JONATHAN LETHEM
THE TRUE H STORY OF THE END OF THE WORLD 1.

Chester wanted soneone on the train to notice him ask himif he were the
Chester Drummond. But the other passengers paid no attention. C K boosted,
each

and every one. Before they'd received the Carcopi no-Koster treatments some of
t hem had probably voted for Chester, maybe even cheered himat a rally. Now
t hey

i gnored him probably thought it was the only polite thing to do.

The bullet train rushed through the Catskills, carrying Chester into exile. It
had been completed in 2017, just about the tine his Valutarian Party had
reached

i ts maxi mum menbershi p. He had excoriated the train then, as an exanple of the
deranged val ues of government-dom nated society, a costly boondoggle, a

hol dover

of pre-millennial thinking. He had to admt that it ran well, though. He
stared

out of the wi ndow. Watery gray |ight washed over the orange and yell ow forest;
the successive hills were lost in the msty distance. Far to the north the
dar k

purpl e sky was broken by ghostly flashes of sheet |ightning. They were novi ng
into a storm

He knew he should be updating his journal. For years he had kept the record of
his every thought, his specul ations, his analyses of his times, fully
expecting

his journals to beconme inportant historical docunents. The problem was that he
had nothing to say to posterity at the nmonment, wasn't even sure he believed in
it. He had | ost everything: his influence, his party, his job, his apartnent
in

SoHo. He had tried living on the streets as a political statenent but the
civics

had scooped himup and taken himto M. Sinai Hospital, where he had turned
down

C-K one last tine. He could have detonated his bonmb then, but he hadn't really
wanted to kill anyone -- except maybe hinsel f. Now he was bound for the
refuseni k farm

H's dignity. That was what he had left. It had al ways been at the heart of his
nmessage and al ways woul d be, even if there was nobody left to inspire. He laid
hi s head back agai nst the seat and dozed off.

At Farron's Landing he shuffled off the train, carrying the plastic suitcase
that held all his worldly possessions: journals, clothing, toothbrush, bonb.

"M. Drummond?" A wonman with dark hair approached him "I1'm Roberta Wl ch
From
the farm"

He shook her hand, pleased to hear his name spoken, even in the condescendi ng
C-K voice. She |ooked to be in her late twenties, strong and pretty -- to his
taste, if alittle short. He could pretend she was his handpi cked chauffeur,
at

| east until they arrived.



But when he followed her around the terminal building to the |ot he saw

i medi ately that he wouldn't have a chance to pretend. The farm had sent a

| unpen electric van, not a car. And Roberta Wl ch had anot her passenger

al r eady

waiting. Fine. He'd survive. It wasn't until Chester recognized the man that
he

felt a sharp tug at the other end of his shred of pride.

It was Brother Em| Sanger, 'Confessor To The All." Now, thought Chester, the
processi on of indignities begins.

"Chester Drunmmond, Emi| Sanger," said Roberta Welch, as though they were any
two

nanes in the world. Not the founder of the Valutarian Party and the father of
one of the nost eccentric cults in nmodem history. It began to rain.

Sanger grinned. Wen Chester reluctantly extended his hand, the mnister took
it

and grasped it with both of his own. Roberta put Chester's bag in the back of

the van. Chester pulled away and clinbed into the mddle seat. He regretted it
i medi ately, when Sanger followed. He should have taken the front seat; one in
the back and one in the front was inportance, celebrity. Two in the back was

i nmat es, or children

They pulled out of the lot. "She's aquiver, Chester," said Sanger. "Such a
cargo. W're too old to be attracting fillies like her, but you mght as well
try to stop the rain fromfalling." Sanger snmirked. "All the great nmen have
been

great lovers; it's the price of charism."

Roberta Welch plainly heard every word of this, but drove on w thout commrent.
Chester wanted to di sassociate hinself fromthe mnister's astonishing
presunption but Sanger bore on. "I take it we're here for the sane purpose.”

"If you mean to say we've both been reduced to the sane | ow point, 'l
agree, "

said Chester. "I don't take it for granted that we'll respond identically to
t he

situation, however."

Rhetoric. Chester had to admt it felt good. However dismal a debating

part ner,
Brother Em| Sanger might, in fact, rouse himfromhis funk. The
Car copi no- Koster drones were no use at all. They didn't argue, but instead

smled, and nurnmured to one another. Like a world of psychotherapists.

"You m sunderstand," said Sanger in his gravelly voice. "I assuned your
calling

had brought you to the sanme inevitable destination as my own. Sonething is
here

in this refuge that makes it a stronghold for the AlIl." Sanger raised his big
eyebrows significantly. "Best that we not speak of it now "

Chester understood that Sanger was speaking less to himthan to Roberta Wl ch
still baiting her, with hints of secrets now, instead of affronts. Indirect
address -- Chester didn't begrudge himthe technique.

On the other hand, he wasn't much interested in continuing to provide the
occasion for its use. He turned in his seat and gazed out the w ndow, making
hi nsel f unavail able. The rain was picking up. The van foll owed a two-|ane road



that twisted up into the hills, out of Farron's Landi ng.
"I understand you have quite a library at the farm" said Sanger

"We don't keep nuch hardcopy, actually," said Wl ch. "But we have a four
term nal datagate and unlinmted free access to the Electronic Library of
Congress. All your books are available -- both of you."

"Real | y?" said Sanger. "And which of those are accessed npst often?" God help
me, thought Chester. O should | appeal to the mercy of the Al?

"Many of your books have been downl oaded recently," said Wl ch diplomatically.
"After we |earned you both were comng."

"I don't nean by the staff,"
resi dents? The non-C K s?"

sai d Sanger. "Which of us is read by the other

"I don't know," said Welch snmoothly. "Those records are private. Perhaps
nei t her
of you is nuch read

"My work is out of print in hardcopy format," interrupted Chester. "I'm not
interested in libraries anynore, and | would prefer that anything |'ve witten
be erased.”

" Coodness, "
your wor ks?"

said Sanger. "Don't you have faith in the continued rel evance of

"It's hardly a matter of faith. My witings are political tracts, not works of

art. | failed to predict the Carcopi no-Koster treatnments, and their disastrous
effect on political consciousness. But, unlike you, M. Sanger, | never made
any

clains of prescience. My work al ways concerns itself with the present
si tuation.
Thus ny early works are out of date, though they served in their tinme."

"Your early works?" At |east, Sanger was paying attention

"In ny current witing | denounce C-K in terns which are accessible to
prisoners

of the CG-K mindset. They run things now, that's the political reality. | don't
see much purpose in addressing nmyself to those |ike us, who have evaded

treatment. After all, we're the snmallest of mnorities, spread over a handful
of

isolated farms." Chester was sinply unwilling to |l et Sanger cast himin the
role

of a defeated old man, however near it was to the truth. He'd hint at a few
nmysteries of his own instead. Even though there was no current witing, there
m ght be.

"Excellent!" said Sanger. "l see we are pointed in the sane direction, as we
are

in this vehicle. Wen the netaphorical and the literal coincide, the presence
of

the All is confirned. Let them banish us to the farm residing there is a
singl e
answer, which by satisfying our two questions will reveal themto be one."

