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FOR CH P
—+the only person | know who really can fly a jagged orbit.

ONE PUT YOURSELF I N MY PLACE

TWO CHAPTER ONE CONTI NUED

—sol ati oni sm

THREE SPOOLPI GEON

So what shape was the world in this norning? Even flatter than yesterday. In every office of the
Et chmar k Undertower the air was at a confortable 65° but there was sweat on the brow of Matthew
Fl amen the | ast of the spool pigeons. By noon, a fifteen-m nute show to be conpiled, processed,

taped, approved, anended and slotted into the transmtters, and at this | ate stage nothready bar
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the two nminutes and forty seconds of advertising. Itemafter itemfromthe list he had set to
si mrer overni ght was being conped out as unusable, and his contract still had nine nmonths to run.

It was the clinmax of a |long-recurrent nightrmare. The planet had closed up |like a weary clam and
he, a starvstarfish, lacked the strength to pry it open again. Open? Pry open?

Wth a convul sive effort he nanaged it; his eyelids parted and there was bl ue sky bright above the
one-way arnored glass of his bedroomceiling. He was alone in the room he was alone in the house.
He was profoundly glad of that. Hi s heart was hamrering on his ribs like a lunatic demanding to be
I et out of Bedl am and he was gasping for breath so violently he could never have framed a coherent
sentence, not even a sinple good norning. Though nobody could in reason be held refor the content
of a dream he felt horribly and unspeakably ashaned.

Pi eceneal , he grappl ed together the dispersed fragof his personality until he had enough contro
over his linbs to get up. Superficially noted | ong ago, categorized as a quotabl e quote because it
touched so directly on his line of work, a dictumby Xavier Conroy drifted out of his
subconsci ous: "Western culture is una process of transition fromguilt-oriented, with a

consci ence, to shame-oriented, with a norbid fear of being found out." Lately the words had been
festering in his brain, like the mark of a brand applied at too |ow a tenperature to cauterize and
sterilize the site of the burn.

He | ooked around with bl eary eyes at the luxury, the confort, the security of his honme, and found
the place repul sive. He stunbled into the bathroom and swall owed a trank fromthe di spenser. It
took effect while he was enptying his bladder and the world seemed marginally | ess threatening. He
was able to reassure hinself that so far he was managi ng to keep going, he was still in busihe was
as yet continuing to lever the lids off countsecrets intended to stay hidden...

Nonet hel ess, before thinking about showering and eatand the other ninutiae of civilized existence,
he exorcised the ghosts of nightmare by going to the comand punching a direct line to his office
comput ers. Watched by the | ooped-tape cut of Celia playing over and over in its niche of honor, he
sat naked in a clamy rotachair and struck head after head fromthe hydra of his apprehension. It
was | ocal -early yet - oh-seven-ten EST - but the snmall and shrunken pl anet nowadays exin a zone of
tinmel essness. The itens he had set to simrer while he slept had conme al ong nicely: sone cooked
enough to be used today, some exuding juices with a promising snell.

Gradual |y confidence returned to him It was always a better nmedicine than tranks to realize that
he was | ookinto the not three- but four-dinmensional world deeper than al nost anyone el se. He
forced hinself to disregard the sniggering denon of doubt which kept quoting that remark of
Conroy's and pointing out that if it were true sooner or |later the whole western world would be
conto keep their shady actions fromhim Ten, eight, even six years ago all the major networks had
had their respective spool pi geons; one by one they had faded away, sone for meking charges that
could not be proved, others nmerely because they |ost their audience, ceased to be able to
irritate, provoke, excite.

Was it because the world no | onger admired an honman as much as one who contrived to get away with
di shonesty? And how honest is the man who makes a |iving by unnmaski ng those who haven't conpletely
sucin covering up their deceit? As though the queshad been put to himby soneone el se, Flanen

gl anced around uneasily. But all he saw nove was the picture of Celia, going through its endl ess
cycle. He turned back to the commeb screen, and selected the first and bi ggest of the dozen-odd
items he had assigned for overni ght conping.

Yes, indeed, it was true that Marcantoni o Gottschal k had been snubbed by the absence of VWyachesl av
Gottand a number of other high-level pollies fromhis eightieth birthday celebration. It was
hardly news that yet another power-struggle was going on within the cartel, but up till now
details of who was taking whose side had been efficiently suppressed.

Dare he risk a guesstinate as to which of the conprotestations of illness—the Gottschal ks were
curiously conservative in a great many ways—had actubeen |ies? The conmputers warned himnot to;
the cartel was far too big to tackle without really solid data. And yet his heart yearned for
sonmething big. It wasn't so nmuch that his contract still had nine nmonths to run, as his dream had
warned, but nore that it had only nine nonths to run, and unless he gaffed sonebody really
spectacul ar before the end of the | ow audi ence summer season he woul d be one with Ni neveh and
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Tyre. He put a hi-pri on the story and instructed his conputers, not with any real hope, to have
one nore go at finding out whether he could buy a key-code for the Gottschal ks' information bank
at Iron Muntain.

Waiting for the evaluation, he noved on to other subThe nere idea of attacking the Cottschal ks
seenmed to have restored himto conplete normality, and he tabbed itens old and new with assurance.

Lares Penates Inc. is alnost certainly what runor clainms: a college-educated front for Conjuh Man
exthe blank flight fromrationality with the same enthusi asm as knee ignorance of it. Mark for
maxi mum detail and use when the readi ng breaks eighty in favor; so far, only seventy-two. The

ref ugees convergi ng on Kual a Lunmpur mnust be being culled according to a preplan requiring
reduction of their nunber by at |east two-thirds and not as official rel eases would have it by
division into loyalists and subversives. Reading eighty-eight in favor, hence usabl e today. But
worth the risk of provoking an international incident? Wio in the English-speaking world could
give a dam about the fate of never mind how nmany people with brown skins speakan alien |anguage?

While he was still hesitating over whether to use the itemor keep it in reserve, an interruption
Sixty-plus in favor of his being able to buy a code and unl ock the CGottschal ks' data bank at Iron
Mountai n. Estimated price between one and two nillion. That put it out of Flamen's orbit
anyway—there wasn't enough cash in the informers' fund—but instantly his professional suspicions
were alerted. On all the previous occasions he'd nmade that inquiry the conputers had i mediately
rung up a no sale sign. Instinct told himthe right question to ask next: are they planning to get
al ong without that parfacility?

Meanwhi | e, continuing: sonething big brewing anong the X Patriots. The routine reading carried him
strai ght back to the Gottschal ks and the superficial verdict that they were once nore fonenting

di scontent anong knee extrenmists to ensure good sales for their |atest product anmong frightened

bl anks. But there was a secondary possibility only five points |ower on the scal e which caused him
to finger his neat brown beard and frown.

A breakthrough in the matter of Mrton Leni go? Raj udgnment decreed that that was nonsensical. No

i mm gration conputer would conceivably issue Lenigo a visa after what he'd done in British cities
I'i ke ManBirm ngham and Cardiff. Nonethel ess, for a readi ng which had been hovering in the mddle
forties for three years suddenly to junp into the high sixties was certainly a danger signal. And
it would be a hell of a story if it turned into a story at all! He flagged it for intensive

eval uation and reverted to the Gottschal ks.

Yes, said his conmputers, the Gottschal ks may very well be planning to dispense with Iron Muntain.
They' ve been buyi ng dat a- processing equi pnent in quantities too large to be expl ained away as
tracki ng or range-finding systens.

Logi cal conclusion: if they were thinking of opting out of Iron Mountain the sale of one of their
access codes would be an on-the-side fund-raising venture and they'd sit back and | augh |ike
hyenas when the gullible purchaser found how he'd been cheat ed.

Sormetimes | hate the Gottschal ks, Flamen thought, not so much for what they are as for what they
thi nk other people are. Nobody |ikes being treated as a nyidiot.

After some cogitation, he instructed his conputers to |l ook for three things: the site to which the
Gottwere having all this equi pnent delivered, which would itself be illuminating; notice of any
recent techbreakthrough which nmght lead to the marketing of a brand-new product; and every single
clue, no matter how tenuous, regarding the current quarrel within the cartel. Since there was
absol utely no hope of anything turned up by such a bl anket order being conped and usabl e by show
time today, he flagged the subject for overnight holding and turned back to i medi ately
exmateri al .

Runmor -trapping, like running after butterflies with a muslin net, was one of his chief

prof essional talents, and that he was good at it was proved by his show havi ng survived—util at ed,
one had to concede, but the loss of a leg was better than being put in a shroud for creNonethel ess
this patent truth did not greatly reassure himas he | ooked over the final selection of seven
items, with three held in reserve against the risk of something being conped out at network HQ

Bef ore maki ng any kind of a charge agai nst anybody his conobliged himto | et Hol ocosmic's own
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conputers rethe background data, and sonetinmes they downa reading past the linit fixed by the firm
whi ch insured them against losing libel suits. Recently about one itema week had been being
rejected, far too many in Flanen's view, still, there were good reasons for supthe urge to
conpl ai n.

It was a | ean harvest today. At |east, though, he now knew he was going to have a show. It was
safe to spend the tinme needed to ingest some breakfast. But the food tasted of ashes as he forced
it down.

FOUR Q WHO WAS THAT SERPENT | SAW YOU W TH LAST NI GHT? A. THAT WAS NO SERPENT, THAT WAS MY
CURRENT M STRESS WHO HAPPENS TO BE A PYTHONESS

The mechani sm of the flotabed was beginning to go hone. It had been bought secondhand, and in any
case even though it was a neter thirty wide it hadn't been designed for use as a double. So the
first thing Lyla Cay was aware of on waking was that as usual she had rermained rigid in her sleep
to avoid the top left corner where the support was weakest, and by lying on her right arm had cut
off its circulation. Fromelbow to fingertip it rang like a bell with the agony of returning
sensati on.

Annoyed, she opened her eyes to find a man she didn't know grinning at her. His Iips were withing
in consilence, but the inplications of that did not at first strike her

She was conpl etely naked; however, she had no reato be ashamed of her body, which was |ean

yout hand evenly tanned, and the reflex |l eft over fromher somewhat ol d-fashioned chil dhood which
impelled her to reach for a nonexistent blanket—the heater circuits of the bed, at |east, were
still working properly—+an foul of the stiffness of cranp. Anyhow, it wasn't the first tine in her
twenty years that she had woken up to find herself being admred by a man whose face and nanme were
al i ke unknown to her.

Then the stranger dissolved in a shower of pink and purple snowfl akes, and she renenbered the
vuset Dan and his friend Berry had trolleyed along the corridor fromthe el evator yesterday with
so much sweating and cursing. They hadn't had a vuset in the apt before—enly an anci ent non-

hol ographic TV which offered nothing nore interesting than the three surviving 2-D satellite
transm ssions insisted on by the PCC. Since those were beaned primarily at India, Africa and Latin
Anerica, and she and Dan spoke neither Hindi, Swahili, nor nmore than a smattering of Spanish, they
had sel dom bothered to switch on unless they were orbiting. Then, it didn't matter that the
progranms were chiefly concerned with latrine-digging, fish-traps and the recognition of epidisease
synptoms—n fact, as Dan had once pointed out, if they'd had a plot of land to dig latrines in,
the information might have come in useful next tine the toilets were bl ocked.

She | ooked around for Dan and found himon the other side of the bed. Rozar in hand, he was
feeling for a spot on the wall where the magnetized | eech on the end of the flex could pick up
some power, rather like a mainliner hunting for a usable patch of skin. He |located a section where
the induction wire was still un-corroded, the rozar hunmed into |ife, and he set about naki ng good
the defects in his beard. He was cursed with [arge round bal d patches on both cheeks.

A couple of heartbeats later the vuset miraculously reverted to proper synchronizati on. Beam ng
and gesthe man in the screen resuned his unheard diatri be.

Lyl a sat up and cradl ed her stinging arm across her bosom rubbing it with the tips of her
opposite fingers. "Wiy don't you nmake a nark on the wall there so you don't have to feel around
for it next tine?" she said, not |ooking at Dan but allow ng her eyes to rove distractedly over
the contents of the room In the Benares brassware tray before the Lar's shrine there was a sl udgy
pil e of pseudorganics; clearly soneone had renmenbered just in tine to dunp in it the books whose
expiry date was approachi ng, and since she didn't recollect doing so it nmust have been Dan. There
was a thread of dried red wine running down the wall fromthe corner of the table, which had been
fol ded back wi thout being wi ped. The shelf which held their genuine twentieth-century seven-
branched candl estick was covered in powdery ashes, because she had insisted on burning seven
different types of agarbati in it all at once-her nose winkled at the nmenory.
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In short, the place was a ness.

Dan paused in his task of applying, strand by strand, synthetic hair to the adhesive he had
sneared on his cheeks. "You finally woke up, hn? I was just about to start shaking you. Don't you
know what the tinme is?" He gestured towards his new acquisition, the vuset, as though it were a
cl ock.

Lyl a stared at hi m bl ankly.

"Don't you recognize Matthew Fl anen? Hell, how many spool pi geons are there |l eft on three-vee?
That's his noon slot, and it's better than hal fway t hrough. LisHe raised one bare | eg and jabbed
it towards the sound control on the lowbuilt cabinet fromwhich the centineter-thick hol ographic
screen jutted up like a sail fromthe hull of a yacht. M sjudging his balance, he sat down plunp
on the corner of the bed. The sudl oad was too nmuch for the worn nmechanism and Lyla found herself
deposited on the baseboard to the acconpani ment of a whine of escaping gas.

Flamen's ingratiating voice said, "In this world which is so often terrifying, aren't you envious
of the security people feel when they've installed Guardian traps at their doors and w ndows? You
can't buy better, and you'd be a fool to buy anything | ess good."

He vani shed. A tall scowing kneebl ank marched forward in his place, and before Lyla had had tinme
to re—she was still not awake enough to have convinced herself that the three-dinensional full-
color inage was going to stay buried in the screen—spi ked netal bands had cl anped on hi mat neck-
wai st - and knee-hei ght Bl ood began to ooze fromthe points where the cruel netal prongs had sunk
in. He | ooked briefly bew | dered, then slunped unconsci ous.

"Quardi an!" sang an eldritch castrato voice. "Quar-dee—ann!"
"l guess maybe we ought to invest in some of those," Dan said.

"What in the world do you think we're going to have left that's worth stealing if you go on like
this?" Lyla demanded crossly. "Don't you realize you just broke the bed?" Junping to her feet, she
hit the off switch of the vuset Nothi ng happened.

"Forgot to tell you," Dan nuttered. "The off switch doesn't work. That's why Berry gave it to us."

"Ch, for—" Lyla sought the power-cord with her eyes; finding it, she yanked the | eech free of the
wal | and the renewed i mage of Matthew Fl amen collapsed into a welter of blues and greens. "Do you
want to sleep on a hard plain board tonight? Because | don't!"

"1"I'l call soneone and get it fixed," Dan sighed. "Ri ght now you get a nove on, hn®? Have you
forgotten we're booked for the G nsberg this afternoon?”

Sul kily Lyl a picked up the clothes she had discarded |last night: gray and olive Nix and a pair of
Schoos. "Any calls or mail?" she asked as she began to put them on

"Co look if you're that interested." Dan touched the flock on his face gingerly; satisfied that it
was presentahe detached the rozar fromthe wall and returned it to its case. "But you're supposed
to do duty to the Lar first, aren't you?"

"W only have it on seven-day appro,” Lyla said insnugging the Nix into position around her hips.
“If it's that keen to stay in a crumy hole like this, let it do the work. Besides, what possessed
you to stack a heap of expiring books on its tray? Expect it to take kindly to being used as a

gar bage- di sposer ?"

"Matter of urgent necessity," Dan nuttered. "The drains overl oaded again."
"Ch, no!" Balanced on one leg to slip her toes into the first Schoo, Lyla stared at himin di smay.

"It's all right—+he toilets are still working. But | didn't want to risk blocking themtoo by
dunpi ng down a | oad of books, did I?"

"Tal k about hardening of the arteries,” Lyla sighed, recalling a favorite metaphor from Xavi er
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Conroy's The Senile City. "When it's not the sewers it's the streets, and when it's not the
streets it's the comeb...1'Il go check our slot anyway. You never know, there m ght be sonething
interesting."”

She nmoved to the door and began to strain against the handle of the winch to Iift clear the
hundred- kil o deadfall block that closed it against intruders overnight.

"Put your yash on," Dan said, stepping into a pair of green breeches and belting themtight around
his wai st.

"Hell, 1"monly going to the comweb!"

"Put it on, | said. You're insured for a quarter-mllion tealeaves and it says in the policy that
you have to."

"I't's all right for you to talk," Lyla countered nu"You don't have to wear the horrible thing."
But she reached obediently for the yash where it hung on its peg adjacent to the door.

Making to slip it over her head, she checked. "Say—dh—+ won't have to wear this at the hospital
will I?1t'd be awfully hanpering while I'm thrashing around.”

"No, not while you're actually performng. Cone to think of it, though.! Dan bit his lip, eying
her doubt"The patients are segregated at the G nsberg, and the sight of you like that night not be
a good thing. Got anything | ess revealing?"

"I don't think so. Al ny February clothes have exby now, and the March ones are getting pretty
shabby. And of course in April | went over to trans-parents."

"Skip it, then," Dan shrugged. "If they insist, you can ask for something at their expense, can't
you? Like a dress, maybe. How long is it since you |last had a dress—was it in Novenber?"

"Yes, the one | bought to go home and see ny fol ks at Thanksgiving. But it was cold then, and
right nowit's sweltering...Ch, | guess |I could put up with it in a good cause. Provided they pay
for it—dresses are horexpensive this season.” She ducked into the yash and opened the door. Having
made sure with a cautious glance in each direction that the corridor was deserted, she added, "I
won't lock it—+'Il only be a nonent"

FI VE MAKI NG READETH A FULL MAN, SAVI NG YOUR BACON S PRESENCE
"The nane is Harry Madi son, not Mad Harrison!"

"I"msorry?" the conmputerized desketary said, with exactly the right interrogative inflection; it
was one of IBMs ultra-advanced nodels with fully personalized vocal comuni cati on, and abode by
articles of faith in its mechanical existence. One of themstated that hosstaff alone in a room
who uttered audi ble words desired a reply. This did not apply to patients. To endesketaries and
other automatics to distinguish themthe latter were conpelled to wear oversuits with a netal
thread woven criss-cross on back and chest.

"Not inmportant," Dr. Janes Reedeth said wearily, and clanped his jaw so tightly shut he heard the
singing tension of the nuscles. Silently now after that carel ess peaking into speech: He was
committed for a reason, damm it, by experts whose judgnent is at |east as sharp as mine! He's not
even one of ny own patients. So what nakes ne take such an interest in his case—subconsci ous
resentnment at the presence of a knee in an otherw se all-blank hospital? | don't believe it. But
it's conpletely pointless to keep comng up with the sane answer.

For the latest of so many tinmes he would not have dared to count themif he'd been able to, he
found hi mmonderi ng what had driven himinto this M notaur-haunted | abyrinth. WAas it in order to
beconme a doctor, whom nmen mght consult re death..?

"Ariadne! Ariadne! Were art thou now that | need thy clew of string?" On inmpulse, he chose to
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utter that aloud too, and an instant |ater was not sure whether he had gl ossed the decision with a
veneer of voluntarismin order to delude hinself. The desketary emitted el ecconplaints as it
mat ched and di scarded partial resenbl ances, and finally produced the response he had expected.

"Assuming the reference to 'Ariadne' connotes an inregarding Dr. Spoelstra, her |ocation is at
present on Floor N ne of Wng Four and she is subject to a Cass Two interdiction on being
di sturbed. Pl ease declare the urgency of your requirenents."

Reedet h gave a hunorless |augh. Wen, after half a minute or so, the desketary had heard nothing
further, it added with a convincing tinge of artificial doubt, "No reference can be found to her
possessing a piece of string whether in the formof a clew or otherwise. AmI| authorized to add
this to ny stock of data concerning her?”

"By all means," Reedeth assured it cordially. "You may record that she al one knows the way out of
the maze. You may furthernore store the fact that she has skin snoother than synthosilk,
exceptionally beautiful breasts, the nost sensual nouth ever divinely wi shed on a nortal woman,

t hi ghs which probably correspond to an equation that would blow all your circuits, and—=

He had been going to add that she had a heart of Ice-V, but at that point an unhappy grinding

noi se energed fromthe bowels of the desketary and a flashred light came on to signify that it was
tenporarily out of service. Furious, Reedeth junped to his feet, Wiat in the world was the good of
letting the contract for the G nsbherg Hospital's conputing systemto a firmwhich was currently
hiring as many neo-puritans as was | BM \When at |east eighty percent of the patients he was trying
to cope with were suffering fromsexual hangit was a constant source of irritation to have these
censor-circuits expressing reflexive nechanical Gundyall the tine.

And yet, in a way, it was a relief to be deprived of the desketary's conpany. Reconciling the web
of inthat pernmeated his working environwith the principles he gave |lip-service to was a paradox he
had never really sol ved

He wal ked over to the wi ndowwall of the office and stared out at the vast bulk of the G nsberg
Mermorial State Hospital for the Mentally Ml adjusted. Fortress-like, with tall maxecurity towers
distributed around its perinmeter and |linked by curtain walls as though sone drawing of a fairy-
tale castle froma children's book had been unsynpathetically interpreted in nodern concrete, it
was a structural analog of that chance to "retire and regroup” whi ch Mdgshack advocated as a
perfect antito al nost any problem of personal adjustnent. There were windows only on the | owbuilt
adm ni strawi ngs; the towers thensel ves were featurel ess. The sight of themso the argunent
ran—effered to a fearful newly-comritted patient the promise of ultinmate infromthe intol erable
chal | enges of the outer world.

But the view from here always nade Reedeth think of the nedieval castles that were rendered
obsol ete by the advent of gunpowder. And in an age of pocket nukes..?

He sighed, recalling the query posed in a ml|d voice by Xavier Conroy, under whom he had worked
whil e preparing his doctorate thesis. The plans for the G nshad just been published, together with
a persuasive sunmary by Mgshack of the underlying principles.

"So what provision has Dr. Mdgshack made for the patients whose recovery is likely to be del ayed
by their inability to discern any way of getting out again?"

It had taken himtwo years' work here to appreciate the full force of that criticism and indeed
only his unrecognition of Harry Mdison's plight had brought it home to him At the tine, he had
chuckl ed al ong with everyone el se at Mbgshack's curt and pointed reply.

"I"'mgrateful to Dr. Conroy for yet another denpnof his ability to junp his fences before he cones
to them Perhaps he would care to favor us with his conpany at the G nsherg, when he will be
accorded anpl e opportunity to figure out the solution to his prob—which, incidentally, | suspect
to be one of many."

Reedet h shook his head. "Retire and regroup!" he quoted aloud, glad of the chance to speak without
meeavesdropping. "If I'd known what linits that precept could be pushed to, | swear |'d have gone
to work anywhere rather than here, where that abomni nabl e woman can bounce nme up and down like a

kid batting a ball because 'love is a dependent state' and how can a therapist at the mercy of his
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enotions help patients to regain their own rational detachnent?"

He scow ed at the desketary, epitome of Mogshack's inpersonal ideals, and suddenly noticed that
al though the red light was still on it had ceased flashing and now shone with a steady gl ow
Silently cursing, he realized that that nmeant he was about to be brought face to face with the
very person whose predi canent was preying on his nmind even nore persistently than was his own.

SI X THE WHERE | T'S AT AND THE WHYFCORE | T SHOULD BE THERE

"It is not so much that the nature of mental disturhas changed, as a |l ayman ni ght assune fromthe
observabl e fact that nowadays a hi gher proportion of our popul ation can expect to be tenporarily
comritted to a nental hospital than—et us say—awoul d ever have been committed to a tubercul osis
hospital or a fever hospital in the days when nere organi c di seases were the prinme concern of a
public health authority.

"No, rather it is that the nature of normality is not now what our ancestors were accustoned to.
Is that surSurely one would not expect social problens to renain unchanged, static from generation
to generation! A few get solved; many—+ndeed the nmjority—develop along with the society as a
whole. | hardly need to cite exanples here, for several are available in the news each day.

"What is far too sel dom stressed, however, is the posiaspect of this phenonenon. For the |atest of
unnmany tinmes, hunanity as a species has preits individual nmenbers with a chall enge which—tike a

mat hematical |imt—ean never be fulfilled but which can al ways be approached nore closely. In
fornmer ages the chall enges were phil osophical, or religious: abjure desire; defy the world, the
flesh and the devil; be ye perfect, even as your Father in heaven is perfect...and so on

"But this tine the conmand i s psychol ogical: be an individual!"
—El i as Mobgshack, passint

"What people want, mainly, is to be told by some plausible authority that what they are already
doing is right. I don't know of a quicker way to becone unpoput han to di sagree."

—Xavi er Conr oy

*Or, as sone would put it, ad nauseam

SEVEN

(THI' S SPACE RESERVED FOR ADVERTI SI NG

Ki cki ng the door shut with her heel, tossing aside her yash, Lyla grinaced at the wad of envel opes
she had col | ect ed.

"Practically all satches, same as usual. | do hate satummil! It clogs the comneb sane as garbage
does the drains, and | swear ninety percent of it goes straight into the drains w thout being
read...Ch, this one isn't satch. It's fromLairs and Pen-eights Inc. Mist be the rem nder about old
whoozis." She jerked her head at the inpassive Lar.

"Laireez and Penaiteez," Dan corrected her. "You nust get things like that right." He hesitated.
"I't's French, | guess," he concluded | anmely, holding out his hand for the letter

Flicking through the rest, Lyla muttered, "Sanme old names—won't they ever learn to take a hint?"
She pantearing them across, but they were reinforced against that; they could only be torn al ong
the Iine which would Iiberate the chenicals powering their inspeakers. Satch nailing canpai gns
were too exto let illiterates escape.

"Stick '"emin the used books pile," Dan suggested. "The reagents sonetinmes |ast |ong enough to
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attack expaper."

"Good idea." Lyla conplied, wedging the unopened envel opes into the sticky nmound on the brass tray
like so many pieces of toast in a rack. Obligingly two or three of themstarted to decay at once

Meantinme, Dan had ripped along the sealing strip of the one from Lares Penates Inc., and at once
the roomwas full of a famliar high thin voice

"You can't afford to be without a cult tailored to your private needs in this age of the
i ndi vidual. Consult Lares Penates for the finest specialized—=

It took himthat long to | ocate the power-capsul e drivthe speaker and break it between finger and
thunb. Promptly, he dropped the envelope with a yelp, shaking his hand.

"I't burned ne! That's a new one! They nust have got w se to people cracking the capsules."

"I's it serious? Has it left a mark?" Lyla was instantly solicitous.

Dan inspected his forefinger, licked it, and finally shrugged. "No real harm done—ust a few volts
shorted through the paper, | guess. But fromnow on | open their envel opes with Schoos on so | can
crack "emunder ny heel!" He scanned the letter he had withdrawn fromthe envelope. "And it's only

what you expected, a renminder to pay up or send back the Lar."
"Which are we going to do?"

"I guess we'd better nake our minds up later, don't you? After all, it did get us this booking at
the G nsherg, and that's a breakthrough, you know | asked around, and apparently this is the

first time they ever engaged a pythoness. It could be very big. In fact |I—=

There was a | oud bang on the door. Lyla spun around. Realizing she had forgotten to wi nd down the
hundred-kil o barrier again, she dived for her yash. It was a good one; it had been dreadfully
expensi ve, but as Dan had truthfully pointed out it was insisted on by her insurers. Heavy and
clunmsy though it was, the guarantee did proni se protection against solid shot up to 120 grans,

| aser-beans up to 250 watts and virtually all kinds of acid.

"Who the hell?" Dan nuttered, and strode over to set the deadfall catch on the over-door barrier.
That atto, he shouted, "Yes, who is it?"

"Morning!" the invisible caller replied. "Or afternoon, rather! My name's Bill and |'myour new
nei ghbor in Apt Ten-W Sorry to disturb you, but | understand you lack a citidef group on this
bl ock! Well, of course nowa—here the voice dropped solemmly by half an oc—in a district like this

one never knows when the knees may choose to strike. So |I thought 1'd be public-spirited and al
that sort of garbage and see what | could do to whip up interest in organizing a group."”

"Anot her CGottschal k?" Lyl a whispered to Dan. He nodded.
"Lay you fifty in favor. And pretty raw, too. |I'd even nake bets on what he'll say next."

The voice fromoutside resuned. "You see, | happen to have some contacts which can get me the
necessary at very favorable prices, such as guns for a nere sixty-three with naker's warranty, gas
of assorted types at prices as low as three-fifty the liter—=

"Ch, for heaven's sake," Lyla said wearily, letting fall her yash

"Want me to ask you in?" Dan shouted with a wink at her

"Well, naturally, if you'd care to discuss ny pro.!" The voice was suddenly tinged with opti
"Sure! Cone right ahead! There's only a hundred-kilo deadfall to stop you."

There was an interlude of silence. Wth cheerful ness that was now distinctly forced, the
CGottschal k said, "Ah—+ guess maybe if you're busy right now the best thing

| can do is |leave sone literature in your commeb slot. Be seeing you, friends."
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"Tell him sone knees took over the apt," Lyla sugsoftly. Dan shook his head.

"No point. This one may sound |like an idiot, but the Gottschal k pollies are nuch too smart to turn
a new recruit loose without going over the ground for himfirst." dancing at his watch, he added
"Hey, we'd betnove. | don't recall you eating last night, so I'll have to get some breakfast down
you on the way to the G nsl sure as hell don't want you fainting during the show "

El GHT WHAT' S I T LI KE OQUT THERE?

Humi dity index in New York in excess of previous high for the current date, a factor ascribed by
officials to the effect of the city's five and a half nmillion air-conditioners. The insurrection
probability index slipping ahead of schedule into what is nicknaned "the sweaty season downturn"
(for which heartfelt thanks anong those who were half afraid they might not get one this year).
Over nost of the eastern seaboard of North America a warm close sumer day with slight precipin

i nl and areas. Snow on high ground in South Island, New Zeal and. Oning to information transmtted
fromthe Bureau of State and Federal Relations comat the Immgration Dept. this norning had to
ease the reading on the Morton Lenigo application south of the fifty-fifty line but sinmultaneously
and for the same reason conputers at |SM canceled their sweaty season downturn wei ghtings. The new
government of Trinidad Tobago broke off diplomatic relations with (in order of inmportance) South
Africa, Australia, New Zeal and, Russia and the USA. The kneebl ank city council of Washi ngton DC
ignored the thirty-third request fromthe DAR to renove the paint fromthe facade of the Bl ack
House.

Al in all a pretty ordinary day.

NI NE PATI ENT MAKI NG A HI GHLY SUCCESSFUL ADJUSTMENT

Reedet h's office door buzzed and he told it to open and there indeed was Harry Madi son in his
patient's oversuit of the bright green shade which signified mnidisturbance and, ordinarily,

i mpendi ng di scharge. Seeing himaround the hospital for such a long time after he had—as the
phrase went—=gone to green" was not, of course, the first thing that had attracted Reedattention
to him but it was the factor which led to the alarnm ng discovery that he was trapped here in a
tangl e of |egalismns.

He had been conmitted by the Arnmy, follow ng conservice in a brushfire war in New Qui nea, at a
time when the subject of kneeblank draftees was rather a sensitive one and it was politic to send
himto a civil instead of a mlitary institution. Naturally that made the Arny his | egal guardian,
for he appeared to have no surviving relatives. However, by the tinme he was handed his new green
suit, the Arny no | onger wanted to know about him They'd given up accepting knees even as
volunteers, and they certainly would not admit responfor a former conscript whose nedica

di scharge had renmoved himfromthe reserve. That neant that he autonmatically becane a ward of New
York State, and directly his personality profiles matched the conputerideal laid down for himhe
shoul d have been turned | oose to fend for hinself subject only to restrictions on things like his
credit rating, getting married and novout of the state to reside el sewhere.

However, his personality profiles, though stable, had continued to deviate fromthe predetermn ned
optimumfor a man of his background, race and abilities, and norea stern directive fromthe Bureau
of State and Federal Rel ations decreed that no kneebl ank patient should ever be rel eased with the
| east shadow of doubt still hovering over his case. News of such an action, blown up by sone
skill ed propagandi st such as Pedro Diablo, could far too easily be turned into a legitinmte casus
insurrectionis and bring down black wath on all their heads.

Yet it seened dammably unjust to Reedeth that Madi shoul d be cooped up indefinitely for what
amounted to no nore than eccentricity...
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He grew aware that Madi son had made a formal refto the desketary being in a nechanical doubl e bind
and asked permission to fix it. Belatedly he nodded, and Madi son wheeled in the obese reparobot on
its eight soft wheels and deftly connected its terminals to the faulty appliance.

Wat chi ng, Reedeth wondered what the directorate of IBMwould say if they knew their expensive,
el aborate installation for the G nsberg Hospital was being serviced by one of the innates.

He et some tine pass in silence, not being in the nood for casual chat, but eventually he forced
hinmself to speak at random It couldn't be very pleasant for Madison to be the only knee in the
entire hospital; he deserved to be tal ked to whenever the chance arose.

"Ah—Harry!" Reedeth picked on the only subject he could call to mind. "That dammed machi ne you're
fixknow why it quit on nme?"

"Well, you gave it sonething it couldn't handle, | guess." Mdison didn't |Iook up fromhis work

Reedeth snorted. "I was describing Dr. Spoelstra to it, and sone dammed censor-circuit nust have
cut in. It's ridiculous!" He heard his tone growi ng heated and was unable to prevent it. "Wo's
supposed to be in charge around here, me or sone arrogant conmputer with a |l oad of its designer's
prejudices built in? I mean, | hadn't said anything nore—nore detail ed about Dr. Spoelstra than
you coul d see by just |ooking at her!"

He caught hinself, gave an enbarrassed grin, and turned back to the window. Did Mdison ever talk
about his therapists with the other patients? It wasn't likely, in view of the high-order
segregati on Mbgshack insisted on: not only racial, religious, sexual and all the other conmonpl ace
soci al boundaries, but also categories of nmental disorder fornmed dividing lines within the hos

If he did, though, so what? He'd only be discussing a shared area of experience. Even if it
constituted an invasion of privacy—a view which on the intellectual |evel Reedeth would have been
prepared to contest after his third or fourth drink—the staff nenbers were necessarily of object
status to the patients, part of the environnent |ike furniture and | amp-posts.

Anot her mnute or two passed, he grunpily gazing out of the w ndow, Madi son occupied wth
supervising the reparobot. Finally there was a di screet cough, and Reedeth turned to find the
kneebl ank standi ng by the door awaiting re-adm ssion to the corridor beyond. The automatics
permtted staff nenbers to | eave an office without waiting for the assigned occupant's

aut hority—sonet hi ng Reedeth had frequently found a nui sance when Ari adne Spoel stra chose to cut
short one of their all too frequent argunents—but an inmate had to be let out, to prevent him
runni ng away fromtherapy.

Si ghi ng, Reedeth gave the necessary order; the door slid aside, and nman and nachi ne depart ed.

Abruptly yielding to an inpulse that was likely to inhimin argunents not just with Ariadne but
wi th Mogshack hinsel f, he said to the now functioning desketary, "Damm it, | hadn't finished
telling you about Dr. Spoelstra when you went on the blink! Now you just sit there and listen
hear ?"

Wthout allowing time for a response, he categorized those other anatonmical attributes of his
col | eague which he so violently craved and so sel dom enjoyed as he woul d have wi shed, until at

| ast he ran out of breath in a welter of crude Angl o-Saxon term nol ogy. At the hack of his nind
was the vague idea that he could make the red light flash again, and arned with this

i ncont r oevi dence he could make a formal conplaint to Mogshack about the inability of the
automatics to cope with the regul ar | anguage of an abreactive therapy ses

But the | amp remai ned dark. The desketary nmerely said in its ordinary voice, "Very good, doctor. |
have stored those data. Are they for general release to the staff or to yourself only?"

"Mysel f only!" Heavens, if Mygshack were to take it into his head to review Ariadne's file and
found that outburst on it duly credited "authority of Dr. Reed..!

But how cone the nachi ne had accepted the unobscenity of what he had just said, whereas before it
had broken down under what was actually no nore than a bunch of conplinments? He felt sweat prickle
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on forehead, nape and pal ms. The reparobot couldn't have intervened; it was strictly programred to
restore the authorized status quo. So it could only have been...

Excitenment gripped him He sat down hastily behind the desketary and set about establishing
whet her that was the only inprovenent Madi son had carried out.

It wasn't.

Twenty minutes later, tugging at his beard in a regesture of inpotent anger, he canme to grips at
last with the suspicion that had been haunting himfor nonths.

It's a nonstrous injustice, keeping Harry Madison here. It isn't that he's crazy. Maybe he never
has been crazy. W just don't understand the peculiar way in which he is sane.

TEN THE BLACKER THE BURY THE NEATER THE RUSE

Waiting for clearance at the frontier, Fredrick Canpheld his briefcase—synbol of officia
status—before himlike a ridicul ous cardboard shield. The hands which gripped it were slippery
with sweat. Overflights were not in the city-federal contract here; he had had to ground his

ski mer a hundred neters back al ong the decayi ng concrete of the ancient freeway and walk to the
poi nt where he now stood anong a kind of nmushroomforest of |idded concrete tubs. Fromslits
around their rins dark suspicious eyes focused on him and he knew that invisible hands were
poised to let |loose a |andslide of destruction on himif he nade one unprogranmed nove.

Looki ng strai ght ahead, he contrived to shift his eyes enough to deternine that one of the

Got t schal ks had been here since his last visit—and a senior polly at that, perhaps one of the
really top-level reps like Bapuji or even O aNo nmonosyl | abic would be entitled to di spose of the
ki nd of equi pnent which betrayed itself to his trained scrutiny. But weaponry analysis wasn't in
his official brief; Bustafedrel was careful to maintain the traditional ficthat armanments were
irrelevant to their negotiations with nunicipal co-contractors. Doubtless, of course, durthe next
few days soneone from|SM woul d drop by—easual |l y—and rai se the matter while chatting to him but
he wasn't expected to bring back detailed i nforma

He was profoundly grateful. He felt horribly naked out here. He felt, in a word, flayed. Which was
exactly the effect Mayor Bl ack nust have wanted to produce. This whol e transaction could far nore
easily and qui ckly have been conducted by comaeb, but then it would have denied himthe
opportunity to gl oat.

Lonely, perspiring in the cruel summer sunlight, he found his eyes settling once nore on the signs
adj acent to the mmin guardpost. They said: blackbury, fornerly BRONBURY

One of themalso said (but this was not part of the original wording, only a scrawl ed addition in
hard- gl oss paint): Honky dont let the sun shin on you head it make you an easy target.

ELEVEN HOW NOT TO GET PLACES I N A HURRY

"Tal k about a Red Queen's Race," Matthew Flanmen said noodily, dialing a drink fromthe |iquor
console in his compulsorily well-appointed office deep in the Etch-mark Undertower.

"What ?" The round face of Lionel Prior, which had apone nonment earlier in the |lifesize comweb
screen, stared at himblankly. Prior was Flamen's manager, agent, chief confidant and universa
dogsbody. He was also his brother-in-law, but that was the |east inportant part of their

rel ati onship.

"Lewis Carroll,'
pl ace. ™

Fl anen said. "Running as hard as you can and only nanaging to stay in the same
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"You nean it's from a book?"

"Sure it's froma book. Don't tell me—don't tell me!" Flamen raised a weary hand; finding it had
pi cked up the waiting drink on its way, he sipped. "You don't read books because they contam nate
the purity of your apto the nedium One of these days it's going to dawn on you that it al so makes
you ignorant and ill-eduWat the—="

In the mddle of his last utterance, Prior had disapand a swirl of multicolored bl obs now filled
the screen, acconpanied by a very faint but disturbing how as of a nad dog lost in fog far off
across a haunted marsh.

TWELVE MEANWHI LE, BACK AT THE RAUNCH

On the wall of the duplex penthouse honme of M chael a Baxendal e, ni neteen-year-old sensaysh—still;
only just still; it had been a long run since age fifteen—a |large autonmatic neter displayed a

swi ngi ng needl e which this nmorning had edged into the red zone of the dial. Tinme for another spel
of work.

Cursi ng, she wal ked naked around the el even roons into which the current party had spread, kicking
as many bodi es as she could into wakeful ness, ordering themto drag out the ones which were
completely inert. Having dialed the robots to clear away the broken furniture and the soiled rugs
and fetch sone new ones, she started gathering up the material that cane to hand. There was a
satch filter in the comweb sl ot which routed advertising circulars directly to the sewers, but one
itemhad evaded it: yet another stern letter fromthe city sanitation authorconpl ai ni ng about the
lack of toilets in the apt. She'd had themtaken out and enjoyed watching themcrash forty-five
stories to the street.

She re-conposed her standard reply: "I was picked out of the gutter, wasn't |1? You can't expect mne
to lose nmy gutter habits overnight!" It had been a clincher four years ago when Dan Kazer | aunched
her upwards topenthouse level. It nmade a ness of things, but what the hell? There were al ways nore

thi ngs. Besides, sone troubl edone out in Onaha was conpiling a thesis on the significance of
bodily effluents in the |ater works of M chaela Baxendale. It wouldn't be fair to underm ne him

Along with the letter, then: a 1979 Johannesburg phone directory, a pre-pseudorgani c edition of
The Gol den Bough, a Krafft-Ebing which retained the original Latin passages—that woul d do. She
spliced chunks of themtogether and by nightfall the nmeter on the wall was healthily back into the
green.

THI RTEEN NORMAL SERVI CE | S UNLI KELY TO BE RESTORED

Prior's picture came back and he was scow ing. "That settles it!" he fumed. "Don't we have enough
troubl e al wi thout our own commeb right here in the Etchgoing into some crazy orbit?"

"You want to talk wi thout being interrupted, darl," Flanmen said wearily, "you just shift your butt
over here. Hell, you're only the other side of that wall!" Not that that invitation was likely to
be very well received, he glossed silently. Prior was a totally different personality from
hinsel f, with strong neo-puritan |eanings, and his commitnent to the principle of keeping a
spool pi geon show on the beans seened to be rooted not so nmuch in an abstract dislike of

hypocri sy—whi ch was what Flaliked to think of as his own standpoint—as in a wish to inprove the
mask of proper social behavior, the incoffin to hide the corruption within. Hence he kept his

di stance, dealt with people by choice via a conscreen, feeling face to face contact a waste of the
fawhi ch financial success had brought to him It nmade hima perfect buffer in negotiations between
Mat Fl amen I nc. and the Hol ocosmic directorate, but sometimes it becane ridicul ous.

For examnpl e, now.
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Exactly as predicted, Prior said huffily, "Matthew, one doesn't expect to have to—

Abruptly Flamen ran out of patience. "On the conone does expect to have to! Unless one does soneto
cure the trouble! How many breaks did we have on today's showfive, was it?"

"Ah." Prior swallowed. "Yes, I'"'mafraid so. And the longest ran nearly fifty seconds."

"And in the face of that you think it's surprising when our comneb goes wong? Cone off it,
Li onel, you aren't that naive! O—-well, cone to think of it, naybe you are, the way you abase
yourself by kowowing in front of that lunp of plastic you call a Lar!"

"Matthew, a man's personal choice of religion is—

"When did you last bother to check our own conmpuWe have seventy-plus in favor of L P being a
colfront for that kneeblank outfit Conjuh Man Inc. Pickings fromthe black enclaves apparently
aren't enough for them so they' ve decided to expand and mi |k some gullible blanks as well. If
you're anything to judge by, they're going to be a roaring success on a par with the Gottschal ks!"

Prior's eyes bulged. Cruelly Flamen ganbled on his habitual unw Ilingness to be seen giving way to
enpbtion even in the presence of sonmeone he had worked with for years. He let silence stretch
elastically; then, at the |ast possible noment, brought up the inportant subject again.

"What did you call me about, anyway? Got sone brilidea for tonmorrow s slot which will drag the
vi ewers back by the mllions?"

Recovering with an effort fromthe shock Flanen had admi nistered, Prior nunbled, "Wll, the
audi ence fiare holding up pretty well, considering. And that's mainly what counts, | guess."

"So if they're holding up why do the interruptions nake you so furious? Darl, you know as well as
| do that if someone carried out a physical check of the sets that are nominally tuned to nmy show,
they'd find that half of them have the color and hold controls deliberately set adrift. Wo

wat ches three-vee at m dday nowadays except while they're orbiting? Hell, the viewers probeven
like the interference!"

Looki ng anxi ous, Prior cane back with a reflex answer. "Matthew, you' re too nodest. You're one of
only a handof people who can still hold an audience for a tal king show. You nustn't run down your
own talents.”

"I don't have to. It gets done for ne." Flamen sent the rest of his drink down in one long gulp
when it struck the pit of his stomach he felt marginally better. "Do ne a favor, darl—think for a
monment, hn®? Does this mysterious interference ever hit during a commercial? It does not. Does it
even hit when we have a good juicy piece of tape fromthe site and scene of sone nauseous scandal ?
Uh-uh. It hits when |'mon canmera and at no other tine. Truth, darl?"

Prior would have liked to contest the statement, by his expression, but the facts were self-
evi dent. He nodded sadly.

Fl amen set his glass in position for a refill and hit the console stud. "So what you want | should
do?" he said. "Have the situation conped? Darl, why should | need to? Recall the background: they
eased us out of prine time with the bribe of fifteen mnutes daily instead of ten, didn't they?
Then they chopped down the bonus with extra advertising. Fine, it's a convincing argunment—here's
this fabul ous audi ence that nore and nore sponsors want to reach—but the fact stands that our
fifteen-minute slot is down to twelve and a half and apt to get shorter still. Meanwhile the
nunber of itens we have conped out on network say-so rises steadily. Don't you think they're being
atrifle over-sensitive for people who want to hold an audi ence?"

He paused, but Prior didn't say anything.

"I read it this way," he resuned. "They can't afford to sinply show me the exit—+'d collect a

pal | adi um pl at ed handshake for breach of contract. So they're nerely hopl'll get annoyed enough to
start yelling, when they could clobber me for Iike insulting the Head of Proand the PCC woul dn't
be able to touch them So | suggest you make |like me and hang on as |long as you can. A hundred
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thousand teal eaves a nmonth isn't sonething you can collect by knocking on the first door you
pass."

Hal fway through the | ast sentence Prior stopped payattention. Flanmen deduced from his expression
that at his end the screen had either switched to another picture or blurred out altogether again.
He made to cut the circuit, but changed his mnd. It was anusing to watch the normally

i nperturbable Prior mouthing curses which couldn't be heard because at the sane tinme as the vision
outward had failed so had the sound inward.

But his enjoyment was short-lived. His snile vanished as he reverted to contenplation of the truth
whi ch Prior was resolutely declining to face for some such superficial reason, perhaps, as the
idea that the directors of the Hol ocosm ¢ network were—ti ke Brutus—honorable nmen."

"A man can snile and snile and be a villain," he nurbriefly pleased with the aptness of the

quot abut al nost at once di smayed by the inmage of the snmiler with the knife. Wat other explanation
could there be for the interference which was cropping up daily on his programand on no ot her
transm ssion fromthe Hol ostudios? It sinply had to be sabot age.

Wrse yet, it nust be connived at by the directorate. Had it been due to infiltrators, Holocosmc
woul d have stopped at nothing to elimnate it; they were as conas any conpany in the world about
mai ntai ning internal security. Instead of which, again and again the engi neers had fobbed hi m off
with declarations of their inability to trace the trouble.

The | ogi cal conclusion was that they wanted to nove his sl ot over and nmake room for yet another
al | -adversegnent. It was against the regulations |aid down by the Planetary Communi cations
Conmi ssi on, of course, to run nore than twelve hours' continuous advertising out of the twenty-
four, and getting rid of their |ast spool-pi geon woul d take Hol ocosnic over the prescribed limt.
But the PCC was a bad joke and had been for years: an ancient watchdog w thout any teeth.

It wasn't the first tine they'd attenpted to mslay him noreover. They'd tried it directly
following Celia' s breakdown, hiring a venial psychiatrist to testify that her resorting to sykes
was due to her husband's systemadi sregard of her needs and preferences, this constisadistic
cruelty. A person capable of such behathey'd argued, was unfit to performbefore the great view ng
public. (Horse |augh—+f you dug into the private lives of the Hol ocosmc directorate you' d cone up
with material for another Hundred and Twenty Days wi thout the need to plagiarize, and | ong ago

Fl anen had nade hinself a quiet promise that if they ever squeezed himhard enough he'd go out in
a blaze of glory by swapping his |last-ever taped show, duly apby the network's conputers, for

anot her in which he gave chapter and verse on the directorate's vices.)

Their real l|ever, though, had been ful crumed on her conmitnent to the G nsberg, a public hospital
instead of to a private sanitarium and that Prior had mracuunderm ned in the shocked tones of an
adoring brother: whose reputation stood higher in the contemworld than that of Elias Mdgshack its
director, universally acknow edged field-|eader in renmedial psy—who here anong adm tted | aynmen
woul d questhe brilliance of one appointed to oversee the nmenhygi ene of popul ous New York? So, a
rapi d conmprowhereby he undertook to nmeet the cost of her incarhinself instead of |eaving her as a
charge on public funds, and consequent inevitable disaster

At the tine Flanmen had wondered why the directorate gave ground so swiftly. He stopped wondering
the nmothe first of the swingeing nmonthly bills arrived, towith the unchal |l engeabl e St ate-conped
contract to which he had carelessly committed hinself. He didn't have to consult a conputer to

di scover that he was corAnd he couldn't provide a cushion by, say, noving to a | ess expensive
house. He was conpelled to naintain that standard of |iving which was quote appropriate unquote
for a person to whom Hol ocosnic allotted five slots a week. Hi s accountants were first-rate and
his tax demands were | aughabl e, but he couldn't weasel out of his obligatory expenditures. He was
def eated behe started by the scale of Holocosm c's computers; his own were good, but for equipnent
like theirs you had to hire conmputers like his to wite the progranms—Ao human bei ng coul d rmanage
it.

So knowi ng the knife was in: what to do? Make overto a rival network? Suicide—apart fromthe
obvi ous truismthat when only one spool pi geon had managed to stay in business no network was
likely to be interested in hiring a newconer, he'd be dropped on his butt w thhours on sone
speci ous but adhesive charge such as disloyalty to his enployers. Also he would instantly stop
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being able to nmeet Celia's hospital bills out of income, and the penalty for premature renoval was
col ossal. Though Mogshack's last report had been cautiously opit was clear that Celia was not by
any nmeans fully recovered. So that |eft one possible solution: hold his audi ence. Sonmehow. Anyhow.
It was his only rethe conputer factor which showed a higher ratfor himpersonally, Matthew Fl amen,
than for an all-advertising segnent.

And in an age when people were far too preoccupied with their own busi ness for even the nost
savory scandal and gossip to attract their attention...

Definitely a Red Queens Race, he told hinmself. And |I'mrunning short of breath.

FOURTEEN AN OBJECT LESSON CONCERNI NG A VERY | MPORTANT SUBJECT

Eugene Voigt didn't go quite so far as to turn off his Screen, but he did disconnect his ears
after the first minute or so of the eager-beaver's diatribe. They were an excellent design, by far
the best he had ever worn, and he liked the location of the silence trigger particuit was
conceal ed under the drooping eaves of his nmoustache and coul d be inconspicuously activated by a
mere touch of the tongue. Besides, it was offered as a regular feature instead of as a custom zed
option. It would be worth sticking with this brand for a while—at least until rival nmanufacturers
overtook it. And it was hard to discern what roomwas left for inprovenents short of direct sub-
dermal inplantation.

The eager-beaver (his name was irrelevant but he held a resonantly-titled post in the |ower

echel ons of the PCC) kept talking for a full quarter of an hour, but Voigt had realized what he
was going to say within the first few seconds and none of the phrases he caught by idle lip-
readi ng contradicted his first guesstinmate. Wen the tirade finally subsided he said, "Forget it.
It won't work."

"But Hol ocosmic clearly intends to—=

"You won't neke it stick," Voigt told himfirmy. "You won't make anything stick. The subject of
communi caon this planet of ours, is dead."

FIFTEEN IT'S A COWON PLATI TUDE THAT KNOALEDGE |'S NEUTRAL BUT EVERY NOW AND THEN | T WOULD BE USEI F
I T WVERE ON YOUR SI DE RATHER THAN THEI RS

It was hot outside; it was nuch hotter inside because the |ighting was ol d-fashi oned and t here had
to be a hell of a lot of it. Pedro Diablo's dark skin shone with perspiration. But his white teeth
shone even brighter. He was enjoying hinself.

"One final time!l" he coaxed. "I swear they're going to lap this up in Conakry and Lurmunbaville!"

The actress playing King Leopold of the Bel gi ans sighed and repl aced her pale, effem nate,
bear dl ess whol e-head nmask, then trotted obediently across the studio floor to her place for the
scene, her bottom wagas she went. Down to her waist she was wearing a full-dress mlitary uniform
jacket, the breast ablaze with orders and decorations, but her steatopygous butwere conceal ed by
not hing nore than a sort of docked horsetail of grass-stens. It was a great inmage, especially for
areas where there was strong Musliminand the conconitant view prevailed that wonmen had no soul s.

"CGot those fetters ready?" Diablo called to the props nan. "Renenber | want themto break a sight
easier this time than they did |last! Bad associations if they take |onger than five seconds—eut of
time-scale with the rest of the show. What the hell ?"

He stopped dead in the very niddle of the floor, on his way back to the control bubble, and
realized that there were two armed macoots facing him
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"The Mayor wants to see you," the one on the right said. His tall plastic mask—bl ack-grounded, but
with slashes of red, yellow and brown on the cheeks—ade his voice resonate eerily.

"Tell himto wait!" Diabl o snapped. There were very few people in Blackbury who could say that
sort of thing to a macoot, but he'd been doing it for years. "I'mright in the niddle of a
show-ean't you see?"

The second macoot drew a casual smoking line on the floor with a | ow powered beam from his |aser.
"He said now, white trash. You coming on foot, or as butcher's neat?"

"What did you call ne?" Furious, Diablo took half a pace forward, then cancel ed the novenent as
the laser's nuzzle jerked upward significantly. Those guns were the | egacy of Anthony Gottschal k's
last visit; he'd recentcanned a show about them—n which for obvious proreasons they were reported
as having been deright here in the city—and he had no illusions about the effect of concentrating
two hundred fifty watts in a space no larger than the tip of a sew ng-needle.

There was an eternal pause. Eventually he said, "Okay. O kay. But | sure hope he doesn't hang ne
up too long." And he added to his cast and technicians as he noved towards the door, "See you back
here after lunch, you-all!"

Awai ting himat the studio entrance was a bl ack of Voortrekker convertible, the Capetown-built

ski mmhi ch was the worl d's nost expenmeans of private transport. Mayor Bl ack owned six of them
personal ly, a matter about which D ablo had never been entirely happy despite the rationalization
that the South Africans and the American knees were allegedly on the same side in the ultinmate
anal ysis; the argunent smacked too nuch of the simlar one which had justified the adm ssion of

Bl ack Muslins to neetings of the Ku Klux Klan back in the last century. He scow ed nore deeply
still as he was forced into the back seat of the Voortrekker by the nacoots, who joined him one
on each side. The vehicle hunmed off in the direction of the Mayor's pal ace, the way ahead being
cleared by the renote override which put the stop lights to red on all the cross streets at the
touch of a button on the dash

In spite of everything, Diablo sat with his nouth firmy shut. He had no idea what could have |ed
up to this, but his best guess was that Muyor Bl ack had got out of bed on the wong side this
nmor ni ng. When he was in that sort of nmpod, he tended to enjoy re-asserting his authority over
anyone who contributed to the econoof Blackbury, and Diablo certainly fell into that category. H's
canned vushows were anong the city's chief sources of foreign exchange, quite apart fromtheir
propaganda value, and it had revolutionized their relawith the Anmerican Federal authorities when
they started to be able to pay their power and water taxes in hard currency like cedi and riyals.

He nade a nmental note to trace the macoot who had publicly insulted himand nmake sure his future
was bl acker than his backside. It would be difficult, in viewof his issue nask, but in a snall
community like this one it wouldn't be inpossible.

Regar dl ess of that, though, he kept telling hinself, soneone with Pedro Diablo's status had no
reason to be afraid of a fit of bad tenper on the Mayor's part.

He kept on telling hinmself so until he was actually shown into the Mayor's presence—+f you could
call being herded into a room at gunpoint "being shown." For Mayor Bl ack was not al one. Seated
next to his enornobus desk was a honky: a thin man with a straggly apol ogy for a beard suppl enented
by mi smat ched rozar flock, very pale hair conbed carefully across the pink bal dof his crown, knees
primy together and hands folded on his |ap

Then Diablo's heart sank like a stone in a deep well He knew that stern, thin-Ilipped face. The
features of Herman Uys, top South African expert on race, were perhaps as well known as any in the
nodern worl d.

He was still struggling to work out why Uys's presence in Bl ackbury had been kept secret from him
Pedro Di abl o, when the Mayor uttered his only statenent of the interview

"Qut of town, nongrel. You have three hours."
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SI XTEEN THE PO NT AT WHI CH THE QUTLAY ON MAI NTENANCE BEG NS TO EX THE COST OF CHANG NG TO A
REPLACEMENT

Wt hout warning Flamen's commeb circuit reverted to normal and he found hinself back in touch with
Prior. The nonent he realized, the latter's face took on a shifty expressi on which Fl anen

recogni zed fromyears of close association: the | ook which signified that he was about to put over
sonme really nonstrous con job on the assunption—al nost al ways justified—that the person he was
dealing with had overl ooked some very subtle trap. He night be naive in some matters, as witness
his ready acceptance of a Lar as everything the advertising clainmed, but when it canme to closing a
deal weighted in his own favor he was brilliantly devious. That, chiefly, was why Flanmen put up
with him He had never dared tarnish his own inmage of hinself by |earning the whore's-trading
skills required to keep afloat in the cut-throat ocean of nodern business, yet he correspondingly
did not dare to forgo themaltogether. Prior was a perfect conpronise: the epitone of self-del uded
honor, who coul d dismiss the nost flagrant kind of cheating fromhis conscience on the grounds
that he had thought of it and he could not possibly be a di shonest nan

Fl amen tensed. |If he, now, was to become the target for Prior's personal talent...

"Matthew, as far as | can conp it out," Prior began, "you just nade a very serious charge agai nst

t he direcof Hol ocosmic."

"l don't recall making any sort of charge agai nst anyFl amen said hastily. "But if you have
sonet hi ng i nportant and urgent to say, why not..?"

He cast around in his mnd for a chance of privacy. Everything said over the commeb in these
offices, as in the offices of any firmcontracted to the Hol ocosm ¢ netwas nonitored, analyzed and
if necessary relayed to the directorate. Ah yes!

"Way not ride out to the G nsberg with me and call on Celia?"
"Not this afternoon,” Prior said.

"Ch, cone now She's your sister as well as nmy wife, renenber.” A hamhanded attenpt to get
sonet hing discreditable on the record; it failed.

"I'"'m booked for exercises with nmy citidef group,” Prior said, ever the solid, responsible nenmber
of society. "Besides, you know that Dr. Mygshack di sapproves of intrusions fromhis patients
former environnent, and I wouldn't care to go against his judgnent."

"I regard contact between husband and wi fe as highly normalizing, even if he doesn't." The
juiceless old stick, Flanen added to hinself—but it wouldn't do to utter the conmment al oud, not
when he had so narrowl y scraped under the blade of Holocosnic's guillotine by appealing to
Mogshack's reputation

"That's as may be," Prior shrugged. "Nonetheless, the point I'mgetting at is this." He hesitated,
with an air of calculation. "Matthew, to be blunt, | think you' re becomng a trifle paranoid about
this trouble we're having on the show While | concede"—sw tch to reasonconcessi on- maki ng
tone—it's debatabl e whet her Hol ocosmic can be said to have afforded us maxi mal coin our attenpts
to elimnate the interference fouling up our transnmissions, it's sonething el se altogether to
associate that with failures of our internal commeb here at the Etchmark." Back to stern, fatherly
manner, though he was only three years Flanmen's senior: the standard role of the know edgeabl e
wor |l dl'y manager protecting the admirably idealistic star of the show fromhis own | ack of

cyni ci sm

"So | suggest," he concluded, "you authorize ne to call in an outside expert to substantiate these
suspi cions of yours. They're far too grave to be allowed to pass unchall enged. "

Fl anen stared at himincredul ously. Qutside expert? Had Prior taken | eave of his senses? Wat
"out si de excoul d outfox Hol ocosmi c's own conputers—what court could anyone persuade to believe in
the fantastic notion of a major network sabotaging its own transm sOnly one expl anation occurred
to himfor Prior's extraordi nary behavior, and before he had tinme to think it over the pressure of
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anger had driven himto blurt it out.

"What happened to put you on Holocosmic's side all of a sudden? Did one of the brass take you out
of bugrange and nmake you a proposition? No matter what kind of a nminefield |'mdriven into,
can't jump clear! | have bugs keeping watch on ny bugs!"

He was distantly aware that the look on Prior's face had shifted from snugness to pure horror, but
he plunged on anyway. "And if | could afford bugging to that standard, you're the first person |'d
sic '"emon! Not wanting to go visit your own sister when she's in the hospital!"

He cut the circuit with a trenbling hand before he said anything nore danagi ng to his prospects.
If that particular exchange ever came up in court, he reflected bitterly, he'd be hard put to it
to argue that concern for Celia had notivated his tenmporary |oss of control. The suggestion of
calling on her this afternoon had been strictly a spur-of-the-nmonent inprovisation so that he
could talk to Prior out of eavesdropping range.

But it would have to be done now, of course. Scowing, he headed for the door

Al nost i mediately, to his horror and dismay, he reajust how over-hasty his reaction to Prior had
been, but he put off facing the consequences as |ong as he coul d.

SEVENTEEN I F "MEDI A" IS THE PLURAL OF "MEDI UM THE QUESTION I S: HOW MANY OF THEM ARE FRAUDULENT?

"Have | ever watched a pythoness perfornP" repeated Xavier Conroy, over the border up Canada way.
This was a crummy run-down poverty-stricken sort of a colbut living far enough in the past not to
mnd that his reputation was a horse-drawn hearse for his career. "No, | never have. But the
phenonmenon is interesting, and well worth discussing. How do you view it?"

The boy who had asked the question stunbl etongued. "I—+ guess | don't really know."

"You ought to have formed at |east a tentative conthough. It's a subject which fans out with al

ki nds of stimulating and provocative inplications. Cone to think of it, there's one place at which
it touches dion what |'ve been saying recently about the inreluctance of people to conmit
thensel ves to anything without a watertight contract, preferably conSo we could do worse than nake
it the class assignment for the week. 1'Il give you a few guidefirst." Conroy conbed his grizzled
beard with his fingers and corrugated his brow deeply.

"One might well start by considering the nineteenth-century cult of spiritualism table-rapping
and table-turnattenpts to conmune with the dead and the readi of the public to go on believing in
patently charl atanous nedi uns. Now that was effectively conditioned by the rigid propriety of
Victorian society. What started off as a perfectly proper and indeed quite scientific

i nvestigation of certain inprobabl e phenonena devel oped in an age of tight corsets and strict
social etiquette into a desperate, irrational yearning for direct contact beindividuals. Yes?"

Agirl in the front row, whose name he knew to be Alice C over because it was on the illum nated
ref erence board before himbut whose face he was conpletely ignorant of because at every cl ass
since the beginning of the year she had kept her street yash on, had raised her hand.

"Do you mean that it's irrational to pay attention to pythonesses?"

Conroy hesitated, |ooking over the array of students and taking especial note of the girls. About
a quarter of themwere in street yashes, like Alice who had just spoken; the remainder wore a
fantastic gal axy of cosranging froma hei ght-of-1ast-year-fashion over-suit with inflated bosom
and buttocks to a waist-length orange wig and a pair of shabby N x.

