TIME CONSIDERED ASA HELIX OF
SEM-PRECIOUS STONES

Samuel R. Delany

Lay ordinate and abscissa on the century. Now cut me aquadrant. Third quadrant if you please. | was
bornin ‘*fifty. Hereit's’ seventy-five,

At sixteen they let me leave the orphanage. Dragging the name they’ d hung mewith (Harold Clancy
Everet, and me amere lad—how many monickers have | had since; but don’t worry, you' Il recognize my
smoke) over the hills of East Vermont, | cameto adecision:

Me and PaMichaels, who had belligerently given me ajob at the request of The Official looking
Document with which the orphanage sends you packing, were running PaMichaels dairy farm, i.e,
thirteen thousand three hundred sixty-two piebad Guernseys dl adeep in their sainless coffins, nourished
and drugged by pink liquid flowing in clear plagtic veins (Stuff is sticky and messes up your hands),
exercised with eectric pulsers that make their muscles quiver, them not haf awake, and the milk just
apouring down into stainless cisterns. Anyway. The Decision (as| stood therein the fields one afternoon
like the Man with the Hoe, exhausted with three hard hours of physical |abor, contemplating the
machinery of the universe through the fog of fatigue): With dl of Earth, and Mars, and the Outer Satellites
filled up with people and what-al, there had to be something more than this. | decided to get some.

So | stole acouple of Pa's credit cards, one of his helicopters and a bottle of white lightning the geezer
made himsdlf, and took off. Ever try to land astolen hdlicopter on the roof of the Pan Am building,
drunk? Jail, schmail, and some hard knocks later | had attained to wisdom. But remember this oh best
beloved: | have done three honest hours on adairy farm less than ten years back. And nobody has ever
caled meHarold Clancy Everet again.

Hank Culafroy Eckles (red-headed, abit vague, six foot two) strolled out of the baggage room at the
spaceport carrying alot of thingsthat weren't hisinasmal briefcase.

Beside him the Business Man was saying, “Y ou young fellows today upset me. Go back to Bellona, |
say. Just because you got into trouble with that little blonde you were telling me about is no reason to
leap worlds, come on al glum. Even quit your job!”

Hank stops and grinsweskly: ‘Well...*

“Now | admit, you have your rea needs, which maybe we older folks don’t understand, but you have to
show some responsibility towards...” He notices Hank has stopped in front of a door marked men. “Oh.
Well. Eh.” Hegrinsstrongly. “1’ ve enjoyed meeting you, Hank. It' s ways nice when you meet
somebody worth talking to on these damn crossings. So long.”

Out same door, ten minutes later, comes Harmony C. Eventide, six foot even (one of the fase hedswas
cracked, so | stuck both of them under alot of paper towels), brown hair (not even my hairdresser
knowsfor sure), oh so dapper and of histime, attired in the bad taste that is oh so tasteful, a sort of man
with whom no Business Men would start a conversation. Took the regulation ‘ copter from the port over
to the Pan Am building (Y eah. Redlly. Drunk), came out of Grand Central Station, and strode along
Forty-second towards Eighth Avenue, with alot of thingsthat weren't minein asmall briefcase.



Theevening iscarved from light.

Crossed the plastiplex pavement of the Great White Way—I think it makes people look weird, dl that
white light under their chins—and skirted the crowds coming up in eevators from the sub-way, the
sub-sub-way, and the sub-sub-sub (eighteen and first week out of jail |1 hung around here, snatching stuff
from people—but daintily, daintily, so they never knew they’ d been snatched), bulled my way through a
crowd of giggling, goo-chewing school girlswith flashing lightsin their hair, dl very embarrassed a
wearing transparent plastic blouses which had just been made legd again (1 hear the breast has been
scene [as opposed to obscene] on and off since the seventeenth century) so | stared appreciatively; they
giggled some more. | thought, Christ, when | wasthat age, | was on a God damn dairy farm, and took
the thought no further.

Theribbon of newslightslooping the triangular structure of Communication, Inc., explained in Basic
English how Senator Regina Abolafiawas preparing to begin her investigation of Organized Crimein the
City. Days|’m so happy I’'m disorganized | couldn’t begin to tell.

Near Ninth Avenue | took my briefcase into along, crowded bar. | hadn’t beenin New Y ork for two
years, but on my last trip through ofttimes aman used to hang out here who had red taent for getting rid
of things that weren't mine profitably, safely, fast. No ideawhat the chanceswere!’d find him. | pushed
among alot of guys drinking beer. Here and there were anumber of well escorted old bags wearing last
month's latest. Scarfs of smoke gentled through the noise. | don't like such places. Those there younger
than me were al morphadine heads or feeble minded. Those older only wished more younger ones
would come. | pried my way to the bar and tried to get the attention of one of the little men in white
codats.

Thelack of noise behind me made me glance back-She wore a sheath of velling closed at the neck and
wrists with huge brass pins (oh so tastefully on the border of taste); her left arm was bare, her right
covered with chiffon like wine. She had it down alot better than | did. But such an ostentatious
demondiration of one' s understanding of the fine points was absolutdly out of placein aplacelikethis,
People were making agreat show of not noticing.

She pointed to her wrigt, blood-colored nail indexing a yellow-orange fragment in the brass claw of her
wrigtlet. “Do you know what thisis, Mr. Eldrich?’ she asked; & the sametime the veil across her face
cleared, and her eyes wereice; her brows, black.

Three thoughts. (One) Sheisalady of fashion, because coming in from Bellonal’ d read the Delta
coverage of the “fading fabrics’ whose hue and opacity were controlled by cunning jewels a the wrist.
(Two) During my last trip through, when | was younger and Harry Caamine Eldrich, | didn’'t do anything
too illegd (though onelosestrack of thesethings); till | didn’t believe | could be dragged off to the
caaboose for anything more than thirty days under that name. (Three) The stone she pointed to. ..

“... Jasper?’ | asked.

She waited for meto say more; | waited for her to give me reason to let on | knew what she was waiting
for (when| wasinjall Henry Jameswas my favorite author. Heredly was))

“Jasper,” she confirmed.

“—Jasper...” | reopened the ambiguity she had tried so hard to dispdl.

“... Jaspa—" But shewas dready fatering, suspecting | suspected her certainty to beill-founded.
“Okay. Jasper.” But from her face | knew she had seen in my face alook that had finally revealed | knew



sheknew | knew.
“Just whom have you got me confused with, Ma am?’
Jasper, thismonth, isthe Word.

Jasper isthe pass/code/warning that the Singers of the Cities (who, last month, sang “Opa” from their
divineinjuries; and on Mars|’d heard the Word and used it thrice, along with deviousimitations, to fix
possession of what was not rightfully my own; and even there | pondered Singers and their wounds) relay
by word of mouth for that loose and roguish fraternity with which | have been involved (in various guises)
these nine years. It goes out new every thirty days, and within hours every brother knowsit, throughout
sx worldsand worldlets. Usudly it’s grunted a you by some blood-soaked bastard staggering into your
armsfrom adark doorway; hissed at you as you pass a shadowed aley; scrawled on a paper scrap
pressed into your palm by some nasty-grimy moving too fast through the crowd. And thismonth, it was:

Jasper.

Here are some dternate trandations:
Hep!

or

| need help!

or

| can help you!

or

Y ou are being watched!

or

They’ re not watching now, so wove!

Find point of syntax: If the Word is used properly, you should never have to think twice about what it
meansin agiven stuation. Fine point of usage: Never trust anyone who usesit improperly.

| waited for her to finish waiting.

She opened awallet in front of me. “ Chief of Specia Services Department Maudline Hinkle,” sheread
without looking whét it said below the Silver badge.

“You havethat very well,” | said, “Maud.” Then | frowned. “Hinkle?’
[1] Me.”

“I know you're not going to believe this, Maud. Y ou look like awoman who has no patience with her
mistakes. But my nameis Eventide. Not Eldrich. Harmony C. Eventide. And isn't it lucky for dl and
sundry that the Word changes tonight?’ Passed theway it is, the Word is no big secret to the cops. But
I"ve met policemen up to aweek after change date who were not privy.

‘Well, then: Harmony. | want to talk to you."



| raised an eyebrow.

She raised one back and said, “ L ook, if you want to be called Henrietta, it’sal right by me. But you
ligen”

‘“What do you want to talk about?
“Crime, Mr... 7’
“Eventide. I'm going to cal you Maud, so you might aswell cal me Harmony. It redly ismy name.”

Maud smiled. Shewasn't ayoung woman. | think she even had afew years on Business Man. But she
used make-up better than he did. “1 probably know more about crimethan you do,” she said. “Infact |
wouldn’t be surprised if you hadn’t even heard of my branch of the police department. What does
Specid Services meanto you?’

“That' sright, I’ve never heard of it.”
“Y ou’ ve been more or less avoiding the Regular Service with aacrity for the past seven years.”
“Oh, Maud, redly-"

“Specia Servicesisreserved for people whose nuisance value has suddenly taken asharprise... asharp
enough riseto make our little lights start blinking.”

