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1
This Is the Name of This Chapter

MY screen began flashing. | had the console

rigged to neasure quitting time to the nano-
second. Softech had a flexitime system which neant
that you could quit for the week after putting in
forty hours. A few quick keypunches and 1'd | ogged
of f for the weekend. | yawned and | ooked around
the too-famliar room | was pretty old to be work-
ing this hard. A couple of years ago I'd had it
made—y own conpany and ny own signature

on the paychecks. But now ...

"Fi ni shed so soon, Dr. Fletcher?"

It was ny supervisor, an angul ar young bl ond
worman naned Susan Lacey. Dr. Lacey. No one
used first nanes at Softech. Conpany policy.

"No, I'mnot finished. But |'ve clocked in ny
forty hours. It's Friday afternoon.™

She fl ashed her human-relations smle. "lIt's two

forty-seven, Dr. Fletcher. | don't have to tell you
that they're in an awful rush for your program
You know how anxi ous they do get."

They. Lacey was al ways tal ki ng about her higher-

ups as if it were her and me agai nst some abstract

i npersonal them It was her way of trying to win

nmy synpat hy, even though she was a sl ave driver

A pathetically transparent con job. | wished | could
be my own boss again; | was too good for this

noi se.

"Don't worry." | snapped shut my briefcase. "The
deadl i ne's only Wednesday, you know. I'Ill bring
the thing in under the wire. | always do."

Al around ne, nmy coworkers were still tapping

away at their terminals. | was the only one with the
nerve to take flexitine seriously. 1'd never nove

up the Softech corporate | adder this way, but so
what? All | needed fromthemwas a steady

paycheck. Soon I'd find a way to get ny engineer-
ing firmback on its feet. | gave Lacey a curt nod
and headed for the parking lot.

It was a hot day in |ate Septenber. Buzzing
around the trash cans were hornets, drunk with a
sumer's fatness. My car was the biggest on the
lot—+ had a black and white 1956 Buick, black on



the bottomand white on top. Little Serena called it
Dada' s saddl e shoe. 1'd bought it just before Fletcher
& Conpany went bankrupt, as a final present to

nmysel f. The guy 1'd bought it fromhad gotten it

off the original owner, a little old | ady who only
drove it to church, no lie.

As | unl ocked ny big old bonmb, | noticed sone
t hi ngs nmoving around in there. Bees? The biggest
one was perched right on top of the white plastic

steering wheel. But that was no bee. A wave of

st rangeness swept over ne—a thick, airless feeling
as if the world had suddenly turned into a giant
novi e set.

Harry Gerber was sitting on my steering wheel

He was two inches tall. A nuch smaller version of
hi m was perched on the gearshift as well. And the
tiny dots darting around on ny dashboard-sonmne-

thing told me they were a flock of yet tinier Harrys.
Al of them wore gray polyester suits, white shirts,
and no neckties. Ch, ny. \Who else but Harry?

Harry Gerber: the out-of-it genius who' d been

the inventor at Fletcher & Co. W'd had sone

wild times together, Harry and me. But now

| hadn't seen himfor over a year. He'd had a big
fight with nmy wife Nancy—sonet hi ng about over-
popul ati on and world hunger—and after that we'd
drifted apart. He lived in New Brunsw ck, New
Jersey, and | lived twenty miles away, in Princeton

The little figure on the steering wheel hailed ne
with a cheerful wave of its tiny arm "Hey, Fletch!
Pretty slick, huh?" He sounded |ike M ckey Mbuse.

| glanced over my shoul der to see if anyone
from Softech was wat chi ng. Buzzing hornets and
thick, sweet sun. | got in ny car and closed the
door. | took the thumb-sized Harry off ny steer-
i ng wheel and set himdown on the dashboard.

The smaller Harrys nmoved right along with him
They all stood there in a row, staring at ne.

"Way all the copies, Harry?"

"I'mreal, and the others are correction terns,"
sai d the thunb-sized man. "A convergent series of
echoes. You've been reading The Cat in the Hat
Cones Back, haven't you?"

"Yeah, | was reading it to Serena |ast night." |
didn't bother asking how Harry knew. "You mnust

be thinking about the scene where the Cat has a
smaller cat in his Hat, and the smaller cat has a yet
smaller cat in his hat, and the yet smaller cat has a
still smaller cat, and so on forever, right?"

"You're a rational nman, Fletcher. Watch this!"



Each of the little Harrys squatted down by the

next smaller one. The big one—the thunb-sized
Harry—stuck sone fingers in his mouth and at-
tenmpted a sharp whistle. It cane out as a wet hiss.
But this was enough.

The smallest Harry | could see, a speck-sized

one, junped into the coat pocket of the next I|arger
one, a flea-sized Harry. The flea-sized Harry
junped into the coat pocket of the ant-sized Harry.
The ant-sized Harry junped into the coat pocket

of the thunb-sized Harry. They nested thensel ves
toget her |ike Chinese boxes. | wondered how many

| evel s there were.

"You like it better now?"
"I like it better."

"Aren't you going to ask me how | got this

way ?"

"I figure you'll tell me—f you can." A frustrat-
i ng aspect of Harry's inventions was that he rarely
under st ood how t hey worked. He was |ike sone
drunken chef who never wites down a recipe.

This idiosyncrasy of Harry's had prevented Fl etcher
& Conpany fromgetting patents on any of his

i nventions, and had eventual ly nmade people unwill -
ing to contract with us.

"I needed your encouragenent, Fletcher. 1've
cone back here to nake sure you really are going

to see me tonorrow. | renenber that when you
showed up tonorrow you'd seen nme tiny in your
car."

This was a very strange mixture of tenses. |

t hought for a minute, then got the picture. "You
mean you're fromthe future? You' ve invented
tine travel ?"

The little man on the dashboard gl owed with
pride. "Tine travel's nothing conpared to what
I"mgoing to do. |I'm master of space and tine,
Fletch."

| fought back a | augh. Dunpy, rope-lipped

Harry, the king of creation? "Do you wite that
with capital letters, Harry? Master of Space and
Ti me?"

"It's not funny. | could kill you right now if I
wanted to. But you're the one who'll give nme the
idea to build the blunzer. You have to cone see
me tonorrow. |I'll be at the shop. Tomorrow we get
the parts, and Sunday night we build the machine."

"l suppose you want noney?" | | ooked around



the car, expecting to spot a holocaster. This had to
be some kind of trick

"Money? As | recall, you took two thousand out
of your bank account. And you can stop | ooking
around like that, Fletcher. This is for real. I'm

master of space and tine."

"Prove it. Do something weird. Put me—put ne
inan infinite regress.”

"I knew you'd say that. You're so anal, Fletcher
Too much math. Here, you can light this to get
back out."

The little figure tossed sonething at me. A tiny
stick of dynanmite, bright red and with a w spy

unlit fuse. Something went funny with the tine

just then; it was like nmy time line branched right

off fromreality. Instead of hitting ne in the face,
the little stick of dynanmite just hung there in mdair,
barely movi ng. Meanwhil e, Harry was shri nking,

nmovi ng away fromme in some unknown di nension
Everything was getting dark and Harry's voi ce was

too faint and high to understand.

Then Harry was all gone, and the world went

bl ack, bl acker than night, zero photons bl ack.
funbl ed around, found the controls, and turned

on ny headlights. | could see outside, but | couldn't
figure out what | was looking at. My car seened to
be resting on black felt, and ahead of the car was a
soft, horizontally grooved wall. There was nore
black cloth to the left of ne, and to the right there
was a cliff with a big white pole swooping up from
its edge. White plastic with sebaceous cracks. The
scene nade no sense what soever

Al t hough nmy done lIight wasn't on, the inside of

my car was lit up. | glanced around to find the

cause. Resting on the seat next to nme, there was a
sort of toy car, a scale-nodel 1956 Buick with

bl azi ng headl i ghts. The headlights were ained at

my corduroy-clad right leg. It looked as if the little
car even had a toy driver. | put my hand on it,

then drew back with a scream

Just as ny thunb touched the w aparound w nd-
shield of the nodel car, a giant's hand had swooped
down out of the darkness to press its hanlike

t hunb agai nst ny own w ndshield Wien | wth-

drew nmy hand, the giant foll owed suit.

| leaned down to peer into the nodel car's side
wi ndow. It was lit up in there, too. | could nmake

out a very strange sight. Sitting on the front seat
of the nodel car was a still smaller nodel car. And
peering into the wi ndow of the still smaller node



was a thunb-sized little copy of ne, Joseph Fletcher
The hair on ny neck prickled as | realized that,
staring in through nmy own car's w ndow, there

must be the eye of a giant Joe Fletcher

I whirled around, hoping to see the giant's eye,
but he turned as fast as | did. Al | could see of
hi mwas the cheek of his huge head. He had
whirled to stare out the wi ndow of his car, the

gi ant car on whose seat my own car was resting. |
coul d see beyond his cheek and out his w ndow—
out there was the head of a yet larger giant, and so
on and on, forever up and down. | was enbedded

in a doubly infinite regress. Wiy on earth had
asked for this? And how had Harry done it? | had
to escape!

I flung open ny car door, junped out, and

found nyself on the seat of the giant's car. Wen

| ooked out the giant's car door, | could see the

gi ant, standing on the seat of a yet larger car, and
staring out at the yet larger giant. Looking back
into ny owmn car, | could see the little nodel on the
seat, and the thunb-sized Fl etcher standi ng next

to it and staring back in at the ant-sized Fl etcher
on the nodel's seat. No matter how fast | turned,
could never see nyself face to face.

| threw nyself back into ny car and turned on

the radio. Static crackled frommy speaker and
fromthe endl ess speakers beyond and within ny

car. Static, and then a voice, a strangely faniliar
Voi ce.

- THE RED GLUONS ONLY WORK ONCE, " said the radio

"Hi ?" | called questioningly. The giant Fletcher
out side roared along, and fromthe tiny car on the
seat came thunb-sized Fletcher's squeak: "Hi ?"

"USE BLUE GLUONS THE SECOND TI ME. "
"What's your name?"

"ITS A TYPE OF EXCLUSI ON PRI NCI PLE. "
"Pl ease help ne get out."

"Ll GHT THE FUSE."

Silence fell. After a minute | flicked off the
radi o. Just then sonething bounced off my cheek
It was the mniature dynanite stick that Harry had
t hrown at me—how | ong ago? Tinme was all messed

up.

| picked up the dynanmite and struck a match

The larger and smaller Fletchers did the sane

thing. I lit the fuse and tossed the dynamte out the
wi ndow. A tiny, tiny version of it flew out the



wi ndow of the nobdel car on the seat next to ne. |
braced nysel f.

The dynamites all blew at once, and | saw stars:
cartoon stars and wacky spirals. Wen the dust
settled, | was back where |'d started, at the crazed
white plastic steering wheel of nmy Buick in the
Softech parking lot. A square of sunlight lay on

nmy | ap, heavy and insistent. | turned the ignition
to ON and fired up the big V-8.

2
My American Home

WHEN | pulled into the driveway, ny two-year-

ol d daughter Serena was out in the front

yard flailing at sonething with nmy fishing rod. She
was holding the rod by the tip and slamring the ree
down on the ground.

"Dada!" she cried. "Wggle whack crawl y bug!"
Sonet hi ng noved in the grass, and Serena whi pped
my rod back for a real knockout punch. The fi ber-
gl ass snapped, and the piece with the reel flew
over to crash on ny Buick's shiny hood.

| got out of the car and tried to just wal k on past
her. | was definitely ripe for ny Friday-afternoon
beer. But Serena was too fast for me. She put
hersel f between ne and the house.

"Bad crawy bug!" She pointed with the tip of
nmy broken rod. "Try bite Serena!"

| gave a heavy sigh and went over to | ook. Se-

rena was hell on insects. A badly mashed stag

beetle was Iying in the grass. | was relieved that it
wasn't a little Harry.

"\Where's Mommy, Serena?"

"Mana |lie down."

"Were you a good girl today?"

"Babby bite." She held out her hand to show ne
a tiny cut on her forefinger.

"The nei ghbor's baby bit you? What were you
doing to it?"

"Playi ng. Babby bite. Mary Jo wash."
Mary Jo was the name of the woman next door.
Serena |liked to go over and pick on her baby.

"WAs Mary Jo nad at you?"

"Mary Jo wash." Serena showed nme her finger



again. The cut certainly did | ook clean

"How nice of Mary Jo to wash your cut. | just
hope her baby doesn't have rabies.” | patted Se-
rena on the head. She was a brat, but she was

m ne. "Whuld you Iike a candy?"

"Yus."

"Here." | found a linty cough drop in ny pants
pocket. "Now don't bother that baby any nore.
And put ny fishing rod away."

"Bug gone."

"I"'mgoing inside to see Mommy now, Serena.

Be good." | wal ked into our crummy house, stil
br oodi ng over Harry's nmessage. There coul d be
nmoney in this, big noney.

I found Nancy flaked out on our double bed

with a stack of old Peopl e magazi nes and an over -
flowi ng ashtray. The TV was going full blast in the
other room | closed the door

"CGod, Joey, | have such a backache today. And
thi s nmorni ng Serena—

"Yeah, |'ve had a rough day nyself. |Is there any
beer ?"

"Do you think you could rub ny back a little?"

"I'f you nmove the ashtray. You know | don't Iike
you to snoke in our bedroom"

"Then why don't you buy a couch for the living
room | hate living like this. W mght as well be in
atrailer park."”

Wien we'd first married, we'd had a nuch nicer

hone. But I'd lost it when Fletcher & Conpany

went bankrupt. The house we rented now was a

| owceilinged three-roomtract honme: two bedroons
and a kitchen-dining-living room Looking out the
bedr oom wi ndow, | could see fifty-three houses
exactly like ours (one Sunday afternoon |I'd counted
them). Qur devel opment was a reclai med nmarsh

with woods all around it.

"I"'mgoing to go see Harry tonorrow. | think
he's invented sonethi ng new. "

"Don't give himany noney, Joseph. | nean it.
W need that noney for our Christmas trip."

"What trip?"

"Don't you ever listen to anything |I tell you?"



"Look, I'"'mgoing to get a beer. You want one?"
"How about my back rub?"

Nancy was |ying on her stomach. | sat on the

backs of her |egs and worked ny fingers up and

down her spine. She felt small and fragile, and she
gave off a good snell. My woman.

"I"'msorry to conplain so nuch, Joey. At | east
we have enough to eat. There's another terrible
fam ne going on in Mexico, did you know?"

Nancy had some strange conpl exes about food.

She was into world hunger, often serving on com
mttees and raising funds. Yet she herself ate very
i moder ately. Sonehow she never seened to gain

wei ght .

"No, | didn't know that. This afternoon, when |
went out to the Buick in the lot, sonething really—=

Soneone was trying to open the bedroom door
Ser ena.

"Just a mnute, sweetie! Does that feel better
Nancy?"

"Alittle. Could you do sonething with Serena?
She's been just awful. This norning she went next
door and stuck her hand in the baby's nouth.

That baby only has one tooth, but it bit Serena and
she threw a fit. Mary Jo had to carry her back
here.”

"What a brat."

"Ch, but be nice to her. | was just like Serena
when | was little."

Unable to turn the knob, Serena began ki cking
the door. "Dada! Dada! Dada! Dada!"

"Here | cone. Don't break the door."

When | opened the door, Serena squeal ed and
toddl ed of f at high speed. | followed her into the
ki tchen and popped the top on a Bud. One thing
about Nancy, she kept the fridge well-stocked.

i nhal ed the first beer and started a second. That
regress had been bad news. In a way it had taken
pl ace outside of tine. | wondered what woul d

have happened if |1'd wung the neck of the thunb-
sized Fletcher in the toy car. The giant woul d have
done the sanme to me, of course, while being choked
hi nsel f and uh uh uh. Hall of mrrors. Harry's

doi ng. Master of space and tine. |'d ask himfor
five mllion.



| got out the phone book and | ooked under
Appl i ances, Service and Repair. Harry had taken over
his fam ly's business when his parents died | ast
winter. I'd never seen the place yet. The ad was
pure Harry:

Don't Think We Don't Think Don't Think Don't Robotics and Appliance Repair
GERBER CYBERNETI CS

Twenty Years at the Sane Location! Yes, W Take Cash! 824-1301 501
Suydam St. New Brunsw ck

Cybernetics. That was a word Harry and | had

al ways | aughed about. Nobody has any idea what it
nmeans, it's just sone crazy termthat Norbert We-
ner made up. Gerber Cybernetics. | dialed the
nunber .

"Hel |l 0?" An old wonan's questi oni ng quaver

"This is Joseph Fletcher. Is M. Gerber in?"

"I'"ll get him Haaaaaaaary!" There were footsteps,
t he sound of breaking glass, a curse, sone yelling.

The person at the other end knocked the phone
of f the counter, then picked it up

"Hel | 0?"
"Harry! What do you have?" | |owered ny voice
so that Nancy wouldn't hear ne. "I can spare two

grand, but no nore."

"Who's this?" He sounded confused. In the back-
ground the ol d-woman-voi ce was still yelling.

"Who's this. Who do you think it is, space cadet?"
"I's this Joe Fletcher?"

"I'"m supposed to come tonorrow, right?"

"We're open ten to five on Saturdays."

“I"ll come in early and we can have |unch

toget her. Like real businessnen. Do you have any
circuit diagranms for the thing?"

"You want ne to invent something?"

"I thought you already had it. Mster of Space
and Time, right?"

"I don't know what you're tal king about, Fletch
Are you drunk?"

This was getting nowhere fast. If the little Har-
rys had been fromthe future, then naybe he

really didn't know what | was tal king about. "You're
going to be master of space and tine," | explained.



"I want five mllion dollars."”

"Hold on." There were voices in the background.
"Yes, it's ready, ma'am Fletcher, 1'mgoing to have
to hang up. Custoners. See you tonorrow "

Serena had clinbed onto ny lap while |I was

tal ki ng. She was about as short as you can be and
still walk. | planted a kiss on her fat little cheek
"You're not really a brat, are you?"

"Dada hand." She starfished her little paw agai nst
nmy palm "Serena hand!"

| 1 ooked around our shabby living area. Every-
thing plastic, piles of laundry, and the TV al ways
on. | wished I'd bought sone good furniture when
I'd had the nmoney. Nancy and Serena deserved
better than this.

3
The Peasant and the Sausage

SATURDAY was cool and rainy. | stopped by ny

bank and then drove to New Brunswi ck. Harry's

shop was in a crumry nei ghborhood near the

train station. There was a bus station too, and next
toit was a place called the Term nal Bar. Sone
term nal -type guys ginmped past in the wet, one of

t hem an obvi ous wi rehead. He was so far gone

that he used a nechanical wal ker. You could see

the bul ge of his stimunit under his overcoat.
"Where's Cerber Cybernetics?" | asked. "Man."

" Qug- ger - bub- ber ? Ruh-hi ght thu-there. Mn."

The shop had a big plate-glass window, a dirty

wi ndow crowded with junk: a plastic toad wearing

a crown, an old cookie tin with cityscapes em
bossed on its sides, an out-of-date girlie cal endar
fromthe Rigid Tool Conpany, an oriental |anp,

some |istless houseplants, a coil ed-up orange exten-

sion cord, and a terrariumw th a nean-| ooking
little lizard init. | squatted down to get a better
ook at the lizard. He was |like a niniature Codzill a,
with powerful rear legs and a |l ong, toothy jaw. He

| ooked as if he'd been in a fight recently, and
seened to be in sone pain.

The | etters GERBER APPLI ANCE arced across the plate-
gl ass wi ndow, but with the APPLI ANCE only a pal e,
scraped-of f shadow. In place of it, crudely brushed
in, was the new designation: CYBERNETICS. | opened
the door and entered, feeling like a twel ve-year-
old come to play with his best friend' s train set.

The front of the shop was cranmped, with a waist-
hi gh counter. A partition behind the counter di-
vided the store fromthe actual work area in the
rear. A robot stood behind the counter, scanning



me. It was a nultipurpose Q- 89, with the small,
bul | et - shaped head and the | ong, snaky arns.

"What can we do you for?" The machi ne was
programred to sound like a friendly old woman.
I'd talked to it on the phone.

"I"'mJoe Fletcher. M. Cerber's expecting ne."

"You can call ne Antie," said the robot. "A-N
T-1-E. Harry's in back."

"Thank you, Antie."

She—with the voice you had to think of Antie as
femal e—st epped aside and | went through the

door behind the counter. It was a regul ar worKk-
shop back there, with shelves of parts, a wall of
tools, and a nunmber of partially disassenbled el ec-
troni c devices. The resinous tang of sol der snoke
perfuned the air. | felt right at hone.

Harry | ooked up froma robot torso and gave ne
a big smle. "Fletcher! It's been a long tine."

"I"ve been busy with the job and the wife, Harry.
Great to see you." | |ooked around the crowded
wor kroom "So this is the Gerber famly business,
eh? You maki ng any noney?"

"Yeah, some. But it's boring. I'mall alone here
except for Antie."”

"Why does she talk like an old woman?"

"My nomdid that. She programmed Antie to

talk and act just like her ... before she died.
keep neaning to change it, but | don't know, it's
sort of soothing." Harry sighed and | aid down his
sol dering ray. "But what was that phone call of
yours all about? Master of space and tine?"

Before | could really start, Antie interrupted.
"Wwuld you like sone soup, Dr. Fletcher?" The

robot shuffled into the room bearing a tray with
two steaming bows of thick, dark lentil soup

"Well... I'd really been planning to take Harry
out for lunch."”

"You two can still go out. It won't hurt ny
feelings. I'mjust a machine. Should | put sone

quark in that, boys?"
"Quark?" | inquired.
"Quark," confirned Harry with a chuckle. "But

not the particle. Quark is a Gernman word for a
kind of yogurt. My famly always used it to mean



sour cream That's a big Hungarian thing, you
know, lentil soup with sour cream Try it, it's
del i cious."

"Ckay. "

Antie served us our soup wth quark and, at
Harry's urging, went out to the Term nal Bar for
some Utz pretzels and Blatz beer. | gave Harry a
detail ed account of ny experiences of the day

before. He was particularly interested in the fact that
when he travel ed back in tine, he'd only | ooked

two inches tall to ne.

"So Fred Hoyl e was right,"
"Everything is shrinking!"

Harry excl ai med.

"Not hi ng's shrinking, Harry. |I'mthe sanme size
every day."

"That's what you think. But your house shrinks,
your car shrinks, your w fe shrinks—everything in
the universe is shrinking at the sanme rate. That's
why the distant gal axi es keep seem ng farther away.
I'd al ways wondered how to test it. But now*

"Time travel!"™ | exclained. "I get it. If everything's
smal ler now than it was yesterday, then if | junp
back through time to yesterday, |'mmuch smaller

than the people there."

"That's it, Fletch. That's why the tine-traveling
Harry you saw yesterday was so small. He was
fromthe future. And the other way woul d be the
opposite.”

"You nmean that if we could junp sonething a
few days forward in time it would cone out seem
i ng huge?"

"Yeah." Harry beamed at nme for a second. W
were having fun. "You say | called the machine a
bl unzer?"

"That's right. A blunzer. You said we built it
and it nade you master of space and tine."

"Blunzer ... | like that. Did | say when we built
it? O how?"

"We build it tonorrow, and today we get the
parts. You said that if | came to see you today,
you' d know what to do. The very fact that you

were able to cone back fromthe future neans
that the blunzer is going to work, right?"

"Well, yes. The idea of controlling space and
ti me does happen to be sonething |I've been think-



i ng about recently. The way | see it, it's sinply a
matter of increasing the value of Planck's constant
by many orders of magnitude."

"That's what you've been working on?"

"After a fashion." Harry smled | opsidedly and

fell silent. | realized then that he'd been unable to
work without me. It had been a shame to | et Nancy
cone between us.

"Have you done any experiments?"

"No, | didn't have the energy. This is all so
strange. First | have sone ideas, then the ideas
decide to becone real. The blunzer sends ne back
intine to get you to help ne build the blunzer
It's a closed causal |oop. But where did it cone
fronP"

"God, maybe. O another dinension. You're tell-
ing me you actually know how to build the blunzer?"

"I had a dream about it last night, as a matter of
fact. | dreaned that you were explaining it to ne.
It was a very vivid dream" Harry stared into space,
thinking. "The materials are going to cost," he said
finally. "You only brought two thousand dol | ars?"

"It's all 1 have. | work and work and the savings
never grow. It's horrible to have a real job, Harry,
they treat me just like anyone else. |I'mready to

ganbl e everything on you."

"Well, thanks, Fletch. I'"'mreally touched. Wth
you hel ping me, the blunzer nmight work. Planck's
constant, you know, it's a measure of the effect
that the observer has on the universe. If | can

temporarily increase the value of Planck's con-
stant in ny body, then the world will | ook nore
and nore like | want it to."

"Here's the beer, boys."
back from her run

Antie canme shuffling

W each opened a can. | drank deep and si ghed
with pleasure. "Drinking beer in a back roomon a
rainy Saturday. This is the life, Harry, with no
worren around. Nancy and Serena—

"I't's rough, huh? Well, living alone gets pretty
old, too."

"Do you have any girl friends?"

"There's one wonan |'ve been seeing. She's a

student at the Scientific Mysticism Semi nary here.

Ki nd of plain, but very pleasant. She slept here

last night. | just wish I could get her to stop tal k-



i ng about Cod."

"What' s her name?"

"Sondra Tupperware. Sondra with an 0."

| burst out |aughing. The nanme was too ridicu-
lous to be believed. "You lying toad. Has anything

you've told ne yet been true?"

"It's all true. You're the one who saw ne cone
back fromthe future."

"Nobody' s cal | ed Tupperware."
"You want to phone her up?"

"I"ll have anot her beer instead. Tell ne nore
about what you think the blunzer will do."

"We' || talk about the technical details later. The
main thing is that it'll make me master of space
and time. For a while, anyway. Whatever | wish

for will conme true."

"And me? Do | get a turn?"
"Sure. First 1'll doit, then you."

"That' 1|l be safer," | observed. "So | can undo
anyt hi ng you screw up too badly."

"Li ke ' The Peasant and the Sausage,'" said Harry.
"You know that story?"

"No. "

"Well, there's a peasant who finds a little man
trapped in a branble bush. He gets the little man
out, and the little man says, 'In return for your

help | grant you three w shes. Use themwi sely!' So
t he peasant runs home and talks it over with his
wife. They're trying to decide what to wish for.
They' re tal king and tal king and suppertime cones,
and she's been too busy to fix anything, and she's
real hungry. 'l wish I had a nice big sausage,' the
wife blurts out, and there on the table in front of
her is a crisp white bratwirst. 'God, you're stupid!’
t he husband shouts, beside hinmself with rage. "I

wi sh that sausage woul d grow onto your nose!' So
there's the poor wife with the big gross sausage
grown onto her face."

"And they have to use the third wish to get the
sausage of f, right?"

"Yeah. Three wishes and all they end up with is
a sausage."

"But the blunzer gives you nore than three



wi shes, doesn't it?"

"It gives all the wishes | make, but only for a
l[imted period of time. A session with the blunzer
is |like one super-w sh."

"Coul dn't you wish for infinitely many w shes?"

"l don't think so. You have to wi sh for sone-
thing concrete."

"So what are you going to wish for, Harry?"

Harry smiled and rubbed his face. "That's the

hard part, isn't it? I'll get you some nmoney—
know you' Il want that, and—
"That's right," | put in. "Five mllion bucks."

"Yeah. And | wi sh Sondra was prettier. And

wi sh the blunzer would work. And ... | don't
know. 1'd like to have some big adventure happen
Subconsci ous w shes count too, which neans that—=

"Try to do the big adventure in some ot her
uni verse," | suggested. "So this one doesn't get
totally wecked."

"That sounds like a good idea. I'lIl wish for a
magi ¢ door to another world and we can go over
there for a while."”

"Hey, |'m psyched, Harry!"
"Let's go shopping.”

4

Stars 'n' Bars

VW | eft Antie in charge of the store and took
off in ny Buick. Wthout Harry having to

tell me, | knew where we were headed. Jack

McCormack's Stars 'n' Bars Governnent Surpl us.

Harry handed me a pretzel and an open beer
"Uz and Blatz, Fletcher, just think about it."

"Tzzzz."

W were on an incredibly built-up divided

hi ghway. There were lots of potholes. The traffic
was |ight but intense. The governnent had re-
cently repealed all speed limts in an attenpt to
boost oil consunption.

Busi nesses were slotted in side by side, not only
al ong both edges of the highway but also all up and
down the broad nedian strip. Such dense soci al



ti ssue needs a vast traffic flowto nourish it, a flow
that was no | onger available in these depression

times. Many of the businesses stood enpty. Fly-by-
ni ght operations flitted in and out of the aban-
doned rent-free shells like fish in a coral reef.
COSMO FLEXADYNE!

PERSONA SCREAM FLASH!

BLOOD AND ORGANS BOUGHT AND SOLD!

FETI SH MEGAMART!

ETH CAL REPROGRAMM NG

FLESH FI SH

NORTH JERSEY' S ONLY DOG BUTCHER

EXCRETI ON THERAPY!

SKI N SHI RTS-VE MAKE OR EAT!

BAG BODY BOXI NG

STARS ' N BARS SURPLUS

"There it is."

W pulled into the vast enpty | ot of what had

once been a Two GQuys di scount center. The buil d-
ing was a weat hered yell ow cube with half an Aneri -
can flag painted on one side. A few robots |oitered
out side the entrance, standing guard. Jack MCor-
mack, the proprietor, was a displaced redneck
deeply suspicious of city folKks.

When we pulled up, Jack had been standing

behi nd the gl ass doors, watching the traffic. But
when he saw Harry and ne, he turned and di sap-
peared into the gl oomy recesses of his donain.

"Plll ease state youuur business," intoned one of
the robots, a squat K-88 with a flare ray bolted to

its arm

"Joseph Fletcher and Harry Gerber, out shop-
pi ng. Jack knows us."

"Nnnnnegatory. You willl |eave the area.”

"Come on, MCornack," shouted Harry, "you
renmenber us. W built that beam weapon for

CGeneral Moritz. The thing to nake water radioac-
tive?" That had been one of our |ess successfu
designs. Harry had | ost the plans for the denonstra-
tion nodel, and we'd been unable to duplicate it.



"Nnnnnegatory," hunmed the robot, leveling its

flare ray. "Therrre willl be no furrrtherrr warnings."

The flare ray |looked truly vicious: it was something
like a small industrial |aser with a superheterodyne
unit in back.

"We've got cash!" | screanmed. "Two thousand
dol l ars!”

"Well, why dintcha say so?" At the nention of
noney, the robot's speaker sw tched fromtaped
threats to McCormack's lively drawl. The machine
scurried to open the glass doors. "Y all boys stil
owes Stars 'n' Bars right nuch."

"That's right," | confessed. "Five hundred dollars,
wasn't it?"

"Hot golly, les call it three!" Jack MCormack
st epped forward from behi nd some gi ant spool s of
cable. "Assumn y'all boys is really goan spend two

kay." He was a leathery little gnome with hard
bl ue eyes.
"Ch, we'll spend nore than that," said Harry

breezily. "Though you should realize, MCornack,
that Fl etcher & Company qualified for the Emer-
gency Bankruptcy Act of '95, so that any debts or
obligations of the aforesaid corporation are void."

"Yew fat ugly toad. Ah bet yore foreign, ain't
yew?"

"Hungari an- Aneri can. And, unlike you, with a
full command of the English | anguage.™

Looki ng at the two short nen glaring at each

other, one fat, one skinny, | had to | augh. "Look
Jack." | took out my wallet. "Real cash. Get the
truck."”

McCor mack had a small pickup that you could
drive around his huge store. The three of us piled
in, ne in the mddle.

"First we need a hotshot table," said Harry.

"Cood Cod!" | exclained. "Watever for?" The

hot shot tabl e had been a popul ar execution device
during the early nineties, when capital punish-
ment had nmade a bi g coneback. A hotshot table

was |ike a hospital gurney, a bed on wheels, but a
bed with certain built-in servo-nmechanisns. It was
a kind of nechanical Dr. Death, equipped to give
fatal brain injections to condemmed crinminals. Lying
down on a hotshot table was like |lying down on a
bl ack wi dow s belly. The needl e would stab right
down into the top of your head. The point of the



thing was that it had hel ped resol ve the AVA' s
scrupl es about helping to kill people. But now
capi tal puni shnment had been voted out again.

"That's awreet," MCornmack was saying. "W

got '"emin stock. New or used? Used costs extry—
people buy 'emfor parties, like."

"CGood Cod! A new one!"

"Cot me one still in the crate. Over on aisle
naaane." G eat mounds of machinery slid past, lit by
our little truck's headlights. Some heavy robots
pounded al ong behind us, ready to help with the

| oadi ng.

"A large vacuum punp," said Harry. "And a
wal k-in refrigerator.™

"Kin do, kin do."

"Thirty square neters of copper foil."
" Uh- huh."

"A mater-driven nicrowave cavity."
"Cot one on sale."

The truck darted this way and that.

"Avortex coil," said Harry. "And two neters of
sub- et her wave guide."

"Yowzah! "

"And the key ingredi ent—a nagnetic bottle with
two hundred grans of red gluons!™”

"Great day in the nornin'!"
"And that'll do it."

"Don't he beat all?" MCormack asked nme. "Sone
of these bohunks is smart, and that's no lie."

Before too | ong we had everything hauled to

the front of the store. McCornmack fiddled with his
calculator. "Ah make it tin thousand dollar."

"Cet serious."

"I't's themgluons. They're high, even in red.”

"Pay him" Harry urged. "Once | get blunzed,
we'll have it all."

"Bl unzed?" inquired MCormack, glancing at
Harry.



"Once | get blunzed I'Il be able to control reality,"
Harry explained. "I'll get you all the noney you
want . "

"Ah don't want all the noney. Ah want tin
t housand dol lar."

"Uh, | have two thousand in cash, M. MCor-
mack. Can | give you a check for the rest?"

McCor mack threw back his head and | aughed.
There were cords in his skinny neck

"How woul d you like to be a partner?" | suggest-
ed. "We'll issue you sone shares of stock."

McCor mack | aughed harder. It wasn't really a
pl easant sound.

Harry had been off to one side, |ooking over

our intended purchases, but now he rejoined ne.
"Let's go out to the car for a mnute, Fletcher. |
just thought of something."

"Ah hope ah din't haul all this gear up front for
nothin'!" conpl ai ned McCor mack.