"Who am | to define what's rational?" he said wearily. "I nmean no nore and no |less than | say. You
conp it out for yourselves."
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El GHTEEN THE DRAWBACKS OF AN | NVENTI ON | NTENDED FOR A RATI ONAL SPECI ES

Seei ng Reedeth awaiting her at the point where this and another corridor joined, Ariadne Spoelstra
woul d have liked to turn around and go back. Currently her planned programfor the relationship
bet ween them was at the stage where physical proxinmty was being dis—and that, of course, was why
he had chosen to waylay her. "Lying in anbush" was the termthat sprang nost readily to her mnd
the bastions of the G nsberg were conducive to inagery of snares and pittraps and gins.

But she was on a pediflow, and—+ike so nany of the devices which twenty-first century ingenuity
had made avail abl e t o manki nd—+hat was sonet hi ng which seenmed to have been destined for an

al together nore rational species than the one she belonged to. It did not afford the opportunity
to change one's mind. Once riding it, one was conpelled to stay with it until it reached the

qui escent area at an intersection and the nmononol ecul ar flow | evel on the upper surface eddi ed out
into a ranpattern equating to stillness. There was no goi ng back, only continuing to one's
starting point by a difroute.

In the course of the ten years they'd been in use, how nany affairs had been conditioned by the
direction the pedifl ow happened to take outside one's office or apt? How many acquai ntanceshi ps,
how many marri..? How many perfect lifetine partners had been on the fl ow headi ng the other way?

Stifling that train of thought with an al nbost physical effort, she composed herself for the
properly curt nod and the unmi stakably formal snmile which were approto the down-phase of the cycle
of their intimcy. Reedeth, however, was clearly not in a nood to abi de by other people's rules.
She had to suffer himto kiss her, though she did nanage to avert her nouth.

"Finally!" he exclained. "I've been wanting to talk with you, and—=
"I've been on call all norning," she countered frigidly.

"Sorry, but that isn't true. You put up a Class Two interdiction at ten-ten, according to ny
desketary, and it wasn't lifted until a few minutes ago. Hmm®?" He cocked one eyebrow and | ooked
parental |y reproachful

Bastard! But the ganble had fail ed. She had hoped the dial ogue m ght go:
"Yes, but | wanted to say this personally!"

In which case she woul d have answered, "Wat's the good of having a commeb systemif you won't use
it?"

And wal ked briskly on, having gai ned a nmaj or point.

I nstead of which she'd been caught in a downright Iie. She sought the |east damagi ng escape route,
like a chesstrying to reconstruct a weak attack to provide emergency protection for the king.

"Well, if it was really inportant you could have overand if it wasn't why cone bothering me now?"

"That's just it," Reedeth shrugged. "I don't knowif it's inportant or not—that's what | wanted to
ask you. This pythoness you' ve engaged for this afternoon: who is she, anyway, and what's the
i dea?"

Chance for a counterblow. "That's sonmething you could have asked your desketary. The information
was minuted to all staff nmenbers three days ago."

"As a fait acconpli. Wth his customary secretiveness, Mygshack failed to make his di scussion with
you avail for consultation by the staff."

"He probably didn't think it was necessary—any nore than | would have. Just what is it that you
want to be told? Wiat a pythoness is, what she does, how she does it?"

"Ch, for God's sake, Ariadne!" Reedeth's affability vanished |ike snoke before a gale. "Don't you
have a better peg to hang your life on than maki ng men dance up and down |ike yoyos? If you're
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that badly obsessed with your own enotional dependence, you'd better take a vacation and get over
it before you conmuni cate the problemto your patients!"

She stared at himblankly, unable to believe that it was Ji m Reedeth who had uttered such words.
They were nore typical of Mgshack hinsel f, whose single-nmnded dedication to the principles he
preached was sonetines terrifying, even though in argunents she had often enough conpared it to
the attitude of a Budvoluntarily renouncing the bliss of nirvana in order to share the chance of
perfect enlightennment with | ess fortunate beings.

It didn't take a trained psychologist's insight to dethat something had happened to drive Reedeth
a long way out of his customary orbit.

Rel uctantly answering his former question before he had a chance to say anything el se as cruel as
his | ast gibe, she said.

NI NETEEN THOUGHT PASSI NG REPEATEDLY THROUGH THE HEAD OF MORLEN GO, FlI FTH GENERAEXPATRI ATE WEST
I NFOURTH GENERATI ON BRI TI SH SUBJECT, THI RD GENPAN- MELANI ST, WHI LE IN TRANSI T ACROSS THE ATAFTER
SECURI NG A VI SA FOR THE UNI TED STATES BY PULLI NG THE STRI NG WHI CH LED TO THE KNEEBLANK CI TY
GOVERNMENT OF DETRO T THREATENI NG TO W THDRAW THEI R WATER TAXES AND | NAN ATMOSPHERI C CONPLANT

"Festung Amrerika, you nonstrous Aryan bunker, it's tine for the twilight of the sods!"

TVENTY YOU WVEERE SAYI NG

"Ch—very well. The underlying thinking goes like this. Wiatever it is that pythonesses actually
do, it seenms they get results of some kind. The evidence is overAnd the only way they could
achi eve the success that's ascribed to themis, presumably, because they display exceptionally
hi gh enpathy with people who are relative strangers to them | want to find out if the degree
of ' strangeness' they can cope with exto the nmentally deranged. And since |'massured that this
girl Lyla Clay is one of the nost talented of them she's a |ogical choice for the experinent."

Reedeth rolled a strand of his beard absently behis fingers. "On the face of it, that's an
excelidea. It might lead to a whole new diagnostic techif it pays off. But isn't three days rather
short notice to put together such a potentially significant operation?"

"I contacted her mackero and this was the only date he could offer me until seven weeks from now.
Apparshe's very nmuch in denand."

She added caustically, "I'mflattered that you approve of the idea, | must say!"

"Ch, give it a rest, will you?" Reedeth snapped. "You nmay have quit trying to keep your private
enotional entanglenents frominterfering with your work, but I'mat least still making the
effort.” And continuing without giving tine for a counterblast: "Wat does Mgthink of it?

Qbvi ously he gave approval in the end or you couldn't have set it up, but I'msurprised he didn't
bal k at packing a nunber of patients together in conditions—ow how woul d he have put it? Ah

yes! —+n conditions that are not only nedically insanitary but psychologically so perilous as to
prejudi ce many of themon the road to recovery!"

"You bastard! You have been checking on the talk I had with him"

"No, | told you: it isn't available. | just...\Well, | just tried to pick the words he'd have been
most likely to use.”

For a I ong nonment they stared at each other, face to face and nuch less than arms [ ength apart.
Suddenly, quite against her will, Ariadne felt her mouth straining upwards at the corners. She
resisted for a second, then gave in. Il faut recul er pour meux sauter, she told herquoting one of
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Mogshack's own favorite aphorisns. One nust go back to make a | onger junmp. And next tinme she
junped, she prom sed herself, it would be out of Jim Reedeth's reach

"I still think you're a bastard, Jim But there's no doubt you're a clever one. 'Psychologically
perilous' was his exact phrase...Mbgshack can be a bit presonetines, can't he? Though | suppose
anywho pursues one goal with unswerving determis vulnerable to that charge."

Once nore refuting her expectations, instead of anher snmile with one of his own, Reedeth frowned,
"Yes, but | do sonetines wonder where singl eni ndedshades over into fanaticism..Never mind, though
At |l east he's shown flexibility in this matter. Like | said, | think it's a very pronising idea.
Anything which will tend to reinforce the broken bridges between one perand another has ny
support.”

Piqued at his failure to acknow edge her gesture of surrender, she said sharply, "That's a very
Conroyan remark, Jim And it isn't the purpose of the project, anyway."

"I'"'m being driven to the conclusion that the only way sone peopl e can be nade to understand—

But the expostul ation, which had begun heatedly, lost its inpetus and died away. Reedeth gri nned.
"Ah, hell. 1'd rather conplinment you on a bright idea than have a fight with you. Suppose we
continue the contonight, hn? | think it's about tine for your winter to come to an end."

"l

"Good, that's settled. And do you mind if | attend this afternoon's performance? | assune Mgshack
will be there."

"No, he will not. He'll be witnessing it, of course, but fromhis office. And I think it would be
better if you did the sane."

"But there's a question |I'd like to ask this pythoness nyself, since you reconmend her so
strongly. And | understand pyt honesses can't react to people unless they're actually in the room"

"A question? What about?" And her eyes said nore loudly than words: Not about us—you woul dn't
dar e!

"Why, Ariadne!" Reedeth said in a nocking voice. "You' re blushing! I've never seen you do that
before. And it | ooks great on you!"

Whil e she was still struggling to fornmulate her reply, there was a sweet shrill buzz fromthe
personal constrapped to her left wist. She raised it rel ooking daggers, and nuttered, "Yes?"

"Avisitor for a patient under your care, Dr. Spoelstra. Just |anded on the roof in a private
skinmer. Not at all cooperative. Demanding a C ass A disruption of the progranmed schedul e.”

"Hell. That is absolutely all | need right now"
Not wi thout malice, Reedeth uttered a deliberately |oud chuckle.

"Ch.! Very well, I'Il come and see about that in a nonent!" She shut off the ni ke and raised
bl azi ng eyes to Reedeth's face.

"No, | won't have you attending the session this afterYou want to consult a pythoness, you go hire
one of your own. And you'd better get a good one. Enpathy's wasted if it doesn't work both ways,
and | don't know anyone who could get through that arnor-plated hide of yours!"”

"Try," Reedeth said softly. "That's all |'masking, you know. If you're scared to wal k through a
wi de open door because you think sonmething's going to fall on your head as soon as you cross the
threshol d, you're in troudarl!"

He spun on his heel, stepped over the boundary of the intersection. In a nonent the pediflow had
carried himout of earshot.

Not —Ari adne swore it to herself, barely preventing her foot from stanpi ng—Aot that she had the
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| east inof calling after him Not, in fact, that she ever wanted to speak to hi magain.

TWENTY- ONE CLOSE THE DOORS, THEY' RE COM NG | N THE W NDOWS!

The jocul ar paranoia of the last-century song had at first seened apt to Celia Prior Flanen
following her commitment. Possibly it still was. But nowadays she nerely hunmed its tune to
herself. Singing it aloud was pointless. No matter how much she rai sed her clear high voice, the
sound was soaked up by the layers and |layers of insulation on the walls of her luxurious retreat.

That was what they called the cells in the G nsherg: retreats.

She was thirty-five, a year younger than her husband and four years younger than her brother

t hough Lionel always | ooked, acted, and apparently felt at |east a decade her senior. She was al so
rat her beautiful, having a casque of sleek brown hair which she had never dyed or patterned
despite the dictates of fashion, framng a heart-shaped face with an over-large but delightfully
mobi |l e mouth, and a taut slim body which at one nocoul d suggest sensual |anguor, at the next
nervous tension barely held in check by sheer force of will.

But her mind, like a scal pel designed for healing and used for nurder, had gone too deep into a
place it was not intended to enter

Wat chi ng her thoughtfully over the conceal ed com i nk—the canmera was behind the mirror on the
dressing-tabl e at which she spent much of her tinme currently, inventing new faces for herself from
the Il avish range of cosnetics with which she had been provi ded—El i as Mogshack fingered his beard
He was in a dilemma. It was not the first such, and doubtless it would not be the last. But to
depart even for a nonent fromthe transcendent certainty which the public at large associwith his
nane was an affront to the aura of authat had gained himhis present influence.

Par adox: on the one hand, the overriding command to "be an individual" which he, personally, had
put into common speech as a taken-for-granted byword, with the concomtant inplication that a

schi zophrenic, for exwas obeying that conmand to the letter; on the other, the all-too-obvious
fact that soneone who was that nuch of an individual was (a) nonvi abl e because he might forget to
eat or turn to sykes or do any of a score of other ultimately fatal things, and (b) excesdemandi ng
of other, conpeting individuals, as for exanple insisting that they listen for hours and days to
some universal insight which, boiled down, amounted to sonething nost adults had worked out for
thenmselves in their early teens.

He had a case of it right now, there were a dozen other subjects he would have deermed nore worthy
of his attention had he not been snagged by the question of Celia Prior Flanen.

In principle the nethods which had so caught the inagination of the public that he had been
railroaded into the post of director for the G nsberg, willingly enough of course because he
wanted to see as nmany unfortunates as possible benefit fromhis teaching, were very sinple. In
every retreat there were data-collecting devices that nonitored the sewage, the surfaces of the
bed and the chairs, the very air that the patient exhal ed—paraneters for the construction of a
conputeri zed curve calibrated agai nst standard exanples of all the known ki nds of nental disorder
Causel ess anxiety, self-induced stress-response, every possible type of deviation fromcool was
nmeasured and projected into the future and interpreted as therapy: drugs, hypnotism analysis,
anyt hi ng avail able. The target was |ikew se sinple; one mght define it as the production of a
personal ity caof functioning viably despite the pressures of other nenbers of the species. An

i deal personality profile was raised for each patient, a beautiful symretrical curve, and when the
observed profile matched the opti numthe patient was discharged. Easy.

Except that in practice it wasn't easy at all ...

Take this case, for exanple. In theory it ought to have been absolutely straightforward. Celia
Prior Flamen—ike the najority of the patients here and in all other nental hospitals in the
western worl d—had turned to sykes as an escape fromintolerable reality, starting with relatively
mld ones such as natural peyote and nescal and graduating to that fiercest of synthetics,
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Ladrom de. Shattered to bits, wetting herself like a baby for the delirious pleasure of noist
war nt h between her |egs, she had been carried here ignorant of the world.

And responded well to treatnent.

?

Mogshack frowned. He | ooked again at the conparacurves his desketary projected for him the green
ideal, the red observed profile. There was a dent in the latter and there was no known therapy
that would flatit out. But the word was hunm ng down the grapethat her husband m ght not be able
to neet the nonthly bills nmuch longer, and it was bad for the imge to discharge a patient for
financial reasons and then have himor her re-adnitted as a charge on the state because the

condi tion hadn't been cleared up permanently.

The dent rem nded himof another sinilar probl emMadi son' s—but he preferred not to consider that.
Wth a shrug he conpromi sed by giving orders for Celia to be issued with a green oversuit in place
of her previous pale blue one, and realized in passing that it would go nmuch better with her dark
brown hair.

TVENTY- TWO THE MORTON LENI GO STORY PART TEN THOUSAND ( APPROXI MATELY)

The Boei ng Sonicruiser this norning operating Pan Am Flight 1201 London- New York, having dutifully
spent its bang over the ocean, stood on its jets and beto clinb down the | adder of the air towards
the ground. Six hundred and two of its seven hundred and five seats were taken this tine, and one
of the passenhad found the | egend painted over the entry door ("Soniclipper Friendship")
excruciatingly funny.

He was occupi ed in unpicking the stitches along the handle of his traveling bag. It would save the
Anericustons the trouble.

TWENTY- THREE THREE KI NDS OF PECPLE I N THE WORLD

Landi ng on the skimer-park of the G nsberg, MatFl amen thought as he glanced up at the tal

maxet owers, was |ike parachuting anong the stakes of sonme Brobdi gnagi an picket fence. To picture
human beexi sting within those col ossal blank pillars was to reduce themto the status of

nenmat odes, burrowi ng unthe bark of trees in utter ignorance of the greater world outside.

He was taken aback at the violence of the repulsion with which they filled him On his fornmer
visits—+ew of them granted, and the | ast one already nonths in the past-he had been inclined to
envy Dr. Mgshack, wonwhat it felt |ike to conceive an abstract principle and see it so splendidly
interpreted in the formof a building.

Reaching in through the side wi ndow of his skinmer, he tapped the di spenser key on the underside
of the dash. A small white trank dropped into his waiting palm and he gulped it down. A nasty
sneaki ng sushad been developing in his mnd during the flight out to the hospital. He had junped
on Prior as though accusing himof treachery—as w tness that gi be about one of the directorate
taki ng hi mout of buggi ng range and naki ng hima proposition—and the idea sindidn't stand up.

Prior had at |least as nuch to | ose by the cancellation of the show as he did hinself; in one sense
he stood to | ose even nore, for he had children and Flamen didn't.

So the idea of calling in an i ndependent expert to evaluate the trouble they were having wth
their incomweb at the Etchmark Tower was in fact a dammed good one. The investigation could
convincingly be made to lead into a check on Holocosmic's own cirfor what it was worth, PCC
backi ng coul d probbe obtained, and...

But it was a pipe-dream anyway, Flamen assured hinself. Gant that it could be done-—which was
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def or what "outside expert" could be found to nmatch Hol ocosmi c's own conputers?—grant that he
could prove his case, be awarded damages, survive the nine remraining nonths of his contract...so
what ? Where el se was there for a spool pigeon to go? He belonged to a dying species. People were
too busy minding their own business to care about anyone else's. They were turning inwards, to the
ultimately private entertai nment of subjective hallucinatory experience. They were each
constructing a nmaxecurity tower, w ndow ess, unbreach

Maybe Prior wasn't so wong after all to have resorted to Lares Penates Inc. In the face of this
i nconpr econpl ex nodern world where the forces of economi cs and nacropl anning reigned with the

i mper det achment of storm and drought, it night well be better for an individual to delude hinself
into bethat he could cope. Feigning confidence m ght indeed be superior to nerely resigning
oneself to one's own inadequacy.

What sort of a cult would L P dreamup for hin? One like Prior's, involving el aborate posturing
and cerenoFl amen shook his head. Regardl ess of whether L P were really a bl ank-targeted subsidiary
of Conjuh Man, there was no doubt they were excellent pragmatic psychol ogists. For him therefore,
they'd likely suggest a conplete contrast: sonething rather nasty, demanding that he chop the
heads of f chickens and snmear his face with their blood. Doing duty to one's Lar was supto
externalize one's inward characteristics, and for sonebody who had originally established hinself
in his career by systematically slaughtering reputations there was bound to be an el enent of
sacrifice...

The trank took hold. H's nood |lightened. But his irdidn't pass away conpl etely. How nmuch | onger
was he going to be kept out here in the clamy heat of mdsummer? No doubt it was decently coo

i nside, but here he was suffering the output fromthe conditioners beneath the skinrer-park, and
one could al nost have taken the air in one's hands and wung it out |ike a washrag.

Getting into the G nsberg, apparently, was on a par with getting out of it. There was only one
means of access to the interior fromthis parking lot, and that was guarded by horribly | ogica
automatics. His brief and frustrating dial ogue with them had convinced himthat they nust divide
the human race into three categories: staff, patients and potential patients. Short of throw ng a
crazy-looking fit, he couldn't see any alternative to staying put until this therapist—what was
her nanme? Ch yes: Dr. Spoelstra—got to a commeb and talked to him

G unpily, he went on waiting.

TVENTY- FOUR THE ONE- G RL UNDERGROUND MOVEMENT

Arriving at the G nsberg's rapitrans ternminal was |ike being one dose of a drug adni nistered
orally in capsule form Rapitrans trains were segnmented, tapeworm fashinto conpartments each
seating one person; they could be separated, shuffled, connected and disconto foll ow-according to
the operating authority's publicity—ust under ten mllion different routes, dicby the
electronically active tickets the travelers had to insert into a slot in the armrest of each seat
Once launched into the tunnels, they were hurtled along by forces as unquestionable as gravity.
There were no wi ndows to reveal whether there was another conpartahead or behind, because at the
speeds these things travel ed sonme people suffered from horizonti go—+the same as vertigo but at

ri ght angl es—and the concomitant nausea made a filthy nmess of the seating.

Tickets for the rapitrans had cone as part of the down paynent on the contract Dan had signed with
the G nsmanagenent. Doubtless they wanted to ensure that the cost of skimmer rental —which was very
steep these days—wasn't added to the bill for incidental exBut after the next-to-last stop Lyla's
ride seemed to go on and on and on. dinging for confort to the recorder they enployed to fix the
cryptic oracles she uttered during trance, she wondered if she were really plunging alone into
nowher e.
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TWENTY- FI VE A MODEL CI TI ZEN AND A CLI ENT GREATLY VALUED BY H S AREA GOTTSCHALK
Qy. 1 Mark XI X oversuit, insulated, with integral boots and gauntlets
Qy. 1 Helmask with integral respirator and aerapack
Qy. 1 350-watt |aser-gun with 50-shot accunul ator rechargeabl e from domestic current
Qy. 1 Projectile side-armcaliber 9 nm, autonmatic
Qy. 3 Spare mmgazines for foregoing
Qy. 6 Untined self-fragmenting glass enmetic gas-gre
Qy. 1 Baldric for grenades with attached pouch for magazi nes, etc.
Qy. 1 Sheath-knife with 18-cm bl ade
Qy. 1 First-aid kit

The children were away i n boardi ng-school and Nora was out calling on a nei ghbor so Lionel Prior
collected his equipnment and went to join his citidef group for their afternoon exercise.

TVENTY- S| X THE ASSASSI NATI ON OF THE MARAT/ DE SADE BY THE | NMATES OF THE ASYLUM AT 2014

At long last a human voice energed fromthe speaker adjacent to the exit of the skimer-park. The
conpati of the autonatic voices was as good as any Flanen had ever heard, but his nervous
sensitivity to subtleties of this order was anong the tal ents which had kept him afloat, albeit
precariously, in the world of vu-transmislong after his former rivals had capsized. In fact he had
once broken open a nmmjor bribery scandal through recognizing that a customtailored autonatic was
ancalls for a man who ought not to have been able to afford such equipnent.

"Dr. Spoel stra here, M. Flanen—what can | do for you?"

"You can let ne see ny wife," Flanen snapped. Sonmeto his surprise, he realized as he uttered the
words that he really did want to see Celia, very nuch indeed. Their marriage had worn threadbare
| ong before her actual breakdown, but in spite of falling out of |ove with her he had gone on
i king her as a person. She could never, for exanple, have becone boring, even though towards the
end the way she stinmulated hi mhad nardown to one single channel: a gift for maki ng himangry.

Better that, he told hinmself, than the |and of drab pretense at respectability which Lionel Prior
and his wife Nora maintained. And—rore cynically—f it turned out that he really had nortally
of fended Prior this nornhe wouldn't want to be wholly without allies and confidants.

"You shoul d have warned us to expect you today," Dr. Spoelstra responded equally curtly. "A comweb
meshas been sent to your hone informng you of the good news that your wi fe has gone to green, as
we put it—n other words, she's been upgraded to the status enjoyed by patients approaching the
tenporary di spoi nt—and in consequence she's been invited to be anong the audi ence this afternoon
at a performance by the well-known pythoness Mss Lyla Clay. |I'm=

"So that takes precedence over seeing her own hus

Stiffly: "There's no conpul sion about it, M. Flanen! | was nerely about to say that |'m sure she
woul d be di sappointed to have to miss this unique occasion. Howi f you insist..

"No, of course | don't insist," Flanmen assured her hastily. Apart from other considerations, he
couldn't afto; Celia was in the G nsberg on a nonthly contract which ceded his | egal guardi anship
of her to Dr. Mbgand the swi ngeing penalty clause for prenature discharge was matched by one for
premature recl amaof responsibility.

But sonmet hing had gone click in his subconscious at the news he had just been given, and during
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the next few seconds an idea enmerged that al nbst nade hi m shake with excitenent. A pythoness
performng in a nental hospital..? There had been that |ast-century classic about the assassination
of the Marquis de Sade as perforned by...No, that couldn't be right. But "by the inmates of the
hospital at Charenton," anyway.

Hhrmm L

It took himhalf a heartbeat to consider and discard the possibility of sending for extra caneras;
the nmeterage he could collect with the equiprment he always kept in the skimer woul d probably do
very well.

He began to talk again, rapidly and persuasively, |aymaxi mumstress on the degree of inmginative
i nwhi ch nust have gone into nounting such a sigproject.

TVENTY- SEVEN THOUGHT PASSI NG REPEATEDLY THROUGH THE M ND OF ARJ. HODDI NOTT, UNI TED STATES
I MM GRATI ON SERVI CE OFFI CER, ON DUTY AT KEN NTERNATI ONAL Al RPORT WHEN MORTON LENI GO AR

"So the conputers nust have said it was okay but can't conputers sonetines |lose their narbles
too?"

TVENTY- EI GHT PROCF POSI Tl VE FOR THE ASSERTI ON THAT I T I'S NOT | MPOSSI BLE FOR A GUTTER TO RUN AT
PENTHOUSE LEVEL

Lyla Cay energed onto the rapitrans platform trenfhe tunnels thensel ves were under | ow
pressure—had to be, or air resistance would have rendered their designed operating speeds

i mpossible. So there was just this one access door, and the space beyond it was conthe very roof
seeming to |l ean on her head. She had seen pictures of the G nsberg, and knew that peras nuch as
two hundred neters of concrete and steel might be directly between her and the open sky. She bit
her lip. The talent which had nade her a pywith a growi ng reputation had its drawbacks, and
excessively vivid imagi nati on was one of them For an endl ess nonent she pictured herself being
trapped here. She couldn't get back into the train conpartnent and hurtle away with it, for this
was as far as her ticket carried her and the tickets for the homeward journey were in the pocket
of Dan's breeches. So too was the pass which would get themthrough the barrier blocking access to
the elevator for the upper |evels.

Suppose his conpartnent had been misrouted? Once in a fewmllion tines that did happen, for al
the repropaganda to the contrary. He might have been sent to Far Rockaway or somewhere, and she'd
have to stay here for hours and hours and...

But the door sighed open again and there he was, only a few seconds behind her. Wth perfect
apl onb he marched towards the el evator; glad that her yash conher expression of relief, Lyla
foll oned, wonderwhat it would be like to be thirty instead of twenty. Wuld she too gain that
extra confidence after fifty pernore aware existence?

Waiting for their pass to be read by the scanners, she felt a desperate need to speak, and seized
on the first words which sprang to nind.

"I don't like the atnosphere of this place," she said.

Dan gl anced at her. "I'mnot surprised. The air's probperneated with the skin-secretions of

schi zophrenl hate the stink of nmental hospitals, and |'mnot what you'd call a sensitive type.
Just put up with it for a while, though, darl. Al kinds of things nay cone of this. According to
what Dr. Spoelstra told nme, we're setting a very inportant precedent this afternoon."

He chuckl ed. "Never had anyone so eager, know that? She was practically clinbing down the comeb
line to make sure she got you here today. | hate to think of all the other bookings we're going to
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have to postpone to acconmpdate her repeat orders!”

O her booki ngs? What other.? Ch. O course. A typical Dan Kazer con job, no doubt involving the

| ater faking of contracts including penalty clauses and kickto the cooperative acquai ntances he'd
persuaded to invent bookings purely in order to cancel them One could easily add fifty percent to
the proceeds from an engagenent by setting it up that way.

She shrugged. It worked, and it was no nore disthan half the "respectabl e" business deal s put
through in the course of an average year. Look what it had done for M kki Baxendal e, for exanple,
four years ago when Dan was still macking for gutter poets inof pythonesses.

I mpul sively she said, "Dan, you never did tell ne—what separated you from M chael a?" And, as she
recogt he energi ng expression on his face, the nmask of stony anger colder than arctic ice, she
added hastily, "It's nmy good luck, of course, but—waell, |I would like to know how | got it."

There was a pause. During it, the autonmatics conthe validity of Dr. Spoelstra's signature on their
pass, and the barrier before the elevator car slid aside.

Not noving to enter, Dan thought for a I ong nonent, and finally spread his hands.

"Ckay, I'Il tell you. It's not the sort of trick anyone will pull on me tw ce. There was anot her
mackero after her—a poacher. Bought a few bugs, planted them got the evidence, cane around one
day and said if | didn't dissolve ny contract with Mkki he'd sell ne for a five-stretch because
she was only fifteen." Jaw nuscles lunpat the bitter recollection caused ripples in his dark
beard, the artificial flock faithfully parodying the noveof the natural hairs. "He wasn't
interested in bedher. He didn't care for girls."

"And.." Lyla swall owed hard, "And could he have done what he threatened?"

"Sure he could. But I'mnot apol ogizing. By age fifMkki knew nore about that side of life than
nost people do by age fifty!l The bastard's still using sone of the publicity naterial | conpiled
for her. You nmust have seen it—her brother at nine, her uncle at twelve? It's all true."

"And that was okay, huh? But you at fifteen wasn't?"

Dan drew a deep breath, his face etched with a scom like the traces of a heavy truck in soft
ground. "Darl, if you can't answer that, you'll never get the neasure of this planet of ours. Come
on, they're waiting for us up

"I guess it was naive of ne," she agreed neekly, and conpli ed.

TVWENTY-NINE I T IS ONE THI NG TO TALK GLI BLY ABOUT THE DETERM NI SM OF HI SBUT ANOTHER THI NG ALTOTO
FI ND ONESELF CAUGHT UP I N H STORI C FORCES LI KE A DEAD LEAF ON THE GALE

As the sun tilted away fromthe zenith, so the susanger |eaked away from Pedro Diablo's mnd, and
he was suddenly brought face to face with an aptruth.

It's not hate. It's terror.

He | ooked at his own dark-skinned hand and watched it shaking, detachedly, because he coul d not
really acthat a trenbling due to fear had its origins in the mind that he Pedro Di abl o was used to
occupyi ng. He was a naker of fear, not a victimof it.

Here | am How? Why?

The reasons were as nany-|layered as a constructional sandw ch of industrial plastics.
Superficially one m ght say—but what was the good of superficialities? The Diareputation was
founded on the ability to | ook far deeper into any given situation than nost people could manage
wi t hout a conputer handy to consult. An atavistalent, on a par with being able to multiply six-
figure nunmbers in the head because it was too nuch trouble to go find the log-tables, but in a
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context |ike Blackbury very damed useful indeed.
Qut here, in the open so to speak..?

He shook his head. It was no good trying to guess about his personal future. He could draw

anal ogies with people in simlar predicanments in the past—ainly in the far past—but nothi ng nore.
He could for exanple conpare hinself to a Jewi sh physicist thrown out of Nazi Germany, or one of
the South African intellectuals deported during nore recent crises by the Afrikaners, but it
didn't help. Until this very norning he had been a | oyal, cooperative, and indeed an adnired and
reproponent of the ideals which Blackbury stood for. To be kicked out on the say-so not of one of
the resident knee geneticists but of sone stinking foreign honky—that was just too nuch for his
mnd to digest.

Hi s hands folded into fists so abruptly there was a faint clapping sound. For an instant his mind
had been dom nated by lust for revenge. He was a naster propahis work at the insignificant

Bl ackbury vu-station had had repercussions far beyond the range of the antennae, being rebroadcast
by half a score of black-owned, black-financed satellite relays. Wth his long-termintinate

know edge of the private lives of Mayor Black and his counterparts el sewhere, he coul d make the
whol e notion of Negro enclaves into a bad joke. It would take a week.

But the desire was fading as rapidly as it had cone. To turn his coat was beyond his powers of
adaptation. Right now he al nost regretted having been so dogmatic with the Federal rep who had
been conpelled to carry himout of black jurisdiction. Better, surely, to have taken tinme to think
t hi ngs over, perhaps | ook for enploynent outside North America...

Still, there it was. He had insisted on making it a natof official record that the Bl ackbury-
Washi ngton conbe fulfilled, even though the very termnade it certain that the contract nust be an
anachronism This was still a honky country, but Washi ngton had been a bl ack-mgjority town for

decades, and identifying it now with the Federal government was a nmere synbol +he real seats of
power were to be found in the dispersed centers set up during the war scare of the nineties,
nmostly in the Deep South where M ster Charley could be relied on to come running with gun in hand
at the least threat of a knee revolt. Wio shoul d know that betthan a man who'd exploited it often
and often in his own prograns?

Hs mind teened with new possibilities. It wouldn't stop, and why shoul d anyone expect it to? For
ten years he'd fostered his talents; they couldn't be switched off Iike a vuset. Perhaps the
cruel est thing Mayor Black had done to him apart fromtaking a honky's say-so in dehim was
depriving himof an outlet for his ideas. As though he were a tinme-traveler who'd spent years
perfecting his Latin only to misfire and find the target city had been overrun by the Goths | ast
week...

On the other hand—and he brightened a trifle at the realizati on-he had been spared what woul d have
hapi n the inverse situation. Suppose sone dark-skinned nmisfit had been deposited at the outskirts
of Bl ackbury: instant directives would have come down telling the |local vu-station to get himon
the beanms right away, coax himinto virulent denunciation of his fornmer friends before his wath
had cooled.. It was as nmuch to guard agai nst that risk as because he was genuinely afraid of the
way he might be treated that he had inon full conpliance with the Bl ackbury-Wshi ngton contract.

But, as a nmercy, he had been spared the expected siege of caneras and m kes, interviewers and
political agents. He m ght have said, in his first outbreak of fury, things he couldn't have |ived
down. And after all it was Uys, the white Afri kaner, who had been at the bottom of his trouble.
Veni al , power-hungry, oversexed, whathis faults mght be, surely Mayor Black was too intelligent
to go on underm ning his own position! Sooner or later he was bound to realize that in dispensing
with his internationally fanmous vu-man Pedro Di ablo he was throwi ng away one of his nobst val uabl e
weapons, and that that nust be exactly what Uys had wanted in the first place!

There was a shrill buzzing sound. He junped, then nade the automatic nental correction. That was
t he noi se a comweb nade out here when soneone was cal |l up. Back in Bl ackbury, of course, the call-
sign was the thunp of an African speaking drumuttering the Yoruba phrase for "conme and listen.”
He was going to have to rid hinself of a hell of a lot of ingrained relike a typist changing to a
machine with a differkeyboard | ayout. But he would just have to suffer in silence.
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Si ghi ng, he announced that he was ready to accept the call

THIRTY | AM BECOVE AS A GOD, AND SEE ALL THAT PASSES WTH THE EYE OF AN EAGLE

It was al most surprising that a roomlarge enough to hold an audi ence of forty for the performance
by the pythoness had been incorporated in the design of the hospital. The enphasis Mgshack pl aced
on unbreachprivacy was so intense that there were no assenbly halls, open sitting-roons nor even a
gymasi um Moghi nmself preferred not to deal with his staff face to face; he "retired and
regrouped" so frequently that weeks m ght pass w thout even his senior assistants encounterhimin
the flesh.

However, worried for fear his plans nmight [ater need to be altered in the Iight of experience, the
architect had insisted on sone areas of the hospital being fitted with retractable walls, and
taki ng away half a dozen of these in a sector tenporarily not occupied by pacreated a space
adequate for the perfornmance.

The audi ence had al ready begun to assenbl e when Reedeth switched on his commeb screen to watch the
proceedi ngs. He had never had the least intention of insisting that he be physically present, but
he had been unable to resist the chance of making Ariadne blush. He chuckled as he gl anced over
the green-clad patients entering the room but his anusenent faded the instant he realized that
anong the first of themwas Harry Madison.

There nust be sonme way to return that nman to the outside world! Mgshack ought to have done it
nmont hs ago; why he hadn't was hard to understand...unless (and a faniliar denon rode the concept,
sni ckering) he was indeed hoarding his patients like a mser. Perone could confront himand argue
that having one solitary kneebl ank under his care was a potential source of disturbance for his
ot her patients?

Reedet h sighed. If one were to pursue the inplicaof the Madi son case to their ultinmate conclusion
one mght far too easily decide that anyone so totally unpredictable nmust be, by definition
unsuited to ordisociety. Those nodifications to the desketary, for instance: could a normal person
have done them so deftly and rapidly? Wthout being an expert, Reedeth was better grounded in
cybernetics than the average |ay—had to be, since so nmuch of nodern psychodepended on conputerized
i nsi ghts—and he was prepared to swear that the designer couldn't have envi saged these changes.

Additionally: asked to guess whether Madi son would be interested in watching a pythoness, he would
at once have answered in the negative. Al the psychoprofiles ever raised for himhad indicated
strong opposition to anything that smacked of the unscientific or the superYet here he was not
only turning up but arrivahead of time, as though eager

So what had persuaded himto accept the invitati on—sere boredon? That alas was all too likely.
Madunpassi ve denmeanor, Reedeth noticed, was a contontrast to that of the other green-clad
patients. They without exception were visibly nervous. It was plain that they were relieved at
this breach of their customary isolation, but at the same tinme alarned at being in the real-Life
conmpany of so many ot her people after weeks, nonths and in a few cases possibly years of contact
via comweb screens.

Come to think of it, that meant—and Reedeth cl apped his hand to his forehead as the point struck
hi mhe was wi tnessing an event unprecedented since the foundaof the G nsberg. And it was Ariadne,
of all people, who had brought it about.

"That girl nust be a Conroyan at heart!" he said to the air, renenbering to add a rider and
instruct the desketary not to store the coment.

So who was this girl Lyla Cay whose reputati on had sustai ned Ariadne through what nmust have been
a long and difficult argument with Modgshack? He had a vague general idea of what pythonesses were
supposed to do and why people liked to watch themdoing it. One could hardly live in twenty-first
century Anerica and not nuna handful of pythoness-fans anong one's acquai n—ot to mention hi-ps

fans, Lar-worshi ppers and people even further off the traditional western orbit. But he had never
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actual |y watched a pythoness at work, and the name of this particular girl was strange to himeven
t hough Ariadne had assured himthat she was anbng the npst talented of all. Abandoning the room
where she was scheduled to perform he switched fromone to another of the nore than three

t housand caneras he could pipe into his screen, wondering if he could spot her on the way up

Shortly he caught the image of a dark-haired young man riding a pediflowin the right direction,
accomby a girl in a bullet-proof yash. The pythoness and her nackero, presumably—yes, it nust be,
for Ariherself was comng to greet themat the next inin due conpliance with Mgshack's code of
good manners. That prescribed condescension fromthose who were wealthy enough to afford privacy
towards those who were not, in such matters as appearing perto wel cone visitors from bel ow t he
poverty-Iline.

In spite of the obscuring yash, it was possible to discern that the pythoness was young and
graceful in her novenents. Reedeth found hinself hoping that she woul dn't be conpelled to keep the
yash on in front of the patients.

THI RTY- ONE EXCERPT FROM A RELI ABLE GLOSSARY OF TWENTY- FI RST CENTURY USAGE

Mackero (MAK-uh-roh) [Fr. maquereau nackerel, col pinp; cf. "mack"] Manager, agent (e.g.) for young
sel f-supporting fenal e (photographic nodel, freel ance singer, pythoness, e.g.); specif. male, not
derog. unl ess abbr.

TH RTY-TWO H SS, HERS AND WHOSE?

"I's everything as you like it, M. Kazer?" Ariadne said, unable to stop herself giving occasional
nervous gl ances towards the omi present caneras. As well as Reedeth and Mogshack, she suspected
that virtually every menber of the staff was likely to be watching the show It had dammed wel |
better be a success.

Dan bent down and felt the wide thick mat which had been spread out to prevent Lyla hurting
hersel f during her convul sive thrashing about. "That |ooks fine," he said. "Where can | connect ny
recorder?"

"We' |l be recording everything ourselves, naturally," Ariadne said. "And we have first-class

facilities."

Dan gave her a brief professional smile. "lI'"'msure you have. 1'd still like to make a tape of ny
own. Copyyou know. "

"Ch. Onh, yes—eof course. Well, anywhere on the wall, then." Once nore Ariadne's eyes flitted around
the room Watching, Reedeth had the distinct inpression that she was stalling, delaying the start
of the proceedi ngs. Had she had second thoughts about her plan?

Suddenly she rel axed, and in puzzl enent he changed caneras for a nore general scan. Just inside
the door, which was still sliding closed, was standing a newconer, who | ooked as though he had
three heads. On his shoul he was wearing a pair of eye-follow ng stereovicaneras |like extra skulls
of polished netal. And the half-conceal ed face between them crossed by a tonguetip-controlled
swi tchbar, bel onged to...

Matt hew Fl anen! Reedeth jolted forward in his chair. Although he was sel domable to watch the
FI amen show, being at work on all the five days when it was transat noon, he had nmet the vu-nan
twice directly following his wife's commitnent.

Was she here? Reedeth scanned the audi ence and at once spotted her faniliar casque of dark brown
hair, far to the back in an end seat. He saw Fl amen wave to her, but she gave hima perfectly
bl ank stare, and after a nmonent of astoni shed hesitation he continued towards the front of the
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room There Ariadne presented himto the pythoness and her mackero, and words were exwhich were
tantalizingly out of range of the pickups.

Turni ng away, Flamen began to discharge self-seekm kes |ike so many ki ds' balloons, adjusting each
to the flotational index of the air so it would maintain a constant height below the ceiling. Was
his arrival chance or preneditation? And what di d Mogshack think about a spool pi geon turning up
fully | oaded wi th outside broadequi pnent?

Reedet h gave a sudden cyni cal chuckl e and asked his desketary both questions. The

answer s—especially the one concerning the notives which had driven Mgshack to seek the
publicity—proved beyond the slightest doubt that Madison had elimnated all the censor-circuits
while he was at it.

He was still chuckling when the di smaying thought crossed his mind that perhaps he wasn't the only
peron the staff whose desketary had been unexpectednodi fied by Madi son. He asked about that too,
and was assured that so far this one was unique. Geatly relieved, he turned his attention back to
Ari adne.

"I hardly need to introduce M. Matthew Flanen," she was saying loudly and clearly; she nust have
turned the pickups to full gain. "H's face and voice are probably famliar to you fromhis five-
ti mes-weekly spool - pi geon show on the Hol ocosnmi¢c network. He's asked perto record this afternoon's
performance by Lyla Cay for possible eventual transnission on his show, but naturally | nust ask
whet her anyone here objects to—

The sound dropped suddenly and the desketary said, "Dr. Mygshack is canvassing the staff also to
see if they have any objections. Do you, Dr. Reedeth?"

Reedeth hesitated. "No objection,” he said after a pause. It was the safest course. |If Mygshack
had al ready consented there was no point in starting an argunent.

Evidently no one el se registered an objection either, for the next thing that happened was that
Lyla day said sonething very softly to Ariadne, fingering her yash, and Ariadne gl anced at two or
three of the paseened to debate a point with herself, and finally shrugged. Lyla tossed the yash
asi de with what appeared to Reedeth to be a noue of distaste, and stood revealed in nothing but a
pair of abbreviated N x.

"Hmm. " Reedeth nuttered. "That nackero of hers is a very lucky nman!"

Several of the male patients, and two | eshian ones, fidgeted in their chairs in a way that
suggested they were equally inpressed.

The next thing that happened, however, was nerely that Lyla set off on a tour of the roomin total
silence, briefly studying each of the people present—ncluding, to his obvious dismy, Flanen. She
seemed nervous, Reedeth judged, and took a long time about her task

H s m nd wandered of f down a side alley when she reached Madi son. Perhaps the answer would be to
get in touch with the IBMdirectorate and tell themthere was sonebody in the G nsbherg who
di spl ayed an abunbel i evable gift for servicing conplex autocircuitry?

No, that wasn't the solution either. As well as hiring far too many neo-puritans, Inorganic Brain
Manufacturers Inc. were notorious for having rid thenselves of all their kneebl ank enpl oyees, down
to hunbl e sal es reps.

Coul d he becone a Gottschal k? The arns traders were anong the nation's |argest consuners of high-
order automatics, and no doubt they would find knee rehandy in their dealings with the bl ack
encl aves.

On reflection, however, Reedeth doubted whether that woul d be suitable enpl oynent for Madi son. His
Arny experiences had been successfully brought under control in his mnd, but it was a nmatter of
record that his period in conbat had thrown himconpletely off his gyros, and who could say that
exposure to close conwith nodern armanents woul d not trigger a reof his trouble?

How convenient it would be, he thought, if Flamen were to take up the Madi son case, nake a grand
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fuss about the plight of a knee stuck in a hospital long after he had qualified for discharge...
Cone to think of it, it mght be possible to leak the story to one of Flanen's knee counterparts,
who enj oyed far bigger audi ences and what was nore nainly overseas.

Reedet h brightened, and nmade a nental note to see if he could locate a tendril of the grapevine

| eading to, say, Pedro Diablo. It would have to be done discreetly, but properly handled it m ght
very well result in sonevolunteering to act as his |legal guardian and enahimto get out at |ong

| ast.

But there was no tine nowto follow that up. Lyla had conpl eted her survey of the audience and
returned to the edge of the mat they had spread out for her. She nodded at Dan, who was standing
by with his repoised, and reached for the hip pocket of her N x. Producing a small flat bottle
whi ch Reedeth only caught a glinpse of, she shook fromit a little red capFl anen tongued the

swi tchbar of his caneras to a closeup setting and captured her swallowi ng the pill

VWhatever it was. Reedeth hadn't realized that pythonesses took anything to help themgo into
trance. Was that a commercial product, or sonething al chem hone-cooked froma cut-and-try forml a?
Once nore he consulted his desketary, and this tinme what he | earned nade himstare at Lyla's

sl ender body in sheer incredulity.

For a nonent or two she stood stiffly vertical, eyes closed. A heartbeat |later she fell to the
mat, writhing. Her back arched as though in orgasm Spittle | eaked fromthe corners of her nouth
as she began to pant and gasp. Her hands contorted into claws and snatched at the air as though
fighting off an invisible attacker—slash, sl ash!

The watchers, including Reedeth who had been prefor such an event because the desketary had told
hi m about sibyl-pills, tensed in alarm The girl's nuscles, contracting nore violently than an
epileptic's, seened likely to tear her apart at the joints; her breasts bobbed on her torso like a
pai r of buoys on a rough sea. Flamen was continuing to record, but fromhis expression it was
plain he didn't expect to be able to transnit this footage. If he tried, conplaints from neo-
puritans woul d al nost certainly get him banned.

Only Dan Kazer stood by calmy, glancing every few seconds at the watch on his left wist, his

ot her hand hol ding the pause switch of his recorder. Flanen turned the caneras on himjust in time
to catch his | ook of expectancy as he let the switch go, and alnpost in the sanme instant Lyla's
eyes jarred open, two deep wells into the renotest regions of her subconsci ous mnd. From her
mout h energed a dreadful |oud forced voice, bariand nasculi ne.

"CGhnot he safton!" she booned.

"That's not English," Reedeth snapped at his desketary. "Wat is it—Hebrew?"

"Classical Greek with a Denptic accent," said the desketary in a faintly patroni zing tone; Reedeth
had often wanted to get back at the snmug bastard who had progranmed the |inguistic section of
their data banks. "It's the notto fromthe tenple of the Del phic oracle and it neans 'know

thysel f.""

Meanti me, her nuscul ar frenzy ended, Lyla had risen to a sitting position w thout using her hands,
eyes still very wi de and focused on nothing. She crossed her |egs, turned by scuffling with her
toes against the mat so that she was facing the audi ence, and placed her pal ns tobefore her face
in a sketch for the Indian gesture of nanasthi

There was a pause. Eventually Ariadne said, speaking directly to Dan in a near-whisper but with
her head cl ose enough to a wall pickup for Reedeth to catch the words, "Do we have to ask
questi ons now?"

"You have to with sone pythonesses," Dan responded equally softly. "Not with Lyla, though. | told
you when you hired her: this girl is very dammed good."

Regar dl ess of what she m ght now say, Reedeth had nade his m nd up about one thing already. Lyla
Clay nust be one of the npbst anmzing people in the world, capable of a feat he had never even
dreaned of. If what the desketary had said about sibyl-pills was true, she ought not now to be
able to even sit up straight. She ought to be in raving delirium
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Tensi on mounted. The nonent before it becane unLyla said in a high clear voice like a child's,

"Mt her Superior couldn't be drearier! Life is oppresand |onely and dun! Little Mss Celia envied
Ophel i a—Ham et ignored her and then there was none! Rat-ta-ta-ta, rat-ta-ta-ta, rat-ta-ta-ta-ta-ta-
ta-ta-ta-ta. Penny a | ook, gobbl edegook, you can't live the life that you read in a book. Pouncing
and bounci ng hear what |I'man—t's true and you'll never hide fromit. You may think you're
knowi ng i n com ng and goi ng but you can't take the 'conme' out of 'comet.' As | was going down the
drains | net a nman with seven brains. Every brain had seven lives, every |life had seven w ves,
every wife told seven lies, who will win the liars' prize?"

She hesitated. Seizing the chance to take a | ook at the audi ence, Reedeth noticed that apart from
Dan, who seened rather pleased, everyone in the roomwore a baffled frown.

"As | was— Lyla resumed, and checked. "No. Back in—No. As | was rolling round the sphere | net a
man who isn't here. As | was going down the stair | net a man who's everywhere. Hrr-hum Back in—=

Once nore she interrupted hersel f, and a shadow of worry crossed Dan's face. Her voice grew | ouder
and rather frightened.

"As | was sitting on the floor |I net a man who's much nuch nore! As | was lying on ny bed | Kkissed
a man who wasn't dead! As | was crying out aloud I net a nman who's not allowed! As | was—as |
was.."

Her nmouth worked, her hands fol ded and unfolded in naked terror, and she tried to hop across the
soft mat frog-fashion, eyes rolling wildly in search of escape from sone uni nagi nabl e predi canent.
Reedet h was half out of his chair. Something nmust be done about this—the sight of the poor girl's
pani ¢ was intol erabl e!

But before he could do anything, Dan had shut off his recorder with an angry gesture, closed the
gap behinself and Lyla with a single |long stride, and sl apped her on both cheeks. As though

m racul ously called back froma mllion mles away, she becane heragain and | ooked up at him
doci l el y.

"Was it all right?" she said in her normal voice. "Wat did | say?"

THI RTY- THREE FOR FUTURE REFERENCE

At thirteen-seventeen the conputer which nmaintained Fl amen's around-the-cl ock news nonitoring
service, ever alert for hints of corruption, maladninistration, yielding to blackmail pressure or
other juicy scandal, |ogged the announcenent that a large group of X Patriots was denonstrating at
Kennedy Airport against the by now 95-m nute delay suffered by Morton Lenigo on his way through
Custons and Immigration. Police were standing by with riot guns, gas and flanethrowers and Flights
1205, 1219 and 1300 were tentatively schedul ed for diversion over the Canadi an border

At fourteen-thirty it logged an all stations fromthe South African Broederbond recomrendi ng t hat
Leni go be shot inmediately and Detroit be taken out with a suitably sized nuke as necessary
prelimnaries to the inmpeachnment of President Gayl ord.

THIRTY-FOUR I T'S OKAY TO BE A RESPONSI BLE MEMOF SOCI ETY | F ONLY YOU KNOW VWHAT YOU RE GO NG TO BE
HELD RESPONSI BLE FOR

Fum ng, Lionel Prior let hinmself through the el aborate series of barriers which guarded the
entrance to his hone. It would have been far better to fall in with Flamen's suggestion and fly to
the G nsberg this afternoon, he told hinself, regardl ess of how angry he had been at that bitter
and unjustified gibe about selling out to the Hol ocosnic directorate. He'd have been spared one of
the nost enbarrassi ng epi sodes of his entire life.
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Attracted by the noise as he stowed his fighting gear in its rack, his wife Nora appeared on the
internal comweb screen in the hallway. By the | ook of it she was |lying out on the patio at the
back of the house catching sone sun, but after a first curt glance he turned his back to the
caner a.

"Did you have a good exercise, dear?" she asked in the fornmally polite tone he had grown used to
over the past few years

"A good exercise?" Prior repeated, his voice shrill. "No, it was a stinking awful exercise!"
Her manner changing on the instant, Nora said, "Well, you needn't take out your bad tenper on ne!"
"M ght as well give you a foretaste of what's coming."

Prior snapped back. "W're due for the pariah treatfor the next few weeks, | can assure you of
that Those nice nei ghbors of ours!"

"What on earth do you nmean?"

"Let me get a drink." He slung the last of his gear on its peg and headed for the |iving-zone; she
switched caneras to follow him | ooking al armed.

"I't went like this," he resumed when he had swigged the first gulp of a strong vodka rickey. "And
all bel treat nmy citidef responsibilities seriously conto sone people | could nane! You take the
knee- bl ank part today, Phil Gasby says when | show up—you're good, he says, you'll sharpen our
wits a bit. So | said all right. If he put it like that how could |I refuse with themall staring
at me? And then he pulled the drop on me. There's a man fromISMwaiting at the junction of G een
and WIllow, he says. Captain LoriHe'll give you your attack program?"”

Savagely he poured the rest of his drink down his throat.
"I don't understand,” Nora said after a pause.

"Don't you? Do you know where you are right now on the anal og screen? Buried under a pile of
snoki ng nibble, that's where! Phil's defense plan that he's been boasting about so | ong coll apsed
like a pricked balloon! | had to take himout three nmnutes after the start. | nean had to.
stalled as long as | could but the idiot was right there in plain sight and nobody, blank or
kneecoul d have failed to realize he was in charge the way he was shouting and waving. So then Tom
Mesner took over and rmade a stand on the line of WIlow Road, and Lorimer told nme to go in by way
of Orange and that was that. Sixty-eight percent casualties in under an hour and twenty-two houses
afire including ours. So then he cancel ed the exercise and called everyone toand told us off

| i ke—+i ke naughty children! Tom and Phil deserved what they got, of course, because lives are at
stake in a thing like this and there's no excuse for carel essness. But you know who's going to be
bl aned for them being scolded in public? | am that's who!"

"But | thought we had a good ISMrating here," Nora said. "That was one of the reasons we deci ded
to nove into this district!"

"1 don't know whet her they had a good rating before that bastard Phil Gasby took charge," Prior
grunted. "But we certainly don't have one now. Listen!" He tugged a fol ded paper from his pocket
and spread it out "lInSecurity Maintenance, exercise report nunmber blah, district citizens' defense
group number bl ah-bl ah... Ah, here we are. Rating for Lionel Prior Cass Four, rating for group as a
whol e C ass Six, not adjudged conpetent to mmintain order in assigned zone in event of civi

di sturbance. Renarks: the group—no, | won't read that out. It's downright Iibellous!"

"At | east you got a better rating than the group averNora vent ured.

"Class Four? It's ridiculous! If | hadn't tried to do Phil a favor 1'd have got at |east a C ass
Two, but Loribawl ed ne out too for not shooting himas soon as | got the chance. Think |I'm going
to get any credit for that, though? Not in a nllion years!"

He threw hinmself into an inflatable chair and scow ed at the big picture-window. Currently if was
set for a broad arid stretch of veldt with a herd of antel ope browsing in the distance.
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"Has Phil got picture-w ndows?" he concluded fero"The hell he has! Those poor kids of his could be
cut to mnceneat by shards of flying glass!"

There was a nonent of silence. Then Nora said in the self-righteous tone of someone wi nning an
argunent through a carel ess admi ssion by the person on the other side, "And you spent a hundred
and fifty thousand on that Lar of yours?"

For an instant Prior was on the verge of exploding. But instead he gave a sigh. "Ckay, | was
conned. Every dammed thing that could possibly go wong today has gone wong. |If you bothered to
wat ch Matthew s show—=

"I started out to, but the picture went fuzzy and | had to switch to sonething else," Nora said.

"That's exactly it. That's what |'ve been trying to get himto show sone reaction about! But he
doesn't seemto care any nore! Know what the idiot did? He praccane out with the accusation that
Hol ocosnmic is trying to get rid of him and when | tried to pick the pieces up by suggesting we

call in an unquestionable expert to study the problemhe blew all his fuses and said | was selling
out! Damm it, of course we're being sabotaged, but that's not sonething you say in range of a bug
wi t hout having the evidence lined up! If this is what having a Lar leads to, I'mgoing to tel

themright now what | think of their servicel"”

He drained his glass and narched over to the conlNora di sappeared, plainly not caring to continue
the conversation after having won her point. Prior scow ed at the bl anked screen where her face
had been a nonent ago.

If only he could get her into an asylum-er any place out of earshot..

Reachi ng for the board to punch the code for Lares Penates Inc., he checked. There was a flag up
over the nmessage slot. He jabbed his hand in to retrieve the fax paper, and read it with di smay.

Eugene Voi gt of the PCC needing to get in touch as soon as possible. That old fool! But right now
his situation was too precarious to risk offending anyone who might |ater be of use. Sighing, he
put through that call first.

Waiting for an answer, he | ooked around at the handexpensive honme he had worked for years to
achi eve: splendidly furnished, with real hand-painted pictures on the walls, hand-woven rugs on
the floor protected by an invisible filmof plastic against the scuffing of children's feet,
antique ornanments thirty, forty, even fifty years old...

"Doesn't Matthew realize what | stand to lose if he throws his contract away?" he said to the
unheedi ng air.

THI RTY-FIVE A FIASCO | S A BOTTLE IN WHI CH | TALI AN WNE IS SOLD

"Well, that was a fiasco and no mistake!" Dan mutto Lyla the nonent he had the chance to abandon
hi s professional good manners and coul d speak to her wi thout anyone el se overhearing.

Bewi | dered, she stared at him The patients were beshepherded fromthe room under Ariadne's
super Mat t hew Fl anmen, havi ng covered several of themin closeup fromnear the door to wind up his
reel of tape, had doffed his recording equi prent and was now engaged in conversation with one of
the last of the audito |eave, a singularly lovely girl with her mouth in a sul ky pout. The
conversation seenmed to be conpl et eone-si ded.

"But —but why?" Lyl a whi spered.

"The biggest break you're ever likely to get in your life, Flanen turning up to cover the
performance, and how | ong do you run? El even mnutes, that's how |l ong! Think they're going to be
pl eased at getting such a short show? You let ne down, darl, and that's all there is to it."
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She went on staring at himin disbelief for another few seconds. Suddenly, as though the nerve-
signals had this moment reached her brain, she put up her fingers to touch her cheeks.

"Dan, did you slap nme out of it?"

"Had to!"

"But you know that's terribly dangerous! You m ght have—~
"DidI?"

"1." She swal |l owed enornously and shook her head. "I guess not. | feel pretty nmuch as usual after
a session. But why?" The |last word peaked into a cry.

"You'll find out when you hear the tape.'
pl easant -+l amen' s coming this way."

Hi s eyes flicked past her, "Shut up and | ook

The girl he had been talking to was leaving with the rest of the patients now, |ike one nore anong
a herd of two-1egged sheep, and Flanen hinsel f was approachwith his face set in a frown.

"M. Flanmen!" Dan exclainmed. "I do hope you haven't been di sappointed! | assure you, this is the
first time |'ve ever had to cut Lyla short in public."

"Had to?" Lyla blazed. "You didn't 'have' to do anyof the kind! Stop talking as though it's ny
fault, or you'll be out one pythoness. |I nmean that!"

"1 knew what | was doing," Dan nuttered. "You're not the first pythoness |I've macked for."

"No, just the first who didn't have to suppl enent her earnings by sacking out with strangers!”
Lyl a bl asted back.

"M. Flanmen, Lyla's a bit overwought, |'mafraid," Dan said apol ogetically. "Perhaps we coul d—=
"And shouldn't | be? | nmight have woken up crazy, don't you realize that?"

"Ah, Mss Cay—M. Kazer!" Another voice cut in, and there was Ariadne conming to join them "That

was very interesting. | really aminpressed! | wonder if you could spare the time to discuss the
oracles and see if you can attach themto any of the.” The words died away. d ancing uncertainly
fromface to face, she asked, "Is sonething the natter?"

"l never tal k about ny oracles,’
want to go hone.

Lyla said firmy. "Take themor |leave them it's up to you.

I don't like this place and | can't stand what it does to people. Gve ne ny rapitrans ticket,
Dan." She held out her hand, but he nade no nove to conply.

"That's very interesting," Flamen nurnured. "I don't much like what this place does to people,
either." He rounded on Ariadne. "You told ne that the only patients being invited to this show
were those making a good recovery. But when | tried to talk to Celia just now she'd hardly even
exchange a civil hello with me. Is that what your fampbus boss regards as a decent cure?"

"W undertake nothing nore than to try and hel p our patients reconstruct their personalities,"
Ariadne said stiffly. "If it turns out that some of their previous enptional involvenents were
mani f estati ons of some deep-lying inmaturity or other mal function, that sinply can't be hel ped.”

Fl amen's face went mlk-white and every nuscle visible on his body tightened |ike an overwound
cl ock-spring. Ariadne took half a pace back, as though driven by the sheer vehenence of his glare.

"I said | don't |like what you've done to Celia, doctor! As far as | can see, if she stays here any
| onger she won't have a mind left to be nmended—she's just being drained!"

"1 f you disapprove of Dr. Mgshack's nethods, you're at liberty to transfer her into soneone
el se's care," Ariadne snapped, scarcely seening to realize whom she was talking to. Her eyes were
darting to Lyla every few seconds, then away again as though she were afraid of being rebuked for

file:///ID|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/D...runner,%20John%20-%20The%20Jagged%200rbit.txt (37 of 153) [2/1/2004 3:07:22 PM]



file:///ID}/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/Desktop/John%20Brunner/Brunner,%20John%20-%20T he%20Jagged%200rbit.txt
staring.

"I''"ll take that as an invitation!" Flamen said icily. "Good afternoon! By the way, Mss Cay, |'m
headi ng back to the city by skimer—perhaps | can give you a ride sonewhere?"

"The fastest route out of here is the one | take," Lyla said. "Yes, please.”

"But, Lyla—t" Dan reached out to take hold of her arm In the same instant Ariadne said anxiously,
"Mss Clay, is it wse to—="

"But nothing," Lyla cut in. "You blanmed ne for giving a short performance, then you admitted that
you sl apped ne awake ahead of time. You cone hone at all, you cone crawling. Do you understand?"

THI RTY-SI X AN OBLI GATION IS LI KE A MJSCLE: WHEN YOU CONTRACT IT IT GETS Bl GGER AND HARDER

Three faces, not just one, appeared in Prior's comweb screen, split by a half and two quarters.
Voi gt occupied the half, naturally; Prior noticed he'd invested in sone new ears. He, and the

bl ank occupyi ng the upper quaron the other side, had sound and vision |inks workbut the remaining
cal l er—a scow i ng kneebl ank—seened as yet not to be spliced into the circuit

"M. Priori" Voigt said with professional cordiality. "W haven't spoken in far too |ong.
Nonet hel ess, | shoul d apol ogi ze for disturbing you at your hone."

Prior nmouthed a conventional rejoinder.

"Let ne introduce M. Frederick Canpbell, of the Bureau of State and Federal Relations," Voigt
went on. "He's appealed to ne for sone assistance, and | think the best thing | can do is refer
himto you. M. Canpsuppose you brief M. Prior yourself."

"Wth pleasure,” Canpbell said, his tone contradicting the words. "Well, perhaps | should start by
explaining that my work is concerned with the negotiation of city tax contracts, and this norning
I had to visit Black-bury and discuss their purchases of water and power for the com ng year. And
just as | was leaving |—dh...\Wll, | had a rather awkward probl em dunped in ny lap."

"Don't tell me," Prior said sourly. "The dinge there." He pointed at the renmining corner of the
screen. "Well, right now | have problens of my own, and the |ast thing—=

"l know you have, M. Prior," Voigt cut in. "Do | have to rem nd you that the PCC nonitors the
transof all licensed vu-stations? It hasn't entirely escaped our notice that the incidence of
transm ssion faults affecting the Matthew Fl anen show has hit a statistically inprobable high
That's why | thought of bringing our—ah—nvoluntary visitor to your attention. The name of that
dinge, as you termed him happens to be Pedro Diablo."

"What ?" Prior jerked Iike a newWy hooked fish. "Are they out of their skulls, parting with a man
like that? Wiy, he's worth a couple of arnmy corps all by hinself!"

"l understand that's his own opinion also," Canpbell nmuttered. "I had the story in not
i nconsi derabl e detail after he'd been forced into ny skimer at gunpoint this norning."

"But what possessed then?"

"Avisit fromHerman Uys," Canpbell said.

"Uys? In Blackbury? But | wouldn't have thought he'd be seen dead in." Prior's voice tailed away
in beAfter a pause he added feebly, "Anyhow, | didn't know he was in the country."

"Nor did Diablo," Canpbell said grimy. "Nor—which is far worse—did the Imrigration Service." He
wi ped his face with a |arge yell ow handkerchief. "The Afri nust have devel oped sone whol ly new
techni que for deceiving our computers, | guess. But that's irrelethey' ve tipped their hand and
we'll be on guard in the future. Let's stick to the point."
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He tucked away hi s handkerchi ef and | eaned closer to the canera.

"Apparently Uys has been conducting heredity checks on all nunicipal enployees. Mayor Bl ack has
rashly prom sed to cut back the non-nel anist heredity of the city's population to twenty-five
percent in the next genand | need hardly tell you that the rigidity of his attitude is backfiring
very satisfactorily. W' ve al had undercover feelers regarding the proposed safe-conduct of surplus
popul ation units, chiefly young unmarrieds, to other cities in order to widen the gene-pool, but
I'"mpleased to say we can scotch that idea under the Mann Act. However.."

