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1.

beginning

Brothers, Ssters, husbands, wives—
Followed the Piper for their lives.

From street to street he piped advancing,
And step by step they followed dancing.
robert browning

hula hoop [march 1958-june 1959]

The prototype for al merchandising fads and one whose phenomena success has never been repeated. Origindly
wooden exercise hoop used in Austraian gym classes, the Hula Hoop was redesigned in gaudy plastic by Wham-O an
for $1.98 to adults and kids alike. Nuns, Red Skelton, geishas, Jane Russall, and the Queen of Jordan rotated them on
hips, and lesser beings didocated hips, sprained necks, and dipped disks. Russa and China banned them as"capitdist,
team of Belgian explorerstook twenty of them aong to the South Pole (to give the penguins?), and over fifty million we
sold worldwide. Died out as quickly asit had spread.

It'sadmost impossible to pinpoint the beginning of afad. By thetimeit startsto look like one, itsoriginsarefar in
past, and trying to trace them back is exponentialy harder than, say, looking for the source of the Nile.

Inthefirgt place, there's probably more than one source, and in the second, you're dedling with human behavior. £
Speke and Burton had to deal with were crocodiles, rapids, and the tsetse fly. In the third, we know something about h
riverswork, like, they flow downhill. Fads seem to spring full-blown out of nowhere and for no good reason. Witness
bungee-jumping. And Lavalamps.

Scientific discoveries are the same way. Peoplelike to think of science asrationa and reasonable, following step
step from hypothesisto experiment to conclusion. Dr. Chin, last year'swinner of the Niebnitz Grant, wrote, "The proce
scientific discovery isthelogica extension of observation by experimentation.”

Nothing could be further from the truth. The processis exactly like any other human endeavor—messy, haphazar
misdirected, and heavily influenced by chance. Look a Alexander Fleming who discovered penicillin when a spore drift
the window of hislab and contaminated one of his cultures.



Or Roentgen. He was working with a cathode-ray tube surrounded by sheets of black cardboard when he caugh
glimpse of light from the other side of hislab. A sheet of paper coated with barium platinocyanide was fluorescing, ever
though it was shut off from the tube. Curious, he stuck his hand between the tube and the screen. And saw the shadow
bones of hishand.

Look at Galvani, who was studying the nervous systems of frogs when he discovered dectricd currents. Or Mes
Hewasn't looking for galaxies when he discovered them. He was|ooking for comets. He only mapped them because h
trying to get rid of anuisance.

None of which makes Dr. Chin any the less deserving of the Niebnitz Grant's million-dollar endowment. It isn't
necessary to understand how something worksto do it. Take driving. And starting fads. And faling in love.

What was | talking about? Oh, yes, how scientific discoveries come about. Usudly the chain of eventsleading up
them, like that leading up to afad, follows a course too convoluted and chagtic to follow. But | know exactly where on
started and who started it.

It wasin October. Monday the second. Nine o'clock in the morning. | wasin the satslab at HiTek, struggling wi
box of clippings on hair-bobbing. I'm Sandra Foster, by theway, and | work in R&D at HiTek. | had spent all weeken
going through yellowed newspapers and 1920s copies of The Saturday Evening Post and The Delineator, trudging
upstream to the beginnings of the fad of hair-bobbing, looking for what had caused every woman in Americato suddent
chop off her "crowning glory," despite socid pressure, threatening sermons, and four thousand years of long hair.

I had clipped endless newsitems; highlighted references, magazine articles, and advertisements; dated them; and
organized them into categories. Flip had stolen my stapler, | had run out of paper clips, and Desiderata hadn't been abl¢
find any more, so | had had to settle for stacking them, in order, in the box, which | was now trying to maneuver into m

The box was heavy and had been made by the same people who manufacture paper sacks for the supermarket, -
when I'd dumped it just outside thelab so | could unlock the door, it had developed amajor rip down one side. | was
haf-wrestling, half-dragging it over next to one of the lab tables so | could lift the stacks of clippings out when the whols
dtarted to give way.

An avalanche of magazine pages and newspaper stories began to spill out through the side before | could get it p
back in place, and | grabbed for them and the box as Flip opened the door and douched in, looking disgusted. Shewa
wesaring black lipstick, ablack halter, and a black |leather micro-skirt and was carrying a box about the size of mine.

"I'm not supposed to have to deliver packages,” she said. "Y ou're supposed to pick them up in the mail room.”

"l didn't know | had a package,” | said, trying to hold the box together with one hand and reach aroll of duct tap
the middle of thelab table with the other. "Just set it down anywhere."

Sherolled her eyes. "Y ou're supposed to get anotice saying you have a package.”

Y es, well, and you were probably supposed to ddliver it, | thought, which explainswhy | never got it. "Could you
methat duct tape?’ | said.

"Employees aren't supposed to ask interdepartmental assistantsto run personal errands or make coffee,” Flip saic
"Handing me aroll of tapeisnot a personal errand,” | said.

Hip sghed. "I'm supposed to be ddlivering the interdepartmental mail." She tossed her hair. She had shaved her |
the week before but had left along hank aong the front and down one side expresdy for flipping when she fedl's put-up

Flip ismy punishment for having tried to get her predecessor, Desiderata, fired. Desideratawas mindless, cluees
completely without initiative. She misddivered the mail, wrote down messages wrong, and spent dl her freetime examir



her split ends. After two months and awrong phone cal that cost me agovernment grant, | went to Management and
demanded she be fired and somebody, anybody e se be hired, on the grounds that nobody could possibly be worse the
Desiderata. | waswrong.

Management moved Desiderata to Supply (nobody ever getsfired at HiTek except scientists and even we don't ¢
pink dips. Our projectsjust get canceled for lack of funding) and hired Flip, who has anose ring, atattoo of asnowy o
and the habit of sighing and rolling her eyeswhen you ask her to do anything at dl. | am afraid to get her fired. Thereis
telling who they might hire next.

Fip sghed loudly. "This packageisredly heavy."

"Then set it down,” | said, stretching to reach the tape. It wasjust out of reach. | inched the hand holding the side
box shut higher and leaned farther across the lab table. My fingertips just touched the tape.

"It's breakable," Fip said, coming over to me, and dropped the box. | grabbed to catch it with both hands. It thui
down on the table, the side gave way on my box, and the clippings poured out of the box and across the floor.

"Next time you're going to haveto pick it up yoursdlf,” Flip said, walking on the clippings toward the door.

| shook the box, listening for broken sounds. There weren't any, and when | looked at the top, it didn't say FRAC
anywhere. It said PERISHABLE. It dso said DR. ALICIA TURNBULL.

"Thisisn't mine," | said, but Flip was dready out the door. | waded through a sea of clippingsand called to her. "
isn't my package. It'sfor Dr. Turnbull in Bio."

Shesghed.
"Y ou need to take thisto Dr. Turnbull."

Sherolled her eyes. "'l haveto ddiver therest of the interdepartmental malil first,” she said, tossing her hank of he
She douched on down the hall, dropping two pieces of said departmental mail as she went.

"Make sure you come back and get it as soon as you're done with the mail,” | shouted after her down the hall. "It
perishable," | shouted, and then, remembering that illiteracy isahot trend these days and perishable isafour-syllable v
"That meansitll spail .

Her shaved head didn't even turn, but one of the doors hafway down the hall opened, and Ginaleaned out. "W
she do now?" she asked.

"Duct tape now qudifiesasapersond errand,” | said.

Ginacame down the hdl. "Did you get one of these?' she said, handing me ablueflyer. It was ameeting
announcement. Wednesday. Cafeteria. All HiTek staff, including R&D. "Hip was supposed to deliver oneto every offic
shesaid.

"What's the meeting about?"

"Management went to another seminar,” she said. "Which means a sengitivity exercise, anew acronym, and more
paperwork for us. | think I'll call in sick. Brittany's birthday'sin two weeks, and | need to get the party decorations. W/
these days in birthday parties? Circus? Wild West?"

"Power Rangers,” | said. "Do you think they might reorganize the departments?’ The last seminar Management he
goneto, they'd created Hip'sjob as part of CRAM (Communications Reform Activation Management). Maybe thistin
they'd eliminate interdepartmental assistants, and | could go back to making my own copies, ddivering my own messag



and fetching my own mail. All of which | was doing now.
"I hate the Power Rangers,” Ginasaid. "Explain to me how they ever got to be so popular.”

She went back to her lab, and | went back to work on my bobbed hair. It was easy to see how it had become
popular. No long hair to put up with combs and pins and pompadour puffs, no having to wash it and wait aweek for it
dry. The nurseswho'd served in World War | had had to cut their hair off because of lice, and had liked the freedom ar
lightness short hair gave them. And there were obvious advantages when it came to the other fads of the day: bicycling:
lavn tennis.

So why hadn't it become afad in 1918? Why had it waited another four years and then suddenly, for no apparen
reason, hit so big that barber shops were swamped and hairpin companies went bankrupt overnight? In 1921, hair-bob
was gill unusua enough to make front-page news and get women fired. By 1925, it was So common every graduation |
and advertisement and magazineillustration showed short hair, and the only hats being sold were bell-shaped cloches, v
were too snug to fit over long hair. What had happened in the interim? What was the trigger?

| spent the rest of the day re-sorting the clippings. Y ou'd think magazine pages from the 1920s would have turne
ydlowish and rough, but they hadn't. They'd did like ed's out onto thetile floor, fanning out across and under each othe
mixing with the newspaper clippings and obliterating their categories. Some of the paper clips had even come off.

| did the re-sorting on the floor. One of the lab tableswas full of clippings about pogs that Flip was supposed to
taken to be copied and hadn't, and the other one had &l my jitterbug data on it. And neither one was big enough for the
number of piles| needed, some of which overlapped: entire article devoted to hair-bobbing, reference within article de
to flappers, pointed reference, casual reference, disgpproving reference, humorous reference, shocked and horrified
reference, illustration in advertisement, adoption by middle-aged women, adoption by children, adoption by the el derly,
items by date, newsitems by state, urban reference, rural reference, disparaging reference, reference indicating compl et
acceptance, firgt sgns of waning of fad, fad declared over.

By 4:55 thefloor of my whole lab was covered with piles and Hip still wasn't back. Stepping carefully among the
| went over and looked at the box again. Biology was clear on the other side of the complex, but there was nothing for
box said PERISHABLE, and even though irrespongbility isthe hottest trend of the nineties, it hasn't worked itsway thr
the whole society yet. | picked up the box and took it down to Dr. Turnbull.

It weighed aton. By the time I'd maneuvered it down two flights and along four corridors, the reasons why
irrespong bility had caught on had become very clear to me. At least | was getting to see apart of the building | ordinari
never in. | wasn't even exactly sure where Bio was except that it was down on the ground floor. But | must be heading |
right direction. There was moisturein the air and afaint sound of zoo. | followed the sound down yet another staircase:
into along corridor. Dr. Turnbull's office was, of course, at the very end of it.

The door was shut. | shifted the box in my arms, knocked and waited. No answer. | shifted the box again, proppi
againg thewall with my hip, and tried the knob. The door was |ocked.

The last thing | wanted to do was lug this box all theway back up to my office and then try to find arefrigerator.
looked down the hdl at the line of doors. They were dl closed, and, presumably, locked, but there was aline of light ur
the middle one on the lft.

| repositioned the box, which was getting heavier by the minute, lugged it down to the light, and knocked on the ¢
No answer, but when | tried the knob, the door opened onto ajungle of video cameras, computer equipment, opened
andtralling wires.

"Hdlo," | sad. "Anybody here?'

There was amuffled grunt, which | hoped wasn't from an inmate of the zoo. | glanced at the nameplate on the do



"Dr. ORelly?' | sad.
"Yeah?' aman'svoice from under what looked like afurnace said.

| walked around to the side of it and could see two brown corduroy legs sticking out from under it, surrounded b
litter of tools. "I've got abox herefor Dr. Turnbull," | said to the legs. "She's not in her office. Could you take it for her”

"Just st it down,” the voice said impatiently.
| looked around for somewhere to set it that wasn't covered with video equipment and coils of chicken wire.
"Not on the equipment,” the legs said sharply. "On thefloor. Carefully.”

| pushed aside arope and two modems and set the box down. | squatted down next to the legs and said, "It's me
‘perishable.’ You need to put it in the refrigerator.”

"All right,” he snapped. A freckled arm in awrinkled white deeve appeared, patting the floor around the base of
box.

Therewasaroll of duct tapelying just out of hisreach. "Duct tape?’ | said, putting it in his hand.
His hand closed around it and then just stayed there.

"Y ou didn't want the duct tape?' | looked around to see what €lse he might have wanted. "Pliers? Phillips
screwdriver?'

The legs and arm disappeared under the furnace and a head emerged from behind it. "Sorry," he said. Hisfacew
freckled, too, and he was wearing Coke-bottle-thick glasses. "I thought you were that mail person.”

"Hip," | sad. "No. She delivered the box to my office by mistake.”

"Fgures." He pulled himself out from under the furnace and sood up. "I redly am sorry," he said, dusting himself
don't usudly act that rude to people who are trying to ddiver things. It'sjust that Hip..."

"l know," | said, nodding sympathetically.

He pushed his hand through his sandy hair. "Thelast time she delivered abox to me she set it on top of one of the
monitors, and it fell off and broke avideo camera.”

"That soundslike Hip," | said, but | wasn't redly ligtening. | waslooking at him.

When you spend asmuch timeas| do andlyzing fads and fashions, you get so you can spot them at first Sght:
ecohippie, jogger, Wall Street M.B.A., urban terrorist. Dr. O'Rellly wasn't any of them. He was about my age and abol
height. He was wearing alab coat and corduroy pants that had been washed so often the wale was completely worn of
the knees. They'd shrunk, too, halfway up his ankles, and there was a pae line where they'd been let down.

The effect, especialy with the Coke-bottle glasses, should have been science geek, but it wasn't. For one thing, tl
were the freckles. For another, he was wearing a pair of once-white canvas snegkers with holesin the toes and frayed
seams. Science geeks wear black shoes and white socks. He wasn't even wearing a pocket protector, though he shoull¢
been. There were two splotches of ballpoint ink and a puddle of Magic Marker on the breast pocket of the lab coat, ar
of the patch pockets was out at the bottom. And there was something else, something | couldn't put my finger on, that r
it impossible for meto categorize him.

| squinted a him, trying to figure out exactly what it was, so long helooked at me curioudly. "I took the box to D
Turnbull'soffice" | said hadtily, "but she's gone home."



"She had a grant mesting today,” he said. "She'svery good at getting grants.”

"The most important quality for ascientist thesedays,” | said.

"Yegh," hesad, amilingwryly. "Wish | hadit.”

"I'm Sandra Foster," | said, sticking out my hand. " Sociology.”

Hewiped his hand on his corduroys and shook my hand. "Bennett O'Rellly."

And that was odd, too. He was my age. His name should be Matt or Mike or, God forbid, Troy. Bennett.

| wasstaring again. | said, "And youre abiologist?'

"Chaostheory."

"lan't that an oxymoron?' | said.

Hegrinned. "Theway | did it, yes. Which iswhy my project lost its funding and | had to come to work for HiTek

Maybe that accounted for the oddness, and corduroys and canvas sneakers were what chaos theorists were wea
these days. No, Dr. Applegate, over in Chem, had been in chaos, and he dressed like everybody elsein R& D: flannd <
baseball cap, jeans, Nikes.

And nearly everybody at HiTek'sworking out of their field. Science hasitsfads and crazes, like anything ese: tri
theory, eugenics, mesmerism. Chaos theory had been big for a couple of years, in spite of Utah and cold fusion, or may
because of it, but both of them had been replaced by genetic engineering. If Dr. O'Rellly wanted grant money, he need
give up chaos and build a better mouse.

He was stooping over the box. "I don't have arefrigerator. I'll have to set it outside on the porch.” He picked it uj
grunting alittle. "Jeez, it's heavy. Flip probably delivered it to you on purpose so she wouldn't haveto carry it dl thewa
down here." He boosted it up with his corduroy knee. "Well, on behdf of Dr. Turnbull and al of Flip's other victims, the
he said, and headed into the tangle of equipment.

A clear exit line, and, speaking of grants, | ftill had half those hair-bobbing clippingsto sort into piles before | wer
home. But | was 4till trying to put my finger on what it was that was so unusud about him. | followed him through them
Suff.

"IsFlip respongblefor this?' | said, squeezing between two stacks of boxes.
"No," hesaid. "I'm setting up my new project.” He stepped over atangle of cords.
"Whichis?' | brushed aside ahanging plastic net.

"Information diffusion.” He opened adoor and stepped outside onto a porch. "It should keep cold enough out he
sad, setting it down.

"Definitely,” | said, hugging my arms againgt a chilly October wind. The porch faced alarge, enclosed paddock, f
inon al sdes by high walls and overhead with wire netting. There was a gate at the back.

"It'sused for large-animal experiments,” Dr. ORellly said. "I'd hoped I'd have the monkeys by July so they could
outside, but the paperwork's taken longer than | expected.”

"Monkeys?'



"The project's studying information diffusion patternsin atroop of macagues. Y ou teach anew skill to one of the
macaques and then document its spread through the troop. I'm working with the rate of utilitarian versus nonutilitarian g
teach one of the macaques a nonutilitarian skill with alow ability threshold and multiple skill levels—"

"Likethe HulaHoop," | said.
He set the box down just outside the door and stood up. " The Hula Hoop?"

"The HulaHoop, miniature golf, the twist. All fads have alow ability threshold. That'swhy you never see speed ¢
becoming afad. Or fencing.”

He pushed his Coke-bottle glasses up on his nose.
"I'm working on a project on fads. What causes them and where they come from," | said.
"Where do they come from?”

"l have noidea. And if | don't get back to work, I never will." | stuck out my hand again. "Nice to have met you,
OReilly." | gtarted back through the maze.

Hefollowed me, saying thoughtfully, "I never thought of teaching them to do aHulaHoop."

| wasgoing to say | didn't think thered be room in here, but it was almost six, and | at least had to get my pilesy
thefloor and into file folders before | went home.

| told Dr. O'Reilly goodbye and went back up to Sociology. Flip was standing in the hall, her hands on the hips o
leather kirt.

"l came back and you'd left," she said, making it sound like I'd lft her sinking in quicksand.
"I wasdowninBio," | sad.
"l had to come dl the way back from Personnd," she said, tossing her hair. "Y ou said to come back."

"l gave up on you and delivered the package mysdlf,” | said, waiting for her to protest and say ddivering the mail
her job. | should have known better. That would have meant admitting she was actudly responsible for something.

"l looked dl over your officefor it," she sad virtuoudy. "While | waswaiting for you, | picked up dl that stuff you
on thefloor and threw it in the trash.”

the old curiosity shop [1840-41]

Book fad caused by seridization of Dickenss story about alittle girl and her hapless grandfather, who are throwr
of their shop and forced to wander through England. Interest in the book was so greet that people in Americathronged
pier waiting for the ship from England to bring the next ingta lment and, unable to wait for the ship to dock, shouted to tt
passengers aboard, "Did Little Nell die?' She did, and her death reduced readers of al ages, sexes, and degrees of
toughness to agonies of grief. Cowboys and minersin the West sobbed openly over the last pages and an Irish member
Parliament threw the book out of atrain and burst into tears.

The source of the Thames doesn't ook likeit. It looks like a pasture, and not even a soggy pasture. Not asingle
plant growsthere. If it weren't for an old well, filled up with stones, it would be impossible to even locate the spot. Cow
being interested in stones, wander lazily across and around the source, munching buttercups and Queen Anne'slace, ur
that anything significant is beginning beneeth their fedt.

Scienceiseven lessobvious. It sartswith an gpple faling, ateskettle boiling. Alex Heming, taking alast glance a



hislab asheleft for along weekend, wouldn't have seen anything significant in the window left haf open, in the sooty ai
Paddington Station drifting in. Getting ready to gather up hisnotes, to tell his assstant to leave everything aone, to lock
door, he wouldn't have noticed that one of the petri dishes lids had did afraction of aninch to the sde. Hismind woulc
aready been on hisvacation, on the errands he had to run, on going home.

So wasmine. Theonly thing | was aware of wasthat Flip had thoughtfully crumpled each clipping into awad bef
stuffing them into the trash can, and that there was no way | could get them al smoothed out tonight, and, asaresult, | \
not only obliviousto thefirst event in achain of eventsthat was going to lead to a scientific discovery, but | was about t
the second one, too. And the third.

| set the trash can on the lab table on top of my jitterbug research, sealed the top with duct tape, stuck on asign't
sad "Do not touch. Thismeansyou, Hip," and went out to my car. Halfway out of the parking lot | thought about Fip’
ability to read, turned around, and went back to my office to get the trash can.

The phone was ringing when | opened the door. "Howdy," Billy Ray said when | picked it up. "Guesswhere | ar

"InWyoming?' | said. Billy Ray was arancher from Laramie I'd gone out with awhile back when | was researchi
linedancing.

"In Montang," he said. "Hafway between Lodge Grass and Billings.” Which meant hewas calling me on hiscellul
phone. "I'm on my way to look at some Targhees," he said. "They're the hottest thing going.”

| assumed they were dso cows. During my line dancing phase, the hottest thing going had been Aberdeen Longh
Billy Ray isavery nice guy and awaking compendium of country-western fads. Two birds with one stone.

"I'm going to be in Denver this Saturday,” he said through the stutter that meant his cellular phone was sarting to ¢
of range. "For aseminar on computerized ranching."

| wondered idly what its acronym would be. Computerized Operationa Wrangling?
"So | wondered if we could grab us some dinner. Theré'sanew prairie placein Boulder."

And prairiewasthelatest thing in cuisne. "Sorry," | said, looking at the trash can on my lab table. "I've had a setl
I'm going to have to work this weekend."

"Y ou should just feed everything onto your computer and let it do the work. I've got my whole ranch on my PC."
"l know," | said, wishing it werethat Smple.

"Y ou need to get yourself one of those text scanners,” Billy Ray said, the hum becoming more insstent. " That way
don't even haveto typeitin.”

| wondered if atext scanner could read crumpled.
The hum was becoming acrackle. "Well, maybe next time," he sort of said, and passed into cellular oblivion.

| put down my noncellular phone and picked up the trash can. Under it, haf buried in my jitterbug research, were
library books | should have taken back two days ago. | piled them on top of the stretched duct tape, which held, and ¢
them and the trash can out to the car and droveto thelibrary.

Since | spend my working days studying trends, many of which are downright disgusting, | fed it'smy duty after \
to encourage the trends I'd like to see catch on, like signaling before you change lanes, and chocolate cheesecake. And
reading.

Also, libraries are great placesto observe trendsin best-sdllers, and library management. And librarian attire.



"What's on the reserve list thisweek, Lorraine?' | asked the librarian at the desk. She waswearing a
black-and-white-mottled sweatshirt with thelogo UDDERLY FANTASTIC onit, and apair of black-and-white Holst
Cow earrings.

"Led On by Fate," shesaid. "Still. Thereservelis'safoot long. Y ou are'—she counted down her computer
screen—"fifthinline. Y ou were sixth, but Mrs. Roxbury canceled.”

"Redly?' | said, interested. Book fads don't usudly die out until the sequel comes out, at which point the readers
they've been had. Witness Oliver's Siory and Sow Waltz at Cedar Bend. Which iswhy the Gone with the Wind trer
managed to last nearly six years, resulting in thousands of unhappy little boys having to live down the name of Rhett, or
worse, Ashley. If Margaret Mitchell'd come out with Sow Waltz at Tara Bend it would have been dl over. Which ren
me, | should check to seeif theréd been any dropoff in Gone with the Wind's popularity since the publication of Scarl

"Don't get your hopes up about Fate,” Lorraine said. "Mrs. Roxbury only canceled because she said she couldn
to wait for it and bought her own copy." She shook her head, and her cows swung back and forth. "What do people se
it?"

Yes, well, and what did they seein Little Lord Fauntleroy back in the 1890s, Frances Hodgson Burnett's sickly
sweet tae of alittle boy with long curlswho inherited an English castle? Whatever it was, it made the nove into a best-s
and then a hit play and amovie starring Mary Pickford (she dready had the long curls), sarted a style of velvet suits, ar
became the bane of an earlier generation of little boys whose mothersinflicted lace collars, curlers, and the name Cedrit
them and who would have been ddlighted to have only been named Ashley.

"What dseisonthereservelig?'

"The new John Grisham, the new Stephen King, Angels from Above, Brushed by an Angel's Wing, Heavenly
Encounters of the Third Kind, Angels Beside You, Angels, Angels Everywhere, Putting Your Guardian Angel to
for You, and Angelsin the Boardroom.”

None of those counted. The Grisham and the Stephen King were only best-sellers, and the angel fad had been ar
for over ayear.

"Do you want meto put you on thelist for any of those?' Lorraine asked. " Angelsin the Boardroom isgreat.”
"No, thanks," | said. "Nothing new, huh?'

She frowned. "1 thought there was something..." She checked her computer screen. " The noveization of Little
Women," shesaid, "but that wasn't it."

| thanked her and went over to the stacks. | picked out F. Scott Fitzgerald's "Bernice Bobs Her Hair" and a cour:
mysteries, which dways have smple, solvable problemslike"How did the murderer get into the locked room?" instead
hard oneslike "What causestrends?' and "What did | do to deserve Hip?' and then went over to the eight hundreds.

One of the nadtier trendsin library management in recent yearsisthe notion that libraries should be "responsiveta
patrons.” This means having dozens of copiesof The Bridges of Madison County and Danidlle Stedl, and a consequer
shortage of shdlf pace, to cope with which librarians have taken to purging books that haven't been checked out lately.

"Why are you throwing out Dickens?' I'd asked Lorraine last year a the library book sae, brandishing acopy of
House at her. "Y ou can't throw out Dickens."

"Nobody checked it out,” sheld said. "If no one checks abook out for ayesr, it gets taken off the shelves.” Shet
been wearing a swesatshirt that ssid A TEDDY BEAR ISFOREVER, and apair of plush teddy bear earrings. "Obviou:
nobody read it."



"And nobody ever will because it won't be there for them to check out,” 1'd said. "Bleak House isawonderful b
"Then thisisyour chanceto buy it," sheld said.

Wadll, and thiswas atrend like any other, and asa sociologist | should noteit with interest and try to determineits
origins. | didn't. Instead, | started checking out books. All my favorites, which I'd never checked out because | had coy;
home, and dl the classics, and everything with an old cloth binding that somebody might want to read someday when tr
current trends of sentimentality and schlock are over.

Today | checked out The Wrong Box, in honor of the day's events, and since I'd first seen Dr. O'Rellly with his|
gticking out from under alarge object, The Wizard of Oz, and then went over to the Bsto look for Bennett. The Old V
Tale wasn't there (it had probably ended up in the book sale already), but right next to Beckett was Butler's The Way «
Flesh, which meant The Old Wives Tale might just be misshelved.

| started down the shelves, looking for something chubby, clothbound, and untouched. Borges, Wuthering Heigl
which | had aready checked out thisyear; Rupert Brooke. And Robert Browning. The Complete Works. 1t wasn't Ar
Bennett, but it was both clothbound and fat, and it till had an old-fashioned pocket and checkout card iniit. | grabbed |
the Borges and took them to the checkout desk.

"I remembered what d se was on thereservelist," Lorraine said. "New book. Guide to the Fairies." "What isit,
children's book?"

"No." Shetook it off the reserve shdf. "It's about the presence of fairiesin our daly lives."

She handed it to me. It had a picture of afairy peeking out from behind acomputer on the cover, and it fit one of
criteriafor abook fad: It was only 80 pageslong. The Bridges of Madison County was 192 pages, Jonathan Living
Seagull was 93, and Goodbye, Mr. Chips, ahuge fad back in 1934, was only 84.

It was also drivel. The chapter titleswere"How to Get in Touch with Y our Inner Fairy,” "How Fairies Can Help
Get Ahead in the Corporate World," and "Why Y ou Shouldn't Pay Attention to Unbdlievers.” "Y ou'd better put me on
ligt," I said. | handed her the Browning. "This hasn't been checked out in nearly ayear,” she said. "Redly?' | said. "Well
now." And took my Borges, Browning, and Baum and went to get some dinner at the Earth Mother.

poulaines [1350-1480]

Soft leather or cloth shoeswith € ongated points. Originating in Poland (hence poulaine; the English called them
crackowes after Cracow), or morelogically brought back from the Middle East by Crusaders, they became the craze ¢
the European courts. The pointed toes became more e aborate, stuffed with moss and shaped into lions claws or eagle
beaks, and progressively longer, to the point thet it wasimpossible to walk without tripping over them and completely
impossibleto knedl, and gold and silver chains had to be attached to the knees to hold up the ends. Trandated into arm
the poulaine fad became downright dangerous: Austrian knights at the battle of Sempach in 1386 were riveted to the 5t
their elongated iron shoes and were forced to strike off the points with their swords or be caught flat-footed, so to spec
Supplanted by the square-toed, ankle-strapped duck's-bill shoe, which promptly became ridiculously wide.

The Earth Mother has okay food and iced teaso good | order it al year round. Plus, it'sagreat place to study fa
Not only isits menu trendy (currently free-range vegetarian), but so areitswaiters. Also, there'sastand outsde with all
aternative newspapers.

| gathered them up and went insde. The door and entryway were jammed with people waiting to get in. Their ice
must be becoming atrend. | presented mysdlf to the waitress, who had a prison-style haircut, jogging shorts, and Teva

That's another trend, waitresses dressed to look as little as possible like waitresses, probably so you can't find the
when you want your check. "Name and number in your party?' the waitress said. She was holding atablet with at least



twenty names.
"One, Fogter," | said. "I'll take smoking or nonsmoking, whichever's quicker.”
She looked outraged. "We don't have asmoking section,” she said. "Don't you know what smoking can do to yc

Usualy get you seated quicker, | thought, but since she looked ready to cross out my name, | said, "1 don't smol
wasjust willing to St with peoplewho do.”

"Secondhand smoke isjust asdeadly,” she said, and put an X next to my name that probably meant | would be s
right after hell froze over. "I'll cdl you," she said, rolling her eyes, and | certainly hoped that wasn't atrend.

| sat down on the bench next to the door and started through the papers. They were full of animal rights articles a
tattoo remova ads. | turned to the personas. The personals aren't afad. They were, in the late eighties, and then, like a
fads, instead of dying out, they settled into asmal but permanent nichein society.

That happensto lots of fads: CBswere so popular for afew monthsthat "Breaker, breaker" became a catchphre
and everyone had handleslike "Red Hot Mama," and then went back to being used by truckers and speeding motorists
Bicycles, Monopoly, crossword puzzles, all were crazes that have settled into the mainsiream. The personals took up
residence in the aternative newspapers.

There can be trends within trends, though, and the persona's go through fads of their own. Unusud varieties of se
big for awhile. Now it's outdoor activities.

The waitress, looking vastly disapproving, said, "Fogter party of one," and led meto atableright in front of the ki
"We banned smoking two years ago," she said, and dapped down a menu.

| picked it up, glanced at it to seeif they still had the sprouts and sun-dried tomatoes croissant, and settled down
personas again. Jogging was out, and mountain biking and kayaking werein. And angdls. One of the ads was headed
HEAVENLY MESSENGER and another one said "Are your angelstelling you to cal me? Minetold meto writethise
which | found unlikely.

Soul work was dso in, and spirituality, and dashes. "S'/DWF wanted," and "Into Eastern/Native American/persor
growth,” and " Seeking fun/possible life partner.” Well, arent we dl?

A waiter appeared, aso injogging shorts, Tevas, and snit. He had apparently seen the X. | said, before he could
lecture me on the dangers of nicotine, "I'll have the sprouts croissant and iced tea."

"Wedon't have that anymore."
" Sprouts?!
"Tea." Heflipped the menu open and pointed to the right-hand page. "Our beverages areright here.”

They certainly were. The entire page was devoted to them: espresso, cappuccino, caffe latte, caffé mocha, caffe
But notea. "l liked your iced tea," | said.

"No onedrinksteaanymore," he said.

Because you took it off the menu, | thought, wondering if they'd used the same principle asthelibrary, and | shou
have come here more often, or ordered more than one when | did come, and saved it from the ax. Also feding guilty bx
I'd apparently missed the start of atrend, or at least anew stagein one.

The espresso trend's actually been around for severd years, mostly on the West Coast and in Sesttle, where it st
A lot of fads have come out of Sesttle recently—garage bands, the grunge look, caffé latte. Before that, fads usudly st



inL.A., and beforethat, New Y ork. Lately, Boulder's shown signs of becoming the next trend center, but the spread of
espresso to Boulder probably has more to do with bottom lines than the scientific laws of fads, but | still wished I'd bee
around to watch it happen and seeif | could spot the trigger.

"Il have acaffélatte” | said.

"Single or double?!

"Double”

"Tdl or short?'

"Tdl"

"Chocolate or cinnamon on top?"

"Chocolate.”

"Semisweet or dark?"

I'd been wrong when | told Dr. O'Rellly al fads had to have alow ability threshold.

After several more exchanges, concerning whether | wanted cubed sugar versus brown and nonfat versus two pe
he l€eft, and | went back to the personals.

Honesty was out, asusud. The menwere dl "tal, handsome, and financidly secure,”" and the women were dl
"gorgeous, dender, and sengitive.” The G/Bswered| "attractive, sophisticated, and caring.” Everyone had a"terrific ser
humor,” which | dso found unlikely. All of them were seeking sengitive, intelligent, ecologicad, romantic, articulate NSs.

NS. What was NS? Nordic skiing? Native American Shamanism? Natural sex? No sex? And here was NSO. N
sexua orgasms? | flipped back to the trandation guide. Of course. Nonsmoker only.

The buxom, handsome, caring people who place these things seem frequently to have confused the personals wit
L. L. Beancatdog: I'd like Item D2481 in passion red. Size, small. And they frequently specify color, shape, and no pe
But the number of nonsmokings seemed to have radically increased since the last time I'd done acount. | got ared pen
my purse and started to circle them.

By the time my sandwich and complex latte had arrived, the page was covered in red. | ate my sandwich and sip)
my latte and circled. The nonsmoking trend started way back in the late seventies, and so far it had followed the typical
pattern for aversion trends, but | wondered if it was starting to reach another, more volatile level. "Any race, religion, pc
party, sexua preference okay," one of the adsread. "NO SMOKERS." In caps.

And "Must be adventurous, daring, nonsmoking risk-taker" and "Me: Successful but tired of being done. Y ou:
Compassonate, caring, nonsmoking, childiess”" And my favorite: "Desperately seeking someone who marches to the b
adifferent drummer, flouts convention, doesn't care what'sin or out. Smokers need not apply.”

Someone was standing over me. The waiter, probably, wanting to give me a nicotine patch. | looked up.
"| didn't know you came here," Hip sad, rolling her eyes.

"l didn't know you came here ether,” | said. And now that | do | never will again, | thought. Especidly since they
serveiced teaanymore.

"The personds, huh?' she said, craning around to look at what 1'd marked. "They're okay, | guess, if you're desp



I am, | thought, wondering wildly if sheld stopped on the way in to empty the trash and had | locked the car?

"I don't need artificid ads. | have Brine," she said, pointing at aguy with a shaved head, bower boots, and studs
nose, eyebrows, and lower lip, but | wasn't looking at him. | waslooking at her extended arm, which had three wide gr:
armlets around it at wrist, mid-forearm, and just below the elbow. Duct tape.

Which explained her remark about it being a persona errand this afternoon. If thisisthe latest fad, | thought, | qui
haveto go," | said, scooping up my newspapers and purse, and looking frantically around for my waiter, who | couldn't
snce hewas dressed like everybody ese. | put down atwenty and practically ran for the exit.

"She doesn't appreciate me at dl," | heard Flip telling Brine as| fled. "She could at least have thanked me for clea
up her office

| had locked my car, and, driving home, | began to fed almost cheerful about the duct tape armbands. Flip woulc
after al, have to take them off. | also thought about Brine and about Billy Ray, who wears a Stetson and boot-cut jean:
apager, and about what an accomplishment Dr. O'Reilly's unstylishnessredly was.

Almost everything isin style for men these days. bomber jackets, bicycle pants, dashikis, GQ suits, jeansthat are
big, tank shirtsthat are too small, deck shoes, hiking boots, Birkenstocks. And now with the addition of grunge's faded
flannd shirtsand therma underwear, it's hard to find anything that looks bad enough to not bein style. But Dr. O'Rellly
managed it.

His hair was too long and his pants were too short, but it was more than that. One of the garage bands has a drun
who wears pedd pushers and braids onstage, and he looks like the ultimate in trendiness. And it wasn't his glasses. Lo«
Elton John. Look a Buddy Hally.

