavin thought. " Children should not expect love from their
parents, any more than parents should expect obedience from their children,” he remembered. "It isan
unnatura relationship which is best terminated as soon as possible. The birds and the animals have the
right idea. They don't keep their offspring around any longer than it takes them to fend for themsalves.
They push them out of the nest before the ingtincts wear thin."

Hisfather stood up dramaticaly, looming over Gavin the way he used to do. "Y ou can't Say here, you
know."

Gavin rose to meet the chalenge, and hisfather no longer seemed so big. He had shrunk. He could have
looked Gavin in the eye, but he didntt.

"Now, you shouldn't say that, dear,” his mother said helplesdy. She turned to Gavin. "But you don't get
on with your father, Tom. Y ou're dways at each other, arguing, liketoday. | don't think | can stand it if
yourelikethat."

"It'syour mother I'm thinking about,” hisfather said. ™Y ou have adifferent way of life. Y ou stay up
drinking beer with your friends until al hours, and you come home early in the morning, waking your
mother up, flushing thetoilet, dl that; then you deep until midafternoon, lay around in the bathtub half the
day, foul up the kitchen cooking ungodly messes for your mother to clean up. And you equate dl this
with greater sengitivity and mora superiority. Besides, theré's no room for you. Weve got aboarder.”

"I know," Gavin said. He wondered if that was why they had rented hisroom, so that he could not move
back in. He wondered, too, if there was something between the girl and hisfather. Hisfather dways had
been awanderer, a determined philanderer. That dso would explain agreat dedl. Everything except his
mother.

"Perhaps we could fix up aplace for him," hismother said. "There'sthat little room m the basement.”

Hisfather shook his handsome head, making hislong hair tossfrom sideto side. "It won't do, Peg. It just
won't do. He's declared his alienation often enough; let him put it to practice. He's dienated! Hdll, I'm
dienaed”

His mother turned helplesdy back to Gavin. ™Y ou mustn't blame your father, you know. It'sme, and he
knowsit. | smply can't stand having you around. | know it sounds awful, like I'm an unnatural mother.
But | didn't take kindly to motherhood. It was ashock and atrial. Not everybody is cut out to bea
mother. Y ou don't find that out until too late. And then theré's the pain—seeing your child making the
wrong choices and not listening to you. | can't stand that anymore.”

Her voice faded as Gavin heard the Professor saying, " Children won't take advice—that's the basic
problem. They refuseto profit from the experience of their eders. They think it'sal new, that life started
with them, that no one ever felt what they fed—but we've got an advantage, we older people: we may no
longer be young, but we've been young, and you've never been old.”

"Somebody called it the tyranny of the eterna now," his mother was saying. "If you won't let us help you
avoid its consequences, or of your lack of understanding of yourself and the world, and the prices you
must pay eventually for what you do now—why, we won't subject oursel ves to the agony of seeing you
heading for the nearest cliff, deef to al our warnings.”



Gavin looked at hisfather and then at hismother. "Thanks for the welcome home," he said, and started
for the door.

"Where are you going?' his mother asked, anxious about him now that the decision gpparently had been
reached.

"I'll think of something,” he said, recognizing the pathosin hisvoice, redizing the pain it would cause his
mother, not caring.

"You can't just walk out of herelikethis," hismother said, turning to hisfather. "Y ou've been too hard on
him, Jerry. Do something!”

"I'vebeen too hard on him!" hisfather said. "Who caled me at work al in apanic? Who inssted | come
right home?"

The moment was familiar, amoment that at another time Gavin would have greeted with joy, knowing he
had won, knowing that they had turned upon each other, knowing their united front was broken....But it
wastoo late.

Hisfather turned to Gavin. "Look, Tom, | didn't mean you had to leave right this minute—only that you
shouldn't plan on anything permanent, or allow the temporary to extend day after day into the same

thing."”
"Never mind," Gavin said. "Y ouvewon. I'm leaving."
"Not without lunch,” his mother protested.

"I'm not hungry," Gavin said. It wasalie, but he knew he couldn't St around atable with his parents and
the boarder, exchanging little lies about what he had been doing and what had happened to people his
parents knew that he had forgotten, if he ever knew them.

Hisfather was rummaging through hisbillfold. "Look," hesad, "I don't carry much money anymore, what
with the new universal credit card, but you'll need something to get started. Here, take thistwenty, and |
think maybe I've got some more stuck away upstairs.”

Gavin looked a the three billsin hisfather's hand, shaking just abit now that Gavin had seized his
position of mora superiority. ™Y ou can't buy peace of mind through me. And I'm not for sde ether.
‘Naked came | into the world, and naked must | go out.™

"Yes," hisfather said, "and, you damned fool, you'll go through lifetilting at windmills, too. Oh, | give up!"
Heturned and sank into an easy chair, his back to Gavin in renunciation. He tossed the money on the
floor beside the chair.

"Oh, Tom," hismother said. "If you knew what | went through. If you knew what I'm going through now.
Oh, Tom!"

But Gavin was beyond being blackmailed by his mother's trauma. He recognized the gppropriateness of
the moment, turned, opened the front door, and went onto the porch, closing the door firmly behind him.
It closed like the door of atomb.

"Hello, again," agirl'svoice sad. It was the boarder, Sitting on aswing to hisleft.

Gavin looked at the haf-open window to the living room. She had heard everything.



"I'm sorry things turned out thisway," she said, swinging gently. She wore awhite blouse covered with
little blue flowers, and amatching blue skirt. She had good legs, and the skirt did something to Gavin's
imagination that he tried to suppress. It was only that he hadn't seen askirt for along time, hetold
himsdf. "Inaway,” shesad, "l fed responsble.”

"Why should you fed responsible?’ Gavin asked. He resented her pretending to an importancein hislife
that she could never have.

"Y ou know," she said, frowning ddlicately, "if | hadn't taken over your room, your parents wouldn't have
been able to use that as an excuse.”

"Dont flatter yourself,” Gavin said curtly, and reached for the screen door.

"Where are you going?' Elaine asked. She swung to and fro.

"What busnessisit of yours?'

"I dofed responsble,” shesaid, and smiled. "I can't helpit. | have an overpunitive superego.”

Gavin stared at her. "If you must know," he said, the screen door open in his hand, "1've decided to head
for the West Coast.” The moment he said it, he knew it was true. Sometime in the period between his
decison to leave home and her question, he had decided to go to Berkeley, where it had al started,
where surdly the revolution would be run properly.

Besides, Berkeley was adjacent to Oakland, and Jenny—dear, lovely, confused, frightened, lost
Jenny—had come from Oakland. Perhaps, if she had survived that terrible night beside theriver, she
might have returned to her home.

He had hope, at least, which is more than he had fdlt for days. "What?" he asked.
"l sad," Elaine repested, "“without money?"

"Il hitch my way," Gavin sad. "Theré's dways people who'l give afdlow aride, dwaysafreak wholll
sharehismed."

"But you don't know who might pick you up,” Elaine said. "All sorts of strange people are around these
days”

She looked childish and innocent. Gavin could scarcely keep from laughing. Instead he walked through
the doorway and let the stiff spring dam the door shut behind him.

Hewaked dowly aong the sdewak under the arching oaks and Chinese ems and locusts and walnut
trees. He had the feding that the Professor was walking aong beside him, nodding, saying, "Every
adolescent must pass through two crucia periods: one when he identifieswith amodd—afather, an
older brother, ateacher; the second when he dissociates himself from hismodel, rebels against him,
reasserts his own salfhood.” All right, Professor, he thought, | should have known | couldn't go home.

The houses didn't ook the same asthey had afew hours before. They were fase fronts, hiding shame
and misery and degradation and despair. He nodded at them as he passed, and spoke to them:
"Good-bye, Mr. Cacciopo, and how are al the Cacciopos, and do the neighbors still send anonymous
letters about Mrs. Cacciopo's indecent fertility? Good-bye, Mrs. Green, and does that strange car till
park twice aweek until early in the morning in front of the widow's house? Good-bye, Mr. Williams, and
isyour church till strangely empty on Sunday morningswhile al the holy houses of the odd rdligious cults
bulge six nights aweek? Good-bye, Mrs. Stucker, and is your defective child al grown up now and il



living with you to protect him from the institutions that might teach him how to go to thejohn and dress
himsdlf? Good-bye, Mr. Washington, and have the neighbors finally accepted their black family and do
they invite you to their homes and their block parties? Good-bye, Mr. Froelich and Mrs. Mazanec and
Mr. McCadin and Mrs. Solsky, and how are dl your little problems? Do your children grow up and
become unmanageable? Do they discover that they know more of the truth than you, that they are born
into this environment and you are only immigrants, thet they are anew breed upon this earth who love
each other, who don't want to compete with each other, who hate only war and injustice and repression,
who have avision of abetter way and know that somehow, someway, they must reach it? Does it break
your heart? Do you drive them out? Do you ship them off to college? Do you bribe them to stay away?
Do you hate them?”

That wasdl very well, but Gavin couldn't forget that he was hungry. Pride was awonderful companion,
but he couldn't eet it. Pride made him fed astall as Goliath, but hunger wasthe little David that brought
him low. He thought about his mother's cooking, and wished, at least, he had stayed for lunch. What
would it have cost him? And then he thought about the dia ogue that would have followed his surrender
to hisbdly'styranny, theloss of face that hisyielding would have involved, and he swallowed hard and
moved on toward the bus stop.

Thetrip back to the heart of town and the monorail ride to the Interstate at the outskirts were remarkably
different from his experience earlier that day. Then hope and expectation had brightened the streets and
glorified the people. Now he saw quite clearly that the streets were only superficialy clean; dust swirled
behind the bus as they passed, and a paper wrapper danced in agutter. The people weren't so much
cheerful asthey walked aong the streets as sullen and unsmiling, the prey of secret doubts and conflicts.
Gavin read their characters as he passed, and was content. This city wasn't so much an old folks home
as aconcentrationn camp, cleverly disguised by facelifting and apparently free entrance and egress.

Asif to confirm hisdiagnosis, the monorail out of the city was dmost empty.

Gavintook his place dong the north lane of the superhighway. The sun waswarm, but he didn't mind: he
was heading for Berkeley and the Coagt. For awhile he just stood there, waiting for someone to notice
his need and stop to pick him up. No one stopped. He began to use his thumb and finally waved his
whole hand at the advancing carsto indicate the urgency of hisdesireto get out of this unpleasant place.
Still no one stopped, and the cars began to pass him less frequently, asif the very traffic patternswere
beginning to congpire againg him.

Findly he sat down on aboulder near the road and considered the desperation of his hunger. He couldn't
go home. That would make him look like alittle boy who returned from running away from home
because he was forbidden to cross the street. Perhaps the best choice, he thought, would be to walk
aong the highway and leave at the next exit, if hedidn't get picked up before then, find thefirst likely
freak who might part with alittle food and give him a place to flop. Then he could get an early gart inthe
morning.

The more he considered the matter, the better he thought the ideawas, even though it suggested acertain
lack of faith in hisfellow travelers. He began walking west.

He had walked about aquarter of amile and was adding thirst and fatigue to his hunger when he heard a
car'shorn beside him. He looked up hopefully. It was ayelow dectric, asmal convertible with anarrow
second seet behind the two bucket seatsin front. The girl named Elaine was sitting in the front seet, her
blond hair lifting inthe light breeze, her blue eyesturned to him, her lipssmiling.

"Wdll," she asked, "do you want aride or not?'



"What are you doing here?' Gavin asked irritably.

"I'm offering you aride.”

"If you think I'm going to return to my parents house with you..." he began.
Sheraised her left hand from the steering whed . "Of course not.”

Gavin waked dong the road, his head turned to the left. The girl kept the car beside him, glancing at the
rear-vison mirror occasonally to make certain that no car was coming from behind.

"Then what are you doing here?" Gavin asked.
"Do| haveto say it agan?"

"Where are you going?'

"Wherever you're going. The West Coagt, | guess.”

"You must be crazy!" Gavin exclamed. Thisgirl irritated him with everything shedid. "You livein aroom
inmy home. Y ou egt at my table. Y ou work back there."

"Not any more," Elainesad.

"You left?" Gavin asked. "Just like that?"

"Jugt likethat. Getin."

"Not onyour life," Gavin said firmly. "1 redly think you're crazy. Why would you do something like that?

"I told you," Elainesaid. "l fed respongble. Anyway, I've never done anything crazy before, and a
person ought to do something crazy oncein their life. 1sn't that right?1'd get in, if | were you. Mogt of
these cars are going short distances. Long-distance travelers take airplanes or trains or buses. Y ou'd be
weeks on the road, even if you got picked up. And nobody picks up hitchers anymore, not unlessthey've
got areason. Besides....I've got some sandwiches.”

Gavin stopped. The car jerked to astop beside him. "All right,” he said. "It's your problem.”

He got into the car. Ashe was settling back into the seet, the car began accel erating down the highway.
The wind poured around the windshield, fresh and cool, blowing his hair, blowing Elainesblond hair
back from her head as she looked down the road. She had agood profile.

Hewasn't sure he believed any of it—the succession of strange eventsthat had evicted him from the
campus, which had driven him from his home, which now had him traveling down a highway toward the
West Coast with agirl he hadn't met until thismorning, agirl hedidiked, agirl who had tossed over her
plans, her life, and impulsively, for no reason, was driving him toward the Coast and Jenny ...

Jenny, he thought, and looked &t the highway unralling in front of him. At the end of that long, unbroken
ribbon was Jenny, and if things went smoothly, he might be seeing her againin aslittle asfour days.

He bit into one of the sandwiches hefound at hisfeet. It was peanut butter. He never had liked peanut
butter, which was agreat handicap to arevolutionary.

|Go to Table of Contents |
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The Start of aJourney

To what more glorious or more natura existence do we look back? Did the nealithic farmers envy the
more natural lives of their paleolithic forefathers, and did those savage hunters, in turn, recall nostagicaly
the carefree careers of their arboreal ancestors? Or did such romantic nonsense begin only with the
postindustria-revol ution factory worker? Among al the varieties of livesthat man hastried, whichisthe
most natural ? To which shall we return? Or can we say that man, as the adaptable animal, finds natural
that which conditions make most rewarding? The countryside is no more naturd than the city, though a
long tradition of pastora writing has given us certain unnaturd yearnings for sheep and meadows and
shepherds. Actualy, the most natura condition for man, if we define "natura” as that which has been
most prevaent, ishunger, privation, poverty, sickness, and an early death. Perhapsit isthe scarcity of
these natura conditions which forces our reformersto protest.

—THE PROFESSOR'S NOTEBOOK

The evening sun hung in anotch between the Fint Hills asthey advanced toward it at a sedate sixty miles
per hour, looping gently over the hills and into the valeys. Huffy clouds hung in the western sky, and
aready their lower edges were kindled with the bright promise of sunset.

The car swooped like ahawk aong the black ribbon of highway, the only soundsthe friction of thetires
againg the agphdt and the wind of their passing; it camein the side windows or over the windshield to
run suggestive fingers through Gavin's hair and whisper strange thoughtsin hisears. Gavin sat relaxed
besde the girl who had picked him off this highway some eighty miles behind, and hefdt asif hewere
floating through space, far from the ugly city and the busy town filled with people and noise and the stink
of machines

Theland was hilly here; only athin layer of soil covered its stony shape. On ether Sdethelayered
white-and-gray limestone deposited when the area had been an inland sea had been replaced by reddish
quartz. It emerged from the soil like the earth's bones: in boulders or rounded outcroppingsin the green
hills, or, occasiondly, when the highway cut through ahill, painted in strips dong either Sde of the
exposed rock. In spite of the scanty soil, the grass grew thick and tall. Red cattle with white faces stood
knee-deep, or grazed mournfully on the sdes of hillsasif they had been bred for these pastures with
downhill legs longer than the other pair, or cooled themsalves, broad chests deep, in still ponds, or lay
ruminatingly in their green beds, jaws grinding their day's med into more easly digested form.

On adigant hilltop, silhouetted againgt the evening sky, alondy figure douched in the saddle of ahorse
like astatue raised to avanishing way of life. Nowhere could Gavin see signs of man's habitation, and for
thefirg time hefdt asif he had plenty of room, asif he could never run out of green. He recaled how he
had once flown over Illinois and lowaand Missouri, and how cities had appeared here and here like
amoebas growing wherever two roads met, but mostly what he had seen from the air was green
geometry, squares of- living things, with here and here the brown rectangle of aplowed field and the
regular blue ova of ponds, thousands of ponds, reflecting the limitless sky.

Gavin wanted to run through the pastures among the cattle until his heart pounded and hislungs gasped,
and then throw himsdf into the grassto ook up into the sky and smell the air thick with growing things
and ligten to the sounds of theliving earth.

Gavin did not know how long he remained in his pastora reverie, but his peace was broken by the
clamor of an old Greyhound steam+-turbine bus which swung past them. The bus was painted from front



to back and from top to bottom with fanciful designsin psycheddlic colorslike Day-Glo orange and
purple and red and yellow and green, and in the midst of the designs, hidden like color-blindness tests,
cabdistic messageslike "The Kesey Express’ and "Y ou're on the bus or you're off the bus.”

Inside the bus, bodies moved in rhythm to a hardrock tape that assaulted Gavin's eardrums. It waslike a
gigantic coffin floating on waves of sound, with windows in the side through which could be seen surging
masses of flesh and colored cloth like decorated protoplasm. As the vehicle passed, someone tossed a
handful of pillsin their direction, and over the noise of the tape avoice shouted, "Live! Grow! Experience
theinfinite!" Most of the pills missed, but afew landed in Gavin's |ap—sugar-coated red pills, yelow
capsules, blue capsules, yellow-and-green capsules, red-and-white capsules. ..

In the middle of the bus, agirl waved her bare bottom at them through awindow, peering over her
shoulder to see their reaction, and a couple standing up in the rear seat were locked in the ecstasies of

orgasm.
And then the buswas gone in awail of Dopplered sound and a spurt of steam from the exhaust.

"Haming youth," Elaine said disgustedly. " Precollege pranksters.” She picked a capsule from her skirt and
tossed it out of the car.

"We used to save that sort of thing for college,” Gavn said. "What do they have eft?!
"Remorse and reform,” Elaine said.

The pastoral mood was broken, and Gavin looked once more to the road pulling the sun toward them.
On the sSde of the road ahead he saw a stick figure againgt the horizon; it turned into a person trudging
aong the highway.

"There" hesaid to Elaine, pointing. "Let's pick him up.”

The person turned a pale, unhappy face toward the car asit passed. He was ayoung fellow dressed in a
ragged workman's shirt and peasant trousers; on his back he carried a pack complete with bedroll and
guitar.

Gavin dapped the padded dashboard in disgust. "I don't know why you don't pick up people like that."

Elaine shrugged. "1 fed no obligation," she said. "They've made their choice, and they might turn out to be
murderers, thieves, rapidts, carriers of a hundred contagious diseases..."

Gavin sat up abit Sraighter. "That could be true of anybody anywhere."
"I don't pick them up, ether.”

"But these are brothers," Gavin went on.

"Not my brothers."

"They'relike monks," Gavin said. "Like they've taken avow of poverty. If they were thieves, they
wouldn't be walking aong theroad in rags. They'd bedriving, like you."

"l didn't sted thiscar,” Elaine said. "I worked to buy it. If they want to ride, let them work, too."

Gavin shook hishead sorrowfully. ™Y ou'rejust like my father. Don't you see? They don't want to
surrender to the Protestant work ethic like their fathers did, and find themselves trapped day by day ina
routine of hypocrisy and pollution and the kind of life that is built upon lack of concernfor red vaues.”



"Then | wouldn't think of seducing them into a collaboration with that society by picking them up,” Elaine
said. "That would be a surrender to the Protestant ride ethic, and it seemsto me that their virtue depends
ontheir waking."

"But your virtue depends on picking them up.”
"| sugpect that it's the other way around,” Elaine murmured.

"Y ou can redeem some of your own hypocrisy by sharing what you have with people who are less
fortunate, like giving dmsto beggars,” Gavin went on, unheeding. "Y ou might amost say that they are put
on thisearth to test you."

"Then I'vejust flunked the test,” Elaine said cheerfully, "because they don't seem less fortunate to me.
They chose their Situation. They chose to be on the road without transportation. Fortune had nothing to
dowithit. If they are satisfied with their educational allowance or their guaranteed annual income, why
should they be allowed to enjoy the materia goods that other people have been willing to work for? And
why should | encourage them in their folly by ameliorating the consequences of their decisons? How are
they ever goingto learn?"

"Everybody isexploited by society,” Gavin sad, "the rich man aswell asthe poor man. Those who work
and those who don't. Over the years marn—man, not individuals—has built up, with hard work and
ingenuity, asubgtantial amount of capital, a production system that runs virtudly without human
intervention, that provides the affluence that some enjoy and others must do without but is sufficient for
all, irrespective of work. It isour built-up capital which produces wedth today, not labor, which today is
asort of hobby with apeculiar socid reward system.

"So we can't claim the rights of personal property and withhold its benefits from others. In the only
meaningful sense, nobody owns anything, and we al own everything. Thered nobility in our society are
those who don't claim their birthright, who refuse to join the society of overconsumption, who save
resources for others, including the poor, deprived masses in the underdevel oped nations of the world
whose resources we are consuming a an ever-increasing rate. ...."

Gavin could hear the Professor'sironic voice saying, "Who's giving the lectures here?"

"Asameatter of fact,” Elaine said, "the power output of our fusion and solar satellites has been made
available to anyone who wishesto put up areceiving station.”

"That'sonly dementary justice,” Gavin said. "There ill areirreplaceable natura resources and food
and—"

"Nobody uses oil and gasand cod for fuel anymore," Elaine said, "and with recycling and seawater
extraction and mining the ocean beds, the usable amounts of metals and other vauable mineralsare
increasing rather than diminishing. We do ship agricultura products oversess, of course, in compensation
for those mineras we don't have on this continent, but we can't feed the whole world and its constantly
increasing population. That's amatter for birth-control policiesin those countries.”

"You mean," Gavin said, "it'sal right for usto have al the babies we want, but not black and brown and
yellow peoples”

"Look," Elaine said, frowning, "Id like to have lots of babies, but | won't; at mogt, I'll have two because |
fed asense of responghility. The rest of our people do, too. Our nationd birth rate has been below the
replacement level for more than thirty years. We've taken care of our problem, and we can't take care of
theirs. Infact, everything we do to help them avoid the necessity of facing their problems now—gifts of



food and money—only builds greater problemsfor them later, when the food runs out and they have
many more peopleto feed. Or to see starve.”

"That's an easy way to avoid sdf-sacrifice" Gavin sad.

"No," Elanesadfirmly, "giving isan easy way to buy absolution. Y ou wouldn't et your father doit to
you, so why should you want usto do it to the underprivileged?"

Gavin sank back in his seat, remembering the Professor saying one day, "The Radiclib wantsto do for
otherswhat he would find unforgivableif it were doneto him." What was chdlenging coming from the
Professor, however, was pure reactionism coming from a pretty girl driving along the highway in aydlow
convertible. It was too bad—he had begun to think favorably of the girl; she was quiet, pleasant, not bad
tolook at, and she was taking him in the direction he wanted to go. "Did you have something going with
my father?' he asked. He studied her face. It was turned straight to the road again. He thought he saw
color risein her cheeks, but it might have been only the setting sun.

"That's none of your business" she said.
He shrugged. "Of course not.”

"But," she continued, "there was nothing between us except the affection adaughter and afather might
share.”

"l see" Gavin sad, "incest."

"Don't beridiculous!" she said. "Y ou seem to think the only thing aman and awoman can shareisa
bed." Her face redlly was red now.

"It'sawaysthere" Gavin said. "Not ‘will she or won't she? but ‘with me or not with me?" He had her on
the defensive now. He suspected that she was a prude, perhaps even avirgin, and it all made him more
pleasantly disposed toward her than redlity judtified.

"Y our father was—is—an dtractive man," Elaine said, fumbling for words, "but. ..he didn't gppedl to me
inthat way. Besides, | wasinterested in someone dse.”

"Who?'
"Thetis none of your business" shesaid firmly.

"Look!" Gavin said suddenly, stting up. " There's some more hitchers. Now's your chance to redeem
yoursdlf."

Two bedraggled caricatures sat on the concrete railing of abridge ahead like scarecrows who had
wandered in from anearby cornfield. Worn packs and rolled deeping bags rested on the railing beside
them. They waved frantically at the car asit approached. Close-up, Gavin could tell that they were male
and femade. "For God's sake," he said, "aren't you going to stop?’

He held out his hand, widespread, in agesture of hel plessness and apology as the car sailed over the
bridge and past the two disconsolate hitchers.

"Why are they aways so miserable?' Elainesad.

"They have a chance to see human nature at its most inhumane," Gavin said. ™Y ou don't know what it
doesto meto rgect my brothersand ssterslike that.”



"Y ou can go to work and buy a car and devote the rest of your life to missionary work on the highways,
picking up strays, trangporting them from one spot to another,” Elaine said.

"They'd give you anything they had," Gavin said.

"l sugpect that al sheld haveto giveyouistheclap,” Elainesaid. "lsn't it strange that people who have
nothing are alwayswilling to shareit, and other people's plenty, too."

"l don't think it'sstrange at dl," Gavin said. "It's just another example of the corruption of affluence.” But
he remembered the Professor saying, "A poor man's generosity comes to the same end asarich man's
parsmony. The poor man believesin equdity; the well-to-do man, in freedom. Beware of the man who
wantsto trade his penury for your freedom.”

But he said to Elaine, "Where did you get your weary load of cynician?”'

"Easy," shesad. "l was orphaned at the age of two. Y ou learn alot about human nature when you aren't
protected fromiit. | grew up in acrechewith alot of other underprivileged children—black, red, brown,
ydlow, white—dl| thereto give them an equa dart in life, free from theinequdities of birth and
environment.”

"I'm sorry," Gavin said.

"Don't be," shesaid. "All | missed was parentsto rebel against. Maybe that'swhy | enjoyed your parents
so much. They gavetheir affection without demanding anything back. Oh, we had officid surrogate
parentsin the creche, sdected for warmth and empathy and emotional stability, but it wasn't the same. It
wasthelr job."

"The child-parent relationship isunnaturd,” Gavin said, quoting the Professor.

"Maybe it would have been different if | had been their child," Elaine said. "Maybe they'd have demanded
something from me. But | was my own person, and that was all | wanted to be—beholden to nobody,
independent of everybody, free from the constraints of poverty and of job alike.”

"l can see," Gavin said condderately, in the atitude of "to know dl isto forgivedl,” "how you might have
grown up sdfisr—"

"Sdfish! That's not the point. Free! Freeto be myself! Freeto beasmuch ameas| can! Freefrom the
tyranny of equality and politica justice and intellectud fads. That'swhy | never went to college—too
much conformity in speech and dress and thought.”

"Conformity!" Gavin exclamed. "Tha wasliberty."
"Then why did you dl dress dike? Those ridiculous peasant clothes. None of you were peasants.”

"That," Gavin said, "was an expression of solidarity. With workmen and peasants everywherein dl times.
And with studentswho, like us, were protesting the conformity of forced consumption by advertising and
syles and the uptight generation.”

"You dl tak aike, too," Elaine said. "Anyway, | wanted to be able to do what | wanted, aslong as|
didn't hurt anybody."

"That's a passive gpproach to morality,” Gavin said. "And it will never help create a better world.”

"On the other hand,” Elaine said, "1 won't do evil under theilluson that | am doing good.”



Gavin found her attitude incredible. "1 thought al young people were revolutionists™

"l don't believein philosophies” Elaine said. "They only serveto rationdize your preudices or
ingtitutionalize your practices. But | have arule of thumb: do good dowly, if at dl. That gives peoplea
chance to protest the damage you are doing to them. Or, if you like more elegance in your rules of
thumb, don't do to other people as you would have them do to you, because they're dl different.”

"Then you consent to the oppression of the people,” Gavin said.

"I don't know who ‘the peopl€ are or the nature of their oppression,” Elainesaid. "All | redly know is
that nobody authorized meto act in their behaf. And if 'the peopl€ are ‘oppressed’ in sufficient numbers,
they will know it and will do something about it.”

"But they have no power."

Elaine shook her head. "What you revolutionists object to is that they don't know they're oppressed, so
you invent termslike 'brainwashing,' 'socid behavior conditioning,’ ‘cooptation,’ ‘mediamassage,’
‘unconscious rebels,' 'mute protest,’ and al the rest—when what you mean isthat you want revolution for
your own purposes, to satisfy your own emotiona needs, and you find thet rationde distressingly
insufficient to judtify dl the damage you arewilling to inflict on others.”

Gavin shrugged. Tm afraid your political naiveté is showing. Perhaps you should have goneto college. In
any case, dl thishas no relation to the smple kindness of picking up felow travelers.”

"Just as | would not do harm to others," Elaine said, "I choose not to put othersin the position to do harm
tome"

"Y et you picked me up,” Gavin pointed out.

Elaine hesitated. "I didn't say that | took no risks; | choose them carefully. And | fed | know you—at
least well enough to believe that you will do me no harm.”

"l guessthat'sacompliment,” Gavinsad. "If itis, thanks." But he wondered if they had acommon
definition of "harm.”

They followed the setting sun and atrail of pills and bottles and discarded clothing into the outskirts of
Junction City. By then the sky was dark, and Elaine turned the car into the driveway of a motel whose
illuminated sign had lost some letters and read "L—s Arms.” Asthey passed benesth the sign, Gavin
could read the missing letters. They were "over," and above the Sign, unilluminated, was a reproduction of
theVenus de Milo.

Gavin smiled and said, "It would be cheaper and more virtuous to deep beside the car.”
"| prefer afew comforts,” Elaine said.
"l don't have any money," Gavin said.

"I have something better," Elaine said, opening the door on her side of the car and getting out, "a universal
credit card and money in the bank. Of course, you're welcome to deep in the car or in the nearest field.”

Gavin got out of the car and followed her into a shabby |obby. Broken venetian blinds only partialy
covered the front windows, and the old green theater-type carpeting on the floor was worn down to the
rubber backing in apathway leading from the doorway to the desk. It looked like an anima runway
through ameadow. To theleft aflickering red neon sign spelled out "Restaurant.” To theright, twin



doorwayswere identified as"Fillies' and "Colts," and patches, about shoulder height, next to the edge of
the door, had been worn through the varnish and stained by human oils. Between the doors were two
vending machines, one for cigarettes, tobacco or marijuana, and the other for pills and capsules.

At first Gavin thought no one else wasin the room, and then an old woman struggled upright from an
easy chair behind the desk. A straw-colored wig was dightly askew on her head, exposing dirty gray hair
benesth, and makeup made aclown's mask of her face. Once, perhaps, she had been awoman with a
figure, but the figure had drooped and inflated until it was virtualy impossible to carry. Gavin suspected
that even standing was torment. But the woman had not given up. She pushed out her pillowy chest and
gave Gavin achdlenging smirk that cracked her makeup.

"Y ou two together, lovies?' she asked.

"Yes" Gavinsad.

"Yesand no," Elainesaid.

"Wdll, whichisit, dearies? Y ou want one room or two?"

"One," Gavinsaid.

"Two," Elane said smultaneoudy.

Gavin shrugged. "Two," he repeated. " Just trying to save you money,” he whispered loudly to Elaine.

"Y ou paying, love?" the landperson said suggestively. "No need to be coy with me. | know what it'slike
to be young. God knows, I'm not so old yet | couldn't give somefellaagood timein amotel room, but
it's different when you're young and your skin is smooth and tight, and you're dl warm and excited insgde
S0 you can hardly—"

"Two rooms," Elaine said, removing her credit card from asmal case at her was.

"Well," the landperson said, winking broadly at Elaine, "you do it the way you think you should. Y ou
know best, love. Trust your ingtincts. Play hard to get. Sometimes it works out. They respect you more,
and it getsthem even hotter."

"Jug give usthekeys," Elanesad.

"Sure, dearie,” the landperson said, and dropped the card into adot in her computer. She pushed a
button, and two keysfell out the bottom, areceipt came out the middle, and the card came out the top.
She handed them all to Elaine. " Staying more than an hour or so?" she asked.

“All night,” Elaine sad.

"That'sgood," the landperson said. "That's the best.” She turned to Gavin. " She don't treat you right, you
come see me," she said, winking with both eyes. Her face seemed contorted with message. "Wasthe
time," she began, "when dl the young men camein from Fort Riley to see Maude Frumkin..."

They turned and left her remembering. They got back into the car, and Elaine drove them around to the
appropriate doors. They were side-by-side on thefirst floor of atwo-story wing. The bacony of the
second floor sagged a bit, but it looked asif it would remain standing for another night.

Elaine handed Gavin akey. Shelooked at the number of the one sheretained. "I'm going to clean up,”
shesaid. "Then well get some dinner, if you're hungry.” She got out of the car, took asmall red suitcase



from the luggage compartment, opened the door of the motel room, entered, and closed the door firmly
behind her.

Gavin stared after her for amoment, recadling the brisk way her hips had swayed under the skirt, and
wished she wasn't o reactionary and such acold fish. He carried the thought with him through the
doorway of hisroom and into the shower, where he stood soaping himsdf in the lukewarm spray from
the shower head, thinking of Elaine standing not two feet away from him doing the same thing. What a
wagte it was, he thought, and wondered when the playfulness which began under the motel sgn had
changed to redlity.

Dinner was availablein the smal dark restaurant just off the lobby. The landperson was the waitperson,
the barperson, and the cook as well. She waddled to the table they selected, put down two glasses of
lukewarm water, lit acandleinside avase of red glass, handed them two menus bound in imitation leather
now old and cracked and smeared with the dirt of athousand fingers.

Elaine ordered abloody mary and made aface at thefirst swallow. Gavin got bourbon and water. It was
fair bourbon, not very good water. He told Elaine that travel ers should never order mixed drinks.

"They dso should carry money,” Elaine said.
Gavin stiffened and stood up. "If you're going to keep reminding me of your charity..." he began.
Elaine put ahand on hisarm. "Don't be so touchy," she said, "and I'll try to beless bitchy."

Gavin thought of the meal to come and sank back into hischair. "Well," he said, and thought of her room
next to his, and tried to be as charming as he could.

Elainelifted her drink. "I hope," she said, smiling, "that she doesn't sdt the drinks with aphrodisiacs.”
Gavin laughed. "Then you noticed the name of the mote.”

"Only when it wastoo late," she said, and laughed. "1 was afraid you'd think | suspected you of amorous
intentions. Y ou should see my room—red plush on the furniture, pink-nylon sheets on the bed, and a
mirror on the caling.”

Something magica happened to Elaine's face when she smiled. Only ordinary in repose, it became
beautiful when she amiled, illuminated from within like a painting by Michdangelo. And with her eyes
turned on him, pupilslarge, Gavin felt acompulsion to make her smile again.

The food turned out to be frozen meals thawed in a supersonic oven and hardly worth the pride hed
swallowed. But Elaine smiled severa times as hetold her about life on the campus, about Karniva and
classes and the Professor, about how he had been expelled from the campus, making it al seem
unimportant and amusing.

She ended up laughing with him at his bravado at the campus gate and &t hisillusions about coming home,
athough he thought he detected a bit of moist sympathy in the corners of her eyes as he described the
way his expectations had turned out.

So when they |€eft the little restaurant and walked back to their rooms across asphalt ill radiating the
sun's heet, Gavin felt faint stirring of anticipation asthey stood a Elaine's door. She turned toward him,
and he bent hisface toward hers, and she said, "Good night, Gavin," and turned, dipped through her
door, and was gone.

Gavin stood for amoment, poised over nothing, and then straightened and impulsively knocked at her



door. The door opened, and Elaine stood in front of him, her head turned to one side, looking up a him.
"Yes" shesad.

Gavin looked at her, silhouetted againgt the light of the room, and whatever ideas held had fled from his
mind. "Good night," he said, and turned and went into his own room.

His sheets were dark red, though patched and faded in places, and he lay awake for along time staring
up at the dark mirror in the celling where his shadowed face looked back down upon him. He imagined
he saw other faces and other events behind his own, and he thought, "Ah, love, let usbe true to one
another..." And when he dept, he dreamed of Jenny and Gregory and the whine of bullets above his
head. He woke up when they began to hit his body, and he rose and urinated, washed hisface, and put
on hisclothes and went out into the morning sunshine.