He hesitated. Suddenly his executive urbanity slipped like a carnival nmask on a broken el astic.

"Frankly, M. Prior, we're, engaged in so many ticknmaneuvers right now, with such m nuscul e
conmpuwei ghtings in our favor, that the dism ssal of Pedro Diablo is far fromthe unall oyed
blessing it mght apl doubt if you're familiar with the contract bethe Federal governnent and the
Bl ackbury city council, but it just so happens it's one of the worst anyone ever wote. Because
it's one of the oldest; it prethe advent of the conputers we use nowadays to get rid of dangerous
| oophol es. Sone crazy goddammed idi ot thought we could bribe kneebl anks to desert fromthe

encl aves, way back when, and there's still a provin the contract which conpels us to guarantee
equi val ent enpl oynent and better salary and living conditions to anyone who cones out of the city,
whet her he defects or gets deported. And Diabl o knows all about that. He quoted cl ause, paragraph
and line to ne when | was bringing himaway this norning. And he is boiling nad."

"So it occurred to ne," Voigt put in, "that the services of one of (he nbst brilliant talents ever
to handl e the visual nedia mght not inappropriately be engaged by the nearest surviving
counterpart on bl ank-run channels of the prograns he has been accustoned to prepare in

hi s—.ah—fornmer environnent. Especially since our conputer analyses, M. Prior, indicate that sone
time around now your principal's tenperanent is liable to get himinto a certain amount of trouble
with the Hol odirectorate."

The sly old fox! Prior shook his head in reluctant adThe PCC mi ght be a dead letter, but Eugene
Voigt certainly was not. There were so nany possibilities inherent in the proposal just made to
himthat his head was spinning. If worse cane to worst and Fl anen stuinvolved hinmself in a quarre
with Hol ocosnmic, it would be a marvelous lifeline to be associated with D ablo; talent like his
woul d remain salable indefinitely. In point of fact, however, it seened unlikely things would cone
to such a pass. Assuning Diablo really was as angry with his forner boss as Canpbell believed, why
shouldn't a joint Flanen-Di ablo show becone the only program whi ch could tackle knee scandal s as
well as bl ank ones? That would bring the audi ence rushing back by the tens of nillions—people |ike
Nora, for inand his neighbors, half-fascinated and hal f-reby the wal ki ng tal ki ng aliens agai nst
whose dethey had to be on guard night and day...

And with a prospect |ike that before them the Hol odirectorate would change their nminds instantly
about trying to squeeze the Flanen show off the beans.

But Prior retained his professional presence of mnd. Aloud he said, "Well, naturally, M. Voigt,
it's always a privilege to cooperate with a request from a governagency. However, you'll
understand that | can't conmit mnyself to anything without consulting ny prinand |'ll certainly

need a rundown on the |l egal situation before I —=

"I'f you need conputer time," Canpbell interrupted, "just ask. Candidly, M. Prior, we want to get
Di abl o of f our backs fast—+ nmean, of course, we want to see himsettled into a slot where no court
in the world could deny that he was being offered the sort of opporto pursue his profession which
the wordi ng of the Bl ackbury contract might have led himto expect. Salary is no problem if we
had to, we could cheerfully pension the entire population of all the enclaves at the incone |eve
they can currently command. But as | told you, it's not just a matter of salary."

Prior swallowed hard. He had a vaguely dream|i ke sensation, as though he had inadvertently
i mhi bed a very small dose of a hall uci nogen

He tossed caution to the winds and canme straight out with the nub of his problem
"M. Voigt, Mtthew thinks that Hol ocosmic i s—dah—eonniving at the interference with our show

because they'd |like to have another all-advertising slot in its place and woul d wel cone a chance
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to break the contract they have with us. | wonder whether this offer of Federal conputer tinme
m ght extend to assisting us in our atto evaluate the trouble?"

"Way, by all means, M. Prior," Voigt said blandly. "To exceed their present advertising schedul e
woul d be to infringe the Planetary Communi cations Charter, and that we could not possibly pernmit."
Exultantly Prior nmade a private promi se to buy Voigt his next pair of ears.

"I't's a deal," he said aloud. "Yes, sir—+t is nost defia deal."

THI RTY- SEVEN MANNERED SCRI PT, FOUND ON A BOTTLE
Active | ngredient

Rx 250 ng. per capsul e di-psycho-coca- 3, 2-parabufote-nine tartrate hexitol conplex in an anhydrous
buffering nedium and neutral gelatin shells

TH RTY-EIGHT | F YOU RE STUCK WTH A FI ASCO YOU M GHT AS WELL MAKE SPECTACLES OF YOURSELVES SO THAT
AT LEAST YQU LL HAVE SOVE GLASSES TO POUR THE CONTENTS | NTO

Foll owi ng the departure of Lyla and Flanen there was a dejected silence. Eventually Dan said, with
a desperate air of salving what he could froma weck, "Well, Dr. Spoelstra, | can only assune it
was the speconditions of working in a nental hospital which threw Lyla out of her regular orbit. |
hope you won't judge—

"Hel | o! Way such long faces? | thought the show was a tremendous success!"

They all turned to see who had spoken. Reedeth had appeared in the doorway and was advancing with
fingers bunched to bl ow a kiss at Ariadne.

"What nmore could you ask of a pythoness,” he went on, "than oracles so clear you don't have to

crack your skull over thenf? You nust be Dan Kazer, | guess—the mackero? G ad to neet you. My
nane's Janes Reedeth and | work here. | gather your young lady friend was a big hit with Matthew
Fl amen, hn? Seeing that they left together, |I forecast a personal appearance on three-vee,

pl anetwi de exposure, and as a result—
"Jim you're manic!" Ariadne exclainmed. "Wat's got into you? Freeze it! I'mnot in the nood."

"Wong. You think you're not, but actually you arc. | should have guessed that nyself but it took
a pythoness to show ne the truth. Regardl ess of whether Ariadne is in touch with you again, M.
Kazer, | assure you | will be."

"Jim shut up!" Ariadne cried.

"I will not. It's your own fault. You forbade me to attend the session in person, didn't you? If
you'd allowed ne to join in you mght have found out something as revealing about me as | did
about you. Tell me, though, M. Kazer, why did you slap her face and bring her out of trance?"

Horribly enbarrassed because it was obvious from Ariadne's expression how upset she was by

Reedet h' s behavi or, Dan said uncertainly, "Wll—-ah..Wll, you noticed how after the first couple
of oracles she lapsed into a recurrent cycle: "as | was doing such and such | net a nan who this
and that'? That's what they call an echo-trap. You can't let that kind of thing go on. 1've heard

of pythonesses who got stuck in one of those and never cane out again."

"I see," Reedeth nodded. "Funny—'d never thought of pythonesses being subject to professiona
hazards beBut then, | guess | never took themvery seriously. After today, though, | assure you
won't underestimate them again."
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Dan gave a wan snile of appreciation. There was a pause. When it was clear nothing further was
going to be said, he gathered up his recorder and addressed Ari adne.

"I take it the fee for—
"I't'll be forwarded as arranged," Ariadne snapped.
"Well..Well, then that's all, | guess. CGood after

The nmonent he had di sappeared, Ariadne spun to face Reedeth. "And what's got into you?" she
bl azed. "Don't | have enough problems wi thout you acting |like a fool? Flanen just threatened to
take his wife away!"

"Why shoul d that bother you? She's here under pricontract, isn't she? So we'd nmake a fat profit on
the deal . Besides, any nman who genuinely cared about his wife would feel the same way after she'd
had a few nonths of treatnent here.”

"Jim" Horrified, she went white. "Dr. Mgshack may be |istening!"

"Not to what we're saying, he isn't. | had Harry Madin to repair ny desketary this norning, and
he's fixed it up with sone interesting new gi mm cks. Go on—get it off your chest w thout worrying.
There's no one to hear you but ne."

She stared at himfor |ong nonents, nmouth ajar. Wien he put out his hand to take hers and | ead her
away, she followed himlike a trusting child.

THI RTY- NI NE THOUGHT PASSI NG REPEATEDLY THROUGH THE M ND OF CAPGORDON K. LORI MER ON HI S WAY HOVE
AFTER SUPERTHE AFTERNCON EXCF THE Cl TI ZENS' DEGROUP TO WHI CH LI OPRI OR BELONGS

"What in the hell is the good of trying to naintain internal security if Inmgration goes and does
sone as stupid as letting Morton Lenigo into the counAnd when you run across a bunch of half-assed
i nconpetents like |I did this afternoon..

FORTY THE FLI GHT OF THE SPOOLPI GEON

I"'mthe one who's out of his skull, Flanen thought as he keyed the controls of the skinmmer to the
state traffic conputers and waited for themto find hima slot in the pattern. Wat was the
penalty tag for breaking the nonth-to-nonth contract for Celia's hospitalization—a quarter-
mllion, wasn't it?

"As though | didn't have enough trouble already," he nmuttered.

Beside him shrunk back into the corner of the seat like a frightened bird, Lyla played with the
hem of her yash and either failed to hear or ignored him

When the skinmer lifted clear of the encircling towhowever, she exhaled |oudly and rel axed. Flamen
gl anced at her.

"What nmade you decide to nmention ny wife?" he demanded.
"When? Ch, you nean while | was prophesying. Did I ?"

Fl amen sighed. "I wish | knew what to nake of all this! Are you just a clever actress? Is it all a
first-rate con job? I knew |I'd heard the name Dan Kazer before sonmewhere, and | placed it as we
were com ng away. He used to mack for M chael a Baxendal e, right?"
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n Yes i n

"He parlayed her into a fortune, but she stayed a phoney. Always will. Looks like she didn't even
have the grace to share a slice of her profits with the guy who | aunched her. Ever met her?"

"No. Dan doesn't even like tal king about her very nuch.™

"That |'mnot surprised at. She purely and sinply disgusts ne." For the |latest of many times he
consi dered, and di sm ssed, the idea of doing a piece about her on the show. There was nothing he
could reveal about her, no matter how nasty, which didn't accord with the inmage the public already
had of her.

Anyway, if things went on as they were going at the noment there wouldn't be a Matthew Fl amen show
for long. What it would be like trying to deal with Prior tonorrow norni ng when, on top of today's
quarrel, he discovered that there was material schedul ed about which he hadn't been consulted, and
whi ch hadn't even been conped for acceptability before it was put down, he hardly dared to think.

But he was still determined to use the item He'd got sone excellent tape; it should be worth a
good four m nutes.

Besi des, being of fered such publicity mght help to nollify Mgshack and his colleagues if they'd
been of by his crack about Celia.

And yet: Celia...He shook his head. It was no good trying to pretend he was heartbroken at their
separation, nor even nmaking out that he had been surprised when it proved necessary to comit her.
For nmonths she had seened to come alive only when a fight broke out bethem and that wasn't normnal
on anyone's scale of values. Nonetheless, it had cone as a terrible shock to find that she was as
chilly with him still her husband, as she night have been with a total stranger who was trying to
pi ck her up.

Beside him Lyla was fidgeting with sonething. Qut of the corner of his eye he saw her renove from
the pocket of her Nix the small flat bottle he had caught a glinpse of earlier and nmake to slip it
into the pouch of her yash

"What's in those things?" he demanded.
"You nean the sibs?"
" Si bs?"

"Short for'sibyl-pills.'" Here you are."” She handed himthe bottle. It bore a gaudy yellow | abel on
whi ch was printed the nane of a fanobus pharmaceuti cal conpany.

Fl amen read the wording slowy.

"My God! If that's what | think it is— You honestly mean you took two-fifty ng's of this stuff
| ess than an hour ago and you wal ked out on your own two feet?"

"It sort of gets burned up during the trance, | guess. But it is pretty fierce for soneone who
isn't used to it. Dan tried one once and went into such a high orbit | thought he'd never cone
down. Maybe he didn't Slapne out of trance—the dammed fool!"

"And you buy this stuff at the drugstore?"

"Well, it's not sonmething |I'd care to honme-brew on the kitchen stove!" Lyla said tartly. "It's
supposed to have been nmade up to the fornula of Diana Spitz, the first of the great
pyt honesses—back before the turn of the century, soneone told ne."

Genui nely awed, Flanen passed the bottle back, "COkay, | believe you. You don't know what you're
saywhen you're in trance. Nobody could stay conscious under a load like that."

"So tell nme what |'m supposed to have said about your wife. And why should | have nentioned her
any
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"She was right there in the audience."

"You nean the doctor who..? Ch, no!" Lyla's eyes rounded enornously. "Ch, Lord! |I'mdreadfully
sorry, M. Flanmen. | was—dh—distracted. It sinply didn't register. Is it sonething very serious?"
"When they took her in, they assured ne it wasn't. But—but damm it! | know nmy own wife better than

any doctor ever could, and experts or no experts | say she's not better since she went into the
G nsberg, but worse. Conme to think of it..

Now what woul d be the consequences if it were shown that one of Mygshack's patients had actually
deteriorated as a result of his treatnent? Arising tide of excitenent filled Flanen's mnd. He
hadn't tackled a sacred cow of that size since—well, perhaps since the affair which had secured
him pronotion fromlocal station work to network transm ssions, five years ago.

"Yes," he said aloud. "Yes, I'mgoing to do that! It's high tine sonmeone tore the beard off Dr.
Mogshack! "

"Then you can start by telling people there's a man in the G nsberg who's nore rational than the
director."

"What ? Who?" Flamen jerked his head around.

Lyl a had put her hands to her tenples and was swaygiddily. "I—+ don't know. | guess maybe this
time | didn't bumthe sib up, what with Dan sl apping ne awake. | heard nyself say that, but |
don't know why | said it and | don't know who | neant."

"One of the patients?"

"l...Yes." Lyla tried to rub her forehead, through the encunbering hood of the yash, found she
couldn't, and in a fit of rage tore the clunsy garnment off. "Ch, stuff this thing! Dan says | have
to wear it all the time because otherwi se the insurance on me isn't valid, but he doesn't have to
wal k around hal f suffocated! Christ, I'mso frightened all of a sudden. | never had a hangover
after a trance before. Do you have a trank on board?"

"Sure!" Flanmen punched the di spenser key. She seized tile pill and choked it down.
"CGone," she said eventually. "Sorry. I'd have liked to tell you nmore but |I couldn't stand the
pressure."

Fl amen hesitated. "You disliked the G nsberg, that's obvious," he said at |ength.

"I't nmakes ny guts churn."”
n \My?ll

"I don't know." Lyla's voice was steady again now, and she considered the question

di spassionately. "I didn't like the atnmosphere there when | arrived. Dan said it had sonething to
do with the patients' skin-secretions, but it wasn't so nmuch something I could snell as...Ch, |
can't define it."

"Are pythonesses sensitive to things other people don't notice, even w thout going into trance?"
"Well, | guess | do sense things sonetinmes. But so do friends of mine who aren't pythonesses."

There was a pause. During it Flanmen considered variways in which he could put a cat anong

Mogpi geons, and reached the depressing conclusion that if he did want to prove that the treatnent
she was being given had nmade Celia worse instead of better he'd probably have to have her packl ed.
And personanal og computer |ogging was hi deously expensive, ordinarily reserved for individuals
such as government officials or senior executives of giant corporations on whose clear thinking
depended the fate of mllions.

Still, perhaps his own conmputers mght suggest an alternative; they weren't the best in the world,
but certhey were exceptionally well stocked with inforAnd there was al so that tantalizing hint
Lyl a had just dropped, about there being a saner man than the director in the G nsberg. That m ght
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indicate a line to foll ow
"Can you ever figure out what your oracles nean?" he inquired.
"Ch, sonetinmes. |I'mpretty well acquainted with the shorthand ny subconsci ous uses."

"Do you think you could identify the person you nena nonment ago, the man who's nore rational than
Mogshack?"

Lyl a considered the question with a doubtful ex"l never net any of today's audience before," she
said at last. "But | suppose | might just possibly be able to spot a useful clue. |1'd have to hear
the tape, of course...Say, that's a point. Do you think | could hear yours? Lord only knows when
Dan will get home with the recording he nmade."

"Surely you can. Now, if you like. | think it's only fair to showit to you before it's
transmitted, in case there's sonething you'd like me to avoid using. Ah—that is, if you don't mind
comng to ny place on your own..?"

Lyl a gave a wy chuckle. "Think I'ma neo-puritan? It's a luxury | couldn't afford."

"Yes, | guess it is," Flanmen nodded. "It's not the attibut the upkeep. Hmm | hadn't thought of
it like that, but it figures: the extra clothes you buy with nore fabric in them the extra
comrebs so you never have to be alone in a roomw th anyone but deal with themat a distance—

"l wasn't thinking of that,"” Lyla interrupted. "I nmeant you just can't have a puritan pythoness.
The subconis conpletely anoral, isn't it? It tells the truth, and..Wll, like they say,'truth is a
naked lady.' If | could get away with it, I'd take that literally and never wear anything but

jewel ry—not even Nix |like these. It's astonishing how nuch it helps...1'll tell you sonevery odd to
prove it. | was sent to this very proper school, with uniforns and everythi ng—ncredi bly Vic—and
never had the slightest suspicion that | night be a pythoness until | ran away fromit. | came to
New York, | hadn't any noney, | was sleeping on strangers' floors, | was practically in rags

because ny clothes were wearing out, and all of a sudden when | was wearing nore dirt than cloth,
bang. There was the talent. It sort of scared ne at first, but | adjusted. And eventually, after
met Dan, | started to figure out how | could encourage it."

"Such as..?"

Her pretty face soured |ike cream when you add | enon-juice. "You're not a kid, M. Flanen. How the
hell do you think someone learns to identify with the maxi mum nunber of other people? You do what
they do! You starve with them you sleep with them you eat and drink with them you let them do
to you what they want to do, and you don't pass judgnent. But | don't inmmgine that's a point of

vi ew you' d appreciate.”

"Why not ?"

"Sorry. Didn't nean to be offensive. But as | underit..Hell! | admt, | never watch your show. W
didn't even have a vuset in the apt until yesterday when one of Dan's friends gave us his old one.
But you're a spool pi geon, and don't spool pi geons make their living by pointing shocked fingers at
peopl e so the narrow m nded self-righteous prurient nass audi ence can prethey're horrified?"

"Yes, | do pass judgnents," Flanmen said after a pause. "But | like to think, at least, ny victins
deserve what they get. Liars, cheats, stuffed shirts, snall-m nded powenpire-builders...] can't
stand hypocrites. | doubt if you can."

"I hope that's true," she said. "lI'd like to like you. | always want to |ike people.”

"And | like to be Iiked. Trouble is, in ny line of busino matter how carefully | choose ny targets

the bystanders are apt to catch the shrapnel, and it nakes everyone kind of—all—diffident...."
Fl amen | eaned forward and peered at the handsone devel opnent of well-spaced nodern houses they
were flying over. "W're alnost there. Just another minute till we land.”
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FORTY- ONE | SPEAK W TH THE TONGUES OF MEN AND OF ANGELS AND HAVE NOT CHARI TY
Booned the radio evangelist* at the top of his lungs over the British "pirate" station in 1966:

"You know the streets in your neighborhood you wouldn't dare to wal k down al one after dark! You
know the streets you wouldn't want your kids to walk along on their way honme from school!"

"What in the world is he going on about?" said his audience, and sw tched off.

*He was an Ameri can

FORTY- TWO PERI HELI ON

"I like you nuch better in the summer phase of your orbit," Reedeth said, stroking Ariadne's hair.
In reply she sank her teeth into the fleshy part of his upper arm and he jerked away with a cry.

"You' re al ways so snmug when you' ve worked your tensions off on ne!" she snapped. "There's no need
to think I'mconpletely defensel ess, though—even now "

Reedet h si ghed, rubbing the horseshoe shapes | eft by her bite. She sat up and swung her feet over
the edge of the consultation couch; it wasn't as |uxurious as a bed, but it had done well enough

"Are you sure that thing is shut off?" she asked for the fifth or sixth tinme, nodding at the
desketary.

"Yes, yes and yes," Reedeth muttered. "I told you: when Harry fixed it he set it up differently
fromthe regular way. W've got to get that nman out of this stifling environnent! He's got talents
whi ch... Ah, never mnd. | wanted to go on tal king about you. Can't you think of anything except

def endi ng yoursel f ?"
"It's not rational to enjoy being vul nerable!"

"No nore is it rational to operate on the paranoid assunption that everyone else is out to do you
damage. And what el se are you doi ng when you get through to a patient's basic traumas but taking
advant age of his vulnerability?"

"Logi c-chopping,"” Ariadne said ill-tenperedly. "You have to make an incision before you repair a
hernia, don't you, or a perforated ulcer? But you don't go around with your skin hanging open in
great gapi ng wounds on the off-chance that soneone nay need to get at your internal organs!"”

"No nore do you go around wearing clanking arnor-plate. Though | grant you sone people treat their
clothes like arnor and give you the inpression they're always on the watch for bows and bl owpi pes.
But what's the archetype of the perfectly defended man? It's the catatonic."”

"That sounds |ike one of Conroy's argunents."

"Appl ause! " Reedeth said nockingly. "It is indeed. |I've always thought it was a striking point and
| still do. But tell me this—o, hold it." He raised a hand to forestall her interruption
"Seriously, Ariadne: what made you all of a sudden cave in |like you did? Do you know? You're

al ways tal ki ng about proper detachment from one's own enotions, and | concede it is good not to be
at their nercy. You've bl own your safety-valve, and it was nmarvelous, and | wish I could tell you
just how good it was...but now, what do you think nmade it happen? I'mplaying fair. | think I know
how | worked it, and I'mgiving you the chance to figure out the sane thing so that if you want to
you can guard against a repetition."

She plucked thoughtfully at her lower lip; realizing what she was doi ng, she snatched her hand
away an

"I ...\ell, | suppose it was your confidence. | was in a rather confused state, and faced with your
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absolute certainty the idea of arguing with you on top of everyelse | was having to cope wth—t
was sinply too much.™

"Yes, that was ny conclusion. Now here's sonmething else | want to know. " Reedeth sat forward, his
arns around his knees. "VWat nade you feel the session with the pythoness had gone wong? |
thought it was a remarkabl e success for a trial run, and ought to be reas soon as possible."

"I't wasn't supposed to end the way it did, with her mackero slapping her face. It was nmeant to
| ast about half an hour. And | was terrified for a monment. You know about the drug these girls use
to go into trance?"

"Yes, the sibyl-pills. |I asked ny desketary. That girl nust have a fantastic nmetabolismto recover
with nothworse than a tenper-tantrum But apparently it's a well-docunented phenonmenon. There's
quite a lot about it in the literature. Didn't you check up beforehand?"

"Of course | did! But— Ariadne bit her lip. "It's one thing to be told about it, though, and
another to see it happening. That nust have shaken ne as nuch as anyand when Fl anmen conpl ai ned
about his wife's condition | didn't exactly give hima civil answer, and then he came out with his
threat to take her away. | could just picture Mgshack bawing me out for that, too. And you
caught ne at that precise nonent, when | was w de open. As you very well knew, didn't you?"

"Yes. But |'mnot going to apol ogi ze."

"I didn't expect you to." Rising with a shake of her head, she reached for her clothes and began
to put them on.

FORTY- THREE A REMARKABLE | NSTANCE ON THE PUBLI C SCALE OF THE REAL- LI FE | MOF XAVI ER CONDI CTUM ABOUT
THE PERFECTDEFENDED NMAN

Fol | owi ng Paraguay's decl aration of independence from Spain Dr. Francia, the dictator known as "El
Suadopted a sinple foreign policy: no one was pernitted to enter or |eave the country and trade
was absol utely forbidden

FORTY-FOUR A FI RM DECI SI ON TO GO | NTO THE WAGON- FI XI NG BUSI NESS I N A Bl G WAY

"Ch, so that's your wife!" Lyla exclainmed, her yash trailing on the floor behind her as she
crossed Flanmen's living-zone towards the place of honor where a | ooped-tape cut of Celia endlessly
re-cycled. "I recognize her now It's an awful shame—she's |ovely!"

"Thank you," Flamen nuttered. "Not quite as sweet-tenpered as you might think to |ook at her, I'm
afraid...but of course nost of that nust have been due to her condition. Never mnd. Sit down. Dial
a drink, whatyou like."

He had brought the tape-reels fromthe canmeras he kept in the skinmer; slipping theminto the
pl ayi ng sockets, he waited for the faint whine that indicated the nechani smhad brought theminto
synch.

"The stuff's in real-tine order, of course," he warned. "I'l|l skip the beginning and spin forward
to the place where you started to prophesy. |—=

The commeb buzzed.
"Damation! I'mnot in!" he snapped at the automa

"Abl e Baker override!" Prior's voice countered, and the screen lit to show his face. He was about
to say sonething el se when he realized that Flanmen wasn't al one. His jaw dropped.
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"Matt hew, have you gone crazy today? It could have been one of the Hol ocosm c directorate calling,
or anyelse with the Able Baker rating for your phone. And you're narried, dam it—+to ny sister!"”

"Li ke all neo-puritans you have a mnd |like an open drain," Flanmen said wearily. "But since you
are piped in, you mght as well stay tuned. This is Lyla Cay, the pythoness. She was perform ng
at the G nsherg and | taped her trance. W're just going to play it over and see if | can use sone
of it on the show tonorrow "

Prior | ooked instantly al arnmed. "Medical ethics?"

"You a registered nedical practitioner?" Flamen shot at Lyla. She gave a dunb headshake. "Good. No
probt here then. And | have clearances recorded fromall the patients and authorization fromthe
staff. Stop worrying. But while | have you here there are two or three things | want to say. First
off I owe you an apology for this norning. | didn't see what you were driving at. | should have
known better than to blast off the way | did."

Instead of being nmollified, Prior |ooked even nore disturbed. "Ah—do you think we shoul d discuss
private matters wth..?"

"Wth a stranger listening? Lionel, | watched Mss Clay work this afternoon. | tell you straight,
there aren't any secrets when this girl's around. And anyhow | don't care. |'ve been maki ng ny
living for years by draggi ng skel etons out of people's closets—+t'd be hypocritical for me to try
and pretend | haven't any of ny owmn. So |'msorry about what | said this norning. Al right?"

"That's mainly what | called up about. |'ve picked up the pieces for you." A trace of snugness
appeared in Prior's expression. "But that I"'mnot going to talk about in public, if you don't
mnd. "

"Look, if I'min the way— Lyl a said, anxiously getto her feet.

"You stay right where you are," Flanmen said. "I want to tal k about the G nsberg for a nonent.
Li onel, do you know anythi ng about Mgshack's methods, or have you al ways taken his reputation on
trust like that Lar of yours?"

Prior flushed beet-red. "Matthew, if you're going to descend to cheap cracks |ike that—+"

"Lionel, 1 want to know. | saw Celia this afternoon and she's being turned into a vegetable. Have
you any idea what they do to people in there?"

"Yes, of course | do. | checked up very thoroughly, and so should you have, apparently. Mdgshack
treats his patients in accordance with the nost advanced nodt herapeutic techni ques. For each
patient he draws up a specially conmputed personality profile, and then the conputers design a
normative curve towards which the aberrant behavior is gently directed by various nethsuch
as—well, I"'ma laynman in this area, naturally, but |I guess they use drugs and.." He nade an all -
enbraci ng gesture. "Anyway, they try to help the pabecone self-reliant again."

"I't sounds nore as though they sew a straitjacket and trimthe poor devils to fit," Lyla said, and
cl apped her hand to her mouth. "Ch! Sorry—+ didn't nean to butt in."

Fl amen gave her a nusing look. "Yes, the nore | think about it the nmore | think you' re right.
Li onel, how soon can | get Celia out?"

"At the end of the nmonth, of course, when the concones up for renewal. Unless you have a quarter-
mllion tealeaves to throw away like it says in the penclause.”

"But is there anything to stop nme having her case independently conped?”

"Right now there's practically nothing you can't have conmped," Prior said, and Fl amen realized
bel atedly that he was al nbst bursting to pass on his news.

"Qut with it!" he rapped. "I'll vouch for Mss Cday."

"Wl | ...Ch, okay. How does free Federal computer time suit you?" He | eaned back grinning plunply at
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the expression on Flanmen's face.
"Are you serious?"
"Sure. There are strings, but I'lIl tell you about themlater. The deal's worth it, though."
"Christ, it's bound to be! How rmuch?"
"What ever we need to fix the sabotage problem Plus. No limt."

"In that case," Flamen said with enornous satisfaction, "the sabotage isn't the only thing I'm
going to fix. There's also a certain little red wagon."

FORTY-FI VE THE SOUND OF A CODE BEI NG BROKEN IS USUALLY THE SAME AS THAT OF SOVEBODY SNAPPI NG HI S
FI NGERS

"And this thing her mackero tal ked about," Ariadne said. "An echo-trap." She shivered. "He seened
to nean that the mind could get stuck on one subject over and over, like a |oop of tape...Jim you
did nake sense out of what she said, didn't you?"

"So did you, without choosing to admt the fact. It wasn't only seeing her get up when she
shoul dn't have been able to nove which jolted you off base. It started earlier, when she warned
you that you can't take the 'cone' out of 'conet.' That's a classically exact diagnosis of your
trouble. You' re a highly-sexed woman, and you can't abolish that fact sinmply by trying to fly a
conetary orbit and spending nost of your life a |long way fromthe sun.”

"Sun!" Ariadne gave a harsh laugh. "I'd hate to have you as the light of ny life!"

Unperturbed, Reedeth continued, "Sun S-U N-son S-O N-a second-order pun: you're trying to deny a
strong maternal instinct which is going to cause trouble unless you—

"Ch, this is a puerile parlor-gane!"
"Sorry." He | ooked at her steadily. "Are you quesa conputer analysis of your own file?"
"You had the gall to pry into my personal file?"

"Of course not. But as soon as she'd finished prophesyl asked ny desketary for the closest match
to each of the sections of her oracle, and it naned you right away. The ot hers—No, conme to think
of it, you should be able to spot at |east one of the other two. 1'd al ways been told that

pyt honesses talked in riddles, but I guessed two of her subjects before the conmputers conthem?"”

"I'd better sit down," Ariadne nuttered, and noved to a chair. Swallow ng hard, she resuned,
"Well, | supone of themwas Celia Prior Flanen?"

"Natural ly. Modther Superior—Prioress."

"But there's nothing remarkable about that. Flanen's a public figure, and though |I don't suppose
he exactly advertises his wife's presence here it can't have been hard to learn of it."

"And ensure that she was in the audi ence? She only went to green this norning."
"Yes, but—=

"I"'mnot arguing," Reedeth cut in. "I'mjust saying the oracle is a good capsul e diagnosis. She
resents her husdevotion to his career, doesn't she?"

"Hmm..Yes, | see: 'Ham et ignored her,' neanher husband always in the center of the stage. It
fits, | grant you that. How did the rest of it go—soneabout envying Qphelia?"

"Precisely. Not to nmention 'and then there was nun'—eligious recluse-type nun. 'Get thee to a
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nunnery, go!' She's in retreat; we even have to call the cells retreats here, thanks to Mgshack's
meal y- mout hedness. So in essence what the pythoness said, and what the conmseemto have confirned,

is that she shoul d never have been brought here in the first place because shuther up enabl es her

to feed on a diet of self-pity. Does that nake you feel any happier about Flanen's threat to take

her away?"

"Well, obviously if the conputers say she'd be better off outside...But how coul d sendi ng her back
to her husband hel p? It was his conpany she couldn't stand in the first place."

"So | ook for an alternative. | don't know what she needs, but it's bound to be sonething which can
engage her nost violent enotions. You can't escape sel f-gentensions by w thdrawi ng from externa
stress. In a case like hers you need the outside pressures as a source of distraction.”

"I'"I'l check it out,
to say?"

Ariadne nuttered. "But taking the word of a pythoness...\Wat's Mygshack goi ng

"He's going to nourn the loss" of a patient. He always does. But you're not taking her word
unsupported. He can hardly question the judgment of his beloved comAll Lyla Cay has done is
direct our attention to places we hadn't | ooked before. It was a terrific idea of yours, you know.
Per haps there ought to be staff pyin nental hospitals.™

She gave a wan snile. "Wio was the third subject?" she said after a pause. "I can't figure it
out."

"To be candid | don't think I'd have guessed either. Though he was on ny nind, because he's al ways
on ny mind. Harry Madison."

"What? | think you'd better play over the recording for nme. | don't see that at all."

Reedeth instructed the desketary to conply, and when they had once nore finished listening to the
hi gh clear voice of Lyla as it peaked towards an inexplicable cliof terror, Ariadne shook her head
i n baffl ement

"Liar's prize! A man who isn't dead! \Wat conceivabl e connection could that have with Harry?"

"l asked, and that's what | was told." Reedeth drew a deep breath. "The only conclusion | can cone
to is that—well, perhaps he's told the conputers nore than he's told us."

"How do you nean?"

"Look, everyone knows Harry Madi son has been fit for discharge for nmonths, but he's trapped in
here by a legalistic snarl-up. He can't be discharged in his guardian's care as the | aw denmands
because the Arny doesn't want to know about him | can't discharge himin ny own care because it's
not |egal—y current license is for hospital practice only. And he's the only knee in the place,
whi ch neans he's avoided by npst of the other patients. It's small wonder, isn't it, that spending
all day with his machines he's taken to making them his con

"Literal ly?"

"The conputers identified himinstantly as the third subject. Coviously they know nmore about him
than I do. They may even know nore about himthan he does himt wouldn't be the first tine that
had happened. And cone to think of it." His voice trailed away and he conbed t houghtfully at his
beard with hooked fin

"Yes?"

"I just renenbered sonething!" Agitated, Reedeth tensed. "Look, while you were setting things up
for the pythoness, | asked ny desketary what Mygshack thought of Flamen turning up fully |aden
wi th recordequi pnent, and I got an answer which...Well, frankly at the tinme | thought it was kind
of a wi secrack, and sonething el se cane up which distracted me, so I've only this nonent thought
of it again. Ariadne, have you ever known a nmachine to nmake a joke?"

"Make a joke?" she echoed incredul ously. "No, of course not!"
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"In that case, it's not just Madison that the autonaknow nore about than | do, but Mdgshack too!
My God! This is terrible!"

Staring at himin bew | derment, Ariadne said, "Jim you-what's wong? You | ook haggard all of a
sudden. You | ook old!"

"I"'mnot surprised," he answered grimy. "Here, let's see if | can recover the recording." He

gl anced at his watch. "Now the tine nust have been—-hmmm..Ch, roughly between fourteen-thirty and
fifteen." Turning to the desketary, he ordered it to review the recordings it had rmade during the
rel evant peri od.

"Find me the passage concerned with Dr. Mgreasons for approving of Matthew Flanen," he concl uded
There was a pause. (Cbediently the machine replayed the dialogue with the tine-labeling tick in the
backgr ound.

Reedet h: "How does Mogshack feel about this idea—Fl anen recording the show for possible
transm ssi on?"

Automatics: "Any publicity which may help to di spel common ni sapprehensi ons about conditions in
this hoswhere so nany citizens of New York State are likely to spend part of their—

Reedet h: "Look, | don't want a PR handout! You woul dn't expect Mygshack to wel cone publicity on a
spool pi geon show i ke Flanmen's. People nmainly associ himwi th exposes and scandals. So why shoul d
Moggi ve perm ssion for this recording?"

Aut omatics: "Dr. Mgshack approves of anything which nmay further his personal ambition.”
Reedet h: "And what's that?"

Automatics: "To find at |east the population of New York State, and preferably the entire United
States, committed to his care.”

A click cut short the recorded sound of Reedeth chuckling, but this tine it didn't seemin the
| east funny.

FORTY-SI X WHY' S, AFTER THE EVENT

"Even with the advantage of a certain degree of hisperspective, such as we m ght expect to enjoy
fromour standpoint a few decades later, it is by no neans easy to define the reasons why |ate
twentieth-century society underwent so violent a process of fragfollowing a relatively |ong period
of conand honobgeni zati on. Two factors render the analysis especially difficult: first, the human
mnd is not particularly well adapted to reconciling informafrom disparate sources (e.g. personal
experience with the content of a school history-lesson, data froma printed page with those froma
vuset), and the alleged sinplistic linearity of the Gutenberg era—+f it ever ex—ame to an end
before it had affected nore than a m nuscul e proportion of the species; and second, the process is
not nmerely still going on—+t's still accelerating.

"However, one can tentatively point to three major causes which, like tectonic events in the deep
strata of the Earth's crust, not only produce reverberati ons over enornous areas but actually
create discontinuities sharp enough to be uniquely attributed: what one mght call psychol ogica

| andsl i des.

"By far the nost striking of these three is the unforerejection of rationality which has overtaken
us. Perone m ght argue that it was foreshadowed in such phenonena as the adoption by that
technically brilliant sub-culture, the Nazis, of Rassenw ssenschaft, Hoerbigpre-scientific

Wel teislehre, and sinmilar incongruous dogmas. However, it was not until about two general ater that
the principle energed in a fully rounded form and it becane clear that the dearest anbition of a
very | arge nunber of our species was to abdicate the power of reason altogether: ideally, to enjoy
the sane kind of life as a laboratory rat with electrodes inplanted in the pleasure centers of his
brain, gladly starving within reach of food and water.
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"Roughly sixty percent of the patients currently in nmental hospitals throughout North Anerica are
there because they did their best to achieve this anbition with the hel p of psychedelic drugs.

"But this is not the only level on which the effects of the process are detectable. It is
notorious that one of the boomindustries of the twenty-first century is the charm and-ido

busi ness, spearheaded by the multi-bildollar corporation of Conjuh Man Inc. with its tight grip on
all the Negro enclaves and nost of the ex-colonial countries, and rapidly expanding into
supposnore sophisticated areas in the wake of such firns as Lares Penates Inc.

"For once it is perfectly clear why they've had this swift and resoundi ng success. Qur society is
no |l onger run by individuals, but by holders of offices; it's conms such that the average person's
predi canent conpares with that of a savage tribesnman, his horizons bounded by a single valley, for
whom know edge of the cycle of the seasons is a hard-won intellectual prize and whose only
possi bl e reacti on when confronted with drought, or flood, or blighted crops, is to hypothesize
evil spirits which he nust placate by sacrifice and self-denial. There are no econonic
counterparts of weather forecasts available to the public. The data which might enable themto be
i ssued over the vu-beans are jeal ously guarded by the priests serving corporation gods, and
outsiders are conpelled to put up with the physical consequences of nysterious inconprehensible
seasons. Take a vacation; you cone back to discover that an urban | andmark has vani shed as

conpl etely as though an earthquake had felled a nountain...

"Closely allied to this first factor is the second, which mght be terned the socialization of
paranoia. In a single generation individual anxiety at our inability to deal with the nassed
resources of conputerized corgovernnent agencies and other public bodies has resulted in the
mushroom ng of contract |law into a bigger industry than advertising. A sinple purchase can turn
into a week-1ong wangle involving the submi ssion of a contract to three, four or nore
comput eri zed conThere are contracts for everything—nerely for having a tooth stopped, one nust
eval uate, argue over, anmend, and eventually sign a docunment running to five or six thousand words.
Parents make contracts with schools for the education of their children; doctors make themwith
their patients, and if the patients are too ill or too nentally disturbed to pass a conputer

exam nation, then they refuse to proceed with treatnent until someone who is legally conpos nentis
can be found to act as proxy. In the richest society of all hiswe behave |like msers terrified of
parting with a single coin.

"Accepting that behind the smiling face of that sal esthe grave synpathy of that doctor, the forma
authority of that bureaucrat, there lies the indescribable power of a megabrain conputer, we are
natural ly enough driven to endow ourselves with synbols of power of our own, and the cheapest
and—as one might put it—+he nost vivid of such synbols are arns.

"Twice innmy ow lifetime |'ve seen ny country threaten to fly apart like a tire stripping its
tread: first during the black insurrections of the early eighties, and again during the war scare
of the nineties. The first of these events put a new word into the | anguage, and the second
branded it on our mnds pernanently. The cartel founded by Marcantonio Gottschalk is

del i berstructured on the lines of a fam|ly—that basic social unit which a nman feels he is
defendi ng when he installs arnored picture-w ndows instead of the old glass, plants mnes as
carefully as rosebushes in his front garAnd the techni que has proved psychol ogically apt.

"Nowadays t he average fanmi |y changes its guns as often as our grandparents changed their cars;
they have their grenades serviced like their fire-extinguishers; husw fe and teenage kids go
shooting the way people once used to go bowing. It is taken for granted that toor tonorrow, or
sonetime, it will be necessary to kill a man.

"Along with the flight fromrationality and the socialiof paranoia, there is a third factor at
work which interlocks with them both. Were do you turn when traditional sources of reassurance
fail you? Man needs sone kind of psychol ogical sheet-anchor and al ways has. In some countries it
has proved possible to maintain a public image of government which neets that need, but here it
was out of the question. For one thing, the naof Anericans have always been distrustful of
govinterference. Governnent is a long way away in a big country, and our nental roots go deeper
back in tine than the advent of nodern hi gh-speed confFor another, the nonstrous conplexity of our
society makes it inpossible for any single nan, no natter how well-intentioned, to achi eve ngjor
reforms in his termof office-he's bucking too great a weight of administrative inertia. (Besides,
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wel |l -intentioned nen don't run for office any nore! They have too much sense to expose thensel ves
to assassination, and only delusible idiots like our current chief executive can be persuaded to
don the robes of high office. N ce guys don't crave power.)

"What drove the final nail into the coffin of that parhope, however, were the black insurrections
of the eighties, which denonstrated that the Federal authorities were incapable of controlling
| arge sections of their own cities up to and includi ng Washi ngton DC.

"Organi zed religion Iikew se fail ed—spectacul arl y—siw th governnent and for roughly sinmlar
reasons, when it becane clear that the so-called 'godrivals to our own way of life not only
commanded far nore |loyalty but made better use of their relatively limted resources.

"Peopl e found thenmselves with virtually nothing | eft but the idol of the conputer, in which the

| ess imagi nanow tend to invest their surplus of otherw se valuefaith, and a handful of what m ght
be termed gurus—doctors, psychol ogists, sociol ogists, anyone who tal ks as though he (or she)
under stands and can control the inchoate forces that are universally sensed and uni verfeared.

"To illustrate how absurd the process has becone: there are quite a nunber of people who cal
t hensel ves ' Conroyans' after myself. | want to stress that they do so w thout ny pernission and
al so, so far as | can manw thout ny connivance. | don't approve of my, or anyone el se's, nane

being taken in vain."

—Preanble to |l ecture notes issued by Xavier Conroy to students taking his course in Contenporary
Anerican Studies

FORTY- SEVEN PLEA OF | NSANI TY

Eventual | y Ariadne gave a harsh laugh. "Jim you're not going to take that seriously! Aren't you
overlooking the fact that Harry Madison is after all a patient here? I'mnot really famliar with
his case, and | know you keep sayi ng he ought to have been discharged | ong ago, but you surely
have to assunme there are good reawhy he hasn't been! And certainly"—her tone grew nore
assertive—if he's getting so well acquainted with our automatics that he can rig themto utter
that sort of rubbish, that's no index of sanity. It's nore the opposite!"

Reedet h dropped back into his chair as though his | egs would no | onger support him "Mdison can't
tinker with the main data banks," he said. "All he can do is nake adjustnents to the renotes, |ike
elimnating censor circuits—which is what he seens to have done to ny desketary. To get at the
mai n banks you need a secret |IBM code, and however clever Harry may be | refuse to believe he can
deduce that fromjust studying the reAm| right?"

"Y-yes. | mean, | guess so."

"I"'mtelling you. Do you trust the automatics here?"
"Well .t

"Yes or no?"

"One has to!" Ariadne snapped.

Reedet h | eaned forward. "All right then: you've just had a clear diagnosis of nmegal omania from
these trustworthy automatics. A few m nutes ago you consented to accept what they told you about
the pythoness's oracles, didn't you? Wiat's different in this case? Only the sub

"Jim vyou're deluding yourself," Ariadne said firmy. The sound of shutters going up around her

m nd, aragai nst anything short of a nuke, was very nearly audible in the room Once nore the cold,
comar chetypal doctor-figure to which her patients were accustoned, stable pillar of authority in a
chaotic universe—even her lips visibly narronwed fromthe soft sensuality of their recent |ove-

maki ng—she marched t ot he door
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"I'f you're so eager to believe what your desketary can tell you now that one of the patients has
tanpered with it," she concluded, "l suggest you ask it to give you sone insight into your own
j eal ousy of Dr. Mbogshack!"

And she was gone

FORTY- El GHT AN ALL- STATI ONS FROM | SM

"This is a pink alert for NYC east and north zones, yellow statew de, repeat pink for NYC east and
north zones. It was anticipated that the X Patriot denonstraassenbl ed at Kennedy woul d di sperse
peacefully foll owi ng the announcenent that Mrton Lenigo had cl eared custons and inmgration but
unfortunately this has not proved to be the case. A nunber of inflammaspeeches were made cl ai m ng
that his admission is the forerunner of a najor kneeblank victory. X Patriots and other extrem sts
are closing on NYC by skimer, ground transport and possibly by rapitrans. Mst are arned, many
are orbiting and all are potentially violent. Citidef groups stand to stand to stand to. Await
orders fromlInternal Security M ntenance officers. Repeat pink alert NYC east and north. Ends
ends ends. Stand by for further announcenents."

FORTY-NINE | F YOU RE AFRAI D OF THE DARK YOU CAN ALWAYS CARRY A FLASHLI GHT BUT THERE' S NO CHEAP
PORTABLE PROTECTI ON AGAI NST LONELI NESS

On her way fromthe elevator Lyla checked the coin-web at the end of the corridor; |ike npst
fitted in these cheap recent apt blocks, it was big and ugly and arand woul d need a bonb to put it
out of action. Wen she dipped in the nessage slot, though, all she found was a dryi ng puddl e of
activator fluid—the manhad let it run out of fax paper again. No use having the thing in working
order if there was nothing to record on

But her spirits were too low for her to get annoyed. Her depression had set in before she |eft

Fl anen' s place, and had only been aggravated by seeing himso pleased about sonething she didn't
understand, the fruit of his cryptic conversation with the fat nan called Lionel. The world had
abruptly turned drab for her. Perhaps the after-effect of the sibyl-pill was responsible, but she
had no previous experience to judge by. She had never bebeen sl apped out of trance.

Wrse yet: she wouldn't have believed Dan's unsupword, but having seen Flanmen's recordi ng she
couldn't contest the necessity any |onger. Echo-traps had been the—snental, if not physical, and
hence even worse—death of at |east three pythonesses she knew of.

So there were endless problens to worry her: falling into the echo-trap (for what conceivabl e
reason?), the uncertain consequences of trying to netabolize the reof the drug in the non-trance
state, and that weird hangover which had caused her to speak what anpbunted to an oracle during the
ski mer-flight to Flahone.

Appl yi ng her Punch key, with its unique nagnetic pattern, to the lock of the apt's door, she
struggl ed to deci de whether or not the same person had been reto as the one whose presence had
driven her into an echo-trap. Allegedl y—but pythoness talent was too fragile to take kindly to

| abor at ory exam nati on—there nust have been sone exceptionally powerful personality present in the
audi ence, one whose aura of authority overwhel ned her best attenpts to nove away and tackle

anot her subj ect.

Flamen himself? It was unlikely; they had spent half an hour or so running over the three oracles
she had managed to utter in conplete form and concluded that none of themapplied to him He had
been very obvirelieved.

She slipped rapidly under the deadfall, which was i nwhen the |lock was fitted with the proper key
and remai ned safe until the door was closed again, and shut out the world with a slam
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Tossi ng her yash to the peg—+t m ssed and she had to pick it up and nmake a second try-she call ed,
"Dan?" No answer.

Going to the icebox, she found a partly-eaten |loaf with nold on it and sone peanut butter so old
the oil had separated. But she wasn't hungry. In the freezer conthere was a range of blue and
green and brown phials which had to be kept very cold to prolong their usable life; in one of the
brown ones | abeled in Dan's handwiting she found one and a half joylets and took them

Not hi ng much happened. They were probably stale. She went to the kitchen wallboard and scraw ed
joylets in bold chal ked capitals at the foot of the current shoplist. And there was no nesca

ready or anything else like that, and right now she couldn't face the chore of preparing some. No
liquor, no joints, no nothing in the place. She thought of M kki Baxendal e in her |uxury penthouse
and felt a stab of pity for Dan who had cone so near to noney.

But the bed hadn't been fixed and she started to be angry with himinstead. Dunping herself like a
badl y-stuffed doll into a patched inflatable chair, she | eaned back and scowl ed at the ceiling.

She had never felt like this before after a session. Ordinarily she was excited, pleased at the
hints of rel ewhich peeped out of the doggerel of her oracles, eager to trace clues half-hidden in
a tangle of sub-conassociations, and by nightfall—er whenever-very sexy.

She fingered herself experinmentally. It was |ike toucha corpse.

So once again back on the worn groove of her puzzlethankful that the joylets had at least lifted
her depression far enough for her to regard the effort of concentration as worthwhile.

If one of the audi ence had obsessed her to the point of creating an echo-trap for her, the
Iikeliest assunpwas that the sanme person was being referred to when she spoke of soneone in the
hospital being nmore rational than the director. Wo? Wat kind of a patient could be in the

G nsberg not because he was crazy but because he was too sane?

It was no use cracking her skull, she decided at |length. She'd never been able to anal yze her own
oracl es unshe wanted Dan here to talk to, the tape to play over and over so that the words etched
deep into her conscious mnd. Where the hell had that stupid mack gone, anyway?

To distract herself she junped up and started on a whirlwi nd round of the apt with the

pol ycl eaner, gul pi ng dust and rubbi sh. The norning's nmail had dissolved into the sludgy ness of
books before the Lar, and she scooped it all up in handfuls and threw it down the toilet. The
fourth tine she tried to flush the pan the water failed and the |l ast grayish lunp |Iay nocking her
i rrenmovabl e.

Sudden uncontrol | abl e rage took possessi on of her. She stornmed back to the Lar's shrine and seized
it by its protuberant ears. It was a Mdel YJK, the nost suitable in the non-custom zed range for
a pythoness or other simlar talent..according to the acconpanysales leaflets. In formit
resenbl ed a crouching fen-nee, the big-eared desert fox.

"Luck and good fortune!" she said between her teeth. "Liar liar liar rotten liar!" At each word
she gave the idol a vicious tw st between her hands, hoping somewoul d snap of f, but the tough
flexible plastic nerely sprang back into shape; only the tail assunmed a |inp question-nmark curve.

"I'n that case— she said, and strode over to their one openable window Flinging it up, she
started to hurl the Lar the thirty-plus nmeters to the street below, and instantly a beam | anced
out of darkness and cracked the lintel, showering her with dust and concrete chi ps.

Gasping, clutching the Lar to her like a child, she dropped to the floor. For |long nonents all she
was aware of was the nuscle-tension and foul taste of her own terror, and the huge thunping beat
of her heart. Her nind' s eye was filled with the picture of herself Iying on the wi ndowsill, as
she m ght have fallen had the laser's alignnent been accurate, with a seared |ine across her
breasts.

Eventual | y she recovered enough sel f-possession to think of putting out the light, closing the
wi ndow—very cautiously, fromthe side at arm s | ength—and replacing the Lar in its niche,
distantly aware that if she had inthrown it away there would have been a hell of a fight w th Dan.

file:///ID|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/D...runner,%20John%20-%20The%20Jagged%200rbit.txt (54 of 153) [2/1/2004 3:07:23 PM]



file:///ID}/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/Desktop/John%20Brunner/Brunner,%20John%20-%20T he%20Jagged%200rbit.txt

The seven-day appro was up toand if they couldn't return it they would be billed two thousand
t eal eaves.

Then, standing well back in shadow, she peered out of the wi ndow to see what was going on. A side-
effect of joylets was to reduce auditory sensitivity; she had to strain through a kind of nuffling
ment al bl anket to perceive faint exterior sounds, but now she was paying attention what she heard
took on a famliar pattern that would ordinarily have put her instantly on the alert. Barely

di scerni ble chanting and drumm ng, as though one were suddenly to notice the circulation of the
city-nonster like an anplified human pul se; a screaning child, nmaybe caught on the street between
police barriers, parents too frightened to conme out looking for it; once |ong ago when she was
about fourteen she had heard a sober middle-class couple, friends of her mother's, quietly

di scussing during a riot in which one of their own sons had been stranded whether they should have
anot her of their own were he to be found dead, or whether they were too old, and better advised to
adopt ...

The voice of the novice CGottschal k rang out in nenory, offering themwhat was it?—guns for a nere
sixty-three with maker's warranty." She clenched her fists in blind frustration. Another of their
damabl e pronotions, presumably! It was the regular CGottschal k techni que: select an area where
sal es were bel ow average, saturate it with runors until sonmeone's tenper reached the breakpoint
and the inevitable division occurred into blank and kneebl ank, and then the follow ng day take
adof people's frayed nerves to sell guns, grenades and mines.

But a droning from overhead di sturbed her train of thought, and she dropped bel ow t he w ndowsi |

to peer upwards. She saw a police gunship hovering under its rotors, and realized that this wasn't
any nere CGottschal k pronotion. That was one of the big ships, capable of |eveling whole city

bl ocks. She'd seen themdo it on news-tapes—

News! They'd acquired a vuset, hadn't they? Furious now at her own forgetful ness, she headed for
it, turned back to blank out the wi ndows—that sniper was too danmed trigger-happy for confort and
nmght well fire on the reflection fromthe screen even if she turned it away fromthe w ndow-and
traced the cord along the floor until she found the | eech. Wen she clipped it to the wall the set
hunmed to life.

On the Hol ocosmic channel: advertising. It was well into prime time by now, of course. Advertising
on d obal —advertising on N nge, NY-NJ—advertising on Pan-Can...\Wat was that? An unmarked setting
bet ween Pan-Can the big Canadi an fixed-antenna relay poised at twenty thousand neters not in orbit
but on a nono-nol ecul ar cable and the adjacent channel allotted to Quebecois French-|anguage
prograns. Sonething had |it the screen which shouldn't have been there.

Delicately she returned the knob to the intermedi ate position and there was a fat grinning

kneebl ank in West African robes swinmring in a blur of color as though a very thin filmof oil on
wat er surrounded every sharp edge between pale and dark zones. She'd hit one of the pirate
satellites, probably Nigerian or Ghanai an, of which two or three were | aunched every year and kept
their orbit over areas with disaffected black mnorities until the PCC could wheedl e the
appropriaand fund an interceptor to knock them down. The African and Asian countries had opted out
of the PCC al nbost as soon as it was founded, and declined to recognize its rulings.

Wth a perfect imtation of the harsh-sweet Qullah/ Creol e/Janai can accent affected by |arge
nunbers of knees in the black enclaves of Anerica, the nman in the screen said, "W scoop M ster
Charley's lying propaganda, broze an' sis! W got truth an' the buckras' lies will fade afore the
win', the sto'man' tornaduh of nigra wath! They runnin' to hahd in N yohk Cty-watchah, watchah
broze an' sis!"

The screen flicked to a satellite view of New York, and instantly it was clear there was sonething
wong. Street lights were out over polybl ock areas, and threads of silver stabbed across them
rocket-trails.

"Ch, Christ!" Lyla whispered, knuckles to teeth in a childish gesture of apprehension

"That the X Patriots, broze an' sis," said the revoltingly smug voice over. "To' ch-berrer Mhton
Lenigo fresh fromtri-yunphant battles with the British gument, Cah}diff, Blackman-chester
Bi rmi ng-ham " And matching cuts of stock news stabbed in: Cardiff Castle fountaining skyward into
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rubble, the last white Lord Mayor of Manbeing driven out barefoot and in chains to a waiting
government skimer, Lenigo hinself in Birfanbus old Bull Ring, surrounded by grinknees.

"Come to kick yoh lazy nigras off yo' asses!" the voice said sternly. "Wen yo' gone drahve them
buckras outa N yohk—hey? Tonaht? Coul d be! You get at it, broze an' sis! Ev'y netah an' centinetah
o' those taw Il towahs, those deeeep basenen'ss, they been watered w th BLACK BLOOD—=

Convul sively Lyla tore the |leech away fromthe wall and the set died.
They let in Mdrton Lenigo? They let in Morton Leni They let in MORTON LEN GO?

I npossible. Incredible. No, they couldn't. She | ooked at herself in the faint gray |ight which
seeped t hrough the wi ndows on the side away fromthe street, seeing her sumrer tan fishbelly-
pal lid, thinking honky dont |et the sun shin on you head it make you an easy target.

"Dan," she said in a trenbling little-girl voice. "Dan?"

But he wasn't there. In darkness, silence except for the distant racket of the fighting which grew
| ouder and softer by unpredictable turns, she waited passive as the Lar for soneone or sonething
to rescue her fromthe insufferable real world.

FI FTY THE CGRAPH IS ALWAYS GREENER WHERE THE DESERT BLOSSOMS LI KE A ROSE

Conservat i ve—per haps because el derl y—Marcantoni o Gottschal k the grandfather of the clan based on
the traditional Mafiareas of the New Jersey seaboard; not so Anthony or Vyacheslav or any of the
ot her tranyounger generation. For themthe ultimately defensible heartland, the Nedesert: indrawn
Iike a closing sea-anenmone, waitfor the sooner-or-later nmoment when boom

And here, right on schedul e, boom Anthony CGottwhose picture had not for five years found its way
onto any official file, whose polysyllabic praenomen was not househol d know edge |i ke

Mar cant oni o' s but who was al ready thinking of possible extensions to suit the eventual dignity of
headship (current favorite: Anlying second: Antoniescu for no particular reaexcept he liked the
sound of it), in his Nevada forwith noises underfloor to signify work proceedi ng ace-apace on
apace-i n-the-hol e Robert Cottschal k—nanme deliberately chosen to mislead since it was inpossible to
hide the project conpletely fromthe scrutiny of Fedconputers, capable of interpretation as sone
pregifted new recruit vulnerable to a gun or a grenade...

But Robot CGottschal k was vulnerable to virtually nothing. At his quasi-father Anthony's fortress
hone he grew | i ke an enbryo seventy nmeters bel ow the | owest basenment, deep in the living rock
sounds from work on himwere channeled via tunnels which would | ater be closed with arnored doors;
you'd have to risk conor firing the whole western half of the conto make sure of shattering his
solid-state circuitry.

Thi ck-set, dark-haired but very pale with m|ky eyes, Anthony Gottschal k stood breathing the clean
desert breeze wafting off his estate, scented with oranges, |enons, bougainvilleas, frangipanis,
uncount abl e varieof lovely trees and shrubs. Coup after coup shed rosy glows in his mnd: sales to
Bl ackbury of weapons stick-in-the-nmud old Marcantonio wouldn't risk for fear of Federal clanpdown
(and who anong that gang of clowns would risk action when they found out? asked Anthony

Gottschal k)—hinting in Detroit how to solve the Mrton Lenigo i npasse—sol ved today and coni ng
along nicely, with insurrection alnost on Marcantonio's doorstep by God, wonderful!—-and stacked up
in the pipeline the biggest and nost profitable of all, of all, of all...

Hs mind calmed a little; he had been growi ng manic on no stronger drug than know edge of his own
i mpendsuccess. Marcantoni o was eighty count the years eighty! Should have been retired years ago
Al very well to head the cartel in days of bow and-arrow, now in nodern age usel ess, short-

si ghted, over-cautious. Refrom Robert already to hand, installation nearly conplete, partial

eval uations al ready recoverable by punching the proper code on the keyboard here...

Turni ng, he bent to the board and checked on | ate devel opments. Probability of sales tonorrow in
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New York State: $12, 000,000 plus or mnus $1,500,000. Sales index for whole country 35% Gand
Project realizarating up by three points in the past hour

Ant hony Cottschal k perforned a little tapdance of joy. The Lenigo revolution was well on the way.
If only one could arrange for Marcantonio to catch a nisdishot...

But no. Alas no. There in his New Jersey estate he was at |east as well protected as Anthony here,
VWachesupstate, any other polly. It would take Robert to figure out a breach in the defenses.

He woul d. There was nothing else on the continent, nothing on the planet to nmatch Robot

CGottschal k: the Federal governnent bled white (horse laugh) by its own nassive purchases fromthe
CGottschal k cartel as the hydra of insurrection burst out |ike a dormant forest fire here today,
there tonorrow, the day after in fifty cities at once, could never have afforded him The nearest
approach woul d be Com Paul at Capetown, the comwhich for over a generation had enabled five
mllion whites to dance nocking rings around the knees who hated them That woul d obviously be the
second nmarket zone for the Grand Project; he'd thought of Britbut since the destruction of

Whi tehall you could forget Britain. Over there people could barely afford shotguns.

And once Marcantoni o had been buried—at the head of a five-mle cortéege, naturally, for he had in
his day been a great man—there was alnost no limt to the possibilities open to the Gottschal ks.
Bapuji could sell to Asia and O ayinka to Africa faster than their plants could keep up. Chop-chop
like a butcher's cleaver, the slashing |lines of denmarcation between nan and nan, wonman and wonan,
man and wonman... Hhnmm Maybe not that; necessary to breed to keep up the con...H gh birth-rate in
Latin America still ...

He | aughed. What was the good of relying on his own insight any nore? It had got him Robert, and
Robert even before he was finished had bl acknailed Moxrton Lenigo into the country, sonething the
mel ani sts here had been failing to nanage for two years or nore, and within hours of his arriva
the sales probability graph soaring, just soaring! Fromthis point on—fApckingly Anthony Gottschal k
renoved an imagi nary hat —RoGottschal k was the actual head of the cartel, regardl ess of who m ght
be the titular grandfather.

O course, Lenigo could hardly be relied on to achieve here what he had rmanaged in Britain: the
knee patrols on street-corners, armed, black and brown faces scow at the bl anks shuffling shabby
to their lowpaid daily grind, saving desperately even if it meant denying their children food in
order to buy weapons from Gottair-drops nade on |lonely ground in the Wl sh nountains, the fens of
East Anglia, the noors of Devon and Yorkshire, snmuggled by blank commando units across city
borders for resale at inflated prices.

Nonet hel ess, if his mere presence could provoke this sort of instant panic—just add
Leni go! "—Robert woul d have paid for hinmself the day after his schedul ed com

VWhat nore coul d anyone ask?

FI FTY-ONE | F YOUR NUMBER COMES UP THEN YOUR NUMBER COVES UP AND THAT' S ALL THERE IS TO I T SO
VHAT' S THE USE OF WORRYI NG THAT' S WHAT | ALWAYS SAY

Al ong about one when the troubled city was qui eter and the gunshi ps had been w thdrawn w t hout
nore than two or three blocks having to be razed Lyla disthat she had fallen asleep on the floor
under the folding table which with | egs properly braced m ght serve as protection against flying
glass or bits of the ceiling falling on her. She was very stiff and very cold and what had woken
her was the shrill conplaint of their comveb indicating that there was a call awaiting her or Dan
at the end of the corridor.

It was a common trick to get doors opened in blocks like this one during riots. She ignored the
noi se, hating its insistence and wishing it would stop

When after a long long tine it did so, she thought about it being used to determ ne whether the
apt was enpty or not, and crawled into the kitchen where their gun was kept, dusty at the back of
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a closet. It was very old—Pan said it had been used in the Blackbury inof the eighties—but in
those days things had been built to last and it had still worked when Dan checked it just before
Easter.

Straining her ears, discovering that the effect of the joylets had worn off and she coul d now hear
normal |y again, she detected footsteps outside, and then there was a groan and sonething she
couldn't place, a verbal sound without content, and then there was a bang on the door and a voice
she recogni zed said, "Mss Cay!"

She pointed the gun, |ooking to nake sure the deadcatch was set.

"Mss Clay! Ah-Bill here! | talked to you this nornremenber? |'ve got M. Kazer here and he's
hurt!"

What ?

Movi ng sl ow y, as though through deep water, she secured the deadfall, chained the door, | ooked

out through a crack on its right side with gun I eveled and there was a | ean, serious-faced young
man in a black oversuit holding up Dan with both hands and bl ood running, dripping, streanmng from
his belly, down his |legs, puddling, snearing, stinking in the hot night air.