"We' || be right back," Harry assured him "I
bel i eve we've got sonme nore noney out in the
car."

McCor mack's guard robots followed us out to
nmy Buick. "You left noney out here?" | asked
Harry. "Wy didn't you tell ne?"

"Well, it just now occurred to me that | m ght
have. Wen | canme back fromthe future to your
car yesterday, | could have created noney and put

it under your seat. It would be the obvious thing
to do, right?"

| got the door unlocked and reached under the
driver's seat. Sure enough, a dense wad of bills:
ei ght thousand dollars' worth, exactly what we
needed.

"If these are fromthe future, then why aren't
they real small?" | asked Harry. "Like you were."

"I made themthe right size, is all. It's obvious.
Master of space and tine!"

| stared at himfor a long tinme. "Wy couldn't you
create the whole ten thousand? Why nmake ne put
up ny only two?"

"You of fered your noney of your own free will,
Fletch. You're in this, too."

| sighed and took all our nmoney in to Jack



McCor mack. "Ten thousand, right?"

"Tin thousand and the three hunnert from
before. "

Suddenly | lost my tenper. The fact that 1'd
had ei ght thousand bucks in nmy car w thout know
ing it really got to ne.

"The deal's off, Jack." | turned to |leave. | had an
overwhel m ng urge to take the nmoney back to
Nancy and forget about these little guys.

"Hey now," MCormack cried. "Y' all kin stil
owe ne that five hunnert. And tell you whut. Ah'l
truck yore goods home free."

"G ve himthe noney, Fletch. Bring it to 501
Suydam McCormack. Gerber Cybernetics. There's
an alley in back."

5
CGodzilla Meets the Toad Man

"LET' S take the Jersey Turnpi ke hone," sug-
gested Harry. "It's faster."

"COkay. And give nme another beer." | was feeling
happy again. "This blunzer is really going to work.

| mean, here you' ve already traveled back in tine
and created eight thousand dollars. It's fantastic."
"One thing about time travel," said Harry nus-
ingly. "There probably has to be a counterwei ght.
Action equal s reaction, you know "

"What do you nean?"

"I nmean that if | travel fromthe future to the
past, then sonething has to travel fromthe past to
the future. To bal ance things out. Wen | junp

back to Friday afternoon, I'Il probably have to
junp some organismforward a few days."

"I'f you junp an animal forward, it'll seemreal
big," | remnded Harry.

"That's right. Every object in the universe is
shrinking, so if something junps forward a few
days it seens enornpus. Did you ever see any
Codzilla nmovies, Fletch? Wth the giant |izard?"

| shot a | ook over at Harry. H s expression was

bl and and unreadable. | started to say sonething,

then let it drop. He was just trying to get a rise out
of me.

The Jersey Turnpi ke's pavenent was in good
repair today. A Porsche passed us, doing what | ooked



like 120 nmiles per hour. Its tires threw up a |ong,
bl i ndi ng shock-cone of rainwater. | stuck to the
slow | ane and kept nmy eyes open. To the right

were the refineries, to the left were docks and
railyards.

Harry powered down his wi ndow and i nhal ed
deeply. "Ah! This is the snell of American richness."

Many years ago Fl etcher & Conpany had done

some busi ness designing stack scrubbers for one of
t hese conpanies. But now tinmes were so hard that
nobody much cared about pollution. The main

thing was just to keep the factories open. As |ong
as they stank, you knew they weren't idle.

Al though | couldn't share Harry's pl easure at

the unearthly snells, this stretch of the Jersey Turn-
pi ke was one of ny favorite places. | was particu-
larly fond of the refinery cracking towers, those
great abstract totems of knotted pipe and wire.

And the big storage tanks, the code-painted con-
duits, the webs of scaffolding, the catwal ks, the
great pulsing gas flares—all sheerly functional, yet
charged with surreal neaning. | felt Iike a cock-
roach in a pharnmacy.

"What is that over there?" said Harry, interrupt-
ing my reverie. "Do you hear that noise?"

There was a deep, spasnodic roaring com ng

fromthe direction of the docks. The sound grew

| ouder, and now you could hear sirens as well,

sirens and gunshots. | slowed down a bit, and

Harry and | peered off to the left. There was

somet hing big there, an i mense shadow form a

giant lizard stonping a warehouse. Crashes and roars.
A boxcar went flying. A high-tension electrical tower
crunpl ed and great sparks flew

| stepped on the gas, but Harry reached over
and took the key out of the ignition

"Stop!" he commanded. "I want to enjoy this!"

I had no choice but to pull off into the emer-
gency | ane. Sone ot her rubberneckers had al ready
done the sane. Just a few hundred nmeters off was
a huge predatory lizard, a two-hundred-foot God-
zilla with a head |i ke a man-eating garbage scow.
One of the refinery's gas flares pul sed up just
then, and the nonster threw back his head to roar
defi ance.

GWEEEEEEEEEENT! AH- ROOOO00000-
OOOOOONKH

A police car pulled up on the side of the turn-
pi ke and one of the cops opened up on the non-
ster with a heavy nachi ne gun



Budda- ba- budda-burrtttt!

RRRAAAAAAANH!  RRWAAAAAAAAAEEE-
EEEEEE!

Budda-burrtttt-brrt!

RRRRWADOO000000000000

The ground shook as the nonster charged.

| was yelling, yelling at Harry. "Goddammit,

Harry, | know this is your fault! You junped a
lizard up in time! Gve ne those keys before—=

"Shut up, Fletcher. |I've always wanted to have
Godzilla real. The noise!"

The police car flewinto the air and crashed,
burni ng, on the roadway nearby.

FWNAYWANUUUUUEEEEE!  \WAREEEEEEE-
EENH!

"Good CGod, he's headed for us! He knows you,
Harry! Let's get out of herel™

Harry was too enraptured to recogni ze our
danger. | bundl ed hi m down t he hi ghway enbank-
ment. At the bottomwas a culvert, a four-foot
cenent pipe running right under the turnpike.

"I'n here!"

GUH WHEEEEEEEENT! REEEEEEEENTH-
REEEEEEEENT- REEEEEEEEEENT

The giant lizard was really getting excited. And—
God, CGod, God—t was Harry and ne he was

after. W barely made it into the culvert in tinme. A
huge cl aw probed in after us, and was repl aced by
the creature's i mense basilisk eye.

"Isn't this exciting, Fletch? Watch this!"

Harry yelled and threw a sharp rock right into
the giant eye's center.

VWHEEEENK- WHEEEENK- WHEEEENK!  GUH-
2000000000000000000

"I love that noise," chortled Harry. "I can't get
enough of it."

The nonster's huge claws were tearing at the
culvert's end. Meters of sod crunmbl ed and great
chunks of concrete flew. CQur tunnel grew steadily
shorter. Harry was | ooking around for another



rock to throw.

"Ch, CGod, Harry, | hate you so nmuch, you crazy

wr ecked sl ob, you don't care about anything real
Ch, Nancy, |I'mso sorry | got involved! Please,
God, help ne, save nme, save nme—

A third of our tunnel was gone now. The
Codzilla-thing had us trapped like rats. The only
escape was to run out the other end. | took off,

| eaving Harry behind. He was | aughi ng and hefting
a rock. Was he nuts, or did he know somet hi ng
didn't know.

It was marshy on the other side of the turnpike,
too marshy to head off overland. The only way
out was along the roadway itself.

The giant lizard was concentrating on its dig-
gi ng—there hadn't been any roaring for severa

m nutes. Gathering ny courage, | craw ed up

t he enmbankment to peer back across the turnpike.

There was the nonster's great lashing tail, and
there, twenty neters off to the left, was ny car, stil
unhar ned.

"Ch, Nancy," | npaned, "I'm com ng, baby."

| sprinted across the northbound | anes and the
nmedi an. Every hair on ny neck was standi ng up.
got back into nmy Buick. Harry had |l eft the key
on the seat. | funbled it into the ignition and
started ...

ROOOOO0OO0CO0O00O0ONT!  SQUAA-
ROOOOOOOONT - ROOOOOONT- ROOOOO-

OOOONT!

Harry had just thrown his second rock. Forget it,
man, and color me gone. | floored the accel erator
and peeled out. | was still shaking when | pulled

into ny driveway back in Princeton
6
The Central Teachi ngs of Mysticism

NANCY was at the kitchen table, eating a dish of
yogurt with Froot Loops. The TV was on ful

blast. A quiz show. Serena was |ying on her side,
sucki ng the corner of a bl anket.

"Coul dn't you turn down the TV?" | denanded

"M. Big Shot," muttered Nancy, not taking her
eyes off the screen. Al the chairs had piles of
[ aundry on them so | flopped down on the floor
next to Serena.



"What's the matter, Nancy?"

"You," she said. Her eyes were red and puffy.
She' d been crying. Her head kept jerking the way
it always did when she was really mad at nme. "You
gave all our nmoney to your crazy friend, didn't
you? | wanted to go shopping, and the bank said
we' ve got nothing left. M. Big Deal."

She ri pped open a package of Oreos and started

eating the cookies two at a time. | could never
under st and where Nancy put all the food she ate.
Soneone on TV won a prize. The audi ence roared
i ke a broken washi ng machi ne. Serena sucked on
her bl anket, staring blankly at the tube.

"I"'msorry, Nancy. You're right, | gave our noney
to Harry. And | shouldn't have. He's not to be
trusted. Did you hear the news yet? A giant lizard
al nost killed me on the Jersey Turnpike?"

Nancy stubbed her cigarette out in the overfl ow
ing ashtray, and lit another, chewing all the while.
She tilted her head back to keep the snoke out of
her eyes. "All | can say, Joseph, is that—s that

" Abruptly she burst into sobs.

| got up and put ny arm around her. | took

the cigarette out of her nouth and put ny cheek
agai nst hers. My frail strawberry-blond darling.
My southern belle. "I+ did it for you, Nancy!
want us to be rich and happy again."

"No!" She pushed me away, knocking her ashtray
off the table. It shattered on the floor. Ashes and
br oken gl ass. Serena scramnbl ed over to investigate.

"Look out, Serena, there's broken glass. Let
Daddy clean it up."

Nancy and Serena watched ne clean up the

mess. | used a paper towel and piece of the Froot
Loops box. At the end | cut ny finger, probably
on purpose. "Damm. Ch damm, damm, damm."

Sunday norning we went to church, the First

Church of Scientific Mysticism The religion
vaguely Christian, had grown out of the nystica
teachings of Al bert Einstein and Kurt Codel, the
two great Princeton sages. Nancy and | didn't at-
tend regularly, but today it seemed |like the thing

to do. According to the evening news, CGodzilla
had suddenly di sappeared after digging a trench
across the Jersey Turnpi ke. The news didn't nmen-
tion if Harry had escaped, but it stood to reason
that he had. | guess | was gl ad.

The sun was out, and the three of us had a nice



ti me wal ki ng over to church
"I"'msorry I was so ugly to you yesterday, Joe."

"And |1'm sorry about the noney, baby. Maybe
we can drive up to New Brunswi ck today and see
what Harry's done with it."

"No, thanks." Nancy | ooked light and pretty in
her Sunday dress. | took her hand. Serena ski pped
al ong ahead of us, light as dandelion fluff.

The church building was a renodel ed bank, a

massive granite building with big pillars and heavy
bronze | anps. Inside, there were pews and a raised
pulpit. In place of an altar was a | arge hol ogram of
Al bert Einstein. Einstein smled kindly, occasion-
ally blinking his eyes. Nancy and Serena and

took a pew halfway up the left side. The organi st
was pl aying a Bach prelude. | gave Nancy's hand a
squeeze. She squeezed back

Today' s service was special. The mnister, an

el derly physicist named Alwin Bitter, was cele-
brating the installation of a new assistant, a wonan
naned—Sondra Tupperware. | junped when | heard

her name, renenbering that Harry had nentioned

her yesterday. Was this another of his fantasies
becorme real ? Yet Ms. Tupperware | ooked solid

enough: a skinny woman with red gl asses-franes

and a springer spaniel's kinky brown hair.

Ad Bitter was wearing a tuxedo with a thin pink
necktie. The dark suit set off his halo of white hair

to advantage. He passed out some bread and w ne,
and then he gave a sernon called "The Centra
Teachi ngs of Mysticism"

H s teachings, as best | recall, were three in
nunber: (1) Al is One; (2) The One i s Unknowabl e;
and (3) The One is Right Here. Bitter delivered his
truths with a light touch, and the congregation

| aughed a | ot -happy, surprised |aughter

Nancy and | lingered after the service, chatting
with some of the church nenbers we knew | was
waiting for a chance to ask Alwin Bitter for sone
advi ce.

Finally everyone was gone except for Bitter and
Sondra Tupperware. The party in honor of her
installation was going to be later that afternoon

"I's Tupperware your real name?" asked Nancy.

Sondra | aughed and nodded her head. Her eyes

were big and round behind the red gl asses. "MW
parents were hippies. They changed the fanily
name to Tupperware to get out from under somne



| egal trouble. Dad was a close friend of Alwin's."

"That's right," said Bitter. "Sondra's |like a niece
to me. Did you enjoy the sernon?"

"It was great," | said. "Though I'd expected
nore science."

"What's your field?" asked Bitter

"Well, | studied mathematics, but now |'m mainly
in conputers. | had nmy own business for a while.
Fl et cher & Conpany."

"You're Joe Fletcher?" exclained Sondra. "I know
a friend of yours."

"Harry Gerber, right? That's what | wanted to
ask Dr. Bitter about. Harry's trying to build sone-
thing that will turn himinto God."

Bitter |ooked doubtful. | kept talking. "I know it
sounds crazy, but I'mreally serious. Didn't you
hear about the giant |izard yesterday?"

"On the Jersey Turnpi ke," said Nancy | oyally.
"It was on the news."

"Yes, but I don't quite see—=

"Harry nmade the |lizard happen. The thing he
built—+t's called a blunzer—+s going to give him
control over space and time, even the past. The
weird thing is that it isn't really even Harry. The
bl unzer is just using us to make things happen. It
sent Harry to tell me to tell Harry to get me to—

Bitter was | ooking at his watch. "If you have a
specific question, M. Fletcher, I'd be happy to
answer it. Otherwise ..."

What was ny question?

"My question. Ckay, it's this: What if a person
becomes the same as the One? What if a person

can control all of reality? What should he ask for?
What changes shoul d he make?"

Bitter stared at ne in silence for alnost a ful
mnute. | seened finally to have engaged his

i magi nati on. "You're probably wonderi ng why that
guestion should boggle ny nmind," he said at |ast.
"I wish | could answer it. You ask ne to suppose
t hat some person becomes |ike God. Very well.
Now we are wondering about God's notives. Wy

is the universe the way it is? Could it be any
different? What does God have in m nd when He
makes the worl d?" Bitter paused and rubbed his
eyes. "Can the One really be said to have a mind at
all? To have a m nd—+this means to want sonet hing.



To have plans. But wants and plans are partial and
relative. The One is absolute. As |long as w shes

and needs are present, an individual falls short of
the final union." Bitter patted my shoul der and

gave me a kind look. "Wth all this said, | urge you
to renmenber that individual existence is in fact
identical with the very act of falling short of the
final union. Treasure your humanity, it's all you
have. "

" But -

Bitter raised his hand for silence. "Arelated
point: There is no one you. An individual is a
bundl e of conflicting desires, a society in mcrocosm
Even if sonme limted individual were seemingly to
take control of our universe, the world would re-
mai n as confusing as ever. If / were to create a
world, for instance, | doubt if it would be any
different fromthe one in which we find ourselves."
Bitter took my hand and shook it. "And now, if
you'll excuse ne, |'ve got to get hone for Sunday
dinner. Big famly reunion today. My wife Sybil's
out at the airport picking up our ol dest daughter
She's been visiting her grandparents in Gernany."

Bitter shook hands with the others and took off,
| eaving the four of us on the church steps.

"What'd he say?" | asked Sondra.

Sondra shook her head qui zzically. Her |ong,

frizzed hair flew out to the sides. "The bottomline
is that he wants to have lunch with his fanmly. But
tell me nore about Harry's project.”

"How wel | do you know Harry?" put in Nancy.

"We' ve been seeing each other off and on for

about six months. He introduced hinmself to ne at
the Vienna Cafe. It's a nice bar and grill in New
Brunswi ck. "

"He's no good," said Nancy enphatically. "You

shoul d steer clear of him Sondra. Do you know
what he said when | told hi mabout world hunger?
He said, 'There's too damm many peopl e anyway.'
Isn't that horrible? And what was it he said at
Serena's christening, Joe? Sonething about dying?"
" "Born to die' is what he said: 'Fletcher, you' ve
just nade sonmething else that has to die.' | know it
sounds bad, but there is a certain point to it. If
there were no nore people, there'd be no nore
suffering." | was trying to sound as cool as Alw n
Bitter. "W want to be alive. Fine. But that neans
we have to accept the suffering that comes al ong
with living. Don't you agree, Sondra?"



"I"'mall for accepting reality," said Sondra with a
[ augh. "Though I'm not sure that Harry is. Wre

you serious when you said that he was building a
machi ne to give himcontrol over the universe?
Harry Gerber? |I love Harry, Joe, but—=

For the first tinme | really let nyself imagine the
kind of world that Harry m ght design. The guy

had no respect for the ordi nary human things that
make life worth [iving. Weirdness was all he cared
about. Weirdness and sex and plenty to drink

"I better go up to New Brunswi ck," | said
abruptly. "Before he gets carried away."

"I didn't nean, Is it a good idea?" said Sondra. "I
meant, Do you seriously believe it's possible? After all,
Harry's just a TV repairman. There's a big step

fromthat to—=

"CGo, Joey," Nancy urged. "Before it's too late."
"This is getting awfully hysterical," said Sondra.
For such a plain woman, she had extraordi nary
presence. "Maybe | better come along."

"You' ve got your reception to go to," | rem nded
her. "And by the way, welcone to our church."
"Yes," said Nancy, "we've been neaning to cone
nore often. But are you goi ng back to New Bruns-
wi ck after the party, Sondra?"

"Yes."

"Well, stop in at Harry's shop then and nake

sure Joe's on his way honme. Wen he and Harry

start working on sonmething, they lose all track of
time. Maybe there isn't any big danger, but still—=

"I'"1l check up on them Nancy."

"Thanks. "

Nancy and | strolled home together, each of us
hol di ng one of Serena's hands. She liked us to
swing her in the air. Nancy didn't say nuch—

could tell she was doing sone thinking.

"If it works," she said after a while, "if it works,
what are you going to ask for?"

"Five mllion dollars."”
"And for me?

"What do you nean? The noney's for both of
us."



"I want nore than noney. | want you to nmake a
wi sh for nme."

"Al'l right. What do you want ?"

"Make Harry elimnate world hunger. Make him

cone up with sonething that turns dirt into food."
Nancy smiled happily at the thought. "That'll show
him"

7
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HARRY' S shop was | ocked tight. | pounded and
pounded, but nobody came, not even Antie. |
decided to try in back. There was a two-story
wooden porch. Harry was sitting on the steps in
t he afternoon sun. He was wearing paj amas and

| ooki ng through a stack of dirty magazi nes.

"Hey, Harry!"

"Say, Fletch. You're in tine for lunch. Antic's
stewi ng sonme chicken and ny pet lizard, Zeke. He
got some wounds and today he died." Harry gave
me one of his wet, unfocused smles.

"The lizard!" | yelped. "I saw himin your store
wi ndow yest erday! Was he the—=

"That's right. Tonight, when | go back to visit

you on Friday, Zeke will junp forward from Thurs-
day to visit you on Saturday. Fifty-five hours each
way, with the visits lasting about fifteen mnutes.

bal ances out. | noticed the marks on Zeke when |
fed him Thursday, but of course | didn't realize.
He was all shot up, poor thing. Antie found |lots of
little bullets in himwhen she skinned himtoday."

"You're lucky you weren't killed yesterday."
"If I'd gotten killed, then it couldn't have hap-
pened, could it? Poor Zeke. I'msorry | threw

those rocks at him But the noise was just so—

"Harry, | don't think this should go any further

| know that there'll be a tinme paradox if we don't
build the blunzer today, but after seeing what you
did yesterday, |'d al nbst rather—

"Aw, cone on, Fletch. Don't be so—

"I was talking about it this norning with Nancy
and Sondra."

"Sondra Tupperware?"



"She was at our church today, the First Church
of Scientific Mysticism She's the new assistant."

"Ch, yeah, she told ne about that. | think mysti-
cismis a bunch of crap. Al regions are a bunch of
crap.”

"What do you believe in, Harry?"
"Who' s aski ng?"

"Well, Nancy and Sondra and | were talking,

and | realized how disastrous it could be for somne-
one |like you to get any kind of control over the
worl d. Do you remenber what you said to Nancy

when she was tal ki ng about world hunger?"

"Sure. There's too danm many peopl e anyway.'
It's true, Fletcher, and you know it. Don't give ne
this holier-than-thou routine."

"Are you going to bring sone terrible plague
down on us, Harry? Wuld you kill off the whole
hurman race?"

"I'"d save these girls."
his stack of magazi nes.

Harry grinned and patted

"Dinner's ready," called Antie frominside the
house.

The whol e fl oor above Harry's shop was an
apartment. Apparently Antie had been expecting
me; two places were set in the dark old dining
room Harry and | took our seats, and Antie
brought in the mneal

Besides the lizard stew, we had fried pot at oes,
cucunber salad, fresh rolls, a plate of hot sauer-
kraut, and a bottle of good red wine. Harry ate
with his hands.

"The lizard' s not bad," | observed between

forkfuls. The neat was pal e and spongy, a bit like
soft-shelled |l obster. It gave nme a good feeling to be
eating sonething that had tried to kill me only the
day before.

"Mmpf," said Harry by way of agreement. He

chewed with his mouth open, then swallowed. "I've
al ways had a thing about CGodzilla. It's no surprise
| picked on poor Zeke for the counterweight."

"But that's just so irresponsible, Harry. You could
have used a shoe or something, and then yesterday
woul d have been no problem A giant shoe woul d

have bl ocked our way for a while, and then it

woul d have di sappeared. How do | know what

other craziness you're going to pull? Wat if you



crack the Earth in half or sonething? You' re not
i nto di saster novies, are you?"

"Nah, not really. | got enough of that stuff when
| was little. My Dad used to read the Book of
Revel ations to us every night."

"Ch, brother. That's all we need. Look, Harry,

it's time we had a serious talk. 1've seen both you
and Zeke travel through tine, so | know the blunzer
is going to work. W're going to build it today and
toni ght you'll be master of space and time, at | east
for a while. God knows | woul d have picked sone-

one else, but at least you're ny friend and | can
count on you to make ne rich while you have the
power, right?"

"No problem You want gold, or what?"

"CGold's too high profile. Gve nme five mllion
bucks in paper currency. Used bills, small denom
i nations."

"Ckay. What el se?"

"Well —+his is Nancy's idea. She wants you to
make sonmething that will turn dirt into food. A
machi ne or sonething that's sinple to reproduce
and—~

"No nore world hunger,"” said Harry expansively.
"Fine by me. If | can do it, I will. Let's go
downstairs. "

"One last thing. All that noney isn't going to do
me any good if you turn the solar systeminto
cheese or sonet hing. "

"l don't |ike cheese."

"You know what | mean, Harry. The blunzer's

effects have to be self-limting. It has to stop work-
ing after an hour or two. And then everything has

to go back to the way it was."

"Back to the way it was? You don't want your
nmoney to di sappear, do you? O Nancy's cure for
wor | d hunger ?"

"Make a few reasonabl e changes in our world,
fine. And then let's go over to an alternate universe,
like | said yesterday. First you do the junp to

Friday, and make the nmoney and everything, and
then we go over to another world so you can work
out without wecking things here.™

"That sounds good. As long as |'m naster of
space and tine 1'll be able to hold open a magic



door to the world of ny heart's desire. We'll stay
two hours and then come back here just before the
bl unzing wears off. As soon as it wears off, the
magi ¢ door'll close, and we'll be free to enjoy the
few changes | made here.”

"Well"—+ hesitated, still worrying—it sounds
pretty reasonable. But what if one of the changes
you make in our world turns out to be really lethal?

If we don't realize till after the blunzing wears off,
we'll be stuck with it."

"No we won't. We'll only use up half of those

red gluons, so there'll be enough for you to get

bl unzed and fix everything."

"Li ke a second w sh."

"Sure. The Peasant and the Sausage.'
"Then | guess we've got an agreenent.”

"How do you know I'Il stick to it?" Harry gave
me one of his horrible smles.

"Do | have a choi ce?"

"You worry too nuch, Fletch. Cone on, let's get
started.”

Jack McCormack had delivered the goods. The
stuff was all in Harry's workshop, stacked by the
back door.

"Here's the basic idea," said Harry, slowy pac-

i ng back and forth. "W put the hotshot table in
the fridge and | lie onit. It's cold in there, and
we've got it electromagnetically isolated with the
copper foil. Just before | get the injection, the

chanmber is flash-punmped to vacuum 1'll have an
air tank, so no problem"”

"No probl en? What about the shot? Wat kind
of shot do you get? \What happens to you then?"

"Planck juice. | get blunzed." Two nade- up
words. Harry was flying.

"Bl unzed |'ve heard, Harry. But what's this Planck
juice?"

"Ckay. That's going to be your and Antic's job.
The idea is that you get Antie to pour half the
gl uons out of the nagnetic bottle and into the

m crowave cavity. It nakes a super-quantum fl uid,
ri ght?"

"l guess."



"Do you know what gl uons are, Fletcher?"

"Well, they're real small. They have sonet hing
to do with quarks."

"duons are the particles that stick quarks to-
gether. A proton is three quarks with sone gl uons
in there holding the quarks together. The gl uons
cone in three colors: red, blue and yellow. Red
are easiest to get."

"Fine. You've got gluons mixed with m crowaves
to make a super-quantum fluid. Then what?"

"The fluid is guided into the vortex coil."

"The vortex coil!" This was getting exciting.

"The vortex coil. Think of a food processor

Fl etch. The super-quantum fluid plops into the
vortex coil and skaaaaazzt!"

"It's blended."

"Bl ended into Planck juice, Fletcher, Planck juice
bei ng a conti nuous pre-quark force-nediumwth

no di stingui shing characteristic features whatsoever

It doesn't know what the value of Planck's constant is
supposed to be."

"It doesn't know. "

"But 1'Il tell it! 1'Il lietoit! The first thing I'l
show the Planck juice will be a one-neter tunnel of
wave guide! So the Planck length will seemlike

one meter instead of 10-33 centineters! That's a
hundred-decillion-fold anplification, Fletcher!"

"Harry, | don't know what you're tal king about."

"The Planck length is the size |evel at which
guantum uncertainty takes over. The Pl anck juice
wi || be manipul ated into behaving as if the Planck
l ength were one neter. And 1'll absorb the juice.
What the blunzer is going to do for nme is to
greatly magnify the uncertainty around nme. Things
will do what | tell themto!"

"Let's backtrack a little, Harry. W' ve got the

Pl anck juice in the wave gui de now. The wave

guide takes it to the hotshot table, which injects it
into your brain and—=

"I get blunzed." Harry junped up and down
with excitenent. "Let's get to work, Fletch. You're
going to be in charge of the sequencing.”

"I's it dangerous?"



"It's possible that all of central Jersey'll go up

when those gluons hit the vortex coil. But of
course—
"We know it's going to work," | chortled. "Or

you woul dn't have been able to make Godzill a
happen yesterday."

Harry and | went over the procedure a few
nore times, and then he and Antie and | got to
work putting everything together. Tinme passed.

Before | knew it, night had fallen. Soneone was
poundi ng at the front door.

"Who is it?" called Antie in her old wonan's
voi ce. "Who's there?"

"Sondra. Let ne in, guys."
8
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"SONDRA, the point is to see it work. W know it
works. That's why we built it. Fletcher, you

talk to her. I'mgoing in the chamber now " Harry
hovered near the heavy, copper-swathed door like a
fat man entering a steam bath.

"Good luck, Harry." | stepped forward and shook
his hand. "The effects will last till mdnight, right?"

"If I"ve got it calibrated correctly. We'll only use
a hundred grams of the gluons. First 1'll take care
of the time travel and then I'Il open up a door to
anot her world."

"Why?" Sondra burst out. She'd been asking
guestions ever since we'd let her in, and she didn't
seemto like the answers she'd been getting.

wi shed she would go away and let us destroy the

uni verse in peace.

"Look," | said, "could you please just get out of
t he way?"

"So it's no girls allowed, huh? What if | call the
cops?"

"Antic's a girl," said Harry. "Sort of. W' re not
doing anything illegal." He stood there, thinking,
his hand on the fridge's door latch. "Sondra, |'m
going to be master of space and tine for two
hours. Is there sonething you'd like ne to do for
you during that period of time? Wuldn't you like
to have blond hair and a bod that won't quit?"

"He can make you look like Beva LeC aire," |
suggested. Beva was the | atest Hollywod sex



synmbol, the Marilyn Monroe of the 1990s. "Wul dn't
you like that, Sondra?"

"I'd rather be able to fly."

"Done," said Harry. "Now shut up and watch."

Wth a |l ast nervous smile Harry stepped into the
cubi cal blunzing chamber. A cloud of frost crystals
bill owed out, and then the refrigerator door

sl anmmed shut.

| slid aside a piece of the copper sheathing and
peered in through the window we'd set into the
door. Harry lay down on the hotshot table, waved
his fist, and fitted on a breathing mask.

"Turn on the m crowave, Antie."
"Check, Dr. F."

Harry slid back into a posture of noble ease.
covered up the little wi ndow and energi zed t he
copper sheat hi ng.

"Antie, get the gluons."

Antie pincered up the heavy little magnetic bottle
wi th one hand, grasping the lid with her other hand.

| opened the microwave cavity, which was a little
bl ack box like a m niature woodstove. A broad
spectrum of radiation streamed out.

"Pour, Antie."

Antie cane cl ose and began pouring the gl uons

into the cavity. The gluons made up a sort of

fluid, precious and sparkling as Christ's blood. The
m crowave energy field soaked the fluid right up

As the gluons nerged into the m crowave field,

the roomfilled with ethereal singing: faint, shift-
ing notes alnost too high to detect. A droplet of
gluons slid down the Iip of the magnetic bottle and
burned the tip off one of Antic's fingers. | slamed
the door of the little mcrowave cavity and breat hed
a sigh of relief. The first stage was conpl et ed.

"What was that stuff you poured in?" Sondra
wanted to know. "It |ooked all iridescent, like fire
and water m xed."

"Those were red gluons,” | explained. "Usually
they' re hidden inside the protons and neutrons.
think they come in blue and yellow, too."

"Buried jewels," marvel ed Sondra. "Did they cost
nmuch?"

"You know it. We're saving half of themfor the



next time."
"Shall | energize the vortex coil, Dr. F.?"
"Check, Antie."

Antie threw the knife switch on the heavy power
cable leading to the vortex coil, which was a hul k-
i ng cone-shaped unit right next to the blunzing
chanmber. Ozone filled the air, and sparks crackl ed
up and down the vortex coil's ridgy slopes. | saw
the streetlights outside begin to dim

"Initiate stage two."

| stepped back fromthe machinery as Antie
deval ved t he subet her wave guide, a heavily

chroned duct |eading fromthe mcrowave cavity
to the vortex coil's rounded sumrt.

"Brace yourself, Sondra. This is—=

My words were drowned out by the chatter wild
scream crash of tortured energy. The vortex coi

was tearing into the gluons like a chain-saw hitting
railroad spikes in water | ogs. The whol e room

went spastic shudder cow eye thub scree thubby;

my mnd seized up. Flames, then a heavy sheet of
sparks arcing fromthe coil to Antic's body. The
faithful robot fused into dead snoking junk.

"Ch, poor Antie," wailed Sondra, starting for-
war d.

"Stay back!" The screaning energy chatter slid
up the scale to an insane mantric hum The w n-

dows shattered. The fillings in ny teeth were
buzzi ng.
"Turn that knob!" | screanmed to Sondra, point-

ing to the nozzl e where the vacuum punp hooked
into the blunzing chanber. "This is it!"

Al | had to do now was to deval ve the neter-

| ong wave guide that |led out of the vortex coil and
in through the refrigerator wall to the needl e at

t he hotshot table's head. But the wave gui de was
glowing hot. | cast about wildly, then spotted a
broom The handl e would do the job. Just then

there was a heavy thud: chanber at vacuum Ri ght

on, Sondra. | forced nyself forward and stabbed
that final valve .

VWhite light.
An angel was hovering over nme, Beva LeCaire

with big soft white wings. | was lying on a rustly
mattress and the angel was floating over ne.



"Are you all right, Joe?"

The voi ce: Sondra Tupperware! | sat up and

| ooked around. This was Harry's workshop, sane

as before, and Antie was all well again, well and
busy straightening up the ness we'd nade. But

Sondr a—Sondra was hovering three feet off the
floor, her wings gently aflutter. She wore a | ow cut
white evening dress; her face was a | ovely caneo
framed by ringlets of purest gold.

"I don't believe this," the angel was saying. "Al
my life I've hated wonen like this, and now |I'm
one."

"At least you can fly." | |ooked around for ny

goodi es. And there they were, right under ne,

packs and packs of twenties and hundreds and

five hundreds, a whole nmattress of them And

next to ny noney-bed was a small wood box

cont ai ni ng, no doubt, a sinply reproducible device
for turning dirt into food, just like I'd asked Harry
for. Harry?

| hurried over to the bl unzing chamber and
dragged the big door open. "Harry!"

There he was, standing in the mddle of the

bl unzi ng chanber. The hotshot table was gone.
Harry was standing there with a swarmof little
Harrys in the air around him The little Harrys
were all sizes, nunberless as a colum of spring
gnats.

"Holy science, Harry! You really did it!"

"I'"ve already done the trip back to Friday, and
the lizard's trip, and I nade your noney and
Nancy's cure for world hunger, and | noved the

hot shot table out of the way." | noticed the table
standing off to one side of the room "And | fixed
Antie—=

"\What about ne?" interrupted Sondra. "Flying
mlk van. | don't like it, Harry."

"Well, | do." Excitement parted his big lips. He
st epped out of the blunzing chanber and | ooked
around. "I like it this way." The swarmof little

Harrys foll owed hi mout of the chamber.

"What are those things?" demanded Sondra.
"Bugs?"

"They're little copies of ne. There's infinitely
many of them It has to do with the renormalization
probl em and the exi stence of nultiple solutions to
t he Schrodi nger wave equation. "

"They're little peopl e?" said Sondra, stepping



cl oser. She reached out a finger and one of the
little Harrys landed on it. "How cute!"

