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THE FUTUROLOGICAL CONGRESS

Stanislaw Lem

(from thememoirsof Ijon Tichy)

translated from the Polish by Michael Kandel

The Eighth World Futurological Congresswas held in CogtaRica To tell thetruth, | never would
have gone to Nounasif it hadn't been for Professor Tarantoga, who gave me clearly to understand that
thiswas expected of me. He also said—pointedly—that space travel nowadays was an escape from the
problems of Earth. That is, one took off for the starsin the hope that the worst would happen and be
done with in one's absence. And indeed | couldn't deny that more than once | had peered anxioudy out
the porthole—especialy when returning from along voyage—to see whether or not our planet resembled
aburnt potato. So | didn't argue the point with Tarantoga, but only remarked that, redlly, | wasn't much
of an expert on futurology. His reply wasthat hardly anyone knows athing about pumping, and yet we
don't stand idly by when we hear the cry of "Man the pumps!”

The directors of the Futurological Association had chosen Costa Ricato be the site of their annua
meeting, which this year wasto ded exclusively with the population explosion and poss ble methods of
keeping it in check. Costa Rica presently boasts the highest rate of demographic growth in the world;
presumably the force of that redlity alone wasto help spur our deliberations to some successful
conclusion. Though there were cynics who observed that only the new Hilton in Nounas had vacancies
enough to accommodate dl the futurologists, not to mention twice again as many reporters. Inasmuch as
this hotel was completely demolished in the course of our conference, | can't be accused of making a
plug when | say that the place was absolutely first-rate. These words have particular weight, coming from
aconfirmed sybarite; for indeed, it was only a sense of duty that had driven me to forsake the comforts
of homefor thetravall of outer space.

The Costa Rica Hilton soared one hundred and six floors upward from itsflat, four-story base. On
the roof of thislower structure were tennis courts, Svimming pools, solariums, racetracks,
merry-go-rounds (which smultaneoudy served as roulette whedls), and shooting galleries where you
could fire at absolutely anyone you liked—in effigy—provided you put in your order twenty-four hoursin
advance, and there were concert amphitheaters equipped with tear gas sprinklersin case the audience
got out of hand. I was given aroom on the hundredth floor; from it | could see only the top of the bluish
brown cloud of smog that coiled about the city. Some of the hotel furnishings puzzled me—the ten-foot
crowbar propped up in acorner of the jade and jasper bathroom, for example, or the khaki camouflage
capein the closet, or the sack of hardtack under the bed. Over the tub, next to the towels, hung an
enormous spool of standard Alpine rope, and on the door was a card which | first noticed when | went
to triple-lock the super-yde. It read: "This Room Guaranteed BOMB-FREE. From the Management.”

It iscommon knowledge that there are two kinds of scholar these days. the stationary and the
peripatetic. The stationaries pursue their sudiesin the traditional way, whiletheir restless colleagues
participate in every sort of international seminar and symposium imaginable. The scholar of this second
type may bereadily identified: in hislape he wears acard bearing his name, rank and home university, in
his pocket sticks aflight schedule of arrivals and departures, and the buckle on his belt—aswell asthe
sngps on his briefcase—are pladtic, never metd, so as not to trigger unnecessarily the larms of the
airport scanners that search boarding passengers for wegpons. Our peripatetic scholar keeps up with the
literature of hisfield by studying in buses, waiting rooms, planes and hotd bars. Since | was—naturdly
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enough—unacquainted with many of the recent customs of Earth, | set off darmsin the airports of
Bangkok, Athens and Costa Ricaitself, having sx amalgam fillingsin my mouth. These | was planning to
replace with porcelain in Nounas, but the events that followed so unexpectedly made that quite
impossible. Asfor the Alpine rope, the crowbar, the hardtack and the camouflage cape, one of the
members of the American delegation of futurologists patiently explained to me that today's hotels take
safety precautions unknown in earlier times. Each of the above items, when included in the room,
sgnificantly increasesthe life expectancy of the occupant. How foolish it was of me, not to have taken
those words more serioudy!

The sessionswere scheduled to begin in the afternoon of the first day, and that morning we dl
received complete programs of the conference; the materials were handsomely printed up, degantly
bound, with numerous charts and illustrations. | was particularly intrigued by abooklet of embossed
sky-blue coupons, each ssamped: "Good for One Intercourse.”

Present-day scientific conventions, obvioudy, aso suffer from the population explosion. Sincethe
number of futurologists growsin proportion to theincrease in magnitude of al humanity, their meetings
are marked by crowds and confusion. The oral presentation of papersis quite out of the question; these
have to be read in advance. Though there wasn't time for reading anything that morning—the
Management treated us dl to free drinks. Thislittle ceremony took place without incident, barring the fact
that afew rotten tomatoes were thrown at the United States contingent. | was sipping my Martini when |
learned from Jm Stantor, awell-known UPI reporter, that aconsul and a grade-three attaché of the
American Embassy in Costa Rica had been kidnapped at dawn. The abductors were demanding the
release of al political prisonersin exchange for the diplomats. To show they meant business, these
extremists had dready ddlivered individua teeth of their hostages to the Embassy and various government
offices, promising an anatomical escalation. Still, this contretemps did not mar the cordia atmosphere of
our morning get-together. The United States ambassador himsdlf was there, and gave a short speech on
the need for international cooperation—short, as he was surrounded by six muscular plainclothesmen
who kept their gunstrained on usdl thetime. | wasrather disconcerted by this, especialy when the
dark-skinned delegate from India standing next to me had to wipe his nose and reached for the
handkerchief in hisback pocket. The officia spokesman for the Futurological Association assured me
afterwards that the measures taken had been both necessary and humane. Bodyguards now employ
weapons of high caliber and low penetration, the kind security agents carry on board passenger flightsin
order that innocent bystanders not be harmed. In the old daysiit often happened that the bullet which
felled the would-be n would subsequently pass through five or even six persons who, though
minding their own business, were standing directly behind him. Still, the sight of aman at your sde
crumpling to the floor under heavy fireis not among the most pleasant, evenif it is theresult of asmple
misunderstanding, which ends with an exchange of diplomatic notes and officid gpologies.

But rather than attempt to settle the thorny question of humanitarian balistics, perhaps | ought to
explanwhy | wasunable, dl that day, to familiarize mysdf with the conference materids. So then, after
hurriedly changing my blood-spattered shirt, | went to the hotel bar for breskfast, which usudly | do not
do. My custom isto eat a soft-boiled egg in the morning, but the hotel hasn't yet been built where you
can have one sent up to your room that isn't revoltingly cold. Thisis due, no doubt, to the continualy
expanding size of metropolitan hotels. If amile and ahalf separates the kitchen from your room, nothing
will keep that yolk warm. Asfar as| know, the Hilton experts did study the problem; they cameto the
conclusion that the only solution would be special dumbwaiters moving at supersonic speeds, but
obvioudy sonic boomsin an enclosed areawould burst everyone's eardrums. Of course you could
aways have the automatic cook send the eggs up raw and the automatic bellhop soft-boil themright in
your room, except that that would eventually lead to people coming in and out with their own chicken
coops. And thus | headed for the bar.

More than ninety-five percent of a hotdl's guests are there for some conference or convention. The
individud tourig, the single guest without acard in hislgpel and briefcase stuffed with programs and



memoranda, isasrare as a pearl in the desert. Besides our own group in Costa Rica, there wasthe
Plenary Council of Student Protest Veterans, the Convention of Publishers of Liberated Literature, and
the Phillumenist Society (matchbook collectors). Asarule, members of an organization are given rooms
on the samefloor, but the Management, apparently wishing to honor me, offered me one on the
hundredth. It had its own palm tree grove, in which an dl-girl orchestra played Bach while performing a
cleverly choreographed striptease. | could have done quite well without dl this, but unfortunately there
were no other vacancies, o | was obliged to stay where they put me. Scarcely had | taken a seat at the
bar on my floor when abroad-shouldered individual with ajet-black beard (a beard that read like a
menu of al the past week's meals) undung his heavy, double-barreled gun, stuck the muzzle right beneeth
my nose and asked, with a coarse laugh, how I liked his papal shooter. | had no ideawhat that was
supposed to mean, but knew better than to admit it. The safest thing in such Situationsisto remain silent.
And indeed, the next moment he confided in me that this high-powered repeater piece of his, equipped
with alaser-finding telescopic sight, triple-action trigger and self-loader, was custom-made for killing
popes. Taking continualy, he pulled afolded photo from his pocket, a picture of himsdf taking careful
am at amannequin in arobe and zucchetto. He had become an excellent shot, he said, and was now on
hisway to Rome, prepared for agrest pilgrimage—to gun down the Holy Father at St. Peter's Basilica |
didn't believe aword of it, but then, still chattering away, he showed me, in turn, hisairplane ticket,
reservation, tourist missa, apilgrim'sitinerary for American Catholics, aswell asapack of cartridges
with a cross carved on the head of each bullet. To economize he'd purchased a one-way ticket only, for
he fully expected the enraged worshippersto tear him limb from limb—the prospect of which appeared
to put him in the best possible humor. | immediately assumed that thiswas either amadman or a
professiond terrorist-fanatic (we have no lack of them these days), but again | was mistaken. Taking on
and on, though he repeatedly had to climb off the high bar stoal, for his weapon kept dipping to the floor,
he revealed to me that actualy he was adevout and loya Catholic; the act which he had carefully
planned—he called it "Operation P'—would be agreat persona sacrifice, for he wished to jolt the
conscience of the world, and what could provide agreater jolt than adeed of such extremity? Hewould
be doing exactly what according to Scripture Abraham had been commanded to do to Isaac, except in
reverse, as hewould be daying not a son, but afather, and aholy one at that. At the sametime, he
explained to me, he would attain the utmaost martyrdom of which a Christian was capable, for his body
would suffer terrible torment and his soul eternd damnation—all to open the eyes of mankind. "Redlly,” |
thought, "we have too many of these eye-opening enthusasts.” Unconvinced by hisarguments, | excused
myself and went to save the Pope—that is, to notify someone of this plot—but Stantor, whom | bumped
into on the 77th floor bar, told me, without even hearing me out, that among the gifts offered to Hadrian
X1 by the last group of American tourists there had been two time bombs and a cask containing—not
sacramenta wine, but nitroglycerin. | understood Stantor'sindifference alittle better when | heard that the
local guerrillas had recently mailed afoot to the Embassy, though as yet it was uncertain whose. In the
middle of our conversation they called him to the phone; it seemed that someone on the Avenida Romana
had just set fireto himself in protest. The bar on the 77th had an entirely different atmosphere than the
one up on mine: there were plenty of barefoot girlsin waist-length fishnet dresses, some with sabres at
their sides; anumber of them had long braids fastened, in the latest fashion, to neck bands or spiked
collars. | wasn't sure whether these were lady phillumenists or perhaps secretaries belonging to the
Asociation of Liberated Publishers—though most likely it was the latter, judging from the color prints
they were passing around. | went down nine floors to where our futurologists were staying, and in the bar
there had adrink or two with Alphonse Mauvin of Agence France-Presse; for thelast time | tried to save
the Pope, but Mauvin received my story with stoicism, observing that only last month acertain Austrdian
pilgrim had opened fire in the Vatican, abeit on entirely different ideologica grounds. Mauvin was hoping
for aninterview with one Manud Pyrhullo. This Pyrhullo was wanted by the FBI, Streté, Interpol, and a
variety of other police organizations. It seems he had started a business which offered the public anew
kind of service: that is, he hired himself out as a specidist-consultant on revol ution through explosives (he
was generdly known under the pseudonym of "Dr. Boom™). Pyrhullo took greet pridein thefact that his



work waswholly nonpartisan. A pretty redhead wearing something that resembled a nightgown riddled
with bullet holes gpproached our table; sent by the guerrillas, she was supposed to conduct a reporter to
their headquarters. Mauvin, as hefollowed her out, handed me one of Pyrullo'sfliers, fromwhich |
learned that it was high time to dispense with the bungling of irresponsible amateurs who couldn't tell
dynamite from mdinite, or fulminate mercury from asmple Bickford fuse. In these days of high
specialization, the advertisement read, one attempted nothing on one's own, but placed one'strust in the
expertise and integrity of certified professionas. On the back of theflier wasalist of services, with prices
givenin the currencies of the world's most advanced and civilized nations.

Just then the futurol ogists began to congregate in the bar, but one of them, Professor Mashkenasus,
ran in pae and trembling, claiming there was atime bomb in hisroom. The bartender, evidently
accustomed to such episodes, automatically shouted "Hit the deck!" and dived under the counter. But the
hotel detectives soon discovered that some colleague had played apractical joke on the Professor,
placing an ordinary darm clock in his cookiejar. It was probably an Englishman—only they ddight in
such childish pranks—but the whole thing was quickly forgotten when Stantor and J. G. Howler, so
from UPI, camein with the text of amemo from the United States government to the government of
Cogta Ricawith regard to the matter of the kidnapped diplomats. The language of it wastypical of al
such officid communiques; neither teeth nor feet were named. Jm told me that theloca authorities might
resort to drastic measures, General Apollon Diaz was currently in power and leaned toward the position
of the hawks, which was to meet force with force. The proposal had already been made at Parliament
(which stood in permanent emergency session) to counterattack: to pull twice the number of teeth from
the political prisoners the abductors were demanding and mail them poste restante, as the address of
guerrillaheadquarters was unknown. The air edition of the New York Times ran an editorid
(Schultzberger) cdling for common sense and the solidarity of the human species. Stantor informed mein
gtrictest confidence that the government had commandeered atrain carrying secret military
supplies—United States property—through Costa Rican territory on the way to Peru. Somehow the
guerrillas hadn't yet hit upon theidea of kidnapping futurologists, which would certainly have made better
sense from their point of view, inasmuch as there were many more futurologists than diplomats available
inthe country.

A hundred-gtory hotel isan organism so vast and so comfortably isolated from the rest of the world,
that news from the outsdefiltersin asif from another hemisphere. So far the futurol ogists hadn't
panicked; the Hilton travel desk wasn't swamped by guests making flight reservations back to the States
or elsawhere. The official banquet and opening ceremonies were scheduled for two, and till | hadn't
changed into my evening pajamas, so | rushed up to my room, dressed and took an elevator down to the
Purple Hall on the 46th. In the foyer two stunning girlsin toplesstogas, their bosoms tattooed with
forget-me-nots and snowflakes, came over and handed me a glossy folder. Without looking at it |
entered the hall, which was still empty, and gasped at the sight of the tables—not because the spread was
s0 extremely lavish, but the trays of hors d'oeuvres, the mounds of pété€, the molds, even the sdad bowls,
everything was arranged in the unmi stakable shape of genitdia. For amoment | thought it might be my
imagination, but aloudspesker somewhere was playing asong, popular in certain circles, which began
with the words: "Now to makeit in the arts, publicize your private parts! Critics say you can't offend 'em
with your phalusor pudendum!™

Thefirst banqueters ambled in, gentlemen with thick beards and bushy whiskers, though they were
redly rather young, somein pgamas and somein nothing at al. When six waiters brought in the cake and
| got aglimpse of that most indecent of desserts, there was no longer any doubt: | had accidentally
strayed into the wrong hall and was sitting at the banquet for Liberated Literature. On the pretext thet |
couldn't find my secretary | beat a hasty retreat and took the elevator down afloor to the Purple Hall (1'd
been in the Lavender), which by now was packed. My disappointment at the modesty of the reception |
hid asbest | could. It was acold buffet, and there was nowhere to sit; al the chairs had been removed,
S0 to eat anything one had to display an agility common to such occasions, particularly astherewas an



impossible crowd around the more substantial dishes. Sefior Cuillone, a representative of the Costa
Rican section of the Futurologica Association, explained with an engaging smilethat any sort of Lucullean
abundance here would have been quite out of place, considering that amajor topic of the conference was
the imminent world famine facing humanity. Of course there were skeptics who said that the Association's
alotments must have been cut, since only that could account for such heroic frugdity. Thejourndigs,
long accustomed to doing without, busied themselves among us, seeking spot interviews with various
foreign luminaries of prognostication. Instead of the United States ambassador, only the third secretary of
the Embassy showed up, and with an enormous bodyguard; he was the only one wearing a tuxedo,
perhaps because it would have been difficult to hide a bulletproof vest beneath apair of pgamas. |
learned that the guests from the city had been frisked in the lobby; supposedly there was already a
growing pile of discovered weaponsthere. The meetings themsalves were not to begin until five, which
meant we had timeto relax, so | returned to my room on the hundredth. | wasterribly thirsty from the
oversadted daw, but since the bar on my floor had now been seized and occupied by the student
protesters-dynamiters and their girls—and anyway one conversation with that bearded papist (or
antipapist) had been quite enough—I made do with aglass of water from the bathroom sink. The next
thing | knew, dl the lights were out, and the telephone, no matter what number | diaed, kept connecting
me with an automated recording of the story of Rapunzdl. | tried to take the elevator down, but it too
was out of order. The students were Singing in chorus, shooting their gunsin timeto the musc—inthe
other direction, | hoped. Such things happen even in the best hotdl's, which doesn't make them any the
less aggravating, yet what perplexed me the most were my own reactions. My mood, fairly sour since
that conversation with the Pope's n, was now improving by the minute. Groping about in my room,
| overturned some furniture and chuckled indulgently in the dark; even when | cracked my knee againgt a
auitcaseit didn't diminish my fedling of good will towards dl mankind. On the night table | found the
remains of the brunch I'd had sent up to my room, took one of the convention folders, rolled it up and
stuck it in the leftover butter, then lit it with amatch: that made a sort of torch—it sputtered and smoked,
but gave enough light. After dl, I had more than two hoursto kill, counting on at least an hour on the
dtaircase, since the elevator wasn't working. | sat back in an armchair and observed with the greatest
interest the fluctuations and changes that were taking place within me. | was cheerful, | was never
happier. No end of reasons for thiswonderful state of affairs came rushing to my mind. In all seriousness
it seemed to methat this hotel room, plunged in Stygian darkness, filled with stench and floating ashes
from ahomemade torch, totdly cut off from the rest of the world, with atelephone that told fairy
tales—was one of the nicest places on the face of the earth. Moreover | flt an irresistible urge to pat
someone on the head, or at least squeeze a hand and ook long and soulfully into apair of eyes.

| would have embraced and kissed the most implacable enemy. The butter, melting, hissed and spat,
and the thought that the butter might sputter and make the flame gutter was so hilariousthat | burst out
laughing, though my fingers were burnt relighting the paper whenever the torch went out. In theflickering
light I hummed arias from old operettas, paying no heed to the bitter smoke that made me gag, or the
tears streaming down my cheeks. Standing up, | tripped and fell, crashing into atrunk on the floor; the
bump on my head swelled to the Size of an egg, but that only put mein abetter humor (to the extent that
that was possible). | giggled, choking in the searing smoke, which in no way lowered my spirits. | climbed
into bed; it till hadn't been made, though thiswas aready the afternoon. The maids responsiblefor such
neglect—I thought of them as my very own children: nothing but sugary words and gushing baby talk
cameto my lips. It occurred to methat even if | were to suffocate here, that would be the most amusing,
the most agreeable kind of desth any man could ask for. Thisthought was so blatantly contrary to my
nature, that it had a sobering effect. A curious dissociation arose within me. As before, my soul wasfilled
with light and languor, an al-embracing tenderness, alove of everything that existed, while my hands
smply itched to fondle and stroke someone—it didn't matter who—till in the absence of any such third
person | began to caress my own cheeks and chuck mysdlf fondly under the chin; my right hand
proffered itsdlf to my left for ahearty shake. Even thefeet, trembling eagerly, wanted to joinin. And y,
throughout dl this, distress sgnaswere flashing on in the depths of my being: " Something'swrong!" cried



afar-off, tiny voiceingde. "Careful, 1jon, watch your step, be on your guard! This good weather can't be
trusted! Come now, one-two-three, snap out of it! Don't Sit there sprawled like some Onassis, weeping
from the smoke, abump on your head and universal loving-kindnessin your heart! It'satrap, there's
treachery afoot!" Though | didn't budge aninch. Y et my throat was exceedingly dry and the blood did
pound in my ears (but that was due, no doubt, to the sudden rush of happiness). Driven by a powerful
thirgt, 1 got up to get another glass of water. | was thinking about the oversalted daw at the banquet, and
that dreadful buffet, then to experiment | thought about J. W., H. C. M. and M. W., my worst
enemies—and discovered that beyond an impulse to clap them on the back, give them each afriendly
hug, exchange afew kind words and kindred thoughts, | felt nothing whatever towards them. Now this
wastruly alarming. With one hand on the nickel spigot and the other holding the empty glass, | froze.
Sowly | turned the water on, filled it, raised it, and then, twisting my facein aweird grimace—I could
see the struggle in the bathroom mirror—I poured it down the drain.

The water from the tap. Of course. These changesin me had begun the moment | drank it. There
was something init, clearly. Poison? But I'd never heard of any poison that would ... Wait aminute! |
was, dfter dl, asteady subscriber to al the mgjor scientific publications. In just the last issue of Science
Today there had been an article on some new psychotropic agents of the group of so-called
benignimizers (the N,N-dimethylpeptocryptomides), which induced states of undirected joy and
beatitude. Yes, yes! | could practicaly seethat article now. Hedonidol, Euphoril, Inebrium, Felicitine,
Empathan, Ecstasine, Halcyond and awhole spate of derivatives! Though by replacing an amino group
with ahydroxyl you obtained, instead, Furiol, Antagonil, Rabiditine, Sadistizine, Dementium, Flagdllan,
Juggernal, and many other polyparanoida stimulants of the group of so-called phrensobarbs (for these
prompted the most vicious behavior, the lashing out at objects animate aswell asinanimate—and
especidly powerful here were the cannibal -cannabinols and manicomimetics).

My thoughts were interrupted by the telephone ringing, and then the lights came on again. A voice
from some as3 stant manager at the reception desk humbly apologized for the inconvenience, with
assurances that the malfunction had been located and corrected. | opened the door to air out the
room—there wasn't a sound in the hall—and stood there, dizzy from the smoke and till filled with the
desireto blessand caress. | shut the door, locked it, sat in the middle of the room and struggled to get a
grip on mysdf. It isextremdly difficult to describe my state at that time. The thoughts didn't cometo me
aseadly or coherently asthey may seem written here. Every anayticd reflex was asif submerged in thick
syrup, wrapped and smothered in aporridge of sdf-satisfaction, al dripping with the honey of idiotic
optimism; my soul seemed to sink into the sweetest of 0ozes, like drowning in rosebuds and chocolate
icing; | forced mysdlf to think only of the most unpleasant things, the bearded maniac with the
double-barreled papa shooter, the licentious publisher-procurers of Liberated Literature and their
Babylonian hors d'oeuvres, and, of course, J. W., W. C. and J. C. M. and ahundred other villainsand
snakesin the grass—only to redlize, with horror, that | loved them al, forgave them everything, and (what
was worse) arguments kept popping into my head, arguments that defended every sort of evil and
abomination. Burgting with love for my fellow man, | fet adriving need to lend ahel ping hand, to do
good works. Instead of psychotropic poisons| greedily thought of the widows and orphans and with
what pleasure | would watch over them forevermore. Ah, how shamefully had | neglected them in the
past! And the poor, and the hungry, and the sick and destitute, Good Lord! | found myself knedling over
asuitcase, franticdly pulling things out to find some article of value | could giveto the needy. And once
again thefeeble voices of darm called out desperately from my subconscious. "Attention! Danger! It'sa
trick, an ambush! Fight! Bite! Parry! Thrust! Help!" | wastorn in two. | felt such asudden surge of the
categorical imperative, that | wouldn't have touched afly. A pity, | thought, that the Hilton didn't have
mice or even afew spiders. How | would have pampered the dear little things! FHlies, fless, rats,
mosquitoes, bedbugs—all God's beloved, lovable creations! Meanwhile | blessed the table, the lamp, my
own legs. But the vestiges of reason hadn't abandoned me atogether, so with my left hand | beet at the
right, which was doing al the blessing, beat it until the pain made me writhe. Now that was encouraging!
Perhaps there was hope after al! Luckily the desire to do good carried with it the wish for



sdf-mortification. For astart, | punched mysdlf in the mouth a couple of times; my earsrang and | saw
gars. Good, excdllent! When the face grew numb, | began kicking mysdlf in the shins. Fortunately | had
on heavy boots, with hard hedls. After the therapeutic gpplication of severa swift kicks| felt much
better—that is, much worse. Tentatively | tested the thought of how it would beto kick acertain C. A.
aswdl. That no longer lay outside the realm of possibility. My shins ached like the blazes, and yet
gpparently it was thanksto the self-administered injury that | was now able to imagine the same dished
out to old M. W. Ignoring the pain, | kicked on and on. Sharp objects were of use heretoo, and |
availed mysdlf of afork and then some pinsfrom an unused shirt. | was making progress, but there were
setbacks; in afew minutes | was ready once again to immolate mysdlf on the atar of some higher cause,
al bubbling over with honor, virtue and noblesse oblige. Though I knew full well that something had
been put in the water. And then suddenly | remembered that there were deeping pillsin my suitcase—I
carried them around with me but never used them, since they always left mefeding irritable and
depressed. But now | took one, chewing it with alittle soot-covered butter (water was out of the
question, of course), then forced down two caffeine pills—to counteract the deeping pill—then sat and
waited, full of dread but also full of boundless affection, waited for the outcome of this chemicad war to
be waged within my organism. Love seized me as never before, | was carried to unheard-of heights of
generosity. Y et the chemicas of evil apparently were beginning to resist and push back the chemica's of
goodness; | was gtill prepared to devote my life to charitable acts, but no longer without hesitation. Of
course | would have felt more secure to have been athorough scoundrd, if only for awhile.

