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-Sign pictured in God's Own Junkyard,
edited by Peter Blake

DECEMBER

PROSPECTUS
The day shall dawn when never child but may



Go forth upon the sward secure to play.

No cruel wolves shall trespassin their nooks,
Their lore of lions shall come from picture-books.
No aging tree a falling branch shall shed

To strike an unsuspecting infant's head.

From forests shall be tidy copses born

And every desert shall become a lawn.

Lisping their stories with competing zest,

One shall declare, "I come from out the West,
Where Grandpa toiled the fearful sea to take
And pen it tamely to a harmless lake!"
Another shall reply, "My home's the East,
Where, Mama says, dwelt once a savage beast
Whose fangs he oft would bare in horrid rage-
Indeed, I've seen one, safely in a cage!”
Likewise the North, where once was only snow,
The rule of halls and cottages shall know,

The lovely music of a baby's laugh,

The road, the railway and the telegraph,

And eke the South; the oceans round the Pole
Shall be domestic. What a noble goal!

Such dreams unfailingly the brain inspire

And to exploring Englishmen do fire...

-"Chrigmasin the New Rome," 1862

CARNAGE

Hunted?
By wild animds?
In broad daylight on the Santa Monica freeway? Mad! Mad!

It was the archetype of nightmare: trapped, incgpable of moving,
with monstrous menacing beasts edging closer. Backed up for better
than amile, three lanestrying to cram into an exit meant for two,



reeking and stalking and roaring. For the time being, though, he was
more afraid of running than of staying where hewas.

Bright fangs repesting the gray gleam of the clouds, a cougar.
Clawsinnocent of any shesth, ajaguar.

Winding up to strike, a cobra

Hovering, afadcon. Hungry, abarracuda.

However, when his nerve finaly broke and he tried running, it
wasn't any of these that got him, but astingray.
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NOT IN OUR STARS

Theradio said, "Y ou deserve security, Stronghold-stylel™

Blocking access to the company parking lot on the left of the street
was abus, huge, German, articulated, €l ectric, discharging passengers.
Waiting impatiently for it to move on, Philip Mason pricked up hisears.
A commercid for arival corporation?



The unctuous voice went on, backed by non-music from cellos and
violas. "Y ou deserve to deep undisturbed. To go on vacations aslong
asyou can afford, free from worry about the home you've lft behind.
Don't they say aman'shomeis his castle-and shouldn't that be true for
you?"

No. Not insurance. Some dirty property developer. What the hell
was this bus stopped here for, anyhow? It belonged to the City of Los
Angeles okay-right color, name painted on the sde-but in place of a
destination board it just had a stock sign, ON HIRE, and he couldn't
see details of its occupants through its grimy windows. But that was
hardly surprisng since his own windshield was grimy, too. He had been
going to hit the horn; instead, he hit the wash-and-wipe stud, and a
moment later was glad of the choice hedd made. Now he could discern
half adozen dull-faced kids, three black, two yellow, one white, and
the head of acrutch. Oh.

The speech from the radio continued. "What weve donefor you is
build that castle. Nightly, armed men stand guard at al our gates, the
only points of access through our spike-topped walls. Stronghold
Estates employ the best-trained staff. Our watchmen are drawn from
the police, our sharpshooters are dl ex-Marines.”

Of whom there's no shortage since they kicked us out of Asia. Ah,
the bus signaling amove. Easing forward past itstail and noting from
the corner of hiseye aplacard in itsrear window which identified the
hiring organization as Earth Community Chest Inc., he flashed hislights
at the car next behind, asking permission to cut in front. It was granted,
he accelerated-and an instant later had to jam the brakeson again. A
cripple was crossing the entrance to the lot, an Agatic boy in hisearly
teens, most likely Vietnamese, one leg shrunk and doubled up under
the hip, hisarmswidespread to help him keep his balance on asort of
open auminum cage with numerous straps.

Harold, thank God, isn't that bad.

All the armed gate-guards black. A prickling of sweet at the ideahe
might have run the boy down under the muzzles of their guns. Yelow
means honorary black. It is sweet to have companionsin adversity.



And, thinking of companions-Oh, shut up!

"There's never any need to fear for your children," mused theradio.
"Daily, armored buses collect them at your door, take them to the
school of your choice. Never for asecond are they out of sight of
responsible, affectionate adults.”

The boy completed his hopping* journey to where the sidewalk
resumed, and Philip wasfinally able to ease his car forward. A guard
recognized the company gticker on hiswindshield and hit thellift for the
red-and-white pole that closed the lot. Sweating worse than ever,
because he was horribly late and even though that wasn't hisfault he
was perfused with abdtract guilt which made him fed vagudly that
everything today was hisfault, from the Baltimore bombingsto the
communist takeover in Bali, he stared around. Oh, shit. Packed solid.
There wasn't one gap he could squeeze into without guidance unless he
wasted more precious time in sawing back and forth with inchesto
spare.

"They will play in air-conditioned recregtion hdls" theradio
promised. "And whatever medica attention they may need ison hand
twenty-four hours per day-at low, low contract rates!”

All right for someone earning a hundred thousand ayear. For most
of useven contract rates are crippling; | should know. Aren't any of
those guards going to help me park? Hell, no, al going back to their
posts.

Furious, he wound down his window and made violent beckoning
gestures. At once the air made him cough and his eyes Sarted to water.
He smply wasn't used to these conditions.

"And now apoliceflash," said theradio.

Maskless, his expression revealing atrace of-what? Surprise?
Contempt-something, anyway, which was acomment on this charley
who couldn't even breathe straight air without choking, the nearest
guard moved toward him, sghing.

"Rumorsthat the sunisout at Santa'Y nez are without foundation,”
theradio said. "I'll repest that." And did, barely audible againgt the



drone of an aircraft invisble over cloud. Philip piled out, clawing a
five-ddllar bill from his pocket

"Take care of thisthing for me, will you?I'm Mason, Denver area
manager. I'm late for a conference with Mr. Chamers.”

He got that much said before he doubled over in another fit of
coughing. Theacrid air ate at the back of histhroat; he could imagine
the tissues becoming horny, dense, impermesable. If thisjob'slikely to
involve mein frequent tripsto LA I'm going to haveto buy a
filter-mask. And the hell with looking Sssy. Saw ontheway hereit isn't
only girlswho wear them any more,

The radio mumbled on about extreme congestion affecting al roads
northbound.

"Yeeh," theguard said, taking the bill and rolling in neatly
one-handed into acylinder, likeajoint “Go right onin. They been
expecting you."

He pointed acrossthe ot to where an illuminated sign above a
revolving door wished the world amerry Chrismasfrom Angd City
Interstate Mutudl.

Been expecting? | sure hope that doesn't mean they gave up and
went ahead without me!

Feet planted on signs of Libra, Scorpio, Sagittarius, astherevolving
door hush-hushed. It turned giffly; the airtight seels around it must
recently have been renewed. Beyond, a cool marble-walled foyer, also
ornamented with zodiaca emblems. Angd City's publicity was geared
to the idea of escaping the destiny you'd been born to, and both those
who took astrology serioudy and those who were sceptical
appreciated the semi-poetica quaity of the ad copy which resulted.

Herethe air was not only purified but ddicately perfumed. Waiting
on abench and looking bored, avery pretty light-brown girl in atight
green dress, demurely deeved, the skirt touching the neat
Cuban-correction: Miranda-hedls of her black shoes.

But dit to thewaist in front. Moreover she was wearing pubic



panties, with atuft of fur at the crotch to suggest hair.

Last night in Vegas. Chrigt, | must have been out of my mind,
knowing | had to deep well, bein top form for today. But it didn't fedl
that way at thetime. Just...Oh, God, | wish | knew. Bravado? Craving
for variety? Dennie, | swear | love you, I'm not going to throw my
precious job away, won't even look at thisgirl! Chamerssfloor is
three, isn't it? Where's the directory? Oh, behind those filtermask
dispensers.

(Yet, intermixed, pridein working for thisfirm whose progressive
image was carried clear through to ensuring that its secretaries wore the
trendiest of clothes. That dresswasn't orlon or nylon, ether; it was
wool.)

However, it wasimpossible not to look. She rose and greeted him
with abroad amile.

"You're Philip Mason!" Her voice atrifle hoarse. Comforting to
know that other people were affected by theair in LA. If only the
huskiness didn't lend such asexy qudlity..."We met last time you were
here, though probably you wouldn't remember. I'm Bill Chdmerss
ade Fdice"

"Yes, | do remember you." The cough conquered, though afaint
itchy sensation remained on hiseydids. The statement wasn't mere
politeness, either-he did now recdl her, but hislast vist had beenin
summer and she'd been wearing a short dress and adifferent hairstyle.

"Isthere somewhere | could wash up?' he added, displaying his
pamsto prove he meant wash. They wereamost dimy withthe
airborne nagtiness that had eluded the precipitator on hiscar. It wasn't
designed to cope with Cdifornia

"Surely! Just dong the hdlway to theright. I'll wait for you."

The men'sroom bore the sign of Aquarius, asthewomen'sdid the
sgn of Virgo. Once when hefirst joined the company held raised a
laugh clear around agroup of his colleagues by suggesting that in the
interests of true equality there should be only one door, marked



Gemini. Today he wasn't in ajoking mood.

Under the locked door of one of the cubicles: feet. Wary because
of theincidence of men's-room muggings these days, he relieved
himsdlf with one eyefixed on that door. A faint sucking sound reached
hisears, then achinking. Chrigt, asyringe being filled! Not an addict
with an expensive habit who's snesked in there for privacy? Should |
get out my gasgun?

That way lay paranoia. The shoes were eegantly shined, hardly
those of an addict who neglected his appearance. Besides, it was over
two years since held last been mugged. Thingswereimproving. He
moved toward the line of wash-basins, though he took care to select
onewhose mirror reflected the occupied cubicle.

Not wanting to leave greasy marks on the light fabric of his pants,
he felt cautioudy in his pocket for acoin to drop in the
water-dispenser. Damnation. The dirty thing had been dtered since his
last vigit. He had nickels and quarters, but the sign said only dimes.
Waan't there even one free one? No.

He was on the point of going back to ask Felice for change when
the cubica door siwung open. A dark-clad man emerged, shrugging
back into ajacket whose right-hand side pocket hung heavy. His
features struck avague chord of memory. Philip relaxed. Neither an
addict nor astranger. Just adiabetic, maybe, or a hepatic. Looking
wdll onit, either way, from his plump cheeks and ruddy complexion.
But who...?

"Ah! Y ou must be herefor this conference of Chamersd™ Striding
forward the not-stranger made to extend his hand, then canceled the
gesture with achuckle.

"Sorry, better wash up before shaking with you. Halkin out of San
Diego, by theway."

Tactful withit, too. "I'm Mason out of Denver. Ah-you don't have a
gpare dime, do you?"'

"Surel Bemy guest”

"Thank you," Philip muttered, and carefully stoppered the drain hole



before letting the water run. He had no ideahow much a dime bought
you but if it was the same amount that had cost anickel ayear and a
half ago it was barely enough to soap and rinse with. He was
thirty-two, yet today he fdt like a gangling teenager, insecure, confused.
Hisskinitched asthough it were dusty. The mirror told him it didn't
show, and his swept-back brown hair was ill tidy, so that was dl
right, but Halkin was wearing practica clothes, dmost black, whereas
he himself had put on his newest and smartest gear-by Colorado
standards, much influenced of course by the annud influx of the
winter-sports jet set-and it was pae blue because Denise said it
matched his eyes, and whileit could never be crumpled it was aready
showing grime at collar and cuffs. Memo to self: next time | cometo
LA...

The water was terrible, not worth the dime. The soap-at least the
company kept cakes of it on the basins, instead of demanding another
dime for an impregnated tissue-bardly lathered between his palms
When herinsed hisface atrickle ran into his mouth and he tasted
sea-sdt and chlorine.

"You got hed up likeme, | guess," Halkin sad, turning to dry his
handsin the hot-air blower. That wasfree. "What wasiit-thosefilthy
Trainitesoccupying Wilshire?!

Washing hisface had been amistake. There were no towels, paper
or otherwise. Philip hadn't thought to check beforehand. There'sthis
big thing about cellulose fibersin the water of the Peacific. | read about it
and failed to make the connection. His sense of awkward teenageness
worse than ever, he had to twist his head into the stream of warm air,
meantime wondering: what do they do for toilet paper-round pebbles,
Modem-gyle?

Keep up thefacade at all costs. "No, my delay was on the Santa
Monicafreaway."

"Oh, yes. | heard traffic was very heavy today. Some rumor about
the sun coming out?'

"It wasn't that some"-repressing the ridiculous impulse to make sure
no one black wasin earshot such as Felice or the guards around the



parking lot-"crazy spade jumped out of hiscar inthe middle of ajam
and tried to run across the other half of the road.”

"You don't say. Stoned, was he?"'

"l guess he must have been. Oh, thanks'-Halkin courteoudy holding
the door. "Naturaly the carsthat were till moving in the fast lanes had
to brake and swerve and bang, must have been forty of them bumped
each other. Missed him by amiracle, not that it did him any good. The
traffic coming away from the city was doing fifty-sixty at that point, and
when he got acrossthe divide hefdl in front of asportscar.”

"Good lord." This had brought them level with Felice, who was
keeping an eevator for them, so they ushered her insde and Halkin
hovered his hand over the floor-selection buttons. "Three, isn't it?"

"No, were not in Bill's office. Were in the conference room on the
sventh."

"Was your car damaged?' Halkin went on.

"No, luckily mine wasn't included in the shunt. But we had to it
there for more than haf an hour before they got the road clear...You
sad you were held up by Trainites?'

"Yes, on Wilshire" Hakin's professond smile gave way to ascowl.
"Lousy dodgers, most of them, | bet! If I'd known | was sweating out
my timefor their sake...Y ou did yours, of course?’

"Yes, of coursg, in Manila™
"My gint wasin'Nam and Laos."

The car was dowing and they dl glanced at the lighted numbers.
But thiswasn't seven, it wasfive. The doors parted to reveal awoman
with a spotty face who said under her breath, "Ah, shit!" And stepped
into the car anyway.

"I'll 'ride up with you and down again," she added more loudly. "Y ou
could wait until doomsday in thisfilthy building."

The windows of the conference room were bright yellow-gray. The
proceedings had started without waiting for the last two arrivas; Philip



was thankful that he wasn't entering alone. Eight or nine men were
present in comfortable chairs with foldaway flaps bearing books,
notepads, persona recorders. Facing them across a table shaped like
an undernourished boomerang: William Chamers, vice-president in
charge of interstate operations, a black-haired man in hislateforties
who had devel oped too much of a paunch to get awvay with the
fashionable figure-hugging gear he was wearing. Standing, interrupted
by the intruson: Thomas Grey, the company's senior actuary, abald
lean man of fifty with such thick spectacles one could imaginetheir
weight accounting for the habitua forward stoop of his shoulders. He
looked put out; scratching absently under hisleft arm, he accorded no
more than a curt nod by way of gregting. Chadmers, however,
welcomed the latecomers cordially enough, brushed aside their
gpologies, waved them to the remaining vacant places-right in the front
row, of course. The wall-clock showed two minutes of eleven instead
of the scheduled ten-thirty. Trying to ignoreit, Philip picked up afolder
of papersfrom hisassigned chair and distributed mechanica smilesto
those of his colleagues with whom he could claim casua acquaintance.

Caaud...

Don't think about Laura. Dennie, | loveyou! | love Josie, | love
Harold, | love my family! But if only you hadn't ingsted on my-

Oh, shut up. Tak about mountains out of molehilld

But his Situation was precarious, after al. Notorioudy, he was by
nearly seven yearsthe youngest of Angd City'sareamanagers. LA,
Bay, SoCal, Oregon, Utah, Arizona, NM, Texas, Colorado. Texas
duefor subdivison next year, the grapevine said, but asyet it hadn't
happened. That meant that his footsteps were being hounded by hordes
of skilled, degree-equipped unemployed. He had six sdlesmen with
Ph.D.'s. Running to stay in the same place...

"If we can continue?' Grey said. Philip composed himsdlf. Thefirgt
time he had met the actuary he had assumed him to be adry extenson
of hiscomputers, lost in aworld where only numbers possessed redlity.



Since then, however, he had learned that it had been Grey who hit on
the notion of adopting astrological symbolism for the firm's promotiond
materia, and thereby endowed Angel City with its unique status asthe
only mgor insurance company whaose business among clients under
thirty was expanding asfast as the proportion of the population they
represented. Anyone with that much insght was worth listening to.
"Thank you. | wasjust explaining why you've come.”

Eyesrolling back to the limits of their sockets, mouth gar, breath
hissing in her throat! Usdless denying it to mysdf. No woman ever
made mefed morelike aman!

Philip touched theinside of his cheek with thetip of histongue. She
had dapped him back-handed and marched out of the motel cabin with
blazing eyes because he had offered her money. Therewasactut. It
hed bled for five minutes. It was next to hisright upper canine, al his
life the sharpest of histeeth.

"It'sbecause," Grey continued, "of the hikein lifeinsurance
premiums were going to impose from January first. Of course weve
aways predicated our quotations on the assumption that life
expectancy in the United States would continue to rise. But during the
past three yearsit hasin fact sarted to go down."

A ROOST FOR CHICKENS

Sharp on nine the Trainites had scattered catrgpsin the roadway
and created amonumental snarl-up twelve blocks by seven. The fuzz,
asusud, was dsawhere-there were ways plenty of sympathizers
willing to cause adiverson. It wasimpossible to guess how many dlies
the movement had; at arough guess, though, one could say that in New
York City, Chicago, Detroit, LA or San Francisco people were apt to
cheer, whilein the surrounding suburbs or the Midwest people were
apt to go fetch guns. In other words, they had least support in the areas
which had voted for Prexy.



Next, the staled cars had their windows opaqued with a cheap
commercia compound used for etching glass, and dogans were painted
on their doors. Somewerelong: THISVEHICLE ISA DANGER TO
LIFE AND LIMB. Many were short: IT STINKS! But the commonest
of dl wasthe universadly known catchphrase: STOP, Y OU'RE
KILLING ME!

And in every case the inscription was concluded with arough
egg-shape above adtire-the smplified ideogrammetic verson of the
invariable Trainite symbol, a skull and crossbones reduced to

Then, consulting printed data-sheets, many of which were flapping
aong the gutter hourslater in thewind of passing cars, they turned to
the nearby store-windows and obscured the goods on offer with
smilarly appropriate dogans. Unprejudiced, they found something apt
for every angle store.

It wasn't too hard.

Delighted, lads on the afternoon school shift joined in the job of
keeping at bay angry drivers, store-clerks and other meddlers. Some of
them weren't smart enough to get lost when the fuzz arrived-by
helicopter after frantic radio messages-and made their first trip to
Juvenile Hal. But what the hell? They were of an agetoredizea
conviction was a keen thing to have. Might stop you being drafted.
Might saveyour life.

Most of the drivers, however, had the senseto stay put, fuming
behind their blank windshields as they caculated the cost of repairs and
repainting. Practicaly al of them were armed, but not one was stupid
enough to pull agun. It had been tried during a Trainite demongtration
in San Francisco last month. A girl had been shot dead. Others,
anonymous in whole-head masks and drab mock-homespun clothing,
had dragged the killer from his car and used the same violent acid they
gpplied to glassto write MURDERER on hisflesh.

In any case, therewaslittle futurein rolling down awindow to curse
the demondtrators. Throats didn't last long intheraw air.



ENTRAINED

"It's easy enough to make people understand that cars and guns are
inherently dangerous. Saigticaly, dmaost everyonein the country now
has experience of arelative being shot dead either at home or abroad,
while the association between cars and traffic fatalities opens the public
mind to the concept of other, subtler threats."
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Lead: causes subnormality in children and other disorders.
Exceeds 12 mg. per m.. in surface water off California. Probable
contributory factor in decline of Roman Empire whose upper class
ate food cooked in lead pans and drank wine fermented in
lead-lined vats. Common sources are paint, antiknock gas where
still in use, and wildfowl from marshes etc. contaminated over
generations by lead shot in the water.

"On the other hand it'sfar harder to makeit clear to people that
such asuperficialy innocuous firm as a beauty parlor is dangerous. And
| don't mean because some women are dlergic to regular cosmetics.”
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Polychlorinated biphenyls: waste products of the plastics,
lubrication and cosmetics industries. Universal distribution at
levels similar to DDT, less toxic but having more marked effect on
steroid hormones. Found in museum specimens collected as early
as 1944. Known to kill birds.

"Similarly it'sashort menta step from the notion of killing plants or
insectsto the notion of killing animas and people. It didn't take the
Vietnam disaster to spdll that out-it was foreshadowed in everybody's
mind."
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Pelican, brown: failed to breed in California where formerly
common, 1969 onward, owing to estrogenic effect of DDT on shell
secretion. Eggs collapsed when hen birds tried to brood them.

"By contrast, now that we scarcely make use of the substances
which used to congtitute the bulk of the pharmacopoeiaand which
were clearly recognizable as poisonous because of their names-arsenic,
srychnine, mercury and so on-people seem to assume that any medica
drug isgood, period. | wasted more of my lifethan | careto recall
going around farms trying to discourage pig and chicken breedersfrom
buying feeds that contained antibiotics, and they smply wouldn't listen.
They held that the more of the stuff you scattered around the better. So
developing new drugs to replace those wasted in cake for cattle, pap
for pigsand pdletsfor pullets has become like the race between guns
and armor!”
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Train, Austin P. (Proudfoot): b. Los Angeles 1938; e. UCLA
(B.Sc. 1957), Univ. Call. London (Ph.D. 1961); m. 1960 ClaraAlice
nee Shoolman, div. 1963, n.c.; a. ¢/o publishers. Pub: thesis,
"Metabolic Degradation of Complex Organophosphates' (Univ. of
London Press 1962); "The Great Epidemics’ (Potter & Vasarely 1965,
rep. as "Death In the Wind," Common Sense Books 1972); "Studiesin
Refractive Ecology" (P&V 1968, rep. as."The Resistance Movement
in Nature" CSB 1972); "Preservatives and Additivesin the American
Digt" (P&V 1971, rep. as"You Are What You Have To Eat," CSB
1972); "Guideto the Survival of Mankind" (International Information
Inc., boards 1972, paper 1973); "A Handbook for 3000 A.D." (lll,
boards 1973, paper 1975); crt. J. Biol. Sci., J. Ecal., J. Biosph., Intl.
Ecol. Rev., Nature, Sci. Am., Proc. Acad. Life Sci., Sat. Rev., New
Ykr., New Sci. (London), Envrmt. (London), Paris Match, Der
Spiegel (Bonn), Blitz (India), Manchete (Rio) etc.