"\Where?" asked Welch. "In the library?"



"No, Roberta, not in the library."

Chester groaned to hinmself. The w pers sl apped a nunbing rhythmas the van
humred al ong. They passed a hundred year old white farmhouse, a red barn, an
appl e orchard, rows of trees losing their |eaves to the autum downpour

"No, Roberta," Sanger blathered on, "in this instance the literal is
contradicted; libraries are behind us, as are conference calls, satellite

f eeds,

federal indictnents -- the detritus we are sloughing off as we nove to a new

life on your farm™

At that noment a car rushed out of the stormgoing in the opposite direction
trailing a wet cloud behind it. Water spattered the wi ndshield and for a few
seconds the world was snudged and gray.

"Like a conet," said Sanger. "That's exactly the inage | was seeking. W

hurtl e

away fromthe past, Chester and |, sluicing off layers of an old life."
Chester couldn't resist. "But that's wong. A conmet's tail is formed by
pressure

from somet hing ahead of it; it's not atrail left by rapid forward notion
It's

not the result of progress but of resistance to progress.™

"Splendid!'" said Sanger. "OF course |I'mwong! You've defined the difference
bet ween us and the sheep that surround us, with their boosted
neurotransmitters

and squashed spirits. We still have the freedomto err."

"Splendid," nuttered Chester. "Though | do hope, M. Sanger, that fallibility
isn't our only remaining distinction."

"Pl ease, Chester, you rnust call ne Brother Eml."

The van slowed as Welch pulled up before a low, flat-roofed brick building
with

wi de eaves. The Corley Mtchell Cooperative Acconmmpdati on Farm She parked at
the entrance and shut off the notor

"M . Drummond, Brother Emil| -- welcone to your new hone," she said, turning
back

across the seat to snmle at them At that nmonent Chester felt an odd and

di sconcerting inpulse to touch the curve of her neck. "I hope you'll be happy
here." 2.

Their roons were in a wing that culmnated in a bright comon area furnished

with a telewall, two couches, datadesks and chairs, and a refrigerator filled
wi t h whol e grai n snacks which, when Chester sanpled themlater, tasted |like
t hey

had been recycled fromold encycl opedias. The private roons thensel ves were
spare, and restful.

Chester unpacked his clothes and hung themin the small closet, unpacked his
t hree books and put themon the shelf above his bed. The Republic, The Walth
of

Nations, The Devil's Dictionary. For one bookend he used the brake piston of
t he

1974 Honda that he had kept as an ashtray since he was nineteen. At the other



end he carefully set the bronze bust of Plato, packed with enough superdense
pl astique to bring down a small skyscraper. The quote engraved on its base
read:

"No evil can happen to a good man, either in life or after death." H's staff
had

gi ven himthe bust during the campaign of 2016; the expl osives had come mnuch
| ater.

He'd given the major parties a run for their nmoney in that el ection, taking
five

states and 96 el ectoral votes. Gven the growh curve of the Valutarian Party,
he knew he'd win in 2020. Peopl e had been hungry for his message. They'd
suffered enough fromthe aftereffects of the pre-nillennial irresponsibility,
the dismal |egacy of the late-20th century's conpl ete abandonment of facts.
Even

as a young man Chester had seen the inevitable chaos that would cone fromthe
pernici ous doctrine that there were no absol utes, that everything was
"constructed" fromlanguage and that science was no nore real than w shing.
Chester believed in science.

The economni c shocks of the first decade had shaken the foolishness out of the
peopl e, sent themflocking to the Valutarian Party. He had predicted his own
success, seen the rising arc of his career clear as the flight of a
fourth-of-July rocket: the crowds, the TV lights, the women, the successful
books, his failing marriage, the electoral triunphs.

The only thing he had not for seemwas the Carcopi no-Koster boost. Chester was
alone in his roomfor a whole quarter hour before Sanger appeared in his

doorway. "You rust be wondering what | was alluding to in the van," Sanger
sai d

slyly.

Chester was in no nood to be polite. "I've been wonderi ng what you were

al | udi ng

to for the length of your public career,” he said. "I consider every word out
of

your nmouth to be obtuse, mystical bullshit. Metaphors for things that don't
exist. | can't imagine this comes as a surprise, Brother Em|."

Sanger only smiled. "I'"'moffering to lift the veil in this instance, Chester."
"Co ahead."

"There's a woman here nanmed Elizabeth Wley. |'ve been seeking her for nearly
two years, and with the help of the Al |I've found her. She's masqueradi ng as

anot her hol dout, just like the rest of us, but she's different. She's nmerely
t he
nost i nmportant woman in the world."

| guess that |eaves roomfor one of us to be the npst inmportant man, Chester
t hought irritably.

"She underwent Carcopi no-Koster ten years ago," continued Sanger, and suddenly
Chester's attention was riveted. "A year and a half ago she was assigned to
this

farm and not m stakenly. She's the Gail. A returner.
G K

isirreversible.”

"That's inpossible.

Sanger cane in and sat down on Chester's bed. "Elizabeth Wl ey worked nost of



her life at the M ssouri Botanical Gardens. Carcopino changed little in her
life; she was a loving wife and nother, by all accounts contented,

unr enar kabl e.

Two years ago she and her husband were on a foliage tour in New Hanpshire; a
tire blew and their bus skidded off the highway. Her husband was killed
instantly. Elizabeth sustained massive head injuries, went into a coma. \Wen
she

regai ned consci ousness her personality had reverted to its pre-Carcopi no
formation. "

"How do you know all of this?"

"My sources are my own. But Chester, the miracle of her reversion is not the
nost interesting part of Elizabeth's story. What conpels me is this: when the
doctors explained the situation to her, she refused another boost. She
conpar ed

the two states, and declined Carcopi no-Koster!"

Chester could already see five different slants for the propaganda canpai gn
Si X, because the fact that there had been no press on this meant there had
been

cover-up of staggering dinmensions. A laugh of pure excitenment bubbled up out
of

him the first in years.

"Yes!" Sanger |aughed with him "You see the true inport of Sister Elizabeth;
I
can tell. Her potential to serve the All is limtless."

When did she becone Sister Elizabeth? Chester wondered. And how coul d exposi ng
government conspiracy benefit the Al ? Chester resented the speed w th which
Sanger appropriated people and ideas to his absurd cause. "Gentlenen," said
Roberta Wl ch. "It's tine for dinner."

They | ooked up, startled. How | ong had she been standing in the doorway? How
much had she heard? 3.

The refectory was a brightly lit, |enon yellow roomon the south side of the
buil di ng. Mst of the food, Roberta Wl ch told them was grown on the farm and
prepared by their fell ow refuseni ks. Everyone stood when Wl ch ushered Chester
and Sanger into the room Chester was pleased that nost of the hol douts knew
who

he was, although he hadn't experienced his celebrity in so long that their
recognition left a nmelancholy aftertaste. And it galled himthat they seened
much nore shocked to see Sanger reduced to seeking refuge on an accomuodati on
farm

Many of the refuseni ks were old, though in nbst cases gerontol ogi cal advances
had kept them | ooking fit, closer to forty than seventy. Sone were
legitimately

younger -- you could tell by the hands. Chester, engaging a politician's

refl exes, nmenorized nanmes and faces.