“Surely | haven't done anything so dreadful that—"

‘Wedon't look at what you do. A computer doesthat for us. We smply keep checking thefirst
derivative of the graphed out curve that bears your number. Y our dopeisrisng sharply.”

“Not even the dignity of aname—"

“WEe re the mogt efficient department in the Police Organization. Takeit asbragging if youwish. Or just a
piece of information.”

“Wdl, wel, well,” | said. “Have adrink?’ Thelittle man in the white coat left ustwo, looked puzzled a
Maud' sfinery, then went to do something else.

“Thanks.” She downed hdlf her glasslike someone stauncher than that wrist would indicate. 1t doesn’t
pay to go after most criminals. Take your big-time racketeers, Farnesworth, The Hawk, Blavatskia.
Take your little snatch-purses, smdl-time pushers, housebreakers or vice-impresarios. Both at the top
and the bottom of the scale, their incomes are pretty stable. They don't really upset the social boat.
Regular Services handles them both. They think they do agood job. We re not going to argue. But say a
little pusher starts to become a big-time pusher; amedium-sized vice-impresario setshissightson
becoming afull-fledged racketeer; that’ swhen you get problemswith socially unpleasant repercussions.
That’ swhen Specia Services arrive. We have a couple of techniques that work remarkably well.”

“You'regoing to tell me about them, aren’t you.”

“They work better that way,” she said. “ One of them is hologramic information storage. Do you know
what happens when you cut ahologram plate in haf?’

“Thethree dimendgond imageis... cutin haf?’

She shook her head. “Y ou get the whole image, only fuzzier, dightly out of focus.”



“Now | didn’t know that.”

“Andif you cut itin haf again, it just getsfuzzier ill. But even if you have a square centimeter of the
origind hologram you il have the whole image—unrecognizable, but complete.”

| mumbled some appreciative m's.

“Each pinpoint of photographic emulsion on ahologram plate, unlike a photograph, givesinformation
about the entire scene being hologrammed. By andogy, hologramic information storage smply meansthat
each bit of information we have—about you, |et us say-relatesto your entire career, your overal
Stuation, the complete set of tensons between you and your environment. Specific facts about specific
misdemeanors or felonieswe leave to Regular Services. As soon as we have enough of our kind of data,
our method is vastly more efficient for keegping track—even predicting—where you are or what you may
beupto.”

“Fascinating,” | said. “ One of the most amazing paranoid syndromes |’ ve ever run up againgt. | mean just
garting a conversation with someone in abar. Often, in ahospital Stuation, I’ ve encountered stranger—"

“Inyour past,” she said matter of factly, “I see cows and helicopters. In your not too distant future there
are helicopters and hawks.”

“And tell me, oh Good Witch of the West, just how—" Then | got dl upset inside. Because nobody is
supposed to know about that stint with Pa Michaels save thee and me. Even the Regular Service who
pulled me, out of my mind, from that whirlibird bouncing towards the edge of the Pan Am never got that
onefrom me. I d eaten the credit cards when | saw them waiting, and the serial numbers had been filed
off everything that could have had a serid number on it by someone more competent than |: good Mister
Michaels had boasted to me, my first londly, drunken night at the farm, how he’ d gotten the thing in hot
from New Hampshire.

“But why”—it gppals me the cache sto which anxiety will drive us—*areyou tdling me dl this?’

She smiled and her smile faded behind her vell. “ Information is only meaningful whenitisshared,” saida
voice that was hers from the place of her face.

“Hey, look, I-”

“Y ou may be coming into quite abit of money soon. If | can caculateright, | will have ahdicopter full of
the city’ sfinest arriving to take you away as you accept it into your hot little hands. That is a piece of
information...” She stepped back. Someone stepped between us.

“Hey, Maud-!"
“Y ou can do whatever you want withit.”

The bar was crowded enough so that to move quickly was to make enemies. | don’t know—I lost her
and made enemies. Some weird charactersthere: with greasy hair that hung in spikes, and three of them
had dragons tattooed on their scrawny shoulders, still another with an eye patch, and yet another raked
nails black with pitch a my cheek (we re two minutesinto avicious free-for-all, case you missed the
trangtion. | did) and some of the women were screaming. | hit and ducked, and then tenor of the
brouhaha changed. Somebody sang, “ Jasper!” the way sheis supposed to be sung. And it meant the heat
(the ordinary, bungling Regular Service | had been eluding these seven years) were on their way. The
brawl spilled into the street. | got between two nasty-grimies who were doing things appropriate with one
another, but made the edge of the crowd with no more wounds than could be racked up to shaving. The



fight had broken into sections. | left one and ran into another that, | relized amoment later, was merdly a
ring of people standing around somebody who had apparently gotten really messed.

Someone was holding people back.
Somebody e sewasturning him over.

Curled up in apuddle of blood wasthe little guy | hadn’t seen in two years who used to be so good at
getting rid of thingsnot mine.

Trying not to hit people with my briefcase, | ducked between the hub and the bub. When | saw my first
ordinary policeman | tried very hard to look like somebody who had just stepped up to see what the
rumpus was.

It worked.

| turned down Ninth Avenue, and got three steps into an inconspi cuous but rapid lope—

“Hey, wait! Wait up there...”

| recognized the voice (after two years, coming a me just like that, | recognized it) but kept going.
‘Wait! It sme, Hawk!*

And | stopped.

Y ou haven't heard his name before in this story; Maud mentioned the Hawk, who isamulti-millionaire
racketeer basing his operations on apart of Mars |’ ve never been (though he has his claws sunk to the
spursin illegdities throughout the system) and somebody else entirely.

| took three steps back towards the doorway .

A boy’ slaugh there: “Oh, man. Y ou look like you just did something you shouldn’t.”
“Hawk?’ | asked the shadow.

Hewas gtill the age when two years' absence meansan inch or sotaler.

“You're dtill hanging out around here?’ | asked.

“ Sometimes”

Hewas an amazing kid.

“Look, Hawk, | got to get out of here.” | glanced back at the rumpus.

“Get.” He stepped down. “Can | come too?’

Funny. “Yeah.” It makesmefed very funny him asking that. “ Come on.”

By the street lamp, half ablock down, | saw his hair was till pale as split pine. He could have been a
nasty-grimy: very dirty black denim jacket, no shirt benegath; very ripe pair of black-jeans—I meaninthe
dark you could tell. He went barefoot; and the only way you can tell on adark street someone’ s been
going barefoot for daysin New Y ork isto know aready. Aswe reached the corner, he grinned up a me



under the street lamp and shrugged hisjacket together over the welts and furrows marring his chest and
belly. His eyeswere very green. Do you recognize him? If by some failure of information dispersa
throughout the worlds and worldlets you haven't, walking beside me beside the Hudson was Hawk the

Singer.

“Hey, how long have you been back?’

“A few hours” | told him.

“What' d you bring?’

“Redlly want to know?’

He shoved hishandsinto his pockets and cocked his head. “ Sure.”

| made the sound of an adult exasperated by achild. “All right.” We had been walking the waterfront for
ablock now; there was nobody about. “ Sit down.” So he straddled the beam aong the siding, one foot
dangling above the flashing black Hudson. | sat in front of him and ran my thumb around the edge of the
briefcase.

Hawk hunched his shoulders and leaned. “Hey...” Heflashed green questioning at me. “Can | touch?’
| shrugged. “ Go ahead.”

He grubbed among them with fingers that were dl knuckle and bitten nail. He picked two up, put them
down, picked up three others. “Hey!” he whispered. “How much are dl these worth?’

“About ten times more than | hopeto get. | haveto get rid of them fast.”
He glanced down at his hanging foot. “Y ou could dwaysthrow them intheriver.”

“Don’t be dense. | waslooking for aguy who used to hang around that bar. He was pretty efficient.”
And half the Hudson away awater-bound foil skimmed above the foam. On her deck were parked a
dozen helicopters—being ferried up to the Patrol Field near Verrazano, no doubt. But for moments|
looked back and forth between the boy and the transport, getting al paranoid about Maud. But the boat
mmmmed into the darkness. “My man got alittle cut up thisevening.”

Hawk put thetips of hisfingersin his pockets and shifted his position.

“Which leavesme up tight. | didn’t think he' d take them al but at |east he could have turned me on to
some other people who might.”

“I’'m going to aparty later on this evening”’—he paused to gnaw on the wreck of hislittle
fingernall—"“where you might be ableto sdll them. Alexis Spinnd ishaving aparty for ReginaAbolafiaat
Tower Top.”

“Tower Top... 7’ It had been awhile sincel palled around with Hawk. Hell’ s Kitchen at ten; Tower
Top a midnight—

“I"'m just going because Edna Silem will bethere.”
EdnaSilemisNew York'seldest Snger.