ITS A GAS

Leaving behind haf hislondy brunch (not that the coffee shop
where hed eaten regularly now for amost ayear wasn't crowded with
lunchers, but Stting next to the fuzz is prickly), Pete Goddard waited
for change to be made for him. Acrossthe street, on the big billboards
enclosing the site of Harrigan's Harness and Feed Store-it had kept the
name athough for years before it was demolished it had sold
snowmobiles, motorcycle parts and dude Western gear-which now
was scheduled to become forty-two desirable apartments and the
Towerhill home of American Express and Colorado Chemica Bank,
someone had painted about a dozen black skulls and crossbones.

Widl, hewasfeding alittle that way himsdf. Last night had beena
party: first wedding anniversary. His mouth tasted foul and his head
ached and moreover Jeannie had had to get up at the ordinary time
because she worked too, at the Bamberley hydroponics plant, and hed
broken his promiseto clear away the mess so she wouldn't be faced
with it thisevening. Besides, that patch on her leg, even if it didn't
hurt...But they had good doctors at the plant. Had to have.

New, not disposed to like him, the girl cashier dropped his due
coinsin his pam and turned back to conversation with afriend.

Thewall-clock agreed with hiswatch that he had eight minutesto
make the four-minute drive to the station house. Moreover, it was
bitterly cold outside, down to around twenty with astrong wind. Fine
for the tourists on the dopes of Mount Hawes, not good for the police
who measured temperature on a graph of smashed cars, frostbite cases
and petty thefts committed by men thrown out of seasona work.

And women, cometo that.

So maybe before going. .. By the door, alarge red object with a
mirror on the upper part of itsfront. Installed last fal. Japanese. Ona
plate a the sde: Mitsuyama Corp., Osofg. Shaped like aweighing
machine. Stand here and insert 25¢. Do not smoke while using. Place
mouth and nose to soft black flexible mask. Like an obscene animd's



kiss
Usually helaughed at it because up herein the mountainsthe air
was never so bad you needed to tank up on oxygen to make the next

block. On the other hand some people did say it was a hell of agood
curefor ahangover...

More detail penetrated his mind. Noticing detail was something he
prided himself on; when his probationary period was through, he was
going to shoot for detective. Having a good wife could spawn ambition
inany man'smind.

Themirror cut in acurveto fit around the mouthpiece: cracked. Slot
for quarters. Below it aline defining the coin-hopper. Around thet line,
scratches. Asthough someone had tried to pry the box out with aknife.

Pete thought of bus-drivers murdered for the contents of achange
machine.

Turning back to the counter he said, "Misd”

"What?'

"That oxygen machine of yours-"

"Ah, shit!" thegirl said, hitting "No Sal€' on theregiger. "Dont tell

methe ginking thing ison thefritz again! Here's your quarter back. Co
try the drugstore on Tremont-they have three."

THE OPPOSITE OF OVENS

Whitetile, white enamdl, stainless sted! ... One spoke here in hushed
tones, asthough in achurch. But that was because of the echoes from
the hard walls, hard floor, hard ceiling, not out of respect for what was
hidden behind the oblong doors, one above another from ankle-level to
the height of atal man's head, one next to another dmost asfar asthe
eye could see. Like an endless series of ovens, except that they weren't
to cool, but to chill.

The man walking ahead of her was white, too-coat, pants, surgica
meask & present dangling below his chin, tight ugly cap around hishair.



Even plagtic overshoes aso white. Apart from what she had brought in
with her, dull brown, there was effectively only one other color in here.

Blood-red.

A man going the other way wheding atrolley laden with
waxed-paper containers (white) labeled (in red) for delivery to the labs
attached to this morgue. While he and her companion exchanged
helloes, Peg Mankiewicz read some of the directions: 108562
SPLEEN SUSPTYPH CULT, 108563 LIVER VERIFY DEGEN
CHGES, 108565 MARSH TEST.

"What'saMarsh test?' she said.

"Presence of arsenic,” Dr. Stanway answered, sdling past the
trolley and continuing down the long line of corpse closets. Hewasa
pale man, as though his environment had bleached every strong tint out
of him; his cheeks had the shade and texture of the organ containers,
hisvigble hair was ash-blond, and his eyes were the dilute blue of
shallow water. Peg found him more tolerable than the rest of the
morgue staff. He was devoid of emotion-either that, or absolutely
homosexua-and never plagued her with thejocular passes most of his
colleaguesindulged in.

Shit. Maybe | should take awash in vitriol!

Shewas beautiful: dim, five-ax, with satin skin, huge dark eyes, a
mouth juicier than peaches. Especialy modern peaches. But she hated
it because it meant she was forever being hounded by men collecting
pubic scaps. Coming on butch was no help; it was that much more of a
challenge to men and Started the ki-ki types after her aswell. Without
make-up, perfume or jewdry, in addiberately unflattering brown coat
and drab shoes, she dtill fdlt like apot of honey surrounded by noisy
flies

Poised to unzip if she so much asamiled.

Todigtract hersdlf shesaid, "A murder case”?’
"No, that suit someone filed in Orange County. Accused afruit



grower of usng anillega spray." Eyesroaming the numbered doors.
"Ah, hereweare"

But he didn't open the compartment at once.

"Heisn't pretty, you know," he said after apause. "The car
gplattered hisbrainsdl over everywhere.

Peg buried her hands in the pockets of her coat so that he couldn't
see how pale her knuckleswere. It might, just conceivably might bea
thief who'd solen his|ID...

"Go ahead," she said.
And it wasn't athief.

Thewhole right-hand side of the dark head was-well, soft. Alsothe
lower eyelid had been torn away and only roughly laid back where it
belonged, so the underside of the eyeball was exposed. A graze clotted
with blood rasped from the leve of the mouth down and out of sight
beneath the chin. And the crown was so badly smashed, they'd put a
kind of Saran sack around it, to hold it together.

But it was pointlessto pretend thiswasn't Decimus.
"Well?' Stanway said at length.
"Yes, put him away."

He complied. Turning to lead her to the entrance again, he said,
"How did you hear about this? And what makes the guy so important?”

"Oh...People cdl the paper, you know. Like ambulance-drivers.
We give them afew bucksfor tipping us off."

Asthough floating ahead of her like a horrible sick-joke balloon on
adgtring: the softened face. She swallowed hard against nausea.

"And he's-| mean he was-one of Austin Train'stop men.”

Stanway turned his head sharply. "No wonder you're interested,
then! Loca guy, was he? | heard Trainiteswere out in force again

today."

"No, from Colorado. Runs-ran-awat near Denver."



They had come to the end of the corridor between the anti-ovens.
With the formal politeness due to her sex, which she ordinarily detested
but could accept from this man on a host-and-guest basis, Stanway
held the door for her to pass through ahead of him and noticed her
properly for thefirst time since her ariva.

"Say! Would you liketo-uh...?" A poor communicator, this
Stanway, at least where women were concerned. "Would you like to
st down? Y ou're kind of green.

"No thankd" Over-forcefully. Peg hated to digplay any sign of
weekness for fear it might be interpreted as "feminine.” Sherelented
fractionaly asecond later. Of al the men she knew she suspected this
oneleast of hoping to exploit chinksin her guard.

"You seg" she admitted, "I knew him."
"Ah." Satisfied. "A dosefriend?’

There was another corridor here, floored with soft green resilient
composition and wall papered with drifts of monotonous Muzak. A girl
came out of agilt-lettered door bearing atray of coffee-cups. Peg
scented fragrant steam.

"Yes...Havethe police sent anyone to check on him?'

"Not yet. | hear they're kind of overloaded. The demonstration, |
guess.”

"Did they take hisbelongings from the car?*

"l guessthey must have. We didn't even get his ID-just one of those
formsthey fill out at the scene of the accident.” Dedling with Christ
knew how many such per day, Stanway displayed no particular
interest. "Way | read it, though, they'd be concerned. Must have been

stoned to do what he did. And if hewas one of Train's top men they're
bound to show up soon, aren't they?"

They hadn't yet reached the door to the outside, but Peg hastily put
on her filtermask.

It covered so much of her traitorous face.



It was along walk to where she had |€ft her car: aHailey, of
course, on principle. Her vison was so blurred by the time she reached
it-not merely because the air stung her eyes-that she twice tried to put
the key in thelock upside-down. When shefindly redized, shewas o
annoyed she broke anail dragging open the door.

And thrust the finger into her mouth and instead of nibbling away the
broken bit, toreit. Her finger bled.

But at least the pain offered an anchor to redlity. Caming, she
wrapped around the injury atissue from the glove-compartment and
thought about caling in her sory. It wasagtory. It would makethe TV
news services aswel asthe paper. Killed on the freeway: Decimus
Jones, age thirty, busted twice for pot and once for assault, smeared
with an average quantity of the grime ayoung black nowadays
expected to acquire. But suddenly reformed (it says here) by the
precepts of Audtin Train at twenty-sx, mastermind of Trainite
operations when they spread to Colorado...not that he would have
acknowledged the name "Trainite" any morethan Austin did. Austin
sad the proper term was "commi€”, for "commensdig,” meaning that
you and your dog, and the flea on the dog's back, and the cow and the
horse and the jackrabbit and the gopher and the nematode and the
paramecium and the spirochete dl st down to the sametablein the
end. But that had been just adebating point, when he got sick of
people screaming at him that he was atraitor.

Ought to make sure Decimus gets returned to the biosphere right
away. Forgot to mention that. Should | go back? Hell, | guess he put it
in hiswill. If they take any notice of ablack man'swill...

Somebody's going to haveto tell Austin. It would beterribleif he
fird learned the newsin print or from TV.

Me?
Oh, shit. Yes. I'm thefirst to latch on. So it hasto be me.

Her mind was abruptly achaos of muddled images, as though three
peopl e had taken smultaneous possession of her head. Stanway by



chance had asked precisely that question she felt constrained to answer
honedtly: "A closefriend?'

Clos=? Morelike only! Why? Because he was black and happily
married and not interested any more in the exoticism of white girls?
(Wholll tdl Zenaand the kids?) Partly, maybe. But what mattered was
that Decimus Jones, hedlthy, male and hetero, had treated luscious
tempting Peg Mankiewicz...asafriend.

It had better be Austin who tells Zena. | couldn't. And amerry
Chrisgmasto you dl.

After that the confusion becametota. She could foresee events
fanning out from this deeth as though she were reading acrystd bdll.
Everyone would automatically echo Stanway: "Jumping out of hiscar
that way he must have been stoned-or maybe crazy!"

Y et sheld known him as avery sane man, and being stoned
bel onged too far back in his past. So it could never have been of his
own valition. So somebody must have dipped him acap of something
fierce. And there was only one motive she could think of for doing that.
Todiscredit him at any codt.

She suddenly redlized she had been staring, without seeing, at proof
of aTrainite's passage through this parking lot, a skull and crossbones
on the door of acar parked dantwise to hers. Her own, naturaly,
would be unmarked.

Yes. It must have been done to discredit Decimus. Must have.
These stereotyped interchangesbl e plastic people with dollar signsin
their eyes couldn't bear to share their haf-ruined planet with anyone
who climbed out of his ordained grooves. A black JD dropout was
meant to diein astreet brawl, or better yet injail partway through a
spdll of ninety-nine. For him to be loved and looked up to like a doctor
or apriest, by white aswell as black-that turned their ssomachs!

Turned ssomach. Oh, Chrigt. Shefumbled in her pursefor apill she
should have taken over an hour ago. And forced it down despiteits



Szewithout weter.
Usudly, nowadays, one had to.

Finally she decided she was getting maudlin and twisted the key in
the dashboard lock. There was steam stored from the trip to get here
and the car moved slently and ingtantly away.

And cleanly. No lead akyls, hardly any CO, nothing worse than CO
, and water. Praise be, if Anyoneislistening, for those who struggle to
save us from the consequences of our own mad cleverness.

At theexit fromthelot, if she had been going to the office she
would have turned right. Instead she turned | ft. There were probably
not more than a hundred people in the country who could rely on
locating Austin Train when they wanted to. If her editor had known that
among them was one of his own reporterswho had never used the
information for professona purposes, he would have come after her
withagun.

THE BLEEDING HEART IS A RUNNING SORE

...veteran of campaignsin Indochina and the Philippines today
became the latest of many distinguished ex-officersto join the
Double-V adoption plan, taking into his family an orphaned gir|
aged eight with severe scar, allegedly due to napalm burns.
Commenting on his decision the general said, quote, | was not at
war with children, only with those seeking the destruction of our
way of life. End quote. Questioned concerning his reaction to the
growth of the Double-V scheme prior to leaving the White House
for his main engagement of the day, a luncheon organized by
former members of his official fan club a, which heisdated to
deliver amajor speech on foreign affairs, Prexy said, quote, |
guess if they can't break down the front door they have to sneak
around the back. End quote. The Congressional inquiry into
alleged bribe-taking by officials of the Federal Land Use
Commission...



THE ROOT OF THE TROUBLE

"Te-goosey-goosey-gal pa-”

The rain was pelting down so hard the wipers of the Land Rover
could barely cope, and the road was terrible. Despite four-whed drive
they were continually diding and skidding, and every now and then they
met a pothole which made Leonard Ross wince.

"Knock ‘er down and scalp 'er-"

Dr. Williamss snging was barely audible above the roar of the
engine and the hammering of therain, but it wasjust possibleto discern
that the tune belonged to anursery rhyme: Goosey Gander.

"Up hersl H' and your ass-"

Another pothole. Leonard reflexively glanced back to seeif his
equipment was okay, and wished he hadn't. The rear sest was aso
occupied by the policeman assigned to escort him, who had arepulsive
weeping skin condition, and Leonard's ssomach was queasy enough
anyhow.

"Nobody will halp ‘er!" concluded Williamstriumphantly, and
added without drawing afresh breeth, "How long have you been with
Globe Rdlief?'

"Oh..." For aningtant Leonard didn't redlize the question was a
question. "About four years now."

"And you've never been to this part of the world before?!
"I'm afraid not."

"Bloody typicd!" With asnort, "At least | hopethey gaveyou dl the
gen?”
Leonard nodded. They had submerged him with masses of data,
and his head was till ringing. But this country was so full of paradoxes!
To start with, when held seen that the name of his contact at Guanagua
was Williams, he'd assumed an American. He hadn't been prepared for

amanic Briton who wore aHarris tweed jacket in thisstinking



sub-tropical humidity. Y et it seemed of a piece with anation whose first
capital for 357 years, had been demoted because the citizens objected
to the governor keeping amistress, whose current capital was so
relatively unimportant it had never had arailroad, and the internationa
arlineshad given up sarviang it. ..

"Every time someonetriesto haul this country up by its bootstraps,”
Williams said, "something goeswrong. Act of God! Though if that's
redly how Helikesto amuse Himsdlf, no wonder the Tupamaros are
making so much headway! Not around here, of course, but in the cities.
Look at thisroad! By loca standardsit'saruddy highway. It's so
damned difficult to get goods to market, most people haven't the
currency to buy manufactured goods, even proper tools. But now and
then someone whips up enthusiasm for cash cropsinstead of
subs stence crops-cotton, coffee, that sort of thing-and it swings along
for awhile and then dl of asudden, crash. Their hard work goesfor
nothing. Like thistime. Come and see for yourself."

Unexpectedly he braked the Land Rover at a spot where rocks as
high as aman's knee flanked the track. Peering through the
rain-smeared windshield, Leonard made out that they had arrived
within sight of ashabby village surrounded on two sdes by lines of
coffee plants, on the others by maize and beans. The layout suggested
competent husbandry, but every single plant was wilted.

Jumping out, Williams added, "Bring your gear!"

IIAh_II

"L ook, therainisn't going to stop for bloody weeks, you know, so
you might aswell get used to it!"

Reluctantly Leonard picked up hisfied kit and ducked into the
downpour. His glasses blurred instantly, but his sight was too bad for
him to discard them. Water trickling down his collar, he followed the
line Williams had marked across the sodden ground.

"Doesn't matter where you look," Williams said, sopping level with
the nearest coffee plant ™Y oull find the buggers anywhere.”

Compliantly Leonard began to trowel in the mud. He said after a



pause, "Y ou're English, aren't you, doctor?"
"Welsh, actudly." Inafrigid tone.
"Do you mind if | ask what brought you here?!
"A girl, if you redly want to know."
"I'm sorry, | didn't mean to-"

"Pry? Of course not. But I'll tell you anyway. She was the daughter
of one of the embassy staff in London. Very beautiful. | was
twenty-four, she was nineteen. But her | people were Catholics from
Comayagua, wherethey're drict, and naturdly they didn't want her
marrying aMethodist. So they shipped her home. | finished my studies,
saving like mad to buy a passage here, thinking that if | could convince
them | was serious...Hell, I'd have converted if I'd had to!"

Down there close to the scrawny root of the coffee plant: something
wriggling. "And what hgppened?’

"l got here and discovered she was dead.”

"What ?'

"Typhus. It'sendemic. And thiswas 1949."

There seemed to be nothing €l se anyone could possibly say.
Leonard dragged up aclod of dirt and brokeit in his hands. Exposed,
afrantic creature two incheslong, &t first glance not unlike an
earthworm, but of abluish-red color, with adight thickening at one end
and afew minute bristles, and writhing with more energy than any
earthworm ever had.

"Y et, you know, I've never regretted staying here. There hasto be
someone on the spot to help these people-it'sno usetryingto do it all
by remote contral...Ah, you got one of them, did you?' Histone
reverted to normd. "Recognizeit, by any chance?| can't find a
technical namefor it in the literature. Of course my reference-books
aren't up to much. In Spanish it's soto-juela, but around here they say
jigra.”

One-handed, leaving fingermarks of mud, Leonard extracted a
test-tube from his kit and dropped the pest into it. He tried to examine



it with hisfolding glass, but the rain splashed down too heavily.
"If | could get alook at it under cover,” he muttered.

"There may be aroof inthevillagethat isn't legking. May be...And
thisiswhat the buggers do to the plants, see?' Williams pulled a coffee
bush casudly out of the ground. It offered no resistance. The slem was
spongy with boreholes and thefoliage limp and sickly.

"They attack corn and beansaswell?" Leonard asked.

"Haven't found anything they won't et yet!" In the holeleft by the
uprooted plant, five or Sx of them squirming to hide.

"And how long have they been anuisance?'

"They've dways been anuisance,” Williamssad. "But until-oh,
about thetime they cleared this patch for coffee, you only found themin
theforest, living off the underbrush. | didn't see more than half adozen
thefirst ten years| spent at Guanagua. Then about two and ahaf years
ago, boom!"

Leonard straightened, his legs grateful to be released from stooping.
"W, thereés no doubt that thisis an emergency, asyou clamed. So I'll
apply for authorization to use high-strength insecticides, and then when
weve-"

"How long did you say you'd been with Globe Relief?"

Leonard blinked at him. Suddenly he was unaccountably angry.

"Who do you think this ground belongsto, anyway? Were on the
private estate of some high government muckamuck who can bend the
law as much as he likes! This ared's been sprayed and soaked and
saturated withinsecticides”

From the direction of the village, walking very dowly, asiraggling
line of men, women and children had emerged. All werethin, dl were
ragged and barefoot, and severa of the children had the belly-bloat
characteridtic of pdlagra

"Theidiot'smadethe jigras resstant to DDT, heptachlor, dieldrin,
pyrethrum, the bloody lot! Think | was such afool the idea hadn't
crossed my mind to check? Those people don't need chemicalss, they



need food!"

DEFICIT

Petronella Page: Hi, world!
Sudio audience: Hi!

Page: Wdll, thistime as ever we havefor you dl kinds of people
making news. Among others were to welcome Big Mama Prescott
whose hit "The Man with the Forty-Five' is currently the center of a
fierce debate about the proper-or improper-materia for pop songs.
(Audience laughter.) And then well betalking to awhole group of
the ex-officers who've given so many children from Southeast Asa
the best of al Christmas presents, anew home and anew family.
But firgt off let's wel come someone who's been making headlinesin
adifferent area. He'sascientist, and you've been hearing about him
because-well, becauseiif his caculations are right they bode not too
well for the future of this nation. Here heis, Professor Lucas
Quarrey of Columbia. (Applause.)

Quarrey: Good eve-l mean, hello, everyone.

Page: Lucas, because not as much attention is paid to scientific matters
these days as perhaps ought to be, maybe you'd refresh the
viewers memories concerning the subject that put you in the news.

Quarrey: Gladly, and if there's someone watching who hasn't heard
about thisit'll come as-uh-as much of asurprise asit did to me
when | first saw the print-out from the university computers. Asked
to guesswhat'sthe largest single item imported by the United
States, people might nominate lots of things-iron, aluminum, copper,
many raw materiaswe no longer possessin economic quantities.

Page: And they'd bewrong?

Quarrey: Very wrong indeed. And they'd be just aswrong if they were
asked to name our largest single export, too.



Page: Sowhat isour largest import?

Quaney: Ton for ton-oxygen. We produce less than sixty per cent of
the amount we consume.

Page: And our biggest export?
Quarrey: Tonfor ton again, it's noxious gases.

Page: Ah, now thisiswhere the controversy has arisen, isnt it? A lot
of people have been wondering how you can claim to trace-oh,
smoke from New Jersey clear acrossthe Atlantic. Particularly since
you're not ameteorologist or weather scientist. What isyour

specidty infact?
Quarrey: Particle precipitation. I'm currently heading aresearch
project designing more compact and efficient filters.