It was something el se, something that had been nagging at me al evening. Maybe | should go back down to Bio &
ask himif I could study him. Maybeif | followed him around while he taught his monkeys to Hula Hoop or whatever it
he was going to do, | could figure out how he managed to be trend-free. And by studying a nontrend, get some clueto
opposite. Or maybe | should go home, iron my clippings, and try to figure out what caused two million women to sudde
pick up their scissorsin unison and whack off their Little Lord Fauntleroy curls.

| didn't do either one. Instead, | went home and read Browning. | read "The Pied Piper,” a poem which, oddly en
was about fads, and started Pippa Passes, along poem about an Itdian factory girl in Asolo who only got one day ay
(clearly sheworked for the Italian branch of HiTek) and who spent it wandering past windows singing, among other thil
"Thelark's on the wing;/The snail's on the thorn,” and inspiring everybody who heard her.

| wished she'd show up outside my window and inspire me, but it didn't seem likely. Inspiration was going to hav:
cometheway it usudly did in science, uncrumpling al those clippings and feeding the datainto the computer. By
experimenting and failing and trying again.

| waswrong. Inspiration had aready happened. | just didn't know it yet.
guality circles [1980-85]

Businessfad inspired by successful Japanese corporate practices. A committee of employeesfrom al areas of th
company would meet once amonth, usudly after work, to share experiences, communicate ideas, and make suggestior
to ways the corporation could be better run. Died out when it became apparent that none of those suggestionswere bel
taken. Replaced by QIS, MBO, JI T, and hot groups.

Wednesday we had the all-staff meeting. | was nearly lateto it. I'd been down in Supply, trying to wrestle abox «
paper clips out of Desiderata, who didn't know where (or what) they were, and, as aresult, every table in the cafeteria
filled when | got there.



Ginawaved to me from across the room and pointed a an empty chair next to her, and | did intoit just as
Management said, "We at HiTek never stop striving for excellence.”

"What'sgoing on?' | whispered to Gina.

"Management is proving beyond a shadow of a doubt they don't have enough to do,” she murmured back. " So th
invented anew acronym. They'reworking up to it right now."

"...principle of our exciting new management program is Initiative." He printed alarge capita | on aflipchart with:
Magic Marker. "Initiative isthe cornerstone of agood company.”

| looked around the room, trying to spot Dr. O'Rellly. Flip was douched against the back wall, her arms swathed
duct tape, looking sullen.

"The cornerstone of Initiative is Resources," Management said. He printed an Rinfront of the . "And what isHi"
most valuable resource? Y ou!"

| findly spotted Dr. O'Reilly standing near the trays and the silverware with hishandsin his pockets. He looked a
more presentable today, but not much. He'd put a brown polyester blazer on that wasn't the same brown as his cordurc
pants and a brown-and-white-checked shirt that didn't match either one.

"Resources and Initiative are worthless unless they're guided,” Management said, sticking a G in front of the R ant
"Guided Resource Initiative Management,” he said triumphantly, pointing to each letter inturn. "GRIM."

"Truer words," Ginamuttered.

"The cornerstone of GRIM is Staff Input.” Management wrote S on theflipchart. "1 want you to divide into
brainstorming groups and list five objectives." Hewrote alarge 5 on the flipchart.

| looked over a Dr. O'Relilly, till standing by the silverware, wondering if | should invite him to join our brainstort
group, but Ginad adready grabbed Sarah from Chemistry and awoman from Personnel named Elaine who was wearing
swesatband and bicycle pants.

"Five objectives," Management said, and Elaine immediately got out a notebook and numbered a page from one
five, "for enhancing thework environment at HiTek."

"FHreHip," | sad.
"Do you know what she did to me the other day?* Sarah said. "Shefiled al my lab chartsunder L for lab.”
"Should | writethat down?' Elaine said.

"No," Ginasaid, "but | want you all to write this down. Brittany's birthday is on the eighteenth and you're dl invit
Two o'clock. Presents, cake, and no Power Rangers. | put my foot down. Y ou can have any kind of party you want, |
Brittany, but not Power Rangers.”

Dr. ORellly had findly sat down at atable in the middle of the room and had taken off hisjacket. It wasn't an
improvement. All it meant was that you could see histie, which was serioudly out of style.

"Have you ever seen the Power Rangers?' Ginawas saying.
"l can't come," Sarah said. "I'm running in aten-K race with Paul Ottermeyer.”

"In Safety? | thought you were going with Ted,” Ginasaid.



"Ted hasintimacy issues,” Sarah said. "And until he learnsto ded with them, theré's no point in our trying to have
committed relaionship.”

"So you're settling for aten-K race?' Ginasaid.
"Y ou should try stair-waking," Elaine from Personnel said. "It gives you amuch better full-body workout than run

| leaned my chin on my hand and considered Dr. O'Rellly'stie. Tiesare alot like the rest of men's clothes. Almos
everything'sin. That wasn't true until recently. Each erahad its own fashion in ties. Striped cravats were in in the 1860s
lavender tiesin the 1890s. Bow tieswere big in the twenties, hand-painted huladancersin the forties, neon daisesin th
gxties, and anything that wasn't in was out. But now al of the above arein, along with bolos, bandannas, and the
ever-popular notie at al. Bennett'stie wasn't any of those—it wasjust ugly.

"What are you looking a?" Gina asked.

"Dr. ORallly," | said, wondering if he was old enough to have bought thetie new.

"The geek down in Bio?' Elaine said, craning her neck.

"Badtie" Ginasad.

"And those glasses," Sarah said. "They're so thick you can't even tell what color hiseyesarel™
"Gray," | said, but Elaine and Sarah had gone back to discussing sair-walking.

"The best gtarsare up on campus,” Elaine said. "The engineering building. Sixty-eight steps, but it's gotten pretty
crowded. So | usually do the ones over on Clover."

"Ted liveson Iris" Sarah said. "He's got to acknowledge his male warrior spirit, or helll never be able to embrace
femdesde”

"All right, fellow workers," Management said. Do you have your five objectives? Hip, would you collect them?'
Elaine looked stricken. Gina snatched the list from her and wrote rapidly:

1. Optimize potentid.

2. Facilitate empowerment.

3. Implement visoning.

4. Strategize priorities.

5. Augment core structures.

"How did you do that?' | said admiringly.

"Those are thefive things | dwayswrite down,” she said and handed thelist to Flip as she douched past.
"Before we go any further," Management said, "1 want you al to stand up.”

"Bathroom bregk," Ginamurmured.

"We're going to do a sengtivity exercise," Management said. "Everybody find apartner.”

| turned. Sarah and Elaine had aready claimed each other, and Ginawas nowhere to be seen. | hesitated, wondex



| could makeit dl theway over to Dr. O'Reilly in time, and saw awoman in achic haircut and ared power suit moving
purposefully through the crowd to me.

“I'm Dr. AlicaTurnbull," shesaid.

"Oh, right," | said, smiling. "Did you get your box okay?'

"Everybody got apartner?’ Management boomed. "Now, face each other and raise both hands, palms outward.”
Wedid. "You'reall under arrest,” | joked.

Dr. Turnbull raised an eyebrow.

"Okay, fellow workers," Management said, “now place your pamsflat against the palms of your partner's hands.’

Silliness has dway's been adominant trend in America, but it has only recently invaded the workplace, dthough it
itsoriginsin the efficiency experts of the twenties. Frank and Lillian Gilbreth, the founders of the Cheaper by the Dozex
who dearly did not spend dl their timein the factory (twelve children, count ‘em, twelve), popularized the ideas of moti
study, psychology in the workplace, and the outside expert, and American business has been in decline ever since.

"Now, look deep inyour partner'seyes," Management said, "and tell him or her three things you like about him o
Okay. One."

"Where do they come up with thisstuff?" | said, looking deep in Dr. Turnbull's eyes.
" Studies have shown sengitivity training sgnificantly improves corporate workplace rdaions,” she said frodtily.
"Fne" | sad. "Yougofird."

"That package clearly said 'perishabl€ onit," she said, pressing her pdmsagaingt mine. "Y ou should have deliver:
tomeimmediatdy.”

"You weren't there."

"Then you should have found out where | was."

"Two," Management said.

"That package contained val uable cultures. They could have spoiled.”

She seemed to have lost Sight of an important point here. "Flip was the one who was supposed to have delivere
you."

"Then what wasit doing in your office?'
"Threg" Management said.

"Next time I'd gppreciateit if you'd leave amessage on my email,” she said. "Well? Aren't you going to tell mett
things you like about me? It'syour turn.”

I likeit that you work in Bio and that it's clear on the other end of the complex, | thought. "1 like your suit,” | said,
though shoulder pads areterribly passé. And soisred. Too threatening. Feminineiswhat'sin.”

"Don't you fed better about yourself?* Management said, beaming. "Don't you fed closer to your fellow worker?
Too closg, infact. | beat a hasty retreat back to my table and Gina. "Where did you go?' | demanded.



"To the bathroom," she said. "Mesting Survival Rule Number One. Always be out going to the bathroom during
sengtivity exercises”
"Before we go any further,” Management said, and | braced myself to make a break for the bathroom in case of

another sengtivity exercise, but Management was moving right aong to the increased paperwork portion of our prograr
which turned out to be procurement forms.

"Weve had some complaints about Supply,” Management said, "so welve indtituted anew policy that will increas
efficiency in that department. Instead of the old departmenta supply forms, you'll use anew interdepartmenta form. Wi
a so restructured the funding alocation procedure. One of the most revolutionary aspects of GRIM isthe way it streaml
funding. All applicationsfor project funding will be handled by a centrd Allocations Review Committee, including proje
which were previoudy approved. All forms are due Monday the twenty-third. All applications must befiled on the new
samplified funding dlocation gpplication forms.”

Which, if the stack of papers Flip was holding in her duct-taped arms as she passed among the crowd was any
indication, were longer than the old funding gpplication forms, and they were thirty-two pages.

"While the interdepartmental assstant's distributing the forms, | want to hear your input. What elsecanwedotor
HiTek abetter place?’

Eliminate staff meetings, | thought, but didn't say it. | may not be aswell versed as Ginaisin Meeting Survival, bu
know enough not to raise my hand. All it doesis get you put on acommittee.

Apparently everybody ese knew it, too.
"Staff Input isthe cornerstone of HiTek," he said.
Siill nothing.

" Anybody?" Management said, looking GRIM. He brightened. "Ah, at last, someone who's not afraid to stand c
crowd."

Everybody turned to |ook.
It was Hip. "Theinterdepartmenta assistant has way too many duties,” she said, flipping her hank of hair.

"You see" Management said, pointing at her. "That'sthe kind of problem-solving attitude that GRIM isall abot.
solution do you suggest”?!

"A different jobtitle" Flip said. "And an assgtant.”
| looked across the room at Dr. O'Reilly. He had his head in his hands.
"Okay. Other ideas?"

Forty hands shot up. | looked at the waving hands and thought about the Pied Piper and hisrats. And about
hair-bobbing. Mogt hair fads are aclear case of follow-the-Piper. Bo Derek, Dorothy Hamill, Jackie Kennedy, had dl
sarted hairstyle fads, and they were by no meansthe first. Madame de Pompadour had been responsible for those eno
powdered wigs with sailing ships and famous artillery battlesin them, and VVeronica L ake for millions of American wom
being unable to see out of one eye.

Soit waslogica that hair-bobbing had been started by somebody, only who? | sadora Duncan had bobbed her he
the early 1900s, and several suffragettes had bobbed theirs (and put on men's clothes) long before that, but neither had
attracted any followers to speak of.



The suffragettes were obvioudy ahead of their time (and rather fearsomely formidable). Isadora, who legped arol
the stage in skimpy chiffon tunics and bare feet, was too weird.

The obvious person was the ballroom dancer Irene Castle. She and her husband, Vernon (more miserablelittie b
had set severa dancing trends. the one-step, the hesitation waltz, the tango, the turkey trot, and, of course, the Castle V

Irene was pretty, and dmost everything she wore had become afad, from white satin shoesto little Dutch caps. |
1913, at the height of their popularity, shed had her hair cut short while she wasin the hospita after an appendectomy,
she'd kept it short after she got better and had worn it with awide band that clearly foreshadowed the flappers.

She was aknown fashion-setter, and she'd definitely had followers. But if she wasthe source, why had it taken &
to catch on? When Bo Derek's corn-rowed hair hit movie screensin 1979, it was only aweek before corn-rowed won
started showing up everywhere. If Irene was the source, why hadn't hair-bobbing become afad in 1913? Why had it w
for nine years and aworld war to become afad?

Maybe the movieswere the key. No, Mary Pickford hadn't cut off her long curls until 1928. Had Ireneand Vern
Cadledoneadlent filmin, say, 1921?

Management was still caling on waving hands.

" think we should have an espresso cart in the building,” Dr. Apple-gate said.
"I think we should have aworkout room," Elaine said.

"And some more gairs."

This could go on al day, and | wanted to check and see what movies had come out in 1922. | stood up, as
unobtrusively as possible, snatched aform from Fip, who had skipped our table, and ducked out the back, leafing throl
the form to see how long it was.

Wonder of wonders, it was actudly shorter than the origind. Only twenty-two pages. And the type was only digr
smdller than—I crashed into someone and |ooked up.

It was Dr. O'Rellly, who must have been doing the samething. "Sorry," he said. "'l was thinking about this funding
regpplication thing." He raised both hands, il holding the funding form in theright one, and faced hispamsout. " Tl y
partner three things you don't like about Management.”

"Can it be morethan three?' | said. "I suppose this means you won't get your macaques right away, Dr. O'Reilly.

"Cdl meBennett," hesaid. "Flip'sthe only one with atitle. | was supposed to get them thisweek. Now I'll havet:
till the twentieth. How about you? Does this affect your HulaHoop project?”

"Hair-bobbing,” | said. "The only effect isthat | won't have any timeto work on it because I'll befilling out this sit
form. I wish Management would find something to think about besides making up new forms."

"Shh," someone said fiercely from the door.
We moved farther down the hdl, out of range.

"Paperwork isthe cornerstone of Management,” Bennett whispered. "They think reducing everything to formsist
key to scientific discovery. Unfortunately science doesn't work that way. Look at Newton. Look at Archimedes.”

"Management would never have approved the funding for an orchard,” | agreed, "or abathtub.”

"Or ariver," Bennett said. "Which iswhy welost our chaos theory funding and | had to come to work for GRIM.



"What were you working on?" | asked.

"The Loue. It'sariver in France. It hasits source in agrotto, which meansit'sasmal, contained sysemwith a
comparatively limited number of variables. The systems scientists have tried to study before were huge—wegther, the h
body, rivers. They had thousands, even millions of variables, which made them impossible to predict, so we found..."

Up close histie was even more nondescript than from a distance. It appeared to have some sort of pattern, thoug
what exactly | couldn't make out. Not paidey (which had been popular in 1988), or polka dots (1970). It wasn't a
nonpattern ether.

"...and measured the air temperature, water temperature, dimensions of the grotto, makeup of the water, plant life
the banks—" he said and stopped. "Y ou're probably busy and don't have timeto listen to dl this."

"That'sokay," | said. "I've got to go back to my office, but I'll walk you asfar asthe sairs."

"Okay, well, so my ideawasthat by precisely measuring every factor in achaotic system, | could isolate the caus
chaos™

"Hip," | sad. "The cause of chaos."

Helaughed. "The other causes of chaos. | know talking about the causes of chaos sounds like acontradictionin
since chaotic systems are supposed to be systems where ordinary cause and effect break down. They're nonlinear, whis
mesans there are so many factors, operating in such an interconnected way, that they're impossibleto predict.”

Likefads, | thought.

"But there are laws governing them. Welve mathematicaly defined some of them: entropy, interior instabilities, an
iteration, whichis—"

"The butterfly effect,” | sad.

"Right. A tiny variable feeds back into the system and then the feedback feeds back, until it influences the system:
of proportionto itssize."

| nodded. "A butterfly flapping itswingsin L.A. can cause atyphoon in Hong Kong. Or an dl-staff meeting at Hi’
Helooked ddighted. ™Y ou know something about chaos?
"Only from persond experience,” | sad.

"Yeah," hesad, "it does seem to be the order of the day around here. Well, so, anyway, my project wasto calcu
the effects of iteration and entropy and seeif they accounted for chaos or if there was another factor involved.”

"Wasthere?'

He looked thoughtful. "' Chaos theorists think the Hei senberg uncertainty principle meansthat chaotic systemsare
inherently unpredictable. Verhoest believesthat prediction is possible, but he's proposed there's another force driving ¢
an X factor that'sinfluencing its behavior.”

"Moths," | said.
"What?'

"Or locugts. Something other than butterflies.”



"Oh. Right. But heswrong. My theory isthat iteration can account for everything that goes on in achaotic systerr
once all the factors are known and properly measured. | never got the chance to find out. We were only able to do twc
beforel got my funding cut. They didn't show an increasein predictability, which means either | waswrong or | didn't I
al thevariables." He stopped, his hand on adoor handle, and | redized we were standing outside his door. | had appar
walked him dl theway down to Bio.

"Well," | said, wishing | had moretimeto analyze histie, "l guess|'d better get back to work. I've got to brace my
for Hip'snew assgtant. And fill out my funding alocation form." | looked at it ruefully. "At leest it's short.”

He peered blankly at me through histhick glasses.
"Only twenty-two pages,” | said, holding it up.

"The funding forms aren't printed up yet," he said. "We're supposed to get them tomorrow." He pointed at the for
was holding. "That's the new simplified supply procurement form. For ordering paper clips.”

2.

bubblings

Mankind, of course, always has been and dwayswill be, under the yoke of the butterfliesin the matter of socid r
dress, entertainment, and the expenditure which these thingsinvolve.

hugh sheffield, the sovereignty of society, 1909
miniature golf [1927-31]

Recreation fad of smdl golf courses with eighteen very short holes complicated by windmills, waterfalls, and tiny -
traps. Its popularity was easily explainable. It was a cheap place to take a Depression date, had alow skill threshold wi
multiple achievement levels, and et you pretend for acouple of hoursthat you were part of the refined country-club st
forty thousand courses sprang up across the country, and &t its height it was so popular it was even athresat to the movi
and the studios forbade their actors to be seen playing miniature golf. Died from overexposure.

The source of the Colorado River doesn't look like one either. It'sin aglacier field up in the Green River Mountai
and what it looks like is tundra and snow and rock.

But even in deepest winter there's some mdting, adrop here, atrickle there, alittle film of water forming at the gr
edges of the glacier and spilling over onto the frozen ground. Faling and freezing, collecting, converging, so dowly you
seit.

Scientific research islike that, too. "Eurekal"slike the one Archimedes had when he stepped in a bathtub and sud
redlized the answer to the problem of testing metals density are few and far between, and mostly it'sjust trying and failil
trying something else, feeding in data and diminating variables and staring at the results, trying to figure out where you w
wrong.

Take Arno Penzias and Robert Wilson. Their goa was to messure the absolute intensity of radio signals from spz
but first they had to get rid of the background noisein their detector.

They moved their detector to the country to get rid of city noise, radar stations, and atmaospheric noise, which hel
but there was still background noise.

They tried to think what might be causing it. Birds? They went up on the roof and looked at the horn-shaped ante
Sure enough, pigeons were nesting inside it, leaving droppings that might be causing the problem.



They evicted the pigeons, cleaned the antenna, and sealed every possiblejoint and crack (probably with duct tap
Therewas gtill background noise.

All right. So what dse could it be? Streams of e ectrons from nuclear testing? If it was, the noise should be diminis
snce atomic tests had been banned in 1963. They ran dozens of tests on the intengity to seeif it was. It wasnt.

And it seemed to be the same no matter which part of the heavens were overhead, which made no sense at dl.

They tested and retested, taped and retaped, scraped off pigeon droppings, and despaired of ever getting to the |
where they could perform their experiment on radio sgnd intensty for nearly five years before they redized what they |
wasn't background noise at all. It was microwaves, the resounding echo of the Big Bang.

Friday Flip brought the new funding application. It was sixty-eight pages|ong and poorly stapled. Three pagesfel
of it as Hip douched in the door and two more as she handed it to me. "Thank you, Flip," | said, and smiled at her.

The night before | had read the last two thirds of Pippa Passes, during which Pippahad talked two murderoudy
adulterous loversinto killing themselves, convinced a deceived young student to choose love over revenge, and reforme
assorted néer-do-wells. And all just by chirping, "The year's at the spring,/And day's at the morn.” Think what she coul
have accomplished if sheld had alibrary card.

"Y ou can change theworld," Browning was clearly saying. "By being perky and signaling before turning left, one
can have apositive effect on society,” and it was obvious from "The Pied Piper” that he understood how trends workec

| hadn't noticed any of these effects, but then neither had Pippa, who had presumably gone back to work at the s
factory the next day without any notion of al the good sheld done. | could see her at the staff meeting Management had
caled to introduce their new management system, PESTO. Right after the sengitivity exercise her coworker would lean
and whisper, " So, Pippa, what did you do on your day off?* and Pippawould shrug and say, "Nothing much. Y ou knol
hung out.”

So | might be having more of an effect on literacy and left-turn signaling than I'd redlized, and, by being pleasant
polite, could stop the downward trend to rudeness.

Of course, Browning had never met Hip. But it was worth atry, and | had the comfort of knowing | couldn't pos:
make thingsworse.

So, even though Fip had made no effort to pick up the spilled pages and was, in fact, standing on one of them, |
at her and said, "How are you thismorning?'

"Oh, just great," shesaid sarcadticdly. "Perfectly fine." She flopped down onto the hair-bobbing clippingson m
table."Y ou will not believe what they expect me to do now!"

A littlework? | thought uncharitably, and then remembered | was supposed to be following in Pippas footsteps.
"Who'sthey?' | said, bending to pick up the spilled pages.

"Management,” she said, rolling her eyes. She waswearing apair of neon-yellow tights, atie-dyed T-shirt, and a
peculiar down vest. It was short and bunched oddly around the neck and armpits. ™Y ou know how I'm supposed to ge
new job title and an assstant?"

"Yes" | sad, continuing to smile. "Did you? Get anew job title?!

"Ye-es," shesad. "I'm theinterdepartmental communicationsliaison. But for my assstant, they expect meto bec
search committee. After work."

Along the bottom of the vest there was arow of snaps, astyle | had never seen before. She'swearing it upside d



thought.
"Thewhole point was | was overworked. That'swhy | have to have an assistant, isn't it? Hello?"

Wearing clothing some other way than was intended is an ever-popular variety of fad—untied shoelaces, backwze
baseball caps, tiesfor belts, dipsfor dresses—and one that can't be put down to merchandising because it doesn't cost
anything. It's not new, ether. High school girlsin 1955 took to wearing their cardigan swesters backward, and their mc
had worn unbuckled galoshes with short skirts and raccoon coats in the 1920s. The metal buckles had jangled and flag
whichishow the name flapper came about. Or, since there doesn't seem to be agreement on the source of anything wi
fads are concerned, they were named for the chickenlike flapping of their arms when they did the Charleston. But the
Charleston didn't hit till 1923, and the word flapper had been used as early as 1920.

"Well," Hip said. "Do you want to hear thisor not?'

It was no wonder Pippa had just gone singing past her clients windows. If sheld had to put up with them, shewo
have been hdf as cheerful. | forced an interested expression. "Who e seis on the committee?’

"I don't know. | told you, | don't have timeto go to these things.”
"But don't you want to make sure you get agood assistant?"

"Not if | haveto stay after work," she said, irritably pulling clippings out from under her. "Y our officeisamess. D
you ever deanit?'

" Thelark'son thewing;/The snail'son thethorn,' " | said.

"What?"

So Browning waswrong. "I'd lovetotalk,” | said, "but I'd better get started on thisfunding form.”

She didn't show any signs of moving. She was|ooking aimlesdy through the clippings.

"I need you to make a copy of each of those. Now. Before you go to your search committee meeting.”

Still nothing. | got apencil, stuck the extra pagesinto the application, and tried to focus on the smplified funding f

| never worry much about getting funding. It'strue there are fads in both science and industry, but greed is aways
style. HiTek would like nothing more than to know what causes fads so they could invent the next one. And stats proje
cheap. The only funding | was requesting was for acomputer with more memory capacity. Which didn't mean | could f:
about the funding form. It wouldn't matter if your project was a sure-fire method for turning lead into gold, if you don't t
the formsfilled out and turned in on time, Management will cancel you like ashot.

Project god's, experimenta method, projected results, matrix analysisranking. Matrix analyss ranking?

| flipped the page over to seeif there were ingtructions, and the page came out atogether. There weren't any
ingtructions, there or at the end of the application. "Were there instructions included with the form?" | asked Flip.

"How would | know?" she said, getting up. "What'sthis?' She stuck one of the clippings under my nose, an ad of
bobbed blonde standing next to a Hupmoabile.

"Thecar?'
"No-0-0," shesad, letting her breath out in abig sgh. "Her hair."

"A bob," | said, and leaned closer to seeif the hair was cut in an Eton bob or ashingle. It was crimped in even ro



down the sdes of her head. "A marcd wave," | said. "It was a permanent wave done with a specia dectrica
metd-and-wires apparatus that was about as much fun as going to the dentist,” but Flip had aready lost interest.

"I think if they're going to make you stay after work or make you do extrajobsthey should pay you overtime. Lil
gapling dl these funding forms and ddlivering them to everybody. Some of them were supposed to go al the way dowr
Bio."

"Did you deliver oneto Dr. O'Reilly?' | said, remembering her habit of dumping packages on closer offices.
"Of course. He didn't even thank me. What a swarb!"

"Swarb?' | said. Fadsin language are impossible to keep up with, and | don't even try from aresearch standpoin
know most of the dang because that's how fads are described. But I'd never heard this one.

"Y ou don't know what swarb means?' she said, in atone that made me wish Pippahad gone around Italy dappir
people. "No hots. No cutes. Cyber-ugg. Swarb." Sheflalled her duct-taped arms, trying to think of the word. " Compl
fashion-impaired,” she said, and flounced out in her duct tape and ups de-down down. Without the clippings.

coffeehouse [1450-1554]

Middle Eastern fad that originated in Aden, then spread to Mecca and throughout Persaand Turkey. Men sat
cross-legged on rugs and sipped thick, black, bitter coffee from tiny cups while listening to poets. The coffeshouses
eventualy became more popular than mosgues and were banned by the rdligious authorities, who claimed they were
frequented by people "of low costume and very little industry.” Spread to London (1652), Paris (1669), Boston (1675
Sesttle (1985).

Saturday morning the library called and told me my name had come up on thereservelist for Led On by Fate, <
went to Boulder to pick it up and buy abirthday present for Brittany.

"Y ou can have Angels, Angels Everywhere, too, if you want," Lorrainetold me at thelibrary. Shewaswearing :
sweatshirt with adamatian on it and red fireplug earrings. "We finally got two more copies now that nobody wantsthe

| leafed through it while she swiped Led On by Fate with thelight pen.

"Y our guardian angdl goes with you everywhere,” it said. "It's awaysthere, right beside you, wherever you go.” T
was aline drawing of an angd with large wingslooming over awoman in agrocery checkout line. ™Y ou can ignore then
can even pretend they don't exi<t, but that won't make them go away."

Until thefad's over, | thought.

| checked out Led On by Fate and abook on chaos theory and Mande brot diagrams so I'd have apretext for g
down to Bio to see what Dr. O'Rellly was wearing, and went over to the Pearl Street Mall.

Lorraine was right. The bookstore had Angel in My Condo and The Cherubim Cookbook on asalerack, and
Angel Calendar was marked fifty percent off. Therewasabig display up front for Faerie Encounters of the Fourth

| went upstairsto the kids section and morefairies. The Flower Fairies (which had been afad once before, bac
the 19109); Fairies, Fairies Everywhere; More Fairies, Fairies Everywhere; and The Land of Faerie Fun. Also
Batman books, Lion King books, Power Rangers books, and Barbie books.

| findly managed to find a hardback copy of Toads and Diamonds, which I'd loved asakid. It had afairy init,
likethosein Fairies, Fairies, Etc., with lavender wings and bluebdIsfor hats. It was about agirl who helpsan ugly olc
woman who turns out to be agood fairy in disguise. Inner values versus shallow appearances. My kind of mora.



I bought it and went out into the mall. It was abeautiful Indian summer day, bamy and blue-skied. The Pearl Stre
Mall on a Saturday's a great place to analyze trends, since, one, there are hordes of people, and two, Boulder's amost
termindly hip. Therest of the Sate calsit the People's Republic of Boulder, and it's got every possible kind of New Ac
and falafd stand and street musician.

There are even fadsin street music. Guitars were out and bongoswerein again. (Thefirst timewasin 1958, at th
height of the Beat movement. Very low ability threshold.) Hip's buzzcut-and-swag was very in, and so wasthe
buzzcut-and-message. And duct tape. | saw two people with strips around their deeves and one with dreadlocks and &
bowler had awide band of duct tape wrapped around his neck like the ones the French had worn during the a la victil
fed after the Revolution.

Which wasincidentally the last time women had cut their hair short until the 1920s, and it was asnap to trace thai
to its source. Aristocrats had had their hair chopped off to make it easier on the guillotine, and after the Empire was
reinstated, relatives and friends had worn their hair short in sympathetic tribute. They'd dso tied narrow red ribbons aro
their necks, but | doubted if that was what the dreadlocks person had had in mind. Or maybeit was.

Backpacks were out, and tiny, dangling wallets-on-a-string were in. Also Ugg boots, and knedless jeans, and pla
flannd shirts. Therewasn't an inch of corduroy anywhere. In-line skating with no regard for human life was very much il
waswalking dowly and oblivioudy four abreast. Sunflowers were out and violets were in. Ditto the Sinéad O'Connor |
and hair wraps. Thelong, thin strands of hair wrapped in brightly colored thread were everywhere.

Crystds and aromatherapy were out, replaced apparently by recreationa ethnicity. The New Age shopswere
advertising Iroquois sweet lodges, Russian banya therapy, and Peruvian vision quests, $249 double occupancy, meals
included. There were two Ethiopian restaurants, aFilipino ddli, and a cart selling Navgo fry bread.

And half adozen coffeehouses, which had apparently sprung up like mushrooms overnight: the Jumpstart, the ES
Espress, the Caffe Lottie, the Cup o' Joe, and the Caffe Java.

After awhilel got tired of dodging mimes and in-line skaters and went into the Mother Earth, which was now call
itsdlf the Caffe Krakatoa (east of Java). It was as crowded inside as it had been out on the mall. A waitress with aswa
haircut was taking names. "Do you want to St at the communal table?' she was asking the guy in front of me, pointing t
long table with two people & it, one at each end.

That'satrend that's moved over here from England, where strangers have to share tablesin order to keep up witl
gossip on Prince Charles and Camilla. It hasn't caught on particularly over here, where strangers are more apt to want t
about Rush Limbaugh or their hair implants.

| had sat at commund tables afew times when they were first introduced, thinking it was agood way to get expo
to trendsin language and thought, but a taste was more than enough. Just because people are experiencing things doesr
mean they have any ingght into them, afact the talk shows (atrend that has reached the cancerous uncontrolled growth
and should shortly exhaust itsfood supply) should have figured out by now.

The guy wasasking, "If | don't St a the communa table, how long await?'

Thewaitresssighed. "I don't know. Forty minutes?' and | certainly hoped that wasn't going to be atrend.
"How many?" shesaid to me.

"Two," | sad, so | wouldn't have to Sit a the communal table. "Foster.”

"It hasto be your first name."

"Why?' | sdid.



Sherolled her eyes. "So | can call you."

"Sandra," | said.

"How do you spell that?"

No, | thought, pleasetell me Flip isn't becoming atrend. Please.

| spelled Sandra for her, grabbed up the dternative newspapers, and settled into a corner for the duration. There
no point in trying to do the personalstill | was at atable, but the articles were almost as good. There was anew laser
technology for removing tattoos, Berkeley had outlawed smoking outdoors, the must-have color for spring was postmc
pink, and marriage was coming back in style. "Living together is passé," assorted Hollywood actresses were quoted as
saying. "The cool thing now isdiamond rings, weddings, commitment, thewhole bit."

"Sude" thewaitress cdled.
No one answered.
"Suse, party of two," shesad, flipping her rattail. " Susie.”

| decided it was elther me or somebody who'd given up and left. "Here," | said, and let awaiter with aThree Sto
haircut lead me to a knee-mashing table by the window. "I'm ready to order,” | said before he could leave.

"| thought there were two in your party,” he said.

"The other person will be here soon. I'll have adoubletall caffe latte with skim milk and semisweet chocolate on
sad brightly.

The waiter sghed and |ooked expectant.
"With brown sugar ontheside,” | said.
Herolled hiseyes. "Sumatra, Y ergacheffe, or Sulawes?' he said.

| looked to the menu for help, but there was nothing there but a quote from Kahlil Gibran. "Sumatra,” | said, Sinc
knew whereit was.

Hedghed. "Sedttle- or Cdiforniastyle?’

"Seettle," | said.

"With?'

"A spoon?"' | said hopefully.

Herolled hiseyes.

"What flavor syrup?"

Maple? | thought, even though that seemed unlikely. "Raspberry?" | said.

That was apparently one of the choices. He douched off, and | attacked the personas. There was no point in circ
the NSs. They werein virtualy every ad. Two had it in their headline, and one, placed by avery intelligent, strikingly
handsome athlete, had it listed twice.

Friends was out, and soul work was in. There were two referencesto fairies, and yet another abbreviation: GC.



"JSDM seeks WSNSF. Must be GC. South of Basdline. West of Twenty-eighth.” | circled it and turned back to the cc
book. Geographically compatible.

There weren't any other GCs, but there was a"Boulder mall areapreferred,” and one that specified, "Vamont or
2500 block only."

Yes, in an eight-and-a-half narrow, and I'd like that delivered Federal Expressto my door. It made methink fonc
Billy Ray, who waswilling to drive dl the way down from Laramie to take me out.

"Thisplaceisso ridiculous," Hip sad, dtting down across from me. She was wearing a babydoll dress, thigh-hig
pink stockings, and apair of clunky Mary Janes, dl of which she had on more or lessright side up. "Theres aforty-min
line"

Yes, | thought, and you should bein it. "Theresacommund table," | said.

"Nobody ststogether except swarbs and boofs," she said. "Brine made us St a the commund table once." Shel
over to pull up her thigh-highs.

There was no duct tape in evidence. Hip motioned the waiter over and ordered. "L attemarchianoskimtall Jazula a
too much foam." She turned to look at me. "Brine ordered alatte with Sumatra." She picked up my sack from the bool
"What'sthis?"

"A birthday present for Dr. Daméti'slittle girl."
She had dready pulled it out and was examining it curioudy.
"It'sabook,” | said.

"Didn't they have thevideo?' She stuck it back in the sack. "1 would've bought her aBarbie." She tossed her swe
hair, and | could seethat she had a strip of duct tape across her forehead. There was acut-out circle in the middlie with
looked like alowercase i tattooed right between her eyes.

"What's your tattoo?"

"It'snot atattoo,” she said, brushing her hair back so | could seeit better. It was alowercase i. "Nobody wears
tattoos anymore.”

| started to draw her attention to her snowy owl and noticed that she was wearing duct tape there, too, asmdl cit
patch right where the snowy owl had been.

"Tattoos are artificial. Sticking al those chemicals and cancerinogens under your skin,” she said. "It'sabrand.”
"A brand," | said, wishing, asusud, that | hadn't sarted this.

"Brandsare organic. Y ou're not injecting something into your body. Y ou're bringing out something that's aready
inyour natural body. Fire's one of the four elements, you know."

Sarah, over in Chem, would love to hear that.
"I've never seen one before,” | said. "What doesthe i stand for?"

Shelooked confused. " Stand for? It doesn't stand for anything. It's I. Y ou know, me. Who | am. It'sapersona
datement.”

| decided not to ask her why her brand waslowercase, or if it had occurred to her that anyone seeing her with it



immediately assumeit stood for incompetent.

"It's’l,'" shesaid. "A person who doesn't need anybody else, especialy not a swarb who would sit a the commt
table and order Sumatra." She sighed deeply.

The waiter brought our lattesin Alice-in-Wonderland-s zed cups, which might be atrend but was probably just a
practical adjustment. Pouring steaming liquidsinto clear glass can have disastrous results.

Flip sighed again, ahuge sigh, and licked the foam despondently off the back of her long-handled spoon.
"Doyou ever fed completely itch?'
Sincel had no ideawhat itch was, | licked the back of my own spoon and hoped the question was rhetorical.

It was. "l mean, liketaketoday. Hereit is, the weekend, and I'm stuck sitting here with you." Here sherolled her
and sighed again. "Guys suck, you know."