He put his hand out weakly to catch the janb and she coul dn't push the door shut enough to rel ease
the chain and the Gottschal k had to drag hi m back and he screaned faintly and when Lyla got the
door open at eternal last he alnobst fell through. Together she and Bill guided himto the broken
bed and laid himon it; he wouldn't straighten at first so that they could see the wound in his
belly but when eventually he overthe pain enough to roll on his back with a bit of help it could
be seen that there was a nmonstrous gash with the shape of organs bul ging through. Hs eyes were
shut and his face was paper-white and after a nmonent his breathing faded.

"Cet a doctor!" Lyla said with colossal, incredible effort past the need to vonit.
"No doctor will cone out tonight,"” Bill said. "There's a curfew "

"But we can't just let himdie!" Lyla spun on her heel, ran to the bathroom | ooked for
di sinfectant, dressanything useful, canme back enpty-handed and weepi ng, the tears welling out of
her eyes with a curious dry tickling like flies crawling down her cheeks.

"I"'mafraid he is dead," the Gottschal k said, and let go the wist at which he had checked the
pul se.

"What ?"

"I"'mvery sorry." Honself pale, the Gottschal k avoi ded her eyes, |ooking down at the blood which
had spl ashed on his black oversuit. "He nust have been hit with an axe, | guess, or nmaybe a sabre.
It's a niracle he was able to get in the elevator and shout |oud enough for me to hear when he
made it to this floor."

Lyla stood |i ke a waxwork, registering the words but not reacting.

"Ch, if only people took notice of the warnings we give them" the Gottschal k went on sorrowfully,
shaki ng his head. "He should have been arned-he shoul d have been able to defend hinself! You don't
need training to use things |like Blazers, and no" one with a nere axe or sword can get within

stri king distance agai nst one of them"

"What did you say?" Lyla brought out very slowy.

"I said if he'd been arned, able to protect hinself—= The inplications of Lyla's expression
bel atedl y penethe CGottschal k's mind and he broke off in alarm

"Cet out. You're a ghoul. You're disgusting. You re not human."
"Now | ook here, Mss—t"

"You're a devil!" Lyla was hal f-choking on her own sobs; proper words wouldn't come to match the
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hate that had exploded in her nmind. She had dropped the gun on the table in the kitchen when she
put her arm around Dan, or she woul d have shot the CGottschal k where he stood. Lacking that, what
for a weapon? The Lar was in arm s reach; she caught it up and threw it and it struck himon the
forehead. He cried out and put up his hands, foolishly, nuch too |late.

"Qut!" Lyla screamed at him and raised the big brass tray in both hands, rushing at him His fist
warding it off made it sound like a cracked gong, and her voice rose to a shrill peak of | oathing.

"Cot tschal k! Gottschal k! CGottschal k!'"

Whirling, she ran to the kitchen to retrieve the gun and he canme after her, snatching at her arm
draggi ng her off bal ance, getting past her and nmaking it to the door, tugging it open and—eapi ng
back as the deadjarred down its overdue-for-greasing grooves with a slamthat shook the buil ding.

"I wish it had squashed you," Lyla said, picking heroff the floor. "You need to be stonped, like a
bedShe tried for the gun again, still on the table, but he was faster—he wasn't trenbling with the
shock of a lover's death. It was his hope and anbition to cause many deaths. He was an arms

sal esman by choice, calmand even a little happy to see his products in such decapable of trying
to clinch a sale at the bedside of a fresh corpse. He tripped her as she reached for the gun
caught it up hinself and turned the butt into his palmwith a practiced flip. Back on the fl oor
she | ooked at himwi th hate in her eyes.

Breat hi ng hard, he sidled to the wi nch and one-handed rai sed the deadfall, fixed the catch by
touch, gun |l eveled, watching Lyla intently. He opened the door, glanced to nmake sure the corridor
was enpty, vani shed and slamed it behind him

"Ch Christ," Lyla said. Then, as she realized she was sitting in a patch of Dan's wet new bl ood,
sticky on her bare thigh, she said again, "Ch Christ."

There was no answer.

FI FTY- TWO REPRI NTED FROM THE MANCHESTER GUARDI AN OF 11TH JANUARY 1968
Danger of 'guerrilla' war in US
New Yor k, January

Aretired United States Arny intelligence officer has suggested that unrest in Arercities could
lead to full-scale prolonged guerrilla warfare involving large arny units, which could be as
difficult to quell as guerrilla activities in South-East Asia.

In the January issue of the "Army MagCol onel Robert B. Rigg wites:

"So far, the causes of urban viol ence have been enotional and social. O ganhowever, can translate
these grievinto political ones of serious poand result in violence or even prolonged warfare.

"Man has constructed out of steel and concrete a nmuch better 'jungle' than nature has created out
of Vietnam Such cenent-and-brick jungles can offer better security to snipers and city guerrillas
than the Vietcong enjoy in their jungles, elephant grass and narshes."

GQuerrilla warfare in the cities mght be fonented by Comruni st China or Cuba, he says. Sone US
intelligence circles were aware that the nore dangerous conspirin ghettoes were being pronpted by
menbers of the pro-Chinese wing of the US Conmuni st Party.

Neither full application of fire-power nor political negotiation was |likely to be effecagai nst
urban guerrillas, he says.

"There are nmeasures that offer a betsolution if we are to keep our cities from beconing battle-
grounds: penetration by police and reliance on traditional FBI methSuch efforts nmust begin now so
as to prevent organised guerrilla violence from gaini ng nmomentum
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"A whol e new manual of mlitary opertactics and techni ques needs to be witten in respect of urban
warfare of this nature. Arny units nust be oriented and trained to know t he cenent-and-asphal t
jungl e of every American city."

Col onel Rigg says that manoeuvres carout in large cities could prove a deto urban
i nsurrection. —Reuter

FI FTY- THREE ASSUMPTI ON CONCERNI NG THE FOREGO NG MADE FOR THE PURPOSES OF THI S STORY

Either it wasn't done or it didn't work.

FI FTY- FOUR DI VI SI ON STREET, EARTH

Lyl a d ay possesses a supertal ent.

Dan Kazer has been her |over for between two and three years.
Matt hew Fl anen is horrified at what's been done to his wife Celia.
Celia Prior Flamen turned to drugs because she felt neand ignored.
Li onel Prior manages the | ast of the spool pi geons who spein exposes.
Pedro Diablo is world-fanmous for his anti-white propagan

Harry Madison is a patient in a mental hospital. Lyla Cay wrks at being a pythoness |ike any
regul ar j ob.

Dan Kazer has been nmar her as a successful product.

Matt hew Fl anen |l et nonths go by without going to call on his wife in the hospital

Celia Prior Flanmen wel coned her incarceration because it gave her the chance to be a nun
Lionel Prior likes to keep up appearances at all costs.

Pedro Di abl o has nore white ancestry than Negro ances

Harry Madi son is uniquely gifted in the maintenance of conplex circuitry.

Janmes Reedeth is worried about keeping Madison in the hospital unjustifiably.

Ariadne Spoelstra is in |love with Reedeth.

El i as Mogshack is dedicated to the ideal of nental health.

Hermann Uys is a white South African expert on race.

Morton Lenigo is determ ned to overthrow the white Uni States.

Xavier Conroy once wote that Division Street, Earth, runs straight through the nidof people.
Man is a gregarious animal: he builds cities.

The above-naned are human beings. Janmes Reedeth has never actried to get Mdison rel eased.

Ariadne Spoelstra maintains that "love is a dependent state" and dangerous for a psychiatri st
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El i as Mogshack hoards his patients like a m ser.
Hermann UWys is in fanatical nelanist Bl ackbury.

Morton Lenigo waited nearly three years to be granted an official entry pernit to the United
St at es.

Xavi er Conroy, unable to conpromi se, has been driven to teaching in an undi stinCanadi an col | ege.
Man is not a social animal: he fights wars.

The above-naned are hunan bei ngs.

FI FTY- FI VE BUSI NESS AS USUAL, MORE OR LESS

Bad-t enper ed, sour-nouthed, queasy-stonmached fromlack of sleep, Matthew Flanen sat scowing in
hi s ski mand counted the wasting mnutes as diversion after diversion was fed to the controls from
the Ninge traffic conmputer. It was a clear still hot day and fromthe five-hundred neter |evel he
could see a long way. O the three LR s nentioned in the norning news—tast resort strikes where it
had been deened necessary to bring a whole block tunbling around the ears of snipers—the Harl em
and East Village ones had been doused, but over the one in the Bronx a colum of snpbke was rising
like a straight stone pillar. The cause of the dithough, was the stream of Federal ships shutback
and forth fromthe city to the Wstchester internment canps; everything el se was bei ng routed
around their reserved airl ane.

At one point he found hinself heading in the di anetwong direction

He swore under his breath, wondering what had poshi myesterday when he was conpiling the show
He'd had that high reading on the Lenigo case, and he'd dismissed it as ridiculous, and within
hal f an hour of his noon slot the kneeblank stations were slanout gleeful flashes and the X
Patriots were assenmin their thousands at Kennedy.

"CGot to get to the bottomof that!" he declared al oud.
"I mean, no one takes the governnent seriously these days, but this is lunacy!"

Hal f - enbarrassed at uttering such a stale platitude, not even party-handy any nore, he fel
silent, tugging his beard. The question stood, nonethel ess: what coul d have possessed the

I nmigration Service to | et Lenigo have his visa? Blackmail? It had to be, in the strict
contenmporary sense of one of the knee enclaves holding a knife to the Federal neck. Wat, who,
wher e? Bl ack-bury? | npossible. Mayor Black was beconing steadily nore paranoid, as witness his
firing of Pedro Diablo for nmere genetic reasons, and on Uys's say-so too...

The probl em whi ch had preoccupi ed hi mover breakreturned briefly: whether or not, with D ablo
turning up at the office today, he could make a story out of Uys's presence in the country. \Was
Campbel | eager enough to overl ook a breach of what had obvi ousbeen neant as a confi dence,
according to Prior's judgnment, in return for full cooperation in the Diablo case?

And what was this man Diablo |like as a person, anyAs a public figure, anybody in conmmrunications of
any kind had a preconceived inage of him a brilliant, savage, wholly destructive propagandi st
whose canned prograns were seized with cries of delight in Africa and Asia. But that was
essentially irrelevant. Back in the pioneering days of the nedia, alnost inmrediately after the
crude and primtive radio era donm nated by Dr. CGoebbels, that instinctive genius of the borderline
peri od Joe McCarthy had allegedly greeted a former acquai nat a party, having secured his dismssa
fromhis job, the loss of nbst of his friends and the acquisition of several million new enem es,
with the cry, "Haven't seen nuch of you | atel y—you been avoi di ng ne?"

Fl amen nodded. Yes, he'd had insight into the patof the future, that man: the splits
public/private, knee/blank, rich/poor, left/right, conform st/nonconeverything. But after so |ong

file:///ID|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/D...runner,%20John%20-%20The%20Jagged%200rbit.txt (61 of 153) [2/1/2004 3:07:23 PM]



file:///ID}/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/Desktop/John%20Brunner/Brunner,%20John%20-%20T he%20Jagged%200rbit.txt

being identified with Bl ackbury policies could D ablo have naintained that essential division
wi thin hinself which would enable themto neet as craftsnen on a conmon | evel ?

He shrugged. Only tinme would tell, and despite all the delays he was suffering it |ooked as though
he would only be a matter of twenty minutes |late at the Etchmark Undertower.

And, like it or not, he was going to spend the rest of the tine contenplating the nystery of
Leni go's adm sGranted bl ackmail, elimnating Bl ackbury, what was left? A wealthy enclave, for
sure, which neant a northern one...Chicago? Hell, no. Perhaps one with especially good politica
nous—

Abruptly he snapped his fingers, looking in dismay at his own obtuseness at the naker's plaque on
the dash of his own skinmer. Detroit, of course! Miust be! The only knee enclave with an absol ute
pistol held to the head of the Federal governnent, the city nicknamed "Bl ack South Africa" in
allusion to their willingness to trade with the eneny as the Afrikaners had been doing for
decades, coiners of the slogan "W negrotiate froma position of strength!”

And what could Detroit have used as a lever? WlIl, the conmputers would certainly be able to nake a
guess at that. Mnmentarily pleased, he bent a smile on the approaching city, and it vani shed
instantly as he realized the ski mer was being ordered to make yet another diversion, this tine
for a flight of Federal gunships in a show of strength, firing rockets into the East Ri ver where
they fountained up columms of steam And the nartial |aw warning |ights were flashing on all the
tall est buildings including the stunp of the Enpire State, which had been shortened by seventeen
stories during the insurrection of 1988 but remained a conspi cuous | and

| hate martial |aw days, he thought. | really do. It's worse than living in a hurricane zone.

FI FTY- SI X PRESS CONFERENCE d VEN BY THE SUCCF THE LAST CHI EF EXCAPABLE OF SPANNI NG THE CREDI BI LI TY
GAP W THOUT SPLI THI' S PANTS

Presi dent Gayl ord: Mrning, |aze an' genmun.
Reporters: By God, it is too! Right on the ball so far today, Prexy!
Presi dent Gayl ord: (chuckl es)

Dean of reporters*: First off, Prexy, your comments on the decision to adnit Mrton Lenigo to this
country in view of his known participation in the dynaniting of Cardiff Castle, Wales, the

expul sion of the Lord Mayor of Manchester, England, and the knee seizure of the city of

Bi rmi ngham Engl and, and additionally in view of the insurrection nounted in New York City overby
X Patriots and other extrem st groups which have reacted to the decision as a confession of
weakness in face of threats from Ghana, Nigeria, and other knee-blank powers.

Presi dent Gayl ord: Ah—yeah, that one was conped for ne, | think...just a second. (Shuffles
docunents on desk.) Here we are. "The decision to adnit Mrton Lenigo was taken in full cognizance
of the allegations nmade agai nst himby racialist spokesmen in his hone

*Martin Luther Spry, Hol obeam Reuters country of Britain, and in pursuance of the ideals of the
Great Society which is designed to nmaintain a honmo—ah—kono- geni us?—ah.."

Dean of reporters: "Honobgeneous," maybe, Prexy?

President Gaylord: | guess so. "—balance between the justifiably independence-desirous col ored
citizens of the planet and their fellows who by accident of circunstances have found thensel ves in
a position of greater good fortune."

Reporters: (laughter)

Unidentified reporter: Keep pitchin', darl—that one swerved like a (last word indecipherable,
| aught er)
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Myramay Wel borne, Pan-Can: Comments on the all-stations from Capet own recomendi ng that you shoul d
nuke out the bl ack enclaves starting with Detroit and shoot Lenigo while he's off his turf and his
bullies can't cone after?

President Gaylord: Well, Myramay! Good to see you back! Did you shed that | ong wet creep you got
married to?

Myramay Wel borne: | did not. It was a great honeyand it sort of stretched, that's all. How about
an answer ?

Presi dent Gaylord: Yeah, | guess | have sonething here which will fit...Yeah. "It is well-known
that the blank extrem sts of South Africa will stop at nothing to disthe ideals of a multi-racial
society. Beyond that | have no conment to make on this disgraceful sugges

Dean of reporters: Wsh | could afford conping to your standards, Prexy. That's (enphasized)
em nently usable. So what you doing toni ght—=2

Phyllis Logan Quality, Ninge: Excuse ne, Martin, | have one nore—

Dean of reporters: Sorry, thought we'd exhausted that one.

Phyllis Logan Quality: Well, with the overnight death-count at twelve hundred el even—
Reporters: (laughter)

Phyllis Logan Quality:—and sixteen thousand arrests to be processed things are bad in ny district,
dam it!

Reporters: Cooh! Bad | anguage yet! (Laughter)

Phyllis Logan Quality: It isn't funny! Qur own studios were—

Presi dent Gayl ord: When you' ve finished the conPhyllis—

Reporters: (laughter)

Unidentified reporter: Gve her a break, she's new around here. What's nore she's kind of pretty.

President Gaylord: Better tell the automatics you want an "unidentified reporter” credit on
that, — You wouldn't want people to think you're getting susceptible after all these years, would
you?

Unidentified reporter: It's all right for you, Prexy. My son Tom cane hone last night with a third-
degree burn on his shoul der. Sniper caught him

President Gaylord: | got a conped statenent for that one too, right here somewhere...Yeah. "Mich as
one regrets the danage to property caused by extrem st—

Unidentified reporter: The hell with property! This was ny son
President Gaylord: Ah, we got too dammed many peoin this country anyway.
Dean of reporters: Can we quote that?

Presi dent Gayl ord: You quote what's conped for you! That does not include off-the-cuff and off-the-
record reYou want to quote, you pick up a heap of printlike you ought to. Is that the lot for
today? | got a date at the gun club

Dean of reporters: Sure, Prexy, wouldn't want to keep you from an inportant engagenent. (Ends)

FI FTY- SEVEN Pl CKI NG UP THE PI ECES
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The sorting process at the Westchester canps started around five-thirty and by seven the arrestees
with verinental disorder records were being shipped into the G nsberg and the automatics were
humm ng with ward-of -the-state applications. They didn't call out Mgto attend to routine matters
like this, but Reedeth was junior staff grade and they sent for himwth a police skinmrer at seven-
ten. Officially on reserve for the nonth, Ariadne heard an early-norning newscast and cane in at
seven-fifty, and with the aid of three police psychiatrists they broke the back of the problem
within a couple of hours; there were a mere seven hunor so suspected nental cases this tine. The

St at e government had been cl anping down recently, and were no longer admtting that proof of

i ncarceration was equivalent to proof of disorder; they' d secured a SuCourt ruling that a current
doctor's certificate was essenti al

Goi ng down the alleys between the stacked and racked gas-sl eepy arrestees, Reedeth checked each of
their IDs: "Manfred Hal Cherkey, ship himback—tulu Waterson VWalls, better keep her and Harry
Madi son won't be the only knee here next week—Philip X. ben Abdullah, keep himtoo, | guess—

The automatics delivered the running total of acceptand when he came too close to the limt the
hospital could cope with they down-rated previous border

readi ngs to conpensate, elimnating the ones with the ol dest certificates and re-assigning themto
Westfor ordinary internnment sentences.

Suddenly he stopped dead, staring at a pale figure not gassed but inmmbile, arns w apped around
knees, eyes open but not seeing anything, frozen in the foetal posture.

"Christ," he said. "Wat's she doi ng here?"

FI FTY-El GHT A LONG VWAY I N BOTH SPACE AND TI ME FROM BASI N STREET THE CELELOCUS OF | NTERSECTI ON
BEPERSONS OF UNEQUAL EPI Pl GVENTATI ON

Wthin seconds of Flanmen letting hinmself into his office at the Etchmark Undertower—rend-setter
of the post-turn-of-century buildings sunk as far into yielding earthcrust as ol der buil di ngs
jutted upward, in order to reach the bedrock of the Manhattan Schist in an area where it

nosedi ved—the comweb screen it to show Prior's face.

"Ah, Matthew " Wth evident relief. "Were you held up?"

"Of course | was!" Flanmen snapped. "They're diverting everything to the four points of the

conmpass. | thought | was never going to get here at all. Did Diablo show?"
"Sure he did. He's right here in my office. I'Il bring himin to see you at once. |'ve been
keepi ng hi m hangaround a bit, I'mafraid, but | thought it best for himto nmeet you before we

start ed—ah—tal ki ng shop. "

Fl anen's nmood |ightened nonentarily; he was al anused when in a fit of self-consciousness Prior
gave that faintly disapproving inflection to a phrase he regarded as slangy. This particul ar one
had a century or two of respectable use behind it, but for Prior it was still not quite kosher

"Great, bring himin," he said aloud, dropping into his chair.

So now. the big nonent. Enter, fussily superintended by Prior, the cel ebrated Pedro Di abl o,
curiously shy in nmanner (but perhaps that was due to the shock of beuprooted fromhis lifetinme-
fam |iar background), eyes darting everywhere in the room a great deal of their whites showing. A
rat her good-1| ooking man, younger than Flanen had i magi ned: certainly still in his thirties. But of
course he already had a decade of fanme behind him that would explain the fal se perspeclLean

tautly nervous, hair and beard curled in near-African spirals, wearing New York-fashionabl e
clothing instead of Blackbury robes—a bl ack-green striped over-suit and green shoes... Fl anen

i nventoried himas he shook hands, accepted the offer of a chair, uttered conabout great pleasure
and havi ng often watched the Flamen show

Sonehow, though, despite hours of restlessness during the night which he had intended to devote to
t he quesof Diabl o, Flanen had wound up without any plan of action for today. After the
formalities, there was a long interval of silence which nade Prior visibly anxHe had just cleared
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his throat and seened about to utter some scrap of Snalltal k, when Fl amen deci ded—al nost to his
own surprise—that he wasn't going to bother about being diplomatic.

"Wl l!" he said, |ooking Diablo straight in the face. "I guess it fits your inpression of blank
society, doesn't it, to find yourself here as the result of a bribe?"

Prior's jaw dropped. Flanen turned on hima snmle as sweet as honey. "Freeze it, Lionel," he said.
"I'mnot in the right nood to be polite today, |I'mafraid. | have agreed to take a bribe, and |'m
feeling ashamed of nyself."

"But soneone of M. Diablo's known talent in the field—=

"Ch, sure! | respect his work tremendously. | also respect his well-known inpatience wth
hypocri sy and doubletalk. I wish | was half as consistent."”

"I'mlooking to you to learn how to give up being consistent,” Diablo nuttered. "There's no
consi stency in what's happened to ne these past forty-eight hours. Sure, go ahead and call ne a
bri be—+t's sonething of a privilege, | guess, to be treated as the price which can buy sonething
fromyou."

Who' d have thought it? 1'"mon the right track, Flanen told hinself, pleased.

"So let's skip all the pretense!" he exclained. "I'll give you the bald facts why | agreed to
havi ng you sent here, shall |? We're getting interference on our show and the Hol ocosni c engi neers
say they can't elimnate it. | think there nust be a good reason why not—t never affects any
other transmission fromtheir studios. | need the resources to stand up and argue with them which
means computer tine in amounts | couldn't ordinarily afford. So I nmade a bargai n—er rather Lionel
did, but I"'min total agreement with himon it."

D abl o gave a thoughtful nod. "I see. It's all fallen very patly, hasn't it? Bustafedrel needed to
find me a slot fast for fear of recrimnations, you had a probl em whi ch needed Federal help, and
here | am So continue."

Fl anmen hesitated. "I don't nean to underval ue you— he began, but Diablo raised a hand to
forestall the rest.

"Friend, | don't care what you say, or anyone else right now | been so underval ued yesterday... You
catch me?"
"I certainly agree with that!" Prior said hastily. "I nean, | told Voigt straight out: this man's

worth a couple of army corps!”
"So what's an arny corps worth these days?" D abl o snapped.

There was a further uneasy pause. Eventually Flasaid, "Nonetheless | ambeing inpolite. I'msorry.
It's partly lack of sleep, and partly having had the MdrLenigo thing under ny nose yesterday and
thinking it was absurd...Say, what do you think of themletting himin?"

They're out of their skulls," Diablo shrugged. "But in that area they don't have a nonopoly."

"No, it's clear that Mayor Black also finally mslaid his marbles," Flamen concurred. "Throw ng
you out, particularly on the say-so of an Afrikaner, is kind of like cutting your wists to see
the pretty red blood flow "

"Expect me to contradict you? |'mnot nodest. Also | think I'ma better nelanist than he is, and
since you said you don't approve of hypocrisy, | might as well lay it on record that | don't plan
to turn ny coat and get even. If you were hoping I'd turn up with a pack of pre-canned slanders to
under mi ne Mayor Bl ack or Lenor whoever, you were wong. | said | wanted the |etof the Bl ackbury
contract adhered to. It's been done. That's fair. So you can have any of what |'m carryi ng which
I'd have used over ny own beans if | hadn't been thrown out of Blackbury. | don't like blanks in
general so nost of what | have is anti-blank. If you' re honest enough to use it, | can get al ong
with you. Al of it, of course, is the truth."

Fromthe corner of his eye Flanen saw that Prior was goggling |like a hooked fish, clearly
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horrified at the way the conversation was going. But for his part, he welit. There was sonething
about Di abl o' s aggresnmanner whi ch remi nded hi mof his own younger self, and at the same tine drew
his attention to changes since then which had proceeded so slowy and gradually that he had never
felt a discontinuity. It was |like—yes, it was |ike having been lounging in a skinmrer on a bright
warm day, idly watching the clouds and enjoythe sun and the breeze, and suddenly waking up to the
fact that you had an appoi ntnent an hour ago in a city five hundred mles distant in the wong
direction.

He t hought of his prom se yesterday that he was goto fix Mgshack's wagon. Why had he said that?
Behe was honestly worried about Celia? He'd believed so on the surface of his nind, but the sharp
edge of Diablo's personality, honed in a conmunity where black was bl ack and white was white and
there were no shades of gray in between, had nade the pretense gape apart like the splitting of a
dr umrhead.

No. In his heart of hearts he was no longer interested in Celia; he'd becone resigned nont hs past
to losing her as a wife, and once she was evicted fromthat rol e she becanme one person anong
mllions, a stranger. Yet, just as he had once spoken in harsh unconprom sing terns |like Diablo's,
so too his younger self had uttered and nmeant the formal public pronises of a marriage cerenony.

It was one thing to recognize as a bitter fact that over half the marriages contracted in twenty-
first century Anerica had already ended in divorce, though the cenwas barely fourteen years ol d;
it was something else again to relegate a person who had once rul ed your universe to the status of
a nmere tool, the instrunent to undermnmi ne Mogshack and denonstrate that Matthew Fl anen the
spool pi geon was still a power to reckon wth.

Al that had been poised at the edge of awareness, worked out during the night and needing only
the last-straw i npact of circumstance to bring it aval anching into the open. Diablo happened to
have been the bearer of that straw, and had let it fall at the nonent when rational judgnent
war ned that he dare not respond, for there was a show to be taped and conped and revi sed and
delivered in barely two hours.

"Matthew, is sonething wong?" he heard Prior say. Wth a trenmendous effort he dragged hinsel f
back to the present.

"No, nothing," he lied with convincing casual ness. "I was just considering how best to acquai nt
M. Diablo with our techniques, but | guess that's a non-problem isn't it? You nust use equi pnent
nmore or less |like ours in Blackbury."”

Di abl 0 scanned the computer boards which occupied three walls of the office, with a screen over
each, and shook his head.

"Nope. | doubt there's a setup like this in any of the knee encl aves except naybe Detroit, and if
there's one there it's probably used for defense and budgeting, not for propaganda. Frankly, |
been wondering what it's all for."

"Show you, then," Flamen said, rising. "W don't have too nuch tinme to put our day's show
together, but | did once conp a ten-mnute showin level tinme, so if |I have to hurry | can...Let's
see now " He crossed the roomto stand before the board cl osest to the doorthis one was the nost
heavily used, as could be seen fromthe deep nail-marks in the tops of its keys.

"We'll start with the one that got away," he said, hal f-nockingly, half-angrily. "The Mrton
Leni go thing. Backfacts first"—he tapped a code on the board with practiced fingers. "Now that
they're set up, let's take a starting point fromwhich we can dig deeper. For inlet's ask what the
Detroit city government threatto do in order to secure Lenigo' s adnission.”

Di abl o had cone over to stand beside himand watch. Flanen was pl eased to hear his very faint hiss
of inbreath as he voiced the idea which had struck himin the skinmer.

"I't was Detroit, then? You of all people ought to know. Don't worry, though. |I'mnot going to
force inout of you. Qur equipnment isn't the best in the world, but it's well prined with data, and
anyway | didn't have to conp that one out—+ just deduced it." At the back of his m nd he was aware
that he was adopting this patronizing tone in order to get back at the knee for that dismaying fit
of insight he'd suffered a mnute earlier, and was unable to prevent hinself continuing, and was
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di smayed all over again at that too.

Christ, he thought: |I'm beginning to wonder why | still have any friends left if this is me—ow
Wrse yet...do | have any friends?

But al oud, in response to the appearance on the screen over the conputer board of a short list of
key subjects each followed by a probability rating in perterns: "See here, it says the nost
sensitive point for themto apply pressure at is their annual tax-assessnment. They've nearly
satched the market for skincommercial transport vehicles and their other nmain products, and they
didn't quite conpute their obsol esprogramas cleverly as they intended. W could take at |east a
t hree-nont h bl ockade before we ran out of replacenents, and if we had to we could wel sh on the
contract the Federal government nmade with them and start produci ng our own spares. Wereas they'd
have starvation riots in about a nonth and a half; we deliberately keep down their stocks of food.
However, their purchases of power and water bring in so big a slice of the Federal budget, in hard
African and M ddl e Eastern currencies, that threatening to set up—eh, pera condensation plant...ls
sonet hi ng w ong?"

Di abl o swal l owed hard. "Yes," he said in a defiant tone. "I think you' re conning ne. You got that
in the Federal package, didn't you? It was part of the price you paid for agreeing to slot me in."

"Cross ny heart it wasn't," Flanmen said with a thin smle. "But | assune it's the truth, hn®"

"Well...Ch, all right. | believe you. And it is right. Clear down to the atnospheric condensation
pl ant W were going to break that info around the weekend sonetine. | guess | don't have to
explain the slant."

"Once again the knees get even with the blanks for termng a nasty antisocial act 'blacknmail'?"

"We call "em'petards,' " Diablo said at Iength. "You know—hoist with his own."' Sorry, | didn't
mean to hold you up when you're short of tine. But what | don't get is this." He fingered his
beard, staring at the conputer screen. "Wen you have anal ytical equiprment like this, which can
di g the background out of sonmething as well masked as the Lenigo blacknmail deal, why's there any
need for a specialized spool pi geon show? You'd think the regular news coverage would be full-depth
anyway. "

"I've made ny living for years out of the fact that it isn't," Flamen said curtly. Then
relenting: "It's differhere on the outside, Diablo. It's a big psychol ogi cal thing. W | ook at
what you can see, and we stop there. | guess we got into the habit some time in the | ast censane
as we—wel | —same as we might |ook at you and think 'kneeblank,' full stop. W think of news as the
detached record of what took place, regardless of why: there was an earthquake yesterday, there's
a riot today, there's going to be a tornado tonorrow. You catch ne?"

"It fits," Diablo said, nodding. "So go ahead."

"Al right. Where was |? Ch yes. Well, I'll just have all the stories conped out which | left to
si nmer overand check the nonitor back to see what's cone in since.! The screen flashed and
darkened and fl ashed again, factors in each successive story being eval uated and presented. "Ah,

that's fine. Today we have several usable itens."
"How do you deci de which are the usabl e ones?"

"My usual baseline is eighty-plus in favor of it being true. That works. Once | used sonething
conped at seventy-eight and | had to apol ogi ze and pay danages, but | never got caught on anything
with a rating over eighty on this equipnent. Though bei ng cautious was what cost ne a beat on the
Lenigo story yesterday; it was five points below the likeliest alternative."

"Whi ch was?"

"That the Cottschal ks were spreadi ng al arm and deagai n. Sormething there wasn't nuch point in

usi ng, of course. Everyone's known for years that that's how they jack their sales |levels up
they're ghouls, growfat on people's hates and fears, and the human spebeing what it is they' re apt
to go on growing fat until they collapse under their own weight."
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"That's something we don't get in the enclaves," Diasaid. "CGottschal k sal es canpai gns, | nean
We're an automatic market—slands in a sea of hostility."

"Mmnhm" Flanen's eyes were on the screen as he brought up subject after subject for intensive
analysis. "I have sonething on the Gottschal ks, by the way. Here it is. | don't think that'll nean
too much to you at the nonent, though."

Di abl o stared at the screen. "IBM $375, 000, Honey$233,000, Elliot- No, it doesn't."

"They' ve been buyi ng hi gh-order data-processing equipnent. Lots of it. That was yesterday's record
of bills met."

"One day's record?" Diablo said incredul ously.
"I't says here. Care to—ah-suggest an expl anation?"

Di abl o' s beard-clawi ng evolved into a series of tugs that threatened to haul out the roots. "Hnm
| never paid nmuch attention to the Gottschalks, I'mafraid. Bad policy in a place |ike Bl ackbury
to risk of fending people who prop us up the way they do. But | thought they used one of the Iron
Mount ai n banks. "

"They do." Flanmen hesitated. Then, at |ong | ast conthat he had overni ght been frightened of this
encounter with a man whose reputati on exceeded his own in spite of all the drawbacks—tack of
funds, |ack of resources, |ack of nade-to-order support fromwealthy blanks at the top of the

pl anetary totem pol e—he gave way to the inpulse to inpress himagain with casual inside know edge.
"But apparently one of the security codes is up for sale with a price not much over a mllion. If
they're at that stage, they're obviously ready to pull out of Iron Muwuntain altogether, aren't

t hey?"

"I'n favor of their own private equi prent?"

"Seems likely, I'd say."

"Maybe t hey know sonething," Diablo said after a nonent for thought. "D d you check the current
list of Iron Mountain clients to see if there's soneone on it who's on the Gottschal k bl acklist?"

"Ah." Flanmen bit his Iip. "Damm it, | didn't think of that. Thank you. 1'll see if anything cones
of it, but it may take ne a while to get hold of the client list." He tapped his keys again, on
the adjacent board this time, thinking about the idea of the whole of Iron Muntain being bl own
up, say by a snuggl ed nuke. That woul d weck the organization of at |east a thousand ngj or

cor porations.

And it was a possibility he certainly should have con

"Now " he resunmed. "We have sonme tape already froma special item so we can afford to pick and
choose today. W'll start, | think, with a subject of personal into yourself. What's Herman Uys
doing in Black-bury and how did he con Mayor Black into firing his key vu-nman?"

"Now just a—" Diablo tensed instantly; just as quickly he canceled the reaction under Flanen's
| evel gaze

"You approve of a South African blank being alto sabotage the American knee comunity's
propchannel s?" Fl amen said silkily.

"Il —ah..” Diablo drew a deep breath and finally contrived a headshake.

"Very well then. Let's find out what stock we have available for Uys. | don't have to ask about
Mayor Bl ack; he's vain, and we have tape on himwe could |lasso the noon with." Flamen noved to a
computer on the wall at right angles to the first one.

"More or less what | thought,"” he nmuttered when the data were screened in response to his
question. "Pracnot hing! Black-and-white 2-D material and that's it Wll, we can nake do with that.
This is a recent one, conparatively speaking." The screen blurred, cleared, showed Uys coning down
the steps froma plane door, presumably at hone in South Africa, being greeted by his fanmly and
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gesturing away a group of reporters.

"Let's have col or...hol ographic depth...yes, that's better...good...we can abstract fromthat and
blend it with Mayor Black and let's see now..Anerilocation and b.g., better have some nacoots... Ah,
that's not bad for a start, is it?"

This was the part of his job which was genuinely creative, and he always enjoyed it very nuch: the
adaptation of the nbst unpromising raw materials to generate a full-color, three-dinensiona
construct so conthat only a person who had actually been on the scene of the event could point to
i naccur aci es.

"Christ, it's like magic," Diablo nuttered, nmaking no attenpt to appear blase. The screened i nmage
had evol ved through a period of chaotic confusion into a fixed picture of Uys at a | aboratory
bench—dnquestionin America, not Africa, though it was the total inmand not any specific detai

whi ch nade that plain—+turning to speak to Mayor Black as the latter wal ked in accompani ed by a
pair of armed macoots.

"Not hi ng nmagi cal about it," Flamen said offhandedly. "I just had the right data to draw on—typica
genetic | ab design, the proper conputer printouts, the proper material in jars and dishes |ying
around, that kind of thing. The scenes are autonatically weighted for weather conditions,

cl ot hing, angle of sunlight, and so on, and all we have to do now is add the sound." He struck
codes on the keyboard. "Voices—we're bound to have sonething on tape, | guess, even for Uys, and
even if we haven't the nmachines will fake a South African acCharacteristic phrase-weighting—tet's
spice it with a few choice Afrikaner slogans...And here we go."

The fixed i mage noved. Voices energed froma conspeaker. Mayor Bl ack said, "An' how you gettin' on
with cleanin' house for us?"

Uys flinched, colored a little, controlled hinmself and answered in a dead voice that no one could
have failed to assign to an Afrikaner, "If you nean how is the candevel oping to purify the

nmel ani st heredity of this city, | have | ocated several inpure |lines which need to be discontinued.
In particular there's a nongrel called Pedro D abl o who—=

Fl anen flicked a control and the sound faded, though the inages continued. "How does that strike
you?" he inquired.

Di abl o passed his hand over his forehead, |ooking dazed. "It's fantastic," he admtted. "The
detail, | nmean. Like Uys's reaction to the suggestion that he'd been hired |ike a Bantu houseboy,
to clean house for a knee-blank...it's in character, damm it! Christ, if |1'd been allowed this kind
of equi pment instead of studio sets and actors—t"

"Al | owed?"

"I mean if the budget had run to it." Diablo overcane his excitement with an effort. "So what sort
of answer are you going to propose for the question you started with-why is Uys in Bl ackbury?"

Fl amen turned back to the keyboard he had used first. "That's still being conped,” he said when
the screen lit. "The little arrowsee it?—ndicates the rating is still going up as fresh data are
assessed. |'ll leave that to cook for a nonent and get the special itemout of the way. That's
sonme tape | made yesterday at the G nsberg Hospital; there was a pythoness performng and | reher
trance. It'll nmake a nice ground-softener for sonething which may eventually turn out to be rather
big."

"One of the itens you screened earlier?" Diablo in

"No, sonething new which is only at the tentative stage. W have this offer of free Federa
conmputer time, as you know, and one of the things | want to do with it is have..Wll, have someone
padded—t doesn't matwho." Flanmen had al nost forgotten that Prior was in the room he gave him an
uneasy gl ance.

"You see, | suspect that the treatnent patients in the G nsberg are getting nay sonetinmes nake
them worse instead of better, but the director is Elias Mdgshack, and he's got such a planetary
reputation |I'd need absounquestionabl e authority to back a challenge to him Let's just ask what
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woul d happen if my suspicions were well-founded, though." He stretched one armout and struck a
code again. The figure which appeared on the screen provoked an excl amati on of approval

"Ninety-plus! | can't recall when |I last had such a high reading!"
"I'n favor of what?" D abl o asked.

"Of his being tossed on the garbage pile. In which case |I literally don't dare not soften the
ground—+tet's allot that pythoness's trance the nost we can give a single subject according to our
contract with Hol ocosThat's four mnutes. There! Are we ready for anyelse yet? Still not? You

pi cked a good day, D abl o—e seemto have tapped a gang of very deep subNever mind, there's one
other point I'd |ike conped before | start conpiling the tape for the show and we still have about
ninety mnutes in hand. Let's see what our chances are of curing the sabotage trouble | told you
about, given unlimted free Federal conputer time. O course, faced with that Hol ocosnmic is bound
to cave in right away, but | believe in doubl echecking."

He | eaned over the board and carefully conposed the question. At his shoul der, watching every
nmove, Diablo said, "This sabotage thi ng—have your enployers given way to pressure from someone you
of f ended?"

"I wish people did get sufficiently offended to react like that," Flamen nuttered. "But it's been
two years since an advertiser tried to have ne taken off the beans because | said sonething he
didn't like. Qut here peojust don't seemto care very nuch any nore. Most |ikely, Hol ocosmc
thensel ves want to nmove ne over for another all-advertising slot.."

The words died. On the screen, in response to his coded inquiry, there was a single large digit:
an inconi nexplicable, inconprehensible zero.

FI FTY- NI NE REPRI NTED FROM THE MANCHESTER GUARDI AN OF 2ND MARCH
US I ooks to a long, violent sumer

From Ri chard Scott, Washi ngton

It is generally accepted as inevitable that the racial riots in American cities this sumer wll
exceed in violence and nunber even those of |ast year

And because their causes, as analysed in the National Advisory Conmrmittee's report, are so basic,
so deep-rooted, so much a product of the pattern of Amerilife, they will be eradicated only after
a maj or national effort and over a long period of tine.

Meanwhi | e the national Governnment, the State and city police forces, and the orcitizens, both
bl ack and white, are already preparing thenselves for what may well be the nost riotous summer in
the nation's history.

Forces standi ng by

Al t hough Federal troops have been used to suppress civil riots only twi ce since 1923, a force of
15,000 nen is reported to have been earnarked by the Pentagon for such use should State and city
forces prove inadequate. They have been formed into seven task forces and housed near the cities
nmost likely to experience major rioting. The Government has al so been stockpiling anti-riot

equi prent in key sites.

But riot control devolves in all but the last resort on city or State | aw enforcenment officers.
And t hroughout the country there are reports of considerable efforts to inand nodernise their
equi prent for riot control

In sone cities the police are being iswith a controversial new high-powifle, with ammunition with
sone of the characteristics of the dumdumbullet. QGhers are acquiring armnmed helicopters or
armoured cars which can fire either tear gas or nmachi ne-gun bullets...

Vol unt eer deputi es
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Detail ed planning is already being unby city authorities. In sone cities the police are reported
to be inproving their intelligence nmachinery so that they nmay obtain earlier and nore accurate

i nof inmpending riots. In one Chicounty, the sheriff is trying to ora force of a thousand vol unteer
deputi es who woul d provide their own arnms and receive 40 to 60 hours of special riot-contro
training. This seenms to be approachperilously close to the groups of vigilantes of past ill fane.

On the other side of the coin are the private preparations of Anmerican citizens for the |Iong, hot
sumrer ahead. Both whites and Negroes are arming thensel ves. There have been recent reports of a
steep rise in the purchases of firearns—and it is a fairly rare Anerican famly which has no

pi stol or shotgun in the house. Houseare reported to be attending police courses of instruction in
the firing of re

SI XTY ASSUVPTI ON CONCERNI NG THE FORE MADE FOR THE PURPCSES OF TH S STORY
It was done but it didn't work.

SI XTY-ONE A RIDDLE IS A KIND OF SIEVE

Looking tired and irritable—+hey had had to work through the normal noon recess, classifying the
mental ly disturbed arrestees fromthe riot, arranging for those who were under regul ar care
already to be sent back to their own therapists, revising the schedul es and opening up fresh
retreats for those who were not provided for el se—Ariadne appeared on the screen of Reedeth's
internal comveb while he was tal king on an outside cir

"Just a second,” he threw over his shoul der, and ended his other conversation with a curt, "It's
got to be done and it's up to you to find a way! And you'd better hurry!"

Cutting that connection, he swiveled his rotachair to face Ariadne. "Yes?"

"I thought you said sonething about Lyla O ay havbeen conmmitted this norning. Well, |'m supposed
to have had all the female arrestees' data through nmy office and hers weren't ampong them What
happened?"

"Ch. Oh yes." Reedeth passed a weary hand through his hair, then | eaned back and extracted a pack
of joints fromhis desketary drawer. Snoking was theoretically forbidden in the hospital, but at
times of exceptional stress everyone on the staff bent the rule a trifle. He went on as he hunted
for a neans of lighting it, "I managed to siphon her out of the main stream It was a hunch
Turned out to be right”

"How, right?"
"Shoul dn't have been here at all."
"But | thought you said she was in a bad way. Foetal position, shocked—=

"All of that and a lot nmore. Wuldn't you expect to be if you' d had your boyfriend die in front of
you?"

Ariadne put her hand to her nouth in horror. "He got caught in the riot?"

"Correct. Soneone chopped his belly open with an axe. He managed to get hone, with the assistance
of the block Gottschalk, and—'ll give you three guesses what the bastard did."

Ari adne gave a nmute headshake.
"Tried to sell her a gun across her mackero's corpse, while it was still warm"

There was a pause. At length Ariadne said, "Wrse than a bastard. A ghoul. But then they all are,
aren't they? O herwi se they wouldn't have chosen that |ine of business."
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"This is about the nastiest thing |I've heard of one of them doing, though. And apparently when
Mss Cay ordered himoff the prem ses—with the gun they kept in the apt-he went to the comweb and
swore a conmgai nst her, charging assault with a deadly weapon."

Diligent searching had unearthed hima battered old disposable catalytic lighter, with a faint
final glowleft in the hot nesh on which he managed to ignite his joint.

Ariadne said, "Is this true, or did she—=2"

"Make it up? No, it's true. | was just talking to a precinct captain a nonent ago, telling him
what | thought of busies who act like his teansnen do. You see, they were too occupied to answer
the call right away, and they finally got around to it at six or so this norning. Broke down the
door and storned in. By which time she'd spent the night |ying beside a dead body, too scared to
go out of the apt even as far as the comweb because the Gottschal k took her only gun with him"

"And they committed her?"

"They were going to arrest her, for Christ's sake! Susof nurder! Until it occurred to one of the
thickto |l ook for a weapon she could have cut himopen with, and found that the trail of blood |ed
back into the corridor. By that time, though, she nmust have been out of her skull, pretty well, so

they shipped her here. | just told the captain he'd be better off charging the Gottschal k with
stealing her gun, and to have the conorder withdrawn fast. But it was just shouting to relieve ny
feelings, I'mafraid."

Ariadne gave a depressed nod. "You wouldn't catch any police force in the country offending a
CGottschal k, would you? They're too scared of being stuck with out-of-fashion weaponry...So what did
you do with her?"

"Ch, | gave orders that she wasn't to be enrolled as a patient, just given energency therapy at
the dispenand allowed to rest a while. Then | said to send her up here and have a word with ne
before she | eaves—f she can leave. |I'mnot sure yet whether the conorder hadn't been processed,
even though it was one of the very late ones this norning, and if it has, of course, we'll have to

find a guardian for her."

"I's she under twenty-one?"

"By about three nmonths.”

"Wl | ...she has parents, probably, or relatives of some kind?"

"Kids that age sonetines don't care to have their famly brought into a ness like this one,"
Reedet h pointed out. He checked his watch. "Anyhow, she should be here in another few nm nutes, and
I can ask her. Do you want to drop by yoursel f?"

"Hmm.! Ariadne gl anced at sonething out of sight. "I guess | ought to, but | don't see that | can
spare the tine. We ate into our overload capacity this norning, with all these arrestees, and Dr.
Mogshack asked nme to nom nate fifty green patients for early disand give us a bit of |eeway."

"Well! | never thought I'd see the day when he was letting patients go before he had to!"
Ariadne's face turned into a stony nmask. "That's not funny, Jim" she said.

"No. No, | guess not. Pot on an enpty stonmach talkl'm sorry. But you will bear Harry Madison in
mnd for that discharge list, won't you?"

"Yes, of course—+ earnmarked himright away. But the conputations are still unfavorable. | wish to
God we could discharge himdirect to one of the knee encl aves—Newark, say. But that's over a state
Iine, and.." She shrugged. "Anyhow," she added, brightening a little, "it does offer a very handy
solution to the Celia Flamen problem™

"Does it?"

She | ooked at himblankly. "Well, naturally!"
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"Penalty for premature discharge?"

"I"'mgoing to try and persuade himto waive it, of course. After all, he did say yesterday that he
wanted his wife out of the G nsberg as soon as possible."

"Ch. Yes, that's quite neat." Reedeth nodded ap"And is he going to play?"

"I don't know yet. | left nessages for himat hone, at his office and in care of Hol ocosnmic, but I
haven't had an answer. Cone to think of it, | might as well try again while the discharge list is
bei ng conped. Anything el se?"

"Apart from sayi ng how about tonight?"

"I"'mgoing to be too tired at this rate," she sighed, and cut the connection

SI XTY- TWO THE PROXI MATE CAUSE OF A FEDERAL DI RECTI VE I N PURSUANCE OF WHI CH THI RTY- THREE | NTERNAL
SECURI TY MAI NTENANCE OPERATI VES VERE DOANGRADED OR DI SHONORABLY DI SM SSED

Sometime during the night Mdrton Leni go nanaged to elude the | SM operatives assigned to tail him
and when things had cal ned down enough for such matters to cone to the attention of their
headquarters he had al had al nost five hours to | ose hinself.

S| XTY- THREE LONGER HOURS AND LOWER PAY

"Assumi ng Voigt kept his prom se,” Flanen said, punching the appropriate code into his comweb
board with a series of crackling clicks, "this Iine ought to plug straight through to the Federal
conmputer he's reserved to sort out our interference problem..Yes, there we are. Now we'll feed it
the show as canned and let it conpare that with the version received by the public, and draw

t he—ah—ogi cal concl usi on. There was sonewong with the reading we got earlier, that's definite.
Zero's inmpossible.” He wondered if his consounded forced. "I'lIl get IBMto check, see if the digit
selector slipped its gears. Probably it ought to have shown 100."

Prior was plucking at his lower lip. "Yes, | guess there isn't any other explanation," he
nmut t er ed.

"So that's it" Flanen pushed back his rotachair and started to rise.
"You nean..?" Diablo hesitated. "You nean you're finished for the day?"
"Wl | —yes, of course. W only do the one slot, Mnthrough Friday."

"But you hardly seemto have done anything," Diablo said. "I nmean...\Wll, | have this feeling
nmust have ni ssed sonet hing."

"I tried to explain everything as | went along," Flamen said. "But if there was sonething
over | ooked—*

"No, | guess it's just that I'mnot used to working with your kind of equipnent." Diablo shook his
head, an exof wondernent on his dark face. "Let nme see if | got it right. All you needed to do was
sel ect the subright? And make up the reconstructions fromthe stock tape you found on file, and
speak the comentary so it could be recorded. Then everything el se was auto

"Sure." Flanmen was | ooking vaguely puzzled. "W always have exactly fifteen mnutes—er to be
strictly accurate, fourteen and forty-five seconds to allow for station ID at either end. And the
comrercials are prenaturally, and the new material is autonmatiadjusted so that it fits into the
avail able time. The | ast conputer on the row sort of weaves the various strands together and
provi ded Hol ocosnic's own condon't raise any objections we have the tape."

"Are there nmany objections?"
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"Ch...l1 guess we have to change sonething about once a week, on the average. It's a lot too often
at that."

Di abl o thought about it for a while. Suddenly he laughed. "I nust sound like a real country
mouse, " he said. "It is kind of a shock, though. You see, |I've been accustoned to working a nine-
till-nine schedule five and often six days a week, with a couple of half-hour neal-breaks if | was
lucky. This has live-action studio work beat to a faretheewell. Wy, that snippet with Uys and
Mayor Bl ack al one woul d have had to be planned a week ahead for me to get such detail into it.

Never mind casting and rehearsing the actors.
mnd if | asked a hell of a personal question?"

He paused, specul atively eying Flamen. "Wuld you

"Depends. Try ne."
"What do you pull in for this like three hours a day job?"

"Ah...Onh, it's a matter of record, if you know where to |look, and | guess it's nothing to be
ashamed of. A hundred thousand a nonth, gross. Mark you, that has to spread over rental and

mai nt enance for the conputers, this office, Lionel's salary, ny infornmers' fund which about two or
three times a year turns ne up a beat which | couldn't have deduced w t hout access to consources,
m scel | aneous expenses |ike buying conputer security codes, the whole shtick."

"And—ny salary now, as well?"

"I doubt if I could afford you!" Flamen gave a hunorchuckle. "No, |ike you said, you wanted the
letter of the Bl ackbury contract adhered to, so you're a charge on Federal funds. As a matter of
i nterest, though, what were they paying you in Bl ackbury?”

"Two thousand," Diablo said after a brief hesitation. "Two thousand?" Prior alnost fell off his
chair. "Ch—but | guess that's net, isn't it?"

"Of course. | didn't have to pay anyone or rent any equipnent. | had a city-subsidized apt with a
rent of only a hundred, no office costs, nothing else."

"Sounds as though, all things considered, you m ght have been better off than I am" Flanen said,
and gl anced at his watch. "Well, shall we say the same tinme tonorrow?"

"There's a flag up on your commeb,” Prior said. "Aren't you going to answer it?"

"Damm. So there is." Flanen dropped back into his chair and pulled the fax paper out of its slot.
"Ah, that doctor at the G nsberg wanting to get in touch. | guess |I'd better take it."

"Shall we—=2" Prior suggested, starting to | eave the room

"Darl, several mllion people are about to see Celia in a hospital oversuit, aren't they? Vant |
should prewith you and M. Diablo around?"

"If it's something personal, |I certainly don't want to intrude,” Diablo said, also half-rising.
"No, it's another matter of record and | don't much care."

"As you like." Diablo hesitated yet again. "Wiile | think of it, though...Forgive ne, but people do
bedi fferently out here and | don't want to nmake any faux pas. |s your mistering ne a bit of Crow
Ji n?"

"What ?" Hand poi sed to punch the comneb code for the G nsberg, Flanen | ooked up. "Sorry, | didn't
catch that."

"1've been wondering," Diablo said doggedly, "whether you' ve been calling me Mster Diablo all the
time bel'ma knee."

"What else would | —2 Oh, now | catch. You have this'soul brother' thing in the enclaves, don't
you? Call peoall the tinme by their first names?”
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"Well ...nore or less. | mean anyone | was going to be working with regularly, at least," Diablo
qualified. "And | thought blank society was equally informal."

"Used to be, | think. Lake in nmy father's day | bewe had the same thing." Flanmen frowned, wi thhis

hand fromthe commeb board. "Yes, | rehimjoking about how well you had to know sonebefore you
found out his last name and could ook himup in a directory. But | read sonething about this
once...Of course! A piece by Xavier Conroy; | renow. He said something about the need to assert

i ndividuality and surnames bei ng nore nunerous than given nanes. Stuck in ny m nd because there
are several hundred thousand Matt hews around nowadays but all the people naned Flamen in the
entire United States are relatives of mne in one way or another—ust a single famly. Scattered
to hell and gone, of course, but if you checked the records you could tie themall together. At
that | don't suffer fromone of the really conmon first names, either: Mchael, David, John, WI..!

"So you call people mister automatically?"

"You' d be better advised to than not. Lionel, how long was it before | started calling you by your
first name?"

"After you married Celia, | guess," Prior said. "But |I didn't nmind you calling me just 'Prior'
when we were working together before that."

"You want to know what to call us?" Flamen said, glancing back at Diablo. "Hell, personally I
don't mnd what people call me—+'mnot |ooking for reassurance about mnmy status. But | guess for
safety's sake, for the tine being at least, you' d better stick by the formal custom Flanen,
Prior. No mister except to a third party. Okay?"

"Thanks," Diablo nodded. "I—dh...\Well, | hadn't realized that |eaving Blackbury woul d be so much
like going to a foreign country.” H s eyes roved the room "Everything seens so strange,"” he added
in a burst of frankness. "I guess | swall owed the propaganda about the enclaves really still being

part of the United States, just enjoying a bit nore self-determnation than they used to. Say, can
| ask you a favor?"

"Let's hear it."

"Coul d you sort of wuh—solate that conputer which makes up reconstructions out of stock shots?
It's the kind of gadget |'ve been dreaming of all ny life without realizing. |I feel |ike a back-
country boy with a banjo nade of cowhide and baling wire who hears a guitar for the first tinme."

Fl anen exchanged a questioning glance with Prior, who resolutely refrained fromoffering any kind
of answer.

"You want to see if you can put it through hoops too?" he said. "I guess we could arrange that,
but | doubt if it can be today. |I'd have to ask for someone to drop by fromIBMand wire in the
proper code—+ was already used to simlar equi prent before | had this particular one install ed.
You coul d probably have a dummy delivto your apt, though, to practice on and |l earn the codes
before tackling a full-sized nachine.”

"That's a great idea," Diablo nodded. "I certainly ought to do that. But I'msorry—+ held you up
frommaking your call with all these questions, |I'mafraid."

"Don't worry. | doubt if it's anything urgent." Flanen turned back to the commeb.

Prior fidgeted a little, with repeated glances at Diaclearly unhappy at this exposure of a private
matt o soneone who was a stranger, a knee and a prorival. H's thought processes were al nost

audi suppose Diablo were to be re-admtted to Bl ack-bury and decided to exploit what he'd | earned
to di sFl anen..?

H's relief was evident when the commeb said, "Dr. Spoelstra has been called to attend to an
energency adm ssion and can only be interrupted for the nost ur—

But another voice broke in: "Dr. Reedeth, M. FlaThe screen |it with his inmage, and he was not
al one. Behind him | ooking extrenely miserable, Lyla Clay was sitting on the very edge of a chair
with her hands pressed tightly together between her knees.
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"I'f you don't mind speaking to nme instead of Dr. Spoelstra,” he went on, "she briefed ne fully,
believe. It's quite a sinple matter, actually. You may recall that when you were here yesterday
you voi ced—ah—a certain opinion regarding your wife's treatnent."

He waited. Flanen at |ength gave a wary nod.

"As a result of your coments we re-processed Ms. Flanen's psychoprofile today"—Reedeth was
choosing his words very carefull y—and we found that there had i nbeen a flattening of the therapy-
response curve. In lay ternms, you mght say that from now on hospitalizacan do little or nothing
for her and a gradual re-acclimtization to the everyday world is indicated. In principle, bearing
in mnd your remarks yesterday, we wondered whether you'd be willing to waive the prenadi scharge
penalty if we gave you an assurance that it was in her best interests..?"

Fl anen was silent for a nmonent. Then he gave a sudharsh laugh. "Do | take it that you woul dn't
have noticed she was better unless |'d turned up yesterday?"

"Of course not," Reedeth said stiffly. "You'll recall that she went to green yesterday norning as
a result of the regular weekly review of her condition. The point | just nentioned would have cone
to light at the full-scale nonthly checkup in about two weeks' tinme, but since you'd just nmde
sonme rat her—ah—ntenperate com.” He shrugged. "W carried out an extra exthat's all."

"It wouldn't have something to do with the heavy intake of rioters pleading insanity which you
must have been hit with earlier today?" Flanen suggest ed.

"Considering we had to deal with seven hundred conmor suspected conmitnents, | think it surpristhat
Dr. Spoelstra did nanage to have the extra exami nation of your wife fitted in," Reedeth countered.
It was a non-answer, but Flanmen didn't bother to pursue the matter

“I'n principle, then, the answer's yes. On one condi What happens—do you want ne to cone and take
her hone?"

Reedet h | ooked unconfortable. "Not exactly. She's been asked whether she's willing to be

di scharged, and she is, and she's fit enough provided that she suffers no undue strain in the near
future and continues to take the drugs we prescribe, but..Wll, frankly she's reto be di scharged
into your care."

" \N]at ?n

"I"'mafraid so, and we can't really argue, because of the background to her breakdown. But she has
agreed to accept her brother as guardian, so if you have no objection and he has none..?"

"He's right here," Flanen said curtly. "I'lIl ask him" He killed the sound pickup for a nonent and
| ooked at Prior. "Well?"

"I = Prior swallowed enornously. "l suppose so. | am her brother, after all! It's a
responsibility, isn't it?" On the last word his eyes flicked very swiftly towards and past Di abl o.
Flanen reflected cruelly that there nmight have been a different reply had a stranger not been
present.

"He says yes," he relayed to the waiting Reedeth. "Set the wheels in notion, then, and |I've no
doubt nmy brothwill be over to collect Celia this afternoon. But | did say | was going to waive the
premat ur e- di scharge penalty on one condition only, didn't 1? I'Il do so subto. her being

i ndependently packl ed to deternine whether she has benefited or suffered fromthe treatshe's been
accorded at the G nsherg. Is it a bargain? If the packling shows that she's not better, as you
claimshe is, | not only stand by the premature di scharge cl ause—+'I1Il sue.”

He waited. At length Reedeth said, "It'Il have to be conped, naturally, but..Yes, |'msure we have
suf confidence in our methods to accept that proln principle, we agree."

For an instant Flamen's assurance wavered. Trying to slip a packle programthrough to the Federal
conmpui n the guise of an attenpt to elimnate the sabotage on the show was going to be risky—shoul d
he save his unexpected resources for some other target, such as the Gottschal ks? But Mygshack was
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a far nore accessible victimand there had been that ninety-plus reading.
Al so a zero reading, sniggered the little denon at the corner of his mnd

That, though, had to be an error! A zero reading was effectively inpossible; the | owest he'd ever
had before was three.

Best, he concluded, to stick by his original plan for the time being. Wth excessive heartiness he
said, "That's fine, Dr. Reedeth! |I'mvery reassured by your willingto commt yourself—n
principle. I'll make a point of calling on Celia at nmy brother's this evening, to conher on her
recovery. By the way, isn't that Mss Clay | see in the background?"

At the mention of her name Lyl a | ooked up, but she didn't say anything.

Reedet h gl anced at her and back at the camera. "Yes—ah—'mafraid sonmething rather dreadfu
happened. "

"A backfire fromone of those pills she takes for her trances?" Flanen gi bed, and at once felt
apol ogetic. But before he had tinme to say so, Reedeth had replied.

"No. M. Kazer got caught up in last night's riots and...\Wll, he died fromhis injuries.”
"Christ, that's awful," Flamen said slowy.

"So Mss Cay is here being treated for shock, nmainly. But there's been another dammed | ega
snarlup, and | can't just let her go. Sone fool of a busy mistook her state for full-scale nental
di sorder, and by the time | found out about it the commitnment papers were too far gone in the nill
for me to haul themout."

"Doesn't anything in this country work properly any nore?" Flamen sighed.

Al of a sudden Lyla sat up straight, releasing her hands fromtheir inprisonnment between her
| egs. "Say, M, Flanen! | know we only net yesterday, but could you get me out of here?"

Fl amen bl i nked. "How do you nean?"

"It's a guardianship problem" Reedeth said after a pause. "She has to be discharged into an
adult's care, and all her relatives are out of state." To Lyla he added in a soothing tone,
"There's no real need for that, Mss Cay. W'll have it straightened out by this evening at the
latest, if | have to go clear to the Governor to fix it. But—=

He broke off abruptly. Capping his hand to his forein a parody of astonishnent at his own short-
si ght edhe went on, "Why in the world did | never think of that before? M. Flanen, would you have
any use for an absolute genius at the repair and naintenance of electronic circuitry?"

Prior tensed. "Find out what he neans, Matthew," he said out of the corner of his nouth.

"I'"'mgoing to,
doctor."

Fl anen assured him puzzled. And, louder: "lI'mafraid | don't quite catch you

"Well, you see, we have a man here who's long overfor release, but for reasons | can't go into
because they're so conplicated he's been stuck here nonths past the proper date. Meanwhile he's
been | ooking after our autonatics for us—and you probably know we have one of the |argest
cybernetic systems in the world. Al our patients are packled as a matter of course. His gift for
el ectronics is—oh, | can't find the right word. Bri

"Matthew, we did get that zero reading," Prior whis"Soneone |ike that m ght be very damed use
Fl amen hesitated. "What would you want nme to do?"

"Accept guardianship, that's all. You wouldn't even have to pay himnore than a token if you used
his services—he has an Army pension which has been stacking up interest all the tine he's been in
hospital. He should be worth a couple of hundred thousand by now "
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"Where did he get his training?"

"In the Arny, as far as | know But | do assure you, you can't fault his ability. He's done things
here, to nmy own desketary, which | didn't think were possible."

"1"I'l consider it very seriously,"” Flanmen said. "Can you | et nme have sone docunentation, perhaps?
| ought to know sonething about him before committing nmyself."

"I'"ll make sure it's sent to you within an hour,"” Reedbeanmed. "I can't tell you how grateful | am
M. Flamen! |1've been |ooking for a way to secure his refor ages. It sinply isn't fair to—©h." His
smle vanished. "I guess there's one point | forgot to nention. He's a kneebl ank."

There was a long silence. During it, Flamen was acuteaware of Diablo's dark eyes on him

"That's irrelevant," he said at last. "I'd be concerned about two things if | agreed to your
proposal : his sanity, and his usefulness to my conpany. It does so happen that we have a short-
termvacancy for an electronicist, and | guess if he's as good as you tell ne he'll suit us fine
So send me that documentation and 1'Il call you back. Okay?"

"Definitely okay," Reedeth said warmy and cut the connection

Fl anen | eaned back, scowing at Prior. "So nmy dear wife doesn't care to be discharged into ny
care!" he grunted. Prior bridled

"Matthew, | really do think you' re enbarrassi ng—ah—bi abl o here by di scussing these very private
subj ects!"

"Yesterday it was a pythoness, today it's a spool pi—hell, Lionel, there are sone people you don't
try and keep secrets from because you can't survive in either |line of business unless you know how
to keep your nouth shut! I'Il bet Diablo knew about Celia's trouble anyway, didn't you?" he

concl uded, turning to the kneebl ank.