Page: For what-cars?

Quarrey: Ohyes. And buses, and factoriestoo. But mainly for aircraft
cabins. We have acommission from amgor arlineto try and
improve cabin air a high dtitude. On the most traveled routes the
arissofull of exhaust fumesfrom other planes, passengers get
airsick even on adead calm day-especially on adead calm day,
because it takes longer for the fumesto disperse.

Page: So you had to start by analyzing what you needed to filter out,
right?

Quarrey: Precisaly. | designed a gadget to be mounted on the wing of
aplane and catch the contaminants on little sticky plates-| have one
here, | don't know if your viewers can seeit clearly...Yes? Fine.
Well, each unit hasfifty of these plates, time-switched to collect
samples at various stages of ajourney. And by plotting the results
on amap I've been able to pin down-like you said-factory-smoke
from New Jersey over nearly two thousand miles.

Page: Lotsof people argue that can't be done with the accuracy you
dam.

Quarrey: | wish the people who say that would take the trouble to find
out what my equipment is capable of.



Page: Now thisisal very disturbing, isn't it? Most people have the
impression that since the passage of the Environment Actsthings
have taken aturn for the better.

Quarrey: I'm afraid this seemsto be-uh-an optical illusion, so to speak.
For onething, the Acts don't have enough teeth. One can apply for
al kinds of postponements, exemptions, stays of execution, and of
course companies which would have their profits shaved by
complying with the new regulations use every possible meansto
evade them. And the other point isthat we aren't being as watchful
aswe used to be. Therewas a brief flurry of anxiety afew years
ago, and the Environment Acts were introduced, as you said, and
ever since then weve been sitting back assuming the Situation was
being taken care of, dthough in fact it isn't.

Page: | see. Now what do you say to people who maintain that
publicizing these alegations of yoursiswell, not in the best interests
of this country?

Quarrey: You don't serve your country by sweeping unpleasant facts
under the carpet. We're not exactly the most popular nation in the
world right now, and my view isthat we ought to put a stop right
away to anything that's apt to make us even lesswell liked.

Page: | guessthere could be something in that. Well, thanksfor coming
and talking to us, Lucas. Now, right after this next break for station
identification. ..

IN SPITE OF HAVING CHARITY A MAN LIKE
SOUNDING BRASS

"| guess the nearest analogy would bewith cheese," said Mr.
Bamberley. To show hewas paying atention Hugh Pettingill gavea
nod. He was twenty, dark-haired, brown-eyed, with a permanently
bad-tempered set to his face-pouting mouth, narrowed eyes,
prematurely creased forehead. That had been stamped on him during
the bad years from fourteen to nineteen. Allegedly thiswasthefirst of
many good years he was currently living through, and hewas



fair-minded enough to expose himsdlf to the possibility of being
convinced.

Thishad started with an argument concerning hisfuture. During it he
had said something to the effect that the rich industria countries were
ruining the planet, and he was determined never to have anything to do
with commerce, or technology, or the armed forces for which Mr.
Bamberley retained an archaic admiration. Whereupon: thisingtruction,
too firmly phrased to be termed an invitation, to go on aguided tour of
the hydroponics plant and find out how congtructively technology might
be applied.

"| don't see why we shouldn't improve on naturel” Mr. Bamberley
had chuckled.

Hugh had kept his counter to himsdlf: " So what has to happen
before you redize you haven't?'

Portly, but muscular, Mr. Bamberley strode dong the sted!
walkway that spined the roof of the factory, hisarms shooting to left
and right as he indicated the various stages through which the
hydroponically-grown cassava they started with had to pass before it
emerged asthe end product, "Nutripon.” There was avaguely yeasty
smdll under the huge semi-transparent dome, as though a baker's shop
had been taken over by ail technicians.

And in some senses that was an apt comparison. The Bamberley
fortune had been madein ail, though that was two generations back
and neither this Mr. Bamberley-whose Christian name was Jacob but
who preferred to be caled Jack-nor hisyounger brother Roland had
ever sumped around in the dush below a derrick. The fortune had long
ago grown to the point where it was not only self-supporting but
capable of fisson, like an amoeba. Roland's portion was hisown,
greedily clung to, and destined to descend to his only son Hector
(whom Hugh regarded on the strength of their sole meeting asa
cotton-wool-wrapped snob. .. but that couldn't be hisfault at fifteen,
must be hisfather's); Jacob had vested hisin the Bamberley Trust
Corporation twenty years ago, Since when it had multiplied canceroudly.

Hugh had no ideahow many people were involved in cultivating the



funds of the Trust, since he had never been to the New Y ork office
whereitstenders hung out, but he pictured ablurred group of severd
hundred pruning, manuring, watering. The horticultura images came
readily to hand because his adopted father had turned the former family
ranch, herein Colorado, into one of the finest botanical gardensin the
country. All that had taken on redlity in hismind, however, asfar asthe
Trust was concerned, was the centra fact that the sum was now so
vadt, Jacob Bamberley could afford to run this, the world's largest
hydroponicsfactory, as a charitable undertaking. Employing six
hundred people, it sold its product at cost and sometimes below, and
every last ounce of what was made here was shipped abroad.

Lord Bountiful. Wéll, it was a better way to use inherited money
than the one Roland had chosen, lavishing it dl on yoursdf and your
son o that hewould never have to face the harsh red world. ..

"Cheese" Mr. Bamberley said again. They were overlooking a
number of perfectly round vatsin which something thet distantly
resembled spaghetti was being churned in aclear eaming liquid. A
masked man in agerile coveral wastaking samplesfrom the vats with
along ladle.

"You giveit somekind of chemical trestment here?' Hugh ventured.
He hoped thiswasn't going to drag on too long; held had diarrheathis
morning and his somach was grumbling again.

"Minor correction,” Mr. Bamberley said, eyestwinkling. "
‘Chemicd' isfull of wrong associations. Cassavaistricky to handle,
though, because its rind contains some highly poisonous compounds.
Still, there's nothing extraordinary about a plant some bits of which are
safeto eat and other bits of which are not. Probably you can think of
other examples?'

Hugh repressed asigh. He had never said so outright, being far too
conscious of the obligations he owed to Jack (orphaned at fourteenin
an urban insurrection, dumped in an adolescents hostel, picked
apparently at random to be added to this plump smiling man's growing
family of adopted sons: so far, eight), but there were times when he



found his habit of asking thisland of question irritating. It wasthe
mannerism of a poor teacher who had grasped the point about making
children find out for themsdves but not the technique of making them
want to ask suitable questions.

He sad tiredly, "Potato tops.”

"Very good!" Mr. Bamberley clapped him on the shoulder and
turned once more to point at the factory floor.

"Congdering the complexity of the treetment which isrequired
before cassavayields an edible product-"

Ah, shit. He's off on another of hislousy lectures.

"-and the unlikelihood of anyone stumbling on it by accident, it's
aways struck me as one of the clearest proofs of supernd intervention
inthe affairsof primitive mankind,” Mr. Bamberley declamed. "Here's
no comparativetrividity like oxaic acid, but the deadliest of poisons,
cyanide! Yet for centuries people haverelied on cassavaas astaple
diet, and survived, and indeed flourished! 1an't it marvelous when you
think of it like that?"

Maybe. Except | don't think of it likethat. | picture desperate men
struggling on the verge of Sarvation, trying everything that occursto
them in the faint hope that the next person who samplesthis strange
plant won't drop dead.

"Coffee's another case. Who, without prompting, would have
thought of drying the berries, husking them, roasting them, then grinding
them and then infusing them in water?* Mr. Bamberley's voice was
rising toward sermon pitch. All of a sudden, though, it dropped back to
anormd levd.

"So cdlling thisa'chemical process ismideading. What weredly
do is cook the stuff! But there's one major drawback in relying on
cassavaasastaple. | may have mentioned...?"

"Shortage of protein,” Hugh said, thinking of himsdlf as one of those
guestion-and-answer toysthey give children, with little lightswhich
come on when the proper button is pressed.



"Right inonel" Mr. Bamberley beamed. "Whichiswhy | compare
our job to making cheese. Here'-flinging open the door to the next
section of the plant, avast twilit room where spidery metal girders
supported shidded ultraviolet lamps-"wefortify the protein content of
the mix. With absolutely naturd substances: yeasts, and fungi with
especidly high nutritive vaue. If dl goeswell we turn asmuch aseight
per cent of the cassavainto protein, but even six per cent, the average
yidd, isavast improvement.”

Walking ahead as he talked toward yet another section where the
finished product was draped in huge skeins on drying-racks, like
knitting-wool, then chopped into finger-sized lengths.

"And you know something el se extraordinary? Cassavas a tropica
plant, of course. Y et it grows better here than under so-called 'natural’
conditions. Do you know why?'

Hugh shook his head.

"Because we draw so much of our water supply from melted snow.
That contains|ess heavy hydrogen-deuterium. A lot of plants smply
can't copewithit."

And now the packing room, where men and women in masks and
coveralstamped measured quantitiesinto cardboard cartons lined with
polyethylene, then loaded the cartons on to humming fork-lift trucks.
Some of them waved on noticing Mr. Bamberley. He grinned amost
from ear to ear as he waved back.

Oh, God. Mine, that is-if any. Not Bamberley's cosy cheery
paterfamiliaskind, who is certainly tall and handsome and
white-skinned behind hislong gray beard. | mean, thisguy paid for the
clothesI'm wearing, the college | attend, the car | drive-evenif itisonly
aduggish dectric. SoI'd liketo like him. If you can't like the people
who arekind to you...

And he makesit so difficult! Alwaysthisfeding, just when you think
you'rethere, that something isn't right. Like he givesdl thetimeto Earth
Community Chest, and supplies this cheap food to Globe Relief, and



out of eight adopted sons not one acrippled Vietnamese. ..
Hollow. That'sthe word. Hollow.

But not to start arguments and rows. Another question. "Where are
the cases going that they're filling now?"

"Noshri, | think," Mr. Bamberley said. The postwar aid program,
you know. But I'll make sure.”

He shouted to a black woman who was stenciling destination names
on empty cartons. Shetilted the one she'd just finished so it could be
read from the gdlery.

"Not to Africal” Mr. Bamberley sounded surprised. "Then someone
must have put in alot of overtime-I'll find out who and make some
commendations. They've dready started on the new contract with
GlobeRdief."

"Which oneisthat?"

"Oh, for some village in Honduras where the coffee crop failed.”
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HOUSE TO HOUSE

Gilt-tooled on yard-square panels of green leather-imitation, of
course-the zodiacal signslooked down from the walls of the executive
lunch-room. Theair wasfull of the chatter of voices and the clink of
ice-cubes. Waiting to be attacked when the president of the company
joined them (he had promised to show at one sharp) was atable laden
with expensive food: hard-boiled eggs, shellsintact so that it could be
seen they were brown, free-range, rich in carotene; lettuces whose
outer leaves had been rasped by dugs, apples and pears wearing their
maggot-marks like dueling scars, in this case presumably genuine ones
though it had been known for fruit growersto fake them with red-hot
wiresin areas where insects were no longer found; whole hams, very
lean, proud of their immunity from antibiotics and copper sulphate;
scrawny chickens; bread as coarse as sandstone, dark as mud and
nubbled with whesgt grains...

"Hmm! Looks as though someone bought out the local branch of
Puritan!" avoice said within Chadmerss hearing, and he was pleased.
He was moving from House to House, measuring a precise three
minutes at each stop. Virgo: no women were present apart from Felice
with whom he was having an affair and the two girls serving at the bar.
In pursuance of its progressiveimage Angd City had tried appointing
fema e areamanagers, but of thefirst two such one had married and
quit and the other had suffered a nervous breakdown. Occasiondly he
had wondered whether Felice dept with himin the hope of climbing
that far up the corporation totem-pole.

The policy, however, had been reviewed.

Libra "Now me, I'd go Straight into scrap-reclamation and
sewage-plant congtruction. They're the growth industries of the eighties.
Y ou'll see your investment double in next to no time."

Scorpio: "Rats? No, we have aterrier and atomcat and keep them
hungry. But the ants! | spent two thousand on proofing the kitchen and



they till got in. So wefdl back on-uh-the old reliable. By the way, if
you need any, | have agood discreet source of supply.”

Sagittarius. Y es, up our way we've established a modus vivendi
with the Syndicate. Their interest in Puritan, of course. Very strong
around our base. Anyonetriesto put in afase clam getsadusty
answer draight away.”

No one at Capricorn.

Aquarius: "Noice, thanks-hey! | said NO ICE! Don't you
understand plain English? Doctor's orders. Mustn't touch anything but
canned mineral water. | lose more working time thanksto digestive
trouble..."

Pisces. "Why don't we make acceptance of alife proposal
conditiona oningtaling an gpproved water purifier in the guy'shome,
likeweingst on an approved precipitator in his car? I've sounded out a
couple of the big firms, and they show every interest in cooperating.”

Nooneat Aries.

Taurus. "If were going to expand into the cattle stateswe must have
solid documentation on the naturd incidence of deformed birthsin
domestic animals. | managed to hold his claim down to arefund of the
stud fee, but even that came to five thousand, and heinssted the value
of thismare that died in foa wastwice as much. | had to drop very
heavy hints about the cost of litigation before he accepted the
Settlement.”

Gemini: "I've had arash of demandslately for insurance against
egg-bundle fetus. Can't help wondering whether there may not be
something behind the scare. Maybe alegk from aresearch |ab?

No oneat Cancer...naturaly.



Leo: "Yes, thereason | was delayed-this crazy spade..."

Chamers clucked sympathy when he had heard Philip out, and
switched ingtantly to aless depressing subject. "By theway! Taniaand
| will bein Colorado over the holiday. Get in some skiing.”

"Ah-hah? Where you aiming for-Aspen?’

"Oh, Aspen'sfull of people who read about it in Playboy. No, your
own stamping ground. Towerhill?"

"Never! Well, cdl usup! Maybe you could stop by with usand like
have lunch?'

Swesting dightly from the Playboy putdown.

The concluson of Chamerss meticuloudy timed peregrination
brought him within arm's reach of Grey at fiveto one.

"The man from Denver," Grey sad. "Philip Mason."
"What about him?" Anticipating what was coming, and relieved to
be able to offer an impenetrably defensive answer. Chalmershad a

stakein that man; the personnd board had split three to two and his
own vote had beenin favor.

"There's something wrong. Or else he's not himsdlf today.”

"Not himsdlf. Saw aman killed right before hiseyesthismorning.”
And recounted the story.

Grey pondered awhile. Uncomfortable, Chalmers waited. It was
disturbing to watch this man think; it made the world seem full of the
sound of whizzing wheds.

"Someone will haveto keep an eyeon him,” Grey said at last.

"But he'sone of our best men!" Chamersfdt persondly aggrieved.
"He's nearly doubled the business of the Denver office. He was among
thefirst to get wind of the new developments at Towerhill and put usin
on the ground floor, and now we cover three-quarters of the place.
Besdes, thisnotion of hisof sending out proposal formsfor short-term
injury insurance with hotel booking confirmationsis showing athousand



per cent profit.”

"I'm not talking about that," Grey said. "What | want to know is
what he was doing driving hisown car into Los Angeles thismorning.
It'salong pull from Denver. I'd have expected him to fly."

The door opened to admit the president of the company, and he
moved away to greet him. Scowling at his back, Chamers
wondered-not for the first time-when if ever hewould dare cal Grey
"Mike": short for "Mycroft," elder brother of Sherlock Holmes. It was
only aninner echelon of the top staff who used the nicknameto hisface.

THE MORAL OF THE TWENTIETH CENTURY

Last vaiant sdly of agreat department store whose customers had
quit the city center, Six Santa Clauses marched down the road.

"Ho-ho-ho!" Jingle-jangle.

The sidewak they passed were crowded. Most of the onlookers
were black, and many were children whose eyes reflected unfulfillable
dreams. The city's heart was dying before its carcass, and these were
the poor, trapped in outworn clothes and rat-ridden tenements. If they
wanted to escape, like as not they had to stedl acar to trave in
because the now compulsory clean exhaust systems were expensive.
Last time Peg had come down thisway it had been to cover the story
of athriving trade in fakefilters, home-built out of sheet stedl by an
enterprisng mechanic.

In spite of thefew cars, the air stank. She had taken off her mask,
not wanting to be conspicuous-at least, no more than was due to being
white. In thisdigtrict people didn't wear them. They seemed inured to
the reek. The chests of the children were shdlow, asthough to
discourage overdeep bresthing.

She stared at the Santa Clauses. Behind those once-white beards,
now grimed from an excursion in the open, she could not make out
their features. She did, though, notice that the second man in theline
was only moving hislips, not booming out his"Ho-ho-ho!" Hiseyes



were bulging with the effort of repressing a cough.
Which would be very out of character for Saint Nick.

They broke the line to distribute come-on lesflets, most of which
wereimmediately dropped, and dispersed into adark aley where
notices warned that only "authorized personnd” might enter.

Was one of the sx, as sheld been assured, Austin Train?

The idea seemed crazy on the surface. Underneath, maybe it wasn't
wholly absurd. She hadn't seen Austin since just after he recovered
from his breakdown, but when he vanished from the public eyeit had
been with the promise that he was going to live as the poor were living,
even if it meant risking whét they risked. That decision had caused
trendy Cathalic television spokesmen to mention openly the possibility
that the Church might recognize anew category of "secular saints."
Sheld watched one such program with Decimus and Zena, and they'd
laughed doud.

But if thiswasthe path Austin had chosen, it was different from
Decimuss. His principle, at the Colorado wat, was third-world
oriented; his community grew its own food, or tried to-crops had a
nasty habit of failing because of wind-borne defoliants or industria
contaminantsin the rain-and likewise wove its own cloth, whileits chief
source of income lay in handicrafts. The underlying concept wasto
draméti ze the predicament of the mgjority of mankind. Often, prior to a
mesl, there had been little homilies: ™Y ou're each getting about twice as
much a thistable as someonein aBolivian mountain village getsina
day." And sometimesthere were strange unexciting dishes: glutinous
African sauces of fine-chopped okra, tastel ess cakes of anonymous
grain, samples of relief shipments sympathizers had paid for and mailed
to thewat.

"Thisiswhat we're giving away," Decimuswould say. "Not steak or
chicken or big fat Idaho potatoes. Thisis made from"-and it could be
algee, or yeadt, or grass clippings, or on one occasion, incredibly,
sawmill wagtes. "' See how you likeit, and think of those who have only
such shit to be grateful for!”



But that had been along time ago. Around the back of the store she
found a half-empty parking lot. There was adoor marked Employees
Only. Shefound it barred from insde. Nearby, though, wasa
reeded-glass window. She could make out blurred imagesif sheleaned
closeto the panes. Inside, red forms changing to white as the Santa
Clauses tripped off their suits and padding.

She listened, hoping to discern Augtin'svoice.

"Inabad way, aren't you, pa? Ah, leave him be! Well, just don't
cough on me, | have kids at home and dl the time doctor's bills. Don't
wedl?'

And so on. Some of them went through a door at the back of the
room and noise of running water indicated showers. A man in adark
suit gppeared and shouted, "Easy with that water! There's ashortage!™

"Shortage hell." Husky, consumptive; the voice might belong to the
man who hadn't been able to shout. Louder, he added, "Isit hot?"

"Shit, of course not!" someone caled back. "Tepid!"

"In that case give me my pay and I'll go. The doc warned me not to
get chilled. So | won't be wasting your precious water, okay?"

"Dont blameme." With asgh. "I don't make the rules around here."

In the dusk none of the men noticed Peg as they headed toward
their cars. Five got into three vehicles. The last traced aline of smoke
acrossthelot-liable to be arrested, him. The sixth man didn't make for
acar.

"Audin!" Pegsadinalow voice

Hedidn't break stride and scarcely looked around. "The girl
reporter!” he said. "Findly decided to throw me to the wolves?'

"What?' Shefdl in besde him, matching step for step the
well-remembered pacesthat were too long for aman of hisheight, an
average five-ten. Making the muscles do penance came naturally when
Austin Train was around.

"Y ou mean you're not here on business?' Histone wastinged with



sarcasm.

She prevaricated, pointing to her right beyond thelat; it was going
to be hard to hear herself spesk the news she had brought. "My car's
that way. Can | giveyou alift?ItisaHalley!

"Ah. The precepts are being kept, hm? Steam is cleaner than gas!
No, thanks. | wak. Have you forgotten?"

She caught his hand and forced him to turn and face her. Looking at
him, shefound little change reveaed by the poor light, gpart from his
having shaved off the beard he/d worn during his period of notoriety.
The high cheekbones were the same, the curioudly arched eyebrows,
amog semicircular, thethin sour lips... Though maybe his sparse
brown hair had receded atrifle. It had been nearly three years.

His mouth parodied asmile: atilt of afew degreesat one corner.
Abruptly furious, determined to wipe away his complacency, she burst
out, "l cametotel you Decimusis dead!"

And hesad, "Yes. | know."

All those hours of searching, without food or rest, aware that every
moment increased the likelihood of losing her job-gone to waste? Peg
said weekly, "But it only happened thismorning. .."

"I'm sorry." Hislook of mockery softened. Y ou loved him, didn't
you? Okay, I'll cometo your car."

Mechanicaly she waked on; now, for achange, he matched her
drides, though it was perceptibly frugtrating to his energetic frame.
Nothing more was said until they reached the spot where she had | eft
thelittle Hailey under the harsh beams of a mercury-vapor light.

"l wonder if | did love him," she said suddenly.

"Y ou were the person who thought she didn't know how, weren't
you? But you must have. Coming in search of melikethisis proof of it.
It can't have been easy.”

"No, it wasn't." The finger whose nail she had torn was till tender;
she had trouble guiding her key into the lock.



"Funny,” Augtin said, looking at the car.

"Whet is?'

"People thinking of steam asbeing clean. My grandmother livedina
house backing on arailroad. Couldn't hang out laundry for fear of
smuts. | grew up thinking of steam asfilthy."

"Sermon time?" Peg snapped, reaching to open the passenger door.
"And you cdled Train, cometo that!"