By which | took it she meant Brine, of the bower boots and assorted studs.
"Life sucks. You say to yoursdf, What am | doing in my job?"
Not much, | thought.

" S0, everything sucks. Y ou're not going anywhere, you're not accomplishing anything. I'm twenty-two!" She ate
gpoonful of foam. "Like, why can't | ever meet aguy who isn't aswarb?'

It might be the forehead tattoo, | thought, and then remembered | wasn't any better off than Flip.

"It'sjust like Groupthink says." She looked at me expectantly, and then expelled so much air | thought shewas gc
deflate. "How can you not know about Groupthink? They're the most in band in Sesttle. It's like their song says, 'Spinni
whesels on the launchpad, spitting | dunno and itch.' Thisistoo bumming,” she said, glaring & melikeit wasmy fault. "1
get out of here”

She snatched up her check and douched off through the crowd toward our waiter.

After aminute he came over and handed the check to me. ™Y our friend said you'd pay this," he said. "She said to
me twenty percent."

alice blue [1902-4]

Color fad ingpired by President Teddy Roosevelt's pretty and vivacious teenage daughter, of whom her father on
said, "l can be President of the United States, or | can control Alice. | cannot possibly do both." Alice Roosevelt was o
thefirst "mediagtars’; her every move, comment, and ouitfit was copied by an eager public. When adresswas designe
her to match her gray-blue eyes, reporters dubbed it Alice blue, and the color became ingtantly popular. The musical
comedy Irene featured a song called "Alice Blue Gown," shops marketed gray-blue fabric, hats, and hair ribbons, and
hundreds of babies were named Alice and dressed not in the traditional pink but in Alice blue.

After Flip left | went back to the personds, but they seemed sad and alittle desperate: "L onely SWF seeks some
who redly understands.”

| wandered down the mall, looking at fairy T-shirts, fairy pillows, fairy soaps, and a cologne in aflower-shaped b
caled Elfmaiden. The Paper Dall had fairy greeting cards, fairy caendars, and fairy wrapping paper. The Peppercorn t
fairy tegpot. The Quilted Unicorn, combining severa trends, festured a caffe latte cup painted with afairy dressed asa

The sun had disappeared, and the day had turned gray and chilly. It looked asif it might even start to snow. | wal



down past the L atte Lenya to the Fashion Front and went in to get warm and to see what color postmodern pink was.

Color fads are usualy the result of atechnologica breakthrough. Mauve and turquoise, the colors of the 1870s, \
brought about by a scientific breakthrough in the manufacture of dyes. So were the Day-Glo colors of the 1960s. And 1
new jewel-tone maroon and emerald car colors.

Thefact that new colors are few and far between has never stopped fashion designers, though. They just givean
nameto an old color. Like Schigparelli's "shocking" pink in the 1920s, and Chand's "beige” for what had previoudy be
nondescript tan. Or name acolor after somebody, whether they woreit or not, like Victoriablue, Victoriagreen, Victo
red, and the ever-popular, and alot more logicd, Victoria black.

The clerk in the Fashion Front was talking on the phone to her boyfriend and examining her split ends. "Do you h
postmodern pink?' | said.

"Yeah," shesaid bdligerently, and turned back to the phone. "'l have to go wait on this woman," she said, damn
the phone down, and douched over to the racks.

Itisafad, | thought, following her. Flip isafad.

She shoved past a counter full of angel sweatshirts marked seventy-five percent off, and gestured at therack. "Ar
po-mo pink," she said, rolling her eyes. "Not postmodern.”

"1t's supposed to be the hot color for fal," | said.
"Whatever," she said, and douched back to the phone while | examined "the hottest new color to hit snce the sixt
It wasn't new. It had been called ashes-of-roses the first time around in 1928 and dove pink the second in 1954.

Both timesit had been agrim, grayish pink that washed out skin and hair, which hadn't stopped it from being huge
popular. 1t no doubt would be again in its present incarnation as po-mo pink.

It wasn't as good a name as ashes-of-roses, but names don't have to be enticing to be faddish. Witnessflea, the
winning color of 1776. And the hit of Louis XVI's court had been, I'm not kidding, puce. And not just plain puce. It ha
s0 popular it'd comein awhole variety of appetizing shades: young puce, old puce, puce-belly, puce-thigh, and
puce-with-milk-fever.

| bought a three-foot-long piece of po-mo pink ribbon to take back to the lab, which meant the clerk had to get
phone again. "Thisisfor hair wraps," she said, looking disapprovingly at my short hair, and gave me the wrong change

"Do you like po-mo pink?' | asked her.
Shesighed. "It's the boss color for fdl."

Of course. And therein lay the secret to all fads: the herd instinct. People wanted to look like everybody else. Th
why they bought white bucks and pedd pushers and bikinis. But someone had to be the first one to wear platform shoe
bob their hair, and that took the opposite of herd instinct.

| put my incorrect change and my ribbon in my shoulder bag (very passé) and went back out onto the mall. It hac
started to spit snow and the street musicians were shivering in their Birkenstocks and Ecuador shirts. | put on my mitter
(completely swarb) and walked back down toward the library, looking at yuppie shops and bagel stands and getting m
and more depressed. | had no ideawhere any of these fads came from, even po-mo pink, which some fashion designer
come up with. But the fashion designer couldn't make people buy po-mo pink, couldn't make them wear it and makejc
about it and write editorials on the subject of "What is fashion coming to?"



The fashion designers could make it popular this season, especidly since nobody would be able to find anything €
the stores, but they couldn't makeit afad. In 1971, they'd tried to introduce the long midi-skirt and failed utterly, and tt
been predicting the "comeback of the hat" for yearsto no avall. It took more than merchandising to make afad, and | d
have any ideawhat that something more was.

And the more | fed in my data, the more convinced | was the answer wasn't in it, that increased independence an
and bicycling were nothing more than excuses, reasons thought up afterward to explain what no one understood. ESpec
me

| wondered if | wasevenintheright field. | wasfedling so dissatisfied, asif everything | was doing was pointless,
itch.

Hip, | thought. She did thisto me with her talk about Brine and Groupthink. She's some kind of anti-guardian ang
following me everywhere, hindering rather than helping and putting mein abad mood. And I'm not going to let her ruin |
weekend. It's bad enough she ruins the rest of the week.

I bought apiece of chocolate cheesecake and went back to the library and checked out The Red Badge of Coul
How Green Was My Valley, and The Color Purple, but the mood pers sted throughout the stedly afternoon, and al tt
way home, making it impossible for me to work.

| tried reading the chaos theory book I'd checked out, but it just made me more depressed. Chaotic systems had
many variablesit would have been nearly impossible to predict the systems behavior if they acted in logicd, straightfon,
ways. But they didn't.

Every variable interacted with every other, colliding and connecting in unexpected ways, setting up iteration loops
fed into the system again and again, crisscrossing and connecting the variables so many waysit wasn't surprising a butte
could have a devadtating effect. Or noneat dl.

| could seewhy Dr. O'Rellly had wanted to study a system with limited variables, but what was limited? Accordir
the book, anything and everything was avariable: entropy, gravity, the quantum effects of an electron, or astar on thec
gdeof theuniverse,

So even if Dr. O'Rellly was right and there weren't any outside X factors operating on the system, there was no w
compute all the variables or even decide what they were.

It dl bore an uncomfortable resemblance to fads and made me wonder which variables | wasn't taking into accol
that when Billy Ray cdled, | clutched a him like adrowning man. "I'm so glad you called,” | said. "My research went fe
than | thought it would, so I'm free &fter al. Where are you?"

"On my way to Bozeman," he said. "When you said you were busy, | decided to skip the seminar and go pick up
Targhees| waslooking at." He paused, and | could hear the warning hum of hiscell phone. "I'll be back on Monday. I-
about dinner sometime next week?'

| wanted dinner tonight, | thought crabbily. "Greet," | said. "Cal me when you get back."
The hum crescendoed. " Sorry we missed each oth—" he said and went out of range.

I went and |ooked out the window at the deet and then got into bed and read Led On by Fate cover to cover, w
wasn't much of afest. It was only ninety-four pages|ong, and so obvioudy wretchedly written it was destined to becon
huge fad.

Its premise was that everything was ordained and organized by guardian angels, and the heroine was given to sayi
thingslike"Everything happensfor areason, Derek! Y ou broke off our engagement and dept with Edwinaand were
implicated in her death, and | turned to Paolo for comfort and went to Nepa with him so that we'd learn the meaning of



suffering and despair, without which true loveis meaningless. All of it—the train wreck, Lilith's suicide, Halvard'sdrug
addiction, the stock market crash—it was all so we could be together. Oh, Derek, there's areason behind everything!"

Except, apparently, hair-bobbing. | woke up at three with Irene Castle and golf clubs dancing in my head. That
happened to Henri Poincaré. He'd been working on mathematical functionsfor days and days, and one night he drank
much coffee (which probably had had the same effect as bad literature) and couldn't deep, and mathematical ideas "ros
crowds."

And Friedrich Kekulé. Hed fdlen into areverie on top of abus and seen chains of carbon atoms dancing wildly
around. One of the chains had suddenly taken itstail in its mouth and formed aring, and Kekulé had ended up discover
the benzene ring and revol utionizing organic chemidtry.

All Irene Cagtle did with the golf clubs was the hesitation waltz, and after awhile | turned on the light and opened
Browning.

It turned out he had known Flip after dl. Hed written a poem, " Soliloquy of the Spanish Cloister,” about her. "G
you swine," held written, obvioudy after she crumpled up dl his poems, and "There go, my heart's abhorrence.” | decid
say it to Flip the next time she stuck me with the check.

hot pants[1971]

Fashion fad worn by everyone that only looked good on the very young and shapely. A successor to the miniskir
the sixties, hot pants were areaction to fashion designers attempts to introduce the midcalf-length midiskirt. Hot pantsy
made out of satin or velvet, often with suspenders, and were worn with patent leasther boots. Women wore them to the
and they were even dlowed in the Miss America pageant.

| spent the rest of the weekend ironing clippings and trying to decipher the smplified funding dlocation form. Whe
were Thrust Overlay Parameters? And my Efficiency Prioritization Ranking? And what did they mean by "List propriet:
Site bracket restrictions'? It made looking for the cause of hair-bobbing (or the source of the Nile) seem like abreezeir
comparison.

Nobody else knew what EDI endorsements were either. When | went to work Monday, everybody | knew cam
to the stats lab to ask abot it.

"Do you have any idea how to fill this stupid funding form out?" Sarah asked, sticking her head in the door at
mid-morning.

"Nope," | said.

"What do you suppose an expense gradation index is?' She leaned against the door. "Do you ever fed likeyou &
just give up and start over?'

Yes, | thought, looking at my computer screen. | had spent most of the morning reading clippings, extracting wha
hoped was the rlevant information from them, typing it onto adisk, and designing satistical programsto interpret it. O
Billy Ray had referred to as "sticking it on the computer and pushing a button.”

I'd pushed the button, and surprise, surprise, there were no surprises. There was a correlation between the numb
women in the workforce and the number of outraged references to hair-bobbing in the newspapers, an even stronger o
between bobs and cigarette sales, and no correlation between the length of hair and the length of skirts, which | could h
predicted. Skirts had dipped back to midcalf in 1926, while hair had gone steadlily shorter al the way to the crash of ‘2
with the boyish shinglein 1925 and the even shorter Eton crop in 1926.

The strongest correlation of al was to the cloche hat, thus giving support to the cart-before-the-horse theory and



proving beyond a shadow of adoubt that statisticsisn't al that it's cracked up to be.

"Lately I've been fedling depressed about the whole thing,” Sarah was saying. "I've dwaysbelieved it wasjust a
question of his having ahigher reationship threshold than | do, but I've been thinking maybe thisisjust part of the denid
structure that goes with codependent relationships.”

Ted, | thought. We're talking about Ted, who doesn't want to get married.

"And thisweekend, | got to thinking, What's the point? I'm following an intimacy path and he'sinto off-road

“Itch,” | said.
"What?'

"What you'refeding,” | said. "Like you're spinning your wheds on the launchpad. Y ou didn't run into Hip this
weekend, did you?"

"l saw her thismorning,” she said. " She brought me Dr. Applegate's mail.”
An antiangel, wandering through the world spreading gloom and destruction.

"Well, anyway," Sarah said, "1'd better go seeif | can find somebody in Management who can tell me what an ex
gradationindex is" and | ft.

| went back to my hair-bobbing data. | ran ageographica distribution for 1923 and then for 1922. They showed
clustersin New Y ork City and Hollywood, which were no surprise, and St. Paul, Minnesota, and Marydale, Ohio, whi
were. On ahunch, | asked for abreakdown of Montgomery, Alabama. It showed a cluster too small to be statistically
sgnificant but enough to explain the St. Paul one. Montgomery was where F. Scott Fitzgerald had met Zelda, and &. P
was his hometown. The locals obvioudy were trying to live up to "Bernice Bobs Her Hair." It didn't explain Marydae,
| ran ageographica distribution for 1921. It was till there.

"Here," Hip said, sticking my mail under my nose. Apparently nobody had told her po-mo pink was the in color
fdl. Shewaswearing abrilliant bilious blue tunic and leggings and an assortment of duct tape.

"I'm glad you're here," | said, grabbing a stack of clippings. "Y ou owe me two-fifty for your caffélatte and | need
to copy thesefor me. Oh, and wait." | went and got the personals I'd gone through Saturday, and two articles about an
handed them to Flip. "One copy of each.”

"l don't believein angds,”" shesad.
Right on the cutting edge, asusudl.

"| used to believein them," she said, "but | don't anymore, not sSince Brine. | mean, if you redlly had aguardian an
sheld cheer you up when you were bummed and get you out of committee meetings and stuff.”

"What about fairies?' | asked.
"Y ou mean likefairy godmothers?' she said. "Of course. Duh.”
Of course.

| went back to my hair-bobbing. Marydale, Ohio. What could it have had to make it ahot spot of hair-bobbing?
thought. How about unusudly hot westher in Ohio during the summer of 19217 So hot long hair would have clung swese
the back of the neck, and women would have said, "1 can't take thisanymore™?



| called up westher datafor the state of Ohio for June through September and began looking for Marydale.

"Do you have aminute?' said avoice from the door. It was Elaine from Personnd. She was wearing a sweatbanc
asour expression. "Do you have any ideawhat hiral implementation format rations are?" she asked.

"Not aclue. Did you try Management?'

"I've been up there twice and couldn't get in. Theresahuge crowd.” She took adeep breath. "I'm getting totally
stressed. Do you want to go work out?"

"Sair-dimbing?’ | said dubioudy.

She shook her head firmly. " Stair-climbing doesn't give alarge-muscle workout. Wall-waking. Gym over on
Twenty-eighth. They've got pitons and everything.”

"No, thanks" | said. "I've got wals here."

She looked disapprovingly at them and went out, and | went back to my hair-bobbing. 1921 tempsfor Marydale
been dightly lower than normal, and it wasn't the hometown of either Irene Castle or Isadora Duncan.

| abandoned it for the moment and did a Pareto chart and then ran some more regressions. There was aweak
correlation between church attendance and bobs, a strong correlation between bobs and Hupmobile sales, but not Pac
or Model T Fords, and avery strong correl ation between bobs and women in nursing careers. | called up alist of Ame
hospitalsin 1921. There wasn't one within ahundred miles of Marydde.

Ginacamein, looking harassed.
"No, | don't know how to fill out the funding form," | said before she could ask, "and neither does anybody else.”

"Redly?' shesaid vaguely. "I haven't even looked &t it yet. I've been spending dl my time on the stupid search
committee for Flip's assistant. What do you consider the most important quaity in an assstant?'

"Being the opposite of Hip," | said, and then, when she didn't laugh, "Competence, cheerfulness, willingnessto wi

"Exactly," shesad. "And if aperson had those qudities, you'd hire them immediatdy, wouldn't you? And if they v
asoverqudified for thejob as sheis, you'd snap them right up. Y ou wouldn't turn her down because of onelittle drawk
and expect them to interview dozens of other people, especialy when you've got other thingsto do. Fill out thisridiculo
funding form, for one, and plan abirthday party. Do you know what Brittany picked, when | said she couldn't have the
Power Rangers? Barney. And it isn't asif sheisn't competent and cheerful and willing to work. Right?"

| was unclear asto whether she was talking about Brittany or the assistant applicant. "Barney is pretty awful,” | sz
"Exactly,” Ginasaid, asif I'd proved her point, whatever it was. "I'm hiring her," and she flounced out.

| went back and sat down in front of the computer. Cloche hats, Hupmobiles, and Marydale, Ohio. None of then
seemed likely to be thetrigger. What was? What had suddenly set the fad in motion?

Flip camein, carrying the stack of clippings and personas|'d just given her. "What did you want me to do with tf
agan?'

mesmerism [1778-84]

Scientific fad resulting from new discoveries about magnetism, speculation about its medica possbilities, and gre

Paris society flocked to Dr. Mesmer to have "anima magnetism™ treatmentsinvolving tubs of "magnetized water," iron
and Dr. Mesmer's lavender-robed ass stants, who massaged the patients and looked deep into their eyes. The patients



screamed, sobbed, sank into adeep trance, and paid Dr. Mesmer on leaving. Actualy hypnotism, animal magnetism clé
to cure everything from tumors to consumption. Died out when ascientific investigation headed by Ben Franklin provec
no such thing.

Tuesday Management caled another meeting. "To explain the smplified funding forms,”" | said to Gina, walking d
to the cafeteria. "I hope s0," she said, looking even more harassed than she had yesterday. "It would be nice to see
somebody else on the defensive for achange.”

| was going to ask her what she meant by that, but just then | spotted Dr. O'Reilly on the far side of the room talk
Dr. Turnbull. She was wearing a po-mo pink suit (sans shoulder pads), and he had on one of those print polyester shirt:
the seventies. By thetime I'd taken dl that in, Ginawas a our table with Sarah, Elaine, and abunch of other people.

| walked over, bracing mysdlf for adiscussion of intimacy issues and Power-waking, but they were apparently
discussing FHip's new assistant.

"l didn't think it was possible to hire somebody worse than Flip," Elaine was saying. "How could you, Gina?'

"But she'svery competent,” Gina said defensively. " She's had experience with Windows and SPSS, and she kno
how to repair acopy machine."

"All that'sentirely irrdlevant,” awoman from Physics said, though it didn't sound irrelevant to me.

"Widl, I'm not working with her,” aman from Product Development said. "And don't tell me you didn't know she
one. You can tel just by looking at her."

Bigotry isone of the oldest and ugliest of trends, so persstent it only counts as afad because the target keeps cha
Huguenots, Koreans, homosexuas, Mudims, Tuts's, Jews, Quakers, wolves, Serbs, Salem housewives. Nearly every ¢
solong asit'ssmal and different, has had aturn, and the pattern never changes—disagpproval, isolation, demonization,
persecution. Which was one of the reasonsit'd be nice to find the switch that turned fads on. I'd like to turn that one off
good.

"Peoplelike that shouldn't be alowed to work in abig company like HiTek," Sarah, who was actudly anice pers
spite of her psychobabble about Ted, was saying.

And Dr. Applegate, who definitely should know better, added disgustedly, "I supposeif you fired her, sheld suef
discrimination. That'swhat'swrong with al this affirmetive action Suff.”

| wondered what small and different group Flip's new assstant had the misfortune to belong to: Hispanic, leshian,
member?

"She's not setting foot in my lab," awoman wearing aturban said. "'I'm not exposing myself to unnecessary hedlth
"But shewon't be smoking on the job," Gina said. " She can keyboard a hundred words a minute.”
"l can't believe I'm hearing this," Elaine said. "Haven't you read the FDA report on the dangers of secondhand s

On the other hand, there are moments when rather than reforming the human race I'd like to abandon it atogethe
go become, say, one of Dr. O'Rellly's macaques, which have to have more sense.

| was about to say as much to Elaine when Dr. O'Reilly grabbed my arm. "Come st with me," he said, and led m
away. "l need you to be my partner in case Management prings another sengtivity thing." Helooked at me uncertainly.
"Unlessyoud rather st with your friends.”

"No," | said, watching them surround Gina. "Not at the moment.”



"Oh, good," he said. "The last sengitivity exercise, | got stuck with Flip." We sat down. "So how's your fads resee
coming?'

"It'snot,” | said. "I picked hair-bobbing because | wanted afad that didn't have an obvious cause. Most fads are
caused by a breakthrough in technology—nylons, waterbeds, light-up sneekers.”

"Fdlout shelters™
I nodded. "Or they're amarketing phenomena, like Trivia Pursuit and teddy bears.”
"And fdlout shelters™

"Right. Hair-bobbing didn't cost anything except the barber'sfee, and if you didn't have that, dl you needed to wi
your hair off wasapair of scissors, which isatechnology that's been around forever." | started to sigh and then realizec
sound like Hip.

"So what's the problem?* Bennett asked.

"The problem is hair-bobbing doesn't have an obvious cause. Irene Castle looked like a possibility for awhile, bu
turned out she was following a Dutch bob fad that had been popular in Paris the year before. And none of the other sot
has adirect correlation to the critica period. Have you ever heard of aplace caled Marydae, Ohio?!

"Good morning,” Management said from the podium. He was wearing a polo shirt, Dockers, and a pleased amil
"Wereredly excited to seeyou dl here”

"What's Management up to?" | whispered to Bennett.

"My guessisanew acronym,” he whispered. "Departmenta Unification Management Busness" He wrote down
letterson hislegd pad. "D.U.M.B."

"We have severd items of businesstoday,” Management said happily. "First, some of you have been having mino
difficultiesfilling out the smplified funding alocation forms. Y oull be recelving amemo that answersal your questions. -
interdepartmenta communicationsliaisonisin the process of making copiesfor each of you right now."

Bennett put his head down on the table,

"Secondly, I'd like to announce that HiTek isingtituting a'dress down' policy beginning thisweek. Thisisan innov
ideathat all the best corporations are implementing. Casual dressinduces a more relaxed workplace and stronger
interemployee interfaces. So starting tomorrow I'll expect to seedl of you in casud clothes."”

| tuned him out and studied Bennett. He looked terrible. His polyester print shirt had little daisies on it in an assort
of browns, none of which came close to matching his brown cords. Over it he was wearing apilled gray cardigan.

But it wasn't just the clothes. The Brady Bunch Movie had made seventies styles fashionable again. Flip had wor
satin disco pants the other day, and platform shoes and gold chainswere al over the Boulder mall. But Bennett didn't I¢
"retro." Helooked "swarb." | had the feding that if he were wearing abomber jacket and Nikes he'd still look that way
he were an antifaddi<.

No, that wasn't right either. Any number of fads were started as argection of existing fads. Thelong hair of thes
was argection of the crew cuts of thefifties, the short, flat, figurel ess flapper dresses areaction to the exaggeratedly bt
and corseted Victorians.

Bennett wasn't rebelling. It was more like he was oblivious to the whole concept. No, that wasn't the right word €
Immune.



And if he could be immuneto fads, did that mean they were caused by somekind of virus? | looked over at Gine
table, where Elaine and Dr. Applegate were earnestly whispering to her about emphysemaand the surgeon generd's we
Was Bennett redly immuneto fads or just fashion-impaired, as Flip had said?

| opened my notebook and wrote, "They hired Hip's new assistant,” and pushed it over in front of him.
He wrote back, "1 know. | met her thismorning. Her name's Shirl."

"Did you know she smokes?' | wrote and watched his expression when heread it. He looked neither surprised n

repelled.
"Hiptold me," hewrote. "She said Shirl was going to pollute the workplace. The pot calling the kettle black.”
| grinned.
"What doesthat i tattoo on Hip's forehead stand for?' he wrote.
"It's not atattoo, it'sabrand,” | wrote back.
"Incompetent or impossible?"

“Initictive," Management said, and we both looked up guiltily. "Which brings meto our third item of business. Hol
many of you know wheat the Niebnitz Grant is?"

| did, and even though nobody else raised their hand, | was willing to bet everybody else did, too. It'sthe largest
research grant thereis, even bigger than the MacArthur Grant, and with virtualy no strings attached. The scientist getst
money and can gpply it to any kind of research at dl. Or retire to the Bahamas.

It's al's0 the most mysterious research grant there is. Nobody knowswho givesit, what they giveit for, or evenw
itsgiven. Therewas one awarded last year, to Lawrence Chin, an artificia intelligence researcher, four the year before
and none before that for over three years. The Niebnitz people (whoever they are) siweep down periodicaly like one of
Angdsfrom Above on some unsuspecting scientist and makeit so he never hasto fill out another smplified funding alo
form,

There are no requirements, no gpplication form, no particular field of study the grant favors. Of the four the yeer |
last, one was aNobel prize winner, one agraduate assistant, one achemist at a French research ingtitute, and one a pat
inventor. The only thing that's known for sure isthe amount, which Management had just written on hisflipchart: $1,00

"Thewinner of the Niebnitz Grant receives one million dollars, to be spent on research of the recipient's choice.”
Management turned over apage of theflipchart. "The Niebnitz Grant is awarded for scientific sensibility.” He wrote sci
on theflipchart. "Divergent thinking." He wrote thought. "And circumstantia predisposition to Sgnificant scientific
breakthrough.” He added breakthrough and then tapped dl three words with his pointer. " Science. Thought. Breakthre

"What does this have to do with us?' Bennett whispered.

"Two years ago the Ingtitut de Paris won aNiebnitz Grant,” Management said.
"No, it didn't,” | whigpered. "A scientist working at the Ingtitut won it."

"And they were using old-fashioned management techniques,” Management said.
"Oh, no," I murmured. "M anagement expects usto win aNiebnitz Grant."

"How can they?" Bennett whispered. "Nobody even knows how they're awarded.”



Management cast acold eyein our direction. "The Niebnitz Grant Committee islooking for outstanding cregtive
projects with the potentia for significant scientific breakthroughs, which iswhat GRIM isall about. Now I'd likeyou to
groups and write down five things you can do to win the Niebnitz Grant."

"Pray," Bennett said.

| grabbed a piece of paper and wrote down:

1. Optimize potentid.

2. Facilitate empowerment.

3. Implement visoning.

4. Strategize priorities.

5. Augment core structures.

"What isthat?' Bennett said, looking at the list. "Those make no sense”

"Neither does expecting usto win the Niebnitz Grant." | handed it in.

"Now let'sget busy. Y ou've got divergent thinking to do. Let's see some significant scientific breskthroughs.™

Management marched out, his baton under hisarm, but everyone just sat there, stunned, except Alicia Turnbull, v
started taking rapid notes in her daybook, and Flip, who strolled in and started passing out pieces of paper.

"Projected Results: Significant Scientific Breskthrough,” | said, shaking my head. "Well, bobbed hair certainly isn'

"Don't they know science doesn't work like that? Y ou can't just order scientific breakthroughs. They happen whe
look at something you've been working on for years and suddenly see a connection you never noticed before, or when
looking for something el se dtogether. Sometimes they even happen by accident. Don't they know you can't get a scienti
breakthrough just because you want one?!

"These are the people who gave Hip apromation, remember?’ | frowned. "What is ‘circumstantia predispositior
sgnificant scientific breakthrough'?*

"For Fleming it was looking at a contaminated culture and noticing the mold had killed the bacteria," Ben said.

"And how does Management know the Niebnitz Grant Committee gives the grant for creative projects with poter
How do they know there's a committee? For al we know, Niebnitz may be some old rich guy who gives money to pro
that don't show any potentid at dl.”

"In which case we're ashoo-in," Bennett said.
"For dl we know, Niebnitz may give the grant to people whose names begin with C, or draw the names out of all

Flip douched over and handed one of her papersto Bennett. "I s thisthe memo explaining the smplified funding fc
he asked.

"No-0-0-0," shesaid, rolling her eyes. "It's a petition. To make the cafeteriaa one hundred percent smoke-free
environment." She sauntered away.

"l know what the i standsfor,” | said. "Irritating."

He shook hishead. "I nsufferable."



coonskin caps [may 1955-december 1955]

Children'sfad inspired by the Walt Disney television series Davy Crockett, about the Kentucky frontier hero wh
fought at the Alamo and "kilt abar" at age three. Part of alarger merchandising fad that included bow-and-arrow sets, 1
knives, toy rifles, fringed shirts, powder horns, lunchboxes, jigsaw puzzles, coloring books, pgjamas, panties, and sever
recorded versons of "The Ballad of Davy Crockett," to which every childin Americaknew al the verses. Asaresult o
fad, ashortage of coonskins devel oped, and an earlier fad, the raccoon coat of the twenties, was ripped up to make cz
Some boys even got their hair cut in the shape of acoonskin cap. The fad collapsed right before Christmas of 1955, les
merchandisers with hundreds of unwanted caps.

It occurred to me the next day while ransacking my lab for the clippings I'd given Flip to copy that Bennett's rem:
about having dready met her new assistant must mean sheld been assigned to Bio. But in the afternoon Gina, looking ht
cameintosay, "l don't care what they say. | did theright thing hiring her. Shirl just printed out and collated twenty copi
an aticlel wrote. Correctly. | don't careif | am breathing in second-secondhand smoke.”

" Second-secondhand smoke?"

"That'swhat Hip cdlsthe air smokers breathe out. But | don't care. It'sworth it.”

"Shirl's been assigned to you?' | said.

She nodded. "This morning she ddivered my mail. My mail. Y ou should get her assigned to you."

"I will," | said, but that was easier said than done. Now that Flip had an assistant, she (and my clippings) had
disappeared off the face of the earth. | searched the entire building twice, including the cafeteria, wherelarge NO
SMOKING signs had been put on dl the tables, and Supply, where Desiderata was trying to figure out what printer
cartridges were, and found Hip findly in my lab, Sitting a my computer and typing something in.

Sheddeted it before | could see what it was and leaped up. If she'd been capable of it, | would have said she lox
Quilty.

"You werent using it," she said. "Y ou weren't even here.”

"Did you make copies of those clippings | gave you Monday?' | said.
Shelooked blank.

"There was a copy of the persona ads on top of them.”

Shetossed her swag of hair. "Would you use the word elegant to describe me?”

She had added a hair wrap to her hank, along thin strand of hair bound in bilious blue embroidery thread, and al
of duct tape across her forehead cut out to framethe i.

"No," | said.

"Wdll, nobody expectsyou to be dl of them," she said, gpropos of nothing. "Anyway, | don't know why you're s
hooked on the personds. Y ou've got that cowboy guy.”

"What?'

"Billy Boy Somebody," she said, waving her hand at the phone. "He caled and said he'sin town for some seming
you're supposed to meet him for dinner someplace. Tonight, | think. At the Nebraska Daisy or something. At seven o'c

| went over to my phone message pad. It was blank. "Didn't you write the message down?"



She sighed. "I can't do everything. That'swhy | was supposed to get an assistant, remember? So | wouldn't hav
work so hard, only since she'sa smoker, haf the people | assigned her to don't want her in their labs, so | ill haveto
al this stuff and go al the way down to Bio and stuff. | think smokers should be forced to give up cigarettes.”

"Who dl did you assgn to her?'

"Bio and Product Development and Chem and Physics and Personnel and Payroll, and dl the people who yell at
and make me do alot of stuff. Or put in acamp or something where they couldn't expose the rest of usto al that smok

"Why don't you assign her to me? | don't mind that she smokes."

She put her hands on the hips of her blue leather skirt. "It causes cancer, you know," she said disapprovingly. "B
I'd never assign her to you. Y ou're the only one who's halfway nice to me around here.”

angel food cake [1880-90]

Food fad named to suggest the heavenly lightness and whiteness of the cake. Originated either at arestaurant in
Louis, dong the Hudson River, or in India. The secret of the cake was adozen (or eleven, or fifteen) egg whites beaten
stiff glossy pesaks. Difficult to bake, it ingpired an entire folklore: The pan had to be ungreased, and no one could walk ¢
the kitchen floor while it was baking. Supplanted by, of course, devil'sfood cake.

It was the Kansas Rose at five-thirty. "Y ou got my message okay," Billy Ray said, coming out to meet meinthe
parking lot. He was wearing black jeans, a black-and-white cowboy shirt, and awhite Stetson. His hair was longer tha
last time I'd seen him. Long hair must be coming back in.

"Sort of," | said. "I'm here."

"Sorry it had to be so early,” he said. "There's an evening workshop on 'lrrigation on the Internet' | don't want to 1
Hetook my arm. "Thisis supposed to be the trendiest place in town."

Hewasright. There was a hdf-hour wait, even with reservations, and every woman in line was wearing po-mo pi
"Did you get your Targhees?' | asked him, leaning back against an ABSOLUTELY NO SMOKING sgn.

"Y ep, and they're great. Low maintenance, high tolerance for cold, and fifteen pounds of wool in aseason.”
"Wool?' | said. "l thought Targheeswere cows."

"Nobody'sraisng cows anymore," he said, frowning asif | should know that. " The whole cholesteral thing. Lamt
alower cholesterol count, and shearling's supposed to be the hot new fashion fabric for winter.”

"Bobby Jay," the hostess, who was wearing ared gingham pinafore and hair wraps, caled out.
"That'sus," | said.

"We don't want to it anywhere close to where the smoking section used to be," Billy Ray said, and we followed
thetable.

The sunflower fad had apparently come hereto die. They were entwined in the white picket fence around our tak
framed on thewall, painted on the bathroom doors, embroidered on the napkins. A large artificia bunch was stuck in a
Mason jar in the middle of our sun-flowered tablecloth.

"Cool, huh?' Billy Ray said, opening his sunflower-shaped menu. "Everybody says prairie€s going to bethe next b
fad."



" thought shearling was," | muttered, picking up the menu. Prairie cuisne wasn't So much hot as
substantial—chicken-fried steak, cream gravy, corn on the cob, all served family-style.

"Something to drink?' awaiter in buckskin and a knotted sunflower bandanna asked.

| looked at the menu. They had espresso, cappuccino, and caffeé latte, also very big in prairie days. No iced tea.
"l ced teds the Kansas state beverage,” | told the waiter. "How can you not have it?"

He'd apparently been taking lessons from Hip. Herolled his eyes, sighed expertly, and said, "l ced teais outré."

A word never uttered on the prairie, | thought, but Billy Ray was aready ordering mest loaf, mashed potatoes, ar
cappuccino for both of us.

"S0, tell me about thisthing you're researching that's got you working weekends."

| did. "The problem isI've got causes coming out my ears,” | said, after I'd explained what 1'd been doing. "Fema
equality, bicycling, a French fashion designer named Poiret, World War One, and Coco Chanel, who singed her hair of
when a heater exploded. Unfortunately, none of them seemsto be the main source.”

Our dinner arrived, on brown earthenware platters decorated with sunflowers. The coledaw was garnished with f
basil, which | didn't remember as being big on the prairie either, and the mest |oaf was garnished with lemon dices.

Billy Ray told me about the merits of shegp-raising while we ate. Sheep were hedthy, profitable, no trouble to he
and you could graze them anywhere, al of which | would have been moreinclined to believeif he hadn't told me the sax
thing about raising longhorns six months ago.

"Dessert?’ the waiter said, and brought over the pastry cart.

| figured aprairie dessert would probably be gooseberry pie or maybe canned peaches, but it was the usual susp
creme brilée, tiramisu, "and our newest dessert, bread pudding.”

Wi, that sounded like a Kansas dessert, dl right, the sort of thing you were reduced to eating after the cow diec
the grasshoppers ate up the crops.

"Il havethetiramisy,” | said.
"Metoo," Billy Ray said. "I've aways hated bread pudding. It's like egting leftovers.”
"Everybody raves about our bread pudding,” the waiter said reproachfully. "It's our most popular dessert.”

The bad thing about studying trendsisthat you can't ever turn it off. Y ou St there across from your date egting tir:
and ingtead of thinking what anice guy heis, you find yoursalf thinking about trendsin desserts and how they aways se
be gooey and caorie-laden in direct proportion to the obsession with dieting.

Take tiramisu, which has chocolate and whipped cream and two kinds of cheese. And burnt-sugar cake, whichv
bigintheforties, in spite of wartime rationing.

Pineapple upside-down cake was afad in the twenties, adessert | hope doesn't make a comeback anytime soon
chiffon cakein thefifties; chocolate fonduein the Sixties.

| wondered if Bennett wasimmune to food trends, too, and what hisideas on bread pudding and chocolate
cheesecake were.

"Y ou thinking about hair-bobbing again?' Billy Ray said. "Maybe you're looking at too many things. This conferer



I'm at saysyou've got to niff."
"Niff?"