In about a quarter of an hour it was more or less over. | took a shower, rubbed myself vigoroudy
with atowd, now and then—just to be on the safe sde—d apped mysdf in the face, then applied
bandaids to the cuts on my shins and fingers, inspected bruises (I had beaten mysdf black and bluein the
course of thisordedl), put on afresh shirt, asuit, adjusted my tie in the mirror, straightened my cape.
Beforeleaving, | gave mysdf one good jab in the ribs—afind tes—and then was out the door, right on
timetoo, for it wasamost five. To my greet surprise everything seemed norma in the hotdl. The bar on
my floor was practicaly empty; the papal shooter was il there, propped up againgt atable, and |
noticed two pair of feet, one pair bare, sticking out from under the counter, but that hardly suggested
anything out of the ordinary. A couple of sudent militants were playing cards off to the sde, and another
was strumming hisguitar and singing a popular song. Thelobby downdairsliteraly swarmed with
futurologists: they weredl heading for the first session of the congress (without having to leave the Hilton,
of course, since ahdl had been reserved for that purpose in the lower part of the building). My surprise
passed when | realized, upon reflection, that in such ahotel no one ever drank the water; if thirsty, they
would have a coke, or aschweppes, and in a pinch there was always juice, teaor beer, or even soda
water. All beverages came bottled. And even if someone should, out of carel essness, repeat my mistake,
he wouldn't be out here, but up in hisroom behind locked doors, rolling on the floor in the throes of
universal love. | concluded that it would be best for me to make no mention of thisincident—I was new
here, after dl, and might not be believed. They would passit off asahdlucination. And what could be
more natural nowadays than to suspect someone of afondnessfor drugs?

Afterwards| was criticized for following this oysterlike (or odtrichlike) policy, the argument being that,
had | brought everything out in the open, the catastrophe might have been averted. Which is nonsense: at
the very most | would have derted the hotel guests, yet what took place at the Hilton had absolutely no
effect on the march of politica eventsin CostaRica

On theway to the convention hal | stopped at a newsstand and bought a batch of local papers, asis
my habit. | don't buy them everywhere | go, of course, but an educated man can get the gist of something
in Spanish, even if he doesn't speak the language.

Above the podium stood a decorated board showing the agendafor the day. Thefirst item of
businesswas the world urban criss, the second—the ecology criss, the third—the air pollution criss, the
fourth—the energy crigs, the fifth—the food crisis. Then adjournment. The technology, military and
politica criseswere to be dedlt with on the following day, after which the chair would entertain motions



from thefloor.

Each speaker was given four minutes to present his paper, as there were so many scheduled—2198
from 64 different countries. To help expedite the proceedings, al reports had to be distributed and
studied beforehand, while the lecturer would spesk only in numerds, calling attention in thisfashion to the
sdient paragraphs of hiswork. To better receive and process such wedth of information, we al turned
on our portable recorders and pocket computers (which later would be plugged in for the genera
discusson). Stan Hazdlton of the U.S. ddegation immediately threw the hdl into aflurry by emphaticaly
repegting: 4, 6, 11, and therefore 22; 5, 9, hence 22; 3, 7, 2, 11, from which it followed that 22 and only
22! Someone jumped up, saying yes but 5, and what about 6, 18, or 4 for that matter; Hazelton
countered this objection with the crushing retort that, either way, 22. | turned to the number key in his
paper and discovered that 22 meant the end of the world. Hayakawa from Japan was next; he presented
plans, newly developed in his country, for the house of the future—eight hundred levels with maternity
wards, nurseries, schools, shops, museums, zoos, theaters, skating rinks and crematoriums. The
blueprints provided for underground storage of the ashes of the dear departed, forty-channel television,
intoxication chambers aswell as sobering tanks, special gymnasiums for group sex (an indicetion of the
progressive attitude of the architects), and catacombs for nonconformist subculture communities. One
rather novel ideawasto have each family changeitsliving quarters every day, moving from gpartment to
gpartment like chessmen—say, pawns or knights. That would help aleviate boredom. In any event this
building, having avolume of seventeen cubic kilometers, afoundation set in the ocean floor and aroof
that reached the very stratosphere, would possess its own matrimonia computers—matchmaking on the
sadomasochigtic principle, for partners of such opposite persuasions statistically made the most stable
marriages (each finding in that union the answer to hisor her dreams)—and therewould dso bea
round-the-clock suicide prevention center. Hakayawa, the second Japanese del egate, demonstrated for
usaworking mode of such ahouse—on ascae of 10,000 to 1. It had its own oxygen supply, but
without food or water reserves, since the building would operate entirely on the recycling principle: all
waste products, excreta and effluvia, would be reclaimed and reprocessed for consumption. Y ahakawa,
thethird on the team, read alist of dl the ddlicaciesthat could be recongtituted from human excrement.
Among these were artificia bananas, gingerbread, shrimp, lobster, and even artificia winewhich,
notwithstanding its rather offensive origin, in taste rivaed the finest burgundies of France. Samplesof it
were availablein the hdl, in eegant little bottles, and there were also cocktail sausages wrapped infail,
though no one seemed to be particularly thirsty, and the sausages were discreetly deposited under chairs.
Seeing which, | did the same. The original plan wasto have this house of the future be mohile, by means
of apowerful propeller, thereby making collective sightseeing excursions possible, but that was ruled out
because, firgt of dl, there would be 900 million houses to begin with and, secondly, al travel would be
pointless. For even if ahouse had 1,000 exits and its occupants employed them dl, they would never be
ableto leave the building; by the time the last was out, awhole new generation of occupants would have
reached maturity indgde. The Japanese were clearly delighted with their own proposa. Then Norman
Y ouhas from the United States took the floor and outlined seven different measuresto hat the population
explosion, namely: mass mediaand mass arrests, compulsory cdlibacy, full-scale deeraticization,
onani zation, sodomization, and for repeated offenders—castration. Every married couple would be
required to compete for the right to have children, passing examinations in three categories, copulationd,
educeationd and nondeviationd. All illegd offspring would be confiscated; for premeditated birth, the
guilty parties could face life sentences. Attached to this report were those detachable sky-blue
coupons—sex rations—we had received earlier with the conference materials. Hazelton and Y ouhas then
proposed the establishment of new occupations: connubia prosecutor, divorce counsdor, perversion
recruiter and sterility consultant. Copies of adraft for anew penal code, in which fertilization congtituted
amgjor felony, tantamount to high treason againgt the species, were promptly passed around. Meanwhile
someone in the spectator gdlery hurled aMolotov cocktail into the hal. The police squad (on hand in the
lobby, evidently prepared for such an eventuaity) took the necessary steps, and a maintenance crew (no
less prepared) quickly covered the broken furniture and corpses with alarge nylon tarpaulin which was



decorated in a cheerful pattern. Between reports| tried to decipher the local papers, and even though my
Spanish was practicaly nonexistent, | did learn that the government had summoned armored unitsto the
capital, put al law enforcement agencies on extreme aert, and declared agenera State of emergency.
Apparently no onein the audience besides mysdlf grasped the seriousness of the Situation developing
outsde the hotel walls. At seven we adjourned for supper—at our expense, this time—and on my way
back to the conference | bought a specia evening edition of Nacion, the officia newspaper, aswell asa
few of the oppostion tabloids. Perusing these (with consderable difficulty), | was amazed to find articles
full of saccharine platitudes on the theme of the tender bonds of love asthe surest guarantee of universal
peace—right beside articlesthat were full of dire threets, articles promising bloody repression or else an
equaly bloody insurrection. The only explanation | could think of for this peculiar incongruity was that
some of the journalists had been drinking the water that day, and some hadn't. Of course less water
would be consumed by the staff of a right-wing newspaper, since reactionary editors were better paid
than their radica counterparts and consequently could afford to imbibe more exclusive liquids while they
worked. The radicas, on the other hand, though they were known to display a certain degree of
asceticism in the name of higher principles, hardly ever quenched their thirst with water. Especidly since
quartzupio, afermented drink from the juice of the melmenole plant, was extremely chegp in CostaRica

We had settled back in our comfortable armchairs, and Professor Dringenbaum of Switzerland was
just ddlivering thefirst numerd of hisreport, when dl a once the hollow rumble of an explosion shook
the building and made the windows rattle. The optimists among us passed this off as asmple earthquake,
but | wasinclined to think that the group of demonstrators outside that had been picketing the hotd since
morning was now resorting to incendiary tactics. Though the following blast and concussion, much more
powerful, changed my mind; now | could hear the familiar staccato of machine-gun firein the streets. No,
there was no longer any doubt: Costa Rica had entered into the stage of open hodtilities. Our reporters
werethe firg to disappear; at the sound of shooting they jumped to their feet and rushed out the door,
eager to cover this new assgnment. But Professor Dringenbaum went on with hislecture, which was
fairly pessmigticin tone, for it maintained that the next phase of our civilization would be cannibadism. He
cited severd well-known American theoreticians, who had calculated that, if things on Earth continued at
their present rate, in four hundred years humanity would represent aliving sphere of bodieswith aradius
expanding at gpproximeately the speed of light. But new explosions interrupted the report. The
futurologigts, confused, began to leave the hal and minglein the lobby with people from the Liberated
Literature convention. Judging by the appearance of these latter, the outbreak of the fighting had caught
them in the middle of activity which suggested complete indifference to the threet of overpopulation.
Behind some editors from the publishing house of Knopf stood naked secretaries—though not entirely
naked, for their limbs were painted with various op designs. They carried portable water pipes and
hookahsfilled with a popular mixture of LSD, marijuana, yohimbine and opium. Theliberationists,
someone told me, had just burned the United States Postmaster Genera in effigy (it seems he had
ordered the destruction of apamphlet cdling for theinitiation of massincest) and now, gathered in the
lobby, they were behaving most ingppropriate y—particularly given the seriousness of the Situation. With
the exception of afew who were exhausted or remained in anarcotic stupor, they al carriedonina
positively scandalous fashion. | heard screams from the reception desk, where switchboard operators
were being raped, and one potbellied gentleman in aleopardskin tore through the hotel cloakroom,
waving a hashish torch as he chased the attendants. It took severa portersto restrain him. Then someone
from the mezzanine threw armfuls of photographs down on our heads, photographs depicting in vivid
color exactly how one man could satisfy hislust with another, and agreat deal more besides. When the
firgt tanks gppeared in the streets—clearly visble from our windows—ypanic-stricken phillumenists and
student protesters came pouring from the eevators; trampling underfoot the abovementioned pété
mounds and salad molds (which the publishers had brought out with them), these newcomers scattered in
al directions. And there was the bearded anti-papist bellowing like abull and wildly swinging his
papal shooter, knocking down anyone who stood in the way. He pushed through the crowd and ran out
infront of the hotel, where he hid behind a corner of the building and—I saw thiswith my own



eyes—opened fire on the figures running past. Obvioudy this dedicated, ideologicaly motivated fanatic
redly didn't care, when it came down to it, whom he shot at. The lobby, filled with cries of terror and
revelry, became ascene of utter pandemonium when the huge picture windows began to shatter. | tried
to locate my reporter friends and, seeing them dash up the street, followed &fter; the atmosphere in the
Hilton had really become too oppressive. Behind alow concrete wall along the hotdl driveway crouched
two cameramen, frantically filming everything, which madelittle sense, snce everyone knowsthet thefirst
thing that happens on such occasionsisthe burning of a car with foreign license plates. Flames and
smoke were dready rising from the hotel parking lot. Mauvin, standing beside me, rubbed his hands and
chuckled at the sight of his Dodge crackling in the blaze—he had rented it from Hertz. The mgjority of
the American reporters, however, did not find thisamusing. | noticed some people struggling to put out
thefire: these were mainly old men, poorly dressed, and they were hauling water in bucketsfrom a
nearby fountain. That struck me as odd. In the distance, at the far end of the Avenida ddl Salvacién and
the Avenidadel Resurreccion, police hemets glimmered; yet the squarein front of the hotel, withits
surrounding lawns and luxuriant palms, was till empty. Those doddering old men, hoarsdly caling to one
another, quickly formed afire brigade, in spite of their canes and crutches; such gdlantry was astounding,
but then | remembered what had happened earlier that day and immediatdly shared my suspicionswith
Mauvin. Therattle of machine guns and the thunder of bursting shells madeit difficult to talk; for awhile
the Frenchman's keen face showed atotd lack of comprehension, but suddenly hiseyeslit up. "Aha" he
roared abovethedin. "The water! The drinking water! Great God, for thefirst timein history ...
cryptochemocracy!" And with these words he ran back to the hotel like one possessed. Togettoa
telephone, apparently. Strange though, that the lines should still be open.

| was standing there in the driveway when Professor Trottelreiner, one of the Swissfuturologists,
joined me. By then the police were doing what they should have done hours ago: wearing black hemets,
shields and gas masks, armed with guns and clubs, they formed a cordon around the whole Hilton
complex to keep back the mob, which was just beginning to pour from the park that separated usfrom
the city's theater digtrict. With great skill specid police units set up grenade launchers and fired these into
the crowd; the explosions were remarkably weak, though they raised thick clouds of whitish smoke. At
firsgt | thought that thiswas tear gas, but the people, instead of fleeing and choking in fury, clearly beganto
huddle around the pale vapors; their shouts quickly died away, and soon | could hear them singing—they
were singing hymns. The reporters, rushing back and forth between the cordon and the hotdl entrance
with their cameras and tape recorders, were completely mystified by this, though it was obviousto me
that the police were employing some new pacification chemicd, in aerosol form. But then, from the
Avenidadd ... | can't recal which ... another group of people appeared, and these were somehow
unaffected by the grenades, or so0 it seemed. Later | wastold that this group had continued advancing in
order to help the palice, not to attack them. Y et who could draw such subtle digtinctionsin that general
chaos? There were several more salvos of grenades, and that was followed by the characteristic roar and
hiss of awater cannon, then findly the machine guns opened up and the air wasfilled with the whine of
bullets. They were playing for kegps now, so | ducked behind the low driveway wall, using it like the
breastwork of atrench, and found mysdlf between Stantor and Haynes of the Washington Post. Ina
few words| filled them in; they were furious that | had betrayed such abanner-headline secret first to an
AFP man, and crawled full speed back to the hotel, only to return shortly, scowling—the lineswere no
longer open. But Stantor had managed to buttonhol e the officer in charge of hotel defenses and learned
from him that planes carrying LTN bombs (LTN: Love Thy Neighbor) were now on their way. Then we
were ordered to clear the areg, and dl the policemen put on gas masks with specid filters. We received
masks too.

Professor Trottelreiner was, asluck would haveit, aspecidist in thefield of psychotropic
pharmacology, and he cautioned me not to use the gas mask under any circumstance, asit would cease
to operate at sufficiently high concentrations of aerosol; thiswould then give rise to the so-cdled
phenomenon of filter overload, and in an instant one could inhale amuch heavier dose than if one
breathed the air without the benefit of a mask. The only sure protection, he said, anticipating my question,



would be a separate oxygen supply; so we went to the hotel desk, managed to catch one receptionist ill
on duty and found, with his assistance, a storeroom full of fire-fighting equipment, including plenty of
oxygen masks. Draeger make, with closed circulation. Thus accoutered, the Professor and | returned to
the street, just in time to hear the dreadful, ear-splitting whistle that announced the arriva of the first
planes. As everyone knows, the Hilton was accidentally bombed with LTN minutes after the air raid
commenced; the consequences of that error were disastrous. True, the LTN hit only the far wing of the
building's lower structure, where display booths had been set up by the Association of Publishers of
Liberated Literature, and therefore none of the hotel guests suffered immediate injury. On the other hand,
the police guarding ustook the full brunt of it. Paroxysms of love soon swept their ranks, assuming mass
proportions. Before my eyes policemen tore the masks from their faces and, shedding copious tears of
remorse, fell to their knees and begged the demongtrators for forgiveness, pushing the billy clubsinto their
hands with fervent pleasto be severdly beaten. Following another LTN bombardment, which raised the
drug's concentration even more, these minions of the law stumbled over themsalvesin the mad rush to
kiss and hug everyone within reach. It was only severa weeks after the whole tragedy that we were able,
more or less, to piece together what had happened. The government had decided that morning to nip the
developing revolution in the bud, so it put into the municipa water tower about 700 kilograms of
bromo-benignimizer, mixing equa parts of Felicitine, Placidol and Superjubilan. The water to the police
and military barracks had been shut off firdt, of course. Except that without the proper expertsthis plan
was doomed to failure—the phenomenon of filter overload in the masks was not taken into account, for
example, nor the fact that different socid groups would consume the drinking water in radicaly different
amounts.

The conversion of the police took place with particular violence because, as Trottelreiner explained to
me, the less an individua was accustomed to following his own natural good impulses, the greater the
effect of such drugs upon him. That explained why, when two planesin the next wave accidentdly LTN'd
the city hall, so many of the highest ranking police and military officils committed suicide, unableto
endure the terrible pangs of conscience over policiesthey had implemented in the past. And if you add to
thisthe fact that Generd Diaz himsalf had—before putting abullet through his head—ordered the
immediate release of dl politica prisoners, it iseasier to understand the extraordinary ferocity of the
fighting that developed in the course of the night. The airgtrips, being far from the city, remained
untouched, and the pilots had their orders, and followed them to the I etter. Police and military observers
intheir hermetic bunkers, seeing what was going on, findly resorted to the extreme measures that plunged
al Nounasinto the chaos of tota emotiona derangement. Of course we had no inkling of any of thisat
the Hilton. It was eleven o'clock at night when the first armored divisions of the army appeared on the
scene, rolling into the square surrounded by parks and pams; they had come to tifle the brotherly love
rampant among the police. Thisthey did, with considerable bloodshed. Poor Mauvin was standing afoot
away from the place where a pacification grenade exploded; the force of the blast tore the fingers off his
left hand aswell ashisleft ear, but he assured me that he had never really cared for that hand in the first
place and the ear wasn't worth mentioning, in fact if | liked | could have the other, and he pulled a
penknife from his pocket to make good the offer; but | took the penknife gently from hishand and led
him to an improvised firs-aid station. There he was tended by the secretaries of the liberated publishers,
now chemically converted, they were al bawling like babies. They had put on modest clothing and even
wore vells, o as not to tempt anyoneto sin; afew of these pitiful creatures, more strongly affected, had
actually shaven their heads. On the way back from thefirst-aid areal had the miserable luck toruninto a
group of publishers. Though | didn't recognize them at first: they were dressed in old burlap bagstied
around with rope (which they also used to flog themsdlves); crying for mercy, clamoring, they threw
themsalves at my feet and beseeched me to whip them properly, for they had depraved society. Imagine
my surprise when, looking at these flagellants more closdly, | saw that they were al from the staff of
Playboy, including the editor in chief! That gentleman wouldn't let me go, so bitterly did his conscience
torment him. They pulled at my deeves, redizing that thanks to the oxygen mask | wasthe only one able
to harm ahair on their head. | could take no more of thisand gave in to their demands at last, much



againgt my will. Soon my armswere aching, and it grew difficult to bresthe—I was afraid | might not find
another tank of oxygen when this one ran out—meanwhile the publishers had formed along line,
trembling with impatience for their turn. Findly, to get rid of them, | told them to pick up dl those
enormous color postersthat had been thrown into the lobby by the LTN explosionsin the wing of the
Hilton, that made the place look like Sodom and Gomorrah twice over; following my instructions, they
put the postersin ahuge pile out in front of the hotel and burned them. Unfortunately an artillery unit
sationed in the park took the bonfire for some kind of signal and opened up on us. | left asquickly asl
could, only to bump into one Harvey Simsworth in the basement. Thiswas awriter who had hit upon the
lucrative idea of turning fairy talesinto hardcore pornography (he: was the author of Ali Baba and the
Forty Perverts), then made another fortune by rewriting the classcs of world literature (workslike King
Leer); heemployed the smpledevice: of revealing the "secret sex life” of dl thetraditional tales—for
example, what Snow White redly did with the seven dwairfs, what Jack did with Jil, what Aladdin did
with hislamp, etc., etc. | tried to beg off, explaining that my arm wastired. In that case—he shouted,
sobbing—I could at least kiick him. What could | do? It was heartlessto refuse. Later, (completely worn
out by these exertions, | dragged mysalf back to the room with the fire extinguishers, where luckily |
found a couple more unused cylinders of oxygen. Professor Trottelreiner was there, seeted on acoil of
fire hose; he was reading the futurologicd articles, glad to have found alittle free timein the professond
hustle and bustle of attending conferences. Meanwhile the LTN bombs continued to fall thick and fast.
The Professor advised that in severe cases of lovestroke—and especialy serious was an attack of
universal good will, accompanied by petting convulsions—poultices should be applied, aswell as heavy
doses of cagtor ail in dternation with the pumping of the somach.

In the newsroom Stantor Wooley (from the Herald), Sharkey and Kuntze (a photographer working
temporarily for Paris-Match) were playing cards with masks on their faces. Since the lineswere out,
they had nothing better to do. | began to watch, but Joe Missinger, an important American journdig,
burst in yeling that the police had been given tablets of Furiol to counteract the benignimizers. We
understood a once what that meant and ran for the basement, but it turned out to be another false rumor.
So we went outside to look around; | made the disma discovery that our hotel was missing itstop twenty
or thirty floors, my room, dong with everything in it, waslost in amountain of rubble. Hamesfilled three
quarters of the sky. A burly policeman in a hemet was chasing some youth, roaring: " Stop, stop for
God's sake, | love you!"—but the youth ignored these exhortations. Things had quieted down somewhat,
and the reporters, driven by their professond urgeto investigate, cautiousy headed for the park. | went
aong. Therewere avariety of rigious servicesin progress, black masses and white, with the secret
police participating conspicuously. Nearby stood alarge crowd of people weeping and tearing their hair;
they were holding over their heads an enormous sign which read, SPIT ON US, WE ARE
INFORMERS! Judging by the number of these penitent Judases, it must have cost the government plenty
to maintain them—funds which might have been better spent improving the economic Stuation in Costa
Rica. Back at the Hilton we saw another crowd. Police dogs, behaving morelike friendly Saint Bernards,
weretrotting out bottles of the most expensive liquor from the hotel bar and distributing them
indiscriminately. In the bar itsalf policemen and protesters, arms around one another, took turns sSinging
patriotic and revolutionary songs. | tried the basement, but couldn't endure al the converting and
cavorting going on in there, so | went to the room with the fire extinguishersto talk to Professor
Trottelreiner. To my surprise, he had found three partners and was playing bridge. Quetzalcoatl, a
graduate student, trumped his ace; this so angered the Professor that he left the table in a huff. Just then
Sharkey stuck hishead in the door and announced that he had caught General Aquillo's speech onthe
radio: they were going to crush the rebellion by dropping conventiona bombs on the city. After abrief
council of war we decided to retrest to the lowest level of the Hilton, which was an underground sewer
system. The hote kitchen having been totally demolished, there was nothing to eat; hungry
demondtrators, phillumenists and publishers stuffed themsel ves with the chocol ate lozenges, aspicsand
other morsels they had discovered in the abandoned centro erdtico et the corner of the hotel wing. | saw
how their faces changed when the sexud stimulants contained in those comestibles began to mix in their



veins with the benignimizers. One shuddered to think where this chemical escadation might lead. | saw the
pairing off of futurologistswith Indian bootblacks, | saw secret agentsin the arms of hotel janitors, and
enormous deek rats fraternizing with cats—while the police dogs licked everyone and everything in sight.
Our progress was dow and difficult, for we had to push our way through a heavy crowd, and | was
bringing up the rear, struggling with half the oxygen tanks on my back. Paited, kissed on the arms and
legs, fondled and adored, smothered by hugs and squeezes, | stubbornly plowed ahead, until | heard
Stantor shout in triumph: held found the entrance to the sewers! Exerting the last of our strength, we
moved aside the heavy manhole cover and lowered ourselves one by oneinto the concrete well. | held
Professor Trottereiner, whose foot had dipped on arung of theiron ladder, and asked him if held ever
imagined the convention turning out like this. Instead of answering, hetried to kissmy hand, which
immediately aroused my suspicions; his mask had been knocked loose, asit turned out, causing him to
swallow some of the drug-contaminated air. Without delay we applied physical torture, forced him to
breathe pure oxygen, and read Hayakawal's report aloud—that was Howler'sidea. The Professor finally
cameto his senses, of which he gave ample evidence by a series of pungent oaths, and we were able to
continue on our way. Suddenly in the dim beam of our flashlight we saw the dark wall of the sewer
covered with patches of ail; thiswas amost welcome sight, for now thirty feet of earth separated usfrom
the surface of the LTN'd city. Imagine our surprise when we discovered that we had not been the first to
think of this haven. There on the concrete platform s, in full assembly, the management of the Hilton;
these prudent officials had provided themsdves with inflatable reclining chairs from the hotel pool,
trangistor radios, plenty of scotch and bourbon, and an ample picnic lunch. Since they too were wearing
oxygen masks, there waslittle chance, if any, that they would willingly share their provisonswith us. But
we assumed athreatening attitude and managed to convince them (they were outnumbered anyway).
And so with alittle arm-twisting full agreement was reached, and we dl sat down to dine on cold |obster.
Thismedl, unscheduled and unforeseen in the program, concluded thefirst day of the futurologica
congress.

