The
Phantom of Kan/a/

| do my banking at the Archimedes Trust Association. Their security isfird-rate, their serviceis
courteous, and they have their own medico facility that does nothing but take recordings for their vaults.

And they had been robbed two weeks ago.

It was abreak for me. | had been approaching my regular recording date and dreading the chunk it
would take from my savings. Then these thieves break into my bank, stedl ahuge amount of negotiable
paper, and in an excess of enthusiasm they destroy dl the recording cubes. Every last one of them,
crunched into tiny shards of plastic. Of course the bank had to replace them dl, and very fagt, too. They
weren't stupid; it wasn't the first time someone had used such a bank robbery to facilitate amurder. So
the bank had to record everyone who had an account, and do it in afew days. It must have cost them
more than the robbery.

How that scheme works, incidentally, islike this. The robber couldn't care less about the money stolen.
Modtly it's very risky to pass such loot, anyway. The programs written into the money computers these
daysare enough tofail dl but the most exceptiona robber. Y ou haveto let that kind of money liefor on
the order of a century to have any hope of redizing gainson it. Not impossible, of course, but the police
types have found out that few criminas are temperamentaly able to wait that long. The robber'sredl
motive in a case where memory cubes have been destroyed is murder, not robbery.
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Every s0 often someone comes along who must commit acrime of passion. There are very few left open,
and murder isthe most awkward of dl. It just doesn't satisfy thistypeto kill someone and seethem
walking around six months later. When the victim suesthe killer for dienation of persondity—and
collects up to 99 percent of the killer'sworldly goods—it'sjust twisting the knife. Soif you redly hate
someone, the temptation is greet to really kill them, forever and ever, just likein the old days, by
destroying their memory cubefirdt, then killing the bodly.

That'swhat the ATA feared, and | had rated a private bodyguard over the last week as part of my
contract. It was sort of a status symbol to show your friends, but otherwise | hadn't been much
impressed until | redlized that ATA was going to pay for my next recording as part of their crash program
to cover dl their policy holders. They had contracted to keep me dive forever, so even though | had
been scheduled for arecording in only three weeks they had to pay for this one. The courts had ruled
that alost or damaged cube must be replaced with al possible speed.

So | should have been very happy. | wasn't, but tried to be brave.

| was shown into the recording room with no delay and told to strip and lie on the table. The medico, a
man who looked like someone | might have met severa decades ago, busied himsalf with his equipment
as| tried to control my breathing. | was grateful when he plugged the computer lead into my occipita
socket and turned off my motor control. Now | didn't have to worry about whether to ask if | knew him
or not. As| grow older, | find that's more of a problem. | must have met twenty thousand people by now



and talked to them long enough to make an impression. It gets confusing.

He removed the top of my head and prepared to take amultiholo picture of me, achemica anaog of
everything | ever saw or thought or remembered or just vaguely dreamed. It was ablessed relief when |
did over into unconsciousness.

The coolness and sheen of stainless steel beneath my fingertips. Thereisthe smdl of isopropyl acohal,
and the hint of acetone.

The medico's shop. Childhood memoriestumble over me, triggered by the smells. Excitement, change,
my mother standing by while the medico carves away my broken finger to replace it with apink new one.
| liein the darkness and remember.

And thereislight, ahurting light from nowhere, and | fed my pupil contract asthe only movement in my
entire body.

"She'sin,” | hear. But I'm not, not redlly. I'm just lying here in the blessed dark, unable to move.

It comesin arush, the repossession of my body. | travel down the endless nerves to bang up hard against
the insdes of my hands and feet, to whirl through the pools of my nipplesand tinglein my lipsand nose.
Now I'min.

| sat up quickly into the restraining arms of the medico. | struggled for a second before | was ableto
relax. My fingers were buzzing and cramped with the clamminess of hyperventilation.

"Whew," | said, putting my head in my hands. "Bad dream. | thought ..."

| looked around me and saw that | was naked on the steel-topped table with severa worried faces
looking at mefrom al sides. | wanted to retreat into the darkness again and let my insides seitle down. |
saw my mother's face, blinked, and failed to make it disappesar.

"Carniva?' | asked her ghogt.

"Right here, Fox," she said, and took mein her arms. It was awkward and unsatisfying with her sanding

on thefloor and me on the table. There were wirestrailing from my body. But the comfort was needed. |
didn't know where | was. With achemica rush as precipitous as the one just before | awvoke, the people
solidified around me.

"She'sdl right now," the medico said, turning from hisinstruments. He smiled impersondly a me ashe
began removing the wires from my head. | did not smile back. | knew where | was now, just as surely as
| had ever known anything. | remembered coming in here only hours before.

L
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But | knew it had been more than afew hours. I've read about it: the disorientation when anew body is
awakened with transplanted memories. And my mother wouldn't be here unless something had gone
badly wrong.

| had died.



| was given amild sedative, help in dressing, and my mother's arm to lead me down plush-carpeted
hallways to the office of the bank president. | was till not fully awake. The hallswere achingly quiet but
for the brush of our feet acrossthe wine-colored rug. | felt like the pressure was fluctuating wildly, leaving
my ears popped and muffled. | couldn't seetoo far away. | was grateful to leave the vanishing pointsin
the hall for the paneled browns of wood veneer and the coolness and echoes of awhite marblefloor.

The bank president, Mr. Leander, showed usto our seats. | sank into the purple velvet and let it wrap
around me. Leander pulled up achair facing us and offered us drinks. | declined. My head was
swimming aready and | knew I'd have to pay attention.

Leander fiddled with adossier on hisdesk. Mine, | imagined. It had been freshly printed out from the
termind at hisright hand. 1'd met him briefly before; he was a pleasant sort of person, chosen for this
public-relations job for hiswillingness to wear the sort of old-man body that inspires confidence and
trust. He seemed to be about sixty-five. He was probably more like twenty.

It seemed that he was never going to get around to the briefing so | asked a question. One that was very
important to me at the moment.

"What'sthe date?’
"It'sthe month of November," he said, ponderoudy. "And the year is 342."
| had been dead for two and a half years.

"Ligten," | said, "l don't want to take up any more of your time. Y ou must have abrochure you can give
meto bring me up to date. If you'l just hand it over, I'll be on my way. Oh, and thank you for your
concern.”

Hewaved hishand at me as| sarted torise.
"l would appreciateit if you stayed abit longer. Y ours
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isan unusua case, Ms. Fox. | ... well, it's never happened in the history of the Archimedes Trust
Asociation.”

"YS’?I

"Y ou see, you've died, as you figured out soon after we woke you. What you couldn't have known is that
you've died more than once since your last recording.”

"Morethan once?' So it wasn't such asmart question; so what was | supposed to ask?
"Threetimes™

"Threg?'

"Y es, three separate times. We suspect murder.”

The room was perfectly silent for awhile. At last | decided | should have that drink. He poured it for me,
and | drained it.

"Perhaps your mother should tell you more about it," Leander suggested. " She's been closer to the
stuation. | was only made aware of it recently. Carnival ?'



| found my way back to my apartment in asort of daze. By thetime| had settled in again the drug was
wearing off and | could face my situation with a clear head. But my skin was crawling.

Listening in the third person to things you've done is not the most pleasant thing. | decided it wastimeto
face somefactsthat al of us, including mysdlf, do not like to think about. Thefirst order of businesswas
to recognize that the things that were done by those three previous people were not done by me. | wasa
new person, fourth in the line of successon. | had many thingsin common with the previous incarnations,
including al my memories up to that day | surrendered myself to the memory recording machine. But the
me of that time and place had been killed.

She lasted longer than the others. Almost ayear, Carniva had said. Then her body was found at the
bottom of Hadley Rille. It was an appropriate place for her to die; both she and mysdlf liked to go hiking
out on the surface for purposes of inspiration.

Murder was not suspected that time. The bank, upon hearing of my—no, her—death, started a clone
from thetissue sample | had left with my recording. Sx lunations
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later, acopy of mewasinfused with my memories and told that she had just died. She had been shaken,
but seemed to be adjusting well when she, too, was killed.

Thistime there was much suspicion. Not only had she survived for less than alunation after her
reincarnation, but the circumstances were unusua. She had been blown to piecesin atube-train
explosion. She had been the only passenger in atwo-seat capsule. The explosion had been caused by a
homemade bomb.

Therewas till the possibility that it was arandom act, possibly by politicd terrorists. The third copy of
me had not thought so. | don't know why. That isthe most maddening thing about memory recording:
being unable to profit by the experiences of your former selves. Each time | waskilled, it moved me back
to square one, the day | was recorded.

But Fox 3 had reason to be paranoid. She took extraordinary precautionsto stay alive. More
specificaly, shetried to prevent circumstances that could lead to her murder. It worked for five lunations.
Shedied astheresult of afight, that much was certain. It was avery violent fight, with blood al over the
gpartment. The police at first thought she must have fatally injured her attacker, but andysis showed dl
the blood to have come from her body.

So where did that leave me, Fox 4? An hour's careful thought |eft the picture gloomy indeed. Consider:
each time my killer succeeded in murdering me, he or she learned more about me. My killer must be an
expert on Foxes by now, knowing things about me that | mysalf do not know. Such ashow | handle
mysdf inafight. | gritted my teeth when | thought of that. Carniva told me that Fox 3, the canniest of the
lot, had taken lessonsin self-defense. Karate, | think she said. Did | have the benefit of it? Of course not.
If I wanted to defend myself | had to start al over, because those skills died with Fox 3.

No, al the advantages were with my killer. Thekiller started off with the advantage of surpriss—sincel
had no notion of who it was—and learned more about me every time he or she succeeded in killing me.

What to do? | didn't even know whereto start. | ran through everyone | knew, looking for an enemy,
someone who hated me enough to kill me again and again. | could find no one. Mot likely it was
someone Fox 1 had met during that year she lived after the recording.



The only answer | could come up with was emigration. Just pull up stakes and go to Mercury, or Mars,
or even Pluto. But would that guarantee my safety? My killer seemed to be an uncommonly persistent
person. No, I'd haveto faceit here, where at least | knew the turf.

It was the next day before | redlized the extent of my loss. | had been robbed of an entire symphony.

For the last thirty years | had been an Environmentdi<t. | had just drifted into it while it was till aninfant
art form. | had been in charge of the weather machines at the Transvaal disneyland, which was new at the
time and the biggest and most modern of dl the environmental parksin Luna. A few of us had started
tinkering with the weether programs, first for our own amusement. Later we invited friends to watch the
storms and sunsets we concocted. Before we knew it, friends were inviting friends and the Transvad
people began sling tickets.

| gradudly made anamefor myself, and found | could make more money being an artist than being an
engineer. At thetime of my last recording | had been one of the top three Environmentalists on Luna.

Then Fox 1 went on to compose Liquid Ice. Fromwhat | read in the reviews, two years after the fact, it
was seen asthe high point of the art to date. It had been staged in the Pennsylvania disneyland, before a
crowd of three hundred thousand. It made merich.

The money was gill in my bank account, but the memory of creating the symphony was forever lost. And
it mattered.

Fox 1 had written it, from beginning to end. Oh, | recaled having had some vague idess of awinter
composition, things I'd think about later and put together. But the whole crestive process had goneonin
the head of that other person who had been killed.

L
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How is aperson supposed to cope with that? For one bitter moment | considered caling the bank and
having them destroy my memory cube. If | died thistime, 1'd rather die completely. The thought of a Fox
5rising from that table. ... It was amost too much to bear. She would lack everything that Fox 1, 2, 3,
and me, Fox 4, had experienced. So far I'd had little time to add to the persondity we all shared, but
even the bad times are worth saving.

It was either that, or have anew recording made every day. | cdled the bank, did somefiguring, and
found that | wasn't wealthy enough to afford that. But it was worth exploring. If | had anew recording
taken once aweek | could keep at it for about ayear before | ran out of money.

| decided I'd doit, for aslong as | could. And to make sure that no future Fox would ever have to go
through thisagain, I'd have one made today. Fox 5, if she was ever born, would be born knowing at least
asmuch as| knew now.

| felt better after the recording was made. | found that | no longer feared the medico's office. That fear
comes from the common misapprehens on that one will wake up from the recording to discover that one
hasdied. It'saslly thing to believe, but it comesfrom the distaste we dl have for redly looking at the
facts.