"NYF. Narrow Y our Focus. Eliminate dl the peripheras and focusin on the core variables. This hair-bobbing thi
can only have one cause, right? 'Y ou've got to narrow your focusto the likeliest possibilities and concentrate on those. |
works, too. | tried it on a case of shegp mange. Y ou're sure you won't come to my workshop with me?”

"l haveto gotothelibrary,” | said.
"Y ou should get the book. Five Steps to Focusing on Success.”

After dinner Billy Ray went off to niff, and | went over to the library to see about Browning. Lorraine wasn't there
girl wearing duct tape, hair wraps, and a sullen expression was. "It's three weeks overdue,” she said.

"That'simpossible,” | said. "I only checked it out last week. And | checked itin. On Monday." After I'd tried Pip
Flip and decided Browning didn't know what he was talking about. 1'd checked in Browning and checked out Othello,
other story about undue influences.

She sighed. "Our computer showsit as till checked out. Have you looked around a home?”

"IsLorraine here?' | asked.

Sherolled her eyes. "No-0-0-0."

| decided it wasthe better part of vaor to wait until she was and went over to the stacks to look for Browning my

The Compl ete Works wasn't there, and | couldn't remember the name of the book Billy Ray had suggested. | pu
out two books by Willa Cather, who knew what prairie cooking had actualy been like, and Far from the Madding Ci
which | remembered as having sheep in it, and then wandered around, trying to remember the name of Billy Ray's book
hoping for ingpiration.

Libraries have been responsblefor alot of sgnificant scientific breakthroughs. Darwin was reading Mathus for
recreation (which should tell you something about Darwin), and Alfred Wegener was wandering around the Marburg
Universty library, idly spinning the globe and browsing through scientific papers, when he got the idea of continental dri
nothing came to me, not even the name of Billy Ray's book. | went over to the business section to seeif | would remenr
the name of the book when | saw it.

Something about narrowing the focus, diminating dl the peripheras. "It can only have one cause, right?" Billy Ray
sad.

Wrong. In alinear system it might, but hair-bobbing wasn't like sheep mange. 1t was like one of Bennett's chaotic
systems. There were dozens of variables, and dl of them were important. They fed into each other, iterating and reiterat
crossing and colliding, affecting each other in ways no one would expect. Maybe the problem wasn't thet | had too mar
causes, but that | didn't have enough. | went over to the nine hundreds and checked out Those Crazy Twenties, Flapy
Flivwers, and Flagpole-Stters; and The 1920's: A Sociological Sudy, and as many other books on the twenties as
could carry, and took them up to the desk.

"I show an overdue book for you," the girl said. "It'sfour weeks overdue.”
| went home, excited for thefirst timethat | was on the right track, and started work on the new variables.

The twenties had been awash in fads: jazz, hip flasks, rolled-down stockings, dance crazes, raccoon coats, mahj
running marathons, dance marathons, kissing marathons, Stutz Bearcats, flagpole-gitting, tree-sitting, crossword puzzles



somewherein al those rouged knees and rain dickers and rocking-chair derbieswas the trigger that had set off the
hair-bobbing craze.

| worked until very late and then went to bed with Far from the Madding Crowd. | wasright. It was about shex
And fads. In Chapter Five one of the sheep fell over acliff, and the others followed, plummeting one after the other ont:
rocks below.

3.
tributaries

"Please your honors," said he, "I'm able,
By means of a secret charm, to draw
All cregtures living benesth the sun,
That creep or fly or run,

After me so asyou never saw!"

robert browning
diorama wigs [1750-60]

Hair fad of the court of Louis XV inspired by Madame de Pompadour, who was fond of dressing her hair in unu
ways. Hair was draped over aframe stuffed with cotton wool or straw and cemented with a paste that hardened, and tt
was powdered and decorated with pearls and flowers. The fad rapidly got out of hand. Frames grew as high as three fe
tall, and the decorations became e aborate and then pictoria. Hairdos had waterfals, cupids, and scenes from novels. N
battles, complete with ships and smoke, were waged on top of women's heads, and one widow, overcome with mourni
her dead husband, had histombstone erected in her hair. Died out with the advent of the French Revolution and the res
shortage of headsto put wigs on.

Riversare not just wide streams. They are drainage basins for dozens, sometimes hundreds of tributaries. The Le
River in Sberia, for example, drainsan areaof over amillion square miles, including the Karenga, the Olekma, the Vitir
the Aldan rivers, and athousand smaller streams and brooks, some of which follow such distant, convoluted coursesit
never occur to you they connected to the Lena, thousands of miles away.

The events leading up to a scientific breakthrough are frequently not only random but far afield from science. Tak
meades. Eingtein had them when he was four and hisfather was only trying to amuse asick little boy when he gave him
pocket compass to play with. And the keysto the universe.

Fleming'slifeisawhole system of coincidences, beginning with hisfather, who was a groundskeeper on the Churc
edtate. When ten-year-old Wington fell in the lake, Heming's father jumped in and rescued him. The grateful family rew.
him by sending his son Alexander to medica schoal.

Take Penzias and Wilson. Robert Dicke, a Princeton University, talked to P.J.E. Peebles about calculating how
the Big Bang was. He did, realized it was hot enough to be detectable as aresidue of radiation, and told Peter G. Rall ¢
David T. Wilkinson that they should look for microwaves.

Peebles (are you following this?) gave atak at Johns Hopkins in which he mentioned Roll and Wilkinson's proje
Ken Turner of the Carnegie Ingtitute heard the lecture and mentioned it to Bernard Burke e MIT, afriend of Penzias. (¢

with me?)



When Penzias called Burke on something else atogether (his daughter's birthday party probably), hetold Burke
their impossible background noise. And Burke told him to call Wilkinson and Rall.

During the next week severd things happened:

| fed flagpole-gtting and mah-jongg data into the computer, Management declared HiTek asmoke-free building,
daughter, Brittany, turned five, and Dr. Turnbull, of &l people, cameto see me,

She was wearing apo-mo pink silk campshirt and pink jeans and afriendly smile. The jeans and campshirt mean
wasfollowing HiTek's dressing-down edict. | had no ideawhat the smile meant.

"Dr. Fogter," she said, turning it on mefull force, "just the person | wanted to see.”
"If you'relooking for apackage, Dr. Turnbull,” | said warily, "Hip hasn't been hereyet.”

She laughed, amerry, tinkling laugh | wouldn't have thought she was capable of. "Call me Alicia"” shesaid. "No
package. | just thought I'd drop by and chat with you. Y ou know, so we could get to know each other better. Wevere
only talked a couple of times."

Once, | thought, and you yelled at me. What are you redly herefor?
"S0," she said, Stting on one of the lab tables and crossing her legs. "Where did you go to school 7

"Getting to know you" a HiTek usudly conssts of " So, are you dating anybody?" or, in the case of Elaine, "Arey
into high-impact aerobics?' but maybe thiswas Aliciasideaof smal tak. "1 got my doctorate at Baylor."

She amiled yet more brightly. "It wasin sociology, wasn't it?"
"And gats" | said.
"A double mgjor," she said gpprovingly. "Wasthat where you did your undergrad work?'

She couldn't be an industry spy. We worked for the same industry. And all thiswas up in Personndl's records an)
"No," | said. "Where'd you do your graduate work?"

End of conversation. "Indiang," she said, asif 1'd asked for something that was none of my business, and did her |
rear off thetable, but she didn't leave. She stood looking around the lab at the piles of data

"Y ou have so much stuff in here" she said, examining one of the untidy piles.

Maybe Management had sent her to spy on Workplace Organization. "1 plan to get things straightened up as soo
finish my fundingforms” | said.

Shewandered over to look at the flagpole-gtting piles. "I've dready turned minein."
Of course,

"And messinessis good. Susan Holyrood and Dan Twofesathers's [abs were both messy. R. C. Mendez saysiit's
credtivity indicator.”

I had no ideawho any of these people were or what was going on here. Something, obvioudy. Maybe Managem
had sent her to look for sgns of smoking. Aliciahad forgotten al about the friendly smile and was circling thelab like a

"Bennett told me you're working on fads source andlysis. Why did you decide to work with fads?'

"Everybody elsewasdoing it."



"Redly?" she said eagerly. "Who are the other scientists?

"That wasajoke," | said lamely, and set about the hopelesstask of trying to explainit. ™Y ou know, fads, somethil
people do just because everybody elseisdoing it?"

"Oh, | get it," she said, which meant she didn't, but she seemed more bemused than offended. "Wittiness can be e
creativity indicator, too, can't it? What do you think the most important quaity for ascientist is?"

"Luck," | said.
Now she did look offended. " Luck?"

"And good assgtants,” | said. "Look at Roy Plunkett. His assstant's using asilver gasket on the tank of
chlorofluorocarbons was what led to the discovery of Teflon. Or Becquerd. He had the good luck to hire ayoung Polis
to help him with hisradiation therapy. Her name was Marie Curie.”

"That's very interesting,” she said. "Where did you say you did your undergrad work?"
"Univergity of Oregon,” | said.

"How old were you when you got your doctorate?"

We were back to the third degree. "Twenty-six."

"How old are you now?"'

"Thirty-one," | said, and that was apparently the right answer because she turned the brights back on. "Did you gi
up in Oregon®?'

"No," | said. "Nebraska."

This, on the other hand, was not. Aliciaswitched off the amile, said, "'l have alot of work to do," and left without
backward glance. Whatever sheld wanted, apparently witty and messy weren't enough.

| st there staring at the screen wondering wheat that had been al about, and FHip came in wearing an assortment
tape and apair of backless clogs.

She should have used some of the duct tape on the clogs. They dopped off her feet with every step, and she had
half-shuffle her way down the hall to me. The clogs and the duct tape were both the bilious dectric blue shed worn the

day.
"What do you call that color?' | asked.
"Cerenkhov blue."

Of course. After the bluish radiation in nuclear reactors. How appropriate. In fairness, though, | had to admit it w
thefirgt time afaddish color had been given awretched name. Back in Louis XVI's day, color names had been downric
nauseating. Sewerage, arsenic, smallpox, and Sick Spaniard had al been hit names for yellow-green.

Flip handed me a piece of paper. "Y ou need to dgn this," she said.

It was a petition to declare the aff lounge a nonsmoking area. "Where will people be allowed to smokeif they ¢
smokein thelounge?' | said.

"They shouldn't smoke. It causes cancer,” she said righteoudy. "1 think people who smoke shouldn't be allowed t



jobs." Shetossed her hank of hair. "And they should have to live someplace where their secondhand smoke can't hurt t
res of us."

"Redlly, Herr Goebbels" | said, forgetting that ignorance is the biggest trend of al, and handed the petition back t
" Second-secondhand smokeis dangerous,” she said huffily.

"So ismeanness.” | turned back to the compuiter.

"How much does a crown cost?' she said.

It seemed to be my day for questions out of left field. "A crown?" | said, bewildered. "Y ou mean, like atiara?'
"No-0-0," shesaid. "A crown."

| tried to picture acrown on top of Hip's hank of hair, with her hair wrap hanging down one side, and failed. But
whatever she was talking about, 1'd better pay attention because it waslikely to be the next big fad. Flip might be
incompetent, insubordinate, and generally insufferable, but she was right there on the cutting edge of fashion.

"A crown,” | said. "Made out of gold?" | pantomimed placing one on my head. "With points?*
"Points?" shesaid, outraged. "It better not have points. A crown."

"I'm sorry, Flip," | said. "I don't know—"

"Youreascientist," shesaid. "Y ou're supposed to know scientific terms.”

| wondered if crown had become a scientific term the way duct tape had become a persond errand.
"A crown!" she said, sighed enormoudy, and clopped out of thelab and down the hall.

It was my day for encounters | couldn't make heads or tails of, and that included my hair-bobbing data. | was soi
ever gotten the idea of including the other fads of the day. There were way too many of them, and none of them made e
sense.

Peanut-pushing, for instance, and flagpole-sitting, and painting knees with rouge. College kids had painted old M
T'swith clever doganslike "Banana il and "Oh, you kid!", middle-aged housewives had dressed up like Chinese maic
and played mah-jongg, and fads had seemed to come out of the woodwork, superseding each other in months and
sometimes weeks. The black bottom replaced mah-jongg, which had replaced King Tut, and the whole thing was so cf
it wasimpossible to sort out.

Crossword puzzles were the only fad that was halfway reasonable, and even that was apuzzle. The fad had starte
thefal of 1924, well after hair-bobbing, but crossword puzzles had been around since the 1800s, and the New York W
had published aweekly crossword since 1913.

And reasonable, on closer examination, wasn't redly the word. A minister had passed out crosswords during chu
that, on being solved, revealed the scripture lesson. Women had worn dresses decorated with black-and-white square:
hats and stockings to match, and Broadway put on arevue called "Puzzles of 1925." People had cited crosswords asttl
cause of their divorces, secretaries wore pocket dictionaries around their wrists like bracel ets, doctors warned of eyesti
and in Budapest awriter |eft asuicide note in the form of acrossword puzzle, apuzzle, by the way, which the police ne
solved, probably because they were dready consumed with the next fad: the Charleston.

Bennett stuck hishead in the door. "Have you got aminute? | need to ask you aquestion.” He camein. He had
changed his checked shirt for afaded plaid one that was neither madras nor Ivy League, and he was carrying acopy of
amplified funding form.



"A two-letter word for an Egyptian sungod?’ | said. "lt'sRa."

He grinned. "No, | was just wondering if Flip had brought you a copy of the memo Management said they'd senc
around. Explaining thesmplified funding form?"

"Yesand no," | said. "l had to get onefrom Gina." | fished it out from a pile of twenties books.
"Greset," hesaid, "I'll go make acopy and bring this back."

"That'sokay," | said. "You can keepit."

"Y ou finished filling out your funding forms?*

"No," | said. "Read the memo.”

Helooked at it. " 'Page nineteen, Question forty-four-C. To find the primary extensond funding formula, multiply
departmenta needs andlysis by the fiscal base quotient, unlessthe project involves calibrated structuring, in which case
quotient should be calculated according to Section W-A of the accompanying instructions.’ " He turned the paper over.
"Where are the accompanying ingructions?"

"No oneknows," | said.

He handed the memo back to me. "Maybe | don't have to go to France to study chaos. Maybe | could study it ri
here," he said, shaking hishead. "Thanks," and he started to leave.

" Speaking of which,” | said, "how's your information diffusion project coming?'

"Thelab'sdl ready," he said. "I can get the macaques as soon as | finish this stupid funding form, which should be
about"—nhe pulled a caculator out of his threadbare pants and punched in numbers—"sx thousand years from now."

Flip douched in and handed us each a stapled stack of papers.
"What'sthis?' Benneit said. ""The accompanying ingtructions?”

"No-0-0," Hip said, tossing her head. "It'sthe FDA report on the health hazards of smoking.”
dance marathon [1923-33]

Endurance fad in which the object was to dance the longest to earn money. Couples pinched and kicked each otl
stay awake, and when that failed, took turns deeping on their partner's shoulder for aslong as 150 days. The marathon
became a gruesome spectator sport, with people watching to see who would have halucinations brought on by deep
deprivation, collapse, or, in the case of Homer Moorhouse, drop dead, and the New Jersey SPCA complained that the
marathons were crud to (human) animas. Persisted into the first years of the Depression smply because people neede
money, which worked out to alittle over apenny an hour. If you won.

Tuesday | met the new assistant interdepartmental communications liaison. I'd decided | couldn't wait any longer
accompanying instructions and was working on the funding forms when | noticed that the bottom of page 28 read, "List
and the top of the next page read, "to the diversification quotient.” | looked at the page number. It read "42."

| went down to seeif Ginahad the missing pages. Shewas Sitting in atangle of sacks, wrapping paper, and ribbao
"You are coming to Brittany's party, aren't you?' she said. "Y ou have to come. There are going to be six five-year-olds
sx mothers, and | don't know which isworse.”

"I'll bethere," | promised, and asked her about the missing pages. "There are missing pages?” shesad. "My func
form'sa home. When am | going to be ableto fill out missing pages? I've il got to go buy plates and cups and decore



and fix the refreshments™
| escaped and went back to thelab. A gray-haired woman was sitting at the computer, rapidly typing in numbers,

"Sorry," shesaid assoon as| camein theroom. "Hip said | could use your computer, but | don't want to get in y
way." She began rapidly touching keysto savethefile.

"Areyou Hip'snew assstant?' | asked, looking at her curioudy. Shewasthin, with tan, lesthery skin, like Billy R
would have after another thirty years of riding the range.

"Shirl Creets," she said, shaking my hand. She had agrip like Billy Ray's, and her fingers were stained ayellowisr
brown, which explained how Sarah and Elaine had known she was asmoker "just by looking at her."

"Hip wasusing Dr. Turnbull's computer,” she said, and her voice was hoarse, too, "and shetold meto comeup f
and useyours, that you wouldn't mind. I'll be off thisas soon as| savethefile. | haven't been smoking,” she added.

"Y ou can smokeif youwant," | said. "And you can use the compuiter. I've got to go over to Personnel anyway ar
pick up adifferent funding adlocation form. This one's missng pages.”

"Il go get it for you," Shirl said, getting up immediately and taking the form from me. "Which pagesisit missng?'

"Twenty-nine through forty-one," | said, "and maybe some at the end, | don't know. Mine only goes up to page
sxty-eight. But you don't have to—"

"What are assigtants for? Do you want me to make an extra copy so you can do arough draft?"
"That would be nice, thank you," | said, in shock, and sat down at the computer.

I had been niceto Flip, and look what it had gotten me. | took it back that Browning knew anything about trends
Piper or no Pied Piper.

The data Shirl had been typing in were dtill there. 1t was some kind of table. " Carbanks—48, Twofeathers—34,"
read. "Holyrood—61, Chin—39." | wondered what project Aliciawas working on now.

Shirl was back in five minutesflat, with astack of nestly collated and stapled sheafs. "'l put copies of themissing
inyour origina, and made you two extracopiesjust in case.” She set them gently down on the [ab table and handed me
another thick sheaf. "While | wasin the copy room, | found these clippings. Flip didn't know who they belonged to. | th
they might beyours.

She held up a stack of clippings on dance marathons, neatly paper-clipped to a set of copies.
"l assumed you wanted copies,” she sad.
"Thank you," | said, astounded. "I don't suppose you could talk Hip into assigning you to me?'

"l doubt it," she said. " She seemsto like you.” She set the clippings on the lab table and began straightening the tc
it. She fished the chaos theory book out of the mess.

"Manddbrot diagrams” she said interestedly. "Isthat what you're researching?'

"No," | said. "Fad origins. | wasjust reading that out of curiosity. They are connected, though. Fads are afacet o
chaotic system of society, with anumber of variables contributing to them.”

She stacked Brave New World and All's Well that Ends Well on top of the chaos theory book without commer
picked up Flappers, Flivers, and Flagpole-Stters. "What made you choose fads?' she said disapprovingly.



"You don't likefads?'

" just think there are more direct ways of influencing society than starting afad. | had a physics teacher who usec
say, 'Pay no attention to what other people are doing. Do what you want, and you can change theworld." "

"Oh, | don't want to discover how to start them," | said. "1 suppose HiTek does, and that's why they keep fundin
project, athough if the mechanism is as complex asit's beginning to look, they'll never be able to isolate the critica varic
at which point they'll probably stop funding me." | looked at the dance marathon notes. "What | want to do is understar
what causesthem.”

"Why?" she said curioudly.

"Because | just want to understand. Why do people act the way they do? Why do they al suddenly decideto ple
same game or wear the same clothes or believe the same thing? In the 1920s smoking was afad. Now it's anti smoking
Why?Isit ingtinctive behavior or societal influences? Or something in the air? The Sdlem witch tridswere caused by fe
greed, but they're dways around, and we don't burn witches dl the time, so there must be something else going on.

"| just don't understand what," | said. "And it doesn't look like | will anytime soon. | don't seem to be getting
anywhere. You don't happen to know what caused hair-bobbing, do you?'

"It'sgoing dowly?' shesad.

"Sow isnt theword,” | said. | gestured with the marathon dancing copies. "l fed like I'm in a dance marathon co
Most of thetimeit's not dancing at dl, it'sjust putting one foot in front of the other, trying to hang on and stay awake. Ti
to remember why you signed up in thefirgt place.

"My physicsteacher used to say that science was one percent inspiration and ninety-nine percent perspiration,” &
sad.

"And fifty percent filling out nonsmplified funding forms,” | said. | picked up one of the extra copies. "I'd better te
one of these over to Gina."

"I've dready taken oneto Dr. Damati," she said. "Oh, and | need to get back there. | promised her I'd wrap Britt
presentsfor her."

"You're sure you can't persuade Flip?' | said.

After sheleft, | started work on page 29, but it didn't make any more sense than when it had been missing, and |
gtarting to fed vaguely itch again. | took one of the extra copies and went down to Bio to Bennett's | ab.

Aliciawasthere, head to head with Bennett a the computer, but he looked up immediately and smiled at me.
"Hi," hesaid. "Comeonin."

"No, that'sokay. | didn't mean to interrupt,” | said, smiling at Alicia. Shedidn't smile back. "1 just wanted to bring
complete funding form." | handed him the funding form. " There were pages missing in the ones FHip passed out.”

"Incompetent,” he said. "Incorrigible. Incapacitating.”
Alicawasactively glaring & me.
"Intruding,” | said. "Which iswhat I'm doing on your mesting. I'll talk to you later." | headed for the door.

"No, wait," hesaid. "You'll beinterested in this. Dr. Turnbull was just telling me about her project.” He looked at
Alicia "Tdl Dr. Foster what you've been doing."



"I've taken the dataon al the previous Niebnitz Grant winners: scientific discipline, project area, educationa
background—"

That explained the third degree I'd gotten from her yesterday. She had been trying to determineif | fit the profile,
from the look shewas giving me, | must not have even placed.

"—age, gender, ethnic group, politica affiliation.” She scrolled through several screens, and | recognized achart |
one Shirl had just been working on. "I'm running regressions to determine the relevant characteritics and then andlyzing
to congtruct a profile of the typica Niebnitz Grant recipient and the criteriathe Niebnitz Grant Committee uses to make
choices”

The committees criteriawere origindity of thought and creativity, | thought. Assuming there is acommittee.

"l haven't completed the regressions yet, but some patterns are emerging.” She called up a spreadsheet. "The grar
given at amedian interva of one point nine years apart, but the closest two grants have ever been given is one point twe
years, which meansthe grant won't be given until May at the earliest.”

It didn't mean any such thing, and | would have said so, but she wasinto it now.

"Didribution of the awards followsacyclica pattern, with academic ingtitutions, research labs, and commercia
corporations aternating, the next one being a corporation, which gives us an advantage, and" —she switched to adiffe
spreadsheet—"there is a definite bias toward scientists west of the Mississippi, which isaso an advantage, and abiast
the biologica sciences. | haven't determined the specific areayet, but | should have that part of the profile by tomorrow

All of which sounded suspicioudly like science on demand. | looked a Bennett to see what he thought about al tr
he was watching the screen intently, abstractedly, asif he'd forgotten we were there.

Will, of course he wasinterested. Why wouldn't he be? If he could win the Niebnitz Grant, he could go back to 1
Loue River to work on chaos theory and forget dl about forms and Hip and the uncertainties of funding.

Except science doesn't work like that. Y ou can't handicap significant breakthroughs like they were ahorserace.

But thiswouldn't be the first time somebody'd convinced himsdlf of something that wasn't true where money was
involved. Take the stock market fad of the late twenties. Or the Dutch tulip craze of the 1600s. In 1634, the prices of
that were fancier or prettier or rarer than others started going up, and suddenly everybody—merchants, princes, peasa
brothers, ssters, husbands, wives—was buying and sdlling bulbs like mad. Prices skyrocketed, speculators made fortur
overnight, and people hocked their wooden shoes and the dike to buy abulb that might cost as much as twelve annua
incomes. And then for no reason, the market collapsed, and it was just like October 29, 1929, only with no skyscraper
windows for Dutch stockholdersto fling themsalves out of.

Not to mention chain letters, pyramid schemes, and the Floridaland boom.

"The other factor that needs to be considered isthe name of the grant,” Aliciawas saying. "Niebnitz may refer eitt
Ludwig Niebnitz, who was an obscure eighteenth-century botani<t, or to Karl Niebnitz von Drull, who lived in
fifteenth-century Bavaria If it's Ludwig, that would account for the biological bias. VVon Drull was more famous. His ar

achemy.”

"l haveto go," | said, standing up. "If I'm going to switch my fads project to changing lead into gold, I'll need to g
busy," and | walked out.

Bennett followed meout into the hall. "Thanksfor bringing the funding form.”

"We haveto stick together againgt the forces of Hip,” | said. "Have you met her new assstant?’



"Yeah, she'sgreat,” he said. "1 wonder whatever possessed her to take ajob like this?"
"NIEBNITZ may aso be an acronym,” Aliciasaid from the doorway. "In which case—"

| took my leave and went back up to my lab.

Flip was there, typing something on my computer. "How would you describe me?* she asked.

I looked around the lab. It was spotless. Shirl had cleaned off the lab tables and put dl my clippingsin folders. In
aphabetical order.

Inescapable, | thought. Impacted. "Inextricable,” | said.
"That sounds good,” she said. "Doesit have two ks or one?’
dr. spock [1945-65]

Child carefad, inspired by the pediatrician's book, Baby and Child Care, growing interest in psychology, and th
fragmentation of the extended family. Spock advocated a more permissive approach than previous child care books an
advised flexibility in feeding schedules and attention to child development, advice which far too many parents misinterpr
as|etting the child do whatever it wanted. Died out when thefirst generation of Dr. Spock-raised children became teen
grew their hair down to their shoulders, and began blowing up adminigtration buildings.

Wednesday | went to the birthday party. I'd arranged to leave early and was putting on my coat when Hip douct
wearing alaced bodice and duct-tape-decorated jeans, and handed me a piece of paper.

"] don't havetimefor any petitions,” | said.

"It'snot apetition,” she said, tossng her hair. "It'samemo about the funding forms.”

The memo said the funding forms were due on the twenty-third, which | dready knew.

"Y ou're supposed to turn theforminto me.”

| nodded and handed it back to her. "Take thisdown to Dr. O'Reilly'slab," | said, pulling on my gloves.
Shesighed. "He's never there. HEsdwaysin Dr. Turnbull's [ab."

"Thentakeit to Dr. Turnbull'slab."

"They're dwaystogether. He's completely raved about her, you know."

No, | thought, I didn't know that.

"They're dways gitting at the computer together. | don't know what she seesin him. He's completely svarb,” Hig
picking at the duct tape on the back of her hand. "Maybe she can make him not so fashion-impaired.”

And if shedoes, | thought irritatedly, there goes his nonfadness, and I'll never figure out why he wasimmuneto th
"What does sophisticated mean?' Hip asked.

"Cosmopoalitan,” | said, "but you're not," and left for the party. The westher had turned colder. We usudly get one
snowstorm in October, and it looked like the weather was gearing up for it.

Ginawas nearly hysterical by thetime | got there. Y ou won't believe what Brittany decided she wanted after | s
couldn't have Barney," she said, pointing to the decorations, which were apink that bore no relation to postmodern.



"Barbiel" Brittany shouted. She waswearing aLittle Mermaid dress and bright pink hair wraps. "Did you bring rr
present?’

The other little girlswere dl wearing Pocahontas pinafores except for a sweet little blonde named Peyton, who w
wearing aLion King jumper and light-up sneskers.

"Areyou married?' Peyton's mother said to me.

"No," | said.

She shook her head. " So many guys have intimacy issues these days. Peyton, we're not opening presents yet.”
"Areyou dating anyone?"' Lindsay's mother said.

"We're going to open presents later, Brittany," Ginasaid. "First wered| going to play agame. Bethany, it's Britta
birthday."

She atempted agame involving baloons with pink Barbies on them and then gave up and let Brittany open her
presents.

"Open Sandy'sfirgt," Ginasaid, handing her the book. "No, Caitlin, these are Brittany's presents.”
Brittany ripped the paper off Toads and Diamonds and looked at it blankly.

"That was my favoritefairy talewhen | waslittle" | said. "It's about a girl who meets agood fairy, only she doesn
know it because the fairy'sin disguise—" but Brittany had aready tossed it aside and was ripping open aBarbie doll in
glittery dress.

"Totdly Hair Barbie!" she shrieked.

"Mine" Peyton said, and made a grab that |eft Brittany holding nothing but Barbiesarm.
"She broke Totally Hair Barbiel" Brittany waliled.

Peyton's mother stood up and said camly, "Peyton, | think you need atime-out.”

| thought Peyton needed agood swat, or at least to have Totaly Hair Barbie taken away from her and given bacl
Brittany, but instead her mother led her to the door of Gina's bedroom. ™Y ou can come out when you're in control of y«
feelings," she said to Peyton, who looked like she wasin control to me.

"l can't believeyou're ftill using time-outs,” Chelseels mother said. "Everybody's using holding now."

"Holding?" | asked.

"Y ou hold the child immobile on your lgp until the negative behavior stops. It produces afedling of interceptive sa
"Redly," | said, looking toward the bedroom door. | would have hated trying to hold Peyton against her will.
"Holding's been totdly abandoned,” Lindsay's mother said. "We use EE."

"EE?' | sad.

"Esteem Enhancement,” Lindsay's mother said. "'EE addresses the positive periphera behavior no matter how neg
the primary behavior is"

"Pogitive periphera behavior?' Ginasaid dubioudy.



"When Peyton took the Barbie away from Brittany just now,” Lindsay's mother said, obvioudy delighted to expla
"you would have said, 'My, Peyton, what an assertive grip you have." "

Brittany opened Swim 'n' Dive Barbie, Stick 'n' Peel Barbie, Barbi€'s City Nights cycle, and an elaborately coiffe
veiled Barbie in awedding dress. "Romantic Bride Barbie," Brittany said, transported.

"Can we have cake now?" Lindsay said, and Peyton must have had her little ear to the door because she opened
looking not particularly contrite, said, "I fed better about mysdf now," and climbed up to thetable.

"No cake," Ginasad. "Too much cholesterol. Frozen yogurt and Snapple,” and dl thelittle girls came running asi
they'd heard the Pied Piper'sflute.

Themothersand | picked up wrapping paper and ribbon, checking carefully for siray Barbie high hedsand
microscopic accessories. Danidle's mother smoothed down Romantic Bride Barbi€'s net overskirt. "1 wonder if Lisad |
dresslikethis" shesad. "She'strying to talk Eric into getting married sometime this summer.”

"Are you going to be her matron of honor?' Chelsea's mother asked. "What colorsis she going to have?’
" She hasn't decided. Black and whiteisredly in, but she dready did that the last time she got married.”
"Pogtmodern pink," | said. "It'sthe new color for spring.”

"l look washed out in pink," Daniellés mother said. "And she's il got to talk him into it. He says, why can't they
live together?'

Lindsay's mother picked up Romantic Bride Barbie and began fluffing up her bouffant deeves. 'l dwayssad I'dt
get married again, after that jerk Matt," she said. "But | don't know, lately I've been feding sort of ... | don't know..."

Itch?1 thought.
The phone rang, and Ginawent into the bedroom to get it, and everybody €l se adjourned to the kitchen.

There was a shriek from the kitchen, and everybody went in to enhance esteem. | picked up Romantic Bride Bar
and looked at the pink net rosebuds and white satin flounces, marveling. Barbiesafad that should have lasted, at the v
for two seasons. Even the Shirley Temple doll had only been afad for three.

Instead, Barbieswdl into her thirties and more of afad than ever, even in these days of feminism and
non-gender-biased child-rearing. She'd be the perfect thing to study for what causes fads, but | wasn't sure | wanted to
know. Barbie's one of those fads whose popularity makesyou lose dl faith in the human race.

Ginacame out of the bedroom. "It'sfor you," she said, looking speculatively at me. "Y ou can take it in the bedroc
| put down Romantic Bride Barbie and stood up.

"It's my birthday!" Brittany shrieked.

"My, Peyton," Lindsay's mother said, "what a creative thing to do with your frozen yogurt.”

Ginahurried into the kitchen, and | went into the bedroom.

It was donein violets, with apurple cordless phone. | picked it up.

"Howdy," Billy Ray sad. "Guesswhere|'m cdling from?"

"How did you find out | was here?’



"| caled HiTek, and your assstant told me.”

"Flip gave you the number?' | said. "Correctly?'

"l don't know what her name was. Raspy voice. Coughed alot.”

Shirl. She must be putting some more of Alicias dataon my computer.

"Wdl, so, listen, I'm on my way through the Rockies right now and—hang on. Tunnd coming up. Call you back
soon as I'mthrough it." There was ahum, and aclick.

I hung up the phone and sat there on Gina's violet-covered bed, wondering how Billy Ray ever got any ranching ¢
when he was never at the ranch, and pondering the apped of Barbie.

Part of it must be that she's been able to incorporate other fads over the years. In the mid-sixties, Barbie had iror
hair and Carnaby Street clothes, in the seventies granny dresses, in the eighties leotards and leg warmers.

Nowadays there are astronaut Barbies and management Barbies, and even adoctor, though it's hard to imagine E
making it through junior high, let done medica schoal.

Billy Ray had apparently forgotten al about me, and so had Peyton's mother. She opened the door, said, "...and |
you to stay in timeout until you've decided to relate to your peers,” and ushered in afrozen yogurt-covered Peyton.

Neither of them saw me, especialy not Peyton, who flung herself against the door, red-faced and whimpering, an
then, when it was apparent that wasn't going to work, dropped to her hands and knees next to the bed and pulled out &
and crayons.

She sat down cross-legged in the middle of the floor, opened the box of crayons, selected a pink one, and began
draw.

"Hi," | said, and was happy to see her jump afoot. "What are you doing?'
"Y ou're not supposed to talk in atime-out,” she said righteoudly.
Y ou're not supposed to color either, | thought, wishing Billy Ray would remember he was calling me back.

She selected agreen crayon and bent over the tablet, drawing earnestly. | moved the phone around to the other
the bed so | could see the picture.

"What are you drawing?" | asked. "A butterfly?"

Sheralled her eyes. "No-0-0," shesad. "It'sagtory.”

"A gory?' | sad, tilting my head around to see it better. "About what?"

"About Barbie." She sighed, adead ringer for Flip, and chose abright blue crayon.

Why do only the awful things become fads? | thought. Eye-rolling and Barbie and bread pudding. Why never chc
cheesecake or thinking for yoursaf?

| looked more closely at the picture. It looked more like aMandelbrot diagram than astory. It appeared to be s
sort of map, or maybe a diagram, with many lines of tiny lavender stars and pink zigzag symbolsintersecting acrossthe
paper. Peyton had obvioudy been working on it during anumber of time-outs.

"What'sthis?' | said, pointing a arow of purple zigzags.



"See," she said, bringing the tablet and the crayons up onto my lap, "Barbie went to her Mdibu Beach House" S
drew a scaloped blue line above the zigzags. "It's very far. They had to go in her Jaguar.”

"And that'sthisline?" | said, pointing a the blue scalops.

"No-0-0," shesad, irritated at al these interruptions. "That's to show what she was wearing. See, when she goes
Malibu Beach House she wears her blue hat. So they al got to the Mdibu Beach House," she said, walking her crayon
doll across the paper, "and Barbie said, 'Let's go swimming,' and | said, 'Okay, let's,’ and..." There was a pause while F
found an orange crayon. "And Barbie said, 'Let'sgo!" and we went swimming.” She began drawing arow of rapid side

zigzegs
"Isthat her swvimming suit?" | asked.
"No-0-0," shesaid. "That's Barbie."
Barbie?| thought, wondering what the symbolism of the zigzagswas. Of course. Barbie's high hedls.

"So the next day," Peyton said, selecting yellow orange and drawing spiky suns, "Barbie said, 'L et's go shopping,
said, 'Okay, let's,' and she said, 'L et's ride our mopeds,’ and | said—"

Billy Ray came out of histunnel, and | got the phone switched on dmost beforeit rang. " So you're on your way
Denver?' | said.

"Nope. Other direction. Durango. Conference on teleconferences. | got to thinking about you and thought I'd call
you ever get to hankering for something besides what you're doing?'

"Yes," | sad fervently, reading the names of the crayons Peyton had discarded. Periwinkle. Screamin' green. Cen
blue

"—so Barbie said, 'Hi, Ken,' and Ken said, 'Hi, Barbie, want to go on adate? " Peyton said, busily drawing line
"Metoo," Billy Ray said. "I've been thinking, isthisredly what | want?"

"Didn't the shegp work out?"

"The Targhees? No, they're doing fine. It's thiswhole ranching thing. It's so isolated.”

Except for the fax and the net and the cell phone, | thought.