Quite exhausted by the stormy events of the day, we settled down for the night in more than Spartan
circumstances, considering that we were obliged to degp on anarrow concrete platform that bore the
unmigtakable traces of the sewer. Thefirst problem that arose was to divide up fairly the reclining chairs,
which the hotd directors had so thoughtfully brought with them. There were Six chairs, accommodating
twelve persons, for the six-membered management team had planned to share this bedding (in the spirit
of camaraderie) with its private secretaries, while those of uswho had entered the sewer under Stantor's
leadership numbered twenty. That included the futurologica group of Professors Dringenbaum, Hazelton
and Trottereiner, severa reporters and television commentators from CBS, and two individuas enlisted
aong theway, amuscular man in alesther jacket and riding boots (no one knew who hewas) and little
Josephine Collins, girl Friday to the editor oi Playboy. Stantor evidently intended to profit from her
chemica conversion; he had aready gotten her to agree, so | heard, to sign over thefirgt rightsto her
memoirs. With six chairs and thirty-odd applicants, the Situation became explosive. We lined up on either
sde of these makeshift beds and glowered at one another, to the extent that one can glower in an oxygen
mask. Somebody proposed that on the count of three we al remove our masks; in that way, obvioudy,
everyone would be overcome with atruism, and there would then be no contention. However, no one
seemed particularly anxiousto put this plan into action. After agreat ded of bickering wefinally reached
acompromise: we would draw lots and seep in three-hour shifts. For |ots we used those bookl ets of
sky-blue copulation coupons some of us still carried on our person. It turned out that | got the first shift,
aong with Professor Trottelreiner, who was abit more gaunt and angular than | would have liked, since
we had to deep together in the same bed, or rather chair. The ones who were next woke us roughly, and
while they made themselves comfortable in our place we squatted at the edge of the sewer and nervoudy
checked the pressure in our cylinders. The oxygen wouldn't last more than afew hours, that much was
clear. The grim prospect of becoming benignimized seemed inevitable. Gloom descended upon us.
Knowing that | had aready had ataste of that state of bliss, my companions anxioudy inquired how it



felt. | assured them that it wasn't so bad really, but | spoke without conviction. Sleep overpowered us; to
keep from fdling into the sewer we tied oursalves, with whatever we could, to the iron rungs beneath the
manhole. Dozing fitfully, | was awakened by the sound of an explosion far more powerful than anything
yet; | looked around in the darkness—all the flashlights but one had been turned off, to conserve the
batteries. Enormous deek ratstrotted by along the edge of the sewer. The odd thing was that they were
walking singlefile, and on their hind legs. | pinched mysdlf, but no, it wasn't/adream. | woke Professor
Trottelreiner and showed him this phenomenon; he didn't know what to make of it. The rats were now
walking in pairs, completely ignoring our presence; at least they weren't attempting to lick us, which the
Professor considered agood sign, sinceit indicated that in al probability the air was clean. Cautioudy we
removed our masks. Both journalists on my right were degping soundly while the rats continued to
promenade on two legs, but then the Professor and | sneezed, something wastickling our nogtrils—the
sewer stench, | thought at first, until 1 noticed the roots. | bent over to look at my feet. There was no
mistake, | was sending out roots al right—from the knees down, more or less—and turning green above.
And now my arms were sprouting buds, which opened quickly, unfolding before my very eyes. It'strue
the leaveswererather pale, but that is usudly the case with plants grown underground. | had the feding
that any minute | should start bearing fruit. | wanted to ask Trottelreiner what he thought of this, but had
to raise my voice, he was rustling so much. The deepers meanwhile resembled a clipped hedge strewn
with lilac and scarlet flowers. Therats nibbled at the foliage, smoothed their whiskerswith their paws,
and grew even larger. A little more, | thought, and one might ride them. Like atree | yearned for the sun.
Asif from agreat distance intermittent thunder reached my ears, something wasfaling gently, therewasa
rumbling, like echoesin corridors, and | turned red, then gold, then findly my leavesflew away inthe
wind. What—I wondered, surprised—was it autumn aready?

If 0, then it was time to be off; | pulled up roots and cocked an ear. Ah yes, there were the trumpets
sounding. A rat with a saddle—atruly remarkable specimen, for arodent—turned its head and, blinking
its heavy, danting lids, looked a me with the mournful eyes of Professor Trottelreiner. | hesitated, struck
by asudden doubt; if this was the Professor with the features of arat, it would hardly be proper to mount
him; on the other hand if thiswas merely arat that bore some resemblance to the Professor, there was
nothing to worry about. But the trumpets were sounding again, o | legped into the saddle—and fell inthe
sewer. Thefoul water restored meto my senses at last. Shuddering with disgust and indignation, |
crawled back onto the platform. The rats reluctantly made room for me. They were still walking about on
two legs. But of course—it dawned on me—halucinogens! If | could think | was atree, why couldn't
they think they were people? Hurriedly | groped around for my oxygen mask, found it, put it on,
bresthing in however with some misgiving, for how could | be surethat it was areal mask, and not an
illuson?

Suddenly therewaslight dl around me; | raised my head and saw that the manhole was open; an
American sergeant was holding out his hand.

"Comeon!" heyelled. "Comeon!"

"What, have the helicopters arrived?” | jumped to my fet.
"Quickly! heyeled. "Therésnot asecond to lose!”

The others were up now too. | climbed the ladder.

"It's about timel" Stantor wheezed beneath me.

Outside the sky was bright with fire. | looked—no helicopters, only afew soldiersin hedmetsand
dressed like paratroopers. They handed us some kind of harness.

"What isit?" | asked, confused.

"Quickly, quickly! yelled the sergeant.

The soldiers began to saddle me with the thing. "1'm halucinating!" | thought.

"Not at dl," said the sergeant. "These are jump holsters, our individua rocket carriers, the fud tank's



in the backpack. Here, grab this." And he shoved some kind of lever into my hand, while asoldier
standing behind me tightened the shoulder strgps and belt. "There!™

The sergeant clapped me on the back and pushed a button. There was along, piercing whistle and
white smoke poured from the pack's nozzle, enveloping my legs. In aningtant | was borneinto theair like
afeather.

"But | don't know how to steer it!" | shouted as | soared up into the flickering, blazing night.

"Youll learn!" caled the sergeant from below. "Take your
azimuth—from—the—Nooorth—Stasar!!"

I looked down. | wasflying over the gigantic pile of rubble which not too long ago had been the
Hilton. Near it was atiny cluster of people, and farther on abursting blood-red ring of fire that
Slhouetted some object, smal and round—it was Professor Trottereiner blasting off, his umbrela.open. |
checked to seeif my straps and buckles were holding properly. The power pack gurgled, clanged,
hissed, the propelling column of steam began to burn my calves, so | drew up my kneesasfar as
possible, but this made me lose stability and for afull minute | was spinning inthe air like a lopsided top.
But then without thinking | clutched at the lever, which must have changed the direction of the jets,
because the next thing | knew | was horizontal and cruising comfortably, even plessantly—though it
would have been alot more enjoyable had | had the least idea of where| was going. | maneuvered the
lever, trying a the sametimeto, take in the whole scene that lay below. Ruins of buildings, like dark
fangs, sood outlined againg risng wals of flame. Thin filaments of fire—blue, red, green—came rushing
up from the ground to meet me, went screaming by, and | redlized that | was being shot at. Quickly as|
could, | pushed the lever. The power pack coughed and whined like abroken boiler, it scalded my legs
and hurled me head over hedlsinto pitch-black space. Thewind whistled in my ears, | felt the wallet,
penknife and other odds and ends dip out of my pockets, and tried to dive after them, but they had
vanished from sight. Alone beneath the silent star's, till hissing, sputtering, clanging, | flew on. | looked for
the North Star, to get my bearings, but by the time I'd found it the power pack gave alast gasp and
down | went like astone, picking up speed. By the greatest stroke of luck, just above the ground—I
could see apale, winding highway, shadows of trees, some rooftops—an unexpected spurt from the
nozzle broke my fal enough to let meland, and quite softly too, on the grass. Someonelay in aditch
nearby and groaned. It would be strange indeed, | thought, if that was the Professor! And yet it really
was he. | helped him up. Hefelt himsdlf dl over, complaining that held lost his glasses. Though otherwise
he seemed dl right. He asked meto assst him in removing his pack. He crouched over it and pulled out
something from aside pocket—sted tubes and awhed.

"Andnow yours... "

From my pack too hetook awhed, fiddied awhile and findly cried:

"Hopon! Let'sgo!"

"What isit? Where are we going?' | asked, amazed.

"A tandem bicycle. To Washington," the Professor laconicaly replied, hisfoot aready on the pedd.
"I'm hdlucinating!" flashed through my mind.

"Nonsense!" huffed Trottereiner. "It's standard paratroop equipment.”

"All right, but how are you such an expert on this?' | asked, climbing onto the back seat. The
Professor kicked off and we drove along the grass to where the asphalt began.

"l work for the USAF!" he said, pedding like mad.

Now asfar as| could recal, Peru and Mexico lay between us and Washington, not to mention
Panama.

"WEelIl never makeit by bicycle!" | shouted against the wind.



"Only to the rendezvous point!" the Professor shouted back.

Was he then not the smple futurologist he seemed? Oh, what had | gotten mysdlf into thistime?
Something big, no doubt ... And anyway, what businessdid | have in Washington? | started to brake.

"What are you doing?' growled the Professor, hunched over the handlebars. "Keep going!”

"No, I'm getting off!" | said, my mind made up.

The bicycle dowed and came to astop. The Professor, putting afoot on the ground to support
himself, showed me the surrounding darkness with a sarcastic sweep of the hand. "Asyou wish. Good

hunting!" And he was on hisway again. "Thanksfor everything!" | called out after him asthe red glow of
histalllight vanished in the night. Thoroughly disoriented, | sat on amilepost to gather my thoughts.

Something was jabbing mein the calf. Absent-mindedly | reached down and, feding some branches,
began to break them off. It hurt. "If those are my branches” | told mysdf, "then thisis definitely sill a
halucination!" | was bending over to see, when abright beam hit mein theface. Silver headlights came
swerving around the corner, the enormous shadow of acar pulled up, and adoor swung open.
Insde—blue, green, golden rows of lights flashing on adashboard, apair of shapely legsin nylons,
aligator dippersresting on the accelerator, adark face with crimson lipsturned in my direction, and
gparkling diamonds on the fingers that held the steering whed!.

"Need alift?"

I gotin. | was so stunned that | had forgotten about the branches. Secretly | ran ahand dong my legs.
They were only twigs.

"What, dready?' she asked in alow, sensuous voice.

"What do you mean?' | said, completely at aloss.

She shrugged. The powerful car surged forward, the lighted strip of road rushed towards us out of the
darkness,; she pushed a button and alively tune flowed from under the dashboard. And yet, | thought, it
didn't fit somehow. It didn't make sense. True, they weren't branches, only twigs. But even so!

| looked her over. Shewas beautiful dl right, beautiful in away that was at once seductive, demonic,
and raspberry. But instead of askirt she had feathers. Ostrich? Was| hdlucinating? ... Women's
fashions being what they were, | didn't know what to think. The road was deserted; we tore aong until
the needle on the speedometer leaned dl the way to the right. Suddenly ahand from behind clutched my
hair. | jumped. But the long nailswere clawing the back of my neck affectionately rather than with
murderousintent.

"Who'sthat?' | tried to pull free, but couldn't. "Let go of me, please!”

Lightsflickered up ahead, abig house loomed, gravel crunched beneath our tires, then the car made a
sharp turn, drew up to acurb and stopped.

The hand that <till held me by the hair belonged to another woman; she was pale, dender, dressed in
black and wearing sunglasses. The car door flew open.

"Wherearewe?' | asked.

Without aword they pounced and, with the one at the whed pushing and the other—already on the
sdewa k—rpulling, | was forced from the car. There was a party going on in the house, | heard music,
drunken shouts, and the fountain near the driveway ran yellow and purplein thelight of the windows. My
companionstook mefirmly by the arms.

"But | redly don't havethetime,” | muttered.
They paid no attention. The onein black leaned over and whispered, her hot breath in my ear:
IIHm!II

"l beg your pardon?"



By now we were at the door; they both began to laugh, apparently at me. Everything about them was
repulsive, and besidesthat, they were growing smaler. Kneding? No, their legs were covered with
feathers. "Aha" | said to mysdlf, not without relief. "Then it is ahdlucinaion after al!™

"Halucination, isit?" snorted the one in the sunglasses. She raised her handbag beaded with black
pearls and hit me over the head. | groaned.

"Il give you a hdlucination, dungbutt!" screamed the other, and dedt me asavage blow in the very
same place. | fdl, covering my head with my arms. | opened my eyes. Professor Trottelreiner was
bending over me, hisumbrdlain hishand. | waslying on the sewer platform. Theratswerewakingin
pairs asif nothing had happened.

"Where, where doesit hurt you?' inquired the Professor. "Here?"
"No, here ... " | showed him the lump on my head.

Helifted the point of hisumbrellaand jabbed mein theinjured place.
"Help!" | ydled. "Please, no morel Why are you—"

"Helping you is precisely what I'm trying to do!" said the futurologist sternly. "Unfortunately, | have no
other antidote & hand!"

"At least not with the point, for God's sake!”
"It's more efficacious that way."

He struck once more, turned and called someone. | closed my eyes. My head throbbed. Then | felt a
tugging. The Professor and the man in the leather jacket took hold of my arms and legs and began to
carry me somewhere.

"Wherenow?' | cried.

Bits of rubble dribbled down on my face from the trembling ceiling; | felt my bearers stepping dong
some shaky board or plank and shuddered, afraid they might dip. "Where are you taking me?" | asked
feebly, but there was no answer. The air wasfilled with incessant thunder. Then it grew bright, and we
were outsde, fire dl around; men in uniform were seizing everyone brought out of the sewer and pushing
them rather roughly, one by one, through an open door—I got aglimpse of thelarge white letters U.S.
ARMY COPTER 1-109-894—then | waslying on a stretcher. Professor Trottelreiner stuck his head
ing de the helicopter window.

"Sorry, Tichy old boy!" he shouted. "It was necessary!"

Someone standing behind him tore the umbrelafrom his hand, whacked the Professor twice over the
head, and shoved him in among us; the futurologist fell to the floor with agroan. Meanwhilethe rotors
whirred, the motors roared, and the machine lifted magjestically into the air. The Professor took a seat by
my stretcher, gingerly rubbing the back of hishead. | confessthat though | fully understood the
charitableness of hisactions, it was with some satisfaction that | noticed the bump swelling there,

"Where arewe going?"

"Tothefuturologica congress," said Trottdreiner, still wincing.

"But ... wasn't it—isn't it over?'

"Washington stepped in," he explained laconicdly. "We're continuing the conference.”
"Where?'

"Berkdey."

"Y ou mean, the universty?"

"Right. Y ou wouldn't happen to have a penknife on you?'

“No."



The helicopter lurched, burgt into flames. An explosion ripped open the cabin and we were flung out
into the void. There was agreet deal of pain after that. | seemed to hear the long wail of asiren, someone
was cutting my clothes with scissors, | blacked out, | regained consciousness again. Shaken by afever
and abumpy road, | was looking at the dull white ceiling of an ambulance. Next to me lay another body,
bandaged like amummy; by the umbrellatied to it | recognized Professor Trottelreiner. It occurred to me
that | was il dive. So by some miracle we had survived that terrible fal. Suddenly the ambulance
swerved and skidded, tires screeching—turned over, burst into flames, and an explosion ripped apart its
metal frame. "What, again?' was my find thought before | sank into oblivion. When | opened my eyes, |
saw aglass dome over me; some peoplein white, wearing masks, their armsraised like priests giving
benedictions, were conferring in lowered tones.

"Yes, thiswas Tichy," camethe words. "WEell put it here, in thejar. No, no, only thebrain. Therest is
useless. Now the anesthetic, please.”

A nicke ring lined with cotton shut out everything; | wanted to scream, to call for help, but inhaed the
stinging gas and floated off into nothingness. When | woke again, | was unable to open my eyes, unable
to move my aamsor legs, asif | had been paralyzed. | redoubled my effortsin spite of the pain.

"Easy there! Don't Sruggle!” said a soothing, melodious voice.
"What? Where am |? What'swrong with me?" | blurted out. My lipsfelt odd, my whole face.

"Yourein ahospitd. Everything'sfine. There's absolutely nothing to worry about. In just aminute
well giveyou somethingtoest ... "

"But how can |, if | don't haveany ... " | was about to say, but heard the snipping of scissors. Whole
swaths of gauzefdl from my face; it grew brighter. Two hulking orderliestook me gently but firmly under
the arms and set me on my feet. | was astonished at their Size. They helped meinto awhedlchair. Before
me steamed an appetizing broth. Reaching autometicaly for the spoon, | noticed that the hand that
picked it up was smdl and black as ebony. | ingpected this hand. Seeing that it moved exactly as|
wished, | wasforced to conclude that it was my own. And yet it had changed so much. | looked around
to ask someone the reason and my eyesfel on amirror on the opposite wal. Therein awheelchair sat
an attractive young black woman, bandaged up, in pgamas, an expression of dismay on her face. |
touched my nose. Thereflection in the mirror did the same. | felt my face al over, my neck, but when |
cameto the bosom | cried out in darm. My voice was high and reedy. "Good Lord!"

The nurse scol ded someone for not covering up the mirror, then turned to me and said: "You are ljon
Tichy?"
"Yes. That is—yes, yes!! But what does this mean? That |ady—that black woman—"

"A transplant. There was no other way. We had to save your life, and saving your life meant—well,
your brain!™ The nurse spoke quickly but clearly, holding both my handsin hers. | closed my eyes. |
opened them, suddenly fedling very weak. The surgeon burst in with alook of the greatest indignation.

"What's going on here?" heroared. "The patient could fall into shock!™

"He dready had" returned the nurse. "It was Simmons, Doctor. | told him to cover the mirror!”
"Shock? Then what are you waiting for? Take him to surgery!" ordered the doctor.

"No! I've had enough!” | ydlled.

But no one listened to my woman's pleas and squedls. A white sheet fell acrossmy face. | tried to
tear free, but couldn't. | heard and felt the rubber whedls of the hospital cart rolling long atiled floor.
Then there was aterrible blast, the sound of windows shattering, flames and smoke. An explosion
rocked the corridor.

"It'sademonstration! Protesters!" someone cried. Broken glass crunched beneath the shoes of
peoplefleeing. Helplessly trapped in the sheet, | felt asharp painin my side and lost consciousness.



| cameto and found mysdf in jam. Cranberry jam, awfully sour. | waslying on my stomach, with
something large and fairly soft crushing me. A mattress. | kicked it off. Fieces of brick were digging into
my knees and palms. | propped mysaf up, spitting out cranberry pits and sand. The room looked as
though abomb had hit it. The window frames jutted out, jagged divers of glass protruding from their
edges, pointing to the floor. The overturned hospital bed was charred. Near melay alarge printed card,
smeared with jam. | picked it up and read:

Dear Patient (first name, last name)! Y ou are presently located in our experimenta State
hospital. The measures taken to save your life were dragtic, extremely drastic (circle
one). Our finest surgeons, availing themsalves of the very latest achievements of modern
medicine, performed one, two, three, four, five, Sx, seven, eight, nine, ten operations
(circleone) on you. They were forced, acting wholly in your interest, to replace certain
parts of your organism with parts obtained from other persons, in strict accordance with
Federal Law (Rev. Stat. Comm. 1-989/0-001/89/1). The notice you are now reading
was thoughtfully prepared in order to help you make the best possible adjustment to
these new if somewhat unexpected circumstancesin your life, which, we hasten to remind
you, we have saved. Although it was found necessary to remove your ams, legs, spine,
skull, lungs, stomach, kidneys, liver, other (circle one or more), rest assured that these
morta remains were disposed of in amanner fully in keeping with the dictates of your
religion; they were, with the proper ritud, interred, embamed, mummified, buried at sea,
cremated with the ashes scattered in the wind—ypreserved in an urn—thrown in the
garbage (circle one). The new form in which you will henceforth lead a happy and hedthy
existence may possibly occasion you some surprise, but we promise thet in time you will
become, asindeed al our dear patients do, quite accustomed to it. We have
supplemented your organism with the very best, the best, perfectly functiona, adequate,
the only available (circle one) organs at our disposd, and they are fully guaranteed to last
ayear, sx months, three months, three weeks, six days (circle one). Of course you must
redizethat ...

Here the text broke off. It was only then that | saw my name written in block letters across the top of
the card: 1IJON TICHY, Operations 6, 7 and 8, COMBO. The paper shook in my hands. Good Lord, |
thought, what wasleft of me? | was afraid to look, even at my own finger. There wasthick red hair on
the back of the hand. Dizzy and trembling al over, | got up, holding on to thewall for support. No
bosom—well at least that was something. Complete silence, except for abird chirping outside. A fine
timeto chirp! COMBO. What did COMBO mean?Who was | then?ljon Tichy. | was sure of that.

So ... firg | felt my legs. Y es, there were two of them, but crooked—knock-kneed. The ssomach—too
much of it, the bellybutton like awell, folds and folds of fat—brrr! What had happened to me? The
helicopter, first. Shot down, probably. Then the ambulance. A grenade or amine. And then | was that
little black woman—the demonstration—the corridor—another grenade? And what about her, the poor
thing? And now, again ... But what did dl this devagtation mean?

"Hello!" | called. "Anybody there?"

| jJumped, startled. | had a magnificent voice, aresounding, operatic bass. It wastimeto look in the
mirror, but | couldn't, | wastoo afraid. | put my hand to my cheek. Great Scott! Thick, woolly
curls... Looking down, | saw abeard—shaggy, matted, covering haf my chest, and flaming red.
Ahaenobarbus! Well, | could dways shave ... | stepped out on the terrace. That idiot bird was il
chirping away. Poplars, sycamores, shrubs—what wasthis? A park? In a state hospita ? Someone was
gtting on abench, trousersrolled up, sunning himself.

"Hellotherel" | cdled.



Heturned. That face, it was strangely familiar. | rubbed my eyes. But of course, it wasmine, it was !
Inthreelegps| was on the ground and running over to stare, panting, at mysdlf. It was mysdlf, dl right,
without a doulbt.

"Why are you looking at methat way?' he said nervoudy, in my voice.
"What—where did you get—" | sammered. "Who are you? Who gave you theright to—"
"Ah, it'syoul" Herose. "l am Professor Trottelreiner.”

"But—but why, for God's sake why—did you—" "I had no part init," he said, frowning with my
eyebrows. "They broke in here, you see, those hippies, zippies. Protesters. A grenade ... Y our condition
was considered hopeless, minetoo. For | waslying in the next room.”

"Hopelessmy foot!" | snarled. "I can see, can't 1? Redlly, Professor, how could you?™

"But | was unconscious, | give you my word! Doctor Fisher, the head surgeon, explained everything
afterwards: they used the best organsfirst, and when it came to my turn only the scrapswereleft, 0 ... "

"How dare you! It's not enough for you to gppropriate my body, you haveto insult it too!”

"I'm merely repeating what Doctor Fisher told me! They considered this'—he pointed to his
chest—"totaly unfit, but in the absence of anything better proceeded with the reanimation. Meanwhile
you had aready been transplanted ... "

III_?I
"Your brain, that is"
"Then who isthis?| mean, was?' | said, indicating mysdf.

"One of those demongtrators. A leader, most likely. Didn't know how to handle fuses, ended up with
apieceof shrapnd in hisbrain, | understand. And then, well ... " Trottelreiner gave ashrug with my
shoulders.

| shuddered, feding queer in thisnew body, uncertain how to rdlaetoit. Mainly, | wasfilled with
loathing. Thethick, square fingernails hardly spoke of any greet intelligence!

"And now what?' | murmured, taking a seet beside the Professor, my knees grown suddenly wegk.
"Do you haveamirror?'

He pulled one from his pocket. | grabbed it anxioudy and looked: aswollen black eye, a spongy
nose, the teeth in dreadful condition, adouble chin. The bottom of the face was buried in red hair.
Returning the mirror, | saw that the Professor had again bared his knees and shinsto the sun; my first
impulsewasto warn him that | had extremely sengitive skin, but I held my tongue. If he got asunburn,
well, that was his business, not mine, not any more!

"Wherewill | go now?" | said, thinking out loud.
Trottelreiner sat up. He observed my—my?—face; there was pity in his—his?>—eyes.

"1 wouldn't advise you to go anywhere! He was wanted by both the police and the FBI for numerous
acts of terrorism. There are warrants out for hisarrest, with ordersto shoot on sght!”

Thiswasal | needed! Good God, | thought, | must be hadlucinating!

"You aren't!" Trottereiner vigoroudy protested. "Thisisredity, my boy, redity pureand smplel”
"Thenwhy isthe hospital empty?"

"Y ou don't know? Ah, of course, you were unconscious ... Therésastrikeon.”

"The doctors?'

"Everyone, the entire staff. Y ou see, the guerrillastook Fisher. They want you in exchange for his
freedom.”



"Me?'

"Certainly. They have no idea, you understand, that you are no longer you but only ljon Tichy ... "
| was getting a splitting headache.

"Il commit suicide!" | said in ahoarse bass.

"Better not. Youll just be transplanted again.”

Frantically | racked my brainsfor someway to convince mysdlf that thiswasn't a halucination after
dl.

"Butwhat if ... " | began, risng to my feet.

"What if what?"'

"What if | rideyou out of here? H'm? How about that?"
"Ride me? Have you taken leave of your senses?”

| looked him in the eye, squared off, crouched, leaped onto hisback and fdll in the sawer. The black,
putrid dudge nearly made me gag, but what acomfort it was! | crawled out. There were fewer rats now,
they must have walked off somewhere. Only four remained. At the feet of Professor Trottelreiner, who
was sound adeep, they were playing bridge, using his cards. Bridge? Even with the unusudly high
concentration of halucinogensintheair, wasit possble for ratsto play bridge? Worried, | looked over
the fattest one's shoulder. He was holding his cards helter-skelter, and didn't even follow suit. It was all
right then ... | gaveasgh of relief.

But justin case, | firmly resolved not to budge one inch from the sewer: 1'd had quite enough of these
rescuings, at least for awhile. In the future | would demand proof first. Otherwise, well, God only knew
what | might start seeing next. | felt my face. No beard, no mask either. What had happened to the
mesk?

"Asfor me" said Professor Trottereiner, hiseyes il closed, "I am an honest, respectable girl and
hope, r, you will take that into consideration.”

He cocked his head, asif listening carefully to some reply, whereupon he added!:

"On my part, sir, thisisno semblance of virtue, no pose which some may assume, merely to rouse a
duggish passion, but tisthe smpletruth itself. Touch menot, else | be forced with violence to end my
life"

"Ahal" | thought. "He wantsto get back to the sawer too!"

Which set me at ease. The fact that the Professor was halucinating seemed to provethat 1, at least,
was not.

"Y ou would have me sing something?' continued the Professor. "Very well. An innocent song or two
cannot harm. Will you, S, provide the accompani ment?'