Senator Abolafia s name had ribboned above mein lights once that evening. And somewhere among the
endless magazines " d perused coming in from Mars| remember Alexis Spinng’ s name sharing a



paragraph with an awful lot of money.

“I'd liketo see Ednaagain,” | said offhandedly. “But she wouldn’t remember me.” Folk like Spinnd and
hissocid ilk have alittle game, I’ d discovered during the first leg of my acquaintance with Hawk. Hewho
can get the most Singers of the City under one roof wins. There are five Singers of New Y ork (atiefor
second place with Lux on lapetus). Tokyo leads with seven. “It' satwo Singer party?’

“Morelikdy four...if 1 go.”

Theinaugurd bal for the mayor getsfour.

| raised the appropriate eyebrow.

“I haveto pick up the Word from Edna. It changes tonight.”

“All right,” | said. “I don’t know what you havein mind but I'm game.” | closed the case.

We walked back towards Times Square. When we got to Eighth Avenue and thefirst of the plastiplex,
Hawk stopped. “Wait aminute,” he said. Then he buttoned hisjacket up to his neck. “ Okay.”

Strolling through the streets of New Y ork with a Singer (two years back I’ d spent much time wondering
if that were wisefor aman of my profession) is probably the best camouflage possible for aman of my
profession. Think of the last time you glimpsed your favorite Tri-D star turning the corner of
Fifty-seventh. Now be honest. Would you redlly recognize the little guy in the tweed jacket half apace
behind him?

Half the people we passed in Times Square recognized him. With hisyouth, funerea garb, black feet and
ash pde hair, he was easly the most colorful of Singers. Smiles; narrowed eyes; very few actudly
pointed or stared.

“Jugt exactly who isgoing to be there who might be able to take this stuff off my hands?’

“Wadll, Alexis prides himself on being something of an adventurer. They might just take hisfancy. And he
can give you more than you can get peddling them in the street.”

“You'll tell himthey'redl hot?’
“It will probably make the ideathat much moreintriguing. He' sacreep.”
“You say 0o, friend.”

We went down into the sub-sub. The man at the change booth started to take Hawk’ s coin, then looked
up. He began three or four words that were unintelligible through his grin, then just gestured us through.

“Oh,” Hawk said, “thank you,” with ingenuous surprise, asthough thiswere thefirgt, delightful time such
athing had happened. (Two years ago he had told me sagely, “Assoon as | start looking like | expect it,
it'll stop happening.” | was ill impressed by the way he wore his notoriety. Thetimel’d met Edna
Silem, and I’d mentioned this, she said with the same ingenuousness, “But that’ swhat we' re chosen
for.”)

In the bright car we sat on the long seat; Hawk’ s hands were beside him, one foot rested on the other.
Down from us agaggle of bright-bloused goo-chewers giggled and pointed and tried not to be noticed at
it. Hawk didn’'t look at al, and | tried not to be noticed looking.

Dark patterns rushed the window.



Things below the gray floor hummed.
Oncealurch.
Leaning once; we came out of the ground.

Outside, the city tried on its thousand sequins, then threw them away behind the trees of Ft. Tryon.
Suddenly the windows across from us grew bright scales. Behind them the girders of a station reeled by.
We got out on the platform under alight rain. The sign said TWELVE TOWERS STATION.

By the time we reached the street, however, the shower had stopped. L eaves above the wall shed water
down thebrick. “If I'd known | was bringing someone I’ d have had Alex send acar for us. | told him it
wasfifty-fifty I'd come.”

“Areyou sureit’'sdl right for meto tag dong, then?’
“Didn’'t you come up here with me once before?’
“I’ve even been up here once beforethat,” | said. “Do you il thinkit's...”

He gave me awithering look. Wdll; Spinndl would be delighted to have Hawk even if he dragged dong a
whole gang of red nasty-grimies—Singers are famous for that sort of thing. With onemore or less
presentable thief, Spinnd was getting off light. Beside us rocks broke away into the city. Behind the gate
to our left the gardensrolled up towards the first of the towers. The twelve immense, luxury apartment
buildings menaced the lower clouds.

“Hawk the Singer,” Hawk said into the speaker at the side of the gate. Clang and tic-tic-tic and Clang.
We waked up the path to the doors and doors of glass.

A clugter of men and women in evening dress were coming out. Threetiers of doors away they saw us.

Y ou could see them frowning &t the guttersnipe who' d somehow gotten into the lobby (for amoment |
thought one of them was Maud, because she wore a shegth of the fading fabric, but she turned; benegath
her veil her face was dark as roasted coffee); one of the men recognized him, said something to the
others. When they passed us they were smiling. Hawk paid about as much attention to them ashe had to
the girls on the subway. But when they’ d passed, he said, “ One of those guyswaslooking at you.”

“Yeah. | saw.”

“Do you know why?’

“Hewastrying to figure out whether we' d met before.”
“Had you?’

| nodded. “Right about where | met you, only back when I d just gotten out of jail. | told you I’d been
here once before.”

“Oh”

Blue carpet covered three-quarters of the lobby. A great pool filled the rest in which arow of twelve foot
trellises tood, crowned with flaming braziers. The lobby itsalf was three Sories high, domed and mirror
tiled.

Twigting smoke curled towards the ornate grill. Broken reflections sagged and recovered on the walls.



Thedevator door folded about usitsfoil petals. There wasthe distinct feding of not moving while
seventy-five stories shucked down around us.

We got out on the landscaped roof garden. A very tanned, very blond man wearing an apricot jump-suiit,
from the collar of which emerged ablack turtleneck dicky, came down the rocks (artificial) between the
ferns (real) growing the stream (red water; phony current).

“Hello! Hello!” Pause. “I’'m terribly glad you decided to come after dl.” Pause. “For awhile | thought
you weren't going to makeit.” The Pauses were to alow Hawk to introduce me. | was dressed so that
Spinnel had no way of telling whether 1 was a miscellaneous Nobd laureate that Hawk happened to have
been dining with, or avarlet whose manners and moras were even lower than mine happen to be.

“Shdl | take your jacket?” Alexis offered.

Which meant he didn’'t know Hawk aswell as hewould like peopleto think. But | guess he was sensitive
enough to redlize from the little cold things that happened in the boy’ s face that he should forget his offer.

He nodded to me, smiling—about al he could do—and we strolled towards the gathering.

Edna Silem was sitting on atransparent inflated hassock. She leaned forward, holding her drink in both
hands, arguing politics with the people Stting on the grass before her. Shewasthefirst person |
recognized (hair of tarnished silver; voice of scrap brass). Jutting from the cuffs of her mannish suit, her
wrinkled hands about her goblet, shaking with the intensity of her pronouncements, were heavy with
stones and silver. As| ran my eyes back to Hawk, | saw haf adozen whose names/faces sold
magazines, music, sent people to the theater (the drama critic for Delta, wouldn't you know), and even
the mathematician from Princeton I’ d read about afew months ago who' d come up with the
“quasar/quark” explanation.

There was one woman my eyes kept returning to. On glance three | recognized her asthe New
Fascistas most promising candidate for president, Senator Abolafia. Her arms were folded and she was
listening intently to the discussion that had narrowed to Edna and an overly gregarious younger man
whose eyes were puffy from what could have been the recent acquisition of contact lenses.

“But don't you fed, Mrs. Silem, that-"
“Y ou must remember when you make predictions like that—"
“Mrs. Silem, I’ ve seen statistics that—"

“You must remember”—her voice tensed, lowered, till the silence between the words was asrich asthe
voice was sparse and metdlic—"that if everything, everything were known, statistical estimates would
be unnecessary. The science of probability gives mathematica expression to our ignorance, not to our
wisdom,” which | was thinking was an interesting second installment to Maud' slecture, when Edna
looked up and exclaimed, ‘Why, Hawk!*

Everyoneturned.

“I am glad to see you. Lewis, Ann,” she called: there were two other Singersthere already (he dark, she
pale, both tree-dender; their faces made you think of poolswithout drain or tribute come upon in the
forest, dear and very ill; husband and wife, they had been made Singers together the day before their
marriage seven years ago), “ he hasn't deserted us after al!” Ednastood, extended her arm over the
heads of the people sitting, and barked across her knuckles as though her voice were apool cue.
“Hawk, there are peopl e here arguing with me who don’'t know nearly as much as you about the subject.



Y ou’ d be on my side, now, wouldn’'t you—"
“Mrs. Slem, | didn’t mean to—" from thefloor.

Then her arms swung six degrees, her fingers, eyes and mouth opened. “You!” Me. “My dear, if there's
anyone | never expected to see here! Why it’ sbeen aimost two years, hasn't it?’ Bless Edna; the place
where she and Hawk and | had spent along, beery evening together had more resembled that bar than
Tower Top. ‘Where have you been keeping yoursdf?*

“Mars, mostly,” | admitted. “Actudly | just came back today.” It's so much fun to be able to say things
likethat in aplacelikethis,

“Hawk—both of you—" (which meant either she had forgotten my name, or she remembered me well
enough not to abuseit) “come over here and help medrink up Alexis good liquor.” | tried not to grin as
we wal ked towards her. If she remembered anything, she certainly recaled my line of business and must
have been enjoying thisasmuch as| was.