"...50 Barbie said, 'l don't want to bein time-out, " Peyton said, wielding ablack crayon. " 'Okay,’ Barbie's mom
'you don't haveto.'"

"Doyou ever get tofeding...," Billy Ray said, "...kinda... | don't know what to call it..."

| do, | thought. Itch. And does that mean this unsettled, dissatisfied feding is some sort of fad, too, like tattoos an
violets? And if so, how did it get Sarted?

| sat up Straighter on the bed. "When exactly did you start having thisfeding?' | asked him, but there was aready
ominous hum from the cell phone.

"Ancther tunnel,” Billy Ray said. "Well talk about it some more when | get back. I've got something | want to—"
the phone went dead.

Lindsay's mother had talked about feding itch, and so had Flip, that day in the coffeehouse, and | had felt so vagL
longing I'd gone out with Billy Ray. Had | spread the fedling on to him, like some kind of virus, and was that how fads



Sporeed, by infection?
"Y our turn," Peyton said, holding out a neon-red crayon. Radical red.

"Okay," | said, taking the crayon. " So Barbie decided to go to..." | drew aline of radical red high hedls across the
scallops. "...the barbershop. '| want my hair bobbed,’ she said to the barber.” | started aline of aquamarine scissors. "A
the barber said, 'Why? And Barbie said, 'Because everybody elseisdoing it." So the barber chopped off Barbie'shair
and—"

"No-0," Peyton said, grabbing the aguamarine away from me and handing me laser lemon. "This isCut 'n’ Curl
Barbie"

"Oh," | said. "Okay. So the barber said, 'But somebody had to do it first, and they couldn't do it because everyb
esewasdoing it, so why did they —"

Therewas a sound at the door, and Peyton snatched the laser lemon out of my hand, flipped the tablet shut, stow
them both under the bed with amazing speed, and was sitting on the edge of it with her hands folded in her 1ap when he
mother opened the door.

"Peyton, we're watching avideo now. Do—" she said, and stopped when she saw me. "Y ou didn't talk to Peyton
shewasin her timeout, did you?'

"Not aword,” | said.
She turned back to Peyton. Do you think you can exhibit positive peer behavior now?"

Peyton nodded wisdly and tore out of the room, her mother following. | put the phone back on the nightstand anc
started after her, and then stopped and recovered the tablet from its hiding place and looked at it again.

It wasamap, in spite of what Peyton had said. A combination map and diagram and picture, with an amazing am
of information packed onto one page: location, time e gpsed, outfitsworn. An amazing amount of data

And it intersected in interesting ways, the lines crossing and recrossing to form elaborate intersections, radica red
changing to lavender and orange in overlay. Barbie only rode her moped in the lower half of the picture, and there was.
knot of starsin one corner. A gatistical anomaly?

| wondered if adiagram-map-story like thiswould work for my twenties data. 1'd tried maps and Statistical chart:
computational models, but never all three together, color-coded for date and vector and incidence. If | put it al togethe
what kinds of patternswould emerge?

Therewas ashriek from the living room. "It's my birthday!" Brittany wailed.

| tucked the tablet back under the bed.

"My, Peyton,” Lindsay's mother said. "Wheat a cregtive way to show your need for attention.”
pyrography [1900-05]

Craft fad in which designs were burned into wood or lesther with a hot iron. Flowers, birds, horses, and knightsi
armor were branded onto pin cases, pen trays, glove boxes, pipe racks, playing card cases, and other smilarly useless!
Died out becauseits ability threshold was too high. Everyone's horses looked like cows.

Thursday the weeather got worse. It was spitting snow when | got to work, and by lunch it was afull-blown blizza
Flip had managed to break both copy machines, so | gathered up my flagpole-sitting clippings to be copied a Kinko's,



| walked out to my car | decided they could wait, and | scuttled back to the building, my head down against the snow. .
practicaly raninto Shirl.

She was huddled next to aminivan, smoking acigarette. She had a brown mitten on the hand that wasn't holding
cigarette, her coat collar was turned up, amuffler was wrapped around her chin, and she was shivering.

"Shirl!" | shouted againg thewind. "What are you doing out here?'

She clumsily fished a piece of paper out of her coat pocket with her mittened hand and handed it to me. It was al
declaring the entire building smoke-free.

"Hip," | said, shaking snow off the dready wet memo. "She's behind this." | crumpled the memo up and threw it
ground. "Don't you haveacar?' | said.

She shook her head, shivering. "I get arideto work.”

"Youcandgtinmy car," | said, and thought of a better place. "Comeon." | took hold of her arm. "I know somepl
you can smoke."

"Thewhole building's been declared off-limitsto smoking," she said, ressting.
"Thisplaceisntinthebuilding,” | said.

She stubbed out her cigarette. "Thisisakind thing to do for an old lady," she said, and we both scuttled back to1
building through the driving snow.

We stopped insde the door to shake the snow off and take off our hats. Her |eathery face was bright red with co
"Y ou don't haveto do this," she said, unwrapping her muffler.

"When you've spent as much time studying fads as | have, you develop ahearty didike for them,” | said. "Epecia
averson fads. They seem to bring out theworst in people. And it'sthe principle of the thing. Next it might be chocolate
cheesecake. Or reading. Come on.”

| led her down the hall. "This place won't be warm, but it'll be out of the wind, and you won't get snowed on, &t I
And this antismoking fad should be dying out by spring. It's reaching the extreme stage that inevitably produces a backl:

"Prohibition lasted thirteen years."

"Thelaw did. Thefad didn't. McCarthyism only lasted four." | started down the stairsto Bio.
"Where exactly isthis place?' Shirl asked.

"It'sDr. ORellly'slab," | sad. "It'sgot a porch out back with an overhang."

"And you're sure hewon't mind?'

"I'msure” | said. "He never pays any attention to what other people think."

"He soundslike an extraordinary young man,” Shirl said, and | thought, Heredlly is.

Hedidn' fit any of the usua patterns. He certainly wasn't arebd, refusing to go along with fadsto assert his
individuaity. Rebellion can be afad, too, as withess Hell's Angel s and peace symbols. And yet he wasn't oblivious eithe
was funny and intelligent and observant.

| tried to explain that to Shirl aswe went downgtairsto Bio. "It isn't that he doesn't care what other people think.



just that he doesn't see what it hasto do with him.”

"My physicsteacher used to say Diogenes shouldn't have wasted histime looking for an honest man,” Shirl said, *
should have been looking for somebody who thought for himself."

| started down Bio's hdl, and it suddenly occurred to methat Aliciamight bein thelab. "Wait hereasec,” | said
Shirl, and peeked in the door. "Bennett?'

He was hunched over his desk, practicaly hidden by papers.

"Can Shirl smoke out on the porch?" | said.

"Sure" he said without looking up.

| went out and got Shirl.

"Y ou can smokein hereif you want," Bennett said when we camein.

"No, she can't. HiTek's made the whole building nonsmoking,” | said. "I told her she could smoke out on the porc
"Sure" hesaid, standing up. "Fed free to come down here anytime. I'm always here."

"Oh?" Shirl said. "Y ou work on your project even during lunch?"

Hetold her he didn't have a project to work on and he had to wait for his funding to be approved before he coul
his macaques, but | wasn't paying attention. | was looking at what he was wearing.

Flip had been right about Bennett. He was wearing awhite shirt and a Cerenkhov bluetie.
"I've been working on this chaos thing,” he said, straightening thetie.

"Did Alicia decide chaos theory was the optimum project to win the Niebnitz Grant?' | said, and couldn't keep th
sharpness out of my voice.

"No," he said, frowning a me. "When she was talking about variables the other day, it gave me an idea about why
prediction rate didn't improve. So | refigured the data.”

"Anddidit help?' | said.

"No," he said, looking absiracted, the way he had when Aliciad been talking. "The morework | do on it, the mol
think maybe Verhoest was right, and there is an outside force acting on the system.” He said to Shirl, "Y ou're probably
interested in this. Here, let me show you wherethe porchis." He led her through the habitat to the back door. "When i
macaques come, you'll have to go around the side.” He opened the door, and snow and wind whirled in. " Are you sure
don't want to smokeinside? Y ou could stand in the door. Leave the door open at |east S0 there's some heat.”

"l wasbornin Montana," she said, wrapping her muffler around her neck as shewent out. "Thisisamild summer
breeze," but | noticed she |eft the door open.

Bennett came back in, rubbing hisarms. "Brr, it'sfreezing out there. What's the matter with people? Sending an
lady out in the snow in the name of mord righteousness. | suppose Hip wasbehind it."

"Hipisbehind everything." | looked at the littered desk. "I guess|'d better let you get back to work. Thanksfor le
Shirl smoke down here.”

"No, wait," he said. "I had acouple of things | wanted to ask you about the funding form." He scrabbled through



stuff on his desk and came up with the form. He flipped through pages, looking. " Page fifty-one, section eight. What do
Documentation Scatter Method mean?'

"Y ou're supposed to put down ALR-Augmented,” | said.
"Wheat does that mean?"
"l have noidea. It'swhat Ginatold meto put.”

He penciled it in, shaking his head. "These funding forms are going to be the death of me. | could have done the
inthetimeit'staken meto fill out thisform. HiTek wants usto win the Niebnitz Grant, to make scientific breakthroughs
name me one scientist who ever made asignificant breakthrough whilefilling out afunding form. Or attending ameeting.

"Menddesv," Shirl sad.

We both turned around. Shirl was standing inside the door, shaking snow off her hat. "Mendeleev was on hiswa
cheesemaking conference when he solved the problem of the periodic chart,” she said.

"That'sright, he was," Bennett said. "He stepped on the train and the solution cameto him, just like that."

"Like Poincaré," | said. "Only he stepped on abus."

"And discovered Fuchsian functions," Bennett said.

"Kekuléwas on abus, too, wasn't he, when he discovered the benzenering," Shirl said thoughtfully. "In Ghent."
"Hewas," | said, surprised. "How do you know so much about science, Shirl?"

"1 have to make copies of so many scientific reports, | figured | might aswell read them,” she said. "Didn't Eingtel
at the town clock from abus while he was working on relativity ?*

"A bus" | said. "Maybethat'swhat you and | need, Bennett. We take abus someplace and suddenly everything'
clear—you know what's wrong with your chaos dataand | know what caused hair-bobbing."

"That soundslike agreet idea,” Bennett said. "Let's—"

"Oh, good, you're here, Bennett,” Aliciasaid. "1 need to talk to you about the grant profile. Shirl, make five copie
this" She dumped astack of papersinto Shirl'sarms. " Collated and stapled. And thistime don't put them on my desk.
them in my mailbox." She turned back to Bennett. "I need you to help me come up with additiona relevant factors.”

"Transportation,” | said, and started for the door. "And cheese."
ironing hair [1965-68]

Hair fad inspired by Joan Baez, Mary Travers, and other folksingers. Part of the hippie fad, thelank look of long
straight hair was harder to obtain than the mal€'s generd shagginess. Beauty parlors gave "antiperms,” but the preferred
method among teenagers was laying their heads on the ironing board and pressing their locks with aclothesiron. Theirc
was done afew inches at atime by afriend (who hopefully knew what she was doing), and college girlslined up in dort
takether turns.

During the next few days, nothing much happened. The smplified funding alocation formswere due on the
twenty-third, and, after donating yet another weekend to filling them out, | gave mineto Flip to deliver and then thought
of it and took it up to Paperwork mysdif.

The weether turned nice again, Elainetried to talk me into going white-water rafting with her to relieve stress, Sar



told me her boyfriend, Ted, was experiencing attachment averson, Ginaasked meif | knew where to find Romantic Br
Barbie for Bethany (who had decided she wanted one just like Brittany's and whose birthday wasin November), and |
three overdue notices for Browning, The Complete Works.

In between, | finished entering all my King Tut and black bottom data and started drawing aBarbie picture. | did
have abox of sixty-four crayons, but there was a paintbox on the computer. | called it up, dong with my statistical and
differentia equations programs, and started coding the correlations and plotting the relationships to each other. | graphe
skirt lengthsin cerulean blue, cigarette sdlesin gray, plotted lavender regressions for 1sadora Duncan and yellow onesft
temps above eighty-five. White for Irene Cagtle, radical red for references to rouge, brown for "Bernice Bobs Her Hair

Fip camein periodicdly to hand me petitions and ask me questionslike, "If you had afairy godmother, what wot
look like?!

"Anoldlady,” | sad, thinking of Toads and Diamonds, "or abird, or something ugly, like atoad. Fairy godmoth
disguise themsalves so they can tdll if you're deserving of help by whether you're nice to them. What do you need one ft¢

Sherolled her eyes. "Y ou're not supposed to ask interdepartmental communications liaisons persona questions. |
they're in disguise, how do you know to be nice to them?”

"Y ou're supposed to be nicein generd—" | said and redlized it was hopeless. "What's the petition for?"
"It'sto make HiTek give us dentd insurance, of course,” she said.

Of course,

"Y ou don't think it's my assistant, do you?' Hip said. "She'san old lady."

| handed her back the petition. "I doubt very much that Shirl isyour fairy godmother in disguise.”
"Good," shesad. "Theré'sno way I'm going to be nice to somebody who smokes."

| didn't see Bennett, who was busy preparing for the arrival of his macaques, or Shirl, who was doing al Hip'swi
but | did see Alicia. She came up to the lab, wearing po-mo pink, and demanded to borrow my computer.

"Hip'susng ming" shesad irately, "and when | told her to get off, she refused. Have you ever met anyone who
that rude?’

That was atough one. "How's the search for the Philosopher's Stone going?' | said.

"I've definitely diminated circumdtantia predisposition asacriterion,” she said, shifting my datato thelab table. "'C
two Niebnitz Grant recipients have ever made a significant scientific breakthrough subsequent to their winning of the an
And I've narrowed down the project approach to a cross-discipline-designed experiment, but | till haven't determined
persond profile. I'm still evauating the variables™ She popped my disk out and shoved her owniin.

"Have you taken disease into account?' | said.
Shelooked irritated. " Disease?"

"Diseases have played abig part in scientific breakthroughs. Eingtein's mead es, Mendeleev's lung trouble, Darwir
hypochondria. The bubonic plague. They closed down Cambridge because of it, and Newton had to go back hometo
apple orchard.”

"l hardly see—"

"And what about their shooting skills?*



"If you'retrying to be funny—"

"Heming'srifle-shooting skillswerewhy St. Mary'swanted him to stay on after he graduated as a surgeon. They
needed him for the hospitd rifle team, only there wasn't an opening in surgery, so they offered him ajob in microbiology

"And what exactly does Heming haveto do with the Niebnitz Grant?"

"Hewas circumgtantially predisposed to significant scientific breskthroughs. What about their exercise habits? Jar
Watt solved the steam engine problem while he was taking awak, and William Rowan Hamilton—"

Aliciasnatched up her papers and gected her disk. "I'll use someone ese's computer,” shesaid. "It may interest y
know that satistically, fad research has absolutely no chanceat al.”

Yes, well, | knew that. Particularly the way it was going right now. Not only did my diagram not look nearly asg
Peyton's, but no butterfly outlines had appeared. Except the Marydae, Ohio, one, which was not only still there, but he
been reinforced by the rolled-down stockings and crossword puzzle data.

But there was nothing for it but to keep dogging through the crocodile- and tsetse fly-infested tributaries. | calcul:
prediction intervals on Couésm and the crossword puzzle, and then started feeding in the related hairstyle data.

I couldn't find the clippings on the marcel wave. I'd given them to Hip aweek and ahalf ago, aong with the ange
and the personal ads. And hadn't seen any of it Since.

| sorted through the stacks next to the computer on the off chance she'd brought it back and just dumped it
somewhere, and then tracked Hip down in Supply, making long strands of Desideratals hair into hair wraps.

"The other day | gave you abunch of stuff to copy,” | said to FHip. "There were some articles about angelsand al
of clippings aout hair-bobbing. What did you do with them?”

Hip rolled her eyes. "How would | know?"'

"Because | gave them to you to copy. Because | need them, and they're not in my lab. There were some clipping
about marce waves," | perssted. "Remember? The wavy hairdo you liked?' | made a series of crimping motions next t
hair, hoping she'd remember, but she was wrapping Desderata's wrappers with duct tape. "There was a page of perso
ads, too."

That clearly rang abdll. She and Desiderata exchanged looks, and she said, " So now you're accusing me of stedli
"Seding?' | said blankly. Angd articles and marce wave clippings?

"They're public, you know. Anybody canwritein.”

| had no ideawhat she was talking about. Public?

"Just because you circled him doesn't mean he's yours." She yanked on Desiderata's hair. Desiderata yel ped. "Be
you aready have that rodeo guy.”

The persondls, | thought, the light dawning. We're talking about the persond ads. Which explained her asking me
about elegant and sophisticated. "Y ou answered one of the persond ads?' | said.

"Likeyou didn't know. Like you and Darrdl didn't have abig laugh over it," she said, and flung down the duct tg
ran out of the room.

| looked at Desiderata, who wastrailing along ragged end of duct tape from the hair wrap. "What wasthat all ab
| said.



"Heliveson Vamont," shesad.

"And?' | said, wishing | understood at least something that was said to me.
"Hip lives south of Basdine."

| was till looking blank.

Desderatasghed. "Don't you get it? She's geographicdly incompatible.”

Sheaso hasan i on her forehead, | thought, which somebody |ooking for eegant and sophisticated must have fol
daunting. "His name's Darrell?" | asked.

Desiderata nodded, trying to wind the end of the duct tape around her hair. "He'sadentist.”
The crown, | thought. Of course.
"l think he'stotaly swarb, but Flip redly likeshim."

It was hard to imagine Flip liking anyone, and we were getting off the main issue. She had taken the personal ads
done what with the rest of the articles?™Y ou don't know where she might have put my marce wave clippings, do you?’

"Gosh, no," Desideratasaid. "Did you look in your lab?!

| gave up and went down to the copy room to try to find them myself. Flip apparently never copied anything. The
were huge piles on both sides of the copier, on top of the copier lid, and on every flat surface in the room, including twc
waist-high piles on the floor, stacked in layerslike sedimentary rock formations.

| sat down cross-legged on the floor and started through them: memos, reports, ahundred copies of a sengtivity
exercisethat sarted with "Ligt five thingsyou like about HiTek," aletter marked URGENT and dated July 6, 1988.

| found some notes I'd taken on Pet Rocks and the receipt from somebody's paycheck, but no marcel waves. |
scooted over and started on the next stack.

"Sandy," aman's voice said from the door.

| looked up. Bennett was standing there. Something was clearly wrong. His sandy hair was awry and hisface wa
under hisfreckles.

"What isit?' | said, scrambling to my feet.

He gestured, alittlewildly, at the sheaf of papersin my hand. "Y ou didn't find my funding alocation application ir
didyou?'

"Y our funding dlocation form?' | said bewilderedly. "It had to be turned in Monday."

"l know," he said, raking his hand through hishair. "I did turnitin. | gaveit to Hip."

4,

rapids

| suppose God could have made asillier anima than a sheep, but it isvery certain that He never did....

dorothy sayers



jitterbug [1938-45]

Dance fad of World War 11, involving fancy footwork and athletic moves. Danced to big-band swing tunes,
jitterbuggers flung their partners over their backs, under their legs, and into the air. GIs spread the jitterbug overseas
wherever they were stationed. Replaced by the cha-cha.

Catastrophes can sometimes lead to scientific breakthroughs. A contaminated culture and anear drowning led to
discovery of penicillin, ruined photographic plates to the discovery of X rays. Take Mendeleev. Hiswhole life was asa
catastrophes: Helived in Siberia, hisfather went blind, and the glassfactory his mother started to make ends meet after
father died burned to the ground. But it wasthat fire that made his mother moveto St. Petersburg, where Mendeleev w
able to study with Bunsen and, eventualy, come up with the periodic table of the e ements.

Or take James Christy. He had amore minor catastrophe to deal with: a broken Star Scan machine. Hed just tal
picture of Pluto and was getting ready to throw it away because of a clearly wrong bulge at the edge of the planet wher
Star Scan (obviously made by the same company as HiTek's copy machines) crashed.

Instead of throwing the photographic plate away, Christy had to cdl the repairman, who asked Christy to wait in
he needed help. Christy stood around for awhile and then took another, harder look at the bulge and decided to check
of the earlier photographs. The very first one he found was marked "Pluto image. Elongated. Plate no good. Reject.” Hs
compared it to the onein hishand. The plates |ooked the same, and Christy redlized he was|ooking not at ruined pictur
but at amoon of Pluto.

On the whole, though, catastrophes are just catastrophes. Likethisone.

Management cares about only one thing. Paperwork. They will forgive dmost anything € se—cost overruns, gros
incompetence, criminal indictments—as|ong as the paperwork's filled out properly. Andin ontime.

"Y ou gave your funding alocation formto Flip?" | said, and wasinstantly sorry.
Hewent even pder. "I know. Stupid, huh?
"Y our monkeys," | said.

"My ex-monkeys. | will not be teaching them the HulaHoop." He went over to the stack 1'd just been through an
darted throughiit.

"I've aready been through those," | said. "It'snot in there. Did you tell Management Hip lost it?"

"Yes," hesaid, picking up the papers on top of the copier. "Management said Hip says she turned in al the applic
people gave her."

"Andthey believed her?' | said. Well, of course they believed her. They'd believed her when she said she neede
assgant. "Isanybody dsgsform missng?'

"No," he said grimly. "Of the three people stupid enough to et Flip turn their formsin, I'm the only one whose fori
logt."

"Maybe...." | said.

"| dready asked them. | can't redoit and turnitinlate." He set down the stack, picked it up, and started through
agan.

"Look," | said, taking it from him. "Let'stake thisin an orderly fashion. Y ou go through these piles.” | set it next tc
stack 1'd gone through. " Stacks we've looked through on this side of theroom." | handed him one of the worktable ta



"Stuff we haven't on thisside. Okay?'
"Okay," hesaid, and | thought alittle of his color came back. He picked up the top of the stack.

| started through the recycling bin, into which somebody (very probably Flip) had dropped ahaf-full can of Cok
grabbed asticky armful of papers, sat down on the floor, and began pulling them apart. It wasn't in the first armload. |
over the bin and grabbed a second, hoping the Coke hadn't trickled al the way to the bottom. It had.

"l knew better than to giveit to Hip," Bennett said, starting on another stack, "but | was working on my chaos the
data, and she told me she was supposed to take them up to Management.”

"Well findit," | said, prying a Coke-gummed page free from the wad. Hafway through the papers| gave ayep.
"Did youfindit?' he said hopefully.

"No. Sorry." | showed him the sticky pages. "It's the marcel wave notes | waslooking for. | gavethemto Flip to
copy.”

The color went completely out of hisface, frecklesand all. " She threw the application away," he said.

"No, shedidn't," | said, trying not to think about al those crumpled hair-bobbing clippingsin my wastebasket the
met Bennett. "It's here somewhere."

It wasn't. Wefinished the stacks and went through them even though it was obvious the form wasn't there.

"Could she haveleftitin your l1ab?' | said when | reached the bottom of the last stack. "Maybe she never made it
therewithit."

He shook hishead. "I've aready been through the whole place. Twice," he said, digging through the wastebasket
"What about your lab? She delivered that package to you. Maybe—"

| hated having to disappoint him. "I just ransacked it. Looking for these." | held up my marce wave dlippings. "It «
bein somebody dse'slab, though." | got up tiffly. "What about Flip? Did you ask her what she did with it?What am |
thinking? ThisisHip we'retalking about.”

He nodded. " She said, 'What funding form? "
"All right,” | said. "We need aplan of attack. Y ou take the cafeteria, and I'll take the staff lounge.”
"The cafeteria?"

"Yes, you know Flip," | said. " She probably misddivered it. Like that package the day | met you," and | felt there
aclue there, something significant not to where hisfunding form might be, but to something else. The thing that had trigg
hair-bobbing? No, that wasn't it. | stood there, trying to hold the fegling.

"What isit?' Bennett said. "Do you think you know whereit is?'

It was gone. "No. Sorry. | wasjust thinking about something else. I'll meet you at the recycling bin over in Chem.,
worry. Well find it," | said cheerfully, but | didn't have much hope that we actualy would. Knowing Flip, she could hav
it anywhere. HiTek was huge. It could be in anybody's lab. Or down in Supply with Desiderata, the patron saint of lost
objects. Or out in the parking lot. "Meet you at the recycling bin."

| started up to the staff lounge and then had a better idea. | went to find Shirl. Shewasin Aliciaslab, typing Nieb
Grant datainto the compurter.



"Hiplost Dr. ORellly'sfunding form," | said without preamble.

| had somehow hoped shewould say, "I know right whereitis," but she didn't. She said, "Oh, dear,” and looked
genuindy upset. "If heleaves, that—" She stopped. "What can | do to hep?!

"Look inhere" | said. "Bennett'sin here alot, and anyplace you can think of where she might have put it."
"But the deadline's padt, isn't it?"

"Yes," | said, angry that she was pointing out the thought I'd been trying to ignore, that Management, sticklersfor
deadlines that they were, would refuse to accept it even if wedid find it, sticky with Coke and obvioudy midaid. "I'll be
the gtaff lounge," | said, and went up to look through the mailboxes.

It wasn't there, or in the stack of old memos on the staff table, or in the microwave. Or in Alicids|ab. "l looked
throughiit,” Shirl said, sticking her head in. "What day did Dr. OReilly giveit to Hip?'

"l don't know," | said. "It was due on Monday."
She shook her head grimly. "That'swhat | was afraid of. The trash comes on Tuesdays and Thursdays.”

| was sorry 1'd brought her into this. | went down to the recycling bin. Bennett was amost dl the way ingdeit, his
dangling in midair. He came up with afistful of papersand an apple core.

| took half the papers, and we went through them. No funding form.

"All right,” | said, trying to sound upbest. "If it'snot in here, it'sin one of the labs. What shall we start with? Cherr
Physcs?'

"It'sno use," Bennett said wearily. He sank back against the bin. "It's not here, and I'm not here for much longer.”

"lsn't there some way to do the project without funding?' | said. "'Y ou've got the habitat and the computer and ca
and everything. Couldn't you substitute |ab rats or something?*

He shook his head. "They're too independent. | need an animal with astrong herd ingtinct.”
What about "The Pied Piper"? 1 thought.
"And even lab rats cost money," he said.

"What about the pound?' | said. "They've probably got cats. No, not cats. Dogs. Dogs have pack behavior, and
pound haslots of dogs."

He was|ooking amost as disgusted as Hip. "I thought you were an expert on fads. Haven't you ever heard of anil
rights?'

"But you're not going to do anything to them. Y ou're just going to observe them,” | said, but hewasright. 1'd forg
about the animd rights movement. They'd never let us use animas from the pound. "What about the other Bio projects:
Maybe you could borrow some of their lab animals.”

"Dr. Kdly'sworking with nematodes, and Dr. Riez isworking with flatworms."
And Dr. Turnbull'sworking on ways to win the Niebnitz Grant, | thought.

"Besdes" hesad, "evenif | had animds, | couldn't feed them. | didn't get my funding form in on time, remember
okay," he said a thelook on my face. "Thisll give me a chance to go back to chaostheory.”



For which thereisn't any funding, | thought, even if you do turn in the forms.
"Well," he said, standing up. "'I'd better go start typing my resume.”
Helooked at me serioudy. "Thanks again for helping me. | mean it." He started down the hall.

"Dont giveup yet," | said. "I'll think of something." Thisfrom someone who couldn't figure out what had caused tl
angdsfad, let done hair-bobbing.

He shook his head. "We're up against FHip here. It's bigger than both of us."
chain letters[spring 1935]

Moneymaking fad which involved sending adimeto the name at the top of alist, adding your name to the botton
sending five copies of the letter to friends, who, hopefully, were as gullible as you were. Caused by greed and alack of
understanding of gtatitics, the fad sprang up in Denver, deluging the post office with nearly ahundred thousand letters ¢
It lasted three weeks in Denver, then moved on to Springfield, where dollar and five-dollar chains circulated for afrenzi
two weeks before the inevitable collapse. Mutated into Circle of Gold (1978), which passed the | ettersin person, and
various pyramid schemes.

| watched him go and then went back up to my lab. Fip was there on my computer. "How do you spell adorabl
she asked.

It took al my willpower not to shake her till her i rattled. "What did you do with Dr. ORellly'sfunding form?"

She tossed her assortment of hair appendages. "I told Desideratayou'd take it out on mefor stealing your boyfrice
Whichisnot far. You dready havethat cow guy."”

"Sheep,” | corrected automatically, and then gaped at her. Sheep.

"Tdling an interdepartmental communications liaison who they can writelettersto isharassment,” shesaid, but |
hear her. | was punching in Billy Ray's number.

"Boy, am | glad to hear your voice,” Billy Ray said. "I've been thinking about you alot lately.”
"Could | borrow some sheep?' | said, not listening to him ether.

"Sure," hesaid. "What for?'

"A learning experiment.”

"How many do you need?'

"How many doesit take before they act like aflock?’

"Three. When do you want them?"

Heredly wasavery niceguy. "A couple of weeks" | said. "I'm not sure. | need to check somethingsouit firgt. Li
how big aflock we can have in the paddock.” And | need to get Bennett to agree. And Management.

"Drawing acircle doesn't make somebody somebody's property,” Hip said.

| ran back down to Bio. Bennett wasn't typing up hisresume. He was Sitting on arock in the middle of the habita
looking depressed.

"Ben," | said, "I have apropostion for you."



Hedmost smiled. "Thanks, but—"

"Ligten," | said, "and don't say no till you hear the whole thing. | want usto combine our projects. No, wait, hear |
out. | asked for funding for a higher-memory-capacity computer, but | could use yours. Flip's dways on mine anyway. .
then we could use my funding to buy the food and supplies.”

"That till doesn't solve the problem of the macagues. Unless you asked for an awfully expensive computer.”
"1 have afriend who has a sheep ranch in Wyoming," | said.
"Yeah, | know," he said.

"He'swilling to loan us as many sheep as we need, no cost, we just have to feed them." Helooked like hewas ge
st torefuse, and | hurried on. "'l know sheep don't have the socia organization of macagues, but they do have avery s
following ingtinct. What one of them does, they al want to do. And they withstand cold, so they can be outside.”

He waslooking at me serioudy through histhick glasses.

"l know it's not the project you wanted to do, but it would be something. It would keep you from leaving HiTek,
itll probably only be afew monthstill Management comes up with anew acronym and anew funding procedure, and y
can put in for your macaques again.”

"l don't know anything about sheep.”
"We can do dl the background research while werre waiting for the paperwork to go through.”
"And what do you get out of it, Sandy?' Ben said. " Sheep have their hair bobbed for them."

| couldn't very well tel him | thought hisimmunity to fads was part of the key to where fads came from. "A comp
can run these new diagrams | thought of on,” | said. "And a different perspective. I'm not getting anywhere with my
hair-bobbing project. Richard Feynman said if you're stuck on ascientific problem, you should work on something el se
while. It givesyou adifferent angle on the problem. He took up the bongo drums. And alot of scientists make their mo:
sgnificant scientific breakthroughs when they're working outside their own field. Look at Alfred Wegener, who discove
continental drift. He was ameteorologi<t, not ageologist. And Joseph Black, who discovered carbon dioxide, wasn't a
chemist. Hewas adoctor. Eingtein was a patent officid. Working outside their fields makes scientists see connectionstt
never would have seen before.™

"Umm," Ben said. "And there definitely is a connection between sheep and people who follow fads.”
"Right. Who knows? Maybe the sheep will sart afad.”
"Hagpole-gtting?'

"The crossword puzzle. A three-letter word for alab anima. Ewe." | smiled a him. "And even if they dont, it'll
positive relief to work with them. Except for Mary and her little lamb, sheep have never been afad. So what do you thil

He amiled sadlly. "I think Management will never gofor it."
"Butif they did?"

"If they did, | can't think of anything I'd rather do than work with you. But they won't. And even if they did, it'll ta
monthsto fill out al the paperwork, let donewait for it to go through.”

"Thenit would give us both adifferent perspective. Remember Mende eev and the cheesemaking conference.”



"How do you suggest we go about telling Management your proposition?’ he said.

"Y ou leave that part to me. Y ou go to work on adapting the project to work with sheep. I'll go talk to an expert,”
said, and went up to see Gina.

She was addressing bright pink Barbie invitations. "1 till can't find aRomantic Bride Barbie anywhere. I've cdled
different toy stores.”

| told her what had happened.

She shook her head sadly. "Too bad. | dwaysliked him—even if he didn't have any fashion sense.”
"1 need your help," | said. | told her about combining the projects.

"So he gets your funding and Billy Ray's sheep,” she said. "What do you get out of it?"

"A minor victory over Hip and theforces of chaos” | said. "It isn't fair for himto lose hisfunding just because Hij
incompetent.”

She gave me along, considering look, and then shook her head. "Management'll never go for it. Fird, it'slive-anir
research, which is controversd. Management hates controversy. Second, it's something innovative, which means
Management will hateit on principle.”

"] thought one of the keystones of GRIM wasinnovation.”

"Areyou kidding?If it's new, Management doesn't have aform for it, and Management loves forms amost as mt
they hate controversy. Sorry," shesaid. "'l know you like him." She went back to addressing envelopes.

"If you'll hep me, I'll find Romantic Barbiefor you," | said.

Shelooked up from theinvitations. "It has to be Romantic Bride Barbie. Not Country Bride Barbie or Wedding
Fantasy Barbie."

| nodded. "Isit adeal?'

"] can't guarantee Management will go for it evenif | hep you," she said, shoving theinvitationsto the sde and ha
me anotepad and pencil. "All right, tell me what you were going to tell Management.”

"Well, | thought I'd start by explaining what happened to the funding form—"

"Wrong," shesaid. "They'll know what you're up to in aminute. Y ou tell them you've been working on thisjoint f
thing since the meeting before last, when they said how important staff input and interaction were. Use words like optin
and patterning systems.”

"Okay," | said, taking notes.

"Tell them any number of scientific breakthroughs have been made by scientists working together. Crick and Wet
Penzias and Wilson, Gilbert and Sullivan—"

| looked up from my notes. "Gilbert and Sullivan weren't scientists."

"Management won't know that. And they might recognize the name. Y ou'll need a two-page prospectus of the pr
gods. Put anything you think they'll think is a problem on the second page. They never read the second page.”

"Y ou mean an outline of the project?’ | said, scribbling. "Explaining the experimenta method were going to use a



describing the connection between trends andysis and information diffusion research?’

"No," she said, and turned around to her computer. "Never mind, I'll writeit for you." She began typing rapidly. ™
tell them integrated cross-discipline teaming projects are the latest thing at MIT. Tell them single-person projects are pe
She hit PRINT, and asheet started scrolling through the printer.

"And pay attention to Management's body language. If he taps hisforefinger on the desk, you'rein trouble.”

She handed me the prospectus. It looked suspicioudy like her five al-purpose objectives, which meant it would
probably work.

"And don't wear that." She pointed at my skirt and lab coat. "Y ou're supposed to be dressng down."
"Thanks," | sad. "Do you think thisll do it?"

"Whenit'slive-animal research?' she said. "Are you kidding? Romantic Bride Barbie isthe one with the pink net
roses,”" shesaid. "Oh, and Bethany wants a brunette one."

mah-jongg [1922-24]

American game fad inspired by the ancient Chinesetiles game. As played by Americans, it was a sort of cross be
rummy and dominoesinvolving building wals and then breaking them down, and " catching the moon from the bottom o
sea”" Therewere enthusiastic cals of "Pung!" and "Chow!" and much clattering of ivory tiles. Playersdressed up in Orie
robes (sometimes, if the players were unclear on the concept of China, these were Japanese kimonos) and served tea.
Although superseded by the crossword puzzle craze and contract bridge, mah-jongg continued to be popular among Je
matrons until the 1960s.

| had failed to include dl the variables. It was true that Management val ues paperwork more than anything. Excef
the Niebnitz Grant. | had hardly started into my spiel in Management's white-carpeted office when Management's eyes
and he said, "Thiswould be a cross-discipline project?’

"Yes" | said. "Trends anaysis combined with learning vectorsin higher mammals. And there are certain agpectsc
chaos theory—"

"Chaostheory?' he said, tapping his forefinger on his expensve teak desk.

"Only in the sense that these are nonlinear systems which require adesigned experiment,” | said hadtily. "The emp
isprimarily oninformation diffusion in higher mammals, of which human trends areasubsat.”

"Designed experiment?’ he said eegerly.

"Yes. The practica vaueto HiTek would be better understanding of how information spreads through human soc
and—"

"What wasyour origind fidd?' hecutin.

"Statigtics," | said. "The advantages of using sheep over macagues are—" and never got to finish because Manage
was dready standing up and shaking my hand.