"I can use them as scouts," said Harry. "That's
what |'mgoing to do now." He herded the buzz-

i ng school of little Harrys back into the blunzing
chanber, closed the door, and stood outside with
hi s head pressed agai nst the door. A m nute passed,
and anot her.

"There," Harry said finally. "It's done. Six worlds
neet. Go on and | ook."

He stepped aside and | swung the bl unzi ng
chanmber's door back open. \Wat | saw inside was
i mpossi bl e. Sonmehow each of the cube's six faces
were now an open door. | staggered and al npst

| ost ny footing.

Si x doors to six places:

1. The room around us: Here and Now.

2. G obs and happy squiggles: The M croworl d.

3. An endl ess nmeadowed nountain: Infinity.

4. dowi ng robots on the nmoon: The Future.

5. Strange nmergi ng shapes: Hyperspace.

6. Aroomlike ours, but upside down and
backwar ds: Looki ng-d ass Wrld

From where | stood, Door No. 2 was to the left
and Door No. 3 to the right. Door No. 4 was
where the blunzing chanber's floor had been, and
Door No. 5 was on the chanber's ceiling. Straight
across the chanber was Door No. 6. Door No. 1,

of course, was the original door, the door | stood

out si de.

The swarm of tiny Harrys buzzed fretfully, dart-
ing in and out of the six magic doors.

"Let's go," said the big Harry at ny side. "Cone
on, Fletch, I want to junmp across to that world on
the other side."

"Forget it, man. | want to take ny noney back
to Nancy before—=

"Ch, you've got your five mllion bucks and that's
it, huh? Only so far and no further, right? Wat
are you going to buy, Fletcher? Wat's going to be
as good as this?"

| looked to Sondra for support. She was staring
into a mrror, running her fingers over the curves



of her new face.

| tried again. "Harry, those doors |look really
exciting. Hyperspace, size change, parallel worlds—t
| ooks really neat. But I'mnot going to risk every-
thing just for sone crazy science fiction thrills.”

"I can still make your noney di sappear, Fletcher
| can put you back inside an endl ess regress like
before. "

"You don't want to do that, Harry. |'myour
friend, remenber? Just go ahead and enjoy your-
self. Sondra and I'Il wait out here.”

Sondra fluttered over to stand next to us. Lord,
she was gorgeous.

"Make nmy wings di sappear,” she requested. "I
don't want to be a freak. Surely you can give ne
flight w thout w ngs."

"Dam!" yelled Harry, suddenly furious. "Here
' m supposed to be the master of space and tine

and you two are just— He clenched his eyes shut
i ke an angry baby.

There was a faint whisking sound, and Sondra's

Wi ngs were gone. My noney and ny little box—

noti ced sadl y—were gone as wel |l .

"Cee, Harry, you didn't have to—=

"Your noney's safe at home, Fletcher. R ght

under little Nancy's honmebody bed. And she's open-
ing her dirt-to-food converter right now" A sly
smle twisted his nouth. "You satisfied?"

"Yeah, | guess."

"Now, please, you two, let's go across the cham

ber and into the | ooking-glass world. |I'mscared to
go al one. "
| looked into Sondra's clear hazel eyes. |I'd never

been this close to such a beautiful woman before.
"Il goif Sondra will."

"Ckay, Sondra?"

"Ch, all right. 1'Il help fly Fletcher across. W
woul dn't want himto fall down onto the noon

with those robots. But what's the | ooking-glass world
supposed to be, Harry?"

"It's where | want to go. | don't know quite
what's there ... | just know | reached out and
found it."

"Found it?"



"Each reality is a point in superspace,” said Harry

slowy. "I understand everything so nuch better

now Superspace has infinitely many di mensions,

one di mension for each question you m ght ask

about the world. Each universe represents a cer-

tain set of answers, a certain location in superspace.
| reached out and found the one | wanted, the

| ooki ng-gl ass worl d."

"What about those four other worl ds?"

"They're—they're other things |I've thought about.
| understand them pretty well already. Sone of

my little echomen have al ready | ooked them over
But cone on now, let's go to the | ooking-glass
worl d! And Antie, you nake sure that no one

di sturbs the machinery while we're gone."

"Check, Harry."

Sondra could still fly, even without those hokey
wi ngs, and Harry of course had the power of
flight as well. Each grabbed nme under an arm and

we flew the two neters across the blunzing chanmber.

The view fromthe chanmber's center was just

i ncredi ble. There was no gravity in there, and the
conflicting vistas through the different doors de-
stroyed all sense of up and down. Hypercubes,
anoebas, infinite cliffs, space robots—all mxed in
with glinpses of Harry's shop. The room we were
headed for was upside down and mirror-reversed
relative to the roomwe'd started in.

I wondered what it was going to be like over
there.

9
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As we passed into the | ooking-glass world, its
gravity took over and pulled ne up to its floor

| tucked my head under and | anded on ny

shoul ders. Regaining nmy feet, | |ooked back through
the magi c door at the world we'd left. Antie was
there, standing by the door watching us. It was
hard not to feel that it was the robot, and not us,
who was upsi de down.

The little inmages of Harry flew out after us and
nested thensel ves together like they'd done in ny
car. Each of themgot in the coat pocket of the
next larger one. It only took a few seconds. Then
t he bi ggest echoman of all darted into the rea
Harry's pocket.

"Let's just close the door," suggested Harry. "So



not hi ng sneaks back through to our world."
"Ckay. "

| hel ped himsw ng the heavy zinc-covered door
shut. Although it was late evening in the world
we'd left, it |ooked like mdnmorning here. Sunlight
was streaming in the windows, lighting up the
mrror-reversed shop

"Well!" said Sondra. "Now what, guys?"

"Let's go to a restaurant," | suggested. "Cet a
beer and listen to what people are tal king about. |
hope time doesn't run backwards here."

"Naw, " said Harry. "Look." He picked up a book

and dropped it. It fell to the floor. "If our tine
didn't match this world's, we would have seen the
book fly up into ny hand."

"Yeah," | agreed, |eaning over the book. "But
| ook, all the witing' s backwards."

"Well, that's no big deal. Everything's just space-
reversed. Once we get outside, we'll probably find
lots of other differences as well. Like Carroll's
Alice did. Let's go, we've got less than two hours!"

W found our way out of Harry's mirror-reversed

shop and hit the street. The streets were clean, that
was what struck ne first. The whole city was buffed
to an unwhol esone sheen. Spotless | ate-nodel au-

tos hurried past in orderly queues, while spiffed-up
pedestrians marched up and down |i ke wooden
soldiers. Slovenly Harry couldn't have | ooked nore
out of place. At least the tiny Harrys were stashed
out of sight. This town | ooked nothing |ike New
Brunswi ck: besides being clean, it felt vaguely
Arabian. | didn't like the fact that nobody snmil ed.

"Excuse me," | said, stepping in front of a woman
in a stiff-collared blouse. She had gray hair and a
dowager's hunp. "Is there a restaurant near here?

That sells beer?"

Her thin Iips straightened. "lI'mgoing to report
you for that, you scum"”

"Beer's illegal ?" | hazarded, hoping to keep the
conversational ball rolling.

"Let nme pass!"”

"Wait," protested Sondra. "W just got here from
anot her world and—=

"Denons! " screaned the worman in the stiff-
collared blouse. Two nen in three-piece suits hur-
ried to her aid.



"Let's fly," | suggested.

Harry and Sondra grabbed ne by the upper

arnms again, and we shot up into the air. There was
a cop on the sidewal k across the street, shouting
and pointing a laser rifle.

W whi sked of f across the building tops and
| anded in a supermarket parking lot. Fortunately
no one saw us | and.

"Do you realize what this world is?" | asked
Harry.

"Un ..."

"It's the exact opposite of everything you IliKke.
Clean streets, uptight wonmen, no beer. Everything's
backwards, you idiot." | could hear sirens a few

bl ocks of f.

"The police are comng," wailed Sondra. "Do
somet hi ng, Harry!"

"I"mnot always good in a crisis," he whined.
"Ask Fl etcher what to do."

"Let's go in that store," | suggested. "After things
cool down, we can get back to the nagic door."

"Ckay. "

I nstead of gl ass doors, the supermarket had air
curtains. These were sheets of cool air bl own down

froma grate overhead to be sucked into a grate in
the threshold. We breezed into the store and | ooked
around. GCh, nan.

No- cal soft drinks, weight-watcher TV dinners,

and diet junk food, all heavily vitam nized. This
provender was at a double renove fromreality: it
was artificially made food that had been further
treated in an attenpt to nmake it healthy. There
was nothing real in sight: no neat, no veggi es, no
booze.

| began to lose ny tenper. "What would you

like, Harry? You can bet it's not here. God, you're
stupid. Who else would go to a world the exact
opposi te of what he wants? Just | ook at this crap!”
| kicked at a bin of one-calorie cupcakes.

"Wat ch your | anguage, fella!" A round-shoul dered
man who nust have been the nanager poked his

head around sonme shelves to glare at us. H s face
was coarse and hunorl ess. Wien he spotted Son-

dra his cheeks grew red. "And get that slut out of
here! She's practically naked!"



| sprang to Sondra's defense. Sure she had big
breasts and a | owcut dress, but that didn't make

her any less a friend. Far fromit. | stepped threat-

eningly toward the manager. "You're the one who'd
better watch his |anguage, jerk. Slug him Harry!"

No one was watching, so Harry went ahead and
punched the man in the stomach. What with Harry's
super powers, the punch doubl ed the manager ri ght
up. Eager to do ny part for Sondra, | reached out
and slanmed ny fist down on the hunp between

the man's shoul der bl ades.

To ny surprise the hump was soft. It burst with
a muffled plotz, and fluid began seeping through

t he manager's coat. The poor man's body shivered
a few tinmes and then he was dead.

"Ch, nmy God," | said in horror. "I+ didn't
mean to kill him | never thought that—=

"I'"l'l nmove it out of here before sonmeone sees it,"

Harry said tensely. "I can do teleportation. Just..

Harry knitted his brows, and then the body was
gone. | felt better alnost imediately. This world
wasn't really real, was it?

"That was bad," said Sondra. "Let's |eave."

"W mght as well get a couple of six packs of

soda," | suggested. "Once we're outside, Harry can
turn theminto beer. W'll steal a car and go
crui sing."”

"Sound thi nking, Fletch. The ol d water-to-w ne
routine."”

"That was nice of you two to stick up for ne,"
nmused Sondra. "Being beautiful isn't always pleas-
ant. Do you think our noney's good here?"

"We' || see. Be ready for trouble.™

W took our place in the checkout line. A few
peopl e stared at Sondra with mngled |ust and
hatred, but for the noment everything was cool. |
wat ched the checker, trying to anticipate any

pr obl ens.

The checker was a pl easant-faced bl ond wonman

with Burnita on her nane tag. She wore a gold
chain with a pendant—a little silver chair. She
scanned each product with a little light pencil.
Everything had a patch of thick and thin lines, a
Uni versal Product Code, just |ike back home. A
cord fed the UPC information into a snmall consol e
at Burnita's side. But instead of presenting each



customer with a bill, she ran the |ight pencil across

the client's forehead. Apparently there was sone

ki nd of invisible Universal Consumer Code tat -
tooed on each of these people's brows. An efficient
system to be sure: a central computer could de-
duct your purchases fromyour credit hol dings on

a real-tinme basis. But, | wondered, what would
happen if you let yourself beconme badly overdrawn?

Just then | found out. The customer in front of

us was a ratlike little nman with a tube of cheese
food and three bottles of cough nmedicine. Cearly

an unsavory individual, and just the type to let his
credit holdings slip deep into the red.

Burnita seened to feel the same way, and ad-
dressed himby name. "Now, Abie, are you sure
you've got the credit for all this?"

Abi e snarl ed sonet hi ng i ncoherent and pushed

his sel ections toward the checker. She shrugged,

and scanned first the product codes and then the

i nvi sible code on Abie's forehead. Nothing hap-

pened, and | breathed a sigh of relief. W were next.

| reached in ny pocket, feeling for sone bills. Surely
you didn't have to use credit. | hoped not, because
all our foreheads were bl ank, which m ght.

FFZZZAAAAAATT!

A great sheet of electricity filled the supermar-
ket entrance. Those two air-curtain grates were

el ectrodes, powerful energy sources programed

to crisp anyone who ran up too high a tab

Abi e' s ashes spun raggedly. The floor grate sucked
t hem out of sight.

"Ch, my," Burnita sighed. "That's the second

one this week. It's hard for them you know, since
there's no other way to get food. You fol ks just
want these sodas?" | suddenly realized that the

little silver chair hanging fromBurnita's neck was
an electric chair.
"Uh, wait." | drew out some noney. "Can we

pay cash?"

The checker's pleasant face grew tense and
puzzled. "Is this some kind of joke? Come on,

fol ks, which of you should | bill?" She raised the
light pen toward my forehead. God only knew

what woul d happen if they found out we were
uncoded.

"Harry! Get us out of here!"

A moment of disorientation and then we were
back outside in the parking lot. A harsh al arm bel



was ringing.

"As long as you can do teleportation, Harry,
why not just take us back to the blunzing chamnber?"

"Aw, that wouldn't be any fun. | want to keep
the super-stuff to a mninum And what's the big
rush to | eave? W just got here!"

"Let's steal a car like Joe said," urged Sondra.
"I"ve always wanted to be a big blond in a stolen
get away car."

"What are we getting away wi th?" | asked sourly.

"The soda!" Prettily she raised the two six-packs
up like earrings. She | ooked like Marilyn in The

Msfits.

"It's beer now," said Harry. "Let's take that Cad."
W piled into a big white Cadillac with bl ack

| eat her uphol stery. Sondra got in front with Harry,
and | got in back with the beer. It was nice and
roonmy in there, alnost as big as my bedroom back
in Princeton. I wondered if Nancy was worried

about me yet.

Harry psych-started the car and peel ed out.
"There nust be a bad part of town," he nuttered,
slewing into the traffic. "That's where we shoul d
go. Soreone there'll tell us what's really going on
here. | think we should try and overthrow the
government." Harry dodged sone cars and gave a
whoop of laughter. W were still accel erating.
"This is neat,"
Joe. "

Sondra giggled. "G ve nme a beer

"You two are getting overconfident," | warned.
"If some cop shoots us from behind, then Harry's
superpowers aren't going to be worth a dam."
Grudgingly | opened three beers. Ah.

Harry flipped on the radio. It was an evangeli st,
of course, this being a world of bad choi ces.

". . . hatred," said the radio. "Yes, hatred, ny
fellow Herberites. Gary canme to preach hatred. |
know this may sound strange to some of you out
there in the radi o audience, but it's not a matter of
conj ecture. God hates the unbeliever, just as the
unbel i ever hates Gary Herber. Yes, friends, it's
true. Just look at the facts! On the one hand, we
have Seth and Gary Herber bringing the clean

whol esoneness of God's Laws. On the other, we

have the unbelievers, with their trunped-up charges
and their public electrocution. Seth Herber died,



yes, he died for mankind. But thanks to the bl essed
Sci oni zation, Gary Herber lives with thousands of
us, friends, and he's ready to—

A laser blast shattered our rear w ndow. Cops

behi nd us, gaining fast. | threw nyself down on
the seat. "Teleportation time, Harry. Can you han-
dl e the whol e car?"

"No problem™
Di sorientation again, and then we were coasting

down a street of abandoned Moorish-style white
stucco buildings with parapets around their fl at
roofs. Hard, m dday sun overhead. The sirens were
far away. Harry pulled up onto the curb and we
got out. Shadows moved behind the buil dings' bro-
ken wi ndows.

"This |l ooks like the right place,"” said Sondra,
radi ant in her white evening dress. She finished
her beer and threw the can in the street. "I won-
der who that Gary person is."

A rock flew down fromone of the rooftop ter-
races and crashed through our car's w ndshield.

"I wish we had sonme guns,"” | said.
"Look in the trunk," offered Harry.
The trunk was unl atched, of course, and there

were three bright plastic pistols, real sf-1ooking,
with fins and knobs and dials all over them

"This is a matter disintegrator," said Harry, hand-
ing me the purple one. "That dial up there nakes
the beam fan out."

"Thanks. "

"Sondra, you take the pink one. It's a denotivator
Makes things stop noving."

" 0000000, " she squeal ed, and snatched her toy.

Sondra was really starting to canp it up. She'd waited
along time to be beauti ful

"And 1'll keep this green one."

"What does the green one do, Harry?"

"I't makes time go backwards."

"Oooooo0o00!" A toss of her pretty blond hair.

Sondra and Harry were having fun. | w shed |

could relax and enjoy this, too.

Three nore rocks cane flying down, one at



each of us. W raised our pistols and fired.

My rock shattered and was gone. Sondra's rock
stopped falling and hung in mdair. Harry's rock
reversed its notion and fl ew back up to the roof-
top it had come from There was a faint scream

"Let's fly up and neet our friend," | suggested.
10
God's Laws

ON the roof was a gaunt man wearing a fedora.

The rock Harry had sent back was |lying at the
man's feet. Sondra froze himwi th the denotivator
and we frisked him He seened cl ean: no weapons,
no machi nery.

"Check in his hat," Harry suggested.

Sure enough, the hat's sweatband hid a ring of
circuit cards and m croprobes. Apparently the hat
had been feeding signals in and out of the gaunt
man' s brai n—probably for pleasure. The guy had
the wasted air of a stimaddict.

"Ckay, Sondra," said Harry, "turn off your ray."
Harry was taking chances, too many chances. |
deci ded to break things up

"Wait a second, Sondra. Just hold it right there.
Before this goes any further, | think the three of
us had better have a talk. Wat tine is it?"

"It's ten-thirty," said Harry, glancing at his watch
"Ckay, now, Sondra—

"WIl you just let me talk? It's ten-thirty. Does
that nean we have one and a half hours |eft?"

"Yeah, that's right. Thursday noon here matches
Sunday m dni ght in New Brunswi ck. Everything
backward, sinmple as pie."

n \Mat ?u

"From Thursday noon to Sunday midnight it's three
and a half days either way, so—

"WIl | still be able to fly after twelve?" inter-
rupted Sondra. "And will | still |ook Iike this?"
turned away fromHarry to watch her talk. The
nmoverrent of her red |lips. Her breathy voice. Her

pl ati num hair. "Because |I'mgetting used to it, and
I think I could do a lot of good for Scientific
Mysticism W have to be sure to go back through
that magi ¢ door before twelve, Harry darling."

She batted her eyes at him



"Yeah," said Harry, slipping his arm around her

wai st. "The changes will stay, but the magic doors
will stop working. Keeping themopen is like a
constant series of wi shes. W could get stuck in

this | ooking-glass world if we're not careful. But
don't worry, I'll teleport us all back to the door in
plenty of time."

"How about now?" | demanded. "Wile we're
still alive and everything."

"You are so uptight, Fletcher. Don't you like it
here? 1'm having fun."

Sonet hi ng dawned on me then. "This really is

the perfect world for you, isn't it, Harry? O al

t he possible worlds in superspace, this is the one
you'd pick even if you knew what you were doing."

"That's right," said Harry, grinning broadly. The
bri ght sun made his face | ook Iike a black-and-
whi t e phot ograph. The roof was tiled, with a

wai st - hi gh parapet. There was a staircase set down
into the roof's center. "Wat's the good of having
superpowers if you don't have a world to save?"
Harry went on. "Sometine during the next hour

and a half we're going to get to that God-pig Gary
Her ber and assassinate him The people here will
thank us forever. |'ve never seen a religion that
wasn't basically evil."

"Gary Herber?"

"Gary Herber's the one that preacher was tal k-

i ng about on the car radio. He's sone kind of big
prophet here. | figure everything bad here is

Her ber's doing."

Gary Herber. | turned the name over in ny mnd.

O course. It was all beginning to make sense. "I
guess you realize who Gary Herber really is, don't
you, Harry?"

"Harry Gerber!" squeal ed Sondra. "Gary Herber!"

Harry looked a little unsettled. He hadn't realized.
“Uh .. !

"It's your mirror self,"” said Sondra. "Your other
nature. You've objectified the repressed side of

your personality so as to do battle with it. How
Jungi an! "

Harry | ooked nore and nore uneasy. "Dam. |
hope this Herber guy doesn't |ook too nuch |ike
ne."

It nade ne feel better to see Harry |l ook so
worried. "You know the old line, Harry. I|nside
every fat man there's a thin man fighting to get out.



Gary Herber's probably real thin. And clean." My
mout h framed a hard grin.

"Qur Harry's not dirty," squeal ed Sondra, slip-
pi ng back into her blond bonbshell routine. "Are
you, honey?" She gave a shrill giggle and pi nched
Harry's cheek

"You can turn off your ray now, Sondra."

Sondra | owered her pretty pink pistol, and the
gaunt man started talking. "I need my hat." His
thin-lipped nouth formed a faint, gentlemanly
smle. "The sun's mghty bright up here.™

| held the hat out of reach. "Just wait a minute.
What's all the circuitry in the sweatband for? And
why were you throwi ng rocks at us?"

"I"ve got to have ny hat, mister." H's voice was
papery and far away. Still | hesitated, and his faint
smle twitched into an agonized rictus. H's whole
body began to shake, though his flat, burnt eyes
stayed calm "I'mnot making it too good."

"He's a wirehead," said Harry. "His hat's a stim
unit. Let himhave it back."

| handed the gaunt nman his fedora. Wth precise,
twi tching gestures, he got it snugged down on his
bony skull. H's eyelids dropped and t he shaking
st opped.

"Seeing with nmy mouth,"” he murmured. "Should
take of f nore often. Running out of |obes." He
got his eyes back open and fixed me with a hard
stare. "You're comng on real tiresone."

"Can you help us?" asked Harry. "We're from
another world and we think we want to kill Gary
Her ber . "

The stranger chuckled slowy. "Kicks, man, kicks.
But Herber's awful big. Used to be he was just a

yahoo and a brain full of truth. But ever since they
electrocuted him. . ." The man in the hat chuck-

| ed again, and went off on a tangent. "I had a

booth selling pieces of the electric chair. 'Relics of
t he Scionization,' you dig, all splinters smeared
with rancid ghee." He paused to give nme a | ook of
unwhol esonme flirtation. "I threw the rocks because
you | ook so rave."

| cleared ny throat. What kind of guide had
Harry dreamed up for us? "I'm Joe Fletcher. And
that's Sondra and Harry."

"Joe." He touched ny face with his cool fingers.



"It's a rare pleasure to nmeet an intelligent nman.
I'm Tad Beat."

"How about a drink?" asked Harry. "Do you
have any whi skey?"

"I have enough to get you boys country drunk
Let's nake ny pad."

W foll owed Tad downstairs. H s apartment took

up one very large roomon the building' s top floor
His floor and walls were covered with Oriental
carpets. A narrow bed, sonme boxes of food, and a
desk with papers and a typewiter conpleted the

f ur ni shi ngs.

"Stap ny vitals," nuttered Tad, rummagi ng un-

der his bed. "Just what the old doctor ordered.
Keeps the slugs off, too." He took out a clear glass
bottle of oily Iiquid.

Harry drank fromit, w ped his mouth, then
passed the bottle to Sondra. She shook her head
and gave the bottle to ne. It was noonshine, sharp

and with a bitter undertaste. | spit out half the
mout hful 1'd taken and gave the bottle back to
Tad. | didn't trust w reheads.

"Tell us nore about Herber," | requested. "D d

he start a religion, or what? You say they el ectro-
cuted hinP"

"You're really el sewhere," said Tad. "M . No-
body from Nowhere. Scope this, age levels five
through thirteen."

He handed nme a col or conic book, the kind of

thing that a child mght bring hone fromBible
school. On the cover was a soft giant brain with a
hal o. That was Gary? Crowded all around the brain
were | aughing children with hunps on their backs.
It occurred to me that 1'd seen a |ot of round-
shoul dered people on the streets here. Wy woul d
bei ng saved nmake you into a hunchback? Begi n-

ning to sense nmy answer, | sat down and read the
com ¢ book frame by frane. The witing was mrror-
reversed, but | got used to that soon enough

1. Gary's parents were scientists. Two cl ean-cut peo-
ple in white snocks. She holds a test tube, he holds
a Geiger counter.

2. Their world was full of trouble. \Wapons, bro-
ken liquor bottles, bloody faces, a background of
psychedel i ¢ musi c synbol s.

3. And God had been forgotten. A drunk sl eeping
on the steps of a |ooted tenple.

4. CGod spoke to Gary's parents. They stand in a



roonful of machines, staring up into strean ng
light.

5. And told themwhat to do. She | eans over a
nm croscope, while he handl es sone radi oactive na-
terial with tongs. Her belly is swollen.

6. Gary Herber was born on June 25. The parents
| ean over a radiant cradle. The cradle contains a
naked brain with a spinal cord.

7. Gary's brother, Seth, was scared. The brain floats

in a tank of nutrient. A dirty, unattractive boy
peers at it from around a doorj anb.

8. God told Seth to share. Seth kneeling next to
the brain's tank, his face blank with religi ous ecstasy.

9. Seth and Gary grew together. Gary is riding the
nape of Seth's neck. Seth is clean and happy-
| ooking, witing answers on a bl ackboard.

10. They began to teach God's Laws. Lean and chari s-
matic, Seth is standing on a soapbox preaching to a
crowd. The naked brain is hidden beneath Seth's
coat .

11. These are God's Laws. A stone tablet with three
| aws chisel ed in:

God's Laws |: Follow Gary I1: Be Clean II1: Teach God's Laws

Tad thrust the bottle at ne again. Reluctantly I
| ooked up fromthe comc. The bottle was al npst
enpty and Harry was drunk. He was sitting on Tad's
bed with his arm around Sondra. They were ki ssing.

"No thanks, Tad." | turned my attention back to
the comc. "Is this all true?”

"They omt to mention where Gary wig and
drink all a woman's spinal fluid. She croaked and
the Herbers got the chair."

| read on.

12. Gary's disciples shared him Smiling Seth is set-
ting Gary down on an attractive woman's naked

back. Many cheering faces in the background.

13. But there were enem es. Three swarthy, |ow
browed nmen sitting at a table w th noney and

whi skey. One shows a | egal document to his gloating
conr ades.

14. Seth and Gary were arrested. Facel ess police
officers in riot helmets drag hunpbacked Seth
away from weepi ng wormren and chil dren.



15. The public electrocution. Seth is strapped into
an electric chair. A special wire |leads to Gary,
naked on Seth's back. A crowd is watching.

16. The Bl essed Scionization. Seth is dead and
snoking. But Gary is much bigger than before. He

bul ges out like a cauliflower, and pieces of himare
splitting off.

17. Soon Gary was everywhere. An arny of nen,
wonen, and children, each with a naked brain
riding on his or her back. They are constructing a
pal ace.

18. Don't you want to share? The tablet of God's
Laws, the electric chair, and a cheerful brain float
together in a space of |ight.

19. Come to the Pal ace this Thursday! Two happy
children, a boy and a girl, walk up the marble
steps of a splendid white building.

| closed the comic and | ooked up. Tad and
Sondra were arguing. Harry was really out of it,
and Tad had just given himanother bottle.

"Why do you give himso nmuch to drink?" Son-
dra demanded.

"It's like the sight of soneone about to flip ex-
cites me," Tad said, reaching up to fondle his hat-
band. "I like to crack them open and feed on the
wonder ful soft stuff that ooze out."

Sondra | ooked at Tad with real dislike. "You're
awful! A wirehead, a drunk, a gay—

Tad leered at her, formng his face into a carica-
ture of heterosexual lust. "What are these strange
feelings that conme over nme when | | ook at those
tits sticking out so cute? No, no!" He held his
hand as if to shield his face, then sidled over to
drape his arns across ny shoul ders. "You and ne
could really exist, Joe."

Harry was taking this all in with drunken relish
"W don't have very much tinme," | said, fending
of f Tad's advances. He was a real old-tinme degen-

erate.

Harry chugged fromthe new bottle and tossed

it back to Tad. | didn't see how they could stom
ach the stuff. | felt sick fromthe one taste of it
had.

"Just tell us where to find Gary Herber," said
Sondra. "And we'll be on our way."



"It's not going to be as easy as we thought," |

told her. "Herber is all over the place. He's a sort
of parasite that grows on people's backs. But what
was that about a pal ace, Tad?"

"Gary's pal ace," said Tad, smiling |oosely. "Ten

bl ocks east of here. The palace is for the boss slug.
The ki ng-size Herber that grows the buds. G anpaw
brain. W'll hold himstill with that pink gun and
work out. Do it hard TV so's the citizens down

hone can share the harvest plenty." Tad seened

al nost as drunk as Harry.

Sondra and | exchanged | ooks of concern. It
was wel | past el even.

"W really have to get noving," | repeated.
"Don't you want to try on ny hat, Joe? It has a

left-brain/right-brain feedback | oop. Feel rea

wi ggy. "
"No!" cried Sondra. "Let's go before it's too late!™

We clattered down the stone stairs to the street,
Harry | eaning heavily on Tad and ne. Sondra
fl ew down ahead of us.

"Do you want ne to drive, Harry?"

"Naw, naw, |'m shuperman. |'ll shober up when
| hafta. You wanna gun, Tad? Look in the glove
conpartnment."

Tad found hinself a heavy .45 automatic. W al

got in the Cad. Both of the wi ndshields were

br oken—the police | aser had broken the back

and Tad's rock had broken the front. Harry gunned
the engine up to a chattering scream and peel ed
out into a teleportation junp.

11
cushi on

VW were speeding down a broad boul evard, a
tropical allee with rows of royal palns: tre-
mendous pal mtrees each with ten neters of bare
trunk topped by a luxuriant green frizz-bop of
swordy | eaves. The pavenent was snooth narble.
There was quite a bit of traffic: official vehicles,
nmerchants' vans, tour buses, commuters. But there
was no real congestion—everyone drove according
to the book. The cars noved |like cautious ants,
and the pedestrians marched back and forth Iike
wi ndup toys.

Far ahead of us, tiny in the distance, was a



cordon of white-uniformed pal ace guards. Beyond
the guards lay bright ornamental gardens |eading
to the palace itself, a vast, minaretted structure
somet hing i ke the Taj Mahal

I was in the back seat with Tad Beat. He tw tched

his head this way and that, keeping a restless eye
on things. Harry, in front, lolled drunkenly in his
seat, pawi ng at Sondra's exposed thighs and pro-
testing in slurred tones each time she sl apped his
hand away. Qur Cadillac |urched through the
traffic, narrowy mssing several collisions.

"He's juiced," Tad said to nme, jerking his head
toward Harry's slunping shoul ders. Tad kept one
hand on his hat, holding it tight against the slip-
stream of air that whistled through the car's two
br oken wi ndshields. "That's the cool way to be
around the palace. The slugs can't handl e juice.
You, Joe, you're nowhere. You'll end up dead or a
Herberite, I'Il tell you now. "

Tad's words sent a chill through ny veins. Wth
Harry so drunk, what chance did we stand agai nst
those guards? If | died here, would |I really be
dead? This was really just a kind of dream wasn't
it? Yet what if you have a dream so bad that you

die of a heart attack during the drean? Perhaps
every time sonmeone dies in his sleep of a heart
attack, the attack is in fact coupled with a dream of
overwhel m ng power in which the person experi-

ences death in great detail. Wwo can tell?

The pal ace guards were only some fifty neters

ahead of us now. They could see there was some-
thing fishy about us. As we drew cl oser, they raised
t heir weapons and ai ned.

"All right," said Harry in his normal voice. He'd
willed hinmself sober, just like that. He sat up straight
and stepped on the gas. "Beamthem Fletch. You

can shoot over ny shoul der."

| dialed ny disintegrator ray to maxi mum fan
and bl asted away. | was already a nurderer from

smashi ng that supermarket manager's spine-rider
Kill one, kill twenty. Most of the pal ace guards
turned to dust. The survivors took to their heels.
retched up a nout hful of stomach acid. Killing
wasn't sonmething | could [earn to enjoy.

Harry kept the hanmer down, and we snashed

t hrough a set of ironwork gates. There were mar-
ble stairs up ahead. W took themlike we had
square wheels. The lovely gardens were all around
us, fountains and geonetric beds of flowers. Sone
pretty wonmen wi th bare backs were | ounging on

the | awns.



A hot beam of red laser |ight speared down
fromone of the palace's slimwatchtowers. The
beam burned a hole in our Cadillac's hood, and
then the engi ne di ed.

“I"lIl handle that," said Harry. He ained his tine-
reversing ray gun at the distant |aser cannon. Qur
engi ne started back up, the hole in the hood seal ed
over, and the laser energy returned to its source.
Snoke poured out of that slim m naret—snoke

and screans.

Qur car stunbled up a last marble staircase and
coughed to a stop. The four of us junped out,

guns at the ready. W were standi ng under a huge,
pillared portico. Before us was the pal ace entrance,
a Moorish arch with nassive bronze doors. The

doors were open and unguar ded.

| felt weak and sick, but Harry's drunkenness
was mracul ously gone. Master of space and tine.

Sondra was in high gear. "What's your anti-self
going to look like, Harry? Tad and Joe say it's a
giant slug. Let's be sure to steal sone jewels after

we kill it. | guess you know it's already el even
twenty-five? We better hurry. | can't wait for ny
friend Donna to see ny new | ook. Maybe I'Il go on

TV. Do you think Dr. Bitter will approve?"

"That big Gary Herber's in the central courtyard,"”
said Tad. "Let's hang real tight."

He went in first, then Harry and Sondra, then
ne.

Sonet hi ng dropped onto the nape of my neck just as |
wal ked t hrough the door.

Oh, no! The soft noist Herber-slug slid down
bet ween ny shoul der bl ades and pl ugged itself
into ny nervous system | felt a wild tingling.

"duck into the next doorway," said a little voice in
nmy head. The voice of the parasitic glob that had
just taken over ny will. | struggled to yell to the
others, but instead | whipped in through the first
doorway we passed.

"Fletch?" called Harry fromthe hall. "Where'd
he go, Sondra? HEY, FLETCHER!"

I was running as fast as ny legs would carry

me. Through a cl oakroom out into a courtyard,

t hrough a door, and into a bedroom There was a
worman, a naked odal i sque on a big mound of

cushions. She had jet-black hair and lily-white skin.
Al mond eyes, a long straight nose, |arge nipples,



heavy-duty thighs. | burrowed under her cushi ons

like a rat taking cover. It felt nice down there: the
sil ky cushi ons, the woman's odor and weight. |

tried to wiggle into a position where |I'd be able

to ...