Relief spread Alexisface: he knew now | was someone if not which someone | was.

Aswe passed Lewis and Ann, Hawk gave the two Singers one of hisluminous grins. They returned
shadowed smiles. Lewis nodded. Ann made amoveto touch hisarm, but |eft the motion unconcluded,
and the company noted the interchange.

Having found out what we wanted, Alex was preparing large glasses of it over crushed ice when the
puffy-eyed gentleman stepped up for arefill. “But, Mrs. Silem, then what do you fed vaidly opposes
such political abuses?’

Regina Abolafiawore awhite sk suit. Nails, lips and hair were one color; and on her breast wasa
worked copper pin. It's dways fascinated me to watch people used to being the center thrust to the side.
Sheswirled her glass, listening.

“| opposethem,” Edna said. “Hawk opposes them. Lewis and Ann oppose them. We, ultimately, are
what you have.” And her voice had taken on that authoritative resonance only Singers can assume.

Then Hawk'’ slaugh snarled through the conversationd fabric.
Weturned.
He' d sat cross-legged near the hedge. “Look...” he whispered.

Now peopl€e s gazes followed his. Hewaslooking at Lewis and Ann. She, tall and blonde, he, dark and
taller, were standing very quietly, alittle nervoudy, eyesclosed (Lewis lipswere apart).

“Oh,” whispered someone who should have known better, “they’re going to...”

| watched Hawk because I’ d never had a chance to observe one Singer at another’ s performance. He
put the soles of hisfeet together, grasped histoes and leaned forward, veins making blueriverson his
neck. The top button of hisjacket had come loose. Two scar ends showed over his collarbone. Maybe
nobody noticed but me.

| saw Edna put her glass down with alook of beaming anticipatory pride. Alex, who had pressed the
autobar (odd how automation has become the upper crust’ sway of flaunting the labor surplus) for more
crushed ice, looked up, saw what was about to happen, and pushed the cut-off button. The autobar
hummed to silence. A breeze (artificid or red, | couldn’t tell you) came by and the trees gave usafind



shush.

Oneat atime, then in duet, then singly again, Lewisand Ann sang.

Singers are people who look at things, then go and tell people what , they’ ve seen. What makesthem
Singersisther ability to make peoplelisten. That isthe most magnificent over-amplification | can give.
Eighty-six-year-old El Posado, in Rio de Janeiro, saw ablock of tenements collgpse, ran to the Avenida
dd Sol and began improvising, in rhyme and meter (not al that hard in rhyme-rich Portuguese), tears
runneling his dusty cheeks, his voice clashing with the palm swards above the sunny sireet. Hundreds of
people stopped to listen; a hundred more; and another hundred. And they told hundreds more what they
had heard. Three hours|later, hundreds from among them had arrived at the scene with blankets, food,
money, shovelsand, moreincredibly, the willingness and ability to organize themselves and work within
that organization. No Tri-D report of adisaster has ever produced that sort of reaction. El Posado is
historically considered the first Singer. The second was Miriamnein theroofed city of Lux, who for thirty
yearswalked through the metd streets singing the glories of the rings of Saturn—the colonists can’'t ook
at them without aid because of the ultraviolet the rings set up. But Miriamne, with her Strange cataracts,
each dawn, walked to the edge of the city, looked, saw and came back to sing of what she saw. All of
which would have meant nothing except that during the days she did not sing—through illness, or once
shewas on avidgt to another city to which her fame had spread—the Lux Stock Exchange would go
down, the number of violent crimesrise. Nobody could explainit. All they could do was proclaim her
Singer. Why did the ingtitution of Singers come about, Soringing up in just about every urban center
throughout the system? Some have speculated that it was a spontaneous reaction to the mass media
which blanket our lives. While Tri-D and radio and newstapes disperse information al over the worlds,
they aso spread asense of alienation from first-hand experience. (How many people still go to sports
eventsor apalitica raly with therr little receivers plugged to their earsto et them know that what they
seeisredly happening?) Thefirst Singers were proclaimed by the people around them. Then, there was
aperiod where anyone could proclaim himsalf who wanted to, and peopl e either responded to him, or
laughed him into oblivion. But by the time | was|eft on the doorstep of somebody who didn’t want me,
most cities had more or less established an unofficial quota. When aposition isleft open today, the
remaining Singers choose who isgoing to fill it. The required talents are poetic, theatricd, aswell asa
certain charismathat is generated in the tens ons between the persondity and the publicity web aSinger is
immediately snared in. Before he became a Singer, Hawk had gained something of a prodigious
reputation with abook of poems published when he wasfifteen. He was touring universities and giving
readings, but the reputation was ill smal enough so that he was amazed that | had ever heard of him,
that evening we encountered in Central Park (1 had just spent a pleasant thirty days as aguest of the city
and it' samazing what you find in the Tombs Library). It was afew weeks after his sixteenth birthday. His
Singership was to be announced in four days, though he had been informed adready. We sat by the lake
till dawn, while he weighed and pondered and agonized over the coming responsibility. Two years later,
he' s till the youngest Singer in six worlds by haf adozen years. Before becoming a Singer, aperson
need not have been a poet, but most are either that or actors. But the roster through the system includes
alongshoreman, two university professors, an heiressto the Silitax millions (Tack it down with Silitacks),
and at least two persons of such dubious background that the ever-hungry-for-sensation Publicity
Machineitsaf has agreed not to let any of it past the copy-editors. But wherever their origins, these
diverse and flamboyant living myths sang of love, of deeth, the changing of seasons, socid classes,
governments and the palace guard. They sang before large crowds, small ones, to an individua laborer
coming home from the city’ sdocks, on dum street corners, in club cars of commuter trains, in the elegant
gardens atop Twelve Towers, to Alex Spinnel’ s select soiree. But it has beenillegd to reproduce the
“Songs’ of the Singers by mechanica means (including publishing the lyrics) Sncetheinditution arose,
and | respect thelaw, | do, asonly aman in my profession can. | offer the explanation then in place of



Lewis and Ann’'ssong.

They finished, opened their eyes, stared about with expressions that could have been embarrassment,
could have been contempt.

Hawk was leaning forward with alook of rapt approval. Ednawas smiling politdy. | had the sort of grin
on my face that breaks out when you' ve been vastly moved and vastly pleased. Lewisand Ann had sung

superbly.

Alex began to breathe again, glanced around to see what state everybody else wasin, saw, and pressed
the autobar, which began to hum and crush ice. No clapping, but the appreciative sounds began; people
were nodding, commenting, whispering. Regina Abolafiawent over to Lewisto say something. | tried to
listen until Alex shoved aglassinto my elbow.

“Oh, I'msorry...”

| transferred my briefcase to the other hand and took the drink smiling. When Senator Abolafialeft the
two Singers, they were holding hands and looking at one another alittle sheepishly. They sat down again.

The party drifted in conversationa groups through the gardens, through the groves. Overhead cloudsthe
color of old chamois folded and unfolded across the moon.

For awhile| stood donein acircle of treeslistening to the music: ade Lassus two-part canon,
programmed for audio-generators. Recalled: an articlein one of last week’ slarge-circulation literaries
dtating that it was the only way to removethefed of the bar linesimposed by five centuries of meter on
modern musicians. For another two weeks thiswould be acceptable entertainment. Thetreescircled a
rock pool;

but no water. Below the plastic surface, abstract lights wove and threaded in a shifting lumia.
“Excueme... 7’

| turned to see Alexis, who had no drink now or ideawhat to do with his hands. He was nervous.
“... but our young friend has told me you have something | might beinterested in.”

| started to lift my briefcase, but Alex’ s hand came down from his ear (it had gone by belt to hair to collar
aready) to hat me. Nouveau riche.

“That'sdll right. | don’t need to seethem yet. Infact, I’ d rather not. | have something to propose to you.
| would certainly be interested in what you have if they are, indeed, as Hawk has described them. But |
have a guest here who would be even more curious.”

That sounded odd.

“I know that soundsodd,” Alexis assessed, “but | thought you might be interested smply because of the
financesinvolved. | am an eccentric collector who would offer you a price concomitant with wheat |
would use them for: eccentric conversation pieces—and because of the nature of the purchase | would
haveto limit severely the people with whom | could converse.”

| nodded.

“My guest, however, would have agreat deal more use for them.”



“Could you tell mewho thisguest is?’