"A dalejoke" hesad, getting in. "Train asin powder train. A very
old name. Origindly it meant atragp or snare.”

"Yes, you told me. I'm sorry. Next time | want to try and get one of
these Freon-vapor cars...Oh, shit! I'm rambling. Do you-do you mind
if | have acigarette?"

"No."
"Y ou mean yes."

"I mean no. Y ou need atranquilizer, and tobacco isn't the most
dangerous kind." He haf turned in the narrow sest. "Peg, you went to a
lot of trouble. | do appreciateit.”

"Then why do | get awel come about as warm as someone carrying
plague?’ Fumbling in her purse. "How did you hear, anyway?"

"He had ameset with me thismorning. When he didn't show | made
inquiries™

"Shit, | should have guessed.”

"But he didn't comejust to see me. He hasa sster working in LA,
you know, and there's some family problem he wanted to sort out.”

“No, | don't know. He never told me hehad asger!" Witha
viciousjab at the dashboard lighter.

"They quarrded. Hadn't met for years...Peg, | redly am sorry!
It'swell, it'sthe nature of your job that makes mereact badly. | livedin
the spatlight for along time, you know, and | just couldn't stand it any
more once | redized what they were doing to me: usng meto prove
they cared about theworld when in fact they didn't give afart. After me



the deluge! So | generated my smokescreen and disappeared. But if
things go on the way they've been going lately..."

He spread hishands. They were the first things that had suggested
to Peg she might learn to like him, thorny though he was, because they
werefractionally overlargefor hisbody, the sort of hands nature might
have reserved for a sculptor or apianist, and despite being
thick-knuckled they were somehow beautiful. "Well, if one reporter
knows how to find me, another may, and eventualy it may bethe fuzz."

"Areyou redly afraid of being arrested?’

"Do you think | shouldn't be? Don't you know what happened right
on Wilshirethismorning?'

"Y es, but you don't organize their demongtrationd” The lighter
clicked out; her hand shook so much she could bardly guideit to the
cigarette.

“True. But | wrotetheir bible and their creed, and if | were put on
oath | couldn't deny that | meant every last word.”

"l should hope not," she muttered, letting go aragged puff of gray
smoke. Thetaste, though, wasn't soothing but irritating, because sheld
stood on that corner for more than haf an hour without her filtermask.
After asecond unpleasant drag she stubbed it. "How old are you,
Audin?'

"What?'

"How old areyou iswhat | said. I'm twenty-eight and it's a matter
of public record. The president of the United Statesis sixty-six. The
chairman of the Supreme Court is Sixty-two. My editor isfifty-one.
Decimuswasthirty last September.”

"And he's dead.”

"Yes. Chrigt, what awaste!" Peg stared blankly through the
windshield. Approaching with grunts and snorts was one of the
elght-ton crane-trucks used to collect automobiles without legd filters.
This one had trapped exotic prey; aFiat and a Karmann-Ghiawere
clamped on its chain-hung magnet.



"Nearly forty,” Austin murmured.
"Aries, aren't you?"

"Yes, provided you're asking asajoke."
"What the hell doesthat mean”?”’

"Wéll, | could say anything. There are over two hundred of me, you
know."

"Jokel" She dmost dapped him, wrenching around in her seet.
"Hdl, don't you understand? Decimusisfilthily horribly disgustingly
dead!"

"Y ou mean no one saw it coming in his horoscope?!

"Oh, you're inhuman! Why the hell don't you get out? Y ou hate
cad"

And afraction of asecond later: "No, | didn't mean that! Don't go!"
He hadn't moved. Another pause.

"Any ideawho did it?' she said at length.

"Y ou're sure it was-ah-done?'

"Mugt have been! Muatnt it?"

"l guess s0." Austin drew hisrounded eyebrows together, not
looking at her, but she could see sdelong how they formed achild's
sketch for aseagull. (How long before there were kids who didn't
know what agull was?) "Wadll, | canimaginealot of people being glad
to see him go. Did you check out the police?’

"| was about to when | decided to find you instead. | thought it
ought to be you who broke the newsto Zena."

"It was. Or rather, | called the wat and made sure she'd hear it first
from someone she knew."
"Those poor kids!"

"Better off than some," Augtin reminded her. Which wastrue, it
being dogmatic Trainite policy never to bear your own aslong asthere
were orphans to be fostered.



"l guess 0..." Peg passed atired hand over her face. "l wish I'd
redized | waswasting my time! Now | don't know if the news has
made the papers, or the TV, or anything." Sherolled the car away from
the curb at last. "Where to?' she added.

"Straight ahead about ten blocks. Worried about losing your job,
Peg?"

"Morethinking why don't I quit right now."

He hesitated. "Maybe it would be agood ideaiif you stuck with it.”

"Why? Because you want someone in the media on your side”?
Don't give methat. Thanksto Prexy just about everyone is-except the
owners."

"l wasn't thinking of that. Morethat you might give me-well, the
occasond warning.”

"You are afrad, aren't you?' She halted for ared light "Okay, if |
can. Andif thejob lagts...Who's going to take over from Decimus?

"l don't know. I'm not in charge of anything.”

"Sorry. It'sfataly easy to fdl into the notion that you are, what with
people saying Trainite dl thetime. | do try and remember to say
‘commensalist,’ but everyone shortensthat to ‘commie and it's generdly
aquick way to sart afigt-fight...Doesit worry you, having your name
tekeninvan?'

"What the hell do you think I'm scared of 7' He uttered ashort harsh
laugh. "It gives me goose-bumps!™

"Obvioudy not because of the wats. Because of demondtrationslike
thismorning's?'

"Them?No! They annoy people, but they do no real harm. Create
alot of publicity, provide afew object lessons for the bastards who are
wrecking the planet for commercid gain...And they dlow the
demongtratorsto fed they're being constructive. No, theland of thing |
have in mind isthis. Suppose someone decides awhoale city isoffending
againg the biosphere, and pullsthe plug on anuclear bomb?"

"Y ou think they might? That'd be crazy!"



"lan't the mord of the twentieth century that we are crazy?' Audtin
sgghed. "Worse till, if it did happen, any proof of theinsanity of the guy
who did it-or guys:. the collective bit is becoming more popular, you
noticed?-the evidence, anyway, would be burned up. Along with
everything esefor milesaround.”

She didn't know what to say to that.
Two blocksfurther on, he tapped her arm. "Herel”

"What?' Peg stared at her surroundings. Thiswas adesolate,
down-at-the-hedls areq, partly razed for redevelopment, the rest
gruggling dong in avampiric haf-life. A few young blackswere
passing afurtive joint in the porchway of abankrupt store; otherwise
no onewasvisble.

"Oh, don't worry about me," Austin said. "l told you: there are over
two hundred of me."

"Yes. | didn't understand.”

"Peopletend not to. But it'sliteral. Y ou keep seeing referencesin
the underground press. There are at least that many people who
decided to call themsalves Augtin Train after | disgppeared-hdf in
Cdlifornia, the rest scattered across the country. | don't know whether
to love them or hate them. But | guessthey keep the heat off me."

"Sunshades."

"Okay, sunshades. But you shouldn't make remarks like that, Peg.
It dates you. When did you last see somebody carrying aparasol ?

He made to get out of the car. Peg checked him.
"What do you call yourself? No one told me."

Onefoot on the road, Austin chuckled. "Didn't they say you should
ask for Fred Smith? Wdll, thanksfor the ride. And by the way!"

"YS?'

"If anything goeswrong, you can rely on Zena. Y ou know that,
don't you?Y ou can dwaysfind sanctuary at thewat."



BADMIXTURE

Certain types of medication, chiefly tranquilizers, must not be taken
by someone who has also recently eaten cheese or chocolate.

RELIEF

All of asudden it felt like a different world. There was an end to the
endless succession of round white-rimmed hopeful eyesin dark faces,
to the offering of handleless cups and empty cans and greedy dishes
and the pale pams of those who were too apathetic even to collect a
gpent shell-case by way of a container, because everything they had
once owned had been snatched from them and they couldn't believeit
was worth investing precious energy in acquiring somediing ese. And
there was till awhole heap, at least akilo, in the carton sheld been
distributing from, and more cartons were stacked againgt the wall
behind her, and more yet, incredibly many more, were being unloaded
down adidefrom die dark overshadowing shape of the ancient VC-10
which had somehow been set down on the improvised landing strip.

Disbdlieving, Lucy Ramage brushed back astrand of fair hair from
her eyes and turned to examine a segment of the peculiar substance she
had been measuring out by the flaring acetylene lamp hung from apole
at theend of thetrestle table.

It had aname. A trade name, no doubt properly registered.
"Bamberley Nutripon." The bit she had chosen was about aslong as
her little finger, cream-colored and of the consistency of stae Cheddar
cheese. According to the instructions on every carton it was best to boil
it because that made more of the starch digestible, or triturateit in
water to make adough, then fry itin smal cakes or bakeit onaniron
griddle

That, though, wasfor later: the elaboration, the cuisne bit. What
counted right now wasthat it could be eaten asit was, and for the first
time since she came here four mortal months ago she need not fed



guilty about enjoying abaanced med in her comfortable quarters
tonight, because everyone who could be found had been given enough
tofill the belly. She had seen them come to the table one by one and
gape a the vast quantities they were dlotted: ex-soldiers shy of anarm
or leg; old men with cataractsfilming their eyes, motherswith little
children who struggled to make their babies mumble the food because
they had starved past the point at which they forgot even how to cry.

And onein particular, therein front of me, when her mother tried to
rouse and feed her...

Oh, God! No, there can't beagod. At least none that | want to
believein. | won't accept agod who'd let amother find her baby dead
on her hip when therewasfood in her hand that might have saved it!

Blackness-of sky, ground, human skins-crowded in on her and built
an Africawide torture chamber in her head.

A helpful grip enfolded her arm as shefdt herself sway and aquiet
voice gpokein good English.

"Y ou have been overdoing things, | suspect, Miss Ramage!”

She blinked. It was the nice mgor, Hippolyte Obou, who had been
educated at the Sorbonne and was reputedly no older than her own
age of twenty-four. He was extremely handsome, if one discounted the
tribal scars striping his cheeks, and had always appeared to maintain a
detached view of thewar.

Which was more than could be said for Generdl Kaika...

But shewasn't here to take sSides or criticize. She was hereto pick
up pieces and patch them together. And athough there had been
moments when it seemed the job was impossible, everyone had been
fed today, food was |ft over for tomorrow, and another consgnment
was promised immediately after the new year.

A different world.

"Y ou will cometo my office for apick-you-up,” the mgor said; he
didn't make it aquestion. "Then | will ride you back to your



accommodation in my jeep.”
"Theres no need to-"

But he brushed her words aside, taking her arm again, thistime with
atouch of gdlantry. "Ah, itislittle to do for someone who has brought
such a Christmas present! Thisway, please.”

"The office,” amere hut of planks and clay, had been one of the
many headquarters of theinvaders district commander. Fighting had
continued at Noshri aweek after the officia armistice. Right across one
wal was gtitched the line of holes|eft by asalvo of fifty-caiber
machine-gun dugs. Opposite, the corresponding line of marks had two
gapsin it where the dugs had been stopped before they crossed the
little room. Lucy tried not to look in that direction, because she had had
to tend the obstacles.

It wasterribly hot, even thislong after sunset. The air was saturated
with moisture. She had thought about going haf-naked like the local
girls, and come close to that climax. Her forma nurse's uniform had
vanished within days of her arrival. Her neat new aprons had been
ripped into emergency bandages, then her dresses, her caps, and even
thelegs of her jeans one desperate day. For weeks now she had gone
about in what was |l eft of them, threads dangling above her knees, and
shirtslacking so many buttons she had to knot thetailsin front. At lesst,
though, they were regularly washed by the girl Maua-not locd, some
sort of camp-follower-acting as her persond maid. Never having had a
servant in her life, she had at first rebelled a being given one, and il
was not reconciled to the ides; however, others of the UN team had
pointed out that the girl was unskilled and by taking routine tasks off
her could free Lucy to make maximum use of her own training.

And al this because a sea had died which she had never seen. ..

At one of the two rickety tableswhich, gpart from chairs,
congdtituted the entire furniture of the office, atall thin sergeant was
adding up figures on aprinted form. Major Obou rapped an order at
him, and from a battered olive-green ammunition case he dug out a
bottle of good French brandy and atin cup. Handing Lucy two fingers



of theliquor, the mgor raised the bottle to his broad lips.
"Heréshow!" he said. "And do st down!"

She complied. The drink wastoo strong for her; after hdf a
mouthful she set the cup on her knees and held it with both handsto
stop hersdlf trembling from fatigue. She thought of asking for water to
diluteit, but decided it wouldn't befair to involve the sergeant in that
much trouble. Drinkable water was hard to find in Noshri. Rain, caught
in buckets and tanks, was safe if you added a purifying tablet, but the
rivers were sour with defoliants from the campaign of last summer and
the invaders had filled most of the wellswith carrion asthey retreated.

"That should put-if you forgive the remark-alittle color in your
cheeks," encouraged Mg or Obou. Sheforced asmilein reply, and
wondered for the latest of many timeswhat she should make of this
handsome dark man who took such painsto sdt his English with
bookish idioms, right or wrong. Her eyeswere very tired from the hegt
and dust of the day, so she closed them. But that was no help. Behind
the lids she saw the sights she had encountered wherever shewent in
thisformerly flourishing town: acrossroads where amortar shell had
exploded squardly on abus, leaving ashdlow pit hemmed with
smashed metd; charred roof-beamsjutting over the ashes of what had
been furniture and possibly people; trees curtailed by the wing of a
crashing aircraft, shot down by apatrolling fighter because it was
suspected of carrying arms, though she had seen for hersdlf it contained
only medica supplies...

She touched the base of her left thumbnail. Savaging whet she
could from the wreckage, she had cut hersalf and had to have three
gtitchesin the wound. A nerve had been severed, and therewas a
patch a quarter-inch on a side where she would never fed anything
agan.

At least sheld been inoculated against tetanus.

In one corner of the office aback-pack radio suddenly said

something in thelocal language of which even yet Lucy had learned
only afew words. Mgor Obou answered it, and rose.



"Drink up, Miss Ramage. There will be agovernment planein one
hour and | must be on hand. Before that | shal kegp my promiseto
convey you home."

"There's no need to-"

"But thereis." Hisface was suddenly stern. "I know to makes no
senseto lay blame at anybody's door, and the causes of our war were
very complex. But the people here have understood one thing, that it
was the greed and carel essness of -forgive me-people like you which
poisoned the Mediterranean and started the chain of eventswhich led
to our neighbors from the north invading us. So long asthey were
gpathetic from hunger they were silent. Now that they have been fed,
onefearsthat they will remember what they have been taught by
agitators. | am aware that you come from New Zedand, very far avay,
with good motives. But aman seething with rage because helost his
home, hiswife, his children, would not stop to ask where you come
from if he met you in theroad."

"Yes" Lucy gave anod and, nearly choking, gulped down her drink.

"Splendid,” themgor said, ingtantly hisusud affable sdlf, and
ushered her outside. Hisjeep was waiting near the door. He gestured
the driver to get in back with the machine-gunner, and took the whed!
himsalf with Lucy at hissde. Starting off with aroar, he crossed the
boundary of theairdtrip at nearly forty and they went bumping down
the shell-pocked road to the town with al lights blazing.

"Ah, oneday, Miss Ramage," he shouted, "when we have
reconstructed the country, | hope | shall have achanceto entertain you
more conventionaly! Indeed | heard today one may again apply for
leave. If you'd care to be shown-uh-more appetizing aspects of my
homeland, I'd be delighted. One does not wish strangersto go away
thinking thisisthe country where al the time people shoot each other,
hm?'

It dawned on Lucy, belatedly because dl that kind of thing seemed
to belong in another universe, that he was propositioning her. She felt

briefly astonished. At home one smply never camein socid contact
with black people, and seldom even with Maoris. Then shewas



annoyed a her own astonishment. She hunted for a polite way to
formulate her answer, but before she managed it, when they were
crossing what had been the main street of Noshri and was now an
avenue of ruins, he braked abruptly.

"Ah, someone el se redlized it was a Christmas present we have
received!"

At the side of the road a parody of a Christmastree had been
erected: branches that must have taken hoursto collect because the
nearby terrain had been sterilized with herbicides, tied to apole and lit
with three candles. On a strip of white cloth, probably abandage,
someone had written VIVE LA PAIX JOYEUX NOEL. "Areyou
Chrigtian, Miss Ramage?' Lucy wastoo tired to discuss theologica
doubts. She gave anod.

"] dso, of course.” Obou accelerated around abend in the direction
of the relaively undamaged houses that had been assigned to the
overseas aid workers, UN observers, and the most senior of the
government officids supervising mopping-up operations. ™Y ou know,
though, it was astrange thing when | first went to Europe, finding so
few people there atend a church. Hereit had always been for me and
my family the-the right thing, the better thing. In the provinces, right
here for example, it was known the people till madeidoals, still believed
in ghosts and juju. But the educated people you took for granted to be
Modemsor Chrigtians. | think, though, it will now be hard for
Chrigtiansin our country. Knowing it has been the greed of Chrigtian
countrieswhich-Ah, look! See dready what a change your work has
madein thissad place!”

Slowing again, hewaved at agroup of ten or adozen people,
including a couple of women, who had lit afirein the open air before
what had once been ahandsome house and were dancing in aring,
clapping their hands for music. They were dl barefoot. Lucy thought
one of the women must be drunk; her gaudy wraparound dress had
falen from her bosom and her dack breasts shook as she stamped and
swayed.

"Ah, they're good people," Mg or Obou said. "Simple, perhaps, but



good-natured. I'm so glad this damned war is over. And"-with atrace
of boldness-"glad that it has brought us friends like you from outside.”

He stopped the jeep. They had reached her quarters, one of a
cluster of houses origindly built by one of the Paris-based companies
operating here for itslower-ranking employees. Then they had enjoyed
the privacy of dense greenery. Now the shrubs and trees were gone,
victims of defoliants, and the ground was newly scarred with
shell-holes. When Lucy had arrived the place had stunk of carrion,
mostly human. It still stank, but mainly of the exhaust of trucksand
planes.

The mgor handed her down from the jegp with old-world formality.
She amost giggled at the spectacle she must present, dirty and ragged.
Shewas atrifle lightheaded from the brandy.

"Y ou will remember what | suggested, won't you?' he murmured,
squeezing her hand. Then helet it go, sdluted, and jumped back in his
Sedt.

The maid Maua prepared a passable medl: canned beans,
recongtituted eggs, canned fruit. Meantime Lucy changed her soiled
clothesfor atoweling robe and rubbed hersdlf over with impregnated
cleansing tissues.

Water for washing was almost as scarce as that for drinking. Noises
reached her as other occupants of this row of houses returned-Swedish
and Czech doctors, aMexican agronomist and UN officias attached to
the Commission on Refugees were her near neighbors. Further along
were some Italian nuns. She had never become used to seeing themin
shirtsand pants but till with their funny coifs on top. Whet for? To
discourage the attention of men?

Which, as she picked at her food, reminded her. Obou had
extended an invitation. She didn't fed inclined to accept. Why
not-because he was black? She thought not She hoped not. Because
right now she couldn' think of anything like that with red attention?
Very likely. Themgjor, after al, was good-looking, well educated,
obvioudy intdligent if he gpoke both French and English aswell ashis



mother tongue...
Mother!

Her ssomach suddenly convulsed. It was the worst thing to
remember while eating. Blindly sheran for thelatrine at the back of the
house, and there wasted the food she had forced down. Maybe, she
thought as she kndlt retching, it wasn't the memory which nauseated
me, but too much brandy. It made no difference.

So many of those children: dead at birth, mercifully because they
were deformed! Y ou'd think that after Vietnam...But people don't
think, mogt of thetime. Riot gases, tear smoke, deep gas, defoliants,
nerve gas, dl the armory of chemicals used in modern war, had
saturated the tissues of these people asthey had the ground. Once she
had delivered three malformed babiesin successon among a party of
refugees who thought they had found safety at last. But dong the way
they had sustained themsalves on leaves and roots.

She stumbled back eventudly, not to the room where she had been
eating but to the bedroom, and fell into a stuporous dumber.

Thinking, in the dead middle of the night, that the noise shewas
hearing belonged to nightmare-her dreams were regularly haunted by
the fear that fighting might break out anew-she forced herself awake.
Found she was awake. The noisewasreal. Gunfire.

Horrified, she sat up and strained her ears. The room was
absolutely dark, the windows curtained. Her instant of panic passed.
There were indeed shots to be heard, but there was arandom, dmost a
cheerful quality to the rattling racket, like strings of firecrackers. Also,
at thevery edge of hearing, she could discern drumming-possibly even
anging.

She made to inch her way toward the window, and was
immediately distracted by the discovery that her thighs were wet.
Christ. Her period had begun. Funnily, since coming to Noshri, she had
stopped suffering the advance warning pains she had been accustomed
to a home, asthough her mind were so taken up with matters of life
and deeath she had no attention to spare for the complaints of her own



body.

She found tissuesto wipe herself and cdled for Maua. Waiting for
the maid to enter, she went to the window overlooking the town and
peered past the curtains. Oh, yes. Bonfires. Wasteful, but excusable.
Liquor had been concedled somewhere, no doubt-she'd seen that
drunken woman dancing-or possbly made from garbage. And with
Chrismasso close...

Bonfires?

The patterns of light suddenly acquired perspective. Theydlow
flames were not smal and near, but far and huge. In the direction of the
argrip.

A plane burning!

"Maual" she cried, and ran in search of the flashlight she kept by her
bed. Finding it, she hurried to the lean-to room where the girl dept. The
pallet there was empty.

"Oh, Chrigt!" Lucy whispered.

She dashed back to the bedroom, intending to seize clothes,
Tampax, thelittle .22 pistal her father had given her which shed never
used. But amoment later there was adam from the living-room asthe
outer door was flung open, and she settled for just the gun. She ill had
on the toweling robe she had dumped adeepiin.