If you'll consder human consciousness, you'll see that the three-dimensiona cross-section of ahuman
being that is you can only rise from that table and go about your business. It can happen no other way.
Human consciousnessislinear, dong atimeline that has a beginning and an end. If you die after a
recording, you die, forever and with no reprieve. It doesn't matter that arecording of you exists and that
anew person with your memoriesto a certain point can be created; you are dead. Looked at from a
fourth-dimensiona viewpoint, what memory recording doesisto graft anew person onto your lifelineat a
point in the past. Y ou do not retrace that lifeline and magically become that new person. I, Fox 4, was
only arelative of

t

that long-ago person who had had her memoriesrecorded. And if | died, it was forever. Fox 5would
awaken with my memoriesto date, but | would be no part of her. She would be on her own.

Why dowedoit?| honestly don't know. | suppose that the human urgeto live forever is so strong that
weéll grasp at even the most unsatisfactory subgtitute. At one time people had themselves frozen when
they died, in the hope of being thawed out in afuture when humans knew how to reverse death. Look at
the Great Pyramid in the Egypt disneyland if you want to see the sheer size of that urge.

Soweliveour livesin pieces. | could know, for whatever good it would do me, that thousands of years
from now abeing would till exist who would be at least partly me. She would remember exactly the
samethings | remembered of her childhood; the trip to Archimedes, her first sex change, her lovers, her
hurts and her happiness. If | had another recording taken, she would remember thinking the thoughts |
was thinking now. And she would probably still be stringing chunks of experience onto her life, year by
year. Each time she had anew recording, that much more of her lifewas safefor dl time. Therewasa
certain comfort in knowing that my life was safe up until afew hours ago, when the recording was made.

Having thought dl that out, | found mysdf fiercely determined to never let it happen again. | began to hate
my killer with anintengity | had never experienced. | wanted to storm out of the apartment and beat my
killer to degth with ablunt instrument.

| swallowed that emotion with difficulty. It was exactly what the killer would be looking for. | had to
remember that the killer knew what my first reaction would be. | had to behavein away that he or she
would not expect.

But what way wasthat?

| called the police department and met with the detective who had my case. Her name was Isadora, and
she had some good advice.

"You'renot going to likeit, if I can judge from past experience,” shesaid. "Thelast time | proposed it to
you, you regjected it out of hand.”
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| knew I'd have to get used to this. People would always be telling mewhat | had done, what | had said
to them. | controlled my anger and asked her to go on.

"It'ssmply to stay put. I know you think you're a detective, but your predecessor proved pretty well that
you are not. If you stir out of that door you'll be nailed. This guy knowsyou insde and out, and hell get
you. Count onit."



"He?'Y ou know something about him, then?"

"Sorry, you'll have to bear with me. I'vetold you parts of this case twice dready, so it'shard to
remember what you don't know. Y es, we do know he'samae. Or was, sx months ago, when you had
your big fight with him. Severa witnesses reported aman with blood-stained clothes, who could only
have been your killer."

"Thenyoureon histrail ?*
She sighed, and | knew she was going over old ground again.

"No, and you've proved again that you're not adetective. Y our detective lore comes from reading old
noves. It's not aglamorous enough job nowadays to rate fictiona heroes and such, so most people don't
know the kind of work we do. Knowing that the killer was aman when he last knocked you off means
nothing to us. He could have bought a Change the very next day. Y ou're probably wondering if we have
fingerprints of him, right?"

| gritted my teeth. Everyone had the advantage over me. It was obvious | had asked something like that
thelast time | spoke with thiswoman. And | had been thinking of it.

"No," | said. "Because he could change those as easly as his sex, right?”

"Right. Easier. The only positive means of identification today is genotyping, and he wasn't cooperative
enough to leave any of him behind when he killed you. He must have been ared brute, to be ableto
inflict as much damage on you as he did and not even be cut himsdlf. Y ou were armed with aknife. Not a
drop of hisblood was found at the scene of the murder.”

"Then how do you go about finding him?"
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"Fox, I'd haveto take you through severa college coursesto begin to explain our methodsto you. And
I'll even admit that they're not very good. Police work has not kept up with science over the last century.
There are many things available to the modern crimind that make our job more difficult than you'd
imagine. We have hopes of catching him within about four lunations, though, if you'll stay put and stop
chasnghim.”

"Why four months?'

"Wetrace him by computer. We have very exacting programs that we run when were after aguy like
this. It's our one mgjor weapon. Given time, we can run to ground about Sixty percent of the criminas.”

"Sixty percent?’ | squawked. "Isthat supposed to encourage me? Especidly when you're dedling with a
madter like my killer seemsto be?’

She shook her head. "He's not amaster. He's only determined. And that works againgt him, not for him.
The more single-mindedly he pursues you, the surer we are of catching him when he makesadip. That
gxty percent figureisoverd| crime; on murder, therate is ninety-eight. It'sacrime of passion, usualy
done by an amateur. The pros see no percentagein it, and they're right. The penaty isso steep it can
make a pauper of you, and your victim isback on the streets while you're ill in court.”

| thought that over, and found it made mefed better. My killer was not acrimina mastermind. | was not
being hunted by Fu Manchu or Professor Moriarty. He was only a person like mysdlf, new to this
business. Something Fox 1 did had made him sufficiently angry to risk financid ruin to stak and kill me. It



scded him down to human dimensions.

"So now you're al ready to go out and get him?"' | sadora sneered. | guess my thoughts were written on
my face. That, or she was consulting her script of our previous conversations.

"Why not?"| asked.

"Becausg, likel said, hell get you. He might not be a pro but he's an expert on you. He knows how youll
jump. Onething he thinks he knowsisthat you won't take
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my advice. He might be right outside your door, waiting for you to finish this conversation like you did
lagt time around. The last time, he wasn't there. Thistime he might be."

It sobered me. | glanced nervoudy a my door, which was guarded by eight different security systems
bought by Fox 3.

"Maybe you're right. So you want me just to stay here. For how long?*

"However long it takes. It may be ayear. That four-lunation figure is the high point on acomputer curve.
It tapers off to avirtud certainty in just over ayear.”

"Why didn't | stay herethelast time?’

"A combination of foolish bravery, hatred, and afear of boredom." She searched my eyes, trying to find
the words that would make me take the advice that Fox 3 had fatally refused. "I understand you're an
atig," shewent on. "Why can't you just ... well, whatever it is artists do when they're thinking up anew
composition? Can't you work herein your gpartment?”

How could | tell her that inspiration wasn't just something | could turn on at will? Weather sculptureisa
tenuous discipline. The visudization isdifficult; you can't just try out anew ideathe way you canwith a
song, by picking it out on apiano or guitar. Y ou can run acomputer smulation, but you never redly
know what you have until the tapes are run into the machines and you stand out there in the open field
and watch the storm take shape around you. And you don't get any practice sessons. It's expensive.

I've dways needed long walks on the surface. My competitors can't understand why. They go for strolls
through the various parks, usually the one where the piece will be performed. | do that, too. Y ou haveto,
to get thelay of theland. A computer can tell you what it lookslikein terms of thermoclines and updrafts
and pocket ecologies, but you have to redly go there and fed theland, taste the air, smell the trees,
before you can compose astorm or even asummer shower. It hasto be a part of the land.

But my inspiration comes from the dry, cold, airless sur-
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face that so few Lunariansredly like. I'm not a burrower; I've never loved the corridors, as so many of
my friends professto do. | think | seethe black sky and harsh terrain asablank canvas, afeding | never
redly get in the disney-lands where the land is lush and varied and there's dways some wegther in
progress even if it'sonly partly cloudy and warm.

Could | compose without those long, solitary walks?

Run that through again: could | afford not to?



"All right, I'll stay ingdelikeagood girl."

| wasin luck. What could have been an endless purgatory turned into creetive frenzy such as| had never
experienced. My frudtrations a being locked in my gpartment trand ated themsalves into grand sweeps of
tornadoes and thunderheads. | began writing my masterpiece. The working titlewas A Conflagration of
Cyclones. That'show angry | was. My agent later talked meinto shortening it to atasteful Cyclone, but
it was aways a conflagration to me.

Soon | had managed virtually to forget about my killer. | never did completely; after dl, | needed the
thought of him to flog me onward, to serve as the canvas on which to paint my hatred. | did have one
awful thought, early on, and | brought it up to Isadora.

"It strikesme," | said, "that what you've built here is the better mousetrap, and I'm the hunk of cheese™
"Y ou've got the essence of it," she agreed.

"l find | don't carefor therole of bait."

"Why not? Are you scared?’

| hesitated, but what the hell did | have to be ashamed of?

"Yeah. | guess| am. What can you tell me to make me stay here when | could be doing what al my
ingincts aretelling meto do, whichisrun like hell?!

"That'safair question. Thisistheided Stuation, asfar asthe police are concerned. We havethevictimin
aplacethat can be watched perfectly safely, and we have the killer on the loose. Furthermore, thisisan
obsessed killer, one who cannot stay away from you forever. Long before
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heis able to make a strike at you we should pick him up as he scouts out ways to reach you.”
"Arethere ways?'

"No. An unquaified no. Any one of those devices on your door would be enough to keep him out.
Beyond that, your food and water is being tested before it gets to you. Those are extremely remote
possibilities since we're convinced that your killer wishesto dispose of your body completely, to kill you
for good. Poisoning is no good to him. Wed just start you up again. But if we can't find at least a piece of
your body, the law forbids usto revive you."

"What about bombs?*

"The corridor outside your apartment is being watched. It would take quite alarge bomb to blow out
your door, and getting abomb that sizein place would not be possible in the time he would have. Relax,
Fox. We've thought of everything. Y ou're safe.”

Sherang off, and | called up the Central Compuiter.
"CC," | sad, to getit on-line, "can you tell me how you go about catching killers?'
"Areyou talking about killersin generd, or the one you have aparticular interest in?"

"What do you think?1 don't completely believe that detective. What | want to know from you iswhat
can | doto hep?'



"Thereislittle you can do," the CC said. "While | mysdlf, in the sense of the Centrd or controlling Lunar
Computer, do not handle the apprehension of criminds, | act in asupervisory capacity to severa satellite
computers. They use acomplex number theory, correlated with the daily input from al my terminas. The
average person on Lunadeals with me on the order of twenty times per day, many of these transactions
involving aroutine epiderma samplefor postive gendyss. By matching these transactions with thetime
and place they occurred, | am able to construct a dynamic model of what has occurred, what possibly
could have occurred, and what cannot have occurred. With suitable periphera programs| can refinethis
model to aclose degree of accuracy. For instance, at the
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time of your murder | was able to assgn alow probability of their being responsible to ninety-nine point
nine three percent of al humans on Luna. Thisleft mewith apool of two hundred ten thousand people
who might have had ahand init. Thisis merely from data placing each person a a particular place a a
particular time. Further weighting of such factors as possible motive narrowed the range of prime
suspects. Do you wish meto go on?"

"No, | think | get the picture. Each time | waskilled you must have narrowed it more. How many

suspects are left?”

"Y ou are not phrasing the question correctly. Asimplied inmy origina statement, al resdentsof Lunaare
gtill suspects. But each has been assigned a probability, ranging from avery large group with avalue of
ten to the minus-twenty-seventh power to twenty individuals with probabilities of thirteen percent.”

The more | thought about that, the less| liked it.

"None of those sound to me like what you'd call aprime suspect.”
"Alas, no. Thisisavery intriguing case, | must say."

"I'm glad you think so."

"Yes" it said, oblivious as usua to sarcasm. "1 may have to have some programs rewritten. Weve never
gonethisfar without being able to submit aninety percent rating to the Grand Jury Data Bank.”

"Then Isadorais feeding me aline, right? She doesn't have anything to go on?"

"Not drictly true. She hasan anadlys's, acurve, that places the probability of capture as near certainty
within oneyear."

"Y ou gave her that estimate, didn't you?"
"Of course.”