"Thisisexactly thekind of project that GRIM isal about. Interfacing scientific disciplines, implementing initiative.
cooperation to create new workplace paradigms.”

He actudly taksin acronyms, | thought wonderingly, and dmost missed what he said next.

"—exactly the kind of project the Niebnitz Grant Committeeislooking for. | want this project implemented



immediately. How soon can you haveit up and running?*

"l—it—" | sammered. "There's some background research well need to do on sheep behavior. And there are th
live-anima regulaionsthat have to be—"

Hewaved an airy hand. "It'll be our problem to dedl with that. | want you and Dr. O'Rellly to concentrate on that
divergent thinking and scientific senghility. | expect grest things." He shook my hand enthusiagticaly. "HiTek isgoing to
everything we can to cut right through the red tape and get this project on lineimmediately.”

And did.

Permissions were typed up, paperwork waived, and live-anima approvalsfiled for amost before | could get dow
Bio and tell Bennett they'd approved the project.

"What does'on lineimmediately' mean?' he said worriedly. "We haven't done any background research on sheey
behavior, how they interact, what skillsthey're capable of learning, what they eat—"

"Well haveplenty of time" | said. "Thisis Management, remember?”’

Wrong again. Friday Management caled me on the white carpet again and told me the permissions had all been ¢
the live-anima gpprovals approved. "Can you have the sheep here by Monday?"

"Il need to seeif the owner can arrangeit,” | said, hoping Billy Ray couldn't.

He could, and did, though he didn't bring them down himsdf. He was attending avirtua ranching meeting in Lanc
sent instead Migud, who had anose ring, Aussie hat, headphones, and no intention of unloading the sheep.

"Where do you want them?' he said in atone that made me peer under the brim of the Aussie hat to seeif he had
on hisforehead.

We showed him the paddock gate, and he sighed heavily, backed the truck more or less up to it, and then stood
againgt the truck's cab looking put-upon.

"Aren't you going to unload them?' Ben sad findlly.

"Billy Ray told meto ddiver them,"” Migud said. "He didn't say anything about unloading them.”
"Y ou should meet our mail clerk,” | said. ™Y ou're obviousy made for each other.”

He tipped the Aussie hat forward warily. "Where does she live?

Bennett had gone around to the back of the truck and waslifting the bar that held the door shut. ™Y ou don't supp
they'll all come rushing out a once and trample us, do you?' he said.

No. Thethirty or so sheep stood on the edge of the truck bed, bleating and looking terrified.
"Comeon," Ben said coaxingly. "Do you think it'stoo far for them to jump?
"They jumped off adiff in Far from the Madding Crowd," | said. "How can it betoo far?'

Neverthel ess, Ben went to get a piece of plywood for amakeshift ramp, and | went to seeif Dr. Riez, who had ©
an equine experiment before he turned to flatworms, had a hater we could borrow.

It took him forever to find ahalter, and | figured by thetime | got back to thelab it would no longer be needed, b
sheep were dill huddled in the back of the truck.



Ben was|ooking frustrated, and Miguel, up by the front of the truck, was swaying to some unheard rhythm.
"They won't come," Ben said. "I'vetried cdling and coaxing and whistling."
| handed him the halter.

"Maybe if we can get one down the ramp,” he said, "they'll dl follow." Hetook the halter and went up the ramp. *
out of theway in case they all make amad dash.”

He reached to dip the halter over the nearest sheep's head, and there was amad dash, dl right. To the rear of the
truck.

"Maybe you could pick one up and carry it off,” | said, thinking of the cover of one of the angel books. It showec
barefoot angd carrying alost lamb. "A smdl one.”

Ben nodded. He handed me the hater and went up the ramp, moving dowly so he wouldn't scare them. "Shh, sht
sad softly to alittle ewe. "1 won't hurt you. Shh, shh.”

The sheep didn't move. Ben kndlt and got his arms under the front and back legs and hoisted the animal up. He s
for the ramp.

The angd had clearly doped the sheep with chloroform before picking it up. The ewe kicked out with four hoove
four different directions, flailling madly and bringing its muzzle hard up against Ben's chin. He staggered and the ewe twi:
itself around and kicked him in the ssomach. Ben dropped it with athud, and it dived into the middle of the truck, bl estit
hysericdly.

Therest of the sheep followed. "Areyou dl right?’ | said.
"No," he said, testing hisjaw. "What hagppened to 'little lamb, so meek and mild™?"

"Blake had obvioudy never actualy met asheep,” | said, helping him down the ramp and over to the water trougt
"What now?'

He leaned againg the water trough, breathing heavily. "Eventually they haveto get thirsty,” he said, gingerly touchi
chin."l say wewait 'em out."

Miguel bopped over to us. "I haven't got dl day, you know!" he shouted over whatever was blaring in his headph
and went back to the front of the truck.

"Il gocal Billy Ray," | said, and did. His cellular phone was out of range.
"Maybe if we sneak up on them with the halter," Ben said when | got back.

Wetried that. Also getting behind them and pushing, threatening Miguel, and severa long spells of leaning againgt
water trough, breathing hard.

"Well, there's certainly information diffuson going on,” Ben said, nursing hisarm. "They've dl decided not to get 0
truck.”

Aliciacame over. "I've got aprofile of the optimum Niebnitz Grant candidate,” she said to Ben, ignoring me. " A
found another Niebnitz. Anindudtridist. Who made hisfortunein orerefining and founded severd charities. I'm looking
their committee's selection criteria” She added, still to Ben, "'l want you to come see the profile.”

"Go ahead," | said. "Y ou obvioudy won't missanything. I'll go try Billy Ray again.”



| did. He said, "What you haveto do is—" and went out of range again.

| went back out to the paddock. The sheep were out of the truck, grazing on the dry grass. "What did you do?" E
sad, coming up behind me.

"Nothing," | said. "Miguel must have gotten tired of waiting," but hewas ill up by the front of the truck, grooving
Groupthink or whatever it was he was listening to.

| looked at the sheep. They were grazing peacefully, wandering happily around the paddock asif they'd dways
belonged there. Even when Migud, still wearing his headphones, revved up the truck and drove off, they didn't panic. C
them close to the fence looked up at me with athoughtful, intelligent gaze.

Thisisgoing to work, | thought.
The sheep stared at me for amoment longer, dropped its head to graze, and promptly got it stuck in the fence.
giao pai [1977-95]

Chinese gamefad inspired by the American card game bridge (afad in the 1930s). Popularized by Deng Xiaopin
who learned to play in France, giao pai quickly attracted over amillion enthusiasts, who play mostly a work. Unlike
American bridge, bidding isslent, players do not arrange their handsin order, and the game is extremely formalized.
Superseded Ping-Pong.

Over the next few days it became apparent that there was amost no information diffusion in aflock of sheep. The
were aso hardly any fads.

"l want to watch them for afew days," Ben said. "We need to establish what their normal information diffusion pe
ae"

We watched. The sheep grazed on the dry grass, took a step or two, grazed some more, walked alittle farther, ¢
some more. They would have looked amost like apastora painting if it hadn't been for their long, vacuous faces, and tt
wool.

| don't know who started the myth that sheep are fluffy and white. They were more the color of an old mop and |
matted with dirt.

They grazed some more. Periodicdly one of them would leave off chewing and totter around the perimeter of the
paddock, looking for acliff to fal off of, and then go back to grazing. Once one of them threw up. Some of them graze
aong the fence. When they got to the corner they stayed there, unable to figure out how to turn it, and kept grazing, et
the grassright down to the dirt. Then, for lack of better ideas, they ate the dirt.

"Areyou sure sheep are ahigher mamma?' Ben asked, leaning with his chin on his hands on the fence, watching:
"I'mso sorry,” | said. "'l had no idea sheep were this stupid.”

"Well, actudly, asmple behavior structure may work to our advantage,” he said. "The problem with macagquesis
they're smart. Their behavior's complicated, with alot of things going on smultaneoud y—dominance, familid interactior
grooming, communiceation, learning, attention structure. There are SO many factors operating smultaneoudy the problem
trying to separate the information diffusion from the other behaviors. With fewer behaviors, it will be easer to seethe
informetion diffuson.”

If thereisany, | thought, watching the sheep.

One of them walked a step, grazed, walked two more steps, and then apparently forgot what it was doing and ge



vacantly into space.

Flip douched by, wearing awaitress uniform with red piping on the collar and "Don's Diner" embroidered in red ¢
pocket, and carrying a paper.

"Did you get ajob?' Ben asked hopefully.
Rall. Sgh. Toss. "No-0-0-0."
"Then why are you wearing auniform?" | asked.

"It's not auniform. It'sadress designed to look like auniform. Because of how | haveto do al the work around
It's a statement. Y ou haveto sign this," she said, handing me the paper and leaning over the gate. " Are these the sheep”

The paper was a petition to ban smoking in the parking lot.

Ben said, "One person smoking one cigarette aday in athree-acre parking lot does not produce secondhand sm
sufficient concentration to worry about.”

Flip tossed her hair, her hair wraps swinging wildly. "Not secondhand smoke," she said disgustedly. "Air pollutio

She douched away, and we went back to observing. At least the lack of activity gave us plenty of timeto set up «
observation programs and review the literature.

Therewasn't much. A biologist at William and Mary had observed aflock of five hundred and concluded that the
"agtrong herd ingtinct,” and aresearcher in Indiana had identified five separate forms of sheep communication (the baa
listed phonetically), but no one had done active learning experiments. They had just done what we were doing: watch tr
chew, totter, mill, and throw up.

We had alot of timeto talk about hair-bobbing and chaos theory. "The amazing thing is that chaotic systems don
adways dtay chaotic," Ben said, leaning on the gate. " Sometimes they spontaneoudy reorgani ze themsel vesinto an order!
Sructure.”

"They suddenly become less chaotic?' | said, wishing that would happen a HiTek.

"No, that's the thing. They become more and more chagtic, until they reach some sort of chaotic critical mass. Wi
that happens, they spontaneoudy reorganize themsdlves at ahigher equilibrium leve. It's caled self-organized criticality.

We seemed well on the way to it. Management issued memos, the sheep got their heads stuck in the fence, the g:
and under the feed dispenser, and Flip came periodicaly to hang on the gate between the paddock and the lab, flip the
monotonoudly up and down, and look lovesick.

By the third day it was obvious the shegp weren't going to start any fads. Or learn how to push a button to get fe
Ben had set up the gpparatus the morning after we got the sheep and demonstrated it severd times, getting down on al
and pressing his nose againgt the wide flat button. Feed pellets clattered down each time, and Ben stuck his head into tf
trough and made chewing noises. The sheep watched impassively.

"We're going to haveto force one of themto doiit," | said. We'd watched the videotapes from the day they arrive
seen how they'd gotten off the truck. The sheep had jostled and backed until one wasfindly pushed off onto the ramp.
others had immediately tumbled after it in arush. "If we can teach one of them, we know the otherswill follow it."

Ben went resignedly to get the hdter. "Which one?!

"Not that one," | said, pointing at the sheep that had thrown up. | looked at them, Sizing them up for aertness and
intelligence. There didn't gppear to be much. "That one, | guess.”



Ben nodded, and we started toward it with the halter. It chewed thoughtfully amoment and then bolted into the f:
corner. The entire flock followed, legping over each other in their eagernessto reach thewall.

" 'And out of the houses the rats came tumbling,' " | murmured.
"Wadll, at least they're dl in one corner,” Ben said. "I should be able to get the hater on one of them."
Nope, athough he was able to grab ahandful of wool and hold on nearly halfway across the paddock.

" think you're scaring them,” Flip said from the gate. She had been hanging on it half the morning, morosaly flippir
latch up and down and telling us about Darrdll the denti<t.

"They're scaring me," Ben said, brushing off his corduroy pants, "so we're even.”

"Maybe we should try coaxing them," | said. | squatted down. "Come here," | said in the childish voice people us
dogs. "Come on. | won't hurt you."

The sheep gazed a me from the corner, chewing impassively.
"What do shepherds do when they lead their flocks?' Ben asked.
| tried to remember from pictures. "I don't know. They just walk ahead of them, and the sheep follow them.”

Wetried that. We a0 tried sneaking up on both sides of a sheep and coming at the flock from the opposite side
the off-chance they would run the other way and one of them would accidentally collide with the button.

“Maybe they don't like those feed pellet things" Flip said.

"She'sright, you know," | said, and Ben stared at mein disbdlief. "We need to know more about their eating habi
their abilities. I'll cdl Billy Ray and seewhet they do like."

| got Billy Ray'svoice mal. "Press oneif you want the ranchhouse, presstwo if you want the barn, pressthreeif \
want the sheep camp.” Billy Ray wasn't at any of the three. He was on hisway to Casper.

| went back to the lab, told Bennett and Fip | was going to thelibrary, and drovein.
Flip's clone was at the desk, wearing a duct tape headband and an i brand.

"Do you have any books on sheep?' | asked her.

"How do you spell that?"

"Withtwo es." She dtill looked blank. "S. H."

"The Sheik of Araby," sheread from the screen, "Middle-Eastern Sheiks and—"
"Sheep,” | sad. "Withap."

"Oh." Shetyped it in, backspacing severd times. " The Mystery of the Missing Sheep,” sheread. "Sx Slly She
Go Shopping, The Black Sheep Syndrome..."

"Books about sheep,” | said. "How to raise them and train them."
Sherolled her eyes. "You didn't say that."
| finaly managed to get acall number out of her and checked out Sheep Raising for Fun and Profit; Tales of a



Australian Shepherd; Dorothy Sayerss Nine Tailors, which | seemed to remember had some sheep init; Sheep
Management and Care; and, remembering Billy Ray's sheegp mange, Common Sheep Diseases, and took them up to
checked out.

"l show an overdue book for you," she said. " Complete Wor ds by Robert Browning."
"Works," | said. "Complete Works. We went through thislast time. | checked it in."

"l don't show areturn,” shesaid. "1 show afine of sixteen fifty. It showsyou checked it out last March. Books ca
checked out when outstanding fines exceed five dollars."

"| checked the book in," | said, and dapped down twenty dollars.
"Plusyou have to pay the replacement cost of the book,” she said. "That's fifty-five ninety-five."
I know when | am licked. | wrote her acheck and took the books back to Ben, and we started through them.

They were not encouraging. "In hot westher sheep will bunch together and smother to death,” Sheep Raising for
Etc. said, and "Sheep occasionally roll over on their backs and aren't able to right themselves.”

"Ligentothis" Ben sad. " "When frightened, sheep may run into trees or other obstacles." "

There was nothing about skills except "Keeping sheep indde afenceisalot easer than getting them back in," but
wasalot of information about handling them that we could have used earlier.

Y ou were never supposed to touch a sheep on the face or scratch it behind the ears, and the Australian shepherd
advised ominoudy, "Throwing your hat on the ground and stomping on it doesn't do anything except ruin your hat."

" 'A sheep fears being trapped more than anything else,' " | read to Ben.
"Now you tell me" he said.

And some of the advice apparently wasn't dl that reliable. "Sit quietly,” Sheep Management said, "and the sheep
get curious and come to see what you're doing.”

They didn't, but the Australian shepherd had a practical method for getting a sheep to go where you wanted.
" 'Get down on one knee beside the sheep,’ " | read from the book.

Ben complied.

" 'Place one hand on dock,' " | read. "That'sthe tail area.”

"Onthetal?'

"No. Slightly to therear of the hips.”

Shirl came out of the lab onto the porch, it a cigarette, and then came over to the fence to watch us.

" 'Place the other hand under the chin,'" | read. " "When you hold the sheep thisway, he can't twist away fromyc
he can't go forward or back.""

"Sofar so good,” Ben said.

"Now, 'Hold the chin firmly and squeeze the dock gently to make the sheep go forward.' " | lowered the book an
watched. "Y ou stop it by pushing on the hand that's under the chin.”



"Okay," Ben said, getting up off hisknee. "Here goes."

He gave the woolly rear of the sheep a gentle squeeze. The sheep didn't move.
Shirl took along, coughing drag on her cigarette and shook her head.

"What are we doing wrong?' Ben said.

"That depends,” she said. "What are you trying to do?'

"Wdl, eventudly | want to teach a sheep to push abutton to get feed,” he said. "For now I'd settle for getting ad
on the same side of the paddock as the feed trough.”

He had been holding on to the sheep and squeezing the whole time held been talking, but the sheep was apparent!
operating on some sort of delayed mechanism. It took two docile steps forward and began to buck.

"Don't let go of the chin,” | said, which was easier said than done. We both grabbed for the neck. | dropped the |
and got ahandful of wool. Ben got kicked in the arm. The sheep gave amighty lunge and took off for the middle of the

"They do that," Shirl said, blowing smoke. "Whenever they've been separated from the flock, they dive Straight b
into the middle of it. Group ingtinct reassarting itsdlf. Thinking for itsdf istoo frightening.”

We both went over to the fence. "Y ou know about sheep?' Ben said.

She nodded, puffing on her cigarette. "I know they're the orneriest, stubbornest, dumbest critters on the planet.”
"We dready figured that out,” Ben said.

"How do you know about sheep?' | asked.

"l wasraised on a sheep ranch in Montana."

Ben gaveasigh of rdief, and | said, "Can you tell uswhat to do? We can't get these sheep to do anything.”
Shetook along drag on her cigarette. "Y ou need a bellwether," she said.

"A belwether?' Ben said. "What'sthat? A specid kind of hater?'

She shook her head. "A leader."

"Likeasheepdog?’ | said.

"No. A dog can harry and guide and keep the sheep in line, but it can't make them follow. A bellwether's a sheep
"A specid breed?' Ben asked.

"Nope. Same breed. Same sheep, only it's got something that makes the rest of the flock follow it. Usudly it'san
ewe, and some people think it's something to do with hormones; other people think it's something in their looks. A teac!
mine said they're born with some kind of leadership ability."

"Attention structure,” Ben said. "Dominant male monkeys have it.”
"Wheat do you think?" | said.

"Me?' shesaid, looking at the smoke from her cigarette twisting upward. "1 think a bellwether's the same asany ¢
sheep, only more so. A little hungrier, alittle fagter, alittle greedier. It wantsto get to the feed firgt, to shelter, to amate



it'sawaysout therein front." She stopped to take adrag on her cigarette. "Not alaot. If it wasalong way in front, the fl
have to strike out on their own to follow, and that'd mean thinking for themsalves. Just alittle bit, so they don't even knc
they're being led. And the bellwether doesn't know it's leading.”

She dropped her cigarette in the grass and stubbed it out. "If you teach a bellwether to push a button, the rest of t
flock'll doit, too."

"Where can we get one?' Ben said eagerly.

"Where'd you get your sheep?' Shirl said. "Theflock probably had one, and you just didn't get it in thisbatch. Th
weren't the whole flock, were they?"

"No," | said. "Billy Ray has two hundred head.”

She nodded. "A flock that big amost dways has a bellwether.”

| looked & Ben. "I'll cdll Billy Ray," | said.

"Good ideg," he said, but he seemed to havelost his enthusiasm.

"What's the matter?' | said. "Don't you think abellwether'sagood idea? Are you afraid it'll interfere with your
experiment?'

"What experiment? No, no, it'sagood idea. Attention structure and its effect on learning rate is one of the variak
wanted to study. Go ahead and call him."

"Okay," | said, and went into the lab. As | opened the door, the hall door dammed shut. | walked through the hal
and looked down the hall.

Flip, wearing overdls and Cerenkhov-blue-and-white saddle oxfords, was just disappearing into the stairwell. Sh
must have been bringing usthe mail. | was surprised she hadn't come out into the paddock and asked usif we thought ¢
was captivating.

| went back in the [ab. She'd left the mail on Ben's desk. Two packages for Dr. Ravenwood over in Physics, and
letter from Ginato Bell Laboratories.

flower child weddings [1968-75]

Rebellion fad made popular by people who didn't want to totally rebe against tradition and not get married at dl.
Performed in ameadow or on a mountaintop, the ceremony featured, "Fedlings,” played on asitar and vows written by
participants with assstance from Kahlil Gibran. The bride generdly wore flowersin her hair and no shoes. The groom\
peace symbol and sideburns. Supplanted in the seventies by living together and lack of commitment.

Billy Ray brought the bellwether down himsdlf. "I put it down in the paddock,” he said when he cameinto the stat
"The gd down there said to just put it in with the rest of the flock."

He must mean Alicia. Shed spent dl afternoon huddled with Ben, discussing the Niebnitz profile, which was why
come up to the tats lab to feed in twenties data. | wondered why Ben wasn't there.

"Pretty?’ | said. "Corporate type? Wears alot of pink?
"The bellwether?' he said.
"No, the person you talked to. Dark hair? Clipboard?”



"Nope," he said. "Tattoo on her forehead.”
"Brand," | said absently. "Maybe wed better go check on the bellwether.”
"Shell befing" hesaid. "I brought her down mysdlf so | could take you to that dinner we missed out on last week

"Oh, good," | said. Thiswould give me a chance to get someideas of low-threshold skills we could teach the she
"Il get my coat.”

"Greet," he said, beaming. "There'sthis great new place | want to take you to."
"Prairie?" | sad.
"No, it'sa Siberian restaurant. Siberian is supposed to be the hot new cuisine.”

I hoped he meant hot in the sense of warm. It was freezing outside in the parking lot, and there was a bitter winc
was glad Shirl didn't have to stand out there to have a cigarette.

Billy Ray led meto histruck and helped mein. As he started to pull out of the parking lot, | put my hand on hisa
"Wait," | said, remembering what Flip had done to my clippings. “Maybe we should check to make sure the bel lwether’
right before we leave. What did she say exactly? The girl who was down there in the lab. She wasn't out in the paddod
se?'

"Nope," hesaid. "1 waslooking for somebody to give the bellwether to, and she came in with some letters and sa
they were in Dr. Turnbull'slab and to just leave the bellwether in the paddock, so | did. She'sfine. Got right off the truc
darted grazing.”

Which must mean shewasredly abdlwether. Things were looking up.
"Shewasn't Hill there when you left, was she?’ | said. "Thegirl, not the bellwether.”

"Nope. She asked me whether | thought she had a good sense of humor, and when | said | didn't know, | hadn't
her say anything funny, she kind of Sghed and rolled her eyesand left.”

"Good," | sad. It wasfive-thirty dready. Flip wouldn't have stayed aminute past five, and she usudly Ieft early,
chances she would have come back to the lab to work mischief were practically nonexistent. And Ben was il there; h
come back from Alicias|ab to check on things before he went home. If he wasn't too enamored of Aliciaand the Niebi
Grant to remember he had aflock of sheep.

"Thisplaceisgrest,” Billy Ray said. "Well haveto sand in line an hour to get in.”
"Soundsgreat,” | said. "Let'sgo."

It was actualy an hour and twenty minutes, and during the last haf hour the wind picked up and it started to snow
Ray gave me his sheepskin-lined jacket to put over my shoulders. He was wearing a band-collared shirt and cavalry pe
Hed let hishair grow out, and he had on yelow legther riding gloves. The Brad Fitt look. When | kept shivering, helet
wear the gloves, too.

"Youll lovethisplace" he said. " Siberian food is supposed to be great. I'm redlly glad we were able to get togeth
Theré's something I've been wanting to talk to you about.”

"] wanted to talk to you, too," | said through siff lips. "What kinds of tricks can you teach sheep?”
"Tricks?' hesaid blankly. "Like what?"



"Y ou know, like learning to associate a color with atreat or running amaze. Preferably something with alow abili
threshold and anumber of ill levels™

"Teach sheep?"' he repeated. There was along pause while the wind howled around us. "They're pretty good &t gt
out of fences they're supposed to stay insde of."

That wasn't exactly what | had in mind.

"I'll tell youwhat," he said. "I'll get on the Internet and see if anybody on there's ever taught asheep atrick.” Het
off his hat, in spite of the snow, and turned it between hishands. "I told you | had something | wanted to talk to you alx
I'vehad alot of timeto think lately, driving to Durango and everything, and I've been thinking alot about the ranching li
alondly life, out there on therange al thetime, never seeing anybody, never going anywhere.”

Except to Lodge Grass and Lander and Durango, | thought.
"And lately I've been wondering if it'sal worth it and what am | doing it for. And I've been thinking about you."
"BarbaraRose," the Siberian waliter said.

"That'sus" | said. | gave Billy Ray his coat and gloves back, and he put his hat on, and we followed the waiter tc
table. It had asamovar in the middle of it, and | warmed my hands over it.

"I think | told you the other day | was fedling at loose ends and kind of dissatisfied,” he said after we had our mer
“Itch," | said.

"That'sagood word for it. I've beenitchy, al right, and while | was driving back from Lodgepole | finally figured
what | wasitching for." He took my hand.

"What?' | said.
"You."

| yanked my hand back involuntarily, and he said, "Now, | know thisiskind of asurpriseto you. It was a surpris
me. | was driving through the Rockies, feding out of sorts and like nothing mattered, and | thought, I'll call Sandy, and
got donetaking to you, | got to thinking, Maybe we should get married.”

"Married?' | squeaked.

"Now | want to say right up front that whatever your answer is, you can have the sheep for aslong asyou warnt. |
strings attached. And | know you've got a career that you don't want to give up. I've got that figured out. We wouldn't |
to get married till after you've got this hair-bobbing thing done, and then we could set you up on the ranch with faxes ar
modem and e-mail. Y ou'd never even know you weren't right there at HiTek."

Except Hip wouldn't bethere, | thought irrdevantly, or Alicia. And | wouldn't have to go to meetings and do sens
exercises. But married!

"Now, you don't have to give me your answer right away," Billy Ray went on. "Take dl the time you want. I've h
couple of thousand milesto think about it. Y ou can let me know after we have dessert. Till then, I'll leave you done.”

He picked up ared menu with alarge Russian bear on it and began reading through it, and | sat and stared at hinr
trying to take thisin. Married. He wanted me to marry him.

And, well, why not? He was a nice guy who was willing to drive hundreds of milesto seeme, and | was, as| hac
Alicia, thirty-one, and where was | going to meet anybody else? In the personals, with their athletic, caring NSswho w



even willing to walk across the street to date somebody?

Billy Ray had been willing to drive al the way down from someplace on the off chance of taking meto dinner. Ar
loaned me aflock of sheep and abellwether. And his gloves. Wherewas | going to meet anybody that nice? Nobody :
HiTek was going to propose to me, that was for sure.

"What do you want?' Billy Ray asked me. "1 think I'm going to have the potato dumplings.”

| had borscht flavored with basil (which | hadn't remembered as being big in Siberian cuising) and potato dumplin
and tried to think. What did | want?

To find out where hair-bobbing came from, | thought, and knew that was about as likely as winning the Niebnitz (
In spite of Feynman'stheory that working in atotaly different field sparked scientific discovery, | was no closer to findii
source of fads than before. Maybe what | needed wasto get away from HiTek atogether, out in thefresh air, on anisc
Wyoming ranch.

"Far from the madding crowd,” | murmured.
"What?' Billy Ray said.
"Nothing," | said, and he went back to hisdinner.

| watched him eat hisdumplings. Heredlly did ook alittle like Brad Fitt. He was awfully trendy, but maybe that v
be an advantage for my project, and we wouldn't have to get married right away. Hed said | could wait until after | fini
the project. And, unlike Hip's dentist, he wouldn't mind my being geographically incompetible while | worked onit.

Flip and her dentigt, | thought, wondering uneasily if thiswas just another fad. That article had said marriage wasi
dl thelittle girlswere crazy for Romantic Bride Barbie. Lindsay's mother was thinking of getting married againin spite
jerk Matt, Sarah wastrying to talk Ted into proposing, and Bennett was letting Aliciapick out histies. What if they wer
part of acommitment fad?

| was being unfair to Billy Ray. Hewasin love with what was trendy, he might even standin linein ablizzard for ¢
hour and ahalf, but he wouldn't marry someone because marriage wasin. And what if it was atrend? Fads aren't all b
Look at recycling and the civil rights movement. And the waltz. And, anyway, what was wrong with going dong with a
onceinawhile?

"Timefor dessart,” Billy Ray said, looking a me from under the brim of hishat.

He motioned the waitress over, and sherattled off the usual suspects: creéme brilée, tiramisu, bread pudding.
"No chocolate cheesecake?' | said.

Sherolled her eyes.

"What do you want?' Billy Ray said.

"Givemeaminute" | said, breathing hard. "Y ou go ahead.”

Billy Ray smiled a the waitress. "I'll have the bread pudding,” he said.

"Bread pudding?’ | said.

Thewaitress said helpfully, "It's our most popular dessert.”

"] thought you didn't like bread pudding,” | said.



Helooked up blankly. "When did | say that?'
"At that prairie cuisine place you took meto. The Kansas Rose. Y ou had the tiramisu.”
"Nobody eststiramisu anymore," he said. "'l love bread pudding.”

virtual pets[fall 1994-spring 1996]

Japanese computer game fad featuring a programmed pet. The puppy or kitten grows when fed and played with,
tricks (the dogs, presumably, not the cats), and runs away if neglected. Caused by the Japanese love of animalsand an
overpopulation problem that makes having petsimpractical.

Ben met mein the parking lot the next morning. "Where's the bellwether?' he said.

"lan'tit in with the other sheep?' | scrambled out of the car. | knew | shouldn't have trusted Hip. "Billy Ray said
it in the paddock.”

"Wel, if it'sthere, it looksjust like dl the other sheep.”

Hewasright. It did. We did aquick count, and there was one more than usud, but which one was the bellwether
anybody's guess. "What did it look like when your friend put it in the paddock?"

"l wasn't down here," | said, looking at the sheep, trying to detect one that looked d
ifferent. "I knew | should have come down to check on it, but we were going out to dinner and—"
"Yeah," he sad, cutting me off. "Wed better find Shirl."

Shirl was nowhere to be found. | looked in the copy room and in Supply, where Desiderata was examining her &
ends, which were lying on the counter in front of her.

"What happened to you, Desiderata?" | said, looking at her hacked-off hair.

"l couldn't get the duct tape off," she said forlornly, holding up one of the still-wrapped hair strands. "It was wors
the rubber cement that time."

| winced. "Have you seen Shirl?!

" She's probably off smoking somewhere," she said disapprovingly. "Do you know how bad second-secondhand
smokeisfor you?'

"Almost as bad as duct tape,” | said, and went down to Alicias|ab in case Shirl wasfeeding in statsfor her.

She wasn't, but Alicia, wearing apo-mo pink silk blouse and palazzo pants, was. "' None of the Niebnitz Grant wi
was asmoker," she said when | asked her if she'd seen Shirl.

| thought about explaining that, given the percentage of nonsmokersin the generd population and the tiny number
Niebnitz Grant recipients, the likelihood of their being nonsmokers (or anything ese) was satigticaly insgnificant, but th
bellwether was till unidentified.

"Do you know where Shirl might be?' | said.

"l sent her up to Management with areport,” she said.

But shewaan't there ether. | went back down to the lab. Bennett hadn't found her either. "We're on our own," he



"Okay," | said. "It'sabellwether, soit'saleader. So we put out some hay and see what happens.”
Wedid.

Nothing happened. The sheep near Ben scattered when he forked the hay in and then went on grazing. One of th
wandered over to the water trough and got its head stuck between it and the wall and stood there bleating.

"Maybe he brought the wrong sheep,” Ben said.
"Do you have the videotapes from last night?' | said.
"Yeeh," he said and brightened. ™Y our friend's bringing the bellwether will beonit.”

It was. Billy Ray let down the back of the truck, and the bel lwether trotted meekly down the ramp and into them
theflock, and it was asmple matter of following its progress frame by frame right up to the present moment.

Or it would have been, if Hip hadn't gotten in the way. She completely blocked the view of the flock for at least t
minutes, and when shefinally moved off to the Sde, the flock was in acompletely different configuration.

" She wanted to know if Billy Ray thought she had a sense of humor,” | said.
"Of course,” Ben said. "What now?'

"Back it up,” | said. "And freeze-frameit just before the bel lwether gets off the truck. Maybeit's got some
disinguishing characterigtics.”

He rewound, and we stared at the frame. The bellwether looked exactly the same asthe other ewes. If she had a
digtinguishing characterigtics, they were visible only to sheep.

"It looksalittle cross-eyed,” Ben said findly, pointing at the screen. " See?”

We spent the next haf hour working our way through the flock, taking ewes by the chin and looking into their eye
They weredl alittle cross-eyed and so vacant-looking they should have had an i Ssamped on their long, dirty-white
foreheads for impenetrable.

"Theres got to be abetter way to do this" | said after adeceptively scrawny ewe had mashed me against the fen
and nearly broken both my legs. "L et'stry the videotapes again.”

"Lagt night's?'
"No, thismorning's. And keep atape running. I'll be right back.”

| ran up to the stats lab, keeping an eye out for Shirl on the way, but there was no sign of her. | grabbed the disk |
vector programs were on and then started rummaging through my fad collection.

It had occurred to me on the way upstairsthat if we did manage to identify the bellwether, we needed something
mark it with. | pulled out the length of po-mo pink ribbon I'd bought in Boulder and ran back down to the lab.

The sheep were gathered around the hay, chewing steadily on it with their large square teeth. "Did you see who le
themtoit?' | asked Ben.

He shook hishead. "They dl just seemed to gravitate toward it at once. Look." He switched on the videotape an
showed me.

He was right. On the monitor, the sheep wandered aimlesdy through the paddock, stopping to graze with every ¢



step, paying no attention to each other or the hay, until, gpparently by accident, they were all sanding with their forefegt
hay, taking casud mouthfuls.

"Okay," | said, sitting down at the computer. "Hook thetapein, and I'll seeif | canisolate the bellwether. You're:
taping?”
He nodded. " Continuous and backup.”

"Good," | said. | rewound to ten frames before Ben had forked out the hay, froze the frame, and made adiagram
assigning adifferent colored point to each of the sheep, and did the same thing for the next twenty framesto establish a
vector. Then | started experimenting to see how many frames| could skip without losing track of which sheep was whi

Forty. They grazed for alittle over two minutes and then took an average of three steps before they stopped and
some more. | started through at forty, lost track of three sheep within two tries, cut back to thirty, and worked my way
forward.

When | had ten points for every sheep, | fed in an analysis program to calculate proximities and mean direction, a
continued plotting vectors.

On the screen the movement was till random, determined by length of grass or wind direction or whatever it was
their tiny little thought processes that makes sheep move one way or the other.

There was one vector headed toward the hay, and | isolated it and traced it through the next hundred frames, but
only amatted ewe determined to wedge itself into a corner. | went back to tracing al the vectors.

Still nothing on the screen, but in the numbers aboveit, a pattern started to emerge. Cerulean blue. | followed it
forward, unconvinced. The sheep looked like she was grazing in arough circle, but the proximities showed her moving
eraticaly but seadily toward the hay.

| isolated her vector and watched her on the videotape. She looked completely ordinary and totally unaware of tt
hay. She waked a couple of steps, grazed, waked another step, turning dightly, grazed again, ending up awaysalittle
to the hay, and from hafway through the frames, the regression showed the rest of the flock following her.

| wanted to be sure. "Ben," | said. "Cover up the water trough and put a pan of water in the back gate. Wait, let r
hook thisup to thetape so | can traceit asit happens. Okay," | said after aminute. "Wak aong the Sde so you don't
the camera”

| watched on the monitor as he maneuvered a sheet of plywood onto the trough, carried a pan out, and filled it wi
hose, watching the sheep sharply to seeif any of them noticed.

They didnt.

They stayed right by the hay. Therewas a brief flutter of activity as Ben carried the hose back and lifted the latch
gate, and then the sheep went back to business as usud.

| tracked cerulean bluein real time, watching the numbers. "I've got her,” | said to Bennett.
He came and looked over my shoulder. "Are you sure? She doesn't ook too bright.”

"If shewas, the others wouldn't follow her," | said.

"l looked for you upstairs,” Hip sad, "but you weren't there."

"Werebusy, Hip," | said without taking my eyes off the screen.



"I'll get thedip halter and acollar,” Ben sad. "Y ou direct me."
"It just takea minute,” Hip said. "l want you to look at something.”

"It havetowait," | said, my eyes il fixed on the screen. After aminute, Ben gppeared in the picture, holding th
collar and halter.

"Which one?' he shouted.
"Go left," | shouted back. "Three, no four sheep. Okay. Now toward the west wall."
"Thisisabout Darrdll, isn't it?" Hip said. "Hewasin anewspaper. Anybody who read it had aright to answer it."

"Left one more,” | shouted. "No, not that one. The onein front of it. Okay, now, don't scareit. Put your hand on
hindquarters.”

"Besdes," Hip sad, "it said 'sophisticated and elegant.’ Scientists aren't elegant, except Dr. Turnbull.”
"Careful,” | shouted. "Don't spook it." | started out to help him.