"be still," said the voice in my head.

| stopped noving and thought a nessage back
"who are you?"

"i"ma scion of gary herber. thank you for your body."

i wasn't really done with it yet." For some reason
was kind of enjoying this. The parasite kept a

pl easant tingle going all through nmy nerves, "you'l
have to rel ease ne, i'mfrom another world."

i know, we want to go there."

no! you can't! it's—=
"shhh! "

Foot st eps sounded in the courtyard outside. Fat
Harry, weird Tad, and sexy Sondra. They'd never

find me here. | should have been scream ng for

hel p, but instead I felt like giggling. The slug had
really taken nme over.

"Uh, excuse ne, mss, have you seen ny friend?"
Harry's voi ce.

The odal i sque shifted about, but she didn't
answer .

"She won't pick up on you," said Tad. "Herber's
dollies don't talk to strangers.”

"What would a giant brain want with slave girls?"
asked Sondr a.

"What Gary wants with wonen? He m | ks them
like. GABA fluid fromtheir spines. You dig that
pl astic coupling down on her back?"

"Oooooo! Awful! Well, read her mind, Harry.
You can do tel epathy, can't you?"

"Stap nmy vitals!" exclainmed Tad. "Tel epat hy!"

"Yeah, | can do it," runbled Harry, "but that
woul d be too—=

"Harry, in less than half an hour, our magic

door out of this place is going to di sappear. And
now somet hi ng' s happened to Joe. Use your god-
damm telepathy or "Il =

"Ch, all right."



cushion ..." was all that ne and ny rider
were thinking. A masquerade. W held our joint
consci ousness in the nmnd-set of a " cushion ..

The odal i sque nmust have sone kind of block up
too. After a minute Harry stopped scanning. |
could feel the difference. "I don't find himany-
where, Sondra. But | think he's hiding sonewhere
near by. "

"Why woul d he hide?"

"Ch, Fletcher's weird. He's weirder than you
realize, Sondra. People always say that |'mcrazy,
but Fletcher is nuch worse. He's sneaky about being
crazy. The guy needs help, | nean it."

cushion ...
"Well, what are we going to do?"

"Let's go ahead and kill that giant brain," urged
Tad. "You've got to do that for us before you
| eave. "

"But what about Joe," protested Sondra. "W
can't just forget about him™

cushion ...

"If he gets stuck here, it's his own dam fault.
He's hiding fromnme, | tell you. He's got a tel epa-
thy bl ock up, and this wonan has one too. | can't
read anyone's mnd but yours and Tad's, Sondra."

"Oooooo! What are we thinking, Harry?"

"You don't want to know. Tad, which way is it to

the central courtyard? 1'll teleport the three of us
there. Maybe Gary Herber can tell us where Fletcher
is."

"That's cool," said Tad. "Joe's probably wearing
a brain on his back right now The courtyard is—
t hat way, about one hundred neters."

"Ckay. "

The voi ces disappeared. | crawl ed out from un-

der the cushions and sat up. The big odalisque
licked her Iips. She had a | arge tongue and a crue
mout h. | sighed and laid my head down on her

shoul der. She ran one hand over ny face, and

wi th her other hand she drew a few drops of

spinal fluid out of the tap at the bottom of her
back. Gently she rubbed the fluid into ny spine-
rider. | shuddered with pleasure. This was really
[iving.



"where is the door to your world?" The slug's sud-
den question caught nme by surprise.

i can't tell you that."
"you nust."

A silent struggle ensued. The spine-rider probed

at ny thoughts, trying to winkle out the precious
secret. | sought to hide the secret in jingles, in
enotions, in hebephrenic repetitions of random

fact. But the parasite was too strong for ne. In |less
than a mnute | was beaten. The inmage of the

street where we'd arrived fornmed in nmy mnd

The spine-rider goaded ne to my feet.

"Please call a taxi," | heard nmyself telling the
handsone dar k- hai red woman. "And make sure
the driver has a Herber scion."

She picked up a tel ephone and began dialing.

"And take this disintegrator ray," my voice added
"It may prove useful in the fight against those
three intruders.”

The woman took ny gun and spoke softly into
t he phone.

"that gun isn't going to help against Harry," | thought
to the bad brain on ny back, "he's master of space

and time, if he gets mad he'll wi pe out big Gary and
every single one of you scions."

"all the nore reason to send one of us over to your
world, now, run!"

12
M dni ght Ranbl er

Iran back out the palace the way |I'd cone in

Sone hunpbacked guards were out on the

portico, but since | too had a spine-rider, they let
me pass. | ran all the way down to the street. | was
exhausted and out of breath, but my scion woul dn't
et me stop.

Just as | got to the curb, a taxi pulled up.
junped in the front, and we took off. The driver
was a tall, nuscle-faced man with round shoul ders.
Instead of addressing himdirectly, | pulled up
our shirts and | et our Gary-brains touch. Once the
driver got the picture, he really stepped on the
gas.

Looki ng out the window | tried to tell which of
t he pedestrians wore a scion on his or her back
Only about one in ten. Yet the others were so



beaten down by Herber's rule that they m ght just

as well have had one of the parasites plugged into
their nervous systenms. No one sniled; there was

no sense of play. This was a city of statistics, of
i nt erchangeabl e bodies carrying out Gary Herber's
tasks. | felt like a cockroach in an anthill.

Yet all the while the tingling in ny nerves contin-

ued to fill me with a sort of secret pleasure. | may
have | ooked |i ke a zonbie, but on sonme level | was
having fun. It was perhaps a little like being a

wi rehead. | watched the scenery whip past and

tried not to think about what came next.

The taxi pulled up to the spot where this whole
adventure had started. There was the mirror im
age of Harry's shop. The driver and | hurried

i nside. The copy of the blunzing chanmber was stil
there: a big netal box, two neters on a side.

"send himthrough and then destroy it!" said the
voi ce in ny head.

Send himthrough? | took a good | ook at the
driver. He was a strong, mean-l|ooking character
with short black hair. Send himthrough and | et

t he Herber-scions invade Earth? "no," | protested,
"pl ease not that."

A lash of pain swept up nmy spine and into ny

skull. 1 fought it as long as | could and | ost agai n.
Nurmbly | watched nysel f open the bl unzi ng

chanber's door. Over on the other side | could see
upsi de-down Antie, still waiting for her master

The Gary-brained driver took a running junp

and | eaped through the magi c door. He flipped,

| anded snoothly on the other side, and took off at
a run. Tears welled out of my eyes and streaned
down my cheeks. My arns swung the door shut.

"now let's smash it," said the voice in ny head, "i

want ny brother brain to be safe fromharry.'

My body hurried across the roomto pick up a

sl edgehamer |1'd noticed before. My arnms put al
their strength into the first blow, and the hamer
smashed a hole in one of the chanber's sides.

It was the side that led into the Mcroworld. A
pseudopod | ashed out fromthe hole I'd made and

i ngested the head of ny hamer. Wen | man-

aged to pull it free, ny sledgehamer was just an
axe handle with an acid-charred end. The gi ant

M crowor| d anmpeba pushed anot her pseudopod

out of the hole and felt around. My spine-rider
and | backed off in some confusion

Just then there was a pop and a rush of air. It



was Harry and Sondra. | raised ny axe handl e
and charged at Harry. My Herber-slug wanted ne
to smash Harry's skull in. But Harry and Sondra
had been expecting trouble. Sondra raised her
pi nk denotivator ray and froze me in md-I|unge.

"It's Fletcher!" exclained Harry. "M/ wor st

eneny? Here we've been over at the palace killing
that giant brain and here's ny so-called pal Fletcher
trying to tear down our magi c door!"

Harry wal ked around behind ne, careful to stay
out of Sondra's beam | felt ny shirt slide up

"Wearing a brain, sure enough,” Harry runbl ed.
"Well, I'Il just—=

A wave of, nurderous agony began to build in-

side nmy skull. That bad brain was going to kill ne
with it. | prayed a | ast prayer and prepared to
nmerge into the One. But then—phht—+he pain and

the spine-rider were all gone. Harry had sinply
willed it out of existence.

"Turn off the ray, Sondra. He's clean."

Slowy | arched my back. My body was ny own
agai n.

"Ch, God, Harry, it wasn't my fault. That—hing
was part of Gary Herber. There's thousands of
themall over the city."

"It's eleven fifty-six," Sondra called tautly.
"It's okay, Fletch, I knowit's not your fault. Too
bad you had to give that Arab-Iooki ng wonan

your disintegrator ray, though. She killed poor

Tad, and al nost got Sondra and ne, too."

"But you took care of the big brain?"

"Yeah. And now I'mgoing to get all the little
ones." Harry reached into his coat pocket and took
out the thunb-sized "echo" of hinself that the

bl unzi ng chanber had produced. He snhapped the

little fellowin the air Iike a handkerchief, and an
endl ess swarm of smaller Harrys appeared as well

"Ckay, boys," said Harry. "Search and destroy. |
want every single Herber scion on the planet to dis-
appear in the next minute."

"Roger!" piped the tiny ones, and tel eported
t hensel ves away.

"And meanwhile I'lIl fix this." Harry beanmed his
time-reversal ray at the hole I'd nade in the side
of the blunzing chanmber. The gi ant pseudopod

slid back, ny sl edgehamer was whol e agai n, and



the rent in the chanber's side heal ed over
"It's eleven fifty-nine," said Sondra.

She pull ed the nmagi c door open. The vi ew was

as before: hyperspace bel ow, npon robots above,

m croorgani sms on the left, and endless hills to the
right. There on the other side was our own world,

seem ngly upside down, and with good old Antie
still waiting.

The zillions of tiny Harrys came suddenly swarm

i ng back, chattering like school children. They'd done
their job: this world was cl ean. Tad Beat had not
died in vain. The cloud of Harrys settled down on

big Harry like flies on cowl op

Sonmewhere a bell was tolling twelve. Time to go
Sondra and Harry grabbed nme under the arns
and flew me through the door

| crashed to the floor of Harry's real workshop
and shuddered with relief. The bell outside fin-

i shed tolling mdnight, and then the bl unzing cham
ber was just an enpty, copper-covered box.

"I can still fly!" exclaimed Sondra. Bl ond and
shapely, she was floating in mdair.

"Sure," said Harry. "It'll last a few years. | changed
t he quantum responsi veness of your atons. As

they're replaced, in the normal course of things,
you'll slowy |ose the power."

"And nmy money?" | couldn't hel p asking.

"Don't worry. It's under your bed. | suppose
could have gotten nyself sonething too, but I
guess | didn't want to."

"Don't you know what you want, Harry?"

"No. Do you? Does anyone? \WWat's good today

is bad tonmorrow, and this year's disaster is next
year's gol den opportunity. | got what | needed—an
exciting adventure. | saved that whole planet from
t he brain-slugs."

Suddenly | renmenbered the driver. "Harry, the
experiment had one lasting effect you don't know
about. A man junped through to our world just

bef ore you—=

"What ?"
"Yes, a man with a spine-rider. Wth one of the

Gary-brains on his back. | wanted to stop him
but =



"Dr. F.'s right," volunteered Antie. "A nan cane
t hrough the bl unzing chanber just before your
return. He ran out onto Suydam Street."

"Joe!" Sondra wailed. "How could you?"

"I +t wasn't my fault. Do those special guns stil
wor k, Harry?"

Harry threw his ray gun on the floor. "No, |

unwi shed them at the end. | thought they'd be too
dangerous to have around. But we've got to stop
that man before his slug can reproduce! They
coul d take over our whole world!" And then
shockingly, Harry began to laugh, first in high
squeal s and then in sloppy guffaws.

| stepped forward and shook him "Don't get
hysterical, Harry. Sondra! Call the police!"
"I"'mnot hysterical," said Harry, still chuckling a
little. "I"'mjust excited. You're a real pal, Fletch
Who el se but you woul d have found a way to bring
Gary Herber back with us?"

"It's not a gane, Harry. This isn't some wld
fantasy anynore. Your superpowers are all gone!
Do you have any kind of gun?"

"There's a flare ray by the cash register," said
Harry, sitting down and wi ping the |augh-tears
fromhis eyes.

I found the flare ray and ran out into the street,
hopi ng to spot that taxi driver. The sleazy New
Brunswi ck street was enpty, save for a drunk |ean-
i ng agai nst the wall outside the Term nal Bar

"Did you see anyone go by in the last five
m nutes?" | demanded. "A big strong guy with
round shoul ders?"

The drunk gestured vaguely at the door to the

bar. | braced nmyself and went inside. There were

a fewdrifters and a | ady of the night, but no trace
of the man | was | ooking for

"What'Il it be?" said the bartender, a stocky man
with a gray nustache.

"I"'mlooking for a big guy with round shoul ders,"
| said. "He just cane in here a mnute ago."

The bartender favored me with a | ook of con-

tempt. "He's already found his friend for tonight.
think they went to the john. And I'mjust trying to
run a decent place to drink."

"Thanks," | said, and headed for the nen's room
There was a good chance I'd find two men with



spine-riders in there. | held ny flare ray at the
ready.

But the nen's roomwas enpty. There was not h-
i ng nmovi ng except the air that swept through the

open bat hroom wi ndow. | junped up on the toilet
seat and wriggled out. There was an alley back
there, an alley leading out to the main drag. | ran

out the alley as fast as | could, but | got to

the street too late. A gray car with two round-

shoul dered nmen in it was just pulling out. | chanced
a shot with the flare ray, but a flare ray's not much
good on plastics. The car sped off, headed toward

t he turnpike.

| hurried back to Harry's. Sondra was still on
the phone. | yelled the gray car's |icense nunber
to her and jumped into ny Buick.

"Hold on, Fletch, et me come too." It was Harry.
"You. You think it's all a big adventure. Well, it's
not, Harry. If you had children you'd understand."

But Harry got in ny car anyway. He had a

hunting rifle, probably his father's. | floored the
gas and sped off after the gray car with the two
spine-riders. Was the nightrmare ever going to end?

13
Por kchop Bushes and Fritter Trees

THE gray car got away. At first | could glinpse it
up ahead of us, but then | couldn't find it any-
nmore. We tried the side streets, but the gray car
was nowhere to be seen. After a while we heard
sirens and saw sone cop cars speed past.

"Sondra must have convinced them" Harry
observed. "Wy don't you just drop ne off at ny
shop, Fletch, and then go on hone to Nancy.
Leave the chasing to the police."

"They don't realize what they're up against,
Harry. Those Gary-brai ns—they coul d take over
our world."

"Ah, | ook, tonorrow we'll blunze you with the
rest of the gluons and you can fix everything.
Don't worry so nuch."

"Maybe you're right. But listen, | know what it's
like to have a spine-rider. It was inside ny thoughts.
It's horrible."” Another worry occurred to me. "The
slug on ny back talked to the slug that the taxi
driver brought over here. So it might know where

| live." | turned a corner and pulled onto Suydam
Street. "What'd you think of that odalisque woman



on the cushi ons?"

"She was nice," said Harry. "But she killed Tad.
Sondra's much prettier."

"You better hope Sondra doesn't realize she's
too neat for you."

"Ch, it won't sink in for a while."

| pulled up in front of Harry's shop and sat
there in silence for a mnute, trying to sort it al
out. Sondra flew out to see what we were doing.

"I called the police," she said, leaning in ny
wi ndow. "But it was hard to know what to tel
them "

"So what'd you say?"

"I said the two men were w reheads. | said they
had stimunits on their backs and that they'd tried
torob ne."

"I hope you told the cops to be real careful. If
the Gary-brains take themover, we're really going
to be hurting."

"Hey, look, Fletch," said Harry, "if you're so
worried, why don't you just get blunzed right now
and fix it?"

"No, no. Not now. No nore craziness right now.

I"'mw ped out. If the brains don't spread too fast,

it might be good to wait a few days to see if there's
any other bad side effects com ng up."

"Well, all right. Good night, Fletch. And thanks
a lot. This has been a weekend to renmenber."
Harry got out.

"Goodbye, Joe," sang Sondra, hovering next to
Harry. "Say hi to Nancy for ne."

"Sure thing. Talk to you tonmorrow. " | kept wor-
rying as | drove back toward Princeton. How nmuch
about Harry and nme did the invaders know?

Wul dn't they want to conme kill us as soon as
possi bl e? Or at |east take us over? | drove faster

The lights were on in ny house, and the front

door was unl ocked. Serena was sl eeping peacefully,
the TV was on, but there was no Nancy. Before
doi ng anything else I went to | ook under our bed—
t he noney was there, stacks and stacks of bills.
stuffed a few thousand dollars in nmy pants pocket
and went back out to the kitchen

| noticed then that the back door was ajar. | was
glad 1'd kept Harry's flare ray.



"Nancy?" | called, sticking nmy head out. "Are
you out there?"

"Joe! Cone see!" It sounded |ike her nmputh was
full.

When | stepped out the back door | smacked

into a tree that hadn't been there before. The

whol e yard seened to bristle with exotic veget a-
tion—very strange, as this norning we'd had not h-
ing but crabgrass. | got back to my feet and spotted
Nancy in a patch of light spilling fromour |iving-
room wi ndow. She was crouched down by a bush

eat i ng sormet hi ng.

"\What are you doi ng, Nancy? What's that bush?"

"It's a porkchop bush,"” she said, waving the
greasy bone she'd been gnawing. "And there's a
fritter tree right next to you! You really cane
t hrough for world hunger!"

I glanced at the tree I'd bunped into. Sure

enough, there were thick bunches of golden frit-
ters hanging fromits branches. | picked one and
bit intoit. The fritter was sweet and crisp on the
out si de, noi st and doughy in the m ddle. Porkchops
and fritters had been Nancy's favorite nmeal when
she'd been growing up in Virginia. No wonder she
was out here eating.

"But where did they come fron?" | asked.

"I was lying in bed reading when all of a
sudden—t was about ten o' clock?"

"Go on."

"All of a sudden a little box popped out of

nowhere. | knew that you and Harry were up to

somet hing, so | thought it might have jewels or

somet hing precious init. Wien | opened it, there
were just a bunch of seeds. | was in a bad nood, so

| threw them out the w ndow and kept reading.

But then a few minutes ago | heard | eaves rustling
and | came out here to see what it was. It's food
plants, Joey! It's the solution to world hunger, just
like you promi sed me. You're wonderfulI'"

"Don't you want to hear about my trip?"
"Just taste one of these porkchops!"

| felt around on the porkchop bush till | found
something fat. | snapped it off at the stem a
perfect little porkchop, grilled to a turn. | got
nmysel f another fritter and filled nmy stonmach. Each
fritter had a seed like a cherry pit in its center



The porkchops bore their seeds nestled against
their bony stens. | pocketed several seeds of each

t ype.

"This really is good, Nancy. And they grew in
just two hours?" | |ooked around the yard. There
were five or six of the bushes and three of the

trees. "I'mglad our trip did some good after all."
"What do you nean?"

| told Nancy about our trip to the |ooking-glass
wor | d, about Gary Herber, and about the parasite
that had made it back to Earth. She nmade me show
her the spot where the brain had bitten me, and
she said that she hoped I wouldn't have to get

bl unzed. | agreed—the idea of a big needle in the
skull didn't sound too appeali ng—and told her
how | was worried the slugs might come after us
toni ght .

Just then Serena appeared in the back door
"Wt . "

"You wet your bed, honey?"
"Bed wet."

Nancy and | went in, changed Serena, |ooked at

our five mllion dollars, made sure the front door
was | ocked, then took Serena out back for a fritter.
"Taste this, Serena."

"Yes," urged Nancy. "Mmry used to |ike them
when she was little."

Serena bit, chewed, swall owed, and approved.
"More."

Just then | heard the sound |I'd been half wait-
ing for. A police siren

"Nancy, | think that nmight be the slugs com ng
to get us. W better run."

"That's just the police, Joe."

"But they night have been taken over by Gary-
brains. Qick, let's head for the woods.

"There's bugs in there, Joe, and snakes.

"Pl ease." The siren was draw ng cl oser
"Ch, all right."
| picked up Serena, and we ran for the woods.

Thi ck and viny, the woods cane right up to the



edge of our housing developnment. It was kind of
swanpy in there, and the built-up |and the tract
houses were on sloped down at the edge. W slid
down the slope and stared back at our house.

Sure enough, a notorcycle and two squad cars

with flashing Iights were pulling right into our
driveway. Five cops with riot guns—they all had
round shoul ders. Serena started to ask a question
Nancy stuffed another fritter in her nmouth. W
crouched | ower, barely daring to watch.

Bang, bang, bang. Poundi ng our door. One of

the cops circled around to our backyard and no-
ticed the kitchen door open. He went right in and
opened the front. They stonped around in there
for a while, shouting ny name. | wondered if
they'd gotten Harry yet. This was bad, this was
very bad.

"You think they have those brains on their backs?"
whi spered Nancy.

"Yeah. "
"What can we do?"
"Shhhhh. "

One of the police cars was driving around on

the grass now, shining its lights this way and that.
W pressed oursel ves down into the underbrush
Serena started to whinper. | got ny nouth against
her and whi spered to her. "Be quiet, honey. The

bad men are after us. Be quiet |ike Monmy and

Daddy. Real quiet."

She obeyed. The police tried pounding on sone
of our nei ghbors' doors. No one knew where we
were. An hour went by before they finally gave

up. The cop with the notorcycle stayed in our
house and the others all left.

"Why don't you shoot himthrough the w ndow, "
suggested Nancy. She'd noticed ny flare ray.

"Killing a cop is a pretty serious crime. If people
don't understand about the Gary-brains, | could
end up injail."

"Couldn't you focus it to just kill the slug?
don't want to stay in the woods all night. The
nosquitoes are eating ne alive."

A plan occurred to ne. "Ckay, Nancy, let's try
this."

A few minutes later we were at our back door.
Nancy | aid the sl eeping Serena down under a



por kchop bush. | peered in the kitchen w ndow.
There was a tired cop with a sawed-of f shot gun

in his lap. He had a big bunp on his back under

his police shirt, and he was staring blankly at the
front door.

"Excuse me," | said, walking right in. "W'd
better have a conference." Nancy had stuffed a | ot
of leaves under my shirt, so it looked as if | too
had a spine-rider.

The policeman whirled and started to raise his
gun.

"Take it easy," | said, smiling and wal ki ng

forward. "I got ny Gary-brain already." | would
have been scared to chance this if | hadn't known
that Nancy was right outside the wi ndow with our
flare ray ained at the cop's head. "Conme on

slide your shirt up and we'll let the masters talk."

The policeman nodded and began pulling his
shirt up. He had to set his gun down to do it. |
cane closer, pulling at my own shirt. Now the

cop's back was exposed, a big, strong back with the
parasitic brain nestled between the shoul der bl ades.
| made my nove

Wth one swift gesture, | slid ny hand up under

the brain, caught hold of the soft probes where
they sank into the policeman's spine, and ripped
the thing free. The policeman screamed and

slunped forward. The | oose Gary-brain tw sted

and tried to sink its tendrils into my arm Surpris-
ingly strong, it was nore than just a brain; it had
muscles. | tried to fling it across the room but
couldn't get it free of my arm It began slithering
up toward ny shoulder and | cried for help.

Then Nancy was in the kitchen with nme. Aimng
carefully, she sizzled the Gary-brain with our flare
ray. It released its grip on ne and fell to the floor

"I's he going to be all right?" Nancy asked, jerk-
i ng her head at the policeman. There was a raw,
bl oody patch on his naked back

"I don't know." | got sone water and poured it
over the man's head.

He npaned a little and then sat up. "Wat
happened?"

"You' ve been under the control of a m nd-
parasite. How did it happen?"

"I + haven't been nyself. W were chasing a
gray car, and when we stopped it, Ml doon started
acting funny. He stuck his head into the gray car



and soret hi ng happened to him | went over to

see, and the—t got ne." The man broke off to

stare at the dead brain on the floor. "It was one of
those. They kept splitting and getting nore and
nore of us. They must have everyone down at the
station house by now. Are you Joseph Fletcher?"

"That's right. They're after ne and Harry GCerber
| think."

"Cerber, yeah. Some ot her guys went off after
him Wat are we going to do, M. Fletcher?"

"I'f I can think of a way to get to Gerber, | can
fix the whole thing. Ri ght now I'm going to hide.
Meanwhi | e, why don't you go to the state police,

of ficer? The parasites can't have spread very far
yet. Go get in touch with sone higher-ups."

"But what shall | tell then?"

"We're being invaded by an alien life form If
they don't believe you, show them your back and
this dead spine-rider. W don't have a minute to
| ose.”

The policeman sped off on his notorcycle. |
filled a shopping bag with noney from under the
bed and | ocked up the house. Then Nancy and
Serena and | got in the Buick and took off. The
main thing I wanted right now was a chance to
sl eep.

14
VWant ed

| woke to the sound of Nancy's and Serena's

voi ces. W were parked on a back road sone

fifteen mles south of Princeton. It was as far as
we' d been able to come |ast night before falling
asl eep. Fortunately |I'd renenbered to throw sone
seeds out the wi ndow before dropping off, so there
was a nice little stand of porkchop bushes and
fritter trees right by the car. Nancy and Serena
wer e having breakfast. | joined them

"How much noney did you bring?" Nancy asked.
"A few hundred thousand at |east. Whatever's in
that bag | put in the trunk. These fritters are

really good."

"They sure are. If it wasn't for the Herber-
brai ns everything would be perfect."

"Let's see howit's going." | turned on the radio.

i nvasion," intoned a drunk-soundi ng news-



caster. "New Brunsw ck has been cordoned off,

with reports of alien activity in sone of the sur-
roundi ng areas. An unconfirned report states that
the New York Port Authority Bus Terminal in

central Manhattan has been taken over by the aliens.
One of the nost effective weapons agai nst them
seens to be good ol d-fashi oned al cohol. These
brainlike creatures are extrenely susceptible to al-
cohol poisoning, and all soldiers in the cordon
have been put on doubl e-grog rations. Any listen-
ers who are near the conbat zone are advised to
remain intoxicated for the duration. | certainly

am Anni e?"

"Thank you, Greg. Bottons up. First reports of

t he invasion began trickling in last night in the wee
nmor ni ng hours. A nunber of police officers have
fallen under the control of the parasites who cal

t hensel ves Herberites. Their objectives at this tine
remai n uncl ear, although sone of the individuals
under alien control have spoken of converting peo-
ple to God's Laws. There is no question that

these organisns are extraterrestrial in origin,

al t hough . "

| turned the radi o back down. "Sounds |ike things
won't get out of control. | hadn't realized that
Gary is that allergic to al cohol.™

"Do you think that people are going to blane
you and Harry?" asked Nancy.

"Well, the brains are all thinking about us. So
anyone who recovers—i ke that cop | ast night—s
going to know we did it. Yeah, we're going to get
blamed.” | turned the radi o back up for a mnute.

was caused by two eccentric scientists, Jo-

seph Fletcher and Harry Gerber. Authorities con-
tinue to seek .. ."

"You see?" | turned the radio off entirely.

"They won't be nmad at you once they find out
about the porkchop bushes and the fritter trees,”
sai d Nancy soot hingly.

"The governnment won't |ike free food. Wat

about all the people who just work to get enough
to eat? People with nenial, subsistence-level jobs.
Those people will drop out of the work force if

t hey got some of our seeds."

"They deserve a break," said Nancy forcefully.

"I think our missionis to drive all over the country
giving out the seeds. And then |let the seeds spread
to other countries as well. We could drive to

Mexi co! "



"The police will be looking for this car," |
observed. "And | can't just |leave Harry."

"W can buy a new car. And Harry can take
care of hinself."

"Well, all right."

W stripped the fruit off the bushes and trees
we'd planted, and got out the seeds. Each plant

yi el ded sonme one hundred seeds. If we could get
some helpers, it wouldn't be hard to turn one

seed into one mllion seeds in the course of a day.
A hundred times a hundred tinmes a hundred.

There was no limt to it.

W decided to |l eave the Buick with Alwin Bitter
and get a new car. | headed back to Princeton

Ad Bitter was sitting on his porch, reading the
nor ni ng paper.

"H," | called fromthe Buick. "Renmenber us?
Joe and Nancy Fl et cher?"

Bitter smled and waved. W got out of the car
and joi ned himon the porch

"Have you heard all the news?" | asked him
"About the alien invasion? Didn't |I tell you Harry
was going to be master of space and tine?"

"I don't really see the point," opined Bitter. "Al
for excitement, | suppose. Everyone is supposed
to get drunk?"

"The brains don't |ike alcohol,” | explained. "They
have three teachings, just |like you."

"l hadn't heard that."

"Yeah, they're called God's Laws. Follow Gary, Be
Cl ean, Teach God's Laws."

"A thought virus." Bitter chuckled. "A parasitic
systemthat propagates itself. And what else did
you acconpl i sh?"

"W have special seeds," said Nancy. "Two new
ki nds of plants. Look." She threw a fritter-tree seed
and a porkchop-bush seed off the porch. As soon

as they hit the ground you could see little shoots
growi ng up. "They nake food," explained Nancy.

"Joe and | want to drive all over the country and
give themto poor people.™

"That sounds reasonable," said Bitter. "But where
will all the extra people live?"

| glanced at Nancy. She shrugged. "There's room



It's a big world."

"And the extra pollution?" probed Bitter. "Wat
about that?"

"Look," said Nancy, "we're going to help people
get enough to eat. There's no way you can argue
with that."

"Who's arguing?" Bitter smiled. "Wat do you
want from me, ny bl essing?"

"I just wanted to | eave my car in your garage," |
explained. "I think the police m ght be | ooking for
me. | want to drop out of sight for a week or two."

"Do you have any noney?"
"Lots."

"G ve nme sone."

"Al'l right."

Bitter agreed to keep our car for a thousand
dollars. He took the keys and promised to put it in
the big garage under the church buil ding.

W wal ked down to a GM dealer's | ot and bought

a Corvette right off the floor. We bought it under
Nancy's mai den nane: Nancy Lydon. The sal es-

man was kind of surprised to see us pay cash out
of a shopping bag. But not too surprised to take

t he noney.

Nancy wanted to drive-she said if it was in her
name, then it was her car. | didn't care; | tilted
back ny seat and went to sleep. There was a space
behi nd the seats big enough for Serena to rol
around in.

When | woke up, the car was stopped and Nancy
was tal king. "Just plant these," she was sayi ng,
"and you'll have plenty to eat."

"Thank you kindly," said the thin black wonman
Nancy was tal king to. "Wat kind of seeds these
be?"

| sat up and | ooked around. W were on sone
crummy back road, stopped in front of a broken-
down farmhouse. It was too cloudy to tell exactly
what tinme it was, but | figured it was about noon
Nancy was talking to a frail gray-skinned wonan
with a large brood of children. The ground around
their little house was packed bare dirt.

"Let's plant them here," proposed Nancy, scratch-
ing two holes in the clay soil. She put a seed in
each, and called for water.



"Cet the bucket, Cardo," said the old wonan.
One of her skinny sons hastened off.

"Hello," | said getting out of the car. Serena was
al ready up, standing at Nancy's side. "W have a
new ki nd of plant we're giving away,"” | expl ai ned.

"They grow fritters and porkchops."

"Now that's a fib, | know, " said the black woman.
"I's you fol ks preachers?"

Cardo came back and poured water on our two
seeds. The green shoots started up, and sone of
the children gathered around to watch. | went
over and gave Serena a hug. This was nore fun

t han wor ki ng for Susan Lacey at Softech.

"It'll take about an hour, Ms. Johnson," said
Nancy. "Do you mind if we watch?"

"I don't mind. Wth Luther gone, |'m happy to
have some grown-ups to chat with."

"Lut her was your husband?"
"He say." No nore information was forthcom ng
Wl |, so what. The seeds were for everyone—
nobody was going to need to fill out a formto get
them Free food. The nore | thought about the
idea, the nmore | liked it.

Ms. Johnson's children took a liking to Serena.
They showed her how to swing in their tire sw ng,
and one of the little girls brought out a greasy rag
doll for Serena to play with. The cl ouds broke up
and | et the warm autumm sun beat down. There

was a horse chestnut nearby, and Serena set to

wor k col | ecting shiny buckeyes.

In an hour's time the porkchop bush was the

size of a big spirea, and the fritter tree was ei ght
feet tall. The bush had shiny reddish | eaves and

fat little white flowers. Bees buzzed from bl ossom
to bl ossom Now the petals dropped, and the fruits
began to grow

I n another hal f-hour it was harvest tine. |

reached up and plucked the fritters, big and bright
as oranges. The children gathered around for the
treat, and Nancy showed them how to snap the

por kchops of f the bush.

"Be sure to save the seeds," | cautioned. "You
can give themto your cousins."

As soon as the plants had been picked clean, they
started to bl oom again. There seemed to be no
end to their productivity.



"Cardo," Ms. Johnson called, "go get Emyl ou
and the Curtises, too. Tell themwe're having a
picnic."

Cardo ran off down the road, yelling with high
spirits. By the time the next crop of fruit had
appeared, there were twice as many people mlling
around the dirt yard. Someone had thought to
bring Kool -Aid; | took a |ong drink

A nunber of the kids had dropped seeds on the
ground, and these were shooting up too. The nore

we ate, the nore plants we started. And the nore
food there was, the nore nouths there were to eat

it. Pickups and big battered sedans lined both sides
of the road. Nancy and Serena and | were the only
white people there, but no one seenmed to m nd

Ms. Johnson kept telling everyone that we'd in-
vented the magi ¢ seeds.

"I think we can nmove on now, Joey," said Nancy.
"It's off to a good start here."

"Ckay. Can | try driving?"
"Sure."

Over the course of the next week we handed out
seeds all over central Jersey. Sometines we ven-
tured into the towns, but nostly we stuck to the
back roads. You'd be surprised how rural New
Jersey can be. What with the new depression, there
were plenty of folks out there who didn't have
enough to eat.

After a few days they started tal ki ng about us on
the radi o. Some peopl e thought the new plants

had something to do with the invasion of the
Gary-brains. O hers thought we nmust be commu-
nists. The authorities in general didn't like the
i dea of free food. Extensive tests were conducted
on our plants, but the fritters and porkchops were
just what they seened: good, whol esome food.

What with peopl e passing the seeds around, the

pl ants had pretty well covered the state before

| ong. The Departnent of Agriculture obtained a
court order for our arrest. But nobody wanted to
tell them where we were.
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Wl come, Joseph Fl etcher

"NANCY, |'ve got to go back and see about
Harry." W were slowy cruising downtown

Trenton, |ooking for people to give our seeds to. It



was dusk and there was an autumm crackle in the air.