They met Nichol as Koundis, a doddering old Christian Scientist who could no
| onger remenber how old he was or exactly who he had been. "Cone to die
unnuddl ed with, eh?" he asked them "Good for you. Wl cone aboard."

They met Gail Whod, a cheerfully di mwoman who wanted to talk to them about
t he
Red Sox. "The '18 series doesn't count,'

she said. "Until they win it w thout



the help of C K, they haven't proven anything, the curse of the Banbino is
intact. 1"'mholding on till that day cones."

They met Allan Fence, an enbittered science fiction witer who said: "I
predicted this, all of it. Everything | predicted came true. But ny books
never

sold."

They met Leon Proudline, no older than thirty, who sat huddled in a corner
chanti ng "Fuckshitpenis, fuckshitpenis, fuckshitpenis,” in a Buddhi st
nonot one.

They met Darla Coy, who was waiting for Elvis.

They met Colin Hanmel, Linda Bartly, Ebb Gonzal es and John Whreg. Phi
Dietrich

and Joane Boyl e popped out of the kitchen, w ping wet hands on white aprons.
Al

of the refuseni ks possessed belief systenms that had kept them at the margins
of

society. Unwilling or unable to conmpete economically with the enotionally
stabilized, intellectually enhanced C K popul ation, they were now exhibits in
a

museum of the human psyche.

If I amto resurrect ny novement, Chester realized, nmy first followers wll
cone

from anong these. No doubt Sanger was thinking the same thing, but Sanger's
prospects seened distinctly brighter. It was easier, certainly, to convert

irrational believers to another formof irrational belief than to politica
consci ousness.

"This is Dnmght Geenberg,"” said Wlch. "He's a psychol ogy maj or at SUNY

Bi nghanpton who's ny intern for a semester." Chester was not inpressed; the
G K

boost had done nothing for the college kid' s conpl exion

Then, as though she'd known to save her for last, Welch steered themto a
tabl e

in the comer of the dining hall, where a black worman waited al one. Elizabeth
Wl ey | ooked |ike soneone who had suddenly shed a | ot of weight. Her snmooth
face

was hol |l ow and the skin hung | oosely fromher arns. She seened lost in the
uni form green jeans the refuseniks all wore.

"Bet," said Roberta Welch solemly, "this is Em| Sanger and Chester
Dr ummond. "
She nodded at each in turn. "Gentlemen, Bet Wley."

El i zabeth Wl ey reached out with both hands and took one of each of theirs.
She

had a cl oudy, preoccupi ed expression, as if she were already carrying on two
conversations at once.

"Em | and Chester are joining the farm" said Roberta Wl ch

Bet Wley peered in turn at each of the two hands she held, shifting them
slightly, like prisnms that m ght suddenly reveal a new di nension. Her touch
was

warm and firm



"Ch, yes," she said, and sniled. "I recognize you now. She told ne you were
conm ng | ast week."

Chester protested, "But she didn't know. | wasn't taken off the street unti
Monday ni ght."

"She doesn't nmean that | told her," said Roberta Welch. "Bet is in
comuni cati on
with the Virgin Mary."

Sanger was suddenly excited. "You talk to her? This is better than | had
hoped. "

He turned to Chester. "The Virgin Mary is one of the nost frequent
identifications given the All over the course of history."

But Elizabeth Wl ey was shaki ng her head. "Ch, no. Wat could | say to the
not her of God? No, she sends ne nessages in the veins of |eaves. She whispers
in

the wind."

Sanger snoot hed the conversation back to his advantage. "Yes, Sister Bet, of
course," he said. "The divine always seeks new souls to touch. God |oves us. |
believe we're going to be dear friends."

"Ch, yes." She pulled their hands toward her. "It is here, in your
fingerprints." Suddenly Chester and Sanger were touching. "You're to be great
allies. The very best of friends." Too | ate, Chester jerked his hand away.

"What ?" It was Sanger's turn to be confused. "No, | neant us. You and |
Sister."
Bet wrinkled her cheeks in a smle. "If you like."

Chester could feel Wl ch watching them She nust have recogni zed the danger

El i zabeth Wl ey posed to the boosted world. Yes, the old woman had sone rough
edges psychol ogically, but she wasn't obviously insane. He couldn't understand
why she wasn't being held somepl ace nore secure than the Corley Mtchel
Accommpdati on Farm Here he was, the founder of the Valutarian Party, ready
and

able to exploit this wonan's genui ne subversive potential, and so far the only
person in his way was Roberta Welch. It was the neverendi ng arrogance of C K
Wl ch was less than half his age, and her intelligence, no matter how
enhanced,

was no match for his experience.

"Your dinner," Phil Dietrich announced, "requests that you eat it." 4.

The next afternoon, as he jogged around the grounds of the accomodation farm
plotting revolution, Chester canme upon Roberta Welch working at a stuck punp
at

the fish pond. She sat crosslegged on the ground, wearing dark green
coveralls.

There was a |ine between her brows as she studied a schematic of the punp
unf ol ded across one thigh, while in her nuddy hand she held a | arge chrone
allen

wrench. Her dark hair, conmbed straight back in w de tracks, had conme | ose on
one

side and fell over her cheek



He felt an unexpected nix of synmpathy and di sapproval. "Can't the staff handle
repai rs?" he asked.

Her mi nd was sonmewhere in the intricacies of the punp, and she did not | ook up
right away. Wien she did she slowy smled.

"Dwi ght had to go into town to buy sonme ready mix concrete. | like to work
with
ny hands."

"\What about your sense of dignity? Do you think your staff should see you Ilike
this?"

A msstep. She gave hima | ook that he had come to recognize all too well: the
silent sigh of the G K adjusted when facing an unregenerate human being.

"Don' t

bot her," Chester said. "I should have known better than to ask that."

She | aughed. "Thanks. There are about four assunptions in there that |I'd have
to

explain before | could nake you understand. But there is no staff, other than
Dni ght and ne. It's your farm we're just here to help out.”

He sat on the ground next to her. His joints were still pretty flexible for a
sixty-year-old's, but then he'd been taking juvenation drugs for twenty years.
"You know, I'mreally not as unreasonable as the civics nmade ne out tO be."

She inserted the allen wench into an aperture in the centrifugal punp and
tried

to turnit. It didn't budge. "I've never thought you were unreasonable. Too
reasonable, if anything."

"Let me try that."

She let himtake the wench. "Something's jamming it. Don't force it too much,
you coul d damage the mechani sm"

He put his shoulders into it, and after a noment the inpeller broke | oose. He
al nost fell over with the rel ease of resistance. She caught him her face

cl ose

to his.

"Are you all right?" she asked.

Her breath was fragrant. He felt his weight pressing against the softness of
her

chest and his breath caught in his throat. He gave an enbarrassed cough and
drew

slowy away. "Nothing like a little brute strength with machinery."