Elaine was dready up. She had changed into alightweight white dress. She was putting her red suitcase
in the luggage compartment when he came out his door. They breakfasted on soggy toast and weak
coffee while the landperson smpered at them.

"Didn't get much last night, did you, young fella?' she said. "Went in separate doors and never crossed
over once, did you, now?" She chuckled. "How would | know something like that, you want to know.
Got me a surplus nightscope when the boys were il at Fort Riley. Good-hearted lads, they were. When
they didn't have money, they brought what they could. Anyway, | keep an eye on my customers, you

see. A little extraservice for which thereis no extra charge. Y ou'd be surprised what | seeninmy time.
Should've come to me, though, young fella. Wouldn't have gone to bed with your gutsaching...."

But Elaine walked out before the landperson had finished her description of what Gavin had missed, and
Gavinfollowed her, arriving a the car just before Elaine pulled it away.

They drovein silence. Gavin didn't know what Elaine was thinking about, but he was beginning the long,
difficult process of sorting out what had happened to him in the past month. Professor, he thought,what
happened? What price learning? What cost wisdom? And he thought he heard the Professor say,
"The priceisaman's peace of mind, and the cost ishislife."

Shortly before they reached the turnoff to Abilene, they began to notice objects scattered on the highway:
first colored pills and capsules, then a broken bottle, articles of clothing, strips of rubber from atire,
black skid marks on the pavement, and findly, asthey rounded agentle curve, the busitsaf lying onits
sde beside the road, pieces of it strewn behind, and ajagged, doorlike piece of the rear-left side ripped
up. The buswaslike an anima they had seen bounding aong, brimming with vitdity, gpparently
indestructible and perhgpsimmorta, now lifelessand till.

Marks on the road and the grassy median between the divided highways, ong with broken glass,
twisted metd, oil spills, and dried brown stains on the edge of the pavement, suggested that the bus had
skidded into the median and then into the opposite lane of traffic, hit avehicle, rebounded into itsown
lane, overbalanced, and skidded on its Sde for more than a hundred yards. Elaine stopped behind the
torn bus and scrambled out of the car. She ran to the bus, across the scuffed and scarred shoulder, to the
doorlike opening at therear, Gavin just behind. As Gavin got closer, he could see that the opening had
been cut and then the metal wrenched outward. A vision flashed through hismind of agiant hand
reaching down with a can opener while the screams of the frightened and injured and dying sounded from
within.

Elaine turned from the opening and vomited in the grass beside the road. Gavin climbed a collapsed tire
and then walked aong the side of the busto the hole. He peered into the dark interior and then climbed
down into the bus carefully so asto avoid the sharp edges of the metal, and then the blood, splashed and



puddled everywhere, most of it dried and brown, but some still sticky.

The bus was empty. All of the down windows and some of the upper windows had been broken, and
glass was splintered into scythes and daggers. Clothing was scattered throughout the interior, hanging
from seats and racks asif tossed there by careless children. Luggage and packs had broken open and lay
with their contents exposed like entrails. Gavin had once visited a packing house on a primary-school
educationd tour, and the bus smelled like the daughter room.

Gavin climbed out over the seats before he, too, was sick. He went to Elaine. She was still bent over, but
she straightened as he came close. He put his arm around her. She was shivering.

"They must have taken everybody to ahospitd last night,” he said.

Her shiversgrew lessviolent. "Or to amorgue,” she said. "Poor buggers. Like mayflies."
"'Don't pity the dead,' the Professor used to say. 'All their questions have been answered.”
"Lifeisn't dl questions," Elaine said. Shetook a deep bresth and moved back to the car.
"The Professor would say, 'No, it isn't dl answers," Gavin said, and followed her.

When he reached the car she was looking down at her right arm. A brown handprint marred the white
skin. She rubbed it away. Gavin looked down at his bloody right hand and turned to scrub it clean with a
handful of grass. When he turned, she was seated on the passenger side of the car.

"Why don't you drive?' she said.

He nodded and got into the driver's seet. He had never before driven an electric, but it wasn't difficult to
adjust. The car accelerated smoothly, and they swung out around the corpse of the bus. "So long, rite of

passage,” hesad.

The silence of the eectric motors was distracting, aswell asthe lack of power in a sudden surge. Gavin
soon found, as the landscape began to dip behind, that he had to plan his maneuvers early, making his
turnsin dightly wider arcs, swinging out to pass acar several yards sooner than usud, but the quiet, even
movement was exhilarating, likeriding asky roller coagter, gliding, Svooping, turning, climbing, without
end, without effort, or likeflying itsdf. He fdlt pleased with himsalf and pleased with the girl who sat
brooding beside him.

Heturned toward Elaine and smiled. After amoment she smiled back, and the warm autumn breeze
poured over the windshield of the car, and he felt good. For amoment or two he forgot the bus, forgot
the campus, forgot the Professor, forgot even Jenny, and he enjoyed the day for what it offered him.

Hefdt so good he did not even think when he saw ahead of them asolitary figure walking beside the
road. Automatically he pulled up beside the figure and stopped. The hitcher was a young man, blond and
curly-haired, irresigtibly attractive, with acurly blond beard, blue eyes, and neet clothing.

"Gavin..." Elaine began when the car started to dow, and then it wastoo |ate.

"Get in, brother,” Gavin said cheerfully, feding his pleasure multiplied by the prospect of sharing it with
the lessfortunate.

"Thanks, brother," the young man said, and when Elaine didn't move, he tossed his pack into the back
seat and vaulted over the back of the car to land besideit.



"Gladto doit,"” Gavin said, smoothly gliding onto the highway and toward the horizon, which had leveled
off asthey got farther into centra Kansss.

Elaine said nothing. Gavin could fed theweight of her disgpproval in the seat beside him, but the
comforting presence of the freak in back more than made up for it.

"Where from, brother?' he asked.

"All over, brother," the other said. "'I've been seeing the country for the past year, and now I'm going
home"

"Home?" Gavin repeated. He remembered his own recent euphoria, and he felt awave of sympathy for
the young man.

"Hometo Ddlas," the hitcher said.

"Y ou're going in the wrong direction, brother,” Gavin said. "Were going to the West Coast. Texas s off
south.”

"I know," the hitcher said, "but you got to take what you can get. Rides are scarce these days. Seems
like people are scared of hitchers.”

"l wonder why," Elaine said.
"Well, sger," the young man said, "people are afraid of alot of things."
"Likethieves, rapists, murderers,” she suggested.

"Widll, of course, agter,” the hitcher said. "But you can't go through life looking for thieves, rapists, and
murderers. Y ou might find them. And you'll missal the wonderful things, al the beautiful people.”

Hisenthusasm waslike laughter. Gavin found himsdf smiling. "Just whet | told her," he said. "My namé's
Gavin. ShesElane”

"Chegter," the hitcher said, touching his chest with hisindex finger, "but somefolks cal me'Chet’ and
otherscadl me'Jat."

"Isthat because yourefast?' Gavin asked.

"That, and | move around alot,” the hitcher said. " So much to see, you got to keep moving. And | never
met astranger. Right, brother?”

"Right," Gavinsaid. "Isthat al you do, Jet?'Y ou're not astudent?'

"Used to be astudent,” Chester said, "but | wanted to get into something more active. So | became an
activis—an organizer."

"What do you organize?' Elaine asked skepticdly.
"People," Chester said breezily. "Movements, demondrations, riots..."
"Bombings?' Elaine asked. She seemed immuneto hischarm.

Chester leaned forward to toude her hair. She pulled away from him. "No need to be unfriendly,” he
said. "Thosg, too, but that's dl in the cause of a better world." He tapped Gavin on the shoulder. "Right,



brother?'

"Right," Gavin said. He hadn't felt such solidarity since heleft the campus, and he hadn't met such a
likable, attractive young felow for years.

"I can't tell you how grateful | am that you picked me up,” Chester said.
"That'swhat brothersarefor,” Gavin said. Joy rosein histhroat, to make talking difficult.

"Y ou don't often find brothers driving new convertibles," Chester said. He sat on the edge of the narrow
back seat, looking from one of them to the other with delight, the breeze coming over the windshield
tumbling hisblond curls, twisting itsfingersin his blond beard.

"It'snot my car,” Gavin said.
"Gavin..." Elane began.

But Gavin continued, unheeding. "It'sthe girl'shere. I'm just ahitcher, like you." He wanted to increase
the solidarity, build upon it. "Got aride yesterday."

"Y esterday, brother?' Chester said. He looked at Elaine with even greater pleasure. "A rider yesterday, a
driver today. That's progress.”

"That'sright,” Gavin said. He had afedling he was babbling, but he couldn't help it. " Spent the night at a
motdl just thisside of Junction City."

"Atamotd, eh?' Chester said, grinning a Elaine.
"In separate rooms," Elaine said, and then looked as if she wished she had remained silent.

"Of course, sgter,” Chester said. "But where did alittle girl like you get anew convertible and the money
to stay in amotel—in separate rooms? | know Gavin here wouldn't have any money.”

"That'sright, brother,” Gavin said. "The possession of money isthefirgt surrender to materiaism.”

"I worked for it," Elaine snapped. " That's something you wouldn't understand, because you expect
everything to be handed to you."

"Oh, I work, too," Chester said cheerfully, "but not forit. Not for money or for what money can buy, but
for liberty and justice and equality. Right, brother?"

"Right," Gavinsaid.

"I didn't pick Gavin up because hewas ahitcher," Elaine said, "but in spite of it. | knew him, so it wasn't
what you think."

"What do | think?' Chester asked, spreading hisarmswideto indicate hisinggnificance, grinning to
indicate his harmlessness. "What do | matter? I'm just aknight of the road, a pilgrim of the revolution. I've
taken avow of poverty, and my opinions arejust asworthless.”

"Persona property isanilluson, brother,” Gavin said happily. "Those who need and those who have are
rightful partnersin aprocess of equaization.”

"That'sright, brother,” Chester said.



"God!" Elainesad.

"All men have created the wedlth that man has accumulated,” Gavin continued, "and so itsuse and
benefits belongsto al men—not to the few who have expropriated it and wrongfully withhold its use from
others.

"Right, brother," Chester said.

"Nobody owns anything, and everybody owns everything,” Gavin said triumphantly.
"Right, brother.”

"Then why do | work and othersloaf?' Elaine asked.

"That'syour hangup,” Gavin said. "If everybody refused to perform the meaningless tasks this twisted
society demands, it would soon order things better—adistribute goods equitably, give people what they
need, and let them usetheir timein the only meaningful way we have."

"And what'sthat?' Elaine asked.

"Sdf-discovery,” Gavin said. "The exploration of one's humanity. The perfection of one's persondity.”
"Right, brother," Chester said, hiswhite teeth sparkling in the sun.

"And what of this persondity,” Elaine said skepticdly, "where did it come from?”’

"Why," Gavin said in surprise, "we're born human.”

"And the baby inthe crib," Elaine said, "he's supposead to lie there exploring his humanity, growing up,
aone, perfecting his persondity which was given him at birth through a casua meeting of chance genes?!

"Widll, therés an interaction with other people,” Gavin said. "Exploring one's humanity isdonein reation
to other people who are exploring their humanity. One reacts, involves onesdlf, builds asane society..."

"Itisn't al studying one's own navel?" Elaine asked. " Sometimes you study other people's navels? It
seemsto mewhat you have isaprogram of equating man's genetic traits with man himself, ignoring his
environment, ignoring the socid evolution of ideas, ignoring the dynamic tensons that have made man first
intelligent and then conscious of himsdlf as adeveloping species. What about the mysteries of life, the
birth and death of suns and worlds and universes? Where does your exploration of humanity make room
for quest, for the sense of being human by pitting onesalf against great odds, great questions, greeat
challenges?”

"They're nothing beside the human mystery,” Gavin said. "Right, brother?"

"Right," Chester said, and in the same cheerful voice added, "Now pull over to that rest stop.”
"Y ou mean you need arest stop dready, brother?' Gavin asked.

"| think we all do, brother," Chester said.

"Gavin..." Elanesadin afrightened, warning voice.

"Don't turn your head, brother,” Chester said calmly. "There'sthe point of aknife a the hinge of your
jaw."



Gavin could not control hishead. It jerked to theright, and he felt asharp painin hisjaw at the sametime
as he saw, out of the corner of his eye, a switchblade in the steady hand of the angelic Chester.

"There, now," Chester chided him, "didn't | tell you not to turn your head? Now you've cut yourself."

Gavin turned hisface back toward the road, holding his head rigid. Something touched hisjaw, and he
drew back.

"Now, don't get nervous, brother,” Chester said solicitoudy. "I'm just wiping away the blood. There! It's
only asmdl cut, redly, and you'll hardly know it's there by tomorrow. It'll be nothing besidethe big cut in
your throat if you don't dow down right now. Be careful, girl, or this blade will get knocked right into the
neck of your boyfriend, here. That'sit, brother. Slow. Slow. Now, turn off here.”

"He'sno friend of mine," Elaine said sullenly.
"I'd judge differently, sgter,” Chester said, "but that don't matter."

Gavin had siwung the car off the road onto the gravel drivethat led up to alittle park areaand a stone hut
with ared roof. The gravel gritted under the car'stires.

"Now, swing the car onto the grass behind the shelter house," Chester said. "That's great, brother. Now,
stop the car. Turn it off. Put on the hand brake. Move dowly! | wouldn't want thisknifeto dip. That'sit.
Now, open the door and get out of the car. Easy. Slow. I'm right behind you with the knife at your back,
getting out. There, now, brother. Y ou're agood student. Y ou learn good.”

Gavin stood beside the yellow car, his musclestight, hisback conscious of Chester behind him. "Jet," he
said, "you wouldn't do anything to a brother, would you? Somebody who took you off the road?”

"I wouldn't have a chanceto do it to anybody else, would |7 Chester asked reasonably. "Anyhow, you
know how it iswith private property, brother. Y ou just convinced me. Nobody owns anything.
Everybody owns everything. Wdll, brother, I'm claming alittle bit of mine and relieving you of something
you don't own.”

"l told you," Gavin sad, "it'sthegirl's." Back behind the rest rooms, he had no view of the highway.
Which meant that nobody could see them.

"As| understand you," Chester said, "it doesn't belong to her, ether. Right, brother?"
Gavin suppressed the automatic response.

"Don't move hadtily there, sgter, or thisknife...you know?1'll tell you when to move. Until then, just St
there. Now, brother, lie down, here in the grass on your belly, and don't move. Y ou, sigter, will find a
piece of rope sticking out of the top of my pack. Pull it out. That's right—keep on pulling, and it will all
comefree. Very good."

Gavinfdt afoot in the middle of hisback, shoving him deeper into the grass. He struggled to keep his
head up out of the grass. Maybe he could roll out from under the foot, he thought, but he didn't believe
that Chester intended to harm them, talking so calmly, and as long as he talked about rope, there was
hope for afate less than final. " Someone's going to hear you," he said. "Better get out while you have
time"

"Now, that would be too bad, wouldn't it?" Chester said. "They'd get hurt, and you'd get hurt, and the girl
would get hurt, and all for nothing. Right, brother? Now, sister, | want you to tie up your boyfriend here.
Hands behind you, brother. That'sfine. You learn real good, brother. Now, tie 'em tight, Sster. Redl



tight.”

Gavin fdt thetouch of Elaingsfingersfor thefirst time, and he thought, ingppropriately, that we go
through life not touching other people, not being touched. There was something € ectric and meaningful
about her fingers as they twisted the smooth rope, and then the rope bit into hiswrists and he granted
with surprise.

"Now, run the cord down and tie his ankles the same way, sster,” Chester said cheerfully. "That's good.
That's grest! Now, flop him over."

Gavin fdt himsdf turned like asack of potatoes. He faced into ablinding sun and then twisted himself
until he could look at Chester for the first time since the organizer, if that was what he was, had pressed a
knife againg hisface. "Y ou lousy son-of-a-hitch!" he said.

"Don't be bitter, brother," Chester said. He was standing behind Elaine, hisarm around her waist
familiarly, hisright hand behind her. "I'm just engaged in aprocess of equaization between those who
have and those who need. Me? | need to go to Texas, so I'm taking the car." He plucked the credit card
from the case at Elaineswaist and dropped it into his pocket. "With alittle help, I'll make it by noon
tomorrow. Now, | want you to understand that it'sin my best interest to leave you two here dead, but |
don't want to do that. Too messy, for one thing. | hate amess, and | do like you, brother, and | wouldn't
want to do that to you. So don't make any noise. Asyou said, it might bring somebody, and | might be
forced to act againgt my will and my basic dtruism. Right, brother? Now, there's something else | need,
and | don't want either of you to make asound. | could gag you, but let's consider thisalesson in
sdf-control. Something elseto learn, brother.”

The birds sang and the locusts buzzed, and Chester put his hand on Elaine's shoulder and then pulled his
hand back and down. The dress peeled away from her body like flower petals opening to the sun. Elaine
jumped and then stood quietly, her head up. She was dender and pale in the sunlight. Gavin struggled
againg the ropesthat held him. "Y ou son-of-a-bitch!" he said. "Y ou bastard!"

"Easy, now," Chester said, displaying the knifein hisright pam. The sunlight rippled dong itsedge. "I'm
trying to control mysdlf. Y ou must do the samething." Hisleft hand was on Elaine's bare shoulder ashis
right hand moved behind her back. Her brassiere pulled tight and then loosened. Chester brushed the
strap from her left shoulder, and the brassiere fell forward onto the ground at Gavin's feet.

Gavin clenched histeeth and struggled, as he noticed, inconsequentialy, that Elaine was not as flatchested
as he had supposed. Her breastswere small but well-formed and firm, and the nipples were virgin pink.
And then he noticed that her face wastight, asif sheweretrying not to cry.

And then her underpantsfell avay, the dagtic severed, like the brassere strap, by Chester's knife.
"You shit!" Gavin shouted. "Y ou lump of filth!"

But Chester was no longer listening. With one hand he closed the switchblade and dipped it into his
pocket; with the other hand he siwung Elaine around to face him, hisface bedtific.

Asif thedlicking of the blade were asignd, Elaine moved with the turning hand and drove her right knee
toward Chester's crotch. He partialy blocked the blow with hisright thigh, but he winced when the knee
hit him. Then he grinned, straightening, and hit Elainein the face with hisfigt.

She exclaimed, and turned asif to run. But Chester had her arm and was hitting her methodicaly with his
left hand.



"I'mglad,” he said, grunting with each blow, "you...did...that! | like...agirl...who...sruggles.

After thefirg blow, Elainewas slent, but she fought with him, raking at him with her fingernails. Once she
broke free and ran afew steps before he caught up with her.

Gavin watched hdplesdy, trying to free himsdlf, until someone'sfoot caught him in the head and turned
the world black. Gavin didn't know how long he was unconscious, but the sun was il high in the sky
when hefelt wet hands tugging at the rope around hiswrists, and he opened his eyes. With onetug the
ropesfell away. His handswere free.

"What was the matter with you?' avoice asked faintly behind him. "I tied the rope so that you could get
freejust by pulling theloose end. He...hewas so busy talking, he didn't notice.”

Gavin sat up, his scomach sinking with the thought of his stupidity, of what he might have prevented.
Elaine was on her hands and knees. She was still naked, but her white body now was covered with red
welts and darkening bruises. Her head hung down, and he couldn't see her face. It was obscured by
limp, sweet-wet hair. The car was gone. They were done.

"Ishegone?' Gavin asked.
"All hitchers" Elaine said, her voice breaking, "should be taken out and shot.”
"We can't let one pervert destroy our faith in al the wonderful people,” Gavin said.

"Damn you, Gavin!" Elaine said. Her hand swung toward hishead. Too late he saw therewas arock in
it. "Damnyou!" And the day returned to darkness.

|Go to Table of Contents |

7

The Organization Man

Radicas adways complain about the resistance of the establishment to change. They might reflect that the
conservative renders as great aservice to revolution asthe rebel. If every damn-fool idea were accepted
and implemented immediately, wewould al be engulfed in chaos. The conservetive weeds out the casua
impulse, the inept proposition, the ridiculous proposal, and the half-baked concept; only the fittest
survive—those changes which have the force of truth and the irresistibility of historical necessity, and
even then many ill-conceived and ill-fated innovations fight their way through socid inertia, like
Prohibition, likelaw and order.

—THE PROFESSOR'S NOTEBOOK

Gavin wasforced to dip into the hospital by stedlth. He waslate for visting hours, and the vistor's gate
kept rgjecting him. The hospitdl, aways authoritarian, was the last remaining citadd of tyranny and the
frudtration of theindividud.

"Vidting hoursare over," the gate said in aflat, mechanica voice. "Y ou may return at ten tomorrow
morming.”

Gavin's patience accepted euthanasia. Beyond the gate was awaiting room with plastic chairs and
tattered old videotapes. A dimly lit corridor on the other side of the waiting room extended into the
remote bowe s of the hospitd itsdlf. Gavin vaulted the gate. As hisfeet hit thefloor, ametal door did
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from the celling to close off the hospita corridor, and the gate said, more urgently, "Y ou have violated a
regulation of this hospital. Regulations within this building have the force of law. Within thirty secondsthe
front entrance will be closed, and anesthetic gaswill be released. Anyone found here..."

But Gavin dready had retrested over the gate and did not hear the remainder of the fate that awaited him
if helingered. He moved around the dark building checking windows and délivery chutes, but they were
all locked. He wondered what the patients were doing, why they were lying there in the dark.

Eventudly he came to the emergency door where he had brought Elaine the previous evening. The
mechanized litter stood just outside the door on tracks that extended to the curb. Gavin looked around.
He could see no one. He could hear nothing except the distant stridulation of a cricket.

He did himsdlf onto thelitter. Immediately it moved with him through a door that opened automatically.
As Gavin entered the emergency room itsdlf, the overhead lights came on.

A brusque, competent voice said, "What isthe nature of your condition?"

Gavin looked around. On the wall toward which the litter was moving was apair of flat binocular eyes,
and below that amass of black, waving tentacles like aderanged octopus. A plague above the eyes
read:DIAGNOSTICOM .

Before he came within view of the eyes, before the eager sensors could wrap themsalves around and
insert themselvesinto hisbody, he had rolled off the litter and crouched under the diagnosticom.

"Mdfunction," the diagnosticom said.

Thelitter moved on itstracks through a hinged door marked: SERVICE . Another litter came through the
doorway to wait patiently for an emergency. Thelights went out in the emergency room.

Gavin waited, too. Seeted undernesth the unblinking gaze of the diagnosticom, he listened to the
chucklegurgle-click of the emergency room, and as his night vision returned, saw the shadowy,
mysterious shapes of machinery waiting to serve torn flesh and adulterated blood with cold devotion.
Gavin began to fed like part of the room, mechanical, senseless, waiting. He wondered what he was
doing here, what drove him to seek out Elaine now in spite of difficulties.

Half an hour later, as hislegs reminded him that they were not machines, an ambulance pulled up outside,
and amoment later the litter presented an unconscious body to the diagnosticom. The body was wearing
ahemet and ablack leatherlike suit that now was torn and bloody. Gavin watched the diagnosticom
send its exploring tentacles over the body, measuring, testing, analyzing, and then, with an air of decision,
gtitching here, setting a broken bone there, and spraying with a quick-setting cast, injecting anesthetics
and antibiotics. When the tentacles withdrew, Gavin started. For amoment he had thought of himsdlf as
part of the medica team.

As soon asthe sensors pulled away, the stretcher trundled off through a doorway marked:HOSPITAL .
Gavin went with it, crouched low.

Onceinto the corridors, Gavin moved with less care. The occasiona stretcher or wheelchair had no
eyes, though they moved with cam certainty on their twin tracks, swiveling without hesitation through a
confusion of switches at theintersection of corridors; and he could avoid the infrequent monitors.

As he moved dong the white, antiseptic corridors, dimly lit by an occasiond pand glowing in the celling,
he looked for asignpost or adirectory. He felt out-of-place at first, like avisitor to an alien world, and
then gradually he was reassured. His hospital memories were more than a decade old. Asachild he had



languished for aweek with rheumatic fever in an old-fashioned, unautomated facility. But gradudly he
became aware that the hospital incense was the same: the corridors smelled like antiseptic and anesthetic,
like alcohol and ether and Novocain.

He had to climb aflight of stairs before he discovered roomswith bedsin them, and beds with patientsin
them, and signs painted on whitewdls:

GERIATRICS, PEDIATRICS, HEMATOLOGY, UROLOGY, MATERNITY, GYNECOLOGY.....
At gynecology he hesitated and then trotted down the corridor, sneaking glimpses through open
doorways at peoplelying in beds. Most of them were adeep, and dl of them looked asif they had
sprouted.

One dderly woman looked up as helooked in. She registered surprise and then darm. A tube from her
arm to thewall above her head jerked as she opened her mouth. Her alarm faded. Her eyes closed over

enlarging pupils.

At the eventh room aong the corridor, as Gavin was about to give up and try another specialty, he saw
Elaine's blond head among the black spaghetti of sensors and delivery tubes, and he moved quickly to
her bedside and pinched the tube that delivered medicine to her arm. He draped atowel over the
watchful eye on the wall and stuffed ahandful of tissuesinto the microphone below the eye. When he
looked down, Elainewaslooking up at him.

"Wait aminute,” she said, and dipped a hairpin over the tube to her arm. Gavin released hishold
gradually. The makeshift clamp worked. The tube jerked asit tried to ddliver adose of sedative.

Elaine reached down benegth the sheet that covered her dender body and removed a sensor. It writhed
like ablack snaketo regainitsintimate location, but Elainetied aknot init, and after that it flopped
amledy. "That fedsbetter,” she said. "What are you doing here?!

Her visible bruises were beginning to fade under the cybernated care, but she still looked battered. Her
left eye was black, and her right cheek was swollen. A wave of sympathy washed Gavin's ssomach. She
looked very smal and helplessin the hospital bed.

"I...I wanted to see how you were," he said. He moved achair over beside the bed and sat down. Until
then he hadn't realized how tired he was. It had been abusy day.

"Why didn't you come during visiting hours?' Elaine asked. "They don't Iet anybody in here after dark.”
"It wasn't so bad," Gavin said. "'l would have come earlier, but | was busy.”

"Y ou could have waited until tomorrow.”

"I wanted to see you tonight.”

"Why?

Gavin shrugged. He didn't know why. "How areyou?'

"I'mdl right,” shesaid. "I'm sorry | hit you. Did | do any damage?'

He touched the left Sde of hishead. "Just alump.”

She smiled suddenly and then stopped at the reminder of her bruises. "'l should have said, 'One lump or
two?"



Hergoiced a her smile. "It was my fault. | shouldn't have been so philosophica about your trouble.”

"No," shesaid, "I shouldn't have been so upset. After all, what did it realy matter?If | hadn't struggled,
maybe he wouldn't have beat me up.”

"You had every right..." Gavin began.

"Butit wasredly unimp..." shesaid.

They both stopped and looked at each other.

"Heredly was ason-of-a-bitch," Elaine said, "wasn't he?'

"He was no brother,” Gavin agreed.

"How did | get here?| don't remember anything until 1 woke up here this morning.”
"I brought you in to the emergency room,” Gavin said.

"You carried me? All that way?"

"It wasonly afew miles.

"That'salong way to carry somebody."

"Y ou don't weigh much,” Gavin said. He recalled the endless night staggering aong the dark highway. By
the time he reached Salina, he thought she weighed severa hundred pounds.

She gave him alook of appreciation. "What did you do today?*

"Theré's apark down the street a bit, across from the City-County Building," hesaid. "'l dept thereinthe
park under some old newspapers| found in atrash barrel, until the sun woke me. | cleaned up inthe
basement washroom of the City-County Building, and then | tried to report what had happened.”

"Youtried!" sheexclamed.
"Y ou don't understand how thingsare," he said defensively.

The City-County Building had been new and modern some twenty or thirty years before, but now the
painted walls were blackened from the touch of hands and careless mops, the corridor tileswereworn
and warped, the dust of neglect had accumulated in the corners.

Gavin walked dong the corridors with an odd reluctance, asif he had no reason to be there, but he
attributed his unesse to the natural fedlings of arevolutionary for the environs of government.

Hefound what was|eft of an abandoned jail—the rusty bars on the window testified to its prior
service—but the offices that led to the cells were vacant and dusty. He wandered the corridors, reading
the names on signsjutting out above the doorsREGISTER OF DEEDS, CLERK, EXTENSION
SERVICES, COMMISSIONERS, HEALTH, TREASURER, DATA PROCESSING, MENTAL
HEALTH, COUNTY JUDGE, MAINTENANCE SUPERINTENDENT, COUNTY ZONING
ADMINISTRATOR, PROBATE JUDGE, PUBLIC WORKS, FIRE DEPARTMENT, WATER
DEPARTMENT, SANITATION, RECLAMATION, CITY ENGINEER, PARK AND
RECREATION, BUILDING INSPECTOR ...

Hefound a public telephone and checked the directory, but it listed no police or sheriff offices, and the



front of the directory, which listed numbersto call in emergencies, offered fire and ambulance and
ombudsman. The offices of the county judge were locked and empty. Findly Gavin entered the office of
the fire department.

In the outer office amiddle-aged woman in astylish brown wig looked up from some kind of console
with little lights that shone steadily in blue or flickered in yellow or red. "Police?’ shesaid. "Y ou don't
have afireto report?' She glanced back at thetdlltalesin front of her.

"No," Gavin said. "l want to report a...atheft and...persona attack.”

Thewoman looked a Gavin asif he had spoken Hindustani.

"I wish to report the commission of acrime,” Gavin tried again.

The woman glanced back at her console. "I'm sorry," she said, "but we only handle fires."

"lan't there anybody in this building who caresif someone commitsacrime?’ Gavin asked plaintively.
"Oh, wedlcare," thewoman said sympatheticaly. "It's just that it's none of ourbusiness.”

"What would you do if someone raped you?' Gavin asked in desperation.

"Areyou threstening me, young man?"' the woman asked sharply. "If you are, | must warn you that | am
an adept in the latest form of persona defense, and you will be very sorry if you lay ahand on me.”

"No," Gavin said humbly, "dl I'm asking is, who would you report it to.”

She thought a moment. “To my husband, perhaps," she said, "athough he would only send me back to
my persona-defense classes. | must say, young man, you do pose some difficult questions. Perhaps what
you need is some persona assstance. If you've met with some misfortune and you need some
help—food or clothing or fundsto tide you over—there's a charity just down the Street. They don't have
much to do; it'sreally more arelease for the charitable impulses of our citizensrather than an essentia
sarvice. You go in there, young man, with your story of theft and rape, and they'll fal over you with
excitement. They won't be able to do enough for you—new clothing, ashaver or depilatory, perhapsa
little spending money. Of course, if you've been attacked—I didn't know men could be raped—did you
meet up with a pervert who sodomized you? | mean, you shouldn't be reluctant to say so. The hospitd is
right down the street past the park if you need treatment. It'sall free, of course.”

"All I want," Gavin complained, "isan officeto report..."

The woman looked back at her console. "Now, look what you've made me do," she said, and pushed a
button.

Gavin turned toward the door. As he reached it, the woman at the console called after him, "There's
aways the ombudsman.”

The ombudsman. The last recourse. Of course. Gavin redlized that he should have thought of that himsdlf.

The door of the ombudsman's office was open. The ombudsman himself was seated with his back to the
door, leaning back againgt his dark wooden desk, gazing out the window toward the little park where
Gavin had spent the night. The walls of the small room had been painted alight tan. Therewasan old
Pergan rug on the floor, some Currier and Ives prints on thewall, and alarge coffee urn on atable under
one of the prints.



Gavin hesitated outside the door, and then, shaking off his reluctance, stepped forward into the room. At
the sound, the man at the desk turned dowly. Hisgray hair clung tightly to his head; hisfeatures were
prominent and the skin tight over them, asif hishair had pulled it back.

"How may | help you?' he asked. His voice was rich and resonant, and he sounded asiif heredly wanted
to help.

Gavin found it difficult to speak, and then the words dl came out in abunch. "Y esterday, just afew miles
east of town, ayoung woman and | were attacked by a young hitcher we had picked up. | was bound at
the point of aknife, and the girl was beaten and raped, and her car and credit card were stolen.”

"l see" the ombudsman said. "And what do you wish meto do with thisinformation?"

Gavin stopped and redlized, inconsequentially, that he could smell the pleasant odor of hot coffee. "The
hitcher should be apprehended and arrested,” he said.

"Y ou want him punished?'

"No," Gavin sad. "l mean, yes, of course.”

"Y ou expect that thiswill deter him from committing Smilar crimes.™

"Not exactly..." Gavin began.

"Y ou're thinking that thiswill repair the damage done to you and the girl."

"Wadl, no...l mean, hewon't do it to anybody ese."

"The good of society iswhat you havein mind.”

"Of course," Gavin said gratefully. "Aswell asthe recovery of the girl's car and credit card.”
"By now," the ombudsman said camly, "the hitcher could be anywhere."

"That'strue, but—"

"Thefirg thing he would have done, if he managed to circumvent the identification, isclean out the girl's
credit.”

"At least thered be arecord of where and when..." Gavin pointed out.

"And perhaps he has arrived a wherever he was going and has abandoned the car.”
"He said hewasgoing to Ddlas"

"Of course hewould have told you where he was redlly going.”

"Maybe not, but surely you can at least take the man's description, and the description of the car, and try
to track him down so that he won't continue to steal and rape.”

"For the good of society.”
"Yes, of course" Gavin was becoming irritated at al the pointless questions.

The aquilineface of the ombudsman registered only an inner tranquillity. He put his hands carefully
together, fingertip againg fingertip. "1 am concerned not with the good of society but with the good of the



individua My function isto protect theindividud againg socid injustice.”
"WdI?' Gavin asked.

"But not againg individud injustice. By the nature of my responsbility, you see, | must place mysdf on
the sde of the hitcher, who isin the most danger from society.”

"But who isto protect theindividud againgt him?' Gavin complained.

"No one. Except perhgpstheindividua Y ou see, evenif | took the information you wish to giveme, |
would have no oneto accept it from me. We have no police, no oneto track down the individua
crimind, no oneto try the accused, no oneto incarcerate the guilty, no one to rehabilitate the prisoner, no
one to commute the sentence or parole the convict. We have done away with al that.”

"Then anyone can commit an act of violence or of theft against someone else and get away withit!" Gavin
protested.

"Why should anyone want to?"

"Profit. Need."

"There are easier waysto get money. No oneisin need.”

Gavin thought about Chester's clear enjoyment of what he was doing. "Waell, passion, then.”
"Crimes of passion areimpossible to prevent and seldom repested.”

"A crimind persondity,” Gavin ventured.

"Crimind persondities areinfrequent, difficult to identify, and even more difficult to convict.”
"Thisparticular crimina persondlity was pretty easy to identify,” Gavin said grimly.
"Perhaps," the ombudsman conceded. "Would you like acup of coffee?’

"No!" Gavin said, and then, recalling the state of his ssomach, said, "All right. Thank you."

The ombudsman rose athletically, gracefully, and poured two cups. As he handed one to Gavin, he said,
"The problem that we faced afew years ago was the nature of society. We had solved most of the
problemsthat led to crimind activity—"

"Come, now," Gavin protested.

The ombudsman raised one hand. "Hear me out. No onewas hungry. All socid services werefree,
financed out of the growing abundance of plentiful energy and cybernation. Anybody who wanted more
than aminimum annua income could get ajob."

"Therearen't that many jobs," Gavin sad.

"Asan employment service of last resort,” the ombudsman said, "1 never have been unableto find some
kind of suitable employment for anyone who wanted it: there waysis need of labor to restore the land
and the waters to the condition of cleanliness and vitality in which we found them. We have, of course,
our voluntary poor—our freaks and our indolent—but we cannot force them to labor, even if we wished
to."



"What does d| this have to do with crimina activity?'

"I'm getting to that,” the ombudsman said. "We aso have made education universdly available, aswell as
liberating the underprivileged child from his poverty-stricken environment through crechesand
environmenta enrichment. No longer isthere any excuse for people to grow up deprived, maladjusted,
perverted.”