"Wait, there's an old bum" Nancy pul | ed over
next to a man lying on a park bench. | bounced
Serena on ny | ap while Nancy showed the man

two seeds and put themin the ground next to his
bench. He seened nore interested in her breasts
than in the prospect of free food.

"He's heard of us," said Nancy, getting back be-
hind the wheel. "He said sonme of his friends al-
ready had the seeds.”

"Face it, honey, everyone in the state's going to
have our seeds before long. And it's spreading to
New Yor k and Pennsyl vani a. "

"Then we shoul d drive down south before w n-
ter sets in. Mexico's where they really need food."

"Can't you just mmil sone of the seeds to your
do-gooder friends? | want to get back up to New
Brunswi ck and see how Harry's doi ng. Those Gary-
brai ns may not be spreading, but who knows?

Maybe they're getting ready for a big assault." The
setting sun gleaned coldly on the state capitol's
gold done. Wnter was just around the corner

"Ch, all right, Joe. 1'll take you up there and
drop you off. Do you think it's safe to go hone
yet ?"

"No. They're after me for hel ping Harry, and
they're after you for the seeds. You shouldn't have
told so many peopl e your nane."

"Well, | like to get alittle credit, too. And they
aren't really after us. They just want to ask us
gquestions. | wouldn't mnd answering some ques-

tions—n the proper setting."

"You nmean you'd like to get on TV."

"Well, | don't see why | shouldn't. | could be on
the cover of Tinme magazine, Joe. |'ve found the
solution to world hunger."

"Can't argue with that."

W powered out of Trenton and onto the Jersey

Turnpike. "I'Il drop you off in New Brunswi ck,"
said Nancy, "and then I'Il mail seeds to hunger
contacts all over the world. And tonorrow I'Ill show

up at the ABC studios in Manhattan."

"Fine. Meanwhile, do you think we could stop
for some supper?"

"At one of those crummy turnpi ke restaurants?”



"Ah, why not. |'mkind of sick of porkchops and
fritters."”

W stopped at a Savarin. Not surprisingly, the

day' s special was—porkchops and fritters. Even
the nerchants were getting hold of our plants

now. | had soup and a salad instead. According to
the radio, our fritters contained every vitamn
known to man, but | still felt the lack of green

veggi es. Serena ordered ice cream

As we got closer to New Brunsw ck, the turn-

pi ke becane nore and nore congested. There

wer e numerous arny trucks, but what was nore
surprising, there were lots and |lots of school buses,
nost of themw th crosses on them "Killeville Chris-
tian Children's Crusade,"” read one. "Shil oh Bap-

tist Add Fol ks Honme," read anot her. "Shekinah

d ory Cospel Fell owship," "Sunshine Open Bible

Net wor k, " "Wbrmen's Hope-a-G@ ow Mnistries.™

"What are all these nuts doing here?" | wondered.
We reached the New Brunswi ck exit and craw ed

of f am dst troop trucks and buses. The actual road
into town was barricaded. An unsteady sergeant
with two flares waved us toward a parking area.

"It must be that stuff about God's Laws," re-
mar ked Nancy. "People are so into religion these
days."

"I can hardly believe it. They didn't say any-

thing about this on the radio.”" A big light-blue bus
| unbered into the space next to us. Elderly seekers
began swarm ng out.

"I"'mgoing to | eave before soneone baptizes ne
or something," said Nancy. "Look out for the brains,
Joe. CGet yourself sone whiskey."

"Al'l right, baby. And be sure to hire a good

| awyer before you go on television. Just in case.
There's still a lot of nmobney in the trunk. This week
has been fun, hasn't it?"

"It has. It's been like a honeynoon."
"Afritternoon. | |ove you, Nancy."

"I love you, Joe. Say bye to Daddy, Serena."
"Bye. "

| kissed my two girls and then they drove off. |
wal ked back to the parking-lot entrance and asked

the sergeant where | could get sone booze. He
was a swarthy kid in his early twenties.



"There's a liquor-store soneplace out that way,"
he said, waving one of his flares vaguely. He seened
quite drunk.

"Can | just buy sone fromyou? | don't have a
car, but I've got lots of noney."

The sergeant gl anced around, |ooking for officers.
"You ain't a looter, are you?"

"No, man, |I'ma tourist. Here's fifty bucks."

The sergeant pocketed nmy bill and handed ne
the flares. "I'll just be a mnute."

| directed another bus into the parking area,

and then the sergeant was back with a canteen ful
of grain al cohol
"CGovernnent issue," he said, smling broadly. I
took a swig, retched a little, then took another

"Thanks, sarge. This stuff keeps the brains of f?"
"For sure. Gary don't like it."

"What are all these groovers doing here?" | jerked
nmy head at a group of flower-print |adies dodder-
i ng past.

"They started coming in a few days ago. The
evangel icals got some idea that Gary is the new
Messiah. We can't stop "emfromgoing in, and so
far none of themhas tried to get back out."

"Weird."
"You know it, brother."

| handed hi m back his flares and joined the

t hrong marchi ng toward New Brunsw ck. | fel

into step with a pale-faced little nman in a red

wi ndbreaker. It said "Virginia Beach Rescue Squad"
on the back.

"Wuld you like a drink?" | offered.

"Prai se Jesus, no," he said. Hs voice was sweet
and reedy. "It'd be a shame to neet the Lord al
messed up, now, wouldn't it?"

"The Lord's not here," | countered. "It's a bunch
of brains from another dinmension. They're para-
sites.”

"Gary Herber's here," said the man stubbornly.
"I seen himon TV. Gary's conme to roll out the
scrolls.”

"\What —what does Gary Herber |ook |ike?"



asked. | had a pretty good idea of what the answer
woul d be. "Does he | ook sort of |like a toad? A short
fellow with ropy |ips?"

"That's right, friend. And he has an angel wth
him A blond angel what really flies. Qur mnister
brang us up here to join salvation.”

At the edge of town there was a wel com ng
conmittee, round-shoul dered young men with

whol esonme sniles. They herded the new arrivals
into a big building and—presunmabl y—sl apped Gary-
slugs on everyone inside. | sidestepped this action
by stuffing nmy sweater under ny shirt and sayi ng
| was already saved. The whol e scene seened amaz-
i ngly di sorgani zed on both sides. The Herberites
didn't give nuch nmore of a damm than the soldiers
did. If you wanted a slug on your back, you could
have one, and if you didn't want a slug, that was
fine, too.

| wal ked up Suydam Street, wondering where

I'd find Harry. Hi s apartnent seened |like the

| ogical place to look first. He'd either be there or
at the local TV station

There were a lot of people in the street, all of

them wearing brains. Despite the chill, npbst of
them had their shirts off so that the Gary-slugs
could touch each other and converse. | hung onto

nmy canteen of booze and enjoyed staring at the
worren's tits. Weird to see so nany of them at
once.

When | was still a couple of blocks fromHarry's,
a cry went up fromthe people around ne. "The
angel of the Lord! Gary's angel!"

It was Sondra, stark naked and with a Gary-

brain on her back. She flew about fifteen feet
overhead, staring down at us with a glassy smle.
covered nmy face | est she recognize ne.

"These are the last tinmes!" bell owed a wonan

next to nme. "Praise Jesus!" | took another drink
and pushed ny way forward. | hoped the blunzer
woul d still work. | had to undo this nadness.

The closer | got to Harry's, the denser the crowd
got. It was |like Mardi G as—except everyone was
hi gh on slug-stiminstead of booze. Sone zeal ot
ripped ny shirt off, exposing ny naked back

Her berites rubbed up against nme so their spine-
riders could split onto ne, but by now | had enough
booze in ny systemto be unpal at abl e.

"Follow Gary!" chanted the crowd. "Be O ean
Teach God's Laws! Follow Gary! Be . .."

So far they'd been totally nonviolent, but | was



getting nmore and nore nervous. | kept pushing
forward, smling a lot, and occasionally splashing a

little alcohol on ny back. It was hard to see why
the arny didn't nove in and cl ean up this ness.
guess they were too drunk

Finally I was in front of Gerber Cybernetics.
There were sonme guys guardi ng the door. One of
themwas really big. | lurched forward and nmade
my request. "Can | go in? I'man old friend of
Harry Gerber's."

"Thou art not saved," stated the big black-haired
guard, frowning down at ny naked back. He | ooked
vaguely famliar.

"I"'ma nystic," | said ingratiatingly. "I |love you
peopl e too."

"What is thy name?"

"Joe Fletcher."

"Behol d!'" exclainmed the guard. My nanme seened

to nean something to him "It's the prophet's herds-
man who hath fed the kine. Wl cone, Joseph

Fl etcher!"

"WELCOVE, JOSEPH FLETCHER!'" roared the
crowd behind ne.

I couldn't resist turning to bow and wave. And
then the guards let ne in.

"Dr. F.," said Antie, hurrying forward, "I'm so
glad to see you. | don't know what's gotten into al
t hese people. My Harry's not been hinsel f."

"Where is he?"

"Upstairs in the throne room"

"Throne roon®"

"He gets sillier every day."

| followed Antie upstairs. Sure enough, the din-
ing table had sone rugs and a chair on top of it.
This was Harry's cathedra. To ny relief he was
paci ng around the table instead of sitting on it. He
had his shirt off, and he wore a huge brain in the
center of his back. Aside fromAntie, we were al

al one.

"Grab him Antie, it's for his own good."

"Check, Dr. F."



Before Harry coul d say anything, Antie had him

i n a doubl e hamrerl ock. Mving quickly, | poured

a half pint of booze over the the big brain on
Harry's spine. Shocked by the poison's contact, the
brain drew itself together. | slid ny hand under it
and pried it loose like I'd done with the policeman's
Gary-brain. The heavy alien plopped to the floor

"Stonp it, Antie."
She di d.
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Bl ue G uons

"WOOD, " groaned Harry. He was | eani ng on

the dining table and shaking his head. "I

feel like everything' s made of wood. CGod, and you
stonped ny poor brain, Antie? Help me, Fletcher
I"mhurting bad."

"You want a drink?" | handed himthe canteen
Harry tilted it up and worked his throat for a
whi | e.
"Plastic," he sighed, finally | owering the canteen
"At | east now everything' s plastic."

"How | ong have you been under Gary's control ?"

"Ever since the night we came back. The brains
got Sondra and ne while we were sleeping. What
day is it today?"

"Monday again. It's been a week."

"Ti me goes fast when you're having fun." Harry
twi sted his head around, trying to get a look at his
back. "Did it |eave nuch of a mark?"

"I"ll get a bandage," volunteered Antie. "And
some germcream Don't worry, Harry dear." She
bustl ed off to the kitchen.

"Il + was on TV," said Harry. "Sondra and
were sort of starting a religion.”

"Sort of? You' ve seen the crowds outside, haven't
you?"

Harry | aughed and shuddered at the same tine.

"It's perfect, isn't it? It just goes to show that
everything |'ve ever said about religion is true.
The sky's the limt when it comes to religious
stupidity. Here we have a race of alien invaders,
and the evangelical true believers are flocking here
to get taken over. And neanwhil e—=

"Before you get too snotty, Harry, just remem



ber that you're their leader. Did you |Iike wearing
the brai n?"

Harry shrugged, finished ny canteen, and pad-

ded out to the kitchen for nore. We passed a
bottle of Scotch back and forth while Antie band-
aged the raw spot between Harry's shoul ders.

"Sure | liked it," said Harry finally. "You' ve

been through it. There's the constant nerve stinu-

[ ati on, and even nore inportant, there's the feel-
ing of working for a larger whole. Normally | never
have any real reason for the things | do. Believing
in Gary felt good." Harry fell silent for a nmonent,
then went on: "Wat's the public reaction to al
this? Aside fromny—followers, | nean."

"I don't know, it's kind of weird. The arny's got
New Brunswi ck surrounded, but they don't seem
ready to nove in. Last week everyone was very
excited about the invasion but now-now they're

all tal king about the food plants. Since the Gary-

brai ns aren't doing rmuch of anything, people have
sort of lost interest.”

"Food plants? You nean those seeds | nade for
Nancy?"

"That's right. Porkchop bushes and fritter trees.
Nancy and | have been handi ng out the seeds al

over the place. That's one wish that really seens to
have worked out well. But speaki ng of w shes,

what about Sondra? | saw her flying around naked
outside. W should try to get the slug off her

back. "

"My angel ," said Harry in naudlin tones. The

booze was hitting himhard. "My poor fallen angel."

"Do you know where she is?"

"She—+roosts here with me at night. In ny
bedr oom "

"So Antie and | will get her slug off when she
cones back. Or maybe | shoul d get blunzed and
make all the Gary-brains di sappear at once?"

"I used the rest of the gluons up," nuttered
Harry. He seenmed to be having trouble staying
awake. "And it didn't work, didit, Antie?" He
pushed off fromthe counter he'd been | eaning
agai nst and lurched across the room "Need to lie
down. Look out for Sondra."

Antie and | stretched Harry out on his bed and
prepared to anbush Sondra. Holding a big tum

bl er of straight booze, | stood pressed against the
wal | next to the window |like a forties gangster



listening to the cops outside. Antie stood against
the wall on the window s other side. W passed the
time by chatting a little about the past week's events.

Apparently Harry and Sondra had tried to crank
t he blunzer up again. Gary wanted the door to his

uni verse reopened so that some of himcould go
back there. And he'd wanted a few changes nade

in our world as well: slugs everywhere, a central -
i zed dictatorship, no booze, et cetera. Antie and
Sondra had run through the sequence just |ike

bef ore, but when the hotshot table jabbed Harry,
not hi ng had happened.

"I was glad,"” said Antie. "I think Gary would
have gotten rid of all the robots too."

"Did you sabotage the blunzer, Antie? Is that
why it didn't work?"

"No, no, | was scared to. Last tinme it al nost
killed me, you remenber? There were still enough
red gluons, but they just didn't work."

Suddenly | renmenbered sonethi ng. The strange-

ly famliar voice I'd heard on ny car radi o when

I'"d been in the infinite regress in the Softech park-
ing lot that last Friday after work. "The red gl uons
only work once," the voice had said. "Use blue gluons
the second tinme." Blue gluons? | wondered if Stars

'n' Bars would have them Could the voice on the
radi o have been ny own? Perhaps | was destined

to take nmy turn as master of space and tine.

The sound of wld cheering snapped nme out of

nmy reverie. The crowd outside was really getting
excited. Peeking out the wi ndow s corner, | could
see that nost of the people had taken off all their
clothes. They were withing around with all the
Gary-brains splitting and sliding fromback to back
| guess you would call it an orgy. And hovering
above the worshipers was their queen: Sondra
Tupperware, lovely as Marilyn Mnroe, weightless

as a cloud, naked as a wet dream

"She'll cone any minute now," said Antie. | took

alittle taste fromthe glass | was holding. Harry's
steady snoring filled the room

Finally the yelling outside cane to a peak—t
sounded |i ke everyone clinmaxing at once—and our

bl ond angel came floating in through Harry's open
wi ndow.

| scored a bull's-eye with the glassful of booze.
Bef ore Sondra coul d even peep, we had the Gary-
brain off her back and under Antic's netal feet.



"Joe!" she exclaimed, covering her breasts. "Wat
are you doi ng here?" Then she noticed that her
breasts weren't all there was to cover. She dove for
the cl oset and found herself a robe.

"You better let Antie put a bandage on your
back," | suggested. "If nodesty doesn't forbid."

"Ch, Joe, I've . . ." She stepped over to the bed
and felt Harry's enpty back. "How | ong have we
been—

"I't's been a week. They got you the first night
back. They cane for me and Nancy, but we got
away. "

"Was that whi skey you threw on nmy back?"
"That's right. Gary's allergic to it, renenber?"

"I +'d better have a drink. And sonme food.
The spine-riders don't bother to feed their hosts
very often.”

There wasn't much of anything in the fridge—
Antie said the stores were al nost out of fresh
food—but there were a fewthings in the freezer
Antie mcrowaved Sondra some fried chicken with
mashed potatoes, and | poured her a big gl ass of
white wine.

"I want to use the blunzer," | told her.

"It doesn't work," said Sondra. "Thank God."

"I think you just had the wong kind of gluons,"”

| explained. "Harry told ne once that gluons cone

in three colors: red, yellow, and blue. | have a
hunch that each col or just works once.”

"You mean the blunzer will work exactly three
times?"
"Just like in all the fairy tales. | think it's about

time for our second round of w shes."
"You'll get rid of the Gary-brains?"
"Don't you think I shoul d?"

Sondra pull ed the oversize bat hrobe tighter
around hersel f. "Yes, of course. Though the peo-
ple they're attracting are so stupid that—=

"They're better off this way? That's a thought.
Maybe that's why the army is letting them keep
com ng in. Anyone who'd volunteer for alien dom -
nati on doesn't really deserve to have his or her
freedom It's a thought, Sondra."



"But this is still just stage one. As soon as people
stop coming to New Brunsw ck, the Gary-brains
want to break out."

"You know that for a fact?"

"Didn't Harry tell you?"

"He didn't say nuch of anything before he passed
out. You better get some sleep too, Sondra. |'m
goi ng to need your help tonorrow. "

"I"mscared."” She poured herself another gl ass
of wine. "I'mscared the brains will conme back
while I'msleeping. WII you get in bed with ne,

Joe?"

"What a question! Have you |l ooked in a mrror
| atel y?"

"Ch, don't be like that. Underneath, |'mstil

plain Sondra, you know. | wish | could get ny rea
face back."

"Tormorrow. Tonorrow we'll get sone blue

gluons and I'Il fix everything up. Wiy don't you
finish that wine and then we'll go to bed."

"Ckay, Joe."

17

Sit on My Butt

THE phone woke ne up. It was just getting |ight
outside. | had a Type Il hangover: wavy jello
and cold pain. The phone was next to our bed.
"Hel | 0?"

"Joey! You're all right?" It was Nancy.

"Yeah. Yeah, baby, I'mfine. Are you in New
Yor k?"

"That's right. | called the network and |I' m goi ng
to be on the Brad Kurtow show this nmorning. |'m
staying at the Plaza Hotel ."

"Class. I'msleeping in a double bed with Harry
and Sondra. | got the brains off their backs, and
today I'mgoing to try and get blunzed."

"What do you nean you're in bed with Sondra?"

"Just to protect her, Nancy."

"Well, let her protect herself, that blond cow "



"It's not her fault she | ooks boss. As a matter of

fact, she wants nme to change her back to the way
she was."

"You're really going to get blunzed?"
"I think so. I'll get rid of the Gary-brains and—+
don't know. Is there anything else | should w sh

for?"

"Cet us a penthouse on top of the Plaza, Joey. |
like it here."

"Anyt hi ng el se?"
"I want to be able to fly, too. Like Sondra. Wy
shoul d she get everything? I'Il flit in and out of

our penthouse like a dove."

"That sounds nice. And I'lIl wish for ten mllion
nore bucks while I'mat it."

"And i mortality?"

"No, no. | don't want to |live forever. Death's the
only thing that keeps me going."

"Well, don't forget the other things. Good I|uck
darling. | have to catch a cab now "

| set the phone back down on its cradle and felt
around on the floor for the Scotch. Normally I
don't drink in the nmorning, but today | had a
good excuse. Several of them

The taste of the stuff nmade ne cough and retch
so loud that it woke the others.

"Wyod, " groaned Harry. "Everything's cheap
splintery beige and white—=

I handed hi mthe bottle.

"l don't have to drink that, do |I?" asked Sondra.

"Not really,"” | said, taking another hit. "You

and ne will be flying out of here before any brains
can bother you. You'll be able to carry ne, won't
you?"

"Sure she can carry you," said Harry. "She's

been flying me to the TV studio every day. It's her
atoms—they're all nade of null matter in EPR
synchronicity with her state of mind."

"What does that nean?"

"My body noves whichever way | will it too," said



Sondra. "If you sit on ny butt | can fly you
anypl ace. "

"W need to get to Stars 'n' Bars," | said, trying
not to think too hard about Sondra's butt. How
would it feel to have a body like that?' "l want to
get sone bl ue gluons.”

"McCormack won't have them" said Harry.

"They're much harder to isolate then the red ones
are. What do you need blue gluons for anyway? You
pl anning to play scientist?"

"Antie told ne you tried using the red ones

again and it didn't work. | was thinking maybe
there's some sort of exclusion principle: each col or
of gluon will work once in this universe, and that's

it."

"Ferm statistics,” said Harry nusingly. "It nakes
a sort of sense. But blue gluons, Fletch? |I doubt if
there's nore than two or three grans of themin

t he whole world. And guess who has then®"

" Soneone we know?"
"You renenber Professor Baungard?"

"Ch, God. HinP" Dana Baungard was a big-

ti me establishnent physicist who'd hated Harry
and ne for years. The feud had started when we
beat out his lab for a weapons contract—t was for
a speci al beamthat would nake the enemy's water
suppl i es radioactive. What nmade Baungard so nmad
was that although Harry and | had put together a
wor ki ng nodel, we'd been unable to explain how

or why it worked. As far as Baungard was con-
cerned, | was a sleazy carnival barker and Harry a
dangerous, tinkering geek. | didn't |ook forward
to visiting him

"Where's the professor these days?"

"He's the head of the Super Intersecting Proton
Loop out in lowa. SIPL is the only facility in the
country that can reach the energies needed to
produce bl ue gluons."

"1 onwa?"

"lIt's nice and flat. Makes it easier to build the

| oop, which is in the shape of a figure eight, ten
kil ometers Iong. One | oop of the eight holds
protons, and the other |oop holds antiprotons. The
particles circle and circle around their loops till
they get up to speed and then someone throws a
switch to nake the two beans collide.”

"Can you fly me all the way to |owa, Sondra?"



"Can't you take a plane, Joe?"

"You can do it, Sondra," said Harry, sitting up
on the edge of the bed. "I'Il build you an el ec-
tronic windfoil."

"Joe has to prom se to change ny body back if
he manages to get blunzed." Sondra was trying to
scoot out of the bed w thout having her robe flap

open. "I'mtired of everyone staring at nme all the
tinme."

"Anything you want, Sondra. |'ll get breakfast
while you get dressed.” | went into the kitchen and

got some stuff out of the freezer. Ham steaks and
frozen waffles. Antie set to work heating them up
"I'"mgoing down to my workshop," called Harry.

"I want to build that windfoil for you two."

"Hold on," | shouted, hurrying out into the hall.

| could hear some of the guards noving around
downstairs. | grabbed Harry and put nmy lips to his
ear. "Put sonething under your clothes so they
think you still have a spine-rider. O herw se—

"CGotcha," nurnured Harry. He rummaged in

the hall closet and found a small knapsack to wear
under his sweater. There were a lot of pretty dresses
in the closet; apparently the spine-riders had |et
Sondra do sone cl othes shopping. | reached into

the closet and touched the prettiest dress of all: a
red- and- whi t e- candy-stri ped nunber.

"I'"ll be right back," said Harry. He clattered
downstairs and called a bright hello to the guards.

Sondra stepped out of the bedroom | ooking
great in tight jeans and a frilly white top. | re-
m nded nyself to stop staring at her.

By the time we'd finished breakfast, Harry was
done with the windfoil. It was a little box with a
par abolic antenna on top. The box was supposed

to generate a kind of special ray that would force
the wind to streamine around us instead of beat-
ing our faces. Harry showed nme how to turn it on
and adjust its dials.

"Where exactly in lowa is the SIPL?" | thought
to ask.

"Just north of Ames. Follow |-80 west to Des
Moi nes and turn right—you can't mss it."

"And what happens when Baungard refuses to
sell me the gl uons?"

"You kill him" Harry handed ne a sawed- of f



shot gun and a handful of shells. "You blow his
stinking head of f."

"But, Harry—=

"That's illegal,’
jailt"

chimed in Sondra. "We'll go to

"Listen," said Harry, grinning and hol di ng up
his hand for silence. "This nmorning Fletch the
thief kills Baungard—big trouble. But this after-
noon Fletch the naster of space and tinme resur-
rects Baungar d—on habeas corpus! No body, no
crime."

I couldn't stop nyself from chuckling. Wat a
pl an!

"Well, | guess so," said Sondra. She turned and
wal ked into the bedroom She bellied down across
the bed, her face toward the open w ndow. "Cone
on, Joe. Sit on ny butt."

| sat on her butt. It was big and hard, but not too
hard. Once again | caught nyself w shing that |
coul d have such a beautiful body myself. | pock-
eted the shells and put the shotgun and the w ndf oi

in ny |ap.

I was on Sondra like a rider on a horse. To fit

t hrough the wi ndow | had to crouch down like a
jockey in the stretch, but then we were out over
the street. It was raining. The Herberites cheered
when they saw us; they must not have noticed that
our backs were flat.

W followed the Raritan River out of New
Brunswi ck. There were troops on nost of the
bri dges; sone idiot even took a shot at us. W
gai ned altitude and headed west.

The wind was starting to tug at nmy face now,

and the rain was hurting ny eyes. Gipping Sondra's
wai st with ny knees, | sat up and adjusted the
windfoil. | diddled the knobs until an invisible

energy net reached out in front of us to wedge a
break in the wind and rain.

"Isn't this great, Sondra?"

"Yeah, | really love to fly. It's been a lifelong
dream of mine. Could you stop squeezing ne so
hard? If you do fall off, | can always catch you."
"Ch. Sorry." | let up on the knee pressure, and

Sondra angl ed upwards. Now that the w nd had
stopped, there really wasn't much danger of slip-
ping off. "Wen | change your body back to | ooking



the old way, you still want to be able to fly,
ri ght?"

"That's right. That's what | wanted in the first
pl ace."

W were up above the clouds now, and the air

was cl ear and cool. The hot norning sun beat on
nmy back. Now and then through a rent in the
clouds | could see Pennsylvania. The trees had al
turned red and yellow. Fromthe air, the winkled
hills | ooked |ike rucked-up carpet. Then cane fl at
Ohi o, scuzz Geat Lakes, and checkerboard I ndiana.

"I-o-way!" | shouted as we crossed the M ssi ssippi
"I'"ve never been here before.”

"I have," said Sondra wearily. "And | hadn't
pl anned to cone back."

18
Why Thi ngs Exi st

THE Super Intersecting Proton Loop |ooked Iike

some primtive earthwork: a giant figure eight

in the mdst of enpty cornfields. There was a gl ass
and netal building where the rings intersected.

W touched down in a field nearby.

"When were you in lowa before?" | asked Sondra.

"In the fifth grade. My father took some horti -
culture courses at lowa State so he could grow
better marijuana. But then they expelled himfor
not paying any bills. We lived in the narri ed-
student housing in Anes. Quonset huts. It was a
long time ago." She stunbled on a cornstal k and
caught ny arm "Don't you think you ought to

hi de that shot gun?"

"Right." After checking that the safety was on,
slid the barrel of the gun down under ny wai st -
band and pulled ny shirt over the stock. | set the

el ectronic windfoil down at the edge of the corn-
field.

Though it was only about nine in the norning,
lowa time, Baungard was in his office. For a no-
ment he didn't recognize ne.

"I"'mJoe Fletcher, Professor Baungard. Harry
Gerber's friend?"

"Ch, Lord. Fletcher and Gerber again. | hear
that you two are responsible for those ni nd-
parasites invading New Jersey. | don't suppose
you can tell me how you did it?"



The guy was a real square. He had | ong, greasy
gray hair and a beard. A microconputer in the
pouch of his sweatshirt. And—dgh-—Beatles mnusic
pl aying softly on his radio.

"I can try." | started to tell him about the bl unzing
chanmber and the way the vortex coil could churn
the gluons into Pl anck juice and

"That's enough, M. Fletcher. That's quite enough
gi bberi sh for today."

"Qur machi ne worked, didn't it?" My voice was
rising. Baungard really knew how to get under
nmy skin.

"How should I know if your machi ne works or
not. I don't even know what it's supposed to do."

"It grants wi shes. Look at her. Harry gave her

the power of flight." | pointed to Sondra, who'd
been standing quietly to one side. "This is Sondra
Tupperware, by the way. She's a minister in the
Church of Scientific Mysticism Could you float in
the air, Sondra?"

Sondra hovered hal fway between floor and
ceiling. Baungard | ooked away in disgust. "Have
you cone here sinply to show nme your parl or

tricks, M. Fletcher? Have you brought a deck of
cards as wel | ?"

"No," | said, trying to control ny voice. "l've
cone to ask for your help in stopping the alien
i nvasi on. "

"Ch, my. How exciting. Wiy doesn't Gerber

reinvent his inertia-w nder and fly the bad non-
sters away?" Baungard was referring to a sort of
rocket drive that Harry had cone up with a few
years back. Sonehow we'd forgotten how to build
it—the conclusion of the affair was a little hazy in
nmy m nd—and we'd ended up losing a | ot of noney.

"I need sone blue gluons, Professor Baungard.
Gve themto ne and I'Il make your dreanms cone
true.”

Baungard | eaned back in his chair and | aughed.
"Make nmy dreanms cone true. You should work in

a carnival, Fletcher. You should be the barker for
a freak show. " Abruptly the savant stopped | augh-
ing. "And |'m asking you to | eave. Mist | cal
Security?"

It was time to get out the shotgun. | turned

away, maneuvered the gun from under ny cl ot hes,
then spun back to | evel the short barrels at Baum
gard's face. "Harry says that if | kill you now, we



can probably bring you back to life with the blunzer
You want to try it?"

"You'll never get away with this, Fletcher."

"Where have | heard that |ine before?"

"You' d better give Joe the blue gluons,” Sondra
pi ped up. "I think he wants an excuse to kill you."
That wasn't true at all, but Baungard seened to

believe it. The guy really had a | ow opi nion of ne.

Just thinking about it nmade ne wish I had an
excuse to kill him

But now he'd unl ocked one of his cupboards

and he was getting out a little nagnetic bottle.
"There are three and a third grans of bl ue gl uons
in here."”

Still keeping the gun ainmed at him | unscrewed
the bottle's lid and gl anced in. Ink, sky, sea, ny
heart. It was the genuine article. "Wat do you
want for it?" | asked, tightening the |lid back on
"You can have anythi ng you want, Professor
Baungard. "

He tried to tighten his face into an ironic snile
but he couldn't quite pull it off. Wether he |iked
it or not, he knew there was a chance | could
del i ver.

"I'd=+'d like to understand the universe," said
Baungard huskily. "I'd like to know why things
exi st and what matter really is. 1'd |ike to under-
stand how things can be the way they are." For a
nmonent there was a childlike hunger on his face.

"Take the gluons. I'll give you ten mnutes and
then I'Il call the police."
"Thanks. That's nore than fair. I'll do what |

can for your wi sh. You m ght have your answer by
toni ght."

"Sure | will, Colonel Fletcher." Al at once
Baungard' s voi ce had turned high and sarcastic.
He regretted having bared his soul. "I'Il |ook for

t he answer right next to the two-headed calf and
the hal f-man hal f-wonman. Say hello to your geek
friend for nme."

Sondra and | hurried out of Baungard' s gl ass
and netal building, picked up the windfoil, and

took off. We didn't talk nuch till we stopped at a
McDonal d's in Geneseo, Indiana, for |unch

"I liked his questions," said Sondra, biting into a
Big Mac. "Those are good, heavy nystical questions.



Why do things exist? How can things be the way

they are?" Men all over the restaurant were staring
at Sondra, but I'd gotten used enough to her ap-
pearance to be able to focus on what she was

sayi ng. She tore open a catsup and squeezed it

onto her fries. "I didn't realize that a groover like
Baungard coul d thi nk about questions like that."

"Yeah, the guy's not all bad. | just hope I'll be
able to make the right wi shes for everyone. Ad
Bitter sure wasn't nuch help when | asked him"

"Do you renenber what he sai d?"

"First he turned the question back at me. |I'd asked
what | should wish for if I was master of space and
time. And Bitter replied, 'Wat does God have in

m nd when He makes the worl d?" Then he said

that this world was just fine."

"This world? Wth Gary-brains and fritter trees?"

"I mean the old world, the way it was before
Harry made his w shes. Though this is the sane
world, really. It's just later in tinme."

"\What about the | ooking-glass world?"

"Al'l the worlds are part of our superworld. But,
i ke Baungard asks, why do these things exist?
Why is there sonething instead of nothing?"

"It is nothing," protested Sondra. "That's en-
lightenment, noticing that nothing exists. And then
not noti cing."

"God." | sucked hungrily at the bottom of ny
Coke. "VWhat the hell are we tal king about any-
nor e?"

Sondra | aughed and si pped her coffee. "How
long will you be blunzed, Joe?"

"He just gave ne three and a half grans. Wen
Harry took a hundred grams, it |lasted two hours.
So ny trip should last a thirtieth of that. Four
m nutes. "

"That's not nmuch tinme."

"Il make a list to make sure | do all the right

wi shes. | have to send my voice back to ny car ten
days ago, and elimnate the Garys, change your body,
and Nancy wants a bunch of stuff too. And there's
Baungard's answer, and | want some nore noney."

"Money? That's all you care about?"

"Well, God, at |east you can count it. And you
don't have to decide howto use it right away. I'm



going to ask for ten nmillion dollars.”

"It's counterfeit noney, though, isn't it, Joe?"

"You call this counterfeit?" | pulled out a crum
pled twenty and handed it across the table. "It's
flaw ess. "

"But money has to cone from somewhere, Joe.
It's supposed to stand for sonething that soneone
did. Caught a fish, made a shoe, told a story."

"Well, I'll say | stole blue gluons and shot them
into ny head. And that | made wi shes for a | ot of
people. | call that doing sonmething."” In ny excite-

ment ny voice had risen again. Everyone in the place
was staring at Sondra and nme. Qur conversation and
appear ance were kind of unusual for CGeneseo,

I ndi ana.

There were two college kids at the table next to
us, a bearded fat boy and a pinply girl with gl asses.
The girl was staring at me so hard that she didn't

noti ce when ny eyes nmet hers. It was as though
she were wat ching tel evision

"Can we have sone wi shes too?" asked the boy.
He smiled to show that he was kidding i f we were.

"No way," | snapped. "I got ny hands ful
al ready. "

"Don't be like that," Sondra reprinanded. "Charity

cl eanses the heart." She shot the beard a Mnroe

tooth dazzler of a snmile. Her lips, her dinples, her
spit. Ch, Sondra, | thought, 1'd give anything to | ook
i ke you.

"I think," said the beard in his wet, nerdy voi ce,
"I think I'd Iike sone narijuana ice cream"™

"Yeah, yeah, yeah," said his date, tittering and
rocki ng back and forth in her seat. "Wth cocai ne
whi pped cream "

"And an LSD cherry," whispered the boy.