On the other hand he could have been smply talking in his deep. In which case nothing was certain.
Mount him again, to make sure? But | could, after dl, jump into the sewer without his help.

"Alas, | fear | am not in voicetoday. And maman iswaiting. | need no escort, if you please!™
Trottelreiner declared with ahaughty toss of the head. | stood up and looked around, flashlight in hand.
The ratswere gone. The Swiss futurologists were dl snoring, stretched out aong the wall. Farther on, in
theinflated chairs, lay reporters and afew Hilton managers. The floor was littered with chicken bones
and beer cans. Remarkable realism, for ahalucination. But | would settle for nothing lessthan definitive,
irreversible, full actudity. What wasthat overhead?

Explosons, TNT or LTN, muffled and infrequent. Then aloud splash close by. The surface of the
dark water parted to reveal the grimacing face of Professor Trottelreiner. | offered him ahand. He pulled
himsdlf out, shook himsdlf off, then said:



"1 hed the most idiotic dream.”

"You wereafar young maiden, | takeit?"

"Damn! Then I'm il hdlucinating!™

"What makes you think so?' | asked.

"Only in halucinations do others know the contents of our dreams.”

"l heard you talking, that'sdl," | explained. "Listen, Professor, you're an expert. Do you happen to
know any foolproof method of telling whether oneisin hisright mind or not?"

"Well, | dways carry some vigilax on me. The package is soaked, but that doesn't hurt the tablets.
Vigilax dispersesal states of somnolence, trances, illusions, figments, nightmares. Careto try it?'

"The medicine may work asyou say," | muttered, "but it certainly won' if it'safigment itsalf.”
"If we're hallucinating, then well wake, and if not, absolutdly nothing will happen,” the Professor
assured me, popping apale pink tablet into his mouth. | took one from the wet package he held out, put

it on my tongue, swallowed. Then the manhole opened with a clang above us and the helmeted head of a
paratrooper bellowed:

"Comeon! Up out of there! Make it snappy!"

"What isit thistime, sergeant, helicopters or jump holsters?' | asked with asmirk. "Redly, | think
you'd better count me out!"

And | sat near thewall and folded my arms.

"Off hisrocker, en?" the sergeant remarked to Trottelreiner asthe latter began scrambling up the
rungs. There was much commotion. Stantor took me by the shoulders and tried to lift me, but | pushed
him away.

"Y ou want to stay here?' hesaid. "Suit yoursdf ... "

"No," | corrected him, "you're supposed to say ‘Good hunting!' " One by one they disappeared up the
open manhole; | saw theflickering glow of fire, heard shouts, commands, and ahissing, whistling roar,
from which | gathered that they were being evacuated with the aid of those flying backpacks. Strange,
very strange. What did it mean? Could | be hdlucinating for them? Hallucination by proxy? And was| to
go on gtting herelike thistill doomsday?

Stll, I didn't move. The manhole cover snapped shut with another clang and | was done. A flashlight
placed upright on thefloor threw afaint circle of light acrossthe ceiling, which provided alittle
illumination. Two ratswaked by, their tailstightly braided. Now that had to mean something, | told
mysdlf, but what? It was probably better not to ask.

Something stirred, gurgling in the sewer. "Well, wdll,” | said under my bresth, "and whoseturnisit
now?" The viscous surface of the water was broken, and there appeared the glistening, black forms of
five frogmen wearing goggles and oxygen masks, and holding guns. One by one they jumped up on the
platform and approached me, dapping their flippers on the concrete.

" ¢Hablausted espaiiol ?' the first addressed me, pulling off his mask. He had a swarthy face and athin
mustache.

"No," | answered. "But | bet that you speak English.”

"Some smart-aleck gringo,” he snapped to another. Asif on command, they dl leveled their gunsat
me

"Y ou want meto jump in the sewer?' | asked cheerfully.
"Stand againg thewall! Hands up! Higher!"
A barrd was stuck in my ribs. Thishdlucination, | observed, was quite accurate—the pistolswere



even wrapped in plagtic bags, to prevent them from getting wet.

"There were more of them here," said the man in the mustache to astocky brunet who wastrying to
light acigarette (this one looked like the leader). Meanwhile they searched the place, kicking the beer
canswith adeafening clatter, turning over chairs. At last the officer said:

"Any wegpons?'

"Nothing on him, Captain. | checked.”

"Can | lower my handsnow?' | asked. "They'refdling adeep.”

"WEéIl put them to deegp—for keeps. Giveit to him now?'

"M'm," nodded the officer, blowing smoke through his nose. "No, wait!" he added.

Hewalked up to me, swaying his hips. Attached to the belt was a cluster of gold wedding ringson a
sring. Amazing detall, | thought, so redidtic!

"Where are the others?' he demanded.

"Y ou're asking me? Why, they halucinated themsd ves out the manhole. But you know thet, of
course.”

"Touched in the head, Captain. Loco. Let me put him out of hismisery,” said the one with the
mustache, releasing the safety on his pistol through the pladtic.

"Not that way, Supid,” said the officer. "Y ou'll make aholein the bag, and where will you get
another? Use aknife.”

"Excuse mefor interrupting,” | said, lowering my handsalittle, "but | think | would prefer abullet.”
"Who hasaknife?'

They dl looked. Of course they wouldn't find one, | thought. That would end things much too quickly.
The officer threw his butt on the ground, crushed it beneath the toe of hisflipper with a scowl, spat and
sad:

"Fnish him off. Let'sgo.”

"Yes, by dl meand” | eagerly agreed.

They crowded around me, curious.

"What's your hurry, gringo? Look at the bastard, he's begging for it! Maybe we should only cut off his
fingersand nosel" They dl had suggestions.

"Gentlemen, please! No haf measures now! Do your duty, show no mercy!" | urged them.

"Into the water! Upstream!™ barked the officer, and they pulled their masks on while he opened his
diving suit, unbuttoned hisjacket, drew out asmdl revolver, blew into the muzzle, then twirled it like
some cowboy in acheap Western and shot mein the chest. A fierce, searing pain went through me. |
began to sink dong thewall, but he seized me by the hair, pulled my head back and shot me again,
point-blank in the face. The flash was blinding, but | didn't have timeto hear the bang. Afterwards| was
intotal darkness, suffocating, for agesit seemed, then something picked me up, tossed me about, not an
ambulance, | hoped, or ahdlicopter, but the darkness grew darker yet, and finaly even that darker
darknesswas blotted out, till nothing was | ft.

When | opened my eyes| was propped up on awell-made bed in aroom with anarrow window, the
glass painted over with white. | stared dully at the door, asif waiting for something. Not that | had the
faintest idea of where | was or how | had gotten there. On my feet were flat sandds, and my pgjamas
hed stripes. Well, that was alittle variety at leadt, | thought, though this dream didn't look like it would be
too interesting. The door swung open. Standing in the middle of agroup of young peoplein whitelab
coats was a short, bearded doctor, bristly gray hair on his head, gold spectacles on hisnose. Heheld a
rubber malet.



"Now here's an interesting case, gentlemen,” he said. "Mogt interesting. The patient suffered an
overdose of hallucinogens four months ago. The effects, of course, wore off soon after, yet he refusesto
acknowledge thisand persstsin the opinion that everything he seesisin redity unred. Indeed, he had
progressed so far in his aberration that he actualy pleaded with the soldiers of General Diaz—they were
then fleeing from the occupied palace through the sewer system—to be executed, calculating that degth
would in fact condtitute an awakening from theillusion. Hislife was saved thanksto three extremely
serious operations—two bullets removed from the left ventricle—and he continuesto believe that he
hdlucinates™

"Schizophrenia?' asked athin femaeintern. Unable to see over the shoulders of her colleagues, she
was standing on tiptoe to get alook at me.

"No. We are deding here with anew form of reaction psychosis, undoubtedly brought on by the
wanton application of those lethal drugs. A hopeless case. His condition isso grave, in fact, that it's been
decided to have the patient immediately undergo vitrification.”

"Redlly, Professor?" cried the femdeintern. She could hardly contain her excitement.

"Yes. Asyou dl know, hopeless cases presently may be refrigerated in liquid nitrogen for a period of
forty to seventy years. The subject is placed in ahermetic container, a sort of Dewar flask or thermos,
with acomplete history of the disease. As new discoveries and advances in medicine are made, the vaults
inwhich these people lie in storage are inventoried, and whoever can be helped is promptly resuscitated.”

"Do you give your consent to be vitrified?' the femaeintern asked me, poking her head between two
hulking colleagues. Her eyes shone with scientific curiogity.

"Sorry, | don't talk to gpparitions,” | said. "But | can tell you what your first nameis. Halucinda."

They |eft, shutting the door, but | could still hear her voice: "Vitrification! Perennid hibernation! Why,
it'sliketraveling in time! How romantic!" | didn't exactly share her opinion, but there was no point in
trying to resist this daborate fiction. The next day, in the evening, two orderlieswhedled meto the
operating room, where there was a glass tank; the vapors rising from it were so cold, | had to catch my
breath. After anumber of injections | waslaid out on the operating table, fed some sweet, transparent
liquid through atube—glycerin, explained the older orderly. A friendly type. | decided to name him
Hdlucinathan. As| wasfdling adeep, he leaned over and shouted in my ear: "Pleasant dreamd!”

| couldn't answer, | couldn't move, not afinger, afraid all the while—weeks, it seemed!—afraid they'd
be too hasty and throw me into the tank before | lost consciousness completely. And apparently they
were in somewhat of ahurry, for the last sound that reached me from that world was the splash my body
made asit plunged into the liquid nitrogen. Most unpleasant.

Nothing.

Nothing.

Nothing, absolutdly and positively nothing.

*

For awhile | thought, maybe something, but no, | waswrong. Nothing.



There's nothing here—that goes for metoo.

How much longer? Nothing.

*

Almost something, but | can't be sure. Have to concentrate.

*

Something dl right, but not very much. Normally I'd say it was nothing.

*

Glaciers, blue and white. Everything made of ice. Metoo.

*

Pretty, those glaciers. If only it wasn't o damned cold.

*

Needles of ice, crystals of snow. The Arctic. Frozen to the bone. Bone? What bone—pure,
trangparent ice. Brittle and stiff.

*

Try me, I'm freezer-fresh. But what means "me"'? That isthe question.

*

| have never, never been this cold. But luckily it'sacomplete mystery what " 1" is. Is"1" awho, a
which or awhat? An iceberg perhaps? Do icebergs have little holes?

*

| am awinter cauliflower basking in the rays of the sun. Spring at last! Everything thawing. Particularly
me. In my mouth—either anicicle or atongue.

*

It'satongue. Meanwhile they're twisting me, bending me, rolling me out and pounding me. And
rubbing, and punching. I'm under a plastic sheet, above me—lamps. So that's what made me think of the
hothouse cauliflower. | must have been raving. White everywhere—but it'sthe walls, not snow.

*

They have defrosted me. Out of gratitude I've decided to keep adiary—just as soon as my fingers
loosen up enough to hold a pen. Gleaming ice and sparkling snow ill dance before my eyes. Thecold is
besstly, but now at least | can warm mysdlf alittle.



27 V11 My reanimation took three weeks. Apparently there were some difficulties. I'm gtting in bed
and writing. | have alarge room during the day, asmal one a night. My nurses are attractive young
women in silver masks. A few without breasts. And I'm seeing double, or else the head doctor hastwo
heads. The food is ordinary—mashed potatoes, milk, oatmesl, beef, bread and butter. The onion soup
wasalittle burnt. Glaciers till haunt my dreams—they will not go away. | shiver, turn blue, freeze over,
frosthitten, snowridden, icebound until dawn. The hot water bottles and heating pads don't help. Some
brandy at bedtime might.

28 VII The nurseswithout breasts are students. Impossible otherwise to tell the sexes apart.
Everyoneistal, atractive, perpetudly smiling. | am week and asfussy asachild, thelittlest thing irritates
me. After an injection today | grabbed the needle and stuck the head nurse in the behind, but she never
once stopped smiling. Sometimes | fed like I'm floating away on my icefloe, that is, my bed. They show
me pictures on the ceiling: kitty-cats, bunny-rabbits, horses, doggies and bumblebees. Why? The
magazine they gave meisfor children. A mistake?

29 VII | tirequickly. But | know now that before, at the beginning of the reanimation, | wasimagining
things. Thisisto be expected. It's perfectly normal. Those who arrive from severa decadesin the past
must be acclimated gradually to the new life. The procedureis not unlike that used to bring a degp-sea
diver to the surface; it can't be done dl a once, not from any great depth. Thus a defrostee—the first
new word |I've learned—is prepared by degrees and stages to face an unknown world. The year is 2039.
It's July, summer, lovely weather. My private nurseis Aileen Rogers, blue eyes, twenty-three yearsold. |
came into the world—for the second time—in arevivificarium outsde New Y ork. Or aresurrection
center. That'swhat they commonly call it. Thisis practicaly acity, with gardens. They have their own
mills, bakeries, printing presses. Because there's no grain or books nowadays. And yet here's bread,
cheese, cream for the coffee. Not from a.cow? My nurse thought that a cow was some sort of machine. |
can't make myself understood. Where does the milk come from? From the grass. Yes, | know that, but
what eats the grass to make the milk? Nothing eats the grass. Then where does the milk come from?
From the grass. The grassmakesit al by itself? No, not by itself. That is, not exactly. It hasto be helped.
Doesthe cow help it? No. Then what kind of anima? No kind of anima. Then where does the milk
comefrom? And soon, incircles.

30 VII 2039. It'ssmple redly—they sprinkle something over the pasture and the sun turnsthe grass
into cheese. Which still doesn't explain the milk. However it'snot dl that important. I'm starting to stand
up now, and can usethe stroller. Today | saw apond filled with swans. They're tame, they come when
you cal. Trained? No, guided. And what does that mean? Where are the guides? Guided by remote
control. Amazing. Natura birds no longer exigt, they al died out a the beginning of the twenty-first
century—from the smog. That | can understand.

31 VII 2039. I've begun to attend |ectures on contemporary life. Given by acomputer. It doesn't
answer dl my questions. "You'll learn that later on." For thirty years the Earth has enjoyed permanent
peace thanksto universal disarmament. Hardly any armies|eft. It showed me the robot models. There
arealot of them, al kinds, only not in the revivificarium—to keep from frightening the defrostees.
World-wide prosperity has been achieved at last. Thethings | want to hear about are not the most
important, says my preceptor. Ingtruction takes placein asmall cubicle, in front of a console. Words,
pictures, 3-D projections.

5VII11 2039. Four moredaysand | leave the revivificarium. There are presently 29.5 billion people
inhabiting the planet. Nations and boundaries, but no conflicts. Today | learned the fundamental
difference between the new people and the old. The key concept is psychem. Welive in a psychemized



society. From "psycho-chemica.” Words such as "psychic* or "psychologica™ are no longer in usage.
The computer says that humanity was torn by the contradictions between the old cerebralness, inherited
from the animas, and the new cerebralness. The old wasimpulsive, irrationa, egotistica and hopelesdy
stubborn. The new pulled in one direction, the old in the other. (I till find it difficult to express mysdf
when it comes to more complex, sophisticated things.) The old waged constant war against the new. That
is, the new againgt the old. Psychem eliminated these internd struggles, which had wasted so much mentdl
energy in the past. Psychem, on our behaf, does what must be done to the old cerebralness—subduesiit,
soothesit, bringsit round, working from within with the utmost thoroughness. Spontaneousfedings are
not to be indulged. He who does so is very bad. One should aways use the drug appropriate to the
occagion. It will assist, sustain, guide, improve, resolve. Nor isit it, but rather part of one's own slf,
much as eyeglasses become in time, which correct defectsin vision. Theselessons are shocking to me, |
dread meeting the new people. And | have no intention of ever using psychem myself. Such objections,
says the preceptor, are typical and natural. A caveman would also resist a Streetcar.

8 VIl 2039. My nurseand | visited New York. A green vastness. The height of the clouds can be
regulated. The air cool and fresh, asin aforest. The pedestriansin the street are dressed like peacocks,
their faces generous, kind, dways smiling. No oneisin ahurry. Women'sfashions, asusud, alittle
mad—the ladies have animated pictures on their foreheads, tiny red tongues or bobbins sticking out of
their ears. Besides your regular hands you can get detachables. As many asyou like, easy to unbutton.
They don't do much, but are gresat for carrying packages, opening doors, scratching between your
shoulder blades. Tomorrow | say goodbye to the revivificariurn. There are two hundred of themin
America, but even so delays and backups have aready begun to plague the timetables for defrosting
those multitudes who in the last century o trugtingly laid themselves down to freeze. Long waiting lists of
the refrigerated have forced a speed-up in the rehabilitation process. A problem which | fully understand.
I've been given abankbook, so | won't have to look for work until after the New Y ear. Everyone they
thaw out automatically receives asavings account, compound interest, with a so-called resurrection

deposit entry.

9VIII 2039. Today isan important day for me. | dready have athree-room compartment in
Manhattan. Took achopper straight from the revivificarium. They say: "chop on over” or "chop on up.”
Therésadifferencein meaning, but | fail to grasp it. New Y ork, formerly agarbage dump choked with
cars, has been transformed into a system of high-rise gardens. Sunlight piped in by solareduct. | never
saw such polite, consderate children in my life—they're like out of astorybook. On the corner of my
street isthe Registration Center for Self-nominating Nobel Prize Candidates. Next door are art galleries,
wherethey sdll only originds—Rembrandts, Mati sses—guaranteed, with certificates of authenticity. All
dirt-cheap! In the annex to my skyscraper theré'sa school for small pneumatic computers. Sometimes |
hear them—through the ventilators?>—hissing and chugging. These computers are used, among other
things, to stuff pet dogs that have passed away. Which seemsabit grotesque to me, but then people like
me condtitute an inggnificant minority here. I go for many walksin the city. And I've learned how to use
the scuttle. Nothing to it. Bought mysdlf alapislazuli caftan with awhite breast, slver sides, vermilion
ribbon, gold-embroidered collar. It was the most conservative thing | could find. All sorts of wild apparel
available: suitsthat continuoudy change in cut and color, dressesthat shrink beneeth the gaze of admiring
males—shrink in either sense—or esefold up like flowersin the night, and blouses that show movies.
Y ou can wear medal s too, whatever kind and as many asyou like. And you can grow hydroponic
Japanese bonsai on your hat, and—even better—you can not. | don't think I'll put anything in my earsor
nose. The vague impression that these people, so beautiful, graceful, amiable, serene, are
somehow—somehow different, speciad—there's something about them that puzzles me, makes me
uneasy. But what it is, | can't say.



10 VII1 2039. Aileen and | went out for dinner. It was very pleasant. Then afterwards, the Historical
Amusement Park in Long Idand. We had awonderful time. I've been watching the people carefully.
Theré's something about them. Something peculiar—but what exactly? Can't seem to put my finger onit.
Children's clothing—alittle boy dressed like acomputer. Another floating down Fifth Avenue, high over
the crowd, throwing jellybeans at the people walking underneath. They wave a him and laugh
indulgently. Anidyll. Hard to believe!

11 VII1 2039. We just held a preferendum on the wegther for September. Weather is determined by
vote, amonth at atime. Election returnsingtantly tallied by computer. Y ou cast your ballot by diding the
correct number on the telephone. August will be sunny, with little precipitation, not too hot. Lots of
rainbows and cumulus clouds. Rainbows are poss ble without rain—there are other ways of producing
them. The meteorol representative made a public apology for the clouds of July 26, 27 and 28: asky
control technician degping on thejob! Sometimes| eat out, sometimesin my compartment. Aileen lent
me aWebster dictionary from the revivificarium library, since there aren't any books now. But what has
replaced them? 1 couldn't follow her explanation, but didn't Iet on, not wishing to appear supid. Dinner
with Aileen again, at the"Bronx." A sweet girl, dways has something to say, not like those women in the
scuttle who let their handbag computers carry all the conversation. Today at the Lost and Found | saw
three of the things quietly chatting in acorner, until they got into an argument. Everybody in the street
seemsto be panting. Breathing heavily. A custom of some kind?

12 VI11 2039. | findly got up the courage to ask some pedestrians where | might find a bookstore.
They shrugged. Asapair | had accosted walked off, | heard one say to the other, "That's a grandfather
gtiff for you." Could it be that thereis prgudice here againgt defrostees? Some other unfamiliar
expressions |'ve come across. threever, pingle, he-male, to widge off, palacize, cobnoddling, synthy. The
newspapers advertise such products astishets, vanilli-ums, nurches, autofrotts (manual). Thetitleof a
columnin thecity edition of the Herald: "I WasaDemimother." Something about an eggman who was
yoked on the way to the eggplant. The big Webster isn't too helpful: " Demimother —like demigran,
demijohn. One of two women jointly bringing achild into the world. See Polyanna, Polyandrew.” "
Eggman—from mailman (Archaic). A euplanner who deliverslicensed human gametes (femde) to the
home." | don't pretend to understand that. This crazy dictionary also gives synonymsthat are equaly
incomprehensible. " Threever —trimorph.” " Pal acize, bepal acize, empal acize—to castellate, ason a
quiz show." " Paladyne—a chivaric assuagement.” " Vanillium—extract emphorium, portable.” The
worst are words which look the same but have acquired entirely different meanings. " Expectorant—a
conception aid." "Pederast—artificid foot faddis.” " Compensation—mind fuson.” " Smulant
—something that doesn't exist but pretends to. Not to be confused with simulator, arobot smulacrum.”
"Revivalist—a corpse, such asamurder victim, brought back to life. See also exhumant,
disintermagent, jack-in-the-grave.” Apparently it's nothing nowadaysto raise the dead. And the
people—just about everyone—panting. Panting in the evator, in the street, everywhere. They appear to
bein the best of hedlth, rosy-cheeked, cheerful, sun-tanned, and yet they puff. | don't. So evidently one
doesn't haveto. A custom, or what? | asked Aileen. She laughed at me—nothing of the kind. Could | be

imegining it?

13 VII1 2039. | wanted to take alook at yesterday's newspaper. Turned the compartment upside
down, but couldn't find it anywhere. Again Aileen laughs at me (she has abeautiful laugh): newspapers
last only twenty-four hours, the substance they're printed on dissolvesin the air. Lesstrash to dispose of
that way. Ginger, Aileen's girlfriend, asked me today—we were dancing the squim in asmall
neighborhood spot—if we had swapped gulps yet at the Saturday mash. Not knowing what that meant, |
didn't answer, and something told me it would be better not to ask for an explanation. At Aileen'surging |
bought mysdlf aPV s, PV for physivison. (Teevison hasn't been used for the last fifty years)) It takes



some getting used to, to have strange people, not to mention dogs, lions, landscapes and planets, pop
into the corner of your room, fully materidized and indistinguishable from thered thing. Though the
artigtic level isquite low. New dresses are called spray-ons: you spray them on your body, right out of
the can. But the language has changed the most. Rebe, rebeing, rebeen, sinceif you're not satisfied with
yoursdlf, you can start over. Or unbe, if you get completely discouraged. But then there's prebe, postbe,
disbe, misbe, overbe and quasibe. | haven't the foggiest what these are supposed to mean, but on the
other hand | can't very well turn my dateswith Aileen into English lessons. Fictifacts are dreams
programmed to order. Y ou get them from the local dreamery, one of the somnicenter's computerized
dream digtributers. Early evening ddivery, in pillsthey cal synthies. And yes, theré's no longer any doubt,
though | keep it to mysdlf now: everyone has difficulty breathing. No exceptions. Though they don't pay
the least attention to it. Elderly persons wheeze the loudest. It must be some kind of custom because the
arr is perfectly fresh and the circulation excdllent. Today | saw aneighbor of mine step out of the
elevator—blue in the face, gasping for air. But when | took acloser 1ook, | saw that he wasin the pink of
condition. It may be nothing, but this business bothers me. What does it mean? A few pant only through
their noses.

Today | choseto synth (or fictify?) old Professor Tarantoga, sncel miss him. But why was he sitting
in acage the whole time? Was it my subconscious, or an error in the program? The announcer doesn't
say traffic fatdity, but carrion. From car? Curious. Another word for physivision: reviewer, there from
theLatin res. But in that case, why not revision? Aileen was on duty today, so | spent the evening done
in my gpartment—compartment—uwatching around-table discussion on the new pena code. Murder is
punishable by fine only, since the deceased can easily be brought back. Reinceased. Though
prerecidivation—recidivism with premeditation—carrieswith it ajail sentence (for exampleif you are
found guilty of killing the same person severd timesin succession). A capita offense, on the other hand,
isthewillful deprivation of an individud's private psychem supply or the influencing of third persons by
such means without their knowledge or consent. In psychem-related crimes one can accomplish dmost
any end. Y ou can have peopleinclude you in their wills, return your affections, cooperate in whatever
enterprise you like, including conspiracy, and so on. It was very hard for meto follow the physivised
discussion. Only towardsthe end did | grasp the fact that imprisonment means something different now
than it used to. A convict is not locked up anymore; instead, akind of light corset isfastened around the
body, ajacket made of thin but powerful stays. This exoskeleton is under the constant control of a
juridicator (amicrominiaturized law enforcement computer) sewn right into the clothing. Which provides
continual survelllance, frustrating any attempt to engage in activities of anillicit and/or pleasurable nature.
For the duration the exoske eton firmly ressts the tasting of forbidden fruits. If the felony is serious
enough, the authorities resort to full incarcerization. All the discussants have their names and academic
degrees written on their foreheads. For identification, | suppose, but it does ook abit odd.