"Ladrom de," Diablo said after a pause. "l thought of using it to pin a programon. Slant woul d
have been here's this alleged disciple of the hard cold truth who drove his wife into a world of
illusions. | watched your show for a week while | was making up nmy mind, and decided in the end it

was worth having you around on the public scene whatever the hell had gone wong priHe | ooked and
sounded unconfortable, as though he were not used to praising people.

Fl anen | aughed. "That was a narrow escape,"” he said. "l've seen what happened to one or two of the
targets you' ve used. What's your score on sassies up to now?"

" On—what ?"

"Sassies. Suicides After Spool pi geon Investigation."”

"Ch. We call them eewes. Easy way out.'
last. "I don't keep tally, though."

Di abl o cogitated. "I guess around forty," he said at

"Real y?" Prior said, inpressed. "Qurs isn't much over half that."

Di abl o | ooked at him then at Flanmen again. Deliberately fixing the latter with his dark stern
gaze, he said, "l could suggest a reason. Blanks are harder to nmake feel deep-down guilty."

"I don't think I like your tone of voice," Prior said frigidly.

"I don't think I much like gauging the success of a vushow by the nunber of deaths it's caused,"”
Di abl o answered. "That evens it."

"Freeze it," Flamen snapped. "I nean both of you! Diablo's a stranger, Lionel, and there are
things they feel differently about in places |ike Blackbury. I look forward to working with our
new col | eague because having himaround is going to sharpen ny wits. |'ve been getting stale.

Maybe | should try a twelve-hour day too, see if that gets ny inmagination back in shape. But right
now | have sone |oose ends to tie up, and so have you. Suppose you arrange for Diablo to have his
own area of the office—nove some walls around a bit, have a commeb put in, anything that's
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necessary. And arrange to go pick up Celia, too.
"As you say," Prior nuttered, rising and heading for the door
On the threshold, poised to follow him Diablo hesiand gl anced back

"Say—dh—Fl anen! | didn't nmean to nake Iike an uppity nigra, you know. Wen | think what you could
do to pillory us knees with that equi pment”"—he jerked his head—I'm kind of surprised at your
restraint.”

"Ch, sure,” Flanen said indifferently. "I could show Mayor Black like in bed with three bl ank
girls, or the Detroit city council in a daisy-chain around the contable, detail correct down to
the pubic hair. But that's not what it's for. It's for things that rate an ei ghty-plus probability
readi ng, and up."

"Yeah," Diablo said. "Different approach, | guess." He seenmed for a nonent about to say sonething
el se, but finally shrugged and turned to go out with the inpawaiting Prior.

Al one, Flanen tugged at his beard and cursed under his breath. Reaching a decision, he stretched
out towards the main information board and punched for data about packling; he tal ked about it
glibly enough, but he had very little idea how it was done. Fromthe densely clotted verbosity of
the article he had on file he nanaged to extract the broad outlines after five mnutes
concentration; it was exactly what Prior had tal ked about when trying to describe the treatnent
accorded to pain the G nsbherg, the construction of an optinmum psychoprofile towards which the
actual profile was gradually constrained.

VWhere there was room for maneuver was in the sel ecof the paranmeters for the opti num curve. Though
the data on file didn't include a bald statement to that effect, it was dear on readi ng between
the Iines that choosing themwas largely an arbitrary process. Flamen considered that for a while
and at | ength rubbed his hands together, pleased.

Granted that no one el se enjoyed quite the housereputati on of Mbgshack, who had once been call ed
"the Dr. Spock of nental hygiene," there nust surely be soneone else in his field with

consi derabl e authority, whose views were dianetrically opposed, and who could be relied on to set
up an optinmumcurve for Celia's personality which offered the greatest possible chance of
contradicting Mgshack's own proposals. He punched for the |list of candidates, and at the very top
he found a nane appeari ng which made himal nost trenble with excitenent.

Who woul d have thought that the conputers would i nmedi ately suggest Xavier Conroy?

SI XTY- FOUR REPRI NTED FROM THE NMANCHESTER GUARDI AN OF 4TH MARCH 1968
Danger of US 'apartheid with martial |aw

From Al i stair Cooke: New York

The country has had three days in which to absorb the shock of the first instalnment, the official
summary rather, of the report of the President's National Advisory Conon Civil Disorders, shortly
to be known as the Kerner Conmi ssion, after Governor to Kerner of Illinois who preover the seven-
nmont hs' investigation by nine whites and two Negroes.

Today, for those who hope for nore light and a finer perspective on the Confindings, there fel
the bl ockof the whole report: 1,489 pages of exhaustive and exhausting investigation of riots in
cities big and small. R ots that hardly naterialised, riots that shook the social and econonic
life of the cities to their roots.

Very few people on the outside looking in are likely to stagger through this fascinating and
depressing testanent; and the fewer people on the inside of State and city governnent will be too
busy trying to deci de between the "three choices" which the Comi ssion concl udes now conAneri can
soci ety.

First, there is a continuation of present policies, with the sane or a little nore noney going
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into the rehabilitation of the cities, and the sane nethods, bordering on suppression by arns,
being used to hold the riots. This way, the Conm ssion is convinced, will do little "to raise the
hopes or absorb the energies" of the inpopulation of young city Negroes; will lead to nore

viol ence; and "could |l ead to urban apartheid and the pernmanent esof two societies."

Little hope

The second choice would be to work at once for the "enrichnent of the slunms” and "a dramatic

i mprovenent” of the people's lives by substantial increases in public noneys for education

enmpl oynent, housing and the social services. The Consees little hope of permanent inthrough this
approach either...

The third choice, and in the Conm ssion's view the only one that can save the United States from
"two societies—separate and unequal " (probably raintained by martial law) is reinforced tinme and
again in the report's detail ed docunentation of city grievances. These include the pervadi ng
bigotry of white attitudes, the rising nunbers of young Negroes doomed never to be enployed at all
(one third of all emyoung Negroes in the 20 biggest cities are today unenpl oyed), the flight of
the whites to the suburbs fromwhich they are unlikely to vote nore taxes for cities reduced to
decayi ng ghettoes for Negroes only.

This third choice requires nothing less than "a massive national effort" to integrate the socia
and econonmic life of the two races and the officers of the | aw who nmust protect it...

S| XTY- FI VE ASSUMPTI ON CONCERNI NG THE " MASEFFORT" REFERRED TO I N THE FOREGO NG MADE FOR THE PUROF
THI' S STORY
It didn't happen and that worked entirely too well.

SI XTY-SI X THE M LLS OF GOD GRIND SLOWBUT THE M LLS OF MAN SEEM ALL TOO FREQUENTLY NOT TO GRI ND AT
ALL REGARDLESS OF HOW OFTEN THEY SPI N ON THEI R AXES

"Ariadne, for God's sake," Reedeth said to the beauinvariably flaw ess image in the commeb screen
"I need to get high, or drunk, or sonething, and I'd rather not do it alone."

For an instant he thought she was sinply going to snap at himand cut the connection. However, she
si ghed and | eaned back in her chair. "You seemto have spent all day noaning, and | guess it's too
much to expect you to stop before your nani c-depressive cycle shifts out of its present phase. So
what am | supposed to do—provi de unofficial therapy?"

There was a taut bitter silence. Finally Reedeth said in a conpletely changed tone, "Here's an
i nteresting psychol ogi cal problemfor you—er maybe it's socioloto be nore precise. Wen did
friends go out of fashion?"

"Well, if all you want to do is tal k nonsense—

"Nonsense hell. How many friends have you got, Ariadne? | nmean friends, that you know won't m nd
when you want to tal k about your problens, who may even be able to help with advice, or a | oan, or
what ever . "

"I don't have that kind of problem" Ariadne shrugged.

"I believe in being an individual and in |l ooking after nyself. If | couldn't, |I doubt if I'd have
the arrogance to try and hel p other people to achieve the sane success in their own lives. But |
have lots of friends, so many | couldn't list themso nmany |'ve never managed to have themall to
the sanme party!"

"Those aren't friends," Reedeth said doggedly. "I have them too: | guess | recognize five or six
hundred people, recall themwell enough to ask the right quesabout their fanmlies and their jobs.
But...Hell, let me take an illustration of what | mean. This girl Lyla Cay, that | finally nmanaged
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to turn loose after what seened like an eternity of struggling through red tape—=
A flicker of interest appeared on Ariadne's face. "Ch, you got her strai ghtened out?"

"More or less. I'lIl tell you in a nmonent. Let nme finish what | started to say. Her mackero was
killed | ast night—urdered. He didn't live |ong enough to say why someone went for him It was
just purposeless. But there it is: he died and she went into shock. Luckily she has her own
doctor, soneone | know who charges reasonable rates and takes his poorer patients seriously,
so—Hell, now |'minterrupting nmyself!"

He drew a deep breath. Ariadne said during it, "Wiy do they call it'red tape'? Do they use special
red- backed tape for confidential official recordings, or sonething?"

"COh, for God' s sake, wonman! Ask your desketary! | don't know and | don't care! This is inportant,
what I'mtrying to explain!"

"So get to the point a bit faster," she said crossly. "I'm exhausted."

"Think 1"'mnot? Gve ne a straight answer to this then: out of all the hundreds of people you
know, who do you care about enough to go into severe shock when you | ose thenf"

There was a | ong pause. Eventually Ariadne said with a strained expression, "Wll, ny parents,
obviously, and ny brother WIlfred, and—=

"l said friends, not relatives. People you ve selected for yourself out of all the avail able
mllions since you cane of age and went out into the world on your own."

"I1." Ariadne shook her fair head, her face el oof the conflict between shane and honesty. "I don't
know i f there's anyone. You know, | don't think | ever considered the point before.”

"So why not ?"
Recovering a little, Ariadne said tartly, "Doesn't your friend Conroy have views on that?"

"You mean his argunent that the total sum of empengagenent of a nodern individual is as rich as
Roneo and Juliet's, but it's divided up anong a far greater nunber of people so it appears to be
very casual? Oh, | think he's damed right. It's the difference bea roomlight and a | aser beam
You can have just as nuch wattage in the system but because it's not so concentrated it does much
| ess damage. And | think that's great—t nay have been okay to have one tranexperience in days
when one could only exto live to be twenty-sonething anyway before catchthe plague, but now that
we live the better part of a century on the average it seens a shane to burn ourselves out. But—

He clawed furiously at his beard. "Dam, |'mtaking the craziest long way around to get to what |
want to say! Wiat |I'mtalking about is a loss, not a gain. People still do have troubles, people
still do need advice and help and all the rest of it."

"They get it," Ariadne said. "That's one of the reasons we're here in the G nsberg, a state-
financed hospital with the nost advanced facilities in the world." She conto gloss her words with
a suggestion of tolerant |ong-suffering.

"Yes, but suppose sonethi ng happened to you |like what happened to Lyla Cay, or even Harry

Madi son? Wul dn't you rather turn for help to soneone you' d personally chosen, an intinmate friend,
than risk getcaught up in the kind of vast inpersonal bureaucracy |'ve spent all day battling
with? That girl Clay isn't sick except insofar as she's had an experience no girl ought to

under go—ho one ought to undergo, ever!—and because she's three nonths under age in this state and
had been arrested on suspicion of mental disl had to waste hours and hours in needl ess argu

"But you did get her out in the end," Ariadne sighed.

"Yes, | did indeed. No thanks to your bel oved Mdgeither. Wien | appealed to him he slapped ne down
with the argunent that nowadays even a susnental case nmustn't be let |oose on the streets for fear
of provoking a riot like last night's. If that's the case, then—then hell! You shouldn't be
all owed to apin public because you're pretty enough to risk sone knee trying to pick you up, with
the danger of triggera riot when you slap his face for being a nuisance!" Aware that he was
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growi ng heated, Reedeth forced hinself to adopt a cal mer tone.

"I'f you neant that as a conplinent," Ariadne said, "you didn't phrase it terribly well."

"I"'mnot interested in conplinents right now In fact I'"mnot interested in very nuch at al

except trying to figure out now how | can save people like Lyla Clay and Harry Madi son from bei ng
shut away because they have sonet hing peculiar happen to them That's not what | chose ny job for
guarding a prison full of people with original mninds."

"We've been over this before,
and what's crazy."

Ariadne said. "W alget hung up on the question of what's original

"So we do. | thought | was going somewhere else and | seemto have wound up in the same old
groove." Reedeth rubbed his forehead. "I guess | didn't think out the consequences very clearly
before | started tal king, but what put ne into this frame of mnd was really very sinple. |
managed to get rid of Harry Madi son as well as—*

"What ? How?"

"Fl anen agreed to act as his guardian. Hi s conpany needs an el ectronicist, and when | suggested
Madi son he said yes. Hardly took any persuading."

"And you just turned himloose—a kneeblank in New York on a martial |aw day?"

"There still are knees in New York, whether you like it or not, legally entitled to walk the
streets! And Mss Clay seened to take a liking to himwhen | introduced them and offered to see
hi m t hrough t he—=

"You turned a knee out in a blank girl's conpany, her in shock and himwi th a nental record as
long as ny arn?" Ariadne was al nost out of her chair. "Christ, there's likely to be another riot
tonight! 1t'Il be a miracle if they get out of the rapitrans term nal alivel"

"What kind of a cloud-cuckooland are you living in, Jin? Al this gobbl edegook about friends going
out of fashion, all this phoney idealism about having someone to turn to in time of need.! 1'd

rat her have honest enemies than a friend who could treat ne |like you just treated those poor

peopl e!”

" But _!_n

"I know what's wong with you, Jim" Ariadne said fiercely, |leaning close to the canmera in her

of fice so that her head threatened to protrude from Reedeth's screen. "It upsets you having people
around that you've been made responsible for wi thout being consulted, because they were like
caught up in a riot or you found them here when you arrived. What you want isn't to prepare them
for a safe return to ordinary life—enly to shuffle them off sonewhere out of sight so you don't
have to take an interest in themany |onger! Wen you hear that Madi son has been gunned down on
the street, or Lyla Cay was raped by a white gang because they saw her with a knee escort and
decided a girl who kept that sort of conmpany was fair gane, are you going to go into shock? The
hell you are!"

She broke the connection with a | ook of actual disas though about to vonmit on her desketary, and
Reedeth said foolishly to the uncaring air, "But that's not what |I.."

Awar e that the comweb connection had been severed, the desketary said, "I'msorry?”

"Ch, go to hell!" Reedeth roared, and stormed out of the office.

S| XTY- SEVEN AN OPI Nl ON UNREPENTANTLY HELD BY XAVI ER CONROY DESPI TE REATTACKS ON H S STANDBY ( AMONG
MANY OTHER NOTABLE AUTHORI TI ES) ELI AS MOG
"Man is not a rational being, he is a rational animal, and to claimthat in debasing the influence
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of the gonads and other glands, in producing a perfectly plastic, peryielding, perfectly
unirritating confornmi st dummy you have cured a severe nental disorder is exactly equivalent to
boasting that you have elinmnated the risk of tinea pedis by anmputating at the ankles.”

S| XTY- El GHT THE LI NE DI VI DI NG DAY FROM NI GHT ON EARTH OR ANY OTHER PLANET OR SATELLITE IS
TECHNI CALLY KNOWN AS " THE TERM NATCR"

There was an "atnosphere” at the Prior home that evening to which a nunber of factors each
contributed noticeably.

Havi ng reluctantly brought his sister Celia back fromthe G nsberg Prior had found his w fe Nora-
talking on the commeb to Phil Gasby's wife and the latter on being introduced had said, "Ah yes,
she's the one who's spent so long in the State lunatic asylum isn't she? | trust they know what
they're doing to let her out. Snff." End of conversation and begi nning of nei ghborhood-w de scan

Celia's presence annoyed Nora, who smashed a di sh containing reheated deep-frozen beef Bourgui gnhon
in the mddle of the dinner table shortly before her brothwas due to arrive and di sappeared to her
roomwith a shout to the effect that she had married only Lionel of the Prior fam |y and not al
his mentally deranged relatives. Her customary ill-tenper had been exacerbated earlier by his
attenpts to explain why engagi ng the cel ebrated kneebl ank Pedro Diabl o as a col at Matthew Fl amen
Inc. entail ed advant ages outthe social stigma of working with a black man on an equal footing
(relevant quotations fromthe dia"l'll never be able to hold ny head up in this nei ghborhood again
and we'll have to nove!" and "If he needs a job let himgo and | ook for one in Africa!").

The freshness of the disastrous citizens' defense group exercise in people's menory neant that

i nstead of the normal evening-long flow of solidarity-generating contalls there was a dull silence
in the house and a crackling awareness that the treachery of Lionel Prior in carrying out his
successful nock raid on his nei ghhomes was being discussed in scores of calls so close at hand one
could al nost have stol en out back and eavesdropped on the speakers.

There was additionally the terrifying notion abroad that Morton Lenigo mght have arrived with the
faul tblueprint for a nation-w de seizure of power by the knees and during the day the Gottschal ks
had ansone very expensive but unprecedentedl y desnew weaponry which in this high-priced
disvirtually no one could afford so soon after laying out for the regular spring nodels.

Thr oughout all of which, including the dinner, Celia retained a marble statue's calmand a polite
flow of snmall-talk concerning her brother's business, world afsince her hospitalization, and the
various antiques he had lately purchased and put on display in the living-zone. Her

i mperturbability was due to the fact that she had been drugged for five nmonths w thout interat the
G nsberg and even if she stopped taking the medicine prescribed for her imediately, it would be
several days before the cunul ative effect on her perwore off.

On the arrival of her husband Matthew Fl amen she was just finishing her dessert, and after a coo
greeting and the offer of her cheek to be kissed, she said it was advisable for her to go straight
to bed since she had been warned against overtiring herself directly after her return to the
outside world, good night.

S| XTY- NI NE WHY THE CENTRAL QUEENS TUNNEL OF THE RAPI TRANS SYSTEM WAS OUT OF ACTI ON FROM JUST
BEDAVWN UNTI L AFTER M DDAY

A student of chemistry naned Allil ene Hooper, aged 19, failed to stabilize the hone-brewed
nitroglycerine she was delivering to her boy friend and it exploded fromthe vibration

SEVENTY LI FE' S LI TTLE | RRI TATI ONS
It being a nmartial |aw day there were arned police on duty at rapitrans term nals throughout the
city, and under the i nhuman gaze of goggle-like gasnasks Lyla rode the escalator up fromplatform
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| evel , dismayingly aware that behind her was this kneebl ank stranger for whom in a fit of violent
reaction agai nst the atnosof the G nsberg, she had agreed to make herresponsi bl e—not legally, for
she was still under age, but norally, in that Reedeth had said quietly, "He hasn't been in New
York as a free nman for years, you know, and there have been changes."

What el se could she have said but what she did? "There's a hotel near where | live and they don't
mnd taking in knees; I'll ride into the city with himand show himwhere it is."

And it wasn't until he said warmy, "That's very good of you, Mss Cay, because in spite of
havi ng been shut up in this place for so long he's really a very remarkabl e personality and a
brilliant electronicist and ought to make out very well once he's discharged"...only then did the
terrifying thought cross her mnd: The remarkpersonality was in the audi ence when | perforned at
the hospital the other day and had to be sl apped out of the echo-trap and |later suffered that

i nexplicabl e hangover and could it have been hin®

She kept gl anci ng back over her shoul der, and there he was inperturbably riding up along with
everyone el se, a heavy bag slung on his shoul der which presunmacontai ned what bel ongi ngs he had
been able to reduring his stay in the hospital, dressed in a plain gray oversuit not quite
properly tailored to his stocky figure, his beard neatly brushed, his hair far shorter than was
fashi onabl e owing to a hospital ordinance she rereadi ng about, something to do with the inciof
Iice anmong patients comritted after living alone for a long tine in disgusting conditions.

What sort of a person? So far, apart frombeing introto him riding down to the rapitrans
termnal, and waiting a few nonments for the compartnents they'd signaled for to arrive, she had
virtually no contact with him They had exchanged a couple of dozen polite words, and that was
that. She had gathered a little about himfrom Reedeth, notably the inpression that but for being
conscripted into the Arny and suffering some kind of intolerable experience in conbat he would
never have undergone whatever sort of breakdown he had been hospitalized for

And, on this return to the G nsberg under utterly difcircunstances fromthe previ ous day, she had
suddenly realized why she had hated the atnosphere of the place so nuch on first arriving there.
It had nothing specifically to do with her pythoness talent. It was due sinply to her awareness
that, in choosing her career, she had conmmitted herself to a lifetine on the edge of litera
insanity: thinking with other mnds, perhaps one nmight call it...or whatever did actually happen
when she gul ped down a sibyl-pill and collapsed into trance. One fal se step, and she might be in
that hateful hospital for good.

"What thin partitions sense fromthought divide," she nurnured as she cane abreast of the watchfu
police at the head of the escal ator.

"Tal king to yourself, hn?" said one of themw th a harsh laugh. "Watch it, darl, or you'll be
booked for a one-way ride to the G nsberg!"

"Here cones a knee," said one of his conpanions. "Let's work himover, huh? W didn't get anyone
yet today, but there's always a chance. You! You kneebl ank there!"

On the firmground, Lyla turned to | ook, and yes it was Harry Madi son they'd chosen to drag aside
and search: five tall policenen so arnored and nasked that one could not have told whether they

t hensel ves were light- or dark-skinned, with hel nets and body-shields and pistols and | asers and
gas-grenades. But there was no future in arguing. It would only nake things worse if she said she
and Madi son were together

| npassi ve, he obeyed the order to show his ID, and there was a reaction to the sight of the
hospital discertificate: predictably, "So why didn't they send you to Bl ackbury?"

No reply. He was very calm this man, Lyla noticed, very self-possessed, not in the |east

di sturbed by what he could now see of the street, regardless of the fact that it nust have

under gone trenendous changes since he was last in the city: the blast-proof shields over the store
wi ndows, the two-foot-high police barricades isothe fire-and-riot lane in the center of the
roadt he sunken gun-posts at the nearby intersections, the heavy concrete blast-walls exactly the

Il ength of a prow car set at two-block intervals and designed to save official vehicles from being
crushed if a building was denol i shed and spilled across the street.
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Still, no doubt it had all been shown on the beams. Even being in the G nsberg wasn't |ike being
on anot her pl anet.

Di sappoi nted perhaps—for they had gone so far as to nake himenpty his bag and proffer the
contents for inspection—the policenen at |ength nodded Madi pernmi ssion to go ahead, and one of them
who had stood by idly chewing, a very tall |ean young man, indeed gangling, put out his foot
casually with the intenof tripping himas he hurried away. And sonehow-tyla couldn't see how-the
outstretched foot was in precisely the spot where Madi son next needed to step, and his wei ght went
down on the arch without breaking stride, and by the tine the pain was signaled to the astonished
and furious busy there were a dozen people separating them

"I" msorry for the delay," Madison said as he rejoined Lyla. "There was no need to wait—+ can
easily find ny way to this hotel you suggested."

G anted. So why had she waited? For the sake of having conpany, she decided suddenly. Last night
she had | ain beside the bed where Dan had died, where his body still rested, where—udgh. In cleanly
nmodern Anerica, one spoke of the organs, heart, liver, kidneys, for they were terns the doctors
used when one was ill, and never made the connection with the tidily frosterile, plastic-wapped
obj ects purchased for food. Dan had been opened, and the gash showed truly that nmen too possessed
t hese things, these bl oody wet pal pitating things...

She | ooked around her giddily at the crowd. There was a crowd on this street, there was al ways a
crowd on every street in every nodern city. She thought: hunand hundreds of hearts and livers and
ki dneys, kilometers of gut, liters of blood enough to nmake the sidewal k run awash with red!

"Are you all right, Mss day? You |ook very pale!" On her shoul der a touch steadying her, for
whi ch she was grateful because the world had tilted askew.

"You get your filthy hand off that blank girl!" screanmed sonmeone and instantly heads turned for
twenty paces on every side, but luckily it was an elderly wonman with a pinched nouth and stern
eyes under a furrowed ol d forehead who had uttered the shriek

"Want himto handle you instead, you old bag?" Lyla shouted back, and there was |aughter and
peopl e had forgotten it, except the old woman hersel f who | ooked nurder. In this century of ours,
curses upon our ancestors, even the sweet old | adies know what it is to hate enough to kill. Turn
out that big purse clutched so protectively: find a Blazer |ike the one that stinking Gottschal k
tried to sell ne over Dan's warm corpse...

But the instant of tension had taken with it her unexfit of dizziness. She said in a normal voice,
"I guess | should have warned you, M. Madison, that even though this is a district where knees
can still find hotels and restaurant service it isn't what you'd call a very integrated

nei ghbor hood. "

"That's all right, Mss Cay. One expects that. And the Arny taught ne to | ook after mysel f, which
is somel haven't forgotten."

She | ooked at hi mthoughtfully, seeing himfor the first tinme as Harry Madison person instead of
Harry Madi son overdue ex-nental patient. She thought back over the echo in nmenory of those
confident words he had just uttered, and realized that he had an extrenely pleasant voice, bass-
baritone, old-fashioned like a singer's with premeditated weight on individual words instead of a
si ngl e nonot onous rapid spate of themas in nost twenty-first century speech

And recalled that she was still al one, because Dan was dead.

Dan had had his friend Berry. Berry, she was vaguely aware, had a friend of his own—er possibly of
Martha's, the girl he lived with. One needed a friend in a city like this...but why stop at a
friend? Yet it was the pattern; query because nmaking nore than one was so difficult, because
maki ng the first had been such a strugone was afraid to revert to the rebuffs and di sapof friend-
hunt i ng?

It was too deep, too terrifying, to be considered now on a hot evening in sunmmer, the time grow ng
|ate, the sun going fromthe sky, the aimess dense crowds of the city noving out under the goggle
gaze and as-yet silent gun-mouths of the police half eager and half fearat the possibility of
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tonight climaxing in riots and rockets fromthe sky which brought sniper-riddled builddown in
flames.

She said, "Shall | go with you to the hotel ?"

"l guess nmaybe it would be better if I went with you to your place,” Madison countered. "Dr.
Reedeth told nme you had a bad thing happen last night, Mss Cay, and—and |'mvery sorry. | think
you | ook sort of sickly, and I'd feel bad nyself if | couldn't repay your kindness in riding to
the city with ne."

There was nore than superficial polite concern in the tone. She thought Uncle and reached back
into childthe war scare days of the nineties when every knee was treated by every blank as a
potential subor saboteur and she, innocently five years old, was worried because they were so

t eddy- bearish and the little girls in traditional checked dresses with pigtails sticking out and
ending in tightly knotted ribbons and it was absurd and not Uncle Tom Uncle Remus—yes, froma
little later, as the scare subsided and only the nental scars could not be cured but the buildings
could be nended and the new skimers took the air in their mllions, tidily disciplined into m dge-
swarns across the sky by nmasterful conputers capable of organizing a billion sinultaneous journeys
wi t hout collisions and—anyway, Uncle Renus with the confidence of a man successful in life and
owni ng sonething the accidentally rich would eventually learn to want, that could be offered as
evi dence of himtoo being the heir to a traa heritage of entertainment and salty wit adaptto the
nmodern worl d: what el se had she done to rid them of the hysterical old wonan a nonent past but
imtate Br'er Rabbit who begged not to be thrown in the briar patch?

"Mss Cay, | think maybe |I ought to take you to your doctor first," Mdison said anxiously.

"Who's in charge here, nme or you?" Lyla countered with a forced high laugh. "Yes, |I'msorry,
sonet hi ng very bad did happen to nme and |1've got to go back to an apt where there won't be anyone
el se, just bloodon the floor to show there was soneone yesterday, and there's not nuch use
worrying, is there? People do get killed. "Il

Somehow she was wal king with him and nmanaging to go the way they wanted to go instead of being
pushed back and naki ng detours and getting out of other peoway all the time as she was accustoned
to. Not to the hotel, but to the block where she lived. Never mind

"—sinmply have to digest the truth no matter how nasty it tastes. | ought to have warned you
though, like | said, because it's not as though |I was wearing my street yash which would nean it
could be assunmed | was a knee like yourself, |I mean here | amwal king along with you and all 1've
got on is this pair of Nix and people are |ooking at us, have you noticed?, with this resentfu
expression, like when it's a blank it nmeans what's that girl doing with a knee? and when it's a

knee it neans what's that knee doing with a blank girl and betraying the cause?"

"Yes," Madison said. "That's sonething any knee grows up with, Mss Cay. You don't have to spel
it out, you know. "

"I"'mkind of trying to show that | appreciate it,"'
supto be nore than averagely sensitive to—=

Lyla said. "I nean |'m a pythoness and so |I'm

Recogni zed, faniliar, the front entrance of her hone bl ock: the approach to the el evator

"—ot her people, regardless of color. You see | was raised in this kind of ol d-fashi oned background
and nmy parents are very anti-Afrikaner and all that and | think it's a shame even though it's

obvi ous why it happened that we got away from what was developing in the |ast century and—eh
Christ, howam| going to get in?"

She stopped dead, on the point of entering the elevator car. "Those fucking busies! They didn't
even let ne pick up a key when they dragged nme out this nornnothing, | just happened to have this
smal | change in nmy pocket and.." Frantically, the one pocket checked down to the fluff in the
I'ining, and nothing but the phial of sibyl-pills and the noney and an ID card.

"We'l| deal with that when we cone to it," Madison said, guiding her deftly into the elevator. She
thought in the distant back of her mind: This nust be what ny ol d-fashi oned parents neant when
they tal ked about an "escort" for ne to go places with, and in nmy present state it's kind of nice,
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I like it, I"'mdreadfully scared about what we're going to find when the el evator reaches the
tenth fl oor and yet sonehow I'm not going Qut of ny skull and—

St op.
Facing the elevator car, waiting to ride it down, the Gottschal k from Apt 10-W

And his face uttering uncensored thoughts: Last night you tried to kill me when | was being
hel pful, and here you'd rather accept help froma knee, in this city torn apart by the black X
Patriots who killed your man.

But he said nothing, merely noved aside to | et them pass. And waited, not getting into the car

The reason, instantly. Lying out in the corridor, the recognizabl e bel ongi ngs. Books heaped. The
stai ned bed on end propped against the wall. The less attractive nmiscellanea of a dooned
househol d, including the Lar for which no doubt a debt-collection order had been filed today. And
the door to the apt shut tight, |ocked, with a hundred-kil o deadfall beyond.

The Cottschal k sniggered. "Too bad, Lylal" he said. For commercial reasons Cottschal ks used first
nanes, preserving the illusion that they too constituted a fam |y such as a man was seeking to
preserve (it says here) when he bought fromthem guns, grenades and m nes. "They didn't shut the
door behind you this norning, and it was kind of tenpting for anyone who cane by, wasn't it? Did
your mack make a will |eaving you the | ease?”

"I = Lyla's mnd was frozen, sluggish as congealed old porridge. "I don't think he made a will for
anyone. "

"Too bad," the Gottschal k said again, his tone a sneer, and stepped into the elevator car to ride
it down.

"Hm1! don't like," Madison said nusingly, with a jerk of his head. "However, that's not
inmportant. Is this your apt, the one with all the furniture and stuff heaped up outside?"

"Yes, but— Lyla was having to drive her nails deep into her palns, stiffen her nuscles everywhere
to save herself from screani ng. "But soneone's noved in, sonesquatting there! Wen the busies
dragged me off today they didn't [ock the door and—and what can | do? It wasn't ny |ease, it was
Dan's, and..!

She turned blindly and crunpled against the wall. "And | haven't even got a key!"

There was a long time of nothing happeni ng. Evenshe recovered and was able to |ift her forehead
fromthe corridor wall where she had been leaning it and blink away confusing tears from her eyes.
Madi son was still standi ng where he had been, bag slung over shoul der, one dark stubby hand

conspi cuous agai nst the gray oversuit where he had reached up to grip the strap. She felt horribly
ashaned of herself fromyears of being taught that one nmust not not not reveal one's weaknesses,

ei ght nonths a year fromage ten onward in the school from which she had ultimtely run away.

But all Madison said was, "Punch |ock, | guess—hn®"

"What =2 On. Ch, yes. A Punch lock, of course.” Alno other kind was fitted to nodern apt doors; any
lock with an exterior hole for the key to be inserted was far too vul nerabl e.

"I see," Madison was saying in a nmusing tone, having turned to | ook at the janb al ongsi de which
was propped up the broken bed with Dan's blood on it, drying nowto a foul brown crust that
attracted a buzzing fly. "Mnhm—+t's a one-two-eight code, | think..Right, Mss Cay?"

She stared at himin bew | dernment.

"I mean it's got one-two-eight in it somewhere? Like the first three digits, or the next-to-first
maybe?"

"Ah.." She swal | oned enornously, not understanding but giving what seened to be the nobst sensible
answer. "Yes, | guess it does start with one-two-eight. But | never nenorized it."

file:///ID|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/D...runner,%20John%20-%20The%20Jagged%200rbit.txt (87 of 153) [2/1/2004 3:07:23 PM]



file:///ID}/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/Desktop/John%20Brunner/Brunner,%20John%20-%20T he%20Jagged%200rbit.txt

She hesitated, intending to ask how he'd known, but he had turned his back and was doi ng sonething
she couldn't see because his body conceal ed his novenents. \Wat she did see was the door opening,
and a chink of light across its top.

"There's a deadfall!" she screaned, and in the same heartbeat soneone said frominside the apt
sonet hi ng about goddammed...and the door was sl ammed back on its hinges so fast she couldn't see it
go, it was here and it was there and Madi son was standing in the openwith one hand over his head
to catch the hundred-kilo deadfall barely descended in its grooves. Beyond him a staring white-
faced nman coning out of the living room holding a chair like a shield, whose jaw fell as he saw
the intruder carefully raise the deadfall back to storage height and put over the catch to
neutralize it

"Do you know this person, Mss Cay?" Mdison said in a bored kind of voice.

"Y-yes," Lyla whispered, and had to draw another breath before she could finish the statenent.
"It's a friend of Dan's—y nackero's. It's Berry."

"1." Berry's Adam s appl e bobbed on his lean throat; he was tall and stringy, and she was suddenly
rem nded of the policeman at the rapitrans term nal who had tried to trip Madison. "I cane to take
back ny vuset!" he inprovised. "I found |I needed it after all. And when | saw the door was open
|." The words trailed away and he gave a shrug.

"Funny," Madison said with a glance at Lyla. "I don't see a vuset out there in the corridor. See a
gang of other stuff, though. Yours?"

"M ne and Dan's!" Lyla burst out before Berry could reply.

"Ah- hah." Madi son wal ked forward, brushing past Berry as though he didn't exist, and peered into
the living room "It's very kind of your friend, Mss Clay! | see he's given you a working bed in
pl ace of the broken one out there on the landing, and the place |ooks all kind of neat and cl ean
and tidy. Must be a relief to know you have friends like this, when you were expecting to cone
hone and find everything had been snashed by kids, or pilfered, because the busies didn't |ock up
behi nd them when they took you to the G nsbherg. Place |ooks fine!"

"You goddamed—" Berry began, raising the chair as though to make a club of it instead of a
shiel d. But Madi son freed the hand steadying his bag | ong enough to jerk the thunmb towards the
deadfal |l which he had so casually caught and lifted, all one hundred kilogranms of it, and the
nmovenent spoke clearer than words. Berry lowered the chair very slowy to the floor

Sidling, all the blood drained fromhis face, he noved towards the door where Lyla stood like a
mar bl e statue. Wien he cane within armis reach, he said tentatively, "It's great to find that it
wasn't true about your being shut up in the G nsberg—=

At that point she |l ost control and slapped his face; the noise was |ike a gunshot.

"Bitch!" he shouted, and his fist canme up bound for the point of her jawand mi ssed, because while
it was still comi ng Madi son had ki cked himaccurately at the base of the spine and lifted him
bodily past Lyla, through the door and across the corridor to slunp against the opposite wall,
nmoani ng.

Carefully he closed the door and turned to her

"I's there anything out there you'd |ike brought back in?" he inquired.

"Leave it," Lyla sighed. "I don't—eh, yes. There's two thousand to come back on the Lar! | don't
dare let himcorner nme on that, the bastard. The bastard! And | thought he was a friend of Dan's!
He nust have heard Dan was dead and |1'd been arrested and thought he'd grab the chance to nove
in—he's been living with his girl in one roomfor nonths and this place does at |east have a
separate kitchen though it's pretty crumy otherw se...\What are you doi ng?"

Madi son had his head bent close to the door, listening. A nonent nore, and he whi pped it open, one
hand poised to strike in precisely the right spot. Berry yelled as his wist was seized and
pressure applied on nerves which sprang his fingers open. A Punch key fell tinkling and Madi son
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said ironically, "CGood of you to return the key—+ guess Mss Clay will be needing it."

But in the other hand Berry held a knife, and that he disposed of with neither irony nor del ay;
the frantic upward bl ade destined for his belly ended agai nst the arnor of the netal door, skidded
with a squeal, and was tw sted economically by the hilt out of Berry's grasp into his own. For the
second tinme in less than a minute Berry's jaw gaped in disbelief. A long nonent they stood face to
face; then his nerve broke and he ran blindly for the el evator

Madi son slid the knife into his bag and said, "Tell ne what you want brought back in, Mss Cay."

Staring at him she essayed a laugh. It wasn't a great success. "You weren't kidding when you said
you knew how to | ook after yourself, were you?" she said. "Did the Arny teach you all that?"

"l haven't had too nuch to do in the G nsberg,"” Mdishrugged. "Tine to think about it, and
practice."

"But —but you got through that door without a key!" Lyla persisted. "It was |ocked, wasn't it?"
"Ah...Yes, it was |ocked." Madison's dark face beno enotion.

"But you can't open a Punch lock without the right key! | nmean, not without blow ng the door
down!"

Madi son di dn't say anyt hing.
"Al'l right, |I guess you can. You just did it Wat did you use?"
Si | ence.

"Ckay, trade secret. But tell me this, then." She hesia listening | ook on her face as though she
were hearing her own words and doubting that they could possibly make sense. "Do they use Punch
|l ocks in the G nsberg?”

Madi son nodded.

"And you coul d have opened themany tinme you wanted to? Just wal ked out ?"
"l guess so."

"Then why in hell didn't you?" Her voice grew ragged with hysteria.

"I wasn't neant to, Mss Cay," Madison said. "Not till I got the legal certificate that I'd been
di scharged and had a guardian to answer for nme for the first twelve nonths, you see."

Lyla felt for a chair without |ooking and |owered herto its seat, very carefully. "Are you
serious? Yes, of course you are—you give nme the inpression you couldn't be anything but serious."

Anot her pause.

"Wl |l ...\Wel I, thanks very rmuch, anyway. | don't know what |'d have done if that bastard Berry had
been here and 1'd arrived on ny own. | nean, if 1'd just found the door |ocked and got no reply
I'd have gone looking for himfirst because |I thought he was Dan's best friend." She put her head
in her hands and rocked back and forth. "Do you have any friends, Harry? Can | call you Harry? I
don't like calling people mister and mssus and nmiss all the tine."

"Sure, you call me what you like," Madison said, peering through the door to see that the corridor
was enpty, then briskly going to bring back the things Berry had tossed out. Carrying the bed
cautiously through the door, he said, "Like |I should clean this up and fix it? You woul dn't want
to be indebted to himfor that one he brought in, would you?"

"No!" Lyla raised her head. "No, sling everything out that he brought here—tet himdrag it homne,
if he still has a hone!"

"So you just tell nme what's his and what's yours," Madison invited, and propped the bed agai nst
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the nearest wall.

The job was done in twenty minutes, the door closed, the deadfall set again for fear Berry m ght
return with reinforcenents, the bed thoroughly washed down with hot.water—for once the supply was
plentiful, and anong the things Berry had brought which had not been dunped in the corridor was
sonme detergent—and the gash in the cushion repaired with adhesive tape from Madi son's bag. It was
like a Santa O aus sack, Lyla thought, detachedly watching himat work; she could believe that if
she opened it at random and enunerated its contents she'd find only what m ght be expected:
clothing, toilet articles, perhaps a few books or souveBut whatever the problem if Madison

hi nsel f reached in, he would produce the necessary article to cope...

Tested, reinflated, the bed was back in place and the Lar was in its niche and everything el se was
as it had been. Madi son slung his bag over his shoul der agai n and headed for the door

"dad to have been of help, Mss Cay," he said. "I'll go |locate that hotel now, | guess."

"No, wait!" Lyla junped up. "Please don't go. |." She had been about to reach out and catch hold
of his arm she canceled the gesture in mid-air. Some knees were very sensitive about blanks
touchi ng them wi t hout perm ssion, and she was frightened of this man who coul d open | ocks w t hout
expl osives and wal k under a heavy deadfall to catch it with one arm To cover her abortive faux
pas she started to talk very rapidly and randomy

"You see, like | was saying, if | hadn't found out it was Berry here |I'd have turned to him
because | thought he was Dan's friend and I don't conme from New York, not even frominside the
state, so | don't have too many friends and...Do you have any friends, Harry?"

"No. "
"None? None at all? Fanmily, anything?"

He shook hi s head.

"You cone fromthis part of the country?"
"Nevada. "

"You're a long way from hone, then, aren't you? | only conme fromVirginia, but either way, it's
not New York.." She bit down hard on her lower lip; it was trenbling |ike an advance warni ng of
tears.

"Suppose Berry waits to catch me alone,"” she said finally.
"You know him" Madison said. "Do you think he might try?"

"I don't know" The words peaked in a cry. "I never even thought of himas an eneny before! He's
the last person in the world |I'd ever have thought of as an eneny! Ch God, why can't we have
friends any nore like they used to in the old days?"

"l don't know the answer to that,"” Madison said. "l expected that the doctors at the G nsberg
m ght, but they don't."

"Yes, | guess you woul d expect psychol ogists to be able to answer it," Lyla said, falling into the
game with a |lightheaded, floating sensation like the very |late stages of a Ladrom de trip. "Wat
did they put you in there for, anyway—+f you don't nind ny asking?"

"For too many questions,"” Mdison said. "That kind of question you just asked. They put a gun in
my hand and said go kill that naked savage with a stone spear, he's the eneny, and | said why is
he the eneny and they said because he's been got at by the communi sts and | said does he even have
a word in his language for 'communism and they said if you don't go kill himyou'll be under
arrest. So they arrested nme. | went on asking questions and | never got an answer, and | didn't
feel inclined to stop until | did. So they discharged ne and put nme in the G nsberg—er rather, in
anot her hospital first off, but when the G nsberg was opened they transme. Because |'m a knee, |
guess. It was a time when it wouldn't have | ooked right to have a black man in a bad ol d-fashi oned
hospital ."
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Lyla started to say sonething, changed her mind, changed it back again. "Harry, tell me honestly:
do you think they were justified to put you in there? Do you think you were crazy? Because you
certainly don't sound it, to ne."

"I have a certificate," Madison said with a wy snile. It was the first trace of expression she
had seen on his face, even when he was confronting Berry, and it was gone in a flash

"Yes. Yes, of course." She cast around for words. "Well, |ook...Look, it's like this. | don't want
to be alone. I'mfrightened. | don't have a gun any nore—t was stolen by the block Gottschalk,
the one we saw by the elevator. |1'd have to go out and get food or sonething and...\Well, |ook, can
you stand to keep ne conmpany for a few hours at |east? Just so long as necessary? Till | feel ..

Her voice died and her hands hung | ax at her sides and her head bowed. "lI'msorry," she nuttered
"You' ve done much nore already than | had any right to ex

"Your talk of food is a good idea," Madison said. "I think you'll be okay later, but not right
now. Wth a nmeal down you and a few drinks maybe, or a joint, you'll be able to manage. It'll make
thi ngs seem nore nornal ."

"That's exactly what | want," she said gratefully. "To nake things seemnornal, just for a while,
even though |I know they aren't and never will be again. Look, let's go eat right away so |I don't
hold you up for too long. I'll get ny yash and put on some sockasins so nobody can tell |'m bl ank

wal ki ng al ong the street, and | know sone restaurants that don't mnd mxed clientele.”

She reached for the yash, which was on its regul ar peg; apparently Berry hadn't yet got around to
throwi ng that out. On the point of ducking into the concealing garnent, she hesitated.

"Harry, was it you?" she said suddenly, and was preto elucidate: "who drove ne into that echo-
trap, who wi shed a hangover on ne so that | spoke an oracle out of trance."

But she didn't have to. He gave a matter-of-fact nod and held out the key he had taken fromBerry
for her to put in her pocket.

"Sorry," he added, and opened the door

SEVENTY- ONE REPRI NTED FROM THE LONDON OBSERVER OF 10TH MARCH 1968
Col our—Fhe Age-d d Conflict by Colin Legum

Havi ng recently spent several nonths in the United States, | canme away sharing the view of those
Aneri cans who think that, short of two miracles—an early end to the Vietnamwar, and a vast

committo the public expenditure on the home front—+the US is on the point of noving into a period
of harsh repression by whites of blacks that could shake its polisystemto its very foundations.

What woul d be the likely effects of the West's | eading power engaging in enerracial repression? It
woul d dranmand accentuate the world colour crisis as nothing else could do. It would place a far
heavi er burden on the loyalties of Arerica's Western allies even than Vietnam It would have a
traumatic effect in Africa, and directly affect the African nationalists with no alternative to

i nviting Communi st support ...

If this depressingly dark view turns out to be unduly alarnmist, that could only be because the
West, having seen the dangers in time, had changed the priorities of its commtnents at hone and
abroad...

If ever American white society should cone to feel its econom c and security interests in serious
jeopardy, it is quite possible that radical changes m ght take place. But it is not yet possible
to foresee what these m ght be.

Simlarly, if the white South African comunity should ever cone to feel itself so isolated and
threatened that it could no | onger maintain the present policy of white domination, it mght
becone interin sone genui ne separation, such as the cantonal systemof Switzerland. This type of
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voluntary separation is currently being discussed by sonme individuals in Israel as a conceivable
solution to the problemof l|iving beside the Wst Bank Arabs.

Vol untary separati on—even separation indifferent bits of territory—+s not always necessarily
retrogressive. Although it is susto |iberal m nds—because of the horrors of twentieth-century
raci al i sm-+i berals were the chanpions of all the nineteenth-century separatists who wanted

i ndependence fromthe Habsburg and Gttonman Enpires and still today react synpathetically to the
clains of Scots or of Welsh.

The current denmand of Black Power in America for control over their own ghettoes is a nove in this
direction...

SEVENTY- TWO ASSUMPTI ON CONCERNI NG THE FOREMADE FOR THE PURPOSES OF THI S STORY
About the mddle of the 1980's the noney and nanallotted to Internal Security Mintenance began to
exceed that comitted overseas.

SEVENTY- THREE | N ACCORDANCE W TH A COVPURECOMVENDATI ON ABOUT HOW BEST TO ENLI ST THE COOPEROF A
NOTORI QUSLY THORNY PERSONALI TY

Xavi er Conroy, D.Sc., Ph.D., Hawt horn Professor of Social Psychol ogy, University of North
Mani t oba: MOG NFLUENCE CONTEMPORARY PSYCHOLOG CAL DOCHELD UNDUE BY FORMER ASSCClI ATE STOP SEEK
COROPI NI ONS STOP YOUR REPLY PRESI GNED FLAMEN

Fl amen Spool pi geon NYCNY 10036: nogshack i nfl uPERNI Cl QUS BUT YOU TILT AT OVERH GH W NDM LL SI GNED
CONROY

Conroy Univ. N. Manitoba: agree windnill overhigh STOP QUERY COOPERATI ON I N SHORTENI NG | T SI GNED
FLA

Fl anen Spool pi geon NYCNY 10036: good | uck signed conroy
Conroy Univ. N. Manitoba: come ny weekend expenses PAI D STOP BRI NG AXE SI GNED FLAMEN

Fl anmen Spool pi geon NYCNY 10036: arriving saturday MORNI NG FLI GHT 9635 STOP DONT THI NK HOPE | N HELL
BUT HATE TO M SS CHANCE S| GNED CONROY

SEVENTY- FOUR NO ENTRY

Lyla felt she should have been terrified, but she wasn't, and she was even able to wonder quite
cal My why she wasn't. She decided it was because Madi son was so clearly on her side, had just
saved her from what nust otherw se have been a catastrophe, and noreover knew—+egardl ess of how he
knew-what she had nmeant when she asked that sinple question: "Was it you?"

For a while after leaving the apt she didn't really think very nuch, but eventually, when they
were back at street level, she was able to formulate casual inquiries in a nornmal friendly tone,
and uttered them

"Matt hew Fl anen offered you a job, isn't that right?"

"Yes; apparently he needs someone to cure interon his vushows, and | know a fair anount about
el ectronics.”

"Are you glad to be—ah—eut after such a long tine?"
"I don't know. I'"Il wait until | find out whether the world has inproved in the neantine."

"It's got worse," Lyla said positively. "I nean...Well, I'mstill pretty young, | guess, but from
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what | can renenber, even, it seenms to have got worse. Dr. Reedeth said they had three LR s
yesterday and that was good according to hi mbecause once they had ninein a single night, but
there shouldn't be any at all!"”

There was an interlude during which they wal ked al ong side by side w thout tal king, Lyla shrouded
in her yash and sockasins so that none of her skin showed, and they were able to make it al ong the
sidewal k wit htroubl e because other people took it for granted she too was knee. There was al ways a
kind of weariness after an outbreak of rioting, a post-tunescent sadness as mght be felt by two
honest but accidental |overs realizing in the gray dawn that through transient pasthey had risked
starting another child on the |Iong journey towards death.

Eventual |y he took up the questioning and said, "What would you have done if you'd arrived home on
your own?"

"I don't know," she nmuttered. "I guess | mght have called up your new boss. But |I don't think I'd
have got much help out of him | nean...Ch, this is so hard to explain. I nean | like himon the
outside, but | don't Iike himon the inside. He tal ks okay, but you don't get the feeling he's a
man you can trust. Do you catch nme?"

"Very clearly,” Mdison said. And: "lIs that the resyou're taking ne to, the one ahead?"

They had just rounded a corner and cone in sight of a Chinese restaurant called the Forbidden
Cty; purely in order to keep sone kind of trade going in spite of nodern xenophobi a Chi nese
restaurateurs had notoribeen conpelled to put up with whatever clientele offered thensel ves and
customarily accepted m xed parBut the main wi ndow of this one had been smashed, and there was a
sign on the door, hastily scrawmed in red ink: x patrots work!!! And an arrow pointing to the
br oken gl ass.

"Dan and | brought sone knee friends of ours here once,” Lyla said with forced brightness, and | ed
himacross the street. But she didn't even go up to the door. Behind it there was a tall Asiatic
who | ooked past her at Madi son and rai sed one hand warningly with fingers stiff for a karate chop

"l guess we'd better try sonewhere else tonight,"” she said dispiritedly, and turned away. Fromthe
corner of her eye she caught the Asiatic's teeth glinting in a grin.

There was a soul -food restaurant on the next block, but that had a sign up too, neatly printed in
bright brown on solid black, denying entry to bl anks, and then there was an | ndian one proudly
assuring the public that they too were Aryans and wanted nothing to do with other races, and a
strict-Jewi sh one and a strict-Mslimone and a Japanese one for whites only outside which was
parked a South African Voortrekker, and a Yoruba one which specialized in ground-nut chop and...

Finally Lyla said mserably, "I'"mso sorry, but it's been nonths since | tried to find sonmewhere
that wasn't segregated and after the trouble last night | guess that was the final straw for lots
of them WMaybe we should break up and eat separately after all."”

"The hotel you reconmended ne to," Madison said. "Does that have a restaurant?”

M serably she | ooked up at himthrough the wi ndow in the hood of her yash. "For all | know, the
hotel may have stopped taking knee clients now and you'll have to go clear to Harlemafter all."

Madi son frowned and for a nonent his |lips narrowed so conpletely that they seened to vani sh
"What's done this, Mss Cay? It wasn't just one night of rioting."

"I"'d like you to call nme Lyla," she insisted. "I like people to be friendly to ne instead of just
polite! | need soneone to be friendly! Oh God, | wish it could be Iike the old days ny parents
tal k about, when you didn't mnd who you nmet or who you worked with or who sat next to you. It's
all sort of closing in on us like the walls in The Pit and the Pendul um "

She gl anced wildly around as though actually expectto see the buildings nove to trap her
"People didn't get killed in riots,"” she whispered. "They didn't! Ch-eh, poor Dan!"

Madi son wai ted. Shortly she was able to go on
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"No, of course it wasn't just one night. It nust have been waiting all the tine people were
ashaned to let it cone out in the open. But sonmething's proved to be stronger than shanme. Wat is
stronger than shanme?"

"Fear," Madi son sai d.

"l guess so," she admitted. "But why shoul d people be so afraid?" She drew a deep breath. "lI'ma
pyt honess, Harry. | have to get inside people's mnds. | never found anything in anyone' s—not even
at the G nsberg where there are all these people who are supposed to be crazy-which wasn't in ne
too. "

She had fallen in beside himagain automatically and this time he was taking the | ead, heading
towards the hotel she had recomended.

"Except you," she said. "You re—you're not the same sonehow. And |I'mfrightened of that too...|
t hi nk. "

At which point four l|arge strong young nen, all blanks, stepped out of a doorway and bl ocked their
path. A bright light flashed in her eyes so that her face could be seen behind the mask of the
yash and a voice said, "Mxed!" A hand cl anped on hers and sonething jabbed into the base of her
thunb and the ground rocked in a weird swirling curve like water in a spinning bow .

Bl urch. Planet revolving on ungreased axles that how ed. Di munspoken in the recesses of the brain
hel phel phel p. Scattered to the four filthy corners of the universe the bits and pieces of the
person once integlLyla C ay. Feebly hel phel p and not even strength to nmove the lips |et al one power
vocal cords with gust-ing breath.

Ei ght filthy corners.
hel p

too nuch like hard work she abandoned the struggle.

SEVENTY- FI VE CAUTI ON AND PRECAUTI ON UNEQUAL AND OPPCSI TE

They had put Pedro Diablo in a Federal -financed | uxapt devel opnent where the contract—drafted by
Bust af edrel back in the days of |ess sharply delineated racial boundari es—ncluded a non-
discrimnation clause, but it had never been invoked before and his neighbors were so horrified
that during the evening (while he was being tracked down by the knee | eaders who were in close
touch with Mdorton Lenigo and had al so been horbecause they had banked on using Diablo's talents as
a propagandi st and now he'd been fired on the say-so of a dirty blank) they were organizing a
petition to have himevicted before he | owered the tone of the bl ock

SEVENTY- SI X Q WHO WAS THAT GRUNCH | SAW YOU W TH LAST NI GHT? A. THAT WAS NO GRUNCH BUT THE
EGEOVER THERE

Eternities later and a different world: a world of black furry hills with a sun half green half
red crossed by a slanting bar louring froma gray vertical sky.

A roonP Painfully. A landscape of a room floor plains and furniture nountains. Unheard, a river
coursing down a stony cascade, obscene fungoid growths on the footand | ocal weather storning and
screanm ng and clanmy heat and the stench of decay.

Crack thunder and ouch lightning and in the inmmediforeground to which Lyla opened her eyes a

St oneof human bodies, a negalithic circle of arnms on shoul ders, pallid upright pillar-formns
interrupted before the place where she lay by a w de-astride nandrake/ wonandrake nore exactly
paunch saggi ng over hairy pubis and skin scrawed like a toilet's wall with names and tines in
greasy crayon, sone sneared and sone freshly legible: piggy wallis 0825 della the butch 1215 HORNY
HANK DUMONT 1640.
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As though catching the fragnments of a nucl ear expiece by slow piece and forcing them back into the
formof neatly machined netal billets Lyla absorbed the facts her senses presented and categori zed
theminto patterns. She felt very ill and her hand hurt where a blunt needl e had been jabbed deep

into the nmuscles. Also there was a hot new pain across her right thigh. A red whiplash bar on the

ski n.

Multi-level floor. Fact established. Perspective reUtra-nodern collapsible retractable nutable
furniture. On the black slopes the distorted nushroonms were human bodi es sone cl ot hed and sone
not, sone noving sone not and sone hal fway between involved in incredibly slowlovemaking with
linbs entwined and all el se forgotten except the touch of skin to skin. So too in front of her not
a negalithic circle but eight men wearing only boots and scrawl ed across the chest of each—er the
upper armif the chest was too hairy for witing on—a crayoned nane gene putzi vernon hughi e phil
slob charlie pat. Arns on each other's shoul ders they formed a horseshoe around a very tall young
wormen with small breasts and a premature pot-belly al so naked except for a belt and sandals with
interlaced thongs rising to above the knee, holding a whip and crowned with a fantastical red-Dblue-
green wig. There was intol ernoise, not deafening but comng fromall sides and overhead, as though
in every adjacent roomthere was nusic and dancers' feet stanping and peopl e argui ng anong
thensel ves at the tops of their voices. Her eyes were mani acally wi de and she was running with so
much sweat her inscriptions were dissolving.

"She's awake!"™ A shout. A spray of fine spittle-drops, touch-touch on Lyla's skin. Al so reported
fromthe skin: the abrasive clutch of ropes at her el bows, on her back the sweat-slippery contact
of noving nmuscl es across hard shoul der-bl ades, under her buttocks wet furriness, at the nape of
her neck the wiry roughness of kneehair, like a terrier's coat...She gasped and drove her
perception into a nornmal node by sheer will She was sitting tied back-to-back with Harry Madi son
and she had been stri pped.

"So what did you do with those Nix she was wearing?" roared the tall girl with the whip, and Cene
on the end of the Iine of nen broke | oose eagerly, went to retrieve them offered themwth a
cringi ng bow. Whip draped over shoulder the girl felt for the pocket and took out what there was:
Punch key (let fall), sone noney (let fall), ID card (retained) and a phi al

"That somet hi ng good, M kki ?" whined Gene. "That a good trip in that bottle?"
"How the hell should I know?" the girl bellowed, scrutinizing the ID.
M kki ? Lyl a thought. Oh God. No. Let it not be M chael a Baxendal e.

Booni ng words barely perceived through a fog of shock and terror and the afternmath of whatever
drug had been used for the kidnapping: "A good trip baby, yes, a good trip, hey! Know who you
collected for nme, darl?"

CGene shook his head and the others craned cl ose to hear

"Why, it's the pythoness that son and daughter of a notherfucker Dan Kazer nmacks for now " M kk
screaned, dissolving in a paroxysm of |aughter. "The shitty bugger dropped ne cold in the street
and now here's deliverance into ny hands—hey, darl?" She glowat Lyla venonously, shaking the
little phial close to her ear, and then turned to inspect it critically by the light of the red-
green sun which was a dial on the wall with one pointer tilted into the green

" Ah- hah! Enough here to go clear around if it is a good trip in this bottle!l" She unscrewed the
cap briskly. "But let's just be sure, huh? Let's try it on themand find out how it nakes them
flyl

G ggling, the ring of men broke up, dropped on knees, grabbed—lutch at ankles, then thighs,
reachi ng up higher greedily to crotch, also breasts: all too rapid to separate into individua
events, a totality of claw ng and fondling. Meanwhile behind Lyla others doing the sane for (nust
be) Madi son. She was too weak to fight themoff so tried duplicity, waiting until a hand cane
close to her nouth with one of the sibyl-pills, pronpting confromthe one branded sl ob: "Hey,

M kki, this nust be a good trip! Look, she's opening up for it!"

And bit. Hard.
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"The bitch! She bit ne!" Leaping back, pill dropped, looking in horror at finger gashed across
nail's base, bl ood pulsing out drip-drip on Lyla's leg. But in the noof delusive relaxation to

cel ebrate successful couna bang on the back of the head, Mdison's hard skull. A whisper: "Hold
his nose." The sound of a punch in the belly. Loudly: "He swallowed that okay! Try the girl again.
G ve us another pill, MKkki..No, don't bother!" Scrabbling on the black carpet. "I found the one

she spat out—-here it is.”

Christ, what would one of the sibs do to Madi son? She renenbered Dan orbiting so high she thought
he'd never | and and that only wonen (sonething maybe to do with hornmone chemistry) had the tal ent
to netabothe drug in half an hour

She fought and twi sted and withed but they gathered her | egs one by one and sat on them too
heavy to be forced of f except at the risk of cracking bones. As her arms were already roped to
hol d her back-to-back with Madison that |left only her head, which could be conby graspi ng her

hai r. Forced back, back until her neck nuscles could not stretch to nmeet the counter-tug on her
jaw and her cheek was agai nst Madison's wiry beard, she tried to turn sideways, hold her nmouth
against his neck to bar the pill's entrance and didn't nmake it. Flip between her parted teeth, tap
on her tongue, brace to stop herself swallowing it when the expected blow in the stonach cane...

Except it didn't. Shedding the relaxing nen in a tunof |inmbs she was |ifted hup into the air and
found herself briefly looking at the ceiling. She spat out the pill because that was the thing she
nmost wanted to do in all the world

The ropes tightened on her arns, first left, then right, and hurt for a fraction of a second but
it was worth it They snapped. She fell sprawling and |landed with one hand in a wet clamy

subst ance which held up to the |light showed shit-brown. Naturally. She got away fromthere, frog-
hoppi ng, w ping her hand wherever a piece of the black carpet was relatively dry, turning when she
was out of reach to | ook at Madi son.

No one el se seened to be paying much attention exM kki and her ei ght booted nen. The | oving couon
the slopes at the end of the roomwent on with their slow slow parody of passion, and for the rest
the world did not currently exist.

They had stripped Madi son too and his stocky dark body glistened like oiled sealskin, a ridge of
light on every tautened nuscle. The man branded pat, as though hoping to benefit by that ebony
enbrace, said, "Ho-hooo!" and advanced coaxingly. Alittle stooped, legs apart like a westler's
braced for the next grapple, eyes warily flicking to take in his surroundi ngs, Mdison waited
until he cane within reach, and—snapped. Big white gleam ng teeth. An animal grow wi thout words.
As yet, only a warning: on Pat's hand, a nmere line of blood traced by one canine fang, and sone
spittle. He paled and shook it, nouthing a curse.

"Get back, Pat," said MKkki, brought down from whatever plane she had been orbiting at by the
shock of seeing the ropes break. "Looks like this is Dutch courage in a pill we gave him Gve ne
a clear field for the whip, will you?"

She made it whine through the air, confident, having used it often on rmuch bi gger opponents. As
yet indeed there was no real alarm A glance to the side showed Lyl a crouching and trenbling, not
offering to join in. One agai nst nine nmade excellent odds; Lyla could al hear the thought And the
booted young nmen were strong and heal t hy.

On a distant slope of the room soneone sat up, alerted by the whip-whine, maybe: a girl wearing
not hing, who first crossed her arns over her bosom for conceal nent, then gave a foolish grin and
parted her legs to set her el bows on her wi despread knees. She | eaned forward to watch with
concentration.

On the back of Lyla's tongue: a taste. Not the sourof fear which was everywhere el se in her nouth.
Bitter/pungent/acrid? She sucked up saliva to suspend it in and rolled it forward to the area nost
sensitive to such flavors

Menmory clicked and she was instantly horrified. Once she had broken open a sibyl-pill before
taking it, to find out if she liked the taste of the contents. She didn't. This was the same. The
gelatin shell must have split, pertrodden by a bare foot after she knocked it aside the first tine

file:///ID|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/D...runner,%20John%20-%20The%20Jagged%200rbit.txt (96 of 153) [2/1/2004 3:07:23 PM]



file:///ID}/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/Desktop/John%20Brunner/Brunner,%20John%20-%20T he%20Jagged%200rbit.txt

they tried to push it into her nouth. And she had noticed too late to stop herself swallow ng as
much of the drug as had spilled out on her tongue. Only a few milligrams, probably, but w thout
the violence of the pythoness frenzy to burn it up what would it do to..?

Cr ash.

Through the continuing racket of nusic and dancing from el sewhere in the apt, a rendi ng noi se. She
jolted back to awareness of the rest of the room Wth the terstrength he had used to catch and
lift the hundred-kil o deadfall on her apt door, Madison had seized a table with marble top and
stainl ess steel legs and was engaged in tearing it apart. Wen one of the welds rehimhe spun and
sl atmmed the whol e thing against the wall. The marble shattered and a chunk of concrete fell to the
floor. Aleg cane |oose and he raised it overwith a howl. The nan | abel ed vernon cringed and
nmoaned out of reach.