Mouth dry, hands shaking, she switched off the flashlight and crept
on dlent barefeet to theliving room.

"Hands up!" she shouted, switching on the torch again, and was
ingtantly appalled by theway her finger wastightening on thetrigger.
Acrossthethreshold lay aform which mingled khaki, dark -brown,
bright -red. The red was blood. It was Mgjor Obou, sprawled on his
belly, hisright hand limp beside his automatic, hisleft shoulder dashed
to the bone.

"Mgor?' shetried to say, and found her voice wasn't there. She
saw hisgood hand, like a colossa pider, scrabbling for thelost gun.
"Mgor Obou!"



He heard her and rolled his head on the reed matting of thefloor. "
Vaut rien," he said thickly, and corrected himsdlf. "No good. No more
bullet."

"But what's happening?' She put down her own gun and stooped
with her flashlight playing on hiswound, her mind spinning with thirty
different things each as urgent as another: call out her neighbor the
Swedish doctor, cleanse the cut, close the outside door, make sure he
hadn't been followed by his attacker...

He summoned a supreme effort and seized her by thewrist asshe
made to rise and shut the door.

"Don't go out, miss! Don't go there! All mad, al crazy! Look, my
arm! One of my men did that, my own men! See, | caught him take
bowl food from widow with baby, and corporal say it third time
tonight, so | order with my gun give back, go find more at airstrip for
poor others he rob. Right for officer to say, no? Y our food not for
soldiers, for poor starve devilsin town! So hetook that axe and hit me,
see? Oh, but it hurts!"

"Let me get bandages!" Lucy cried, but he seemed not to hear.
Large, daring, his eyeswere fixed on nowhere.

Hetightened his grip and words poured out frantically, his careful
European syntax giving way to the grammar of his own language.

"No, not go! Gone crazy, say! Shout the town isfull ghosts, ghosts
everywhere, shoot a them, fire gunsdl time at shadow, anything! Say
kill ghogts, kill ghogts, kill kill ghosts!”

Outsde there were footsteps. Lucy tried again to release her hand
30 she could close the door, railed, and thought at least of switching off
the flashlight so that would not attract amad prowler. What Obou had
said made no sense, but the firing was louder and closer and through
the open door she could see that more and still more flames were
springing up, as though the town were turning into avol cano.

Footsteps again. Nearer. And her .22 was out of reach and Obou's
gun was empty. At first gently, then in growing panic, she fought to
make him let go. A new bright light shone in the doorway. The ingtant



beforeit dazzled her she saw awhite man in awhite shirt holding a
pistal; theinstant after, she redized what the torch-beam would show-a
white girl in the grip of ablack man, her thighs gpart and smeared with
blood, a case of rape. She started to shout, "Don't-!"

And wastoo late. The gun exploded. The bullet spattered her with
bits of Obou.

L ater someone kept trying to say to her-it was the Swedish doctor,
Bertil-"But we didn't know you were herel When the trouble started
we saw Maua and she swore you weren't in the house. We went down
into the town, and al these madmen came a us with guns and hatchets,
screaming that we were evil ghodts, kill the ghostsl”

| heard that before. Listless, Lucy rocked back and forth, eyes shut,
right hand mechanically rubbing the spot on her left arm where she had
been given some sort of injection, the two rhythms crisscrossing the lilt
of Bertil's accent.

"Beglad you didn't see what we saw: the whole town gone insane,
looting and burning and killing!"

"The person | saw killing wasyou. Y ou shot anice man. | was
going on leave with him. | liked his smile. He had around dark face
with funny stripes on his cheeks. He'sdead. Y ou killed him.

She moaned and fdl to thefloor.

JANUARY

MARCHING ORDERS

"Go ye and bring the Light
To savage strands afar.
Take ye the Law of Right
Wher€'er the unblest are.

*"Heathens and stubborn Jews,



Lovers of Juggernaut,
Give them the chance to choose
That which the Saviour taught.

"Go where the gentle Lord

Is still as yet unknown,

There where the tribes ignored
Strivein the dark alone.

"Arm ye to face the foe,
Carib and cannibal,

Men who must live as low
Asany animal.

*"Cover the naked limb,
Shoe ye the unshod foot,
Slence the pagan hymn,
Conquer the godless brute.

"Tell them the news of Love,
Preach them the Prince of Peace,
Tear down their pagan grove,
Givethemdivinerelease."

-"The Sacred Sower: Being a Callection of Hymns and Devout
Songs

Adapted to the Use of Missionary Societies', 1887;

verses marked * may be omitted if desired.

ABOVE THE SOUND OF SPEED

RM-1808, out of Phoenix for Sesttle, had reported acute
catting-clear air turbulence-in the vicinity of St Lake City. Hearing of
this, the navigator of TW-6036, the Montreal-Los Angeles direct SST,
punched the keys of his computer and passed a course-correction to
the pilot. Then he leaned back to resume his snooze.

They would be super for over athousand milesyet.



SNOW JOB

Disregarded, the twenty-nine-inch color TV displayed images of
today's violence. The cameralingeringly swept the gutters of far-off
Noghri, pausing occasonally at corpses. A dog, miraculous survivor of
the period last summer when people had paid ahundred loca francs
for arat, fifty for ahandful of medlies, was seen snuffling the body of a
child, and atall black soldier broke its back with the butt of his carbine.

"Shit! Y ou see what that black mother did to that poor dog?’
"What?'
But the screen had switched to the wreckage of aplane.

Thiswas Towerhill, latest of the prosperous winter-sports resorts of
Colorado, and they werein the Apennine Lodge, smartest and most
expendve of its accommodations. Brand-new, the place struggled hard
to appear old. Skis hung from plastic beams, asmulated log fire
burned in a stone hearth. Beyond a double-glazed window taking up
most of onewall powerful arc lights played on a magnificent
dark-striped snow-dope running nearly to the crest of Mount Hawes.
Until last year, dthough thistown was bardly fifty milesfrom Denver,
the road had been bad and only ahandful of visitors had chanced on it.
Theincreasing tendency for people to take mountain vacations,
however, since the sea had become too filthy to be tolerable, could not
be ignored. The road now was excellent and the area had exploded.
There were three ultramodern ski-lifts and a branch of Puritan Health
Supermarkets. There were facilitiesfor skijoring behind snowmobiles
and Colorado Chemica Bank planned to double the size of its
operation here. One could go skating and curling and American
Express had taken up its option on some offices. Next year they
promised a ski-jump of Olympic standard.

On the screen agroup of men, women and children were shown
shivering outside a cluster of improbably-shaped buildings. They were



poorly dressed but on average rather good-looking. Meantime police
with dogs conducted a search.

Oh. Trainites. What the hd|?

After his second drink Bill Chamers was fedling better. It had been
afilthy day: driving to Denver this morning over roads that had been
ploughed and sanded but were il dithery; swesting out that awful
lunch at the Masons, aware of "an atmosphere" but unable to pin down
the cause; breaking it up finally when their son Anton, six, had arow
with the Mason lads aged five and four and ran away screaming. ..

But they were back safely, and he liked Towerhill: itsair of
affluence which was a snook cocked at the prophets of doom, its
enclosing mountains, its unbdievably blessedly fresh air. One saw
big-city vistors, their first day, going out in filtermasks, not convinced
they were okay without them.

The screen showed amap of Central Americawith an arrow
pointing to somewhere, then photographs of two men, both white.

"Tenid"
"Yes, I'd love another,” hiswife said, and went right on comparing

symptoms with the lawyer's wife from Oakland sheld met yesterday .
"Now me, | had thisfunny rash, and aprickly feding dl over..."

Christ! Can't anybody talk about anything these days except
alergies and neuroses? Once aman could be satisfied to be a
breadwinner. Now he has to be a medicine-winner aswell. And it
never does any good.

"Yes, well!l" thelawyer'swife said. "Now | got this hot-and-cold
feding, and sometimes actud dizziness."

Abruptly he redized they were talking about pregnancy, and instead
of fuming hefound himsdf shivering. Of course held taken out
abnormdlity insurance when Anton was on the way, but despite his
position with Angd City it hadn't come chegp, and when Anton had
been safely ddivered Tom Crey had told him just what odds they had



been bucking. Words reheard in memory made him tremble: cystic
fibrogs, phenylketonuria, hemophilia, hypothyroidism, mongolism,
Tetrdogy of Fdlot, dexia, dichromatism...A list that went on forever,
asthough it were amiracle anyone at al became anorma adult!

It made one understand why Grey was abachdor. He himsdlf
wouldn't risk a second kid.

The TV went over to sports results. For the firgt time severa people
paid it full atention.

"Tania!"

Shefinaly turned. The lawyer'swife escaped to join her husband on
thefar sde of the room.

"Did you have that heart-to-heart with Denise?"

"Oh, God," Taniasaid, leaning back and crossing her arms. "' So that
was why you brought us here-to spy on the Masond!™

"It was not!"

"Then what in hell makesit so urgent? Y ou don't have to be back at
the office before Monday! And why didn't you ask mein the car
instead of snapping my head off every time | spoke?"

All around, their attention caught by voices sharpening toward the
pitch of aquarrd, people were turning to look. Hideoudy embarrassed,
Chamers adopted a conciliatory manner.

"Taniahoney, I'm sorry, but it isimportant.”

"Obvioudy! More important than me or Tony! More important than
my firgt chancein yearsto relax and make some new friends! Look
what you've done-chased Sdly away!"

Hejust sat there.

After amoment, however, she relented. Four years ago they had
been through the unemployable stage; she knew what it would mean to
losehisjob.

"Oh, hdl...Yes, | wormed it out of her. She'sacrank. Practically a



Tranite"
Chalmers pricked up hisears. "How do you mean?"

"A crank, likel say. Won't let him fly. Says she wants her
grandchildren to see the sun. What difference it makesif aplaneflies
with one seat empty, | don't know! But she thinks Phil'sin some land of
trouble because she made him driveto LA, only he won't come out and
put the blame squarely on her. And she wants desperately to know
what the problem is. In fact she brought the matter up. | didn't haveto.
Because he was awful over Christmas, apparently. What's more he
keeps finding excuses not to screw her. Wouldn't have made it even on
New Year's, she sad, not unless sheld actudly seduced him"

The last word was drowned out by a sudden thudding noise from
the sky, asthough agiant had clapped hands around a mosquito.
Everyone winced. An anonymous voice said, "' Oh, afilthy sonic boom.
Don't you hate them?'

But it should have been over in an ingtant. It continued: after the
initid bang, agrowling sound, lower-pitched, but enduring, like sones
being rubbed by the current of afast river or avigoroustideon a
pebbly headland. Poised to renew their conversation, peoplerealized
that thiswaan't right. The noise grew louder, grinding. They turned and
looked at the window.

Taniascreamed.

With implacable magjesty, to the besting of countlessdrums, haf a
million tons of snow and ice were marching on the town of Towerhill.

CHARGE ACCOUNT

Reporter: Generd, it's no exaggeration to say the world has been
gppalled at your decison to arrest and expdl the American relief
workers from Noshri-

General Kaika: Do you expect usto let them remain when they have
poisoned thousands of our people, killed them or, worse ill, driven
them mad?



Reporter: Theresno proof that-

General Kaika: Yes, thereisproof. All the people of the town went
mad. They attacked our own troops who had freed them from the
occupying forces. They were poisoned by the evil food sent under
the pretence of relief supplies.

Reporter: But what conceivable motive could-?

General Kaika: Plenty of motive. For onething, Americans go to any
length to prevent an independent country whose government does
not have white skin. Colored governments must bow to
Washington. Consider China. Congder Vietnam, Cambodia, Laos,
Thailand, Ceylon, Indonesia. If ever we have a strong united
country of black peoplein Africathey will no longer be ableto
tread down their black countrymen.

Reporter: Areyou saying there was adeliberate plot to weaken your
forces and win the war for the invaders?

General Kaika: | am making investigationsto confirm. But it iswhite
men who made the war to start with.

Reporter: Thereweren't even any white mercenaries with the-

General Kaika: Wasit black men who filled the Mediterranean with
poison? No, it was destroyed by the filthy wastes from European
factoried

Reporter: Well, the Aswan dam-

General Kaika: Yes, yes, the Aswan dam may have tipped the
balance findly, but before that the sea was dying. Because so many
had to starve on the African coast there began thiswar. That iswhy
| say the white countries are responsible. It isthe typica white habit
to ruin what you have and then go to sted from other people.

Reporter: Oh, Generd, you're diretching the facts a bit!

General Kaika: Isthefact that it isdangerousto sviminthe
Mediterranean? Isthe fact that the fish have died?

Reporter: Well, yes, but-



General Kaika: | have no moreto say.

RATS

Jeannie was aready home, of course, her Stephenson electric
tucked into acorner of the garage. Pete was on the ten-to-six shift
today and her job at Bamberley's stopped at five.

Pete Goddard hated his wife going to work. He wanted her at
home, looking after a couple of kids. That, though, would have to wait
until after his next promation. These days nobody in hisright mind
would start afamily before he could afford proper medica carefor his
children. Up herein the mountainsit wasn't so bad asin the cities; even
S0 you couldn't be too careful.

As he scraped his boots before treading on the front step, there was
adamming sound in the sky. He glanced up just in timeto meet an
eyeful of snow shaken off the overhang of the porch. Ah, shit, asonic
boom. Oughtn't to have been that loud! One grew used to one or two a
day, but faint, far away, doing no damage beyond maybe startling you
into spilling acup of coffee. Down &t the station house Sergeant Chain
could look forward to arash of complaints. Asthough there were
anything the police here could do. Asthough there were anything
anybody could do.

Jeannie wasin the kitchen. Not much of akitchen, equipped with
repossessed appliances. But they usualy worked. She was busy at the
stove: apretty girl, much lighter than he and ayear older, bound to be
plump before thirty but what the hell? He liked plenty of mest. Blowing
her akiss, he collected hisevening pill, the onefor hisalergy, and
headed for the sink to draw some water.

But she stopped himwith acry. "No, Pete! | found a don't-drink
notice when | got home. See, on the table?"

Startled, he turned and spotted the bright red paper printed in bold
black letters. The familiar phrasesleapt out a him: fault in the



purifying plant-must not be drunk without boiling-rectified as soon
aspossible...

"Shit!" he exclaimed. "It's getting to be as bad as Denver!"

"Oh, no, honey! Down in the city they get these dl thetime, like
every week, and that's only our second since the summer. Won't abeer
do?'

"A beer? Sureit will!"

"In theicebox. And one for me. | got this complicated recipe
going." She brandished aclipping from the newspaper.

Grinning, he made to comply-and his hand flew to his hip after his
not-present gun as he exclamed in dismay.

"What?" Jeannie spun around. " Oh, not another rat?"

"Just the biggest | ever saw!™ Buit it was gone now. "I thought | told
you to call the exterminator!" he snapped.

"Wdl, | did! But he said he has 30 much businesswedl | haveto wait
at least another week."

"Yeah, | guesss0." Pete Sighed. "Everybody | meet..." Helet the
wordstrail away and opened the icebox. On two shelves, packages
with afamiliar trade mark: agirl holding an ear of corn between her tits,
to make a sort of prick-and-bals pattern of them.

"Hey, you been to Puritan again!”

"Well, | spent my bonus,”" Jeannie said defensively. "And things
there aren't that much more expensive! Besides, they do redlly taste
much better.”

"What bonus?'

"Oh, you know! | told you! All usgirlsin the packing section who
worked overtime to get that shipment away before Christmas. Twenty
bucks extrafrom Mr. Bamberley!"

"Oh. Oh, yeah." Taking his beer and hers from the six-pack. What
the hell? Twenty bucks today was a it in the ocean. Though he would
rather have put it toward their policy with Angd City, saving against the



time when they could afford ababy. All these scare stories about
chemicas. Just an excuseto doublethe prices at Puritan...
Reminded of the plant, though: " Say, baby, how'syour leg?' That
smooth patch of skin, asthough part of her thigh had been glazed.
"Oh, they wereright first time. It isafungus. Y ou know we haveto

wear masks againgt actino-what's-its-name. | picked up something of
the samekind. But the ointment'sfixing it."

Pete repressed a shudder. Catching afungus! Chrigt, like something
out of ahorror movie! It had dragged on for more than amonth, and
even now he kept finding himsdlf obsessvely ingpecting his own bodly.
He gulped at his beer.

"Say, honey, | meant to tell you," Jeannie said suddenly. "'l saw you
onTV!"

"What, at the Trainitewat?' He dropped into achair. "Yes, |
noticed the guy with the camera.”

"What were you therefor?"
"Didn't they explain?'
"l only switched on intimeto catch theend of it."

"Ah-hah. Wdl, we had thiscal from LA. Remember the cat who
used to run the wat was killed down there before Christmas? Seems he
was either crazy or stoned. So they said turn the place over for drugs.”

"| thought Trainitesdidn't hold with them.”

"Wll, itstruewe didn't find anything...Weird place, baby! All like
fixed up from scrap. Kind of handmade. And the people kind of -1 don't
know. Odd!"

"l saw some of them at Puritan,” Jeannie said. "They looked pretty
ordinary. And their kids are very well behaved.”

Too soon to talk about the best way to raise kids. Some day,
though. ..

"They may look harmless," Pete said. "But that's becauise here there
aren't enough to cause red trouble. | mean like apart from painting up



these dirty skulls and crossbones. Down in LA, though, they block
Streets, wreck cars, smash up stores!”

"But Carl says everything they do is meant to wake people up to the
danger werein.”

Oh, the hell with Carl! But Pete kept that to himself, knowing how
fond Jeannie was of him: her younger brother, nineteen going on
twenty, the bright one of their family of five kidswho'd dropped out of
college after ayear complaining of lousy teaching and was currently
asoworking at the Bamberley plant.

"L ook, any way they want to liveisfineby me" he grunted. "But it's
my job to stop anybody wrecking or looting or interfering with the way
other peoplewant to live."

"Well, Carl's been to the wat several times and according to
him-Oh, let's not argue!™ Consulting her recipe. "Well, we have to wait
ten minutes now, it says. Let'sgo into the living room and st down..."
Her face clouded. "Know something, honey?'

"What?'

"l do wish | had one of those ingtant cookers. Microwave. Then it
wouldn't matter when you camein, dinner could be ready in amoment”

The phonerang.

"Go gt down. I'll getit," she said. He grinned at her and obeyed.
But, even before hed made himself comfortable, shewas cdling to him
in anear-scream.

"Pete! Pete! Get your coat and boots!"
"What?What the hdll for?"

"There's been an avalanche! It'sburied all those new placesthe
other sde of town!"

NO BIGGER THAN A MAN'S HAND
...published today as a United Nations Special Report. The



alleged rise of intelligence in so-called backward countriesis
ascribed by the scientists who conducted the three-year
investigation to improved diet and sanitation, while the as-yet
unconfirmed decline in advanced nationsis attributed to
intensified pollution. Asked to comment on the report just prior to
leaving for Hollywood, where he istonight slated to open his
annual retrospective, Prexy said, quote, Well, if they're so smart
why aren't they clever? End quote. At a press conferencein
Tegucigal pa the disappearance of Leonard Ross, field agent for
Globe Relief, and Dr. I1saiah Williams, the British medico who's
also unaccounted for, was officially ascribed today to terrorism.
Troops are searching the area intensively, but so far have reported
no success. Following the shock resignation of the former
president of the "Save the Med" Fund, Dottore Giovanni
Crespinolo, the Italian government has flatly denied his charge
that the vast sums donated by corporations and individualsin
forty-eight countries in the hope of saving the doomed landlocked
sea have been embezzed. Reports from Rome, however ...

MEMENTO LAURAE

Never in hislife had Philip Mason felt so miserable. He paced
endlessy around the gpartment, sngpping at the children, telling Denise
to leave him donefor God's sake, when dl thetimewhat heredly
wanted to say wasthat he loved them desperately and aways would.

Y et the consequences of New Year'sEve...

When hefelt depressed at the last place, things had been easier to
bear: ahouse, much further from the city center-beyond the river-with
itsown garden. There held been able to hide away and be miserable by
himsdlf. But theriver fires had been bad last year; more than once held
been unable to get to work because the bridge was closed, and half the
time smoke made it impossible to use the garden or even open the
windows.

So they'd moved to this air-conditioned apartment block. Handier



for the office. And, of course, for the hospital where Josi€'s squint was
being treated and the short musclesin Harold's leg were being drawn
out.

He couldn't explain! Dared not! And now couldn't get out of
explaning, ether!

But at least he had afew minutesto himsdf. The kids were adeep,
having taken along time to calm down following their disastirous
encounter with Anton Chalmers: pushy, arrogant, greedy, bullying,
bad-tempered-but, of course, absolutely hedlthy. "Survivd of thefittest
and dl that shit"...to quote hisinsufferable father.

And Denise had gone to the Henlowes gpartment on the second
floor. That was where you scored in this building. Everyone nowadays
seemed to know ameans of getting something from somebody. But it
was best to stay out on the fringes. It was becoming as bad as what the
history books recounted about Prohibition, what with the black gangs
fighting on the Streets over the right to distribute African khat, and the
white gangs blowing up each other'shomesfor theright to tradein
Mexican grass.

So sheldd come back in half an hour, having socidized, and show
what she'd got, and say, "Darling, don't worry, whatever's the matter
itll comeright in the end, let'sturn on and rdax, hm?"

Dennie, | loveyou terribly, and if you're sweet and kind to me one
moretimetonight | shal scream.

Here was the phone. He dided with shaking fingers, and shortly a
woman replied. He said, "Dr. Clayford, please. It'surgent.”

"Dr. Clayford will bein hisoffice on Monday asusud,” the woman
replied.
"Thisis Philip Mason. Areamanager of-"

"Oh, Mr. Mason!" Abruptly cordid. Clayford was one of the
physicians Philip sent Angdl City's clientsto for examination prior to



taking out alife policy; it behooved the doctor to be cooperative. " Just
asecond, I'll seeif my husband'sfree"

"Thank you." Nervous, he fumbled out acigarette. His smoking had
nearly doubled since histripto LA. Hed been trying to cut it down;
instead, here he was getting through two packs aday.