"Except," Gavin said, "for the fundamenta injustice of asociety which isbased on unnecessary labor,
which discriminates between the able and the unable, between the talented and the untalented, the
motivated and the unmotivated, the deserving and the undeserving..."

"We havetackled," the ombudsman said, "what Gerard Pid caled in 1961 'the nation's principal
economic problem—that of certifying its citizens as consumers of the abundance available to sustain them
intasks worthy of their time." | could point out that thisisthe mogt 'just’ society man has ever known. But
that isn't the point; nothing ever will seem just to the young. They have forgotten history and fed no
gratitude to the past. What | am trying to demonsirate, however, isthat the cybernated abundance which
made possible our economic and socia equdity might have demanded payment from us. We might have
had to pay for it with our personal freedom."”

"I don't understand you," Gavin said.

"Our computerized world, the method of production and distribution, the individua records essential to
the system, had implicit in them the possibility of government control of theindividud," the ombudsman
said camly. "More than twenty years ago the big topic of concern was the threet to persona freedom,
credit checks, government dossiers, wiretaps, police snooping, anonymous complaints...Weve done
away with al that. It happened after the law-and-order riots of 1985. Purposefully, conscioudy, we have
restrained the intrusion of computerized society into the affairs of the private citizen. The result: today
everyoneisfreeto bejust asidiosyncratic, just as cantankerous, just as crazy, just as out-of-step as he
wishes. But thereésaprice.”

"What's that?"

"Headsoisfreeto bejust ascrimind ashewishes. Y ou see, we could only get persond freedom by
eliminating the investigatory arms of government, and I'm here to see that they do not get reestablished,
that nobody starts using against the people the information stored in the computers and their capabilities
for intruson and manipulation. We phased out the police and the courts and the prisons. In thisinterim
period, we haven't spread the information around, but as amatter of fact anybody can get away with
anything that hisneighbors or hisvictimswill dlow. Oh, there dtill arecivil trids, and we don't alow
congpiraciesto go unchecked. Y ou aren't suggesting, | take it, that this hitcher was part of some

conspiracy?'
Gavin shook his head. There seemed nothing elseto say.

"W, then, we are helpless to gpprehend him or to punish him. In the larger sense, of course, the hitcher
was enjoying his basic liberty—although, to be sure, at the expense of someone else'sliberty of action
and enjoyment.” The ombudsman put thetips of hisfingers back together. "It isadifficult question. The
act of rape might well be cdled an expression of exigentia freedom.”

The Professor had once referred, with contempt, to Guillaume Apollinaire's opinion that the Marquis de
Sade was the freest man who ever lived.

The ombudsman was silent for amoment, contemplating his tented fingers. "We can, of course, try to
correct the wrong doneto the girl. Medicd care..."



"That she'saready getting.”

"Wewill place ahold on her credit account if it has not already been cleaned out, and we can provide
some compensation for the unfortunate act committed against her and the loss she has suffered, aswdl as
advice not to pick up hitchers. If you will have her get in touch withme..."

The account, from the gppearance of Elaine's face, was no more satisfying for her than it had been for
Gavin. The pinched tube jerked once more in an effort to calm her down. "That's why the monitor
wanted my credit-card number, though | don't think there's any hope. Chester has done this before, and
hell do it again until he's scopped.”

"Y ou can try yoursdf, when you're able,” Gavin said defensvely.

"I'm not blaming you," Elaine said. "It just hurtsto have him go freelike this, enjoying himsdf. Talk about
inudice..."

"The ombudsman said, 'Injustice endured by the individua is preferable to justice imposed by the sate.”
Wedll," Gavin said, getting up, "I've got to be getting back. | tried to call my parents, but they refused to
answer. If you caled them, I'm sure they'd come and get you." He hesitated. "'I'm sorry you had to go
through this. | fed responsiblefor that."

Elaine studied hisface. "Dont. It was my own damn-foolishness."
"I hope you can forget it, anyway," Gavin said. "I hope your young man will makeit up to you."
"What young man?’

"Wdl, maybe heisn't young. | assumed—you know—the one you said you were interested in when
|...suggested you might beinvolved with my father.”

"Oh," Elaine said, "that young man! Wéll, well have to see. What are you going to do now?!

"My plans haven't changed,” Gavin said. "I'm gtill heading for the West Coast. But I'm going to haveto
delay aweek or two while | accumulate alittle money. | accepted afree meal from the charity the
fireperson told me about, and some clean clothes, sometoilet items, and alittle cash to get me through
theday. Then | enrolled in theloca technicd indtitute.”

"lan't that acomedown?' Elaine asked.

"It'sjust for the educationd dlowance," Gavin said. "Of course, it won't hurt me to learn something about
computer programming or fuson generators.”

"Fusion generators?' Elaine asked.

Into her question Gavin read a picture of stupid students tending miniature hydrogen bombs. " Only
mockups," hesaid.

"How'sit going?' she asked.

It was an idle question, and Gavin knew it wastimeto leave. "They're adifferent breed. Very practical.
Desires, but no curiosity. However, | think they can be organized..." He leaned over and removed the
harpin from thetubein Elanesam. It thumped triumphantly.

"Organized!" she said digantly.



"| fed an obligation to lead them toward amora commitment,” Gavin said. "Up to the point beyond
which thereis no turning back.” It wastrue, he realized. He had never been an activist before, but now he
felt astrange compulsion to convert the heathen.

"Obligation," she muttered, trying to struggle up out of the sedation that overwhelmed her.

He bent over the bed and gently kissed her bruised lips. She would never know, but he would know, and
that was enough. Her lips were pleasant, but there was no excitement. "Good-bye, Elaine," he said, and
fet atwinge of regret for what might have been.

The technical indtitute was Stuated at the edge of what had once been amilitary air base, and the
runways still extended through tall grass and weeds and sunflowersinto the remote distance like
mysterious markings on a Peruvian plateau. They served no purpose any more, dthough occasondly a
small electric helicopter landed on apad located across thefield or alarge passenger ship drifted in from
the east or the west.

The buildings on thisside of the old field were new. The old frame structures and barracks had been
pulled down over the years, and woven and prefabricated plastic buildings and domes had been erected
on concrete foundations. The indtitute was athoroughly modern and up-to-date facility, in kegping with
the modern and up-to-date subjects taught within itswalls: eectricity and electronics, mechanics,
plumbing, recycling and reclamation, construction, carpentry, accounting and bookkeeping, secretaria
kills, datarecording, computer programming and repair, Cybernation maintenance, agronautics,
solar-cell congtruction, ectrical generating, motion-picture projection, camera operation, audio
recording, hydrogen-fusion operation, power broadcasting, €l ectrical space propulsion, satellite
congtruction and repair, telemetry, and many more. There were so many subjects because the ingtitute
taught practical application and no theory; each subject had to be approached as an isolated series of
actionsto be memorized.

The students were just as practica. They wore jeans and knit shirts and tennis shoes, women aswell as
men, and Gavin was one of them. Apparently this uniform from afew decades ago had been adopted not
only by theingtitute but by the charity that had given Gavin his clothing. But Gavin was not one of them as
they walked aong the asphdt path, almost marching, toward their classesin one of the domes. He
walked to one side and out of step, and listened to them talk about the kinds of jobs they would get
when they were graduated and what they would do with their earnings.

"I'm going to Kansas City," ayoung man said, "and get me ajob in recycling. They say it's better than
mining. Trash isthe nation's third-largest resource.”

"l got me ajob dready,” ayoung woman said. "Foreman in asolar-cell factory in Phoenix. Gonnamake
athousand aweek and buy me a cottage on the Gulf of Caiforniaand get meaboat.”

"Plumbing's got tradition aswell asafuture,” said another young man. "'l got ajob as an gpprenticein
Coffeyville, and when the old man retires, he's gonnaleave me the business. He promised. Gonnabe
rich."”

"Five percent of the people control ninety-five percent of the nation'swedlth,” Gavin said
conversationdly.

The students near enough to hear looked at Gavin curioudy. "Y esh,” ayoung woman said, "and I'm
gonnabe one of them."

"She may, too, you know," said aquiet voice besde Gavin's ear.



Gavin controlled astart. Trotting beside him was an older man. He was shaped a bit like abird, with thin
legs leading to abody bowed out in front from chin to waist; ared vest and ablue jacket were buttoned

tightly acrossthe bulge, asif to contain it. Hisface was like arounded football, broadening from thinning

brown hair toward bushy eyebrows and red cheeks and then tapering again to anarrow chin.

"New boy?" he said to Gavin. His blue eyes were shrewd and observant. Gavin nodded. "Old boy," he
sad, gesturing toward himself. " Superintendent. Keep in touch, right?’

Gavin nodded again.
"Whered you get idea about wedth?' the superintendent asked, eevating his eyebrows.

"Common knowledge," Gavin said airily, unconscioudy fdling into the superintendent's fragmentary
gpeech pattern. But he wondered: where had he heard it? " Common knowledge," the Professor said
once, "is another name for common ignorance." And another time, "There are some kinds of folk
knowledge which have been so often repeated that we can never now know the truth: whether coffee
grounds are good or bad for kitchen drains, whether adults should or should not drink milk, whether wet
feet cause colds. Along with thiswe can include most economic information.”

"Not true," the superintendent was saying. "Red per-capitaincome doubled between thirtiesand
seventies, doubled again since then. Portion of nationa income going to laboring man climbed from
fifty-three percent to e ghty-three percent since 1900. Since 1929 share of nationa income of top fifth
has dropped from fifty-five percent to thirty percent, while three middle fifths improved twenty percent,
and bottom fifth by five percent.”

"| don't believeit,"” Gavin sad.
"Facts," the superintendent said.
"Whose facts?'

The superintendent looked at Gavin more closdly. "Organizer?' he asked cheerfully. Gavin shook his
head. "Revolutionary?'

"lsn't everybody?' Gavin asked.

"Not here," the superintendent said. "Practical men and women. Know what they want. Motivated.
Ambitious. Black, white, red, brown. All colors. Not sophisticated, but backbone of society. Impatient
with words. Good with hands. Word of caution: don't stir up.”

Gavin gestured impatiently. "What's the use of aplacelike this?'

"Biggest socid problem—maintenance,” the superintendent said. "Machines break down. Can't fix
themselves. Y et. Biggest economic problem—opportunity. Upward mobility. Opportunity here. Right?"

Gavin shook his head. "The biggest economic problem is distribution. Nobody needsto work."

"Not true," the superintendent said. "For many, work is psychological necessity. Maybe for al, though
not proven. All people not alike. Some prefer leisure. Others, work. Some wish to improve economic
stuation. Others, develop selves. Give both chance.”

"If that were s0," Gavin said, "you wouldn't have to brainwash these kidsinto a psychologica need for
materid possessions. And you wouldn't have to buy their services by paying them wages while those who
prefer leisure subsst on the minimum annud income.”



"People must learn what to do with leisure...and income. In spite of improvementsin income and leisure
between thirties and seventies, no socid harmony: racid riots, juvenile gangs, city-life decay, nationa
morals deterioration. Sociaism aso effective in producing goods, but no better in creating satisfaction.
So—provide opportunity for those who want it, leisure for those who don't. L et people choose between
work and affluence, and freedom and necessities. Nobody starves.”

"The poor have you dwayswith you," Gavin said, and he remembered the Professor saying, "Of course
you do. Y ou forget the past and re-create the poor by definition.”

"Anyway," the superintendent said, "warning: if not here as serious student, may be trouble. Students here
not idle, trouble-seeking bourgeois children. Hungry, risng lower class. May not appreciate revolutionary
rhetoric."

"The biggest socid problemisjustice,” Gavin said with smple dignity, "and the truth is recognized by
everybody."

"Every man has own verson of truth but can't forceit on redity without occasiondly redlity biting back,"
the superintendent said, and trotted away on his spindly legs, puffing like atoy steam engine.

By the time Gavin got to the classroom building, the students already were scattered to their Stations. As
he entered through glass doors that swung open as he approached, he saw studentsin open cubicles
partitioned from their neighbors and facing alarge cylinder that rose from floor to ceiling. At the open end
of the cubicles a corridor circled the exterior wall. Each cubicle was devoted to a different subject, and
each had its own specia equipment and demongtration facilities, but each had atelevison screen st into
the dight curve of the cylinder surface that formed the front wall.

Inthefirst booth agirl was hefting a pipe wrench, and the television screen showed areal wrench turning
ared nut, and then aline drawing of wrench and nut progressively unloosening and tightening. A practica
voice said, "Thefirg thing a plumber must do is be sure the water isturned off. Oncethisisdone, heis
ready to undo the affected pipes. The wrench isfitted to the nut, or to the pipe or joint, as the case may
be. Thisisaccomplished by turning the screw at the base of the jaws. Now the wrench is applied and
turned by applying the appropriate amount of force to the end of the wrench—clockwise for tightening,
counterclockwise for loosening. The demongtration pipeison your right. Now adjust the wrench to the
szeof thejoint. That's good. Turn the wrench counterclockwise. Stop! Y ou have forgotten the first thing
aplumber must do; you forgot to turn off the water..."

The young woman turned a damp face toward Gavin and grimaced. She wasn't pretty, but she had an
expressveface and alively look. Gavin smiled a her and thought that he would like to get acquainted.

The next booth seemed filled with trash, but Gavin redlized amost immediatdly that it was only smulated
trash. A voice was taking about the separation of metas by magnets, while the television set showed
illugtrations. The student in the cubicle watched criticaly astrash in the receptacles around him was
emptied automatically into alarge bin. From the bin it was augured into rotating drums, where cansand
other metallic objects stuck to the sides while paper and food wastes continued on out the other end.

The next cubicle contained a student and a motion-picture projector and a stack of film cans. A voice
wastdling him to check the name of the film on the can and compareit with alist on the side of the
projector, check the date and the time against his own calendar watch, open the can and check the name
on the end of the film against the name on the outside of the can, and if al these checked out, insert the
film into the projector with the white Sde of the film red facing out.

"The projector will dotherest," the voice said. " Sometimes there will be something that will not check
out. In that case, you must know what to do. Fird..."



The student looked puzzled and reached toward the pill dispenser beside the television set on the
forward wall. The sign above it said "Motion Picture Projection, Lesson Number Five."

The cubicles became more complicated as Gavin moved farther around the corridor: computer
maintenance had ared desk-top console, secretarid training featured a voicewriter which printed the
words spoken into it on the television screen and corrected the student's pronunciation, solar-cell
congtruction and molecular circuits, household wiring diagrams, stud hammers and laser saws,
nuclear-fusion contral...

When Gavin passed the nuclear-fusion cubicle, he heard avoice saying, "The satelliteisnow an
expanding bal of flame composed of hydrogen and helium and alot of metdlic aomsdightly
contaminated with carbon compounds.” The television screen was amass of fire and hurtling objects.

The consolein front of the student rippled with blinking lights and then turned dark. "Now," the voice
sad, "let usbegin again. Ordinarily the fuson generator will function perfectly without human supervision.
Perhapsonceintenyears..."

The next cubicle was labeled "Computer Programming.” It contained akeyboard, avoicewriter, achair,
and the ubiquitous televison screen. The chair was empty. Gavin sat down init, and the screen lit up with
kaleidoscopic patterns.

"I amaMark Seven computer instructor,” a speaker said, "and thisis computer programming. Please
place your identity card on the reading plate, and take one of the pills marked 'Computer Programming,
Lesson Number One.™

Gavin took one of the pillsand stuck it in a pocket.
"My identity card islost and has not yet been replaced. My nameis Tom Gavin. | just enrolled.”

"Very well, Tom," the voice said. "Y ou must take the pill, you know. It won't do you any good in your
pocket.”

Damn! Gavin thought. Big Brother, for sure. He took the pill out of his pocket and swalowed it. It
probably wouldn't do him any good, but it shouldn't do him any harm.

"Now," thevoice said, "thisisapicture of amodern electronic computer.” The kaleidoscope patterns
settled into the picture of arectangular machine about four feet tal, judging from the height of the woman
besdeit. "Asaprogrammer, you will not ordinarily be relating to the computer directly. Most of your
work will be at aremote station much like the one you have before you now. In order to become a
killful programmer, you must become familiar with your Mark Two keyboard and your Mark Three
voicewriter. In the process..."

"Get onwithit," Gavin muttered.

"Y ou must learn to pronounce your words more accurately and say them clearly,” the instructor said.
"The voicewriter isremarkably flexible, but it cannot be expected to cope with doppy diction or regiond
dialects or dang usages. Now, repest clearly after me, 'Clear. End. Readout..."

Lunch wasacommuna med in the commons, another of the large domes. In thisone the big centra
column contained acomputer and prepared meals on metal trays. Students studied the menu in the
computer readout windows, pressed a series of buttons, and received their selections asthe tray did out
of adot beneath the buttons. Studentstried to be early; latecomers had to take potluck. And once the
half-hour period for serving was over, the column sank into the floor until it was only a platform about



three feet off the ground.

Gavin sat hunched over hismedl, digging at pork chops and mashed potatoes and green beans and
thinking about the fate that had placed him here among mechanics and mindless consumers. "What to
them,” he thought, "are Plato and the swing of Plelades?’

He had never believed in any of the supergtitions that had sprouted on campus—not astrology or
scientology or satanism or spiritualism or theosophy. He had not become a Jesus freak or amember of
the Aetherius Society or the Feedback Church or aHare Krishnan. But he had a strange fedling of
certainty that he had been brought to this place for a purpose, and that purpose was to lead these poor
benighted mechanicsinto aredization of the true Sate of the world. He felt words welling up in histhroat
unbidden, acompulsion to spring up and shout them like challengesto the universe.

Revolutionary consciousness—that's what they needed. The first thing, he decided, wasto discover
causes of dissatisfaction in their persona Stuations and then lead them againgt the administration.
Nonnegotiable demands, he thought. Unconditional amnesty.

"Where do they get thislousy food?" he said to his neighbors. "Out of the reclamation project?’ Actudly,
it was pretty good food, but Gavin didn't reflect on the irony of the criticism from a person who had
subsisted for dmost four years on greasy hamburgers. He had to repeat his comment more loudly before
his right-hand neighbor turned.

"l sseyoufinishedit.”

Gavin shrugged and turned his attention to the center platform. A film had just finished about employment
opportunities and fringe benefits at IBM, and adark-haired woman stood up in the center of the circular
platform. Shewas dressed in IBM tans, and she was gpparently accustomed to speaking in the round.
Her voice was confident and rich. It rang with power.

"Asthe personnel director for IBM," shesaid, "I want you to know that dl the statements madein the
filmwerefdse"

That quieted the audience. They turned their attention to the platform.

"They arefase," therecruiter said, "because they no longer reflect the current conditionsat IBM. Since
that film was compl eted, the working week has been reduced from twenty hoursto eighteen; these can
be scheduled in three days or five. Stock options have been improved—aschedule will be available
following my brief talk. Country-club duesand marinarentals have been authorized. Free group tours
oversess are available as an dternate for those who aren't sportspersons. The rent allowance has been
raised. Retirement now is at the age of forty-five—with full pay and a crash course on leisure activities
and avocations.

"We know that you're here because you aren't satisfied with ahandout from society. Y ou want to do
honest work. Y ou want to become a producer, not just aconsumer. Y ou want to be an owner, not a
renter. Some of you will go on to become part of management itsdlf.

"I could continue, but those of you who have persona questions can see me privatdly this afternoon. Oh,
yes—the bonuses. We are prepared to offer substantial cash bonuses for those of you who sign up
today. Wewant al you computer-maintenance students and programmers to know that we're eager for
you to join IBM and become amember of our happy family."

Gavin was enraged. Rage was an emotion that started in his ssomach and radiated out to hisskinin hot
waves. He could not remember when he had been so moved, and he found himsdlf at the base of the



round platform. The recruiter had walked off the platform. Gavin leaped up where she had been.
"Felow students,”" he shouted.
A clattering of slverware and metal trays stilled as students turned toward the platform.

"Y ou are too smart to be taken in by a patter of dick talk by the business conspiracy,” Gavin said.
"That's no happy family they're talking about. That's a savage, cannibaistic world out there, and they
want you to come and be the food. They don't want to give you anything. They want to take from you
your lives, your freetime, your freewill, and your basic humanity.

"They don't have anything to give you, because IBM belongsto you, Genera Electric belongsto you,
Xerox belongsto you, the eectric company and the nuclear-fusion company—all of them belong to you,
because you are the people, and the people created them and built them. Y ou own them, and you are
entitled to al the wedlth that pours from them, not just a pittance, what they spill from the horn of plenty.”

He was moving them. He could sense their response, and the feedback made his voice stronger and his
words more € oquent.

"Thisian't atechnicd ingtitute," he said. "Thisisaschool for daves. They'reteaching you to bedavestoa
society which doesn't even need daves; they're forging your chains with promises, and binding them
together with lies. They want you to trade your precious humanity for the role of arobot in this machine
world. Y ou're being brainwashed with pretty pictures of awonderful world of consumption. Consume!
Consume! Consume! That'sal you mean to IBM. Someone hasto devour the surpluses of the industrial
mechine"

They were on their feet now.

"Wadll, don't fal for their sucker game. Revolution isthe only answer. Reform society! Take over the
factories! Set them to turn out what people need, not what the factorieswant to sall. Don't let them
parcel out your patrimony, give away in niggardly charity what the masses possess by right. The world
was made for people, not for machines, and it should be run for people, by people, not for something
caled profits or production. Rise up and demand your rights!”

Some of them were shaking their fists at the celling. Soon they al would be ready to march with him.
But—march where? And then, as he knew it would, inspiration cameto him.

"Now, many of you are thinking: "What can | do?" Gavin said more quietly. "Y ou're saying to yourself:
'I'm only one person. How can | fight asystem, awhole society? Wdll, I'm hereto tell you that you're
not aone. Theré'sawholeworld of brothers and sisters out there who want to join you, who are waiting
to risswith youin thefind revolution of humanity.”

They were roaring now. He had them. He had them.

"But thetimefor that is not yet. We have to start where we are, and we are here at the technical ingtitute,
Firg we must reform this reactionary place. Wewill go to the adminigtration. We will demand a
revolutionary organization, acouncil of sudentsto make whatever rules need to be made. Wewill run
our livesthrough participatory democracy.

"Wewill demand better food. We will demand freedom—freedom to dress as we please, to come and
go aswe please, to go to classwhen we please and if we please. We will demand human instructorsto
be hired and fired by the students. We will demand the banning of recruiters from the campus. Our
demands will be nonnegotiable, and the first demand will be amnesty. Let'sgo! Let'stake over the



superintendent's officel

He leaped from the platform and ran toward the nearby door. The students roared behind him. "Come
on!" he shouted, waving an arm in the classic pose of the leader of troops, and they followed. Exultation
rosein histhroat like the sweetness of forbidden fruit; and power waslike an auraaround him, lifting his
feet from the ground, propelling him forward.

He heard footsteps running beside him. He turned his head, aword of brotherhood on hislips, until he
saw that it was the superintendent. He was running well for aman who carried so much weight above the
waist, but he had difficulty speaking, particularly with the crowd noise behind.

"Think...better...turn...l€ft," he gasped. "Evade...mob!™

"You don't like it so wel now," Gavin said triumphantly. "Y ou're not so sure of your students asyou
were."

"Dont...be...slly!" the superintendent got out. "You! Get...away...while...you...dill...can!"

And then he drifted back and away. Gavin was dmost to the administration building, where he had
enrolled the day before and received an advance on his student allowance. He dowed as he neared the
door, and turned to guide the crowd, and the crowd ran over him.

He got up, thinking "that's a stupid way to start atakeover," and alarge dark-haired student knocked him
down, shouting that he was alousy rabble-rouser.

"Youdothat again,” Gavinsad, "and | just may not lead thisrevolution.”

Someone e se kicked him and called him a chickenshit saboteur. And-then they were dl beating and
kicking him, each blow accompanied by an appropriate epithet: liar, spy, seditionigt, traitor, renegade,
degenerate, pervert, scum...

Finally, battered and hurting, he found himsdf lost in asurging forest of legs, and he crawled between
them on hands and knees to the edge of the turbulence, and then he was out of their shadow, on grass,
with the sun shining down upon him. He would have collapsed, but he drew upon some secret reservoir
of will and pulled himsdf up and staggered away from the crazy mob. When he had gone about ten
paces, aman shouted behind, "There heis," and the pursuit began.

"Many aman,” the Professor said once, "who thinks heisleading acharge actudly isbeing pursued by a

Gavin had limped only afew feet when an old steam-turbine pane truck pulled up beside him, the right
door swinging open likeawal in front of him.

"Get out of theway!" he shouted.
"Get inl" someoneydled back. "Get in, you damned fool!"

He peered into the truck. A girl was sitting in the driver's seet. She was gesturing for himto getin. The
girl wasElaine. Elaine! Elanewasin thetruck telling him to get in. What was she doing here on the
campus of the technicd indtitute, driving where there was no street?

"Getin, Gavin! Getin!"

The footsteps were close behind him. He caught the handle of the moving door, staggering, put hisright



foot onto the doorjamb, and threw himsalf into the seat. The car took off along one of the old deserted
runways, the door flgpping painfully againg Gavin'sleg, the noise of the pursuit fading.

Gavin fdt ahand on hisshirt, pulling him into the cab, helping him sit up.
"Elaine" he said dazedly to the girl behind the steering whed. ™Y ou should be in the hospitd ."

"No," the girl said, looking at him grimly, "that's where you should be. Y ou're beaten up worse than |
wes."

"But what are you doing here?' Gavin asked. The events of the past day and a half were confused in his
mind.

"After | woke up thismorning, it took me severa hoursto talk mysdf out of the hospita. Findly | raised
enough hdll that they had to let me go.”

"Why did you do that?'

The pand truck had reached the end of the runway. It plunged down a hillside, thetall weeds parting in
front of the truck and thrashing against the sdes. The door dammed shut.

"I heard your talk about organizing and moral commitments and obligations,”" Elaine said, her eyeson the
hillside ahead, her hands white on the bucking steering whed. "I know these students. | was one of them.
| knew what they would do if you started spouting revol utionary nonsense. 1'd have been here sooner,
but it took me awhileto stedl thistruck."

"Y ou golethe truck?' Gavin exclaimed. He put his hand to his head. It came away bloody.

"We had to have transportation,” Elaine said. "And | had to get you away from there before you were
killed."

"But my parentd” Gavin said. "Y our money!"

"l wasn't going back anyway," Elaine said. "Evenif you hadn't kissed me. Oh, | know it didn't mean
anything, so don't get uptight. Besides, you're such asmpleton, | felt responsible. What | cantt
understand iswhy you had to do it. Why can't you be satisfied just to get dong for awhile?!

The truck had reached the bottom of the hill. Now it dithered onto agraveled road.
"Why?" Gavin asked vaguely. He wanted the answer to that question himself.
"Yes. Why?'

The graveled road led to an asphat sde road and then to an accessroad for an interstate highway. It
wasn't their highway. It went north, but it crossed the highway going west, and they were soon back on
the road again, thistime in astolen car. But no matter! They were back on the road again toward the
West Coast.

Gavin ill was thinking about Elaine's question. He hadn't been such aradicad on campus. Why had he
turned into an activist when heleft it? Wasit only hisnatura reaction to the smugness, the hypocrisy, the
sdlout mentality of the world he had not seen upclose for nearly four years?

"Chester," the Professor said.

"It was Chester," Gavin said.



"Cheder?'

"You know," Gavin said, trying to figureit out ashewent, "I tried to turn himin, and | felt guilty. No
meatter what he did, it waslike finking. He was arevolutionary, and | felt guilt about informing on him. |
think, subconscioudy, | wastrying to make it up—to mysdf—by acting at the ingtitute the way | thought
he might have acted.”

"That's strange!l" Elaine said, shaking her head.

But shedidn't know haf the strangeness, Gavin thought glumly. Because that hadn't been what the
Professor meant. He hadn't felt guilty for turning Chester in. He felt guilty because he wanted to do what
Chester did. He wished that he had been the one who had beaten and raped the fair Elaine.
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The Cybernated Psyche

The ultimate cause or causes of our splintered society may never be known, but we can identify various
contributing factors: the widespread use of cybernation to perform the necessary |abor of the world; the
development of chemotherapies, chemica mood changers, and chemica learning; the liberation of the
individua to do histhing; asupportiveintellectua climate; and the release of the innate cussedness of the
human species. But the most dangerous human discovery may have been leisure. Hardship and necessity
make cooperation essential; they rub people together and wear off the abrasive edges, they create a
polite and gregarious society. Given haf achance, people will go off on their own tangents, cherishing
thar idiosyncragies, glorifying their likes and didikesinto universa truths.

—THE PROFESSOR'S NOTEBOOK

Asthe sun rose like amashed orange behind them, the Rocky Mountains rose ahead, jagged, dark,
fading from the purple-black of nearer peaksto the pearl gray of those receding toward the horizon.
Elaine woke Gavin to seeit, but he only grumbled about his bruises and complained about his hunger.

"It'sthefirg timeI'veredly seen the mountains,”" Elaine said, sounding awed for thefirgt time. "Don't you
have any appreciation for beauty?'

"Not when I'm hungry,” Gavin said, but he was awake now, and he rubbed his eyes, wincing & the pain,
and contempl ated the mountains briefly before he began to survey the countryside through which they

were passing.

They had driven dl night after stopping at aclear stream outside town to bathe Gavin's face and ingpect
hisinjuries. Elaine's hands had been gentle and efficient.

Denver, Gavin decided, must not be far away. Isolated houses and then small communities appeared
aong the highway. He was contemplating abig breskfast in Denver when the old panel truck began to
Spuitter.

"What'swrong?' Gavin asked.
"I think," Elainesad, "were out of fud."

"Why didn't you stop and get some?' Gavin asked.
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"Where? Nobody drives asteam turbine on the highway any more. Not for any distance. So there aren't
any service dations on the highway. The only placeto get fud isintown.”

"Y ou could have stopped in atown.”
"What would | have used for money?"

Gavin shrugged. Therewasthat. Thelittle cash he had accumulated was still in hisroom at the indtitute,
and Elaine had been robbed of everything. "I shouldn't takeit out on you," he said. "I haven't been much
hdp."

The engine sputtered again and cut off. The turbine rapidly dowed as Elaine guided the truck onto the
shoulder of the road and stopped. "Herewe are," she said, "on foot again. At least until we reach
Denver." She opened her door and got out onto the highway.

Groaning, Gavin sraightened himsdf and joined her. He stood stretching and shivering alittlein the
morning cold, but the air ssemed asif it had been newly created in some chilly cavern of theworld, and
his depression lifted. "Let'sgo," he said.

They had walked only half amile aong the shoulder of the highway, and Gavin's muscles had just begun
to loosen and dide smoothly over one another, when he saw along, low, dun-colored structure off to the
right. Almost smultaneoudy addightful odor drifted to his bruised nose, which, nevertheless, had no
difficulty recognizing the smell of baking bread.

There was something basic and primitive about the smell and hisreaction to it. The Professor once had
attributed the development of civilization to the discovery that grains could be ground and eaten.

Pd eolithic man had discovered the game he depended upon disappearing before the changing climate,
and even in those long-ago days, hunted into extinction. He was forced to turn to the wild grainshis
women had discovered, but he had to be there when the seeds ripened and before the heads shattered
and werelogt. So he built his villages—many hands were necessary to harvest the grain—aongside the
fields, and later, when irrigation was discovered and grains were cultivated, along the big rivers and flood
plains. And he would roast the heads of wild wheat to make the seed easier to separate from the chaff,
sometimes grinding the roasted grains and mixing with water to eat asakind of paste, but then gradualy
learning to cook the paste on aflat rock near the fireinto flatbread and later mixing with yeast and other
ingredients to create amore enduring product which was il edible when cold. "Imagine,” said the
Professor, "this primitive hunter coming back to hisfiresde after an unsuccessful hunt, and sguatting
beside his mate, picking up aflatcake seaming from the firé's heat, and tearing at it with his teeth—it
wasn't raw medt, but it was good. Thiswasthe sart of civilization: the fire and the baking grain..."

Gavin saw by Elaines dilated nogtrils that she, too, had smelled the bread. "Come on," he said, and
scrambled down the ditch beside the highway and through the barbed-wire fence on the other side.

They waked through dryland grasses that rustled against their legs like whispers of the land.
Meadowlarks were snging. Once afiddmouse started up and ran in front of them. A few moments later
askunk waked imperioudy acrosstheir path, tail high. It was asif this portion of the earth had never
heard of man.

Findly, however, they cameto afence. Behind it was arailroad track, and another fence on the other
sde. They waked adong, following the protected tracks, until they camewithin sight of the building Gavin
had seen from the highway. Here the smdll of baking bread was dmogt irresstible. Gavin's mouth was
watering, and his somach was growling asthey came to a point where the fence turned at right angles,
admitting the train tracks but keeping out Gavin and Elaine.



The building within the fence was made of sheet meta enameled brown, probably prefabricated and
brought to thislondly spot in sections. Gavin and Elaine stood outside thetall, chainlink fence that
enclosed the four sdes of the building, and looked at it longingly. On the front of the building were |etters
that had not been visible from a distance and not readable until they were at the fence. Thesign said:
FRONTIER AUTOMATED BAKERY. Undernegth thet, in even smaller |etters, was TRESPASSING
FORBIDDEN . And underneath that:PROTECTED BY WatchComp, Inc.

The same legend was printed on metd plaques attached to the fence a regular intervals. The fence was
unbroken, except where the railway tracks entered, and there the fence trailed off into the distance like
thetail of agpermatozoon. Somefifty yards away arallway car sood against the sde of the building. The
end of the car was humped, asif to contain amotor and perhaps a small computer director.

But all that, and the bread, too, was on the inside, and they were on the outside. Gavin swallowed hard
and sad, "I'm going to get in somehow.”

"Isthat wise?' Elaine asked. "Couldn't we get fed easier somewhere el se?”

"It wouldn't be the same," Gavin said. The disgppointed hunter within him growled for bread. "Areyou
coming?'
"Lead on," shesad.

Gavin started around the periphery of the fence again and stopped afew hundred yards around the
corner. "Look!" he said. The sandy soil had been dug out around the base of the fence by some animal,
perhaps agopher or a prairie dog. Gavin attacked the hollow with his hands and soon had a space
scooped out big enough for him to wiggle through on hisback. Elainefollowed him.

"Now," he said, and trotted back toward the railway track.

Therailway car till was standing at the bakery wall, one entirewall of the car raised high against the
building. The fit between the car and the building was so tight that not even the gopher or the prairie dog
could have squeezed through. When they pressed their earsto the Sde of therailway car, they could hear
rumblings and scrapings, asif something were being loaded.

Asthey walked past the car, they noticed other openingsin the wall above the railway track
marked:BUTTER, EGGS, MILK, FLOUR, SALT, SUGAR, YEAST , and so forth. All the openings
were too smal for human entry, even if they had not been sealed. The tracks disappeared into awing of
the building closed by alarge railway-car-sized door. The door wasimmovable.

Asthey ingpected it, the railway car behind them moved. Gavin whirled and ran toward it. Even ashe
turned, the big door they had been inspecting rattled. He glanced back as he ran. The door was going up.
Another railway car was emerging. He amost stopped, but then he noticed that the car ahead had
exposed atdl opening in the Sde of the building, about five feet up thewall.

The gap was still widening as he approached. Inside the dark opening he could glimpse what seemed like
aclear space, and behind that the looming presence of something bulky and shadowed. He legped at the
opening and hauled himself up.

Therailway car which had come out of the building was rolling down the track toward the opening in
which Gavin stood. He reached down ahand to Elaine and hauled her up beside him just before the new
car did acrossthe part of the opening in front of him. The insde of the building was lighted only by the
sunlight coming through the narrowing loading door. Before it closed completdy, Gavin saw in front of
him arack not two feet away, and beyond that belts and machinery. To hisleft, under anetwork of



wires, under dotted strips of metal, Gavin saw an open space, and he ducked into it, pulling Elaine after
him.

And then therailway car closed the doorway; only daggers of light entered where the fit with the building
was not perfect. After the brilliance of the Colorado morning, Gavin couldn't see enough to locate himself
in the omnipresent gloom. He fdlt, however, that the room was big and filled with incomprehensible
machinery performing mysterious functions. He could hear it rustling and whispering and ratcheting, and
he stood there in the dark, holding Elaine's cool hand, smelling the hot crusty odor of baking bread.