"Beautiful," | said, getting to my feet. "Mellow"
O her people were pressing toward us. | had half

a mnd to unlinber the shotgun and conmt M d-
west mass nmurder. | didn't |like for strangers to
make fun of me and rip me off at the sane tine.
"You com ng, Sondra?"

"When |'mready." She took out a little pad of
paper and |icked her pencil. "Can you two give ne
your addresses? Joe will send you each a speci al
cone. Wn't you, Joe?"



There was a state trooper sitting at a table not
too far away. He was | ooking at us |like he'd heard
the drug words. If it kept up much |onger, |
figured to shoot himfirst.

"Sure, Sondra. Anything you say. G ve her your
addresses, kids."

"You first," said the boy to the girl.

"No, you."

"You tell."

"You. "

Sonehow we finally got out of Indiana.
19

I Wsh | Had a Wsh

THE cl ouds over Jersey had cl eared off, and

could get a good | ook at the countryside. Un-

i ke those in Pennsylvania, nost of the Jersey trees
and bushes were still green. At first | thought they
must all be pines, but then a chilling thought hit
me. The porkchop bushes and fritter trees had

taken over!

"Could you fly a little Iower, Sondra? | want to
see sormet hing. "

"Ckay. "

Sure enough, the trees were heavy with orange
fruit, and the bushes were greasy with neat. These
mut ant plants seemed to actual ly be undernining
the other vegetation; as | watched, a stately el m
tottered and crashed to the forest floor. The frit-
ter trees had eaten its roots.

"What are those big plants?" Sondra asked. "Are
those the food trees you were tal king about?

"Yeah. Let's |and and take a | ook."

The porkchop-bush thickets were so dense that

we couldn't reach the ground. Instead we perched

in the fork of a two-hundred-foot fritter tree. From
bel ow you coul d hear the porkchop bushes grow

i ng—they nmade a steady rustling. In the distance,

a mghty oak went crashing down.

"Li ke kudzu," said Sondra. "The vine that ate
D xie."

" Kudzu?"

"It's a Japanese vine they brought into the South



to stop erosion. It stopped the erosion, but pretty
soon it covered all the other plants up. Not really
all of them but—=

"Well, these things are killing all the other plants.
They're tearing down the other trees and eating
them "

"It's really out of control," said Sondra. "You
feel howthis tree is grow ng?"

I ndeed, our tree was lifting us upward like a

sl ow notion Jack's beanstal k. Peering down through
the | eaves, | saw a deer that had been strangl ed by
a porkchop bush's runners.

"These things are going to take over the whole
pl anet!"

"Looks |ike you've got another wi sh to make,
Joe. "

"Ch, brother. Nancy's going to be sore about
hunger. Nothing is working out the way it was
supposed to. You see now why | just ask for noney?
It's the only safe w sh."

I remounted Sondra and we flew back up into
the sky. Here and there were a few remaini ng
patches of real trees, but the green stain of the

mut ant food plants was spreading steadily. A few
i sol ated farnhouses had been taken over as well. |
wondered if the farners had been able to escape.

New Brunswi ck | ooked the sanme. Troops al

around it, and the streets full of Herberites. W
whi sked in through Harry's bedroom w ndow and
hurried down the hall.

Harry was passed out at the kitchen table, his
face in a plateful of candied yanms. Antie was busy
keeping Harry's followers fromcomng up to visit
the throne room

"Qur leader is neditating," she called down the
stairs to them "He is receiving truth.”

"Looks |li ke he received a whole fifth's worth."

"Ch, Dr. F., I"'mso glad you're back. Those vul -
gari ans keep asking for Harry."

"We'd better pour some water on him |'m going
to need his help to get the blunzer going."

"You found the blue gluons?"

"Yes," said Sondra. "And we didn't have to shoot
anyone. "



"Thank goodness."

Sondra and | drank a little vodka to keep the
Gary-brains off, and then I got to work.

"Harry," | crooned, dribbling a glass of water

over his scalp. "Wod, Harry. Woden thoughts,
wooden noods, wooden sensations.” | reached down
and began pinching his cheek. "Dry martinis, Harry.
Col d beer. Fried chicken. Naked wonmen. Cone

on, you fat slob, wake up!"

Slowy he righted hinmself. There was a big or-
ange smear of yam around his nouth. "Those
brains,"” said the nouth. "They won't get me again."

"I have the gluons, Harry. Three and a third
grans."

"Four minutes' worth," he said, brightening. "Do
you know what to wi sh for?" He dabbed daintily at
his mouth with a filthy handkerchief. "I seemto
have dropped off for a mnute.”

"Here, Harry," said Antie, proffering a nug of

sweet coffee. "Drink this to clear your head." Harry
sl urped down the coffee while Sondra and

knocked back a little nore vodka.

Finally our |eader lurched to his feet. "Let's do
it."

"What about the disciples?" fretted Sondra.
"They'll snell the liquor and try to—=

"Fletch'Il kill them" said Harry. "Did he waste
Baungar d?"

"I don't kill anyone," | protested. "I'mno gunsel."
"Then give nme the shotgun. Lead the way, Antie."

Antie told the disciples to | eave, but one of them
woul dn't budge. It was the big fellow I'd spoken to
yesterday, the jerk with the stained-glass vocabul ary.
Suddenly | realized where |I'd seen himbefore. He

was the chauffeur who' d carried the first Gary-

brai n over here!

"Behol d," he intoned, wal king toward us with
open arns. "The flesh of our Lord' s udder hath
been mil ked to anoint the Father's wen."

"Beat it," snapped Harry. "Or 1'Il blow your
stinking head of f."

"He |likes that expression," whispered Sondra with
a giggle.



"But, master, surely it is witten that the oxen
| ow. And where Hi s hoof hath sucked . . ."

The shotgun bl ast was very loud in the small

store. Fortunately Harry was so ripped that only a
few pellets struck his |ooking-glass disciple. The
fellow took off |ike a whipped dog. A lot of people
pressed their faces against the store wi ndow to
peer in. Antie |ocked the front door

"W better go in back," | urged, taking Harry by
the arm He was trying to reload the shotgun.
had the gluons in one hand. "Come on, Harry,
don't ant agoni ze them™

"It is the Anti-Gary," the big disciple was wailing
outside. "His milk is sour!"™ An angry mutter swept
t hrough the crowded street. The people | ooking in

t he wi ndow coul d see we had no slugs on our

backs. Harry was | eaning over now, trying to pick
up a shell he'd dropped.

"Goddam, Harry, cone on!"

Sondra and | dragged hi mback into the work-
shop. Antie had already started the bl unzing
chanber's refrigeration unit.

"Ckay, Fletcher," said Harry. He was suddenly
sober. "G ve nme the gluons and go on in there.
Just lie down on the hotshot table and put on the
br eat hi ng mask. "

Wth difficulty | made nyself hand Harry the

bottle of gluons. | couldn't believe it was already
time for ne to get blunzed. | hadn't even nade up
my list of wishes. But the crowd outside was in-
creasi ngly noisy. Someone was hanmering at the

back door. They'd be breaking in before |ong.

"Does the needle hurt nmuch?" | wanted to know.

"Turni ng chi cken?" snarled Harry as he clicked
on the mcrowave cavity. "Wuld you like nme to get
bl unzed instead of you?"

"Don't let Harry go again," cried Sondra. "It has

to be you, Joe. You're the only one with enough
sense. "

"Al'l right," | sighed. "But | wish | had sone-
thing I really wanted. | wish | had a w sh."

"Maybe you'll think of something," said Sondra
soothingly. "I'Il try to help you." Lord, she was
beauti ful .

"Antie, get the gluons,” said Harry. "Well, go



on, Fletch. Go on in."

The street noise had grown to a steady roar. |
opened the blunzing chanber's door and peered

in at the grimdeath table. Flakes of frost forned
inthe frigid air.

"I's there anything you want, Harry? Any w shes
for you?"

"Just get Gary Herber off people's backs. |'ve had enough excitement for a
while."

"Don't forget about me," called Sondra. "O the

fritter trees."”

There was a crash fromthe store's front. They'd
br oken the bi g w ndow.

"Here goes," | said, and hurried into the bl unzing
chanmber. It was cold and dark. | lay down on the
hot shot table and slipped the breathi ng nask over
nmy mouth. Sondra slammed the door shut, and

then one of them energized the chanber's copper
sheat hing. The electrostatic field set nost of ny
hair on end. As ny eyes adjusted to the dark,
could see faint glowdischarges at the tips of ny
fingers.

Now cane the singing sound of the gluons nerg-

ing into the mcrowave field, and then the crash

bl ast of the gluons being fed into the vortex coil.
There were yelling voices in the workshop—+the

Herberites. Harry's shotgun roared; the voices drew
back.

The vortex coil grew |l ouder, so |loud that the
struggl e was drowned out. The hotshot table shook
with the chatter scream | braced nyself for the
i nstant when the | ong needl e woul d pl unge down

t hrough ny skul | .

There was a heavy thunp. Agony in ny ears,
chanber at vacuum the swift crunch of needle
t hrough bone. | tried not to scream

The Planck juice was in ny brain now, | could
feel the white heat of it. My whole body felt prickly
and soft. | was a hol ogram made of pure |ight.

The needle slid back out. | sat up. Copies of ne

twi sted off |ike soap bubbles from a bubbl e wand.

It was still dark in the blunzing chanmber. | could
see perfectly. | felt no need to breathe. A crowd of
tiny Fletchers flew around ne. My little echoes,
correction ternms to the blunzing process. This felt
good. This felt good.

| wished nyself out of the chanber, and there



was, out in the workshop. Aterrible fight was in
full progress. Five of the Herberites had broken
in. Harry had killed the big | ooking-glass one with
hi s shotgun, but just now one of the others had
slashed Harry's throat open with a machete! Cov-
ered with blood, Harry was |ying dead on the

floor!

Seeing ne, Sondra began scream ng for help
while the Herberites with the nachete charged at
me and .

| W SH EVERYTHI NG BUT ME WOULD
STOP MOWING The trick for stopping the world
is basically to turn your time axis at right angles to

everyone else's. It's nothing for the master of space
and time.

The room around nme grew still. The struggling
peopl e were like so many waxwor ks.

| WANT A DI d TAL DI SPLAY OF THE Tl ME

| HAVE LEFT. Purple nunbers appeared in ny

field of vision: 3:50. Only ten seconds gone so far
Good. Now what? First bring Harry back to life—
he' d done the sane for Antie.

| glanced over at Harry—but that's not quite

correct. | could see in every direction at once, al
the tine. Wien | say, "lI glanced over at Harry,"

what | really nean is that | focused part of ny
attention on him A few hundred of the little Fletch-
ers flew over to transmit ny wish. | healed up his
wound, and as an afterthought, got rid of his
headache. Now it was tinme for the real work. Too

bad I'd had to hurry into this half-cocked.

3:42.

| WSH | HAD MY LI ST OF W SHES

20

God Goes Trans- Sex

1. Send voice back. 2. Sondra's body. 3. The Gary-brains. 4. Ten mllion
dollars. 5. Plaza penthouse. 6. Power of flight for Nancy. 7. Porkchop bushes
and fritter trees. 8. Indiana. 9. Baungard. 10. How the blunzer works. Tel

Harry.

THE list, in nmy own handwiting, seened to be
conplete. | tucked it in nmy shirt pocket and got

to work.
As 1've nentioned, | was able to see in every
direction at once. Mdre than this, | was also able to

see through any obstacles. In ordinary vision, what
one does is to comnbi ne various two-di nensiona
retinal inpressions to build up a three-dinmensiona



mental inmage. But now that | was master of space
and time, the whole world around ne was sone-
how contained in my head. | could see everything
t hat everyone was doi ng.

But this was not all. By a slight effort, | was able
to see not only the present world but also the

worl ds of the past. Normally such an influx of

i nformati on woul d be staggering, but to ne it was

as pleasant as the seais to a fish. It was no trouble
at all to fix nmy attention on my Buick in the
Softech parking lot, ten days ago. | could see the
little images of Harry on the dashboard, and

wat ched as he warped ny past self into a doubly
infinite regress. Wen ny past self turned on the
radio, it took only a touch of nmy volition to nake
the circuits speak nmy piece. | didn't need to send
nmy body back like Harry had. It sufficed to send

my will.

"THE RED GLUONS ONLY WORK ONCE, " | informed ny
past self. "USE BLUE GLUONS THE SECOND TI ME. "

A bit nore chitchat and ny first task was done.
Sondra's body was next on the list. By keeping
part of ny attention on the past | was able to use
her original body as a nodel. | turned her hair
back to a kinky brown, flattened out the proud
nounds of her breasts, thickened here and thinned
there. End of second task.

3: 10.
Now the Gary-brains. Here the little Fletchers

cane in handy. Just as Harry had done, | sent ny
little echoes out into the world around nme to seek
out and di sintegrate each Herber-brain they found.

As an additional precaution, | teleported the five
Herberites back out into the street. | didn't want
themto attack on sheer nomentum when | reen-

tered their tinestream My little hel pers cane flying
back—al |l the aliens had been destroyed.

2:50.

The Pl aza penthouse was the hardest wi sh yet.

First 1 had to find Nancy and read her mnd for

the plans. Rapidly | scanned all over Manhattan
till I found her. She was— was surprised to
learn—+n a jail cell downtown. They'd busted her

at the studio. | sent the thunb-sized Fletcher to
reassure her and [ook into her mnd. Once |I could
see what she wanted, | had to will the penthouse

i nto exi stence—furnishings and all. And on top of
that | had to create the paper that went wth:
titles, deeds, variances, and tax records. Not only
did I have to create thembut | needed to place
themin the proper bureaucratic file cabinets. Wen
| finally had the thing done, | plucked Nancy out



of jail and noved her into our new hone. For the
finishing touch, I plopped ten thousand thousand-
dollar bills down in front of her. Wew

1: 45.

Over a minute |'d wasted on that! Wat else did

| still have to wish for? My mind seized up in

panic. | got out ny little list. Five down, five to go.

Next was Power of flight for Nancy.

| didn't quite understand how Harry had gone
about giving Sondra the power of flight. | recalled
hi m saying that he'd done it by turning her atons

into "null matter in EPR synchronicity with her
state of mind," which may or may not have neant
somet hing. Instead of trying to think it through,
just | ooked back in time and copied the m nd-state
that Harry had when he did it. Holding the strange,
Ger beresque thought pattern steady, | applied it

to Nancy's body. Good.

Now for those food plants.

My tiny echonmen came in handy again. | sent

the endl ess flock of themout to scour the planet
for porkchop bushes and fritter trees. This took
some doi ng, as Nancy had nailed the seeds far

and wi de. That was what she'd been arrested for
apparently: a slew of custons violations. |I found
and destroyed all the docunents relating to her
case while ny echonen repaired all the damage

the plants had done. \Wat next?

I ndi ana. Get serious. Those stupid kids could

just ... | stopped nyself. It behooves a god to be
nmerciful. | located them and shoved the desired
drug confection into each of their stupid faces.

Baungard. That was the really tough one. | was

a lot nore powerful than |I'd ever been, but I
wasn't really nmuch smarter. What had he asked to
know? Why do things exist?

1: 25.

| tried looking into the future in hopes of find-

ing a book with the know edge Baungard sought.

But the future was not accessible to ne. As far as

| could tell, it didn't really exist. Trying to see into
the future was |ike | ooking at a page of novie ads.

Lots of pictures, but no way to be sure which one

you're going to visit. Wiy do things exist?

Instead of |ooking forward, | tried peering back
t hrough the eons. There were the di nosaurs—

sought till | found some small nmamual s, our
ancestors. Before that, the great enpty seas—



br ought sone nol ecul es together into a double
hel i x. Further back. Geat disks of dust slowy
clunmping into planets and stars. | nudged themto
make the lunps show better. But | needed to | ook
much further, back to the very start!

My vision shook with the effort. | held to the

task. Back, back, back through the billions of years.
Al most at the start now. Space filled with radiation
utterly symretrical. The symmetry has to break,

t hought, and made it happen. Furt her

Energy-filled space. So small, so big. Earlier.
VWhere did it come fron? Wiy do things exist? Sone-
one had to put it there. But who?

| focused all ny energy on the initial nonent of
our universe. | drew strength fromall the space
and tinme around ne, and funnel ed raw exi stence
back t o—mke our universe begin.

Why do things exist? Because | created this
uni verse. Baungard wasn't going to |ike the answer.

. 38.

There was a tenth itemon the list: How the

bl unzer works. Tell Harry. | didn't recall having
wanted to rmake any wi shes like this. But better do
it. | still had tine.

| stared at the blunzer next to me and |l et nyself
nmerge into the essence of its workings. Then | flipped
back through time to feel its action as it blunzed

me, and earlier, Harry. | understood it then,
understood it totally. But | couldn't quite put ny
under st andi ng i nto words.

Wth part of nme still in the past, | reached out to

the resuscitated Harry on the floor next to me and
read the physics term nology off the winkles of
his brain. Now |l had it. Now | really knew how the
bl unzer worked.

But there was still one last part to the tenth

wi sh. Tell Harry. Wy tell himwhen he already

knew? The answer hit ne like a ton of bricks.

Harry hadn't always known how to build a blunzer

When |'d asked himon that Saturday how he

figured it out, he'd told me he got the the idea in a
dream A dream he'd had the night before.

| scranbl ed back to the night of Friday, Septem

ber 21. As 1'd been doing all along, | sent only ny
consci ousness, not my whol e body. Harry's whol e
song and dance about having to send your body

back and send a lizard forward was easily avoi dabl e.
My will could reach back in tine and do whatever
was needed.



My immaterial eye found Harry peaceful ly asleep

in his double bed. Plain Sondra was next to him
snuggl ed agai nst the soft curve of his fat back. I'd
cone to the right place, but howwas | to get into
Harry's drean?

It was easy. | reached into his mnd as before,
but this time | did nore than observe his thoughts.
| altered them | set up a feedback | oop between

nmy thoughts and his; it felt as if 1'd stepped right
into his dream

In the dream Harry is sitting by a river with a
beautiful girl. She is his anim, a projection of
subconsci ous goodness. They have a picnic basket,
and they are throwing all their food into the river
A duck is eating the food—a strange duck that

wal ks on the surface of the water.

"Harry," | said, tapping himon the shoul der

He gave a hoarse cry of surprise, and the anim
di sappeared. "Wat are you doing here, Fletcher?"

"I"ve only got a few seconds. |'ve cone to tel
you how to build the blunzer."

The duck and the river had di sappeared now,

too. Still in the dream Harry and | were sitting
face to face at a long table. In the space of an
instant, | took everything | knew about the bl unzer

and coded it onto Harry's brain.

:10, read the clock. | snapped back to my body

in Harry's workshop. | tried to understand every-
thing I'd just done, but it was too nuch for ne
now. | twisted ny time line back parallel to the

worl d's. The people in the roomwith nme started
novi ng agai n.

. 09.

Harry felt his throat gingerly, then sat up and
grinned up at me. "Thanks, Fletch. | needed that."
. 08.

"Ch, Joe," exclaimed Sondra, |ooking down at
her flat body, "it's perfect."

: 07.

Seeing Sondra so dull and plain again really
bothered nme. | could still see into the past, and
feasted ny eyes one last tinme on the way she'd
been.

: 06.



At the same tine | | ooked over ny list again,
maki ng sure | hadn't left anything out. | had a
feeling there was one nore wi sh | wanted.

. 05.

Sondra and Harry didn't realize |I'd been out of

their time for four mnutes. They thought | was
just beginning. | could see it in their mnds.

1 04.

"Don't you have any deep, hidden desires you're
going to ask for?" Sondra was sayi ng.

: 03.

Suddenly | realized what ny real w sh was.

1 02.

"1 WANT TO BE A BEAUTI FUL WOVAN! " |
cried. "I WANT TO LOOK JUST LI KE SONDRA
D D"

: 01.

The nunbers di sappeared. My field of vision
narrowed back down to what it had been. Sone-
thing was hanging in front of one of my eyes.
reached up to touch it.

Long, blond hair.
21
Men Are People Too

"WHAT a hono!" excl ai mred Harry once agai n.
"I can't believe it."

| ignored himand continued to stare down at

nmy new body. | still had on the same clothes as
before. "If you don't mind, Harry, 1'd like to go to
t he bat hroom "

"I bet you would. Can | watch?"
"Forget it. I'mhappily married.”

"Do you know where we can reach Nancy?" Son-
dra asked.

"She's in a penthouse on top of the Plaza Hotel
Call the operator, it's a newlisting. O just wait a
mnute. | can tell her nyself."

| wal ked out of the workshop and up the stairs to
Harry's apartment. The bathroomwas right off his



bedroom | was eager to | ook nyself over in privacy.
| was having trouble grasping what |I'd done.

As | passed the bedroom wi ndow, | | ooked out

to see how the stupid groovers were doing. Stil
shirtless, nmost of them but all their Gary-brains
were gone. Thrown back on their own limted

nmental resources, the zealots didn't seemto have
much to say for thensel ves.

| locked the bathroom door and took all ny
clothes off. It was a nightmare, a dream cone

true. I was a worman as beautiful as Marilyn Mnroe.
| pressed ny hands between ny legs. My big breasts
slid this way and that, jiggling with every notion

My hips and butt stuck out |ike shel ves.

| was horrified, yet of course | was thrilled as
wel | . What ever regrets my conscious mnd nmay

have had, ny subconscious was in ecstasy. | got
into the shower and soaped nyself all over, getting
to know my new body.

Soneone knocked on the door as | was toweling
nysel f of f.

"Who's there?" My voice was sweet and nel odi ous.

"It's Sondra, Joe. Do you want one of ny
dresses?"

"Yes, thanks. That candy-striped one? And a
bra and stockings."

"Unl ock the door."

"Ckay. "

| held the towel up over nyself while Sondra
brought in her new clothes for me. They fit
perfectly. Acting like a friendly sister, she showed
me how to put on lipstick and nascara.

My new face didn't | ook exactly like Sondra's
had. Somehow you could vaguely tell that it was
still Fletcher.

"I want heels, too," | said, brushing out ny Iong
hair. "I might as well do the whol e nunber. And
can you give ne a little handbag with sone noney
init?"

"j oe—

"Call me JoJo."

"JoJo, what are you going to do now?"

"CGet the train to New York. | want to | ook at



our new pent house."

"I called Nancy, JoJo. She's pretty upset.”
"Ch, she'll be glad to see ne."

“I'"'mnot so sure.”

| left Harry's shop soon after—t enbarrassed

me to try to talk to himwhile | |ooked like this—
and wal ked down to the train station. Now that the
i nvasion was over, | figured the passenger trains
to New York woul d be stopping in New Brunsw ck
agai n.

My heel s—shiny red ones—were a little tricky to
mani pul ate, but | found that if |I wal ked sl ow and
swayed a lot it wasn't too hard. The vol unteer
Herberites in the street seened pretty disoriented,
nost of themwere drifting back out to the park-
ing lots at the edge of town. The nmen all stared at
me, of course. | was careful not to nmeet their eyes.
Thi s quickly becane a real drag—having always to

| ook at the sidewal k or the rooftops—but | cer-
tainly didn't want some ugly bristly man to try to
pi ck me up.

This probably takes a little explaining. You'd

thi nk that any man who wants to be a wonan is

basi cal | y honosexual . But—at |east on the surface—
this didn't seemto be true for me. My wanting to

| ook l'ike the blond Sondra was really a heterosexua
i mpul se: the craving for a suprenme nerging with

t he object of desire. But what was | going to do
now-spend all my tine looking in mrrors and

t aki ng showers? Mdre and nore, | was realizing
how badly I'd blown it.

There was quite a crowd of people up on the

train station platform nost of themjust regular
citizens happy to be free of the slugs. The station-
master assured nme that a train for New York would
be stopping in twenty mnutes. | sat down on a
bench outside the waiting room

"Hi," said a man, sitting down next to me. He
was nicely dressed and had a polite expression
"I"msure glad those naked brains are gone."

"Me too," | said. "I hope things will go back to
normal now. The nutant plants are gone, too,
aren't they?"

"That's right. Those guys Fl etcher and GCerber
are really going to get it."

"Uh ..." | tried to cover ny confusion. 1'd
forgotten about that angle. As long as the Gary-
brai ns had run New Brunswi ck, Harry had been



safe fromthe authorities. But now ...

"Wuld you like a cigarette?" He drew out a
pack of nenthols and offered me one.

"Thanks," | said, accepting the cigarette and a
light. His fingers brushed agai nst ny hand.

"My nane's Brad. |'ma stockbroker in the city."
"I"'mJoJo. |+"mstarting a newlife."

"You don't have a husband?"

"No, but—=

"I"m surprised someone as gorgeous as you isn't
married. Are you a nodel ?" Brad sniled at ne,

his eyes flickering over my vol uptuous curves. "I
| ove your dress."

"Ch, | was in computers.” | felt increasingly
flustered.

"Brainy, too!" Brad grinned and sl apped his

face in nock astoni shnment. "Look, JoJo, | know

this is kind of sudden, but |I'mgoing to be |eaving
the office at five, and if you' d like to have di nner—=

"No, no!" | squeaked. "I couldn't possibly."
"Tonorrow, then?"

Sone cigarette snmoke went down the w ong way
and | went into a coughing fit.

Brad watched, smiling patiently. As far as he
was concerned, anything | did was wonderful. "Can
| get you some water, JoJo? A Coke?"

"No, I'mafraid I-= | lurched to ny feet and
gave hima smle. "I have to go."

"Well, all right. Another time, maybe. I'Il be

| ooking for you."

Feel i ng suddenly unsteady on ny heels, | tee-
tered into the waiting room It was three-thirty.
Ten nore minutes until the train. | went and hid

in the | adi es' room

The train, as it turned out, was filled with state
troopers. They had come to nmake sure New Bruns-

wi ck was really secure. Watching them get out, |
realized that one of their first tasks was going to be
the raiding of 501 Suydam Street, hone of the

mad scientist Harry Gerber. For the monent | was

glad not to look |ike Joe Fletcher

Fortunately my admirer didn't get in the sane
train car as |. | plunmped nmyself down next to a
cute brown-haired woman with big gl asses. Her
clothes were kind of tattered.



"Isn't it wonderful to be able to | eave New

Brunsw ck?" she said to me. "I feel |ike the | ast
week has been a |long bad dream”

"Do you live here?" | asked, ready for sone
pl easant girl talKk.

"No, | was just visiting nmy boyfriend at Rutgers.
He's a graduate student in engineering. My room
mates nust think |'ve been killed!"

"Yes," | said. "It's been awful. Did the aliens
make you do anything that—=

"l don't want to think about it," the brunette
exclaimed. "And all those rednecks show ng up

" mgoing to see nmy gynecol ogi st as soon as possi bl e.
| bet they got after you too, what with your figure
and blond hair."

"Yes," | lied. "Gary Herber made nme go out in

the streets at night. Wth the brains sliding around
and everyone grabbi ng each ot her—=

"Men are so awful," said the wonman next to ne,

her face nonentarily close to tears. "Those brains
were |like nmen, the way they glue onto us and try

to use us. Even ny Tomy's like that, a little bit."

"Men are people too," | protested. "They just

want to be happy |ike wonmen do."

"Don't kid yourself, sister.” My companion's voice
took on a hard edge. "Men and women don't want
the sane things at all. Wen's the last tine any
man did sonething really romantic for you—with-
out wanting to get paid back the same ni ght?"

"You have to think about the genes," | said. I'd
heard a theory about this. "Basically all a person
wants is to perpetuate his or her genes. The best
strategy for men is to have lots of children with
lots of different women. The best strategy for

wonen i s have children and nake sure the father
stays around to help take care of them"

"Ha!" snapped the worman next to ne. "Sone
man rmust have told you that. Al a person wants is to
perpetuate their genes. Boy, is that stupid.”

"Well, yes," | said after a time. "l guess it is.

| got a taxi at Penn Station. "The Plaza Hotel," |
told the driver.

"Sure thing, little lady."



| sat back and wat ched the buil di ngs sweep past.
Peopl e, people, people. And all of themthinking,
all of themjust as conscious as me. Wen |I'd been
a kid I'd always thought of grown-ups as a race
apart—big neat robots, really. Then once, when

was in ny twenties, my father had said sonething
funny to ne. W were playing golf behind a four-
sone of businessmen in colored trousers and billed
caps.

"Look at them Joe," ny father had said. "They
really look like they know what they're doing. 1'd

al ways thought I'd be like them soneday. 1'd al -
ways thought |I'd get to be a grown-up. But I'm

not. | still don't feel any different. |I'msixty and
still don't know what |'m doing."

As the years passed, |'d conme to understand

what ny father meant. Even though | was al nost

forty, | still didn't feel like a grown-up. | didn't

really feel rmuch different fromhow | had in high
school .

And now in the taxi | was thinking that the

same thing is true for nmen and wonen. As a man
I'd al ways assuned that wonen are sonehow not
like real people. O course | never put it that
bal dly, but the feeling had been there all al ong.

Yet now here | was, with the tits and ass and
lipstick—still just a person. The woman on the
train—+'d never quite talked to a wonan that

way before, w thout the sex gane somewhere in

t he background. As she'd unsel fconsciously told

me about her boyfriend and her job and her
roommates, | realized sonething that I'd only seen
in flashes before.

Everyone is just a person trying to be happy. Everyone
is really alive.

What a |iberation to know this! Wat a burden
22

Strictly fromDetroit

"Do you expect ne to have sex with you?"

"Well, sure. 1'd rather do it with you than with
anyone el se.™

"The way | feel now, Joe, I'd rather do it with
anyone el se but you. How could you pull this on
me?" She paced back and forth across the enornous
living room Qutside the big French wi ndows | ay
the wonderful clutter of Manhattan. "W coul d
have been so happy." There were tears in her

eyes.



"Come here, Nancy. Cone sit on the couch wth
ne."

"No. And you killed the fritter trees, too."
"They were taking over. You know that. That's

what you got arrested for: distributing dangerous,
nonappr oved seeds."

"l suppose the police will be comng for ne
agai n?"
"I don't think so. | repaired the damages, and

erased all the documents relating to your case.
Wth no docunents and no nore fritter trees or
por kchop bushes, | don't see how*

Soneone was poundi ng on the door. It was the
police, two of them

"Hell o, ladies," said the older of the two. He was
a white-haired man with a weathered face. "Is this
t he residence of Joseph Fletcher?"

"Yes," said Nancy. "But—=
"He's not here,” | interrupted, getting up from
t he couch and swiveling over to the cops.

"Do you mind if we take a | ook around?" asked
the old cop, giving ne an appreciative once-over.
"You see, we have a warrant for his arrest.”

"Come on in, boys," | cooed. Nancy | ook disgusted.
I winked at her and sat back down on the couch.
was too tired to stay standing.

The police left after a while, and Nancy finally
cane over to sit next to me. The sun was goi ng
down. | w shed we could go to bed, but | knew
better than to suggest it. W held hands and the
sil ence deepened.

"I could have you decl ared dead," Nancy said
after a while. "And then remarry."

"You can not," | snapped, letting go of her
hand. "Joseph Fl etcher may be m ssing, but wth-
out a corpse he's not legally dead."

"Serena needs a father."”

"Where is Serena, anyway?"

"I left her with Sybil Bitter."

"Alwin Bitter's w fe?"

"That's right. I went back down to Princeton



before coming to New York. My TV intervi ew was
really exciting, Joe, you should have seen it." As
t he room darkened, Nancy was finding it easier to
talk to me. "They arrested nme right on the Brad
Kurtow show. | was in jail all day, and then sud-
denly | saw this thunb-sized little man who | ooked
like you."

"That was ne, all right. An echo of ne."

"And then | was here in this wonderful penthouse.

| still haven't |ooked at all of it yet. And | can fly,
Joe. I've only tried it alittle but—=

"Wuld you take me flying with you now? It's

dark and no one will see us. W could fly over to
the World Trade Center and back."

"But you can't fly, can you, Joe?"

"I can ride on your back. | did it with Sondra."
"Well .. . take that silly dress off first."

In the bedroomthere was a dresser that |ooked
like mne. The top drawer was filled with nmoney—
Nancy had stored all our noney in here for ne.

The other drawers were filled with Joseph Fl etcher

clothes. | selected a pair of corduroys and a flan-
nel shirt. Stepping into the bathroom | noticed a
pair of scissors. |I took them and cropped ny | ong

hair short. Then | used a washcloth to get the
makeup of f ny face.

Nancy was in the living room hovering above
the floor. She snmiled when she saw nme, apprecia-
tive of the gesture |I'd nmade

"That's much better, Joe. You | ook al nost |ike

your old self. | was just thinking—ith all our
noney, maybe you could get surgery to ... you
know . .."

She fl ew down and hugged ne. "Oh, Joe, why
did you do it?"

| gave a quick shrug. "A subconscious desire.
I've al ways wanted to be a beautiful woman."

"Me too," |aughed Nancy.

"But you are."

"Not the kind that drops nmen in their tracks. |
t hought those policenen were going to pass out

when they saw you."

"Hey, let's go flying. If you really want ne to be
dead, you can just drop nme on Tinmes Square."

"You'd nmake quite a splash.”
W opened a big French wi ndow and fl ew out

into the night. Nancy's wiry body felt nice between
nmy soft thighs. The cool air beat against us as the



staggering city perspectives swept past. W | ooped
around the Enpire State Buil ding, zooned al ong

a cabl e of the Brooklyn Bridge, and finally alighted
on the flat top of one of the twin towers of the
Wrld Trade Center.

"You fly well, Nancy."

She cl osed her eyes and let me kiss her. The kiss
felt just like it always had.

"Are you still ny sane Joe?" said Nancy after a
whi | e.

"I"'mstill the sane. I'mstill the sanme inside."

"Then let's go back. Let's go back to our new
house and try to be happy together."

I'"d like to be able to say that we had a steany
night of all-girl sex, but it didn't work out that
way. | ended up sleeping on the couch. Wen it
cane right down to it, Nancy couldn't face the

t hought of nme sleeping with her. Ever again.

The norning TV news was bad, too. Harry

Gerber had been arrested and charged with crim -
nal negligence in the deaths of seventeen people
who had di ed of shock when the slugs got themin
New Brunswi ck. Hi s | aboratory was under heavy
police guard, and Sondra Tupperware had been
arrested as an accessory. Joseph Fletcher was stil
bei ng sought, but charges agai nst Nancy Lydon

Fl et cher had been dropped. Al the nutant food

pl ants had di sappeared, and their depredations
had been undone. Sone scientists specul ated that
perhaps the fritter trees had been a kind of mass
hal | uci nati on brought on by the Gary-brains.