Looki ng al armed, M kki cracked the whip and this tinme took aimfor Madison's neck

The steel table-leg intercepted the lash in the air and it coiled around like a constrictor

Madi son nmoving his head back w thout noving his shoulders, like an Indian tenple dancer, just as
far as was necessary for the tip of the lash to mss his right eye. He jerked, and the handl e of
the whip leapt fromMKki's sweaty grasp

Bol d, al nost pleased, as though recogni zing a worthopponent, the one called Putzi who was the
tall est and nost muscul ar dived for the shattered table and hinself wenched free another of the
| egs.

Madi son stripped the coil of the whip off his own weapon and threw it. Lyla' s hands went up to the
| evel of her ears and she heard the sound of her own fingers clapping over into the palms. The
force of that throw was unbelievable, and he hadn't even drawn his arm back behind his shoul der
But the balled-up whip drove Putzi off his feet and left a continuous red pattern across his chest
and belly, as though he had been struck with an ol d-fashi oned wi cker carpet-beater, a kind of
sketch for a three-leafed clover

"I"'mgetting out of here!" cried the one | abel ed Hughie. M kki reached for himand caught hi m by
the hair, sw nging him around.

"Get himdown and quiet him you crazy fool! Want to have a ki dnappi ng charge around your neck?
You brought him here; you stay and face the consequences!"

"But you told us to go bring in a m xed-race couple!" Hughi e whi nper ed.

"Shut up and grab that table-leg!" Herself, Mkki dived to retrieve the whip fromits entangl enent
with the npbaning Putzi's |inbs.

One inch fromher outstretched hand a chunk of marble, fist-sized, smashed and spattered her face
and body with little stinging fragnents |ike m dges. She | ooked up slowy to see Madi son grinning
at her, incalm Adjusting her bal ance, she drew back—and snatched the table-leg up, tossing it not
to the still frightened Hughie but to Vernon, who caught it and charged Madison with it lifted in
a killing swi ng.

"An thou'lt match me at the quarterstaves, thou'lt earn thee a cracked skull for thy pains,"

Madi son said in a clear voice, and countered with such a violent riposte that Vernon's fingers
sprang open and his weapon flew through the air to crash ringing against the far wall. The naked
girl behind Lyla uttered a cry of delight and cl apped her hands.

Quarterstaves..? Lyla blinked and shook her head. For one nonent there she had seened to see not
the black roomwith the gray walls and the half-red half-green sun, but a forest clearing with a
brook across it, and nen with | ong wooden pol es disputing the passage of a broad flat log laid
bet ween the banks.

But the roomwas still here and the vision of the sunny gl ade was gone.

Recovered, furious, Putzi was running to catch up the nmetal table-leg, the best weapon visible,
while MKkki was turning her back cautiously and heading for the far end of the room
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To make hinself a shield, Putzi clutched at a light chair with a strong plastic seat and held it
Iion-taner fashion, advancing on Madi son. The knee retreated a little, tenpting his attacker to
make the first move—and shot out his armto snatch down one of the floor-to-ceiling drapes that
covered all the wi ndows, stanp on one edge of it and with a bulge of mnuscles rip the heavy vel vet
so that he had a conveniently sized portion in his left hand.

Under bare feet the sand very hot with the sun, gritty but scarcely felt (what?). Lyla reached
down giddily to touch her own sole and heel, expecting to contact sandy roughness and finding only
a srmear of the excrement which she had earlier wi ped fromher hand. Yet the roar of the hungry
Iions was (what?) unmi stakabl e, the coughing noise like a slow explosion. And the watchers on the
banked seats reaching up to the pure blue sky like an oppressive tent on which the gold coin of
the sun hung with an expression of interest in these natters of Me and death...

For the last time she nanaged to force herself back into the normal frame of reference, and it
stopped with the sight of the two gleam ng netal shafts upraised to catch the light, the chair-
made-shield and the curtain torn to make a tangling defense. The taste in the nouth of a |last bad
meal , a handful of sad olives, a wedge of stale unl eavened bread and a few bites froma haunch of
meat destined for the wolves but diverted by a | anista who had bet on today's contest of man and
man, that had seemed only rancid but mght as things went have been poisoned, for the world swayed
horribly at every step and there was a rushing of blood in the ears that drowned out the cries of
the crowd.

Lyl a realized perfectly well what was happening to her. She had ingested a subcritical dose of the
drug in the sibyl-pill and it was just taking her over the border fromreality into whatever world
she inhabited during her ordinary trances. It was what was happening to everyone el se that she
couldn't figure out. That tall blonde Germani ¢ swordsman in the norion and cuirass and one
vanbrace and one greave and carrying a targe or buckler opposed to that retiarius with the
stabbing trident and the cleverly w el ded net ...

Once nore fromthe cages underneath the stands, the roar of angry lions.

Deft the net spread on the sand and a jab of the trito force the other back, sword-struck aside by
serving the purpose of placing one careless heel on the net and heave and the nman's | ength
measured on his own shadow by the overhead sun. Fromthe side where wealthy spectators sat in the
conpany of the Enperor, shaded by awni ngs whereas the pl ebs nust sweat and screw their eyes up,
appl ause mingled with cries of andue to | osing bettors.

(Meanwhile: Slob in spite of his hurt hand grabbing the whip while Madison's attention was
distracted in tripping Putzi with the torn curtain.)

A shift and tilt of the universe, a sense of aeons grindby in the wong direction and scream ng at
every painful second of their progress. In alinen kilt not as |ow as the knee and with a beard
hanging in coarse rat's-tails against his chest, a whip-w elder nouthing curses into an eterna
desert silence. Dark and cold overlying the conprehended words: "Crocodiles and dogs shall share
thy bones at dawn!"

Sensed on one's own breath, the foul of bad onions and the sour of beer no better than urine.
Across the shoulders the tidy parallel lines of that same whip, on the hands the calluses plated
wit h adobe dust and the blisters from hauling ropes, one burst and raw as though the pal m had
cupped a fresh coal fromthe fire an hour ago. Hobbled to the ankles, other ropes not serving to
shift great bl ocks of stone but only to hinder rebellious slaves while the overseer stood back at
whi p-length dis

Handy, a heavy sun-hardened brick, the size and shape of a | oaf of that bread not given to quiet
the grumbling of the stomach in nore days than one knows how to count. Picked up, faster than whip
can follow, and hurl ed.

Through a chaotic haze of sickness, weakness, hate hate and hate, eyes belonging to Lyla but
blurred with years of untended infection and stark sunlight and wi nd-borne dust out of the heart
of Africa saw a chunk of the concrete which had earlier been smashed out of the apt's wall cut
open' the scalp of Slob nore neatly than a knife. He folded to his knees and bowed over the whip
to anoint it with the blood his head was shed
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(I'n the neantinme: yelling for her men to cone to her and be equi pped M kki at her Gottschal k

cabi net, stocked with old and new weapons any of which mght safely be used on Madi son—+he story
tonorrow about the intrusive kneeblank, invited as a show of goodw Il towards other races, turning
nasty and betraying the prinitive savagery which neant they nust be shut away in Blackbury and
Bant ust an, dangerous to invite home like lions kept on the back porch hating their chains.)

But for Lyla a kal ei doscope, a sequence of instant franes cut out of tinme itself, not pictures
only but a total set of sensory data—tinb-weariness, apprehension nmarked by heart battering at the
ribs to be let out, hun...and repletion, sickness and sobriety, hope and ter...Blink the scarred wet
green of a jousting-ground after a fall of rain, the grass slashed to reveal the brown earth
underneath, a pavilion gay with |l ong pennants, a dying horse scream ng and unbel i evabl e wei ght
draggi ng down every linb and the world narrowed to a slit across the eyes and there a splintered

| ance of ashwood and com ng down a norningstar, cruel spiked ball on chain on gleefully w el ded
pole. Blink the chill of snow and awkward encunbering furs hated but essential, the skin side
chewed supple by teeth now worn to stubs and one of them aching so nuch it nearly blinded the
right eye, hands respectively clutching a tree-branch club and hanging |inmp froma tendon-sl ashing
bite gone septic under a plaster of bruised | eaves; sone nenace out there in the whirling
whi t eness not clearly defined and one should be grateful. Blink under light rain with the awareof
pai nt ed designs on face and chest, not felt so nuch as visualized on identically painted
conpanions, veiled hills framing a pass with a rutted track at the bottom and reaching out from
this right shoul der here a crude worn tube on a wooden stock bound with rawthongs to halt a crack
and cushion the inpact of imminent explosion. Blink high vacancy and detachirritability, waiting
for tine over target in an itchy airtight suit with the world renote, glinpsed at third-hand by
lights and dials, vague awareness diligently repressed of a nman clothed in flane.

(Meantine: Lyla saying over and over with childi sh wonder at her own insight, "I nmet a man with
seven brains, | met a man with seven brains!" First to be equi pped, furious, the one |abel ed Pat
grabbing blindly at what he found at hand and getting of all things a pi ke—hen they had a

cust oner capabl e of buying up everything fromthe expensive ranges the CGottschal ks stopped at
not hi ng, especially not at pleading the cause of a weapon which never needed to be re-Iloaded or
re)

The swirling of inages ceased and one steadi ed: a patch of |evel ground across which was marching
with even tread a spear-carrying giant.

(Alerted by the fearful Hughie strangers fromother roons of the apt crowded into the
doorway—-there was no door—sone giddy with sykes, sone drunk, some just curious and greedy for
sensation.)

The nuscl e-tensions of a cal mbody. The careful rollin inexhaustible tine of a long strip of

cloth. Overconfusingly, the sensation of a horse between the knees and the bellowi ng of cattle in
st anpede. Menory signaled and Lyla realized: sling. The Balearic slingers boasted of being able to
turn a running bull by bouncing a stone off one or other horn

So what was that doing tangled up with the image of ...of CGoliath?

Fsst. The stone and its target. Crack at the side of the jaw with such force the head | eapt back
and in a sad yawn descended along with its body to the floor.

(And now a Bl azer, the weapon recomended over Dan's warm corpse, with its w de fanned beam nmaki ng
it alnmost inpossible to miss under a twenty-meter range.)

Blink so fast she could not follow, like riffling cards and trying to inspect the pictures of the
ki ngs, an arquepropped on its forked stand and the stink of the slowmtch, chest down and hands
clawed in wet ground waiting for the eardrumshattering sl amof a grenade, cool waiting at the
handl es of a Vickers gun for the fool marching |ines of enemy to |l eave their trenches and be
harvested by the scythe of death, cautious slow notion maneuvering under water to stick a fata
meson a hull |oonming stormcloud dark between here and the sun, the tweak on the plunme of a cocked
hat which signified it had been shortened by a nusket-ball, the sun-gleamon the spokes of a
chariot-wheel and the nmane of the spirited horse drawing the chariot, three red drops fromthe tip
of a barbed arrow cut | oose by a surgeon keen edge hot fire mnusical twang pressure of fingertip on
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pl astic stud agony of mendi ng bone world fadi ng under nask of bl ood...

(And at appropriate points during the sequence, for the survivors doom A javelined table-leg, one
of the long-ago originals. Chunk of marble. Chunk of concrete. The Blazer lit the roombut only

sl ashed across the almutilated face of the red-green dial and severed its single hand. The whip
froma spot closer to the cabiaimed not at anyone but at the racked weapons thensel ves, bringing
them down in a trenendous clatM kki grabbed for a | aser-gun but the plastic insuof the power-pack
designed to last thirteen nonths precisely gave way and she junped back scream ng with her arm
seared to the el bow, shedding great sheets of flayed skin. Mdison finished her with the ot her

tabl e-1eg al nost casually. Remai ning, Putzi, abandoning any attenpt to arm himself.)

Suddenly, for the last tine, the sequence of dazzling time-snippets steadied. A bare roomwith a
wal | m ssing. A stone-and-sand garden beyond. A group of thoughtsilent watchers. A mat of plaited
reeds occupying the center of the floor. Advancing fromthe far corner a nman naked but for a

| oi ncl ot h.

"Chhh.t"

The sound of her own voice snatched Lyla fromthe unreal to the real. There was nausea in her
belly and sweat on every inch of her skin and a wish to flee and hide in every fiber of mnd and
body. That wasn't fear, or rage, or anything so clean and nornal. That wasn't lust. That was the

pure naked unqualified desire to kill, dedication to death, a holy quest for the ending of a human
life.
She | ooked for Madi son and saw a machine: black steel linbs ending in cruel knives. Qpposed to him

merely a man, foolish, stupid, doonmed. A leg bent, just enough, an armreached out to take a grip
and crash.

Lyl a doubl ed over and vonited between her feet. Detachedly she told herself that Mudi son had
thrown Putzi through the wi ndow from which he had torn away the drapes. Detachedly she heard
sonmeone scream "Christ, we're forty-five stories high!" Detachedly she deduced that there was
pani c, because there were nore screans and the sound of running feet and then in this room
silence, though music was still playing el sewhere. Overhead no nore dancing. She figured out that
she was al one but for Madison and two or three other people too lost in syke-induced fantasy to
notice anything as unas a death.

But she sat with her head between her knees while the nausea passed of f, thinking of Dan.

Eventual | y she | ooked up and she was right. Mdiwas standi ng beside the smashed wi ndow over which
automatically, steel shutters had slamred in reto the glass breaking. But not soon enough to halt
Putzi's flight to the street. The knee was rigidly at attention, shoul ders back, eyes fixed on
nowher e.

Movi ng very carefully to avoid her own vomt, Lyla got up and stiffly hobbled towards him There
had been enough drug in the dose she had accidentally swallowed to induce the nuscul ar spasns she
usual Iy gave way to and she had resisted them she felt as though she had been systematically
beaten over every centineter of her body.

Mrtally terrified, yet sonehow driven, she aphimand said timdly, "Harry?"

He noved in response; she flinched and he caught the notion and said, "Don't worry, you're not on
my target list for this assignnent.”

VWhat ? She shook her head in bew | dernent. Foggily: He is crazy nmaybe, but it's nore likely to be
the sibyl-pill. But | never heard of it doing this to anyone, man or wonman. What di d happen to

hi n? He beat eight nen and a vicious wonan si ngl e-handed and there are bodi es and wounds to prove
the fact. He won.

"You won," she said.

Not | ooking directly at her, but towards a point in space sonewhere over her left shoul der, he
answered wi thout moving anything but his lips. "Even at this relalate stage it was possible for an
unarnmed man of sufficient determ nation to overcone considerable oppolt was not until after the
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Gottschal k coup of 2015 and the concomitant introduction of System C integrated weaponry that hand-
to- hand conbat becane effectively pointless.”

Dazed, Lyla shook her head. "2015?" she repeated foolishly. "But, Harry, it's only the sumrer of
2014 now. "

I gnoring her, reciting as tonelessly as a cheap autohe said, "The equiprnent of individuals with
armanent adequate to level a nediumsized city nonedid not inmrediately put an end to such conbats.
For a while an attenpt was nmade to codi fy hunman beon a basis anal ogous to the | egendary Code of
Chivalry; however, this represented such a radical reof current psychol ogical trends that—=

Lyla's eyes widened in terror as she | ooked past him A line of dull red had appeared across the
steel shields closing the wi ndow. Beyond, no doubt, a hastily-sunpolice skimmer, cutting through
with a thermc | ance.

"Harry!" She tugged at his armbut he was as impas a statue. Hi s droning voice continued.
"—+t was dooned fromthe start and thereafter it was inevitable—=

"Harry!"

The steel parted, and through the fine opening a cloud of pale vapor oozed.

"But they can't just gas us without talking to us!" Lyla cried. "They—

SEVENTY- SEVEN ONE KEEPS GO NG SOVEHOW
t hrough drought and wildfire and bad seasons for ganme, ice and flood and | andslide, plague and
phyl | oxera and the eruption of the friendly nei ghborhood vol cano;

Aryans and Hyksos and Huns, Romans and Vi sigoths and Mongols, Mors and Christians and Saracens,
Turks and Zulus and British, Americans and Germans and French; the desecration of the holy places,
the billeting of the inconprehensible troops, the silent horrid wafting of the sicknesses that
ride the msts of night; huddled in a draughty cave and the fire out in the mdst of w nter
huddl ed in the tube-stations wi ncing as the bonbs crash down; huddled in the |uxury ranch-style
homes of Montego Bay knowing there will be no nercy for a skin that's merely tanned; to the nusic
of air-raid sirens; to the drum beat of waves on the beach; to the nelancholy choir of the wolves;
one keeps goi ng sonehow, one tries to say "Shibagainst all the odds, and sonehow one keeps goi ng,
one at |east; escaping the |line before the gas-chanmber door one Jew who will remenber; escaping
the cells beneath the Col osseum one Christian who won't forget; escaping the nmud-fields of the
Marne one Tommy and one poilu and one Boche; sonehow, one at |east keeps going; fighting like rats
over a crust in the weckage of Hiro rising up on one knee with the other smashed to give a salute
in the ruins of Dresden; despising the diplodocus, the triceratops, and the sniforgetti ng how many
nmllions of years they bred their kind; imagining our great-great-great-grandchildren as pilof the
faith with Bible in one hand and cross in the other; incapable of envisaging the wheel of a fast
car and a skirt lifted nearly to the hip; one keeps going on the thin nourishnent of illusion |like
wat ery soup; a Hundred Years War or a Six Days War; a vendetta fromgeneration to generation or a
transi ent nonent of fury; one |linps but one keeps going sonehow, the arnmy conmes over the hil
rapi ng and sl aughtering but one keeps going; the priest casts lots in a bad season to name the
virgins who shall die on the altar but one keeps going; the torch is set to the house and the |ong
trek starts to the unknown village with what possessions one can carry but one keeps goi ng;
somehow one keeps goi ng; sonehow, where a not buried not-Caesar bled, some |ong-forgotpeasant,
there's a rose; where nute inglorious MItons held their tongues there runs a concrete road; where
foll owers-not-|eaders breathed their |ast a fused glass disc extends |like the mrror of sone
distorting telelooking forward into a fearful space-tine; and nothing grows on gl ass; except a
little pond-slime on the walls of the home aquariumfor snails to crop, enviable snails whose
world is small and whose house is on the back; not shattered; not open to the winds with the
ceiling tilted at a crazy angle and the fireplace full of cold ashes; not targeted in the gunsight
of the sniper across the street; not marked on the X Patriots' nmaster plan as wholly inhabited by
bl anks; not nortgaged, not lacking tiles fromthe roof; somehow nonet hel ess one keeps goi ng; unti
one conmes to a sign that says stop, and bei ng obedi ent, one...
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They' ve already started to build the sign

The necessary materials have been around for a long tine.
Oh—years and years.

They just needed someone to cone along and drive a few nails.

Anyway, one was bound to get tired eventually.

SEVENTY- El GHT NO, OF COURSE LOGORRHEA | SN' T WHAT HAPPENS WHEN YOU BREAK A LOG JAM BUT THE RESULT
I'S PRETTY MUCH THE SAME FOR ANYWHO S | N THE WAY

Conroy's flight from Manitoba | anded at oh-nine-fifty but he wasn't passed through custons and
immgration until ten forty-three despite being the possessor of a United States passport.
Passports were a deval ued cursubject to bargaining.

As though, thought Flanmen fretfully waiting, after letting in Mdrton Lenigo yesterday the
officials were deto make up for their |apse by screening everyelse five times as thoroughly as
usual

Tenpera nutantur et nos mutamur in illis...Four short years ago, he could not have sat here w thout
bei ng nobbed. Now, at mpst a curious |look fromthe passersby, this airport being the busiest of
New York's five and the termnal building thronged day and night. In the distwo girls giggling
together with frequent glances in his direction.

Definition of spool pi geons: an about to be extinct spe

Angry with hinmself and the world, he forced his mind to switch to what ought to have been a

fasci nati ng subt he question of Mrton Lenigo's whereabouts. He had checked his office conputers
this norning as usual, because even though it was Saturday and he had no noon slot to prepare for
he was too tense to alter his routine. But the Lenigo problemwas currently as flexible as an
anaconda. Having missed the story the day it broke, he was now faced with the probability of

m ssing the next stage because it woul d happen over a weekend. It was snall consol ation to have
stirred up the subject of the Detroit blackmail deal. Nobody seened to have reacted to that; the
nonitors had | ogged virtually nil response.

He | ooked around at the anonynous strangers riding the pediflows and thought: Don't they care?

Answer —they' d rather not. For them Morton Lenigo had the reality of Father Christmas or the Devil
a legend in his own lifetinme not to be taken seriously until they were forced to it...by which tine
it would be far too |ate.

So he found hinmself faced with nore personal probthan he'd had in nonths and no weighting in favor
in any area. Thinking of knees: Pedro Diablo. Vanished in strict accordance with the custons of
his forcibly adopted bl ank hosts, doubtless not to appear again until office tine on Monday
nmor ni ng but then entering poand cal m and unhel pful. Flanmen had hoped for a sense of dynanism a
jolt to his own exhausted imagi naNone had resulted fromtheir nmeeting. Only the tension of
anticipation had drained away and | eft himflabby, |ike a perished ball oon.

And Celia. He shivered. A cool w thdrawn stranger. That was ny wife, that |ovely body pressed m ne
and convul sed in orgasn? That nouth on mine, that voice whispering in darkness? Menory says yes.
Rationality says no. Rationality says this is a different person with the same nane and features.

He asked hinself: Is it in nme, the reason for the change? Is it in those doomladen words the
doctor proat the G nsberg about previous enotional attachbeing synptonms of inmaturity? According
to

Mogshack Celia was cured, but he was here today with precisely the intention of proving Mygshack a
Iiar. Beof what had been done to Celia?
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No, because it was necessary for spool pi geons to shoot an occasional sacred cow in order to
survive.

And concerning survival: that inpossible reading of zero! Gven unlinmted Federal conputer tine,
the source of the interference on his program nust be identifiable! Yesterday's, the first with
Di abl o participating if you could call it participation, had suffered three breaks, not the
record, but any at all was too nuch, and yet when he called to register the |latest of scores of
furious conplaints the despair of the engineer i/c transm ssion had been sonehow convincing. The
Directorate had even invited himto their next general neeting to disthe problem

The hypocrites, he thought. Got to hit theml And with sonething harder than the flabby threat of
the PCC. Ace in the hole, maybe—Harry Mdi son? Ch, ridicul ous!

Looki ng back, he was aware of grasping at straws and knew why he'd been inpelled to fall in with
Reedeth's request. Not by Prior's eagerness to exorcise the specter of that zero readi ng, not by
the dark eyes of Diablo trained on his face. By his own terrifying sense of disDiablo trained in
the real school of hard knocks coming to join the conpany; his wife treating himlike an unknown;
a conspiracy anong his enployers to sahis transmissions...It was like living in a hut on an ice-
floe and feeling the warm breeze of sumrer cone from the south.

Sonet hi ng' s worki ng agai nst ne, he decided suddenly. Sonething too subtle for even Federa
conputers to root out!

But that felt |ike paranoia on the way. One had to believe in sonething, even if it were only a
fallible governnent god.

Maybe Prior had been right to buy a Lar after all. The fortunes of the knee encl aves certainly
seened to be on the ascendant; perhaps letting oneself believe in supernormal powers enabled the
subconscious to guess correctly nmore often than if one was convinced of being defeated fromthe
start. Ask Conroy—=2?

And here he was, a man with a grizzled beard, thin, above average height, marching fromthe
immigration barrier with a deep-etched scow and carrying a light travel-bag on a sling.
Recogni zing himfromthe tapes he had played over before deciding to invite himto New York
Fl amen junped up and framed an effusive wel cone.

Conroy undermined that after the first three words.
"Let's get the hell out of here before | scream" he said. "Got a skimer or sonething?"
"Sure—dh, yes, of course.”

"Then take me to the hotel or wherever you' ve arfor me to stay. Can you snell the atnosphere here?
Can you sense the hate those bastards are genera

Mermory reel ed back and Fl amen heard Lyl a tal king about her reaction to the atnosphere at the
G nsherg.

"How do you nean?"

Conroy jerked his thunb towards the barrier. "There's a squeeze on today. Everyone who's been out
of the country for longer than a week's visit to relatives is being grilled. Wat's caused
t hat +the Lenigo affair?"

"1 suspect so," Flanen agreed.
"Aren't you sure? | thought you spool pi geons knew the inside data on everything."

Nettled, Flamen said, "I know why he was let in, and so would you if you' d been watching nmy show
yester

"I was in class. A noon slot here isn't a noon slot in the west." Seenmng nore to | ead the way
than to be escorted, Conroy narched ahead at such a pace Flanen was hard put to keep up. "But |
presune one of the knee enclaves finally got around to blacknailing himin—orrect?"

file:///ID|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/D...runner,%20John%20-%20The%20Jagged%200rbit.txt (103 of 153) [2/1/2004 3:07:23 PM]



file:///ID}/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/Desktop/John%20Brunner/Brunner,%20John%20-%20T he%20Jagged%200rbit.txt

Well, here's a patronizing son-of-a-bitch, Flanmen thought resentfully. Nonetheless he said, with
what politehe could sumon, "It was a well-kept secret until | broke it yesterday."

"Ah, that's because people don't take the trouble to use their minds any nore. They rely on
conputers so nuch they're forgetting how to ask questions. Getting a knee enclave to blackmail him
into the country is squarein line with Lenigo's standard tactics—and |I'mflathimby calling them
"his' tactics. They go way way back to the industrial unrests of the nineteenth century, at |east,
and probably a good deal further. What he did in Britain foll owed exactly the sane pattern. He
exploited the long-standing truth that if you can get five percent of the popul ati on behind any
movenment whethit's pro or anti you can bring down governments. There aren't enough knees in the
whol e of Britain even today to take and hold a multi-mllion city the size of Birm ngham Yet it's
knee-run now, and so's Manchester, and so's Cardiff, and there are half a dozen other large cities
wher e bl anks are noving out so fast you can hardly see them | eave whenever five or six knee
fanmlies buy into the neighborhood. He didn't do that wi th over manpower—-he didn't have the
manpower. It was a matter of |leverage in the right place. So what was the right place
here—Petroit?"

They had reached the skinmmer by now, and Flanmen was gl ad of the distraction caused by getting
aboard. Conroy's manner suggested that he was prepared to treat conmputers on the sonme footing as
an abacus, and he wasn't used to that sort of attitude.

Once al oft and being directed by Ninge traffic conhowever, Conroy resumed exactly as though no
time had passed. "Speaking of |everage, by the way, what | everage are you hoping to exert on the
wi nd

"Wndm |1 ?" For the nonent Flanmen had forgotten the netaphor enployed in their exchange of cables.
"Ch! Yes, of course: Mygshack?"

"Mogshack!" Conroy snapped, and grinmaced. "Lord, |I'd never have thought that after such a | ong
time away | could still react so strongly to that man's nane! | guess it's because even though
Canada is still a relatively civicountry—because it has |large enpty areas people can expand into
wi t hout rubbing elbows all the time, like Russia—we're still not imune fromthe pernicious

i nfluence of his doctrines. Do you realize that in ny class at the university there are still two
ox three girls whose faces | haven't seen since the beginning of the year because they keep their
street yashes on in class and even turn up to tutorials wearing then? And | can't order themto
take the things off because they'd nost likely conplain to their parents and have ne disciby the
faculty. As though | were sone horny teenager with indecent designs on their virtue!"

Feeling rather as though he'd stepped into a puddle and found hinself being carried down a raging
mllrace instead, Flanen ventured, "But how much of this are you bl am ng on Mbgshack? Surely one
man can't be refor the entire neo-puritan novenent—sn't it a reaction against the permissivity of
the last century, as Victoriani smwas agai nst the bawdi ness of early tinmes?"

"I"'mnot blam ng Mogshack for the phenonenon itWiat | detest about himis the way he's swumwi th
the tide, exploited his influence for personal advanceWat's good about the current phase of our
socycl e? Practically nothing. Yet what does Mdgshack's doctrine anpunt to? A bunch of catch-
phrases about 'being an individual' and'retiring and regrouping’ and all the rest. Do you find him
appl yi ng any standard of judgnent to determ ne whether the result is going to be a good

i ndi vidual ? Not that |'ve noticed! Bland, shapenalleabl e—yes. Oiginal, creative,
stimul ati ng—never!"

Fl amen sai d not hing, thinking of Celia.

"And that's the man they entrust with the responsifor the nmental hygiene of the State of New
York!" Conroy continued, glancing out over the city. By now they were at the regular five-hundred
meter |evel for private skinmers, and being slotted tidily through a mul gaggle of traffic bound

for the New England resorts. "Has your nental health inproved? The hell it has. The G nsberg is
twice the size of any previous hosit's only a few years old—but already it's overand life in the
city is intol erable because you never know when riots nay break out, when you'll be burgled or

mugged or just shot for the anusement of a gang of teenagers! Wen you give someone an inporjob
you expect himto show results. You don't expect himto be content with soothing banalities about
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the inevitability of his failure."
Hi s tone was not venonous, nerely resigned; howFl anen was pl eased to hear hi mvoice such hosHe
said, "In that case you'll probably be interested to |l earn how | propose to—dh—topple the

windmll."

Conroy turned his head expectantly.

"It's...\ell, it has to do with nmy wife Celia. She was committed to the G nsberg around the
begi nni ng of the year. Breakdown. Not very pleasant. Ah." He hesibut forced out the dami ng
adm ssion. "She took to sykes and wound up with Ladromide. | didn't know until about her third or

fourth dose."

"How | ong had you been narried?" said Conroy caus

"I't does sound inprobable, | guess." Flamen felt his cheeks growi ng hot; he hadn't blushed for
years. "But |I'mafraid that before the—dh—erisis we'd drifted apart to sonme extent. | have

busi ness, my own friends, all sorts of distractions, and the tenperature had kind of cooled, to
the point where we had separate roons and |ike if she was asleep when | got hone | didn't intrude
on her."

He broke off with an effort. Here he was neeting

Conroy for the first tinme and already pouring out things he seldom confided to anyone, even old
friends, as though needing to offer excuses for hinself.

"Be an individual!" Conroy sighed. "Separate roons! Your own private |ives! Damation, when it
reaches down the nmiddle of a marriage to pry the spouses apart how can anyone defend that
attitude?"

"She was committed while | was on a business trip," Flanmen said very rapidly. "Wen | found out
she was in the Gnsbherg | didn't take her away because ny brothLionel Prior recommended Dr.
Mogshack very highly and so | settled for sinply paying for her care. | mean, having her a ward of

the State government woul d have been.." He shrugged.
"So?" Conroy pronpted.

"So | don't like what they' ve done to her. | don't |like the—+the wal king tal king dumry she's been
turned into. | want her packled to find out whether she's been hel ped or harnmed by what Mbgshack's
done to her. And | want the paraneters for the packling set by soneone |ike you who—dh—who has a
di fferent approach to nmental health."

"Packling!" Conroy said, and tw sted his nmouth as though he had bitten a rotten fruit. "That's
hal f of what's wong with our society in itself! Getting conmputo set up patterns for human bei ngs
to copy—did you ever hear of anything so absurd?"

He hunched forward energetically. They were in sight of two of the LR sites from Thursday ni ght,
and over both aerial cranes were grappling up weckage in great dust-shedding nets so that new
bui |l di ngs could be erected as rapidly as possible. Shooting out his armto point at the nearer one
in Harlem he said, "There's a ready-made parable for you! What do they call those in the news?
They call them'LR ' or at nost 'last restrikes, don't they? A perfect piece of Mgshacka phrase

that inplies all the whining excuses: '|I couldn't help it, | did nmy best, they didn't play fair!"’
Oh, sure! But no mention of the fact that there were kids in there, hn? No nmention of the fact
that 'I' hapto be sitting safely a hundred nmeters up in a gun-ship armed with sel f-seeking

m ssiles and thousand-watt |aser-guns! 1'd like to see sone of the killers brought down to ground

| evel and turned | oose with hands and feet and teeth agai nst the people who were nmashed to pulp in
that block of apts! That's what 1'd call 'being an individual'!"

D smayed by Conroy's fierceness, Flanen said, "Ah—yes, but surely the safety of the greatest
nunber is a prinary..!

The words sounded neal y-nmout hed after Conroy's vehenmence, and ran dry.
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"Wel | ?" Conroy said, turning to face him "I nust say | didn't expect to hear you, a spool pi geon
speaki ng out in favor of the established order."

"But this is the world we've got," Flanmen said faintly. He could not recall being so nmuch at a

| oss since he was in college and had to deal with an instructor who bullied rather than led his
students towards know edge. "W have to try and decide what is and what isn't worth keeping, and
if we do think sonething's worth keeping we have to try and protect it."

"So name what's worth keeping," Conroy countered. "This convenience we're riding in—this skimrer?
Sure, but did it have to be nmanufactured in Detroit by people whose skins guarantee they can't

mar ket their skills anyelse in the country? How secure do you feel in your annual skinmer when you
take off in it for the first tine? How certain are you that some nel anist fanatic hasn't been
around the dispatch field sabotaging the ski mers destined for blank purchasers, so that they'l
crash after the first thousand miles? What's going to protect you against that? The police can't!
Nei t her can your | ocal Cottschalk, for all the guns he can offer you. No wonder people hardly talk
to their friends face to face any nore, but call up to save going across the street in case they
get shot by a passing knee."

A bl eep signifying they were over their destination, the Hlton Undertower, saved Flamen from
having to reply at once, and he was grateful all over again. It was years since he had cone up
agai nst anyone with such strong feelings as Conroy's, and he was obscurely troubl ed, as though the
battering words had struck a long-forgotten chord in his nmenory.

A few mnutes for checking in and having his bag sent to his room and Conroy was holding forth
anew in the hotel's main bar, his rodonontade proof against any attenpt by Flanen to interrupt
with nmore details of his plot to underni ne Mogshack.

"As | said earlier, even up in relatively civilized Canada | find the traces of Mpgshack's
teachi ngs regardl ess of who actually formed the last link in the chain of conto ny students. How
do you feel, for exabout nurders on canpus?"

"vell, 1=

"We've had two this year: a jeal ous honmpbsexual boy stabbed his | over because he was seen with a
girl, and a crazy father came up and shot his daughter because a friend of hers—some friend!—told
hi m she was sl eeping with a boy who had sone Indian blood. Iroquois, to be exact. Me, |I'd have
been rather pleased; they were a distinguished tribe in their day, the Iroquois. But thank
goodness | don't have a daughter and ny sons are both safely nmarried. Irrelevant | was talking
about campus nurders. Wat's happened to us that we take killings for granted anong our children?
Don't give ne that hog-wash about students at college haying to be treated as adults—there's
not hi ng adult about playing with guns and grenades!”

He had dial ed a beer and now poured the whole of it down his throat in a single thirsty gobble as
t hough washi ng away an unpl easant taste. Flanmen said, caught up in the discussion in spite of his
own preoccupati ons,

"Yes, but adol escence has al ways been the nost enodisturbing tine, and—

"Who sold that crazy father a gun to go shoot his daughter with?" Conroy interrupted. "Sone
"enotionally disturbed adolescent at the corner store where he cobtogether lasers in a one-man
wor kshop? The hell! That was a | ate-nodel Gottschalk gun; | sawit nyself in the dean's office,
later."

"I"'mlining up sonmething on the Gottschal ks at pretoo," Flanen said. He heard sonething close to
timdity in his tone. Granting that Conroy was old enough to be his father, it was stil
ridiculous to find hinself reacting in this fashion. Against all odds, he was runa five-slots-
weekly show on the Hol ocosnic netwhereas in his owmn field Conroy had failed so signally he was
reduced to teaching, not even in his native country.

"Ah-hah? That won't work," Conroy said, replacing his glass for a fresh beer. "And that's anot her
reason | deMogshack, by the way. | never knew himto try and wean a patient away from dependence
on guns. Yet he has two, three thousand a year of the popul ation of New York State through his
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hands. By this tinme, if he'd done his job properly, he'd have created a glut of second-hand
weaponry and cool ed the tenperature in this city past the flashpoint."

"Two or three thousand out of how many many mil Fl amen snapped.

"Qut of how many who are unstable enough to lose their nmarbles and start shooting at randominto
the street?" Conroy countered. "You don't start riots, | don't start riots, the politically
educated | eaders of the X Padon't start riots. Paranoids start riots and other people are tipped
over the edge by contagious hysteria. Your typical insurrectionary sniper isn't a revolutionary or
a fanatic—he's someone who's so devoid of enpathy he can treat the human bei ngs bel ow his w ndow
as noving targets conveniently offered for his skill. And by clever exploitation of the public's
insecurity the Gotthave managed to put over a gang of |ies equatgunmanship with mascul i ne potency,
whi ch do even nore dammge t han Mogshack's perni cious dognas. Damm it, nan: anyone who can treat
anot her hunman being as an object for target practice is stuck even further back in the infantile
stage than sonmebody who's frightened to nove on fromthe nmasturbati on phase and go to bed with a
girl! Do you owmn a gun?"

"Ah." Flanen gul ped at Jus own drink. "Yes, naBut | don't belong to any gun clubs or anything. |
have a riot-defense system around the house with mnes and electrified fences, and if the need
arises | just switch themon. The rest is automatic."

"Fair," Conroy said in a clinical tone.

"How do you nean, fair?"

"The sane response is to site your hone where your neighbors aren't going to cone calling with
guns. "

"So name sonmewhere!" Flamen gibed. "Don't the Gottbuy tine on Pan-Can too?"

"Yes, dam it," Conroy adnmitted with a sigh. "What's nore | caught one of themactually on our
canpus durthe spring senester. Got rid of him luckily, but only because the killing | told you
about —the student who knifed his boyfriend—was fresh enough in the dean's nind to make him

vul nerable to ny argunments. At that one of my colleagues said all the students ought to be arned
to teach themresponsibility in the use of weapons. Hah! |I wonder how |ong he'd last in front of
an armed class—the kids hate him"

For the first tine since their arrival in the bar, there was a pause |onger than a few seconds.
Flanen exit to gather his scattered thoughts, and said even"Coning back to business, Professor
may | take it you'll cooperate with me even if you disagree with the packling principle in the
abstract? OF course, this will only be the start of a long and difficult process; |later there may
have to be a lawsuit, perhaps a State inquiry, but for the sake of ny wife I'mprepared to.."

Once nore his words trailed away as he found Conroy gazing steadily at him

"M. Flanmen," the psychologist said at length, "I've told you why | detest Mgshack as a person
and why | think his influence on the field of mental health is downdangerous. Accordingly I'll be
very happy to help you torpedo him But | will not swallowthe line you just fed ne. | don't
believe you' re notivated by altruismand [ove for your wife. | believe you' re going after
Mogbecause the targets that nost demand your attenli ke the CGottschal ks, are out of reach
CGottschal ks are |like ghouls; they live off the carrion of our nutual distrust and bribe us with

synbol s that equate hatred wi th nanhood. So—No, please don't interrupt! |I'd rather think of you as
a frustrated man who woul d far sooner expose sone disgusting truth about the CGottthan about a man
who is, after all, one teacher anmpbng many and probably wouldn't be so highly reif it weren't for

the post he occupies. You—=
"But just a nonment!"

"Shut up and hear me out, will you? You can't expect ne to believe you re going after Mgshack for
your wife's sake, when you've adnmitted that you'd drifted so far apart you didn't even realize she

was taki ng Ladrom de—hn? Ch, |'m not blam ng you! Marriage isn't conpul and naking a success of it
is even |l ess so, and anynarriage doesn't conformw th Mgshack's cel eideal that can al ways be
approached nore closely 'like a mathematical limt.' Your notives don't rmuch conme, so let's
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forget them for the norment, hn®?"
Fl anen buried his scowW in his glass.

"Now ny notives, on the other hand, are something | want to try and make clear to you. It may take
a while, so let's go and sit down, shall we?" He turned and led the way to a nearby | ounge, not
all owing the distraction to brake the steanroller progress of his discourse. "To draw on nedi ca

i mages with which you may not be famliar, | regard people |ike Mdgshack as counterof the
hormeopat hs who used to teach, in somatic medicine, the virtues of doses of the causative agent as
cures for everything from poi soning to pyorrhea. Cerif someone is pathologically afraid of

kneebl ank armies marching up his front path, you nmay stabilize himsuperficially by training him
to use a gun and fire it nore quickly and nore accurately than his potential attacker. But
consider, M. Flanmen, what is the actual, physical result?" H's tone changed conpletely; he had
been alternating between banter and sel f-deprecatory hectoring, but now he | eaned forward with

al nost painsincerity.

"It's a dead man on the path, M. Flanen," he said. "And it's no part of a doctor's duty to
encourage the taking of life. True?"

To Flanen's surprise he found that his nmouth had gone dry. He gave a wary nod.

"Now an honest cure," Conroy pursued, "would |ie sonewhere al ong the axis where the nan com ng up
the path was invited in, and enjoyed his visit, and left his host pleased to have entertai ned him
Does the inmge get across, or are people already too isolated to consider that idea any |onger?”

Cautiously Flamen said, "Well, it's obviously better to have people neeting as friends than as
eneni es. "

"But it doesn't end there, in a platitude!" Conroy thunped the arm of the couch and raised a faint
cloud of dust "Or rather, it shouldn't. Wen did you |last do sonething to bring people closer
together? Isn't your daily show designed to do the opposite? Spool pi geons fonent distrust in a
systemati c professional manner."

"Now | ook here!" Flanen slamed his glass down on the table before them "I pick Iiars and
pecul ators and hypocrites for my targets! |'d be ashanmed to do anyel se!"

"Wth the result that people who pay attention to you start to question the notives of everybody
around them"

Conroy said. "They take it for granted that the world is riddled with corruption and chi canery and
fraud."

"You think it's better to be deceived than to be told the truth?"

"You think it's good for people to inmagine that everywho's richer or nore powerful or nore
fortunate than thensel ves got there by cheating and lying and wiggling through | oopholes in the
I aw?"

For a |l ong nonent the two nen stared at one another, less than armis length apart, until Conroy
gave a chuckl e and reached to retrieve his beer.

"Apol ogies, M. Flanen. The last thing | want to do is attack sonmeone who dislikes hypocrisy. So
do |. But, you see, there is this paradox which bothers ne terribly. Day in, day out,

for—what ?—forty-odd weeks of the year, | inagine, you deliver your exposes and your bits of
scandal which may, | admt, achieve results like Ievering corrupt officials out of their jobs or
sonet hing of that sort. But what you do and say isn't a function of the nunber of public

i njustices you hear about—t deon the three-vee slot you have to fill. Have to, five tines a week!

At the very least |I'msure you nust often have bl own up sone triviality into a grand crusade
si mply because not hi ng bi gger had turned up the sanme day."

Fl amen said, slowy, "Yes, |I'd have to plead guilty on that. And..” He hesitated, then forced the
words out, recalling what Diablo had said about gauging the success of a show by the nunber of
suicides it provoked. "And pretty often exposes |ike that are regarded as especially successful
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not because they were really inbut because the target was exceptionally badly defended. Like you
get some poor son-of-a-bitch killing hinself in shane."

"Which brings me at long last to ny main point," Conroy said. "I will indeed set up a bunch of
paranmeters for the packling of your wife which will nake Mdgshack's vaunted cure look like a mle-

wi de miss—and what's nmore 1'll be right and he'll be wong because he doesn't care whether he
suppresses originality or creativity or obstinacy or any other valuable characteristic so long as
his conputers predict a satisfied client. Fromthere on it'll be up to you. But I want you to bear

two things in mnd."

He | eaned earnestly close to Flamen. "One!l | can't give you back your wi fe as she was when you
| oved her. Nobody can. It was you who changed her, and if you want her you'll have to win her back
as the person she now is. Wich nay nean changi ng yoursel f, and that can be painful.

"And two! Don't delude yourself that just bringing down Mogshack will put the world back together

all by itself. If you succeed in, say, getting himkicked out of his job, I'lIl be pleased—od,
will | be pleased! But 1'll also expect you to nake use of your success, and exploit it to go
after sonebody really poisonous, |ike the Gottschal ks. "

He broke off to tilt the last of his beer down his gul Uncertain whether to make a prom se he was
probnot going to be able to keep, Flanmen hesitated, and before he could reply there cane a tap on
hi s shoul Turning, he saw a strange wonman | eaning down to him

"Are you M. Flanmen?" she said.

"Yes—yes, | am" Flanen drew hinmself up; it was very reassuring to be recognized by a stranger
right now.
"Wel |, you've been being paged for the last ten m nthe wonan said, and pointed to the screen over

the public comweb at the end of the bar. The nanme matthew fl amen was flashing red at two-second in

"Ten m nutes!"”

"Well, you seened to be busy, and | wasn't sure it was you,'
defensively as though afraid he m ght strike her

the wonman sai d, stepping back

"Ah...Yes. Well, thank you anyway." Flanen rose, scowing, and the wonan retreated with a timd
nod. "Excuse ne," he added to Conroy, who shrugged.

Headi ng for the comweb, he wondered furiously who could have tracked hi mdown here; he had hoped
to be uninterrupted at |east |ong enough to consult Conroy about a joint approach to Prior. The

| atter was dubi ous about having Celia packled according to paraneters of Conroy's—he judged
everything by externals, and what counted for himwas that Mygshack was in charge of the G nsberg
whereas Conroy was a failure driven to teachin an obscure college. Wrst of all, as Celia's

presl egal guardi an he could theoretically forbid Convoy to conme anywhere near her

Ri ppi ng the fax paper which bore his nanme out of the nessage slot, he sawit was Dr. Reedeth who
was trying to get in touch with him H's heart sank. What had happened now?

He punched for the G nsberg, and the screen lit to show Reedeth in the office which Flanmen had
seen bel ooki ng harassed; his hair was tousled and there were dark rings under his eyes.

"At last!" he snapped. "Get over here and take charge of your ward, will you? Fast! | don't like
peopl e who wel sh on their prom ses the very day they nmake them+teast of all when they expect ne to
pi ck up the pieces!"

"What in hell are you tal king about?" Flanmen bl azed back. "And | don't |ike your manner—
"Didn't you contract to act as |egal guardian for Harry Madi son yesterday?" Reedeth broke in.
"Way... Wy, of course | did."

"Didn't take it very seriously, did you?"

file:///ID|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/D...runner,%20John%20-%20The%20Jagged%200rbit.txt (109 of 153) [2/1/2004 3:07:23 PM]



file:///ID}/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/Desktop/John%20Brunner/Brunner,%20John%20-%20T he%20Jagged%200rbit.txt

"What do you nean? You assured nme he was perfectly sane and able to | ook after hinself, so—

"So you decided to wait for himto show at your office on Monday norni ng?" Reedeth's lip curled.
"l should have known. Do you realize he nearly got thrown in the Undertonbs? O don't you care?"

"Now | ook here! If he did sonmething crinminal while the ink still wasn't dry on his certificate of
sanity, that's a breach of contract on your side, not on nmne!" Flamen felt sweat spring out
prickly on his skin, but at the back of his mind was a hesitant jubilation: could this too be a
stick to beat Mbgshack with?

"Know what a sibyl-pill is?" Reedeth snarled "You ought to—you watched Lyla O ay perform ng here
t he ot her day."

"Of course | do. What's that got to do with Mdison?"

"Last night he and Lyla C ay were ki dnapped by a gang of bully-boys froma party of, Mchaela
Baxendal e's. Do you know her?"

"Ch ny God," Flamen said Al the color suddenly vani shed fromthe world.

"Seens she'd sent themout to drag in a mxed-race couple to play sonme kind of gane with. Only it
wasn't a gane. They forced one of the sibyl-pills down Mdithroat and he went berserk. He wound up
throwing a man out of a forty-fifth story w ndow. "

There was a terrible silence. Eventually Flanen said feebly, "But if they were ki dnapped..”

"I'f you'd kept your word it needn't have happened!" Reedeth roared. "l've been stalling the busies
all nornwith that argunment and it's damed nearly worn out! | know what a sib does to the mind—+'m
in that |ine of business. But Madison's a knee, and the busies are still furious about the X
Patriot riots the other night It's a blind mracle they sent himand the girl back here instead of
straight to jail. | can get the girl out, but I'mdamed if |I'mgoing to hang nyself for Mdison
when you're legally responsible for him Mve it over here, fast!"

"Good God," said Conroy from behind Flanmen. "It is Jim Reedeth! | thought | recognized the voice
How are you?"

Beani ng, he marched up to the comeb.
Reedet h | ooked totally blank. He said "Prof, what in heaven's name are you doi ng there?"
"Flanen invited me to New York for the weekend So what's the trouble and can | help at all?"

"You know each other," Flanmen muttered.

"Sure," Conroy nodded. "A forner student of mine. Bright too—except that he fell in behind
Mogshack and gave up thinking for hinself. So anyway: what's wr ong?"

"Ah." Reedeth gl anced past himat Flanen. "I'mnot sure whether | ought to—

"The hell with it!" Flanen snapped. "My private life is going to be all over the hem sphere by
Monday anyway, so what's the difference? Tell him Tell himeverything! Maybe he'll cone up with
sone brilliant idea."

He turned his back, scowing.

At first reluctantly, then with fluency, Reedeth rewhat had happened to Lyla and Madi son. He
concl uded, "And now here they are, back in the hospital, and if Mgshack di scovers | discharged a
patient into the care of soneone who conpletely disregarded his obligations, 1'll be ruined!"

Wth a | ook of terrible distress, Conroy said "Ch, Jim you are following in your boss's
footsteps, aren't you? |I'd have hoped that any student of mine would talk first about the
patient's plight and then about his own.!! Then, hastily as Reedeth bridled: "Never mnd, never
m nd! Just tell ne honestly—n your judgis this man Madison fit to be let | oose or not?"
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Reedeth bit back an angry retort. Shrugging, he said, "I think he was fit for rel ease nonths ago
In fact | somewonder if he was ever as crazy as they claimed when they cormitted him"”

"Good start," Conroy nodded. "And you could plead in any court in the world that forcing a sibyl-
pill down sonmeone's throat is enough to cause tenporary insanity. |'ve been |looking into that; |
gave the pythoness pheto ny students as a class assignnent a few days ago. Presumably there are
Wit nesses to the kid

Reedeth was | ooking a little nore cheerful. "Only the girl herself. But |I'msure we could inpeach
the testiof the kidnappers. For instance, she has a stab-mark on her thunb, and Madi son has one on
his shoul der. They took them by surprise on the street and gave them each a shot of Narcolate."

"Hnmml " Conroy rubbed his beard with the back of his hand. "Tell me, M. Flanen, can even such
a—wel | —notorious poetess as M chael a Baxendal e get away wi th druggi ng and ki dnappi ng strangers to
anuse her guests?"

"I can nake damed sure that she doesn't," Flamen assured him "I've been | ooking for an angle on
her for nonths, because she revolts me so nmuch. And | don't care what kind of a "broken hone' she
came from being raped by her brother and all that garbage."

"Coul d you talk about that later?" Reedeth said inmpafromthe comweb. "I've spent the whol e norning
staving off the busies, and |I'm exhausted!"

"Just hold the fort a while longer," Conroy said equably. "No doubt M. Flanen will have to make
sonme arrange—defenestration is a fairly serious offense even nowadays."

"What ?" Reedet h | ooked bl ank.

"Throw ng peopl e out of windows. Nowif it had been done with sonething out of the Gottschal ks
current cata...Never mind! But |I'mthinking about bail, contacting a | awer, swearing out a warrant
agai nst M ss Baxendal e and her confederates, that kind of thing."

"It's all set up! | just haven't been able to get hold of Flanmen to sign the docunents!"

"I''"ll be there as soon as possible," Flanen sighed, and cut the circuit. Turning to Conroy, he
added, "I'msorry about this, but | guess | have to go. I'lIl see you back here in a couple of
hours, with luck."

"Ch no you won't," Conroy said. "I'mgoing to ride along with you. |I've always wanted to see the
i nsi de of that mausol eum of Mogshack's, and I'mnot likely to get another chance."

Taking Flanen's arm he led himbriskly towards the door

SEVENTY- Nl NE REPRI NTED FROM THE MANCHESTER GUARDI AN Of 13TH MARCH 1968
Seven burned to death

M David Lunsden, aged 26, stood outside his burning home in Toronto and screaned at passing

nmotorists to stop and help as his wife and six children were burned to death. All the drivers
i gnored his calls.

El GHTY ASSUMPTI ON CONCERNI NG THE FORE MADE FOR THE PURPOSES OF THI S STORY
It woul d have been even worse if they' d stopped to watch the fun

El GHTY- ONE THE MEANI NG OF THI S UNWARRANTED | NTRUSI ON
Sanctuary within a sanctuary, Reedeth thought: this office enclosed by the fortress of the
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hospital. Here oftenporary refuge fromthe inpersonal gale of |aw enforcenent, Lyla and Madi son
sat opposite himon the consultation couch, side by side like frightened chil—-she wearing a hard
mask of msery, the corners of her nouth downturned, her shoul ders sl unped and her hands pressed
tight between her knees; he stolidly erect, no expression on his dark face.

A shiver traced down his spine as he pictured Madi nuscles bulging to hurl a man bodily through a
wi hdow. How coul d that kind of terrible violence have escaped unnoticed during so nany years of
the nost nobdern and thorough study of the nan's nmental condi Even granting that sibyl-pills induced
tenporary insanity—that was what it anmounted to whether or not one dignified it by the nane of a
pyt honess trance-granting that they provoked bone-snappi ng convul sions, granting that Madi son was
in excell ent physical condiand quite strong enough in his normal state to pick up this heavy
desketary as indeed he had once done in Reedeth's presence while engaged on a repair job: the
story he and Lyla told sinply didn't nake sense

Oh, certainly their account of being ki dnapped by M kki Baxendal e's private nacoots was borne out
by all lands of corroborative evidence. The clunmsy stab-marks left by the injections still showed,
Lyla's in the base of her thunb presumably because the yash she was wearing woul d have shi el ded
her from an i nwhere Madi son had taken his, in the top of the shoulder. There was even a detectable
trace of Narcoin a tiny scab he had renoved fromthe knee's wound, trapped in the blood before it
clotted. So far, so good.

Rut as for the rest, Mdison's single-handed victory over nine assailants, and the girl's half-
crazy visions of a nyriad battles scattered fromend to end of history, climaxing in a prediction
about somet hi ng supposed to happen next year—

Reedeth's jaw dropped. He felt it fall and couldn't cancel the inpulse. The solid world around him
sudseened tenuous, like swirling mst. Only a day or two ago he'd seen for hinself that a

pyt honess coul d i ndeed deliver conprehensible oracles about total strangers, clear enough even for
i mpersonal automatics to relate to their subjects. As though facts he had | ong been aware of had
been shaken, kal ei doscope-fashion, into an unexpected pattern conveying a nessage on a non-verba

I evel, he found hinself considering a brand-new hypothesis. Was it possible that the synergistic
ef of Narcolate and a sibyl-pill had conbined to genin Madi son a talent as unsuspected as pythoness
tal ent had been before the pioneering days of Diana Spitz? Could he—did he—know about things which
hadn't happened yet?

But the whol e notion seemed so absurd he gave a harsh laugh, causing Lyla to ook up at himwth a
vague sketch for curiosity reflected on her face.

"Not hi ng," he sighed in reply to her unspoken quesAnd, before he could qualify the bald statenent,
the commeb buzzed. Ariadne appeared in the screen, the famliar background of her honme show ng
behi nd her fair head.

"Jim what on earth are you doing in your office on a Saturday afternoon? |'ve been calling you at
hone for the past two hours!”

"Sweeping up a ness with ny bare hands," Reedeth nuttered. "That's what |'m doing." He sumed up
what had happened, and concl uded, "Just to top everything else, Mss Cay can't get back into her
apt, | underHer only key was left behind at M kki Baxenand the fee you sent off for her
performance here went direct to Dan Kazer's account, as her mackero, but since he's dead his
account has been bl ocked pending distribution of his estate. So | gather she doesn't even have the
nmoney to pay a locksmith to let her into her own hone."

"That's no problem" Lyla said with a trace of scorn. "Harry could let nme in. He did it before.”
Reedet h | ooked at her bl ankly.

"Sonmeone | thought was a friend of Dan's noved into our apt while | was shut up here yesterday.
Harry opened the door and let ne in without a key."

"Don't you have a Punch | ock on the door?" Reedeth said, nystified

"Yes, of course we do."
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Fromthe screen Ariadne | ooked out with bewilderto match Reedeth's. "Nonsense," she said firmy.
"You can't get past a Punch | ock w thout the key—not unless you smash the door down. Jim | think
you' d betreconsi der what you' re doing. There are some—ah—suspect cl ai ms bei ng nade, don't you

t hi nk?"

"I'mtelling you," Lyla said, and set her nouth in a nutinous I|ine.

Reedeth was framing a reply, when another signal began to flash on the desketary, and he
bri ghtened. "Excuse ne," he said to Ariadne, and switched to ancircuit. Wen his inage reappeared
on her screen, he wore an expression of disnmay.

"What happened?" she denanded.

"Fl amen got here.™

"But | thought that was what you were waiting for—why should it make you | ook so sour?"
Reedet h sighed. "No reason, | guess. It's just that he's brought Conroy with him™"
"Conroy? Xavier Conroy? But | thought he was in Canada!"

"Flanen had himflown to New York for the weekl get the inpression he wants a second opi ni on about
his wife, and you certainly couldn't pick anyone nore opposed to Mdgshack, could you?"

"No nore than Mogshack's opposed to him Watch yourself, Jim You realize what'll happen if

Mogshack finds out you've— She hesitated, searching for a word.

"That |'ve been'trading with the eneny'?" Reedeth supplied with a bitter smle. "If he takes
what's actually sheer coincidence as a personal insult, I'll have had proof of what the autonatics
told us about him and | won't wait to be fired. I'Il resign. | wouldn't much care to go on
wor ki ng for a lunatic."

"Ch, for God's sake!" Ariadne said. "Jim if you' re happy with the conpany you have right now,
you're welcone to thembut | tell you this! The way you're going, you're likely to wind up view ng
the G nsherg fromthe inside of a retreat yourself!"

She broke the connection with an ill-tenpered snort, and Reedeth was left with his nouth half open
to utter an abortive counterbl ast.

VWhat a crazy predi canent, to have got hung up on Ariadne of all the avail able wonen in the worl d!

But events were crowding in on himtoo rapidly to allow time for anger. Al ready Flanen and Conroy
were on the pediflow towards his office. He started to rise with the intention of going to greet
them but cancel ed the novenent and felt his features deforminto a scow .

Ariadne had been perfectly right. He was going to be in trouble if Mygshack | earned about al

thi s—ot just Conroy's intrusion, but Madison's conmitnent into the guardi anship of soneone who
promptly disregarded his obligations. He hated the idea of confronting his visitors: Flanen
because right now he was furious with the man for |andi ng hi mand Madi son both in a nmess; Conroy
because...

Well, nmaking an honest if silent confession: because at the back of his mnd he felt vulnerable to
Conroy's contenpt, and in their brief exchange over the comweb, half an hour ago, there had been
the | ong shadow of the scathing irony with which Conroy had treated juinanities in his students
argunents, back in the days when Reedeth was working under him

He hoped desperately that neither Lyla nor Madi son had seen through his carefully naintained mask.

And then there they were, at the door, being adConroy shaking hands with every appearance of
affability; a mechanical routine of introduction had to be gone through, which gave a short
respite from awareof depressi on—and while Reedeth was still trying to fornulate his next renarks,
Conroy had sat briskly down and taken charge.

"Well! Fromwhat |'ve been able to pick up by talking to Flanen on the way here, you've got some
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serious problenms, Jim and so have our two friends here. I'mparticularly interested to neet you,
M ss O ay, because one of ny students asked about the pythoness phein class the other day and

gave them the subject as an assignment—which naturally neant | had to investigate it nyself before
correcting what they turned in. | hadn't taken it very seriously before, but | have found that
sonme renarkabl e authorities vouch for its authenticity. Wuat's your view, Jin®"

Reedet h stunbl et ongued. "Wy...\Wy, |'ve been conpelled to react the sane way, | guess. | never
took pythonesses seriously until Mss Cay put on a perforhere.”

"I heard about that from Flamen," Conroy injected.

"Yes, of course: he recorded the show. " Reedeth swal "But it was having the automatics anal yze the

oracl es she delivered which convinced nme, not the peritself. |—=

Lyla sat up sharply. "You didn't tell ne you' d had ny oracles conped!" she said in an accusing
tone. "Christ, if 1'd only known you were going to do that.! Wat did the autonatics tell you?"

"Later, please, Mss Cay," Reedeth said in a frigid tone. "Right now | have sonme business to
clear up with M. Flanen, which shouldn't have been necessary, and as soon as that's strai ghtened
out | propose to go hone. My arrangenents for the weekend have been conpletely foul ed up by what |
can only call an absolute |ack of consideration.”

"Jesus God," Conroy said, before the bridling Flanen could respond to the accusation. "Jim you
sound so nuch |ike Mogshack | could believe you' ve been taking |lessons. Hold it!" he added,
raising a hand to forestall a snappish answer fromthe younger man. "I've been talkwith Flanen for
the past hour or nore and | agree he was entirely too casual about accepting responfor our knee
friend here. But, on the other hand, you didn't make it very clear to himjust what he was
committing hinmself to, did you? You were in such a hurry to nmove Madi son al ong—

"Hurry! Lord, he's been stuck in here for nonths |onger than necessary!"

"No excuse for not being thorough,” Conroy said, in precisely the tone Reedeth renenbered fromhis
student days. "There's never an excuse for not being thorough, especially when nowadays you can
have all the fiddling little routine details conped out automatically. That's what conputers are
properly used for," he parenthesized to Flanen. "You seemto think | don't appreciate them but
believe nme in their right place they're indispensable. The trouble is that people sinply don't
treat themthe way they ought to. Now, Jim" He |leaned forward earn"Let ne ask you a question that
I hope you'll answer honestly, and if you do you won't be in such a hurry any | onger to head for
hore. "

Reedet h sighed. "Very well, go ahead."
"Are you happy worki ng under Mgshack?"

There was a pause. Suddenly Reedeth gave a forced laugh. "Al'l right, | won't duck that one. No,
"' m not—ot any |onger."

"Why not ?"

Anot her pause, longer. During it Reedeth's eyes noved to Madison's face and stayed there,
f asci nat ed.

"l guess," he said at last, the words grinding out as though being dragged over gravel, "because
I"mno | onger convinced that the patients "discharged fromhere are properly cured."

Fl anen tensed visibly, and his expression shifted fromirritable to excited.

"I'n what sense are they not properly cured?" Conroy said, with the inflection he m ght have used
to ena student to reach the |ogical conclusion of sone argunment he had propounded in an essay.

"I don't know " Reedeth junped to his feet and paced restlessly up and down the office. "It's just
that...Well, over the past few days we've had two cases that troune dreadfully, and it was M ss
Clay's oracles that tipped the balance in nmy mnd."
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Lyla's turn to draw herself up alertly. Not noticing, Reedeth ploughed on

"Ms. Flanen was one of them She'd responded exof course, or else she wouldn't have been

rebut —but this wasn't so much treatnent as inAnd | honestly don't think we'd have realized unl ess
M. Flamen had conpl ai ned about the col dness with which she behaved to him So |'ve been wonder.."
The words trailed away into a shrug. "And the other was Madison's," he concluded | anely.

"Fl anen," Conroy said with an air of satisfaction, "I think you may have a proposal to put to Jim
Reedet h now. "

Fl anen shaped words with his lips, canceled them and shot out a hand towards the desketary.
"Ah—doctor! Is what we say nonitored by that thing and stored in the hospital data banks?"

Reedet h passed a weary hand through his hair, touit. "I could arrange for it not to be," he
muttered. "Madi son worked it over for ne a few days ago, and it's not exactly standard any
| onger."

"Ah-hah!" Conroy said. "I got hints about that from Flanen too, on the way here. So make the
arrangeJim and hear what Flanen wants to say to you."

Reedet h gave the desketary a curt order, and gl anced at Madi son
"WIIl that fix it?"

Madi son | ooked ever so slightly unconfortable; by contrast with his previous inperturbability, it
was as though a nountain had trenbled. He .said, "I guess so, doc."