"Wdl, Mr. Mastermind,” Elaine said, "what now?"

Indeed, what now? He hadn't thought about it, but an automated factory needed no light. It could work
aswadl in the dark, perhaps better without the unnecessary and unregulated waste heat from light bulbs.
Somewhere there might be lights for human ingpection and maintenance, but he had no chance of locating
the switches even if they were not locked.

And even as he thought about them, the lights went on. A giant voice shouted at them from above, like
the voice of God, "Thisis WatchComp, and you are trespassing on the premises of Frontier Automated
Bakery. Stay where you are until you are given permission to move."

Silencefdl over them likefear. Elaine looked a Gavin. "They're going to send someone out from
Denver," he said, putting on a confidence he did not fed. "If they think were going to wait for them..."

By thelightsin the celling he could see the process of automated baking. Apparently the openingsin the
outside wallsled to storage bins. Pipes led from the binsto large closed kettles made of gleaming copper;
alarger pipe led from each kettle to nozzles above a moving belt entirely composed of |oaf-shaped tins.
As he watched, three globs of dough oozed from as many nozzles, filled three tins, and the line moved
forward. Three metal disks diced open the top of the dough. Butter sprayed from jets, and then the
moving belt vanished into an opening inawall.

Out of another rectangular opening came other tins, but these bulged with bread, their tops mounded with
steaming brown crust. The moving belt reversed itsalf over ahorizonta roller, and loaves of bread
dropped like manna upon another belt, which moved the loaves toward them. The loaves were caught by
dotted plates, diced by a series of knives, and shoved into plastic bags held open by plagtic fingersand a
jet of ar. Metal armstwisted plastic around the neck of the bag, and the wrapped loaves did into racks
that inched upward from the floor to accept them. As soon asthe rack wasfull, it shoved its contentsinto
the waiting racks of the railway car and did down out of the way of the next rack.

The process had come along way from the banks of the Euphrates. But hunger had not. Gavin grabbed
aloaf of bread from the rack nearest him. Therailway car was nearly full, and its racksleft no room for
Gavinand Elaine.

The car began to move. Light entered past its near end like abright curtain.
"Beready," Gavin sad.

Astheloading door widened to the width of a person, Gavin stepped into the space between the racks
and the door, and then, still holding Elaine's hand, onto the humped housing on the rear of the car. Elaine
had to jump, but the housing was big enough for both of them. They clung to air vents on the rear of the
car asit picked up speed, passed beyond the line of the fence around the factory, and entered the long
tunnd of fencing that led, Gavin believed, toward Denver.

Gavin tore the top off the load of bread with histeeth and offered the open loaf to Elaine. Shetook a



handful of dices, held them to her nose and inhaled the aroma, and laughed.
"Sometimes,” she said, "the smple pleasures are the best.”

Clinging to the back of the car asit rolled clacking through the bright, cool, clear Colorado morning, they
suffed themsalves with hot bread.

The car dowed asit reached the outskirts of Denver. Gavin nodded at Elaine and jumped off. Heran
alongside the car to catch her as she jumped. They stopped between the multiple sets of tracks and
looked around asthey caught their breeth.

They werein asort of manmade gully with stoneblock walls on either side. Just afew hundred yards
farther along, the tracks disappeared into adark tunnel.

Gavin and Elaine climbed the nearest sone wall to street level. The area nearby was dominated by the
massive concrete bulk of a stadium, acomplete bowl pierced with dark openings for entrance and exit;
ramps wound their ways up the sides to upper levels.

The stadium was surrounded by broad black expanses of parking lot, now filled with amultihued harvest
of eectric cars. Theair wasthick with the rise and fal of massed human voices shouting their pleasure
and displessure, and the inhuman sound of engines and of bending and rending metal.

Elaine pointed out the camera surveillance on the pillars at the corner of each lot and the warning signs of
the ubiquitous WatchComp, and they walked around the periphery of the stadium lots until they reached
an areawhere afew old cars were parked and there were no pillars.

"Thistimelet'sget an dectric,” Gavin said, "and solve thefud problem.”

Most of the cars, however, were old steam turbines, and afew, even older, seemed to be
interna-combustion model's, more suited to amuseum or ajunkyard than aparking lot. Finaly, however,
they found an antique e ectric, much battered but gpparently <till sound. After some difficulty, Gavin
wedged open the door on the driver's side and kicked open the equally stubborn door on the passenger
sde. Elainelooked around cautioudy and got in. There was no onein sight, and the only reminder of
human presence was the sound of enthusiasm and disappointment rolling like surf over the sadiumwalls.

Gavin seitled himsdlf into the driver's seat and stared at the steering whed!, or rather, where the steering
wheedl should have been. There was no steering column, no dashboard, no accelerator, no brake pedals.
In their place was a black box about two feet square. It was humming.

"Let'sget out of here," Elaine said.

But it was not that easy to get the doors open again, and before Gavin could force them, the car wasin
moation, rolling toward the stadium. It turned automatically into alarge, ground-floor stadium entrance,
through a dark, underground tunnel, and into the brilliance of an arena strewn with sand and filled with
automobiles charging like maddened bulls. Otherslay ruined upon their sdes or hunkered down at the
edge of the stadium, oil streaming from their tortured sides into the sand.

Gradually the confused scene sorted itsdf out in Gavin's mind. Tractors dragged some hulks from the
fied. The carstill in motion were circdling alarge ball, hitting it with their bumpers or sdestoward gods
at either end of thelong field. The cars were of many kinds, afew smooth-gliding eectricsand alarger
number of hissing steam turbines, but mostly snorting, fuming interna-combustion cars which had been
outlawed from the highways.

Smoke and dust obscured thefield, rolling aside periodically to reveal amoment of action or a scene of



mechanica violence. Over everything hung the ancient and exhilarating fumes of gasoline, burning ail, and
smoking rubber.

All this Gavin had a chance to sense as he struggled with the doors inside an automobile intent upon
carrying them into the midst of carnage and massacre. He heard the audience cheer astheir car merged
into the melee, and then, as he and Elaine peered out, pounding on the windows, waving in an effort to
make their presence known, the audience cheered louder, capering in the aides of the stadium, standing
on their seets, gesticulating gratefully toward the heavens.

"They likeit," Gavin shouted at Elaine, trying to be heard above the sounds of whining tiresand grinding
gears, roaring engines and smashing metdl. "They want usin here”

Something struck the side of his door, buckling it toward him, and something hit the car from behind,
snapping hishead back againgt arestraint. Their car rebounded and then wove more skillfully through the
swerving, swiveling cars, to strike the bal asolid blow that sent it rolling over the hood of another car
and far down the field where a car, timing its movement perfectly, hit the bal at the precise angleto send
it soinning through godposts and into anet.

The milling cars made wide, errétic circlesin the sand, blagting their horns and revving their engines, asif
celebrating avictory, and ended, in perfect precision, facing each other in two straight rows.

All the other cars were empty.

In adesperate burst of strength, Gavin forced open the bent door next to him and emerged into the dusty
sunlight, surrounded by panting metal monsters. The crowd exploded. Men, women, and children threw
hot dogs and hubcapsinto the arena, cheered madly, shouted words that were lost in the general insanity.

Ashe helped Elaine out on the other Side, theimpossible levels of noise and excitement rose even higher.
Gavin took her hand and ran through the oil-soaked sand toward the side of the stadium, but the sight
and sound of the crowd deterred him as he neared the tall concrete barrier, and he swerved left, running
around the perimeter of the arena, searching for away out without risking the manic enthusasm of the
mob above. Helooked, he thought, like arunner taking hisvictory lap, or abullfighter making astately
march around the ring to accept histribute.

Just after Gavin had begun to despair of escape, they cameto the dark tunnel from which their
automobile had emerged, and they dashed into it, seeing at the far end the promise of uncomplicated
sunlight, like an entrance into arcadia. But before they reached it, abarred gate rolled down to block
their way.

"Herel" someone shouted at them. "Thisway!"

A white hand motioned to them out of the darkness like the spectra hand that had led many an unwary
traveler to hisdoom. Gavin went through adoorway, Elaine close behind him. A hand caught Gavin'sleft
arm and guided him down adark halway. He emerged at last into asmall room. It was an office with an
old metal desk and swivel chair, acouple of battered metal filing cabinets, and a wastebasket. On the
other side of the room was another door.

Even ashe saw dl this, Gavin was turning to the person who had grasped hisarm. "What's dl this
about?'

A woman released hisarm and Elaine's at the same time. She closed the door behind them, and the
sounds of the stadium were muffled, asif they were transmitted now through five hundred thousand tons
of concrete. Shelaughed. It wasthe low, hearty laugh of abig woman.



"l should ask you," she said.

Shewas big. She was nearly astal as Gavin, and perhaps amost as heavy, but shewasn't fat. Shewasa
colorful woman. When Gavin looked at her, it seemed asif dl the rest of the world had been created in
black and white. She was a mature woman, all formed, and well-formed, at that. There was nothing
tentative about her, from her pink trousersto her red hair. In between there was a sensual breadth of
hips, afirm waist, and adramatic projection of bosom. Her throat was smooth and unlined, her chin
forceful, her mouth red and generous, her nose ample, her eyes blue and certain, her eyebrowsthick and
red and mobile.

She was, Gavin thought, athreatening woman, with appetites to match her Amazonian build, and a
presence that challenged aman to measure himsalf againgt her femaeness.

"After dl," shesad, "it'snot every subgtitute that comesrolling into the stadium bringing aload of
refugees.” She amiled at them, exposing white, perfect teeth. They looked capable of breaking bonesto
get at the marrow.

"Wewerelooking for acar,” Gavin said.
"To gtedl," Elaine added.

The woman laughed from the pit of her sscomach. "And you poor ninnies picked acomputer-controlled
car for the game. Oh, golly! Oh, gee! Oh, me-me-me-me-me!" Her laughter finaly faded into gasps for
ar.

Gavin and Elaine looked at each other. "If that's the door to the outsde,” Gavin said, "well thank you for
leading us here and be on our way."

The woman wiped her eyeswith the back of her hand. "I wouldn't think of it," she said. ™Y ou poor kids
need aplaceto stay, I'll bet, and amed. Comeon," she said, asif she were accustomed to having her
suggestionstreated like orders, "I'll take you hometo my family.”

"But who areyou?"' Elaine asked.

The woman took them by the arms again and moved them effortlessdy toward the outer door. "Why,
darlings, my nameis Sdly Grandjon, and people cal me'High-livin' Sd, the cybernated ga,' and I'm the
rootinest, tootinest, shootinest woman in the Rocky Mountains, but, kids, I've got awarm heart, a heart
big enough to tekein dl the straysin Denver."

Gavin opened the door with hisfree hand, overwheimed by her forcefulness. "All right,” he said ashe
went out into the brightness of the day.

"Good," Sdly said, giving him alook as openly gppraising asthe one he had given her exlier. "Heresthe
car. Get into the back, you two."

The car was a big black limousine of an eectric. Gavin had never seen an dectric that big. Saly
half-hel ped them, half-pushed them into the back seat. "There, now," she said. "Get comfy. We don't
havefar to go."

She got into the front seat and put ahelmet over her red hair. A moment later the car backed out of the
parking space among arow of cars and started out of thelot. It was not until they reached the street that
Gavin noticed the car had no contrals, just like the battered electric that had abducted them into the
stadium. Where the steering whedl and the gauges should have been was a black box, and Sdlly did not
touch it. She sat straight and unmoving in her seet, watching the road.



"What are you doing?' Gavin asked as an e ectric bus passed close beside them.

The limousine swerved and then resumed its Straight path.

"Thiscar isacybernetic modd," Sdly said. "Don't worry. | have it under my complete control.”
"I'm digtracting you!" Gavin said. "Good God, don't talk!™

"Don't worry," she said. "I've done much more complicated tasks while carrying on a conversation with
half adozen people. It'sal amatter of experience and discipline, and if you'll pardon my appearing to
boagt, I'm the best thereis.”

"Atwhat?' Gavin asked.
"Look back at thesgninfront of the sadium!™

Gavin turned to peer through the rear window. They were passing the front of the stadium now, and in
giant letterswritten in fire on agiant black sgnboard appeared: AUTOBOL TODAY'! Below that aline
read:DETROIT PISTONSVS. DENVER WHEELS. And below that: SALLY GRANDJONAT
FORWARD .

"That was my car you werein,” Sdly said.
"Y ou were controlling it by aremote computer linkup,” Elaine said.

"Of course. Oncethey used red drivers, but they kept getting hurt. Y ou know? And they weren't nearly
asgood. Nor asquick,” Saly said. "But | must say that it was quite an experience when you two spun
into the stadium. There's afeedback circuit, you know. Hasto be. | canfed the engine turning and fedl
the sand under the wheels, and the bal | bearings going round, and even the bumpers hitting the bal or the
other cars, or my own fenders bending or scraping or tearing. It's an experience, having afender torn off
or feding your enginedie..."

She paused amoment, asif reliving the sensations. "But imagine my fedingswhen | saw you in the front
sedt, felt you there, not meta and paint, but soft flesh and pal pitating organs. | tell you, it wasinspiring.
I've never been better. Right?"

"l don't liketo complain,” Gavin said, "but you might have stopped and let us out.”

"And spoiled the match?' Sdlly said. "The crowd was cheering you at the end. Y ou were heroes. Think
what they would have been like if you'd been respongible for our losing.”

Gavin remembered the greedy adulation from which they had fled, and shuddered.

They were entering into the heart of Denver itsdlf. The streets were much like those in Kansas City: clean
and bright and relatively empty. The buildings were neat and well kept, and where there was space,
green patches of grass and trees and shrubs appeared.

"That isn't my rea work, of course," Sdlly said. "That'sjust theway | earn what | need for other
purposes. Easy money, and alot of it. Lets me buy equipment for my cyberneticslab. I'll show you that
when we get home."

Homewas alarge old Victorian manson not too far from the inner city, shingled, turreted, set well back
from the street in ashelter of tall trees and shrubbery surrounded by awrought-iron fence. Thelimousine
turned toward the mansion, awrought-iron gate swung open automaticaly, and the car traversed along



drivethat passed in front of the house before returning to the street. The car stopped in front of stone
stepsthat led up to abrick porch and big dark carved wooden doors.

Sdly removed the hdmet and turned hersalf toward them. Gavin was surprised again by the liveliness of
her expression and the vividness of her coloring.

"Werehome" shesad.

As Gavin got out of the car, he redlized he had been sweseting. Elaine joined him, and he took her hand in
agesture of reassurance. She held on asif she needed it. Her hand was clammy.

He looked up the steps toward the open double doors leading into adark interior. Saly was standing
beside the doors, mationing to them. "Come on,” she said impatiently. "Come on!”

Gavin darted up the gairs.

Asthey entered the doors, Sally took them by the arms again in an action now so familiar asto seem
habitua. Gavin's and Elaine€'s hands were forced gpart as Sdly moved between them. "This" shesad, "is
my husband Frank.”

As Gavin's eyes adjusted to the darkness of the entrance hall, he saw alarge middle-aged man with
graying dark hair and aruddy complexion. "Hello," Gavin said palitely.

"Hi!" Elanesad.

Frank didn't speak to them. "Thisisn't another one, isit, Sa?1 don't think | can stand it if you've brought
home another one.”

"No, no," Sally said. "These are just a couple of strangers | found at the stadium. | brought them hometo
meet the family and get amed and maybe rest up.”

Gavin could see now that Frank looked tired and anxious.
"That's what you said about Jay-Jay," Frank said sullenly.

"Don't bejedous,” Sdly said soothingly, reaching out to pat Frank's cheek. ™Y ou can have your turn
tonight, okay?"

He moved hisface awvay from her hand, but areluctant smile crept across hisface, and he nodded.
"Georgewill bemad,” hesaid.

"Let meworry about George," Sally said. "Comeon,” she said to Gavin and Elaine, grabbing their arms,
"let's go find you two babes something to eat."

They went into alarge room with abroad staircase at the far end climbing to alanding and then branching
to theright and the left. The old oak of the stairs gleamed with wax, and the broad, balustered railings
shone with the polish of a half-dozen generations of hands. A blue Oriental rug covered the center of the
oak floor, and antique furniture stood on the rug and around the walls.

Theroom smdled of lemons.

A young woman stood beside the walnut library table in the center of the room talking to aman of
medium size and dark hair. The woman was dark too. She was smal and looked sullen but sexy, likea
vixen. She had adust cloth in her hand with which shewasidly rubbing the table. She and the man
looked up as Sally entered, and acted guilty.



Sdly ignored their actions and took Gavin and Elaine up to them. "Thisis my husband George," she said,
"and my co-wife Susan." And she introduced Gavin and Elaine and described how they had broken into
her car. Everybody laughed, even Susan, who managed to look sullen in the process. She also looked
speculatively at Gavin when she thought he wasn't watching. When he looked, her eyesdid away.

Beyond the staircase a door opened into alarge country kitchen, big enough for asix-burner stove, two
ovens, an oversized refrigerator and matching freezer, and alarge breskfast table with six chairs. The
floor was covered with sunny yellow plastic squares patterned with green lines. A big kettle smmered on
the stove, and ddlightful odors steamed from it. Asthey entered the kitchen, amatronly woman with
wispy brown hair and red cheeks turned from the stove and smiled at them.

They had acook, Gavin thought, but Saly immediately said, "Thisismy co-wife Mary. Mary'sin charge
of the house. She likesto cook and bake and see that everything's clean and everyone'swell-fed. She
thinks that not eating enough isthe cause of melancholy, discontent, neuroses, and generd poor hedth.”

"That'sright,” Mary said cheerfully. "Y ou look starved. Let me get you something to est. And those
bruises. Y ou poor things."

"You see?' Sdly said to Gavin. "Yes, Mary, I'm sure they're hungry. Give them some of the hobo stew
and your good bread. Mary bakes the best bread in town."

"I didn't know anybody baked bread anymore,” Gavin said.
"Thisisthe age of theartigt,” SdAly said. "And artislswork in any medium. Mary'sis bread.”
"Wdll, now," Mary said, her face getting redder. "I do liketo bake. That'sall.”

Bread, Gavin thought, isthe theme of this day, but man does not live by bread aone. To go with the
hunks of homemade bread torn from a steaming loaf and spread with dathers of red butter, therewasa
rich soup full of chunks of meat and vegetables. As Gavin popped into his mouth alast piece of bread
sopped inthelast bit of broth on his plate, he looked around the kitchen, replete and contented. A
swinging door led, no doubt, to adining room, and another door to the outside. Near it, againgt the wall,
was a plaque engraved with the word:RECY CLING . Undernegath were five meta flaps that covered
openingsin thewall. On each flap asingle word was engraved. From Ieft to right they read: CANS,
GLASS, PAPER, PLASTIC , andCOMPOST . Gavin felt a sense of satisfaction that nothing was
wagted until he recalled what the Professor had said once: "Doing theright thing for oné's fellow man
would be more virtuousif it didn't represent an easy way to delude one's conscience about how one
redlly feds about one'sfellow man.”

Mary was busy with what appeared to be the evening medl, rubbing alarge beef roast and cloves of
garlic together with a passion usudly reserved for more erotic occasions. Saly had disappeared through
the outer door when they sat down to eat. Gavin considered them: Sally the sex goddess, the provider
and head of the household, Mary the motherly cook and housekeeper. Perhapsit was agood
arrangement for both; Mary enjoyed the detailsthat Sdlly found boring and benefited from the cdiber of
men that Sally attracted and kept contented with her shrewd human relations as well as the dominance of
her body and persondlity. And who knows? Perhaps the men found in Mary the kind of gentleness and
concern that was soothing after Saly'sintengty.

And then, for variety, there was Susan, the sulky vixen. Every family needed arebellious spirit to keep it
young and vigorous. Gavin wondered, though, why Sally had chosen Susan. Perhaps she understood that
group dynamics required aforce like Susan, or maybe she enjoyed the chalenge of Susan's smoldering
sexudity, or maybe it was a satisfying aternative for the husbandsto Saly's frank lust and Mary's pillowy
comfort. Whatever the reason, it made Sally more complicated and more fascinating.



Then Sdly was back, filled with energy and purpose, saying, "Come on, you two. | want to show you my
work." She hustled them through the back door toward alarge building surrounded by trees. It must
once have been a carriage house. Now it had been propped up and resurfaced with plastics and stainless
sted and glass, and it was alaboratory. On the ground floor, small rooms opened off a central corridor.
Each was equipped with drives for CDs and diskettes and tapes aswell as other kinds of computer
attachments, oscilloscopes, and gpparatus that Gavin couldn't identify.

Most of the rooms were occupied by men and women equipped with soft helmets dangling with wires or
with wires attached to various parts of their bodies. Some of them were watching amoving dot of light
trace a pattern across an oscilloscope or listening, their eyes closed, to atonethat varied in pitch or
intengity.

"We'reinto biofeedback,” Saly said, sweeping her hand at the little rooms. "' People come here every
day—freeif they're doing something wereinterested in, for afeeif it's persond development they're
after. Wetrain people to control what once was considered autonomic: heartbeats, circulation,
headaches, muscular and menta tension, dpharhythms, kidney function, pain, deep centers, attention
pans, fantasy levels, pleasure nodes, sexud readiness, and almost anything else that once was assumed
to be beyond humanity's conscious contral. If we can meter it, we can teach people to control it."

She led them up aflight of stairsto the upper floor. Thiswas her place, Gavin could tell. It was all one
room, without windows, lined on one side by abank of computers and memory units faced with stainless
sted and glass. In the middle of the room was a padded table, apparently adjustable into alounge,
covered with tan leather or vinyl and equipped with jacks and dangling wires and apparatus of al kinds,
like an effete torture system.

One of the computers had been pulled out of its place againgt the far wall, and aman was tinkering with
itsingdes, wires strewn around him like arteries, cables like intestines. He looked up at them, grinning.
Hewas black and dender and handsome. "Sdl," he said. "How'd it go at the stadium?”

"Got thewinning assigt,” Saly said. "And brought back acouple of friends. Elaine and Gavin, thisismy
husband Jay-Jay. Jay-Jay's a computer technician. Cameto fix the computer and stayed. And thisismy
computer. Best around. Just like Jay-Jay. Just like me. Super-cooled, high-powered, overgeared. And
thisiswhere we do our experiments.”

"What kind of experiments?" Elaine asked.

"We're perfecting menta control of computers. And computer-assisted thinking. CAT. Aseasy as
spdling 'cat.’ Already weve achieved complete physical control of our autonomic systems, muscle tone,

sensory gimuli....."
"Sd has, anyway," Jay-Jay said. "Therest of usarejust working onit. Y ou should see her undressed.”
"I'dliketo," Gavin murmured, and Elaine glanced at him sharply.

"I'll tell you, it makesyou marve at the potentia of the human body," Jay-Jay went on, uninterrupted.
"Sd'sawonder, sheis, and when she and this computer get together, there's nothing they can't do.
Highflyin' Sd, the computer gd.”

"Pshaw!" Sdly said modestly. But her magnificent body seemed to glow and ripple under the pink dacks
and paer blouse. Gavin couldn't hep himsdf; under the stimulus of Jay-Jay's suggestion, mentaly he
began to strip away her clothing.

And then he noticed that Elaine was till watching him, and looked away.



Jay-Jay nodded in their direction. "New recruits?" he asked.

"Just friends," Sdlly said lightly. "If you stay here long enough, however," she said to them, "I'd like you to
try the equipment. Maybe tonight. | do most of my best work at night.”

"I'll bet you do," Elainesad.

Sdly smiled a her. "Don't we dl, honey?' she said sweetly. "Come on," she said once more. "I'll show
you to your room."

"Rooms, | hope," Elaine said quickly.
"We'rejust traveling together,” Gavin explained. "Not deeping together.”

"That'stoo bad," Sally said, and laughed. "Weve got two spare rooms, and they've got a door between
them in case you change your minds.”

Dinner wasamed in which the entire family participated. It wasa socia occasion which beganinan
elaborate drawing room with amarble fireplace and Victorian chairs and settees covered in various
shades of blue and green velvet. Mixed drinks or wines were available. Gavin stood on athick
blue-and-gold Orienta rug with atall cold glassin his hand, fedling the moisture beading the glass under
hisfingers, enjoying the sophisticated hum of conversation, and thought that this, surely, waswheat the
new freedom was dl about. Hereit dl was: achalenging new frontier of research to keep the mind
engaged, an exciting physical and menta sport to exercise the body, varied and perhapsinexhaugtible
sexual opportunitiesto lend anticipation to the day and passion to the night, and comfortable living
conditions, the amenities of life, and thetak of intelligent people.

What did it matter if Susan sulked and George pouted? What did it matter if Elainelooked a him with
blue eyes narrowed in thought?

They went into alarge paneled dining room and sat down at a polished walnut table set with silver and
chinaand crystd. There was good winefor the crystal—white wine with the magnificent broiled
Colorado trout, and red wine with the beef burgundy, and afine brandy after dessert.

Gavin sat back in hischair spping his brandy, and he thought that the Professor would have enjoyed dll
this most of dl Sally.

"Our research?" Sally was saying in response to a question from Elaine. "We are after the ultimate
conscious control of the body and the mind; we wish to make man, not hisingtincts, the arbiter of his
condition. George, here, has trained himsdlf to control his heartbest. He can raceit up to one hundred
fifty per minute, or shut it down to virtualy nothing. In fact, he could stop it completely if we could be
certain of getting it Sarted again.”

George cheered up abit. "Next I'm going to start on the adrends.”

"Frank, now," Saly said, "isworking on dpharhythms. On command he can suppress everything esein
his mind and achieve a serenity that yogi have worked lifetimesto achieve. Show us, Frank."

The weariness and concern on Frank's middle-aged face vanished as his face smoothed, his eyes closed,
and amystica smile curved hislips. Ashisbreathing tilled and hisbody relaxed, Gavin had the gartling
impression that Frank was going to levitate off his chair and float around the room. It was aremarkable
display of sdf-control, and at that moment Gavin envied the older man.

But why, the Professor muttered inside his head, is he ever weary and concerned?



"Susanislearning to control her ovulation,” Sally said sweetly. "And she's doing marveloudy. Just think
what aboon thiswould be for the poor and ignorant masses of the world!"

"If they had the disciplineto learn thet," Elaine said, "wouldn't they have the disciplineto take the pill, or
amply abgain & fertile periods?"

"Of course, dear,” Sdlly said, "but think of the accomplishment of women at last overthrowing the tyranny
of their bodies. Right, Susan?"

"I'm beginning to think it'sawaste of time," Susan sad.

"Perhaps you need some help from Frank on dpharhythms" Sally said without maice. "Mary, of course,
istoo busy with the household to devote as much time to research as she and the rest of uswould like.
But when she cameto us, she had migraines, and sheislearning to control them by increasing the blood
flow to her hands."

"Oh, it'samiracle" Mary said, her face shining with gratitude and love,
"I'd cdll thisdinner amiracle,” Gavin said.

Mary smiled a him, and Sdly said, "Wasn't it, though? Jay-Jay hasn't been here long enough to get his
own research started.”

"That's not true," Jay-Jay protested. "'I'm working on the instantaneous erection.”

Everybody laughed.

"What Sally doesn't say," Jay-Jay continued, "isthat she does everything everybody else does, and more,
too."

"What are you particularly interested in?" Gavin asked.

"I'm trying to perfect the person-computer symbiosis,” Saly said. "Not just biofeedback, but an
interchange of thoughts—yes, and feelings—with the computer.” She smiled at Gavin. "Maybe'll give
you apersona demondtration.”

Mary asked about Elaine's black eye and Gavin's bruises. By the time Gavin had finished describing how
they had been received, the evening was over. Saly stood up, and asif that wereasignal, everyone ese
stood. Gavin and Elainejoined them. Sally came around to them from her place at the head of the table,
and took their arms and ushered them through the drawing room and up the big staircase to their
adjoining rooms.

Asthey went, she said, "The family hasto meet briefly about family matters. | want to talk to you, Gavin,
alittlelater. There are books in your rooms. Of course, you're perfectly free to walk around the grounds
or out in Denver if you wish, but | would like to have amoment or two with you alittlelater.”

Elainelooked a SdAly with afleeting smile,
"If you don't mind, my dear,” Sdly said to her.
"Why should I mind?' Elainesaid. "And if | did mind, what would it matter?"

Gavin for once was silent. He shut the door of hisroom behind him. It was abig room with tall ceilings.
An old wooden dresser and mirror, both immaculately restored, stood against the near wall. A
bookcase—a sectiona case made of oak with glass frontsthat lifted and did over the books—was



agang thefar wal besde the big window framing the night. But Gavin walked dowly acrossthe ova
braided rug to the bed, kicked off his shoes, and lay down on the bed fully clothed, staring unseeing a
the calling and its hemispherica glass chanddier. Too many things had happened too quickly. Theworld
was spinning around too fast. He touched his bruises gingerly.

"Maybe you would understand it, Professor," he thought, "but my old certainties are being chipped and
cracked. | fed the urgeto protect them, but | suspect that they soon will be gone, and | have found
nothing to put intheir place.”

"That isthefirst function of education,” the Professor said, "to sweep the mind clean of old rubbish.”
"But what about the replacement? Education must not merely destroy; it must also teach.”
"That will come," the Professor said confidently.

The next sensation Gavin had was the bed sinking under him. Gentle fingers touched hisface. Heredized
that he must have falen adeep, and he looked up expecting to see Elaine. But the vivid face bending over
himwas Sdly's.

"Ah," shesaid. "You're awake. | have good news." Gavin tried to Sit up, but she pushed him back gently.
"No, don't get up. Y ou see, thefamily hasinvited you to join us."

"Joinyou?' Gavin sad.
"Asahusband,” Sdly said patiently. "Asafull partner in our family enterprises.”
"But | just walked in here this afternoon.”

"The family doesn't act rashly, but it doesn't hesitate when it knows what it needs. Jay-Jay arrived one
morning to work on the computer, and never |eft.”

"But | don't have any skills" Gavin said. "I'm just astudent.” He was even more confused now, unable to
imagine even what was being offered him. The elegant life downgtairs, the work, the play, the women,
SAly.... It wasdl seductive and unimaginable. From hovel to mansion within aweek.

"Wethink you have something to bring to the family: youth, vigor, promise, intelligence," Sdly sad. "And
we think we have something to offer."

Gavin looked at the dramatic curve of her breasts swelling above him, and he said, " Of course. What
about Elaine?'

SAly looked away and then back at him. "I thought there wasn't anything between you. Y ou just
happened to be traveling together.”

"She's here because of me" Gavin said. "I couldn't just abandon her.”
"Of course, well seethat she getswherever she'sgoing,” Sally said.
"Sheisn't included in the offer to join the family?'

"No," Sdly said quickly. "Not unlessthose are the only conditions under which you'l join," she added, as
if she saw an expression on Gavin's face which he did not recognize. "We will need another female,” Sdly
went on, "but we must choose her carefully for balance, for psychologica suitability, for family
commitment. In any case, | don't think Elainewould be interested.”



"Why not?'

Sdly shrugged humoroudly. "There ill are afew old-fashioned women around. | think she's one of them.
| think she's aone-man woman."

"I wouldn't be able to answer now," Gavin said. He gestured helplesdy with hishands. "I was going to
the West Coadt..."

"We want you to consider the matter very carefully,” Sdly said. "Take dl the time you need. But we do
want you to know that we want you." Theway she said "we' madeit sound like"l." Asif for punctuation,
she leaned over and kissed him gently on the lips, avoiding his bruises, but even their light touch promised
Gavin ddlights of which he had never dreamed.

She had been gone for only a minute or two when Gavin heard aknock at the door between hisroom
and Elaine's, and then the door opened and Elaine came into the room. She was wearing a
nightgown—lent to her, apparently, by Susan—and her breasts barely dented the cloth. Her face was
scrubbed and pale except where her eye was beginning to shade from purple into yellow. Compared to
Sdly, shewas colorless, and Gavin fdlt astir of sympathy for her.

"I heard voices," shesaid. "I thought it might be important.” Gavin started to Sit up, but Elaine said, "No,
don't get up." She sat on the edge of the bed, where Sdlly had sat, hugging herself for warmth. "Wasiit
something | should know about?'

"Sdly asked metojointhefamily,” Gavin sad.
"Shewantsyou,” Elaine said. She sounded alittle sad.
"Thefamily wants me," Gavin corrected.

"What Sdly wants, the family wants.”

"They voted."

"I can seethem voting," Elaine said. "Sdly told them it was agood ideaand convinced them it was
theirs”

"Shesaid," Gavin continued, "that they would see that you got wherever you were going. If | decideto
day."

"Areyou going to stay?'

"l don't know," Gavin said. "I hadn't thought about anything like this. | was going to the West Coast." He
hesitated. " She aso said that they would take you, too, if that was the only condition under which | would
join." He studied her face, but there was nothing inscrutable about her reaction.

Sheralled her eyestoward the calling. "That's my definition of hdll," she said. "Being dependent upon
seven other people. Independenceiswhat | want. | can't imagine anyonejoining agroup marriage, much
lessmysdf. Butif that'syour thing...."

"I don't know," Gavin said. He didn't know. It wasn't the Professor's thing, and it didn't fit with anything
that Gavin had considered his gods up to now. And then there was Jenny—and Berkeley and everything
it promised. There was so much he didn't know, so much that he might be giving up, so much that he
might learn, so much that might happen to him if heleft. But he knew the exciting possibilitiesthat were
herefor himif he stayed.



"Pogtpone your decison for awhile” Elaine said lightly. " She gives samples. Sowill Susan.”

Sheleaned over toward him, much like Saly, but thin and light, dmost insubstantia, where Sally had
been solid and earthy, and touched hislipswith hers. In the touch was no promise of exquisite ddights,
but akind of purity that stirred another kind of response akin to the sympathy he had felt earlier; and he
reached for her. He thought hefelt her hesitate, but perhaps she was withdrawing dl the while.

She stood at the edge of the bed, beyond his reach. "Not while you're thinking about that improbable,
overstuffed wench. Maybe not &t all.”

And she was gone, and the door opened, with abrief gust of air, and clicked shut, and akey turned in
the lock, and Gavin was |eft with sllence and histhoughts.

Gavin went to deep quickly. The past twenty-four hours had been so packed with eventsthat the first of
them seemed like history, and he did not redlize how tired he was until he let hisbody sink into the
embrace of the mattress and Morpheus. Only a short time later—at least, it seemed only a short
time—he was awakened by a strange sound, a sussuration, afaint whistling interrupted by changesin
tone and timbre. At first Gavin thought of amachine, some kind of engine, perhaps run by steam or
compressed air, moving a piston back and forth in asilken cylinder; and then he thought of an animd, a
largeanimd like alion or abear, shuffling toward him in the dark.

The tempo of the sound quickened. In the dark, hisbody taut with listening, Gavin redlized that there was
something human about the sound, something human and fraught with significance, something urgent and
growing more urgent by the minute. He got up in the dark and tried to locate the source of the sound,
moving quietly among the scattered furniture. He listened at Elaine's door for amoment, but her room
was slent. The sound seemed to be coming from the window.

At the window Gavin saw that the converted carriage house in back streamed light from an upper
window, where once bales of hay had been lifted into aloft to feed the horses stabled bel ow, awindow
he had not noticed when he had been in that room.

He was drawn toward the sound. Its tempo had increased. Its urgency seemed to be approaching a
climax. Something had to happen. Gavin dipped into his shirt and trousers and went slently down the
dairs, lighted now by asingle bulb in the massive crysta chanddier that hung in the broad hall, and
through the kitchen and out the back door. The sound had faded as he left the room and had become
inaudible as he went down the stairs, but Gavin thought he knew where to go.

The door to the laboratory was unlocked. Gavin went down the corridor and up the stairs toward the
second floor, and while he went, the sound began again and grew louder, louder even than he had heard
it in hisroom; it was faster now, too, asif the person who made the sound was gasping for breath. He
wondered briefly, without digtraction from his central quest, why he had heard it so clearly in hisroom
and not in the rest of the house, not on the grass and pavement that lay between the house and the
laboratory.