Soneone was poundi ng on our door again. Nancy
was still asleep. | went to | ook through the peephol e.
Newsmen, with video caneras.

"Go away," | fluted. "I don't want to see anyone."

"Pl ease, Ms. Fletcher," shouted back the reporters.
"Just a few questions.”

I went to the phone and called Security. After a
whil e the noise at our door died down. Nancy was
up now, and | made us breakfast.

"Sooner or later, one of them s going to talk," |
sai d over the eggs.

"Who?"
"Sondra and Harry. Sooner or later they' |l tel

the police that |1've turned into a woman. And
then I'Il get arrested, too."



"Arrested for what?"

"I't was on the news. Seventeen people died from
havi ng the spine-riders on them and they're charg-
ing Harry with crimnal negligence. Sondra and

are supposed to be accessories. And | bet Profes-

sor Baunmgard is going to charge me with arned
robbery."

"You'd better call Don Stuart. The |lawyer | hired
yesterday."

"Ch, lawers . . . There nust be a better way to
fix all this. Don Stuart isn't going to give me back
nmy sausage, is he?"

"Well, with plastic surgery—

"I want my real body back. This just won't do.
want to have nmore children with you, Nancy. And
| want poor Harry out of jail."

"What about Sondra?"

"Ch, she'll get out. The first time they put her

in an exercise yard, she'll fly away. If they hand-
cuff her to a guard, she'll just take the guard with
her. You don't have to worry about Sondra, Nancy.
It's just Harry and me that are getting screwed."

"Not literally, | hope." Nancy smled and ruffled
nmy spiky hair. As long as we weren't in the bed-
room she felt able to act affectionate.

W took our coffee out on the terrace and stared
down into the chunked canyons of Manhattan
This was really a neat place to live. If only .

"Why don't you use the blunzer again?" asked
Nancy suddenly.

"Didn"t | tell you about the red and bl ue gl uons?"
"Yes, but you said there were yell ow gluons, too.
If you find sone yell ow gluons, then the blunzer
shoul d work one last tine, shouldn't it?"

"It's a thought. But | don't think anyone has

yel l ow gl uons. They're even rarer than the bl ue

ones. If | could only talk to Harry—=

"Well, you can. Find out where he's | ocked up
and go visit him No one'll recognize you."

"They don't let just anyone off the street cone
visit killers, Nancy. 1'd have to be a relative."

"So get a fake ID. Say you're his sister. Does he



have a sister?"

"Yes! |'ve heard himtal k about her. Sister Susie.
She lives in Detroit."

"Good. That neans she's not likely to be here
yet."

"Right. But where do we get a fake |ID?"
"You're the crimnal, Joe, not ne."

"All I can think of is Eddie Match." Eddi e was

an old friend of ours who |lived way uptown. He

made a generally honest |iving as a phot ographer
but he did know a lot of criminals. |I'd heard him
tal k about forging IDs. "Let's take a cab uptown to
see Eddie."

"Ckay. Wait here while | get dressed.”
"Can't | watch?"
"No. "

She went in the bedroom and cl osed the door.

really hoped we'd find those yell ow gl uons today.

It had been uncool to use a gun on Baungard.

This time 1'd use money. | found a big purse in

the hall closet and stuffed it with a little over two
mllion dollars' worth of thousand-dollar bills.

Nancy was still dressing. | decided to phone up
Alwin Bitter to see how little Serena was doi ng.
Hs w fe answered the phone.

"Hello, Ms. Bitter?"

"Yes."

"This is . . ." In sudden panic, | realized | didn't
know how to finish the sentence. "How s Serena?"

| blurted.

"Serena is fine. Wo am | speaking to, please?"

I hung up.

| had on ny Joe Fletcher clothes fromlast night.

| looked in the hall mirror and wondered whet her

to put on makeup. Just because Nancy was so

uptight didn't mean | couldn't get a little fun out
of nmy new body. My hair was a real ness.

"Hey, Nancy," | called.

"Hol d your horses, |I'mnot ready yet," she
shout ed t hrough the cl osed bedroom door

"I"ll be downstairs in the beauty salon.”



| left before she could protest. I'd spent ny
whole life waiting for wonen to finish dressing;
now it was ny turn to get back

The hairdresser was chic and in his twenties.

He cl uck-cl ucked over the way |'d butchered ny
hai r.

"\What ever possessed you, dear?"

"I + thought soneone would Iike ne better
with short hair. Can you fix it up?"

"OfF course, dear. He'll love the new you."

"She. Not too nuch off the sides and nmake it
spi ky on top."

They did ny hair and nails, and then they fixed

my face. | told the makeup girl | wanted to | ook
like | was fromDetroit. She got the picture. \Wen
they were done, | | ooked even better than | had
yesterday. Except for the clothes. | wondered if |

shoul d go back upstairs and

"Come on, Joe," said Nancy, stonping into the
beauty salon. "I've been waiting and waiting for
you. "

W hit the street and caught a cab. Nancy didn't

want to get our Corvette out of the hotel garage.

On the way uptown we stopped to buy nme a tai-

lored tweed suit in earth tones. | was starting to

| ook kind of butch. But fromDetroit, strictly from
Detroit.

23
Way Upt own

"OPEN up, Eddie." | could see his eye staring
out the peephole in his steel-covered door
"I't's Joe and Nancy Fl etcher."

"You're not Joe Fletcher." H's voice was sl ow
and anmused. He was kind of a wirehead. "If | let
you in, will you—=

"Here," said Nancy, pushing me aside. "You
recogni ze nme, don't you, Eddie?"

"Who's your girlfriend? Does she |ike nmen?"

"Open the goddamm door, Eddie!" | could hear
someone coming up the stairs after us. This was a
terrible place to be standing around with two ml -
[ion bucks in ny purse.



Eddie let us in just as the footsteps reached our

| andi ng. I nstead of a mugger, it was a neighbor, a
young professional |like Ed. | wondered where al
the weirdos |1'd seen outside |lived. Wat a crowd!

W r eheads, she-nmales, black' n"whites, oz-drippers,
and God's own nunber of gunjy nues.

Eddi e ushered us down his long hall and into
the living room H's two big dogs were barking.

"Tasp?" he offered, holding up a little nachine

the size of a flashlight. It was a rembte stimunit: if
you beaned it at the base of your skull you'd get
colors and a pleasure flush. Usually | didn't indulge,
but right now!l really needed a lift. Nancy had

been col d-shoul dering nme ever since the beauty

parlor. She'd waited in the cab—fum ng—while

I'd visited the dress shop. | guess it was all kind of
freaking her out. She's just a person too, | reninded
nmyself as | raised the tasp to ny head. A person who
wants to be happy.

| pressed the button and things got better rea
fast.

"What's your nane?" Eddi e was saying, smling
at me and hol ding out his hand for the little plea-
sure machi ne.

"It's Joe, Eddie, it really is.” Nancy refused Eddie's
of fer of the tasp and kept tal king. She was here to

do business. "Yesterday he was Marilyn Monroe

and today he wants to be Susan Gerber. W want

for you to make himsonme ID."

Eddi e zapped hi nmsel f again and wandered over

to the window. "Cone here, Joe, look at this."
Now t hat Nancy had confirmed it, he didn't seem
to have any troubl e accepting nmy changed appear -
ance. He'd been living uptown for a long tine.
"Look at those dead cars," said Eddie.

| tasped nyself once nore and | ooked down at
the cars Eddi e was tal king about. There were three

of themon his block, cars with headlights, tires,
chrone, and engine parts all gone.

"Pi cked clean,"” | chuckl ed.

"Check," said Eddie. "I'm always | ooking at them
and thi nki ng about val et parking. A salesman from
lowa, right? He | eaves his car with the valet at the
Sheraton, and this is how the car |ooks the next

day. The one up at the corner was mne." He was

| aughing so hard now that he had to | ean on the

wi ndowsi || for support. "Wat'd you say your nane
was? How d you get in here, anyway?"
"I came with her." | jerked ny head at Nancy.

"Ch, right. Joe Fletcher. So you went trans-sex?"
"Yeah, basically. And | need ID. Susan Cerber



fromDetroit."

"Check. Hold on to this and don't let me have it
back till I finish." Eddie passed me the tasp. At

| east he didn't have a socket yet. Once you got the
socket in your skull you were pretty well done for
"Nancy and Joe," said Eddie, sitting down at his
desk. "Ww. Wuld you throw nme that tasp, Joe?"
"You just told me not to."

"Check." Eddie turned on the desk's screen and
put his fingers on the keyboard. "Susan Cerber
fromDetroit? CGot a street address?"

"You'll have to look it up."

"Ckay." He punched a few buttons and got the

i nformation. "105 Madius Street. You got a pic-
ture of the lovely new you, Joe?"

"No. "
"Ckay we'll do that next." Eddie hit some nore
buttons and the screen displayed three different

I D cards, front and back. The thing had a typeset-
ting programbuilt in. Another push of the button

and a hard copy of the cards slid out onto the
desk. "Now we get the pictures and paste these up
Coul d you just hand ne that tasp?"

"I"ll take the tasp," said Nancy, snatching it out
of my hand.

| followed Eddie into his photo room and we

got the shots. He had a videoscan still canera, so
there was no waiting for the prints. | studied one

of the pictures, trying to believe it was really nme. |
was still light-headed fromthe stim and it al

seemed pretty exciting.

"I could do with one nore pulse,” | told Nancy
as we came back into the Iiving room

"Check," said Eddie. "Me too."

Wth both of us standing over her, Nancy gave
in. W each took a couple nore pul ses before she
got the tasp back from us.

"Where were we?" Eddi e asked.

"I Ds," nagged Nancy. "If you guys are going to

keep getting blasted, you could at | east offer ne a
drink or something, Eddie."



"A beer?"

"Fine."

Whi |l e Eddie was getting the beer, Nancy took

t he opportunity to chew nme out. "You're going to

go right down the drain in a hurry, Joe, if you
don't get your real body back. It's not like you to
be using stimthis way."

"What do you care? You don't |ove ne."

"I do too love you, Joe. Wio el se would put up
with you?"

"I"'mnot so hard to get along with. I'mjust a
person who wants to be happy. A person just |ike
you. "

"That's your big insight fromhaving a worman's
body?"

"It's true, isn't it?"

"As far as it goes. But the surest way to be
unhappy is try to be happy all the tine."

"That sounds |ike sonething your father told
you. What a redneck."

"At | east he has a penis."

"I"'mgoing to see Harry, Nancy. |I'mgoing to see
Harry for the gluons today."

Eddie returned with three beers. "ID" he said,
rem nding hinself. "W still have to do the hard
part." He had full-col or paper replicas of each of

the three cards, front and back, made out to Susan
Gerber and with my picture on each one. "First,
sign these, Joe. Mchigan driver's license, federa
citizen card, and a cash key."

"Wite Swan Cerber," Nancy rem nded nme, as if
| didn't know.

| signed the flinsy papers, and then Eddi e took
t hem down the hall. The dogs started barking
agai n.

"Come on, girls,"” called Eddie, "I'Il show you ny
machi ne. "
"Whi ch one?" | asked cauti ously.

"Look." He had a plastics nolder and—aopst im

portant of all-—a selection of official plastic blanks.
If your card didn't have the right field patterns,

you could forget it. The fields were like invisible
seal s of validation. One by one he |lam nated the



graphics onto the plastic bl anks.
"Did we tal k noney yet?" Eddie inquired.

"\What ever you say." | took the fresh IDs and
admred the craftsmanship.

"Call it five thousand."

"Check." | took out nmy wad and peel ed off the
bills.

"Can | have ny tasp back now, Nancy?"

"Sure," said Nancy, handing it over

Eddi e and | passed the tasp back and forth for a
while. Pretty soon | was | aughing harder than I'd
ever | aughed before. And then | was in a taxi
agai n. Robot driver. There was a person next to

me. Nancy.

"Where are we, Nancy?"

"W're going to Rahway. You are. |'ll get out
there and fly to Princeton. | want to get Serena."
" Check. "

"Stop acting like a wirehead or 1'll |eave you
flat."

| clamed up and | ooked out the w ndow. Ugly,

ugly. It seenmed stupidly wasteful to take a taxi al
this distance. But we had nmoney to burn. Can

nmoney buy happi ness? It still seemed worth a try.

I wondered how much a tasp woul d cost—n case

this yellow gluons thing didn't work out.

24
Spacetinme Plunbers

"MY cell window s right next to a netal roof,

and all day there's a bunbl ebee out there.

He's beautiful, Susie, he's just like a comc-strip
bug: a big dot for a body and a | azy eight for

Wi ngs. He's always patrolling his territory, you know,
going around in a sort of polygonal path, but if he
sees anot her bug—zow " Harry threw his hands in

the air, trying to show how fast the bunbl ebee

coul d nove.

"I"'mnot really your sister,” | hissed, "I'mFl etcher!
W' ve got sonething inmportant to discuss.”" W

were sitting at either side of a long table with an
arnmed prison guard at the end. The guard | ooked

too bored to be listening to us—but that could

have been an act. Harry chose to ignore ny

whi spers.



"So what |'ve been doing, Susie, is tricking the

bunbl ebee. | wad up a piece of toilet paper and
throw it out through my bars. Zoom he's right on
top of it. | didit alot alot alot until he started

getting mad. He figured out where all the fake
bugs were coming from"

"Please, Harry." | leaned forward, trying to get
his attention. "You have to help ne find sone
yel | ow gl uons."

"Then | filled up ny nouth with water. For
squirting. Because | knew t he bunbl ebee was goi ng
to come for ne the next time | threw out a piece
of paper. And he did! | tell you, Susie, he | ooked
as big-as big as a dog, conming at ne |like that."

"Did you get hinP" | sighed. Harry may or may
not have known it was me, but right now he needed
to be talking to his sister.

"I sure did. Renenmber those great water-gun
fights we used to have with the nei ghbors?"

"You mean the Fletcher kids? Joe and Nancy?"

Harry shot ne a | ook of understanding. "That's
right. W had three special guns, remenber?"

"I sure do. I wish | had one of themnow | w sh
| had a lot of things. Ch, Harry, | hate looking Iike
this. I didn't know what | was doing."

"I wish | could help you. I'"'mnot too crazy about
being in jail, either. The feds keep grilling me, but
| haven't told them anything. One of the FBlI guys
told me 'mgoing to get twenty years."

"Ww. |'ve got noney, you know. 1'll get you
t he best |awer."

"Cee, thanks. You want to hear about the cock-
roach under ny bed?"

"Come off it, Harry." We were both |eaning
across the table, with our faces al nobst touching.

The guard was definitely not paying attention any
nmore. "I want to try running the blunzer again.
Where can | find yell ow gl uons?"

"I"ve been racking my brain. Someone at Prince-
ton m ght have sone. Do you know any of the
physi cs guys?"

"Alwin Bitter!"

"Beautiful. But do you think you can operate



the blunzer? You don't really understand how it
wor ks, Joe."

| felt like laughing in his face. "I don't under-
stand? | happen to be the one who told you how to
buildit, Harry."

H s face clouded over in sudden anger. "You?
Don't try to hog the credit, Fletcher. | designed
and built it. It's my invention."

"Sure it is," | sneered. "Were did you get the
original idea though, huh?"

"In4n a dream But it was ny dream and—

"It wasn't your dream Harry. | fed it to you
When | got blunzed yesterday | went back in tine
and gave you the dream about how to build the

bl unzer." Harry was shaking his head and hol di ng
his eyes squeezed shut. "It's true, Harry. Remem
ber the river with the duck that wal ked on water?"

Harry's eyes snapped open. "Ch. Ch, ny. Didn't
you have to trade sone mass to nove back |ike

that? The way | had to nove Zeke forward to go
see you in the car?"

"I just sent ny image. You don't really have to
trade nmass. You just did it that way so you could
make a Codzilla."

"This is confusing." Harry gl anced over at the
guard. The guy was out on his feet. "Assum ng

Bitter gets you the gluons, what are you going to
wi sh for this tine? You'll only have a second or
two. "

"I"d just like things back the way they were. O
course I'lIl keep nmy noney."

Harry studied ny face for a mnute. "You're stil
the sane underneath, Fletch. You're the one who's
really crazy. That's what | always tell people, but
they never listen. Have you gotten laid yet?"

"I'"mscared to."

"What about the answer to why things exist?
Weren't you going to find that out for Baungard?
You rushed of f so fast yesterday that | never got
to ask you."

"You didn't have to keep calling me a hono."

"Well, face it, Joe, anyone who—

"I don't want to talk about it. I'll tell you about
Baungard' s question. Wy things exist. \Wat |



did was to | ook way, way back in time to try to see
howit all started."”

"How far back?" Harry's eyes wi dened with
i nterest.

"I went all the way back to the Big Bang."
" And?"

"l caused it."

"You caused the Big Bang?"

"I't was |ike nothing was happening and | got

i npatient. | was spread out all over space and
time, so | just took energy fromall over and fo-
cused it back on the starting point."

Harry's eyes gl azed over in thought. "The uni -
verse as a self-excited system" he said slowy. "I
like it. It makes sense.”

"So in awy |I'mGod, aren't |?"

Harry gave ne a |l ook of mingled pity and
anusenent. "Sure you are, Joe."

"Well, look, if | was the one who—

"I. Who invented the blunzer? Nobody did,

Fletch, it invented itself. It cane out of no place
and told us howto make it. | put the parts together
you got the shot. . . Can't you see it was just using
us? The universe was using us to help excite itself.
There's probably lots of these sort of drains where
energy gets fed back through tine. We're the guys

who hel p hook up the pipes, is all. Spacetine

Pl umbers. "

W' d been tal king too | oud. The guard was
payi ng attention again.

"I guess |'d better be going," | said, |eaning back
inm chair. "It certainly was nice to see you again,
brother Harry. Though it's a shane it had to be

like this."

"Well, Sis, God works in nysterious ways."

They processed ne back out of prison. It took
hal f an hour. So many doors, so nmany walls. Nancy
had fl own on ahead, but our robot taxi was stil
waiting for me. The meter was up to seventy-two
dol | ars.

On the turnpike | tried to think through the

course of events thus far. | felt |ike making notes.
It had all started on Friday afternoon, Septenber
20. | felt in ny pockets for pen and paper and,



findi ng none, asked the driver for witing utensils.
"LI'l ookkk in the storage conparrtment," the ma-
chine intoned. | turned around and snapped up

the Iid on the storage conpartnment behind ny

seat. It held a first-aid kit, some cans of food, a
flashlight, and a type-screen. The type-screen was

like a child's slate, with a keyboard at one end.
You could type onto the screen and, if necessary,
produce hard copies. | set the thing on ny knee
and made a |ist.

Fri day 9/20 | see Harry in Buick. Harry dreams he sees me. Saturday
9/21 W shop Stars 'n' Bars. Godzilla. Sunday 9/ 22 Go to church
Harry blunzed. Trip to Looking-d ass Wrld. Monday 9/ 23 Gary-brains
invade. Start trip with Nancy. ****x**x%kxsxx
Monday 9/30 End trip with Nancy. Slugs in New Brunsw ck. Tuesday
10/1 Fly to lowa. Nancy arrested. | get blunzed. Manhattan. Wdnesday 10/2
Today. Thursday 10/ 3 Tonorr ow.

| stared at the list for a while, and then erased
it. 1'd get those yellow gluons fromBitter today.
Since | was Harry's sister and Nancy was Fletcher's
wife, the police would let us into Harry's shop to
| ook around. W'd say we wanted to inventory the
val uables. And then 1'd get blunzed. But if yell ow

gl uons were as scarce as Harry said, | wouldn't
have nmuch tinme to maneuver. |1'd need to pack
everything into one fast wish. | groped for the best

way to put it.

Make everything be just like it was on the norning of
Fri day, Septenber 20.

No, that woul dn't work. That would just throw

us all into a horrible time loop. If everything was
just like that Friday, then it would be that Friday
again, and the whole crazy string of events would
happen over again, ending with me w shing us

back to that Friday agai n—o, thanks. Try again.

Undo all the wi shes that Harry and | have made up
till now.

That woul d be stupid! Just for openers, 1'd |ose
nmy money. Not to mention the fact that Antie—
and maybe Harry too—woul d be dead. And

woul dn't get to do ny part to start the universe.
No, no. | had to get nore specific.

Make ny body be like it used to, and have the governor
pardon Harry, Sondra and ne.

That seened fine. | nade a hard copy and fol ded
it intony purse. |I fell into a |ight doze and dreaned
about Harry and the bunbl ebee. | was the bee.

"Ma' anf"



| sat up and | ooked around. W were off the
turnpi ke and nearing Princeton. The robot driver
was tal king to ne.

"Do you need instructions?"

"Nnno. The otherrr |lady gavve ne the address.™
"O Alwin Bitter?"

"Yesss. "

"Well, what do you want, then? | was sl eeping."
"I"mbored. Do you knnow anny | ogic puzzl es?"

| glanced at the neter. A hundred and sixty-
seven dollars now. Two hundred bucks and | was
supposed to entertain the driver as well?

"No, | don't know any | ogic puzzles." The robot
made such a di sappointed sound that | rel ented.
"Well, maybe | do. Wsat about this one. A genie
prom ses a man that he can have exactly one w sh
cone true. Now, what if the man's one wish is that
he gets all the wi shes he wants?"

"He willl get all the wi shes he wannts."

"But renenber! An initial condition is that he is
all owed to have only one w sh."

"I ssseee. So he willl get nno wi shes."

"But he was supposed to get one wish."
"Butt perhaps the mann's rreal wi sh was that he

get nno wi shes at all. He does gett his wissh."
"But then he doesn't."
"I ssee. Thannk you forr the puzzle. | wlll

ponderr it.
25
Level s of Uncertainty

"WOULD you like sone iced tea ... M. Fletch-
er?"

"Thank you, Ms. Bitter. | would."

The four of us were sitting in their living room
Five of us, counting Serena. She was sitting on ny
| ap, though she didn't understand who | was sup-
posed to be. | took her little arms and cl apped her
hands together. She |aughed gaily; at least | could
still make nmy daughter | augh



"So the wishes haven't worked out well?" Bitter
asked ne.

"Not entirely. I"'mstuck in a woman's body, and
we're all in trouble with the police."

"Nancy was telling me a little about the machi ne
that you and Harry Gerber built. How did you two
cone to invent it?"

"Well .. . that's alittle conplicated.” | paused,

trying to think howto say it. "The plans for the
bl unzer cane to Harry in a dream He dreaned

he saw someone who told himhow to build it. So

he went ahead and built it, and later | got blunzed.
| didn't understand the machine, but after | got

bl unzed | was able to figure out the plans by

| ooki ng at the machine and reading Harry's m nd

So then | went back in time and put the plans in
Harry's mind while he was dreaming. | was the
person he saw in his dreamto begin with. It's a
circle. The universe made it happen, is what Harry
says. He says the universe was using us to excite
itself."

"Like a witer reading his own dirty books,"
sni ggered Nancy. She didn't take ne seriously
anynor e.

"More like a fountain that recycles its water."
| frowned. "Or a battery that runs its own re-
charger."

"The sel f-generative Absolute,"” said Bitter non-
conmittally. Hs wife, Sybil, cane back fromthe
kitchen with four glasses of iced tea on a tray. She
was a slender |ady whose tall body shaped a grace-
ful S-curve. She kept giving me curious |ooks—as

if I were sone kind of carnival freak

"I'"ve come to ask for your help,"” |I told Bitter
"Harry says that with your connections here you

m ght be able to get ne sone yellow gl uons. Each
color of gluon just works once, and we've already
used the red kind and the blue kind. | need the

yel l ow gluons so | can activate the blunzer one |ast
ti ne and—=

"Dr. Bitter's the one to ask?" Nancy excl ai ned.

"l hadn't realized. What a wonderful coincidence!
W1l you help us, Al wn?"

"I don't know if | should. Things aren't perfect
for you nowbut they could, after all, be nuch

wor se. "

"I'"ll do the wishing," proposed Nancy. "I won't



ask for anything stupid |ike Harry and Joe did."

"What woul d you ask for?" | demanded angrily.
Serena left ny lap for safer territory.

"Just leave it to ne, Susan."

"No way! |'ve thought this through, Nancy, and
| know just what—=

"I will try to get you the gluons,” interrupted
Bitter. "On the condition that Nancy be the one to
make the wish. | |ike Nancy."

Nancy and the white-haired old man exchanged

a smle. Sitting here in ny tailored tweed earth-
tone suit | felt like a fool. | needed hel p and these
peopl e were pl aying ganes with ne.

"I don't think you understand what kind of forces
we're dealing with, Dr. Bitter." | rapped out his
name |ike a curse.

"Call me Alwin. Let's all be friends here. Wat
ki nds of forces are we dealing with, Joe? How do
you and Harry think the blunzer functions?"

"Why do you ask? If you're so enlightened, you
al ready know all about it. You just want to |laugh at
me, don't you?"

"No, please!" Bitter nade a placating gesture

with both hands. "I'msinply asking for information.
It is obvious that your machi ne works. |'m curious
about the nethod. Tell it to ne as best you can.”

"A person gets blunzed by having the val ue of

Pl anck' s constant change in his brain tissue," |
began.

"Her brain," interrupted Nancy.

"The person's brain," | snarled. "Can you shut up

and let me explain it just one time? The idea is to
treat the gluons so they beconme an utterly feature-

| ess fluid known as Planck juice. This fluid is in
what m ght be terned a second-order quantum state.

It is doubly indeterm nate. Not only is there the
usual indeterm nacy at the scale of Planck's constant,
there is a second-order indetermni nacy: an indeterm -
nacy in the actual value of Planck's constant." Harry
and the blunzer had taught ne well.

"So this Planck juice is, so to speak, unsure of
t he value of Planck's constant?" asked Bitter

"Correct. It is fed into a one-neter-long subether
wave guide leading to the subject's brain. In the wave
guide, the field symretry breaks, and the Pl anck



juice becones the carrier of a new value of Planck's
constant 'seeing' the wave guide's one-neter |ength,
the fluid chooses that for the new Pl anck | ength."

"One nmeter," said Bitter, neasuring the length
out with his hands. Instead of ten-to-the-m nus-
thirty-third centinmeters. "That's a very |arge
anmplification.”

"One hundred decillion fold,” | confirmed. "Wen
the fluid is injected into the subject's brain, the
entire brain becomes arbitrarily indeterm nate, for
the brain's size is now |l ess than the one-neter

Pl anck |l ength. The personality associated with the
brai n becones able to do anythi ng what soever."

"A third-order uncertainty," nused Bitter. "An
i ngeni ous device. And you say that you invented it?"

"No one invented it, | tell you. | got it from

Harry and Harry got it fromme. It made us build
it."

"Yet it only wants to work three times," said
Bitter, sitting back in his chair. "Wat do you
think of all this, Sybil?"

"I think you're right to let Nancy have the third

wi sh,"” said Bitter's wife. She had lighted a cigarette
and was hol ding her head tilted back to keep the

snoke out of her eyes. "It's like a fairy tale. Do

you renenber the story of the nagic fish that we

read, Serena?"

"Yus."
"How does it go?" asked Nancy.

"Like this," said old Sybil. "A poor fisherman
catches a magic fish. The fish says, 'Put ne back in
the water and you can have anything you want.' So

the fisherman throws the magic fish back in the

wat er. When he gets hone to his little hut, he tells
his wife. The wife says she wants to live in a

mansi on. So the fisherman goes back to the ocean

and asks the fish for a mansion. Fine. Wen the

fi sherman gets hone, there's a nansion, but his

wife isn't satisfied for long. 'This isn't enough,' she
says. 'l want to be a queen in a castle.' So the

fi sherman goes back to the ocean and calls to the
fish again. When he gets home, his wife is a queen

in a castle, but she still isn't happy. '|l want to be
enpress of the sun and the noon,' she says. Well

the fisherman goes back to yell for the magic fish
again, but this tine the fish gets mad and takes
everyt hi ng away. "

"It was the wife's fault!" | exclainmed. "It was the
wife's fault that they ended up with nothing."



"It wasn't the wife who kept going back to bother

the magic fish," said Sybil, |ooking at me through
a haze of snoke. "The fishernman shoul d have
t hought for hinself. | know another three-w sh

fairy tale, too."

"I"ve heard it," | interrupted. "' The Peasant
and the Sausage.'"

"Yes," said Sybil. "And | suppose you bl ame the
wife in that one too, don't you, Joe?" She was just
backi ng up Nancy because they were both wonen.

"OF course it was the wife's fault. |If she hadn't
asked for that stupid sausage—

"And what if the husband hadn't been so nean?
They woul d have had two good wi shes left. A
husband should think for hinself and keep his
tenper."

I was going to yell sonething back, but Bitter
interrupted me. "Don't try to argue with Sybil. It's
hopeless. I'Il try and get you the yellow gl uons,
Joe, but Nancy will have to be the one to get

bl unzed. "

"Al'l right," | sighed. "But what are you going to
wi sh for, Nancy? Make sure you get me back ny

ri ght body, and get Harry and Sondra and me out
of trouble with the law "

"Il wish what | like," said Nancy tartly. That
Sybil was a bad exanple, a real troubl emaker

"I made a big wish once," said Alwi n suddenly.
"It was a long time ago. | was involved with a
danger ous experiment—an experiment even nore
dangerous than yours, Joe. It gave ne endl ess
power, but the world was being destroyed. | had
to use nmy power to renormalize reality. | had to
use nmy power to get rid of ny power."

"Do all the wish stories have to end that way?"
protested Nancy. "Wth everyone back where they
started?"

"One could argue that the world is perfect just

as it is," said Bitter. "The world is the sum of al
our wi shes about it. And all of us are aspects of the
One. "

"I understand," said Nancy softly. "I understand,
Al win."

"Well, | sure don't,"” | said, rising to nmy feet. My
skirt was rucked up awkwardly around ny waist. |
patted at ny big hips, trying to smooth the fabric
down. "Cone on, Dr. Bitter, less talk and nore



action. Let's go get those gluons."
"Al'l right. I'lIl make a phone call first."

Nancy and | said goodbye to Serena while Bit-

ter made his call. Sybil kept staring at nme in
curiosity. She seened fascinated by the idea of a
man trying to nove a worman's body around.

"Don't you like being a wonan?" she asked ne
finally.

"No, it's too hard. There's a fairy tal e about that
too, isn't there?"

"That's right," said Sybil. " 'The Farmer \Wo
Wul d Keep House.' " Her soft eyes were dancing
and her broad nmouth was amused. It was hard to
stay mad at this woman.

"Can you watch Serena just a little |onger?" asked
Nancy.

"I have to go neet a friend," said Sybil. "But
nmy daughter lIda will be home from school soon.
She' || keep an eye on Serena. Make a good wi sh,
Nancy! "

"It's all set," said Bitter, com ng back into the
room "Tri Lu has sonme yell ow gluons you can
have for one mllion dollars."

"Let's go."

Alwin and Nancy and | set out on foot. Lu's
office wasn't far.

25
| Do It

TRl Lu had big teeth, a skinny yellow face, and
an unruly shock of dry, black hair. It was |ove
at first sight.

"Ah Joe Fl etcher you?" Long, jerky laughter.

"You very lucky!" Mre |aughter. He stuck out his
t hunb and pinkie and put his hand to his ear—

m mng a tel ephone call. "I talk Dr. Baungard

He very angry you."

"Has he called the police?"

"He want information you prom se. He want

right away. You sit nmy lap now, Joe. | call." He
was | aughing again, pulling in lungfuls of air be-
tween each spasm Hohawhaha- gasp- hohawhahaha-

gasp. Finally it turned into a coughing fit and he
buried his face in his hands. He was enbarrassed
by how rmuch he wanted ne.



"Are you sure this is the right guy?" | asked old
Bitter.

"Yes. He's our finest experinmentalist. If he can't
hel p you, no one can."

"I don't like the way he | ooks at you, Joe," said
Nancy.

Nervously | reached up to ruffle ny hair. Tri
Lu had recovered now. He was watching me. He
was ready to eat ne alive, drunsticks first.

"Why don't you two wait outside," | told Nancy
and Alwin. "Dr. Lu and I will work this out."

"Are you sure?"

"Yes. Please leave us alone till | call you. Go for
a wal k or sonething."

They went out and | cl osed the office door. |
| eaned against it, hands behind ny back, and gave
Tri Lu my biggest smile. He smled back

"Cone here, Joe. | dial."

I went and sat in Lu's lap while he dialed
Baungard's number. It seened like the easiest
thing to do. Hell, | had nothing to be scared of.
had twenty pounds on the guy, easy.

"I hope I'mnot too heavy for you, Dr. Lu."

He handed ne the receiver and threw his
arms around ne. "CGood fat American cowgirl. |
| ove. "

"Hel | 0?" quacked the little voice on the phone.
"Baungard here."

"Dana. This is Joe Fletcher." Lu had his hands

on ny breasts. The nipples were starting to tingle.

It was hard to concentrate on the secret of the
universe. "I'min Tri Lu's office, and he said

should call you, so . . ." | broke off in a squeal as
Lu's hungry Vi etnanmese fingers dug too far into

nmy ripe American flesh

"You sound odd, Fletcher. Has sonethi ng hap-
pened to you?"

"I"ll say. Never mind. | wanted to call you about
t he reason why things exist."

"The experiment was a success?"

"Yes. The universe is a sort of perpetual notion
machi ne. It funnels energy fromthe future back



to the past. The universe is a self-excited system"

A pause. Then, "That's not enough, Fletcher.

Where does the whole systemcone fromat all?

The worl d-snake bites its tail—fine. Were did the
snake come fron®?"

Lu was trying to force his hand between ny

thi ghs now. | had my knees pressed tight together
but I could feel myself weakening. This skinny
little guy was awfully cute. "Wat did you say,
Dana?"

"\Where does the self-generating universe cone
fronP"

"Uh—+ don't know. | didn't ask. | just |ooked at
the Big Bang. | hel ped the universe nake the Big
Bang. "

"This won't do, Fletcher. I'min trouble over the

m ssing gluons. | should call the police and—=
"Wuld you take a nmillion dollars?" Lu was strain-
ing his face upward toward nine for a kiss. | let

hi m have one. He tasted nice. | noticed | still had
t he phone in ny hand. Ch, yes, Baungard. "I'lI

give you a nmillion dollars,"” |I repeated and hung
up.

| made sure the office door was | ocked, and
then | let Tri Lu take off all ny clothes. He

swarnmed onto ne like an excited tick. | was huge
and beautiful. W nade love. | was glad to finally
doit. | was glad to be a sexy woman.