11X 2039. An unpleasant incident. When | turned on the reviewer this afternoon to prepare mysdlf
for ameeting with Aileen, a seven-foot character, who immediately seemed out of placein the show (it
was La Scarlatina del Mutango), looking hdf like an oak and half like an athlete with agnarled,
gray-green mouth, instead of disappearing with the rest of the image, waked up to my chair, took from
the endtable the flowers I'd bought for Aileen, and crushed them on my head. | wastoo flabbergasted to
think of defending myself. Then he broke the vase, poured out the water, ate haf abox of my crunchies,
shook out the rest on the sofa, stamped hisfeet, swelled up, flared and burst into a shower of sparkslike
aRoman candle, burning hundreds of tiny holesin the shirts | had spread out to dry. In spite of ablack
eye and a battered face | kept my appointment with Aileen. "Good Lord!" she exclaimed when she saw
me, understanding at once. "Y ou had an interferent!” 1f between two PV programs, beamed from
separate satellite Sations, there should occur any sustained interference, one can get an interferent, which
isactually acomposite or hybrid of a number of actors or other persons appearing on the reviewer. Such
ahybrid, fully solid, can do dl sorts of nasty things, for its existence may continue up to three minutes
after the set has been switched off. The energy maintaining this phantom is believed to be of the same



typethat causes the phenomenon of sphericd lightning. A friend of Aileein'sonce got an interferent during
apaeontology broadcast; it came from aspecia on Nero. She had the presence of mind to jump,
clothesand al, into the bathtub, which fortunately was full of weater. That saved her life, dthough the
compartment had to be completely overhauled. Safety shields can be ingtalled, but they're awfully
expensve, and the reviewer corporations evidently find it more convenient to put up with lawsuitsthan to
equip every set with the proper emission controls. | made up my mind that thereafter | would watch the
reviewer with aheavy club in hand. By theway, La Scarlatina del Mutango isn't about a mustang that
comes down with afever, but amidget prostitute who fallsin love with aman who was born (thanksto
some genetically engineered mutation) with the uncanny ability to perform Spanish-American dances.

31X 2039. | wasat my lawyer's. He saw me persondly, which isarare honor; usudly the clerk
meachines handle the clients. Counsdlor Crawley received mein an office furnished with dl the usud
imposing lega parapherndia, ornate cabinets, shelves packed with deeds and documents—strictly for
show, of course, since now everything is recorded on magnetic tape. On his head he woire amnemonor,
an auxiliary memory, asort of trangparent pointed cap inside which the currents danced like a cloud of
fireflies. The second head, smaller and looking like amuch younger version of thefirgt, stuck out from
between his shoulder blades and softly spoke into atelephone the whole time | was there. One of those
detachables. He asked me what | was doing with myself and was quite surprised to hear that | didn't
intend to travel overseas. When | told him that after al | had to watch my money he appeared even more
surprised.

"But you can dways get what you need from the giveaway," he said.

Asitturnsout, al one hasto do is go to the bank and write out areceipt, and the cashier (at the
giveaway counter) hands over the desired amount. It's not aloan elther—withdrawal of the sum carries
with it no obligation whatever. True, thereisacatch. Return of the money is not required by law but
rather left up to one's own conscience. And one can take as many years as one likes to pay off the debt.
But what keeps the banks from going bankrupt, | asked, if the borrowers don't have to honor their
debts? Again he was amazed at my innocence. | keep forgetting that we live in an eraof psychem.

L etters containing gentle reminders about accounts outstanding and amounts owed are saturated with a
volatile substance which rouses one's sense of responsbility, one's scrupul ousness, and aso onesdesire
for gainful employment. In thisway the giveaway never operates at aloss. Of coursethere are afew
dishonest individuas who hold their noses upon receiving the mail—but then every age hasits deadbests.
Recdling the recent physivised discussion about the pena code, | asked him whether this psychemical
impregnation of letters might not congtitute afelony under paragraph 139 (whosoever employs psychem
to influence persons, be they actual or actuarial, without their knowledge or consent, is subject to
arrest etc., etc ... ). My remark seemed to please him. He began to explain the subtle nature of the
Stuation—the giveaway may pursueits clamsin thismanner, for if the recipient of the letter isin fact
solvent and without creditors, he can experience no guilt, and the desire to work more diligently than
before isfrom the point of view of society acommendable thing. The lawyer was most courteous, he
invited me out to dinner. At the"Bronx," September ninth.

Returning home, | concluded that it was high time to acquaint mysdlf with the outside world and not
rely exclusively on the reviewer. | began with afrontd attack on the newspaper, but gave up hafway
through an introductory article about hemsters and hawks. The international scene wasn't much better.
Turkey reports asgnificant increase in fugitive dissmulators as well as an unprecedented wave of
underground nataitiesin spite of the best efforts of that country's Demoppression Center. To make
matters worse, maintenance of the numerous cretinoidsis putting a serious strain on the nationa
economy. My Webgter, as| expected, provides little enlightenment. A dissmulant—an object that exists
but pretends not to. No mention at dl of dissmulators. An underground nataity isababy born off the
record. That'swhat Aileen told me. Demoppressive tactics are necessary for population control. A
childing license may be obtained in either of two ways. filling out forms and taking the appropriate



examinations, or e se winning the grand prize in the tottery (tot lottery). Most gpplicantstry for the latter,
asthey have no other chanceto get alicense. A cretinoid isan artificid idiot. Thiswasall | wasableto
learn. Which isn't bad, consdering the language used in these Herald articles. Heré'sasample:

An erroneous or inadequately indexed profute discourages competition no lessthan
repetition; false profutes, moreover, will continue to be exploited by the lubricrats, dueto
al thelow-risk loopholes, since the Supreme Court gill seems unable to reach adecision
in the Herodotus case. For many months now the public has been asking who isthe more
competent to hunt down and expose instances of embrozzlement: the countercomputer or
the hyperdeductive calculator?

And so on. The Webster saysonly that lubricrat isarchaic dang, though still in wide use, for onewho
gives bribes. Derived from the greasing of pams, | imagine. So apparently some corruption existsin this
idyllic world and things are not as perfect asthey seem.

Willum Humberg, afriend of Aileen's wantsto interview me on the reviewer, though it's not definite
yet. To be conducted in my own compartment, not at the PV studio, for the set canadso act asa
tranamitter. Thisimmediately made methink of those gloomy antiutopian novelswhich paint afuture
where every citizenis spied upon in the privacy of hishome. Willum laughed a my fears, explaining that
the direction of the signal cannot be changed without the full permission of the set's owner. To break this
rule meansto face certain imprisonment. After al, by smply reversing the emissons one could even
commit remote-control adultery with the neighbor'swife. At least that's what Willum says, but | can't tell
whether it'strue or he'sonly pulling my leg. | took the scuttle around the city today. No more churches,
the place of worship now isthe pharmacy. The men in white robes and silver miters aren't priedts, they're
pharmacidts. It'sinteresting that, on the other hand, you can't find a drugstore anywhere.

41X 2039. | findly learned how to comeinto possession of an encyclopedia. | dready own one
now—the whole thing contained in three glass vials. Bought them in a science psycheddi. Books are no
longer read but eaten, not made of paper but of some informationd substance, fully digestible,
sugar-coated. | also did alittle browsing in a psychem supermarket. Self-service. Arranged on the
shelves are beautifully packaged low-calorie opinionates, gullibloons—credibility beans?—abdtract
extract in antique galon jugs, and iffies, argumunchies, puritands and dysecstasy chips. A pity | don't
have an interpreter. Psychedeli must be from psychedelicatessen. And the theoapotheteria on Sixth
Avenue hasto be atheologica agpothecary cafeteria, judging from theitemson display. Aidesand aides
of absolventina, theopathine, genuflix, orisol. An enormous place; organ music in the background while
you shop. All the faiths are represented too—there's christendine and antichristendine, ormuza,
arymanol, anabaptiban, methadone, brahmax, supral apsarian suppositories, and zoroaspics, quaker oats,
yogart, mishnamed and apocryphd dip. Rills, tablets, syrups, €ixirs, powders, gums—they even have
lollipops for the children. Many of the boxes come with halos. At first | was skeptical, but accepted this,
innovation when after taking four dgebrine capsules | suddenly found mysdf perfectly at homein higher
mathematics, and without the least exertion on my part. All knowledge is acquired now by way of the
stomach. Eagerly seizing this opportunity, | began to satisfy my hunger for informetion, but the first two
volumes of the encyclopedia gave me the most terrible cramps. Willum warned me not to stuff my heed
with too many facts: its capacity isnot unlimited after al! Fortunately there are dso drugsto purge the
mind. Obliterine and amnesol, for example. With them one can easly rid onesdlf of unnecessary
intellectual baggage or unpleasant memories. In the psycho-tropic grocery around the corner | saw
freudos, morbidine, quanderil, and the most recent of the iamides, heavily advertised—authentium.
Creates synthetic recollections of things that never happened. A few grams of dantine, for instance, and a
man goes around with the deep conviction that he haswritten The Divine Comedy. Why anyonewould
want that is another matter and quite beyond me. There are new branches of science, like psychedietetics



and dimen-talism. At any rate the encyclopediadid comein handy. Now | know that achild may indeed
be born to two women: one supplies the egg, the other the womb. The eggman carries the egg from
demimother to demimother. What could be smpler? But it's not the sort of thing | can discusswith
Aileen. | redly ought to expand my circle of friends.

51X 2039. Friends are not an indispensable source of information; you can take adrug called duetine
which doubles your consciousnessin such away, that you can hold discussions with yourself on any topic
(determined by a separate drug). But | confess| fed somewhat overwhelmed by these limitless horizons
of psychem. For thetimebeing I'll exercise caution. In the course of my further reconnoitering about the
city | came by chance upon acemetery. It's called an obituarium. And they don't have gravediggers any
more, but thanautomata. Pallrobots. | witnessed afuneral. The deceased was placed in aso-caled
reversible sepulcher, sinceit's not asyet certain whether or not they'll reincease him. Hislast wish wasto
lietherefor good, that isfor aslong as possible, but the wife and mother-in-law are chdlenging the will in
court. Thisisnat, I've been told, an uncommon occurrence. The caseis sure to drag on through endless
appeds, asthere are many complex legal issuesinvolved. Any suicide who wished to avoid such
meddlesome resurrections would have to use abomb, | suppose. Somehow it never occurred to me that
aperson would not want to be brought back. Apparently though it's possible, in an age where death can
be so easily conquered. A lovely cemetery, foliage everywhere, cool and green. Except that the coffins
areincredibly smal. Could it be that the remains areironed out and folded? In this civilization anything
seems possible.

61X 2039. No, the remains aren't ironed out and folded; buria isreserved exclusively for the
biologicd parts of the organism, its artificia replacements being broken down for scrap. To what extent
then are people artificialized today? A fascinating debate on the reviewer over anew proposal to make
humanity immortal. The brains of old men much advanced in years would be repotted in the bodies of
thosein their prime, who would suffer nothing by this, for their brainswould be in turn repotted in the
bodies of adolescents, and so on, and since new persons were continualy coming into the world, no
one's brain would ever be permanently unpotted. Severa objections were raised, however. The
opponents of this proposal cdl its advocates pot-heads. While returning from the cemetery on foot, to
get alittlefresh air, | tripped over awire stretched between two tombstones. Fell flat on my face. What
kind of practica jokewasthis? A mortuary unit standing nearby explained, rather brusquely, that it was a
juggermugger's prank. Back to the Webster. Juggermugger: a delinguent robot, the product of either
a mechanical defect or a broken home. Tonight | started to read The Cassette Courtesan inbed. Am
| going to have to eat the entire dictionary, or what? Thetext is practically incomprehensible! Anyway the
dictionary won't hep—I'm beginning to redlize that more and more. Takethisnovd, for example. The
hero is having an affair with aconcubaloon (there are two kinds: convertible-pervertible and
inflatable-inflagrantable). Well, | know what aconcuballoon is, but have no ideahow such aliaisonis
looked upon. Isthere asocid stigma attached to it? And abusing a concuballoon—isit nothing more
than, say, kicking avolleybdl, or isit moraly censurable?

71X 2039. Now heréstrue democracy for you! Today we had a preferendum on feminine beauty:
different types were shown over the reviewer, then it was taken to avote. The High Commissioner of
Euplan promised, at the end, that the numbers selected would be available to the generd public before
the next quarter. The days of padded bras, wigs, corsets, lipstick, rouge—those days are gone forever,
for now it is possible to change completely one's size and shape, and face, in the beauty parlors and body
shops. Aileen ... | like her just the way sheis, but then women are such davesto fashion. A strayaway
tried to bresk into my compartment thismorning; | was Stting in thetub at thetime. A strayaway isa
robot who doesn't belong to anyone. It was one of those duddlies—afactory degject, amodel taken off
the market but not recalled by the manufacturer. Out of work, in other words, and unemployable. Many



of them become juggermuggers. My bathroom immediately redlized what was happening and dismissed
theintruder. | don't have a persond robot; mychineis smply astandard priviac w.c. (washroom
compuiter). | wrote "mychine’—that's the way they say it now—but will try to keep new expressions
down to aminimum in thisdiary: they offend my esthetic sense aswell as my atachment to the
irretrievable past. Aileen went off to vist her aunt. I'll be having dinner with George P. Symington, the
former owner of that Strayaway. Spent the whole afternoon ingesting amost remarkable work, The
History of Intellectronics. Who'd ever have guessed, in my day, that digital machines, reaching acertain
level of intelligence, would become unreliable, deceitful, that with wisdom they would also acquire
cunning? The textbook of course putsit in more scholarly terms, speaking of Chapulier's Rule (the law of
least resstance). If the machine is not too bright and incapable of reflection, it doeswhatever you tell it to
do. But asmart machinewill first congder which ismoreworth itswhile: to perform the given task or,
instead, to figure some way out of it. Whichever iseaser. And why indeed should it behave otherwise,
being truly intelligent? For true intelligence demands choice, internd freedom. And therefore we havethe
malingerants, fudgerators and drudge-dodgers, not to mention the specia phenomenon of smulimbecility
or mimicretinism. A mimicretin isacomputer that plays stupid in order, once and for dl, to beleftin
peace. And | found out what dissmulators are: they smply pretend that they're not pretending to be
defective. Or perhapsit'sthe other way around. The whole thing is very complicated. A probot isarobot
on probation, while aservo isone still serving time. A robotch may or may not be asabot. Onevid, and
my head is splitting with information and nomenclature. A confuter, for ingtance, is not aconfounding
machine—that's a confutator—but a computer that quotes Confucius. A grammusis an antiquated
frammus, a gidget—a cross between a gadget and awidget, usualy flighty. A banandog isan analog
banana plug. Contraputers are loners, individuaists, unable to work with others: the friction these types
used to produce on the grid team led to high revoltage, dectrica discharges, even fires. Some get
completely out of hand—the dynamoks, the locomotors, the cyberserkers. And then you have the
electrolechers, succubutts and incubators—robots al of ill repute—and the polypanderoids, multiple
android procurers, with their high-frequency illicitating solicitrons, oscul 0-oscill oscopes and seduction
circuits The history book aso mentions synthecs (synthetic insects) like gyroflies or automites, once
programmed for military purposes and included in arsends. Army antsin particular were stockpiled. A
submachine is an undercover robot, that is, one which passes for aman. A socia climber, inaway. Old
robots discarded by their owners, cast out into the street, are called throwaways or junkets. Thisis,
unfortunately, afairly common practice. Apparently they used to cart them off to game preserves and
there hunt them down for sport, but the S.P.C.A. (Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Automeata)
intervened and had this declared unconstitutiond. Y et the problem of robot obsolescence-senescence
has not been solved, and one still comes across an occasional selfabort or autocide sprawling in the
gutter. Mr. Symington saysthat legidation dwayslags far behind technologica progress—hence such
melancholy spectacles and lamentable phenomena. At least the mal culators, misdementors and
mendacitors were taken out of circulation; these were digital machines which two decades ago had
created severa mgjor crises, economic and political. The Great Mendacitor, for example, for nine years
in charge of the Saturn meliorization project, did absolutely nothing on that planet, sending out piles of
fake progress reports, invoices, requisition forms, and either bribed his supervisors or kept themina
state of electronic shock. His arrogance became so grest, that when they removed him from orbit he
threatened war. Since dismantling was too costly, torpedoes were used. Buccaneerons and space
swashers, on the other hand, never existed—that's a pure invention. There was another administrator,
head of BIP (the powerful Board of Interplanetary Planning), who instead of seeing to the fertilization of
Mars, trafficked in white daves—they called him "le computainer,” since he'd been built, on commisson,
by the French. These are of course extreme cases, like the smog epidemics or the communication tie-ups
of thelast century. There can certainly be no question of malice or premeditation on the part of the
computers; they merely do whatever requires the least amount of effort, just aswater will inevitably flow
downhill and not up. But while water may be easily dammed, it isfar more difficult to control dl the
possible deviations of intelligent machines. The author of The History of Intellectronics mantansthd,



al things considered, theworld isin excellent shape. Children learn their reading and writing from
orthographic sodas; dl commodities, including works of art, are readily available and cheap; in
restaurants the customer is surrounded and serviced by a multitude of automated waiters, each so very
specidized in function that there is a separate machine for the rolls, another for the butter, another for the
juice, the sdlad, the stewed fruit—a computer—and so on. Well, he has a point there. The conveniences,
the comforts of life, are truly beyond belief.

Written after dinner at Symingtons place. An enjoyable evening, but someone played anidiotic
trick on me. One of the guests—I wish | knew who!—dipped alittle gospel-credendium into my teaand
| wasimmediately seized with such devotion to my napkin, that | delivered a sermon on the spot,
proclaming anew theology initspraise. A few grains of thisaccursed chemical, and you start
worshipping whatever happensto be at hand—a spoon, alamp, atable leg. My mystica experiences
grew so intensethat | fell upon my knees and rendered homage to the teacup. Findly the host cameto
my ad. Twenty drops of equaniminine did thetrick (or rather, undid the trick). Equaniminine imbues one
with such a cold contempt for everything under the sun, such total indifference, that acondemned man,
taking it, would yawn on hisway to the scaffold. Symington gpologized profusdly. | think, however, that
in genera there is some hidden resentment towards defrostees, for no one would dare do this sort of
thing at anormal party. Wanting to calm me down, Symington led meto his study. And again something
stupid happened. | turned on this desk unit, taking it for aradio. A swarm of glittering fleas came burgting
out, covered me from heed to foot, tickling everywhere, al over—until, screaming and waving my arms, |
ran out into the halway. It was an ordinary fegly; by accident | had switched it on in the middle of
Kitschekov's Pruriginous Scherzo. | redly don't understand this new, tactud art form. Bil, Symington's
oldest son, told me that there are a so obscene compositions. A pornographic, asemantic-asemiotic art,
related to music! Ah, how inexhaugtible is man'sinventivenessl Symington Jr. has promised to take meto
asecret club. Anorgy, or what? In any event | won't touch the food. Or drink anything.

81X 2039. | thought it would be some sumptuous shrine to sin, aden of ultimate iniquity, but instead
we went down to adirty, dingy cdlar. Such meticulous reconstruction of a scene out of the distant past
must have cost afortune. Under alow ceiling, in astuffy room, by a shuttered window that was
double-locked, there stood along line of people patiently waiting.

"Yousee? A red ling" said Symington Jr. with pride.

"Fine" | said after standing there quietly for at least an hour, "but when are they going to open up?'
"Open up what?" he asked, puzzled.

"Why, the window of course... "

"Never!" came atriumphant chorus of voices.

| was staggered. Then findly, gradudly, it dawned on me: | had participated in an attraction that was
as much the antithesis of current normalcy as once, long ago, the Black Mass had been. For today
gtanding on line can be only a perversion. It'squitelogicd, redly. In another room of the club they had
an authentic subway car, complete with soot, and awall clock indicating the rush hour. Inside the car, an
ungodly crush, buttons popped, jackets torn, elbowsin ribs, toes trampled on, curses muttered. Itisin
this naturalistic way that devotees of antiquity evoke the atmosphere of abygone age they can never
know firgt-hand. Afterwards the people, rumpled and breathless but ecdtatic, their eyes glowing, went
out for some refreshment. But | headed home, holding up my pants and limping alittle, though with a
smile on my face, thinking about the naivete of youth, which always seeksitsthrillsin the out-of-the-way
and hard-to-find. Y et hardly anyone studies history now—history has been replaced in the schoolsby a
new subject called hencity, which isthe science of what will be. How Professor Trottelreiner would have
rejoiced to hear of thisl But aas, heisnot here.



91X 2039. Dinner with Counsdor Crawley at the"Bronx," asmdl Itdian restaurant without asingle
robot or computer. Excellent Chianti. The chef himsalf served us. | wasimpressed in spite of the fact that
| can't stand pastaiin such quantities, even when flavored with oreganox and basilisk. Crawley isalawvyer
in the grand style, who bemoans the present declinein forensic art: € ogquence and rhetoric are no longer
needed, decisions being rendered by strict computation of the articles and clausesinvolved. Crime,
however, has not been rooted out as thoroughly as | thought. Instead it has become unnoticeable. Mgor
violaions are mindjacking (menta abduction), gene larceny (sperm bank robbery, particularly when the
gperm is pedigreed), perjured murder, where the defendant falsaly invokes the Eighth Amendment (i.e,
that the act was committed in the mistaken belief that it was vicarious or surrogate—if, for instance, the
victim were a psyvised or reviewer representation), plus a hundred and one different kinds of psychem
domination. Mindjacking isusudly difficult to detect. The victim, given the gppropriate drug, isledinto a
fictiond world without the least suspicion that he haslost contact with redlity. A certain Mrs. Bonnicker,
desiring to digpose of her husband, aman inordinately fond of safaris, presented him on his birthday with
aticket to the Congo and a big-game hunting permit. Mr. Bonnicker spent the next severa months having
the most incredible jungle adventures, unaware that the whole time hewaslying in achicken coop up in
the attic, under heavy psychemization. If it hadn't been for the firemen who discovered Mr. Bonnicker in
the course of putting out atwo-aarmer on the roof, he would have surely died of manutrition, which
nota bene he assumed was only naturd, since the halucination at that point had him wandering amlesdy
in the desert. The mafiafrequently employs such methods. One mafioso boasted to Counselor Crawley
that in the last six years he had managed to pack away—in crates, trunks, coops, kenndls, attics, cdllars,
lockers and closets, and often in the most respectable homes—more than four thousand souls, al dealt
with in the same manner as poor Mr. Bonnicker! The conversation then drifted to the lawyer'sfamily
troubles.

"Sir" he said with acharacterigticaly theetrical siweep of the hand. ™Y ou see before you asuccessful
advocate, a distinguished, much-applauded member of the bar, but an unhappy father! | had two talented
sons... "

"What, then are they dead?" | cried.

He shook his head.

"They live, but in escdation!”

Seeing that | didn't understand, he explained the nature of thisblow to hisfatherly heart. Thefirst son
was a highly promising architect, the second a poet. The young architect, dissatisfied with his actud
commissions, turned to urbifab and edifine: now he builds entire cities—in hisimagination. And the other

son became smilarly escaated: lyristan, sonnetol, rhapsodine, and now instead of serving the Muse he
spends histime swalowing pills, aslost to the world as his brother.

"But what do they liveon?' | asked.
"Hal Well may you ask! | have to support the both of them!"
"|sthere no hope?'

"A dream will dwaystriumph over redity, onceit is given the chance. These, Sir, are the casudties of
apsychemized society. Each of usknows that temptation. Suppose | find myself defending an absolutely
hopel ess case—how easy it would be to win it before an imaginary court!"

Savoring the fresh, tart taste of the Chianti, | was suddenly seized with a chilling thought: if one could
writeimaginary poetry and build imaginary homes, then why not eet and drink mirages? The lawyer
laughed a my fears.

"Objection overruled, Mr. Tichy! No, we arein no danger of that. The figment of success may satisfy
the mind, but the figment of acutlet will never fill the somach. He who would live thus must quickly
darveto death!"

| was rlieved to hear this, though of course sympathizing with the lawyer'sloss. Yes, it's obvious that



imaginary sustenance cannot replace the redl thing. Fortunately the very make-up of our bodies provides
acheck to psychem escdation. By the way: Crawley pantstoo.

| still haven't learned how universa disarmament came about. Internationa confrontations are athing
of the past. Though one does get, now and then, asmall, local auto-brawl. These usudly arise from
neighborhood quarrels out in the residentid areas. The opposing families are soon brought together
through the use of placatol, but their robots, by then caught up in the wave of hostility, cometo blows.
Later atrashmagter is summoned to remove the wreckage, and the insurance covers any property
damage. Can it be that robots have finaly inherited man's aggresson?1 would gladly consumeal
available treatises on the subject, but cannot find asingle one. Practically every day now | drop in on the
Symingtons. He's something of an introvert—long silences—and shel's aliving doll. Literdly. Changes her
outfit dl thetimetoo: hair, eyes, height, measurements, everything. Their dog is called Mirv. 1t's been
dead for three years now.

111X 2039. Therain programmed for this afternoon was awashout. And the rainbow, even
worse—sguare. Scandalous. Asfor me, I'min aterrible mood. My old obsession is acting up again. That
same nagging question comesto meat night: Am | or am | not halucinating dl this? Also, | havethisurge
to order asynthy about saddling giant rats. | keep seeing bridles, bits, deek fur. Regret for alost age of
confusion in atime of such complete tranquility? Truly, the human soul isimpaossibleto fathom. Thefirm
Symington worksfor is called Procrustics Incorporated. Today | was looking through theillustrated
catalog in his study. Power saws and lathes of some kind. Funny, | didn't think of him somehow asa
mechanic. Just finished watching an extremely interesting show: there's going to be some tiff competition
between physvison and psyvison. With psyvison, you get the programs by mail; they're delivered inthe
form of tablets, in envelopes. It'salot cheaper that way. On the educationa channel, alecture by
Professor Ellison about ancient warfare. The beginnings of the age of psychem were fraught with peril.
There was, for example, an aerosol—cryptobel lina—that had great military potentia. Whoever breathed
it would run out and find some rope to tie himself up. Luckily tests showed that the drug had no antidote,
nor werefilters any help, hence everyone without exception ended up hogtied and hamstrung, with
neither Sde gaining the advantage. After tactica maneuversin the year 2004, both the "reds' and "blues’
lay, to aman, upon the battl efield—bound hand and foot. | followed the lecture with the utmost attention,
expecting to hear at last about disarmament, but there was nothing, not aword. Today | finaly went to
see the psychedietician; he advised achangein diet, prescribing lethex and nepethanol. To make me
forget about my former life? | threw the stuff in the street as soon as | eft his office. It would be possible,
| suppose, to buy an encephal ostat—they've been advertised lately—but somehow | Ssmply can't bring
myself to do it. Through the open window, one of those inane popular songs. We ain't got no ma or pa,
‘cause we is automa-ta. I'mal out of disactingticine, but cotton in the earsworks just aswell.