"Yes?' A gruff voice. He Sarted.

"Ah, doctor!" Onedidn't say "doc" to Clayford, let done cdl him by
hisfirst name. He was an old-fashioned family GP, who at sixty ill
affected the dark suits and white shirts that had marked out sober
young men with "agrest future ahead of them" when hewasin college.
Tdking to himwasalittle like talking to aminigter; onefdt asense of
distance, an intangible barrier. But right now it had to be breached.

"Look, | need you advice, and-uh-help.”
"Wdl?'

Philip swallowed hard. "It'slike this. Just before Chrismas| was
cdledto LA, to the headquarters of my company, and because my
wife doesn't like planes-you know, pallution-1 drove, and broke the
tripin Vegas. And there [-uh-well, | got involved with agirl. Absolutely
without meaning to. Time and opportunity, you know!"

||&’?l

"S0...Wadl, | wasn't certain until days later, but now | don't think
therés any doubt. She left me with-uh-gonorrhea.”

Stained undershorts floating around him, like mocking bats.

"l see" Clayford not in the least sympathetic. "Wdll, you should go
to the clinic on Market, then. | believe they're open Saturday mornings.”

Philip had seen it, in adepressed and depressing area: ashamed of
itsfunction, persecuted by the righteous mgjority, awaysfull of young
people pretending rebellious defiance.

"But surdly, doctor-"
"Mr. Mason, that's my professiona advice, and therésan end of it."
"But my wifd"



"Have you had relations with her since this escapade of yours?'

"Well, on New Year's" Philip began, head full of al the reasons:
can't nat, thisis the day of the year, it'skind of symbolic and weve
mede atradition of it Sncewefirst met...

"Then you'l haveto take her with you," Clayford said, and didn't
even add a good-night.

The bagtard! Thefilthy stuck-up stiff-necked-!
Oh, what's the use?

He set down the phone, thinking of al the suggestionshe'd had
ready: awhite lie, say about hepatitis which everyone knew to be
endemic in Cdifornia, anything that might require ashort course of a
uitableantibiotic. ..

My God! All | haveisthe second commonest infectious disease
after meaded It sayssointhe papersal thetime,

Digraction. Anything. Switch onthe TV. Maybethe doctor at the
clinicwill be more helpful and I'll till be ableto cover up. If | only had
to confess about screwing Laurathat'd be okay, Denise wouldn't leave
me over that. But telling her she's been given the clap courtesy of a
man-hungry sranger...!

Trang storized, the sound came on quicker than the picture, and his
ears suddenly stung with the sense of what wasbeing said. It wasthe
late news summary. He felt as though the earth had opened and he was
faling, miles deep.

"-dtill coming in about the extent of tonight's avalanche disaster a
Towerhill."

The picturejelled. Police cars. Searchlights. Helicopters. Fire
trucks. Ambulances. Bulldozers. Snow-plows.

"The Apennine Lodge, which stood right here, istotaly buried,” a
voice said in doom-laden tones. A shapeless mass of snow with men
digging. "Other nearby lodges and hotels were carried downhill, some



for aquarter of amile. Damage will certainly bein excess of fifteen
million and may wdll run ashigh asfifty million dollars"

"Phil, I'm back!" Denise caled, having worked her way through the
complex locks of the entrance door. " Say, | managed to score from
Jed and Beryl, and-"

"Theres been an avdanche a Towerhill!" he shouted.

"What?' She advanced into the living-room, adim girl with ddlicate
bones, agraceful walk, an auburn wig that exactly matched her former

mop of curlsand completely hid her ringworm scars. Sometimes Philip
thought she was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen.

"Oh, lord," she said thinly. On the screen, abody being lifted out of
dirty snow. "That'swhere Bill and Taniaare staying!" She sat down
automatically on the arm of hischair. He clutched her fingers and spoke
through terror, despair, nausea.

"They sad fifteen million bucks worth of damage, maybefifty. And
you know who carriestheir insurance? We do!"

She looked at him, shocked. "Phil, think of the damage when you
get back to the office! Y ou should cdl up, find out if Bill and Taniaare
okay, and Anton too. Right now you ought to be worrying about

people, not money!™
"l am. Youand me."
IIHil_ll

"l haven' finished reinsuring thet place. | had so much new business
to cope with. And not one of my staff has made it through the winter
without faling sck. | only had about hdf therisk reinsured.”

Comprehension dawned, and alook of horror.
“I'm through,” Philip said. "God, | wish | were dead.”

AHEAD OF THE NEWS
"Globe Reief? Mr. Thorne, please," said the State Department



expert in Central American affairs, and then: "Morning, Gerry-Dirk
here. Say, how'syour eye?... That'sgood...Me? I'm fine. Touch of
monoisal. Well, why I'm caling up, | thought you'd like to be among
thefirst to know they found your boy Ross. Washed up on arock
aongsdethat river that runsthrough San Pablo...No, no sign of the
English doctor yet...Well, they say his head was battered in. It could
have been on the rocks of theriver, but they're doing an autopsy to
confirm...Yes, with luck. Those stinking Tupas have had it al their own
way for far too long. Wefindly have the excuseto hit back. I'll keep

you posted.”

IT FIGURES

The armed guards who patrolled the headquarters of Angel City
Interstate Mutua over the dead ten-day period of the holiday were
surprised to find one of the corporation’s senior executives kegping
them company. But not surprised that the man in question should be
Dr. Thomas Grey. From him they were used to eccentricity.

"Crazy!" people said, and were happy to assume that because he
was S0 devoted to his profession he had never even married he must
necessarily be acrank.

Infact, that was extremely unfair to him. He was probably among
the modt rationd men dive.

"To the editor of The Chrigian Science Monitor: Sir..."

Histyping was, asdways, impeccable, the envy of professond
secretaries. He sat in the near-silence of the fourth floor, surrounded by
the metal carcasses of computers.

"Oneisdismayed to find ajourna with an internationa reputation
echoing the cries of what | have no hesitationin caling
scare-mongers-people who gpparently would have us revert to thewild
date without even the caveman's privilege of wearing furs”

He glanced around to confirm that no mafunction lampswere



shining, and took the opportunity to scratich himsdlf. He had adight but
nagging dermatitis due to washing-powder-Byrnes.

"Admittedly, we dter the order of things by theway welive. But the
same can be said of any organism. How many of those who cry out for
vast sumsto be spent on preserving cord reefsfrom starfish redize that
the reefs are themsalves the result of aliving species impact on the
ecology of the planet? Grass completely revol utionized the "bal ance of
nature'; so did the evolution of trees. Every plant, every animd, every
fish-one might safely say every humble micro-organism, too-hasa
discernible influence on the world."

A light winked a him. He broke off, went to change a spool of
tape, returned to his chair. Having read once more through the editoria
inthe Monitor which had so offended him-it might, in hisview, have
been written by that bigot Austin Train himsdlf-he sharpened the next
barb of hisreply.

"If the extremists had their way, we would sit and mope, resigned to
having four out of five children die because the nuts and berrieswithin
walking distance had been frosted.”

He was only passing time by writing thisletter; he did not expect it
to do any good. What he was chiefly here for wasto add afew more
tiny bricksto the monumenta structure of a private undertaking he had
been engaged on for years. Having begun as ahobby, it had devel oped
into something approaching an obsesson, and condtituted the main
reason why he was dtill working for Angel City. The company had alot
of gpare computer capacity; right now, there was a nationwide glut of
it. Accordingly no one objected when he made use of it on evenings
and weekends. He had been well paid for most of hisworking life, and
thanks to having Smple tastes he was now rich. But hiring the computer
capacity he currently needed would wipe out hisfortune in amonth.

Of course he scrupuloudly reimbursed the firm for the materids he
used, the tape, the paper and the power.

His project semmed from the fact that, being avery rational man
indeed, he could become nearly as angry as a dedicated Trainite when



the most spectacular fruit of some promising new human achievement
turned out to be adisaster. Computers, he maintained, had madeit
possiblefor virtudly every advance to be studied beforehand in enough
modd situationsto alow of sober, congtructive exploitation. Of course,
renting them was expengve-but so was hiring lawvyersto defend you if
you were charged with infringing the Environment Acts so wasfighting
an FDA ban; so was a suit from someinjured nobody with astrong
pressure-group at his back. And when you added money spent on vain
attempts to shut the stable door by such organizations as Earth
Community Chest, Globe Relief or the " Save the Med" Fund, the total
cost became heartbresking. What awaste!

When, at thirty-three, he had abandoned hisformer career asa
fredance R& D consultant and decided to train as an actuary, he had
vaguely hoped that an insurance company, being concerned with the
effects of human shortsightedness, might set up aspecia department to
foster hisproject and pay for proper staff. That hadn't worked out. It
had had to remain effectively a one-man show.

So hewasalong, long way from his ultimate god: nothing lessthan
aworld-amulation program.

But he was a patient man, and the shock of such catastrophes as
the crestion of the Mekong Desert had brought more and more people
around to the conclusion he had reached long ago. Whether or not it
could be done, it absolutely must be done.

Of course, he was in the same predicament as weather forecasters
had been before computers, continually overwhelmed by fresh data that
required dow, piecemed processing. But he had dready worked out
many trid-and-error techniques for automaticaly updating his program,
and in another twenty years...He enjoyed good hedlth, and watched
hisdiet carefully.

Besides, he wasn't after perfect accuracy. Something about as
precise as weather forecasting would suit admirably. Just so long asit
permitted men who were neither reckless nor cowardly to monitor
human progress. (He often used the word in conversation. Many of his
acquaintances regarded him as ol d-fashioned because of it)



"When someone next complainsthat the use of insecticides has
resulted in an orchard-bred pest egting his magnolias, remind him that
but for the improved diet made possible when the orchards were
cleared of maggots he might not own agarden to plant magnoliasin.
Verb. sap.

Yours, etc., T.M. Grey, Ph.D., M.Sc."

COME CLEAN

One thing you can tell right away about the owner of a Hailey.
He has a healthy respect for other people. A Hailey takes up no
mor e of the road than is necessary. The noise a Hailey makesis
only a gentle hum. And it leaves the air far cleaner than
gas-driven cars. Even if they are filter-tipped.

So the driver of a Hailey can get close enough to other people
to see their smilesand hear their murmurs of approval. What's
your car doing for interpersonal relations?

YOU DIG

The shovd bit in, carried away another cubic foot or so of
snow-and there wasn't anywhere to put it except on top of more snow.

Stll, at least he hadn't hit abody when he plunged it in.

Pete Goddard ached. Or rather, what he could fed of himsdlf
ached. It had started in his soles when held been in the snow for half an
hour. Then it had crept up to hisankles. Around the timethe pain
infected his calves hed lost contact with hisfeet. He had to take it for
granted they were dtill insgde his boots.

Also hishands were tender and assured of blisters despite his
gloves. It was down to twenty with avicious wind; his eyeswere sore
and if the tears that |eaked from them hadn't been sdty he believed they
would have frozen on his cheeks.



Thiswas aforetaste of hell. Stark lights, harsh as curses, had been
dragged up treacherous snow-mounds, coupled to emergency
generators whose complaints at overload filled the air with anoise like
grinding teeth. All the time there were shouts: "Here, quick!" And every
shout meant another victim, most likely dead, but sometimeswith a
broken back, broken leg, broken pelvis. The avalanche had operated
like apress. It had condensed the buildings closest to Mount Hawes
into astate akin to fiberboard: human remains, structurd timbers, cars,
winter-sports gear, food, liquor, furniture, carpets, more human
remains, had been squashed together until they could be crushed no
further, and then the whole horrible disgusting mass had been forced
downhill to transfer the shock to more distant locations.

Red among the snow here. He burrowed with hisfingersfor fear his
shovel might hurt someone, and discovered aside of besf.

"Hey! Migter policeman!”

A kid'svoice. For an ingtant he was haunted by the fear of standing
on aburied child. But the call was from here on the surface, loud to
overcome the drone of ahelicopter. He glanced up. Facing him,
balanced on abroken wall, alight-colored boy of eleven or twelve,
wearing dark woolen pants and a parka and offering atin cup that
steamed like ageyser.

"Like some soup?"

Pete's ssomach reminded him suddenly that he'd been on the point
of eating when he left home. He dropped his shove.

"Surewould,” he agreed. Thiswas no place for akid-no telling
what horrors he might see-but getting food down him was agood idea.
It was bound to be along job. He took the cup and made to sip, but
the soup was hotter even than it looked. The kid was carrying abig
vacuum-jug behind him on astrgp. Must be efficient.

"Y ou found many dead people?’ the boy inquired.
"A few," Pete muttered.
"l never saw anybody dead before. Now |'ve seen maybe a dozen.”



His tone was matter-of-fact, but Pete was shocked. After a pause
he said, "Uh-l guess your mom knowsyou're here?"

"Sure, that's her soup. When she heard about the accident she put
on abig pan of it and told us al to wrap up warm and come and help.”

Wéll, okay; you don't tell other people what's good and what's bad
for their kids. And it waskind of a constructive action. Petetried the
soup again, found it had cooled quickly in the bitter wind, and
swalowed greedily. It was ddlicious, with big chunks of vegetablesin it
and strong-scented herbs.

"l was interested to see the dead people,” the kid said suddenly.
"My father waskilled the other day."

Pete blinked at him.

"Not my red father. | caled him that because he adopted me. And
my two sgters. It wasin the papers, and they even put his picture on

"What does your mom use for this soup?' Pete said, thinking to
change aghoulish subject. "It'sgreat."

"I'll tell her you said so. It'slike yeast extract, and any vegetables
around, and"-the boy gave a strangely adult shrug-"water, boiled up
with marjoram and Stuff....Finished?'

"Not quite.”
"l only have this one cup, you see, so after it's been drunk from |

haveto clean it in the snow to kill the germsand go find someone else.”
The boy'stonewas virtuous. "Did you see my dad'spictureon TV?"

"Ah..." Petdsmind raced. "Well, | don't get to watch it too much,
you know. I'm pretty tied up with my job."

"Y egh, sure. Just thought you might have seen him." A hint of
unhappinesstinged thewords. "l misshim alot...Finished now?"

Pete drained the mug and gave it back. "Y ou tell your mom she
makes great soup, okay?' he said, and clapped the boy's shoulder. At
the back of his mind he was thinking about Jeannie; she being so much
lighter than he, their kids ought to come out just about the same shade



asthisboy here. If only they were equaly bright, equaly hedthy...

"Surewill," the boy said, and added, struck by athought, "Say, you
need anyone el se up here? Y ou're working pretty much on your own,
aentyou?'

"Wdll, we have to spread out because there are so many placesto
dig," Pete said. Hewas never at ease talking to children, having had
problemswhen he was akid himsdf. Hisfather hadn't died and made
the papers, but smply vanished.

"Wdll, there'slots of usdown by the ambulances."
IIUg?I

"Sure. We're from the Trainite wat my dad used to run before he
died. I'll send someone up to help you-Harry, maybe. HE's big. What's
your name, o helll know who to cometo?'

"Uh...I'm Pete. Pete Goddard."
"I'm Rick Jones. Okay, someone will bedong inaminute!™

"Hey!"
But the kid had gone scrambling and legping down the trenched
mounds of snow. Pete reclaimed his shove, darmed. Only thismorning
at the wat he'd had to guard the occupants as they stood out in the cold

while detectives searched for drugs. Having a Trainite partner him...

The hell with it. What mattered wasto pull out any more poor
bastards who might be buried under thisload of white shit.

It was okay. Harry wasn't one of the people held met this morning.
Hewasn't too much bigger than Pete, but he was fresher. He hardly
said more than hello before he started shifting snow, and they
concentrated on the job until they uncovered their first victim: dead,
blue with cyanosis and cold. Stretcher-bearers came, and ayoung Air
Force officer-they'd turned out the Academy, of course-took
particulars of the ID in the man's pocket. He was local. Pete had given
him a parking ticket once. One of the Stretcher-bearers had atransistor
radio, and whileit wasin earshot it said something about Towerhill



being declared a disaster zone.

"Frgt of many," Harry muttered.
"What?'

"l said first of many. Y ou don't think thisisthe only avalanche
they're going to cause with their stinking SST's, do you? The Swiss
won't let them overfly the country between October and May-said
they'd shoot them down first. So did the Austrians.”

Pete handed Harry hisshovd. "Let'sdig,” he sighed.

About ten minutes later it became clear what they'd got into at this
gpot: awhole collapsed room, if not abuilding. Uphill, awall of rough
stone had broken the worst impact of the avalanche, but it had shifted
on itsfoundations and twisted into anirregular line of precarioudy
poised fragments. Over that the roof-beams had folded, but not fallen,
leaving asmdl vacant spacein which-

"Chrigt!" Harry sdid. "Alivel”

Something moved feebly in darkness. White darkness. The snow
had burst in through awindow, fanned out on the floor.

"Ah-yah-ahh!" Thetreble cry of achild.

"Look out, you fucking idiot!" Pete roared as Harry made to drop
his shove and dive straight in under the arching timbers. He grabbed his
am.

"What? That'sakid! Get your hands off-1-"

"L ook, look, look!" And Pete pointed to the huge trembling
overhang of snow that had broken againgt the sonewall like afrozen
wave. Because of their digging it loured above the space in which the
child-children, he redlized, hearing a second cry discord with thefirg-in
which the children were trapped.

"Ah...Yeah." Harry regained his slf-possession and blinked down
into the dark hollow. A bed, overset. A lot of snow. "Seewhat you
mean. We could bring that whole pile down on us. Got aflashlight?



"Loaned it to someone. Go get another. And lots of help. See, that
beam?' Pete didn't dare so much astouch it. Now it was exposed, the
sngle crucia roof-strut that had spared the children looked like a
match, and on the danted broken roof that it supported lay God knew
how many tons of snow and rock.

"Surel Be back right away!" Turning to run.

"Hang on, kids," Pete called into the cold dark. "WEéll get you out
soon'swe can."

One of the half-seen shapes moved. Stood up. Shedding snow.

Moving snow.

Tryingto dimbto thelight!

"Oh, my God! Harry, HARRY'! BE QUICK!"

Crying. And the crying drowned by the noise of weight leaning on a
fractured beam. The beam, the one that held back the incredible mass

of snow. He saw it spray tiny white flakes, like dust, that danced in the
glow of the distant emergency lights.

Chrigt...Jeannie, Jeannie, it could be akid of ours down there-|
don't mean could, not at fifty bucksaday, but | meanit'sakid, and we
could havekids, and...

But those thoughts were spin-off, and had nothing to do with him
moving. Shove dropped. The beam yidding. Turning so his shoulders
came under it, hisnumb handsfet for it. The weight, theincredible
intolerable unthinkable weight. He looked down and saw his boots had
been driven in over anklesin the packed snow.

At least, though, he could il hear the crying.

THE TINIEST TRACE

"Did it go okay, Peg?' Mée Torrance called as she wended her way
through the maze of desks, glass partitions, file cabinets. The paper was
losing money. Most papers were losing money. Even Md had only a
cubbyhole for an office, whose door stood permanently open except



when he was taking his pills. He was embarrassed about that for some
reason.

Ridiculous. Who do you know who doesn't have to take pills of
some kind nowadays? Which reminds me, I'm past duefor mine.

"Oh, fing," Peg muttered. She'd been out to cover asewer
explosion. Someone had poured something he shouldn't have down the
drain, and it had reacted with something else. Big dedl. It happened dl
the time. Today nobody had even been killed.

"Did Rod get any good pictures?’
"Sald held have somefor you in about two hours."

"He didn't get Polaroids? Shit, of course not-the pol count isup
today, isn'tit?' Md sighed. Daysyou couldn't get Polaroids were
garting to outnumber those when you could; it was something inthe ar
that affected the emulsion. "Wdll, acouple of hours should be
okay...Messagefor you, by theway. It's on your desk."

"Later."

But the note said she should contact the city morgue, so she put the
cal inwhilerolling paper into her typewriter with her other hand, and
after five wrong numbers-about par for the course-the phone said,
"Sanway."

"Peg Mankiewicz."

"Oh, yes." Stanway's voice dropped atrifle. "L ook, we finally had
the definitive lab report on your friend Jones."

"Christ! Y ou mean they've been on a him dl thistime?' Peg heard
her voice ragged. Couldn't they even leave his corpse done? Weren't
they content with hurling insults a his memory? " This self-gppointed
prophet of a better world who turned out to be just another acid-head.”
Quote/unguote.

"Well, it'sadow processlooking for these very tiny traces of a
drug,” Stanway said, missing the point. "Paper chromatography work.
L ong-column separation, even, sometimes.”



“All right, whet diid they find?"

"A halucinogen in his system. Not LSD or psilocybin or any of the
regular ones, but something with asmilar molecular structure. | don't
redlly understand the report myself-I'm an anatomist, not abiochemist.
But | thought you'd like to know right away."

Like! No, it wasthe thing in al the world she least wanted to hear.
But thereit was. evidence.

"Any specia reason why they went to dl that trouble?"
Stanway hesitated. He said at length, "Well, thefuzz inasted.”

"The busy mothers! They didn't find drugsin hiscar!" Not gtrictly
his, but rented. Trainites did their best not to contribute to pollution,
and the entire community of sixty-some at the Denver wat owned one
vehicle between them, ajeep. Apart from bicycles.

Moreover they didn't hold with drugs, not even pot, though they did
tolerate beer and wine.

She did open adrawer in her desk, where she kept the file shedd
compiled about Decimus's degth, and reread the list of things that had
been found in the car-more or lesswhat you would expect. A
traveling-bag with a change of clothes, razor, toothbrush and so on, a
folder of papers about chemicasin food, another concerned with the
family businesswhich had brought himto LA to seehissister Felice,
and asort of picnic basket. That fitted, too; he'd have brought his own
food aong, the good wholesome kind the wat community grew
themsdves.

Stanway coughed in the phone. It started asapolite
attention-catching noise; afew seconds, and it developed into ared
cough, punctuated with gasps of, " Sorry!" When he recovered, he said,
"Wasthere anything el se?'

"No." Absently. "Thanks very much for letting me know."