"Let's try it out," she said. She reinserted the fuses into the sw tchbox and
turned on the punp. It whined into life and water gushed out into the pool
"Thanks," she said.

"Any tinme."

Wl ch gl anced over at the barn, as if |looking for a way out of the
conver sati on.
Had she felt sonmething too? "Don't forget you' re schedul ed for your first

group



t herapy session today."

"I don't need therapy, Roberta. I'ma political prisoner." "You' re not a

prisoner, M. Drummond." "Chester."

"Therapy is optional, Chester." She packed up her tool box, professionally
di stant. "Not everybody takes part."

"Who does?"

"I't changes fromweek to week. Usually Allan Fence is there, and Gail Wod,
Linda Bartley. Em| Sanger said he'd come. And Bet Wley."

She'd said the nagic words. He sighed, and said: "Wen do we start?" 5.

Chester stood in the shower, recalling the feeling of being with a woman. It
had

been a long time. He wondered what Roberta Wl ch made of him if she could
tell

that he was not just another lunatic. There was no point denying the
electricity

of her touch. When the time for action came, he hoped he would not have to
hur t

her .

He could not believe that there were only two of them a wonman and a boy. A
small group with a weapon and the will power could take over the Corley
Mtchell

Accommpdation Farmin a matter of mnutes. Stepping out of the shower, Chester
gl anced at his ace in the hole: the bust of Plato, with its payl oad of

pl asti que. The bonb had been his security chief's idea. Poor, desperate

Kor sakov

had schened to blow up Valutarian Party headquaters back in 2023 and t hen

bl ame

the government for trying to assassinate Chester. Korsakov had been a little
crazy, even for an ex-KGB, but at |east he had believed. Recently, even
Chester's belief had flagged. On the train out to the farm he had consi dered
taking Plato for a walk to some nice secluded spot and bl owi ng hinsel f from

t he

shadowy cave of life into the eternal world of forms. But now Bet Wl ey had
given himreason to live.

Unl i ke Korsakov, Chester was not a man of action, but he believed he could
manage this little uprising. He'd need hel p: Fence and John Wireg seened
likely

recruits, maybe he could even co-opt Brother Eml. If he couldn't w n Bet

Wl ey

over, they'd just take her hostage. Al they really needed was her story, not
her cooperation. Hole up in some barn with the bonb and invite the caneras to
his very own nedia circus. He would be a col ossus astride the conmuni cations
net; the world would echo once again with the power of his voice.

On arriving at the |l ounge, he saw Brother Emi| Sanger already seated at the
far

end of the circle of chairs. He assuned the prophet was there for the sane
reason he was -- to get closer to Elizabeth WIey.

Roberta opened the session by focussing inmediately on the new arrivals.
"Let's
start with you, Brother Enil," she said. "You were saying this norning that



you
wanted to be cured."”
"Cured, yes,"
of reason."

said Brother Em|. "OF the coercion of the state. O the tyranny

Roberta rai sed her eyebrows expectantly.

Al'l an Fence, the witer, quickly rose to the occasion. "Wat coercion?" he
sai d.

"You checked yourself in here voluntarily, Brother Emil. O your own free
will."
"When we were neanderthals,"” replied Brother Enmil, "we devel oped a taste for

mast odon. You know how we hunted them ny friend? We'd forma hunting |ine and
drive the herd toward the edge of a cliff. Wthin the bounds of that |ine each

mast odon exercised free will, yet today" -- he waved at the w ndow, which
| ooked
out over the fields -- "one very rarely sees a nastodon."

"No, no, that's terribly wong." Linda Bartly was upset. "W're not al
mast odons, we're not all the same. They're like a hunting line, but what
t hey' ve

crowmded together is a flock of creatures: sloths, butterflies, |eopards,
| oons,

pl at ypuses--"

Loons indeed, thought Chester.

-- they want us all to be the sanme, but we're not --

"Linda," said Roberta, "would you like to tell the group what you see in

Br ot her

Emi| and Chester's auras?" She turned and explained to Chester: "Linda sees
auras. But not around those of us who've undergone Carcopi ho. W' ve | ost
ours."

Brother Em| held up his hand. "It will avail us nothing to beconme nastodons,
certainly. But if we all grew wi ngs together, the onrushing cliff would becone
an opportunity."”

"Or armthe nmastodons with machine guns,"” said Allan Fence thoughtfully.
"Suitably adapted for physiol ogical differences, of course. Trunk triggered,
air-cooled fifty calibers with cernet stocks."

"M. Drummond's aura is huge,”
al l

of us. But it's gray --"

Li nda Bartly stage-whispered. "Big enough for

"I"'minterested in what the group thinks of Brother Enmil's inmage of the
Wi ngs, "

said Roberta. "lInplicitly, he's proposing to |lead you, to turn you into his
followers. He's not a nman who gives up easily -- only last year he was
pr eachi ng

the end of the world to his cult on M. Shasta."
"I't was postponed," said Sanger

"Your follow ng has evaporated since then. |Is that the reason you' re here?"



"I"'m here because the answers are here. | always seek the answers. O hers are
wel come to join me in that seeking."

"It was postponed," said Bet Wley. She was knitting, |eaning back in her
chair,

unhurriedly clacking the brass needl es, between which hung a tiny scrap of
fini shed work.

There was a silence. It was nore than Brother Enmil shutting up and staring.
Everyone seened to hang on Bet's words.

"It was postponed," she said again, and shook her head a little. "But now
it
cone. She has come back for the stragglers, the | ost sheep.”

"I"'msorry, Bet," said Roberta, "can you explain?"

Bet Wley tilted her head. "She says |'mto be the very last. Just |look at the
way the chairs are arranged in this room and you'll see it's so. Wo's
sitting

where." Then she turned to Chester. "She tells me you're ny test.”

"The Virgin sent you a nessage about Chester Drummond?" asked Allan Fence.
"You
know, I wrote that story once, only it was Joan of Arc and Hitler."

"What brings you to us, Chester?" said Gall Wod, the Red Sox fan. Chester
gl ared at her.

"You should share with the group,” said Roberta. "You agreed to cooperate.”

"I did not," said Chester. "Just because |'ve been forced to seek shelter from
your sterile G-K society doesn't mean | have to answer questions. This isn't a
prison, it's an accomopdation farm WAsn't that what you said earlier?"

"You think today's society is sterile? |I find it closer to utopia than the
wor | d
your generation left us."

"If it were anyone el se besides these condescendi ng, all-forgiving Carcopino
cl ones that had taken away your power," said Allan Fence, "you' d probably have
been executed as a war crimnal."

"Fair enough," Chester said. "At least it would have been a man's death, a
| eader's death."”

"When you accept Carcopi no-Koster treatnent,"” said Roberta, "you'll understand
how little difference there is between the | eader of a novenent and one of

t hat

nmoverent's foll owers. We've no nore to hold agai nst you than we woul d agai nst

someone you'd | ed around by the nose -- you're both victins of a del usive
bel i ef

system"”

"I'n a parade going nowhere," said Allan Fence, "it doesn't matter if you're

standing in the front."