An hour passed, maybe nore. The office w n-

dows had Venetian blinds, and the afternoon sun
was striping us with shadows. | sat up, remenber-
ing Nancy. Tine to get dressed again, tine to
cover up.

| watched Tri Lu stepping awkwardly into his

underwear. | loved him He was a person, a per-
son who wanted to be happy. | was happy, but I
still wanted sonething nore. | wanted yell ow

gl uons.

"I have two million dollars,” | said, taking the

packets of bills frommy purse. "One for you, one
for Dana."

"Silly paper. Not worth |ike good | ove nme you."
He gave ne one of his all-purpose smles. H's
long hair stuck straight up fromthe top of his
head.

"Ch, Lu." | hugged himone last tine. "Thank
you so much."



"I thank nmore. Soft cowgirl." He kissed his fin-
gers and touched ny breasts. | patted his cheek
and then took out ny conpact to check my makeup

Hopel essly smeared. Nancy woul d know. Well, |et
her. | had to use ny fenal eness at | east once,
didn't 17?

W | eft the noney on Lu's desk and took the

el evator down to the basenent |aboratory. There was

a giant linear accelerator there, a silver tube stretch-
ing off down a tunnel |eading out of the basenent.

Qur end of the accel erator—the busi ness end—was
surrounded by a thicket of machinery. To one side

of the machinery was a table littered with papers
and rubber bands.

"Quark and gluon," Lu said, stepping over to

the table. "Look, Joe." He handed nme a little nodel
a single band of rubber w th rubber-cement gl obs

at either end. The bl ackened gl obs were the size of
acorns.

"Li ke quark," said Lu, pointing to one of the
gl obs. "d uon connect." He strummed the rubber
band.

| toyed with the little nmodel for a minute. As

| ong as the quark-gl obs were near each other, they
experienced no particular attraction. But if you
tried to pull themapart, the connecting band
stretched tighter and tighter, draw ng the quarks
back toget her.

"I'f cut here," said Lu, pointing at the niddle of
t he band, "make two new quark."

If the gluon was a band hol di ng the quarks
toget her, the quarks could be thought of as the
ends of the gluon-band. Cutting the band woul d
make two new | oose ends, two new quarKks.
"Instead | pinch off," said Lu, handing ne a
different nodel. It was like the first one, except
here the connecting gl uon-band had been fol ded

back to neet itself and forma loop. If you pinched
the loop free, you' d get a circular gluon-band, a
free gluon with no quarks attached.

"Two year work," said Lu, starting to |augh again.
He was handing ne a little nagnetic bottle froma
cabinet by the accelerator. "One thirtieth gramyel -
low gluons. MIlion dollar." H's laughter slid into
anot her coughing fit.

| opened the little bottle and | ooked inside. The
gl uons were yellow as the sun in water, yellow as
Lu, yellow as an ear of corn. Hot, golden yellow I
put the bottle in my purse.



W said our goodbyes and | left the physics
building to l ook for Nancy. | found her with Alwin
on a stone bench a few hundred neters off. Leaves
were bl owi ng around, and the bright air was |ike
cold water.

"You're a ness," said Nancy. "Wat took so | ong?"

| didn't answer. Instead | held up the gl uons.
"Here they are. Enough gluons for two and a half
seconds. Have you figured out your w sh?"

"I want to know what you did to smear your
makeup |ike that, Joe."

"You know. | had to. | had to do it, Nancy."
"God, you're disgusting." She turned her face
down and picked at a spot on her pants. Suddenly
we were both in tears.

"I"'msorry, Nancy. I'msorry I'"'mso tw sted up
But the gluons will make everything right again.
I"msure they will." | sat down on Bitter's other
side. "Tell her, Alwin. Tell her | |ove her."

"You tell her," said Bitter, getting to his feet.
"I'" m goi ng hone."

So | told Nancy that | loved her. | told her |
wanted things to be the sane again, only better

| told her I'd only let Lu have me so he woul d sel
me the gluons. After a while Nancy believed nme. A
little longer, and | believed it too.

"So what are you going to wish for?" | asked
when we'd finished maki ng up

"I was talking to Alwin and—+ think | have an

idea," said Nancy. "But | want to make sure | do it
right. Could you explain about the Planck | ength
agai n?"

"The Planck length is ordinarily about 10-33
centinmeters,"” | said. "Much smaller than an atom

or an elenentary particle. The Planck length is the
si ze scal e bel ow whi ch ordi nary physics breaks down.
There's no cause and effect for things smaller

than Pl anck | ength. There's total uncertainty down
there, and anything can happen. Now, the idea
behi nd the blunzer is to magnify the Planck | ength
all the way up to one neter. Wen you get bl unzed,
the Planck length will get that big in a region

around your head. So for a few seconds you'll be
in a zone of total uncertainty. Anything you want
to have happen will be true."

"What if the Planck length blew up to ten neters?



Coul dn't several people get blunzed at once then?"

"Yeah, | guess so. Only one person really needs
to get the injection. The brain acts as a kind of
amplifier."

"What injection?"

"The final stage of getting blunzed is where a
needl e jabs in through your fontanell e—you know,
where Serena had her soft spot?"

"Right on top of nmy head?" Instinctively Nancy
rai sed her hand to her scalp. "Does it hurt?"

"No, not really. You hear a sort of crunching,
but it doesn't hurt. And then you're blunzed."

"You say I'Il only have two seconds?"

"Two and two-fifths, actually. Now w Il you tel
me what your wish is going to be?"

"No. Alwin told nme not to. He said you m ght
try to change ny mnd."

"Well, I"mnot going to argue with you," | sighed.
"Just make sure | get ny body back. Shall we fly to
New Brunsw ck?"

"Ckay. "

Nancy | ay down on the ground, | sat on her
butt, and we took off.

27
Nancy's W sh

W THOUT a wi ndfoil, Nancy couldn't fly as fast
as Sondra had. W got up to a few hundred
nmeters and foll owed the turnpi ke north to New
Brunswi ck. When we were about hal fway there, |
spotted a big black dot approaching. A hawk? A
gui ded mi ssil e?

No, it was Sondra, fresh out of the Carteret
Correctional Center. She cruised up to us and we
hovered there together for a mnute.

"I'sn't flying fun, Nancy?" said Sondra. Her face
was flushed with excitement. "They let me out into

the exercise yard and | took off. 1'mgoing to see
Al win."
"We just saw him" | said. "He hel ped nme get

some nore gluons.”

"And | asked himwhat to wish for," added Nancy.
"I get to nake the wish."



"Why don't you just wish for lots of w shes?"
Sondra suggested. "Wsh for all the wi shes we want."
"That's too vague," | protested. "I don't think

wi shes about wi shing are allowed."

"It's just a machine," said Sondra. "Not a | epre-
chaun or sonet hing. Nancy ought to ask for a
hundred wi shes. "

The two women were hovering side by side.

Wth the bright sun, | felt like a bather on a float.
There were fields below us and, off to the right,

the Jersey Turnpike, with cars crawling |ike ants.

"Don't worry, Sondra," said Nancy. "I'm goi ng
to ask for sonmething really big. I think my wish is
the real reason the blunzer nade itself."

"What's your wish?" | asked again. But Nancy
still refused to tell ne.

"How s Harry?" Sondra asked ne.

"I saw himthis nmorning. He's in the Rahway
prison. He wants to get out."

"I just w sh those seventeen people hadn't died,"
said Sondra. "I feel bad about them If | could

wi sh one thing, I'd wish for themto be alive again.
Nancy, do you think—=

"She's only going to have about two seconds,” |
interrupted. "And the main thing is to get ny

body back. She'll try to fix up our |egal troubles
t oo, but-—=

"Leave it to nme," said Nancy. "I know just what
to do."

Sonme schoolchildren in the fields bel ow had no-
ticed us. Their tiny shouts floated up on the gentle
autumim br eezes.

"You know," said Sondra, "I keep having trou-
ble believing | can fly. | really have to concentrate

to keep fromfalling down. Like in a flying dream
Don't you feel that too, Nancy?"

"Hey," | interrupted anxiously. "That's no way
to be thinking right now "

" and just drop like a stone,"” Nancy nused.

"I'f suddenly you forget how Yeah, | can really fee
that, Sondra. How about you, Joe?"

"Hey, look, girls, this is—= A farner drove his

pi ckup into the field beneath us and got out with a



rifle. There came a faint popping of gunfire.

W said a hurried goodbye to Sondra and flew
the rest of the way to New Brunsw ck. Nancy cane
in low and touched down in a parking | ot near
Harry's place. At first | thought no one had no-
ticed us, but then an old bum came stunbling
over.

"Take me for a ride, angels." He had the weat her-
beaten skin of a sailor. "Take nme out to sea." He
seened deranged, albeit strong enough to cause
serious trouble.

"Go away," | said curtly. "Leave us alone." W
started out of the parking lot with the bumtag-
ging al ong after us.

"G ve me sonething," he begged. "I need noney
to buy a pet fish."

"Here." | drew a ten-dollar bill out of ny hand-
bag and gave it to him "Now beat it."

"Thank you, fish angel."

The wi ndows of Harry's store were boarded up

There was a shiny black car parked in front. Wen
Nancy and | tried the shop's door, it flew open
revealing a fit-looking man in a black suit. He held
a pistol in one hand. "Who are you?" he denanded.

"Susan Gerber and Nancy Fletcher,"” | said. "W

want to nmake sure you don't steal anything from
our men."

"I"m Joseph Fletcher's wife," anplified Nancy.
"And this is Harry Gerber's sister. W'd like to get
a few personal effects and make an inventory."

The man gave a sharp whistle and pulled us in.
The door slammed shut behind us. |nside was
anot her man in bl ack. He'd been guarding the
back door. Both of themwere armed. They said
they were fromthe governnent.

"Why won't your brother talk?" the first man
asked me. "Hi s device has an enornous potential
to enhance our national security."

"Harry never tells me what he's doing," |
sinmpered. "Not that | could understand it anyway."

"And what about you?" the second man asked
Nancy. "Where is your husband hidi ng?"

"I bet it's sonmewhere hot and wet," said Nancy.
"My husband | oves that kind of place. Sone over-
grown delta at the mouth of a river. Who knows?



You' re the cops, not ne."

"I could use a tropical vacation nyself," said the
second man in black. "I'd like to be in the Bahanas."
He turned to his partner. "How about you, Jack?"

"I'f I had ny druthers,"” said the first man in
bl ack, "1'd be canping out in the Rockies right
now. "

They'd fallen for our story and had | oosened up
alittle. | kept giving themnice sniles.

"Can we | ook around now?" | asked. "We'd like
to start upstairs and then check over the workshop."

"We'| | have to search your purses for weapons."
"Fine." | opened ny purse. There was ny com

pact in there, the Susan Gerber IDs, some nore
nmoney, and the magnetic bottle of gluons.

"What's this?" asked the first man in bl ack, pick-
ing up the bottle.

"That' s—that's ny deodorant."
"Ch. Sorry."

They let us go upstairs alone; it was the work-
shop they were really interested in guarding.

"How are we going to get rid of then?" Nancy
whi sper ed.

"Maybe we should get knives fromthe kitchen?"

"No killing, Joe. You'll just get us in even nore
trouble. And those nmen have guns."

"So what do we do? Seduce thenP"

"Why don't we start a fire up here? They'll run

up to put it out and then we can | ock ourselves in
t he workshop. Does it take long to start the

bl unzer?"

"Not that long. If we can get ourselves |ocked in
t he workshop, we'll have time before they break in."
We wandered into the bedroom

"Let's light Harry's bed," suggested Nancy. "It's
ni ce and greasy."

"You don't like Harry, do you, Nancy?"
"Why should I? He doesn't like nme." She found

a half-enpty bottle of over proof vodka and poured
it out on Harry's pillow. "This ought to help. Can



you find a match?"

| found sonme matches in the kitchen, and an-
other bottle of vodka. | brought a bunch of
newspapers as well. Nancy had a whol e pl an of
action figured out now. It sounded good to ne.

W got the bed sluggishly burning. It gave off a
| ot of snoke. Nancy flew up to the ceiling by the

bedr oom door. She was hol ding a thick broom
handl e.

When the snoke started to trickle down the

stairs to the shop, | ripped open ny bl ouse and
began screaning. "There's another Gary-brain up
here! On, help me!" | stood at the head of the

stairs | ooki ng desperate.

"I"ll save you!" shouted one of the men in black
He canme surging up the stairs, and | pretended to
st agger backwards into the snoke-filled bedroom
Nancy was waiting right overhead, broonstick at
the ready. When the nman in black came in,
enbraced himand hel d himsteady so Nancy coul d
whack himon the top of the head. It took three
whacks to knock himout.

| got the gun out of his hand, shoved it under

nmy skirt's wai stband, and ran downstairs. | ran
right into the other man in black. "One of those
brains is loose up there," | cried. "I think it got

Ms. Fletcher!"

The man pushed past ne. | hurried into the
shop and | ocked the door to the stairs. Then |
went to open the front door. Nancy was waiting
out there. She'd flown down from Harry's bed-
room wi ndow.

W ran into the workshop and got that door

| ocked, too. Antie was in the workshop, turned off
and lying on her side. | swi tched her power on
and we got to work on the bl unzing machi nery.

You coul d hear the footsteps of the men in black
runni ng around upstairs. They were busy putting
out the fire.

"G lie on that table in the blunzing chanber," |

told Nancy. "Put on the breathing nmask and get
ready for the shot."

"I'mscared, Joe."
"Do you want ne to go instead of you?"

"No. I'll doit." For the first tinme today Nancy
kissed ne. "I'll nake a better world, Joe."



"The m crowave cavity is ready," called Antie.

"CGet the gluons fromny purse!” | shouted.
"Good | uck, Nancy."

Now Nancy was in the blunzing chanber. |

swi tched on the sheathing field. Antie poured the
gluons into the mcrowave. There was noise out in
the shop. | fired a random gunshot through the
door. Antie fed the gluons into the vortex coil

Noi se and confusion took over. For the third
and final tine, soneone got blunzed—but not j ust
Nancy.

Everyone got blunzed this tinme, everyone on Earth.
For that was Nancy's wi sh: that the Planck |ength
be ten thousand kil ometers big for the 2.4 seconds
that her gluons |lasted. Everyone got to make a

wi sh at once.
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Earthly Delights

THE guards were gone and it was raining out-
side—+aining fish. The big rain-fish would hit

t he pavenent, flop a little, and then nelt into
wat er .

"You really did it," | said to Nancy. | had ny
arm around her, and she was | eani ng agai nst ny
long, lean frame. | was back to nornmal.

"Where's Harry?" asked the ol d worman behi nd

us. Antie had turned herself into a fl esh-and- bl ood
copy of Harry's dead nother. The bl unzing had
even affected her. Nancy's little echowonen had
flown out of the chanber and hel ped each of us
make our wi sh. Antie's had been to be just like
Harry's nother. | wondered what kinds of wi shes
everyone el se had nade. The rain-fish were proba-
bly the idea of the crazy old sailor we'd seen.
Everyone had gotten what they wanted nost.
"Where's Harry?" repeated Antie.

I waited for Nancy to answer, but she seened too
drai ned. Her feat had taken a |l ot out of her

"I don't know where Harry is," | told Antie. "He
probably got hinmself out of prison. Maybe hel
turn up here soon."
"You ought to hide," fretted the old wonman.
"Now t hat the police can recogni ze you again."

"That's all fixed," | reassured her. "After
changed my body | got us all pardons fromthe
governor. And | bet Sondra brought those seven-
teen dead people back to life."



"That's right," murmured Nancy. "And the nen
in black took their vacations. One to the Bahamas
and one to the Rockies."

A man-si zed beetl e marched past, the rain of

fish beating on his iridescent green back. Wat a
wei rdo he nmust have been. Leaning out the door,
could see that it was sunny down by the railroad
station. A fish struck ne on the head and spl atted
onto the sidewal k.

"Let's find an unbrella and take a wal k. " |
suggest ed.

"I"'mwaiting here for Harry," said Antie stub-
bornly. "And | have to clean up the mess in his
bedr oom "

"Fine. Nancy and I'Il go out alone.”

W got an unbrella and went outside. There

was a startling roar as a race car shot past, its tires
throwi ng up sheets of fish-water. It |ooked |like an
Indy 500 racer—which is what it probably was. A

bl ock away fromthe store | spotted the old sailor
staring up into the sky and catching fish in his

nmout h. Anot her bl ock and we were in sunlight.

fol ded up the unbrella and | ooked around.

The train station had been transformed into a
graceful lacework of nmetal and glass, a veritable
crystal palace of transportation. A fine steam| oco-
nmotive was just pulling in.

"Isn't she a beauty?" yelled the engi neer, |eaning
out and waving. "I've always wanted to run one of
these!" We smiled and waved back.

The Terminal Bar across the street had becone

a huge ol d sal oon of the same period as the

| oconmotive. You could hear a honky-tonk piano

i nsi de. The nustached bartender stood in the door
grinning and hol di ng an i nexhausti bl e schooner of
beer. He gave us a happy salute. It was al nost |ike
bei ng i n Di sneyl and—except everythi ng was real

"Did everyone make good wi shes?" | asked Nancy.
"Yes," she smiled. "I made sure they did."

"But how?"

"I sent out ny echowonen. | sent one to watch
each person on Earth. If | could see a nmean w sh
in someone's nmnd, | reached in and nmade them

change it. And if two people's wi shes conflicted,
made one of them change too."

Farther down the street was a si dewal k caf e—



formerly a scuzzy German cof fee shop. | recog-

ni zed the owner sitting at one of the tables and eating
a roast chicken.

"There's a buffet inside," he called to us. "Help
yourself. I'Il make out the bill later."

"Are you hungry?" | asked Nancy.

She nodded and sat down at one of the sunny

tables. | went into the cafe and filled two plates. |
brought them out and then fetched some white

wi ne and soda.

We ate in silence for a mnute. It was the best

food 1'd ever tasted. One of the things on ny plate
was a crisp white veal sausage. | held it up for
Nancy to see, renmenbering the fable.

She | aughed and patted ny hand. "You see,
Joe? It's not so bad to ask for sinple things."

"Do you know what each person w shed?"

"No, not anynore. VWile | was blunzed | knew,

sort of. | sent nmy echowonen everywhere, |ike
Alwin said | should. I made the Planck | ength big
enough to cover the whole Earth, and | hel ped
everyone make his or her w sh."

"Do people know it was you? You'll be treated
i ke a queen!"

"No, no. You know how snall nost of the ech-

oes are. People couldn't see ne. And | woul dn't
want themto know it was ne, because then they'd
ask ne to do it again."

"Yeah. And we can't do it again. There's only

three colors of gluon, and each col or only works
once." An attractive young couple floated down

out of the sky to sit at a table nearby. d ancing up
I could see a nunmber of people flying around

over head. The power of flight seemed to be a

fairly comon w sh.

"I wonder what Harry wi shed for," | nused.
"Do you know?"

"I meant to check, but he was al ready gone by
the tine | got to him He was |ike you—he knew
right away he'd been bl unzed, and he acted on it."

"He wasn't in Rahway anynore?"

"He | eft our space, so far as | could tell. Look at
those two!"

Anot her coupl e had joined the crowd at the



caf e—a beautiful red-haired woman and a man

who was only three inches high. The man was
perched in the redhead' s decoll etage |like a prince
on a balcony. It |looked Iike a good place to be.

More and nore people were out in the street
now, everyone chattering and | ooking around to
see what the others had done. There were many
nore beautiful nmen and wonen than was normal
for New Brunsw ck; beauty was obviously a w sh
even nmore popular than flight. Lots of people
wore jewels as well, and | noticed several nen
drawi ng out big wads of cash.

"Al'l my money's going to be worthless,” | sud-
denly realized. "Everybody and his brother nust
have asked for a mllion dollars."

"Yes," said Nancy. "But we've still got our
pent house. "

"But what are we going to live on? | can't go
back to working at Softech.”

"Go back in business with Harry," suggested
Nancy. "If you can find him"

"Yeah, that's a thought." | was distracted again
by a passerby, this one a man running at what
nmust have been thirty mles per hour. "Look at

t hat guy go!"

"A lot of beauties, a lot of nmllionaires, a |ot of
great athletes," said Nancy. "Can | have some nore
wi ne, pl ease?"

A giant breast rolled past, followed by a man
with four arms. Shiny cars—antique and futuristic
al i ke—buzzed this way and that. In a doorway
across the street lay a man slunped in sonme inter-
m nabl e ecstasy. In the distance | heard nusic

pl ayi ng.

"How about Alwin Bitter? Wat did he wish for?"
Nancy's eyes danced above her tilted w negl ass.
"Alwin-Alwin is an altruist," she said, setting down

her glass. "He wished for this all to happen.”

"But the blunzer made itself. It was a cause-and-
effect loop with Harry and me in it."

"Even so, you and Harry and the |oop had to
cone from sonewhere. Alwin w shed you into
exi stence. "

"I don't believe that, Nancy, do you?"

"I don't know. What's inportant is that now



everyone will be happy for quite a while, and maybe
| ater—even if the changes all wear off—people wll
still remenber how to be happy. | thought it was
worth a try."

A machi ne that seenmed to be a flying saucer

zi pped down the street and hovered by our cafe. A
hatch opened and fanmily of little green "Martians"
hopped out. They tal ked with New Jersey accents.

"This sure is fun, Nancy. Did you happen to
noti ce what Serena w shed for?"

"A pet rabbit and a box of candy."

"Sweet. Maybe we better fly down to Princeton
and pick her up. You can still fly, can't you?"

"Sure. You'll feel better to nme with all that girl
fat gone." Nancy reached under the table and
squeezed ny thigh. | drank a little nore wi ne and
snmled at her. Everyone in sight |ooked happy. It
was |ike sone nagic Christmas party.

| waved the cafe owner over for the check. "How
much?"

"I dunno. You got a |lot of money, don't you?"

"Sure. Here, take a hundred." | fished the bil
out of the purse |I'd been using and handed it
over.

The cafe owner | ooked at the bill with a frown.
"Is this real ?"

"Was the food?" | countered.

"Ckay, a hundred," grunbled the owner. "But I
don't like it. Wiy didn't / think of asking for
noney i nstead of a new restaurant?"

"You're better off with the restaurant,” | as-

sured him "There's going to be inflation Iike you
won't believe." The whole financial systemwas going
to have to be reworked. It was going to be a ness.
Peopl e woul dn't stay happy for long. The cafe

owner stonped off to the lovers fromthe sky and
charged them a cool grand for two cups of coffee.
"Maybe you shoul d have tried to change human
nature,” | told Nancy as we stood up. "Mke peo-

pl e nicer and nore generous."

"Some people did wish that for thenselves,"”
Nancy responded. "There'll be a lot of saints
around. "

A man in the shape of a notorcycle went zoom ng
past with a fur-covered woman on his saddle. d anc-
ing after them | noticed a building made entirely



of meat: a skin-covered orifice building with peo-
ple plunging in and out of its portals. | was begin-
ning to wish for a less frantic scene.

"Well, come on, Nancy, |ie down and—

Two hands suddenly appeared in front of ne.

Fam | i ar-1 ooki ng hands. They grabbed nme by the
shoul ders and yanked me into the unknown.
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Rudy Rucker is Watching You

You coul d say that everything went black, or you
could say that everything went white. | was

el sewhere

But not al one.

"Hey, Fletcher," came the famliar voice, "you
have to help nme."

"Harry? \Were are we?"

"Superspace, naturally."

"What's superspace?" | felt around for ny body

and couldn't find it.

"Thoughtl and, Fletch, the cosnbs. Pure nenta-

tion. Abstract possibility. Infinite di nensions. The
class of all sets. God's mind. The pre-geonetric
substratum Hilbert space. Penultimate reality.
Wiite ..."

"Cut the crap, Harry. | was having a good tine
till you butted in. Put me back."

"You don't want to rush back there. This is mnuch
cooler. This is eternity, Joe, this is the secret of
life."

"Ch come on, Harry. I'mnot interested in the
secret of life. | just want to go hone and be with
Nancy. She and Sondra are going to be at Alwin
Bitter's."

"Hold it." Contrasts appeared in the bl ack-or-
white void around me. Streamers, clunps, hazy
patches. "Can you see it now?"

"I can't see anything. | might as well be |ooking
at clouds."

"You see clouds? Wait." The fog folded in on
itself. Colors appeared. Definite forms began to
congeal . One of themwas Harry, and one of them
was ne.



"That's better,” | said, tentatively noving ny
arm The arm di sappear ed.

"Your arm s in another dinmension now, " Harry
explained. "We're in a three-dinensional cross sec-
tion of infinite-dimensional superspace. If you try,
you can get your arm back."

| tried. And then nmy armwas back, though the

hand was still mssing. | exam ned the stub where
my armended. It |ooked as if ny hand had been
chopped right off. | could see the bone and its

marrow, the nuscle tissues, and the round nouths
of the veins. Yet no bl ood was spurting out.

"Flip your wist," urged Harry.

| flipped ny wist some funny way, and sud-

denly nmy hand was back. This was pretty interesting.
| gave Harry's head a push, and watched it disap-
pear. Peering down into his neck, | could see the

i nsides of his lungs and stomach. But then his
head snapped back

"Where's our universe?' | asked Harry. Qur two

bodi es seened quite definite now, though nothing

el se did. Everything el se was just shifting patterns
of colored Iight.

"It's that spot there," said Harry, pointing at a
smal |, egg-shaped bl ob of hazy white.

"What are all the other spots?"

"t her universes, of course. |'ve been here before.
Briefly. When | got blunzed the first time, | cane
here to find the Looking-G ass Wrld." Harry indi-
cated a reddi sh patch of light near the white one

t hat was hone.

"Why are they so small ?"

"That's fromour position on the size axis. There's
an axis for everything here.”

| floated closer to our universe and peered at it.
The hazy white light was patterned into whorls
and dots. Gal axy clusters.

"Right noww're in a space parallel to our
universe's tine," said Harry, taking my arm "But
we can turn sideways."

He yanked at me and everythi ng changed agai n.

Now our universe egg was striped |ike a waternmnel on
filamented |i ke a gooseberry. Bright |ines stretched
fromone pole to the other

"The Big Bang is down there," said Harry, point-



ing at one end. "See how sone of the |oops |ead
back? That's what you were doi ng when you got
bl unzed. Leadi ng them back."

Looki ng nore closely, | could see that our uni-
verse was really made up of a single tangled thread,
a bright line that wove forward and back and in

and out. It was like an endlessly knotted wire, a
tangl e of yarn, the Gordian knot. | |ooked at sone
of the other universes, knotty eggs all around us.
W were really behind the scenes.

" different axis for each property,” Harry
was sayi ng.

"Can we change the scale? I'd like to be able to
see Earth.”

"Sure." Harry tugged ny arm again, and things
changed like images in a kal ei doscope. | felt dizzy
and | onged for something to stand on

No sooner thought than done. W were stand-

ing in a hallway with peeling yellow walls. The
uni verse egg floated in front of us, an infinitely
detailed inage in a crystal ball

"I's this real?" | scuffed at the dirty floor. Spit,
cigarette butts, hair.

"This is the transport axis. W see it our own
way. | think we can get a scale change up ahead."

Wal ki ng down the hall, we passed several closed
doors. | wondered who or what |ay behind them |
wondered, but | didn't want to know. | kept hav-
ing the feeling that we were bei ng watched by

some cool, detached intelligence just out of sight.

At the end of the hall were sone rotten-Iooking
stairs. Wien | put nmy foot on the first step, the
wood broke through and scraped ny leg. "W

better hug the wall," | suggested. "That'l|l be nore
solid." | had the feeling that sonething was foll ow
ing us. Surely Harry and | were not the only

bei ngs to have entered Superspace.

W hurried up the decaying staircase as best we
coul d. The universe egg stayed always a few me-

ters ahead of us. Wth each step, the detail in it
grew finer. | could see individual stars now, and
one star that | imagined to be the Sun

The staircase stopped abruptly. Peering over the

edge, | could see down into the Iight-patterned
chaos of before. There was a frayed rope dangling
over the abyss. | reached out and pulled on it.

SlowWy the board we were on began to rise. It was



as if we were on a painter's scaffold.

Harry hel ped me pull at the rope, and we rose

up and up into the cluttered dark, the universe
egg always just above us. You could see Earth now,
North America, New Jersey—y hand sl amed

into a rusty pulley.

"I don't think it goes any higher, Harry." Qur
pl atf orm was swayi ng and ny footing began to
slip. I was sure |I could hear someone breat hi ng
nearby. "Get us out of here, Harry, sonething's
after us!"

"Wait, I'lIl imagine a way out. Yes!" He yanked

me sideways and | heard a great creaking. A kind

of bench cane floating over to us. Crunbling netal
struts led fromthe bench to sone distant machi nery.
It was like a giant carnival ride, a cross between a
roller coaster and a Ferris wheel. W both junped
for the bench, and the scaffold s rope snapped.

For a nonent | thought we weren't going to
make it. Hanging there for that split second
finally found the courage to | ook over ny shoul der

There was a man behind us, a run-down man

with short hair and | anbent eyes. He had the taut
features and heavy stubble of a drifter. His |lips
were slightly parted to show his crooked teeth.
Seeing ne notice him he gave the barest flicker of
response—a tw nge of gloating, a pulse of lust. H's

cool, hungry stare filled ne with horror. | reached
out for the nowreceding bench with all ny
strengt h—and nade it.

The bench was cast-iron with a | eather seat.
grabbed it so hard that my tendons crackled. Harry
was next to me, blandly enjoying the ride. The
bench bore us higher into the gl oomand the uni -
verse egg hovered before us, ever-changing. | was
scared to | ook back again.

Princeton was in the egg, and then Alwin Bitter's
house. Qur bench lurched this way and that, and

t he house's age jerked back and forth through
time. Then we were sailing along snmoothly, and
could see Alwin Bitter sitting on his porch

"Move your head," said Harry, lolling back in
his seat. "Myve your head and you can see him al
di fferent ways."

Fol l owi ng Harry's exanple, | turned ny head

this way and that. Alwin's body warped and shifted,
split into cross sections and rejoined. From one
angl e he was no | onger a flesh-body, but rather a

l um nous egg like the universe itself. Inside this
Alwin-egg | could sense the bright cascade of his



ment al processes, a fleet torrent that threatened to
wash ny selfhood all away.

I twitched ny head again and saw Al wi n one

hour earlier, at the nonment when we'd all been

bl unzed. He was thinking of me and Harry, and
maki ng a wi sh—a strange, unbelievable w sh. It
was |ike Nancy had said-Alwin Bitter was w shing
us into existence! He was nmaking Harry and ne be
born and live our lives the way we had! Staggered
and upset, | snapped back into an awareness of
our bench.

W were on rails now, clacking through the dark
like a fun-house car. Still the egg with Alwin's
porch floated before us. | glanced around, anx-
ious |l est sonmething horrible | eap out at us from
t he dark. Fun houses have always terrified me. In
my mnd s eye, | kept seeing the terrible hungry
face of the man who watched. Perhaps Al wi n had
dreamed me, but that man had dreaned Al w n.

"Let's go hone, Harry. \What are we here for
anyway ?"

"When Nancy got ne blunzed, | thought the

best escape would be to cone here to Superspace.

This is the Cosnbs, not just sone little universe.

like it here. It's like looking inside a radio or going
down under a city's streets. You get to see how
everyt hi ng works."

"But a lot of it's imagination," | insisted. "The
stairs and the scaffold and this bench. W' re just
making it up."

"That's right," said Harry with sudden venom
"We're naking it up and not Alwin Bitter."

"You saw his w sh?"

"He thinks he dreaned us up. That just—

"Don't worry so much, Harry. There's |evel af-
ter level." Alwin's porch was begi nning to fade.
junped to ny feet, and the bench swayed danger -
ously. "Cone on, Harry, we're going back!"

He tried to twist away fromne, but | had a
good, solid grip on his hand. | |eaped at the uni-
verse egg before it coul d change agai n.
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AND crashed down on Alwin Bitter's porch. |

was holding Harry's hand, but the rest of him
wasn't there



"Help me, Alwin," | cried. "Help me drag Harry
back. "

Bitter grabbed nme around the waist. W strained

with all our might. Slowy the rest of Harry
appeared: first his arm then his shoulder, then his
angry face. Finally his whole outraged body stood
there: lunpy, ropy, wise old Harry. Wen | let go

of his hand he | eaped backwards, but only suc-
ceeded in falling off the porch

"Nancy!" called Alwin. "Look who's here!"

Nancy and Serena cane running out of the
house. Serena was toting her new pet rabbit.

"Ch, Alwin," said Nancy, "I've been so worried.
Is it all over now? Can it ever be over?"

| hugged her tight and Serena worned in be-
tween our legs. "It's all right now, baby. Every-
thing will be all right."

Harry was stuck in Alwin's shrubbery. It took
the three of us to help himout.

"You're not the real Master of Space and Tine,"
fumed Harry when he saw old Alwin's face. "You're
not the one who nade us and the blunzer and
everything."

"I never said | did," said Alwin equably. "I just
did ny best to help things along. W all did it. No
one did it. Qur universe is an eigenstate.”

"I bet you don't know what the Cosnos | ooks

like," taunted Harry. The fact that he'd never even
finished coll ege nade him feel defensive around
real scientists. But old Bitter kept his cool.

"The Cosnmps? It's like the story of the blind

men and the el ephant, isn't it? No one person sees
t he whol e thing. The One is unknowabl e, Harry.

The Cosnmpbs does not—n any intentional sense of

t he wor d—exi st, for—

"Where's Sybil?" | interrupted, not wanting the
argunent to drag on forever. "Wat did she w sh
for?"

"She's upstairs,” said Alwin happily. "She's wit-
ing a book. That was Sybil's wish, to wite a good
book. "

"Ww, " | said, inpressed. "All | w shed for was
noney and—

"The ol d nonetary system has been suspended, "
said Alwin. "Mney and good | ooks and strength
are all pretty nuch a drug on the market right



now. As they should be. Everyone's going to have
to get by on their talent.”

"That's what Alwi n was hoping for," Nancy

expl ai ned.

Al the changes were too nuch for me to take
in. | turned to ny best friend. "Wat are we going
to do, Harry?"

Harry was already on his way into the house to
| ook for Sondra. "What will we do?" He paused
for a noment in the doorway, blinking in at the
dark. "Mre of the sane, | suppose.”