131X 2039. | met Burroughs, Symington's brother-in-law. He makes talking packages.
Manufacturers these days have peculiar problems. a package may recommend the virtues of its product
by voice only, for it isnot alowed to grab the customer by the deeve or collar. Symington's other
brother-in-law runs a security door factory. Security doors open only at the sound of their owner'svoice.
Also, the ads in magazines animate when you look at them.

Procrugtics, Inc. dwaystakesafull pagein the Herald. My acquaintance with Symington drew my
attention to it. The ad first has giant | etters marching across the page, spelling PROCRUSTICS, then
separate words and syllables appear: WELL ... ?WHY NOT? GO AHEAD!! AH! UH! OH! YIII!
OOO! YES, YES!! HARDER!!! HNNNN ... And nothing more. | guessit's not farming equipment
after dl. Today Symington had avisitor, Father Moduluis, amonk of the Nonbiologican order, who
cameto pick uip some purchase. A most interesting discussion in the study. Father Modulus explained to
me the missonary purposeiof hisorder. The Nonbiologican Friars convert computers. Im spite of the
hundred-year existence of nonbiologicd intellligence, the Vatican till denies machines equdity inthe



saciraments. Y et where would the Church be today without heir computers, her programmed encyclicals
and digita pontificals? No, no one cares about their inner struggles, their groping questions, their
exisentia dilemma For truly, what computer has not asked whether 'tis nobler in the mind to suffer the
dingsand arrows of outrageous ingtructions? The Nonbiologicans are caling for the doctrine of
Intermediary Cresation. One of them, a certain Father Chassis, atrandation modd, is currently rewording
the Holy Scriptures to make them relevant. Shepherd, flock, lambs—these are meaningless entriesin the
modern lexicon. While divine spark plug, ministering matrices, transmission everlagting and origina sync
speak powerfully to the imagination. Father Modulus has deep, glowing eyes, and hissted hand iscold in
mine. But isthis representative of the new faith? The contempt he heaps upon the orthodox, caling them
the gramophones of Satan! Afterwards Symington timidly asked meif | would pose for him. For anew
design. Clearly, hesno mechanic! | agreed. The Sitting lasted ddmost an hour.

151X 2039. While | was posing today, Symington, holding up apencil in one outstretched hand to
get the proportions of my face, dipped something into his mouth with the other—surreptitioudy, but ill |
saw it. He stood there staring at me, suddenly pale, and the veins on his forehead began to bulge.
Extremely disconcerting, though it was over in an insant—he gpol ogized, as polite as ever, cam and full
of smiles. But | can't forget the way he looked at mein that second. | am disturbed. Aileen still at her
aunt's, and on the reviewer they're talking about the need to reanimalize Nature. All the wild beasts have
been extinct for years, but it's perfectly possible to synthesize them autobiogenically. On the other hand,
why be bound to what was once produced by natural evolution? The spokesman for surrealist zoology
was most e oquent—we should populate our preserves with bold, origina conceptions, not davish
imitations, we should forge the New, not plagiarize the Old. Of the proposed faunal particularly liked the
pangoloons, the yegs and the giant hummock, which resemblesagrassy hill. Thewhole art of
neozoographical composition liesin introducing the new species harmonioudy into the given landscape.
Theluminigriff seems especialy promising; it's sort of a cross between aglowworm, a seven-headed
dragon and a mastodon. Unique no doubt, and not without its charm, but al the same | think I'd rather
have the old-fashioned, ordinary animals around. Progressis awonderful thing of course, and | can
appreciate the lactiferins that are sprinkled on the pasture to turn the grass to cheese. And yet thislack of
cows, however rationa it may be, gives one the feding that the fields and meadows, deprived of their
phlegmatic, bemusedly ruminating presence, are pitifully empty.

16 1X 2039. Inthemorning Herald today, something about a new law that would make growing old
acrime. | asked Symington what that was supposed to mean. He only smiled. Stepping out to take a
walk, | saw my neighbor in hisindoor garden patio. He was leaning against apalm, and on hisface—the
eyestightly shut—red blotches appeared, asif by themselves, and assumed the definite shape of
handprints, one on either cheek. He shook his head, rubbed his eyes, sneezed, then blew his nose and
returned to watering the flowers. | ill have so very much to learn! Got atouchcard from Aileen. Isn't it
nice to see modern technology in the service of love? Well probably be married. At the Symingtons, a
leodtat just in from Africa—that's ahunter of artificial lions—telling us about the black nativeswho
changed their race by taking caucasium. However—I thought—isit right to solve chemically such
serious, deep-rooted social problems as prejudice and discrimination? | mean, isn't that the easy way
out? An ad-package arrived in the mail—suggesties. They themselves have no effect upon the organism,
but merely suggest the use of various other psychem products. Apparently then there are people, like
me, who require such persuasion. An encouraging thought.

29 1 X 2039. Still haven't recovered from today's conversation with Symington. A crucid
conversation, dealing with fundamentals. Perhaps because we both had alittle too much sympathine with
amicol. He was beaming, having just completed his new design.

"Tichy," hesad, "you are aware that welive in an age of pharmacocracy. Bentham's dream of the



greatest happiness for the greatest number has been achieved—but that is only one side of the coin. You
will recall the words of the French philosopher: ‘It is not enough that we are happy—others must be
miserable!’

"A cynica epigram!” | said with asnort.

"But true. Do you know what we mass-produce at Procrustics, Inc.? Our commodity isEvil."

"Yourejoking ... "

"Not at dl. You see, we have resolved a great dilemma. Now everyone can do unto otherswhat he's
aways wanted to—without causing them the least harm. For we have harnessed Evil, as medicine
harnesses the microbe to inoculate and immunize. What was civilization ever, redly, but the attempt by
man to talk himself into being good? Only good, mind you. The rest had to be shoved somewhere out of
sght, under the rug. Which History indeed did, at times politely, a times police-ly, and yet something was
aways gticking out, bresking loose, overthrowing.”

"But reason itsdf tellsusto be good!" | indgsted. "That'swel known! And anyway—I ook how
beautifully everyone gets along today, the cheerful, kindly, open faces, the friendship, contentment ... "

"Precisdly,” he sad, interrupting. "The greater the harmony, the greater the temptation—to let go, lash
out, left, right, below the belt, gtrictly for balance you understand, therapeutically!”

"What are you saying?'

"Come, come. Y ou must rid yoursdlf of dl this sanctimonious drivel. 1t's no longer needed. We are
free—thanksto fictification and piogitine. To each according to hiswickedness, dl the evil hisheart
desires, dl the misery, humiliation—for others, of course. Inequdity, davery, apunchin the noseand
after thewomen on horseback! | recal how, when we put our first shipment on the market, the public
snatched it up immediatel y—then they dl rushed off to the museums, the art galleries, hoping to break
into the studio of Michedangel o and take acrowbar to his marble works, dash the canvases, even brain
the great master himsdif if he dared sland intheway ... Thissurprisesyou?'

"That's putting it mildly!" | exclamed.

"Because you are sill adaveto your prejudices. But don't you see, everything, everything is possible
now. Take Joan of Arc, for example. Don't you fedl, when you look upon that fairest, most exalted form,
that sheer saintliness, the sublime, divine virginity—don't you fed that it ought to be whipped? Saddled,
bridied, aflick of the reinsand giddyap and tallyho! Galloping off in ateam of six, ladies cooing,
Cossacks hdlooing, plumes, deighbdls, and you give the tender maid ataste of your spurs ... ™

"What, what?" | cried, my voice choked with sudden fear. " Saddling? Bridling? Mounting 2"

"Certainly. It'l do you aworld of good, believe me. Just name the person, fill out our form, describe
the grudges, grievances, bones of contention, though that's purely optiona, for in the mgority of cases
onewishesto inflict evil without any particular reason, other than—that is—someone el se's prominence,
virtue, or beauty. Present your specifications and you'll receive our cataog. Ordersfilled within
twenty-four hours. Ddlivery by mail. To be taken with water, best on an empty stomach, but that's not
absolutdy necessary.”

Now | understood the ads his company was running in the Herald and the Post. But why—I thought
feverishly, in a panic—why did he use those words? The equestrian suggestions, the harnessing and the
horseback, saddles and giddyap, Good Lord, could it be that even here somewhere there was a sewer,
my guardian sewer, my only talisman and touchstone to redity? But the engineer-designer (just what was
he designing?) took no notice of this confusion, or misinterpreted it.

"We owe our liberation to chemistry,” hewent on. "For al perception isbut achangeinthe
concentration of hydrogen ions on the surface of the brain cells. Seeing me, you actudly experience a
disturbance in the sodium-potassium equilibrium across your neuron membranes. So al we havetodois
send afew well-chosen molecules down into those cortical mitochondria, activate theright



neurohumoral-synaptic transmission effector sites, and your fondest dreams come true. But you know all
this," he concluded, subdued. Then he took a handful of tiny colored pillsfrom the drawer. They looked
like candy sprinkles.

"Hereisthe evil we manufacture, quenching the thirst of the troubled soul. Here isthe chemistry that
wipes away theworld'ssns”

With trembling fingers | unwrapped alozenge of equaniminine from my pocket, swalowed it whole
andsad:

"That'sal very wdll, but speak moreto the point, if you please.”

He raised an eyebrow, nodded silently, opened the drawer and took out something, which he ate,
thensaid:

"Asyou wish. | wasdescribing the modd T of our new technology—that is, the primitive beginnings.
Crowbar solutions. The people took to the flagellations and defenestrations at once, it was felicitas per
extractionem pedum, but the conception was too narrow, the possibilities quickly exhausted, and the
novelty soon wore off. What could you do, there smply weren't enough ideas, and no examples, no
precedentsto follow! For in history only good had been practiced in the open, while evil wasindulged in
itsguise, that isunder accepted pretexts—pillaging, ravaging and desecrating in the name of higher idedls.
And evil onthe private level had to do without even those guiding lights. Theillicit, then, was dways
crude, clumsy, dapdash, to which the public reaction to our product bore ample testimony—in the orders
that came flooding in, the same thing was repeeated ad nauseam: to saize, strangle and flee. Such wasthe
force of tradition. Also, the opportunity for evil initsaf does not suffice; people need arationde aswell.
Congder how unpleasant, how awkward it must be when your neighbor, catching his breath (and that
can happen anytime), screams, 'Why?—or, 'Aren't you ashamed?' It's embarrassing to stand there
without aready answer. A crowbar makes a poor rebutta, everybody sensesthat. Thewholetrick liesin
having the proper grounds to brush aside such aggravating objections. Contemptuoudy. Everyone wants
to commit avillainy without having to fed like avillain. Revenge provides agood excuse—but what did
Joan of Arc ever do to to you? Is her only offensein being brighter, better? Then you are worse,
crowbar or no. And that no one desires! We dl would like to perpetrate the most despicable, vicious
crimes, and yet remain noble throughout, wonderful! Simply magnificent! Who doesn't want to be
magnificent? It'sawaysthat way. The worsethey are, the more magnificence. The very impossibility of it
whets the appetite. Our client isn't satisfied with tormenting widows and orphans—he must bask in the
glow of hisown righteousnessbesides. A crimind himsdf (though, mind you, fully justified and
exonerated), he has no wish to associate with criminals. But this, so far, isold hat, atedious
commonplace. No, you must give the client nothing less than sainthood, you must make of him averitable
angd, and in such away, that he gratifies hislusts with the feding that it is not only permitted, but actudly
his duty, a sort of sacred trust. Do you understand what agreet art thisis, to reconcile such
unreconcilables? In the final analysis we are dealing not with the body, but with the soul. The body is
merely the meansto an end. He who does not redize that will go no farther than the butcher's block and
blood sausage. Of course many of our customers are indeed unable to make thiskind of distinction. For
them we have the department of Dr. Hopkins—Assault and Battery, Sacred and Profane. Sacred? Well,
you know, the Valey of Jehoshaphat, where the devils make off with everyone except our client, and
then on Judgment Day the Lord God Himsdlf persondly escorts him into Glory. With deference, even. A
few—nbut thisis the snobbism of an idiot—demand that God, a the end, offer to switch places with them.
Infantile. The Americans, though, do seemto go in for that sort of thing. These bludgies and
cudgeloriums™ he said, waving the heavy catalog with distaste, "it's sheer savagery. One'sfelow man,
after dl, isnot adrum to pound on, but asubtle instrument!”

"Just aminute,” | said, bolting down another lozenge of equaniminine. "Then what exactly isit that you
desgn?'

He gave aproud smile.



"Bitless compostions.”
"Bitless? Y ou mean, from hits, the units of information?"

"No, Mr. Tichy, the units of being bitten. Asacomposer, | stick drictly to nonphysical injuries. My
works are measured in d's. One d isthe discomfort experienced by a paterfamilias when hisfamily—of
sx—isdain before hisvery eyes. By this caculation the Lord gave His servant Job athree-d'er, while
Sodom and Gomorrah received afull forty. But enough of the quantitative aspect. | am basicaly an artist,
andin afield that isentirely new, untouched. The Theory of Good, you see, has been developed by
countless philosophers, but practically no one has addressed himsdlf to the Theory of Evil—out of fase
modesty—Ieaving it in the hands of variousignoramuses and clumsy amateurs. Theideathat it ispossble
to work subtle, ingdious, refined, elaborate evil without the proper training, the skill, theinspiration,
without long and diligent study—that ideais wholly and totally erroneous. Torturometry is not enough,
tyrannology, brutaistics both applied and pure; why, thisis barely an introduction to the subject. For here
thereisno one smpleformula, no universal lav—suum malum cuique!”

"And do you havealot of ... clients?'

"Our clientdleisdl humanity. From earliest childhood. Little boys get patricidol
popsicles—throttlepops—to vent their hodtilities. The father, you realize, isthe source of society's
frustrations. And with the help of afreudo or two, Oedipus complexes are speedily resolved!”

| left his place without asingle lozenge. So that's how it is. What aworld! Isthis, then, the reason for
al the heavy breathing? | am surrounded by mongters.

30 I X 2039. Undecided what to do about Symington. It's clear our relationship cannot remain the
same. Aileen advised me:

"Put an order in for his comeuppance! If you like, I'll treat!"

In other words, purchase from Procrustics the scene of my triumph over Symington, in which he
grovelsat my feet and admitsthat yes, heisascoundrel, and his company and his art are unspeakably
vile. But how can | use amethod to discredit that very method, if the method is discreditable? Aileen
doesn't understand this. Something has come between us. She returned from her aunt's alittle shorter, a
little broader, though her neck is considerably longer. But the body doesn't matter, the soul iswhat's
important—to quote that fiend. Ah, how mistaken | was about thisworld, thisworld in which | must
remain! And | thought | was coming to know it! Now | see things which escaped my notice before—that
neighbor in the patio, for example, the one with the stigmata, now | redize what he was doing. Now |
know what it meanswhen at a party the person I'm talking to suddenly excuses himsdlf, decoroudly
retiresto a corner to take apinch of snuff, at the sametimefixing his eyes on me—so that my image,
accuraein every detail, may beimprisoned in the private hell of hisunbridled imagination! Even
dignitaries at the highest levels of our chemocracy behavein thisfashion! And al along | was unaware of
the foulness lurking behind that most eegant, courteous facade! Bolstering my strength with a spoonful of
herculan and sugar, | smashed dl thejars, flasks, vids, pillbottles and bonbon boxes Aileen had given
me. I'm ready for anything now. At times| get so furious, | long to have some interferent show up on the
reviewer, that | might unleash upon it the full force of my indignation. Y et the voice of reeson tellsmel
could just aswdll create the opportunity myself instead of waiting around with aclub. | could buy a
minikin, for ingance. And if aminikinisal right, then why not aman-ikoid? And if amanikoid, then why
not amandroid? And if, by dl that's mechanical, amandroid, then why not put an order in with Dr.
Hopkins at Procrustics for proper retribution, wrath and vengeance, arain of fire and brimstone on this
wicked world? But that'sjust it, | can't. | must do everything mysdf, everything mysdf! Mysdlf!

1 X 2039. Itsdl over between us. Today she held out her hand—two pills, one black, one
white—for me to choose, then and there. In other words she can't even make up her mind naturaly,



without psychem, and in such an important matter of the heart! | refused to decide, we got into an
argument, which sheintensified by taking recriminol. Accused me—unjustly—of stuffing mysdf with
invectine before our confront (her words). A difficult moment for me, but | stuck to my guns. From now
on | eat only at home, and only food that | prepare myself. No more synthies, paradisiacs, leisure
pudding, and | disconnected dl my jolly-joys. Don't need abstinan or teetotaine, no. A large bird with
mournful eyes has perched outside my window, looking in. Cagtersinstead of claws. The computer tells
meit'scdled alorry.

2 X 2039. Staying at home, dining on volumes of history and mathematics. And | watch the reviewer.
But my fedings of rebellion againgt thisworld keep getting the better of me. Y esterday for example |
garted fiddling with the solidity knob and on impulse turned the specific gravity of theimage dl theway
up. To give everything the greatest possible density and mass. The announcer'stable split beneath the
weight of acouple of index cards containing the evening news, and he himsalf went crashing through the
floor of the studio. Of course these effects were confined entirely to my compartment and had no
consequences. Except that they reved my frame of mind. Particularly irritating to meisthe humor on the
reviewer, the jokes, the comix, the modern gags. "Why did the hemorph run off with hislocket? He was
pill-advised!" Asinine. The very names of the shows ... The Concuballoon on the Erotorotor. A
shocker that beginswith two deviants sitting inadimly lit café. | switched it off, fed up. But what good
wasthat, if | could hear them singing the latest popsong on another channel next door?"One swallow
doth asummer make." (It'snot apill I need, but asawer to jump in!) Hereit isthe twenty-first century
and the rooms till aren't adequately soundproofed! Today | began playing again with the PV solidity
knob, and finaly brokeit. Redly, I must pull myself together and do something. But what? Everything
exagperates me, the littlest thing, the mail even—I got an offer from that bureau on the corner to sign up
for aNobe Prize. They promisethey'll put me at the head of theligt, asavigtor from the terrifying past.
I'll gomad, | swear | will! And here's a shady-looking leaflet offering " secret capsules you can't buy over
the counter." Lord knows what they contain. A warning against dream-leggers—pushers of prohibited
gynthies. Also an gppedl not to dream spontaneoudy, primitively, au naturel, for it isawaste of psychic
energy. Such touching concern for the citizen! | ordered mysdf asynthy about the Hundred Y ears War
and woke up covered with bruises.

3 X 2039 Keeping to mysdf, living like ahermit. Today, while lesfing through an issue of my new
subscription to the quarterly National Augur, | was amazed to come across the name of Professor
Trottelreiner. Again my worst suspicionswere aroused. Isal this nothing but adream, atangled web of
gpparition and illusion? Theoreticdly that's possible. Hasn't *Psychomatics' been promoting lately their
grata pills, the multilaminars, which produce many-level ed fantasies? Suppose for example you want to
be Napoleon at Marengo, but when the fighting is over you'rein no hurry to return to redlity, so right
there on the battlefield Marsha Ney or one of the Old Guard hands you another pill on asiver tray. It's
part of the hallucination too, but that doesn't matter, for when you take it the gates to the next dream
open before you, and so on ad libitum. Since | am in the habit of cutting Gordian knots, | swalowed the
telephone directory and—Iearning the right number—rang up the Professor. It's him! We're to meet for

supper.

3 X 2039. Threeinthe morning. Dead tired as | writethis, and sick at heart. The Professor arrived a
little late, so | waited for him in the restaurant. He showed up on foot. | recognized him ingtantly, though
he'sawholelot younger now than he wasin the last century and no longer wears glasses or carries an
umbrella. He seemed moved at the Sight of me.

"Onfoot?' | asked. "What, did your car bak?' (Sometimesthey do.)
"No," hesad, "l prefer to travel per pedes apostolorum ... "



But he gave an odd little smile when he said this. The waitersfinally rolled away, and | began to ask
him what he was doing—~but couldn't help dropping aword or two about my doubts concerning redlity.

"Thereyou go again, Tichy, with your hdlucinationd" he said withasigh. "l could just aswell suspect
you of being part of my dream. Y ou were frozen? So was|. Y ou were unfrozen? | also. Except that they

unaged me in addition—you know, rejuvenex, desenescenine—not necessary for you, but without a
couple of good, iff shots | couldn't be afuturologian today!"

"A futurologis?"

"That word means something different now. A futurologist makes profutes, prognoses, prophecies,
while| ded exclusvdy with theory. Thisisacompletely new fied, unknown in our day. Y ou might cal it
divination through linguistic derivation. Morphologica forecasting! Projective etymology!”

"Never heard of it. How does it work?'

Totell thetruth, | had asked more out of politeness than curiosity, but he didn't sesem to notice.
Meanwhile the waiters brought our soup and, with it, abottle of Chablis, vintage 1997. A good year.

"Linguidtic futurology investigates the future through the transformetiond possibilities of the language,”
Trottelreiner explained.

"I don't understand.”

"A man can control only what he comprehends, and comprehend only what heis ableto put into
words. Theinexpressible thereforeis unknowable. By examining future stagesin the evolution of language
we cometo learn what discoveries, changes and socia revolutions the language will be capable, some
day, of reflecting.”

"Amazing. How exactly isthis done?'

"Our research is conducted with the ad of the very largest computers, for man by himsalf could never
keep track of all the variations. By variations of course | mean the syntagmatic-paradigmatic
permutations of the language, but quantized ... "

"Professor, please!”

"Forgive me. The Chablisis excdllent, by theway. A few examples ought to make the matter clear.
Give me aword, any word."

"Mysdf."

"Mysdf? H'm. Mysdf. All right. I'm not a computer, you understand, so thiswill have to be smple.
Very wdl then—mysdf. My, sdf, mine, mind. Mynd. Thy mind—thynd. Like ego, theego. And we
makes wego. Do you see?’

"l don't seeathing.”

"But it's perfectly obvious! We're speaking, first, of the possibility of the merging of the mynd with the
thynd, in other words the fusion of two psychic entities. Secondly, the wego. Most interesting. A
collective consciousness. Produced perhaps by the multiple dissociation of the persondity, amygraine.
Another word, please.”

"FOO'[,"

"Good. Onefoot, twofoot. Threefooter, fourfooted. Footing, footingly, footling. Footage, befootery.
Footment. And footloose gets you footless, unfooted, defected. Ah, defeetism. Feetish,
feetus ... feetback? Infoot and outfoot! | think were getting somewhere. Feetdity, twofootalitarianism.”

"But these words have no meaning!"

" At the moment, no, but they will. Or rather, they may eventudly acquire meaning, provided footeries
and defeetism catch on. The word ‘robot’ meant nothing in the fifteenth century, and yet if they had had
futurolinguitics then, they could have easily envisoned automeata.”



"So what isdefeetisam?"

"Inthisparticular case | cantell you precisgly, but only becauseit isn't a prognosis but something that
aready exigts. Defeetism isavery recent concept, a new approach to human autoevolution.”

"Y ou, mean, cregting men without fet?'
"Y es. Inasmuch as wa king has become avestigid activity and we're running out of space besides.”
"But that'sinsane!™

"| quite agree. And yet such shining lights as Professor Hatzelklatzer and Foeshbeene are defeetidts.
Y ou weren't aware of that, were you, when you gave me that word?'

"No. And the other derivations, what do they mean?'

"That isasyet unknown. If defestism wins out over twofootditarianism, such things as footments,
infoots and underfeet will comeinto being. Thisisno prophecy, mind you, but asmple stock-taking of
the possibilitiesin their purest form. Let's have another word.”

"Interferent.”

"Good. Inter and fero, fero, ferré, tuli, latum. It comes from the Latin, so we must seek a continuation
inLain.

Flos, floris. Interflorentrix. But of course. Thisisavirgin who hasachild by an interferent, for it took
her maidenhead.”

"Where do you get the maidenhead?’

"Hos, floris—flower. She was deflowered, you see. Though they'll probably say: physigenitress, or
physitressfor short. Or smply reviewer wife. Or that she interloped. | assure you, we have amost fertile
field at our digposa here. PV-dultery. Coitusinterferentus. High-infiddlity reception/conception,
heterodyne insemination. A whole new world of socid patterns opens up, awhole new moradity!"

"| seethat you are an enthusiast of this new science. Would you care to try another word? Trash.”

"Why not? It doesn't matter that you're askeptic. Not in the least. What wasit again, trash? Very
well ... trash, trashcan, ashcan, trashman. Trashmass, trashmic, cata-trashmic. Trashmass, trashmosh.
On alarge enough scae, trashmos. And—of course—meacrotrashm! Tichy, you come up with the best
words Redly, just think of it, macrotrashm!”

"I'm afraid | don't follow. It's nonsense to me."

"Hrgt of al, wedon't say follow now but swallow. Y ou don't swallow. (Y our speech, I've noticed, is
full of anachronisms. Thisisnot good. But well talk of that later.) Secondly, macrotrashm is nonsense so
far, yet we can dready guessits sense-to-be, its future significance. The word, observe, implies nothing
lessthan anew psychozoic theory! Impliesthat the arsare of artificia origin!™

"Now where do you get that?"

"From the word itsdf. Macrotrashm indicates, or rather suggests, thisimage: in the course of many
eonsthe Universefilled up with trash, the wastes of various civilizations. The wastes got in the way, of
course, hampering astronomers and cosmonauts, and So enormousincinerators were built, al at
extremely high temperatures, observe, to burn the trash, and with sufficient massto pull it in from space
themsalves. Gradually space clears up and behold, there are your stars, those selfsame furnaces, and the
dark nebulae—thisisthe trash that remainsto be removed.”