“| asked Hawk, findly, who you were and he led meto believe | was on the verge of agrave socid
indiscretion. It would be equaly indiscreet to reved my guest’snameto you.” He smiled. “But
indiscretion isthe better part of the fud that keeps the socia machine turning, Mr. Harvey
Cadwadliter-Erickson...” He smiled knowingly.

| have never been Harvey Cadwaliter-Erickson, but then, Hawk was always an inventive child. Thena
second thought went by, vid., the tungsten magnates, the Cadwaliter-Ericksons of Tythison Triton.
Hawk was not only inventive, hewas as brilliant as dl the magazines and newspapers are dways saying
heis.

“| assume your second indiscretion will beto tell me who this mysterious guest is?’

“Wadl,” Alex said with the smile of the canary-fattened cat, “Hawk agreed with me that the Hawk might
well be curious asto what you havein there,” (he pointed) “asindeed heis.”

| frowned. Then | thought lots of smdll, rapid thoughts I’ll articulate in duetime. “ The Hawk?’
Alex nodded.
| don't think | was actudly scowling. “Would you send our young friend up here for amoment?’

“If you'dlike.” Alex bowed, turned. Perhaps aminute later, Hawk came up over the rocks and through
thetrees, grinning. When | didn’t grin back, he stopped.

“Mmmm..." | began.
His head cocked.

| scratched my chinwith aknuckle. ... Hawk,” | said, “are you aware of adepartment of the police
called Specid Services?’

“I’ve heard of them.”

“They’ ve suddenly gotten very interested in me.”

“Gee,” he said with honest amazement. “ They’ re supposed to be effective.”

“Mmmm,” | reiterated.

“Say,” Hawk announced, “how do you like that? My namesake is here tonight. Wouldn't you know.”
“Alex doesn’'t missatrick. Have you any idea why he' shere?’

“Probably trying to make some ded with Abolafia. Her investigation starts tomorrow.”

“Oh.” | thought over some of those things | had thought before. “ Do you know aMaud Hinkle?’
Hispuzzled ook said “no” pretty convincingly.

“Shebills herself as one of the upper echelon in the arcane organization of which | spoke.”
“Yeah?’

“She ended our interview earlier thisevening with alittle homily about hawks and helicopters. | took our



subsequent encounter as afillip of coincidence. But now | discover that the evening has confirmed her
intimations of plurality.” | shook my head. “Hawk, | am suddenly catapulted into a paranoid world where
the walls not only have ears, but probably eyes, and long, claw-tipped fingers. Anyone about me—yea,
even very you—could turn out to be a spy. | suspect every sewer grating and second-story window
concedl s binoculars, atommygun, or worse. What | just can't figure out is how these indgdious forces,
ubiquitous and omnipresent though they be, induced you to lure meinto thisintricate and diabolicad—’

“Oh, cut it out!” He shook back hishair. “1 didn’t lure—"

“Perhaps not conscioudy, but Specia Services has Hologramic Information Storage, and their methods
areinddiousand crued—"’

“I said cutit put.” And al sorts of hard little things happened again. “ Do you think I'd—" Then he
realized how scared | was, | guess. L ook, the Hawk isn’'t some small time snatchpurse. He livesin just
as paranoid aworld asyou' rein now, only al thetime. If he’ shere, you can be surethere arejust as
many of his men—eyes and ears and fingers— asthere are of Maud Hickenlooper.”

“Hinkle”

“Anyway, it works both ways. No Singer’ s going to— Look, do you redly think | would—"
And even though | knew al those hard little things were scabs over pain, | said, “Yes.”

“Y ou did something for me once, and I—’

“| gave you some morewedts. That'sdl.”

All the scabs pulled off.

“Hawk,” | said. “Let me see”

Hetook abresth. Then he began to open the brass buttons. The flaps of his jacket fell back. Thelumia
colored his chest with pastel shiftings.

| felt my facewrinkle. | didn’'t want to look away. | drew a hissing breath instead, which wasjust as bad.
Helooked up. “There re alot more than when you were here last aren’t there?’

“You'regoing to kill yoursdf, Hawk.”

He shrugged.

“I can't eventell which arethe ones| put there anymore.”

He started to point them out.

“Oh, comeon,” | said, too sharply. And for the length of three breaths, he grew more and more
uncomfortable, till | saw him start to reach for the bottom button. “Boy,” | said, trying to keep despair
out of my voice, “why do you doit?" and ended up keeping out everything. Thereis nothing more
despairing than avoice empty.

He shrugged, saw | didn’t want that, and for amoment anger flickered in hisgreen eyes. | didn’t want
that either. So he said: “Look.. . you touch a person, softly, gently, and maybe you even do it with love.
And, well, | guessa piece of information goes on up to the brain where something interpretsit as
pleasure. Maybe something up there in my head interprets the information al wrong...”



| shook my head. “Y ou're a Singer. Singers are supposed to be eccentric, sure; but—"

Now he was shaking his head. Then the anger opened up. And | saw an expression move from al those
spotsthat had communicated pain through the rest of hisfeatures, and vanish without ever becoming a
word. Once more he looked down at the wounds that webbed his thin body.

“Button it up, boy. I'm sorry | said anything.”

Halfway up the lgpels his hands stopped. “ Y ou redly think I'd turn you in?’
“Buttonit up.”

Hedid. Then hesaid, “Oh.” And then, “Y ou know, it smidnight.”
“Ednajust gave methe Word.”

“Whichis?’

“Agate”

| nodded.

Hefinished closing hiscallar. “What are you thinking about?’
“Cows”

“Cows?’ Hawk asked. “What about them?’

“You ever been on adary fam?’

He shook his head.

“To get the most milk, you keep the cows practicdly in suspended animation. They’ re fed intravenoudy
from abig tank that pipes nutrients out and down, branching into smaller and smaler pipes until it getsto
al those high yield semi-corpses.”

“I’ve seen pictures.”
“People”
“... and cows?’

“Y ou’ ve given methe Word. And now it beginsto funnd down, branching out, with metelling others,
and them telling till others, till by midnight tomorrow...”

“I'll go get the-”
“Hawk?’
Heturned back. “What?’

“Y ou say you don't think I’ m going to be the victim of any hanky-panky with the mysterious forces that
know more than we— Okay, that’ s your opinion. But as soon as| get rid of this stuff, I’ m going to make
the most digtracting exit you' ve ever seen.”

Two little lines bit down Hawk’ sforehead. “ Are you sure | haven't seen this one before?’



“Asamatter of fact | think you have.” Now | grinned.

“Oh,” Hawk said, then made a sound that had the structure of laughter but was all breath. “I’ll get the
Hawk.”

He ducked out between the trees.
| glanced up & the lozenges of moonlight in the leaves.
| looked down at my briefcase.

Up between the rocks, stepping around the long grass, came the Hawk. He wore agray evening suit; a
gray sk turtleneck. Above his craggy face his head was completely shaved.

“Mr. Caowaliter-Erickson?’ He held out his hand.

| shook: small sharp bonesin loose skin. “Doesonecal you Mr... 7’

“Arty”

“Arty theHawk.” | tried to look like | wasn't giving hisgray éttire the once-over.

He amiled. “ Arty the Hawk. Y eah. | picked that name up when | was younger than our friend down
there. Alex saysyou got... wel, somethingsthat are not exactly yours. That don’t belong to you.”

| nodded.

“Show them to me.”

“Y ou were told what—"

He brushed away the end of my sentence. “Come on, let me see.”

He extended his hand, smiling affably as abank clerk. | ran my thumb around the pressure-zip. The
cover went tsk. “Tel me,” | said, looking up at his head gtill lowered to seewhat | had, “what does one
do about Specia Services? They seem to be after me.”

The head came up. Surprise changed dowly to acraggy leer. “Why, Mr. Cadwaliter-Erickson!” He gave
me the up and down openly. “Keep your income steady. Keep it steady, that’s one thing you can do.”

“If you buy these for anything like what they’ reworth, that’ s going to be alittle difficult.”
“I would imagine. | could ways give you less money—’

The cover went tsk again.

“—or, barring that, you could try to use your head and outwit them.”

“Y ou must have outwitted them at one time or another. Y ou may be on an even kedl now, but you had to
get there from somewheredse.”

Arty the Hawk’ s nod was downright dy. “1 guess you' ve had arun-in with Maud. Well, | suppose
congratulations are in order. And condolences. | lways liketo do what’sin order.”

“Y ou seem to know how to take care of yourself. | mean | notice you' re not out there mingling with the
guess”



“There are two parties going on here tonight,” Arty said. “Where do you think Alex disappears off to
evey five minutes?’

| frowned.

“That lumiadown in the rocks’—he pointed towards my fest—"isamandaa of shifting hueson our
ceiling. Alex,” he chuckled, “ goes scuttling off under the rocks where thereis a pavilion of Oriental
splendor—"

“—and aseparate guest list at the door?’

“Reginaison both. I'm on both. So’sthekid, Edna, Lewis, Ann—"

“Am | supposed to know dl this?’