And as he came to the head of the stairs, even before he saw what had drawn him to this spot, he
realized what the sound was and where he had heard it before. 1t was the sound of awoman in the throes
of passion. He would have stopped there and retreated from the embarrassment of interrupting a sexua
encounter, but he aready was at the head of the stairs and he had seen what was on the couch in the
center of the room, and he could not move.

The scene was barbaric, like some ancient fertility rite; or, consdering the eectronic apparatus that lined
the room, the cables that traversed the floor, the computers that clicked and chuckled against the walls
while red's spun and stopped within their glassy fronts and colored lights flickered across the consoles,



like an updated nineteenth-century laboratory, amodern version of the mad place where Dr.
Frankenstein had committed the ultimate blagphemy ...

Only one person was upon the couch. Naked, face upward, her red hair covered by acap, like afancy
bathing cap fastened under the chin, from which wirestrailed to aplug at the head of the couch, lay the
magnificent Saly looking more than ever like an earth goddess, a sex goddess, her body oversized
perfection, rippling now with periodic contractions that traveled from her toes up fully fashioned legs and
thighs past generous hips and aluxuriantly decorated pubic mound to tapering waist and exquisitely
rounded and mounded breasts pointing tight, tumescent cora nipplestoward the ceiling, up straining
columnar throat to astrong and beautiful face, eyes closed, lips parted, breath hastening in and out...

A moan came from between Sally's parted lips. Her pelvistightened and thrust. She moaned again and
again. A seriesof "ahs' burst from her throat and were, at the end, prolonged into asigh.

Gavin could not move. Saly had perfected the autoerctic art. She was able to recapitul ate the act of sex
entirely through mental control, akind of masterful dream fulfillment while she was wide-awake, afest of
menta discipline more astonishing than anything she had described.

Or dse, he thought, the cap linked her to the compuiter, to her lover the computer, and she was
copulating with the machine.

Coming up out of the disturbed sea of his thoughts, he saw her blue eyes open and looking at him. She
lay there still and unashamed upon the couch, and looked at him and smiled.

"You'renext," shesad clearly.

Without conscious valition, he found himsalf moving toward the couch, toward her, thinking of soft flesh
and rounded limbs and tissues responsive each in their own ways, and hisarms haf-parted, only to
discover that Saly had moved, she had taken off the cap, and she was standing beside the couch helping
him down upon it.

He let her fasten the cap on his head, so close to him that he could have reached out and clasped her
anywhere, so close as she moved that he could fedl the heavy weight of her breasts upon his chest and
fed one nipple brush his cheek.

Next, he thought, he was next with the machine, and he didn't know what he was doing there. He didn't
know what he should expect.

"| thought the sounds would attract you," Sdly said as she tightened the strgp under hischin. "It dways
works. Now," she said, stepping back, "relax and get in touch with the machine.”

His mind was making so much noise that there wasn't room for anything e se indgde his head.
"Youretense," shesad.

"Of course | am!" Gavin snapped. "Thisisal new to me, | don't know what's going to happen, | don't
know what to do or what to look for, and it hasn't been exactly arelaxing experience up to now!"

"l understand,” Sally said sympatheticaly, "but you've got to relax if thisisgoing to work. Here, let me
massage your tense shoulder muscles.”

That wasn't the place he was tense, he thought, but she stood behind him, behind the cap and the wires,
and hefdt her hands kneading his shoulders, but he didn't relax. He couldn't help thinking about her
ganding therein dl her magnificent nudity, asif thiswere some ol d-fashioned massage parlor.



"You'renot relaxing,” she said. "Thefirgt thing you should do isthink commands at the little white dot on
the oscill oscope above your head.”

He looked up. There was an oscilloscope he had not noticed before; apparently it had been lowered
from the celling when his attention had been elsawhere. A white dot was motionlessin the middle of the
screen.

"Think 'up," Sdlly said. "Think 'down,’ or 'right’ or 'left’ or 'fast’ or 'dow' or 'circle or 'stop.' When you
haveit under control, doing what you want, then try something more daring. Ask questions, seek
information, and then, if you're doing well, you can seek sensations aswell. But that may not come until
the next time, or the time after that. Now, relax! Relax-x-x! Relax-X-x-x-x..."

"It doesn't help that you're standing back there without any clothes on!™

"All right," shesaid. "I'll leave you here done. Play with the system. See what feedback you can get from
the computer. When you get tired, the off switch is under your right hand, on the side of the couch. If you
want to...talk about your experience, if you're still tense, my roomis at the head of the sairs, onthe
right. The door is aways unlocked.”

Gavin could hear the Professor (or wasit Elaine?) say, "I'll betitis"

Her footsteps receded across the room and down the stairs. He heard the outer door open and shut, and
he was a one with the computer.

Thoughts pounded through his head. Images gppeared in hismind and did things that he could not
control, and were replaced by other imagesin recacitrant tableaux, but at last his bresthing dowed and
his brain stopped churning and he heard amurmuring inside his head, asif a bee were loose there and
buzzing quietly, Stting, itsthorax swelling and contracting, if that'swhat bees did when they buzzed, its
wings moving gently in time with the sound. And then there was awhole hive of bees, dl contentedly
humming avay.

The dot on the oscilloscope jumped and was till. "Right," he thought. The dot moved right. "L eft." It
reversed its path. "Up. Down. Fast. Slow. Circle.”

The dot responded obediently, and in alittle while, as he reckoned the passage of time, he had it doing
figureeightsand inscribing dl sorts of geometric figures on the greenish screen. For awhile that was
enough, contralling the dot, fedling like amenta giant, but after afew more minutes the game seemed
childish, dementary, boring, and he thought "off." The dot vanished.

More abstract notions began to form in his mind: no commands to be obeyed by a smple-minded dot,
but curiosity about the manner in which the computer was reading his mind. And the answer wasinsde
his head: the cap, with itstrailing wires, was a sophisticated encepha ograph that recorded hisbrain
waves, the computer then compared them with avast store of Smilar wavesin its memory.

Vast? he wondered, and an image of aclenched fist gppeared in hismind. Grains of sand trickled from
thefist. Theview, like acamera, pulled back to show grains piling up over the centuries, and then
centuries of centuries, to form vast beaches and great deserts, and the view pulled back and back until
the grains began to separate and glow; and Gavin redlized that he was looking at the night sky, not
obscured by earth's aimaosphere, but from above the vell of air, seeing the starry sky, theinfinitely
Studded universe.

He wasin touch with the computer. The computer was putting the answersin hishead, and it had
answersfor everything. A greast comfort swept over him, and he wondered if this, too, were feedback, or



merely the natural consegquence of being connected to omniscience.
Heaven, he thought, isbeing with God.

The process accel erated. Thoughts flowed from Gavin's head to the computer and came back,
reinforced with dataand a cloud of consequences and derivations through which Gavin's mind moved
with ease; thoughts seemed to comein turn from the computer and stimulate other thoughtsin Gavin that
were amplified and supported or subtly atered by the computer until Gavin lost track of whose thought
was whose.

Hefdt asif hewerelosing hisidentity. No, that wasn't it. He felt asif hisidentity were expanding to
include not only hisbody and those organs and vessels and memories and thoughts contained withinit,
but the metd and plastic standing againgt the far wal with itstiny magnetic fluxestickling the syngpses of
microcircuits, with its purposeful éectrons seeking the shortest pathway through its supercooled body.
Hewas no longer just Gavin, but Gavin plus the computer, Gavin and the computer, Gavin-compuiter,
Gavputer...

His brain was as big as the entire room, filled with neurons and stacked circuits, and ideas and memories,
and inputs and data against which to check them, and extrapol ations with which to extend them into
infinity, and he was God. It was like having the Professor as part of him but amillion times more

powerful.

Hefdt himsdf reaching, Sraining for comprehension, struggling for red omniscience, not just omniscience
limited by the dataincorporated into the machine through the falible measurements and recordings of
man, not even omniscience limited by the direct samplings from the natura world by the computer itsdlf,
but omniscience that knew not just what had been thought but what wastrue —whatever was
understood by whatever might be, the universe as creation.

Hisdesrefor knowledge mounted intolerably, interminably, infinitely—and he broke through, savagely,
victorioudly, into great warm ecstatic depths and heights and breadths, into great new dimensions of
knowledge, each with its unique sweetness and fulfillment; he expanded tumescently to fill the universe,
desire and satisfaction coexistent, concept and crestion S multaneous; he was one with the universe,
flowing intoit, permeeting it, impregnating it, while it became him, surrendering, responding, rgjoicing...

He was God the Creator.
And he created the universe. He created heaven and earth. ..

And hedied. The starswent out. The universe went dark. God died. In aprocess swifter than thought,
the vast and subtle substance that had been the Creator diminished, dwindled, shrank, shriveled through
the black nothingness that had been the universe, back into galactic dimensions, stellar scope, planetary
volume, and finally, contracting faster than the speed of light, once more into a prison of flesh, and he was
isolated, aone, cut off, solitary, condemned....

Gavin opened his eyes and looked up into the concerned face of Elaine. Y ou turned me off," he said. It
was more of an accusation than a statement.

"A few minutes more and you would have been lost for good,” she said. "Our instructor in computer
school told us about renegade setups like this, which bypass the essentia feedback filters. Oh, they're all
right for pragmatists like Sdly, who use them for their own little tricks, but Sdly doesn't know what they
can do to someone with imagination and no experience. Y ou could have become incurably paranoid,
maybe even catatonic.”



"l want to go back," Gavin said stubbornly, feeling for the switch on the side of the couch.
Elaine caught hiswrist, and he was too weak to struggle.

"Y ou think that now," Elaine said, "but give yourself sometimeto get a perspective, to realize what you're
getting and what you're giving up. Right this moment, we've got to get away. I've solen acar. While
you'e here, close, youll find it difficult to think objectively. Come with me now, and tomorrow, if you il
want this, I'll bring you back."

"Sly'swaiting for me," Gavin sad.
"Shelll ill bewaiting for you tomorrow."

Gavin alowed himsdf to be helped down the stairs, his knees curioudy weak, and into an ectric car,
and, reclining wearily on the seet beside Elaine, to be driven silently through the night away from Denver,
and back into aworld he never made.
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Deflowered Children

Man'singincts are polygamous. Hisingtincts are living fossIs from the pa ealithic, when men hunted large,
dangerous animds, and frequently werekilled. Thejob of the remaining maeswasto fertilize any
available femdes; the femaes, as security for the surviva of thetribe, had remained in the rdlative safety
of the cave. Virility and instant sexud readiness became surviva characterigtics, no doubt they are
responsible for our presence here. We are the children of the strong, the fertile, and the lustful—and
perhaps of the occasiona fox who hung back from the hunt or malingered around the cave. The
development of agriculture and the domestication of animas made such polygamousingtincts
unnecessary, and large families have been counterproductive since the Industrid Revolution. But dl of this
has not affected the perdstence of our early characteristics. After al, we were savagesfor amillion years,
farmersfor only twenty thousand, civilized for less than seven thousand, and industrialized for only a
couple of hundred.

—THE PROFESSOR'S NOTEBOOK

The night was awomb through which they passed like blind possibilities down a crooked tunnd,
unfertilized potentids, unripe gods. The headlightsled them through the dark. No other carswere on the
road, and the sky existed only on faith above the clouds. They were aone, the two of them, with the
night.

Toward morning Gavin resurrected himself. "Where are we going?"
"South," Elaine said. "Toward Colorado Springs. And beyond.”
"| wanted to go west."

"We'retaking an dternate route. | heard George say that the mountains had been snowed in by a
blizzard. | thought we should go amore southern way over the Rockies.”

Gavin nodded. He redlly didn't care anymore. Perhaps someday he would care again.
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"Do you want to go back?' Elaine asked.

"Back?" A gpasm shook Gavin's body like the anticipation of ecstasy. Then hisbody stiffened. "No," he
said. And then, more softly, "No. No."

Elaine did not ask him for reasons. Gavin didn't know what he would have said if she had asked, but he
knew that he did not want to go back, any more than aman named Jesus would have wanted to be born
again. To become agod by accident is one thing, but to choose to be agod is another: the frail vessel of
flesh was not meant to contain the corrosive fluid of omnipotence.

What had it al been but akind of wet dream?
Gavin bresthed deeply and felt himsalf dowly beginto care.

A few minutes later the sky began to lighten in front of them. "I thought you were driving south,” Gavin
sad.

"l am.”
"Then why isthe sun coming up in that direction?'
Elainedidn't have an answer.

The sky continued to brighten ahead; the clouds turned red. The next moment, Gavin knew what it was.
not the sun, but afire, and abig fire, cagting lurid reflections against the clouds.

A few milesfarther and the fire was raging in the field beside the road, a gigantic bonfire with tiny black
figures capering in front of it like sticks drawn to the flames, soon to cast themsalvesinto it. Asthey
watched, parts of the sticks were tossed into thefire.

Elaine pulled the car off the road onto the shoulder.

The blaze was afascinating display of capricious power. Inrushing gusts of wind and bursgts of fud
changed the colors of the flames through al the variations between yellow and red. Barbarous tongues
licked at the sky, and fiery throats belched sparks high into the air, where they drifted with the wind or
fdl dying to the earth.

Gavin could see now that the figures were smdler and thinner than they ought to be, like people seen
darkly through funhouse mirrors, and he redlized that they were children. They were standing around the
fireasif worshiping its beauty and its power, dancing around it like idolators before some pagan god, or
breaking away into the darkness for another long piece of wood or splintered board to toss upon the
flames

"Where are they getting the wood?" Elaine asked.

"I think they're tearing up fenceposts, and it looks asif there's abarn or farmhouse back there."
"Dedructive littlemongters,” Elainesaid.

Gavin shrugged. "Anytime you creste something new, chances are you're destroying something old.”
"I hope the people who built those fences and barns are as philosophical about it.”

"A good man once called something like this the unavoidable and ultimately beneficia response of urban
kids to the sudden rel ease of open country.”



"Benficid to whom?' Elaine asked.
"Tothem. To society.”
"And how about those whose efforts to build something get wasted?”

"The same philosopher said, Thereisplenty of fud for celebration for along time when laborious people
havefor severd generations been accumulating it in fences and houses™ But Gavin thought he could hear
the Professor say, " Some people build because they must, and others destroy because they cannot
build."

"They're coming thisway!" Elane sad.

Gavin could see now that severd dark figures were approaching the fence, silhouetted against thefire,
crouching between the barbs of the wire fence that separated the field from the highway. Behind, more
dark figures were streaming into ariver of movement between the fence and the flames, like ants
following a pheromonetrail toward some marvelous bit of carrion.

"Let'sget out of herel” Gavin said suddenly.
mWhat?

"Get the car moving! Don't arguel™
"They're only children!" Elainesaid.

"They want the car!"

Elaine started the car moving, but now bodies stood in front of it, hands linked, eyes blinking into the
headlights. The children were about ten years old; they were both boys and girls, dressed neetly in shirts
and pants and jackets of various colors. Their faces were white; their eyes seemed to glow like the eyes
of cats.

Elaine stopped the car when the front bumper touched the row of bodies.
"Too late" Gavinsaid. "Get out. Quickly. Quietly.”

Elaine edged out her side of the car, and Gavin followed, pushing her away from the car into the road
and then into the ditch on the other side, away from the bonfire, away from the children. Silently the
children climbed into the car and on top of it and onto the rear bumper. The car lunged down the
highway, then made atight turn that brought it back toward the ditch where Gavin and Elaine stood.
Gavin pulled Elaine down, but the car swerved and turned away toward the fence.

The barbed wire parted and whirred through the air like whips as the car surged into the field, across
grass and corn stubble. Children leaped from the car on elther side asit lunged into the heart of the
bonfire. In amoment it began to smolder, and then tongues of fire licked dong the painted roof, the
upholstery began to blaze, and metal and insulation turned the ascending flames green and blue and
smoky black...

They waked aong the dark highway for acouple of miles, by Gavin's estimate, before they saw lighted
windows off to the right. They crawled between strands of barbed wire and trudged across a plowed
field, clods crumbling under their feet, until they reached adirt road. They followed the road until they
reached atall fence built of stones and concrete and broken glass haphazardly mixed together by some
cruel and determined hand.



"Someone doesn't want company,” Gavin said.

"Maybewe should take a hint," Elaine said.

"They can't refuse us shelter and alittle food. No oneisthat savage.”
"Whet about the children?'

"Children are dways savages."

After afew hundred feet they cameto agatein the fence. It faced north, toward thefire. The gate was
solid and wooden, topped with barbed wire, like the gate to a stockade, but it was open alittle, swinging
gently on huge hinges, asif someone had comethrough it in a hurry and forgotten to shut it behind. The
distant flames painted the door red, like blood.

Gavin pushed against the gate. The gap widened. "Comeon,” he said.
"l think werre making amistake,” Elaine said.
"Nonsense™

Inside the gate, the road still was dirt, but it was well kept and rutless, and the edges were outlined by a
border of whitewashed rocks. The sky had begun to gray in the east, and by the faint light of dawn they
could see negt lawn, which in thisclimate implied irrigation, and beyond, the beginnings of plowed fields,
dark and fertile, waiting for seed and water to turn them green.

The smdl of dust wasintheair and, more digtantly, the smel of fire.

Thefirst building they approached was awhite barn. It was big and sturdy, with agambrel roof dark
overhead, and awide doorway, big enough for acar or awagon, open like a black mouth to the road.
Gavin could hear cattle moving restlesdy inside and complaining. Asthey reached the doorway, Gavin
saw alight at the far end of the barn; he nodded at Elaine and stepped inside the barn onto straw.

The smell of the straw and warm cattle and dung came to his nogtrilslike curdled air, and he breathed it
in deeply, identifying the place by its odors as surely asif he had spent dl hislife on afarm. Over the
sounds of the cattle moving around in their stals, Gavin heard athin, tinny sound. Thelight came dimly
from alantern hung or placed on adistant wall. Gavin walked toward it, down the center of the barn,
Elaine behind him, between the rows of stdls, each with its cow, jawsworking or udder sagging.

Asthey neared thefar end of the barn, Gavin could see that the lantern was hung on anail. The sound
became louder. It was the noise of something hitting the sde of ameta bucket. Gavin smeled warm milk.
Hewas not surprised to see a head pressed into the black-and-white flank of acow and two sturdy
forearmsthrust under the cow squirting milk in long, dternate streamsinto a bucket. The bucket was
nearly full; the milk frothed near the top.

"That looks very skillful,” Gavin said, and the milker legped up from the stool, dmost upsetting the bucket
of milk.

The milker was agirl. Shewas young, perhapsfifteen or sixteen, and pretty, with amilkmaid's
complexion, blond hair braided and knotted behind her head, surprised blue eyes, and afull-breasted
figure. She seemed not only surprised but darmed.

"We'rejug strangers off theroad,” Gavin said. "We didn't mean to Sartleyou.”



"We thought you might have abite for usto eat, and maybe abed or some straw for usto deep in,”
Elaine added. "Weve been driving since Denver, but some children took our car and burned it. | know
that soundsridiculous..."

"So that's where Pawent so early thismorning,” the girl said in aclear, pleasant voice. Shelooked at
Elaine, and then, with more interest, at Gavin. "I wouldn't be here when he gets back if | wasyou.”

"Surely he wouldn't begrudge us alittle food," Gavin said reasonably.

"He'd begrudge you being here," the girl said. "Thisis Pasland, and he's the only man around, or ever
was, or ever hewantsto be."

"Comeon, Gavin," Elaine said. "There must be other farms around, and they al can't be so unfriendly.”

"She'stelling you true, mister, about leaving, that is," the girl said, "though you've got agood walk ahead
of you. Paownsadl theland for ten milesin any direction. That'swhy he's up north. If those damned kids
are back, burning up hisfencesand barns..."

"We're staying until we get something to eet,” Gavin said stubbornly.

"Well," the girl said, smiling abit now, "if you won't be warned, I'll take you up to the house, but you'll
have to move quick if Pagets here before you're through." She picked up the bucket of milk and started
down the length of the barn, carrying it with the skill of long experience so that the milk didn't dop over
the edge.

"Let mehdpyou,” Gavinsad.
Shelooked a him sideways, her head tilted, and said, "I'm used to it."

She seemed strong enough, Gavin thought, with her big hands and forearms and broad shoulders. Her
legs, though, were dender under afull skirt.

They followed her up a path beside the road until they reached a big white farmhouse. It was two stories
tall, and it had abroad screened porch that went across the front of the house and down the side and
around to the back, where the girl led them.

Gavin held the screen door open. The girl put down her bucket by the door and turned to them. "I'm
Billie," shesaid. "Mary-Joll be by the stove, and I'll introduce you to the others."

She opened the kitchen door, picked up her bucket, and carried it into the bright, steamy kitchen. Gavin
followed. The kitchen was a big room, filled with stoves and refrigerators and washers and other kinds of
equipment, and people. All the people were women and children. All of them looked aike. The women
weretdl, blond, and buxom; they dl looked like Billie. And the children were smdl and blond, dl like
each other and the women, too.

Actualy, when Gavin came to count them, there were only seven women and five children, two of the
children infants, one of them suckling at the breast of a mother seated at abig round oak table; shewas
eating cered and cream from abowl. They al looked up, surprised, when Gavin and Elaine entered.

"These istwo strangers who come to the barn looking for food and a placeto rest,” Billie said. "Their car
got took and burned by the kids up north. That's Mary-Jo by the stove. Thisis Sarah and June and
Maxine and Friedaand Gertrude and Millie."

"I'm Gavin," he said, feding sirange among dl these almost identical women, like an untested bull ina



herd of heifers. "ThisisElaine.”

The woman gtirring akettle at the black stove looked at them solemnly. ™Y ou don't belong here. Y ou
better git before Pa gets back. He be mighty put out. No telling what he might do he find you here. And,
Billie, you git back to the milking. Pa, he finds the cows ain't milked, he might take hisbelt to you."

Billie shrugged and poured the bucket into alarge milk can made of gleaming stainless sted. "'l know
what Pasbetislike and | ain't afraid of it like some of you." But she started back out the door with her
bucket.

"We know what you're afraid of," said the one called Frieda.
Billie dammed the door behind her.
"All wewant isabite of food and aplaceto rest,” Gavin said.

"Well, you can't stay," Mary-Jo said. "Pad kill you. He near killed the last boy camein here looking for a
placeto stay. Now, you," she went on, looking at Elaine, "you can say if you want. Pawon't hurt you,
and he might take to you, though you're not much of awoman. Maybe you could be a proper wifeto
mll

"Thanksfor theinvitation," Elainesad, "but I'll pick my own mate."

They looked at her asif she had uttered heresy. Something about the situation was bothering Gavin,
something he should have noticed, or something he had noticed and had not understood.

"Just give us some food, then,” Gavin said, "and well be on our way."

Mary-Jo looked at the other six women for help, and then looked back at Gavin. "Y ou've been warned,”
shesad. "Whatever happens..."

"Ismy fault,” Gavin finished. He seated himsdlf a the table, opposite the nursing mother; the infant
released the nipple and turned its head to look at him before seeking out the nipple again with moist lips.
Gavin picked up aknife and afork, holding them upright, one in each hand.

Mary-Jo took abowl from astack beside the stove and filled it with something steaming from the kettle.
She put the bowl in front of him and then fixed abowl for Elaine.

Gavin fdt glly gtting there with aknife and afork. "Isthiswhat al the fuss was about?' he asked. He and
his ssomach had been thinking of something more substantid, like meat and eggs and potatoes.

"That's bregkfast,” Mary-Jo said. "That's all thereis. Eat and git. And you girls better be about your
chores"

Sowly the other women filed out of the kitchen. Some, in work clothes, left by the back door. Others, in
dresses, went through a doorway into the house. All of them looked back at Gavin curioudy. He shook
his head and covered his oatmeal with sugar and cream. He tasted it. It was hot and good.

"I don't understand this place," he said to Mary-Jo.
"ItsPas," shesad smply.

"I know it'safarm—abig farm. Ten milesin any direction, Billie said. And it belongsto your father. But
how did he get dl that land?"



"Billi€syoung. She stretches things. But what thereis here used to belong to alot of people. Right
thinkers, Pasaid, who put their money together and bought thisland and built it up and madeit flourish,
like God said man should do, and the land was good and the animals brought forth their young, and
God's blessing was upon everyone and the work of their hands."

"That sounds like some kind of scripture,” Elaine said.

Mary-Jo continued asif Elaine hadn't spoken. "But gradually the peoplefdl into error. One by onethey
began drifting away or were driven away by the others because of wrong thoughts or wrong deeds. And
the curse of God came upon the land, and people died, and some were killed in arguments. And what
was held in common began to be asource of quarrels, and finaly al were gone except Pa. Madiedin
childbirth after eight daughters, and we wereleft, Paand us, to carefor al the land and the animdls, to
make it the way God wanted it to be, and the land prospered again.”

"And PaisGod," Gavin said.
Mary-Jo straightened, frowning. "No, Pais God's right hand, his spokesman, his prophet.”

Gavin was hafway to the bottom of his bowl; the edge had been taken from his hunger. "Apparently,” he
sad to Elaine, "ardigious commune was founded herein the early or middle seventies. Therdigious
enthusiasm that supported it in its beginning began to crumble under al the hard work and the human
problems of getting along. When the others were driven away or |eft or died, Pagot it al.”

"Wasn't that way,” Mary-Jo said.

"Now he'sgot aholy kingdom of hisown here,” Gavin said, "with his own crew of workers—all
daughters—and nobody allowed to leave and no outsiders alowed in to spoil paradise. There'sjust one
thing | don't under—"

A horse's hooves clopped in the dirt road outside. Mary-Jo looked up, alarmed.
"You got to go," she said to Gavin. "Hell comein the front way to put away hisgun. Run, now! Git!"

Her terror was contagious. Gavin himself felt atremor when she mentioned her father's gun. Something
about the Stuation suggested that, like Abraham, Pamight act without asking questions.

"Goon," Elanesad. "Run! I'll beright behind you, but you can run faster than | can, and he won't hurt
rrell

Stll Gavin hesitated. He heard the front door open. A deep voice, like the voice of aprophet, announced
with Olympian satisfaction, "I think | got acouple of thelittle demonsthistime.”

Gavin ran. He ran through the back door and the screen door, expecting to hear it dam shut like arifle
shot behind him, but Elaine must have been there to ease it closed, and Gavin ran down the road, now
much brighter in the onrushing dawn. He looked back as he neared the barn and saw Elaine running from
the house as he fdll over an outstretched foot and landed face-down on the straw in front of the barn
door.

Gavin rolled over and looked up at Billie. "Why did you do that? | thought you kept urging meto get
away if your father returned. Well, he's back."

"l know," she said, frowning, and reached down ahand to pull him to hisfeet, and then into the
protection of the barn. "Take mewith you."



"l can't dothat," Gavin protested. ™Y our father would never stop following me. Besides, why do you
want to leave? Y our ssters are here, and your father.”

"That'swhy," she said. "Pasbeen hinting lately that I'm old enough to cometo him in the night, the way
my sstersdo.”

"Theold bastard! That's what was bothering me. All the children. And he'sthe only malearound...”

Billie stood up straight. "1 don't want him to service me, no matter what the others say about God'swill. If
you can't take me with you, least you can do that for me. I'd rather you'd service me than Pa." She turned
around and leaned forward over amilking stanchion, throwing her skirt up over her back as she did, and
exposed her long dender legs and gppeding milky buttocks. "I think if you did it he wouldn't have nothing
to dowith me"

"Except kill me," Gavin muttered, "and maybe you." He stepped forward to pull Billie upright and toward
him as her skirt fell about her calves. "Anyway, that's not the way people do it. Not like animals.
Theres...uh, afection...and...uh, sometimeslove...and, uh, caresses, kisses...and, uh, mutua
respect....that brings men and women...uh, face-to-face..."

"Show me!" Billiesad eagerly.

"What isthistalent you have, Gavin," Elaine said, leaning againg the frame of the barn door, shaking her
heed, "for inducing femaesto throw themselves at you, legs parted?’

"This poor girl hasaproblem,” Gavin said. "She'sthe victim of isolation and atyrannica, incestuous
father."

"I could fed sorrier for her,” Elaine said, "if that tyrannica father were not close behind me. It looksto me
like you've got the problem. One of the Ssters must havetold Pa."

Gavin's hands dropped from Billi€'s shoulders asif they were weighted. "Where, where?' he asked. He
leaped to the door.

Striding down the dirt road from the house as if he disdained afaster pace came atall, lean patriarch of a
man, long hair floating behind, gray beard waving in front, and between them aface like an avenging
sword. He held ashotgun in hisright hand. He held it easily. Undernegth his patched overals and jeans
jacket, Gavin thought, were lean old muscles toughened by hard labor and long days.

Gavin had the uneasy feding that the god this zed ot worshiped was agod of wrath and vengeance, and
occasiondly the prophet confused himsalf with the deity.

"Dont go out there," Billie said. "Pal shoot you down like ascared rabbit if you run from him."

Gavin felt like ascared rabbit. He turned and ran the length of the barn toward a door at the far end.
Dust from hay and straw rosein the air, sparkling in the first rays of the morning sun streaming into the
barn. But as he neared the far door, hisfeet dowed, and he stopped, turned, and walked back toward
them.

"Don't beafool," Elaine said. "Get out while theréstime.”
"Goon, miger," Billiesad. "Pasno taker."

"What about you?' Gavin said to Elaine. "What about Billie?!



"WElIl beal right,” Elainesaid. "Comeon. I'll go with you. | just didn't want to dow you down."
"No," Gavinsaid. "I'm not going to run from the incestuous old bastard.”

But even as he said the words, the mad prophet was in the doorway, the shotgun was at his shoulder,
and it exploded with abig coughing sound and awhistling of shot. Gavin stood, frozen in mid-stride,
waiting for bits of metal to shred hisflesh, and nothing happened. The muzzle of the gun was pointed
toward the ceiling; Elaine had pushed the barrd!.

Gavin ran toward the old man. As heran, the old man swung around to knock Elaine away from him.
She sprawled on the straw-littered floor. The old man swung back toward Gavin, pulling thetrigger as
the wegpon came to bear, and Gavin threw himsdlf a the old man'slegs. He heard the gun cough again
and the shot whistle again, and then felt the impact of hisbody against the old man'slegs. Thelegs
yielded, and Gavin found himself rolling over the old man'sbody asit hit thefloor, grabbing for the
shotgun, clutching the hot barrdl, clinging to it even asit burned his hand, tearing it away from the old
man, fegling something bresk asit came freg, rolling to hisfeet with the gun in hishand, turning it toward
the old man.

The mad prophet was just as mad without his gun. He pulled himsdlf up tall as he got to hisfeet. His
index finger dangled crookedly from hisright hand, but he disdained to nurseit or even notice anything
wrong with it. " Shoot, debaucher, lecher, whoremagter.”

"Don't cdl me names" Gavin said, "you incestuous pig!”

"Y ou despoil my land by standing on it," the old man said. " Just as you would despoil my daughters.
Now, kill me so that you can begin your devil'swork!"

Elainetugged at Gavin'sarm. "Come on. Let's get out of here. Wejust camein for abite of food,” she
said to the old man.

"Areyou hisdut?' he asked her.

"We can't just let this bastard go on committing unspeakable sins by night and judtifying them by day,"
Gavinsad indignantly.

"Who appointed us hisjudges?' Elaine said. "His daughters are the only onesinjured, and they have
ample opportunity to combine againg him or to dip away if they wished."

"My daughters are good, obedient girls," the old man said.

"He has them terrified, brainwashed,” Gavin sad. "To them he'snot only afather, with dl hispaternd
authority, but the head of their religion, with al the sanction of God behind his edicts.”

"Y ou will be punished by the hand of God the jugt, the unforgiving,” the old man thundered. ™Y ou will be
pursued across a blasted land by vengeful furies, tormented by whips of fire, tortured by poisoned
pitchforks, until your soul screamsfor mercy and your flesh shrivels upon the bone and your tongue
blackensin your head and your—"

"Look how Billiefedsabout him!" Gavin said. "Thiswould be a better world if | removed thisdirty old
men fromit."

But ashe said "dirty old man," something hit the back of hishead. Even as he staggered to hisknees, he
was aware of the ridiculous "bonk™ it made. He dropped the shotgun and clutched his head with the pain.
"Billie" hesaid, and then, "Billie?"



The old man grabbed the gun dmost asit fdl, and Billie stepped out from behind Gavin, holding her
milking bucket tightly in her hand. "Hesmy Pa," she said smply.

Gavin shook hishead gingerly againgt the pain. "God!" he said.

"Right!" the old man shouted. " God has condemned you, and now you will die, infidel! Satanist!
Unbdliever! But he couldn't pull thetrigger with his broken finger, and while he was struggling to fit
another finger into the trigger guard and get his broken finger out of it, a crash came from the distance,
the sound of metal and splintering wood, and a thunder of engine exhausts and blaring horns.

The old man whirled at this new invasion of hiskingdom. Gavin grabbed the shotgun and ripped it away.
Swinging the gun by its stock, he smashed the barrel againgt me door frame, bending it beyond any
possibility of use. The sounds grew louder. Gavin stepped out of the barn, holding his head stiffly so that
it didn't jiggle. Hetried to watch the old man out of the corner of hiseye.

But the old man had moved faster than Gavin, and stood alittle in front, staring with holy horror at the
sacrilege approaching. It was a procession of trucks and automobiles and motorcycles, dl
internal-combustion modd s, thundering and creaking and tearing the ground with their tires, leaving atrall
of dust and dark, billowing exhaust.

Men and women leaned from the windows of the cars or over the edges of the trucks, waving, calling out
with words that could not be heard over the noise of the caravan. They were dressed in jeans and
blouses, or jeansjackets or uniform coats, with headbands or scarves or cowboy hats over their long
hair.

The motorcycles, most of them with two riders, made crazy circles or figure eights around and through
the caravan.

An open jeep led the procession. An older man stood in the back of the jegp holding on to aroll bar
fastened to the Sides of the jeep, like agenera on parade. He, too, was dressed in jeans, and long, gray
hair streamed back from a craggy face.

"Gypsed” Eldnesad.
"White Indiand" Gavin said.

But he thought he could hear the Professor saying, "No, these are the centaurs invading the Temple of
Zeus at Olympia, bursting in upon the traditiona ceremonies, only to be driven back by astern Apallo,
the guardian of the orthodox culture. The clash of irreconcilable conceptions of life. The centaurs and
civilization. Dionysusand Apallo.”

The jeep stopped in front of the little group at the entrance to the barn, skidding alittle, and the other
vehicles pulled up behind, some of them dipping off the dirt road onto the grass or banging into the
vehiclein front.

When the confusion had subsided, the man standing in the jeep called out in the mellow voice, of asinger,
one hand flung dramatically into the air, "Welcome! Welcometo the Freedom Train! Welcome dl to the
culturd revolution! Welcometo the glory of Consciousness Three!™

Gavin gaped at the crazy procession, unableto think of anything to say, but the old man stood up straight
and sad, "Get off of my land, you satanists, spoilers” His hands clenched and unclenched asif they were
longing for agun to hold in them.

"We cometo invite dl who wish to ride upon the Freedom Train to join usin our parade into aglorious



future of sengitivity and love and right thinking!™

"Takethese strangers,” the old man said, indicating Gavin and Elaine. "They're your kind, shiftlessand
dedtructive, living off other people's hard work."

"We come," the leader of the caravan said, unheeding, "to share the bounty of the earth, which belongsto
al men.”

"We need nothing from you," the old man said. "We do our own work here and ask nobody's help and
accept nobody'said.”

"Y ou misunderstand me, gir," the leader said cheerfully, as hisfollowers began to pour out of their
vehicles behind him and spread out through the barn and other outbuildings and toward the farmhouse
itsdlf. "We come to share the bounty that has been deposited here.”

The old man looked scornful. "No one deposited anything here. What we have we wrested from a
stubborn land. When | came, thisland was arid and barren, and | watered it with my swest and fertilized
it with my labor. It is strange that the earth does not deposit any bounty whereyou live.”

The leader of the caravan must have been about the same age as the patriarch, but he acted younger, as
if avoiding everything but pleasure had kept him from aging. He shrugged pleasantly and said, ™Y our god
worksin strange and mysterious ways hiswonders to perform, and it little behooves us to question why
he should make one place bloom and not another.”