Having hung up she sat for long minutes staring a nothing. Anger
burnedin her mind like asullen flame.

She was convinced-beyond the possibility of argument-Decimus



must have been poisoned.

But how? By whom? They'd backtracked on hisroute, discovered
acouple of truck-driverswho'd noticed him adeep in the park outside
adiner when they stopped for a snack, then found him awake when
they came out again, shaving in the men'sroom; dso agas gaion
where he'd filled up-and that was that. No one else seemed to have
seen or spoken to him on theway.

And hissigter, of course, knew nothing useful. Sheld refused to be
interviewed directly after his desth, claiming with good grounds that
since she hadn't met her brother in years she hardly knew him, but then
the makeup for their December 23rd issue had been haf acolumn
short and Peg had dashed off amordizing Christmassy bit about
Decimuswhich Md reluctantly approved with only minor changes, and
Felice had seen it and called up and thanked her. But they ill hadn't
met, and it was clear from the way she spoke that she didn't sympathize
with her brother'sviews.

That food. Had it been analyzed? No, of course not. And it was
mainly crumbs anyhow. Probably just thrown ouit. ..

Sudden decision. She reached for the phone again and thistime by
aminor miracle got through to Angel City first go. She asked for Fdlice.

"I'm afraid she'sin conference right now. Shadl | take amessage?"

Peg hesitated. "Yes! Yes, tel her Peg Mankiewicz called. Tell her
that her brother was definitely poisoned.”

"I'm sorry, | don't quite understand.” And a sneeze, hastily
gopologized for.

"Oh, shit," Peg said wesarily. "Never mind."

She found her eyesight was blurred. Tears? No. Watering. And her
forehead tight and starting to throb. Hell and damnation, another lousy
bout of Snustis.

She hurried to the water-cooler to wash down her belated pill.



AND IT GOES ON

...and Dr. Isaiah Willams, whose body was recovered from a
ravine near San Pablo. Inquiries are being hampered by what an
Army spokesman termed the obstinate attitude of the local people.
"They won't admit they know their left hands fromtheir right,” he
asserted. Here at home Senator Richard Howell (Rep., Col.) today
launched a fierce attack on the quote chlorophyll addicts unquote
who, he claims, are hamstringing American business, already
staggering under the load of high unemployment and recession, by
insisting that our manufacturers comply with regulations ignored
by foreign competition. In Southern Italy rioting continues in many
small towns formerly dependent on fishing. Meantime, dust storms
in the Camargue...

EARTHMOVER

"Hi, Fred!"
"Hit"

Austin Train/Fred Smith continued up the Sairs. It wasincredibly
noisy here-squalling lads, TV sound, radio, arecord, someone
practicing drums, and ahead on the top floor his neighborsthe Blores
quarrding again. Their gpartment was like abombed ste. Either there
would be murder done one day, or the eventud victor would inherit a
mere heap of rubble.

Which wasfull of lessonsfor today. But the hell withit. Hewas
tired, and the cut on his leg which held sustained a couple of days ago
had swollen up and begun to throb. It looked as though it might be
infected.

Pausing as hethrust hiskey into his own door, he noticed there was
anew graffito on the landing, the Trainite dogan: YOU'RE KILLING



ME.
In purplelipgtick. Very fashionable.

He glanced around, not redlly worried as to whether someone had
broken in during his absence and robbed him, apart from the
inconvenience of having to buy replacements. Thisbeonged to Fred
Smith, not Austin Train. The store-closet and icebox were full of
commonplace cheap foods (if any food could be called cheap
nowadays): canned, frozen, freeze-dried, irradiated, precooked and
even predigested. The walls were chipped and needed paint. The
windows were mostly okay but one pane was blocked with cardboard.
There were fleas the exterminator couldn't kill and ratsthat scrabbled in
the walls and mice who left droppings like a cocked snook and roaches
that thrived on insecticide, even theillegd kinds. He wouldn't touch
those himsdf-that would have been carrying his " Fred Smith" role too
far-but everyone e se in the house knew whereto scorefor DDT and
dieldrin and so forth, and it hadn't helped.

Hedidn't redlly see his surroundings, though. One could live this
way, and he was proving it. It meant something to him to be here. It
implied-

Hope? Possibly. Suppose that great heretic St. Francisof Assis
had been put (as he, Ausgtin Train, had been) in front of twenty-eight
million viewers on the Petronella Page Show and told to define his
reasons for behaving as he did. We are told that "the meek shall inherit
the earth.” It follows that the meek are chosen of God. | shdl try to be
meek, not because | want the earth-you can keep it, after the way
you've fucked it around it's not worth having-but because | too should
like to be chosen of God. QED.

Beddes, | like animals better than you bastards.

Of dl the vices human beings are capable of, Augtin Train detested
hypocrisy most. He hadn't redlized that until amatter of three yearsor
30 ago, following the period of notoriety which had begun a couple of
years before with the publication of his Handbook for 3000 AD. Prior



to that he had enjoyed moderate success; agroup of his books had
been reissued as matched paperbacks and attracted attention from an
increasingly worried public, but it had al been low-key stuff. Suddenly,
one might say overnight, he had become a celebrity, in demand for TV
interviews, commissioned to write for popular journas, caled in as
consultant on government committees. And then, equaly abruptly, stop.

He had sx hundred thousand dollarsin the bank and lived in adum
tenement in the heart of adying city.

Back there-he had cometo think of it as another world-lying and
fakery were away of life. Sponsoring the programs on which he
gppeared as Cassandra: a plastics company, daily pouring half amillion
galons of hot and poisoned water into ariver that served eleven cities
before it reached the ocean. Printing the articleshewrote: a
corporation whose paper demanded the felling of half aforest every
month. Ruling the country which paraded him as a prime example of the
benefits of free speech: madmen who had made a desert and misnamed
it peace.

It madehim sck. Literaly.

He lay in the hospita for two months, shivering without cease, spat
at people who came to wish him well, tore up cables from strangers
saying they hoped held get better quickly, threw food on the floor
because it was poisoned, caught nurses around the neck and lectured
them, helplesdy pinioned, on egg-bundle fetus, sulphur dioxide, lead
akyls, DDE. Not that they heard much of what hetold them. They
were screaming too loudly.

When they released him, doped on tranquilizers, he went to live
with the people who didn't make a professond habit of omitting to let
their left hands know. He settled in the dirtiest back streets of the city
he'd been born in. HEd considered dternatives. Barcelona, by the open
cesspool of the Mediterranean; the rabbit-warrens of Rome, amost
permanently under martia law; Osaka, where they were marketing
arlocksto befitted in place of regular front doors. Still, he wanted to
be able to talk to the people around him-so he came home. "l ana
man," he had said many times during his moment of fame, "l an as



guilty asyou, and you are as guilty as me. We can repent together, or
we can die together; it must be our joint decison.”

He hadn't expected to leave behind, in that world he'd abandoned,
such asurprising legacy: the Trainites, who had no forma organization,
not even a newspaper, yet now and then manifested themselves-one
might amost believe asthe result of some telepathic trigger, some
upsurge of the collective unconscious-to put a brand on some company
or enterprise that was endangering mankind. Obvioudly, he had not
cregted them. They must have been there, waiting. Mainly they were
the former radica studentsfor whom it had become amatter of
principleto say, "Yes, I'macommie!” That habit had followed the
Vietnam disaster, when the tons upon thousands of tons of herbicides,
defoliants, riot gases, toxic agents, had findly broken the land down
into desert. All of asudden, in asingle summer, dead plants, dead
animas, dead rivers.

Dead people.

And when he popularized theterm "commensdist” alittle later, the
reference was rapidly transferred. But didn't stick. Instead the news
mediainvented the name " Trainite," and now it was universal.

Hewas half pleasad by the flattery thisimplied, half frightened for
complex reasons of which he had cited one to Peg. He dreamed
occasonaly of meeting the men who had taken hisnamein place of
their own, and would wake swegating and moaning, because that led to
visons of endless millions of identica people, impossbletotell apart.

Anyway, here hewasin haf the upper floor of aderdlict buildingin
downtown LA, formerly offices, converted to dwellingsfive years ago,
never repaired or painted since. The people around him, though, didn't
lie except to protect their egos, and he found that tolerable. What he
loathed was a deed such as he would no longer term acrime, but asin.
Unto the third and fourth generation, General Motors, you have visited
your greed on the children. Unto the twentieth, AEG, you have twisted
their limbs and closed their eyes. Unto the last dawn of man you have
cursed us, O Father. Our Father. Our Father Which art in Washington,



give usthisday our daily cacium propionate, sodium diacetate
monoglyceride, potassium bromate, calcium phosphate, monobasic
chloramine T, duminium potassum sulphate, sodium benzoate,
butylated hydroxyanisole, mono-iso-propyl citrate, axerophthol and
cdciferal. Includewithiit alittle flour and salt. Amen.

Something had infected his hair-roots and eyebrows, that made the
skin flake away in dry crusty yellow scurf and left little raw patches of
exposed flesh. He rubbed in alotion Mrs. Blores had recommended;
she and her hushand suffered from the same complaint, and so did the
kids on the lower floor. Thelotion certainly hel ped-his scalp wasn't
nearly as sore asit had been last week.

Then he ate, absently, not so much food as fud: tasting of
cottonwool or cardboard, the human counterpart of the fertilizersthey
were continuing to pour on land that daily grew more and more barren,
hardened, scoriated, turned to dust. Like his scalp. He was shaping
something he sensed to be important. He had given up books, even his
favorites: the Bible, the Bhagavad-Gita, the Precepts of Patanjali, the
| Ching, the Popul VVuh, the Book of the Dead...

If I don't know enough now, | shal never know enough. I couldn't
gtand that.

While he ate, he was thinking. While he worked during the day, he
had been thinking. He had ajob with the city sanitation department,
and garbage wasfull of moras: sermonsin trash-cans, booksin running
drains.

The others on the gang he worked with thought he was odd, maybe
touched in the head. Could be. What had touched him, though,
fet-sgnificant. Suddenly, in recent weeks, the conviction had come on
him: | matter. | count. | have aningght. | think athing no onedse
thinks. | believe with the certainty of faith. | must must make others
hear and understand. When itistime.

At night, when helay down to deep, hefdt that hisbrain was
resonating with the heartbeet of the planet.



SHOWDOWN
"Get meawig-quickly!™

Startled by the shout, Terry Fenton glanced up from inventorying his
equipment: paints, powders, dyes, lacquers-dl of thefinest quality, of
course, Peruvian and Mexican, based on herbal essences and
vegetable waxes and flower pigments, not atrace of anything synthetic.
Nothing but the best for Terry Fenton. He was at the apex of his
profession, senior makeup supervisor for the entire New Y ork studio
complex of ABS, far moretrendily clad and infinitely better groomed
than amogt dl the starswho nightly fed visud pablum to the admass.

"Pet! Christ, what have you doneto your hair ?'

Forty, but glamorous and rigoroudy dieted dim, Petronella Page
stormed to her usua chair. She was wearing a magnificent pants suit in
abstract scarlet and yellow and her face was so flawless Terry would
as ever need to add only minor touches. But her hair was streaked with
irregular muddy marks.

Sheran the Monday and Wednesday late-night talk show, and was
popular, and expected to take on Friday as well because the
trans-Atlantic commuting compere, the Englishman Adrian Sprague,
was verging on anervous breskdown at long-awaited last and
moreover had missed three shows in three months owing to bomb
scares aboard the planes he was taking.

"I'll suethe mother!" she said between clenched teeth asthe full
horror of her appearance clanged back from the merciless mirrors.

"But what happened ?"

Terry snapped hisfingers and his current assistant, Marlon, a
light-brown boy who adored him, absolutely adored him, and thought
Petronellawas okay-for awoman, you know-came scurrying into the
room. So aso, amoment later, did Lola Crown, assistant to lan Farley
the producer, with apile of briefing documents concerning the night's
guests. The show was due on camerain about twenty minutes.



"Thank God you findly madeit!" Lolacried, "lan's been pissng
himsdf!”

"Shut up! Drop dead!" Petronellarasped, and dlapped the papers
out of Lolas hand as she offered them. "I don't give afart who we have
on the show, not if it'sthe stinking King of England! | sureashell am
not going out looking likethig"

"Y ouwon't haveto, baby," Terry soothed, Inspecting the
discolored tresses. Lola, on the point of weeping, went down on hands
and kneesto reclaim the scattered papers. "L ord, though, why didn't
you haveit done a Guido's same as usud ?'

"This happened at Guido's."

"What?' Terry was horrified. Heinssted on everyone he handled
having their hair washed, styled, cut at Guido's, because it wasthe only
placein New Y ork where they guaranteed their shampoos were done
with imported rainwater. They shipped it specidly from Chile.

"Silver nitrate," Petrondlasighed. "I contacted Guido a home and
blew my stack, and he checked up and called back almost weeping.
Seems they've been rain-making down there-remember | had a
rainmaker on the show last year? Guido thinksit reacted with the
setting lotion.”

Marlon brought a choice of wigs. Terry seized one, and abrush and
comb and aerosol of lacquer. He brutally sabotaged Guido's efforts
into atight layer close to the scalp and set about re-creating the same
syleonthewig.

"Going to take long?" Petrondla demanded.

"Couple of minutes," Terry said. He forbore to add that anything
Guide's best stylist could do, he could copy, only in atenth of thetime.
Everyone knew how good he was.

"Thank God. Lola, you bitch, where are my briefings?'
"Herel" the girl snuffled. Petrondlaflicked through the pages.
"Oh, yes, | remember. Jacob Bamberley-"

"Helikesto be caled Jack!" Lolacut in.



"Suff what helikes. | run this show. Terry baby, we got the man
who sent dl that poisoned shit to Africa. Know what I'm going to make
him do? I'm going to make him eat abowlful of it right at the Start of the
show, then come back to him at the end so people can see what it's
doneto him."

Turning to the next briefing, she added thoughtfully, "And | shall
definitdy cal him Jacob."

Thiswas a Globe Relief operation on behaf of Globe Relief. When
it became clear that Kaika's accusations weren't just propaganda, it
had been amatter of panic stationsal around. It was no use stressing
the true fact that Globe was the largest aid organization on the planet
and invariably the soonest on the scene of adisaster. Smply becauseit
was American-based and American-funded, it was tarred with the
Vietnam brush. There was dmost certain to bea UN inquiry shortly.

Accordingly State had made it very clear that unless Globe came up
promptly with afull defense the organization would have to be thrown
to the wolves. Inestimable trouble had already been caused by black
militantsingtantly prepared to believe in chemica genocide.

The obvious steps had naturally been taken. Samples of the
Nutripon still in store had been analyzed and given aclean bill. Now
suspicion had turned on the yeasts and fungi in the hydroponics plant:
could arogue, akin say to the ergot mold of rye, have infected one
batch of the stuff with anatura psychededlic poison? It would have
helped if they'd had a sample from Noshri to study, but apparently it
had dl been consumed or burned during theriots. So it was going to be
adow job.

Cadting around for some form of distraction, the directors of Globe
had redlized that Jacob Bamberley wasduein New Y ork for his
monthly visit to the headquarters of the Bamberley Trust, and seena
heaven-sent chance to pass the buck one stage further. They pulled a
lot of strings extremely hard. The Petronella Page Show had anightly
audience of around thirty million; sometimes on aMonday when people
stayed home after the heavy spending of aweekend, it approached



forty. To be exposed on it, moveover, meant alot of spin-off in
newspaper and magazine publicity. They wanted that exposure now,
today. "Thrice armed is he whose cause isjust, but four times hewho
getsablow in fug."

Beddes, if war ishdl, soispeace.

So here hewas under the bright studio lights, flanked on one side
by Gerry Thorne from Globe, small and tense and with aticin hisleft
cheek, and on the other by Moses Greenbriar, senior treasurer of the
Bamberley Trugt, afat and jolly man who could answer any questions
about the financing of the hydroponics plant.

Terry and hiswig had worked amiracle. Nonethel ess Petronella
was gtill in afoul mood when she took her place. She cheered up
dightly asthe first commercias were run, because they had wonderful
sponsors on this show and inasmuch as she was proud of anything she
was proud of these: Puritan Health Supermarkets, Hailey Cars-or
rather the agency which imported them from Britain, where they cost
too much to be common-and Johnson & Johnson's filtermasks. Even
s0 the smile she bestowed on the audience was forced.

"Hi, world!" And, mindful of their status as arepresentative
cross-section of the species Man, they echoed her.

"Now thistime we got for you people who are very much making
news, and people we predict will make the news tomorrow. And not
only here but haf around the world, such asfor insancein Africa"

Ah, good. She didn't haveto tell lan Farley more than once about
anything. As arranged, the cameras had picked up on Mr. Bamberley,
ignoring the men at hisleft and right, and were closing like the
gun-muzzles of afiring squad.

"Weve dl been shocked and horrified by the outbreak of-well,
mass insanity that occurred at Noshri before Christmas. Just aswe
thought that terrible war wasfinaly over, we've seen the picturesand
heard the stories of people literdly running amok. Weve even heard
accusations of*-hushed-" cannibalism among the starving survivors.



"Now it's been charged that poison in relief supplies caused these
peopleto go out of their minds. Specificaly, aconsgnment of Nutripon
from the Bamberley hydroponics plant near Denver, Colorado. .."

Blessyou, lan baby!

Farley had kept one camera practically squinting up Mr.
Bamberley's nogtrils throughout theintro. Of course that wasn't what
stayed on the monitor dl the time; the audience and Petronellahad
been intercut. But Bamberley wasn't to know that. He was visibly
afraid to twist around and get asight of the monitor, in case he was on
it.

Oh, lan baby, | don't haveto tell you, do I?

"Jacob! You don't mind if | call you Jacob?' With adazzling smile.
"Well, people usualy-"

"I'm sure they do. No one with such areputation for good works
could be other than on the best of termswith everyone." The voice
syrupy, thetiniest fraction too far in the direction of sentimentdity. "So
now, Jacob, this stuff Nutripon that's been caled in question-what
exactly doesit consst of 7!

"Well, it's cassava, processed in away not unlike making cheese-"

"Cassava. | see” Timeto let the smile make way for adight frown.
"Now I'm no expert on this'-though the briefings had been thorough as
aways and she was a quick study-"but | seem to remember cassavais
kind of a dangerous plant to meddle with. Eye disease, isn't that right?"

"Well, | guessyou must be referring to cassava amblyopia, which
is"

"An eye condition?' She noticed, though the admass didn't because
the camerawasn't on the guy, that Gerry Thorne reflexively touched
oneof hisown eyes at that. Right; he'd had conjunctivitis recently. And
now here hewas pulling out apair of shades againg the brilliant lights.
Splendid. He looked positively sinister in them. Prompt to his unspoken
cue, lan pulled back his camera.



"Y es, but you see Nutripon isfortified-"

"Just asecond!" The word was on the teleprompter, but she hadn't
needed the reminder; it wastoo full of posshilities. "I hadn't quite
covered my point. Isn't there cyanide in cassava?'

"Intheraw rind, yes, but not after it's been processed!” Mr.
Bamberley was swesting. Petronellalooked forward to the moment
when he would begin to squirm. His companions had reached it aready.

"Y ou claim your treetment makesit quite safe?’

"Oh, yed"

"Arethe details of the trestment a trade secret, or can anybody hear
them?’

"Goodness, not in the least secret! Though I'm afraid if you want the
technicd detailsyou'd haveto-"

"Y es, we gppreciate that you're not a hydroponics expert. Y ou do
grow the stuff hydroponicaly, right?"

"Quite correct, we do."

"That meansyou grow it artificidly, in sand or clulite, in controlled
conditionswith asolution of nutrient chemicas. That'swhat
'hydroponics means, isn't it?" Barb after barb stabbing into the
audience's ears, fresh from their exposure to the Puritan commercia
with itsemphasis on food grown in the open air, in naturd soil.

"Yes. Uh-yed" Mr. Bamberley was becoming confused. Beside
him Greenbriar, the fat man, was sgnaing with hiseyebrows: Call on
me, | can cope!

Ho no, baby. Ho no! We aren't hereto help Globe Relief judtify
itself to dl those blacks who dready believe your charley outfit has
been genociding their African cousins. No more are we hereto help
you elude the stockholdersin the Bamberley Trust who resent seeing
what might have been profit in their pockets squandered on ungrateful
bastards overseas. No, baby! That ain't what we're herefor at all!

Liketo know what we are here for? Then stick around.



She amiled again, swestly. "There are no doubt reasons for growing
your cassavain thisway. Doesit have anything to do with reducing the
amount of cyanideinit?’

"No, no, no! The most important reason isthat we need something

that's widdly acceptablein those areas where famineislikdiest to
grike, and cassavais"

"Y es, you ship everything you make abroad, don't you?' Petrondlla
inserted, with the precision of asurgeon's scalpel. The breath he was
taking to launch into the next segment of his prepared exposition had to
be diverted to adifferent purpose.

"Well, yes, everything we make does go for aid projects.”

"And thisisanon-profit operation?' Petronellasaid, knowing the
official answer. "You are, after dl, one of the richest men in the world,
according to itslast annud report the Bamberley Trust disposes of
assatsin excess of hdf abillion dollars. Don't you take any profit on
your relief contracts?'

"Definitely not! At most we aim to cover our cods. The
hydroponics plant isabsolutely not required to make a profit.”

“Why not?

The phrase stuck there, asthough athrown knife had found a
lodging inmid-air. Mr. Bamberley blinked.

"l beg your pardon?'

"| asked why not. All your other businessinterests have to, or you
get rid of them. During the past year, for instance, you disposed of a
chain of supermarketsin Tennessee, which hadn't shown a profit in two
years, and shed dl your arline holdings. Wdl?'

"Uh-wel!" Mr. Bamberley did exactly what she had hoped he
would, and Thorne and Greenbriar had been praying he would not do:
tugged a handkerchief from his pocket and wiped hisface. It was very
hot under the lights-designedly so. "Well, | regard thisasa...Wdll, a
charitable undertaking, you see. A practica way of helping people with



my-uh-my good fortune.”