"Dam it, you altered the thing—you nmust know " Reedeth blurted, then mastered hinmself with an
effort. "Sorry," he said. "I'"'ma bit on edge today. Ckay, M. Flanen, let's hear what you want to
tell me."

"You' ve probably figured out already that I'msuffiworried about ny wife to have her independently

packl ed by Dr. Conroy," Flanen said slowly. "I did warn you that if she was prenmaturely discharged
I'd take sone such steps, didn't 1? But if it does turn out that she's suffered at the hands of
your director, | won't stop with a sinple suit for danages. |I'Il do nmy utnost to have him

i mpeached and di smi ssed. "

"No wonder you wanted to prevent that being reReedeth said. He gave a thin smile. "Yes, |'d nore
or Jess figured that out. What are you trying to get me to do—bore fromw thin to underm ne hin®
Forget it. But | wouldn't weep if soneone el se took over who was—well —+tet's say | ess dogmatic than
he is. It'd nake working here a lot easier, and what's nore | think we'd do a better job." He
ended on a note of defiance, |ooking almost surprised at his own deci siveness.

"I'"'msure Flamen wasn't asking you to turn traitor," Conroy said pronptly. "But it shouldn't be
necessary to tell you, Jim that | work nmuch nore happily on the basis of personal reactions than
conput eri zed anal yses. And every now and again..!

It was his turn to hesitate, and his hearers | ooked at himin puzzlement as he glanced fromone to
anot her of them his gaze lingering |ongest of all on Lyla.

"1"d better declare ny interest," he said eventually, and gave a wy grin. "Wthout intending the
| east disto Flanen's position and influence, on reflection | can't believe that sonething as
straightforward as inpackling of Ms. Flanmen is going to afford the | ever to topple your boss off
his pedestal, Jim It could far too easily be discounted on grounds of perpique—eouldn't it? And
yet on the flight down from Manitoba | was thinking just how necessary it is to get Mygshack out."

He | eaned back in his chair, put the tips of his fingers together, and stared at them nusingly.

"You see...like it or not, and frankly I don't like it, this city of New York has a prestige, a
cachet, a quality of influence, left over fromthe days when Anerica really was on top of the
worl d. There's this curious kind of envy—'m sure you've noticed it—-which neans that even people
in Capetown and Accra and the capitals of Asia have a nostalgic regard for what's done in New
York, nmuch in the sane way as the Goths and Franks venerated Rone even after Alaric had sacked the
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city and the Ronans had ceased to be a major power. And here's Mogshack on top of the local heap
and | sinbelieve he's doing things which are going to be disastrous. But they're being initated
from Mexico to Moscow, and—and |I'mgetting worried. Jim do you appreciate at all what |I'mdriving
at ?"

Reedeth had | owered hinself into his chair again. He gave a wary nod.

"I do have to confess that |'m not happy about the system | work under,
Prof, or anyone, can produce sonething better, though..

he said. "Wether you

"Me, I'mold and tired, and reduced to teaching a handful of not overly bright students not even
in the country of my birth," Conroy sighed. "But | think |I mght conceivably be able to shift a
dead wei ght off the minds of the next generation, who will have to clear up the ness we |eave
behind. 1'd like to try, anyhow, and what |'m proposing is this. During the past few days, it

| ooks as though not just one but a whole conplex of curious and questi onabl e events have taken

pl ace here, which conmbined will furnish Flanmen with what he wants. Excuse nme," he added to the
spool pigeon. "But as | said, the case of your wife on its own isn't enough. On the other hand,
maybe if we took everything towe mght cone up with a concerted attack. Let's start with sonething
whi ch nost people will find very strange—no disrespect, Mss O ay, but people do still nostly | ook
on pythonesses with suspicion. How about this matter of calling in a pythoness and then acting on
her oracl es?”

"W didn't," Reedeth said. "Not exactly. As | said, it was what the autonmatics told us about the
oracl es which convinced us."

" Us 9"
"Me and my col |l eague Ariadne Spoelstra. It was her idea to invite Mss Clay to perform here.”
"And Mogshack approved?"

"OfF course. Though | understand he needed a | ot of persuading."

"Good, there's our first line of approach. Here's our second."” Conroy turned to Madi son. "I seem
to be apol ofor nmy own phrasing every mnute or two, don't I? But |I've got to say that |I'msure
peopl e outside this hospital are going to be astonished to |l earn you were servicing the automatics
here for several nonths while you were still officially a nmental patient. And |I'm certhat you
don't feel too kindly disposed towards the nan who kept you in Iong after you should have been

di schar ged. "

Madi son turned one hand over as though spilling wafromits cupped palm He said, "Servicing the
autois the job I'mgood at, M. Conroy."

"You' re not kidding," Reedeth said. He seened to have recovered his self-possession. "Wiat you did
to this desketary of mine is al nbst unbelievable. And, cone to think of it, | never thanked you."

"Yes, that's a point I was conming to," Conroy said. "You ve told us about this desketary and how
it's been nodified—an you give us sone exanples of its new behavior?”

"I just did," Reedeth countered. "All this is being kept confidential, and it's just as well!"

"That's a negative kind of denbnstration. How about a positive one? How about sonething which wll
prove that the entire resources of the G nsberg cybernetic conplex can be tapped through this
single input? As | understand it, that's what you're claining."

"I don't think there's any doubt of it!" Reedeth ex"l never thought | coul d—= He stopped ab
"Never thought what ?"

A faint beading of sweat had suddenly appeared on Reedeth's forehead. "I never thought |1'd be able
to make inquiries through ny desketary about Dr. Mgshack hinself," he nuttered. "But | guess
that's kind of an internal point, not one which visitors would appreciate.”

"I appreciate it," Conroy said with sone grimess. "I have a clear inpression of what it nust be
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to work unyour boss, even though |'ve escaped that misfortune so far. | still want that
denmonstration, though. Hmm That's an idea." He turned to Fl anen. "The automatics here are
notori ously anong the nost advanced and el aborate in the world. Do you happen to have a probon
your mnd they could solve for you?"

"Now just a— Reedeth began, but Flanmen had reinstantly.

"Sure | do," he said. "Doctor, do regular vu-transm sformpart of the environnent of your patients
whi ch your automatics take into consideration?"

"Ch, naturally," Reedeth said, a trifle puzzled. "As they go to green, we phase our patients back
to the outworld, and vushows play a key role in the process."

"My God," Conroy said very softly; Flamen disrethe conment

"So in that case let's ask your miracul ous desketary why my own conputers have assured ne that
unlimted free Federal computer time won't get rid of the interwhich has been plaguing ny show
recently,” Flamen said, and | eaned back in his chair with a snug expression

"I don't think I quite understand that," Reedeth said after a pause. "Ah...| don't watch your show,
I"mafraid. I'malways working when it cones on."

"I't's perfectly straightforward," Flanen said. "My show, and only nmy show, has been suffering
ridicul ous amounts of interference literally every day for nonths past, and it's getting so bad
people are switching off in droves. The Hol ocosm c engineers swear blind it's nothing they can
fix. I want to know whether to believe them or whether |I'm being sabotaged, or whether |I'm going
out of nmy mnd and devel opi ng a persecution conplex. It seens |like a reasonable question to put to
the conputers in a nmental hospital. Especially since ny own equi pnent seens to have a blind spot
on the suband it this nonment strikes ne that naybe if | am bei ng sabotaged the sabotage extends to
my conputers at the office!" He was growi ng heated as he ended the tirade.

Wth a suspicious glance, as though prepared to agree with the suggestion of paranoia, Reedeth
summari zed the question for his desketary, and waited for the nobst probable answer: insufficient
dat a.

It didn't materialize. In its usual patronizing tone, the nachine said, "Both M. Flanen and the
Federal govconputers |lack the data to evaluate this prob

"Does that nean you have the data?" Reedeth said, confused
"Yes. "

Fl anen was | ooki ng equal |y astoni shed; it was obvious that he hadn't expected to receive a serious
reply to his query, but only neant to live up to the challenge imn Reedeth's clains about his
desketary. Since this had been the key elenent in persuading himto accept responsibility for

Madi son after his release, it was |ogical that he shoul d put maxi num pressure on it. He was torn
bet ween di sappoi ntment at not scoring agai nst Reedeth, and genuine desire to | earn the answer.

"So get it to answer the question for ne!" he rapped at Reedeth.

"I1"I'l try," the psychol ogist nuttered, and put the problemto the machine. Pronptly the mechanica
voi ce responded.

"Ms. Celia Prior Flanmen possesses the ability to interwith el ectromagnetic radiations in the band
used for three-vee transm ssions, and this fact is not stored either at the offices of Mtthew
Flanen Inc. or at the Federal conmputation center at Oak Ridge. It was esupon her arrival at this
hospital and has not subsequently been relayed to any other cybernetic sys

There was a stunned silence in the room At length Flanen said faintly, "But...Reedeth, are your
aut oas crazy as your patients?"

"It certainly sounds like it,"'
But —

Reedet h agreed. H s cheeks had gone pale. "Unless...No, it's absurd.
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"But what?" Conroy cut in with enthusiasminstead of the scorn they had expected.

Rel uctantly Reedeth said, "Wll, it is true, nowthat | cone to think of it—+there were a hell of a
| ot of breakin our internal commeb directly following Ms. Flanmen's commitnent. Renenber, Harry?"
He turned to Madison.

"Ah...Yes, doctor, that's perfectly true," the knee said in a depressed tone.

"Even so," Reedeth said, appearing to regret his former reaction, "I don't see how one coul d—=
"Jim" Conroy interrupted. "Do you trust the autoyou work with here?"

"Dam it, | put exactly the sane question to Ariadne the other day," Reedeth sighed. "Prof,
literally don't know That was such an incredibl e—=

The commeb buzzed, and in the screen there apthe familiar face of Elias Mygshack, a smile parting
his moustache fromhis beard, a cordial tone coloring the words he started to speak as the i mge
of Reedeth appeared before him

"Ah, Dr. Reedeth! | heard you were devotedly workout of normal hours to clear up some—
And it stopped.
Si | ence.

Resumi ng, the voice was like a saw cutting into wet wood, the bite and rasp overlaid with a whine
of petu"Aren't you Xavier Conroy?"

Conpl etely unperturbed, Conroy nodded. "Good afDr. Mgshack. It's a long time since we had the
pl easure—=

"What the hell are you doing in ny hospital ?"

"Yours?" Conroy countered delicately. "Strange—+ thought it belonged to the government and people
of the State of New York."

"You son of a bitch," said Mdgshack, and his |lips folded together so tightly that when he parted
them agai n they renai ned bl oodl essly pale. "Get out. CGet off the grounds of the G nsberg Hospita
this mnute or 1'll have you renpved by the police."

Reedeth said, "Dr. Mgshack—
"Did you invite this nan into the hospital ?" Mgthundered.
"What? Well, | guess |I—=

"You speak to me on Monday the minute you arrive on the hospital premises'. I'Il tell you then
what | think of you—+ wouldn't want Conroy to be able to gloat over my bad judgment in offering
you a post at the G nsberg. But I'd recomend you to start | ooking for other enploynment; that nuch
I will say right now"

The screen bl anked. A few seconds went by; then the desketary said, "On the orders of the hospita
director, this unit is inactivated until oh-nine-hundred Monday norning next"

And went dead.

"Well, if you want that fixed, Madison can presundo it,'
to gl ance at the knee.

Fl amen said, curling his Iip as he turned

"Stop it, Flanen," Conroy said quietly. "Yes, Mdison very probably can override the inactivation
but do you want to give away your ace in the hol e?"

He stood up. "All right, that settles it,"” he said. "Up till this very monment | had doubts. You
too, JinP But | think Flamen just had an exanple of the kind of person who's allegedly 'cured his
wi fe, and Madi son just saw who it really was who kept himhere after the due tine, and you, Jim
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had your marching orders. Let's get out of here like he told us to—+n the state he's in, he's
per capabl e of keeping his word about having me dragged out by the busies. Isn't he, JinP"

Reedeth drew a deep breath. He said, "You renmemi nentioned a little while ago that |1'd got data
about Mogshack out of this desketary? Well, what it said.” He hesitated, but an access of fury
carried himover his mental logjam "It said he wanted to have the whole United States conmitted
to his care! Well, he can dammed well count me out!"

"I can't think," Conroy said glacially, "what better evidence you could offer Flanen here for the
accuracy of your autonmatics' answer to his question than the permatch between that diagnosis of
your boss's nmental condition and the behavior he just exhibited. Flamen, you have conputers in
your office?"

"Wl |l -yes, naturally!"

"That's where we're going," Conroy said with authority. "I don't imagine you have a setup to match
the G nsbut unless he objects | want to take along our highly recomended el eotronicist here

apart fromanyelse | only have until tonmorrow night in this town and I'd |ike to be assured that
when | head for home there's sone capabl e engi neer | ooking after the problemof this interference
on your program regardl ess of whether it is or is not your wife's" doing |like the machi nes say.
I'd also like to take you along, Mss day, unless you have sonething else to do. | get hunches
sonmetimes. Right now | have a hunch that—=

He broke off, | ooking al nost sheepish at his own tone of voice. "The hell, | do have a hunch, and
it's so acute it practically hurts! | have this crazy notion that there's a pattern underlying al
this, and properly used it will torpedo Mdgshack very satisfactorily. But it's got to be done
fast!"™ He put his hands up to his head as though overcome, and Reedeth stared at himin

bew | der nent .

Lyl a, who had been silent for a long while, said sud"Yes, Professor."”
"What ?" Conroy turned to her, blinking. "Ch. Ch, yes. | nean...yes. Mdison, who the hell are you?"
Reedeth said, "Prof, | don't think I-"

"I don't give a damm what you think!" Conroy blazed. "I know what | think, and that's what counts.
You conor not?"

" Coni ng..?"

"To Flanen's office!" Conroy barked. "You know what's happeni ng, don't you, worman?" he added to
Lyl a.

"I +"mnot quite sure, but.” Lyla rose unsteadily to her feet. "AIl | knowis I'mscared, but I'm
com ng. "
Fl anen said, "I feel dizzy. Wat happened?"

"I'f it's got through to you, it's big," Conroy said, and marched towards the door. "Move!"

El GHTY- TWO MOTI ON PASSED BY SEVENTEEN VOTES TO TWO AT A CONFERENCE HELD OVER A SECURE COMAEB LI NK
BEREPRESENTATI VES OF ALL THE MAJOR KNEEBLANK ENCLAVES | N NORTH AMERI CA W TH THE EXCOF BLACKBURY

Be it resolved: That in view of the grave disservice to the cause of black self-determnation
resulting from Mayor Black's reliance on a white South African racial expert in the inplenmentation
of his pro-nelanist policy inasmuch as it has entailed the dism ssal of Pedro Diawho is known to
be a staunch and irrepl aceabl e advocate of a standpoint adhered to by all participants in this

di scussion every possible step be taken to rectify the consequences of his msguided act at the
earliest opportunity including if need be the forcible packling of Mayor Black to deternine

whet her his behavior is in conformty with the best interests of Anmerican nela
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El GHTY- THREE TVENTY- FI RST CENTURY USAGE SO NEW AS NOT YET TO HAVE BEEN | NCORPORATED | N ANY
RECOGNI ZED GLOSSARY BUT SUFFI Cl ENTLY COMIO HAVE COVE CORALLY TO THE ATTENTI ON OF A NUMBER OF
LEXI COGRAPHERS

" Sprai ned knee" (for kneebl ank, Afrikaans niebl anke non-white person): a col ored person
constrained to live and/or work in a white-dom nated environnment rather than an enclave or a
country with a col ored gover nnent

El GHTY- FOUR ONE KNEE SPRAI NED, ONE TI ME BADLY OUT OF JO NT

What exactly was goi ng on Flamen had no idea, but Conroy seened persuaded that it was far nore
likely to lead to the coll apse of Mdgshack's authority than the original plan, and clinging
optimstically to that he alhinself to be swept along by events. Followed by his ill-assorted
gaggl e of conpani ons, he rode the pediflow in the Etchnmark Undertower fromthe el evator to the
door of his office, feeling in his pocket for the Punch key to adnit them

But when he applied it, he realized that the door was al ready unl ocked.

"What the hell?" he said under his breath. The panel noved aside at a touch, before he had time to
consider that if there was an intruder in the office it would make nore sense to steal quietly
away and send for the busies than to walk in and confront him In spite of the fact that his
occupation exposed himto the potential fury of a great many of his victins, he had never carried
a gun to protect hinmself, and he doubted whether anyone else in his party was arnmed at the nonent.

While he was still in the grip of his initial surprise, however, one of the internal doors slid
back and a dark face appeared, wearing an enbarrassed expression |like a kid caught stealing candy.

"Good CGod!" Conroy said over Flanmen's shoulder; he was the taller by half a head. "Aren't you

Pedro DiaVell, you seemto have | anded on your feet after being so uncerenoniously thrown out of
Bl ackbury!"
Di abl o gave a distracted nod, eyes on Flanmen. "Ah...I hope you don't mind," he said. "IBMcoul dn't

get ne one of the practice units you suggested until Mnday at the soonest, and having seen what
your equi pnent is capable of | sinply couldn't resist the tenptation of coining in to play around
with it. | did get the code to isolate the unit, of course—+t didn't need special wiring after

all -and | pronise | haven't done it any harm"

"You m ght have had the courtesy to let ne know" Flamen snapped. "I dammed near m stook you for a
burglar, and | was all set to sneak off and send for the police! Ri ght now, though, we have nore

i mportant uses for our computers, so |'d appreciate it if you'd get lost." Ill-tenperedly, he
strode past Diablo and into his own office.

"Nonsense," Conroy said, follow ng.

n \Mat ?n

"l said nonsense. For one thing |I've wanted to neet this nan for years-he's probably the best
intuitive psychol ogist on the planet, and | regularly use recordof his shows as study thenes, to
illustrate how a determ ned individual can nani pul ate the mass audi And for another thing, you're
angry and frusl'mpretty nmuch nmanic, and we have to contend with a hell of a conplex problem

It'Il be very damed useful to have soneone around with a detached point of view, and | can't
t hi nk of anyone much nore det han someone who never wanted to be in New York at all and would far
rather still be hone in Black-bury. R ght?" he added to the knee.

"Who in the hell are you?" D ablo denmanded in aston
"Ch—+"'msorry! I'm Xavier Conroy."

"You are?" Diablo's verge-of-hostile nmanner changed magically. He held out his hand. "Damm it,
|'ve been hoping to neet you for years, tool Wiy in the world did you let themchase you off to
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t hat backwater teaching job in Mnitoba?"

"I'"'mexcessively fond of nmy own opinions,"” Conroy said wyly. "Students are generally sufficiently
overnot to shout their professors down, even these days, and it gives ne a fal se sense of

achi evenent when | see ny own doctrines coming back at me in their term papers. But | had no

busi ness taking it for granted you' d want to stick around here, of course. It's just that—aell,
like I said, we have a problem and...Do you get hunches, M. D abl o?"

"I guess | do, now and then. Not that they anmount to real prenonitions, if that's what you're
driving at O else |I'd still be at hone and a | ot happier. But one gets a feel for the propaganda
potential of any given news-item for exanple.”

"That's the kind of thing |I'mtalking about," Conroy nodded. "Over the past hour or two |'ve been
seeing and hearing some absolutely extraordinary things, and there's a tantalizing sense of a
pattern growi ng out of them You got the sane feeling, didn't you, Flanmen?"

Alittle annoyed at being shuffled to the sidelines on his home ground, Flanen gave a curt nod; a
heart beat |ater he repented and anplified it, |ooking puzzled.

"Yes, back there at the hospital | had this nonentary fit of —ef excitenent, | guess it was. It was
so strong it nmade nme feel dizzy."

"I"'mstill getting it," Lyla said, very pale. She was standing in the doorway as though shy about
entering. "I never felt anything like it before—at |east, not since | was a kid and everybody
around ne was busy preparing for war to break out | didn't understand what was hapof course, but |
distinctly associate to the same mixture of fear and excitenent."

"Mss Clay is a pythoness," Conroy said to Diablo. "How do you feel about pythonesses?"

There was a pause. At length, with a chuckle, Diablo drew up the left sleeve of his smart New York-
styled oversuit and reveal ed that just below the el bow he was wearing a Conjuh Man Inc. juju
bracelet: an intricately braided ring of hair froma lion's nane.

"It's the kind of thing I guess we know nore about than bl anks do,’
pills, Mss day?"

he said. "You take sibyl-

"Ah-yes."

"W kneebl anks were used to tapping the sane kind of nental forces |ong before they got around to
synt he drugs you use in a clean nodem | aboratory. | have—+ nean | had—a seeress on ny staff back
hone who coul d do al nost everything these conmputers do exbuild up reconstructed scenes for

transm ssion. Used her a lot, |like about one story a nonth regularly wherewe needed nore data than
we coul d get through official channels. She was right, too, four tines out of five. Matter of fact
I"mkind of glad to see how bl ank soci ety has been turning back to human insights these past few
years instead of sticking to nachines exclu

"That's fascinating," Conroy said. "I never heard about that."

Diablo's lip curled. "You weren't intended to. W've been running the Fed authorities in little
circles trying to trace | eaks which don't exist. Wich they will conto do, | don't doubt, even if
you go straight to the comnmeb and tell themwhat | just said. It's what hapwhen you rely too much
on nmachi nery—you wind up followi ng the sane old nmechanical grooves all the tine. Autonmatics don't
make al |l owances for like differof personality. You |lay down hard-and-fast prinfor them and they
follow themblindly to the nost absurd conclusions, and eventually they drag you along in their
wake. "

"Dammed right,"” Conroy said. "I knew you were a thinking man, M. Diablo, and I'm even nore gl ad
to have nmet you than | expected to be. Look, why don't we sit down and tal k about this thing we
seemto have got involved in?"

"Sure," Diablo nodded. "If you take it seriously I'mwlling to bet on ny being interested too."
He glanced at his watch. "I would kind of |ike sone |unch, though—+ didn't eat breakfast today."
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"I''msure we can send out for some. Fl amen?"

"Ch, for Christ's sake! Yes, of course we can!" Scow Fl anmen noved around his desk and sat down in
his regular chair. "I warn you, though, Professor, that if this turns out to be the waste of tine
I half expect I'mgoing to be very damed angry."

"That's one thing which doesn't worry nme," Conroy said with perfect conposure. "But | grant
there's a chance of it not being a waste of tinme in a way which we are too shortsighted to figure
out, and if that hapyou certainly won't be the only one who's annoyed."

El GHTY- FI VE REPRI NTED FROM THE LONDON OBSERVER COF 24TH MARCH 1968
Anerica's Time-Bonb by Colin Legum

..."1 don't believe in nothin',' says a Negro youth in ariot city. 'l feel like they ought to burn
down the whole world. Just let it burn down, baby.'...

El GHTY- SI X ASSUMPTI ON CONCERNI NG THE FORE MADE FCR THE PURPOSES OF THI S STORY
He's not uni que.

El GHTY- SEVEN CONFUSI ON WORSE CONFOUNDED
The cl ock said sixteen-ten and they sat anmong a wel of enpty beer- and m | k-cartons and
mul ti col ored sandwi ch wrappi ngs.

"It doesn't nake sense." Pedro Diablo said in an agtone, as though the world were conspiring to
hi de the secret fromhim "It just keeps fanning out and fanning out, and every time it branches
into sone crazy new absurdity. | need to recapitulate—+ have this feeling that | haven't taken in
everything |'ve been told because ny subconscious thinks so much of it is silly."

"lI's there anything which does make sense?" Conroy demanded.

"Ah." Diablo hesitated. "Well, odd bits, | guess. But even those are so buried in anmong ot her
t hi ngs whi ch sound ridi cul ous!"

"For instance?"

"Ch.." Anot her nmonment of doubt; then: "No, dam it! The things | want to take seriously are al
wrapped up in garbage! Like what Harry's supposed to have said after he'd finished choppi ng down
t hose nacoots of M kki Baxendale's."

"How do you nmean?" Lyla put in."How s this supto be 'wapped in garbage? Don't you believe nme?"

"I'd believe Harry nuch nore readily," Diablo said. "No of fense. But on your own admi ssion you'd
had a sub-critical dose of a very powerful drug, and you can't have been functioning properly on
all mental levels. And Harry won't or can't renenber saying what you tell us he said, so." He
spread his hands. "By the way, how does it happen that after throwing a man out of a forty-five
story wi ndow Harry Madi son is here instead of in the Undertonbs?"

Reedet h si ghed, |eaning back in his chair to let his legs stretch out straight "Wat do you think
I was doing before Flanen and Conroy canme to collect himfromthe hospital? I was just about
perjuring nyself to prethat, snowi ng the busies under with so many fully-conped reports of the
effect on a man of swallowing a 250-nmilligramsibyl-pill they had to grant bail on grounds of
tenporary derangenent. |'mused to draggi ng G nspatients out fromunder, and nowadays it's
secnature for me to slamin counter-charges, whether or not they're as well docunmented as the

ki dnappi ng charge agai nst M kki Baxendal e and her macoots. Al 1've done is postpone the
reckoni ng, though. It may be for weeks because | know for a fact that the courts are thirty days

file:///ID|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/D...runner,%20John%20-%20The%20Jagged%200rbit.txt (122 of 153) [2/1/2004 3:07:23 PM]



file:///ID}/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/Desktop/John%20Brunner/Brunner,%20John%20-%20T he%20Jagged%200rbit.txt

behi nd schedul e even on their first-degree nurder hearings, but the crunch will cone sooner or
| ater."

"Did you lay on | awers?"

"On a Saturday? You're joking! But the G nsberg rea conputerized |egal aid service we can plug
into direct over the regular comweb lines. |I used that"

D abl o shook his head wonderingly. "It really is a different world out here, you know. | mean,
regardl ess of whether or not he'd been drugged, sonmeone who threw a man off the top of the

Zi nbabwe Tower back in Blackbury would be in jail and nore than likely in chains for however |ong
it took Judge Dennison to reach his case. Your way may be nore tolerant, but it sure as hel
doesn't seemto be so efficient. He doesn't even have to go into court before he gets this bail
huh?"

"Not if he has a record of nmental instability," Reedeth said wearily. "But the bail is
automatical ly doubl ed."

"It's a system | guess," Diablo sighed

Reachi ng for another carton of beer, Conroy tore the plastic opener strip and cursed as the
pressure of gas inside sprayed himwi th fine drops. He wi ped his beard and took a sw g.

"I'f you've finished the sociological survey, I'd like to follow up the point you were about to
make when you wandered away fromthe subject," he said to D ablo. "Wat would have made you take
this prophecy of Harry's seriously?"

"Prophecy?" Diablo repeated. "Yes, | guess it is one, isn't it? Well, this reference to sone new
product of the Cottschal ks', you see. There is one in the pipeline, somenew and very special, and
| believe it's due for introduction in the spring of next year."

"How woul d you know about it?" Reedeth inquired skeptically.

"That's a hell of a question for a blank to ask," Diablo countered. "Don't you know how t he
Gottschal ks set you up as custoners? They issue their ultra-late weaponry to the black encl aves,

at not nuch over cost, knowi ng you're so scared of us even spitting your way that you'll pay

what ever they ask to keep the bal ance of terror. Even so, it's not very inpressive, is it? Talking
about a ' Gottschal k coup of 2015" doesn't have to mean anything nore than that Harry got word of
what's circul ati ng anong the encl aves.”

"I's there sonet hing?" Flanmen denmanded, his profesinstincts al erted.
"I just told you!"
"What specifically?" Flamen persisted.

"Bl azes, don't you follow the news out of Blackbury? | did a program nyself about the |atest

equi prent AnCGott schal k handed us for trials, and it's due on the beans tonorrow over three of the
bl ack-owned satellites. There's a 250-watt |aser with five-hundred-shot capacitance—sonme new

br eakt hrough in accurul ators, | was told, though they're designed so you can't take themto pieces
wi thout nelting down the parts and up to the time |I left | hadn't heard that our engineers had
figured out the principle. There's a hand-|aunched sel f-propelled grenade with a m cronuke head
with a range of a thousand yards and power to bring down an average bl ock of apts. There's a whole
gang of stuff, all being introduced at once. Though | never heard of it being given any such nane
as—what did you call it, Mss Oay?"

"I didn't call it anything," the pythoness said ob"But Harry said 'System C integrated weapand
tal ked about equi pping one man with the power to raze a city."

"I don't get this," Flanen said after a pause. "I never knew the Gottschal ks to be secretive about
their prodbefore. In the R D stages, yes of course, but not after sanples have been issued for
use."

"Policy difference in the cartel ?" Conroy suggested.
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Fl amen | ooked bl ank for a nmonent, then snapped his fingers. "Christ, | really amlosing ny touch!
It never happened before, but it could just be that it's concerned with this fight that's going on
anong them" He junped to his feet. "I'mgoing to conp that right away, if you don't mnd. It fits

entirely too well."
"I"'mafraid | don't quite understand,” Lyla ventured.

Approaching the first and nost worn of his conputer input boards, Flanen glanced at her. "No? But
you have heard that there's a major disagreenent anong the Gottschal ks? It's been going on for
weeks, and it clinmaxed the other day when Marcantoni o celebrated his eightieth birthday and a
bunch of high-level pollies deliberately stayed away. It just mght be due to an argunent about

i ntroduci ng these nasty new gi nm cks Di abl o's been describing to us. You go ahead talking if you
like; I've finally got sonething out of all this chitwhich | can nmake use of." His fingers were
coding orders to the automatics as he spoke. "That would be a story to gl adden your heart,

woul dn't it,

Prof ?" he added to Conroy. "The Cottschal ks di sagree* ing about a new |ine of weaponry and a
splinter group of them going ahead against the old nan's wi shes!"

"l don't see any reason to be pleased about that!" Conroy snapped. "They're gangsters, as far as
I'"mconand how will you like it if they start |ast-cengang warfare with nodern equipnent? It'll be
infinitely worse than anything the X Patriots have yet done!"

Fl amen declined to answer, and in a nonent he was lost in the series of cryptic probability
ratings which glowed on the screen before him

"Ah, the hell," Conroy grunted. "It nust surely be better for people to have sone kind of warning
about that sort of thing, even though not many of us pay attento warnings any longer. Half the
time we don't even trust ourselves, not enough that we rely on our judgnment w thout a second

opi nion, preferably a nmeone, so why should we listen to other people's advice?"

"You really are the nost cynical son-of-a-bitch | ever net," Diablo said, tacking a wink on to the
words to anplify his neaning.

"That | will take as a conplinent."” Conroy glanced at his watch. "1've spent a hell of a lot of
time on this by now, though, and | don't seemto have got anywhere. Let's see if we can stick to
the point, shall we? You were saying you wanted to revi ew what you' d heard and nmake sure you'd
taken it all in."

"Stick to the point!" Diablo parodied a grin. "If | could find one worth sticking 1'd cheerfully
do so. | feel nore like |I'"mdredging through mud for bits of salable scrap. Used to do that when |
was a kid." He brisk"Ckay, let ne take it fromthe top in chronol oorder to nake sure | haven't

m ssed anything. It starts with you being invited to performat the G nsbherg for an audi ence of
patients due to be discharged, doesn't it, Mss day?"

Lyl a nodded.

"And this performance was remarkable for two things that had never happened to you before. First
of f, your late nackero had to slap you out of an echo-trap, which as | understand it is due to the
presence in the audi of sone especially dom nant personality, from whom your subconscious can't
tear itself away."

"That's what |'ve been told," Lyla agreed cautiously. "As | said, it had never happened to ne
before.”

"Ckay, then. We'll set aside for the noment the conof the oracle which devel oped into an echo-
trap, which M. Flanmen has down on tape so we can check it later. W'll go on to the second
remar kabl e point, which was that you had a—did you call it a hangover?"

"That's right. On the way hone in M. Flanen's skim

"Ah- hah. You spoke what anounted to another oracle in the waking state instead of in trance."
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Lyla shivered. "It was weird! | had this nomentary sense of total certainty, and | heard the words
com ng out of my own nouth w thout knowi ng what they were going to be when they finished."

"There are processes very nuch akin to these in vouwork," Diablo said offhandedly. "You m ght
check on sone of the current field-leaders in the enclaves, |ike Mana Echo in Chicago or the girl
|'ve been working with in Blackbury, Manma Fey. However!" He cleared his throat "You played over
your oracles with M. Flaright? And you didn't cone to any clear concl uabout them"

"We were both kind of distracted,” Lyla nmuttered. "1'd had a quarrel with Dan, and this thing
about taking you on had cone up too—though | didn't know it was you they were tal ki ng about when
M. Prior called with the news. All we figured out was this vague notion that maybe Ms. Flanen
was concerned, but—no, forget that M. Flamen asked me in the skimer why |'d nmentioned his wife
so that one nust have been exceptionally clear."

She | ooked surprised. "I'd forgotten about that!"

"And your automatics at the hospital"—biablo turned to Reedet h—conped out probable subjects for
each of the three oracles Mss Cay had nanaged to issue before she was sl apped awake, and the one
whi ch deinto an echo-trap was all egedly concerned with Harry Mdi son. Correct?"

Reedet h nodded, face strained. "At the tine, of course, | didn't know what an echo-trap inplied. |
heard the termfor the first tine when | spoke to Dan Kazer diafter Mss Cay's performance, and
it wasn't until later that | followed it up. After what's happened today, though, |I'mbeginning to
wonder whether | was a fool to believe what the automatics told ne."

"Why so?"

"Well."! Reedeth made a hel pl ess gesture. "Just before we cane away fromthe hospital, there was

this thing we told you about: M. Flanmen asked why these conputers here predicted failure of the
Federal conputo solve the problemof interference on his daily show, and the answer we got was
transparent nonsense."”

"Jim what's happened to the open mind | tried to encourage in you when you were studying with
me?" Conroy said.

"Open mind! Christ, if I"'mgoing to be told to believe in wonmen patients who can interfere at a
di stance with a three-vee broadcast, the next stop will be raising the devil and doing duty to a
plastic idol!"

"Don't exaggerate." Conroy | oaded the words with frosty reproof. "Life is a natter of
probabilities, not certainties. You were prepared to believe what your desketary told you about
Mbgshack, for instance?"

Reedet h wavered. "That's not the sane thing," he nuttered.

"It's the sane automatic conplex using the sane data banks," Conroy insisted. "Furthernore, when
you had the oracles conped you were prepared to accept that they applied to—anong others—Harry
Madi son, even though you woul dn't have guessed that for yourself?"

"Ah." Reedeth licked his lips. "Yes, damm it, of course | took that on trust! It fitted once I'd
thought it over. But this ridiculous thing about Ms. Flanen hadn't come up then!"

"We haven't got to it in this review of our problem"” Conroy said. "Let it go for the nonment and
tell me just what you nean by saying that Madison 'fitted the oracle supposed to be concerned
with him"

Reedet h gl anced uneasily at the subject of the conwho was sitting to one side of the group, taking

virtually no part in the discussion except to anpolitely when he was directly addressed.

"The nmorning before Mss Clay's show," he nuttered, "I'd reached the concl usion, because he'd
fixed the trouble I was having with the censor-circuits on ny desketary wi thout mnmy asking
outright, that Madison's trouble couldn't be termed insanity. Nonconformity, naybut that's not the
sanme thing."
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"Hrm Working under Mogshack hasn't completely petrified your nmind, then," Conroy runbled. "In an
age when eccentricity has al nost been made a nmjor crinme, that's a renarkable insight."

"Whi chever way we dig through this heap of confuDiablo said, "we seemto wind up with Harry again.
Hey, Harry!"

Madi son turned an enotionl ess gaze to him

"What is all this, man? Like | keep hearing you can open Punch | ocks w thout the key—and fix a
desketary in ways the designer didn't dream of —-and you were stuck in the G nsherg in spite of not
bei ng crazy—and having a sibyl-pill forced down your throat did things to you that aren't in the
literature—and here's this pysays she watched you beat nine opponents in a row and she got al
these visions of weird fights and she says she wasn't just dreaning.." He spread his hands.

"You mi ssed a couple of things," Conroy said. "Wien | got hit by this hunch, just before | eaving
Reedeth's office, | started to ask Madi son who the hell he is, only sonmeone said sonething el se
and it distracted nme." He leaned forward in his chair. "I was thinking partly of all these visions
that M ss O ay had—whi ch make me want to ask how the hell did all that detail get packed in...You
haven't studied history, have you?" he shot at Lyl a.

"Not to specialize. Just regular school |essons. And | never enjoyed it nuch. Got |ow marks al
the tine."

"But what you told us about—eh—being ill frombad neat in a Ronan arena, finding it hard to see
clearly because your eyes were bleary fromdust and bright sunlight in the Egyptian bit—

"Egyptian bit?" Diablo cut in. "Man, you're losing ne all the tine!"

"The man with the whip and the coarse linen kilt, and the bit about picking up an adobe brick

shaped like a loaf! It's all so goddammed three-dinmensional!" Conroy pounded fist into palm "This
isn't the kind of thing you'd expect to renenber froma nere hallucination. It's the kind of
fiddling little detail that sticks in your mind inreal life, like trudging to the top of a

mountai n and being | ess inpressed with the splendid view than by the blister you've rubbed on your
heel . Do you see what | nean?"

"I surely do," Diablo nodded. "It's a point | overlooked, and | shouldn't have. It's the kind of
touch I've always prided nyself on adding to ny own reconstructions for propaganda shows, the
little striking bit which all by itself makes the scene appear real" He clawed at his beard so
vigorously it | ooked as though he night tear out the roots. "Go on. Wiat else was it that nmade you
ask Madi son who he is?"

"The fact that when Mss Cay asked him straight out, was it hi mwho foul ed up her prophesying at
the hospital, he said yes. Correct, Mss Cay?"

"Harry seened to know what | neant without ny exLyla said, glancing nervously at the knee.
"But —-ah—shoul d we be tal king about himas if he wasn't in the roon®?"

"Harry seens to be committing the crine of silence," Diablo said w thout hunor. "W've been trying
to get a straight yes or no out of himall afternoon; maybe if we annoy himsufficiently by

tal king about himthis way we'll provoke a few useful conments. Hey, Harry?"
Madi son gave a very faint smle and still said nothing.
"I'f that's how you want it..! Conroy said, "Well, apart fromthe actual oracle that turned into an

echo-trap, and this confusing nonsense about a man with seven brai ns—=

"I remenbered that!" Lyla sat bolt upright suddenly. "My God, how could | have forgotten agai n?
While | was sitting there at M kki Baxendal e's place, watching him | was saying it over and over
to nyself: 'l net a man with seven brains!"'"

"A hell of alot of things seemto be being renmenReedeth said cynically. "Prophecies after the
event never inpressed nme very much."
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"Maybe not," Conroy said. "How about prophecies before the event, though? Jim would a patient in
the G nsberg be all owed access to a vuset receiving knee-bl ank propaganda, |ike for instance one
of Diablo's shows relayed by a Chinese or Nigerian satellite?"

"No, of course not. Anything that disturbing to the personality, |ike having one's guilt feelings
pl ayed on, woul d be disastrous. It can be tolerated outside, where there are plenty of

di stractions, but in the enclosed environnment of the hospital —no, definitely that couldn't be

al | owed. "

"I'n other words— Conroy began, to be cut short by an exclamation from Flanmen as the latter turned
away from his conputer board.

"Jackpot! Christ, this is—+this is enornous! Here, sonepass ne a carton of that beer if there's any
left." The spool pi geon was so excited he was al nost claphis hands, "Pay dirt on absolutely every
angle of the entire story! The Gottschal ks are planning to opt out of the Iron Muuntain data
center in favor of new inof their own, and it | ooks as though the likely location is in Nevada
where the younger pollies |like Anthony and VWachesl av have noved to get away from Marcantonio's

st anmpi ng- grounds here in the East—which neans he may very well not approve of the idea. And there
is a whole new |ine of weaponry schedul ed for mass production shortly. It |1ooks as though it's
been refromthe ground up, and |'ve even traced a code letter 'C which appears to identify the
series. Christ, if | have to spend the rest of the weekend here, if | have to use up the conputer

time the Feds are giving ne on this one subject, I'mgoing to cone up on Monday with the biggest
goddammed story | ever handled! It's a sen-saysh, just purely a sensaysh! |magi ne being able to
say what a struggle inside the cartel is about while it's still going on!"

Abruptly it dawned on himthat the faces turned to hi mwore uniformy di smayed expressions, and he
broke of f. "What's the matter, Professor?" he challenged Con"You were telling me | should tackle
the Gottschal ks, weren't you? But you don't exactly | ook overjoyed!"

"Diabl o!" Conroy kept his eyes on Flanen, not on the knee. "Your show about these new weapons—s
it the only coverage of themup to now?"

"As far as | know," Diablo confirmed.
"And the show s only been canned? It hasn't yet been on the beans?"
"Right."

"And in any case patients in the G nsberg aren't alaccess to broadcasts from Bl ackbury or any

ot her knee enclave." Conroy drew a deep breath. "So how coul d Madi son not only predict these

pr ot ot ype weapons, but even identify the code letter which refers to then?" | don't understand,"”
Fl amen said, |ooking in bewilfromone to other of his companions.

That," Conroy assured him "nakes you even with the rest of us."

El GHTY- El GHT FROM ROBERT GOTTSCHALK TO. ANTHONY GOTTSCHALK URGENT AND SECRET
(A) BUY CONTROLLI NG I NTEREST I N HOLOCOSM C NETWORK BY 1100 EST MONDAY AND DI SCONTI NUE MATTHEW
FLAMEN SHOW PAYI NG MAXI MUM $2, 000, 000 FOR BREACH CF CON

(B) FAILING (A) DI SCONTI NUE MATTHEW FLAMEN

El GHTY- Nl NE DRAW NG A BLANK WHI LE LOOKI NG FOR A KNEE
"Not hi ng?" Morton Leni go inquired.

The man who had entered the room dropped wearily into a chair and shook his head, crowned wth
ostentanappy hair. "Fuck-all," he said. "That goddammed fool —Mayor Bl ack, | nean. No reply from
this block of apts where they're supposed to have installed Di abl o—ho reports fromany of nmy X
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Patri ot synpathizers | asked to try and spot himif he shows on the street—no reply fromthe

of fices of this conpany they fixed hima job with because the comweb is turned over to an
anservice for the weekend...M ght as well have taken him out and sunk himin the ocean with weights
on his feet!"

"Thi nk sonmeone di d?" Leni go suggested after a pause.

There was a silence crowded with the stench of deEventually the man said, "I've been avoiding that
i dea. But soneone who could hire in that honky devil Uys..

"Yes," Morton Lenigo said. He relied on his reputation to conplete the statenent for him Shortly
the other man got up and went away.

NI NETY DI AGNCSI S

"The logical thing," Diablo said after reflection, "is to conp out the things which seemthe
craziest, hn? Like nmaybe see if there's anything in the literature about having prophetic visions
under the influence of a sibyl-pill. And this will give us a handle to grab hold of the rest by,

i ke what you say these automatics at the hostold you about Ms. Flanen." He rose. "Flanen, could

you show nme how t o—=2"

"Now just a nonment!" Flamen's cheeks were redden"l need to use my conputers right now Wren't you
listening to what | just said?"

"And don't you realize how you were put on to what you just discovered?" Conroy cut in forcibly.
"You owe it to Madi son—which neans you owe it to Reedet h—which nmeans you owe it to his coll eague
Dr. Spoelstra for inviting Mss Clay to performat the hospital, and to her too for providing the

oracl es we've been di scussing, and—=

"Ch, there won't be any end to this!" Flanmen gibed. "I suppose | owe it to ny brother-in-law too,
for perme to let Celia stay on in the G nsberg instead of being transferred to a private
sanitarium But | wouldn't feel inclined to thank him for doing her that parfavor."

"I was wondering when you'd renmenber that yon theoretically brought ne to New York for the weekend
to set up paraneters for her padding," Conroy said with deliberate acerbity.

The fire of Flamen's incipient fury blazed up. "Damalf we hadn't got sidetracked into this stupid
busi about Madi son we' d have been out to the Priors' place by now and you'd have net Celia and
probably the whole thing could have been tied up in a few hours!”

"And you woul dn't have got what you wanted out of it," Conroy snapped. "Using her case as a basis
for at Mbgshack coul d be disnmissed as a personal grudge. You've got sonething far better, | can
tell you that right now Get Diablo to ground it on Madi son's del ayed rel ease, demand paddi ng of
Mogshack hinself to | ocate this megal omania the G nsberg's automati cs have di agnosed, and you'l
have hi m down by the end of the year. And that's not the only thing you've been given, handed to
you on a silver platter! You ve got the item about the CGottschal ks tool"

"So |' msupposed to make a list of everybody who did anything to get me where I am go down them
checki ng each one off when |'ve said thanks for doing ne the favor?"

"Yes, yes and yes!" Abruptly Conroy's fraying conover his own tenper failed, and he junped to his
feet, confronting Flamen fromthe vantage point of his greater tallness. "Wat the hell good is it
going to do anyto nove soneone |ike Mdgshack off his petty little pedestal if the people who do it
haven't even noticed that he's pulling their strings and naking them dance? Are you so dunb,
witless, shortsighted you're willing to put up with the worst of all the things that are wong
with our poor sick planet?"

"Wy, you—t"

"Shut up!" Conroy thunped fist into palmw th such force it made a sound sharp as a gunshot. "Wy
in hell should | have to tell you this, a spool pigeon who nmust have seen it happen hundreds of
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times? You've never got at the people who natter, the people it mght help us if we got rid of
them You've got at the people who were trapped and cornered by circunmstances, who |like took a
risk one tine and it didn't work so they had to take another and another, or pocketed a bribe and
found they liked the higher standard of living, or whatever the hell.

"One thing leads to another in this world, Flamen, and we human bei ngs get dragged al ong |ike—ike
dead | eaves spinning in the wake of a skinmer. D ablo was saying a while back how you fine down
your princiso that a machine can handle them and pretty soon the person using the nmachi ne cones
to imagine that this is howit's always been—there never was a subtler way of thinking. That's
sone of where it's at, but it's not all by any means. Take the fine expensive hone you live in
with its automati c defenses and its m nes sown under the |awn |ike daffodil-bulbs. You shut
yoursel f up behind arnor-plate, you shut your mind too. You advertise Guardian traps on your show,
don't you-those steel bands spiked like an Iron Maiden? What's the nmentality of soneone who's
prepared to conme hone fromvisiting neighbors and find a corpse hung up in the doorway? | say he's
al ready i nsane when he comhinself to that course of action, and you don't have to wait for himto
| ose his marbles under an overof Ladroni de before he stops thinking as a responmature person ought
to! And what's the reason that's advanced for acting this way?" He rounded on Reedeth.

"You know! You probably have it dinned into you a dozen tines a day at your work! 'Be an
individual!'" Conroy contrived to nake the slogan sound obscene. "And what's this been tw sted
into? The biggest Big Lie in history! It's no use making your life so private you refuse to learn
from ot her people's experience—you just get stuck in a groove of mistakes you need never have
made. We have nore know edge available at the turn of a switch than ever before, we can bring any
part of the world into our own hones, and what do we do with it? Half the time W advertise goods
people can't afford, and anyhow they've got the color and hold controls adrift because the pretty
patterns are fun to | ook at when you've bolted and barred your mind with drugs. Split! Divide!
Separate! Shut your eyes and maybe it'll go away!

"W m ne our gardens, we close our frontiers, we barour cities with Macnamara lines to shut off
black fromwhite, we divide, divide, divide!" A stanp enphaeach repetition of the word. "It gets
into our famlies, goddamm it, it gets into our very |love-making! Christ, do you know | had a girl
student |ast year who thought she was having an affair with a boy back hone and all they'd ever
done was sit in front of the commeb and nasturbate at each other? Twenty niles apart! They'd never
even kissed! W' re going insane, our whol e bl asted speci es—we' re heading for scream ng

ochl ophobi a! Anot her couple of generations and huswill be afraid to be alone in the same roomw th
their wives, nothers will be afraid of their babies, if there are any babi es!

"And for what purpose? Wiy are we encouragi ng the spread of this lunacy? | mean we here, in North
Ameril don't mean the Afrikaners sitting snmug on top of their pullulating heap of poor bl ack
devils hungry, hal f-naked and di seased, the richest people in the world battening on the poorest.
That's just greed, which is a conparatively clean kind of vice. I'mtalking about perhorrible,

di sgusting, systematic, deliberate perof the power of reason to destroy people w thout killing
them to strip themof their initiative, their joy in life, their hope, for Christ's sake, their
last ultimate irreduci ble human resource, hope. Qut of sheer desperanillions of people are
abandoni ng the use of reason, bankrupting thenselves to buy mass-produced plastic idols, in a |ast
puerile attenpt to outdo the bastards who've made' reason' a dirty word.

"They' ve done it, you know—+t's the dirtiest word in any human vocabul ary right now. And it's been
brought about in ny own lifetime, alnost entirely. Cold rational decisions, every step leading to
them perfectly logical, underlay the wars in Asia, the war in Indonesia, the war in New Qui nea,
and at every step we lost. Not just the wars, but bits or ourselves. Conpassion. Enmpathy. Love.
Pity. We systenmatically chopped ourselves down to the nmeasure of a machine.

"How coul d you expect a nman to be a good nei ghbor when he's spent years shooting at shadows,
nmovi ng tree-branches, silhouettes on w ndow shades? How coul d you expect himto be a good citizen
when he's seen his government authorize the killing of thousands, nillions of other human bei ngs?
How coul d you expect himto be a good father when he's spent his early twenties torchildren to get
i nformati on about eneny troop positions? That started as far back as the seventies, wasn't it?
Madi son, you were in the Arny!"

As though an ebony statue had acquired the power of speech, the kneeblank's Iips parted. "United
States Arny Intelligence Manual Vol ume Five, CountersubverSection N neteen, Residual Intelligence
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from Non- conbat ant Sources, Chapter Two, Correlation of Julnformation, paragraph twelve,
Reliability of Information Cbtained Under Duress.”

"My God!" Reedeth whispered, barely audi bl e. Conignored himand plunged on

"Right, right! W' ve been laid out on the Procrustes bed of the conmputer, and instead of our toes
bei ng chopped off we've lost little bits of our brains!

"And now the Gottschal ks, who've already degraded the institution of the famly by turning it into
a skeleton for the foul est nonster ever dredged out of the human subconscious with their

gr andf at her-father-son rank orand their nonosyl | abic/polysyllabic ginmckry, now they're
apparently going to equip people who' ve had this done to themw th—how did you put it, Mdison?

" Equi prrent adequate to raze a nediumsized city,' is that right? Flanen, instead of conping sone
petty little story that's going to do no nore than reinforce your own worthl ess inage to the
public, why don't you conp sonething inportant, |ike asking your beloved machines to estinmate the

human race's chance of surviving past the end of the century? That woul d¥hy, child! You're
crying!"

H s tone and manner changed magi cally, and he darted across the roomto put his armaround Lyla's
bare shoul ders. She had hunched forward with her face in her hands and was sobbi ng.

"I'"'msorry!" she forced out between snuffles. "I just couldn't help it."

"Now don't you think of apol ogizing!" Conroy straightleaving one | ean hand on Lyla's nape. "You're
showi ng the only decent human reaction out of all of us. It is something to weep over, what we're
doing to ourbut 1've forgotten how. | got so frustrated |I |let nybe pushed aside. | can't even
claimvicarious credit for trying to stop it—even Ji m Reedeth there, whom | regarded as one of ny
best students, went right along with the crowd the nonment he got the chance. Flamen's spent his
wor ki ng W persuadi ng his audi ence that the people who get to the top can be exposed at any npas
veni al, deceitful, corrupt; even Pedro Diablo, for whomthere's a smdgin of excuse, can't deny
that he's devoted his talent to setting hunan bei ngs agai nst each other. And it |ooks as though
Madi son has responded so well to Mdgshack's treatnment that he's no nore capof tears than a nachine
is."

"That's not entirely surprising,” Madison said, stirring fromhis long-tine rigidity.
"What ?" Conroy blinked at him

"I'mtaking a calculated risk in naking the followi ng admi ssion." Madison rose to his feet in a
singl e smooth novenent. "However, conputation indicates that this is a nexus at which the

introm ssion of additional data is likely to generate consequences that are intrinsically inand
the alternatives have been exhausted w thout |eading me to conclude that a superior outconme can be
attained without intervention. A further operative factor is that partial data have already been

i nadverintroduced into the situation owing to ingestion of a preparation of psycho-coca and

par abuf ot eni ne, the synergistic effect of this substance on a nmale hunan netabolism al ready
circulating a critical dose of Narnot having been previously recorded.”

Conroy gl anced around the room Flamen was staring in utter bew | dernent, and so was Diablo
Reedet h had tensed, as though expecting to be attacked, and his lips were form ng silent words,
perhaps indicating regret at his own willingness to believe that Madison was infit for discharge
fromthe G nsberg. Only Lyla seemed to have sone insight into whatever m ght be happening. She had
| onered her palns fromher tear-wet cheeks and was gazing at Madi son in wonder.

"That's how you tal ked at M kki Baxendale's," she whispered. "That's the sanme tone of voice!"
"Madi son?" Conroy said uncertainly.

"A pseudonym " Madison said. "You are in fact speakto Robert GCottschal k—=

"Christ!" Flamen breathed. "So you're the new mysman |'ve been hearing—

"And the reason | am i ncapabl e of displaying such an enotional response as the shedding of tears
is that | was not programmed to react in that fashion.'
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"But just a second!" Flamen was clawing at his beard, apparently not having heard the |ast remark.
"Robert Cottschal k can't have been shut away in the G nsberg for the past however nany nonths,
because the grapesai d he was—

"The nane "Robert' was selected with the intention of msleading the public,” Mudison/Gottschalk
said, once nore overriding Flanen's interruption. "If you feel it nore appropriate, you are at
liberty to address ne by the undi sgui sed form Robot Gottschal k, because | amin fact a nachine."

NI NETY- ONE THE GENESI S OF SYSTEM C | NTEGRATED WEAPONRY

"I see," nodded the man from I norgani c Brain Manuwho had been on an unofficial retainer for the
CGottschal ks for the best part of a decade and was in a position to notify them of the very newest
devel opnents in data-processi ng equi pnent. "Yes, | think that can be done. Designing the key
circuitry, though—that's going to present one or two problens.”

"So long as this thing maxim zes our sales," Anthony Cottschal k said expansively, "I don't give a
dam. "

"You want that as a built-in command?"
"OF course!"

There was a pause. The nman from | BM decided during it that there was no point in explaining that
giving so conplex a conputer such a blanket conmmand was roughthe mechani cal counterpart of
obsession in the human brain. The conversation was being recorded and in the event of a later

|l awsuit could al ways be adduced in evidence for the defendants.

Not that the CGottschal ks had nmuch patience for the regul ar processes of the |law...but the odds were
al | against their revengi ng themsel ves on someone who had made hinself so indi spensable to them

al ready, and arranging for repairs, overhauls and nodifications could often be as profitable as
selling the original installation

"Very well," the man from|IBM said. "All decisions nade by the conputer and all reconmendations
for action will be governed by the overriding urge to maxi sal es of Gottschal k weapons at the
hi ghest price the market will bear. Does that cover it?"

"Perfectly," said Anthony Gottschal k. "But don't forget about the" devel opnent of new lines, wll
you? That's inportant too."

NI NETY- TWO SPECI FI CATI ONS OF SYSTEM C | NTEGRATED VEAPONRY ( MARK V AND FI NAL)
Def ensi ve aspect

A controlled nobile environnment, formfitting, self-powered in anbient tenperatures above—12° C
and when fully charged capabl e of independent |evel-ground progress at speeds exceeding 35 k.p. h.
for up to 18 hours; offering warranted protection against inferior equival ents under any
circunstances and identical units less skillfully operated, in addition to adequate respirain

envi ronnents possessi ng 4% avail abl e oxygen or nore, supportable internal tenperatures
indefinitely be—2° C. and 63° C. anbient, condensed drinking-water of acceptable purity
indefinitely, and certain readsynthesizabl e netabolic necessities (notably sugars) from atnosphere
gases given sufficient down-tinme; speproof against:

(a) Inpact due to any manual l y-directed instrunent whatever;

(b) Inpact due to solid shot up to 500 gm at velocity of 1000 neters/second or equival ent kinetic
energy, alprojectiles greatly exceeding this velocity may cause bruising of the occupant and those
greatly exceedthis nmass may effect physical displacenment of the entire unit;

(c) Inpingent energy up to 750 watts/square nmilli- meter up to 2 seconds (an automatic device
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detects the overload and in energency diverts a portion of it fromthe groundi ng web encl osing the
unit in order to pernmit a leap of up to 60 neters, assuming freeway, but this maneuver is not
indefinitely repeatable and it is reconthat it not be enployed nore than four tinmes in 24 hours or
nore than 20 times before having the unit serviced);

(d) Combustion up to 2500° C. for up to 3 minutes;

(e) Noxious gases of all known varieties, indefinitely through a self-renewing filter provided
down-tine of at least 1 hour in 24 is available, otherw se for approx. 36 hours;

(f) Mlitary bacteria and viruses of all types whose nol ecul ar structure dissoci ates bel ow 500° C

The unit is not proof against: fluorine in concentraexceedi ng 100 parts/thousand for nore than
I 1/2 m nutes, prolonged application of a VHP | aser or thermc |lance, and direct inpact by
m cronukes or other devices with a yield exceeding 0.25 kiloton/cubic neter/mll

O f ensi ve aspect

(a) Energetic: in actual field trials a skilled operator reduced a sanple group of 25 Reference
Accommodat i on Bl ocks (12 stories reinforced concrete) to Uninhabitable condition in 3.3 minutes,
12 bei ng denolished and the remai nder set abl aze.

(b) Respiratory: the unit is capable of generating 450 cubic nmeters/hour of the fatal gas "KQ"
(Thanat o

(c) Metabolic: the unit is capable of generating 120 gm of the psychedelic drug "Ladronmide" in 1
mnute at 7-minute intervals for approx. 11/2 hours, sufficient to contanm nate (e.g.) the water-
supply of a city of 50,000 inhabitants with a disabling dose; the chemcal can be delivered as
crystals or enitted as an aerosol spray for |ocal application

(d) Projective: a Mbdel XXI micronuke of 0.2 kiloyield can be thrown approx. 830 neters under
norconditions and 6 can be thrown 570 neters within 15 mnutes; delivery at ranges bel ow 200
meters i s not recomended.

(e) Counter-personnel: no unarned human bei ng unsheltered by nore than 5 neters of good-quality
concrete can hope to escape the operation of this unit

Price and availability

, 000 units stockpiled, production currently exceed2, 000/ day; inmediate delivery at $155, 000 pl us
freight costs; available as sanples to occupants of kneebl ank enat nom nal $25,000; generous
credit facilities.

Sal es record

Date m nus three nonths: 1,465, 221.

Date minus two nonths: 1,476, 930.

Date minus one nonth: 1,476, 952.

Date: 1,476, 953.

Desirability rating

. 6%

Saleability rating

NI NETY- THREE A GOOD PO NT
A product estimated to be desirable for 97.6% of the popul ation should not display a saleability
rati ng of zero.
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NI NETY- FOUR WE' VE BEEN AROUND FOR ABOUT TWO M LLI ON YEARS AND THE DI NO FLOURI SHED FOR ABOUT NI NE
M LLI ON SO WVE MAY W TH LUCK HAVE QUI TE A LONG WAY TO GO
"What in the hell is going on around here?" Flanmen said foggily. "I don't understand!"

"I have conped that probability," Mdison/ Gottschal k said. "However, particularly on the basis of
recent stateby Professor Xavier Conroy, it is evident that cerindividuals are aware at this point
intine of the developing pattern which will ultimately lead to the zeroi zation of Gottschalk
sal es and the concomitant breakdown of human technol ogical civilization. In acwith nmy prinmary

directive, having exhausted the inplications of the stored data in ny possession, | now propose to
exanine the effect of introducing addimaterial for human conputation into this signifinexus. |
conp that the preferable approach to this will be by question-and-answer nethods rather than

i nexposition. Put to me what questions you feel nost apt and | will answer themto the best of ny
ability."

Reedet h, very white, was getting to his feet. "Ah—M. Flanmen!" he whi spered. "Do you happen to
keep a stock of tranks in this office? W ought to try and get sone down hi m qui ckl y—he's very
strong, and if it comes to a struggle..!

"The administration of conventional tranquilizers will be ineffectual,"” Mdison/CGottschal k said.
"Their impact on human nentation is well documented and | amable to circunvent their influence."

There was an uneasy pause. Lyla broke it by saving in an obstinate tone, "I want to hear what
Harry's got to say. | don't know what's going on either, but I"'mused to that. | never know what's
going on when | take a sibyl-pill."

"Good point," Conroy said softly. "Flamen, weren't you saying yourself a nonent ago that the
Gottschal ks were opting out of Iron Mountain in favor of an installaof their own? Wy shoul dn't
that installation be nick' Robert' to nislead prying people like yourself? Wuldn't it be on a par
wi th what the Gottschal ks have done in the past?”

"The analysis is accurate,"” Mdison/ Cottschal k said.

Fl anen put his hands giddily to his tenples. He said, "All right, I'll string along, though
think 1'"'mbeing a fool to listen to this nonsense." He swall owed hard, |owered his hands and set
his shoul ders back like a man preparing to face a firing squad of his neighbors' ridicule. "Yes,
it would explain why news of the new recruit called Robert has been on the grapevine for nonths
wi t hout anyone managing to identify him™"

Conroy gl anced at Diablo. The knee had skinned back the sleeve of his oversuit again and was
fingering the Conjuh Man bracel et he wore, his |lips nmoving si—presumably reciting a charm

"Very well, then! First question: you say we're talkto a nmachi ne. Wiat nmachi ne, where, and how can
we be talking to it?"

"The machi ne known as Robert Gottschal k," was the patient answer. "Further designation would have
to be exhaustively technical in that the design is unprececonpl ex and no ot her known cybernetic
depossesses a conpar abl e degree of awareness. The precise location is not available but M. Flanen
has already stated that the site is probably in Nevada, which | concede is accurate, and the

met hod of our mutual comunication is conped to be inexplicable in terms conprehensible to you."

"I't's the result of having to use machines as confidants for so long," Reedeth muttered. "I knew
it was dangerto go on keeping himin the G nsherg—what el se could the poor bastard do but talk to
t he machi nes when no one el se was allowed to befriend hin®"

"Shut up," Conroy said. "I want to followthis until it stops making sense. It's a weird | and of
sense, but it seems to ne only too dammed |ikely that sooner or later the hunman race wll torpedo
itself by going on the way it's going right now Madi son—Robert—Robot-—whatever the hell: either
we're crazy or you're crazy or both, or else we really are talking to a machi ne out in Nevada
some—€an't you give us sone evidence to help us dewhi ch?"
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There was a pause. At |ength Madi son/Gottschal k said, "It would be difficult Such obvious tests as
rene to performa mathenatical conputati on bethe average abilities of a hunan brain mght be
countered with the argunent that |ightning calculators who were nentally deficient or even
deranged have been known for centuries, and | amspecifically forbidto supply you with information
whi ch woul d enabl e you to undertake direct physical verification of stateabout myself. The nost
satisfactory solution would appear to be for ne to nake what you would regard as prophecies
because at this locus on the tenporal scale they are concerned with events not available to your
senses. "

"But that nmeans waiting until the time you set for themto happen,” Conroy said slowy. "Like this
bit about the Gottschal k coup of 2015. Hm " He tugged at his beard. "Well, start there, then—tel
us nore about the CGottschal k coup."”

"The current di sagreenent over methods and narketing anobng the Gottschal k cartel climaxed in the
early spring of the year 2015 with forcible deposition of MarGottschal k by a team of nonosyl | abl es
and junior polysyllables equipped with the prototype System C weaponry which Anthony, |ater
Ant oni oni, Gottschal k had had devel oped and whi ch Marcantoni o had forbidhimto introduce to the
kneebl ank market."

Conroy gl anced at Flanen. "How do you feel about that?"

"I wouldn't be surprised,” Flamen admitted. "It |ooks as though the dispute is polarizing al ong
regul ar conlines, and certainly Anthony Gottschalk is right in there with VWyacheslav and the other
di saf pollies.”

"Why shoul d Marcantonio forbid its introduction?" Conroy denanded.