"Then what the hell does she'do? Ligten, I'll tell you right now, | don't fed good about putting my fatein
her hands. | think thisjob of detectiveisjust atrumped-up featherbed. 1sn't that right?*

"The privacy laws forbid me to express an opinion about the worth, performance, or intelligence of a
human ditizen.
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But | can give you acomparison. Would you entrust the construction of your symphoniesto acomputer
aone? Would you sign your name to awork that was generated entirely by me?"



"| seeyour point.”

"Exactly. Without a computer you'd never calculate al the factors you need for asymphony. But / do not
writethem. It isyour creative spark that makesthe whed sturn. Incidentaly, | told your predecessor but
of course you don't remember it, | liked your Liquid Ice tremendoudy. It was areal pleasure to work
withyou onit."

"Thanks. | wish | could say the same." | signed off, feding no better than when | began the interface.

Themention of Liquid Ice had me seething again. Robbed! Violated! I'd rather have been gang-raped by
chimpanzees than have the memory stolen from me. | had punched up thefilmsof Liquid Ice and they
were beautiful. Stunning, and | could say it without conceit because | had not written it.

My life became very smple. | worked—twelve and fourteen hours aday sometimes—ate, dept, and
worked some more. Twiceaday | put in one-hour learning to fight over the holovison. It was dl highly
theoretical, of course, but it had vaue. It kept me in shape and gave me a sense of confidence.

For thefirst timein my lifel got agood look at what my body would have been with no tampering. | was
born female, but Carnival wanted to raise me as aboy so she had me Changed when | was two hours
old. It'sanother of the contradictionsin her that used to infuriate me so much but which, as| got older, |
cameto love. | mean, why goto al the pain and trouble of bringing a child to term and giving birth
naturaly, al from a professed didike of tampering—and then turn around and refuse to accept the results
of nature'slottery? | have decided that it'saresult of her age. She'samost two hundred by now, which
puts her childhood back in the days before Changing. In those days—I've never understood why—there
was
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apredilection for mae children. | think she never redly shed it.

At any rate, | spent my childhood mae. When | got my first Change, | picked my own body design.
Now, in asix-lunation-old clone body which naturaly reflected my actud genetic structure, | was pleased
to seethat my first female body design had not been far from the truth.

| was short, with small breasts and an undistinguished body. But my face was nice. Cute, | would say. |
liked the nose. The age of the accelerated clone body was about seventeen years; perhaps the nose
would loseits upturn in afew years of natural growth, but | hoped not. If it did, I'd have it put back.

Once aweek, | had arecording made. It wasthe only time | saw people in the flesh. Carniva, Leander,
Isadora, and a medico would enter and stay for awhile after it was made. It took them an hour each way
to get past the security dgvices. | admit it made mefed alittle more secure to see how long it took even
my friendsto get into my apartment. It waslike an invisible fortress outside my door. The better to lure
you into my parlor, killer!

| worked with the CC as| never had before. We wrote new programs that produced four-dimensional
modelsin my viewer unlike anything we had ever done. The CC knew the stage—which wasto be the
Kansas disneyland— and | knew the storm. Since | couldn't walk on the stage before the concert this
time | had to rely on the CC to recongtruct it for mein the holo tank.

Nothing makes mefed more godlike. Even watching it in the three-meter tank | fdlt thirty meterstall with
lightning in my hair and acrown of shimmering frost. | walked through the K ansas autumn, the brown,
rolling, featureless prairie before the red or white man came. It was the way the real Kansas |ooked now
under the rule of the Invaders, who had ripped up the barbed wire, smoothed over the furrows,



dismantled the cities and railroads, and let the buffalo roam once more.

Therewasalogigtica problem | had never faced before. | intended to use the buffalo instead of having
them kept
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out of theway. | needed the thundering hooves of a stampede; it was very much a part of the
environment | was creating. How to do it without killing animals?

The disneyland management wouldn't alow any of their livestock to be injured as part of a performance.
That was fine with me; my stomach turned at the very thought. Art isonething, but lifeisanother and |
will not kill unlessto save mysdlf. But the Kansas disneyland has two million head of buffalo and |
envisioned up to twenty-five twisters at one time. How do you keep the two separate?

With subtlety, | found. The CC had buffao behaviord profilesthat were very relidble. The damn CC
stores everything, and I've had occasion more than once to be thankful for it. We could position the
herds at a selected spot and |et the twisters|oose above them. The tornadoes would never be totally
under our control—they are capricious even when handmade—but we could rely on ahard 90 percent
accuracy in steering them. The herd profile we worked up was usable out to two decimal points, and as
insurance againgt the unforeseen weingtalled severd groups of flash bombsto turn the herd if it headed
into danger.

It'san endless series of details. Where does the lightning strike, for instance? On aflat, gently rolling
plain, the natural accumulation of eectric charge can be just about anywhere. We had to be surewe
could shape it the way we wanted, by burying five hundred accumulators that could trigger an
air-to-ground flash on cue. And to the right spot. The air-to-air are harder. And the bal lightning —oh,
brother. But we found we could guideit pretty well with buried wires carrying an eectric current. There
were going to be range fires—so check with the management on placesthat are due for acontrolled burn
anyway, and keep the buffalo away from there, too; and be sure the smoke would not blow over into the
audience and spoil the view or into the herd and panic them. . . .

But it was going to be glorious.
Six lunationsrolled by. Sx lunations! 177.18353 mean solar days!
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| discovered that figure during along period of brooding when | called up dl sorts of dataon the
investigation. Which, according to Isadora, was going well.

| knew better. The CC hasitsfaults but shading datais not one of them. Ask it what the figures are and it
printsthem out in tricolor.

Here's some: probability of acapture by the origina curve, 93 percent. Total number of viable suspects
remaining: nine. Highest probability of those nine possibles: 3.9 percent. That was Carnival. The others
were also close friends, and were there solely because they had had the opportunity at al three murders.
Even | sadora dared not speculate—at least not aloud, and to me—about whether any of them had a
moative.

| discussed it with the CC.

"I know, Fox, | know," it replied, with the closest approach to mechanica despair | have ever heard.



"Isthat dl you can say?'
"No. Asi£ happens, I'm pursuing the other possibility: thet it was aghost who killed you.”
"Areyou serious?'

"Yes. Theterm 'ghost’ coversall illegd beings. | estimate there to be on the order of two hundred of them
exiging outsde legdl sanctions on Luna These are executed criminalswith their right to life officialy
revoked, unauthorized children never registered, and some suspected artificial mutants. Thoselast arethe
result of proscribed experiments with human DNA. All these conditions are hard to conceal for any
length of time, and | round up afew every year."

"What do you do with them?"
"They havenoright to life. I must execute them when | find them.”
"You doit? That's not just afigure of speech?

"That'sright. | doit. It'sajob humansfind distasteful. | never could keep the position filled, so | assumed
it mysdlf.”

That didn't St right with me. Thereis an atavistic Streak in me that doesn't like to turn over the complete
function-
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ing of society to machines. | get it from my mother, who goesfor years a atime not deigning to speak to
the CC.

"So you think someone like that may be after me. Why?'

"Thereisinaufficient datafor ameaningful answer. 'Why' has dways been atough question for me. | can
operate only on the parameters fed into me when I'm dealing with human motivation, and | suspect that
the parameters are not complete. I'm constantly being surprised.”

"Thank goodnessfor that." But thistime, | could have wished the CC knew alittle more about human
behavior.

So | was being hunted by a spook. It didn't do anything for my peace of mind. | tried to think of how
such aperson could exist in this card-file world we livein. A technologicd rat, smarter than the
computers, ableto fit into the cracks and holesin the integrated circuits. Where were those cracks? |
couldn't find them. When | thought of the checks and safeguards al around us, the voluntary genaysiswe
submit to every time we spend money or take atube or close abusiness ded or interface with the
computer . . . People used to sign their names many times aday, or so I've heard. Now, we scrape off a
bit of dead skin from our pams. It's damn hard to fake.

But how do you catch aphantom? | wasfacing life asarecluseif thismurderer wasreally so determined
that | die.

That concluson came at abad time. | had finished Cyclone, and to relax | had called up the films of
some of the other performances during my absence from the art scene. | never should have done that.

Flashiness was out. Understated el egance was in. One of thereviews| read was very flattering to my
Liquid Ice. | quote:



"In this piece Fox has closed the book on the blood and thunder school of Environmentdist!!. This
powerful statement sums up the things that can be achieved by sheer magnitude and overwhelming

drama. The displays of the future will be concerned with the gentle nuance of dusk, the elusive bresth of a
summer breeze. Fox isthe
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Tchaikovsky of Environmentalism, the last great romantic who paints on abroad canvas. Whether she
can adjust to the new, more thoughtful stylesthat are evolving in the work of Janus, or Pym, or even
some of the ambiguous abstractions we have seen from Tyleber, remains to be seen. Nothing will detract
from the sublime glory of Liquid Ice, of course, but thetimeishere ..." and so forth and thank-you for
nothing.

For an awful moment | thought | had a beautiful dinosaur on my hands. It can happen, and the hazards
are pronounced after areincarnation. Advancing technology, fashion, frontiers, taste, or moras can make
the best of us obsolete overnight. Was everyone contemplating gentle springtimes now, after my long
deegp? Werethe cool, sweet zephyrs of asummer's night the only thing that had meaning now?

A panicky cdl to my agent dispelled that quickly enough. Asusud, the pronouncements of the critics had
gone ahead of the public taste. I'm not knocking critics; that's their function, if you concede they have a
function: to chart a course into unexplored territory. They must Say at the leading edge of the innovative
artitic evolution, they must see what everyone will be seeing in afew years time. Meanwhile, the public
was il eating up the type of superspectacle | have dways specidized in. | ran therisk of being labeled a
dinosaur mysdlf, but | found the prospect did not worry me. | became an artist through the back door,
just like thetinkerersin early twentieth-century Hollywood. Before | was discovered, | had just been an
environmenta engineer having agood time.

That's not to say | don't take my art serioudy. | do sweset over it, investing inspiration and perspiration in
about the classic Edison proportions. But | don't take the critics too serioudy, especialy when they're not
enunciating the public taste. Just because Beethoven doesn't sound like currently popular art doesn't
mean hismusicisworthless.

| found mysdlf thinking back to the times before Environmentalism made such a splash. Back then we
were carefree. We had grandiose bull sessions, talking of what
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wewould do if only we were given an environment large enough. We spent months roughing out the
programs for something to be called Typhoon! It was ahurricane in abottle, and the bottle would have
to be five hundred kilometerswide. Such abottle till does not exist, but when it's built some fool will
stage the show. Maybe me. The good old days never die, you know.

So my agent made adedl with the owner of the Kansas disneyland. The owner had known that | was
working on something for his place, but 1'd not talked to him about it. The terms were generous. My
agent displayed the profit report on Liquid Ice, which was il playing yearly to packed housesin
Pennsylvania. | got agtraight fifty percent of the gate, with costs of the ingtallation and computer timeto
be shared between me and the disneyland. | sood to make about five million Lunar marks.

And | wasrobbed again. Not killed thistime, but robbed of the chance to go into Kansas and supervise
the ingtdlation of the equipment. | clashed mightily with Isadora and would have stormed out on my own,
armed with not so much asanall file, if not for apleading vist from Carnivad. So | backed down this
once and sat at home, going there only by holographic projection. | plunged into self-doubt. After all, |
hadn't even felt the Kansas sod beneath my bare feet thistime. | hadn't been there in the flesh for over



three years. My usua method before | even concelve aproject isto spend aweek or two just wandering
naked through the park, getting the fed of it through my skin and nose and those senses that don't even
have aname.

It took the CC three hours of gentle argument to convince me again that the models we had written were
accurate to seven decimal places. They were perfect. An action ordered up on the computer model
would be a perfect analog of thereal action in Kansas. The CC said | could make quite abit of money
just renting the software to other artists.