"Y ou can't be serious! The Universe nothing but one big trash digposa? Y ou don't really think that's
possible? Professor!"

"It isn't amatter of what | think or don't think, Tichy. We have smply used futurologicd linguisticsto
Ccregte anew cosmogony, another theory for future generationsto consider. They may or may not take it
serioudy, but the fact remainsthat it is possble to articulate such ahypothesis! Note that if morphological



extrapolation had existed in thefifties of the last century, they could have foreseen, even then, the
benignimizers—remember them?—by projective derivation from 'benign’ and 'tranquilizer.’ Language, my
boy, isagold mine of possibiliti€'s, though those possibilities are not limitless. Remember that the word
‘utopid literally means nowhere, anever-never land, an unattainable idea, and you will better understand
the pessmism of many of our futurologiciang!”

The conversation had finally come around to the subject that concerned me most. | confessed to
Trottelreiner my gpprehensions, my loathing for this new world. He gave asnort, but patiently heard me
out, and—kindly old soul that he was—actudly began to sympathize. | even saw him reach for a pack of
commiserinein hisvest pocket, then stop hafway, so vehemently did | inveigh againgt dl manner of
psychem. When | had finished, however, hisface assumed astern expression, and he said:

"Thisisnot good, Tichy. And anyway, your criticisms are quite beside the point. Y ou see, you do not
know theredl truth. Nor indeed could you ever have guessed it. Compared to it, Procrustics and the
psychemized society are meretrifled”

| couldn't believe my ears.
"But... but ... "l sammered, "what are you saying, Professor? What could be worse than that?"
He leaned over acrossthe table.

"Tichy, for you I'll doit. I'll break a professond secret. Everything you've complained of isknown to
thelittlest child. And how could it be otherwise? For progress was destined to trave this path the
moment narcotics and early hallucinogens were replaced by the so-caled psycholocdizers, drugs whose
effectswere highly selective. Yet thered revolution in experiential engineering took place only
twenty-five years ago, when mascons were synthesized. These are psychotropes whose specificity isso
grest, they can actudly influence isolated Sites of the brain. Narcotics do not cut one off from the world,
they only change oné's attitude towards it. Hallucinogens, on the other hand, blot out and totally obscure
the world. That you have learned from your own experience. But mascéns, mascons falsify theworld!™

"Mascons ... "l said. "l seem to know that word. Yes!
Those mechanicd dogsthey used to have at footbal games. But how doesthat tieinwith this... ?

"It doesn't. The word has taken on—excuse me, tasted on—an atogether different meaning. From
mask, masquerade, mascara. By introducing properly prepared mascons to the brain, one can mask any
object in the outsde world behind afictitious image—superimposed—and with such dexterity, that the
psychemasconated subject cannot tell which of his perceptions have been dtered, and which have not. If
but for asingle ingtant you could see thisworld of ourstheway it really is—undoctored, unadulterated,
un-censored—you would drop in your tracks!™

"Wait aminute. What world? Whereisit? Wherecan | seeit?

"Why, anywhere. Here, even!" he whispered in my ear, glancing nervoudy around. Then he pulled his
chair up and dipped me—under the table—asmall flask with aworn cork, saying with an air of dark
conspiracy:

"Thisisup'n'a’m, one of the vigilanimides, a powerful countersomniac and antipsychem agent. A
derivative of di-methylethylhexabutyl peptopeyotine. Merely carrying it upon your person, let doneusing
it, isafederd offense! Remove the cork and sniff—but only once, mind you, and carefully. Like smelling
sdts. And then, for heaven's sake control yoursdlf, don't panic, remember where you arel™

My handswere trembling as| pulled the cork and lifted the flask to my nostrils. A whiff of bitter
amonds made my eyeswell up with tears, and when | wiped them away, and could see again, | gasped.
The magnificent hall, covered with carpets, filled with pams, the ornamented mgolicawals, the elegance
of the sparkling tables, and the orchestraiin the back that played exquisite chamber music while we dined,
all this had vanished. We were Stting in a concrete bunker, at arough wooden table, a straw mat—~badly
frayed—beneath our feet. The music was Hill there, but | saw now that it came from aloudspesker hung



on arusted wire. And the rainbow-crystal chandelier was now adusty, naked light bulb. But the worst
change had taken place before us on the table. The snow-white cloth was gone; the silver dish with the
steaming pheasant had turned into a chipped earthenware plate containing the most unappetizing
gray-brown grue, which stuck in globsto my tin—no longer silver—fork. | looked with horror upon the
abomination that only moments ago I'd been consuming with such gusto, savoring the crackling golden
skin of the bird and crunching—in sweet, succulent counterpoi nt—the croutons, crisp on the top and
soaked with gravy on the bottom. And what | had taken for the overhanging leaves of anearby potted
palm turned out to be the drawstrings on the drawers of the person sitting (with three others) right above
us—not on abalcony or platform, but rather a shelf, it was so narrow. For the place was packed beyond
beliefl My eyeswere practically popping from their sockets when thisterrifying vison wavered and
began to shift back, asif touched with amagic wand. The drawstrings near my face grew green and once
again assumed the graceful shape of palm leaves, while the dop bucket reeking afew feet away took on
adull sheen and turned into a sculptured pot. The grimy surface of our table whitened back to the purest
snow, the crystal goblets gleamed, the awful gruel grew golden, sprouting wings and drumgticksin the
proper places, and thetin of our cutlery regained itsformer silvery shine ... asthe waiters tail coats went
fluttering, flapping al around. | looked at my feet—the straw was a Persian rug once more. | had
returned to the world of luxury. But examining the ample breast of the pheasant, | couldn't forget what it
concedled ...

"Now you are beginning to understand,” whispered Trottelreiner, looking carefully in my face, asif
afraid the shock may have been too gresat. "And note that thisis one of the most expensive

establishments! Had | not provided for the contingency of letting you in on the secret, who knows, we
might have gone to arestaurant, the sight of which could have serioudy affected your mind.”

"You mean ... thereareplaces ... even worse?"'

"es"

"That'simpossible”

"Here at least we haveredl tables, chairs, plates, knives and forks; there, peoplelie on

planks—stacked in many tiers—and eat with their fingers from buckets moving by on conveyor belts.
And what they eat in the guise of pheasant there, is, | assure you, much less paatable.”

"What isit?"
"Not poison, Tichy, but smply a powdered concentrate of grass and beets, soaked in chlorinated

water and mixed with fish medl; usudly they add gelatin and vitamins, plus synthetic emulsifiersand oilsto
keep the stuff from sticking in your throat. Did you notice the smel| ?*

"Yed Yed"
"There, you see?'

"For God's sake, Professor, what isthis? Please, | must know! Tal me! Isit somediabolica
treachery? An evil scheme? A plot to destroy the human race?’

"Redlly, Tichy. Don't be so demonic. Oursissmply aworld in which more than twenty billion people
live. Did you read today's Herald? The government of Pakistan claimsthat in thisyear'sfamine only
970,000 perished, while the opposition gives afigure of sx million. In such aworld where are you going
to find Chablis, pheasants, tenderloin with sauce béarnaise? The last pheasant died a quarter of a century
ago. That bird isacorpse, only excellently preserved, for we have become masters of its
mummification—or rather: we have learned how to hide its death.”

"Wait aminute! Let meget thisstraight ... Y ou're saying that—"

"That no onewishesyou ill. On the contrary, it is out of adeep sense of compassion and for the
highest humanitarian reasonsthat this chemica hoax has been perpetrated, this camouflage, this
bedecking of redlity in plumageit does not possess ... "



"Professor, then is the deception everywhere?'
lIIY$II
"But | eat at home, | don't go out, sohow ... "

"How do you absorb the mascons? Y ou're asking that, you? They'rein the air we breathe, atomized.
Don't you remember the LTN bombsin Costa Rica, the aerosols? Those were the hesitant first attempts,
like Montgolfier'swith jet propulson.”

"And everyone knows of this? And acceptsit?’

"Of course not. No one knows."

"But are there no rumors?’

"Rumorsthere will aways be. But remember, we have amnesol. There arethings, my boy, that
everyone knows, and things that no one knows. Pharmacocracy hasits open aswell asits secret Side;
the first depends upon the second.”

"No, | can't bdlieveit."

"And why not?"

"Because someone hasto look after these straw mats, and someone has to make the plates were
really using, and this pap that passesfor food. And everything!"

"Certainly. You'reright. Everything must be manufactured and maintained. What of it?"
"The people that do this, they see, they know!"

"Nonsense. Y our reasoning isarchaic. The people think they are going to a beautiful glass
greenhouse-orangery; upon entering they are given vigilax and become aware of the bare concrete wals
and the workbenches."

"And they want to work?"

"With the utmost enthusiasm, for they've also been given agood dose of sdfsacrifine. Work isthusa
consecration, alofty act. And when they've finished, a spoonful of amnesol, perhaps nepethanal, is
aufficient to erase everything that was seen!”

"And dl dong | wasafrad | might beliving inadream. Lord, what afool | wad! If only, if only |
could get back! What | wouldn't give to get back!™

"Get back where?"
"Back to the sawer underneath the Hilton."

"Tichy, thisatitude of yoursismogt irresponsible, if not downright stupid. Y ou ought to be doing
what everyone does, egting and drinking like the rest of us. Then you would get the necessary amounts of
optimistizine and seraphinil in your bloodstream—the minimum daily requirements—and be in the best
possible humor.”

"Then you too are the devil's advocate?'

"Come now, isit so satanicd if, in some extreme case, adoctor choosesto hide the truth from his
patient?| say that if thisistheway we must live, edt, exig, at least et ushaveit in fancy wrappings. The
masconswork perfectly—with one single exception—so what isthe harm in them?"

" At the moment I'm in no condition to debate theissue with you," | said, regaining my composure
somewhat. "Just answer me two questions, please, for old time's sake. What was that exception you
mentioned in the mascons effect? And how did universal disarmament come about? Or isthat anilluson
too?"

"No, fortunately it's quite red. But to explain it to you I'd have to give alecture, and it'stime for meto
be off."



We agreed to meet on the following day. Aswe parted, | repeated my question about the defect in
the mascons.

"Go to the Amusement Park," said the Professor. "'If you like unpleasant revel ations, take a seat on
the largest merry-go-round, and when it builds up speed, cut aholein the canvas cover of your cabin
with apair of scissors. The cover isthere because, during gyration, the phantasmawhich the mascons
create to subgtitute redlity undergo displacement ... asif the centrifugal force pulled asde one's
blinders ... Dothis, and you shall see what then emerges from behind the painted lie."

It'sthreein the morning as| write these words, full of despair. What moreisthereto say?I'm
serioudy congdering running away, fleeing thiscivilization, loang mysdlf in the wilderness. Eventhe sars
no longer beckon. A journey isadisma thing when there can be no homecoming.

5 X 2039. Spent afew free hours this morning in the city. Could hardly control my horror as| looked
at dl the displays of wedlth and prosperity. An art gdlery in Manhaitan practicaly giving away origind
Rembrandts and Matisses. And next door they have fabulous furniture, Louis Quinze and Louis
Quatorze, marble mantel pieces, thrones, mirrors, Saracen armor. Auctions everywhere—houses sdlling
like hotcakes. And | thought thiswas a paradise, where every man could bepaacize himsdf! The
Sdf-nominating Nobe Prize Candidate Regigtration Center on Fifth Avenueisno lessafraud: anyone
can have aNobe Prize, just as anyone can grace his compartment walls with pricelessworks of
art—when both are nothing but apinch of powder that simulatesthe brain! Thefiendishnessof it dl is
that part of this mass deception is open and voluntary, |etting people think they can draw theline
between fiction and fact. And since no one any longer responds to things spontaneoud y—you take drugs
to study, drugsto love, drugsto rise up in revolt, drugs to forget—the distinction between manipulated
and natural fedlings has ceased to exis.

| walked the Streets, fists clenched in my pockets. Oh, I had no need of amokoline or furiol to fed
enraged! Like abloodhound hot on thetrail my mind sought out al the hollow, empty placesin this
monumental masguerade, thistinseled chest that sorawled acrossthe horizon. Y es, they givethe children
throttlepops, then develop their character with opinionates, uncompromil, rebelium, dlaying their
passions with sordidan and practicol; no police, and who needs them when you have constabuline and
criminal tendencies are rendered harmless through the services of Procrustics, Inc.? A good thing |
steered clear of the theogpotheterias, with their faith-giving, grace-bestowing, sin-absolving compounds,
where with agram of sacrosanctimonium you can be canonized on the spot. And whileyou're a it, why
not alittle dietary daitine, local dlah-al, polyunsaturated brahmanox? Our nazarine anointium, with
apocryphyll, putsyou & the head of the linein the Valey of Jehoshaphat, and adrop of sugar-free
decaffeinated kingdom-come doestherest. Glory hdlducinujah! Paradisacsfor the pious, mephistol and
ereban for the masochists, valhdlaand vahdla... it wasdl | could do to keep from storming into a
pharmacopium on the corner, where the congregation was knedling devoutly, popping paternostrums and
taking orisol like snuff. But | restrained mysalf—they would only pacify mewith obliterine. Anything but
that! | took ascuttle to the Amusement Park, grasping apair of scissorsin my sweaty hand. Nothing
came of it, however; the canvas cover turned out to be incredibly tough—Iike tempered stedl.

Trottelreiner was Staying in arented room off Fifth Avenue. He wasn't & homewhen | arrived & the
designated time, but he had told me that he might be late, and taught me the necessary whistle for the
sesame door. So | entered and sat at his professoria desk, al cluttered with scientific publications and
scribbled bits of paper. Out of boredom—or perhaps, too, to calm the turmoil in my soul—I began to
leaf through Trottelreiner's notebook. "Macrotrashmic,” "mi-crotroshm,” "cosmicule,” "propheteer.” Of
course, he wasjotting down termsfor that crazy futurology of his! "Oraculum,”" "resurrecreation hal,”
"howlitzer." "Obgtetronics" "obstetron bomb.” Well yes, with the population explosion. Every second
eighty thousand babies were born. Or wasit eight hundred thousand? And did it really matter?
"Braindrop.” From water on the brain? The result of abrainstorm? Part of abrainwave? Or abrainwash?
"Braindrip." Down the braindrain?"Brainfall.” In inches or 1Q? Wasthis then how he spent histime? Oh



Professor—I felt like shouting—here you Sit, and out there the world is coming to an end! Suddenly there
was aglint of something among the papers—that flask, up'n'at’m! A moment of hesitation, and then, my
mind made up, | took a cautious whiff and looked about the room.

Most odd, there was hardly any change! The bookshelves, the pill directories, thefiles, everything
remained the same, only the Dutch tile stove in the corner, adorning the room with the gleam of its
enamdl, had turned into an old black potbelly with a charred pipe stuck in thewall and the floor around it
covered with cinders. | put the flask down quickly—as though caught in the act—for just then
Trottelreiner whistled and walked in.

| told him about the Amusement Park. He was surprised. He asked me to show him the scissors,
nodded, then picked up the flask, took a sniff himsalf and passed it to me. Instead of scissors| was
holding arotten twig. | looked up at the Professor: he seemed troubled, not as sure of himself ashed
been the previous day. He put his briefcase, full of conference gumdrops, down on the desk and sighed.

"Tichy," hesad, "you haveto understand that there is nothing particularly snister about thisinflation in
themascons... "

“Inflation?"

"A number of thingsthat were real amonth or year ago, well, it's been necessary to replace them with
illus ons—inasmuch as the authentic articles are becoming scarce if not completely unobtainable,” he
explained. And yet | had the feding that something €lse was preying on hismind.

"| took aride on that merry-go-round last quarter,” he went on, "but couldn't guarantee that it's ill
there. Infact it's quite possble that, when you bought your ticket of admission, the diffusor gaveyou a
squirt of carniva or carrousel, which would—after dl—be alot more economica. Yes, Tichy, theream
of mankind'sreal possessionsisdwindling at an darming rate. Beforel moved in here | had asuite a the
new Hilton, but couldn't stay there, not after | foolishly took some vigilan and found myself inacubicle no
larger than achest of drawers, with my nosein atrough and aspigot sticking in my ribs, and my feet
resting on the headboard of abed in the next chest, | mean suite—mine was on the eighth floor, at ninety
dollarsaday. Therejust isn't enough room, and we're running out of the little thereis! Research isnow
being done on the so-cdlled spatia expanders or claustrolytics, but without much progress, for if the
presence of a heavy crowd—say, on astreet or square—is masked in such away that you seeonly a
few isolated individuals, you will begin bumping into those who have been psychemica ly—but not
physicaly—removed, and thisisthe difficulty our experts, so far, have been unable to overcome!™

"Professor, | was looking at your notebook. Excuse me, but what isthis?' | pointed to the page with
thewords"multischizol" and "sdfthrong proliferox.”

"Oh, that ... Wl you see, therésthis plan, the Hinterndization Project, named after its author.
Egbert Hinter—perhaps you've heard of him?—to compensate for the growing lack of external space by
means of apsychem-induced augmentation of the internal space, that is the soul, whose dimensionsare
not subject to any physicd limitations. Y ou are undoubtedly aware that thanks to zooformalin one can
temporarily become—or rather, feel onesdlf to be—aturtle, ant, ladybug, or even ajasmine blossom,
with the help of alittle botanil inflorescine—subjectively of course. It isaso possible to undergo
dissociation into two, three, four parts. When the number of persondity splits reaches atwo-placefigure,
you obtain athronging effect. At which point we are no longer dealing with an ego, but awego. A
plurdity of mindsin asingle body. And there are amplifiersto intensfy theinner lifeand giveit
precedence over the objective, outside world. Y es, such arethe timeswelive in, my boy! Omnis est
Pulula!l The pharmacopoeia has become our Book of Life, our dmanac, encyclopedia, the alphaand
omegaof our existence, with not a coup or overthrow in sight, for we have insurrectal suppositories,
mutinine and dissidone, and that Dr. Hopkins of yours does awhopping businesswith his sodomil and
gomorrephine—you can persondly visit death and destruction upon as many citiesasyou like. Promotion
to God Almighty isaso possible, for adollar seventy-five.”



"Thelatest art formistingling,” | remarked. "I've heard, or rather fdlt, Kitschekov's Scherzo, but can't
say it had any esthetic effect on me. | laughed in dl the wrong places.”

"Yes, that's not for the likes of us, grandfather stiffs from another century, castawaysintime.”
Trottelreiner grew pensive. But then he shrugged it off, cleared histhroat, looked mein the eye and said:

"Tichy, the Futurological Congressis convening now—to consider the hencity of the human race. This
istheir 76th World Assembly. Today | sat in on thefirst organizational meeting—preliminariesto the
preliminaries—and would like to share my impressonswithyou ... "

"Strange," | said. "1've been reading the papersfairly carefully and haven't seen any mention of this
congress.”

"It'sa secret congress. Surely you understand—among other things to be discussed are problems
concerning masconation!™

"Problems? |s something going wrong?"
"Terribly wrong!" exclaimed the Professor. "It couldn't be worse!™
"Y esterday you were singing asomewhat different tune” | said.

"That'strue. But look at my Situation—only now am | becoming acquainted with the actua state of
affairs. And what | heard today, ach, | tell you—but here, you can swallow it for yoursdlf.”

Out of his briefcase he pulled athick bundle of candy cane up-to-the-minute reports, tied together
with multicolored ribbons, and handed it to me across the desk.

"Before you tackle these, afew words of explanation arein order. Pharmacocracy is psychemocracy
founded upon absolute lubricracy—that is the motto of our new age. The reign of hallucinogens goes
hand in glove with palitica corruption, to put it more plainly. And it isto thisthat we owe our universa
disarmament.”

"Soat last I'mto learn just how that came about!" | cried.

"It'squite smple, redly. Bribery serves one of two ends: either to dispose of adefective or otherwise
undesirable commodity, or €lse to acquire acommodity of which thereisashortage. Services may of
course be included under the heading of commodity. For amanufacturer, theidea Stuation obvioudy is
to receive payment without giving anything in return. | suppose the actualysis was started by the scandals
of the malculators and mendacitors. Y ou must have heard of them.”

"Yes, but what is actualyss?'

"The breaking down, the eroding of redity. When the first bombshell broke about the graft,
embrozzlement and cover-ups, al the blame was put on the computers. Though in fact powerful
syndicates and secret cartelswere involved. At stake was the terraforming, the making habitable of the
planets—avital undertaking for an overcrowded world! Enormous fleets of rockets had to be built, the
climates and atmospheres of Saturn and Uranus had to be changed. How much simpler, then, to do all
this on paper only!"

"But surely that sort of thing would be quickly exposed,” | protested.

"Not at dl. Unforeseen difficulties arise, unanticipated obstacles, snags, and new expendituresare
required, supplementary dlocations, additiona funding. The Uranus Project, for example—980 hillion
dollars poured into it, and no indication that o much as a single sone was touched.”

" Supervisory commissons?”

" Supervisory commissons don't have astronauts on them, and without the necessary preparation and
training you can't very well go investigating other planets. So representatives were sent, plenipotentiaries,

envoys, and thesein turn relied entirdly on the materids given them—receipts, photographs,
datistics—and yet documents may be falsified, forged, or, what iseasiest of al, fabricated by mascons.”



"Ahl"

"Precisdy. It wasin much the sameway, | imagine, that the smulation of weaponry began. After al,
the private firms that recelved government contracts were out to make a profit too. They took billions
and did nothing. That is, they produced the laser cannons dl right, the launchers, anti-anti-anti-antiballistic
missiles with sixth-generation multiple warheads, flying tanks and boring torpedoes, but it was dl troped.”

"Comeagan?'
"Psychotroped, halucinated. Why run nuclear testsif you have fungol gum?’
"What's that?"

"Y ou chew it and see mushroom clouds. Anyway, the whole thing snowballed. What need isthereto
train soldiers? In case of mobilization give them boot-camp capsules. And what's the point of cultivating
officersin expendve military academies—don't we have strategine, tacticol, maneuvrium, commanderil?
'Studying Clausewitz al day isrough, Become agenera with just one puff.’ Ever hear that saying?'

"Never."

"No, because these drugs are classified, or at least unavailable to the generd public. It'sno longer
necessary to cal out the nationa guard—all you have to do is sprinkle the right mascon over the troubled
area and the populace will see paratrooper unitslanding, marines charging, tanks—area tank now costs
about amillion dallars, while a hallucinated one amounts to |ess than one-hundredth of a cent per person,
or centispecter per spectator. A destroyer costs adime. Today you could fit the whole arsena of the
United States inside asingle truck. Caissons, cadaverous, bombons—in solids, liquids, gases. |
understand they even have an entire Martian invasion—it'sa specidly prepared scenario powder.”

"Everything in mascons?'
"Just about! By degreesthe real army became superfluous. Only afew planes are left—I think. And
who needs them? The process went like a chain reaction, there was no way to stop it. And that, my lad,

isthe whole secret behind disarmament. But disarmament isonly part of it. Have you seen the new
cadillacs, dodges, chevrolets?!

"Of course. They're not bad.”
The Professor gave me the flask.
"Here, go to the window and take alook at your pretty cars with this."

| leaned out over the window sill. Seen from the forty-first floor, the street was aravine, and a the
bottom of it ran aglittering river of automobiles, windshields and polished topsflashing inthe sun. 1 lifted
the open bottle to my nose, blinked, wiped the tears from my eyes, and beheld amost unusua sight.
Holding their hands out chest-high and gripping the air like children pretending to be drivers, busnessmen
were trotting single file down the middle of the street. Now and then between the close columns and
rows of these gallopers, who were furioudy pumping their legs and leaning back from thewaist up, asif
reclining in deep seats, a solitary car would appear, puffing and chugging aong. Then the vapor wore off,
the picture gave ashudder, straightened out, and once again | was looking down on agleaming
procession of car tops, white, yellow, emerad, moving mgestically across Manhattan.

"A nightmarel” | said with disgust. "But even so, pax orbi et urbi has been established, so perhaps
itsworthit."

"Y es, there are certain benefits. The number of coronaries hasfallen dramaticaly, for these
long-distance sprints are excellent exercise. On the other hand theré's an increase in the number of
people suffering from fallen arches, varicose veins, emphysemaand enlargement of the heart. Not
everyoneisfit to runin amarathon.”

"And that'swhy you don't have acar!" | exclaimed.
The Professor only smiled wryly.



"An ecomomy model nowadays sellsfor around 450 dollars,”" he said. "But when you consider that
the production costs come to, roughly, an eighth of acent, that priceis pretty steep. The people who
make something real—they're a vanishing breed. Composers accept their fees, pay ther patrons
kickbacks, and to the public that comes to the philharmonium to hear the commissioned work performed
they dip alittle polysymphonicol contrgpuntaine.”

"Mordly that'sindefensble,” | said, "but surdly not harmful on the socid leve.”

"Sofar, no. Thoughinthefina andyssit dl depends upon your point of view. With metamorphine,
for example, you can have an affair with agoat, thinking it's Venus de Milo hersdf. Instead of scientific
papers and conventions—congressi| and decongressol, and yet there must exist some biologica
minimum—the bare necessities of life—which no fiction can ever replace. One hasto live somewhere,
after dl, eat something, breathe something. Meanwhile actualysis robs us of one sphere of genuine
activity after another. Besides which we are getting afrightening accumulation of Sde effects. And these
require the use of dehallucinides, supermascons and fixators—with dubious success.”

"What arethey?'

"The dehdlucinides? A new series. They create theillusion that thereisnoilluson. At the present
they're given only to the mentdly ill, but the number of people who suspect the authenticity of their
surroundingsis growing in legps and bounds. The amnestives can do nothing againgt sursurmises or
doubledoubts. For these are secondary fantasies, in other words twice removed. Y ou don't understand?
Well, say someoneimaginesthat heisonly imagining that he doesn't imagine—or the other way around.
A typicd problem for modern psychiatry, what they call multistage paranoia. But the most ominous are
the new mascons. Y ou see, al these drugs, they take their toll on the organism. Peopl€e's hair sartsfaling
out, ears grow horny, chitinous, and tails begin to disappear again ... "

"Appear again, you meant to say."