"I was a Valutarian," said Gail Wod. "I voted for you. Sent you noney.
' Chester
Drunmond, he renmenbers the val ues of Anerica.'"



Chester was jolted by the slogan. He had heard it through anmplifiers in
crowded

convention halls, seen it scroll across wi ndow shirts across the |and. Now
hearing it spoken here at a roundtable of idiots, Chester realized just how
far

he was fromthe ideal America.

"Read your newsletter right up to the end," she continued reflectively.
"Lifetine subscriber. Never thought I'd nmeet you, though."

"At the end," said Bet Wley, "the universe shrinks to one point, and all that
is scattered is collected together."

"Yes," said Brother Eml|. "The AIl is here with us in this room" He |eaned
forward, excessively pleased.

"Your aura," said Linda Bartly, staring at Brother Eml. "It's flaring yellow,
li ke a beacon of hope in the night."

"I't's not night," Allan Fence pointed out. "It's one-twenty in the afternoon."
"The gray one," said Linda Bartly, indicating Chester. "He's enclosing us in
hi s

world."

"The mel ancholic tenperament has an allure,"” said Roberta. "Until Carcopino,
it

was widely seen as a prerequisite for the deepest sort of insight. But quite
t he

contrary is actually true."

"Tell that to Lincoln," said Chester

"Or Beethoven, or Ml zberg," said Allan Fence, with a vinegar |augh. "The CK
society is hardly lacking for phil osophers or artists,” said Roberta. "You
know

that as well as | do. They're sinmply free of the psychol ogi cal turbul ence, the
di spl aced intensities, that distort your intellect."

"Turbul ence,"” said Brother Em|. "That's one word for what's mssing from your
utopia. Ohers are passion, genius, that unpredictable spark that furthers the
Al'l . Your churches are enpty, your famlial bonds have been reduced to
economni ¢

contracts. The graveyards go unvisited because the dead are forgotten. This is
a

world fit only to end.”

"Everything | said about the depressive tendency applies equally to the
mani c, "
said Roberta

"Let them dance,"” said Bet Wley, and again the roomfell silent around her
and
there was only the click of her knitting.

"Dance?" said Gail Wod finally.

"Qur new friends," said Bet. "They dance like nmy needles here. Call it nanic
and



depressive if you like. The Virgin knows the truth."

It seened inpossible, but it struck Chester that even Roberta treated Bet
Wl ey
as the | eader of the group.

"If it will bring the end She desires," Bet continued, "let them dance the
| ast
dance." 6.

There were perhaps thirty hardcopy books in the farms library room which was
across the hall from Roberta's office. But Chester was not | ooking for books.
He

used the datagate to retrieve the architect's plans for the cooperative, and
downl oaded theminto a secure file in his journal, called "Magus."

Over the past few weeks, as he learned his way around the farm parts of the
pl an had come clear. The farm kept chickens, a few cows for mlk, and six vats
of solarfish; all were for refuseni k consunption. The cash crops grew in two
hydr oponi ¢ greenhouses, buried in the earth for insulation. Froma distance
their flat transparent krylac roofs nade them |l ook |ike plastic |akes.
Greenhouse #1 was filled with | ong season crops: tomatoes, eggplant, okra,
celery and nel ons. G eenhouse #2 supplied | eafy vegetables: |lettuce, chard,
pak

choi, kale, and cabbage. Labor-intensive fresh produce grown year-round for

t he

restaurant and gournet grocery trade; the Corley Mtchell Accomodation Farm
actually turned a slight profit for the CK state.

The underground utility room whi ch housed the hydroponic recircul ators and
greenhouse heating systemwas virtually inpregnable. Fromit he could energe
to

grant interviews, with ranks of swi ss chard as a reassuring backdrop

Bet WIley was group | eader for G eenhouse #2. Chester eagerly volunteered to
work there, hoping to discover some way to bend her to his purposes. Brother
Emi | chose her group as well, no doubt for the sanme reason. However, as the
weeks wore on, each discovered that she was as dedicated to her brassicas as
she

was to the Mother of God. She had little tine for idle chatter. When she spoke
at all, it was usually to the plants. Chester tried endlessly to draw her out
about the accident, G K politics, why she had becone a refuseni k. She was as
slippery as a nelon seed. At |least Brother Enil was being simlarly
frustrated

Oten as not, the two of themended up trying to convert one another.

Bet's volunteers spent five hours a day in the greenhouse, nonitoring the
nutrient solution, staking clinbers, noving seedling flats, cornposting spent
pl ants. Their npost arduous task was hand-pi cki ng a naddeni ng vari ety of pests
off the plants: white flies and spider mtes and nmealy bugs and scal e. The

i rony

of this task was not |ost on Chester. Just as he plucked of fending aphids from
t he backs of lettuce |eaves, so had the civics renoved himfromthe alleys of
Manhatt an. When he shared this observation with Brother Enil that day, Bet
chanced to overhear.

"But you were not renoved," she said. "You were brought to where you bel ong.
This is what She wanted." Her gesture enconpassed the three of them "You both
wor ki ng together. Working with me for Her."



"Ms. Wley," said Chester, "I wonder how nmuch you know about the two of us,
about the different nature of our respective pursuits.”

Bet shook her head. "She has told nme nore about you than you ever could."
"But --"

"You both grew up knowing that the world you were bominto must end," she

sai d.

She tumed to Chester -- "For you it was a sonber realization," -- and then to
Brother Em | -- "For you, ecstatic revelation. But it was the same thing. And
you're both afraid you failed. She knows, so | know. "

"This mirrors nmy current thinking exactly," said Brother Enmi| excitedly. "It
occurred to ne in group: by claimng to resol ve both our agendas, the
Car copi no

society reveals themto be one and the sane.”
"I don't for a mnute grant your point."

"Look at it this way," said Sanger. "lIsn't all visionary political thinking,
like yours, ultimately utopian? By definition?"

"Possibly."
"And isn't a utopian state one where conmuni on between different nmen, and
different nations, is so conplete that it beconmes a state of spiritual --

apot heosi s?"

"An ideal politics mght send me groping for nmetaphors |ike 'conmunion,' and

"spiritual,' and 'apotheosis,' but they would still be netaphors, enployed in
describing a thing that would still be politics.”
"Wait, listen: in a politically achieved utopia, wouldn't each individual be

free frompolitical concens, class questions, questions of survival and
econormi cs?"

"I expect so." Chester noticed that Bet had slipped away.

"Free, therefore, to concentrate on questions of the individual's existence,
devel opnent, fate- on spiritual questions?"

"If the individual in question so desired," he grunbled.

Brother Emi| grew nore excited. "Listen, Chester. Isn't that precisely the
deficiency you sense in the Carcopino state? They claimit as a utopia, yet
t he

i ndividuals are all bright surface, w thout depth, |ike energetic children
Havi ng made the worl d one state under Carcopino, they should be struggling
with

new | evel s of meani ng, new emanci pations. |Instead, they appear conpletely

| acking in breadth, conpletely nunbed to any sense of the great human cause,
of

tragic profundity, the great story."

Chester was silent.