The day of the premiere of Cyclone found me gtill in my gpartment. But | was on theway out. Smdl as|
am, | somehow managed to struggle out that
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door with Carniva, Isadora, Leander, and my agent pulling on my elbows.
| was not going to watch the performance on the tube.

| arrived early, surrounded by my impromptu bodyguard. The sky matched my mind; gray, overcast, and
dightly fearful. It brooded over us, and | felt more and more like asacrificia lamb mounting some somber
dtar. But it was amagnificent stage to die upon.

The Kansas disneyland is one of the newer ones, and one of thelargest. It isahollowed-out cylinder
twenty kilometers beneath Clavius. It measures two hundred and fifty kilometersin diameter and isfive
kilometershigh. Therimisartfully disguised to blend into the blue sky. When you are haf akilometer
fromtherim, theilluson fails; otherwise, you might aswell be stlanding back on Old Earth. The curvature
of thefloor is consstent with Old Earth, so the horizon isterrifyingly far away. Only the gravity isLunar.

Kansaswas built after most of the more spectacular possibilities had been exhausted, either on Lunaor
another planet. There was Kenya, beneath Mare Moscoviense; Himalaya, aso on the Farside; Amazon,
under old Tycho; Pennsylvania, Sahara, Pacific, Mekong, Transylvania. There were thirty disneylands
under the inhabited planets and satellites of the solar system the last time | counted.

Kansasis certainly the least interesting topographicaly. It'sflat, dmaost monotonous. But it was perfect
for what | wanted to do. What artist really chooses to paint on a canvas that's a ready been covered with
pictures? Well, | have, for one. But for the frame of mind | wasin when | wrote Cyclone it had to be the
starkness of the wide-open sky and the browns and yellows of the rolling terrain. It wasthe place where
Dorothy departed for Oz. The home of the black twister.

| was greeted warmly by Pym and Janus, old friends here to see what the grand master was up to. Or so
| flattered mysdlf. More likely they were hereto seethe old lady make afool of hersdlf. Very few others
were ableto get closeto me. My shield of high shoulders was very effective. It wouldn't do when the
show began, however.
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| wished | wasalittletaler, then wondered if that would make me a better target.

Theviewing areawas agentle rise about akilometer in radius. It had been written out of the program to

the extent that none of the more fearsome effects would intrude to sweep us all into the Land of Oz. But

being a spectator at aweather show can be gruding. Most had come prepared with clear plastic dicker,
insulated coat, and boots. | was going to be banging some warm and some very cold air masses head on
to get thingsrolling, and some of it would sweep over us. There were afew brave soulsin Native



American war paint, feasthers, and moccasins.

An Environmenta happening has no opening chordslikeamusical symphony. Itisaready in progress
when you arrive, and will till be going on when you leave. The weather in adisneyland isa continuous
process and we merely shape afew hours of it to our wills. The observer does not need to watch it inits
entirety.

Indeed, it would be impossible to do 0, asit occurs dl around and above you. Thereis no rule of
dlence. Peopletalk, stroll, break out picnic lunches as an ancient signa for therain to begin, and
generdly enjoy themsalves. Y ou experience the symphony with al five senses, and severd that you are
not aware of. Most people do not redlize the effect of a gigantic low-pressure area sweeping over them,
but they fed it dl the same. Humidity aters mood, metabolism, and hormone level. All of thesethingsare
important to the total experience, and | neglect none of them.

Cyclone has adefinite beginning, however. At least to the audience. It begins with the opening bolt of
lightning. | worked over it along time, and designed it to shatter nerves. Thereisthe dow building of
thunderheads, the ominous rolling and turbulence, then the prickling in your body hairsthat you don't
even notice conscioudy. And then it hits. It crashesin at seventeen pointsin aring around the audience,
none farther away than half akilometer. It is properly caled chain lightning, because after
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theinitia dischargeit kegpsflashing for afull seven seconds. It's designed to take the hair right off your
scap.

It had its desired effect. We were surrounded by a crown of jittering incandescent snakes, coiling and
dancing with a sound imported direct to you from Armageddon. It startled the hell out of me, and | had
been expecting it.

It was awhile before the audience could get their oohers and aaheis back into shape. For severd
seconds | had touched them with stark, naked terror. An emotion like that doesn't come cheaply to
sensation-gtarved, innately insular tunnel dwedlers. Lunarians get little to redly shout about, growing upin
the warrens and corridors, and living their livesmore or less afraid of the surface. That'swhy the
disneylands were built, because people wanted limitless vistas that were not in vacuum.

The thunder never redly stopped for me. It blended imperceptibly into the gpplause that is more valuable
than the millions | would make from this storm.

Asfor therest of the performance. . .

What can | say? It's been said that there's nothing more dull than adescription of the wegther. | believeit,
even spectacular weather. Weather is an experimenta thing, and that's why tapes and films of my works
sl few copies. Y ou have to be there and have the wind actudly whipping your face and fed the
oppressive weight of atornado asit passes overhead like avermiform freight train. | could write down
where the funnd clouds formed and where they went from there, where the deet and hail fell, wherethe
buffalo stampeded, but it would do no one any good. If you want to seeit, go to Kansas. Thelast |
heard, Cyclone isdill playing theretwo or threetimes yearly.

| recall standing surrounded by a sea of people. Beyond meto the east the land was burning. Smoke
boiled black from the hilltops and sooty gray from the hollows where the water wasrisng to drownit. To
the north aHerculean cyclone swept up achain of bal lightning like pearls and swallowed them into the
evacuated vortex in its center. Above me, two twisters were twined in adeath dance. They circled each
other like baleful gray predators, taking
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each other's measure. They feinted, retreated, dithered, and skittered like tubes of ail. It was beautiful
and deadly. And | had never seen it before. Someone was tampering with my program.

Asl redlized that and stood rooted to the ground with the possibly disastrous consegquences becoming
apparent to me, the wind-snakes locked in afina embrace. Their counterrotations canceled out, and they
were gone. Not even a breath of wind reached meto hint of that titanic struggle.

| ran through the seventy-kilometer wind and the thrashing rain. | was wearing sturdy moccasnsand a
parka, and carrying the knife | had brought from my apartment.

Wasit a lure, set by one who has become a student of Foxes? Am | playing into his hands?
| didn't care. | had to meet him, had to fight it out once and for al.

Getting away from my "protection” had been smple. They were astransfixed by the display asthe rest of
the audience, and it had merely been a matter of waiting until they dl looked in the samedirection and
fading into the crowd. | picked out asmall woman dressed in Indian style and offered her ahundred
marks for her moccasins. She recognized me—my new face was on the programs—and made me a gift
of them. Then | worked my way to the edge of the crowd and bolted past the security guards. They were
not too concerned since the audience areawas enclosed by a shock-field. When | went right through it
they may have been surprised, but | didn't look back to see. | was one of only three people in Kansas
wearing the PassKey device on my wrist, so | didn't fear anyone following me.

| had doneit al without conscious thought. Some part of me must have analyzed it, planned it out, but |
just executed the results. | knew where he must be to have generated his tornado to go into combat with
mine. No one e se in Kansas would know where to look. | was headed for a particular wind generator
on the east periphery.
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| moved through weather more violent than the real Kansas would have experienced. It was
concentrated violence, more wind and rain and devastation than Kansas would normaly havein afull
year. And it was happening al around me.

But | wasdl right, unless he had more tricks up his deeve. | knew where the tornadoes would be and at
what time. | dodged them, waited for them to pass, knew every twist and dido they would make on their
seemingly random courses. Off to my |eft the buffalo herds milled, resting from the stampede that had
brought them past the audience for thefirst time. In an hour they would be thundering back again, but for
now | could forget them.

A twister headed for me, legped high in the air, and skidded through amiasma of uprooted sage and sod.
| clocked it with theinternd picture | had and dived for agully at just the right time. It hopped over me
and was gone back into the clouds. | ran on.

My training in the gpartment was paying off. My body was only six lunations old, and asfindly tuned asit
would ever be. | rested by dowing to atrot, only to run again in afew minutes. | covered ten kilometers
before the storm began to dow down. Behind me, the audience would be drifting avay. The critics
would be trying out scathing phrases or wild adulation; | didn't see how they could find any middle
ground for this one. Kansas was being released from the grip of machines gone wild. Ahead of mewas
my killer. | would find him.



| wasn't totally unprepared. 1sadorahad given in and alowed meto ingtal a computerized bomb in my
body. It would kill my kille—and me—if he jumped me. It wasintended as a ba ance-of-terror device,
the kind you hope you will never use becauseit terrorizes your enemy too much for himto test it. | would
inform him of it if | had the time, hoping he would not be crazy enough to kill both of us. If hewas, we
had him, though it would be little comfort to me. At least Fox 5 would be the last in the series. With the
remains of abody, | sadora guaranteed to bring akiller to justice.

The sun came out as | reached the lagt, distorted gully
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before the wall. It was distorted because it was one of the places where tourists were not alowed to go.
It was like walking through the backdrop on a stage production. The land was squashed together in one
of the dimensions, and the hillsin front of me were painted against abas-relief. It was meant to be seen
from adistance.

Standing in front of the towering murd wasaman.

He was naked, and grimed with dirt. He watched me as | went down the gentle dope to stand waiting for
him. | stopped about two hundred metersfrom him, drew my knifeand held it inthe air. | waited.

He came down the concedled stairway, dowly and painfully. He was limping badly on hisleft leg. Asfar
as| could see he was unarmed.

The closer he got, the worse he looked. He had been in a savage fight. He had long, puckered, badly
healed scars on hisleft leg, his chest, and hisright arm. He had one eye; theright onewasonly a
reddened socket. There was a scar that dashed from his forehead to his neck. It was a hideousthing. |
thought of the CC's suspicion that my killer might be aghost, someone living on the raw edges of our
civilization. Such aman might not have access to medica treatment whenever he needed it.

"I think you should know," | said, with just the dightest quaver, "that | have abomb in my body. It's
powerful enough to blow both of usto pieces. It's set to go off if I'm killed. So don't try anything funny.”

"l won't," hesaid. "I thought you might have afailsafe thistime, but it doesn't matter. I'm not going to hurt
you."

"Isthat what you told the others?' | sneered, crouching alittle lower ashe neared me. | felt like | had the
upper hand, but my predecessors might have felt the same way.

"No, | never said that. Y ou don't haveto bdieve me."

He stopped twenty meters from me. Hishands were at his sides. He looked helpless enough, but he
might have awegpon buried somewhere in the dirt. He might have anything. | had to fight to keep
fedingthat | wasin control.

Then | had to fight something else. | gripped the knife
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tighter as a picture dowly superimposed itself over hisravaged face. It wasamentd picture, the
functioning of my "sxth sense.”

No one knowsif that senseredlly exigts. | think it does, because it works for me. It can be expressed as
the knack for seeing someone who has had radical body work done— sex, weight, height, skin color all



atered—and 4iill being able to recognize him. Some say it's an evolutionary change. | didn't think
evolution worked that way. But | can doit. And | knew who thistdl, brutaized mae stranger was.

Hewasme.

| sorang back to my guard, wondering if he had used the shock of recognition to overpower my earlier
incarnations. It wouldn't work with me. Nothing would work. | was going to kill him, no matter who he
was.

"You know me" hesaid. It was not aquestion.

"Yes. And you scare hdll out of me. | knew you knew alot about me, but | didn't redlize you'd know this

Helaughed, without humor. "Yes. | know you from theingde.”

The silence stretched out between us. Then he began to cry. | was surprised, but unmoved. | was till dl
nerve endings, and suspected ninety thousand types of dirty tricks. Let him cry.

He dowly sank to his knees, sobbing with the kind of washed-out monotony that you read about but
seldom hear. He put his hands to the ground and awkwardly shuffled around until his back wasto me.
He crouched over himsdlf, his head touching the ground, hishandswide at his Sdes, hislegs bent. It was
about the most wide-open, hel pless posture imaginable, and | knew it must be for areason. But |
couldn't seewhat it might be.

"| thought | had thisal over with," he sniffed, wiping his nose with the back of one hand. "I'm sorry, I'd
meant to be more dignified. | guess|'m not made of the stern stuff | thought. | thought it'd be easier.” He
was slent for amoment, then coughed hoarsdly. "Go on. Get it over with."