Flip blocked my way. "All | want isfor you to look at something. It'll only take aminute.”

"Hurry," Bencdled. "l can't hold her.”

"l don't have aminute,” | said and brushed past Hip, praying that Ben hadn't lost the bellwether. He till had her, |
just barely. He was hanging on to her tail with both hands, and was till holding the halter and the collar. Therewasno\
he could let go to give them to me. | pulled the ribbon out of my pocket, wrapped it around the bellwether's straining ne
andtieditinaknot. "Okay," | said, spreading my feet apart, "you can let go."

The rebound nearly knocked me down, and the bellwether immediately began pulling awvay from me and the
not-nearly-strong-enough ribbon, but Ben was dready dipping the hater on.

He handed it to me to hold and got the collar on, just as the ribbon gave way with aloud rip. He grabbed onto tt
halter, and we both held on like two kids flying awayward kite. "The... collar's... on," he said, panting.

But you couldn't seeit. It was completely swallowed up in the bellwether's thick wool. "Hold her aminute,” | saic
looped what was [ eft of the ribbon under the collar. "Hold till," | said, tying it in abig, floppy bow. "Po-mo pink is the
for fal." | adjusted the ends. "There, you're the height of fashion.”

Apparently she agreed. She stopped struggling and stood still. Ben knelt beside me and took the halter off. "Wer
agreat team," he said, grinning a me.

"Wedo," | sad.

"Well," Hip said from the gate. She clicked the latch up and down. "Do you have aminute now?"
Benrolled hiseyes.

"Yes," | said, laughing. | stood up. "1 have aminute. What isit you wanted meto look at?"

But it was obvious, now that | looked at her. She had dyed her hair—hank, hair wraps, even the fuzz of her shav:
skull—abrilliant, bilious Cerenkhov blue.

"Well?" Hip sad. "Doyou think hell likeit?"

"l don't know, Hip," | said. "Dentigts tend to be kind of conservative."



"l know," shesaid, rolling her eyes. "That'swhy | dyed it blue. Blue's aconservative color.” Shetossed her blue
"You're no help," she said, and stomped out.

| turned back to Ben and the bellwether, who was still standing perfectly ill. "What next?!

Ben squatted next to the bellwether and took her chinin his hand. "We're going to teach you low-threshold skills;
sad, "and you're going to teach your friends. Got it?"

The bellwether chewed thoughtfully.

"What would you suggest, Dr. Foster? Scrabble, Ping-Pong?' He turned back to the bellwether. "How'd you like
dart achain letter?"

"| think we'd better stick to pushing a button to open afeed trough,” | said. "Asyou say, she doesn't ook too bric

He turned her head to one side and then the other, frowning. " She lookslike Flip." He grinned & me. "All right, Tt
Pursuit it is. But firgt, I've got to go get some peanut butter. Sheep Management and Care says sheep love peanut but
and |eft.

| tied adouble knot in the bellwether's bow and then leaned on the gate and watched them. Their movements|oo
asrandom and directionless as ever. They grazed and took a step and grazed again, and so did she, indistinguishable fre
the rest of them except for her palid pink bow, unnoticed and unnoticing. And leading.

Shetore apiece of grass, chewed on it, took two steps, and stared blankly into space for along minute, thinking
what? Having her nose pierced? The hot new exercise fad for fal?

"Hereyou are,”" Shirl said, carrying astack of papers and looking irate. "Y ou're not engaged to that Billy Ray per:
areyou? Becauseif you are, that changes my entire—" She stopped. "Well, are you?"

"No," | said. "Whotold you | was?"

"Hip," she said disgustedly. She set down the papers and lit acigarette. " She told Sarah you were getting married
moving to Nevada."

"Wyoming," | said, "but I'm not."

"Good," Shirl said, taking an emphatic drag on the cigarette. "Y ou're avery tdented scientist with avery bright f
With your ability, good things are going to happen to you very shortly, and you have no businessthrowing it al away."

"I'mnot," | said, and made an effort to change the subject. "Did you want to see me about something?”

"Yes," shesad, gesturing toward the paddock. "When the bellwether gets here, be sure you mark it before you p
with the other sheep so you can tell which oneit is. And there's an all-gtaff meeting tomorrow." She picked up the mem
and handed oneto me. "Two o'clock.”

"Not another mesting,” | said.

She stubbed out her cigarette and left, and | went back to leaning on the fence, watching the sheep. They were gr
peacefully, the bellwether in the middle of them, indistinguishable except for her pink bow.

I should move the feeding trough out to the paddock and check the circuits, so it'd be ready when Ben got back,
thought, but | went back in to the compuiter, traced vectors for awhile, and then sat and looked at the screen, watching
move, watching the bellwether move among them, and thinking about Robert Browning and bobbed hair.



mood rings [1975]

Jewdry fad conssting of aring set with alarge "stone” that was actudly atemperature-sengtive liquid crystal. Mc
rings supposedly reflected the wearer's mood and revealed his or her thoughts. Blue meant tranquillity; red meant crabb
black meant depression and doom. Since the ring actualy responded to temperature, and after awhile not even that, nc
achieved theided "bliss' purple without ahigh fever, and everyone eventudly sank into gloom and despair astheir rings
permanently black. Superseded by Pet Rocks, which didn't respond to anything.

The bellwether could definitely make the flock do what she wanted. Getting the bellwether to do what we wantec
to do was another matter. She watched as we smeared peanut butter on the button she was supposed to push and then
the entire flock into asmothering jam-up in the back corner.

Wetried again. Ben coaxed her with arotten apple, which Sheep Raising for Fun and Profit had sworn they il
and shetrotted after him over to the trough. "Good girl," he said, and bent over to give her the apple, and she butted hir
smartly in the somach and knocked the wind out of him.

Wetried decayed |ettuce next and then fresh broccoli, neither of which produced any results—"At least it didn't k
you," | said—and then gave up for the night.

When | got to work the next morning with abag full of cabbage and kiwi fruit (Tales of an Australian Shepherd
was smearing molasses on the button.

"Well, therés definitely been information diffuson,” he said. "Three other sheep have dready butted me thismorni

Weled the bellwether over to the trough using the chin-rump-halter method and a squirt gun, which Sheep
Management and Care had suggested. "It's supposed to keep them from butting.”

[t didn't.

| heped him up. "Tales of an Australian Shepherd said only the rams butt, not the ewes." | dusted him off. "It's
enough to makeyou losefath in literature.”

"No," he said, holding his ssomach. "The poet had it right. "The sheep isa perilous beast." "

On thefifth try we got her to lick the molasses. Pdllets obligingly chattered into the trough. The bellwether gazed
interestedly at it for along minute, during which Ben looked at me and crossed hisfingers, and then she bucked, catchir
smartly on both ankles and making melet go of the hater. She dived headlong into the flock, scattering it wildly. One ol
ewesran sraight into Ben'sleg.

"Look onthe bright sde," | said, nurang my ankles. "There's an al-staff meeting at two o'clock.”
Ben limped over and retrieved the hater, which had come off. "They're supposed to like peanuts.”

The bellwether didn't like peanuts, or celery or hat-stomping. She did, however, like bolting and backing and tryi
shake her collar off. At aquarter to one Ben looked at hiswatch and said, "Almost time for the meeting,” and | didn't e
contradict him.

I limped to the stats lab, washed off what lanolin and dirt | could and went up to the meeting, hoping Managemen
would think | was making asterling effort to dress down.

Sarah met me at the door of the cafeteria. "In't it exciting?' she said, sticking her left hand in my face. "Ted aske
to marry him!"

Commitment-Averson Ted? | thought. The one who had severe intimacy issues and anaughty inner child?



"We went ice-climbing, and he hammered his piton in and said, 'Here, | know you've been wanting this," and han
ring to me. | didn't even make him. It was so romantic!

"Ging, look!" she said, charging toward her next victim. "lan't it exciting?'

| went on into the cafeteria. Management was standing at the front of the room next to FHip. He was wearing jean
acreasein them. She was wearing Cerenkhov blue toreador pants and adouch hat that was pulled down over her ears
They were both wearing T-shirts with the letters SHAM across the front.

"Oh, no," I murmured, wondering what this would mean to our project, "'not another acronym.”

"Systemized Hierarchia Advancement Management,” Ben said, diding into the chair next to me. "It's the manager
style nine percent of the companies whose scientists won the Niebnitz Grant wereusing.”

"Which trandaesto how many?"

"One. And they'd only been using it three days."

"Doesthismean well haveto regpply for funding for our project?”

He shook hishead. "I asked Shirl. They don't have the new funding forms printed yet."

"Weve got alot on the agendatoday,” Management boomed, "o let's get started. First, there've been some prok
with Supply, and to rectify that weve indtituted a new streamlined procurement form. The workplace message facilitatic
director"—he nodded a Flip, who was holding amassive stack of binders—"will passthose out.”

"The workplace message facilitation director?’ | muttered.
"Just be glad they didn't make her avice presdent.”

"Secondly,” Management said, "I've got some excellent newsto share with you regarding the Niebnitz Grant. Dr. .
Turnbull has been working with us on agame plan that were going to implement today. But first | want al of you to che

partner—"
Ben grabbed my hand.
"—and stand facing each other.”
We stood and | put my hands up, palmsfacing out. "'If we have to say three things we like about sheep, I'm quittir
"All right, HiTekkers" Management said, "now | want you to give your partnersabig hug.”
"Thenext big trend a HiTek will be sexua harassment,” | said lightly, and Bentook mein hisarms.
"Come on, how," Management said. "Not everybody's participating. Big hug."

Ben'sarmsin the faded plaid deeves pulled me close, enfolded me. My hands, caught up in that palms-out silline:
went around his neck. My heart began to pound.

"A hug says, Thank you for working with me,' " Management said. "A hug says, 'l appreciate your personness.' "

My cheek was against Ben'sear. He smdlled faintly of sheep. | could fed his heart pounding, the warmth of hisb
on my neck. My breath caught, like ahiccuping engine, and stdled.

"All right now, HiTekkers," Management said. "'l want you to look at your partner—till hugging, don't let go—ar
him or her how much he or she meansto you."



Ben raised hishead, his mouth grazing my hair, and looked & me. His gray eyes, behind histhick glasses, were <
"|—" 1 said, and jerked out of hisembrace.
"Where are you going?' Ben said.

"l have to—I just thought of something that tiesinto my hair-bobbing theory," | said desperately. "I've got to put i
the computer before | forget. About marathon dancing.”

"Wait," he said, and grabbed my hand. "I thought marathon dancing wasn't until thethirties.”

"It started in 1927," | said, and wrenched out of hisgrasp.

"But wasn't that still after the hair-bobbing craze?' he said, but | was aready out the door and hafway up the Sai
hair wreaths [1870-90]

Ghoulish Victorian handicraft fad in which the hair of a deceased loved one (or assortment of loved ones, prefera
with different-colored hair) was made into flowers. The hair (obtained somehow or other) was braided and woven into
bouquets and wregths, and placed under aglass dome, or framed and hung on the wall. Supplanted by the suffrage
movement, croquet, and Elinor Glyn. The hair wreath fad may have been a contributing factor in the hair-bobbing fad o
1920s.

Significant breakthroughs have been triggered by dl sorts of things—apples, frog legs, photographic plates,
finches—but mine must be the only one ever triggered by one of Management'sidiotic sengtivity exercises.

| didn't stop till | wasinsdethe statslab. | hugged my armsto my chest and leaned against the door, panting and
murmuring, over and over again, "Stupid, stupid, stupid.”

| was supposed to be such an expert at spotting trends, but it had taken me weeks to see where this one was lext
And dl that time1'd thought it was hisimmunity to fads | wasinterested in. I'd taken notes on his cloth sneskersand tie
even serioudy consdered Billy Ray's proposd. And dl that time—

There was somebody coming down the hall. | hastily sat down in front of the computer, pulled up aprogram, anc
there, garing blindly at it.

"Busy?' Ginasaid, comingin.
"Yes" | sad.

"Oh," and her expression plainly said, "Y ou don't look busy.” "I couldn't find you after the mesting. | took a bathr
break right before they started the sengitivity exercise, and when | got back, you were gone. | just wanted to bring you'!
of toy stores I've aready tried so you don't waste your time on them."”

"Right," | said. "I'll go thisweekend."

"Oh, no hurry. Bethany's birthday isn't for another two weeks, but it makes me kind of nervousthat Toys"R" Us
out of it. That's where Chelsea's mother found the one for Brittany, and she said it was the only place she could find one
Shefrowned. "Areyou okay? Y ou look like somebody who got sent to her room for atime-out.”

A time-out. Youll just haveto st here quietly until you can get control of your fedings, young lady.
"I'mfine" | said. "l should have listened to your advice and taken abathroom breek, that's al.”

She nodded. "Those sengitivity exercises!l do you in. Well, I'll let you get back to work. Or whatever." She patte



on the shoulder.

"And I'll deliver Romantic Bride Barbie. Y ou don't haveto worry. I'll find it," | said, and started sorting blindly thr
agtack of clippings. As soon as she was gone | shut the door, and then went back and sat down at the computer and s
at the screen.

Thefilel'd caled up was my hair-bobbing modd. It sat there, with its crisscrossing colored lines and that anomal
cluster in Marydae, Ohio, like areproach.

How could I hope to understand what had motivated women to cut their hair seventy years ago when | didn't eve
understand what motivated me?

| hadn't even had aclue. Until Ben put hisarms around me and pulled me close, I'd honestly thought | wastrying
salvage his project because | couldn't stand FHip. 1'd even thought the reason | wasiirritated with Aliciawas because she
trying to produce science-on-demand. And all thetime—

| heard anoisein the hall and put my hands on the keyboard. | needed to look busy so no one else would come
me

| stared at the model, with itsintersecting patterns, its crisscrossing curves, every event impacting on every other,
iterating and reiterating and leading inevitably to an outcome.

Like my downfal. And maybe what | should be doing was drawing that, graphing the events and interactions that
led meto thispass. | caled up the paintbox and an empty file and started trying to reconstruct the whole debacle.

| had borrowed Billy Ray's sheep. No, it had started before that, with Management and GRIM. Management ha
ordered anew funding form, and Ben's had gotten lost, and | had suggested we work together. And Management had
yes because they wanted one of HiTek's scientists to win the Niebnitz Grant.

| started drawing in the connecting lines, from Management's meetings to the funding formsto Shirl, the new assis
who had brought me extra copies of the missing pages, which I'd taken down to Ben, to Alicia, who wanted to collabo
with Bennett to win the Niebnitz Grant. And back to Management and GRIM. And Hip.

"You left themeeting early,” Flip said reprovingly, opening the door. She gill had on the pulled-down hat, but sh
abandoned the SHAM T-shirt and was wearing a see-through dress over abodysuit that appeared to be made of
Cerenkhov blue duct tape.

"You didn't get your streamlined supply procurement processing form,”" she said, and handed me abinder. "And |
wanted to ask you aquestion.”

“I'm busy, Flip," | said.

"Itll only take a minute" shesaid. "l know you're still mad about my answering the persona ad, but you're the or
onel can ask. Desiderata and Shirl are both really nevved & me."

| wonder why, | thought. "I am redly busy, Hip."

"It1l only takeaminute." She pulled astool over next to the computer and perched on it. "How far should somel
go when they're redly unbalanced about somebody?

Thiswasjust what | needed, to discussthe sex life of aperson with a pierced nose and duct tape underwesr.
"1 mean, if you thought you'd never see him again, do you think it's upid to do something really swvarb?

| had talked Ben into combining our projects. | had borrowed aflock of sheep. Stupid, stupid, stupid.



"It'sabout my hair,” she said, and pulled off her hat. "I cut it off."

She certainly had. Her hair was chopped to within an inch of her blue scalp. For asecond | thought she'd had the
problem with the duct tape as Desiderata, but her flipping hank had been hacked off, too. Shelooked like avery cold
plucked chicken.

| felt a sudden pang of empathy for her, in love with adentist, of al people, who didn't know she existed, who w
probably aready engaged.

"So what | wondered," she said, "was whether it looks okay like this or whether | should add another brand." Sh
pointed to her right temple, just below the scalped area.

"Of what?' | sadfaintly.

She sighed. "Of agtrip of duct tape, of course.”

Of course,

" think it depends on how you're going to let your hair grow out,” | said, hoping she was going to.

Apparently she was, because she put her hat back on again and said, " So you don't, then? Think it would be stup
She apparently didn't expect an answer because she was dready hafway out the door.

"Hip," | sad, "would you do me afavor? Would you go down to Bio and tell Dr. ORellly I'm leaving early, and |
to him tomorrow?"

"Bioisclear on the other side of the building,” she said, outraged. "Anyway, | doubt if he'sdown there. When | |
meseting, hewastaking to Dr. Turnbull. Like aways. | bet he wishes hed had her for apartner for that hug thing."

"I'mredlly busy, FHip," | said, and started typing to proveit. Flip. Thiswasdl Flip'sfault. She had lost Bennett's fu
forms and stolen my persona ads, which iswhy 1'd been in the copy room when Bennett camein.

"Did you know Dr. Patton got engaged?’ Flip said conversationaly. "To that guy who didn't want to get married?
"Yes" | sad.
"I'll bet Dr. O'Reilly and Dr. Turnbull get married pretty soon."

| continued to type doggedly, and after awhile Flip got bored and douched off, but | didn't stop. | hadn't been ki
when | said thismesswas dl Hip'sfault. She hadn't just lost the funding forms and stolen the personas. She had Startec
wholething. If she hadn't delivered Dr. Turnbull's package to mein the first place, | would never even have met Ben. | |
even got down to Bio, and at that first meeting he'd been clear on the other side of the room.

| kept adding lines, tracing the interconnecting events. She had thrown away six weeks worth of research and st
my stapler. And sheld left pages out of the funding forms. I'd had to take the missing pagesto Ben. The prints of her M
Janes and backless clogs were dl over the place, making mischief.

Shewas like some lago. Or some evil guardian angd. "Alwaysthere, right there beside you, wherever you go,” w
what Angels, Angels Everywhere had said. And it wastrue. She was everywhere, like some awful anti-Pippa, wander
past unsuspecting windows and wreaking havoc wherever she went.

| added more lines. Hip raisng her hand and getting an assistant, Hip spearheading the antismoking campaign tha
made me suggest the paddock to Shirl, who had told us about the bellwether. Flip getting me depressed that day in Bo
If it hadn't been for her talking about feding itch, | would never have gone out with Billy Ray, | would never have know



Targhees were sheep, and | would never have come up with theidea of borrowing them.

And Ben would be off somewhere in France, studying chaostheory, | thought bleakly. I knew none of thiswas F
fault. I was the one who'd made up excusesto see Ben, to talk to him, from that very first day when 1'd followed him ot
the porch.

Flip wasn't the source. She might have precipitated things, but the outcome was my fault. | had been following the
oldest trend of al. Right over the cliff.

Flip was back, standing and looking interestedly over my shoulder.

"I'm till busy, Hip," | said.

Shetossed her nonexigtent hank. "Dr. O'Rellly left. | bet he went out on adate with Dr. Turnbull.”

A ghastly unlosable guardian angel. "Don't you have someplace you need to go?' | said.

"That'swhat | came totdl you," shesad. "Bye."

And left. | pondered the screen, wondering how to graph that little encounter, but she was aready back.
"Arethere hatsin Texas?' shesaid.

"Ten-gdlon ones” | said.

Sheleft again, thistime gpparently for good. | added afew more linesto my graph, and then just sat there and St
the crisscrossing curves, the neatly plotted regressions.

"Seven o'clock,” Ginasaid, sticking her head in the door. She had her coat on. ™Y ou can come out of time-out Nc

| smiled. "Thanks, Mom," | said, but | didn't leave. | waited till | was sure everybody was gone and then went do
and hung over the gate, watching the sheep as they moved and grazed and moved again, occasiondly bleating, occasior
lost, impelled by bellwethersthey didn't recognize, by ingtincts they didn't know they had.

kewpies [1909-15]

Dall fad derived from illustrated poemsin the Ladies Home Journal. Kewpie dolls looked like rosy-cheeked ct
with round tummies and ayellow curl ontop of their heads. Wildly popular with adults and little girls, kewpies appeare
paper dolls, salt shakers, greeting cards, wedding cake decorations, and prizes at county fairs.

For the next two days | kept clear of the lab and Ben, straightening up my lab and entering miles of data about
mah-jongg and Lindbergh'sflight acrossthe Atlantic.

Thisisridiculous, | told myself on Thursday. Y ou're not Peyton. Y ou have to see him sometime. Grow up.

But when | got down to the lab, Aliciawas there, leaning over the gate. Ben had the bellwether by her po-mo pir
bow and was explaining the principle of attention structure. He was wearing hisbluetie.

"Thishas real posshilities" Aliciawas saying. "Thirty-one percent of dl projects the Niebnitz Grant recipients we
working on at the time of the award were cross-discipline collaborations. Thething is getting the right collaboration. TF
committee is obvioudy going for gender balance, which you're okay on, but chaos theory and statistics are both math-k
disciplines. You need abiologist.”

"Do you need me?' | said. They both looked up.



"If not, | have some research | need to do at thelibrary.”

"No, go ahead,” Ben said. "The bellwether's not in the mood to learn anything this morning.” He rubbed his knee.
"She'sdready butted me twice. Whileyou're at the library, seeif they've got anything on how to get aleader to follow.”

"l will," | said, and started down the hall.

"Wait," Ben said, sprinting to catch up with me. "1 wanted to talk to you. Did you have a breakthrough? With the
marathon thing?"

Yes, | thought, looking at him forlornly. A breakthrough. "No," I said. "'l thought there was a connection, but ther
wasnt," and | went to Boulder to look for Romantic Bride Barbie.

Ginahad given mealist of toy stores, with the ones sheld dready tried crossed off, which didn't leave al that mar
started at the top, determined to work my way down.

| had only thought | understood the Barbie fad. Not even Brittany's birthday party had prepared me for what | aci
found.

There were Fashion Bright Barbies, Costume Ball Barbies, Bubble Angel Barbies, Sunflower Barbies, and even;
Locket Surprise Barbie, whose plastic chest opened up to dispense lip gloss and rouge. There were multicultural Barbi
Barbiesthat lit up, remote-control Barbies, Barbies whose hair you could bob.

Barbie had a Porsche, a Jaguar, a Corvette, aMustang, a speedboat, an RV, and a horse. Also a beauty bath, a
Fridge, ahedlth spa, and aMcDonald's. Not to mention the Barbie jewelry boxes, lunchboxes, workout tapes, audiote
videotapes, and pink nail polish.

But no Romantic Bride Barbie. The Toy Paace had Country Bride Barbie, with a pink-checked gingham sash ar
bouquet of daisies. Toys"R" Us had a Dream Wedding Barbie and Barbi€'s Wedding Fantasy, both of which | serioud
consdered in spite of Ginasinjunctions.

The Cabbage Patch had four full aides of Barbiesand aclerk with an i stamped on her forehead. “"We have Trall
Barbie," she said, when | asked her about Romantic Bride. "And Pocahontas.”

| made it through four toy stores and three discount stores and then drove over to the Caffe Krakatoa to seeif th
were any Barbieslisted in the personals.

It was now cdling itsalf Kepler's Quark, abad sign.

"Don't tel me. You don't have latte anymore," | said to the waiter, who was wearing a black turtleneck, black jee
and sunglasses.

"Caffeineés bad for you," he said, handing me the menu, which had grown to ten pages. "1'd suggest a smart drink.
"lan't that an oxymoron?' | said. "Believing a beverage can increase your 1Q?"

He tossed hishead, revedling an i on hisforehead.

Of course,

"Smart drinks are nona coholic beverages with neurotransmitters to enhance memory and aertness and increase
function," he said. "I'd suggest the Brain Blast, which increases your math skills, or the Get Up and VVan Gogh, which
enhancesyour artigtic ability."

"I'll have the Redlity Check," | said, hoping it would enhance my ability to facefacts.



| tried reading the personds, but they were too depressing: "To the blonde who egts lunch every day at Jan€e's Ja
Joint, you don't know me but I'm hopeesdy in love with you. Please reply.”

| switched to the articles.
A "harmonic bonding" therapist was offering duct tape soul dignments.
Two menin New York City had been arrested for operating the hot new fad, a"smoking speakeasy."

Po-mo pink had fizzled asafad. A fashion designer was quoted as saying, "There's no accounting for the public's
tagte”

Truer words, | thought, and it wastime | faced that, too. | was never going to discover the source of the hair-bob
fad, no matter how much datal fed into my computer model. No matter how many different colored lines| drew.

Because it didn't have anything to do with suffrage or World War | or the weether. And even if | could ask Berni
Irene and the rest of them why they'd doneit, it till wouldn't help. Because they wouldn't know.

They were as benighted and blind as| had been, moved by fedings they weren't aware of, by forcesthey didn't
understand. Right straight into therriver.

My smart drink came. It was chartreuse, a color that had been afad in the late twenties. "What'sin it?' | said.

He sighed, a heavy sgh like someone out of Dostoyevsky. "Tyrosine, L-phenyldanine, and synergistic cofactors,
sad. "And pinegpplejuice.”

| took asip of it. | didn't fee any smarter. "Why did you get your forehead branded?' | said.
Apparently he hadn't finished his smart drink. He stared at me blankly.

"Your i brand?' | said, pointing at it. "Why did you decide to haveit done?"

"Everybody hasthem,” he said, and douched off.

| wondered if he had gotten the brand to please his girlfriend or if he was rebelling againgt anti-intellectudism or hi
parents, or in love with somebody who didn't know hewasdive.

| Spped my drink and kept reading. | didn't fed any smarter. Bantam Books had paid an eight-figure advance for
Getting in Touch with Your Inner Fairy Godmother. Cerenkhov blue was the "cool/hot" color for winter, and men e
women were smoking cigarsin L.A., inspired by Rush Limbaugh or David L etterman or forces they didn't understand.
sheep. Likerats.

None of which solved the problem of how | was going to go on working with Bennett. Or of where| wasgoing t
Romantic Bride Barbie.

| went over to the library and checked out Anna Karenina and Cyrano de Bergerac and got the Denver phone
from the reference section. | copied down dl the toy stores that weren't on Ginaslist and al the department and discou
stores, explained to Flip'sclonethat | had already paid the fine on Browning's Complete Works, and set out again, mar
off soresas| went.

| eventudly found Romantic Bride Barbie a a Target in Aurora—wedged in behind Barbie's Horse Stable Club-
took it up to the checkout.

The clerk wastrying to make change for the man in front of me,



"It's eighteen saventy-eight,” she said.

"l know," theman said. "l gave you atwenty-dollar bill and then after you rang it up as eighteen seventy-eight, | ¢
you three cents. Y ou owe me adollar and aquarter.”

Sheflipped her hair back, irritably, reveding an i.

Giveup, | thought. It'sno use.

"Theregister says one twenty-two," she said.

"I know," hesaid. "That'swhy | gave you the three cents. Twenty-two plus three makes aquarter.”
"A quarter of what?"

| set Romantic Bride Barbie on the end of the counter. | read the tabloid headlines and |ooked at the impulseiterr
therack next to the counter. Duct tape in several widths, and bubble packs of Barbie high heelsin assorted colors.

"All right, fine," the man said. "Give me back the three cents and give me one twenty-two."

| picked up apack of high hedls. "New! Cerenkhov blue," it read. | set it down next to the duct tapeand as | did
agtrange sensation, asif | were on the verge of something important, like thefind side of aRubik's cube clicking into pl

"Thisdoesn't haveapriceonit,” the checkout clerk said. She was holding Romantic Bride Barbie. "I can't sell any
that doesn't have apriceonit.”

"It'sthirty-eight ninety-nine," | said. "The manager said to ring it up under Miscdllaneous.”
"Oh," shesaid, and rang it up.
Thisisafad | could actudly learn to like, | thought, smiling at her i. Forewarned is forearmed.

"That'll be forty-one thirty-three," she said. | stood there, wallet in hand, looking at the boxes of crayons, trying tc
recapture the feeling I'd had. Something about Cerenkhov blue, and duct tape, or—

Whatever it was, it was gone. | hoped it hadn't been the cure for cholera
"Forty-onethirty-three,” the clerk said.

| carefully counted out the exact change and left with Romantic Bride Barbie. On theway out, | stepped on some
and looked down. It was a penny. Farther on there were two more. They looked like they had been flung down with <
force.

prohibition [1895-january 16, 1920]

Aversion fad againgt acohol fueled by the Women's Chrigtian Temperance Union, Carry Nation's saloon-smashir
and the sad effects of acoholism. Schoolchildren were urged to "sign the pledge’ and women to swear not to touch lips
had touched liquor. The movement gained impetus and political support al through the early 1900s, with party candida
drinking toasts with glasses of water and severd states voting to go dry, and finadly culminated in the Volstead Act. Die
as soon as Prohibition was enacted. Replaced by bootleggers, speakeasies, bathtub gin, hip flasks, organized crime, an
Repedl.

Ginacouldn't believe I'd found Romantic Bride Barbie. She hugged metwice. "Y ou're wonderful. Y ou're amirac
worker!"



"Not quite," | said, trying to smile. "1 don't seem to be having any luck finding the source of hair-bobbing.”

" Speeking of which," she said, till admiring Romantic Bride Barbie, "Dr. O'Rellly was up here before, looking fol
Helooked worried."

What's FHip lost now? | wondered, the bellwether? and started down to Bio. Halfway there, | raninto Ben. He
grabbed my arm. "We were supposed to be in Management's office ten minutes ago.”

"Why?What's this about?' | asked, trying to keep up. "Arewein trouble?’

Wi, of course we werein trouble. The only time anybody got to see theinsde of Management's office, Staff Ing
notwithstanding, was when they were getting transferred to Supply. Or having their funding cut.

"l hopeit isn't the anima-rights activists," Ben said, coming to a stop outside Management's door. "Do you think |
should have worn ajacket?"

"No," | said, remembering hisjackets. "Maybeit's something minor. Maybe we didn't dress down enough.”

The secretary in the outer officetold usto go right in. "It's not something minor,” Ben whispered, and reached for
doorknab.

"Maybewerenot introuble,” | said. "Maybe Management's going to commend usfor cross-disciplinary coopera
He opened the door. Management was standing behind his desk with his arms folded.
"l don't think s0," Ben murmured, and wewent in.

Management told usto sit down, another bad sign. One of SHAM's Eight Efficiency Enhancers was"Holding me
standing up encourages succinctness.”

We sat.

Management remained standing. "An extremely serious matter has come to my attention concerning you and your
project.”

It isthe animd-rights activigts, | thought, and braced mysdlf for what he was going to say next.

"The ass stant workpl ace message facilitator was observed smoking in the area of the animal compound. She say:
had permission to do so. Isthat true?"

Smoking. Thiswas about Shirl's smoking.

"Who gave her this permisson?’ Management demanded.

"l did," weboth said. "It wasmy idea," | said. "l asked Dr. O'Rellly if it wasdl right.”
"Areyou aware that the HiTek building isa smoke-free zone?"

"It wasoutsde," | said, and then remembered Berkeley. "I didn't think she should have to stand out in the middle
blizzard to smoke."

"l didn't either,” Ben said. "She didn't smoke inside. Just in the paddock.”
Management looked even grimmer. "Are you aware of HiTek'sguiddinesfor live-animal research?’

"Yes," Ben sad, looking bewildered. "Wefollowed the—"



"Live animas are required to have a hedlthy environment,” Management said. "Are you aware of the dangers of
atmospheric carcinogens, the FDA's report on the dangers of secondhand smoke? It can cause lung cancer, emphysarr
high blood pressure and heart attacks.”

Ben looked even more confused. " She didn't smoke anywhere near us, and it was outside. It—"

"Live animas are required to have a healthy environment,” Management said. "Would you cal smoke ahedthy
environment?'

Never underestimate the power of an aversion trend, | thought. The last onein this country ended in wholesale
accusations of communist leanings, ruined reputations, destroyed careers.

" '...out of the housestherats came tumbling,’ " | murmured.

"What?' Management said, glaring a me.

"Nothing."

"Do you know what the effects of secondhand smoke on sheep are?' Management said.
No, | thought, and you don't either. Y ou're just following the flock.

"Y our blatant disregard for the hedth of the sheep has clearly made the project ineligible for serious consideratior
grant contender.”

"She only smoked one cigarette aday,” Ben said. "The compound where the sheep are is ahundred feet by eight
dengity of the smoke from asingle cigarette would be less than one part per billion."

Giveit up, Ben, | thought. Aversion trends have nothing to do with scientific logic, and we've not only exposed &
to secondhand smoke, HiTek thinks weve jeopardized its chances of winning its heart's desire, the Niebnitz Grant.

| looked at Management. HiTek's actualy going to fire somebody, | thought, and it's us.
| waswrong.

"Dr. Foster, you were the one who obtained the sheep, weren't you?"

"Yes" | sad, ressting the urgeto add "gr." "From arancher in Wyoming."

"And is he aware that you intended exposing his sheep to harmful carcinogens?’

"No, but he won't object,” | said, and then remembered the bread pudding. | had never asked him hisviews on
smoking, but I knew what they were: whatever everyone e se thought.

"Asl| recal, this project was your idega, too, Dr. Foster," Management said. "It was your ideato use sheep, in spi
Management's objections.”

"Shewas only trying to help me save my project,” Ben said, but Management wasn't listening.

"Dr. ORellly," hesad, "thisunfortunate Situation is clearly not your fault. The project will have to be terminated, |
afraid, but Dr. Turnbull isin need of acolleague for the project sheisworking on, and she specifically requested you."

"What project?’ Ben said.

"That hasn't been decided yet," Management said. "Sheislooking into severd possibilities. Whatever, I'm sureit \
an excdlent project to be involved with. Wefed it has a saventy-eight percent chance of winning the Niebnitz Grant." F



turned back to me. "Dr. Foster, I'll hold you responsible for returning the sheep to their owner immediatdly.”
The secretary camein. "I'm sorry to interrupt, Mr—"

"A reprimand will be placed in your file, Dr. Foster,” Management said, ignoring her, "and there will be a serious
reexamination of your project at the next funding alocation period. In the meantime—"

"Sir, you need to come out here," the secretary said.

"I'min the middle of amesting,” Management cut in. "'l want afull report detailing your progressin trends researcl
sadtome.

"Now wait aminute," Ben said. "Dr. Foster was only—"

The secretary said, " Excuse me, Mr.—"

"What isit, Ms. Shepard?' Management said.

"The shegp—"

"Hasthe owner called to complain?' he said, shooting me avenomous glance.

"No, gr. It'sthe sheep. They'reinthe hdl.”
.

main channel
God'sin his heaven—
All'sright with the world.

robert browning
dancing mania [1374]

Northern European rdigious fad in which people danced uncontrollably for hours. They formed circlesin streets:
churches and leaped, screamed, and rolled on the ground, often shouting that they were possessed by demons and begc
said demonsto stop tormenting them. Caused by nervous hysteria and/or the wearing of pointed shoes.

Theideathat chaos and significant scientific breakthroughs are connected wasfirst proposed by Henri Poincaré,
had been unable to forget putting hisfoot on the omnibus step and having it dl come clear. The pattern of hisdiscovery
told the Société de Psychologic, was one of unexpected insght arising out of frustration, confusion, and menta chaos.

Other chaos theorists have explained Poincaré's experience as the result of the conjunction of two distinct frames
reference. The chaotic circumstances—Poincaré's frustration with the problem, hisinsomnia, the distractions of packing
trip, the change of scenery—created afar-from-equilibrium situation in which unconnected idess shifted into new and s
conjunctions with each other and tiny events could have enormous consequences. Until chaos could be crystdlized into
higher order of equilibrium by the smple act of stepping onto abus. Or into aflock of sheep.

They weren't in the hal. They werein the outer office and on their way into Management's white-carpeted inner
sanctum. The secretary flattened hersaf againgt the wall to let them pass, clutching her steno pad to her chest.

"Wait!" Management said, putting his hands up asif doing asengtivity exercise. Y ou cannot comein herel”



Ben dived to head off the lead ewe, which must not have been the bellwether, because even though he got it stop
the door and held it there, pushing againgt its shoulders like afootball tight end, the other sheep smply svarmed past it
into Management's office. And maybe | had migudged them and they did have brains. They had unerringly headed strai
for the part of the building where they could do the most damage.

They did it, tracking in an amount of dirt | wouldn't have thought their little cloven hooves could carry, leaving alc
smear of dirt-laden [anolin on the white walls and Management's secretary asthey brushed past them.

Ben was gtill struggling with the ewe, which was eager to join the flock, now heading straight for Management's
polished teak desk.