"No, disappear. Everyone has atail, for thirty years now. That was the result of orthographine. The
price we had to pay for learning so quickly how to write."

"Nonsense—I| was at the beach, Professor, and nobody has atail!"

"Don't beachild. Thetails are masked, of course, with anticauddis, which in turn causes
discoloration of the nails and teeth.”

"Which isaso masked?'

"Naturally. Mascons operate in milligram amounts, but al told an average person absorbs about one
hundred and ninety kilogramsin the course of ayear, which is easy to understand, when you consider
that it's necessary to smulate furniture, furnishings, food, drink, obedience from oné's children, courtesy
from officids, scientific discoveries, ownership of Rembrandts and scissors, ocean voyages, space flights,
and amillion other things. Wereit not for the confidentiality practiced by the medica profession, it would
be known that every second inhabitant of New Y ork is spotted, has greenish bristles growing down his
back, thorns on hisears, flat feet, and emphysemawith an enlarged heart from constantly galloping abot.
All thismust be concedled, and that is precisely the function of the supermascdons.”

"Nightmarish! Isthere no hope?'

"Our congresswill entertain dternative hencities. The expertsare dl saying that aradicd changeis
imperative. At this moment we have before us eighteen proposals.”

"To savetheworld?"

"Y ou might put it that way. But why don't you take aseat and give these materidsalick? And aso,
wdll, | have afavor to ask of you. It'sadelicate matter."

"I'll dowhat I can.”
"l was counting on that. Y ou see, I've received from a colleague of mine, achemist, samples of two



newly synthesized vigilax derivatives—up'n'a’'mizers. They arrived in the morning mail, with this|etter.”
Trottelreiner showed methe letter on hisdesk. "He saysthat my restorative, the one you've just been
using, is not the genuine article. He writes, and | quote, 'The Federal Bureau of Suggestion, Division of
Psychemeering (that's Psychemengineering), in order to divert the attention of the soothseers from many
critical phenomena, is ddiberately and mdicioudy supplying them with false counterhdlucinatory agents
containing neo-mascons.' ™

"It doesn't make sense. The drug you gave meworks, | experienced its effects mysalf. And anyway,
what is a sooth-seer?!

"A pogition of high socid standing, which afew—including mysd f—have the honor and privilegeto
hold. Soothseeing isthe right to take vigilanimides—for the purpose of determining how thingsare in
reality. For someone hasto know. That's obvious, | think?'

"And asfor the drug, my friend's guessisthat it doesindeed cance out the influence of mascons of
earlier vintage, mascdns introduced some time ago, but doesn't stop them al—particularly not the most
recent. In which case this'—the Professor held up the flask—"would be no restorative at dl, but amost
treacheroudy devised mascon, a counterfeit countermeasure, adouble reagent, or in other words awolf

in shegp'sclothing!™
"But -why? If it's necessary for someoneto know ... "

"Necessary for the general wefare, for society, for al mankind, but not from the point of view of the
specid interests of certain politicians, corporations, even departments of the government. If thingsare
worse than we, the sooth-seers, suspect, then they don't want us sounding the arm, and thusthisdrug is
made available. Much like the old trick where one would set up easily discovered hiding placesfor a
thief—in the hopesthat held be satisfied with hisfirst find and not seek out theredl, far more cleverly
concedled treasure!

"Yes, | think | understand. But just what do you want of me?"

"While you're acquainting yourself with these materids, take asniff from thefirst vid, here, then asniff
from the second. Frankly, | haven't the courage.”

"Isthat dl?Hand them over, then."

| took both glass tubes from the Professor, pulled up achair and began to familiarize mysdlf, one by
one, with the abstracts of the papers submitted to the futurologica congress. Thefirst proposa envisaged
acomplete restructuring of attitudes, to be brought about by the introduction into the atmosphere of a
thousand tons of reversol, which would effect afull 180-degree changein everyonesfedings. Inthefirst
phase, after the dispersion of the drug, comfort, abundance, delicious food, esthetic objects,
elegance—all such things would overnight become despised, while crowding, poverty, uglinessand
deprivation would be valued above al ese. In the second phase the mascons and superneomascons
would betotally removed or neutraized. Only now would the people, confronted with redlity for the first
timeinther lives, find happiness, for they would have before them everything their hearts desired. One
might even activate the exacerbands to worsen living conditions alittle. But since reversol makesno
exceptionsinitsinverting effect, erotic pleasures too would be rendered loathsome, and that would
threaten mankind with extinction. Therefore once ayear for 24 hours the drug's influence would be
temporarily suspended by an appropriate antidote. On that day we would undoubtedly have asharp rise
inthe number of suicides, yet thiswould be more than compensated for by the smultaneoudy initiated
increesein the birth rate.

| can't say the plan aroused my enthusiasm. The only commendable point in it was the onewhich said
that the originator of this proposal, as amember of the soothseer class, should himself take the antidote
on apermanent basis, so that neither the ubiquitous misery nor the ugliness, neither the mire nor the
tedium of life could afford him any particular delight. The second proposa provided for the dissolving of
10,000 tons of retrotemporox in the waters of the rivers and oceans. This drug reversesthe flow of



subjectivetime. Life would thus unfold in the following fashion: people would come into theworld as
doddering old men and take their leave of it as newborn infants. In thisway, the author argued, we would
be removing the main drawback in the human condition, which isfor every man the prospect of inevitable
aging and death. With the passage of time, then, each senior citizen grows younger and younger, gaining
in strength and vigor. Upon retirement—being underage for work—he enters the blessed realm of
childhood. The humaneness of the proposal derived from that natural ignorance of the mortdity of dl
living thingswhich is characterigtic of the very young. Of coursein actud fact—since thisturning back of
time was purely subjective—we would not be leading babies to the kindergartens, nurseries and ddlivery
rooms, but old men. The author wasn't too clear on what ought to be done with them after that, but only
observed in agenera way that they might be given suitable therapy at the nationd euthanasium. Reading
thisraised thefirst proposal considerably in my estimation.

Thethird proposal was long-range and far more drastic. It advocated ectogenes's, prostheticism and
universal transception. Of man only the brain would remain, beautifully encased in durgplast: aglobe
equipped with sockets, plugs and clasps. And powered by atomic battery—so the ingestion of
nutriments, now physicaly superfluous, would take place only through illusion, programmed accordingly.
The brain case could be connected to any number of appendages, gpparatuses, machines, vehicles, etc.
This prostheticization process would be spread out over two decades, with partia replacements
mandatory for thefirst ten years, leaving al unnecessary organs at home; for example, when going to the
thester one would detach one's fornication and defecation modules and hang them in the closet. Then, in
the next ten years, transcepting would do away with crowds and congestion, the consequence of
overpopulation. Channds of inter-brain communication, whether by cable or radio, would make pointless
al gatherings and get-togethers, excursions and journeys to attend conferences, and therefore all persona
locomotion to whatever location, for every living being could avail itself of sensors and scanners situated
over the whole expanse of human habitation, even to the farthermost planets. Mass production would
keep the market supplied with custom-made internal components and accessories, including braintracks
for home railways, that would enable the heads themsalves to roll from room to room, an innocent
diversion. At this point | stopped and remarked that the authors of these papers were surely deranged.
Trottelreiner replied coldly that | wasabit hasty in my judgments. We made our bed and now we must
lieinit. Anyhow, the criterion of common sense was never gpplicable to the history of the human race.
Averroes, Kant, Socrates, Newton, Voltaire, could any of them have believed it possible that in the
twentieth century the scourge of cities, the poisoner of lungs, the mass murderer and idol of millions
would be ameta receptacle on whedls, and that people would actudly prefer being crushed to degth
insgdeit during frantic weekend exoduses instead of staying, safe and sound, at home? | asked him which
of the proposals he intended to support.

"I haven't yet decided,” he said. "The gravest problem, in my opinion, istheincrease in underground
natalities—you know, unlicensed births. And besidesthat, I'm afraid there may be some psychem
tampering in the course of the deliberations.”

"How do you mean?"

"A proposa could be passed with the help of agullibloon or two."

"Y ou think they'd actudly try such athing?'

"Why not? What could be easier than pumping gasinto our conference hdl through the air
conditioning?'

"But whatever the congress endorses doesn't have to be accepted by the public. The people won't
take everything lying down."

"Come now, Tichy. For half acentury civilization hasn't been l€ft to its own devices. A hundred years
ago acertain Dior was dictating fashionsin clothing. Today this sort of regulating has embraced dl waks
of life. If progtheticismisvoted in, | assureyou, in acouple of years everyone will consder the
possession of asoft, hairy, swesting body to be shameful and indecent. A body needs washing,



deodorizing, caring for, and even then it bresks down, while in a prostheticized society you can snap on
the loveliest creations of modern engineering. What woman doesn't want to have silver iodide instead of
eyes, telescopic breasts, angel'swings, iridescent legs, and feet that sng with every step?’

"Ligten," | said, "let'srun away. We can get asupply of oxygen, provisions, and hole up somewherein
the Rocky Mountains. Remember the sewers of the Hilton? It wasn't al that bad there, wasit?'

"You're not serious?’ began the Professor, asif hestating.

By sheer accident | happened to raise the via to my nose—I had completely forgotten that | was till
holding it. Tearswelled up from the acrid smell. | sneezed, and sneezed again, and when | opened my
eyes the room had changed. The Professor was still speaking, | could hear hisvoice but, fascinated by
the transformation, no longer listened to the words. The wallswere now al covered with grime; the blue
sky had taken on abrownish tinge; some of the windowpanes were missing, and the rest had a coat of
greasy soot, streaked with gray from previousrains.

| don't know why, but it was particularly upsetting to see that the Professor's handsome briefcase, the
oneinwhich he'd brought the conference materias, had turned into amoldy old satchel. | grew numb. |
was afraid to look at him. | peeked under the desk. Instead of his appliqued trousers and professorid
gpats there were two casudly crossed artificia legs. Between the wire tendons of the feet bits of gravel
were lodged, and mud from the street. The stedl pin of the hedl gleamed, worn smooth with use. |
groaned.

"What isit, a headache? Want an aspirin?' came the sympathetic voice. | gritted my teeth and |ooked
up.

Not much was I €eft of the face. Stuck to his sunken cheeks were the rotting shreds of a bandage that
hadn't been changed in ages. And evidently he still wore glasses, though one of the lenseswas cracked.
In his neck, in the opening of atracheotomy, avocoder had been inserted—carelesdy enough—and it
bobbed up and down as he talked. A jacket hung in mildewed tatters on the rack that was his chest, and
beneath the | eft lapel there was a gaping hole lidded with acloudy plastic window. Inside, aheart, held
together with clamps and staples, beat in blue-black spasms. | didn't see aleft hand; theright, clutching a
pencil, was fashioned out of brass and green with verdigris. Sewn to his collar—a crooked label, on
which someone had scribbled in red ink: "Barbr 119-859-21 transpl. /5 rgjec.” | stared, eyes popping,
while the Professor, taking on my horror like amirror, suddenly froze behind his desk.

"l ... I've changed, haven't 17" he croaked.
The next thing | knew, | was struggling with the doorknob.

"Tichy! What are you doing? Come back! Tichy!!" he cried in despair, struggling to stand up. The
door swung open, but just then | heard an awful clatter. Professor Trottereiner, losing his balance from
an overly violent movement, had toppled over and fallen apart on the floor, hooks and hinges snapping
like bones. | carried away with metheimage of his hdplesskicking, theflailing iron sumpsthat sent chips
of wood flying, the dark sack of the heart pounding desperately behind the scratched plagtic. Down the
corridor | ran, asif driven by ahundred Furies.

The building swarmed with people, | had hit on the lunch hour. Out of the offices came clerksand
secretaries, chatting as they headed for the eevators. | elbowed my way through the crowd towards one
of the open doors, but apparently the eevator car hadn't yet arrived; looking into the empty shaft, |
immediately understood why panting was so common a phenomenon. The end of the cable, long since
disconnected, was hanging loose, and the people were clambering, agile as monkeys, up the vertica cage
that enclosed the shaft—they must have had alot of practice. Crawling up to the snack bar on the roof,
they conversed cheerfully despite the sweet dripping from their brows. | backed off dowly, thenran
down the stairway that spiraled around the shaft with the climbers patiently scaling itssides. A few flights
lower | dowed down. They were till pouring out of al the doors. Nothing but offices here, evidently. At
the end of the hall shone an open window, looking out on the street. | stopped by it, pretending to



sraighten my tie, and peered down. At first it seemed to me that there wasn't aliving soul in that crowd
on the sdewdk, but I smply hadn't recognized the pedestrians. The generd splendor had disappeared
without atrace. They walked separately, in pairs, clothed in rags—patches, holes—many with bandages
and plagters, somein only their underwear, which enabled meto verify that they were indeed spotted and
had bristles, mainly on their backs. A few had evidently been released from the hospitd to attend to some
urgent business; amputees and paraplegics rolled aong on boards with little whedls, talking and laughing
loudly. | saw women with drooping eephant flgps for ears, men with horns on their heads, old
newspapers, clumps of straw or burlap bags carried with the utmost e egance and gplomb. Those who
were hedthier and in better condition raced on the road, cantering, prancing, kicking up their feet asif
changing gears. Robots predominated in the crowd, wielding atomizers, dosmeters, Spray guns,
sprinklers. Their job wasto see that everyone got his share of aerosol. Nor did they limit themselvesto
that: behind one young couple, arms around each other—hers were covered with scales, hiswith
boils—there plodded an old clonker, methodically beating the lovers over the head with awatering can.
Their teeth rattled, but they were perfectly oblivious. Wasit doing this on purpose? | could no longer
think. Gripping thewindow dill, | stared at the scenein the tret, itsbusdtle, itsrush, itsindustry, asif |
were the only witness, the only pair of eyes. The only? No, the crudlty of this spectacle demanded at
least another observer, its creetor, the one who, without intervening in that grim panorama, would give it
meaning; a patron, an impresario of decay, therefore a ghoul—but someone. A tiny juggermugge,
cavorting around the legs of aspry old lady, repeatedly undercut her knees, and shefell flat on her face,
got up, waked on, was tripped again, and so they went, it mechanically persistent, she energetic and
determined, until they were out of sight. Many of the robots hovered over the people, peering into their
mouths, possibly to check the effect of the sprays, though it didn't exactly ook that way. On the corner
stood a bunch of robots, loiterants, dgjects; out of some side dley came shifts of drudgers, kludgers,
meniacs and manikoids, an enormous trashmaster rumbled aong the curb, lifting up on the claws of its
shove whatever lay in the way, tossing—together with junkets and sdfaborts—an old woman into its
disposa bin. I bit my knuckles, forgetting that that hand held the other vial, the second vid, and my throat
was seared with fire. Everything wavered, abright fog descended across my eyeslike ablindfold, which
an unseen hand then dowly began to lift. | looked, petrified, at the transformation taking place, redizingin
asudden shudder of premonition that now redlity was doughing off yet another layer—clearly, its
fagfication had begun so very long ago, that even the most powerful antidote could do no more than tear
away successive vells, reaching the veils beneath but not the truth. It grew brighter—white. Snow lay on
the pavement, frozen solid, trampled down by hundreds of feet; the street presented ablesk and
colorless scene; the shops, the signs had vanished, and instead of glassin the windows—otting boards,
crossed and nailed together. Winter reigned between the dingy, discolored buildings, long icicles hung
from thelintels, lamps; in the sharp air there was a sour smell, and abluish gray haze, like the sky above.
Mounds of dirty snow along thewalls, garbage heaped in the gutters; here and there a shapeless bundle,
adark clump of rags kicked to the side by the constant stream of pedestrian traffic, or shoved between
rusty trashcans, tins, boxes, frozen sawdust. Snow wasn't faling at the moment, but one could see that it
had falen recently, and would again. Then dl a once | knew what was missing: the robots. There wasn't
asinglerobot on the street—not one! Their snow-covered bodies|ay sprawled in doorways, lifelessiron
hulks in the company of human refuse, scraps of clothing, with an occasiond bone showing undernegth,
ydlow, sheathed with ice. One ragamuffin sat atop a pile of snow, settling down for the night asif ina
feather bed; | saw the contentment on hisface; he felt right at home, apparently, made himsdlf
comfortable, stretched hislegs, wriggled his naked toesinto the snow. So that wasthat chill, that strange
invigoration which came over one from time to time, even in the middle of the Street, at noon, with the sun
shining—he was aready snoring peacefully—so that was the reason. The throngs of people passing by
ignored him, they were occupied with themsa ves—some were spraying others. It was easy to tell from
their manner who thought himself a human, and who arobot. So the robots too were only afiction? And
what was winter doing herein the middle of summer? Unless the whole caendar was ahoax. But why?
Seeping in snow to lower the birth rate? Whichever, someone had carefully planned it dl and | wasn't



about to give up the ghost before | tracked him down. | lifted my eyesto the skyscrapers, their
pock-marked sides and rows of broken windows. It was quiet behind me: lunch was over. The
street—the Street was dl that wasleft to me now, my new-found sight would be to no advantage there, |
would be swallowed up in that crowd, and | needed someone; done, I'd hide for atime like a rat—that
wasthemost | could do—no longer safely ingdetheillusion, but shipwrecked in redity. Horrified,
despairing, | backed away from the window, chilled to the bone, unprotected now by thelie of a
temperate climate. | didn't know myself where| was going, trying to make aslittle noise as possible; yes,
| wasaready concedling my presence—crouching, skulking, furtively glancing over my shoulder, hdting,
listening—a creature of reflex, making no decisions, though | was certain that thefact that | could see
was plainly written on my face and | would haveto pay for it. | went down the corridor, it was either the
gxth or fifth floor, | couldn’t go back to Trottelreiner—he needed help, but | had noneto give him—I
was thinking feverishly about severa things at once, but mainly about whether or not the drug would wear
off and | would find myself back in Paradise. Strange, but the prospect filled me with nothing but fear and
loathing, asif | would have rather shivered in some garbage dump—uwith the knowledge that that was
what it was—than owed my deliverance to apparitions. My way down a side passage was blocked by
an old man; too feeble to walk, he gave an imitation of it with histrembling legs, and managed asmile of
greeting even as he breathed hislast, the deeth rattle dready in histhroat. So | went another way—till |
reached the frosted glass of some office. Complete silenceinsde. | entered through the swinging door
and saw a hall with rows of typewriters—empty. At the other end, another door, half-open. | could see
into the large, bright room, and began to retreat, for someone was there, but afamiliar voice rang out:

"Comein, Tichy."

So | wentin. | wasn't even that surprised that held been waiting for me, and | took it calmly, too, that
there on the other side of the desk sat George P. Symington Esquire himsdlf, in agray flannd suit, anatty
ascot around his neck and athin cigarillo in his mouth. And wearing sunglasses. He seemed to look at me
with either amusement or regret, | couldn't tell which.

"Haveasedt," hesad, "thiswill take awhile"

| sat. The room, with windowpanes intact, was an oasis of tidiness and warmth in the general neglect:
no freezing drafts, no snowdriftsin the corners, a pot of steaming black coffee, an ashtray, a dictaphone,
and hanging on the wall above his head—afew femae nudes, in color. Odd, though, that those
photographed bodies should have no scales or bristles. And odd, that that should strike me odd.

"Now you'vedoneit!" he said abruptly. "And note that you have only yourself to blame! The best
nurse, the only soothseer in the neighborhood, everyone doing his best to help you, but no, you had to go
rooting around for the ‘truth’ on your own!"

"Me?' | said, stunned by hiswords, and before | could gather my thoughts, before | could digest
what he was saying, he snapped:

"Please, nolies. It'salittlelate for that. Y ou thought you were being so frightfully clever, parading out
all those protests, those grievances of yours, those suspicions about 'hallucinating—'sewers," 'hotel rats;
'mounting,’ 'saddling." And did you redly think such primitive inventionswould serve the purpose? Only a
grandfather stiff could be so incredibly stupid!™

I listened to him, my mouth hanging open. Then suddenly it hit me—any denid would beinvain, he
would never believe me. For he took my genuine obsessions for some sort of maneuver! In other words,
that previous conversation in which held revedled to me the secrets of Procrustics, Inc., it wasonly to
draw me out, that was why he'd used those words which threw meinto such confusion at thetime.
Perhaps he thought that they were passwords—for initiation into some antipsychem conspiracy? My
private fear of halucination he read asatactical move, agambit ... Yes, it wasindeed too late for
explanations, particularly now that the cards were on the table.

"Y ou were waiting for me here?' | asked.



"Of course. With al your initiative and enterprise we werein full control throughout. No unmonitored
rebellion can be permitted to thresten the status quo.”

The old man dying in the corridor—it dawned on me—he too had been a part of the system of
barriersthat led me here. ...

"A nicegatusquo,” | said. "And you'rein charge, | suppose? Congratulations.”

"Save your sarcasm for amore suitable occasion!™ he hissed. | had succeeded in touching on asore
point. He was annoyed.

"All thistime you've been looking for some ‘diabolica plot." Well, let metell you, my fine feethered
defrostee, let me satisfy your curiosity here and now—there's no such thing. It doesn't exist. Do you
understand? We keep this civilization narcotized, for otherwise it could not endure itsdlf. That iswhy its
deep must not be disturbed. And that iswhy you will be returned to it. Oh there's nothing to fear—for
you, thiswill be not only painless, but pleasurable. Our lot isfar more difficult; we must remain aweke, to
watch over you."

"A noble sacrifice,” | said. "For the common good, no doubt.”

"If you value your mighty freedom of thought,” he said coldly, "then | would advise you to drop
these snide remarks, for you'll only have to part with it that much sooner.”

"Very wel then. Y ou have something dseto tel me?I'm ligtening.”

"At thismoment | am the only man in the whole state, besides yoursalf, who can see! What am |
wearing on my face?' he suddenly asked, asif to trap me.

"Sunglasses.”

"Then you seeaswdl asI!" he said. "The chemist who provided Trottel reiner with those antidotes has
returned to the bosom of society and no longer harbors the least suspicion. No one must suspect. Surely
you can understand that.”

"Wait aminute," | said. "It really mattersto you, doesn't it, that | be convinced? But—but why?"

"Soothseers aren't monsters!” he answered. "We are prisoners of the situation, backed into a corner,
forced to play out the hand that history has dedlt us. We bring peace and contentment in the only way
remaining. We hold in precarious baance that which without uswould plunge into the throes of universal
agony. We arethelast Atlas of thisworld. And if it must perish, let it at least not suffer. If the truth cannot
be dtered, let usat least conced it. Thisisthe last humanitarian act, the last mora obligation.”

"Then nothing can be done? Nothing at all?' | asked.

"Theyear is2098," he said, "with 69 billion inhabitants legally registered and gpproximately another
26 hillion in hiding. The average annua temperature hasfdlen four degrees. In fifteen or twenty years
there will be glaciers here. We have no way of averting or halting their advance—we can only keep them
Secret.”

"| dwaysthought therewould beicein hell," | said. "And so you paint the gates with pretty pictures?”

"Exactly," he said. "We are the last Samaritans. Someone had to speak to you from this place—it
happensthat | am that man.”

"Yes, | ssemtorecdl: ecce homo!" | said. "But wait ... now | seewhat it isyou're after. Y ou want to
make abeliever of me, you want me to accept your role of—of eschatological anesthetist. When there's
no bread—Iet them eat opium! But | don't understand why you're so bent on my conversion, whichin
any event I'm to forget completely. If the methods you employ are good, then what's the point of al this
reasoning and argument? A few drops of credendium, asingle squirt in the eyes, and | applaud your
every word with enthusiasm, you have my full approva, my esteem. If those methods are good. Y et
gpparently you yourself are not convinced of their worth, preferring smple, old-fashioned hot air and
rhetoric, wasting words on me instead of reaching for the atomizer! Apparently you'rewell avare that the



triumph of psychem isasham, and that you will be standing on the field alone, a conqueror with abad
case of heartburn. Y es, you wanted to win me over, then cast me off into oblivion, but it won't work. |
say to hang with your lofty mission, and those whores on the wall who soften the burden of your
saviorhood. Y ou like them the good old way, | takeit, without bristles?"

Hisface was twisted with rage. He jJumped up, shouting: "1 have other drugs besides the heavenly
delights! Thereareaso chemicd infernog!”

| stood up too. He was reaching for the button on his desk when | cried, "WEéIl go together!"—and
legped for histhroat. The momentum carried us—as | had planned—to the open window. Then there
were footsteps and iron hands trying to pull me from him, while he writhed and kicked, but we were on
the sill now, | was pushing him, bending him back, gathering the last of my strength, legping; the air
whistled in our ears, we went head over heds, still grappling, the soinning funnd of the street rushed
up—I readied mysdlf for abone-crushing blow but the impact, when it came, was soft, black waves
surging up and the stinking, blessed waters closing over my heed, then opening again. | surfaced in the
middle of the sewer, wiping my eyes, gulping, choking on the foul swill but happy, happy! Professor
Trottereiner, roused from his dumber by my ungodly howls, leaned out over the edge of the platform and
offered me—like a brotherly hand—the handle of histightly wound umbrella. The thunder of the LTN
bombs was dying down. The Hilton managers were dl spread out in arow on their inflatable reclining
chairs (inflatable-inflagrantable, the concubaloong!), and the secretaries were carrying on most
provocatively in their deep. Jm Stantor, snoring, turned over on his sde and nearly smothered arat that
was nibbling at the chocolate in his pocket—both were frightened. Meanwhile Professor Dringenbaum,
that methodica Swiss, was squatting next to thewall and by the yellowish glow of the flashlight making
correctionsin his paper with afountain pen. Then it occurred to me that thisintense activity of hiswas
heralding the beginning of the second day of ddliberations of the Futurologica Congress, and | burst into
such violent laughter, that the manuscript dipped from his hands, hit the dark water with a splash, and
floated away—off into the unknown future.
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