"Huh?' | said, honestly dumbfounded.
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"Kill me. It'swhat you came herefor. Anditll beardief to me.”

| took my time. | tood motionlessfor afull minute, looking at the incredible problem from every angle.
What kind of trick could there bel He was smart, but he wasn't God. He couldn't call inan air strike on
me, cause the ground to swallow me up, disarm me with one crippled foot, or hypnotize meinto plunging
the knifeinto my own gut. Evenif he could do something, he would die, too.

| advanced cautioudy, aert for the dightest twitch of hisbody. Nothing happened. | stood behind him,
my eyesflicking from hisfeet to hishandsto his bare back. | raised the knife. My handstrembled alittle,
but my determination was ill there. | would not flub this. | brought the knife down.

The point went into hisflesh, into the muscle of his shoulder blade, about three centimeters deep. He
gasped. A trickle of blood went winding through the knobs aong his spine. But he didn't move, he didn't
try to get up. He didn't scream for mercy. He just knelt there, shivering and turning pae.

I'd have to stab harder. | pulled the knife free, and more blood came out. And till he waited.

That was about dl | could take. My bloodlust had dried in my mouth until all | could taste was vomit
welling in my stomach.

I'm not afoal. It occurred to me even then that this could be some demented trick, that he might know



me well enough to be sure | could not go through with it. Maybe he was some sort of psychotic who got
thrills out of playing thiskind of incredible game, dlowing hislifeto be put in danger and then drenching
himsdf in my blood.

But hewas me. It wasdl | had to go on. Hewasamewho had lived avery different life, becoming
much tougher and wilier with every day, diverging by the hour from what | knew as my personaity and
capabilities. So | tried and | tried to think of myself doing what he was doing now for the purpose of
murder. | failed utterly.

Andif | could sink that low, I'd rather not live.
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"Hey, get up,” | said, going around in front of him. He didn't respond, so | nudged him with my foot. He
looked up, and saw me offering him the knife, hilt-first.

"If thisissome sort of scheme” | said, "I'd rather learn of it now."

His one eye was red and brimming as he got up, but there was no joy in him. He took the knife, not
looking a me, and stood there holding it. The skin on my belly was crawling. Then he reversed the knife
and hisbrow wrinkled, asif he were summoning up nerve. | suddenly knew what he was going to do,
and | lunged, | was barely in time. The knife missed hisbelly and went off to the side as | yanked on his
arm. He was much stronger than 1.1 was pulled off balance, but managed to hang onto hisarm. He
fought with me, but was intent on suicide and had no thought of defending himsdif. I brought my fist up
under hisjaw and he went limp.

Night had falen. | disposed of the knife and built afire. Did you know that dried buffalo manure burns
well?1 didn't believeit until | put it to the test.

| dressed hiswound by tearing up my shirt, wrapped my parkaaround him to ward off the chill, and sat
with my bare back to the fire. Luckily, there was no wind, becauseit can get very chilly onthe plains at
night.

He woke with asore jaw and aresigned demeanor. He didn't thank me for saving him from himself. |
suppose peoplerarely do. They think they know what they're doing, and their reasons ways seem
logica to them.

"Y ou don't understand,” he moaned. "Y ou're only dragging it out. | haveto die, thereé's no place for me
here”

"Make me understand,” | said.

Hedidn't want to talk, but there was nothing to do and no chance of degping in the cold, so he eventudly
did. The story was punctuated with long, truculent silences.

It semmed from the bank robbery two and ahalf years ago. It had been staged by some very canny
robbers. They had a new dodge that made me respect | sadora’s statement that police methods had not
kept pace with crimind possibilities.
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The destruction of the memory cubes had been merely adecoy. They were equaly unconcerned about
the cash they took. They were bunco artists.



They had destroyed the rest of the cubes to conceal the theft of two of them. That way the police would
be looking for a crime of passion, murder, rather than one of profit. It was a complicated double feint,
because the robbers wanted to give the impression of someone who was trying to conceal murder by
geding cash.

My killer—we both agreed he should not be called Fox so we settled on the name he had come to fancy,
Rat— didn't know the detalls of the scheme, but it involved the theft of memory cubes containing two of
the richest people on Luna. They were taken, and clones were grown. When the memories were played
into the clones, the people were awvakened into afasaly created situation and encouraged to believe that
it wasredlity. It would work; the newly reincarnated person iswilling to be led, willing to believe. Rat
didn't know exactly what the plans were beyond that. He had awakened to be told that it wasfifteen
thousand yearslater, and that the Invaders had |eft Earth and were rampaging through the solar system
wiping out the human race. It took three lunations to convince them that he—or rather she, for Rat had
been awakened into abody identical to the one | was wearing—was not the right billionaire. That she
was not abillionaire at dl, just astruggling artist. The thieves had gotten the wrong cube.

They dumped her. Just like that. They opened the door and kicked her out into what she thought was the
end of civilization. She soon found out that it was only twenty yearsin her future, Snce her memories
came from the stolen cube which | had recorded about twenty years before.

Don't ask me how they got the wrong cube. One cube looks exactly like another; they arein fact
indistinguishable from one another by any test known to science short of playing theminto acloneand
asking the resulting person who he or sheis. Because of that fact, the banks we entrust them to have a
fool proof filing system to avoid unplessant accidents like Rat. The only possible answer
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wasthat for al their planning, for al their cunning and guile, the thieves had read 2 in column A and
sdected 3in column B.

| didn't think much of their chances of living to spend any of that money. | told Rat so.

"| doubt if their extortion schemeinvolves money,” hesaid. "At least not directly. Morelikely the theft
was amed at obtaining information contained in the minds of billionaires. Rich people are often protected
with psychologica safeguards againgt having information tortured from them, but can't block themselves
againg divulging it willingly. That'swhat the Invader hoax must have been about, to finagletheminto
thinking the information no longer mattered, or perhaps that it must be revedled to save the human race.”

"I'm suspicious of involuted schemeslikethat,” | said.
"So am |." Welaughed when we redized what he had said. Of course we had the same opinions.

"But it fooled me" hewent on. "When they discarded me, | fully expected to meet the Invaders
face-to-face. It was quite a shock to find that the world was amost unchanged.”

"Almog," | said, quietly. | was beginning to empathize with him.
"Right." Helost the half-smile that had lingered on hisface, and | was sad to seeit go.

What would | have donein the same situation? There's really no need to ask. | must believe that | would
have done exactly as she did. She had been dumped like garbage, and quickly saw that she was about
that useful to society. If found, she would be eliminated like garbage. The robbers had not thought
enough of her to bother killing her. She could tell the police certain thingsthey did not know if shewas



captured, so she had to assume that the robbers had told her nothing of any use to the police. Evenif she
could have helped capture and convict the conspirators, she would till be diminated. Shewasanillegd

person.

Sherisked awithdrawal from my bank account. | remembered it now. It wasn't large, and | assumed |
must have written it Snceit was backed up by my genaysis. It
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wasfar too small an amount to suspect anything. And it wasn't thefirst time | have made awithdrawal
and forgotten about it. She knew that, of course.

With the money she bought a Change on the dy. They can be had, though you take your chances. It's not
the safest thing in the world to conduct illegd business with someone who will soon have you on the
operating table, unconscious. Rat had thought the Change would help throw the police off histrail if they
should learn of his existence. Isadoratold me about that once, said it was the sign of the inexperienced
cimind.

Rat was definitely afugitive. If discovered and captured, he faced a death sentence. It's harsh, but the
population laws alow no loopholes whatsoever. If they did, we could be up to our earsin acentury.
Therewould be notrid, only apositive gendys's and ahearing to determine which of uswastherightful
Fox.

"l can't tell you how bitter | was" he said. " learned dowly how to survive. It's not as hard as you might
think, in someways, and much harder than you can imaginein others. | could walk the corridorsfredly,
aslong as| did nothing that required agendyss. That meansyou can't buy anything, ride on public
transport, take ajob. But the air isfreeif you're not registered with the tax board, water isfree, and food
can be had in the disneylands. | was lucky in that. My palmprint would still open dl the restricted doorsin
the disneylands. A legacy of my artistic days." | could hear the bitternessin hisvoice.

And why not? He had been robbed, too. He went to deep as | had been twenty years ago, an
up-and-coming artist, excited by the possibilitiesin Environmentalism. He had greet dreams. | remember
them well. He woke up to find that it had &l been redized but none of it was for him. He could not even
get access to computer time. Everyone was talking about Fox and her last opus, Thun-derhead. She
wasthe darling of the art world.

He went to the premiere of Liquid Ice and began to hate me. He was deeping in the air recirculatorsto
keep warm, foraging nuts and berries and an occasona squirrdl in Pennsylvania, whilel was getting rich
and famous. He
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took to trailling me. He stole a spacesuit, followed me out onto Palus Putridinus.

"l didn't planit,” he said, hisvoice wracked with guilt. "I never could have doneit with planning. Theidea
just struck me and before | knew it | had pushed you. Y ou hit the bottom and | followed you down,
because | wasredly sorry | had doneit and | lifted your body up and looked into your face. . .. Your
facewasadl ... my face, it was. . . the eyes popping out and blood boiling away and . . ."

He couldn't go on, and | was grateful. He finally let out a shuddering breath and continued.

"Before they found your body | wrote some checks on your account. Y ou never noticed them when you
woke up that first time, since the reincarnation had taken such abig chunk out of your balance. We never



were any good with money." He chuckled again. | took the opportunity to move closer to him. Hewas
speaking very quietly so that | could barely hear him over the crackling of thefire.

"I ... 1 guess| went crazy then. | can't account for it any other way. When | saw you in Pennsylvania
again, walking among the trees asfree as can be, | just cracked up. Nothing would do but that | kill you
and take your place. I'd haveto do it in away that would destroy the body. | thought of acid, and of
burning you up herein Kansasin arangefire. | don't know why | settled on abomb. It was stupid. But |
don't fed responsible. At least it must have been painless.

"They reincarnated you again. | was fresh out of ideas for murder. And motivation. | tried to think it out.
So | decided to approach you carefully, not revealing who | was. | thought maybe | could reach you. |
tried to think of what | would do if | was approached with the same story, and decided I'd be
sympathetic. | didn't reckon with the fear you were feding. Y ou were hunted. | mysdf was being hunted,
and | should have seen that fear brings out the best and theworst in us.

"Y ou recognized me immedi ately—something else | should have thought of—and put two and two
together so fast | didn't even know what hit me. Y ou were on me, and
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you were armed with aknife. Y ou had been taking training in martid arts." He pointed to the various
scars. Y ou did thisto me, and this, and this. Y ou nearly killed me. But I'm bigger. | held on and
managed to overpower you. | plunged the knifein your heart.

"l went insane again. I'velogt al memories from the sight of the blood pouring from your chest until
yesterday. | somehow managed to stay alive and not bleed to death. | must havelived like an animd. I'm
dirty enough to be one.

"Then yesterday | heard two of the maintenance people in the machine areas of Pennsylvaniatalking
about the show you were putting on in Kansas. So | came here. The rest you know."

Thefirewasdying. | redized that part of my shivering was caused by the cold. | got up and searched for
more chips, but it wastoo dark to see. The "moon" wasn't up tonight, would not rise for hours yet.

"Yourecold,” hesaid, suddenly. "I'm sorry, | didn't redize. Here, take thisback. 'm used to it." He held
out the parka.

"No, you keep it. I'm dl right." | laughed when | redized my teeth had been chattering as| said it. He
wasdill holding it out to me.

"Well, maybe we could shareit?'

Luckily it wastoo big, borrowed from arandom spectator earlier intheday. | sat in front of him and
leaned back againgt his chest and he wrapped his arms around me with the parka going around both of
us. My teeth still chattered, but | was cozy.

| thought of him Sitting &t the auxiliary computer termind above the east wind generator, looking out from
adistance of fifteen kilometers at the crowd and the storm. He had known how to talk to me. That
tornado he had created in real-time and sent out to do battle with my storm was as specificto measa
typed message: Vm here! Come meet me.

| had an awful thought, then wondered why it was so awful. It wasn't methat wasin trouble,

"Rat, you used the computer. That means you sub-
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mitted askin samplefor gendysis, and the CC will . . . no, wait aminute.”
"What doesit matter?"