“Wall, you came with a person on both lists. | just thought...” He paused.

| was coming on wrong. Well. A quick change artist learnsfairly quick that the verismilitude factor in
imitating someone up the scaleis your confidence in your undienable right to come onwrong. “1I'll tell
you,” | said. “How about exchanging these’—I held out the briefcase—"for some information.”

“Y ou want to know how to stay out of Maud' s clutches?” In amoment he shook hishead. “I1t would be
pretty stupid of metotell you, evenif | could. Besides, you' ve got your family fortunesto fal back on.”
He beat the front of his shirt with histhumb. “Believe me, boy. Arty the Hawk didn’'t havethat. | didn’t
have anything like that.” His hands dropped into his pockets. “Let’s see what you got.”

| opened the case again.

The Hawk looked for awhile. After afew moments he picked a couple up, turned them around, put
them back down, put his hands back in his pocket. “I’ll give you sixty thousand for them, approved
credit tablets”

“What about the information | wanted?’
“I wouldn't tell you athing.” He smiled. “1 wouldn't tell you thetime of day.”

There are very few successful thievesin thisworld. Still less on the other five. Thewill to Stedl isan
impulse towards the absurd and the tastel ess. (The talents are postic, theetrical, a certain reverse
charisma...) Butitisawill, asthewill to order, power, love.

“All right,” | said.
Somewhere overhead | heard afaint humming.

Arty looked at me fondly. He reached under the lapel of hisjacket, and took out a handful of credit
tablets—the scarlet-banded tablets whose dips were ten thousand apiece. He pulled off one. Two.
Three. Four.

“Y ou can deposit this much safely—7’
‘“Why do you think Maud is after me?*
Fve Six.

“Fine” | sad.



“How about throwing in the briefcase?” Arty asked.

“Ask Alex for apaper bag. If youwant, | can send them—"
“Givethem here”

The humming was coming closer.

| held up the open case. Arty went in with both hands. He shoved them into his coat pockets, his pants
pockets; the gray cloth was distended by angular bulges. He looked | eft, right. “ Thanks,” he said.

“Thanks.” Then heturned, and hurried down the dope with al sorts of thingsin his pockets that weren't
hisnow.

| looked up through the leaves for the noise, but | couldn’t see anything.

| stooped down now and laid my case open. | pulled open the back compartment where | kept the things
that did belong to me, and rummeaged hurriedly through.

Alex wasjust offering Puffy-eyes another scotch, while the gentleman was saying, “Has anyone seen
Mrs. Slem?What' s that humming overhead—?’ when alarge woman wrapped in avell of fading fabric
tottered across the rocks, screaming.

Her hands were clawing at her covered face.
Alex doshed soda over his deeve and the man said, “Oh my God! Who' sthat?’
“No!” the woman shrieked. “Oh no! Help me!” waving her wrinkled fingers, brilliant with rings.

“Don’t you recognize her?” That was Hawk whispering confidentialy to someone dse. “It's Henrietta,
Countess of Effingham.”

And Alex, overhearing, went hurrying to her assistance. The Countess, however, ducked between two
cacti, and disappeared into the high grass. But the entire party followed. They were beating about the
underbrush when a balding gentleman in ablack tux, bow tie, and cummerbund coughed and said, ina
very worried voice. “ Excuse me, Mr. Spinngl?’

Alex whirled.
“Mr. Spinnd, my mother...”
“Who are you?’ Theinterruption upset Alex terribly.

The gentleman drew himsalf up to announce. “The Honorable Clement Effingham,” and his pantslegs
shook for dl theworld asif he had started to click hishedls. But articulation failed. The expression
melted on hisface. “Oh, I... my mother, Mr. Spinnd. We were downgdtairs, at the other half of your
party, when she got very upset. Sheran up here—oh, | told her not to! | knew you' d be upset. But you
must help me!” and then looked up.

The others looked too.

The helicopter blacked the moon, doffing and settling below its hazy twin parasols.



“Oh, please...” the gentleman said. “Y ou look over there! Perhaps she’ s gone back down. I’ ve got
to”—looking quickly both ways—"find her.” He hurried in one direction while everyone dse hurried in
others.

The humming was suddenly syncopated with a crash. Roaring now, as plastic fragments from the
trangparent roof chattered down through the branches, clattered on therocks...

| made it into the eevator and had dready thumbed the edge of my briefcase clasp, when Hawk dove
between the unfolding foils. The dectric-eye began to swing them open. | hit door closefull fist.

The boy staggered, banged shoulders on two walls, then got back breath and balance. “Hey, there's
police getting out of that helicopter!”

“Hand-picked by Maud Hinkle herself, no doubt.” | pulled the other tuft of white hair from my temple. It
went into the case on top of the plastiderm gloves (wrinkled thick blue veins, long carndian nails) that had
been Henrietta s hands, lying in the chiffon folds of her sari.

Then there was the downward tug of stopping. The Honorable Clement was till haf on my face when
the door opened.

Gray and gray, with an absolutely dismal expression on hisface, the Hawk swung through the doors.
Behind him people were dancing in an e aborate pavilion festooned with Oriental magnificence (and a
manddaof shifting hues on the ceiling.) Arty beat me to door close. Then he gave me an odd |ook.

| just Sghed and finished peding off Clem.
“The police are up there?’ the Hawk reiterated.

“Arty,” | sad, buckling my pants, “it certainly looksthat way.” The car gained momentum. Y ou look
amogt asupset asAlex.” | shrugged the tux jacket down my arms, turning the deevesinside out, pulled
onewrist free, and jerked off the white starched dicky with the black bow tie and stuffed it into the
briefcase with al my other dickies; swung the coat around and dipped on Howard Cavin Evingston's
good gray herringbone. Howard (like Hank) is aredhead (but not as curly).

The Hawk raised his bare brows when | pedled off Clement’ s bald pate and shook out my hair.
“I noticed you aren't carrying around al those bulky thingsin your pocket any more.”
“Oh, those have been taken care of,” he said gruffly. “They'redl right.”

“Arty,” | said, adjusting my voice down to Howard' s security-provoking, ingenuous baritone, “it must
have been my unabashed conceit that made me think that those Regular Service police were here just for
me—"’

The Hawk actudly snarled. “They wouldn't be that unhappy if they got me, too.”
And from his corner Hawk demanded, “Y ou’ ve got security here with you, don't you, Arty?’
“Sowhat?’

“There sone way you can get out of this” Hawk hissed a me. Hisjacket had come half open down his
wrecked chest. “That'sif Arty takesyou out with him.”



“Brilliant idea,” 1 concluded. *Y ou want a couple of thousand back for the service?’

Theideadidn’'t amuse him. “1 don’'t want anything from you.” He turned to Hawk. “I need something
fromyou, kid. Not him. Look, | wasn't prepared for Maud. If you want meto get your friend out, then
you' ve got to do something for me.”

The boy looked confused.

| thought | saw smugness on Arty’ sface, but the expression resolved into concern. “ Y ou’' ve got to figure
out someway to fill thelobby up with people, and fast.”

| was going to ask why but then | didn’t know the extent of Arty’s security. | was going to ask how but
the floor pushed up at my feet and the doors swung open. “If you can’'t doit,” the Hawk growled to
Hawk, “none of uswill get out of here. None of ugl”

| had no ideawhat the kid was going to do, but when | started to follow him out into the lobby, the
Hawk grabbed my arm and hissed, “ Stay here, you idiot!!”

| stepped back. Arty was leaning on door open.

Hawk sprinted towards the pool. And splashed in.

He reached the braziers on their twelve foot tripods and began to climb.
“He sgoing to hurt himself!” the Hawk whispered.

“Yeah,” | said, but | don’t think my cynicism got through. Below the great dish of fire, Hawk was
fiddling. Then something under there came loose. Something ese went Clang! And something else
spurted out acrossthe water. The fire raced adong it and hit the pool, churning and roaring like hell.

A black arrow with agolden head: Hawk dove.

| bit theinsde of my cheek as the darm sounded. Four people in uniformswere coming across the blue
carpet. Another group were crossing in the other direction, saw the flames, and one of the women
screamed. | let out my breath, thinking carpet and walls and ceiling would be flame-proof. But | kept
losing focus on the idea before the sixty-odd infernal feet.

Hawk surfaced on the edge of the pool in the only clear spot |eft, rolled over on to the carpet, clutching
hisface. And rolled. And rolled. Then, cameto hisfest.

Another elevator spilled out aload of passengers who gaped and gasped. A crew came through the
doors now with fire-fighting equipment. The darm was till sounding.

Hawk turned to look at the dozen-odd people in the lobby. Water puddled the carpet about his
drenched and shiny pantslegs. Flame turned the drops on his cheek and hair to flickering copper and
blood.

He banged hisfists againgt hiswet thighs, took adeep breath, and against the roar and the bellsand the
whispering, he Sang.

Two people ducked back into two elevators. From a doorway haf adozen more emerged. The
elevaorsreturned haf aminute later with a dozen people each. | redlized the message was going through
the building, thereé sa Singer Singing in the lobby.