"The only utopia is heaven," said Bet Wley, passing by with a flat of kale
seedlings. "And She says heaven is nothing nmore than true freedom™



At that noment they were interrupted by the appearance of a group of schoo
children, led by Dwight. Chester stiffened; it was the first group of GK

tourists he had seen at the farm A boy -- Chesterguessed he was twelve or
thirteen -- stepped forward, his expression bright and attentive. "Please go
on

wi th what you were saying," he said, and then smiled encouragingly at Bet,
Chester and Brother Em|. "I was interested in hearing your thoughts on
freedom'

As he | ooked at the boy's open face it came to Chester with renewed force how
few they were, how large the CK society, how form dable were the forces
arrayed

against his retumto power. This boy probably couldn't renmenber a tine before
the boost. Chester felt swirling up out of hima despair as black as any he'd
ever known.

"My thoughts on freedomare in the public record,” he said to the boy, and
turned and strode quickly out of the greenhouse. 7.

After stal king around the grounds in a black rage for twenty mnutes, he found
hinself at the end of the drive. The hi ghway stretched east and west |ike an
invitation. He wasn't a prisoner; no one was going to stop him The worst that
coul d happen was that some civic would pick himup, feed himsupper and cal

t he

farm But which direction should he pick? East, back to Farron's Landi ng and

t he

train?

To the west, the road curved off into the trees. The air had a late-fall bite
to

it, a hint of the winter just around the conmer. West was Anerica's direction
t he bearing of manifest destiny. It beckoned.

The road to mani fest destiny was, however, falling apart. The G K state had
over-regul ated the private autonobile to the point of extinction. The vast
amounts of noney that for the better part of a century had been expended on
maki ng and mai ntai ni ng roads were bei ng spent el sewhere.

A couple of mles down the road he came upon a farm house. Wite frame, at

| east

a hundred years old. On the roof a satellite dish the size of a wok |istened
silently to the southern sky. In the yard was a tangle of al um num siding that
had been ripped off the house. Beside it, covered by a blue tarp, was a stack
of

cl apboards in twenty foot |engths. Sonething he had overheard at the center
sparked in his nmenory: Roberta telling Darla Coy that she was restoring an
early

twentieth century house.

He tried the side door and found it unlocked. A |arge butcher block table,
scarred and darkened fromyears of use, dominated the kitchen. It seened
sonehow

barbaric. Roberta nanaged to |ive without a di shwasher, m crowave or hydratot.
The breakfast dishes were neatly aligned in the drying rack by the sink. One
bowl , one spoon, one coffee cup

Her office was upstairs. In one comer was her personal datagate, the |atest
from

Cogni co. There was also a flowered futon and a charm ngly anachronistic netal
filing cabinet. The walls were plastered with dozens of stickers for |ong



departed pre-mllennial political organizations: Ammesty |nternational

Nat i onal

Rifl e Association, Gays for God, The Al physics Mvenent, |nfoMass, Mthers
Agai nst Drunk Driving, the Moral Mijority. The nanes stirred a cloud of

associ ations from Chester's youth. Some of these he had bel onged to; others he
had f ought.

She found himhalf an hour later standing by the filing cabinet, a folder with
his name on it opened flat on top of the shelf of other folders, leating

t hr ough

clippi ngs, faxes, photographs, and half a dozen disks in plastic folders, each

| abel ed in her small handwiting: "Journal -- Early Life," "Journal --
Political

Career," "Jounal --Relationships."

"Here you are," she said.

He didn't bother to | ook at her. "You broke into ny journal."

"Yes." She settled herself on the futon. "It reads as if you intended it for
an

audi ence. You have sonme amazing insights, Chester. Your analysis of the
canpai gn

of '16 is the best |'ve ever read."”

He considered. "You expect ne to be flattered?"

"Maybe you should be." She gestured at the stickers on the walls.
"Twentieth-century politics is a hobby of mine. I"'minterested in your career
Chester."

A hobby, he thought. Like fly-fishin, stanp collecting. He cl osed the fol der
and

put it back in the cabinet. "There are lots of files in here. I'mjust one of
your interests.”

"You're a distinct individual."
"Chester Drummond. Your patient.”

"Chester Drunmmond, hunter for secrets. Believer in truth.” He could not tel
how

much of her voice was nockery. It didn't sound |ike nockery. "Leader of nen.
Last of the pre-millennial giants."

"And |I'mfascinating, right? You're inpressed by me, but then you're inpressed
by Em|. Bet. Allan Fence." He searched her brown eyes for sone sign that she
t hought he was different fromthe rest. The light was failing and the room was
heavy wi th shadows. She gave hi mnothing and he turned his back to her

feeling

ol d, alnost on the verge of tears.

He felt her hands on his shoul ders. She slid them down his back, around his
wai st, and pressed hersel f against him He could not have been nore surprised
had she pulled a gun on him

He | aughed, a choked | augh. She rested her head on his shoul der bl ade. She
slid
her sl ender fingers between the buttons of his shirt, touching the gray hair



of

his chest. Her hands were warmin the chill of the room Unbelieving, he
turned

around.

She drew himtoward the futon, and for a brief time he stopped asking hinself
guestions, as surely as if he had CGK d hinself into equanimty, while her
pal e

body noved through the gray dusk agai nst his aging one.

When he awoke he found she had covered himwith a quilt. It was night and a
Hal | oneen nmoon threw a wedge of silver light across the comer of the futon
Roberta was sitting in front of her datagate, another quilt w apped around her
body. Her dark hair tunmbled over her forehead, and the profile of her face
stirred unnaneable enotions in him For the first tine since he'd gotten on

t he

train in New York, he felt nore cal mthan angry.

"What did this nean?" he asked.

"Did you enjoy it?" She did not | ook away fromthe screen
"Of course. Didn't you?"

"Ch, yes, certainly. So why does it have to mean anythi ng?"

"Because we have sone kind of relationship. Doctor-patient, jailer-prisoner --
I

don't know exactly. W work together, maybe we're even friends. This changes

t hi ngs."

"No, it doesn't." Finally she turned to face him "You needed something | had
to

give, that's all. It's amazing how a little serotonin boost can change your
outl ook on life."

Chester sat up, reaching for his clothes. "You' re saying this was behavi or
nodi fi cation?"

"Don't get me wong. You're a legitimately fascinating nman, Chester. Your
rebel | i ousness, egocentricity, radical self-confidence -- they're qualities
t hat

shoul d make you a val ued nmenber of society."

"They did, at one tine," Chester said, calner than he felt. "In case you've
forgotten.”

"I haven't. But there's no reason you shouldn't find a place in the world now.
Leard you got upset when the |latest school field trip came through this
afternoon. Fine. So why shut yourself up in this nmuseun®"

"Were you this nuch of a manipulative bitch before you were G-K treated?"

"I was very young. | don't renenber."