"It... it matters. But the game's not over. | can cover for you. No one knowswhen | |eft the audience, or
why. | can say | saw something going wrong—it could betricky fooling the CC, but I'll think of
something—and headed for the computer room to correct it. I'll say | created the second tornado as

a_
He put his hand over my mouth.

"Don' talk like that. It was hard enough to resign myself to death. There's no way out for me. Don't you
seethat | can't goonliving likearat? What would | do if you covered for methistime? I'll tell you. I'd
spend the rest of my life hiding out here. Y ou could sneak me table scraps from time to time. No,
thank-you."

"No, no. Y ou haven't thought it out. Y ou're till looking on me as an enemy. Alone, you don't havea
chance, I'll concede that, but with me to help you, spend money and so forth, we—" He put his hand
over my mouth again. | found that | didn't mind, dirty asit was.

"Y ou mean you're not my enemy now?' Hesaid it quietly, helplesdy, likeachild asking if | was really
going to stop beating him.

|—" That was asfar as| got. What the hell was going on? | became aware of his arms around me, not
aslovely warmth but as astrong presence. | hugged my legs up closer to me and bit down hard on my
knee. Tears squeezed from my eyes.

| turned to face him, searching to see hisface in the darkness. He went over backwards with me on top
of him.

"No, I'm not your enemy.” Then | was struggling blindly to dispose of the one thing that stood between
us. my pants. While we groped in the dark, the rain started to fal around us.

We laughed as we were drenched, and | remember sitting up on top of him once.
"Dont blameme," | said. "Thissorm isn't mine." Then he pulled me back down.
It was like something you read about in the romance
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magazines. All the overblown words, the intensive hyperbole. It was all real. We were made for each
other, literdly. It was the most astounding act of love imaginable. He knew what | liked to the tenth
decimal place, and | was just as knowledgesble. | knew what he liked, by remembering back to the
times| had been male and then doing what / had liked.

Cdl it masturbation orchestrated for two. There were times during that night when | was unsure of which
onel was. | digtinctly remember touching hisface with my hand and fegling the scar on my own face. For
afew moments | was convinced that the line which forever separatestwo individuas blurred, and we
came closer to being one person than any two humans have ever done.

A timefinally came when we had spent dl our passion. Or, | prefer to think, invested it. We lay together



beneath my parka and alowed our bodiesto adjust to each other, filling the little spaces, trying to touch
in every placeit was possible to touch.

"I'm listening," he whispered. "What's your plan?’

They came after me with ahdicopter later that night. Rat hid out in agully while | threw away my clothes
and walked camly out to meet them. | wasfilthy, with mud and grass plastered in my hair, but that was
consistent with what | had been known to do in the past. Often, before or after a performance, | would
run nude through the disneyland in an effort to get closer to the environment | had shaped.

| told them | had been doing that. They accepted it, Carniva and Isadora, though they scolded mefor a
fool to leavethem as| had. But it was easy to bamboozle them into believing that | had had no choice.

"If I hadn't taken over control when | did,” | said to them, "there might have been twenty thousand dead.
One of those twisters was off course. | extrapolated and saw trouble in about three hours. | had no
choice”

Neither of them knew agtationary cold front from an isobar, so | got away withiit.

Fooling the CC was not so simple. | had to fake data
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asbest | could, and makeit jibe with theinterna records. Thisall had to be donein my head, relying on
the overall fedling I've developed for the medium. When the CC questioned me about-it | told it haughtily
that a human develops asixth sensein art, and it's something acomputer could never grasp. The CC had
to be satisfied with that.

The reviews were good, though | didn't really care. | wasin demand. That made it harder to do what |
had to do, but | was helped by the fact of my continued forced isolation.

| told al the people who called me with offersthat | was not doing anything more until my killer was
caught. And | proposed my ideato Isadora.

She couldn't very well object. She knew there was not much chance of keeping mein my apartment for
much longer, so she went dong with me. | bought a ship and told Carniva about it.

Carnivad didn't likeit much, but she had to agree it was the best way to keep me safe. But she wanted to
know why | needed my own ship, why | couldn't just book passage on a passenger liner.

Because all passengers on a liner must undergo genalysis, iswhat | thought, but what | said was,
"Because how would | know that my killer isnot afellow passenger? To be safe, | must be alone. Don't
worry, mother, | know what I'm doing.”

The day came when | owned my own ship, free and clear. It was a beauty, and cost me most of the five
million | had madefrom Cyclone. It could boost at one gee for weeks; plenty of power to get meto
Pluto. It was completely automatic, requiring only verba instructions to the computer-pilot.

The customs agents went over it, then left me alone. The CC had ingtructed them that | needed to leave
quietly, and told them to cooperate with me. That was a stroke of luck, since getting Rat aboard was the
most hazardous part of the plan. We were able to scrap our elaborate plans and he just walked inlike a
law-abiding citizen.

We sat together in the ship, waiting for theignition.
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"Pluto has no extradition treety with Luna," the CG said, out of the blue.
"I didn't know that," | lied, wondering what the hell was happening.

"Indeed? Then you might be interested in another fact. Thereisvery little on Pluto in the way of
centraized government. Y ou're heading out for the frontier.”

"That should befun,” | said, cautioudy. "Sort of an adventure, right?"

"Y ou dways were one for adventure. | remember when you first came hereto Nearside, over my
objections. That one turned out dl right, didn't it? Now Lunarianslive fredly on either sde of Luna. You
were largely responsiblefor that.”

"Wasl| redly?| don't think so. | think the time wasjust ripe.”

"Perhaps." The CC was slent for awhile as | watched the chronometer ticking down to lift-off time. My
shoulder blades were itching with a sense of danger.

"There are no population laws on Pluto,” it said, and waited.

"Oh?How ddightfully primitive. Y ou mean awoman can have as many children as she wishes?'
"So | hear. I'm onto you, Fox."

"Autopilot, override your previousingructions. | wish to lift off right now! Move!™

A red light flashed on my pand, and started blinking.

"That meansthat it'stoo late for amanud override," the CC informed me. "Y our ship's pilot is not that
bright."

| dumped into my chair and then reached out blindly for Rat. Two minutesto go. So close.

"Fox, it was a pleasure to work with you on Cyclone. | enjoyed it tremendoudly. | think I'm beginning to
understand what you mean when you say 'art.’ I'm even beginning to try some things on my own. |
sincerdly wish you could be around to give me criticism, encouragement, perspective.”

Welooked at the speaker, wondering what it meant by that.
"I knew about your plan, and about the existence of
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your double, since shortly after you left Kansas. Y ou did your best to concedl it and | applaud the effort,
but the datawere unmistakable. | had trillions of nanosecondsto play around with the facts, fit them
together every possibleway, and | arrived at the inevitable answer.”

| cleared my throat nervoudly.
"I'm glad you enjoyed Cyclone. Uh, if you knew this, why didn't you have us arrested that day?'

"Asl| told you, | am not the law-enforcement computer. | merely superviseit. If Isadoraand the
computer could not arrive a the same conclusion, then it seems obvious that some programs should be
rewritten. So | decided to leave them on their own and see if they could solve the problem. It was atest,



you see" It made athroat-clearing sound, and went on in adightly embarrassed voice.

"For awhilethere, afew days ago, | thought they'd redlly catch you. Do you know what a'red herring'
iS? But, as you know, crime does not pay. | informed |sadora of the true Stuation afew minutes ago. She
ison her way here now to arrest your double. She's having alittle trouble with an eevator which is stuck
between levels. I'm sending arepair crew. They should arrive in another three minutes.”

32..31..30..29.. 28 ...
"I don't know what to say."

"Thank you," Rat said. "Thank you for everything. | didn't know you could doiit. | thought your
parametersweretotaly rigid."

"They were supposed to be. I've written afew new ones. And don't worry, you'll bedl right. Y ou will
not be pursued. Once you leave the surface you are no longer violating Lunar law. You are alegd person
agan, Rat."

"Why did you doit?" | was crying as Rat held mein agrasp that threatened to bresk ribs. "What have |
done to deserve such kindness?"

It hesitated.

"Humanity has washed its hands of respongbility. | find mysdf given dl the hard tasks of government. |
find some of the lawstoo harsh, but there is no provision for
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me to disagree with them and no oneiswriting new ones. I'm stuck with them. It just seemed.. . . unfair.”
9.8..7.6..

"Also. .. cance that. Thereisno aso. It... was good working with you.”

| was |eft to wonder as the engines fired and we were pressed into the couches. | heard the CC'slast
message to us come over the radio.

"Good luck to you both. Please take care of each other, you mean alot to me. And don't forget to
write"

Ailr Raid

| wasjerked awake by the sllent darm vibrating my skull. It won't shut down until you sit up, so | did. All
around mein the darkened bunkroom the Snatch Team memberswere deeping singly and in pairs. |
yawned, scratched my ribs, and patted Gene's hairy flank. He turned over. So much for aromantic
send-off.

Rubbing deep from my eyes, | reached to the floor for my leg, Strapped it on, and plugged it in. Then |
was running down the rows of bunks toward Ops.

The situation board glowed in the gloom. Sun-Belt Airlines Flight 128, Miami to New Y ork, September
15, 1979. We'd been looking for that one for three years. | should have been happy, but who can afford
it when you wake up?



Liza Boston muttered past me on theway to Prep. | muttered back and followed. The lights came on
around the mirrors, and | groped my way to one of them. Behind us, three more people staggeredin. |
sat down, plugged in, and at last | could lean back and close my eyes.

They didn't stay closed for long. Rush! | sat up straight asthe dudge | use for blood was replaced with
supercharged go-juice. | looked around me and got aseries of idiot grins. Therewas Liza, and Pinky and
Dave. Againg thefar wal Cristabel was dready turning dowly in front of the airbrush, getting a
Caucasian paint job. It looked like agood team.

| opened the drawer and started preliminary work on my face. It'sabigger job every time. Transfusion
or no, | looked like death. Theright ear was completely gone

44 John Varley

now. | could no longer close my lips; the gums were permanently bared. A week earlier, afinger had
fdlen off in my degp. And what'sit to you, bugger?

While | worked, one of the screens around the mirror glowed. A smiling young woman, blonde, high
brow, round face. Close enough. The crawl line read Mary Katrina Sondergard, born Trenton, New
Jersey, agein 1919: 25. Baby, thisisyour lucky day.

The computer melted the skin away from her face to show me the bone structure, rotated it, gave me
cross sections. | studied the smilaritieswith my own skull, noted the differences. Not bad, and better
than some I'd been given.

| assembled a set of denturesthat included the dight gap in the upper incisors. Putty filled out my cheeks.
Contact lenses fell from the dispenser and | popped them in. Nose plugs widened my nogtrils. No need
for ears; they'd be covered by thewig. | pulled ablank plastiflesh mask over my face and had to pause
whileit mdted in. It took only aminute to mold it to perfection. | smiled at mysdf. How niceto havelips.

The delivery dot clunked and dropped a blonde wig and a pink outfit into my lap. The wig was hot from
the styler. | put it on, then the pantyhose.

"Mandy? Did you get the profile on Sondergard?" | didn't look up; | recognized the voice.
"Roger.”
"Weve located her near the airport. We can dip you in before take-off, so you'll be the joker."

| groaned and looked up at the face on the screen. Elfreda Baltimore-Louisville, Director of Operational
Teams lifdessface and tiny ditsfor eyes. What can you do when al the muscles are dead?

"Okay." Y ou take what you get.

She switched off, and | spent the next two minutes trying to get dressed while keeping my eyes on the
screens. | memorized names and faces of crew members plus the few facts known about them. Then |
hurried out and caught up with the others. Elgpsed time from first darm: twelve minutes and seven
seconds. We'd better get moving.
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"Goddam Sun-Bédt," Cristabel groused, hitching at her bra.

"At least they got rid of the high hedls," Dave pointed out. A year earlier we would have been teetering



down the aides on three-inch platforms. We dl wore short pink shiftswith blue and white diagona
stripes across the front, and carried matching shoulder bags. | fussed trying to get the ridiculous pillbox
cap pinned on.