"Endangering the welfare of live animas,”" Management said, clambering up on top of it. "Providing inadequate pr
Upervidon.”

The sheep were circling the desk like Indians riding around awagon train.

"Failing to indtitute proper security measures” Management said.

"Facilitating potentia,” | murmured, trying to get them moving in another direction, any direction.
"These animas should not bein herel” Management shouted from the top of his desk.

The same idea had apparently occurred to the sheep. They set up apitiful bleating al at once, opening their moutt
continuous, deafening baa.

| looked sharply at the sheep, trying to spot where the blesting had originated, but it had seemed to come from
everywhere at once. Like hair-bobbing.

"Did you hear where the bleating started?’ | shouted to Ben, who let go of the ewe, and the sheep were suddenly
the move again, milling randomly through the office and toward the door to the secretary's hdll.

"Where are they going?' Ben said.

Management had clambered down off his desk and was shouting warnings again, looking dightly more dressed-d
than before. "HiTek will not tolerate employee sabotage! If either of you or that smoker |et these sheep out on purpose

"Wedidnt," Ben said, trying to get to the door. "They must have gotten out by themselves," and | had a sudden ir
of Hip leaning on the paddock gate, flipping the latch up and down, up and down.

Ben madeit to the door asthe last two sheep were squeezing through, blesting frantically &t the thought of being |
behind.

But oncein the hal they began milling amlesdy around, looking lost but immovable.
"We haveto find the bellwether,” | said. | began to work my way through them, searching for the pink ribbon.

There was ayelp from the end of the hall and a"Blast you, you brainless critter!" It was Shirl, her amsfull of pa;
"Get out of my way, you fool animal!" she shouted. "How did you get—" She stopped short at the sight of the hallful of
sheep. "Who let them out?'

"Hip," | sad, feding around a ewe's neck for the ribbon.
"She can't have," Shirl said, wading toward me through the sheep. " She's not here.”

"What do you mean she'snot here?' | said. Two ewes pushed past me on either side and nearly knocked me dow



"She quit,” Shirl said, swetting &t the one on the left with her papers. "Three days ago.”

"l don't care,”" | said, pushing at the other one. " Somehow, somewhere, Flip isbehind this. She's behind everythin
The sheep surged suddenly down the hall toward Personndl. "Where are they going now?' Ben said.

"They havenoides," | said. "Behold the American public.”

Management emerged from his office, Dockersin disarray. "This sort of behavior isobvioudy aside effect of nicc
"We haveto find the bellwether," | sad. "It'sthekey."

Ben stopped. He looked a me. "Thekey," he said.

Management bellowed, "When | find out who's causing this—this chaos—"

"Chaos," Ben said, dmogt to himsdlf. "The key's the bellwether.”

"Yes" | sad. "It'sthe only way we can get them back to Bio. You start at thisend, and I'll take the other end. Ok

He didn't answer me. He stood, transfixed, while the sheep milled around him, his mouth half open, hiseyes squin
behind his Coke-bottle glasses. "A bellwether,” he said softly.

"Yes, the bellwether,” | said, and it took along moment for his eyesto focus on me. "Find the bellwether. Think p
and | started for the end of the hall. " Shirl, run down to the lab and get ahdter and lead.” Something suddenly struck m
"Did you say Hip quit?'

Shirl nodded. "That dentist she met in the personas. He moved, and she followed him. So they could be geograpt
compatible." Shewent back down the hdl in the direction of Bio.

The sheep werein the sairwell, milling frightenedly at the edge of the top Stair, and it wastoo bad it wasn't acliff.
Maybe they'd till fall down it and break their necks—but no such luck. They clambered lightly down aflight and into tr
to Stats. | ran back upstairs. "They're heading for Stats!" | shouted to Ben.

He wasn't there. | ran back down the stairs and stopped hafway. In acorner on the floor, thoroughly trampled a
very dirty, was the pink ribbon. Wonderful, | thought, and looked up to see Alicia Turnbull glaring a me. "Dr. Foster,"
sad disgpprovingly.

"Donttel me" | said. "None of the Niebnitz Grant winners were ever involved in livestock stampedes.”
"WhereisDr. OReilly?" she demanded.

"l don't know," | said. | picked up the draggled ribbon. "I don't know where the bellwether is either. Or what sor
project will win the Niebnitz Grant. | do, however, have agood ideawhat those sheep are doing to Stats at this very mi
s0if you'll excuse me—" | said, and pushed past her out of the stairwell and into the hall.

At least they can't do any damage in my lab, | thought, hoping the rest of the doors were shut.
Theflock was il in the hall, so they must be. Ginawas at the far end, coming out of the statslab.
"Time for a bathroom break," she said as soon as she saw them, and ducked through a door.

| started through the sheep, leaning down to lift up their chins and look into their vacant faces for an expression th
looked dightly crosseyed or hdfway intelligent.

The door opened again. "There's one in the bathroom,” Gina said. She edged her way down the hall toward whe



was gazing into the sheeps eyes.

They al looked cross-eyed. | peered anxioudly into their long faces, into their vacant eyes, that were born to have
branded between them.

"Thered better not be onein my office," Ginasaid, and opened her door.
"Shut your door!" | said, but too late. A fat ewe was dready throughit. " Shut it," | said again, and she did.

The rest of the sheegp congregated outside her door, milling and baaing, desperately seeking someoneto tell then
to do, where to go. Which must mean the ewe in Gina's office was the bellwether.

"Keepit there!™ | shouted through the door. The ribbon wasn't strong enough for aleash, but | had a Davy Crock
jump rope that might be. | started for my lab, wondering what had happened to Ben. Probably Aliciahad found him an
telling him about her Niebnitz surething.

There was ashriek from Ginas office, and her door opened.

"Don't—" | shouted. The ewe dived through the door and into the midst of the flock like a card disappearing into
deck. "Did you see where she went, Gina?"'

"No," shesaid tightly. "I didn't."" She was clutching a battered pink box. A torn white net ruffle trailed from one cc
"Look what that sheep did to Romantic Wedding Barbie!" she said, holding up alock of brunette hair. "It wasthelast
Boulder."

"In the greater Denver areg,” | said, and went into the stats | ab.

All I need now isHlip, I thought, and was amazed she wasn't there in the stats lab, having quit or not. A sheep wze
munching thoughtfully on adisk. | grabbed it out of her mouth, or most of it, pried her large square teeth gpart, fished o
remaining piece, and looked squarely into her dightly crossed eyes.

"Listentome," | said, holding onto her jaw. "I've had dl | can takefor one day. I've lost my job, I'velost the only
person I've ever met who doesn't act like asheep, | don't know where fads come from and I'm never going to find out,
I've had it. | want you to follow me, and | want you to follow me now." | threw the pieces of disk on the floor and turn
walked out of my lab.

And she must have been the bellwether, because she trotted after me al the way down two flightsinto Bio, and th
thelab to the paddock, just like Mary and her little lamb. And the rest of the flock followed, wagging their tails behind t

ostrich plumes[1890-1913]

Edwardian fashion fad ingpired by Charles Darwin and related public interest in natura history. The curling plume
weredyed dl colorsand worn in the hair, on hats, fans, and even feather dusters. Related fads included trimming hats e
dresseswith lizards, spiders, toads, and centipedes. Asaresult of the fad, ostriches were hunted into extinction in Egyf
North Africa, and the Middle East. Recurred in 1960s with minidresses, wigs, and capes of ostrich plumes dyed neon ¢
and hot pink.

| called Billy Ray to come pick the sheep up.

"I'll send Miguel down with the truck right away," he said. "I'd come myself, but I've got to go down to New Me»
and talk to thisrancher about ostriches.”

"Odtriches" | said.



"They'rethe latest thing. Rebasraising fifty of them on a spread outside Gallup, and ogtrich steak's slling like
gangbugters. Lower in cholesterol than chicken and tastes better."”

One of the sheep had gotten itsalf stuck in the corner of the fence again. It stood there, looking blankly at the fenc
post likeit had no idea how it had gotten there.

"Plusyou can sdll the feathers and tan the skin for purses and boots," Billy Ray said. "Rebasaysthey'regoing toll
livestock of the nineties.”

The sheep butted its head against the post a couple of times and then gave up and stood there, bleating, anice ok

|esson.
"I'm sorry the sheep thing didn't work out,” Billy Ray said.
Metoo, | thought. ™Y ou're getting out of range,” | said. "'l can't hear you," and hung up.

Y ou can learn alot from sheep. | went over to the corner and put my hands under its chin and on itsrump. ™Y ou!
toturn around,” | said. "Y ou haveto go in another direction.”

| dragged it around to face the other way. It immediately began to graze.

"Y ou haveto admit it'sno use and go try something else,”" | said, and went back into the lab. Shirl wasthere. "W
Dr. ORelly?' | said.

"Hewasin taking to Dr. Turnbull aminute ago,” she said.

"Good," | said, and went back up to my statslab to write up my report for Management.
"Sandra Foster: Project Report,” | typed on adisk the ewe hadn't eaten.

Project gods:

1. Determinewhat triggersfads.

2. Determine the source of the Nile.

Project results:

1. Not found. Pied Piper may have something to do with it, for al | know. Or Italy.

2. Found. Lake Victoria

Suggestionsfor further research:

1. Eliminate acronyms.

2. Eliminate mestings.

3. Study effect of antismoking fad on ability to think clearly.

4. Read Browning. And Dickens. And dl the other classics.

| printed it out, and then gathered up my coat and non-wallet-on-a-string and went up to see Management.

Shirl wasthere, running a carpet cleaning machine. Management was dusting off his desk, which had been pushec
againgt one corner. "Don't step on the carpet,” he said when | camein. "It'swet." | walked squishily over to hisdesk. "1



sheep are dl inthe paddock,” | said over the sucking sound of the carpet steamer. "I've arranged for them to be sent bx
handed him my report.

"What'sthis?' hesad.
"Y ou said you wanted to reevauate my project'sgods,” | sad. "Sodol."
"What'sthis?' he said, scowling &t it. "Pied Piper?'

"By Robert Browning," | said. "Y ou know the story. Piper is hired to free Hamelin of rats, does so, but the town
refusesto pay him. 'And asfor our Corporation—shocking.' "

Management reared up behind his desk. "Are you threatening me, Dr. Foster?”

"No," | said, surprised. " 'Insulted by alazy ribdd? " | quoted, " 'Y ou threaten us, fellow? Do your worst,/Blow y
pipe until you burst." Y ou should read more poetry. Y ou can learn alot fromit. Do you have alibrary card?’

"A library—?" Management said, looking gpoplectic.

"I'm not threatening you,” | said. "Why would 1?1 didn't get rid of any rats or find out what causes hair-bobbing. |
couldn't even locate a piper.”

| stopped, thinking about that, and just like the night before, standing in line at Target with the late Romantic Bridk
Barbie, | fdt like | was on the verge of something significant.

"Areyou cdling HiTek arat?' Management said, and | waved him away impatiently, trying to focus on my eusive
thought. A piper.

"Areyou saying—" Management bellowed, and it was gone.

"I'm saying you hired mefor the wrong reason. Y ou shouldn't be looking for the secret to making people follow f
you should be looking for the secret to making them think for themsalves. Because that's what scienceisal about. And
because the next fad may be the dangerous one, and you'll find it out with the rest of the flock on your way over the clif
no, | don't need a security escort back to my lab,” | said, opening my purse so he could seeinside. "I'm leaving. 'Up the
Hill-side yonder, through the morning,’ " and | squished my way back acrossthe carpet. "Bye, Shirl," | caled to her, "y
come smoke at my house anytime," and | went out to my car and droveto thelibrary.

rubik's cube [1980-81]

Gamefad involving a cube made up of smaller cubes of different colorsthat could be rotated to form different
combinations. The object of the game (which more than ahundred million peopletried to solve) wasto twist the Sides ¢
cube until each sdewasasolid color. Thefad's skill threshold was somewhat too high—as witness the dozens of puzzl
books published—and the fad died out with many people never having solved it even once.

Lorraine was back. "Do you want Your Guardian Angel Can Change Your Life?" she asked me. She waswe:
afairy godmother sweatshirt and sparkly magic wand earrings. "It camein, and so did your book on hair-bobbing.”

"I dontwant it," | said. "l don't know what caused it, and | don't care."

"We found that book on Browning. Y ou had checked it in after all. Our media organization assistant shelved it wi
cookbooks."

See, | told myself—walking over to Kepler's Quark and giving my first name to awaitress with chopped-off hair
waitress uniform that probably wasn't auniform—things are looking up aready. They found Browning, you never have



read the personals again, and Flip can't douch in hereto ruin your day and stick you with the check.

The waitress seated me at atable by the window. See, | told mysdlf again, she didn't seat you at the communal te
Sheisn't wearing duct tape. Definitely looking up.

Butit didn't fed likeit. It felt like | wasout of ajob. It fdt like | wasin love with somebody who didn't love meb

He'stotdly fashion-impaired, | told myself. Look on the bright side. Y ou no longer have to worry about what cal
hair-bobbing. Which was a good thing, because | was pretty much out of ideas.

"Hi," Ben said, sitting down acrossfrom me.

"What are you doing here?' | said as soon as| was able to. "Shouldn't you be at work?”
"l quit," hesaid.

"Y ou quit? Why? | thought you were going to work on Dr. Turnbull's project.”

"Y ou mean Alicids statisti cally-thought-out, science-on-demand, sure-to-win-the-Niebnitz-Grant project? It's to
The Niebnitz Grant has dready been awarded.”

Hedidn't look upset about it. He didn't look like somebody who'd just quit his job. He looked containedly excite
eyesjubilant behind the Coke bottles. HE's going to tell me hel's engaged to Alicia, | thought.

"Who wonit?" | said, to stop him. "The Niebnitz Grant. A thirty-eight-year-old designed experimenter from west
Missssippi?'

Ben motioned the waitress over and said, "What have you got to drink that's not coffee?"
Thewalitressrolled her eyes. "There's our new drink. The Chinatasse. It'sthe latest thing.”

"Two Chinatasses," he said, and | waited for the waitressto quiz him on whole vs. skim, white vs. brown, Beijing
Guangzhou, but Chinatasses gpparently had alower skill threshold than caffé latte. The waitress douched off, and Ben:
"Thiscamefor you," and handed me aletter.

"How did you know whereto find me?" | said, looking at the envelope. It was blank except for my name.
"Hiptoldme" hesad.
"| thought shewas gone."

"She told me awhile back. She said you hung out herealot. | came here three or four times, hoping I'd runintoy
but | never did. She said you came here looking for guysin the personas.”

"Hip," | said, shaking my head. | was reading them for trends research. | wasnt trying... you did?"

He nodded, no longer jubilant. His gray eyes were serious behind the Coke-bottle glasses. "1 stopped coming ac
of weeks ago because Hip told me you were engaged to the sheep guy.”

"Odlrich,” | said. "Hip told me you were crazy about Alicia, that that's why you wanted to work with her."

"Well, at least now we know what the i on her forehead standsfor. Interfering. | don't want to work with Alicia
want to work with you."

"I'm not engaged to the sheep guy,” | said. | thought of something. "Why did you buy that Cerenkhov bluetie?!



"Toimpressyou. Hip told meyou'd never go out with me unless| got some new clothes, and this awful blue was
only thing | could find in the stores." He looked sheepish. "I also took out an ad in the personals.”

"Y ou did? What did it say?"

"Insecure, ill-dressed chaos theorist desiresintelligent, insightful, incandescent trends researcher. Must be SC."
"Scientifically competible" He grinned. ""People do crazy thingswhen they'rein love.”

"Like borrow aflock of sheep to keep somebody from losing their grant?'

The waitress plunked down two glassesin front of us, spilling Chinatasse everywhere.

"We need those to go," Ben said.

Thewaitress sghed loudly and ssomped off with them.

"If were going to be working together,” Ben said to me, "wed better get started.”

"Wait aminute,” | said. "We both quit, remember?’

"Well, thething is, HiTek wants us back."

"They do?'

"All isforgiven." He nodded. "They say we can have anything we need— ab space, assistants, computers.”
"But what about the sheegp and the secondhand smoke?”

"Open theletter.”

| did.

"Readit."

| did. "I don't understand,” | said.

| turned the letter over. There wasn't anything on the back. | looked at the envelope again. It still only had my nar
it. I looked at Ben, who looked jubilant again. "I don't understand,” | said again.

"Mendther,” he said. "Aliciawasthere when | opened mine. She had to recaculate dl her percentages.”
| read the letter again. "We won the Niebnitz Grant?"

"Wewon the Niebnitz Grant."

"But... wearent... we dont..."

"Well, that'sthe thing,” he said, leaning acrossthe table and, findly, taking my hand. "I had thisidea. Y ou know h
told you chaotic systems could be predicted by measuring al the variables and caculating the iteration? Well, | think
Verhoest wasright after dl. There is another factor a work. But it's not an outside factor. It's something already in the
system. Remember how Shirl said the bellwether was the same as the other sheep, only alittle greedier, alittle faster, al
ahead? What if—"



"—ingtead of butterflies, there's a bellwether in chaotic systems?’ | said.

"Exactly." He was holding both my hands now. "And it doesn't look any different from the other varigblesinthe s
but it'sthetrigger for theiteration, it'sthe catdy4, it's—"

"Pippa" | sad, clutching hishands. "Therésthis poem, Pippa Passes, by—"
"Browning," hesad. "She sngsat people's windows—"

"And changestheir lives, and they never even see her. If you were making acomputer modd of the village of Asc
you wouldn't even put her init, but shes—"

"—the variable that setsthe butterfly's wingsin motion, the force behind the iteration, the trigger behind the trigge
factor that causes—"

"—women to bob their hair in Hong Kong."
"Exactly. Thetrigger that causesyour fads. The—"
"—source of the Nile."

The waitress came back with the same two glasses. "We don't have cupsto go. It pollutes the environment.” She
the glasses down and stomped off again.

"LikeHip," Ben said, thinking about it. " She misdelivered the package, and that's how | met you."

"Among other things," | said, and fdlt that feding again of being on the verge of something, of the Rubik's cube sta
to turn.

"Let'sgo," Bensaid. "l want to see what happens when | add the bellwether into my chaostheory data.”

"Wait—I want to drink my Chinatasse, in caseit'sthe next fad. And therés something dse... You didn't give HiT
decison yet, did you, about staying?'

He shook his head. "I thought you'd want to be there.”
"Good,” | said. "Dont tell them no yet. There's something | want to check on.”
"Okay. I'll meet you back a HiTek in afew minutesthen," he said. "Okay?" and went ouit.

"Umm," | said, trying to catch the thought I'd had before. Something about trains, or wasit buses? And something
waitress had said.

| took athoughtful sip of the Chinatasse, and if | needed a sign that chaos was reattaining equilibrium at anew an
higher leve, thiswasit. It was the Earth Mother's wonderful spiced iced tea.

Which should ingpire meif anything could. But | couldn't capture the thought. Theideathat | should have gone be
with Ben kept intruding, and that, except for that sensitivity exercise, and some incidental hand-holding, he had never to
me

And apparently there was some kind of feedback |oop operating in our system because he was back and pushing
the waitress, who wanted to write his name down, and through the tables and pulling me to my feet. And kissng me.

"Okay," he said, when we pulled apart.
"Okay," | said breathlesdy.



"Wow!" thewaitress said. "Did you meet him in the personas?"
"No," | said, wishing shewould shut up and that Ben would kissme again. "Through Hip."
"We wereintroduced by abellwether,” Ben said, putting hisarms around me again.

"Wow!" thewaitress said.
couéism [1923]

Psychology fad inspired by Dr. Emile Coué, a French psychologist and the author of Salf-Mastery by
Auto-Suggestion. Coué's method of self-improvement consisted of knotting a piece of string and reciting over and ove
"Every day in every way, | am getting better and better.” Died out when it became apparent no one was.

Scientific breakthroughs have been triggered by the most minor of events: the Sight of bathwater rising, the moven
abreeze, the pressure of afoot on astep. | had never heard of one being triggered by akiss, though.

But it was akissthat had the full weight of five weeks of chaotic turbulence behind it, shifting patterns of thought ¢
their accustomed positions, stirring up the variables, separating and mixing them again into new conjunctions, new
possibilities. And when Ben had put hisarms around me, it had been like the discovery of penicillin and the benzene rin
the Big Bang dl rolled into one. Eurekato the tenth power. Like coming to the source of the Nile.

"This FLIP thing, where you met him," the waitresswas saying, "isit like arecovery group?'

"Discovery,” | said, staring transfixed after Ben, wondering how | could have been so blind. It was al so clear: w
triggered fads and how scientific breakthroughs happen and why we had won the Niebnitz Grant.

"Can anybody jointhisFLIP?' thewaitress said. "I'm dready in alatte recovery group, but there aren't any cute @

"1 need my check," | said, fishing atwenty out of my purse and handing it to her so | could go back to HiTek and
this on the computer.

"Hedready paid,” she said, trying to hand me back the twenty.
"Kegpit," | said, and grinned at her as something else hit me. "We're rich. We won the Niebnitz Grant!"
I hurried back to HiTek and up to the statslab, and called up my hair-bobbing modd.

Suppose fads were aform of self-organized criticaity arising out of the chaotic system of the popular culture. Anc
suppose that, like other chaotic systems, they were influenced by a bellwether. The independence of women, Irene Cas
outdoor sports, rebdlion againgt the war, al of those would smply be variables in the system. They would require acat
abutterfly to set them in motion.

| focused in on the bump in Marydale, Ohio. Suppose that wasn't a statistical anomaly. Suppose theréd been agi
Marydale, Ohio, agirl just like everybody ese, with flapping galoshes and rouged knees, indistinguishable from the rest
flock, only alittle greedier, alittle fagter, alittle hungrier. A little ahead of the flock. A girl who had had acrush on ader
the other sde of town and had walked into the barbershop and, with no idea she was starting afad, that she was crystal
chaosinto criticdity, told the barber to cut off her hair.

| called up the rest of the twenties data and asked for geographica breakdowns, and there was the anomaly agait
rolled-down stockings and the crossword puzzle, right over Marydde. And for the shimmy, even though the dance had
originated in New Y ork. But it hadn't become afad until abobbed-haired girl in Marydae, Ohio, had picked it up. A gi
Hip. A butterfly. A bellwether. The source of the Nile.



| called up the paintbox and traced the course of eventsat HiTek again, from Hip's misddivering Dr. Turnbull's
package to her fiddling with the latch on the gate, but thistime | dso fed in Led On by Fate and the bread pudding,
Management's sengitivity exercises, the duct tape, Elaine's exercises, Shirl's smoking, Sarah's boyfriend, Romantic Brid
Barbie, and the various ill levels of caffé latte.

All thevariables| could think of and every one of Flip'sactions, irrdlevant or not, al of them feeding back into the
system, adding turbulence, and leading not, as 1'd thought after the sengitivity exercise, to disaster, but to the Niebnitz C
to love and to geographic compatibility and the source of hair-bobbing. To anew, higher state of equilibrium.

Flip had felt itch, and asaresult | had told Billy Ray I'd go out with him, and held said he fdt itch, too, and told
about the sheep, which I'd thought of when Hip lost Ben's funding form.

Flip. Her footprints, like Barbie's sharp little high hedls, like the echoes of Pippasvoice, were dl over the crime s
She had told Ben | was engaged to Billy Ray, she had failed to copy pages 29 through 41, she had taught the bellwethe
open the gate, she had told Management about Shirl's smoking, upping the level of chaos each time, mixing and separat!
thevariables.

The screen filled with lines. | connected them, feeding in the iteration equations, and the lines became atangle, the
tangle aknot. Thelogt stapler, Browning's "Pied Piper,” Billy Ray's cellular phone, po-mo pink. Flip had circulated a
nonsmoking petition and Shirl had ended up out in the parking lot in ablizzard and | took her down to Ben'slab and sh
watched Ben and me struggle with the sheep and said, ™Y ou need a bellwether.”

The screen went dark, layer on layer of events feeding back into each other, and then sprang suddenly into anew
design. A beautiful, eaborate structure, vivid with radical red and cerulean blue.

Sdf-organized criticdity. Scientific breskthrough.

| sat and looked at it for awhile, marveling at its smplicity and thinking about Hip. | had been wrong. The i on he
forehead didn't stand for incompetence or itch. Or even influence. It stood for inspiration. And she was Pippa after
only instead of Snging she was stirring up the variables, upping the leve of chaoswith every petition and misddivered
package until the system went critical.

| aso thought about penicillin and Alexander Fleming, with his crowded, too-smal [ab, hegped with piles of mold
dishes. Theingtitute he worked in had been right in the middle of chaos—half ablock from Paddington Station on anoi:
street. Add in the vacation and the August heat and the new research assistant he had had to make room for, and al th
tributary details like hisfather and therifle team. And water polo. At school held been on ateam that played awater pc
match againgt St. Mary's Hospital . Three years later, when he was getting ready to go to medica school, he picked S.
Mary's because he remembered the name.

Add in that, and the soot and the open window of the lab above, and you had areal mess. Or did you?

David Wilson had caled the discovery of penicillin " Quite one of the luckiest accidentsthat ever occurred in natu
But wasit? Or wasit ascientific discovery waiting to happen, a system so chaotic that al it would take to push it over t
edgeinto self-organized criticality was a spore, drifting in through an open window like Pippa's song?

Poincaré had believed creative thought was a process of inducing inner chaos to achieve ahigher level of equilibri
But did it have to beinner?

| saved everything to disk, stuck it in my pocket, and went down to Bio.

"l need to know something,” | asked Ben. "Y our bellwether chaos theory. Did you figureit out little by little or dic
you al a once?"

He frowned. "Both. I'd been thinking about Verhoest and his X factor, and that maybe hewasright, and | started



to think what form another factor might take."
"And that's when the apple hit you on the head?’

He shook hishead. "Aliciacamein to tell me her research showed the next Niebnitz Grant recipient would be ar:
astronomer and that Management had called another meeting, and then we had the sengtivity hug and for a couple of d:
after that al | could think about was you and how you were engaged to that cowboy.”

"QOdtrich rancher,” | corrected. "For acouple of weeks, at least. So the ideas were in there percolating, but do yo
remember what it wasthat put it al together?'

"Youdid," hesaid. "The shegp were milling around in the hall outside of Management, and you said, 'Hip did this
know it," and Shirl said she wasn't there, and you said, 'l don't care. Somehow she's behind this." And | thought, No, s
isn't. The bellwether is. And | remembered Flip leaning on the paddock gate, flipping the lock up and down, and | thou
The bellwether must have learned how to open it from her, and led the rest of the sheep into this chaos.

"And it hit me, just like that. Bellwethers cause chaos. They're the unseen factor.”

"l knew it," | said. "I haveto go find something. Just what | thought. Y ou're wonderful. Beright back.” | kissed hi
ingpiration, and went to find Hip.

| had forgotten sheld quit. "Three days ago,” Elainein Personnd said. She waswearing apair of Cerenkhov blue
Rollerblades. "In-in-line skating," she said, raising her leg to demondrate. "It gives a much better full-body workout tha
wall-walking, and it helps you get around the office fagter. Did you hear about Sarah and her boyfriend?"

"They broke up?' | said.

"No. They got married!"

| pondered the implications of that. "Did Hip leave aforwarding address?" | asked. "Or say where she was going
She shook her head. "She said to give her check to Desiderata down in Supply and she/d send it on to her."
"Can | seeher file?’

"Personnel records are confidentia,” she said, suddenly businesdike.

"Cdl Management and ask them,” | said. "Tdl themit'sme."

She did. "Management said to give you anything you want," she said bemusedly, hanging up. "Do you want thew
file?"

"Just her previous work record.”
She skated over to the file cabinet, got it, and skated over to me, executing a negt toe stop.

It waswhat 1'd expected. Flip had worked at a coffeehouse in Sesttle, and before that at aBurger Kingin L.A.
"Thanks," | said, handing it back to her, and then thought of something ese. "L et me see her fileaminute." | opened it a
glanced a thetop line, whereit said "full name, lagt, first, middleinitia.”

"Orliotti,” it sad. "PhilippaJ.”
tattoos [1691]
Sdf-mutilation fad which first became popular in Europe in the 1600s when explorers brought the practice back f



the South Seas. The fad recurred as an upper-class craze in the Edwardian era. Jennie Jerome, Winston Churchill'smo
had a snake tattooed around her wrigt. Tattooing became popular again in World War 11, thistime among servicemen &
especidly sailors, again in the sixties as part of the hippie movement, and yet again in the late eighties. Tattooing hasthe
disadvantage of being a passing fad with permanent results.

| wrote down Hip'slast name and made anote to find out her grandmother's maiden name and check to seeif sh
living anywhere near Marydale, Ohio, in 1921, and went down to Supply.

Desiderata couldn't find FHip's forwarding address. " She said she was going to someplace in Arizona," Desiderate
looking in among the erasers. "Albuquerque, | think."

"Albuquerqueisin New Mexico,” | said.

"Oh," she said, frowning. "Then maybe it was Fort Worth. Wherever he went."
"Who?'

Sherolled her eyes. "The dentist guy.”

Of course. He had particularly specified geographic compatibility.

"Maybe shetold Shirl," Desderata said, rummaging through the pencils.

"I thought Shirl got fired,” | said, "for smoking in the paddock.”

"Hunh-unh," Desderatasaid. " She quit. She said she was only going to stay till they hired a new workplace mess
facilitation director, and they did that this morning, so maybe she's adready gone."

She wasn't. She wasin the copy room, fixing the copy machine before sheleft, but FHip hadn't told Shirl where s
going ether. " She mentioned something about this Darrell moving his practice to Prescott,” Shirl said, leaning over the .
feed. "I heard you and Dr. O'Reilly won the Niebnitz Grant. That's wonderful.”

"Itis" | sad, watching her yank ajammed sheet of paper out of the feed with her fingers. There were no signs of
nicotine stains on them. "It'stoo bad | don't know who givesthe grant. | had something | wanted to tell them.”

Shirl pushed the feed into position and closed the lid. "'I'm sure the committee wants to remain anonymous.”

"If itisacommittee” | said. "Committees are terrible at keeping secrets, and even Dr. Turnbull wasn't ableto finc
anything. | think it's one person.”

"One very rich person,” she said, her voice no longer raspy.

"Right. Somebody circumstantially predisposed to weslth, who thinks for hersalf and wants other people to, too.
did you quit smoking?'

"Hip converted me," she said. "Filthy habit. Hazardousto your hedth.”
"Umm," | said. "Somebody extremely competent—"

"Speaking of which," she said, "have you run into Flip's replacement yet? 1t'll make you glad you don't work here
anymore. | didn't think it was possible to hire somebody worse than Flip, but Management's succeeded.”

"Somebody extremely competent,” | repeated, looking steedily at her, "who travel s around the country like Dioge
looking for scientistswith circumstantia predispositionsto scientific discovery. Somebody no one would suspect.”



"Interesting theory,” Shirl said dismissively, centering the paper on the glass plate. "What was it you wanted to tell
person? If he or sheisincognito, he or she probably doesn't want to be thanked." She hit a button and started to lower
lid.

"Oh, | wasn't going to thank her," | said. "I was going to tell her she's going about things al wrong."
The copy light flashed blindingly. Shirl blinked. "Y ou're saying the Niebnitz people picked the wrong winners?'

"It's not the people you choose. It'sthe grant itself. A million dollars meansthe scientist can quit hisjob, get alab
own, pursue hiswork in complete peace and quiet.”

"And that's a bad thing?'

"Maybe. Look at Eingtein. He discovered rdlativity while he was working in adinky patent office, full of papersa
contraptions. When hetried to work at home, it was even worse. Wet laundry hanging everywhere, ababy squalling or
kneg, hisfirg wifeydling a him."

"And those seem like ided working conditionsto you?'

"Maybe. What if instead of being hindrances, the noise and the damp laundry and the cramped apartment all com
to create aStuation in which new ideas could codesce? | held up two fingers. "Only two of the winners of the Niebnit:
Grant have gone on to make significant discoveries. Why?'

" Scientific discoveries can't be produced on demand. They take long years of painstaking work—"

"And luck. And serendipity. A breeze blowing Galvani'sfrog legs againg arailing and closing acircuit, ahand get
the way of cathode rays, an gpple faling. Fleming. Penzias and Wilson. Kekulé. Scientific breakthroughs involve combi
ideas no one thought to connect before, seeing connections nobody saw before. Chaotic systems create feedback loop
tend to randomize the dements of the system, displace them, shake them around so they're next to eements they've nev
come in contact with before. Chaotic systemstend to increase in chaos, but not dways. Sometimesthey restabilize into
new level of order."

"Archimedes" Shirl said.

"And Poincaré. And Roentgen. All of their ideas came out of chaotic Situations, not peace and quiet. And if acha
Stuation could be induced instead of us having to just wait for it to happen... It'sjust anidea, but it accounts for why dc
of scientists could experiment with eectricaly discharged gases and never discover X rays. It accounts for why so many
discoveries are made by scientists outside their field. Which iswhy you specified ‘circumstantialy predisposed,” why yo
choose people working outside their field, because you knew how it worked, even if you didn't know why. Of courseit
just an idea. But it fitswith Bennett's theory of the bellwether effect. I'll need alot more data, and—"

Shirl was smiling anot-at-all-pinched smile a me. "And you ill think I'm going abouit it dl wrong?' she said. She
leaned over to pull the copy out of the machine. "Interesting theory," she said, picking up astack of papers. "If | ever ru
whoever it isthat givesthe Niebnitz Grant, I'll be sureto passit on." She started out the door.

"Goodbye," | said, and kissed her on her |leathery cheek.

"What was that for?" she grumbled, rubbing at her cheek with her hand.

"Fixing the copy machine" | said. "Oh, by theway," | caled &fter her. "Who'sthe Niebnitz Grant named after?”
"Alfred Taylor Niebnitz," she said without turning her head. "My high school physicsteacher.”



ouija board [1917-18]

Psychic game fad that purportsto tell the future. Players push a planchette around a board with |etters and numbe
gpelling out answersto questions. Originated elther in Maryland in the 1880s with C. W. Kennard or William and | saac
or in Europein the 1850s, but did not become afad until America entered World War |. Recurs every timetherésaw
Popular during World War 11 and the Korean conflict. Hit its highest number of salesin 1966-67, during the Vietnam V

A theory isonly asgood asits ahility to predict behavior. Mendeleev predicted that the blanksin his periodic tabl
would befilled with elements of certain atomic weights and properties. The subsequent discoveries of galium, scandiun
germanium bore out his predictions. Eingtein's specid theory of reativity correctly predicted the deflection of light by the
tested out by the 1919 eclipse. Wegener's theory of continental drift was corroborated by fossils and satellite photogrgy
And Heming's penicillin saved Wington Churchill'slife during World Wer 11.

The bellwether theory of chaotic systemsisjust that, and Ben and | are still in the early stages of our research. BL
willing to hazard afew predictions:

HiTek will switch acronyms at least twicein the next year, establish adress code, and make the staff hold hands:
nurturetheir inner children.

Dr. Turnbull will spend al of next year attempting to handicap the Niebnitz Grant, to no avail. Science doesn't wc
likethat.

| predict anumber of new fads out of Prescott, Arizona, or Albuquerque or Fort Worth. Boulder, Seattle, and L.
will fade out as trendsetters. Forehead brands will be big, and denta floss, and bobbed hair, particularly the marcel wa
will make a comeback.

Asto the spiritud, angels are out and fairieswill bein, particularly fairy godmothers, which, after dl, do exis.
Merchandiserswill make akilling on them and then lose their shirtstrying to anticipate the next craze.

| predict asharp declinein shegp-raising, an increase in weddings, and no change at al in the personas. The hot
dessert thisfall will be pineapple upside-down cake.

And in some company or research ingtitute or college, an overqudified mail clerk who is overweight or wearsfur
carriesaBiblewill be hired, and the scientists therein would do well to remember their childhood fairy tales.

Therewill be asharp upswing in sgnificant scientific breakthroughs, and chaos, as usud, will reign. | predict grea
things

Thismorning, | met Flip's replacement. 1'd gone up to Stats to collect my hair-bobbing data, and she was coming
the copy room, trailing someone's memas behind her.

She had lavender hair, arranged in afountain effect, with several strands of barbed wire wrapped around it. She\
wearing abowling shirt, peda pushers, black patent tap shoes, and orange lipstick.

"Areyou the new mail clerk?"

She pursed her orange lipsin disdain. "It's wor kplace message facilitation director," shesaid, emphasizing eve
gyllable. "And what businessisit of yours, anyway?'

"Welcometo HiTek," | said, and would have shaken her hand except that she was wearing a barbed-wire ring.
Greset things.
BELLWETHER
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