Chester pulled on his pants. He had a knot in his back fromthe futon

"You know, there's nothing you can do to change the world," Roberta said. She
reached behi nd her w thout |ooking and shut off the gate. "You didn't change



it

as much as you thought you had, and what you did acconplish was a worki ng out
of

your own inadequaci es through denial and projection. You were a dangerous man,
a

trigger waiting to be pulled to set off the nmillions of simlarly warped and
frustrated people around you. Until they all changed, and you were |eft

al one. "

"1"mnot al one here."

"Right. The others at the Mtchell center are like you. But | don't think
there's enough expl osive material in themfor you to make much of a blast."

She rose fromher chair, pulled the quilt around her and came to him She
touched his cheek. "And you don't have to be al one, you know. "

Chester pushed her hand away, pulled on his shoes and left. * * * 8.

Chester ate dinner alone, late, sulking. For sone reason he couldn't stop

t hi nki ng about Charlotte, his first wife. They had been very young, both of

t hem

| aw students at Duke, when they'd married. They'd lived in a roach-infested
apartment upstairs froma shopfront a few bl ocks fromthe campus. Charlotte
was

scared of insects, and when the weather turned cool the |large roaches that
bred

outside in the leaf nold would cone into the house in search of food at night.
Charlotte would wal k into the kitchen, flip on the light and spot one craw ing
up the face of the kitchen cabinet, or in the silverware drawer. She

i nvariably

screamed, but she didn't allow himto use insect spray, and she didn't want to
crush them Neither did he -- though he wouldn't admit it, he was hardly |ess
squeam sh -- so they kept a plastic cup and a piece of cardboard on the
bookshel f. Chester would trap the roach under the cup, slide the sheet of
cardboard under the cup and carry the roach to the bathroomand flush it down
the toilet.

After a while, whenever he heard Charlotte's shriek from another room he knew
that it was tine for himto fetch the cup and go roach hunting. The ritual
Chester later realized, in its gruesome acknow edgnent of the inperfect nature
of the world, and the way they coped with it w thout betraying their
sensibilities, was a textbook exanple of politics at work. It bound them

t oget her.

Not so firmy, of course, that it kept them bound when the narri age went sour
A

politics sufficient to the dispatching of roaches hadn't carried themvery far
in the end.

In a black nood, feeling all his Iife behind, nothing | eft ahead of him
Chester

was drawn to Bet Wley's room She sat knitting, her chair turned toward the
door, as though she were expecting him There was a portrait of the Virgin
hangi ng over the bed.

"Ah, Chester. Sit down."

He sat. Her attitude of knowi ng that he was going to arrive only irritated
hi m



"Why are you always knitting? You're a little old to be expecting a baby."
"There are all kinds of babies."

He | et that pass. "Do you have chil dren?"

"Two. My daughter Reshonda is a hospital dietician in Rochester. Roger, ny
agzystudying | aw before he was C K boosted. Now he's a | andscape architect."

"G andchi | dr en?"

She shook her head. The clack of her needles filled a |long silence. She was
wai ting for sonething fromhim

"What are you maki ng?"

She fanned the stitches out along the needles to keep themfromfalling off
and

then hel d up what was obviously a sweater. "I started back in March." She cane
out of her chair, pressed it to his shoul ders and nodded in satisfaction. "For
you. "

"For ne?"

"She told ne you would conme and take over here."

"What do you nean, take over?"

"It's time for ne to nove on to another farm"

"Move on? | don't understand." H's brain was |ike nud. "Wre you-aware of ny
wor k?"

She shook her head. "She told me what | need to know. It has nothing to do
with

your previous work. That has come to an end; you nust start over now. She told
me you would help ne conplete nmy mssion here. You and Em|."

Chester started to speak, then stopped.

"You feel very alone," said Bet. "I -- yes, | do."
"The people who seemto want to listen, the people who care; ne, Eml, the
others -- you think we're crazy."

"l don't know. "

"Soon this will be over."
" How?"
"One way or another. You will join us and know you are whole, or you will be

left alone to find the martyrdom you seek. The tinme of hesitation is nearly
done. ™

"I don't seek martyrdom"

"No. You seek rel ease.”



Chester |lowered his head into his hands, and wet his palnms with tears.

Bet | ooked up, but her needles clacked on. "Em| is com ng here tonight too.
He
needs to talk."

"l can | eave."

"No. | want you to hear. But be out of sight." She nodded at the cl oset door

"Hurry."
He hesit at ed.
"CGo." She waved the sweater at him "lInside."

Amazed, Chester stunbled up and into Bet Wley's closet. He closed the door to
just a crack, and the closet |light shut off automatically.

In the dark he wiped his teary cheek and | eaned back agai nst Bet's hangi ng
cl ot hes, and wondered how it had come to this. He nmight have been about to
protest the indignity when there cane the sound of Emil's voice.

"Sister Bet. | wonder if | mght have a word with you."
"Sit down, Eml."
"I tried to find Brother Chester-"

"Better we talk alone," said Bet. "She would like us to further our
under st andi ng toget her. Then we can approach the others."

"Yes, fine." Chester could hear Enmil's sincere excitenent. "But we should draw
on our collective energy soon. The group here has the potential to function as
a

cell, a psychic battery."

"Yes." Bet's needles ticked away, and Chester inagined he could hear her
noddi ng.

"I imagine nothing less than that we woul d sequester together, barricade
oursel ves against the staff, against the entire Carcopino reality, and

t oget her

fonent the end of the world!"

"Yes, that is very much |ike what She has in nmind for us."

"Real | y? She has spoken of this?"

"She sent nme here to make this happen. And it is close, it is much closer than
you think."

"I am beside nyself, Sister Bet."

"You are. And yet there is where your work lies. You must turn to yourself, be
no | onger beside. For that is where the world resides. The world that mnust
end. "

"l don't understand."

"How coul d you? You are beside yourself. W all are. | only know because She



tells ne."

"Tell me what She said about ne.
NOW.

The certainty had gone out of Enmil's voice

There foll owed a pause where even Bet's needles were silent. Chester wanted to
wi den the crack in the door and peek out, but he knew the closet |ight would
flash on automatically, giving himaway. Maybe if he | oosened the bulb in its
socket --

Bet W Il ey began, bringing the words up like water froma deep, forgotten well.
"The world you live in, the only world that exists for you, is the world of
your

reception in the souls of other people. You' ve lived there all your life.

"Now it has narrowed. A great forgiving, a great erasure has dw ndl ed the
wor | d

around you. Those who have taken Carcopino are deaf to your passion. In them
your world is dead. Your world is here, down to these last few who night stil
hear you."

"You nmean the farnP?" Sanger whi spered.

"Join me in bringing these |last sheep into the pasture, Emil. Then you'll have
the end of your world. Then renewal can begin, God bless.”

"My nessage," protested Sanger. "The Al --"

"She says you lived and breathed your nessage into the fiber of the world. Now
cones the forgiving, the forgetting. The treatment is making the world a clean
slate, and the seeds you planted with your works will arise or they are not
meant to. But first the job rmust be finished. Your world nmust end, just as

you' ve al ways prom sed. You too nust cross to the other side, where the G K
soul s await you. There you will find your destiny. You nmust go to the life
after

your life, in the wrld after your world."

"Can it be?"