We jogged into the dark Operations Control Room and lined up at the gate. Things were out of our
hands now. Until the gate was ready, we could only wait.

| wasfirgt, afew feet away from the portal. | turned away fromit; it gives me vertigo. | focused instead
on the gnomes Sitting at their consoles, bathed in yellow lights from their screens. None of them looked
back at me. They don't like usmuch. | don't like them, either. Withered, emaciated, al of them. Our fat
legs and butts and breasts are areproach to them, areminder that Snatchers eat five timestheir ration to
stay presentable for the masquerade. Meantime we continue to rot. One day I'll be Sitting at a console.
Oneday I'll be built in to aconsole, with al my guts on the outside and nothing left of my body but stink.
Thehdl with them.

| buried my gun under aclutter of tissuesand lipsticksin my purse. Elfredawas looking a me.
"Whereisshe?' | asked.

"Motd room. She was aone from ten PM to noon on flight day.”

Departure time was 1:15. She had cut it close and would be in a hurry. Good.

"Can you catch her in the bathroom? Bet of dl, in the tub?"

"Wereworking onit." She sketched a smile with afingertip drawn over lifdesslips. She knew how |
liked to operate, but she wastelling me I'd takewhat | got. It never hurtsto ask. People are at their most
defensel ess stretched out and up to their necksin water.

"Go!" Elfredashouted. | stepped through, and things started to go wrong.
| was facing the wrong way, stepping out of the bath-
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room door and facing the bedroom. | turned and spotted Mary Katrina Sondergard through the haze of
the gate. There wasno way | could reach her without stepping back through. | couldn't even shoot
without hitting someone on the other side.

Sondergard was a the mirror, the worst possible place. Few people recognize themsalves quickly, but
she'd been looking right at herself. She saw me and her eyes widened. | stepped to the Side, out of her
Sght.

"What the hell is.... hey? Who the hell—" | noted the voice, which can be the trickiest thing to get right.

| figured she'd be more curious than afraid. My guess was right. She came out of the bathroom, passing
through the gate asiif it wasn't there, which it wasn't, since it only has one side. She had atowel wrapped
around her.

"Jesus Chrigt! What are you doing in my—" Wordsfail you at atimelike that. She knew she ought to say
something, but what? Excuse me, haven't | seen you in the mirror?

| put on my best slew smile and held out my hand.

"Pardon theintrusion. | can explain everything. You see, I'm—" | hit her on the side of the head and she



staggered and went down hard. Her towd fdll to the floor. "—working my way through college.” She
started to get up, so | caught her under the chin with my artificia knee. She stayed down.

"Standard fuggin' of /" | hissed, rubbing my injured knuckles. But therewas no time. | knelt beside her,
checked her pulse. She'd be okay, but | think | loosened some front teeth. | paused amoment. Lord, to
look like that with no makeup, no prosthetics! She nearly broke my heart.

| grabbed her under the knees and wrestled her to the gate. She was a sack of limp noodles. Somebody
reached through, grabbed her feet, and pulled. So long, love! How would you like to go on along
voyage?

| sat on her rented bed to get my breath. There were car keys and cigarettesin her purse, genuine
tobacco, worth itsweight in blood. 1 lit Six of them, figuring | had five
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minutes of my very own. Theroom filled with sweet smoke. They don't make 'em like that anymore.

The Hertz sedan was in the motel parking lot. | got in and headed for the airport. | breathed deeply of the
air, rich in hydrocarbons. | could see for hundreds of yardsinto the distance. The perspective nearly
made me dizzy, but | live for those moments. There's no way to explain what it'slike in the pre-meck
world. The sun was afierce ydlow bal through the haze.

The other sews were boarding. Some of them knew Sondergard so | didn't say much, pleading a
hangover. That went over wdl, with alot of knowing laughsand dy remarks. Evidently it wasn't out of
character. We boarded the 707 and got ready for the goatsto arrive.

It looked good. The four commandos on the other side were identical twinsfor the women | was
working with. There was nothing to do but be a stewardess until departure time. | hoped there would be
no more glitches. Inverting agate for ajoker run into amote room was one thing, but in a707 at twenty
thousand feset . . .

The plane was nearly full when the woman Pinky would impersonate sealed the forward door. We taxied
to the end of the runway, then we were airborne. | started taking ordersfor drinksin first.

The goats were the usud lot, for 1979. Fat and sassy, dl of them, and as unaware of living in aparadise
asafishisof thesea What would you think, ladies and gents, of a trip to the future? No? 1 can't
say I'msurprised. What if | told you this planeis going to—

My darm beeped as we reached cruising dtitude. | consulted the indicator under my Lady Bulovaand
glanced at one of the restroom doors. | felt avibration pass through the plane. Damn it, not so soon.

The gatewasin there. | came out quickly, and motioned for Diana Gleason—Dave's pigeon—to come
to thefront.

"Takealook at this," | said, with adisgusted look. She started to enter the restroom, stopped when she
saw the green glow. | planted a boot on her fanny and shoved. Perfect. Dave would have achanceto
hear her voice be-
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fore popping in. Though she'd be doing little but screaming when she got alook
around . . .



Dave came through the gate, adjusting his silly little hat. Diana must have struggled.
"Be disgusted,” | whispered.

"What a mess," he said as he came out of the restroom. It was afair imitation of
Diana's tone, though he'd missed the accent. It wouldn't matter much longer.

"What isit?" It was one of the stews from tourist. We stepped aside so she could
get alook, and Dave shoved her through. Pinky popped out very quickly.

"We're minus on minutes,” Pinky said. "We lost five on the other side.”

"Five?' Dave-Diana squeaked. | felt the same way. We had a hundred and three
passengers to process.

"Y eah. They lost contact after you pushed my pigeon through. It took that long to
redign.”

Y ou get used to that. Time runs at different rates on each side of the gate, though it's
always sequential, past to future. Once we'd started the Snatch with me entering
Sondergard's room, there was no way to go back any earlier on either side. Here, in
1979, we had arigid ninety-four minutes to get everything done. On the other side,
the gate could never be maintained longer than three hours.

"When you left, how long was it since the alarm went in?"
"Twenty-eight minutes."

It didn't sound good. It would take at |east two hours just customizing the wimps.
Assuming there was no more dlippage on 79-time, we might just make it. But there's
always dippage. | shuddered, thinking about riding it in.

"No time for any more games, then," | said. "Pink, you go back to tourist and call
both of the other girls up here. Tell 'em to come one at atime, and tell ‘em we've got
aproblem. You know the bit."

"Biting back the tears. Got you." She hurried aft. In no time the first one showed up.
Her friendly Sun-Belt Airlines smile was stamped on her face, but her stomach
would be churning. Oh God, thisisit!
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| took her by the elbow and pulled her behind the curtainsin front. She was
breathing hard.

"Welcome to the twilight zone," | said, and put the gun to her head. She slumped,
and | caught her. Pinky and Dave helped me shove her through the gate.

"Fug! The rotting thing's flickering."

Pinky wasright. A very ominous sign. But the green glow stabilized as we watched,



with who knows how much dlippage on the other side. Cristabel ducked through.

"We're plus thirty-three," she said. There was no sense talking about what we were
all thinking: things were going badly.

"Back to tourist,” | said. "Be brave, smile at everyone, but make it just alittle bit too
good, got it?"'

"Check," Cristabel said.

We processed the other quickly, with no incident. Then there was no time to talk
about anything. In eighty-nine minutes Flight 128 was going to be spread all over a
mountain whether we were finished or not.

Dave went into the cockpit to keep the flight crew out of our hair. Me and Pinky
were supposed to take care of first class, then back up Cristabel and Lizain tourist.
We used the standard "coffee, tea, or milk" gambit, relying on our speed and their
inertia

| leaned over the first two seats on the | eft.

"Are you enjoying your flight?' Pop, pop. Two squeezes on the trigger, close to the
heads and out of sight of the rest of the goats.

"Hi, folks. I'm Mandy. Fly me." Pop, pop.

Halfway to the galley, afew people were watching us curiously. But people don't
make a fuss until they have alot more to go on. One goat in the back row stood up,
and | let him have it. By now there were only eight left awake. | abandoned the smile
and squeezed off four quick shots. Pinky took care of the rest. We hurried through
the curtains, just in time.

There was an uproar building in the back of tourist, with about 60 percent of the
goats already processed. Cristabel glanced at me, and | nodded.

"Okay, folks," she bawled. "l want you to be quiet. Calm
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down and listen up. You, fathead, pipe down before| cram my foot up your ass Sdeways.”

The shock of hearing her talk like that was enough to buy us alittle time, anyway. We had formed a
skirmish line across the width of the plane, guns out, steadied on seat backs, aimed at the milling,
befuddled group of thirty goats.

The guns are enough to awe all but the most foolhardy. In essence, a standard-issue stunner isjust a
plastic rod with two grids about six inches apart. There's not enough metd init to set off ahijack aarm.
And to people from the Stone Age to about 2190 it doesn't look any more like aweapon than a
ball-point pen. So Equipment Section jazzesthem up in aplastic shell to rea Buck Rogers blasters, with
adozen knobs and lights that flash and abarrdl like the snout of ahog. Hardly anyone ever waksinto
one.



"Wearein great danger, and timeisshort. You must al do exactly as| tell you, and you will be safe.”

Y ou can't give them timeto think, you have to rely on your status asthe VVoice of Authority. The Stuation
isjust not going to make sense to them, no matter how you explainit.

"Just aminute, | think you owe us—"
An airborne lawyer. | made a snap decision, thumbed the fireworks switch on my gun, and shot him.

The gun made asound like aflying saucer with hemorrhoids, spit sparks and littlejets of flame, and
extended a green laser finger to hisforehead. He dropped.

All pure kark, of course. But it sureisimpressive,

And it'sdamn risky, too. | had to choose between a panic if the fathead got them to thinking, and a
possible panic from the flash of the gun. But when a 20th getsto talking about his''rights' and what heis
"owed," things can get out of hand. It'sinfectious.

It worked. Therewas alot of shouting, people ducking behind seats, but no rush. We could have
handled it, but we needed some of them conscious if we were ever going to finish the Snatch.

"Get up. Get up, you slugd” Cristabd yelled. "He's
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stunned, nothing worse. But I'll kill the next one who gets out of line. Now get to your feet and do what
| tell you. Children first! Hurry, asfast asyou can, to the front of the plane. Do what the stewardess
tellsyou. Come on, kids, move!"

| ran back into first class just ahead of the kids, turned at the open restroom door, and got on my knees.

They were petrified. There werefive of them—crying, some of them, which aways chokes me
up—Ilooking left and right at dead people in thefirst class seats, sumbling, near panic.

"Comeon, kids," | caled to them, giving my specid smile. "Y our parentswill bedong in just aminute.
Everything'sgoing to bedl right, | promise you. Come on."

| got three of them through. The fourth balked. She was determined not to go through that door. She
spread her legsand arms and | couldn't push her through. | will not hit achild, never. Sheraked her nails
over my face. My wig came off, and she gaped a my bare head. | shoved her through.

Number five was sitting in the aide, bawling. He was maybe seven. | ran back and picked him up,
hugged him and kissed him, and tossed him through. God, | needed arest, but | was needed in tourist.

"Y ou, you, you, and you. Okay, you too. Help him, will you?' Pinky had a practiced eyefor the ones
that wouldn't be any use to anyone, even themsalves. We herded them toward the front of the plane, then
deployed oursdlves aong the left side where we could cover the workers. It didn't take long to prod
them into action. We had them dragging the limp bodies forward asfast asthey could go. Me and
Cristabel werein tourist, with the others up front.

Adrenain was being catabolized in my body now; the rush of action left me and | started to fed very
tired. Theré's an unavoidable feding of sympathy for the poor dumb goats that startsto get me about this
stage of the game. Sure, they were better off; sure, they were going to dieif we didn't get them off the
plane. But when they saw the other side they were going to have ahard time bdlieving it.
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The first ones were returning for asecond load, stunned at what they'd just seen: dozens of people being
put into a cubicle that was crowded when it was empty. One college student looked like held been hit in
the stomach. He stopped by me and his eyes pleaded.