The lobby filled. The flames growled, the fire fighters stood around shuffling, and Hawk, feet gpart on the



blue rug, by the burning pool Sang, and Sang of abar off Times Squarefull of thieves,
morphadine-heads, brawlers, drunkards, women too old to trade what they till held out for barter, and
trade just too nasty-grimy, where, earlier in the evening, abrawl had broken out, and an old man had
been criticaly hurt inthefray.

Arty tugged a my deeve.

“Whet... 7’

“Comeon,” he hissed.

The elevator door closed behind us.

We ambled through the attentive listeners, siopping to watch, stopping to hear. | couldn’t really do Hawk
judtice. A lot of that dow amble | spent wondering what sort of security Arty had:

Standing behind a couple in abathrobe who were squinting into the heet, | decided it was al very smple.
Arty wanted smply to drift away through a crowd, so he’ d conveniently gotten Hawk to manufacture
one.

To get to the door we had to pass through practically acordon of Regular Service policemen who |
don't think had anything to do with what might have been going on in the roof garden; they’d amply
collected to see the fire and stayed for the Song. When Arty tapped one on the shoulder, “Excuse me
please,” to get by, the policeman glanced at him, glanced away, then did aMack Sennet double-take.
But another policeman caught the whole interchange, and touched the first on thearm and gavehima
frantic little headshake. Then both men turned very ddliberately back to watch the Singer. Whilethe
earthquakein my chest tilled, | decided that the Hawk’ s security complex of agents and counter agents,
maneuvering and machinating through the flaming lobby, must be of such finesse and intricacy that to
attempt understanding was to condemn oneself to total paranoia.

Arty opened thefina door.

| tepped from the last of the ar conditioning into the night.

We hurried down the ramp.

“Hey, Arty... 7"

“You go that way.” He pointed down the street. “1 go thisway.”
“Eh... what'sthat way?’ | pointed in my direction.

“Twelve Towers sub-sub-subway station. Look. I”ve got you out of there. Believe me, you' re safe for
the time being. Now go take atrain someplace interesting. Goodbye. Go on now.” Then Arty the Hawk
put hisfistsin his pockets and hurried up the Stret.

| started down, keeping near the wall, expecting someone to get me with ablow-dart from apassing car,
adeathray from the shrubbery.

| reached the sub.
And 4ill nothing had happened.

Agate gave way to Maachite:



Tourmdine
Beryl (during which month | turned twenty-Sx):

Porphyry:

Sapphire (that month | took the ten thousand | hadn’t frittered away and invested it in The Glacier, a
perfectly legitimate ice cream palace on Triton—the first and only ice cream pa ace on Triton—which
took off like fireworks; al investors were returned eight hundred percent, no kidding. Two weekslater
I’d lost haf of those earnings on another set of preposterousillegdities, and was feding quite depressed,
but The Glacier kept pulling them in. The new Word came by):

Cinnabar:
Turquoise:
Tiger'sEye

Hector Calhoun Eisenhower finally buckled down and spent these three months learning how to be a
respectable member of the upper middle class underworld. That isalong novd initsdf. High finance;
corporate law; how to hire help: Whew! But the complexities of life have awaysintrigued me. | got
throughit. The basic ruleis gill the same: observe carefully, imitate effectively.

Garnet:

Topaz (I whispered that word on the roof of the Trans-Satellite Power Station, and caused my hirelings
to commit two murders. And you know?1 didn't fed athing):

Tadite

We were nearing the end of Tafite. I’d come back to Triton on strictly Glacia business. A bright
pleasant morning it was: the business went fine. | decided to take off the afternoon and go sight-seeing in
the Torrents.

“... two hundred and thirty yards high,” the guide announced and everyone around me leaned on therall
and gazed up through the plastic corridor at the cliffs of frozen methane that soared through Neptune's
cold greenglare.

“Just afew yards down the catwalk, ladies and gentlemen, you can catch your first glimpse of the Well of
ThisWorld, where, over amillion years ago, amysterious force science still cannot explain caused
twenty-five square miles of frozen methaneto liquify for no more than afew hours during whichtime a
whirlpool twice the depth of Earth’ s Grand Canyon was caught for the ages when the temperature
dropped once moreto...”

People were moving down the corridor when | saw her smiling. My hair was black and nappy and my
skin was chestnut dark today.

| was just fedling overconfident, | guess, so | kept standing around next to her. | even contemplated
coming on. Then she broke the whole thing up by suddenly turning to me and saying, perfectly deadpan:
“Why, if it isn't Hamlet Caliban Enobarbud”

Old reflexes redigned my features to couple the frown of confusion with the smile of indulgence. Pardon
me, but 1 think you must have mistaken... No, | didn’'t say it. “Maud,” | said, “have you come hereto
tell metha my time has come?’



Shewore several shades of blue, with alarge blue brooch a her shoulder, obvioudy glass. Still, | redlized
as | looked about the other tourists, she was more inconspicuous amidst their finery than | was. “No,”
shesad. “Actudly I'm on vacation. Just like you.”

“No kidding?" We had dropped behind the crowd. “Y ou are kidding.”

“Specid Services of Earth, while we cooperate with Specid Services on other worlds, has no officia
jurisdiction on Triton. And since you came here with money, and most of your recorded gain inincome
has been through The Glacier, while Regular Services on Triton might be glad to get you, Specia
Servicesisnot after you asyet.” Sheamiled. “1 haven't been to The Glacier. It would really be niceto
say I’ d been taken there by one of the owners. Could we go for asoda, do you think?’

The swirled sides of the Wl of ThisWorld dropped away in opaescent grandeur. Tourists gazed and
the guide went on about indices of refraction, angles of incline.

“I don't think you trust me,” Maud said.

My look said she wasright.

“Have you ever been involved with narcotics?’ she asked suddenly.
| frowned.

“No, I'm serious. | want to try and explain something. .. apoint of information that may make both our
liveseeser.”

“Peripherdly,” 1 said. “I’m sure you' ve got down al the information in your dossiers.”

“I wasinvolved with them agood deal more than peripherdly for severa years,” Maud said. “Beforel
got into Specid Services, | wasin the Narcotics Division of the regular force. And the people we dedlt
with twenty-four hours aday were drug users, drug pushers. To catch the big ones we had to make
friends with thelittle ones. To catch the bigger ones, we had to make friends with the big. We had to
keep the same hoursthey kept, talk the same language, for months at atime live on the same streets, in
the same building.” She stepped back from therail to let ayoungster ahead. “I had to be sent away to
take the morphadine detoxification cure twice while | was on the narco squad. And | had a better record
than mog.”

“What’ syour point?’

“Just this. You and | aretraveling in the same circles now, if only because of our respective chosen
professions. Y ou’ d be surprised how many people we dready know in common. Don't be shocked
when we run into each other crossing Sovereign Plazaiin Bellona one day, then two weeks later wind up
at the same restaurant for lunch at Lux on | apetus. Though the circleswe move in cover worlds, they are
the same, and not that big.”

“Comeon.” | don't think | sounded happy. “Let metreat you to that ice cream.” We started back down
the walkway.

“You know,” Maud said, “if you do stay out of Speciad Services' hands here and on Earth long enough,
eventualy you'll be up there with a huge income growing on asteady dope. It might be afew years, but
it' spossible. There’ s no reason now for usto be personal enemies. Y ou just may, someday, reach that
point where Specia Serviceslosesinterest in you as quarry. Oh, we d still see each other, runinto each
other. We get agreat ded of our information from people up there. We'rein aposition to help you too,
you see”



“Y ou’ ve been cagting holograms again.”

She shrugged. Her face looked positively ghostly under the pale planet. She said, when we reached the
atificid lights of the city, “I did meet two friends of yoursrecently, Lewisand Ann.”

“The Singers?”’

She nodded.

“Oh, | don't redly know them well.”

“They seem to know alot about you. Perhaps through that other Singer, Hawk.”
“Oh,” | said again. “Did they say how hewas?’

“I read that he was recovering about two months back. But nothing since then.”
“That’sabout dl | know too,” | said.

“Theonly timel’ve ever seen him,” Maud sad, “wasright after | pulled him out.”

Arty and | had gotten out of the lobby before Hawk actually finished. The next day on the news-tapes|
learned that when his Song was over, he shrugged out of hisjacket, dropped his pants, and walked back
into the pooal.

Thefire-fighter crew suddenly woke up; people began running around and screaming: he' d been rescued,
seventy percent of hisbody covered with second and third degree burns. I" d been industrioudy not
thinking about it.

“You pulled him out?’

“Yes. | wasin the helicopter that landed on the roof,” Maud said. I thought you' d be impressed to see
rre”

“Oh,” | said. “How did you get to pull him out?’

“Once you got going, Arty’ s security managed to jam the elevator service above the seventy-first floor,
so wedidn't get to the lobby till after you were out of the building. That'swhen Hawk tried to—"

“But it was you actudly saved him, though?’