"I know you," the old man said, hiseyes glittering madly. " ou are the children who burn my fencesand
my buildingsto see the pretty blaze, only you have grown up to become plunderers aswell as
destroyers.”

The men and women who had tumbled out of the cars and trucks were returning now, their arms laden
with sacks of grain and flour, and boxes of vegetables and fruit. They led pigs and cows and steers,
putting them al in the trucks, which miraculoudly sprouted ramps asif it had dl happened before.

The old man narrowed hiseyesin pain a the sight and then turned to the looters and tried to wrestle their
gpoils from them. But they ignored him or pushed him away, and the old man finaly turned and began to
gtride off toward the house.

"Stop him!" the leader of the caravan cdled out. "He's probably got guns at the house.™
"He has," Gavin said, speaking at last.
The leader gave him acool |ook of gppraisdl.

One of the looterstripped the old man as he passed. Others, their handsfree, fell on him and tied his
hands together, and then hisfeet. He sat in the middle of the road cursing the leader and everyone who
passed.

Thetrucks were dmost full. "Who goes with us on the Freedom Train?' the leader asked.
"Where are you heading?' Gavin asked.

"South. To Cockaigne. Where no one hasto work or do anything else he doesn't want to do.”
Gavin looked a Elaine. She shrugged. "What'sinvolved?' Gavin asked.

"Nothing at dl," theleader said. "If there were any obligations, it would not be Cockaigne.”



"Were going south,” Gavin said.

The leader motioned to his jegp. Gavin helped Elaineinto the front seat and got into the back with the
leader.

"And how about you, littlelady?' the leader said to Billie.

Billietook alook at her father shouting in the dust and said, "I'll go too." She climbed into one of the cars
behind. She 4till clung to her bucket.

"| think there's more women in the house and in the fields," aman said. He came from the direction of the
house with a big box of fruit and vegetables put up in glassjars. "'l thought | heard women...children's
voices, too."

"Children?" the leeder said happily. Heturned to Gavin and Elaine. "Wedl love children." He turned
back to hisfollowers. "By dl means, let us search them out.”

But asanew group started toward the house, arifle shot cracked, and dust sprouted from the road.
Another shot followed immediatdly, and abullet pinged against the side of atruck.

"On the other hand,” the leader said hagtily, "we must not force oursel ves upon the unwilling. Get
garted!" he said to hisdriver, and the jeep lurched forward. The leader sat down hard in the back sest.
The caravan made awide circlein the grass, returned to the road, and passed through the splintered gate
whilerifle bullets nervoudy searched the air.

In afew minutes they were back on the divided highway, heading south, amotley, ragged wagon train of
dilapidated and antiquated vehiclesfilled with shouting, Snging people and complaining animals.

"So, Professor,” Gavin thought, "Apollo may have driven off the centaurs, but not before they looted the
temple”

"Wouldn't it be smpler just to grow your own food?" he asked the leader, seated beside him.

The leader smiled. "Y ou can call me Reich. Or Third. That's short for the Third Reich, as some of the old
consciousness groups cal me, or Reich the Third, asmy friends call me. And we do grow our own food.
Wejust grow it on other people's farms, and when we need it, we come and get it. That's Smple enough,
intit?'

Elaine had turned around in her seet. "For you, yes."

"The unremitting labor necessary to proper agriculturein this climate is deadening to the spirit,” Reich
sad. "Mogt work availablein our society is meaningless, degrading, and inconsistent with self-redlization.
It iswork, unrelenting, driven, consuming, that comes between the professor and his students, the lawyer
and hisfamily, the bank employee and the beauty of nature.”

"Somebody hasto doit" Elane said.

"Let those do it who musgt,” Reich replied. "Let others get by without it if they can. Freedom from such
work, making possible the development of an individua's true potential as a human being, isamong the
greatest and most vital forms of liberation.”

"So you go around liberating other people's produce,” Gavin said.
Reich beamed at him. "Y ou understand,” he said.



"Why don't you smply pool your minimum annual incomes and buy what you need?* Gavin asked.

Reich'samileturned to afrown. " And collaborate with a government which has awaystold uswe are an
incredibly rich country when we are actudly desperately poor—poor in most of the things that throughout
the history of mankind have been cherished asriches? If you accept its charity, you consent to its

tyranny.”
"They cut you off, didn't they?' Elaine said.

"They cdled usaconspiracy,” Reich said. "Just because we had alittle unscheduled viditation on the town
of Taos."

The caravan rolled steadily down the highway, heading south. The even squares of thefields on either
sdewere like agiant checkerboard man had laid down upon the earth to make it comprehensible. The
fields were brown, now that winter was almost upon this high land, but they looked asif they would be
green and fertile again; and here and there, automated el ectric machinery harvested corn or soybeans, or
plowed the soil to leave ablack square among the brown.

On ther right, the mountains kept pace with them. To Gavin they seemed like jagged parapets of a great
wall which barred humanity from a promised land.

The caravan stopped twice on the road to the commune called Cockaigne somewhere north of Taosonce
to let Billie get into the truck with the cows and complete their milking, onceto refue the
internal-combustion engines with gasoline brought along in colorful and oddly shaped pottery jars.

Toward evening they arrived a an arid place closer to the mountains and some ten milesfrom the big
highway down narrow, winding roads through valleys and dong the sides of foothills. Tired fenceposts
and sagging barbed wire guarded the commune. Weeds grew in the fields among volunteer corn and milo
and shatter cane; here and there, in afit of enthusiasm, alittle patch of land had been weeded and planted
with carrots or potatoes or tomatoes or |ettuce and then |ft to the bugs and the birds, the el ementsand
the animals; but they stood out amid the general decay like reminders of what man could do to improve
the productivity of the land if he could sustain hisdesire.

"If you talk to afarmer about ecology,” the Professor said once, "heislikely to reply, "Y ou should have
Seen this place when nature was running it."

Depressions at the edge of fields and discarded siphons suggested that once the land had been nourished
by anirrigation system, but that had been long ago. Now the weeds grew tdler in silted and usdless
ditches. Here and there, the rusted remains of farm machinery poked out of the weeds like the bones of
long-extinct dinosaurs.

"Some dull, industrious people farmed thisland once," Reich said, "but they got tired and gave up and | eft
ittous”

The whole place looked tired, Gavin thought, asif the land had given up on the people. The dust from the
rutted dirt road they traveled now was dry and dead, and mixed with it was agrowing smell of human
wastes and decay.

The caravan neared agroup of farm buildings and ramshackle hutches thrown together out of old wood
and tin. Men, women, and afew children emerged into alittered patch of land trampled into uniform,
weedless, packed dirt marred here and there by the soot and charred wood of old campfires. The
people from the huts shouted and waved and pranced in celebration of the returning scavengers.



Gavin could tell from the set of Elaine's shoulders hat she didn't like this place. He shrugged. They didn't
haveto say if they didn't likeit, and they had gained two hundred miles on their journey south.

Reich was standing up in the jegp again. "We come," he shouted, "bringing the earth's plenty to its chosen
people.”

Earth's chosen people swarmed around the caravan, marveing at the bounty in the trucks, helping unload
them of sacks and boxes, leading animals down ramps and into improvised enclosures, laughing at piles
of dung the weary cattleleft in the commons. Those who had nothing to carry or lead danced around asiif
they wereimprovisng out of anirrepressiblejoy inliving.

Gavin fdt hisopinion of the place begin to shift. After dl, what did cleanliness and order matter?

Reich turned to Gavin and Elaine, smiling asif he had invented hisfollowers. " Aren't they marvelous?' he
sad. "Aren't they wonderful ?'

Gavin began to think that maybe they were marvelous and wonderful. He had always been ableto fed
other peopl€e's abandon, even though he was basicaly a spectator. He climbed out of the jeep and
reached to help Elaine, but she aready was on the ground. They looked up at Reich, hisarms spread
wide toward his people in agesture of bounty and openness, like aman performing amiracle with fish
and bread or agod prepared to make the ultimate sacrifice. The sunset on the nearby Sangre de Cristos
Mountains turned his face and hands the color of blood.

Asthe shadows of the peaks began to stretch into the camp, the carefree people prepared afeast Pigs
werekilled, squealing and bloody, and spitted over an open fire of old wood and manure, and when
those ran low, one of the shacks was demolished for itslumber, asif the world ended today.

V egetables were peeled and diced and dumped into open pots with water and meat to Smmer. Men and
women worked side-by-side, sharing in everything, with an occasiona haf-naked child joining in the
joyous activities aswdll; other children, too smal to help, played around the shacks or in the dirt and
casud vegetation of thefields. Sometimes, while they worked, aman and awoman's hands would meet
inaspecid way, and they would stop whatever they were doing and walk together to one of the shacks
or out into thefields.

They were a strange group, Gavin thought—students grown middle-aged, with afew young peopleand a
few more children. Reich was the oldest person in the group; he must have been sixty, approaching
seventy. Like him, the others dressed in avariety of costumes expressing their attitudes or their moods of
the moment, but dl of them wore denim jeans, asif thiswere their badge of membership. To thisthey
added individualizing touches: handmade belts and fancy blouses, ragged jackets, military coats, or opera
cloaks, they liked jewelry—they wore rings and bracel ets, and around their necks, men and women,
decorations made of various kinds of metal and semiprecious stones or just pieces of colored rock strung
together. Many of them wore headbands or strange, tattered hats.

Asthe shadows of the nearby peaks closed over the camp like the jaws of night, the sunny day grew
colder, and the members of the group began to edge closer to the fire, both for warmth and to smell the
delicious odors given off by bubbling pots and turning spits. Even the children stopped playing their
games of pusher and narc, of cops and protesters, and came to huddle beside adults and stare into the
flames and whimper occasiondly at the hunger in their bellies and the anticipated feast.

Someone brought aguitar out of a shack and began to pick out atune. A few people began to hum.
Soon the gathering shadows were filled with song: sentimenta songs of the open road or youthful
companions or the discovery of truth, protest songs of dienation and terror and yearnings, hymnsto
drugs and free love, militant songs of coming revolution or of barricadesin the stredts. ..



Gavin recognized afew of them, thought others sounded familiar, and had never heard the rest. But
everyone in camp except the newcomers knew the words and joined in the Singing, sometimes clapping
intimeto the music. It wasacommuna experience that Gavin found moving in spite of himself, in spite of
the ederly incongruity of many around thefire, and he found himsdf warming to the life of the commune
as his body was warmed by thefire.

By the time the singing died away, the people turning the spitsindicated that the feast was ready. Big
knives appeared to carve long dices of roasted mest into waiting plates and impatient hands. Big ladles
added vegetables to bowls and cups. Loaves of bread were torn apart. The eating began.

The cold mountain air and awhole day without food made Gavin ravenous, and he did not notice until he
was dmogt full that the pork was burned on the outside and underdone on theinside, and that everything
lacked sdlt and other seasoning. But it was good, better even than the elegant medl in Sdlly's Denver
mansion on chinawith crysta and silver, and Gavin at last put down his plate, wiped his greasy fingerson
his shirt, sghed, and was content.

Helay back on grass beyond theimmediate family circle around the fires, with the night full upon the
world, and looked over at Elaine, who had taken no pork but had eaten stew and bread, and at Billiea
few feet away, her face smeared with pork fat and the heet of the fire. Her eyeslooked stunned, asif she
was overcome by the food and the heat and the colorful figures around the fire, and the changes wrought
in her lifewithin afew hours

In spite of everything, Gavin thought, these were his people, even if they were old. He looked up at the
stars, and they were clear and close and cold.

He smédlled tobacco smoke and amore acrid smell, like dry leaves burning. He lay there, smelling them
and enjoying the contentment of afull somach and the companionship of brothers and ssters, and Elaine
spoiled it. Sheleaned over him and whispered, "L et's get out of here.”

"What?' Gavin asked.

"| fed unessy," shesad. "Cdl it intuition."

"Oh, comeon,” Gavin said. "Let'slay up herefor afew days, rest up for the remainder of thetrip.”
"Something's going to happen,” Elaineindsted.

"What could happen way out here?' Gavin said. "Thesejust aren't your kind of people.”

Before he could say more, arhythmic clapping had begun from the group sitting around the fires, and
someone shouted, "The Balad." Otherstook it up: "The Balad! The Balad!"

Gavin sat up and saw asmall boy run past with ajoint in his hand.

Some of the others had pushed together a platform out of boxes and planks, and they were boosting
Reich up onto it. He only half-resisted, and when he was up he stood in front of them, hishandson his
hips, hislong gray hair swinging. "Y ou want the Balad?"

"TheBadlad! TheBalad"
Reich struck a pose like an old-fashioned troubadour and lifted a clear tenor toward the sky.

"Let me sing you asong of Consciousness Three"



"Consciousness Three," sang the others, like antiphony.
"Of you and me," Reich sang.

"Consciousness Three," responded the others, and so it went through the rest of the ceremony. At least,
that'swhat it seemed like to Gavin, like aritud, like aconfirmation of their beliefs, of themselves.

"On our legswe wear jeans

because they are cheap,

because they are earthy,

sensud,

free

"Expressing the shape of theleg,

shaped to the leg that wears them.

"They nudge the wearer with degp questions.
Their freedom reminds him he has choice.”
"But what about bell bottoms," the crowd shouted.
"Bell bottoms are better,” Reich sang.
"Likejeansthey expressthe body

but they give the ankles a specia freedom
asif toinvitedancing in the street.

"A touch footbal gamein bell bottoms
islikefolk dancing or bdlet.

"Bell bottoms are happy,

Comic,

rallicking.

"No one can take himsdlf serioudy

in bell bottoms.

"For we are Consciousness Three."
"Arewe!" came the response.

"We are Consciousness Three."

By theflickering light of thefirein the night, Gavin saw Billie being led into the darkness by ayoung man
and amiddle-aged man, and he felt atouch of regret.



"First there was Consciousness One.”
"It'sdone," the others sang.

"Firgt there was Consciousness One.
Immigrants

from classand village,

seeking new hope,

making anew beginning,

freed from the padt,

building anew community,

innocent and free.
"Thesovereignindividua

turning the whed of plenty.

"But then came sdlf-interest,
competition,

Suspicion,

to confirm itsthought that

human nature is bad,

and struggleis man's condition.
"Consciousness One dienated man
from environment

and society,

from man's own needs and functions.
"Money cdled thetune

lossof redlity,

gross corporedlity.

"Set in agterilemodd of the pat,
spooning ice cream

while piped-in ragtime

tinkles unheard.



"That was Consciousness One."
"It'sdone," came the antiphony.

"That was Consciousness One."
"What was that sound?" Elaine asked.
"I didn't hear anything," Gavin said.
"Then there was Consciousness Two."
"lt'snew.”

"Then there was Consciousness Two.
"From Consciousness One

disaster had come:

robber barons,

business piracy,

ruinous competition,

unreliable products,

fdseadvertisang,

grotesque inequdity,
excessveindividudiam,

lack of coordination,

agangster world.

Besides the chaos of insecurity

and powerlessness,

""Man became the plaything of circumstances
and forces beyond contral,

like the Great Depression,

and turned to Fascism.

"A new Consciousness arose

to organize and coordinate,
arangethingsin arationd hierarchy,

and sacrifice for acommon good.



"Consciousness Two appeared:

businessmen,

liberd intellectuds,

educated professionals,

technicians,

middle-class suburbanites,

[abor-union leaders,

Gene McCarthy supporters,

blue-collar workers with newly purchased homes,
old-timeleftigs

members of the American Communist party,
the Kennedys,

the New Y ork Times editorid page,
liberdism,

and the Democratic party.

"And they produced

acommitment of theindividua to the public interest,
more socia respongbility by private business,
more affirmative government action,
regulation,

planning.

more rationa adminigtration and management
and thewdlfare state.

"But possessng dill a

profoundly pessmidtic view of manasan
aggressive,

competitive,

power-seeking,

jungle beedt.



"And thejoy of life became aquest for
power,

SUCCESS,

gatus,

acceptance,

popularity,

achievement,

rewards,

excellence,

cooperation,

and arationa, competent mind.
"Theresult: dienation, and no room for
awe,

wonder,

mystery,

accidents,

falure,

helplessness,

and magic.

"And to ayoung person

the corporate state beckoned,

with askeleton grin,

'Stepright in,

youll loveit—

itsjust likeliving.™

Gavinsaidto Elaine, "I think | heard something.”
"What isit?' Elaine asked. "Let's move farther from thefireand listen.”
"And then came Consciousness Three."

"Arewe."



"Yes, we are Consciousness Three,
sprouting from the stony soil

of the American corporate state,
from the promise that proved fase,
affluence,

Security,

technology.

"Consciousness Three made possible
anew life,

anew freedom,

anew expangon of human possibility.
"Consciousness Three accepts itsdlf:
I'mglad I'mme!’

'Whatever | am| am.’

"To those who have glimpsad
thered posshilities of life,

tasted liberation and love,

seen the promised land,

adreary corporatejob,
aranchhouselife,

amiserable degth in war,

isutterly intolerable;

the thought of what is

and what could beis overwheming.
"The promise of America,

land of beauty and abundance,

land of thefree,

had been betrayed.

"And Consciousness Three emerged with its message:



Thou shdt not do violenceto thysdif.

People are brothers.

No onejudges anyone e se.

No one stands above the crowd.

No one uses another person.

No one gives commands nor follows them,

Nor observes duties after the feding isgone.
"To Consciousness Three all has been reveded:
an unjust society

run for the benefit of the privileged few,

lacking in proclaimed democracy and liberty,
udly,

atifiad,

unhedlthy for children and other living things."
"It sounds like people moving around out there somewhere," Gavin said.
"Put on your headbands and your jeans,

and show what revolution means.

"For we are Consciousness Three."

"Arewe!"

"We are Consciousness Three."

Almos asthe echoes of the balads were dtill returning from the surrounding hills, while Reich ill held his
dramatic pose upon the makeshift stage, awoman screamed in the darkness beyond the firelight and
Billieran into the circle of light. She was naked to the waist, and her face and hands were smeared with
blood.

"Help!" she shouted. "Help me! It's Pa. He'skilled those two fellows with aknife, and he'sfixing to kill
metoo, if he can.”

At the sound of the first scream, the people around the fire were on their feet, and as Billie appeared with
her message of vengeance, they turned in different directionsto flee. Before they could separate, lights
blazed from every side of the camp. People froze where they stood, like jacklighted deer.

From out of the darkness beyond the lights came aman's reasonable voice. "This here group's been
found a conspiracy, and it has got to be broke up. Do not resist, and no damage will be done.”

"What do you mean 'no damage?' Reich cdled. "What are you going to do with us?"



"Nothing much,” said the reasonable voice. "Y ou're going to be split up isdl, and the government isgoing
to seethat you keep split up. If you don't, the next step is deportation.”

"Whereto?' Reich asked, looking around him at the men and women his song had praised, asif he could
not bear to think of the group being scattered. "Europe? Asa? Latin America?’

"Mars" thevoice replied, and chuckled. "Seeif you can get by there without working."

"Comeon," Elaine said softly, and tugged at Gavin's hand. Keeping low, they began crawling between
the outer rings of lights.

Behind them Gavin could hear the camp explode with movement as the members of Reich'stribe threw
themsalves toward the lights. But bombs exploded in the air, and something sweet and enervating, like
the odor of |otus blossoms, cameto Gavin. By thistime they were past the lights and scrambling into the
darkness.

Gavin looked back once and saw Reich, defiant to the end, sinking onto his platform like the Statue of
Liberty meting from the bottom up.

A few hundred yardsinto the night, Gavin collapsed into an irrigation ditch. He dragged Elaine down
besde him. They lay huddled together. Gavin could fed Elaine's heart bumping againgt his chest. They
listened to the sounds of bodies being methodicaly loaded into vehicles, like sides of beef.

"Have we got them dl?" someone caled.

Elaine shivered in Gavin'sarms.

"According to my count, were missing one."

"Say, | just ssumbled across a couple guysin thisfield. They had their throats cut wide open.”
"Then wereoneover.”

"Here'sawild man with along beard and a bloody knife who says these people stole hisfood and his
daughter.”

"If one of theseis his daughter, then the numbers check out. Bring the old guy aong. Well take care of
hisproblemin the morning."

Slowly the sounds became infrequent. With aburst of activity, anew caravan pulled avay from the
camp. After its passage diminished in the distance, silence settled back upon theland asif it had never
been disturbed since eternity began.

"You see, Gavin," the Professor said, "the forces of Apallo prevail, asthey dways have. Even when the
chaos of Dionysus seemsvictorious, it isonly momentary. Order cregps back; civilization returns; day
replacesnight..."

Gavin held Elainein hisarmsal night long and never once thought of anything but the cold.
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The Place at the Top of the World
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Ever sncethe Industrid Revolution began reshaping the nature of human existence, romantic fools have
been urging humanity to shut down the machines—forcibly, if necessary—and return to the smpler, more
natural ways of our ancestors. How el se, they ask, can we throw off the poisons of civilization, restore
the natural vigor of our bodies, prevent the pollution of our water and our air, and eliminate the neuroses
and psychosomatic illnesses which afflict technological man? We must return to nature, they say. Nature!
What isnaturd to man? And | tell you that knowledge is more human than ignorance, scienceis as human
asart, and only technology can prevent pollution and preserve us from extinction. Without technology,
man is a the mercy of nature, and nature is not kind. Man's natural condition, as Thomas Hobbes
pointed out, is poor, short, nasty, and brutish. But more important than man's condition is his potentia: he
has only one chance for immortality as he starts up the ladder of technology. At acertain sagein his
development, he has used up his capital—the fossil fuels—and he must climb the next step to the
inexhaustible resources of solar power and thermonuclear energy, or fall al the way to the bottom,
perhaps never to rise again.

—THE PROFESSOR'S NOTEBOOK

Gavin woke up shivering in his deeping bag. For adisoriented moment he didn't know where he was,
and then he felt under his back the hard redity of the mountain and hefelt in hislungsthethin, cold air,
and he remembered how they had arrived at this desolate spot in adesolate world.

It was later than he thought. The sun had climbed up as high asthe mountains to the east of them. Gavin
felt asif he were peering out of ashark's mouth past great jagged rows of teeth crowding in one behind
another.

Helooked over at Elaine, ill adeep in her deeping bag; her head was ducked into the bag, and he could
seeonly her hair. But he knew her face so well now that it was dmost like seeingit.

They had come along way together across the country. Since Taos it had been either desertsor
mountains with towns like oasesin their midst. And now they had arrived at this spot on this mountainside
S0 barren, so usdless, so isolated that it might never have known the presence of man. And still shewould
not let him touch her; even for warmth, she would not share his degping bag.

If they did not find the pass through these mountains soon, it would not matter. Their packaged food had
been eaten for supper and their water was amost gone, and Gavin was afrad that they were lost. They
had been wandering in these mountainsfor days, and every valey led only to another pesk.

Everywhere around them was gray, dead rock, cold, hard, and unforgiving.

Ruefully, Gavin thought that they should have stayed on the road with their electric cycles, but experience
had made them cautious. When they heard approaching them the strange discordant melodies of a
religious procession, they had turned off the highway onto a convenient trail. It led up avaley, dways
climbing into the mountains. But the procession had followed; when the path ended in tumbled rock, they
had to abandon their cycles and proceed on foot, aways just alittle in front of the procession.

Later they found abearded man dying on across on a hilltop. He was exalted by revelation or drugs or
gpproaching desth, and he cursed them in Spanish when they took him down. But they stayed with him
anyway until he was dead, and they buried him at the foot of the cross under some rocks.

In the last mountain village they had been told about strange people in the mountains. Some were mystics
like the ones who sought a new messiah among those who passed their way, for someone who would die
for thelr snsand bereborn. Others...wdll, the villagers didn't know, but they thought magicianslived high
in the mountains—in the place at the top of the world.



Gavin and Elaine sipped hot chocolate at atable outside alittle adobe café while dark-skinned children
looked wonder at their cycles, and they speculated whether either of the storieswas true. Now one had
been proven.

By then they were lost. They were afraid the religious group would return and ask one of them to replace
their lost messiah on the cross. They tried to retrace their steps and found they could not remember
which ways they had turned. They searched for trails that would lead them back down to the broad
highway that led across Nevadainto Cdifornia, but each trail ended in the mountains, and when they
paused sometimes they thought they could hear the strange chanting of the religious group. Perhapsit was
only thewind.

Gavin did out of the deeping bag. The experience north of Taos had warned them of the possbility of
being declared a conspiracy, and they had worked for amonth in Albuquerque to buy deeping bags and
warm clothing, and for another two weeks to make down payments on the cycles. On the cycles the end
of the journey had seemed just over the next rise in the road.

He stood up, fully clothed, pulled the deeping bag around his shoulders for warmth, and walked to the
far dde of the ledge where they had stopped when the dark had caught them. With the sun behind his
shoulder, Gavin looked over the edge of the hill.

He stood at the top of acliff that dropped away steeply severa thousand feet, at least. Far below, scree
marked where sections of the cliff had broken away over the millennia. But that was not what stopped
him there upon the mountain, one hand clutched to ajutting rock for support. He looked down upon a
seaof fire

The valey below burned with awhite flame. There was no smoke, no hest that Gavin could fed. But as

far ashe could see, the valley blazed with light such as God must have created when He said, "L et there

belight!" In the focus of that empyrean, Gavin felt his body burning, charring, shriveling, his grosser parts
smoking away, leaving only the purified essence of what he was.

He stood at the topmost reach of that great spiritua conflagration and felt asif al the blind, creeative
forcesin the universe were centered in his body, making him whole again, reuniting him with everyone
and everything ese, and he trembled on the brink of greet revelaions.

"What isit?" Elaine asked behind him.

"I don't know," Gavinsad, "but | think it'sasgn.”

"A dgn of what?'

"l don't know," he said again. ""Death maybe. Maybe something even more wonderful.”

The mountains which held this miraculous sea had been transformed from gray rock into asiver chdice
for agod's transubstantiated blood.

And asthey watched, the sea of flame dulled, faded, and became avast dark array of small mechanica
devices made apparently of meta and glass. They covered the valley floor asfar as Gavin could see,
except right at the base of the cliff, where white desert sand or alkali came up to the fallen rock.

"They're solar-energy cells" Gavin said.
"I knew they had them dl over Deeth Vdley," Elaine said, "but were hundreds of miles east of there."

"And there the arrays are set in afixed framework. Here they follow the sun, and from the looks of that



desert, they get sun every day."

Even though the sea of flame had been explained asthe reflection of the morning sun from amillion solar
cdls, the experience lost none of its magic for Gavin. He sill was shaken by the vison, still fdt it working
upon him, burning out the dross, refining what wasleft into something truer, something more essentialy
himsdlf.

The day of miracles had just begun. Out of a place near the scree where the cells began, where the sea of
flame had lapped at the cliff, afigure rose from the desert floor into the air, lifting from the sand like an
angel ascending into heaven. Asthefigure got closer, it seemed even more angdlic, unisexed and beautiful
inaglver suit, with aglittering ha o above its head.

Gavin stared at the incredible figure asit climbed to eye leve, not thinking to move back into the shelter
of therocks or to conceal himsdlf. Even when he saw that the halo above the angel's head actudly was
counterrotating blades which drew the creature up into the sky like the rotors of a helicopter, he did not
move. He felt Elaine's hand creep into his, and he stared into the face of the creature, who looked back
at him and then moved close enough to stand beside him on the cliff edge. The blast from the propellers
whipped dust from the rocks, made them the center of asmall whirlwind, athough the blades themselves
were amogt slent. Thefabulousfigurein front of them open its hand; the blades stopped turning.

The angd wasayoung manin aone-piece silver suit. A framework that fit tightly to his body supported
the horizontal propellers on ashort post. "Hello,” the young man said in anormal, pleasant voice. "Youre
out here where nowhere meetsthe sky."

Gavin found himsalf unable to spesk for amoment. Then hesad, "I'm afraid werelost.”

"No food either, I'd guess,” the young man said, looking at their flat packs. "Come along with me, and I'll
take you where you can get some food and shelter.”

Gavin continued to look at him.

"Y ou're probably curious about my gear," the young man said. "That layout below is an experimentd
power system—severa times as efficient as ordinary solar cells—but hard to service because they're
hard to reach. So | use this contraption to get around. The uniform isaso an experiment. Very effective
insulation againgt cold or heat.”

"Very effective, too," Gavin sad, "a dazzling the locals. I've never seen anything like that uniform or that
lifting device"

"l guess we do get some stories started,” the young man said. He laughed. "And this 'lifting device we
cal alevitator. Not redlly alevitator, of course. It's eectric; works by broadcast power. But it's better
than a persond helicopter, wethink."

The young man's openness was appealing, but Gavin gill hesitated. "Whereisit you want to take us?'

The young man undid some fastenings on his chest and shed the framework supporting the levitator. He
held it easily in one hand. "We have aplace just up the hill," he said. "I've been down repairing the cable
to the solar cells. It gets cut now and then by rock dides." He went to Elaine's deeping bag. "Come on.
Let's get you packed up.”

After amoment's hesitation, Gavin went to his own bag, folded it into a compact double handful, and
stuffed it into his pack. When he was finished, Elaine dready had put on her pack and was ready to start.
The young man was amiling at her. Gavin fdt aflash of annoyance that vanished as the young man turned



and smiled equaly warmly at him.

"Let'sgo," he said, and he picked up hislevitator, braced it against one shoulder, and started up arocky
dope on the other sde from the cliff edge.

Gavin shouldered his pack and arted after him.

They climbed for severa thousand feet, once over asnow field and once through aflurry of snowflakes.
The young man did not breathe deeply, nor seem concerned, and he led them, without hesitation, over
rocks and snow and through the semidarkness of the faling snow, occasiondly turning to smile
encouragement or lend them ahand over adifficult spot.

Gavin would havefdt irritated by the continual receding of their destination if he had not reflected that
their guide was walking when he could have flown.

"How much farther isit?' Gavin asked at last.
"Not much farther now," hewastold.

But it was farther, and by the time they reached adark cleft in the rocks, Gavin was breathing in gasps
from the exertion and the dtitude, and the musclesin hislegs were trembling from the strain of thelong
climb. It wasardlief to wak level again, even though the cleft closed ominoudy overhead, and only the
glimmer of their guides silver suit led them through the darkness of what was now acave or atunndl.
Under their feet, however, the surface was remarkably smooth.

"Areyou sure you know where you're going?' Gavin asked.
"Heactssure" Elainesaid.

"Sure," the cheerful word floated back to them.

In the dark their trip seemed to take even longer.

Finaly the silver suit in front of them seemed to grow brighter, to begin, dmost, to radiate. Then they
turned acorner and Gavin saw that light was entering at the far end and reflecting off the uniform. Now
that sunlight at the end of the cave was streaming toward them, the sillver suit began to fade again, and
then, as the opening grew close, it disappeared.

Gavin came to the mouth of the cave and stopped.

Hefdt Elaine beside him, but he did not ook at her. In front of him, in asort of naturd valley sheltered in
what seemed to be the crater of an extinct volcano, with the diminishing and darkening pesgks of the
Rockies behind the crater rim on every side, was agreat white building surrounded by smaler buildings,
and al set in an ordered garden of greenery and color. There were trees and shrubs and flowers, and
surrounding the central garden were fields with vegetables and fruit growing in them. The odor of green
things came to them in awarm, scented breeze. It waslike avision of Paradise, and Gavin looked
around for the flaming sword, or the guards that were its modern equivalent. There were none.

"The man who found thisvaley called it 'the enchanted mountain,™ their guide said. He was standing
beside them on arock ledge. In front of them, white-marble stepsled down to the valley floor, where
red-tiled paths led through the fields and then through the gardens to the buildings. "He came acrossiit
when he was prospecting for uranium, and he resolved if he ever becamerich to return hereto build a
mangon.”



The big white building occupied anaturd hill in the center of thevdley. It had asingle giant tower,
six-sded at the top, adorned with filigreed M oorish windows, spires, carvings, globes, and bal conies
with wrought-iron railings. The building rambled massively through tregtops, rising here and thereto
red-tiled towers and white chimneys. Around the big building were satellite structures with red roofs and
arches and frillwork. Here and there among the greenery could be seen the white flash of statues and
fountains and terraces.

"He became one of the richest men in theworld,” their guide said, "and he came back to build this place.
Hewanted it to be bigger and grander and more fabul ous than the Hearst Castle at San Simeon. He
spent nearly abillion dollars building and furnishing the big house and the various smaler places and the
grounds.”

Terraces and fountains and long, sweeping steps and bal ustrades and retaining walls cascaded down the
hill from the mansion and the satellite buildings. On the de of the hill facing them, agigantic swimming
pool was ablue jewel set in aframe of white-marble colonnades and what appeared to be part of a
Greek temple.

"At onetime hewas said to be buying hdf of dl the artworks being sold in the entire world,” their guide
sad.

It was gunning.

"And ostentatious," the Professor added.

Magnificent.

"And vulgar,” the Professor said.

A monument to what man can accomplish, to bring to thisinaccessible spot dl the art and grandevr ...
"Showswhat God could do if He had money," the Professor said.

"And hedidn' liveto seeit completed,” their guide said. "Since hewasbuilding it in rdlative
secrecy—next to him, Howard Hughes was a socia butterfly—word about this place never got out.
Now it's quite different, of course. It's aresearch ingtitute, and nobody cares about research anymore.
Except afew scientigts.”

He started down the white-marble stepsinto the valley. Gavin hastened to catch up with him. "What do
you mean, thisis aresearch ingtitute? What do you study?'

"Anything anyone wantsto study," the young man said. " That's the most wonderful part of the enchanted
mountain. It'san ivory tower, ahaven for scientists and scholars of dl kinds. Y ou'll have achanceto
meet mogt of them. Thisis one of the few places|eft in the world where they can do their thing. No
question of expense or socid utility.”

Elaine was beside them. "But how did you get al this?' she asked. She sounded awed. It wasthefirst
time Gavin had seen her impressed.

"When the builder died, considerable controversy broke out among the corporation lawyers over what to
do about this place. None of them saw it. They were too busy with other matters. But they couldn't avoid
seeing the huge holein the old man'sfortune, dl of it pouring into the enchanted mountain. Even then
there were big income and inheritance taxes, and athough there were no immediate heirs, the corporate
entity had to be protected. Some of the lawyers wanted to give this place to the state, but it wastoo far
from everything to be of any use, and frightfully expensveto maintain. So it was turned over to some of



the corporation scientists who were gpproaching retirement, and licensed as a nonprofit research
inditute

"It'saretirement home for superannuated scientigts,” Gavin said.

The guide laughed. "That's one way to describe it. Of course, there are younger ones like me. People
who had no place to go to do whatever it was we had to do. There's aworldwide recruitment service.
Promising young scientists are potted, contacted discreetly, invited here—and most never leave.”

The smdll of the rich vegetation wasthicker here, like akind of perfume. In combination with the
conversation, it was heady Suff.

"Don't you get restless sometimes, want to see the world outsde?' Gavin asked.
"Who would ever get tired of aplacelikethis?' Elaine asked.

"We aren't exactly cut off," the guide said. " Some supplies are brought in—although we grow most of
what we need—and people do leave on brief vists. There are more convenient routes than the one we
took. But you'reright," he said to Elaine, "nobody |eaves because he'stired of the enchanted mountain,
and if they must leave for some purpose, they return as quickly asthey can.”

"But thisplaceis...incrediblel” Gavin said. "Why doesn't word of it get out? Why aren't you deluged with
vigtors? Why isthe air so warm at thisdtitude? If this placeis so secret, why did you bring us here?
What are you going to do with us now that we know about it? When can we leave?"

Their guide hed up one hand in alighthearted gesture of helplessness. "Y ou'll have dl your questions
answered, but one at atime—and later. Now | think you need to rest.”

They had made their way up marble stairs and aong tiled paths through trees and shrubs and flowers,
including dozens of different kinds of roses, with statues and fountai ns scattered casudly in the greenery
or againgt retaining walls or in the middle of terraces or on the pedestals of staircases; and they had
arrived at one of the red-roofed satellite buildings. From the distance they had |ooked like cottages; up
closethey were as big asmansions.

If these were cdled cottages, Gavin wondered, how big was the white building on the summit of the hill?