"You were sent to ne to help nme finish ny work, Emil. She sent ne back to
gat her
the strays, and she sent you to help nme. The others here need you."

"Incredi ble. And she says ny works will flourish, in the future?"

"I'f the Carcopino world needs your nessage, it will find it. The sanme is true
for Chester. The tine for passionate enbodi nent of your works is over. Now you
nmust nove on to that bright new world yourself. But first help me bring this
last tattered remmant of the old world home. You are not the only one who
needs

convincing, Em!|. Use the power of your voice, your vision."

"But there are other farns. O her handfuls of refuseniks --

"She has provided. Soon, you and Chester will lead this farmto the GK
treatnments, and take the treatnents yourself. Then | will be noving on to
another facility, where my work may continue, Her will be done."

"You're |like Moses," said Eml| wonderingly. "You'll |ead your people to the

prom sed | and, though you may not get there yourself."



"Don't worry about me. |'ve had the healing once."

"You're beautiful, Sister Bet. You have the radiance of the truth. May | --
nmay
| kiss your hand?"

"It is Her work that is beautiful. You mght as well kiss the leaves in the
gr eenhouse. "

"Nonet hel ess --"

Chester heard him kneel and smack his |ips.

"I"'mgoing to find Chester," Em | announced, his brightness recovered. "He'll
25 first convert. A hard nut to crack, but if it's Her will . . ."

"No," said Bet. "You mustn't speak to Chester as you have been. You nust not

harass him He's not a stray for you to tend, like the others. The Virgin

pi cked

himout to do her work, sooner or later; he is another |eader, like you, and
he

will join us in our work, or find his owm way. But he is not to be bothered."

"What if he doesn't see?"

"I'f he refuses treatnent, he and | will be transferred together. Leave himto
Her gentle hand. Go to the others."

"Yes, sister."
And at that, Em | hurried away.

Chester energed fromthe closet. Bet was knitting, and singing sound-lessly to
hersel f. He stood before her

Her eyes met his briefly, then fell. dack, clack
He | eft without saying anything. 9.

He | ocked the door to his room turned slowy to face the bookshelf. Plato
stared back at himinpassively. He realized he had been asking all the wong
guestions. It was hopeless to try to resurrect the world before G K. That
wor | d

had ended; Bet was right. The only question Chester really needed to address
was

this: Did he want to go on in the new world? O herwi se he ought to bring

hi nsel f

to an end as well. He reread the inscription on its base. "No evil can happen
to

a good nman, either in life or after death." He picked the bust up for the
first

time since his arrival; its weight tingled dowmmn his arm Wth a strangled cry,
he hurled the bronze at the wall. It rang hollowy and skittered across the
floor. Cone, all gone: his precious plastique, his neasure of ready death. The
bust was as enpty as his takeover plan. Like every other refusenik on the
farm

Chester had been del udi ng hinsel f.



He sat on the bed and felt a noment of vast relief. It was out of his hands;
Egd done everything he could but the dammed C-K's had outwitted him Roberta.
fﬂis is how the world ends. He chuckled bitterly. Definitely not with a bang.
What had she sai d? There was not enough expl osive at the farmto cause much of
Slast.

And then he was angry.
He found her in her office.

"Ch, that," she said. "Dnight enptied it out the first day. W have a weekly
weapons scan, of course.”

"Wthout a search warrant? What about the right to privacy?"

"You want privacy? Leave us and go back to the world. Citizens have rights,"
she
said patiently. "You have very deliberately chosen not to be a citizen."

He was about to tell her that was un-Anerican but she didn't give himthe
chance.

"What did you expect, Chester? That we didn't know how dangerous the unboosted
m nd can be? You think we forgot the history of the twentieth century, with
al l

its political terrorists, religious fanatics, mass murderers? We did it for
your

protection, for the protection of everyone on the farm There are people here
with problens. Do you want Darla Coy making |life and death decisions for you?
Wl |, she doesn't want you making any irrevocabl e decisions for her either."

"And what about Bet Wl ey? You re using her against us. O is she a plant?"

"Bet Wley is a seriously disturbed womran with her own agenda. |If you asked
her,

she'd probably say that she was using ne, according to sone plan the Mther of
God left on a piece of toast. If |I knew sonme way to convince Bet to reboost,
would do it in a second. It is true that she has hel ped cl ose several
accommmodati on farns; she's convinced many of the stubbonest refuseni ks we have
to take the treatnent. But whatever good she has accomplished is far

out wei ghed

by the pain she suffers. W do not believe in sacrifice, Chester. Everyone
deserves sanity."

Chester sagged as the anger drained out of him "And what do | deserve?"

"It's up to you, Chester. Al ways has been." 10.

In the conmon room Enmil had Gail Whod in a coner: "I had a vision, Sister
Gai l!

It canme flooding over ne." He noved his hands |ike a hypnotist. "I was just
t he

recei ver, however; it was intended for you. I was only the channel."

"My goodness," said Gail Wod. "Wat -- what sort of vision?"

"I was transported to an alternate universe. In it the Red Sox retained the



rights to Babe Ruth. He only hit five hundred and sixty-three honme runs in his
career, but he pitched nore, w nning one hundred and thirty games. |n Fenway
that's not bad! And the Sox won the series in '26, '28, '32, '51, and '74! The
curse of the Banbino is alleviated, Sister Gail!"

There were tears in Gail Wod's eyes. "How can --

"I talked with the Babe, he asked about you. He wants you to know that your
suffering, in this universe, helped the Sox triunph el sewhere. He's sorry --"

Gail Wod was soon to accept treatnent, Chester saw. Emi| was good, an
efficient

em ssary for Bet Wley's nmessage. Chester felt a little stir of
conpetitiveness;

he wanted to be responsi ble for sonme conversions hinself before this farm

cl osed, before he and Em| accepted CGK treatnent. He recall ed agai n what
little

the two of them shared: a |ove of rhetoric. And a belief in conversions. How
odd

that they had both surrendered to the sanme conversion here at the farm

Bet WIley's nmessage was beautiful. She'd been to the prom sed | and and cone
back, and she wanted Emi| and Chester and the other holdouts to have what
she' d

had, so badly that she was willing to delay her own return to paradi se. She
wanted to make sure that every last hol dout was aboard before she went back
hersel f. She could speak the | anguage of the unconverted, convince themin a
way

the C-K s never could.

Ironically, it was Roberta Welch, with her typical G K inpatience and
condescensi on, who had provided the final evidence. Bet wasn't a plant. The
C- K s couldn't even grasp the nature of her Martyrdom Bet was so |ike Eml
and

Chester -- they three were the last to understand what it was to have a cause.
Bet, however, had discerned what Eml| and Chester couldn't: there was only one
cause left to have

Chester felt marvelously odd. What a thing it was, after a lifetinme, to be a
convert.

He wandered out of the room rehearsing speeches in his head. Rhetoric would
have one |ast monent of glory, would flare before it died. He decided to find
Al'l an Fence. Fence -- now there would be a challenge. Chester couldn't see him
responding very well to Emil. No, he was certainly Chester's responsibility.

Nut to crack, to use Sanger's phrase.