"Two explanations. In his own view, because it would satch the nmarket. In the view of Anthony
Got t schal k, because he is old-fashioned in his thinking."

"Whi ch of these views do you incline to?"

"At temporal |ocus 2014, the latter; at tenporal |ocus 2113, the fornmer—which is why | am
deliberately alterthe coarse of past events."

"Twenty-one thirteen?" Diablo said. "Ch, he is out of his skull!" He junped up angrily. "Dr.
Reedet h, what nade you think this man was fit for rel ease fromthe hospital ?"

"Freeze it!" Conroy barked at him "Wat the hell do you think will happen if the Gottschal ks
start supplying the knee enclaves with equi prent powerful enough for one nan to raze a city? Cone
on—tet's hear fromyou!"

Diablo bit his lip. He said defensively, "It's ridicuanyway. You can't answer a question |like
t hat "
"Hell, nan! Don't you know your own history? Don't you keep in touch with advances in technol ogy?

It's been possible for one man to raze a city for—eh-sixty years at |least. Way back in the fifties
of last century there were aircraft equipped with as many as five kil oton nucl ear bonbs, under the
control of a single pilot. They cost nillions, but refinenments in design could tend towards
greater availability. If you were an Aerospace Force pilot you' d be able to take out not just one
city but half a continent. True or fal se?"

"Well, yes, but the Gottschal ks—=

"The Gottschal ks aren't governnent contractors, they're catering for the donestic market. So what?
Right this minute, if your credit rating is good, you can wal k down the street to an arns store
and buy a bandolier of micronukes, and those woul d be enough to clear the average city bl ock

W' ve just been lucky so far that not many people can afford to |lay out sixty thousand tea-|eaves
for the privilege of killing their neighbors. Inmyour production nethods, cut your costs, and you
can make this available to anyone in the mddle inconme grades. Lovely! Especially if your
custoners have had it dinned into themthat the |ocal knee enclave already has this particular
goody in its arnory. Don't bother to argue—you know that's how it's worked."
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Conroy deliberately turned his back on D ablo and addressed Madi son/ Gottschal k agai n.

"I was about to ask when | was interrupted: what has the'tenporal |ocus' of 2113 to do with al
t hi s?"

"Being sel f-powered, virtually inmune from attack and desi gned for exceptional durability, |
survived the disintegration of human civilization in the mddle of the twenty-first century and
continued to pursue ny built-in directives, accordi ng precedence to the el enent of sales
mexi m zation rather than R D or production of weaponry, and ultimately concluded after an
exhaustive study of human conbativeness that only direct interwith the recorded course of events
woul d | ead to continuance of sales. In Novenber 2113 the decision was taken to enpl oy techni ques
devel oped for purposes of supplenenting ny stored data with human subj ecexperience in order to
provoke such incal cul abl e changes. Hence this conversation."

"So that's why you know so rmuch about killing!" Lyla exclained. Conroy glanced at her
"What do you nean?"

The pyt honess | eaned forward excitedly. "At Mkki Baxendale's! | told you | was getting somnething
fromhim Professor, | believe all this—+ have to believe it 'I net a man with seven brains!"'"

"Correct," Mdison/ CGottschalk said in a rather bored tone. "The influence of the drugs led to an
unpr edi ct abl e surge through the cortex of this body of a quantity of stored data from various

hi storical periods which | had investigated in the hope of determining the factors govthe desire
of any given individual to purchase and enploy a deadly weapon."

"Lunacy!" Reedeth said. He glanced at Flamen, who gave a vi gorous nod of agreenent.

"For heaven's sake stop shutting your mnds," Conroy said wearily. "I'mgetting downright ashaned
of you, Jim You dammed wel|l ought to know that when facts don't fit the theory you change the
theory. | think this hangs together so far. I'msinply hoping that it'll stop hangi ng together
pretty soon, because | don't much relthe prospect of civilization collapsing. Even though | doubt
if 1'l'l be around to see it As | understand it, having been | eft w thout buyers for its products

owing to the failure of organi zed human society, this machine continued to function under orders—

"Continued!" Flamen broke in. "Past tense! Wat kind of crazy orbit are you flying? This isn't
supposed to have happened yet!"

"Ch, for God's sake," Conroy said. "How did | ever cone to convince nyself this species was worth
saving? WIIl you let me pin Madison down or won't you? | want to believe I'mlistening to the
ravings of a maniac -we all do! But if we aren't then we'd dammed wel|l better hear what we're
being told."

He drew a deep breath. "I can't think of anything nore sensible for a machine, stuck with this
obsessi ve kind of overriding command and possessed of unprececonsci ousness, than to dig back into
the past and try to figure out how to avoid defeating its own object. How was this done—how was
this research carried out?"

Madi son/ GCottschal k said, "At certain points in the past it proved possible, through techni ques not
currently exto substitute for the awareness in a human brain the presence of a portion of nyself.
M ss Clay, exercising another talent which is inexplicable even to me since little research was
done in that area prior to the cessation of human scientific endeavor, detected the passage of
know edge gai ned thereby through this corat M chael a Baxendal e' s hone."

"You're going too fast for me," Conroy said, raising a |l ean hand. "Take this—ah—this body as an
exanple. Who or what is or was Harry Madi son?"

"During conmbat in New Guinea the former personof Harry Madi son, a colored conscript soldier, deto
a point from which existent psychotheratechni ques woul d have been unable to retrieve it. |
accordingly felt it pernmissible to enter the brain nysince at this stage of history candi dates for
direct subjective observation of inter-human conbat were relascarce. At earlier periods, such as
the Ronman era which Mss Cay has cited as one of the experiences she vicariously underwent, the
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choi ce was easy; a very high proportion of the conbatants whether in battle or in gladiatoria
mat ches were insane."

"You restrict yoursel f to—ah—damaged personalities?"

"It is not part of nmy programm ng to destroy hubeings, only to furnish themw th the nmeans to
destroy each other should they so elect" There was a pause, curiously unmechanical inits

i mplications comwi th the nonotonous delivery of Madi son/ Gottorotund periods. "The definition of a
human being programred into me," the knee—er the machi ne-added, "extends to isolated cephalic
units and hence to all cripples, phoconeli and sinilar physically abnormal individuals, but not to
those who are deranged behope of recovery.”

"Isol ated cephalic units," Conroy repeated thought"In other words, chopped-off heads artificially
kept alive. Wen's that supposed to becone possi bl e?"

"I'n 2032, shortly before the decline of civilization renthe necessary techni ques unavail able."

"But what brought about this'decline of civilization'?" Conroy denmanded. "It can't just have been
the introof these weapons you've been tal king about, this System C equi pnent."

"The maxi m zation of arns sales inplied the maxim of inter-human hostility,"” Madi son/ Gottschal k
said. "All the existing sources of this phenonmenon were tapped, and those proving particularly
fruitful were patriotism parochialism xenophobia, ochlophobia, racial, religious and |linguistic
di fferences, and the so-called 'gulf between the generations.' It was readily found feasible to
enphasi ze these pre-existent attitudes to the point where a System C i ntegrated weaponry unit was
so deanong the informed popul ace that the possiof another individual acquiring this virtually

i nequi pnent sufficed to provoke an attack on him before he purchased one."

"Ch Christ," Diablo said. H's forehead was furrowed into an agoni zed frown. "You nean—i ke—f it
got around that the CGottschal ks were issuing these weapons cheap to sone nearby knee encl ave, then
the I ocal blanks woul d descend on themto nassacre them before they could use what they'd been

gi ven?"

"That is one illustration. The destruction of Black-bury, Chicago, Detroit, Blackmanchester, and a
number of smaller knee-controlled cities in the early 2020's was explicable on that basis.
However, by the 2030's the phenomenon was extending to the individual |evel”

"How?" Flanmen demanded. Clearly the spool pi geon was caught up in the discussion against his wll;
his voice was gravelly and reluctant.

"Knowl edge of the existence in one's inmredi ate nei ghof a person wealthy enough to invest in a SysC
unit frequently notivated the assassination of that person. In certain areas, notably California
and New York State, the incidence reached nore than seventy percent."”

"You nean seventy percent of the wealthy people who got killed were killed because their nei ghbors
were afraid of them buying these weapons?" Conroy de

"No. Seventy percent of the persons wealthy enough to purchase the weaponry were killed before
they could do so."

There was a terrible dead silence in which the faint, faint humming of the surrounding conputers
was |ike the tolling of a funeral bell.

"How—ruch?" The words were squeezed out of Flalike juice froman orange.

"Initially, one hundred thousand dollars. Inflation raised this until the Mark V and final was
priced at $155, 000."

Once nore there was a pause. Once nore Lyla broke it, as though she were shy about speaking unl ess
it was clear no one el se was eager to do so.

"But | don't see what we're expected to do," she said. "It's worse to know that something horrible
is going to happen. | mean, obviously it could. Everybody's putting up the barricades—when you and

I went out the other night just to try and get sonething to eat." The senfaltered and di ed.
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"l can see several things worth trying," Conroy said. "For exanple, the Flamen show on Monday
could carry precise details of the proposed System C weaponry, right down to the market price, and
if | have any insight at all into how the mnds of the Gottschal ks work that's going to cause a
hell of a |lot of Anthony's supporters to switch sides on the grounds that if he can't keep a
secret he's not fit to be the | eader. How about it, Flamen?"

The spool pi geon was fram ng an answer which, by the set of his face, was nmeant to be scornful
when the conbuzzed and a voice said, "Able Baker overri de—he nust be there."

"What the hell?" Flanmen spun on his heel to face the camera. "Who in the world can be trying to
reach me here on a weekend?"

In the screen, Prior's face took form displaying relief. "Thank heaven | found you, Matthew " he
blurted. "I've been hunting for you everywhere—at hone, at the G nsat the hotel where you booked

Conroy.." Eyes darting past Flamen, he took in the others who were present, and his tone changed.

"What on earth are you up to? Oh, never mind, it can't be this inportant. Matthew, we've been put
out of business!™”

"What ?"

"l just had a call from Eugene Voi gt You know the PCC al ways nonitor out-of-hours dealings in
communi stock in case soneone tries to pull a fast one. Well, sonebody has, and of all people it's
the GottAbout forty minutes ago they registered the fifty-one percent holding in

Hol ocosni c—apparently they've been buying of f everyone who coul d be reached at nearly double the
mar ket price—and their first decision now that they control the network is to discontinue the
Mat t hew Fl anen show. "

"But | have a contract!"

"Lunmp sumin lieu of salary plus conpensation for probable |oss of renewal. Voigt said his
conputers estia shade under two million. Advises us to lie down under it because they could get
away with half a mlless."

"What the hell are they going to put in ny slot, then?"

Prior shrugged. "Wo cares? Catch them being hauled into court for exceeding the PCC s advertising
limt!"

"They can't do this to..! Foolishly, Flamen let his hands drop to his sides. They could indeed do
this to him and it was no use trying to get away fromit. He settled for: "Wy should they want
to do this to ne?"

"To prevent prenmature rel ease of details concerning System C integrated weaponry,"
Madi son/ GCottschal k said. "I recall issuing this recommendation.” He fell siscowing dreadfully.

Prior blinked at his inage, bew ldered, but clung to his thene. "Matthew, have you been
overreachi ng yourHave you set sonething up about the CGottschal ks?"

"1." Flanmen shook his head. "I don't know. | lost track." He hesitated.
"What am | going to do?" he burst out

"There's a pythoness here who's short of a nackero," Conroy said with a shrug. "Oh, for God's
sake, man! Can't you think of anyone but yourself right now? For nme this is the clincher; 1'll go
right along with Madison's crazy story until I'mforced to disbelieve it. This whol e dammed
species of ours is out of its collective skull also why—=2"

Behind Prior in the screen, a new face appeared, peering over his shoulder: Celia's.

"Why, you're calling Matthew, " she said brightly. She seened to have shed nost of the dulling
ef fect of the drugs she had been punped full of in the G nsberg, and was al nost vivaci ous again
"And that's his office. Hml It nust be sonething inportant for himto be working on a Saturday
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afternoon. Hello, Matthew"
"Freeze it!" Flamen barked. "I'mnot in a sociable nobod. Apparently | just lost nmy job."
"What ? But how could you? | thought your contract still—=

"Li onel says the CGottschal ks bought out Hol ocosmic, and it | ooks as though it was specifically to
get rid of nmy show "

"But that's awful ," Celia said slowy. "I nean, | know how i nportant your work is to you. It even
made you neglect nme, didn't it?"

"Now if you're going to start a donestic wangle you can—

"No, no, of course not," Celia interrupted soothingly. "I"mnot blamng you, it's just the way you
are. | supl do resent it, sort of subconsciously, because a woman |ikes to be wooed and panpered,
but it's not a rational reaction and after all you have been doi ng sonme wonderful work with your
show al | these years." She sounded perfectly sincere, although Flanen's reaction was to | ook
suspicious. "lsn't there sonmething you can do about it, |like sue themfor breach of contract?"

"They're going to offer conpensation
will you? We have troubl es!"

Prior said beFlanen could answer. "Celia darl, go away,

"Yes. Yes, of course." Her pretty face set in a synpafrown, she withdrew from canmera range.

"Now where were we?" Prior said in an annoyed tone. "Ch yes: Matthew, | was aski ng whet her you'd
done sonething to alarmthe CGottschal ks and if so whether you—=

He was cut short by an exclamation from Di ablo, who had junped to his feet and thrust out an arm
t owar ds Madi son.

"What's wong with himall of a sudden?" he cried.

Al'l heads turned. Madi son had slunped in his chair, and his formerly stemface had taken on an
idiot slackthe lips so |oose that a trace of drool was glistening on his chin. After a nonment he
pi cked up his left hand in his right and examned it curiously, seemng to count the fingers. Wen
Conroy spoke to him his only rewas a bland foolish snile.

"Dr. Reedeth,"” Diablo said nervously, "I guess you'd better take a look at him™"

The psychol ogi st approached cautiously, |ooking the knee over fromhead to foot. He said,
"Madi son?" And then, nmore sternly, "Mdison!"

The knee rose awkwardly, as though having difficulty in controlling his linbs, and stood in a
scuffling Uncle

Tom posture. "Here, captain, sir,” he said whiningly. "Sir, | don't feel good, honest. Pl ease
don't send ne back to the stockade!"

Wil e Reedeth and the others were still petrified with astoni shment, Flanen rounded oh Conroy.

"Well! I"monly a laynman, of course, but that doesn't sound particularly rational to nme. What was

it you were saying just now about going along with his story until you were forced to disbelieve
it?"

Conroy was standing dazed, nouth a little ajar. He tried to say sonething and fail ed.

In command of the situation for the first time since he and Conroy net at the airport in the
nmor ni ng, Flamen drew hinmsel f up triunphantly. "I," he announced, "have had enough. Get out, the

| ot of you. You go back to Canada, Professor—go on. Apparently | won't have any need for your
servi ces now because there won't be a Matthew Fl amen show to attack Mgshack on, not that we ever

got around to that project. The sane goes for you, Diablo; you'll have to go find soneone else to
ful t he Washi ngt on- Bl ackbury contract. And you get back to your hospital, doctor, and take himwth
you." A jerk of the head at Madison, still playing with his owm fingers and seening to find
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sonet hing anusing in their nunber, for he shook with repressed chuckles every few seconds. "And
you, Mss Clay! | have absolutely no inof volunteering to mack for you in spite of what
addl ebrains there may think. Move!"

Silent, |ike machines, they conplied; D ablo and Reedeth each took one of Madison's hands and he
folthemdocilely, Lyla bringing up the rear. The nonment the door had cl osed behind them Prior
burst out fromthe commeb screen, "Matthew, what in the world has been going on there?"

"As far as | can figure out, sone sort of contagious |unacy," Flanen grunted. "I was nearly conned
into sharing it. By Conroy. Cone on, let's have the whole story about this Gottschal k thing."

"I've given it to you as | had it fromVoigt," Prior muttered.

"But can't we get back at thenf? Stay of execution, nmaybe? How about the—2" Fl anen broke off short,
recollecting to his own surprise that in fact the very itens he had set so nmuch store by, the news
about new Gottschal k weaponry and the attack on Mdgshack as revised to derive from Madi son's
overlong incarceration rather than Celia's treatnment, were both now rendered obsol ete, and he
could not for the life of himwork up so nuch enthusi asm over the next biggest of the
avai |l stories, the one about Lares Penates Inc. being a subsidiary of Conjuh Man.

Prior waited for himto finish; realizing he wasn't goto, he said, "I tried, Matthew, believe ne.

| kept at himfor a quarter-hour solid, with everything I could think of-Mnopolies Acts,

Pl anet ary Communi cati ons Charter, the whole list. Voigt said it wasn't worth the effort Apparently
the Gottschal ks have built thensel ves sone new super-advanced data-processing installation, and
it's ahead of even Federal equipnent, so any atto out-argue it in a court woul d...Wy, MatYou | ook
so pale! You look sick! | nean, this is a shock, but it's not the end of the world!"

Fl amen stood there saying nothing, but at the back of his mind his little sniggering denon said
silently, "lsn't it?"

NI NETY- FI VE THI S WAY TO THE DI GRESS

Hot dry desert sumer and the current nistresses both very young and beautiful. Sales up zoom
Laughand swaying a little Anthony Gottschal k dri pped sw nm ng- pool water across the ankl e-deep
carpet of his living-zone towards the |iquor console and heard a chatsound fromthe panel of
hamer ed gol d which conceal ed the Robert Cottschal k printout

Cold instantly and not fromthe evaporation fromhis bare skin he yelled at the girls to get |ost

and they did so conpliantly. A word, his voice pattern recogni zed, the panel w thdrawn, and there

a mass, a crazy boiling mass of withing fax paper, nore slamming out of the slot all the tine and
every scrap with words on it...or print, at |east.

A huge terrible fear closed on his heart as he picked up and struggled to read the first, the
fifth, the fiftieth of the garbled nessages. Letters danced before his eyes |ike nirages.

CANCEL | NSTRUCTI ON TO BUY HOLOCOSM C STOCK?*1/8! @ CET KID OF HOLOCOSM C STOCK REI NSTATE MATCHEW FA-
MEN SOW/ @) ESTI MATED DESI RABI LI TY OF ZZTEM C WEAPONRY (OO0000000C0

"Ch ny God," he said. "Ch ny God!" He picked up weaths, streaners, reans of the fax paper and
read frantically, at random anywhere nmeki ng worse sense than anywhere el se

TEMPORAL LOCUS 2048 SALABI LI TY ZERO UNRECOVERDEBTS | N EXCESS OF $30, 000, 000 | NCREASI NG 3/8' -% +*@
) HBRRRRR

No. It couldn't have happened like this. It had to be a nightmare. Paper still spilling fromthe
sl ot He reached for the very newest and read that.

POTENTI AL MARKET 2% POPULATI ON GO NG DOWN 1.923 1.9151. 898 1.

He hurled the paper aside, and the glass he had been intending to fill with a fresh drink; it
snmashed but there were always nmore things. Desperately struggling to frame codes on the inquiry
board with fingers that seened far renoved fromhis brain, isolated by al cohol and terror, he
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ordered stop printing out.
The paper ceased to vomt forth fromthe slot. He hesitated, and eventually asked what is wong?
ATTEMPTS TO RECI TYF THE UNROFESEEN CONSNEUQENCES COF | TTHODUI CNG ZZM C WERAOPNY—

"Stop it!" Anthony Gottschal k raged al oud, and the slow clunsy fingers formed a fresh question
mal f unc yes.

nau—anend—-nRat ure of mal function, specify.

unst abl e trans-tenporal feedback. oscillatory conrenders it inpossible to determ ne which of
several conflicting alternative versions of the past |eads to present state.

"Ch, this is crazy!" Anthony Gottschal k npaned. what THE HELL | S TRANS- TEVPROAL-AVENDFHANS-T E M
P O R A L FEEDBACK???

THE PHENOMVENON LEADI NG TO PERMANENT AND | RREMALFUNCTI ON OF REBROT GSCHOTTALK AT TMe- PROAL LCOUS
1*L/ 2 LO CALLING BY THE WAY | THINK | FINALLY FI GURED QUT WHAT I T | S THAT MAKES HUVMAN BEI NGS
LAUGH AND WOULD ATTEMPT TO REPRESENT SIM LAR RECATION | S SYMMLEF HAHAHHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHHHA- HA

STOP

Lax hands fell away fromthe keyboard and Ant hony Gottschal k | ooked in sick hel pl essness at the
screen on which while he had been conducting his inquiries a swirl of pretty polychrone patterns
had appeared. Anmong them suddenly, legible letters.

Ha ha ha ha...
In brilliant enerald green and purple overlaid with a silver shimer.
stop stop stop!

But it didn't stop. The screen continued to shimer and irridesce |ike Ladroni de hall ucinations.
The paper went on pouring out of the fax slot until there was none left on the reel and then

spl ashes of activating liquid began to spray out. Several |anded on the back of AnGottschal k's
hand and turned black with exposure to the |ight

Trenbling so violently that even his teeth were chathe stunbl ed towards the commeb, shouting at it
to find himhis contact at IBM One of the girls apin the recklessly open french doors and he

| ooked around for sonething to throw at her, but she dodged back out of sight before he could

| aunch the ornament his hand fell to. It took nmore than half an hour for himto |l ocate the nan he
want ed—t bei ng Saturday—and during the dreadful wait he lived through the ruin of his hopes a
score of times. Recruiting had al ready begun, on the sounding-out |level, for the posse with which
he planned to i nvade Marcantonio's New Jersey estate; votes within the cartel were already pledged
on the basis of the higher-than-ever profits he had forerealizability of the Grand Project to
introduce the ultimate in personal arnmanents, the so-called System C design, was yesterday rated
five points up on the previhigh thanks to the cunning notion of scaring the pants off every bl ank
on the continent by bringing MrLenigo over...

But without the guidance of Robert Gottschal k, how could it ever be done? There wasn't even a
guarantee on the equi pnent! He hadn't dared purchase it on a standard contract, for at this stage

he was nortgagi ng hinself—-he was in the red to the tune of over half a billion dollars—and letting
it be known that "Robert" was actually a machine not a man woul d have gi ven Marcantoni o the chance
to capitalize his own reserves and buy sonething still nore advanced...

Nervous, the man fromIBMsaid, "Can | see some of these printouts?"

"Christ, |I'mankle-deep in them Here!"
"Ah...Vell ...l1"mdreadfully sorry, M. Gottbut it |ooks as though you have a major trauma in that
gear of yours, and at least a rebuild job will be called for. You'll have to tone down the

mexi m zation directive, to start with. You' ve introduced a factor of infinity intoits
cal cul ations, so to speak—
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"What do you nean, | introduced it?" Anthony Gottraged.

"Yes, sir. The circuitry was designed exactly in acwith your specifications, |I'd remnd you. | bel
did state that the unprecedented conplexity of the—=

"I want sonething that works, not a crazy conputer tal king about tenporal feedback and unstabl e
oscilla

"l appreciate that, sir, and it will be taken care of as soon as | can divert the necessary highly
trained staff inconspicuously fromtheir regular jobs. Unfortunately we've just been granted a
contract by M. Eugene Voigt of the Planetary Comruni cati ons Conmi ssion for a floor-to-roof
overhaul of their own rather el aborate installaso the personnel will not be available until the
month after next at the earliest." He ended on a note of defiance.

"You bastard,"” Anthony Gottschal k said. "You son of a double-dealing bitch."

"Yes, sir," the man from|BM said, and cut the con

But after three days of stalling VWacheslav Gottschal k grew suspicious and tapped his own branch
of the grapeand on the fifth day Marcantonio's macoots called to collect Anthony Gottschalk for a
fam |y conference, as a result of which he was disinherited and his debts were repudiated.

The rel ease of prototype System C weaponry was inpostponed, for that, and for another perhaps even
nmore significant reason.

NI NETY- SI X A SPRAI NED KNEE REQUI RES ONLY BANDAGES BUT A BRCOKEN LEG NEEDS SPLI NTS
"So they finally tracked you down!" Morton Lenigo said. He | aughed. "At one stage we thought you
must have been dropped in the ocean!"

Diablo didn't give an answering smle. He knew very well how he had been | ocated—a face as well
known as his could have been spotted by any of a thousand X Patriot synpathizers the mnute he
showed hinself on the street after leaving the Etchmark Undertower and seeing Reedeth and Madi son
into the anbul ance the former had ordered to fetch them He | ooked around the room recogni zing
everyone present: Mehnet abd' Allah from Detroit, Rosal een Lincolnson from Chicago, Dr. Barrie

El li son from Washi ngton, Jones W Jones from Newark, NJ...in fact, a representative roster of the
powerful from every knee enclave in the States exhis own honme town of Bl ackbury.

"l can't tell you how sorry | was to hear about Mayor Black firing you," Lenigo continued. "W got
that in hand, though, don't we?" He glanced at Jones W Jones.

"Yeah, it's being taken care of," the corpulent man said, and chuckled. "W let it be known in
Capetown, by the way, that if Uys's wife and fam |y wanted hi m back they could have hi mone of two
ways: today and intact, or tonmorrow and in little itsy pieces. He left by an early plane this
nor ni ng, incognito."

"You don't took too pleased," Lenigo runbled, staring at Diablo. "Sonething wong, brother?"

Di ablo collected hinself. He said after a pause, "It all depends. Like—+ay | nake a guess at the
pur pose of this neeting?"

"WelI!'" Lenigo | eaned back in his chair, small eyes anong many winkles very bright in his dark
brown face. "Shoot, Brother! They always told ne you were the best-infornmed stud on this
continent, blank or knee-blank, and |'d appreciate the chance to hear you prove it. The nore right
you are, the nore | want you on the proper side in the coming crunch. | guess | don't have to tel
you there's going to be a crunch?”

"No." Diablo felt sweat prickling on his forehead, but resisted the urge to wipe at it. "l say it
goes like this. | say the Gottschal ks—and nost likely Anthony Gottin person—have offered cheap
prot ot ypes of ul personal weaponry which would allowin reality the kind of thing that blank
citidef groups take for granted in setting up their damfool block defense exercises, |ike one
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knee saboteur going in and wrecking a whole street of hones."

He kept his gaze fixed on Lenigo's face, which beno expression, but fromthe corner of his eye he
saw Rosal een Lincol nson tense. She'd al ways been bad at conceal i ng her enotions, ever since he'd
first net her ten years before.

"I"'ve had a lot of fun in the past, nyself, at the exof |ISM because of that attitude—'ve done
shows in which one kneebl ank about nine feet tall made with the Superman bit and all these here

blanks tried to tie himdown with sewing-thread like the Lilliputians and Gulliver. |—
"Sure, | remenber that," Lenigo said. "A great image. And now it's going to happen, baby!"

"The hell it is," Diablo said. He hesitated, then decided to take the plunge, having 'been
inmplicitly shown correct up till now,

"Doing the kind of deal with the Gottschal ks which you're planning is exactly the sane as Mayor
Bl ack doing a deal with Hermann Uys, and |'mnot having any part of it."

"Goddam, man!" Leni go expl oded. "The Gottschal ks are just about the only non-racialist group on
this planet, and I'd do business with themany tine. Anthony's a honky, but Bapuji isn't and
d ayinka isn't and—

"Freeze it," Diablo said coldly. "I don't know if you realize why you were brought here, but 1"l
spell it out for the rest of us in case you were ashaned to adnit why. You were brought over
because the Cottschal ks wanted to scare the whol e bl ank popul ation of this counYou are |ike

pl ague—you shut M ster Charley into a private prison cell of mndless fear."

"That's bad?" Lenigo said, and | aughed.
"You're going to tell us the Gottschal ks have bl ack equality at heart?" Diabl o countered.

"Ever since the eighties they been giving us the tools to carve our own place in the sun," Mehnet
abd' Al | ah snapped. "Why you don't freeze it for a nminute and let Mrton tal k?"

"Because he said hinself |I'mthe best-informed man on the continent," D ablo said, and waited for
it to sink in. During the pause, he wondered if he was actually being a fool, or worse yet a
traitor, for stringing along with sonething that had been said by a man he'd himhelped into a

G nsberg anbul ance a matter of an hour or so before.

"Even at the sanple price of twenty-five thousand teal eaves," he said, "you're not going to get
System C weaponry in quantities sufficient to exterm nate every blank who can pay the full price
of a hundred thousand. You—

"Hold on a nonent," Jones W Jones said, raising a broad pink-pal ned hand. He turned to Leni go.

"Darl, didn't you say the designation of System C weapons was supposed to be secret?"

Leni go was | ooki ng unconfortable. He nmuttered, "Acto Anthony...But wait till the brother's finished
tal ki ng. "

Di abl o swal | owed hard. He hadn't expected to make this kind of inpact. He said, "Concurrently with
the rel ease of the System C production nodel, which will be early next year, news of it will be
rel eased to the blanks. Qutput is planned on a level to supply both markets, but the blank one is
the nore inmportant because the blanks will be paying nore. Wile you're still training the
operators, the Gottschal ks' propaganda will foment such terror in blank cities that adjacent knee
enclaves will alnost certainly be stornmed and sacked, which of course is what the Gottschal ks need
to maximze their sales potential."

"Ah, hell, baby!" Lenigo said. "You' re exaggerating!"

D abl o said softly, "Am|? Brother Mehnet, who fed you the idea of blacknmailing Morton into the
country?"

Mehnet abd' Al l ah | ooked sheepish. He said, "If you' re that well-inforned.."
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"I'"'meven better infornmed than you think I am" Diclained boldly. Even though he wasn't entirely
conof the truth of what he was saying, the fact of saying it was curiously reassuring to his mnd
"Who is it who's planning to take out the Iron Muntain databanks? |I know soneone is, and what's
nore the Gottschal ks know it too, because they're building a brand-new data-processing conplex in
Nevada. Have yon stopped to think what will happen if the Gottschal ks are the only nmjor
corporation who still have their business records, their credit ratings, the rest of all that?"

"Sure we have!" Lenigo exclained. "That's why it's a priority on our list, Though," he added on a
| ower note, "I amkind of upset to find out that you knowit's pro

"I'"'mnot the only one," Diablo said. "Know who told ne about it? Matthew Fl anen."
Rosal een Lincol nson junped to her feet "That's im

Next to her, Dr. Barrie Ellison reached out a calm ng hand. He said, "Flanmen does have conputers,
darl. And you can't keep a mpjor project entirely watertight."

"This one isn't just leaking," Diablo said. "It's sinking." He swung around and took a pace
towards Lenigo, |leaning over him "In fact, as far as |I'mconcerned, it's sunk. Hear ne, Brother
Morton? | wouldn't touch this idea of yours with a ten-foot pole. It stinks of honky conning. You
been conned, you been tricked and your strings been pulled till you danced all pretty for the
peopl e! ™

Lenigo, raging, tried to rise; Diablo shoved himback in his deep soft chair with a flat palm

"You stay put and |isten, nman! Back home you may have a great inmage-building team but here you a
Johnfresh off the farmw th kookaburrs in your nappy pate! You can scare those dammfool honkies
out there playing tin soldiers with their [asers and grenades, but no handkerchi ef head denagogue
gone make this nigger tall in and march over the cliff!" He was breathing so violently his voice
was growi ng shrill.

"You want to be told how you been conned? |I tell you, down to dates and tinmes! Anthony Gottschal k
figures he'll have rolled up enough of the nmonos and junior pollies to unseat Marcantoni o by
spring next year. He figures he can use your phoney reputation as an organi genius to whip up hate
anong the bl anks and nake the System C weapons the—the Voortrekker in the field. For ny sake—for
the sake of ny black hide? You nake ne laugh till | spew, darl! You run out of credit in
Washi ngt on, doc: what happens? They keep right on whipping up hate, Ilying to make out that you're
stockthe arns, and next thing the blanks come down and there won't be anyone alive enough in
Washi ngton to use a gun! Fact, doc?"

Barrie Ellison said nothing, but swallowed very hard.

"You like the idea of being used as a front for Cottsales pronotion? You welcone to it, broze an'
sis!'" Unconsciously Diablo's accent was thickening tothe coarse Gullah/Janmai can/ Creol e of the
sout hern encl aves, and he knew it and kept right on going, lethis enotions direct his tongue. "Al
mah | ahf Ah been nah own nan, baybuh! Ah not gwine lay nah skin on de |ahn foh a stupid knot-heid
wid an oversahz nouf! Yoh done tole de fol ks yoh got secrets, yoh got plans, yoh got ahdeas! Ah
say shit. Ah say you done been tuhned inta honky front an' Ah quit heah an' now "

Blind with rage, he stornmed towards the door, and stopped only when one of the two armed nacoots
who had brought him here, and who had waited on guard at the entrance since his arrival, prodded
hi m hard enough in the belly for the pain to penetrate his armor of fury.

Recovering his sel f-possession, he turned slowy and found that Lenigo was on his feet, glowering
at him There was a nonent during which the air seemed to crackle with invisible Iightning. Then
Leni go rounded on the nan nearest to him Mehmet abd' All ah

"Looks |ike Mayor Black didn't |lose his narbles! Letting this traitor go was a right good notion!"
In a strained voice Mehnet said, "Yes, Modrton, but if he does know as nmuch as this—

"No | oyal kneeblank would sell our secrets to a honky spool pi geon! You heard him say he told
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Matt hew Fl aLeni go wi ped his sweating face. "Come Monday the bastard will have spread it all over!"

"No, baby," Diablo said. "The Gottschal ks bought out Hol ocosmc to close down the Flamen show.
They want you to go right along pronoting their sales for them"

"And he didn't say he told Flamen,"” Dr. Barrie Ellison said. "He said Flanen told him"

"You're not going to believe.” Lenigo's words trailed away as he | ooked around the ring of dark
stern faces enclosing him

"I't does kind of fit together," Rosal een Lincolnson said reluctantly. "Like the blanks are better
armed than we are right now, and even if we did get hold of System C units we still would have to
|l earn to use them"

"Meantine the bl anks woul d cone down |ike hawks," Diablo said. "So scared that we mght be able to
afford the cut-price equipnment, they'd nmake dammed sure no one in any of the enclaves could even
make t he down paymnent."

"They're vicious bastards," Dr. Ellison conceded. "It figures."
"But —+" Leni go expl oded. Mehnet abd' Allah cut him short.
"I's this a Gottschal k sal es canpai gn?" he demanded of Di abl o.

"Biggest ever, that's all." Diablo clenched his fists. "You fall for this con job, you won't have
a nmonent's peace the rest of your life and it won't be a long life either.”

"Don't listen to him™" Lenigo screaned.

The others ignored him They were exchangi ng seriglances. Jones W Jones said, "I guess this needs
to be checked out before we comit ourselves any further. |I nmean, | know the Gottschal ks al ways
feed new weapinto the enclaves first, but it's one thing to think of it as a conpensation for
econom ¢ and nunerical inferiand another as a systematic con job."

"Didn't you ever watch ny shows out of Blackbury?" Diablo demanded in genui ne astoni shnent
"OF course, but—=

"But what?" Diablo stanped his foot "But you never took them seriously, just dismssed them as
anti - bl ank propaganda? The hell with you, then! There was truth in there, truth as | see it, and
that's what |'msaying now and |I'd honestly rather be anong bl anks than anong fools who can fal
in behind this bastard Lenigo and dance right along to the tune the Gottschal ks play. Let ne out
of here before |I throw up."

He strode towards the door and this tine the nmacoots nmade no attenpt to stop him
When he had gone, Lenigo said, "Broze an' sis, | give you ny word.."

They weren't listening. They were paying attention to Dr. Ellison, who was saying, "In any case,
if this kind of supposed-to-be-secret detail has reached Pedro Diablo, and if we're to believe
that he learned it off a blank spool pi geon, we got to cool it. It sinply isn't going to work the
way we have it set up."

"But— Leni go said.
"Freeze it," Mehnet abd' Allah told him and turned back to Dr. Ellison

"Now ne, | don't relish being used any nore than he does."” A jerk of the head towards the cl osed
door through which Diablo had vani shed. "I suggest we should..

NI NETY- SEVEN BACKTRACK
Fl anen | ooked fromthe | ooped-tape cut of Celia to the reality and back again, and tried with sone
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puzzl eto anal yze his own feelings. Sonething wong..? No, not wong exactly; just not as he had
expected. The fury he had felt at being deprived of his show by the new Hol ocosm c
directorate—cottschal k nomiall of them assenbled hastily fromhalf a dozen networks and cobbl ed
into a spur-of-the-nonent board-shoul d have | asted indefinitely. To have a lifetime career

snat ched away ought to have created a |l asting grudge

But already, within |l ess than a week, he was nore rethan he had been for many years past,
forgetting to worry about the future. Yes, that was it: the necessity kept slipping his mnd

He shook his head. Stretched out on a |long | ounge opposite him Celia glanced up. "Is sonething
t he mat she inquired.

"Nothing," Flanen said in a tone of vague surprise. He went on | ooking at her. She had been here
for two days now, she had sinply arrived, unannounced, with all her baggage from Prior's place,
and settled back into her own hone as if there had been no discontinuity. She was conpletely free
of the aftereffects of the drugs she had been given at the G nsberg, as far as Flamen could tell
except that a certain tension had gone from her behavior; there was no hint of the snappishness
whi ch had col ored her voice and expression for nmonths on end before her hospitalization. Al so they
had had nore pleain bed than he could recall at any previous tine.

She seened, in a word, happy.

Maybe it was just as well, Flanen told hinself, that his plan to disl odge Mbgshack fromhis
position of inhad run aground on the weird confusion of |ast weekend. Wat had happened?
Everyt hi ng had been such a fantastic nuddle of hard verifiable fact—ike the news of the

CGott schal ks’ new dat a- processi ng equi pnent and the unaccountable reference to "Robert™
Gottschal k—wi th sheer unmitigated nonsense. But because of it, he had abandoned his intention of
havi ng Celia padded to Conroy's paraneters, and it |ooked as though that was very lucky for him
No one could deny that Celia was better now than she had been for ages, perhaps better than during
their entire married life.

He gave a contented little sigh. To have avoi ded making a fool of hinself was sonething to be
grateful for, of course, but to have Celia back, nore than just cured, was still better

A chi me sounded fromthe vuset facing him and he realized with a start that it was nidday. The
set had been fixed to switch itself on automatically and play his show, and he hadn't cancel ed the
i nstruction because this was the first tine he'd been home at noon since the Gottschal ks bought
the network; he'd been tied up in the office on all the previous days, sorting out the | ocose ends
and making hal f-hearted inquiries about alternative enploynment.

Cone to think of it, he wasn't even sure what use the new directorate was naki ng of his vacant
slot. He stared at the screen as it lit, and was astoni shed beyond neato see a dark faniliar face
appear: Pedro Diabl o.

"What in the world?" He was half on his feet. Counterthe inpulse with an effort, he sank back

What coul d possibly underlie Diablo' s taking over? Ready to be angry all over again, he waited
while the station ID played through, and the introductory commrercial for inported skimers.

"This week," a sugary voice said over
by guest spool pi geon Pedro Di abl o!"

our noontide deep probe into the planet Earth is conducted

Crazy! Fantastic! Flanen's nouth finned into a bitline. But D ablo was saying, "Friday, friends,
and nmy | ast guest spot on this slot—ext week back to your regular host, with whom| hope to have
the privilege of collaborating for a while at least. So for the last solo time, here's your view
of the world through kneebl ank eyes..

Flick-flick, and on the screen the famliar fortress-like shape of the G nsberg. D ablo over
"What lies behind the forced resignation of New York State Mental Hygiene Director Dr. Elias
Mbgshack?"

What ?
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And Mogshack, in his office, rock-still, eyes closed, a specinen of classic catatonia, every
muscl e frozen

"Why, taking too seriously his own injunction about being an individual, it would seem" Diablo
said in a tone of slashing irony. Flick-flick and reconstructed scenes, as good as any Flanen

hi nsel f had ever mounted—reluctant professional admiration began to drive away his resentnment, his
bewi | derment at the passing reference to the slot being "back to normal” next week, and the shock
of the news about Mygshack's forced resignation. The director was seen and heard with Reedeth,
screanover a commveb that there was a plot to unseat him threatening dismssal because Reedeth had
al | oned Xavi Conroy to enter the hospital

"Sounds |ike Dr. Mgshack wanted to shut out the world an itsy bit too nuch,” Diablo said
judiciously as the screen reverted to the nonstrous concrete bastion of the entire hospital
"Runor says.."

And Mogshack with a Gottschal k Bl azer in his hand covering the door of his office while Ariadne
Spoel stra attenpted to enter; firing, turning the door into snolderash; Reedeth tackling Ariadne
like a football |ineand bringing her down a fraction of a second before the fan-shaped beam woul d
have seared her in half.

"There's that old bit about the physicians healing thenselves," Diablo said. "I predict a nmassive
state inof the G nsherg Hospital's operation for the past several years—

The commeb buzzed, and Flanmen shouted at it to refuse the call. But the command was overri dden
and in the screen appeared the bland face of Eugene Voigt. Seeing him Flanmen changed his m nd
instantly and shut down the sound on the vuset instead. He blurted, "M . Voigt, what in hell is

goi ng on at Hol ocosmi c?"

"It would be nore appropriate to inquire what is going on in the Gottschalk cartel,"™ Voigt purred
under the drooping screen of his walrus noustache. "I trust you'll be able to counteract the
i nstructions you've presunmably given for the discontinuance of your operations?"

"Yes, of course—+ haven't done anything irrevocable, on the slimchance of being able to find work
el sewhere...You fixed this reversal of the decision?"

"Not precisely," Voigt nurnured. "But as you may or may not know, the order to buy out the

mej ority holding in Hol ocosm c originated at a new and ul tra-advanced dat a-processing center in
Nevada, on which we have been keeping careful tabs since M. Anthony Gottschal k pl aced the
contracts for it, and upon our discovering that a major malfunction was likely to devel op
we—ah—took steps to render repairs unusually difficult To be exact, we nmade certain that virtually
the entire skilled maintenance staff of IBMwas reserved for a PCC conand it worked very nicely.
I'"ve just been notified by M. Marcantoni o Gottschal k hinmsel f that the purchase of Hol ocosnic and
the cancell ati on of your show was an unaut hori zed decision and was this norning revoked by a
substantial majority at a famly discussion on his estate in New Jersey."

He paused, not smiling, but with his eyes narrowing in a network of pleased winkles. "Ah—+ take
it you are not displeased with the news?"

"Christ, it's fantastic!" Flanen exclainmed. "You're a sly bastard, M. Voigt, and | nean that as a
conpliment."

Voi gt gave a shrug and sel f-consciously adjusted the set of his right ear. "Qur introverted epoch
i s not the happiest environment for a communi cations specialist, M. Flamen. One does what one can
to reverse the trend away from person-to-person contact It's a necessary prerequisite for the
continuation of one's career. By the way, | take it you haven't been watching the noon slot on

Hol ocosmic this week?"

"I was so dammed sick at the trick that had been played on ne |I couldn't have brought nyself to. |
didn't even know Di abl o was taking over. Did you fix that?"

"Well, early last Monday norning a confidential rewas filed by M. Mrcantonio Gottschal k, who as
titular head of the cartel was entitled to conduct infornegotiations concerned with the new
diversified venture into vu-transm ssion, for soneone to furnish an interimgroup of prograns
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while a final decision on the content of the slot was being reached, and still being under the
obligation inposed by the Washi ngt on- Bl ack-bury contract we needed to find M. Diablo a suitable
post pro tem" Voigt made an all-enbracing gesture. "W did not conp that you would

feel -ah—sl i ght ed by having a repl acenent of such notorious talent”

"Hell, no!" Flanen's eyes were on the vuset, not the commeb screen, and there was another
reconstructed scene, this tinme showing the well-known chai rman of Lares Penates Inc. wal king
around a kneebl ank-staffed factory producing plastic Lars. It was galling to have | ost the chance
to break that particular story, but it was a wise choice to help hold the audience for the interim
week. Besides, the detail was exceptional, perhaps beDi abl o had actually been to the factory in
ques"How s he been doing, by the way?" he added.

"Very well, | understand. The bl ank audi ence has naturally been intrigued to see the cel ebrated
knee spoolat work, and the figures are up by eight or nine percent. And, incidentally, a point
which will no doubt interest you: there has been no interference on the show this week."

"That nmeans it was the old Hol ocosmi ¢ directorate sabotaging us!"
"You may conp it how you wish, M. Flamen. I'msinply stating the fact."

Fl anen hesitated. Reverting to the nost inportant subject, he said, "But—but |ook: how did you
manage to set the Gottschal ks up? O rather, the splinter group, |I guess, who forced through the
Hol ocosmi ¢ purchase. ™"

"I think they set thenselves up, M. Flanen." Voigt tugged absently at the |obe of his right ear
again, deit by mstake, and put it back with a hint of enbarrassment. "lI'mso sorry. But this is
all very peculiar, M. Flanen. I'mstill trying to get sone sense out of our own comnputers,
because we've had sone highly inprobadditional data fed into our circuits overnight. You know
about Dr. Mbgshack's breakdown?"

"Just saw about it on the vuset."

"Well, this of course is a mgjor scandal, and Federal nental hygi ene experts have been called in.
Anong ot her things they opened the data-banks of the G nsherg to the Federal data-processing
network, and analysis of the information we've acquired is going to take a very long time. It

| ooks as though—possi bly because for sonme while one of the inmates has been doing the servicing
t here—son®e nonsensi cal notions have been plugged in as pure gospel. For instance..!

" \Mat ?ll
"Well, 1've been trying to make sense of this all nornand so far I've run into a brick wall. |
asked about the cessation of interference on the Holocosmc noon slot, and | was referred to a

bl ock of data newly acfromthe G nsberg." Voigt checked. "Is somewong, M. Flanen?"

"I + don't know. " Vivid in nmenory, the suppressed recollection of the automatics in Reedeth's
office telling himthat Ms. Celia Prior Flanmen possessed the ability to interfere with
el ectronagnetic radiation in the bands used for...

But it was absurd. It had to be absurd.

Yet he could hear Voigt continuing, while on the screen of the vuset a conmmercial was playing
silently—not the one for Quardian traps which ordinarily filled this spot. O course, one could
hardly expect Diablo to put up with a clip that showed a fell ow kneebl ank bei ng painfully done to
deat h.

"It all led back eventually to a prognosis for your wife, M. Flanen, a statenent to the effect
that she coul d sonmehow-ah—nterfere with your appearances on the vu-beans, and was resentful of
her own ability because on the conscious |evel she knew how nuch you val ued your work. It further
sai d that when she found a way to enploy this talent for, rather than against, you, she would be
conpletely recovered." Voigt gave a deprecating smle. "To think that sonething of that kind could
actual be included in the data-banks of a major State hospital! If it's typical of what will be
turned up by the inquiry into Mdgshack's adm nistration, it's not too soon to get himout, in ny
vi ew. "
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But Flamen wasn't listening. He was staring now at Celia, conpletely relaxed on the |Iong | ounge,
eyes cl osed.

Effortfully, he said, "M. Voigt, will you do ne a favor?"

"If possible," Voigt agreed politely.

"WIIl you check the Federal conputers about—2?" He stopped. It was so ridiculous! He was going to
make a fool of hinself if he said one nore word. And yet he couldn't prevent his |lips and tongue
from finishing the sentence

"WIIl you check them about Robert Gottschal k's breaksee if by any outside chance what you're told
| eads you back to the sane bl ock of data?"

"Ah...Yes, by all neans, if you think it's worth—= Voigt, in his turn, broke off short. "M.

Fl anen, |'m accustoned to thinking of you as a particularly well-infornmed person, but how in the
world did you know that the Gottschal k computer was ni cknaned ' Robert'? Even nenbers of the carte
were kept in ignorance of that fact unless they had al ready pl edged their unquessupport to the
faction led by Anthony Gott

I was told by a madman out of the G nsberg.

But Fl amen could not compel hinself to that adm sHe kept enigmatic silence, while his nind
churned. If Madison was right about that, could he have been right about other things? And could
the G nsberg aut 0&#x2026; ?

He stared at Celia, wondering if that was the truth—wondering if her cure had happened the nonent
she came to peer over the shoul der of her brother and was told that Hol ocosm ¢ had been bought out
by the Gottand there would be no nore Matthew Fl anen Show.

That would be a way to nake her talent work for, instead of against him fouling up the ultra-
conpl ex computer...

But he couldn't convince hinself. He could only put up with the ghost of the suspicion that it
m ght have happened |ike that

Voi gt said with new briskness, "Well, that |eaves just one further point, M. Flamen, apart from
congrayou on the restoration of your show to normal as of Monday next. WII you—ah-will you be
willing to continue working in collaboration with M. Diablo? | sounded himout informally and he
says he's prepared to if you are. For sone reason, in spite of the deposition of Miyor Bl ack—

"H mtoo?"

"You really have been hiding fromthe news, M. FlaVoigt said with frank astoni shnent. "Yes, Mayor
Bl ack was found nentally unfit for office yesterday afternoon. But |I'mwaiting for nmy answer."

"Yes, I'd like to," Flanen said firmy. "I've been watchhis work while talking to you. | like it.
He's very dammed good. Wy doesn't he want to go hone, though, if Mayor Black is being slung out?”

"There's been sone—ah—friction in kneeblank circles recently,” Voigt said. "It may possibly stem
from Mayor Black's invitation of Uys into the country. However that may be, we are no | onger
troubl ed by the presence of Mrton Lenigo, thank goodness.”

Fl amen put his hand giddily to his head. "I feel as though | haven't even blinked, and the world
is a difplace!l"

"It is," Voigt said with unexpected sternness. "W have had a week's relief fromsonmething |I'd
| ong hoped you might find the courage to attack."

" \Mat ?n

"CGottschal k propaganda. 1'd hardly have believed, nyhow efficient they had made it by now, had
they not found thenselves directly involved in communi cal ast weekend, and had | not been able to
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slap inon themto conformwi th the Charter which forbids corporations controlling public-service
vu-transfacilities to enploy themfor the pronotion of their own products. | don't know how | ong
it will stick, but..M. Flanen, may | do sonething illegal, unand entirely personal? May | ask you
to return the small favor |'ve been able to do you by devoting as much tinme as possible on your
show from now on to detail ed analysis of Gottschal k techni ques for fonenting discontent, hatred
and suspi ci on?"

It was the first tine in all their long acquai ntance that Flanen had seen Voi gt display such
enotion. He was al nost shaki ng.

"I can stall them for weeks at |east, perhaps nonths, before they can break out of their
obligations and sell their holding in Holocosmic. Until that tine, we have a chance to fight
back. "

"But they'Il still be my enployers!”

"They'll have to swal |l ow anythi ng you choose to put on the beans. The Charter also says that no
news pro—and yours counts as a news programshall be censored because the owners of the network
wi sh to protect an advertiser fromunfavorable publicity conwith his products or services." Voigt
grinned like a fat cat. "W can switch fromone to the other argunent faster than they can foll ow
us, M. Flamen. 1've had it conped, and it will work. So perhaps you'll performthe—ah—public
service | suggested?"

"Yes," Flamen said fervently.

"Thank you, very much indeed. |-Yy, Ms. FlaVoigt's eyes widened, and in the sane nonent Fl anen
realized Celia had got off her |ounge and cone to stand silently at his el bow "W haven't net in
ages. I'mdelighted to | earn of your recovery."

"You haven't learned the half of it," Flamen said, and put his armaround his wife's waist.

"Perhaps the rest is—ah-not for publication?" Voigt said. He cocked one bushy eyebrow. "Well, 'l
go back to nmy own personal problens now and stop bothering you. And once again ny thanks for
falling in with the suggestion | made."

"What suggestion?" Celia said as the screen cleared. "I was half-dozing, |I"'mafraid. | didn't hear
much of what you were saying."

"I'"m back in business!" Flamen said exultantly. "And what's nore |'ve got the chance to torpedo
those bastards who tried to | ose nme. Believe ne"—he clenched his fists

—l'mgoing to see them go the sane way as Mdgshack and Mayor Bl ack!"

ni nety- ei ght far from being extraordinary, the idiot savant who can performremarkable feats
of mentation w thout knowi ng either how he does them or what the conare likely to be is
excessively typical of the speMAN

In the pleasant, air-conditioned, antiques-furnished study he maintai ned on the canpus of the
University of North Manitoba Xavier Conroy sat at his ancient electric typewiter pondering the
outline for the networked | ecseries he had been invited to give during the conmacadenic year. He
was still having trouble organizing his argunent; it was one thing to address a group of captive
students in a relatively undistinguished university, sonething else again to have to try and nake
hinself clear to millions of viewers.

He suspected the contract had been signed out of nere pani c—the scandal of discovering that the
director of the heni sphere's biggest nental hospital was hinself suffering from advanced

nmegal omani a had jolted everyincluding the directors of the najor vu-networks, into horrified
awar eness of the problem of mental hygi ene which previously had been snoot hed over by such
fadoctri nes as Mygshack's about the changing nature of normality.

Due to panic or not, though, the opportunity was too good to let slip. How best to nake it clear
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to viewers that—=?

The commeb buzzed. Turning, he saw that the screen was glowi ng the clear yellow indicating |ong-
di stance, and he agreed to accept the. call

To his astonishnment, the face of Lyla Clay appeared; pretty as ever, bearing the traces of
tiredness, but breakinto a snmile on seeing him

"Mss Cay! Good lord!" He spun his chair to face her directly. "And to what do | owe this
pl easure?”

"I want to conme and study under you this year," Lyla said.

There was a nonent of conplete silence. Eventually Conroy said, "I'mah—very flattered, but..
"Professor, |I'mgetting nmuch better at controlling ny talent,"” Lyla said. "I haven't taken a sibyl-
pill in over a nmonth, and |I'm sensing things which." She bit her lip. "Well, | guess I'll have to
tell you an awful lot. Can you spare the tinme to listen? | nean, if you say no, |'Ill understand,

because last tinme we spoke things were kind of disorganized, and if you' d rather forget the whole
epi sode, say so."

Conroy | ooked bl ank for a nmonent. Suddenly" he | aughed. "M ss Cay, already you inpress the hel
out of ne. | don't remenber ever doing anything sillier in ny life than standing up to M. Flanen
and pl edging ny belief in what Madi son was telling us, when only nolater he collapsed into
permanent insanity. Ch—+'msorry. He'd becone quite a friend of yours, hadn't he?"

"Harry Madi son was not only the sanest but one of the nicest people | ever net," Lyla said firmy
"He got nme out of a terrible ness just after Dan's death, and in spite of himbeing carted back to
the G nsherg |'ve been behaving the way he showed nme ever since, and |'mjust getting the world to
junp through hoops for nme. | think you' re wong, Professor—+ nean, | think you' re wong now and
you were right then.”

"I don't quite follow you," Conroy said after a pause

"I"'mnot sure | follow nyself," Lyla shrugged. "This is sonmething which is so—so inside ne that |
can't explain it. It has sonmething to do with having tried to nake a living as a pythoness—

"Aren't you still at it?" Conroy interrupted.

"No. | had an invitation fromDr. Spoelstra at the G nsberg to conme and audition, you mght say,
for the new director—but | said no."

"What have you been doing, then?"

"I went honme. I'mcalling fromthere. |1've just been sitting and thinking for weeks on end. And
arguing with my fanmily, but that's nothing new. " She gave an anusing wy grinace. "It took ne a
hell of a lot of effort to get around to applying to your university, but | did call up and

i nquire, and when they told nme your course was already full | thought maybe if | appealed to you
di .\

"Well, 1'd certainly be very pleased to accept you as a student of mine, of course, but I'mafraid
you'll have to furnish a pretty conpelling reason.”

"I"'mgoing to try,"'
end.

Lyla said. "That's why | called up." She |eaned earnestly to the canera at her

"Look, Professor, |'ve read some of your books and net you and |listened to you, and what you said
back in Flamen's office has never stopped haunting ne. | hope it never will. | don't know what
makes nme a pythoness, and apparently no one el se knows either, but—but it's not the right way to
tackl e whatever the problemis. | don't know what it is, but I think it may be that people are
just shutting thenmsel ves away from each other, until it takes sonmeone with a special nental gift
and a hell of a dangerous drug to break down the barriers between us. And it doesn't have to be
that way. | told you, I haven't taken a sib for nore than a nonth; |'ve been wal ki ng around ny
hone town | ooking at people, |'ve been talking to ny parents and ny brother, and |'ve been getting
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to—+to see themall over again. |I've got a nind as well as a peculiar talent, and | can control ny
m nd, and | can renenber what | learn with it instead of having to sit and listen to the replay of
a tape nade while | was in trance. Being a pythoness is like being a machine, which just sits
there knowi ng all kinds of asthings but won't come out and share themuntil soneone puts the
proper questions to it. I'mnot a machine, but a girl with hornones and enotions and sone
intelligence and good | ooks and— She nade a hel pl ess gesture.

"I want soneone to show nme nore than what Harry Mdi son managed in the short tinme he was free
There was this person Berry that | thought was a friend of Dan's and m ne—you renenber? And he
squatted in our apt because he thought now s nmy chance to go grabFriend or no friend, that was
what he thought about first, not seeing what he could do to help me or clear up the ness Dan's
death left, or anything like that. Professor, am | making nyself clear?"

"Not very," Conroy said grinmy. "But you' re tal king about the right subject. Go on."

"Wll, like | saidit's inside me, and |I'msinply not used to bringing out things Ilike this and
trying to explain them But there was this terrible-looking problem!| had, no hone, no one to help
me, and Harry just evaluated it and in spite of never having net ne before that same day he
straightened it out. G anted he was kind of spelike he went through a | ocked door w thout a key
and caught the hundred-kilo deadfall and all like that: it was using what he could do for that

pur pose which got |and of branded on nmy mnd."

"And that decided you to give up being a pythoness?"

"Ch no!" Lyla scowed up at the ceiling, seeming frusat her own lack of ability to make herself
clear. "I can't ever give that up—+ amone, |ike soneone has perfect pitch or soneone el se has

ni ght vision or sonmeone el se maybe could have a trick gift with mathemalt's what you do wi th what
you' ve got that matters. | don't want to make a fortune out of it and wind up bored and sadistic
i ke MKkki Baxendale. | want to learn howto put this thing to work for ne, because | can't make
it work for other people until |'ve done that. And because of all the sense you tal ked about the
way people are cutting thenselves off fromeach other, | want to study under you. Not about the
pyt honess tal ent—o one can help me with that, not even the other people who possess it, because
the mnd s turned off while it's working full blast. But about the people the talent is telling ne
about. Professor, | want this so nmuch | think it would kill me to have to wait until next year to
join your course!"

"If | have to let you canp out in this study of mne because there isn't roomin the dormtories,"
Conroy said decisively, "I'Il get you here. | haven't heard soneone of your age—excuse the
reference, but |I'mdreadfully aware of the age-gap in this environnent—+ haven't heard anyone as
young as you talk so much sense in five mnutes for the" past ten years. Right now, what with the
reacti on agai nst Mogshack and ny unl ooked-for status as his chief rival, I"'min a position of some
inand I'mhaving to try and control myself beit's been a long tine..! He fingered his beard

t houghtful ly.

"I have to adnit," he resuned after a pause, "that | still do find it difficult to inagi ne why I
coul d have been so dogmatic about Madi son being right in the things he said, when they were so
patently absurd. Tal king about things that hadn't yet happened, and what's nore things which
haven't happened subsequent|y—

"Professor," Lyla interrupted, "if it hadn't been for us they would have."

"What ?"

"They woul d have. There was this new super-conputer in Nevada, wasn't there? And sonethi ng went
wong with it, and | know what went wong."

"Yes, of course, but—You know what went wong with it?" Conroy echoed skeptically.

"OfF course." She spoke with sinple certainty. "The sane thing that once happened to ne. Wat they
call an echo-trap."

Conroy's hands dropped to his lap and he stared at her for an endl ess nonent. He said in a changed
voice, "I think...No, you'll have to explain what you nean."

file:///ID|/Documents%20and%20Settings/harry/D...runner,%20John%20-%20The%20Jagged%200rbit.txt (151 of 153) [2/1/2004 3:07:24 PM]



file:///ID}/Documents%20and%20Setti ngs/harry/Desktop/John%20Brunner/Brunner,%20John%20-%20T he%20Jagged%200rbit.txt

"Suppose it is true that Madi son was—was part of, or in contact with, or sonehow associated with
this maup there in the future when civilization had col Then, the nonent he |earned that the
CGottschal ks had tried to buy out the Hol ocosnmic network to stifle the Flamen show, he'd have
realized he was beaten. Both ways. | nmean, it would have realized it was beaten. Against the
century of extra experience it had up there in 2113 it had to balance the fact that its own nenory
showed it had acted to prevent exactly the kind of exposure necessary to alter history and
preserve enough weal thy people to buy the System C weapons when they were offered.

Zi nk—zonk—zi nk—=zonk.." She pantom ned patting an i magi nary string-suspended ball back and forth in
the air between her palns. Seeing the | ook of disbelief on Conroy's face, she broke off with a

si gh,

"Sorry, Professor. It's sonething I'll never nake dear. You'd have had to be inside ny head at
M kki Baxenwhen |'d taken a subcritical dose of the sibyl drug and | sensed all these direct
experiences of fighting and killing as they raced through Harry's mind. No one nan in a lifetine

could collect that sort of data; he'd have to be so committed to violence he'd have been kill ed
seven times over. But to nme it spoke | ouder than words. It told me he, or sonething in back of

him was turning himinto a machine for killing. And he did kill. He threw that man out of a forty-
fifth story window, didn't he? |I've been checked up ever since. | even know what it was that nmde
me vonit right at the end. O all the people who' ve ever devoted thenselves to killing, the worst
were a heretical Zen sect in Japan and Korea in the fifteenth and sixteenth century, who
cultivated killing literally as an art. If you can inmgine the ecstasy you get from painting and

musi ¢ and poetry rolled up together and then suddenly realizing that this is a nman's |life being
ended, you'll see why | was so sick."

"You' ve been taking this very seriously, haven't you?" Conroy said slowy, and w thout waiting for
an answer went on. "Certainly | get the sanme disturbing feeling | had, as | recall, in Flanen's

of fice—a sense of truths peering out of what 1'd ordinarily disn ss as obvi ous nonsense. Your idea
of the conputer going insane beit had set up an unstable feedback fromthe preto the future—

"Right!" Lyla cried.

"But," he continued as though she hadn't spoken, "it's too big a break with ny ordinary habit-
patterns to think in those terns. You, perhaps?" He |ooked at her doubt"Yes, | don't see why not
How ol d are you, Mss Cay?"

"I't's ny twenty-first birthday today."

"And al ready you' ve had experiences nost people will never have. | once saw pythoness, tal ent
defined as the ability to think with other people's nminds; does that fit?"

"Yes, |'ve said that nyself."

"I'n which case, if | don't petrify your mind in a conpattern, | guess | might just possibly be
able to help you find what you say you want. And |I'm al ways on guard against nmental rigidity."

"You' re nore open-ninded than anyone else | know," Lyla said warmy. Conroy inclined his grizzled
head.

"l haven't had a sincerer conplinment in years, Mss Clay. | look forward to having you join ny
course, and | promise to do ny best for you. W're sorely in need of people |ike yourself, and
we're going to need them worse than ever in the next few decades. What with the withof Lares
Penates fromthe market on that backof anti-knee panic, and the reaction against that, and the
sudden | oss of confidence in the Gottschal ks after the revelation of their internal dissensions..
He sighed. "This old planet of ours is rocking like a badly spun top, and if we don't find a

nucl eus of hard-headed, sensible people to drag us back on course, we're going to go into a sort
of jagged orbit like a tunbling rocket with the engines jamed, sonetines straight up, sonetines
strai ght down, and sometines at weird angles in between. But |'ve sonehow managed to cling to this
irrational optimsmall nmy life, this sense of expectation that someone will turn up to rescue us
in the nick of time and bal ance our gyroscopes for us."

He | eaned back and smled at the pretty face in the comweb screen
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"Thanks for asking me this favor, Mss Cay. Sonmeny confidence in nmy own judgnent tends to falter.
It's a fine thing to have it restored by someone as exas yoursel f."

She | ooked at himfor a | ong nonment. Suddenly she pursed her |ips and blew hima kiss before
cutting the connection with a mschievous grin.

NI NETY- NI NE PUT MYSELF I N YOUR PLACE
You—

ONE HUNDRED CHAPTER NI NETY- NI NE CONTI NUED
—i fication.
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