"Thisisone of the smdler houses" the guide said. "We useit for vistors before they choose some more
permanent form of housing. Some of our people are single and live in the big house or one of the other
guesthouses. Many are married and have their own separate dwellings. Y ou have your choice of rooms;
the placeis empty now. Theresfood in the kitchen, clothesin the closets. Use whatever you like; that's
what it'sfor. If you want to wander around the grounds, fed! free; if you want to take a swim in the pooal,
there's svimming gear in the dressing rooms on the terrace above the pooal, if modesty's your thing; but
nobody will fed offended if you don't wear anything. If you have any questions, just did information; we
have avoice-reading computer that's dmaost human. I've got some business to take care of now, but Il
be back to pick you up this evening a seven. Dinner isforma, for those who chooseto take it a the big
house; you'l find gppropriate clothes for that in the closets aso.”

He paused and then grinned handsomely at them. "My nameis Jackson, by the way. And I'm delighted
to be thefirst to wel come you to the enchanted mountain.”

And hewas gone, till shouldering hislevitator without effort.

Gavin gtared after him, questions dying on hislips, and then turned to the large bronze doors that opened
outward easily, without protest. They entered afoyer with dark parquet floors and an ancient carved



wooden celling; fragile antique chairs stood againgt tapestried wals. Beyond was asitting room; it held
severa large modern easy chairs scattered casualy over acolorful Persian carpet. The wallswere
covered with colorfully worked Spanish velvet hangings. A fascinating collection of sixteenth-century
carved and metal-banded chests decorated the edges of the room. Old paintings hung on thewalls, and a
large time-worn wooden table held paper and pens.

"Do you suppose dl thisisreal?' Elaine asked.

The bedrooms were just as magnificent in their ways. They contained carved wooden beds, tapestried
and gilded four-poster beds, ornate window frames and wall moldings, ancient ceilings, old furniture, wall
hangings, paintings...Entire rooms, it seemed to Gavin, had been transported hereintact out of their
individua centuries, asif by some giant time machine, or asif they stepped from one century to another
asthey passed between rooms. Gavin felt an urge to act courtly in a seventeenth-century Spanish room,
to swear great oathsin an Elizabethan room, or to twirl a cape near the bed where Cardind Richelieu

may have dept.

They found a modern kitchen and alavish dining room with a scarred old polished walnut table, broad
chairswith tooled leather backs, gold leaf on door frames, and statuary in niches. It was an incongruous
placeto eat cold roast beef and rolls and fruit, but the food was welcome and good, and they ate, not
talking much but looking around them agreet dedl, and occasondly, in akind of astonishment, at each
other.

Gavin bathed in asunken marble tub with gold fixtures and dried himself on athick towd. Hefound a
pullover, open-necked shirt in the closet, and apair of trousers, both of which fit him admirably, and he
joined Elaine, who had found a pink sweater and adightly darker skirt, for awalk through the park that
surrounded the buildings. They admired the forma gardens, the terraces, the artwork. Some of the
sculpture clearly was copied; much of it seemed weathered and battered enough to be genuine.

They stood in front of the big house for along time, looking up at itstower, tracing the intricate carving
on itsmassive brass entrance and the limestone that formed its facade. They tried to imagine what lay
behind it, but they did not dare to enter.

Later they swam in the big, inlaid-marble pool. The water sparkled blue and clear in the afternoon sun.
Then they lay on the sun-warmed marble terrace surrounding the pooal, trying to restore a semblance of
hedlth to winter-white bodies.

Neither of them had wanted svimming suits. Gavin looked frankly at Elaine. He had not seen her without
clothes since that terrible moment with Chester, and she was not as boyish as he remembered. She was
thin, but he was thin, too, from walking and running and missing meds. Her hips and shoulders were
pleasingly rounded, though, and her breasts would havefilled his hands.

She was aremarkably attractive, even an exciting, woman; desire stirred in him, as he wondered why he
had not redlized it before. But she did not ook at him except as her eyes passed by when she studied the
marble colonnades or the ancient Greek temple whose entrance had been re-created at the far end of the
pooal, or itsfrieze of Neptune and Nereids riding mythical seamongters, or the statue of Venuson a
seashdl| at the terrace end of the pool, or the distant crater rim and the more distant peaks that loomed
beyond the rim.

She had always rebuffed him, and he was not ardent enough to pursue her across snowfields of
indifference and glaciers of withdrawal. And now he could not bresk the pattern of sexless
companionship into which ther relationship hed falen.

He stared at the walls of the crater, gray and unbroken, that surrounded them, and felt imprisoned.



In the bathhouse they showered alone and dressed aone. In the guesthouse they each took abig
bed—Elaine the one with the embroidered canopy, Gavin the walnut one with its degp and intricate
carving—and they napped aone.

When their guide returned promptly at seven, they were waiting for him. Jackson was dressed formdly in
avelvet jacket and dark trousers; he wore amedallion at the throat of a ruffled shirt. He led them through
the evening along thetiled paths up to the intricate doors of the big house. The doors opened in front of
him, and he led them up a short flight of marble stepsto a gigantic room that extended the entire width of
the great mansion, possibly more than one hundred feet; it was eadlly fifty feet wide and two storiestall.
The room blazed with color and rich furnishings from the medieva choir stalls that formed a head-tall
wainscoting to the statues in bronze and marble, the glowing old tables, the tapestries and huge paintings
that covered parts of the marble walls, and the carved wooden celling.

Gavin was dazzled; he stood ill, taking it al in.

Orienta rugs covered part of the polished woodblock floor; afire built of logs asbig astree trunks
blazed in the huge antique white-marble fireplace decorated with pedestaled busts and carved coat of
arms. It seemed to Gavin that al the centuries of man were focused here upon thisroom; being here was
likeliving with history. And yet the room was cheerful and bright, and large windows at each end looked
out upon gardens and terraces.

"Thisisthe congregation room," Jackson said, "where everybody meets at the end of the day for
conversation and fellowship and the exchange of views before dinner.”

Theroom dready was partidly filled with formaly dressed men and women, sipping drinks, conversngin
small groups, or sauntering between them. They varied in age between reatively young and digtinguished
elderly, but they were uniformly handsome. Here, Gavin thought, the best of humanity had gathered
together to discussthe best of thoughts.

He wished the Professor were here to join them. He himself did not feel worthy, evenin the dark evening
clotheshe had sdlected from avariety hanging in acloset. They fit him well; he was stronger and dimmer
than he had been afew months before. Perhaps privation was good for him.

Elainelooked fit for the company, however. She had found along golden gown which accentuated her
dendernessinto something willowy and sophisticated, and she had not spent al afternoon ngpping. She
had done something to her hair, trimming it, shaping it, and it provided aframe for aface that had

devel oped more character and more color than he had noticed before.

He saw Jackson looking at her admiringly, and hefelt areturn of the desire that had washed over him this
afternoon. He had to remind himsdlf that it was not Elaine he loved. He loved someone who might well
be dead, but until he knew that she was dead, heloved her till, and he might never love another.

"Drink?" Jackson said. They soon had cold glassesin their hands.

Gavin found himsdlf talking to atall, lean, middle-aged man with remarkable white hair, who seemed to
know agreat ded about engineering.

"Thewarm air inthis crater isheld in place by arefinement of the old air-curtain principle,” the man said,
looking intently at Gavin asif heredly cared whether Gavin understood. "1t has an additiond advantage:

adight disturbance introduced into the air curtain makes the valey hard to see from above. I've been up,
and from aheight of afew thousand fest, this place lookslike asnow field."

"What does everybody do here?' Gavin asked. "Besides enjoy themselves.”



"Whatever they wish," the other answered. "Which s, of course, the truest kind of enjoyment. They're
sdected, inthefirst place, for creetive interest, and the thing that creative people enjoy most isbeing
cregtive. I'm abiologigt, for instance, and my passionislimb and organ regeneration.”

"Any success?'

"Oh, yes. Of course, the real work is being done in the basic studies of DNA. Let me show you around
sometime.”

Gavin blinked. Later he talked with adramatically attractive brunette woman who said shewasa
physicigt. "We don't go to unusua lengthsto keep this place a secret,” she said. "But we don't advertise
it, either. If people get the notion that thisisadull research operation, we accept theimage. Maybe
encourage it. And the people who come here come for a purpose, and once they see the place, they tend
to keep quiet about it, if only to keep it unspoiled and to themsdlves.™

Gavin looked around him at the congregation room. "I can seethat. What about people like us, who just
wander in?"

"That depends upon them.”
"What are you working on?"'

"Y ou know that the working modd for the thermonuclear generator and the practical solar cell came
from our laboratories here,” she said.

"No." He was surprised, but he tried not to show it.
"Widl, I'm working on the theory of thermonuclear propulsion for space vehicles"
Gavin said, "That meansinterstelar travel, doesn't it?”

She laughed. "Y ou're more perceptive than some of my own colleagues. | suppose the answer isyes. If
we could get someoneto go.”

"Wouldn't you go?"
"Heavensno," she said, and laughed. "I like it here."

Gavin listened to a young man talking to a young woman about the philosophy of engagement as
opposed to the philosophy of detachment. He, it turned out, was achemist; she, amathematician. Finally
they asked for Gavin's opinion.

"I've dways been engaged,” he said.
"Exactly,” said the mathematician. "What useis knowledgeif you don't gpply it?"
"But increasingly," Gavin went on, "1 have begun to wonder what good it has done."

"Precisaly,” said the chemigt. "How can oneretain one's objectivity if oneisengaged in the turmoail of
society? One becomes no better—"

"And noworse," interrupted the young woman.

"Than the untrained citizen," the young man completed.



"Then what do you do with your discoveries?' Gavin asked.

"That's up to the Director," the young man said, and the young woman nodded.
"Then you've decided for detachment.”

"That'sright," the young woman said, asif he had revealed atruth.

A middle-aged computer scientist told him about the computer that performed al the necessary scientific
cdculationsfor theingitute, aswell asdirecting most of the automated labor performed in the fields and
on the grounds, except for what was taken on by botanists and horticulturists, and the avocational
puttering of individuas.

"We are one class here, you see," the man said. "We have no serving class, no workers. Everything
possible is automated, and wheat little can't be automated, we do for ourselves.”

Elaine had made her own circuit of the room. Now she joined them. "What kind of computer isit?’

The computer scientist told her. 1t didn't mean anything to Gavin, but Elaine wasimpressed. "Perhapsthe
most important feeture, however," he said, "isthat this computer isin constant contact with virtudly every
other computer in the world through the satdllite relay system.”

"Coordinate?' Elaine asked.
"Interrogator-responder. Our computer can ask but cannot be questioned.”
"You mean,” Gavin sad, "you can spy on anything going on anywhere without revealing your presence?”

"Yes," the computer scientist said. "It kegps usin touch, and our computer calls our attention to anything
worth noticing."

"And then what do you do?' Gavin asked.

"That's up to the Director," the computer scientist said. "Mostly we just observe. Here's the Director
now. You might ask him."

Gavin turned, to see a section of the wall open. Out of asmall eevator stepped ashort, plump man with
arosy, cherubic face and abad head framed by wild white hair. He beamed at everyone as he passed,
but he made hisway directly toward Gavin and Elaine.

He paused in front of them and held out ahand to each. "Welcome!" he said. "Welcome to the enchanted
mountain!™

"Thank you," Elainesad. "It's magnificent.”
"We have afew questions” Gavin said.
"Of course," the Director said. "And they will be answered. Intime. But now it istime for dinner.”

Thedining hall looked like a sixteenth-century monastery refectory. Gavin waked on travertine floors
and gtared at the choir stdls against the wall and the ancient tapestries above them, and the carved
wooden celling above dl. A fire burned in the French Gothic fireplace, and abuffet waslaid out in
serling-slver serving dishes on old dark wooden sideboards. Massive candelaora, a so apparently made
of slver, sood on the floor and on the sideboards and on the scarred monastic dining tables that ranged
nearly the length of the two-story room.



The monks should have enjoyed such splendor and such food. Even if the food was cooked by
computer, it was cooked by acomputer that had digested the recipes of Cordon Bleu. The mea was
accompanied by good wine, good coffee, and the most brilliant conversation Gavin had ever heard.

But there were no answersto his most pressing questions, and he returned with Elaine to their roomsin
the guesthouse, his head bubbling with ideas about the universe from the infinites md to theinfinite. No
one, however, had wanted to talk about what was expected of them or what was going to be done with
them.

They went to bed, as aways, aone.

The next day they explored the vast |aboratories that burrowed beneath the enchanted mountain. Much
more existed below the surface, and was, in itsway, even more incredible. The biologi<t, as he had
promised, escorted Gavin and Elaine on aguided tour, down an eevator located on thefirst floor of the
big house, and then through tunnels carved interminably through igneous rock and even into granite.

Through dark gogglesthey watched alaser about the size of athirty-five-millimeter motion-picture
projector evaporate rock at the rate of three cubic meters aminute.

"I've never even heard of anything likethis" Gavin said.

"That's because thereisn't anything like it anywhere else," their guide said.
"Why not?" Gavin asked.

"The Director hasn't decided yet whether to releaseit.”

The laboratories were only larger corridors carved at right angles to the passageways, and, like them, the
laboratories had walls of laser-polished rock. But their equipment was extraordinary, and, to Gavin's
untrained eye, unique. Much of it was unique, their guide said; one-of-a-kind machinery was no more
expensve than that which was mass-produced. All it required was a program for the computer.

In onelaboratory they saw what their guide called rather routine experimentsin cryogenics and the odd
behavior of liquids and solids at near absolute zero, aswell as some atemptsto freeze and restore living
tissue. In another |aboratory they witnessed a breakthrough in superconductivity at room temperatures.

At the end of along reddish corridor, new antibiotics were being created, molecule by molecule; nearby,
work was moving forward on chemica trestment for mentd illness, on lengthening the life span, on
synthetic food, on improved fertility depressants, and on improvement of the processfor coding
information into chemicas.

"Werefar beyond the chemical-learning pillsnow in genera use" their guide commented. "Those are
little more than placebos, you know."

Gavin hadn't known that, and aterrible thought occurred to him that he did not voice. "Why don't you
release these?' Gavin asked. "They'd be areal boon to sudents.”

"That's up to the Director," the biologist said.

In another laboratory they watched biofeedback experiments with extrasensory phenomena. One young
man had just experienced an astonishing run with dice, but their guide thought it was merely one of those
inexplicable operations of chance and that the experiments would not come up with anything in the end.

"Then why are they continued?' Gavin asked.



"The person in charge of them thinksthey areworth histime,” their guide explained.

In aphysics laboratory they saw the results of particle accel erator tests—the accel erators themsalves
were buried deep beneath another mountain—and the theoretica configuration of a hydrogen ramjet
interstellar ship that could reach speeds of nine-tenths the speed of light. Given the desire and the
resources, travel to another star wasfeasible.

Over coffee they heard discussion about obtaining the resources from Jupiter. The colony on the moon,
they learned, aready was sdlf-supporting, and the colonies on Mars had learned what sdlf-sufficiency
would involve. These, of course, were not ingtitute projects, but the ingtitute had observers present and
felt asense of commitment to colonization. The terraforming of Venus had been started with therdeasein
the atmosphere of free-floating, tailored diatoms.

Surprising new astronomical information was being recelved from a giant telescope built on anearby
peak—a black hole had been identified after its location was ca culated from the behavior of a
companion sun, and nearby stars with planetary systems had been observed. The new radio telescopein
pace—a gigantic web of cables—was relaying valuable new information about the distant reaches of the
universe, and time had been dlocated for picking up possible messages from other worlds.

In an engineering section they saw demonstrations of materials whose strength approached their
theoreticd limits, avoidance mechanismsfor vehicles, voice-actuated typewriters, computer-human
interfaces, and a dozen other amazing gadgets and appliances which, Gavin learned, probably would be
released for licensaing.

"Even though we have dl the power we need and extensive manufacturing facilities of our own,” their
guide said, "we gtill have mgor expenses, particularly for art and books, which a purchasing committee
continuesto buy when anything va uable comes on the market."

"One would think you were preparing for a cataclysm or aholocaust,” Elaine said.

Thebiologist smiled & her. "In generd, we are optimistic, but we must discount the normal optimism
associated with our kind of work. So we protect ourselves and plan to preserve what we can of the
human inheritance. Already we have the largest library in the world, not to mention the capacity of our
computer to reprint any book recorded anywhere. What isjust asimportant, we have a magnificent
retrieva sysem.”

Their guide had saved hiswork until last. They looked into microscopesto see cdls budding and into
vasto see limbs and organsfloating like refuse from acharnd house. Elaine shuddered, and Gavin
wondered darkly if that was where uninvited guests concluded their Say.

"Weve had some luck with limb trangplants on animals,” the biologist said. "We are able, you see, to
grow limbsfrom their own cdlls. But so far we've been unable to get the organs to function properly.
We're about to rel ease what we know to hospital's across the country where there is plentiful human
clinica materid. We've been unable to do that sort of thing here; we've had no one needing transplants.”

In the days that followed, Gavin explored the grounds and the big house. Each had its ddlights and
surprises. Later his days settled into routine. He would rise early—he had never before awakened early
by choice—and after bathing and dressing, he would wander to the morning room in the big house. The
bright marble room with its carved fireplace and its sixteenth-century Spanish celling received the light of
the morning sun asit peered over the crater rim. Gavin would Sit in alarge easy chair Sipping coffee,
usudly with afew other early risers, while they waited for breskfast to belaid out in the dining hal.

After bregkfast he usualy wandered upstairsto the library, where he would browse through the ten



thousand rare volumes shelved aong the wallsin glass-covered wooden shelves, and read them beneath
the carved ceiling. Or hewould follow aline of momentary interest deep into the computer catalog and
cal for books which would be delivered immediately by dumbwaiter from the endless stacks carved out
of the hill benesth the mansion.

In the afternoon he would swim. Sometimes Elaine would join him. Sometimes others would be there,
too.

Day's passed unhurried and unnoticed. Except when Gavin saw Elaine at the pool, he scarcely saw her at
al. She had her own routine, into which he did not inquire. They usualy went over to dinner together, but
they did not talk much, and when they arrived at the congregation hal, they parted and spoke to others.
Gavin felt that the strange bond that had held them together was dying, if it was not aready dead.

In spite of hisuneasiness at the ways in which the crater walls seemed like prison wals, and hisinability
to get answersto his questions, Gavin would have been content to wander for years through this
enchanted place with its enchanted people, but nightmares began to trouble his deep. Dreams of Jenny
dternated with dreams of Elaine; sometimes they were together in one dream, and sometimes together in
one woman. He dreamed, too, about the Professor, and occasionally about Gregory and the Iron
Chancellor and Willie and StudEx. And once or twice he dreamed about Berkeley and the West Coast.

One afternoon he came upon Elaine splashing and laughing in the pool with Jackson, who was even
better-looking with his clothes removed. He stood watching them for afew minutes before he turned
away. That evening he told Jackson he wished to speak to the Director.

"Of course," Jackson said. "He'swith usamost every evening.”
"l want to speak to him aone."

Jackson sighed. "He's very busy, you know."

"It'simportant.”

"I'll ssewhat | can do."

Two days later, in the late afternoon, Jackson came for him and led him to the third floor of the big
house. Gavin had never been there before. Jackson ushered Gavin through abig carved doorway into a
Gothic room and then withdrew. Gavin stood in the doorway looking at the room. Intricately carved
wooden arches rose to a Spanish celling. Books were shelved againgt the walls behind |eaded-glass
fronts. A massive old table, flanked by antique chairs, extended down the center of the room toward a
towering Gothic fireplace at the far end of the room.

The Director was seated at an antique desk made of dark wood and inlaid with tooled |eather. He had a
gtack of papersin front or him; he went through them rapidly, making notations on them with a pen.
Finaly helooked up.

"Comein, Gavin," hesad.

Gavin stepped forward hesitantly. He felt he wasin the presence of something extraordinary, that the
Director was something more than an older man with a pudgy body and abald head.

"Sit down," the Director said, indicating an old chair opposite the desk. "I've been wanting to talk to
you."

"l want to leave this place,” Gavin said abruptly.



"We're sorry to hear that,” the Director said. Thewild white hair around his ears seemed wilder than
ever. "But of courseyou're freeto leave anytime.”

Gavin sat down. "Why didn't anybody tell methat earlier?

"I can only speculate,”" the Director said, "but possibly they hoped you would become happy enough here
to forget your questions. We would like you to stay, you know. Thisisan invitation to join usif you
wigh."

"Tojoinyou?' Gavin repeated. "But I'm not ascientist.”

"Werenot dl scientists here," the Director said. "'I'm only alayman mysdf, with alittle knowledge about
agreat many things, and agreat ded of knowledge about dmost nothing.”

"I'm just astudent,” Gavin said. "l don't belong here.”

"Weredl sudents. That's all we want here—students. Nobody whose mind is made up—'used up' may
be a better description.”

"I have nothing to contribute,” Gavin said.

"Othersthink differently. Y ou have impressed anumber of our people; they think you will developinto a
scholar and a creative human being.”

"I'm unworthy."
The Director looked around him at the Gothic splendor. "Were dl unworthy."

"Y ou don't understand,” Gavin said. It was amoment of confession, asinevitable asthe coming of night,
and yet it did not come easy. "I did avery bad thing once."

"Weknow."

"I killed someone, out of carel essness, out of greed. It was someone | liked agreat dedl..." Gavin broke
off."Y ou know?'

"Asyou must have been informed by now, our computer isin contact with al the other magjor computers
intheworld.”

"And you learned it from one of them?"

"All such information is recorded, and we like to know as much as possible about our guests and
potential colleagues. We know about your Professor, and from your friend Elaine we think we know why
you did what you did—areprehensgible act, achildish act of will and bravado, but an act those of uswho
seek knowledge can understand. It was an accident.”

"Therewasmoretoit," Gavin said.

"] understand therewas a0 an act of ritual cannibaism," the Director said. He didn't smile, but there was
on hisface alook of absolution.

Gavin had not thought for along time about what he had done, about how it had been, and the memory
waslikeafist in hisstomach.

"An act of admiration,”" the Director said. "An act of love."



"Yes." Gavin fdt ahollow within himsaf where someone e se had been, where someone had lived with
him.Professor! Where are you? There was no answer. The Professor was gone. It was asif the act of
confession had released the Professor from akind of bondage, or asif Gavin had been sick and now was
well again. But Gavin felt done now and afraid.

"I'm glad you spoke of thisyoursdlf,” the Director said. Increasingly he seemed to Gavin like a confessor.
"It isgood for you to be free of thisancient guilt before you decide what you wish to do. Let me ask you
again: will you joinus?'

He had been given asimilar invitation by Sdly, but her family was sick, and they wanted him to join the
sickness. These people seemed well, and they wanted nothing of him but that he be well too. And
yet..."It ssemsto me" Gavin said, "that you have chosen to isolate yourself from the human struggle.”

"We were driven here by events,” the Director said. He stood up and turned his back toward Gavin to
look out awindow toward the crater rim.

"What events?'

"The same events that turned the campuses over to the students drove the scientists and scholars from the
universities. For centuries teaching and research had reinforced each other, but when hiring and firing of
teachers became a student game, teaching became student-pleasing, acon game in which practical men
and women sold students tricks and flattery. Oh, there were afew exceptions, like your Professor, who
stayed on out of love and out of adisregard for pay or appreciation. The rest of thoseinterested in the
creation of new knowledge, in the exploration of the unknown, were neither welcome nor useful. Some
of them went into other occupations. Many never discovered the delights of discovery. A few found their
way into placeslike the enchanted mountain.”

Gavin looked around the resplendent room. "There are other placeslike this?"
The Director turned from the window and laughed.

"Nothing quite like this, but here and there aquiet place of thought and study and isolation from the mad
currents of theworld. A hidden valey in Tibet, an oassin the Middle East, amountaintop in Africa, a
high plateau in South America, anidand in the South Pacific. And more ordinary research ingtitutes doing
practica work in the outsde world, with awing for theoretica research and time for impractical studies.

"After al, theindividua is more free today to do whatever he wishes than he has ever been. Why
shouldn't this be so for the serious student as well? Why shouldn't scholars and scientists be free to
pursuetheir specid interests as much as communes and group marriages and revol utionaries? The only
thing that keeps them from exercising their new freedom isthat their interests often require resources
unavailable to the ordinary man. Thisiswhere the enchanted mountain is useful. It provides resources and
solitude, the two essentialsfor intellectua discovery.”

"It seemsto me that your consumption of resources and your surreptitious use of privileged information
makes the indtitute a conspiracy,” Gavin said. "Why doesn't the government act against you?”'

The Director nodded. "That's very good, Gavin. Thefact is, however, that the indtituteislicensed to
perform its functions—and, as amatter of economic truth, produces more resources than it consumes,
not even counting the potential of itstheoretical research. And we are privileged to obtain and use
otherwise secret informetion.”

"It'sapoor license which has no ingpection procedures,” Gavin said stubbornly, "and the governments of
the world do not even know what you are or why you exist."



"No," said the Director, "and we give them no reason for curiogity. But, sSince the conscious withdrawal
of police power, governments are not what they used to be. And, like the civil authorities, we do not use
againg theindividua any information we may gather. Everyone who knows of our presence hereisfree
tocomeand go. Itisnot illegal to keep our existence as secret as possible, so long aswe do not infringe
ontheliberties of others." He sat down once morein the chair behind the desk.

"You are content,” Gavin said, "to exist here, playing games with information and discovery, keeping the
resultsto yoursdf."

"In part, that iss0," the Director said. "When the scientist isolated himself from the distractions and
temptations of society, he regained his ability to control the effects of his own ingenuity. In fact, it would
be an infringement on the liberty of othersif hedid not.”

"To withhold the benefits of your research...”
"Thereis much we do not withhold.”
"Nuclear research, longevity sudies, infertility drugs, chemicd-learning improvements..."

"Man needs power, not explosives,” the Director said. "'If we could, we would denature al nuclear
materias, but we have done the next best thing. All fusion plants have been placed in orbit. They
themsalves would burn up harmlesdy in the atmosphereif disturbed. The ate of the art makesthe
congruction of ahydrogen bomb amost impossible without fissionable materidsto start with, and fisson
plants have been driven out of business, because, likefoss|-fud plants, they were unable to compete with
virtually free power. A nuclear war may beimpossible.”

"What about fertility depressants?' Gavin said. " Surely the world needs better methods of birth control.”

"Ingenerd, it iscontrolling itsfertility. We have made birth-control pills or implants avallable, which can
be taken by women or men, or both, but we have kept to oursel ves those chemica s which might be
gpplied indiscriminately, through the water supply or the food, or even the air. The possibilities of misuse
by an enemy nation or even atyrannica government are too horrendous.”

"Longevity, then," Gavinsad.

"We can't haveit both ways," the Director said. "We can't both hold down on population and increase
longevity. Asameatter of fact, we have the ability to lengthen the life span, particularly the mature life
span, by about fifty percent. | myself am over one hundred yearsold.”

Gavin looked at the chubby white-haired man in disbelief. Old men should be less substantia. "And you
aren't giving that to the world?"

"At the cost of what turmoil ? Even if it were possible for everyone—which it isn't, because it demands
constant medica monitoring, diet, exercise, an expensive drug, and a serene environment—it would mean
that the world would have to reduceits birth rate by another fifty percent, anot impossible goa but one
which seemsdifficult to redize at thistime."

"And chemica learning istoo explosive aswell, | suppose,” Gavin said.

"True chemicd learning contains the potentid for revolutionizing society more radicaly than Marx and
Marcuse ever imagined.”

"If itismisused?'



"Through natura evolution,” the Director said. "It istheoreticaly possible—it has even been
accomplished in the |aboratory—to encode not just knowledge but experience. If people can live other
lives, why should they be content with one? Some identities are intolerable; others Ssmply lessdesirable.
If men and women can get the thrills and satisfactions of a hundred existences through a hypodermic or a
pill, why should they struggle to modify ahighly resistant redlity?*

"And one man," Gavin said dowly, "has the power to decide which blessing to give the world and which
towithhold."

"Which blessng and which curse” the Director said. "l am old,” he continued, and for the first time Gavin
thought he looked old; but thisiswhat he offers me, long life and more power than | ever knew existed.
"l have seen much, and | have nothing to gain from the release or suppression of others work. But in the
long run, we do not withhold; we merely delay the release of information to an appropriate time.”

"And how do you decide these things?'

"The researcher presents his recommendations, dong with the comments of his colleagues. Then | havea
group of science-fiction writerstake the facts, toy with the possihilities, and trandate them into human
terms™

"Into Sories?’

"Yes. The best eventualy get published or broadcast or filmed. Thusthey creep into the dreams of the
generd public, and their collective unconscious begins to work upon it, assmilating it, neturdizing it.
Having immersed mysdlf in it, then, | make thefina decision. Someone must make it—acommitteeis
only adevice to decrease efficiency and diffuse responsbility—and | make it. Everybody knowswho to
blame. Meanwhile, what is delayed is not permanently suppressed; it remainsdive for discusson, input of
new information, and reconsideration. We are aflexible organization.”

"But basicdly," Gaviningsted, "you have withdrawn. Y our isolation in these mountainsisasymbol of
your isolation from society. Y ou have the power to revolutionize society, to make it aparadise, and you
refuseto act.”

The Director looked at the walls above the bookcases as if gauging whether they were thick enough to
hold out theworld. "Theworld is engaged in a dangerous experiment,” he said, "asocia experiment
caled freedom. The experiment began on this continent more than two hundred years ago, and spread
eventudly to the rest of theworld. Itsfina conditions have been redized through free power and
automation. For thefirgt timeinitslife, humanity has been liberated from necessity; it isfreeto bejust as
individudidtic, just asidiosyncratic, just asangelic or devilish asit chooses. The consequences are dl
around us—little groups springing up, glorifying their prgudicesinto universa principles of behavior,
megnifying ther littleingghtsinto eternd truths.

"It isadangerous experiment. We do not know whether it will succeed; if it fails, it will fail disastroudy.
Wewill not interfere, because it might contain the ultimate expresson of humanity's potentia. Perhaps
there is some fundamental human goodness that can flower into understanding and tolerance and love.
But if the experiment fails, we choose not to let dl human hopes die with it. There are other worthwhile
human aspirations besides freedom, and we will be here, preserving the human heritage, for man to find
agan.”

"Y ou choose not to act,” Gavin said sadly.

"We are not wise enough to direct man's destiny, nor even wise enough to control the revolutionaries
who think they know enough to change the world for the better.”



The Director sudied Gavin with old eyes. They had seen agreat many things, and Gavin thought, though
he did not dare to ask, that they were the eyes which had first seen this crater and later had seen much of
the world'sriches."Y ou cannot stay," the Director said finally.

"No," Gavinsad. "l don't know why. Am | an unregenerate romantic, acompulsive participant, or smply
aperson who hastoo many personal questions unanswered? Y ou have taken me up on the mountain and
offered me the ultimate temptation. But | must go on to the Coast. There are matters| have yet to settle.”

"A helicopter isleaving tomorrow to pick up supplies,” the Director said. "Y ou will be notified where to
go and when. If you should ever wish to return, if you get your persond problemsresolved..."

"You offer meareprieve” Gavin said. Hefdt alittle dizzy.
"That'sal we ever get fromlife," the Director said.

Elaine cameto Gavin in the night. He was aimost adegp when he heard the rustle of her robe and felt the
mattress Snk under her as she sat down on the edge of the Cardina Richelieu bed. "Are you awake?"
she asked.

IIY$II
"You'releaving."
"Yes"

Her face was apale ovd in the darkness. " Jackson told me." She was silent for amoment. "I'm staying,”
shesad.

"Yan

"Not because of Jackson. He's just a pleasant companion. With him there are no commitments, no
responsibilities. No, what | want to say isthat I've been asked to stay, and this placeis what I've been
looking for."

"] understand,” he said.

"I don't think you do. | don't think you've ever understood me. My childhood. Growing up. What | want,
what | need, isindependence. | don't want to be dependent upon anybody for anything. Here | can do
whatever | wish. Weredl free to do what we wish. No dependence.”

He heard the rustle of cloth, and the pale ova that was her face was now part of a paleness that
extended from her waist. Asif they had aseparate will of their own, her hands picked up his hands
where they lay on the coverlet and lifted them to her chest.

She hadn't stopped talking. With his handsfilled with her firm, small breasts, their nipples hardening into
his pams, she said, "But we've come along way together. It must have seemed strange to you that |
would tag aong wherever you went, but | hoped that you would see me—redly see me sometime—and
not always be thinking about that girl or the Professor or the revolution.”

His hands moved, and he wished she would stop talking, but she only took a deeper breath and said, "It
was mostly me. | wasin love with you. Why do we love people? What makes one person different from
another? But | didn't want to be dependent on you. | didn't want to become involved unlessit wason a
basis of equdlity. Y ou know—love fredly offered and fredly returned...no obligations...no

repongbilities”



Shewaslying beside him now, and his hands were discovering the rest of her. "But it doesn't matter
now," she said, "because you're leaving, and there's no dependence either way. But | haveto tell you this,
too ¥ you're going to find whatever is at the end of your quest, and | don't want to be there when you
findit. Theend of my quest isright here. Oh, | don't mean in this bed, but in this place, where everybody
isequd, and—"

He stopped her voice with hislips, and then there was no more talking for along time. Toward dawn she
sad quietly, "I hope you find what you're looking for."

It had been anight filled with surprises and ddlights. For perhgpsthefirgt timein hislife Gavin had felt
completely eased, had felt reconciled with the world. But when Elaine spoke, the old doubts crept back
into hismind. He had to go on; he had to discover what awaited him in Berkeley.
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Thus| Refute Berkdley

"Herel sdll what dl men desire" said Matthew Boulton, proprietor of the first steam-engine factory.
"Power." Power. That's what we think we want. The power to make people do what we tell them. The
power to say no. The power to change people's minds. The power to act without fear of consequences
or concern for others. The power to change the world. The struggle for power—or frustration at its
absence—isthe cause of dl the crime and violence in theworld. And yet we know that intervention in
human eventsis dmost always futile. Those we compe resent us. Those we refuseignore us. Thosewe
try to change rgect us. The willful act does not findly satisfy. And even the most passionate of
revolutions do less than norma economic developments. The French Revolution only speeded a process
of equdization that would have destroyed the power of the aristocracy; davery was dying before the
Civil War; protests may have prolonged the Vietnam war through middle-class resentment of the
protesters. Violent revolutions do not redistribute wedlth or ensure equality; they destroy wedlth, and
freedom restoresinequality.

—THE PROFESSOR'S NOTEBOOK

No Berlin wallsfor Berkeley. Aswas only proper for the nursery of revolution, the campus at Berkeley
was surrounded by awall neatly constructed of sawed lime- stone. The sun broke through clouds behind
San Francisco, and the sunset turned the stonesto rust, asif they had been painted with the blood of

martyrs.

Gavin stood on the cleared ground between the decayed and battle-weary edge of the city and the south
gate. Helooked upon the fabled castles and towers of Berkeley. They loomed above thewalls: the
buildings of the Student Center, Sproul Hall, Sather Tower—he knew them dl asif he had lived among
them. Indeed, he had kept them, like afairy land, insde his head for private moments, to walk thosefairy
streets and recreste those fairy battles; and now that they were here, in redlity, before him, he could not
yet bring himself to step on the streets where Mario Savio, Jack Weinberg, and Art Goldberg had put
their feet. He did not know whether he held back out of reverence or afear of disillusion; he was not the
same man who had set out from Kansas to seek aholy place.

Theway was open. The tough wrought-iron gates were parted casudly, asif he were being invited to
enter. They should have been closed and locked againgt intruders and the coming of night, and he
wondered what this breach of security portended. Had the guards grown careless, or were those outside
the walls no longer amenace? Or was destiny welcoming him to his spiritual home?
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Gavin waked dowly acrossthe cleared ground, glancing uneasily behind him twice. But nothing moved.
He edged between the gates. No guard challenged hisright to enter; no one asked to see his student 1D.
He could see no one at dl. The plaza between the Student Center and Sproul Hall was empty. The
shabby benches st like tattered old men in the sunset. Odd bits of paper tumbled about in the evening
breeze.

An uneasy quiet hung over the place. It waslike an arenaafter the bull has been killed and the matador
has bowed to the cheering crowd, and now the bull has been dragged away and the people dl have
gone, but the stones till remember. Gavin walked on the cracked concrete and felt history benegath his
fedt.