“The firemen in that neighborhood hadn't had afirein twelve years | don't think they even knew how to
operate the equipment. | had my boys foam the pool, then | waded in and dragged him—"

“Oh,” | said again. | had been trying hard, amost succeeding, these eleven months. | wasn't there when it
happened. It wasn't my affair. Maud was saying:

“We thought we might have gotten alead on you from him. But when | got him to the shore, he was
completely out, just amass of open, running—"

“| should have known the Specia Services uses Singerstoo,” | said. “ Everyone else does. The Word
changestoday, doesn't it? Lewis and Ann didn’t pass on what the new oneis?’

“I saw them yesterday, and the Word doesn't change for another eight hours. Besides, they wouldn't tell
me, anyway.” She glanced at me and frowned. “ They redly wouldn’t.”



“Let’sgo have somesodas” | said. *We || make small talk, and listen carefully to each other, whilewe
affect an air of nonchadance; you will try to pick up thingsthat will make it easier to catch me; | will listen
for thingsyou let dip that might makeit easier for meto avoid you.”

“Um-hm.” She nodded.
“Why did you contact mein that bar, anyway?’

Eyesof ice “| told you, we smply travel in the same circles. We' re quite likely to bein the same bar on
thesamenight.”

“I guessthat’ sjust one of the things I’ m not supposed to understand, huh?’

Her smile was gppropriately ambiguous. | didn't push it.

It was avery dull afternoon. | couldn’t repeat one exchange from the nonsense we babbled over the
cherry peaked mountains of whipped cream. We both exerted so much energy to keep up the
appearance of being amused, | doubt either one of us could see our way to picking up anything
meaningful; if anything meaningful was said.

Shel€ft. | brooded some more on the charred phoenix.

The Steward of The Glacier caled meinto the kitchen to ask about a shipment of contraband milk (The
Glacier makesdl itsown ice cream) that | had been able to wangle on my last trip to Earth (it' samazing
how little progress there has been in dairy farming over the last ten years; it was depressingly easy to
hornswoggle that bumbling Vermonter) and under the white lights and greet plastic churning vats, while |
tried to get things straightened out, he made some comment about the Heist Cream Emperor; that didn't
do any good.

By the time the evening crowd got there, and the moog was making music and the crystdl walswere
blazing; and the floor show—a new addition that week—had been cgjoled into going on anyway (atrunk
of costumes had gotten lost in shipment [or swiped, but | wasn't about to tell them that]), and wandering
through the tables|, persondly, had caught avery grimy little girl, obvioudy out of her head on morph,
trying to pick up acustomer’ s pocketbook from the back of achair—I just caught her by thewrigt,
made her |et go, and led her to the door, daintily, while she blinked at me with dilated eyes and the
customer never even knew—and the floor show, having decided what the hell, were doing their act au
naturel, and everyone was having just ahigh old time, | wasfeding redlly bad.

| went outside, sat on the wide steps, and growled when | had to move aside to let peoplein or out.
About the seventy-fifth growl, the person | growled at stopped and boomed down a me, “I thought I'd
findyouif | looked hard enough! | mean if | redlly looked.”

| looked at the hand that was flapping at my shoulder, followed the arm up to ablack turtleneck. where
there was a beefy, bald, grinning head. “Arty,” | said, “what are... 7’ But he was till flapping and
laughing with impervious Gemiitlichkeit.

“You wouldn't believe the time | had getting a picture of you, boy. Had to bribe one out of the Triton
Specid Services Department. That quick change bit. Great gimmick. Just great!” The Hawk sat down
next to me and dropped his hand on my knee. “Wonderful place you got here. | likeit, likeit alot.” Small
bonesin veined dough. “But not enough to make you an offer on it yet. Y ou'relearning fast there,
though. | cantell you'relearning fast. I’ m going to be proud to be able to say | was the one who gave



you your first big break.” His hand came away and he began to knead it onto the other. “If you' re going
to moveinto the big time, you have to have a |east one foot planted firmly on the right side of the law.
The whole ideaisto make yoursalf indispensable to the good people; once that’s done, agood crook
hasthe keysto dl the treasure houses in the system. But I’'m not telling you anything you don't aready
know.”

“Arty,” | said, “do you think the two of us should be seen together here... 7’

The Hawk held hishand above hislap and joggled it with a deprecating motion. “Nobody can get a
picture of us. I got my men al around. | never go anywherein public without my security. Heard you' ve
been looking into the security business yourself,” which wastrue. “Good idea. Very good. | like the way
you're handling yoursdif.”

“Thanks. Arty, I’'m not feding too hot thisevening. | came out hereto get someair...”

Arty’ s hand fluttered again. “Don’t worry, | won't hang around. Y ou’ re right. We shouldn’t be seen. Just
passing by and wanted to say hello. Just hello.” Hegot up. “That'sdl.” He started down the steps.

HArty?1
He looked back.

“ Sometime soon you will come back; and that time you will want to buy out my share of The Glacier,
because I'll have gotten too big; and | won't want to sl because I’ll think I’ m big enough to fight you.
Sowe Il beenemiesfor awhile. You'll try to kill me. I'll try to kill you.”

On hisface, first the frown of confusion; then, the indulgent smile. “1 see you' ve caught on to the idea of
hologramic information. Very good. Good. It' sthe only way to outwit Maud. Make sure dl your
information relates to the whole scope of the Stuation. It' sthe only way to outwit metoo.” He amiled,
darted to turn, but thought of something ese. “If you can fight me off long enough, and keep growing,
keep your security in tiptop shape, eventualy we' |l get to the point whereit’ || be worth both our whilesto
work together again. If you can just hold out, we'll be friends again. Someday. Y ou just watch. Just
wat.”

“Thanksfor tdlingme”

The Hawk looked at hiswatch. “Well. Goodbye.” | thought he was going to leave findly. But he glanced
up again. “Have you got the new Word?’

“That'sright,” | said. “It went out tonight. What isit?’

The Hawk waited till the people coming down the steps were gone. He looked hastily about, then leaned
towards me with hands cupped a his mouth, rasped, “Pyrite,” and winked hugely. “1 just got it from agad
who got it direct from Colette” (one of the three Singers of Triton). Then he turned, jounced down the
steps, and shouldered hisway into the crowds passing on the strip.

| sat there mulling through the year till | had to get up and walk. All walking doesto my depressive
moods is add the reinforcing rhythm of parancia. By the time | was coming back, | had worked out a
dilly of adelusiona system: The Hawk had already begun to weave some security ridden plot about me
which ended when we were dl trapped in some dead end dley, and trying to get aid | called out,
“Pyritel” which would turn out not to be the Word at al but served to identify me for the man in the dark
gloveswith the gun/grenades/gas.



There was a cafeteria on the corner. In the light from the window, clustered over the wreck by the curb
was a bunch of nasty-grimies (ala Triton: chains around the wrists, bumble-bee tattoo on cheek, high
hedl boots on those who could afford them). Straddling the smashed headlight was the little morph-head |
had g ected earlier from The Glecier.

Onawhim| went up to her. “Hey?’

Shelooked at me from under hair like trampled hay, eyesal pupil.

“Y ou get the new Word yet?’

She rubbed her nosg, dready scratch red. “Pyrite,” she said. “It just came down about an hour ago.”
“Who told you?’

She considered my question. “1 got it from aguy who says he got it from aguy who camein thisevening
from New Y ork who picked it up there from a Singer named Hawk.”

The three grimies nearest made a point of not looking at me. Those further away let themselves glance.
“Oh,” | said. “Oh. Thanks.”

Occam’ s Razor, dong with any red information on how security works, hones away most such paranoia
Pyrite. At acertain level in my line of work, paranoia sjust an occupationa disease. At least | was
certain that Arty (and Maud) probably suffered from it asmuch as| did.

Thelightswere out on The Glacier’ s marquee. Then | remembered what | had left ingde and ran up the
dairs.

The door was locked. | pounded on the glass a couple of times, but everyone had gone home. And the
thing that made it worse was that | could seeit Stting on the counter of the coat-check alcove under the
orange bulb. The steward had probably put it there, thinking | might arrive before “everybody |eft.
Tomorrow at noon Ho Chi Eng had to pick up hisreservation for the Marigold Suite on the
Interplanetary Liner The Platinum Swan, which |eft a one-thirty for Bellona. And there behind the glass
doorsof The Glacier, it waited with the proper wig, as well asthe epicanthic folds that would halve Mr.
Eng sdow eyesof j.

| actually thought of breaking in. But the more practica solution wasto get the hotel to wake me at nine
and comein with the cleaning man. | turned around and started down the steps; and the thought struck
me, and made meterribly sad, so that | blinked and smiled just from reflex: it was probably just aswell to
leaveit theretill morning, because there was nothing in it that wasn't mine, anyway.