"Look, | want to help you people, just. . . what'sgoing on™? Isthis some new kind of rescue? | mean,
arewe going to crash—"

| switched my gun to prod and brushed it across his cheek. He gasped and fell back.

"Shut your fuggin' mouth and get moving, or I'll kill you." 1t would be hours before hisjaw wasin shape
to ask any more stupid questions.

We cleared tourist and moved up. A couple of the work gang were pretty damn pooped by then.
Muscleslike horses, dl of them, but they can hardly run up aflight of sairs. We let some of them go
through, including a couple that were a least fifty yearsold. Je-znz. Fifty! We got down to a core of four
men and two women who seemed strong, and worked them until they nearly dropped. But we processed
everyonein twenty-five minutes.

The portapak came through as we were stripping off our clothes. Cristabel knocked on the door to the
cockpit and Dave came out, already naked. A bad sign.

"I had to cork 'em," he said. "Bleeding captain just had to make his grand march through the plane. |
tried everything."

Sometimes you have to do it. The plane was on autopilot, asit normally would be at thistime. But if any
of usdid anything detrimental to the craft, changed the fixed course of eventsin any way, that would be

it. All that work for nothing, and Flight 128 inaccessbleto usfor al Time. | don't know dudge about time
theory, but | know the practical angles. We can do thingsin the past only at timesand in places where it
won't make any difference. We have to cover our tracks. Theres flexibility; once a Snatcher Ieft her gun
behind and it went in with the plane. Nobody found it, or if they did, they didn't have the smoggiest idea
of what it was, SO we were okay.

Hight 128 was mechanicd failure. That'sthe best kind;
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it meanswe don't have to keep the pilot unaware of the situation in the cabin right down to ground leve.
We can cork him and fly the plane, since there's nothing he could have doneto save the flight anyway. A
pilot-error smash isamost impossible to snatch. We mostly work midairs, bombs, and structural failures.
If there's even one survivor, we can't touch it. It would not fit the fabric of space-time, whichisimmutable
(though it can stretch alittle), and we'd al just fade away and appear back in the ready room.

My head was hurting. | wanted that portapak very badly.

"Who hasthe most hours on a707?" Pinky did, so | sent her to the cabin, aong with Dave, who could
do the pilot'svoicefor air traffic control. Y ou have to have abelievable record in the flight recorder, too.
They trailed two long tubes from the portapak, and the rest of us hooked in up close. We stood there,
each of ussmoking afistful of cigarettes, wanting to finish them but hoping there wouldn't betime. The
gate had vanished as soon as we tossed our clothes and the flight crew through.

But we didn't worry long. Therée's other nice things about Snatching, but nothing to compare with the rush
of plugging into a portapak. The wake-up transfusion is nothing but fresh blood, rich in oxygen and



sugars. What we were getting now was an insane brew of concentrated adrenain, supersaturated
hemoglobin, methedrine, white lightning, TNT, and Kickapoo joyjuice. It waslike afirecracker in your
heart; aboot in the box that rattled your sox.

"I'm growing hair on my chest," Cristabel said solemnly. Everyone giggled.
"Would someone hand me my eyebaIs?"

"The blue ones, or the red ones?'

"I think my assjust fel off."

Wed heard them all before, but we howled anyway. We were strong, strong, and for one golden
moment we had no worries. Everything was hilarious. | could have torn sheet metal with my eyelashes.

But you get hyper on that mix. When the gate didn't show, and didn't show, and didn't siveetjeez show
wedl
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garted milling. Thisbird waan't going to fly dl that much longer.

Then it did show, and we turned on. Thefirst of the wimps came through, dressed in the clothes taken
from a passenger it had been picked to resemble.

"Two thirty-five dapsed upsidetime,”" Cristabel announced.
"Je-zuz."

It isadeadening routine. Y ou grab the harness around the wimp's shoulders and drag it dong the aide,
after consulting the seat number painted on itsforehead. The paint would last three minutes. Y ou sedt it,
srapit in, break open the harness and carry it back to toss through the gate as you grab the next one.

Y ou haveto takeit for granted they've done the work right on the other side: fillingsin the teeth,
fingerprints, the right match in height and weight and hair color. Most of those things don't matter much,
especialy on Flight 128 which was a crash-and-burn. There would be bits and pieces, and burned to a
crigp at that. But you can't take chances. Those rescue workers are pretty thorough on the partsthey do
find; the dental work and fingerprints especialy are important.

| hatewimps. | redly hate 'em. Every timel grab the harness of one of them, if it'sachild, | wonder if it's
Alice. Are you my kid, you vegetable, you slug, you slimy worm? | joined the Snatchersright after the
brain bugs ate the life out of my baby's head. | couldn't stand to think she wasthe last generation, that the
last humans there would ever be would live with nothing in their heads, medically dead by standards that
prevailed even in 1979, with computers working their muscles to keep them in tone. Y ou grow up, reach
puberty ill fertile—one in athousand—tush to get pregnant in your first heat. Then you find out your
mom or pop passed on a chronic disease bound right into the genes, and none of your kidswill be
immune. | knew about the paraeprosy; | grew up with my toes rotting away. But this was too much.
What do you do?

Only onein ten of the wimps had a customized face.
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It takestime and alot of skill to build anew face that will stand up to adoctor's autopsy. Therest came
premuti-lated. We've got millions of them; it's not hard to find agood match in the body. Most of them



would stay breathing, too dumb to stop, until they went in with the plane.

The planejerked, hard. | glanced a my watch. Five minutes to impact. We should havetime. | wason
my last wimp. | could hear Dave franticdly calling the ground. A bomb came through the gate, and |
tossed it into the cockpit. Pinky turned on the pressure sensor on the bomb and came running out,
followed by Dave. Lizawas aready through. | grabbed the limp dollsin stewardess costume and tossed
them to the floor. The enginefel off and apiece of it came through the cabin. We started to depressurize.
The bomb blew away part of the cockpit (the ground crash crew would read it—we hoped—that part of
the engine came through and killed the crew: no more words from the pilot on the flight recorder) and we
turned, dowly, left and down. | was lifted toward the hole in the side of the plane, but | managed to hold
onto a seat. Cristabel wasn't so lucky. She was blown backwards.

We gtarted to rise dightly, losing speed. Suddenly it was uphill from where Cristabel waslyinginthe
ailde. Blood oozed from her temple. | glanced back; everyone was gone, and three pink-suited wimps
were piled on the floor. The plane began to stal, to nose down, and my feet |eft the floor.

"Comeon, Bd!" | screamed. That gate was only three feet away from me, but | began pulling myself
along to where she floated. The plane bumped, and she hit the floor. Incredibly, it seemed to wake her
up. She started to swim toward me, and | grabbed her hand as the floor came up to dam us again. We
crawled as the plane went through its final death agony, and we came to the door. The gate was gone.

There wasn't anything to say. We were going in. It's hard enough to keep the gate in place on aplane
that's
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moving in astraight line. When abird getsto corkscrewing and coming apart, the math isfearsome. So
I've been told.

| embraced Cristabel and held her bloodied head. She was groggy, but managed to smile and shrug. Y ou
take what you get. | hurried into the restroom and got both of us down on the floor. Back to the forward
bulkhead, Cristabel between my legs, back to front. Just likein training. We pressed our feet againgt the
other wall. | hugged her tightly and cried on her shoulder.

And it wasthere. A green glow to my left. | threw mysalf toward it, dragging Cristabel, keeping low as
two wimps were thrown headfirst through the gate above our heads. Hands grabbed and pulled us
through. | clawed my way agood five yards dong the floor. Y ou can leave aleg on the other Ssdeand |
didn't have oneto spare.

| sat up asthey were carrying Cristabel to Medical. | patted her arm as she went by on the stretcher, but
shewas passed out. | wouldn't have minded passing out mysdlf.

For awnhile, you can't believeit dl redly happened. Sometimesit turnsout it didn't happen. Y ou come
back and find out al the goats in the holding pen have softly and suddenly vanished away because the
continuum won't tolerate the changes and paradoxes you've put into it. The people you've worked so
hard to rescue are spread like tomato surprise dl over some goddam hillsdein Carolinaand all you've
got left isabunch of ruined wimps and an exhausted Snatch Team. But not thistime. | could seethe
goats milling around in the holding pen, naked and more bewildered than ever. And just sarting to be
really afrad.

Elfredatouched me as| passed her. She nodded, which meant well-done in her limited repertoire of
gestures. | shrugged, wondering if | cared, but the surplus adrendin was ill in my veinsand | found
myself grinning a her. | nodded back.



Gene was standing by the holding pen. | went to him, hugged him. | felt the juices start to flow. Damn it,
let's squander a little ration and have us a good time.

Someone was beating on the serile glasswall of the pen. She shouted, mouthing angry words &t us.
Why?
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What have you done to us? It was Mary Sondergard. She implored her bald, one-legged twin to make
her understand. She thought she had problems. God, was she pretty. | hated her guts.

Gene pulled me away from thewall. My hands hurt, and I'd broken off al my fake nails without
scratching the glass. She was Sitting on the floor now, sobbing. | heard the voice of the briefing officer on
the outside speaker.

"... Centauri Threeishospitable, with an Earth-like climate. By that, | mean your Earth, not what it has
become. Y ou'll see more of that later. Thetrip will take five years, shiptime. Upon landfal, you will be
entitled to one horse, aplow, three axes, two hundred kilos of seed grain.. . ."

| leaned againgt Gene's shoulder. At their lowest ebb, this very moment, they were so much better than
us. | had maybe ten years, half of that as a basket case. They are our best, our very brightest hope.
Everything isup to them.

".. . that no one will beforced to go. Wewish to point out again, not for the last time, that you would dl
be dead without our intervention. There are things you should know, however. Y ou cannot breathe our
arr. If you remain on Earth, you can never leave thisbuilding. We are not like you. We are the result of a
genetic winnowing, amutation process. We are the survivors, but our enemies have evolved aong with
us. They arewinning. Y ou, however, areimmune to the diseases that afflict us. . ."

| winced and turned away.

"...theother hand, if you emigrate you will be given achance a anew life. It won't be easy, but as
Americans you should be proud of your pioneer heritage. Y our ancestors survived, and so will you. It
can be arewarding experience, and | urgeyou. .."

Sure. Gene and | looked at each other and laughed. Listen to this, folks. Five percent
of you will suffer nervous breakdowns in the next few days, and never leave. About
the same number will commit suicide, here and on the way. When you get there,
Sixty to seventy percent will diein thefirst three years. You will die in childbirth, be
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eaten by animals, bury two out of three of your babies, starve slowly when the rains don't come. If
you live, it swill be to break your back behind a plow, sun-up to dusk. New Earth is Heaven, folks!

God, how | wish | could go with them.

Retrograde /Jummer

| was at the spaceport an hour early on the day my clone-sister wasto arrive from Luna. Part of it was
eagerness to see her. She was three E-years older than me, and we had never met. But | admit that |



grab every chance | can get to go to the port and just watch the ships arrive and depart. I've never been
off-planet. Someday I'll go, but not as a paying passenger. | was about to enroll in pilot-training school.

Keeping my mind on the arriva time of the shuttle from Lunawas hard, because my red interest wasin
the liners departing for all the far-off placesin the system. On that very day the Elizabeth Browning was
lifting off on adirect, high-gee run for Pluto, with connections for the cometary zone. Shewas Sitting on
the field afew kilometers from me, boarding passengers and freight. Very little of thelatter. The
Browning was aluxury-class ship where you paid apremium fare to be sedled into aliquid-filled room,
doped to the gills, and fed through atube for the five-gee express run. Nine days later, at wintertime
Pluto, they decanted you and put you through ten hours of physical rehabilitation. Y ou could have made it
in fourteen days at two gees and only have been mildly uncomfortable, but maybeit'sworth it to some
people. | had noticed that the Browning was never crowded.

| might not have noticed the arriva of the Lunar shuittle, but the tug was lowering it between me and the
Browning. They were berthing it in Bay 9, arecessed areaafew hundred meters from where | was
standing. So | ducked into the tunndl that would take me there.