Ludwig's Fountain was dry and filled with cans and papers and broken bottles. Gavin looked up the
steps toward the wide expanse of Sproul Hall. The walls were old and pockmarked, and the windows
were broken, but Gavin did not see them. He saw another time. He saw students by the thousands
gathered herein this plaza, surrounding a police car in which sat amartyred Jack Weinberg for
twenty-four hours. He saw Mario Savio climb atop the police car and mold the casud,
excitement-seeking students into arevolutionary army. He saw them charge up the stepsto take over
Sproul Hall, and he saw them dragged down again, limp and unresisting, by fascist kops.

He stood whereit dl had happened. It was worth the journey, he thought. It was worth everything he
hed suffered.

And yet it was not enough. The exdtation of standing on hallowed ground could not endure. The
remembered scene faded; the cheering and the cursing died; the silence returned. He glanced again at the
half-open gate in the limestone wall. Why wasn't it guarded from the city that surrounded it like awatchful
beast?

He shook his sweatered shoulders asif shuddering away bad dreams, turned, and walked quickly to the
north, toward the meta archway with stone pillars on either side. On top of each pillar was ahollow
meta sphere. Once they had been glass and metal, but the glass had been broken and the light bulbs
inside were shattered or stolen. Beyond the gate was a green belt of trees and shrubs running east and
west.

Gavin's footsteps sounded hollow between the buildings, and he resisted an urge to look behind himto
seeif anyone had emerged to frown at this desecration of Berkeley's silence.

He paused at the archway and looked up. Above his head, embossed on the metal, were the words
"Sather Gate." Thiswasit. The famous Sather Gate. He was waking under Sather Gate, over
Strawberry Creek. The green belt on either side was mostly weeds, the trees were broken and dead, as
if they had been a battlefield, and Strawberry Creek smelled like an open sewer, but he didn't mind. It
was Berkeley.

Only, where was everybody?

To hisleft was Dwinelle, to hisright was Whedler, and straight ahead was Durant.
"Notice!" someone said.

Gavin stopped.

"Notice!" the voice said again.

Gavin looked around. There was nobody nearby, unless he was hiding behind akiosk to hisright. It was



acylindricdl little structure covered with the tattered remains of messages stacked one atop another like
the artifacts of extinct civilizations. The kiosk had a conical, overhanging roof; underneath the overhang, a
circle of shattered glass globes had once illuminated the communications that now no one read. The kiosk
looked like an overgrown, long-dead mushroom.

"Notice!" the kiosk said. "A book burning will be held at Doe Library in honor of the wedding of..."

Gavin moved around the kiosk, trying to locate the person who was speaking. One message stopped
abruptly and another began.

"Wanted: roommates, sex no obstacle..."

Thekiosk was spesking. It was reading aloud, in a cracked and uncertain voice, the announcements
posted on its surface over the months and years. "L ogt: apair of matched tarantulas; can be
recognized..."

Gavin continued to circle the kiosk, trying to determine by the freshness of the printed notices which
might Htill be current.

"Notice: the faculty coven will meet tonight at midnight for ungpeakable practicesin the Faculty
Glade...For sale: coke, aspoon or ashovel...Notice: the end of the world is scheduled for next Tuesday
at exactly...Wanted: sex, no questions asked...Notice: the Doomsday Society will meet Wednesday at
Alumni House unless canceled by unforeseen...Notice: the Fernwad-Smith Terroristswill shoot it out
with the International House Guerrillastoday at Memoriad Stadium; admisson will be..."

The last one was so old that the words were dmaost incomprehensible.

"Notice: anew batch of LSD isavailable at Chemica Bio Lab...Notice: exhibition of living art now open
a the Galery...Wanted: love, no questions asked. ..Notice: abook burning will be held a Doe Library
in honor of the wedding of the Chief of the Kampuskops and the Homecoming Queen..."

Gavin was back where he had started. He turned away. He knew no more now than he had known
before. It was acampus. Hewas onit. It felt good. But it wasn't enough.

"Who are you?' avoice asked.

Gavin shrugged.

"l sad, 'Who areyou?"

Gavin didn't turn around. "I'm not going to talk to abulletin board,” he said.
A pebblefdl at Gavin'sfeet. Another hit him on the shoulder.

"I wouldn't talk to abulletin board either,” the voice said, "but you'd better talk to me. Y ou might get into
trouble, you know."

Gavin turned around. A tal, thin man smoking atwisted cigarette now was Sitting on top of the kiosk.
Gavin redlized that he had been smdling the odor of burning leaves.

"Who are you?' the man repeated. He was only ayoung fellow, younger than Gavin, but he seemed
older because he loomed above him.

"What are you doing up there?' Gavin asked. "Whereis everybody?"



"Redlly," the young man asked, "we must get Sraight immediately who is asking the questions here. The
guedtionis. 'Who are you?"

"I'mjust astudent,” Gavin said.
"Y ou don't look like a student,” the man on top of the kiosk said, "and certainly not like 'just a student.™
"That'swhat | am anyway—atransfer sudent,” Gavin sad. "I'm new."

"Why aren't you dressed properly?' The man on top of the kiosk was dressed in an old army jacket over
aragged shirt and apair of cutoff jeans.

"Now, wait aminute," Gavin said impatiently. "I've answered two of your questions; now answer one of
rT.irell

"Well," the other said sulkily, "if that's the only way were going to get anywhere."
"Whereis everybody?' Gavin asked.
"They'll bedong," the young man said quickly. "Now, why aren't you dressed properly?'

Gavin looked down. His student workman's shirt and peasant trousers had been lost along the way. Now
he wore apair of trousers, shoes and socks, ashirt, and asweater for warmth. It al was neat and
improper, and Gavin didn't know why he had been so careless. "Thisis the way people dresswherel
comefrom.”

"Where do you come from?"

"Unfair," Gavin said. "l get to ask aquestion. What are you doing up there?'
"Looking down," the young man said. "Now, where do you come from?"
"Oh, eadt," Gavin sad.

"Everything'seast of here. Wherein the east?’

"It isn't any of your business, but | was enrolled in auniversity in Kansas. | was expelled. And I've been
making my way here ever snce."

"Y ou're not dressed right.”
"That'snot aquestion.”
"That'strue. And you're ill not dressed like a student.”

"What do clothes matter?' Gavin asked. Once he might have felt the way the fellow did who sat ona
kiosk and smoked a marijuana cigarette and asked stupid questions, but now it all seemed silly and
unimportant.

"Weve had alot of undercover kopsaround,” the young man said defensively. ™Y ou know—infiltrators,
agents provocateur. Are you one?"

"If I were one, wouldn't | do abetter job of disguise?' Gavin asked impatiently.
"Maybe that's what they'd like usto think," the man on the kiosk said haf-shrewdly.



"Nonsense," Gavin said. "The basic principle of infiltration isnot to cal attention to yourself.”
"That may be," the other said, taking adrag on his cigarette. "Y ou want ahit?'
"No, thanks." Gavin was turning away again. He thought he heard soundsin the distance.

"I've got other stuff," the man on the kiosk said eagerly. "Ligten: what | got in my right hand will make you
fed sotal you'l have snow inyour ears.”

"Forget it," Gavin sad.

"Ligten: what | got in my left hand will make you fed so small you can play billiards with molecules™
"Shoveit," Gavin sad.

"And you say you're astudent!" the man on the kiosk said scornfully.

Gavin heard a quiet rumble. When he looked back at the kiosk, the man was gone. That wasit, he
thought; the fellow was a pusher, and there was some kind of devator insde the kiosk leading to
underground tunnels. The whole campus probably was aburrow for underground activity.

The distant sounds had turned into voices and musical instruments. He couldn't make out what kind of
instruments or what the voices were saying.

He moved forward and looked back the way he had come, through the Sather Gate and down the plaza
past Ludwig's Fountain toward the gatesin the outer wall. They were wide open now, and beyond them
he could see aglimmer of movement againgt the distant background of weary shacks.

Something poked Gavin in the middle of the back.

Heturned around dowly. A Kampuskop was standing behind him, an dectric nightstick in hishand ill
extended toward Gavin. The kop was dressed in midnight black with silver starbursts on his breast
pockets and on the epaulets of his shirt. He was abig man, muscular in the shoulders and the jaw; he had
abig nose, mean little eyes, and amachine pistol in ablack holster at his hip. He poked Gavinin the
stomach with the nightstick. It had enough of acharge to make Gavin's skin prickle. It wasawarning.

"Y ou astudent?' the Kampuskop said in a hard, negligent voice that told Gavin whatever he replied
didn't matter. He had rubber shoes on hisfeet; Gavin didn't know whether that was for insulation or so he
could sneak up on people.

"Yes" Gavinsad.
"You don't look like astudent,” the kop said. "Y ou're older. Y ou ain't dressed right. Where'syour ID?"
"l just arrived," Gavin said. "l haven't had a chanceto enrall.”

The nightstick prodded Gavin's somach again. The charge had been turned up. It hurt now. "Outside,"
the kop said. "Y ou can enroll tomorrow.”

"I don't have anywhereto go," Gavin protested.

Again the nightgtick thrust at him. Gavin backed up to avoid it. ™Y ou people dways got someplace to go.
Y ou can't stay here. Not without alD. Thisisthe chief'swedding day, and nobody stays around without
he's astudent.”



The nightstick poked at him again. Gavin yidded. "Okay. I'm going."

He moved reluctantly toward the open gates through which he had come. He glanced back once. The
kop il was standing on the other Sde of Sather Gate. He still was watching him.

The music waslouder now. Theingruments he had heard faintly now clearly were guitars. The voices
were singing something about Jesus. In the gathering darkness Gavin could see thefirst row of marchers
in aprocession. They were carrying guitars. Farther back, Gavin could see signs and torches held a oft.

He moved toward the outer gates. "We are the Children of Jesus," the procession sang. "He knows what
you're thinking of. He saves us when he pleases. We are the Children of Love."

Gavin stopped on the other side of the open gates, concedling himself behind the pillar that held one of
the gates. He peered around the corner. The distant kop still was standing beyond Sather Gate, but he
had been joined now by another kop, who stood on the opposite side of the bridge over Strawberry
Creek. They were like two dark giantswaiting for him. They were like no Kampuskops he had ever
seen; there was nothing comic or ridiculous about them.

He stooped and removed his shoes and socks, stuffing them behind the pillar. He took off his swester,
even though the evening was cool, and put it on top of the shoes. He tore off his shirt deeves at the
elbow. He would have torn the trousers, too, but the cloth was too tough.

The parade had reached the gate. "Come join the Children of Jesus,” the marchers sang. "Y ou'll find what
you're dreaming of. He won't deny what will please us. Come join the Children of Love."

The marchers al were young people, student types, dressed in blue jeans and little el se. The men wore
codpieces laced over their genitas, and the girls wore nothing above the waist. Their breasts bobbed and
swvung with the rhythm of their marching, and in some places along the parade people were making love
asthey marched.

Thetorchesflared dong theling, filling the air with the odor of pineresin and oil. Gavin could read a
couple of thesgnsnow. One said: "Make love, not frustrations." Another said: " Sexud repressonisthe
originof dl evil." Another: "I anlove" sgned "God." And another, just behind it: "I am God," signed
"Love"

Gavin gtarted. "Jenny!" he shouted, and plunged into the middle of the procession. But when he reached
the young woman he had thought he recognized, she bore only asuperficia resemblanceto hislost love.
She was carrying asign. He nodded and smiled. She smiled, and her breasts nodded.

"We are the Children of Jesus," he sang as the procession passed between Sproul and the Student
Center. "He knows what you're thinking of," he sang as he passed under Sather Gate. "He saves uswhen
he pleases,”" he sang as he passed the Kampuskops. He was crouching, and they didn't see him. "We are
the Children of Love."

They passed Whedler on the right, and he thought of dipping out of the procession. But by thetime he
had made up his mind, they had reached the front of Doe Library and the procession was parting on
either side of adark mound. When Gavin reached the mound, he saw that it was made up of books,
thousands of books. A hill of them was growing into amountain as more books were brought by dark
figuresmoving out of Doe Library.

Asthe Children of Jesus passed the heaping books, the torches were thrust into the hill or cast uponit.
For afew moments, like wisdom battling ignorance, the books resisted the flames, and then someone
brought forward a can and began tossing gouts of liquid on the pile. Wherever the fluid lit, fire burst



upward. The smell of gasoline reached Gavin, and then burning paper and black smoke. In aminute or
two the little mountain was burning briskly, and shadows like demons were dancing on the nearby
facades of Doe and Cdifornia

Gavin edged away from thefireanditsrevedling light. Asif by the sasme kind of mysterious sgndl that
sends lemmings to the sea, students began arriving to join the Children of Jesus and those who had been
a the scene accumulating books. They thronged into the plaza between Doe Library and CdiforniaHall,
coming from the East Gate and the North Gate and the West Entrance, by all the walkways and streets
that led to the center of the campus, and Gavin faded back into them, fedling secure again in their
numbers. But even anonymousin the crowd, he still felt done; he felt more done than he had felt earlier
when there had been no one around. He redlized that he no longer felt like astudent. He had grown old.
Heno longer beonged. Hefdt himsdf standing apart, holding himsalf away from them, judging them.

They were animals, he thought, led by their ingtincts, acting only in immediate response to their
environments, doing whatever felt good. They were mothsto the flame, beesto the mating dance, wolves
to thekill, sharksto the scent of blood, vulturesto the carrion. They were anarchists destroying their
human heritage for the sport of it. The Professor would have called them barbarians and despised them.

He stood gpart, in the midst of them, in the shadows of Cdifornia, and watched students trundling carts
full of books out of the entrance of the library. Other students appeared in tall windows above the
entrance, pushing splintered sheets of plywood out of their way, and tossed armloads of books onto the
steps below for othersto gather and add to thefire.

Gavin saw agirl dressed in white tossing books, one by one, upon the flames, and he called out, " Jenny!"
But no one heard, and before he could move, she was gone, and he redlized that he was seeing Jenny
everywhere.

Gavin was not immune to the excitement around him. He felt the raw edge of emotion exposed, like
nerve endings flayed out; he felt the tumescent weight of eventsimpending. Something vita and sgnificant
was about to happen, was happening, and he wasthere to shareiniit.

It wasthe old fever of campuslife: youth and excitement and something aways about to happen. There
would never be anything like it, never again. For him, though he recognized it, it was dl past, and he
sensed it filtered through adull concern for consequence and a philosophy of behavior. While he had not
been watching, he had grown old and cautious; and he saw history now as a battleground between
anarchy and tyranny, with reasonable people trapped always between them as one seemed victorious for
awhile and then yielded to the other.

The flameslegped high on the plaza. Students formed a giant circle and danced around thefire, first one
way and then suddenly reversing directions, spilling laughing studentsto the ground.

Gavin remembered another fire much like this, and he thought: It is not so far from Colorado to
Cdifornia, from child to youth. What binds them together is power: the power of fire, thefirst great
invention of man, firethe greet civilizer, fire the tenderizer, fire the protector, fire the god, firethe
destroyer... The destroyer was what men worshipped, the raw, bruta power of fire, the roaring, churning
fury of flamethat can turn wood and paper and wisdom and the world itself into heat and smoke and
ashes...

The Professor might have said that, Gavin thought. But he hadn't. Gavin had thought it himself, and he
redlized at that moment how the Professor had changed him. He was not smply himsdlf plusthe
Professor; the very act of learning, of imbibing the Professor'sideas, had changed Gavin. Ideas are not
neutral; they are not toolsto be used by any hand. First men shape tools, and then tools shape man.



| deas contain values, and a man absorbs one with the other.

Gavin knew then who had won. He thought he had been the victor, the man in control of the Situation, but
the Professor had won. Gavin wondered if the Professor had known it al dong, if he had comewillingly,
if he had alowed himsdf to be kidnapped, if he had known what would happen.

Gavin shook his head. Theimportant matter was that he had changed. He no longer belonged here with
the barbarians, and he could not throw in with the tyrants. He turned to find away out of the crowd, but
at that moment someone shouted over abullhorn, "On to the wedding! On to the Greek Theater!"

The cry was picked up elsewhere in the great crowd, and the ocean of humanity began to surge, with
Gavininthe middle of it. Whirlpools and eddies formed, until the tide began to flow finaly up thelong
beach of the campus toward the hill, shaped and controlled by the buildings that rose from theland like
stone monuments to along-forgotten race.

With the smell of burning books il acrid in his nose and thick upon his clothes, Gavin was swept dong
helplesdy. He concentrated only on kegping hisfeet under him asthe sea of students parted for Sether
Tower and then reunited in front of Le Conteto flow irresstibly up University Drive past Campbell and
Physical Sciencesto the East Gate and Gayley Road. It poured into the Greek Thester.

Thrust despite himsalf onto a stone bench near the front of the vast, semicircular amphitheater, Gavin
pondered escape and then settled back to enjoy the spectacle. He knew the place now. Here, on an
anniversary of Pearl Harbor, President Kerr had ordered a specia university meeting "to inaugurate a
new eraof freedom under law." But they had been only words to disguise the old tyranny, and Mario
Savio had immediately pierced the deception. Perhaps he had sat near where Gavin now sat. He had
rushed to the microphone to announce anew revelation, and he had been dragged away by the fascist

kops.

Like everything e se on this fabulous campus, this place lived in legend; it had been blessed by the
revelations of inspired prophets and sanctified by their blood.

The great crowd of sudents—some twenty thousand of them—had filled al the curved stone benches
and the aides and the hillside above the theater. The students waited impatiently in the darkness; they
were packed in so tightly that no one could move, and the only light anywhere, except for the ruddy
reflection from the low clouds of the blazing booksin front of Doe, were the flickering of lighted matches
and the glowing tips of cigarettes.

Behind him Gavin heard agirl say, "Areyou surethisiswhere the wedding is going to be?!

Another girl said, "That'swhat | heard. But who's sure of anything these days?"

Infront of Gavin afelow said, "I don't know why | come to thesethings. | can't stand crowds.”

"Y ou wouldn't want to miss dl the excitement,” agirl said.

Tohisleft agirl said, "My horoscope saysthat | shouldn't even be out tonight.”

A young man said, "My signisin ascendance dl month. | can't do anything wrong. Just stay with me."

"Nothing wrong, eh?' the girl replied. "That'swhat you think! Take your hand off my leg!" But amoment
later shelaughed to show shewas only joking.

Gavin turned to the student on hisright. "What's the issue here these days?"



The blond young man looked at him suspicioudly. "What do you mean ‘what's the issue?"

Gavin shrugged and | et his speech fal into the old patterns of inarticulateness. "I mean, what's goin' on?"
"What's the matter?'Y ou new or something?”

"Yeah," Gavin sad. "What's the routine? Who'sin charge?"

"Y ou talking about politics?"

"Yeah," Gavinsad.

"I don't know nothing about politics," the young man said. He leaned over to talk to the person on his
right, asif to put as much distance as possible between himsdlf and Gavin.

Gavin turned to the brown-haired girl on hisleft. "How comethere ain't no politics?' he asked.

The girl looked at him, then around at her neighbors, and then put her head closeto Gavin's. "They
expelled the student president and dissolved student government,” she said in aconfidentia voice.

"Who did?'

"The Kampuskops. Who else?" Shelooked at him asif deciding that appearances were deceptive. "Why
areyou asking questions al the time?"

"I'm new," Gavin said gpologetically.

"I'll bet you are," she said suspicioudy. She made adecision. "Anyway, who cares about campus
politics? Were into more important things.”

"Likewhat?'
Sheturned away coldly. "Liketdling strangersto shoveit."

Gavin turned to the girls behind him. "Isn't anybody going to protest the way student government was
broken up?'

They stared at him. A brunette with stringy hair said, "Why should they? What has student government
ever donefor us?'

"But...thisisBerkeley!" Gavin protested. "Thisisthe campus! Students run the campud!”

"Not any more," the other girl said. She had dark hair and adistant ook in her brown eyes. "Who cares?
The sgarsare the only thingsthat matter."

"Yeah," her companion agreed. "The Stars”

Gavin leaned forward and spoke to the young man in front of him. He had shaved his head and had
painted it yellow. He was saying one syllable over and over again, like an incantation to ward off demons.
"Om.Om."

"Who'sin charge of the project to run the chief of the Kampuskops off campus?' Gavin asked.
Hefound himself looking at avast expanse of yellow skinthat said, "Om."

"Last guy tried that got shot down inthe middle of University Drive," said the girl next to the bald fellow.



"Nobody can outshoot the chief.”

A large man on the other side of the bald head turned to Gavin. "Y ou some kind of nut?"
"Om," said the bald head.

"| think hesaspy,” said thefdlow on Gavin'sright.

"| think he'strying to stir up something, get peoplein trouble" said the girl on Gavin's|eft.
"He doesn't believein the stars" said the girl behind him.

Gavin spread out his palmsin agesture of innocence. "'I'm new here.”

They glared at him. He tried to make himsalf inconspicuous.

A blast of sound came from the stage to prevent further interrogation. The lights came on full and
blindingly. They were focused on the stage where arock band seemed small againgt abackground of a
Greek facade with fluted pillars and alarge pedestaled doorway stretching across the wide marble stage
towings at each sde. Five guitarists, adrummer, and an el ectronic pianist were dressed in gold shorts,
gold haf-boots, and glittering gold jackets parted to expose naked chests. The amplifiers screamed with
the agony of tortured strings.

In front of the shoulder-tall stage stood arow of black-uniformed Kampuskops, elbow-to-elbow,
nightsticks thumping into their handsin time with the music, holstersthrust forward for aquick draw,
visorslowered from their hedmetsto hide dl but their mouths and chins. The black reflective visors
dehumanized them; the imagination painted in dien eyes or horrible disfigurements. They seemed
half-mongter, half-robot, and Gavin saw them as naked power, the ultimate arm of tyranny.

At the north end of the theater a group of girls entered the wide aide. They were dressed in old swesaters
and skirts and canvas shoes, and they came running and tumbling, doing backflips and cartwhedls down
theaidein front of the stage, uttering little cries and squedls of joy. Asthey reached the center of the
amphithester, they turned into the sodded areawithin the semicircle of curved benches. On their chests,
in script, was written theword "Cd," and aline forming the " 1" swept back under the syllable for
emphass.

Behind them agroup of young men in swegters and jeans pulled afloat. It held atal cylindrica shape
made of slvered strips by the thousands; they blew in the breeze like streams of water revealing a shape
inddethe cylinder but conceding itsidentity.

Therock band screamed in protest. The float drew opposite the center of the stage and stopped. The
slver strands dropped away. Insdewas agirl dressed in along white gown. A coronet of white and
ydlow flowers had been woven into her dark hair. Gavin had the fedling that she was beautiful.

She waited, her back half-turned to the audience, her eyeslooking at the far end of the stage. Then she
stepped forward from the float onto the stage. The band tormented its instruments.

Suddenly the music stopped. In the silence that fell over the stage and audience dike, a potlight picked
out afigure above the marble structure behind the stage, as white and dramatic as an avenging angel. It
was dressed like a Kampuskop, but dl in white, with starbursts of gold on breast pockets and epaulets.
Part of the distant face and one of the hands glittered oddly in the spotlight as the figure descended dowly
toward the mortals bel ow.

Gavin laughed. It sounded loud in the silence. "God out of the maching!” he said.



The people around him glanced at him in annoyance and then looked away quickly, asif they didn't want
to be associated with him in any way. The figure descending toward the stage seemed to hesitate, asif
searching the audience beyond the glare of the spotlight, and then the dow descent began again.

Somebody snickered, and in adistant part of the audience someone e se laughed. But in general the spell
held, and asthe figure got close enough to see more clearly, it didn't look as funny to Gavin. It wasn't
human; not al of it, anyway. Large parts of the face and the left hand had been replaced by plastic and
metal. One eye was human; the other was a staring marble of tinted plastic set in a clear-plastic socket.
Part of one cheek and half ajaw had been replaced, and athird of the forehead and skull. Underneath
the clear replacement skull could be seen the gray convolutions of the brain; underneath the plastic skin of
the cheek and jaw, shiny metal bones and teeth.

The creature looked like one of the transparent models beloved by the anatomy |ab, but obscendly
afflicted with adisease that made it break out in skin and hair. Or a person rotting away into something
dien.

In spite of the horror of the creature's appearance, it alighted solidly on the stage and spread itsarmsto
the audience. Then it turned, apparently vigorous and strong, toward the waiting bride. The rock band
thundered a clash of chords. The audience exploded into applause and cheers.

Again the band fell slent; the audience stilled. The creature took two steps toward the bride; she took
two steps toward her monstrous groom. Her movement turned her toward the audience. Gavin saw her
facefor thefirst time.

He recognized her. He knew her. He could never forget that face. "Jenny!" he shouted.

The girl stopped. Sheturned, trying to peer into the audience againgt the brilliance of the lights. The
creature turned also, its plastic left hand thrust out toward the audience like acommand. The fingers
twitched.

"A dtranger isamong us,”" the voice boomed out mechanically. It needed no microphoneto be heard in
the far reaches of the amphitheater. "He must not damage our moment of celebration, our ceremony of
reunion. Send him forward!"

"Hereheis" shouted the man on Gavin'sright.
"l didn't like him from thefirg," said the girl on Gavin's|eft.

Hands grabbed Gavin, lifted him above the heads of the crowd. He was passed down the audience
toward the front aide, fingers pinching away strips of cloth and bits of flesh as he kicked and squirmed
futildly to regain control of hisfate. At the front, faceless kops caught hisarms and half-carried him to the
gtage. In amoment he faced their half-human leader.

Gavin gared increduloudly at the leprous face. Up close, only the metal and plastic partslooked red;
humanity was the disease. One bloodshot human eye and one plastic eye sared a him. Gavin saw
through the clear-plastic eye to the twisted lucite tendrilsthat carried some kind of visua messageto the
obscene movements of the gray cortex reveaed beneath the plastic skull.

The human eye seemed to open wider asit looked at Gavin, and the human haf of the creature's mouth
turned up in acrooked grin. "Gavin," it said.

Gavin fdt surprise.

"Gavin?' the girl said. Sheturned to look up into hisface; findly, it was Jenny. "Why, it is Gavin! What



areyou doing here?'

"That'swhat | should be asking you," Gavin said, but he knew. There on the muddy bank of the Kaw,
she had been terrified, but not so terrified that she had not been able to dip away from her guard. Even
before the shooting began, she must have begun to run through the darkness, and she hadn't stopped
running until she reached the Coast. Here in the birthplace of revolution, on this strangely quieted campus,
she occupied theritua position of Homecoming Queen, and she was going to marry the chief of the
Kampuskopsin aglorious public ceremony intended to wed students and authority. It was apolitical
matter, like the marriage between the heirsto rival kingdoms.

All the while, Gavin could not more than glance awvay from the monster who had called hisname.

Its human lip curled higher on one cheek. The plastic Sde of its face wasimmobile, and the contrast was
frightening. ™Y ou don't recognize mein my gpotheosis?' Now itsvoice did not carry beyond the
immediate intimate group on the stage. "'l am Gregory."

"Gregory?' Gavinsad.
"Gregory transformed! Gregory exated!"

Gavin began to understand. Gregory had been terribly injured, fearfully maimed, in the attack on the
generating plant. Doctors there and then here had put him back together, replacing parts shot away or
badly shattered with plastics and meta. They had brought him back from death. That was power, and
Gregory aways had gravitated toward power. He had switched sides effortlessy. He had joined what he
saw as the most powerful of the forces available. He became a Kampuskop. Now he was leader of a
force greater than he had imagined. He had made the kops more than a token; he had recruited men
capable of hisown kind of brutdity; he had armed them, outlawed politica activity by the students, and
compensated them with circuseslike this.

"I've seen alot of things since that night by theriver," Gavin said. "I know places that could grow new
limbs and partsfor those you logt."

"Lost?" Gregory laughed. It was alow mechanical sound that rumbled acrossthe stage like artificial
thunder. "The doctors put me back together better than ever. Look!" He took anightstick from the
nearest kop in hisartificid left hand. The fingerstightened on it. The stick disintegrated into splintersand
wires.

The waiting audience, unable to make out what was happening on stage, applauded the show.

"I wouldn't change back for al thelittle squealing coeds on the campus,” he said. "Before, | was merely
strong. Now I've got power!" He shook the splintered wood from his plastic hand. "I've aso got Jenny.
And I've got you." The crooked smile grew more crooked.

Gavin redlized that he had been wrong. The wedding was more than politica expediency, more, even,
than amating of beauty and the beast. It was the consummation of Gregory's frustrated desires for the
one girl who had resisted him and the one man who had stood in hisway without acknowledging his

physicd superiority.

"I could castrate you here upon the stage,”" Gregory said, "using only my good left hand. That would be
appropriate to the occasion, | think, and the audience would appreciate it amost as much as | would.”

"l don't want anything like that at my wedding,” Jenny said.
Gregory's human eye blinked, and his artificia eye stared. Perhapsthey saw different redlities.



Theredlity Gavin experienced was a brief gratitude for Jenny's intervention, which faded before the
redlization that she had not spoken up because of him. ™Y ou're going through with this abomination?' he
said, and he knew that she was. He had never known her. She was fascinated by Gregory, by what he
represented, by the very monstrousness of him. What she had feared and desired had come to pass; she
had come to enjoy what Gregory did. His sadism and her masochism had cometo their proper meeting.

"Y ou want to save him?' Gregory asked.

Jenny shook her head. "What do | care about him? He belongs to the past.” For Jenny the past was
dead.

Gregory believed her. "My sweset captive!" he said. "My tender dave!” He turned to the kopswho held
Gavin'sams. "Take him into the wings until the ceremony isover! Make him watch! Don't et him look
away! And don't give him achance to escape! Heis dessert.”

So, Gavin thought, he had come dl the way across the country for this. From within asmall doorway, out
of dght of the audience a the left of the stage, Gavin watched helplesdy as Gregory took Jenny's left
hand in hisand raised it in agesture something like that of avictor in aprizefight. "Thiswoman | wed," he
said inavoicethat carried to the last row of benches. "In the name of unity between students and
adminigtration, in the name of cooperation between dl e ements which go to make up agreat university,
in the name of the power we will wield together not only over this campus but the city that surroundsthis
campus and the entire bay area, and perhaps, who knows, over the stateitsdlf, | take thiswoman for my
own, to dowith as| will."

Heturned to Jenny. "And you, Jenny, do you accept me as your mate and master? Do you put control of
your fate and body into my hands?' Thefingers of his plastic hand twitched.

Jenny nodded. That was enough. The audience applauded and cheered wildly. It was asavagerite. They
should be surrounded by ajungle, Gavin thought, tensing his muscles againgt the grip of hisguards. Asthe
audience reaction began to fade, Gregory held up hisright hand. It seemed pale and weak by
comparison. "Thismarriage will be publicly consummated,” he shouted.

"No!" Jenny said. Shetried to turn away, but as Gregory released her hand, he caught the neck of her
white gown with his plastic hand and ripped it from her body. She stood cowering in front of him, naked
and white upon the stage.

Gavin knew now that he had never loved her. How can you love someone you do not know? But he had
been closeto her, and he struggled against the hands that held him, knowing the shame that Jenny felt,
remembering how she had dreaded the light, and hating the strange mixture of fear and fascination upon
her face now.

With the sameleft hand, Gregory ripped away the front of hisuniform jacket. Thewhite cloth fell from his
chest; the pattern of mutilation apparent on his face was duplicated down hisbody. Hisentire left arm
was plastic, and part of his shoulder. Almost haf his chest had been blown away; ingde, the transparent
plastic organs moved obscenely. Some of the organs were dark red and moist; otherswere glassy. A
pulsating plastic heart pumped blood through plagtic arteries.

By then Gregory's white pants also were on the stage floor. Theleft leg was normd; the right leg was
plastic, covering shiny metal bones. And as Gregory turned to reved himself fully to the audience, Gavin
saw that even his genitalswere pladtic.

"What pleasurein that?' he thought as Gregory put his plastic arm around Jenny's back and lifted her
effortlessly into theair. And Gavin struggled with his guards, even as he understood that the real center of



sex isnot in theloins but in the head.
Sowly Gregory lowered Jenny onto his plagtic chest.

Her head was thrown back in afina gesture of aversion; her hands pushed futilely at his chest. It wasthe
rgpe of humanity by the machine.

No, Gavin corrected himself in the midst of hisfutile effort to go to Jenny's rescue, that was too easy; it
was Gregory's humanity at fault, not the mechanism that made it possible. The tragedy was humanity's
mechanicd rape of itsdf.

At the consummation of this savage public rite, dmost asif it were apart of the ceremony itsdlf, the sone
floor of the stage disintegrated under Gregory's feet. Gregory was lifted into the air, till clagping Jenny in

his plastic embrace. Rock splinters and diverswhistled through the air like shrapnel. The rock band was

scythed down.

The concussion reached Gavin. His guards were shaken away. As Gavin was throwing himsdif to the
floor, he saw Jenny and her terrible lover disappear into the hole in the stage | eft by the explosion. Almost
smultaneoudy hethought, "Poor Jenny!" and "They did it!" He exulted in theindomitable anarchy of
uncowed students, who had not acquiesced to this unholy matrimony, who had prepared an ultimate
protest to the drameatic tyranny Gregory had planned; and he knew them for irresponsible romantics
whose only useful contribution was abasic unwillingness to go along with anything.

Stone darts sprayed past Gavin. The floor was il vibrating from the explosion. Something hot and
sticky spurted on his hand. The kop on hisright clasped to histhroat a hand that was aready dead.

The sound of gunfire echoed from stone surfaces. In front of the stage, the helmeted, visored kops
formed awedge that tried to carve a corridor through walls of student bodies. Nightsticks rose and fell
likeflailsor thrust forward like short spears. Automatics fired blindly into bodies pressed close. The
black group made some progress toward the south exit, but for every foot it advanced, akop waslost to
abullet, aclub, or clawing hands.

It was Ragnarok, the campus Armageddon toward which events had moved for forty years, storing up
rage and frustration and violence toward the find explosion. Here order madeits last stand; here anarchy
presented itsfinal negation to tyranny. Here the world ended, Gavin thought.

But hewaswrong. The battle surged south, uncertain, inconclusive. The amphithester was |eft behind,
filled with the groans of the wounded, the blood of the dead. Gavin tried to stand up, but hisright leg
collasped under him. He looked down &t it. Blood was seeping through the cloth that covered the thigh.

He crawled to the edge of the ragged gap in the stage and looked down into the hole where he had seen
Gregory and Jenny disappear. They were still there, upright, staring at him, locked in alast embrace.
Gavin pulled his head hdfway back, thinking for one crazy moment that they had survived. But they were
dead.

Jenny's body was unmarked. Gregory's plastic arm had pulled so tight around her that her ribswere
broken, and perhaps her back aswell. Gregory's plastic leg kept them upright through some mechanica
miracle. Hisfleshy leg had been shattered, but the plastic had stayed strong and true, and the plastic heart
had pumped away until his blood was gone.

Helooked up toward the red-tinged clouds, his human eye closed but his plagtic eye Saring asif it ill
were sending messagesto adead brain. A find rictus had twisted his plagtic lips upward, so that now he
smiled on both sides.



Gavin found a piece of Jenny's dress. He tore it into two pieces. One of them he folded into a pad over
the wound in histhigh; the other he used totieit in place, feding grateful that the piece of stone had
missed the arteries. He crawled to the steps and edged down them, seated, like asmall child. At the last
one, he pulled himsdlf upright by the edge of the stage and shuffled south, picking hisway among the
bodies.

Just beyond the theater, asmall tree had been trampled by struggling feet until it broke off near the base.
Gavin lowered himself gingerly to the ground and methodically began stripping the tree of branches and
leaves. When he pushed himsdf upright again, he had a passable crutch.

He hobbled down Gayley Road, past Kedlberger Field and the stadium parking lots, between the Law
Building and Internationa House, and through gates that stood open to the night. Halfway acrossthe
cleared ground that surrounded the campus wall, he turned and looked at the University for the fina time.

"Ah, there, Professor,”" he thought, and took the first step of hislong journey to aplace cdled the
enchanted mountain, and, if he was lucky, to peace and sanity, and to agirl who, in this uncertain world,
perhaps heredlly loved.
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