"Not the only expression of your charitableimpulses, | gather,”
Petrondlamurmured.

"No, of coursenot. | believe-l mean, I'm aChrigtian and all
Chrigtians should believe-that were the children of the Lord, madein
Hisimage, and no manisanidand, heh-heh!" Terribly embarrassed,
like S0 many professing areligion when faced with admitting the fact
before anonymous millions. But sincere. Oh, painfully sincere.

"Yes, I'mtold you've surrounded yoursdlf with boys who've been
orphaned. Eight of them right now."

"Ah, you mean my adopted sons. Well, yes. It'sonething, isn't it, to
send aid to some faraway country? And something else again to bring
deserving casesinto your own home." Blinking on every word,
flicker-flicker.

In the goldfish bowl lan making fierce gestures: don't lean on the
queer hit too hard. But the hell with him. The Bible Belt goesto bed
early, thismay bethelast chanceto catch them.

"Weve taked alot about adoption on this show recently-because
of the success of the Double-V scheme, of course. Are you a patron of
Double-vV?'

"Ah...Asamatter of fact, no, because there are after al agreat
many orphansright herein this country. Worse till, children abandoned
by their parentd™

"Yes, that isan darming problem isn't it? We had asocid worker
on the show last month who mentioned just that point, in connection
with these gangs of black kidswho have taken to terrorizing city
centers. She said thousands of them have suffered just as badly asthe
Asan children who are being adopted in. But none of your-ah-sons are
black, arethey?"

Dead silence. Just long enough to let the point fester. And then
resuming in alet's-get-on-with-it tone, "Well, | guessthat's by the way,
Jacob. Y our private lifeisyour concern and presumably awhite
Protestant is entitled to prefer white Protestant boys.” Fester, fester!



"So let's get back to the main line of the discussion.”

That was one of her favorite words. Sharp-tongued guests on the
show sometimes managed to sneek in the more accurate term,
"interrogation,” but tonight shewasin top form, and even though
Thorne was pal e and shaking and Greenbriar dmost bouncing up and
down with fury, neither had contrived to interrupt her. Maybe she
wouldn't sue Guido after dl. Blessngsin disguise, and dl that shit.

"So anyhow: what have you to say to the charge that the food you
sent to Noshri was poisoned?”’

"As God ismy witness, Nutripon iswholesome and delicious!” Mr.
Bamberley sat up very straight and jutted hisjaw forward asthough
trying to look like Winston Churchill.

"I'm glad to hear it. But have you yourself been to Noshri to
investigate, or any of your associates?' Naturally not; Kaika had
booted the American relief workers out of the country and broken off
diplomat relations.

"Ah..." Mr. Bamberley was trembling now, enough for the cameras
to pick it up. "It smply hadn't been possible-but our quality controls are
of the highest standard, we test the product at every stage of
manufacture!”

"So the consgnment in question must have been poisoned after it
|eft the factory?*

"1'm not admitting it was poisoned at al!"

Got him. Hed actudly used the word. And it was clear how
dreadful an effect that had had on Thorne and Greenbriar. The admass
would have seen, too; lan had pulled back his cameras. The man being
pilloried between two thieves. Everyone but everyone knew about
those two-mansion homes, luxury cars, private planes...

"Never mind! Wed"-identifying emphag's, you out there for whom |
speak-"like to conduct asmall experiment of our own, which won't of

course be scientifically rigorous but may indicate something..."
Cameral pulled in on her and she spoke confidingly toit.



"This afternoon we sent one of our saff to Kennedy International
Airport, where aconsignment of this processed cassavawas being
loaded on a chartered aircraft. We bought a carton of it." Not case.
Overtones of breakfast cereal. "We paid the price on the loading
manifest, which was eighty-three dollars-oh, don't worry that we
deprived anybody! We substituted food of equivalent value, such as
powdered milk and dried egg and bags of flour, and put that into the
shipment to replace what we'd taken. Then we brought the stuff back
here, and followed the instructions on the packet precisely, and-well,
heré'stheresult. Lola?'

Recovered from her pre-show fit of sniveling, Lolacame smiling on
to the stage carrying atray on which reposed alarge bowl, steaming
dightly, agpoon and fork, and acruet. A glass of water wasdready in
front of Mr. Bamberley.

"Jacob, arandom sample of your relief supplies. May we see you
ed it?'

"Wdl, yed" Running afinger around his collar-but what else could
hesay?"l did have..."

"Yg?'

He had been going to add: avery rich dinner. But one couldn't
admit that, not when the subject was the feeding of starving millions.
(And dl acrossthe country one could amost hear people saying,
"Eighty-three dollars? For that muck?") He compromised. "I did have
dinner before | cameto the studio, so | may not have much of an
appetite, but I'll be glad to prove that thisis safe to eat!”

Thorne and Greenbriar |ooked frightened-the latter especidly,
wishing he hadn't fed his employer so well. Suppose he weretakeniill,
not because of the Nutripon but because of that dish of eggplantsin ail,
or the lobster! Seafood was such a gamble nowadays, even with an
FDA certificate. ..

"That's agood boy, Jacob!" Petronella approved ironicaly. "Well,
world, herésasight to remember: one of thisrich country'srichest men
eating asample of the diet we ship to poverty-stricken, famine-ridden



lands overseas. Later on, at the end of the show, well call Jacob back
and ask how heliked his unexpected snack.”

Under thetable, out of cameraview, she couldn't resist the
temptation to rub her hands.

But...

"What the hdll ?' She spoke very softly to the mikein the right-hand
wing of her throne-like chair, the one which was reserved for outright
emergencies. lan was sgnding franticaly from the goldfish bowl, and
suddenly hisvoice rang out from the speaker under its window.

"Ladiesand gentlemen, I'm afraid we shall have to discontinue the
show. Please proceed camly to the exits. We've been warned that
thereisabomb in the building. We're surethisis a hoax, but-"

They screamed.
Panicked.

Fought like maddened animals, charging the doors. One of the
doors broke off its hinges and a girl was cut acrosstheface by itsfall
and the rest pushed her out of the way and she tripped and they
walked on her, stamped on her, broke her ribs and her nose and
crushed her left hand into blue pulp.

But they got out, which was all they cared abot.

"The bomb isfor you, Mr. Bamberley," lan Farley said ashe,
Petronella, others of the staff took their backstage route to the street.

"What?' He was whiter than his own Nutripon: pasty, like raw
dough.

"Y es. Someone called up and said he was black and a cousin of the
people you've been poisoning in Africa, and he was going to take
revenge on their behalf.”

FEBRUARY



IN PRAISE OF BIOCIDE

Than fund he ther fisceras.

The znakede hym mickel welcom:
Craft was in hit kilyng:

Than hyede hym to hontyngs:
Fowlis and faunis:

Sauf that his sotil shaft:

Ol that war on lyve:

Togh it bentotel:

Ferce fukkis:
Dove and dawe:
Faible falwe:
Deth draggede:

Wantede the water:
Scarswar to se.

Than cam the croude:
Ful war the festers:
So fal the Saxon:

S0 befal foemen:

and weltoghte fugeleras,
as maistre of londes.
with hem the cyning
hartis and brockis.

fain had the fled hym,
strock hem on ronyng.
overcam he of bestis.
talye of targetis.

For that

felte smerte,
darteto herte,
fel aperte,
divers sterte.



welvers ne froggis,
duggis ne snakis.

to cyninges hal again,
fourten dales fed the.
so be hir doghter,

wold frighten hys relme.

-"The Chronicle of That Great Progress Made by our Lord the King
through his Eastern Lands This Summer Past," 938
(text corrupt, alate copy by a post-Conquest scribe).

THIS HURTS ME MORE

Y esterday Phelan Murphy had stood by, sick at heart, while the
government man argued about the cattle with Dr. Advowson. It was
very cold; it was the coldest and longest winter in ten years. The
pastures were in terrible condition. Some were still under snow from
the November fdls, and those which were snow-free were naturally
overgrazed. To keep his stock dive he had had to buy bales of hay and
dump them around the fields. It had been expensive, because the land
had been in apoor state last summer, too. Some said-it had even been
in The Independent-that it had to do with smoke from the factories
near Shannon Airport.

But the government man had said he didn't know anything about
thet.

Now, today, he was back, with soldiers. The market at Bal penny
was not to be held. They had brought big sgns saying LIMISTEAR
CORAINTIN and set them up on the roadside. More cows had died
in the night, bellies bloated, blood lesking from their mouths and
nogtrils, frozen smears of blood under their tails. Before the children
were allowed to go to school they had to dip their rubber bootsin pans
of milky disinfectant. The same had been sprayed on thetires of the bus.

The soldierstook spades and picks and dug holesin the frozen
ground, and brought bags of quicklime. Cowstoo wesk to try and
move away alowed the humanekiller to be put to their heads: thud.



Agan, aminute later: thud. And again.

Bridie had wept most of the night, and the children-not knowing
why-had copied her.

"Damned foold!" Dr. Advowson kept repesting and repesting under
his breath, chewing his pipe a Phelan'sside. "I did my best to stop
them, but-oh, the damned idiots!

"Ther€ll be compensation,” the government man sad, listingona
long printed form the details of the animasthat were being killed.

Then the soldiers dragged the carcasses to the pits.

THE CONTINUING DEBATE

...left for Honduras this morning. Questioned concerning his
decision just prior to hisannual birthday banquet and family
reunion at which he is dated to deliver a major speech on
overseas aid, Prexy said, quote, Those Tupas got to understand
that if you bite the hand that feeds you, you're apt to get a
mouthful of fist. End quote. Pressure for a UN inquiry into the
Noshri tragedy continues to grow. Trainites and black militant
groups are threatening to attack planes carrying further relief
consignmentsiif thisis not done immediately, according to various
anonymous letters and phone calls received recently at our
studios. Hopes are high that the matter may however be settled
without such an inquiry. In Paris this morning famed scientist Dr.
Louis-Marie Duval, who has been examining a group of the
Survivors...

FIRE WHEN READY

"No, Peg, it won't do,” Mée Torrance said, and exploded into a
Sneeze.

Shelooked at him with hurt in her eyes: knowing it showed, hating
hersdlf for letting it show, unable to prevent it. He held out to her the



draft of the story sheld given him; when she made no move to accept it
helet it go, and it Sdedipped over the desk edge, settling to the floor
likeatired untidy bird.

"I'm sick of your obsession with thislousy bastard Jones! He'sbeen
dead since December. It's been proved he was stoned when he died. |
am not about to give houseroom to your crazy fantasies about him
being poisoned!™

IIBlJt_II

Herushed on. "Ligten, will you? Now Joneswas a Trainite, right?
And these Trainites are getting to be afilthy nuisance! They block
traffic, they foul up business, they commit sabotage, they've even gone
asfar as murder-"

"Nonsensal”
"That manin San Francisco lagt fal?"

"He'd shot agirl, an unarmed girl!" Peg was trembling from head to
foot.

"Hedied of hisacid burns, didn't he? Are you saying these mothers
have theright to take the law into their own hands? Arethey vigilantes?
Arethey alynch-mob?’

"Yes, yes, yes!" Md stormed. "Every last bunch of Trainitesisa
potentid lynch-mob! | don't give afart what they claim their motives
are-l judge by results, and what | seeisthat they wreck, they destroy,
and when it comesto the crunch, they kill."

"Thekillers are the people who are ruining the world to line their
pockets, poisoning us, burying us under garbage!™
"Areyou aTranite, Peg?’

Drawing back, she passed her hand over her face. "Il guess|
sympathize" shesaid at length. "1 meanin LA you haveto. Beaches
fouled with oil and sewage, air so bad you can't go out without amask,
thewater at your Sink reeking of chlorine..." Her forehead was
pounding again; her snustrouble was dragging endlessy on.



"Sure, therés sometruth in al that. Like up at our placein Sherman
Oakswelogt half the flowersin our garden last summer-bad wind from
somewhere, had defoliantsin it so we couldn't even make compost out
of what was |€eft. Sure, things aren't exactly like paradise. But that'sno
reason for making them like hell, isit? That'swhat these Trainitesare
doing. They don't offer something better than what we aready have, or
if they did I'd sign on like ashot and so would just about everybody.
But they smply spoil it and leave rubbleinitsplace”

He sneezed again, cursed and grabbed an inhaer from the corner of
his desk. Peg said, feding helpless, "Y ou don't understand what they're
trying to do. If you'd known Decimus you might-"

"I've heard dl | ever want to hear about your Decimus,” Md

snapped. "Last chance, Peg. Get down off this hobbyhorse of yours,
gtart doing the same kind of good work you used to, or quit.”

"I Quit.”

"Good. Goodbye. I'll make sure the accounts department issues
your month'ssalary in lieu of notice. Now takethat litter off my floor
and pack your gear. I'm busy."

Outsde, risng from achair, apretty colored girl who said, "Ah, you
must be Peg Mankiewicz. I'm Felice Jones-Why, what's wrong?'

"I've beenfired," Peg said bitterly.

"No, you havent!" A shout from Md'soffice. "I heard that! You
resgned!”

THE NATURAL LOOK

Did you ever study the small print on a cosmetics package?
Ever try to pronounce the jaw-breaking words? Ever find you
were below your best at a party-or on a date with a very special
man-because you were wondering what all those complicated
chemicals might be?



You can always pronounce what we put in MAYA PURA.
Try it right now. Say "natural."” Say "flower petals.”

Say "herbal essence." See? Yes, of course. And because you
see, other people will notice.

POSSESSION IS NINE POINTS

"Retro me, Sathanas!" the priest roared: haggard, unshaven, his
cassock filthy with mud and dried blood. He held up his crucifix before
the advancing jeep. Behind him the people of the village stood their
ground, fearful but determined, many armed with ancient guns and the
rest with whatever came to hand-axes, machetes, knives.

From the jeep two men got down on opposite Sides. One was
cdled Irving S. Hannigan; hedd come from Washington to investigate
the degth of Leonard Ross.

He wasn't enjoying the assgnment. It wasliketrying to caich a
handful of smoke, because everyone you taked to who might know
anything helpful seemed to lose touch with redlity without warning and
go off rambling about angels and the Queen of Heaven.

The other was Mgjor José Concepcion Madariaga de Crizo
Garcia, youngest son of one of the country's largest landowners, raised
from the cradle to command ingtant obedience from the rabble.

"Makeway, you old fool!" he ragped. "Hurry up!"

The priest good hisground, fixing him with wild bloodshot eyes.
Sensing something he hadn't expected, the mgjor glanced at the
American for advice. This Hannigan was apparently some kind of
detective, or spy, or government agent at any rate, and might have the
"common touch” inaccessible to an officer and an aristocrat.

"These people don't look like a Tupa resistance group to me,”
Hannigan murmured. "Try telling them weve brought food."

That was as might be, the major thought. The problem with
Tupamaros was that they aways looked like just anybody-avaet, a



cook, aclerk in astore-until the crunch came. However, theideawasa
sound one; the rabble were always much concerned with their bellies.

He said in asoothing tone, " Father, we have cometo help your
people. The government has sent us with food and medicine.”

"We have had thiskind of help before," the priest rumbled. He
looked and sounded as though he had been without proper deep for a
month. "But do you bring holy water from the Vatican?'

"What?'
"Do you bring sacred rdicsthat will frighten devils?"
The mgjor shook his head, bewildered.

"They're agents of the devil themsdlves!" shouted aburly man who
had been standing at the back of the crowd with a shotgun. Now he
battered hisway to the front, taking station beside the priest.

"Thetownisfull of wicked spiritd" he cried. "Men, women, even
children are possessed! We've seen the demons walk through walls,
enter our homes, even trespass in the church!”

"True!" the priest said, and clutched his crucifix very tightly.

"Ah, they're out of their minds," the mgjor muttered. " Or pretending
to be! Let's see how they likeavolley over their headd!™

Hannigan scowled. "If they are crazy, it won't do any good. If they
aren't, well learn more by playing dong with them. Try again.”

Sighing, but aware of who wasin charge, the mgjor turned back to
the priest, who suddenly spat inthe dirt at hisfeet.

"We want nothing to do with you," he said. "Or your foreign
magters. Go to the bishop, if he can spare amoment from his
mistresses. Go to the cardind, if heian't too busy stuffing hisbelly. Tdll
them our poor hamlet of San Pabloisinfested with devils. Bring usthe
kind of help that will exorcisethem. Meantime we know our duty. We
shdl fast and pray."

"Aye" chorused thevillagers
"Yes, but whileyou'refasting,” Hannigan cut inin fair Spanish, "your



children arelikely to sarve, aren't they?'

"Better to starve and go to heaven than live possessed by imps of
Satan," rasped the burly man. "Holy water from Rome, that's what we
need! Useyour airplanesto bring usthat!"

"Y ou could bless the food we've brought,” Hannigan indsted.
"Sprinkle it with water from your church font-"

"We're accursed!” the priest burst out. "Holy water here has no
effect! It'sthetime of the coming of Antichrist!”

A gunwent off. Hannigan and the mgjor dropped reflexively on
their bellies. Over their heads the soldiersin thejegpsreturned a
withering fire, and the priest and his congregation fell like whegt before
the scythe,

Obvioudy they must have been Tupas after all.

THE OFFER OF RESISTANCE

It was the third time Philip Mason had come to the cheerlesswaiting
room of the Market Street clinic, decorated soldly with warning
posters. But it was the first time held found the place so empty. Before,
he'd found it crowded with youngsters. Today only one other patient
was present, and instead of being teenaged or in histwenties, hewasin
hislate thirties, well-dressed, growing comfortably plump, andin
generd assgnableto Philip'sown socid bracket

Before Philip could take refuge as usua behind some shabby back
issueof Scientific American or The National Geographic, the
sranger had caught his eye and grinned a him. He was dark-haired,
brown-eyed, clean-shaven, in generd unremarkable bar two things: his
obvious atypical prosperity and asmall round scar on the back of his
left hand. A bullet mark?

"Morning!" he said in precisdly that matter-of-fact tone Philip would
have liked to be able to command but couldn't. The whole world was
leaning on him. Denise was permanently hurt by hisbehavior. The
Towerhill avalanche was till pawning so many clams he hadn't dared



punch for the total for over aweek. And...

Oh, that mother Clayford! But it was aPyrrhic victory to know he
was going to lose hisfeesfor insurance examinations.

He dived into the shelter of amagazine he'd aready read.

Inalittle whilethey called his number and he went for the regular
humiliating trestment-massage with a sterile-gloved finger up hisanus, a
drip of prostatic secretion smeared on adide. Things had been better
the past few days and then this morning they'd been worse again, and
Dennie-

Stop, stop. He was in the office of Dr. McNeil, and the doctor was
youthful, casua, unprgudiced. Philip liked thisman afew yearshis
junior, who kept aslly doll of aHighland bagpiper on the corner of his
desk. Hed come here the first time amost incapable of talking, and
McNeil had drawn him out in minutes, making him fed-just so long as
he wasin the office-that thisredlly was acomplant anyone might suffer
from, not to be ashamed of, easily put right. Though not, of course,
under any circumstances to be neglected.

"How areyou getting on?" McNell said, taking the folder Philip had
brought with him and extracting the morning'stest report to add to the
file of Mason Philip A. #605-193. Philip told him.

"l see" McNaell plucked hislower lip. "Wdll, | guessthat's not too
aurprising. Thesrain of G you have'-hedwayssaid "G," not
gonorrhea"seemsto be resigtant.”

"Oh my God. Y ou mean I'm not cured?”

"No, not yet. Saysthisreport.” McNell shut thefilewith adap,
memoridizing another stage in the development of the disagter. " Still,
there's definitely no indication of syph, which isacomfort-sometimes
those spirochetes can be right buggers. Say! Don't look asif the
world's about to end!”

He chuckled, leaning back in hischair. "I'm afraid your problem's
getting commoner and commoner. Y ou're not a hedth-food addict, are
you?”



"Uh...Not serioudy,” Philip muttered. " Though we buy from Puritan
pretty often." Wondering what on earth this had to do with VD.

"Thought not. Y ou might have got off lighter if you had been. Y ou
see, what happensis, you pick up some sub-clinical infection-l don't
mean only socid diseases, but anything from awhitlow to asore
throat-and at the same time you're getting traces of antibiotic in your
diet: what's|eft in the chicken particularly, but so pork and even steak
that you've been eating. And there'sjust enough of the stuff to select for
the resstant strain among the millions of organismsin your body, and
when we come dong and try to tackle them they thumb their noses at
us. Areyou with me?"'

Philip gave adigiracted nod, his mind on Denise and the kids.

"Stll, not to worry,” McNeil resumed, opening thefile again. "Were
ahead of the game so far, still got two or three tricks up our deeves.”

"My wife" Philip whispered.

"Judging by thisthis, though,"” McNeil said, not seeming to have
heard, "wed better do abit of Sfting first. Look, can you come back
tomorrow? I'd like to check out your cultures. There'sarisk we might

haveto go over to injections. But well get the better of the blighters,
never fear.”

At which point he gppeared to recdl being interrupted.
"Oh, yes, your wife. She-uh-gtill doesn't know?"'

"No," Philip confessed miserably. "1 made sure she took the
penicillin of course, but | said it was hepatitis I'd caught. She did want
to know why | hadn't got medicine for thelads aswell, but | managed
to evade that. Now, though, Josie-my daughter-she was sick in the
night, and..."

"And, to be blunt, you don't have ahopein hell of kegping the truth
from her,” McNeil said briskly. "I did warn you it would cause-ah-rifts
inthe lute. Look, why don't we cut our losses? I'll send the diagnosis
and |ab reports to your own doctor, and-"

"Clayford," Philip said raggedly.



"Hdl." McNell bit hislip. "I wasforgetting. Y es, that toffy-nosed
devil. A good God-fearing type, isn't he? Won't touch aVD case, as
though he were a parson refusing to visit someonein jail for witchcraft!”
He shuddered elaborately.

"Wadll, inthat case...It's probably unethical, but | don't regard it as
wrong to save people embarrassment. If you like, I'll take on you and
your wife as private patients. | only do this clinic part-time, you know.
Sort of on principle. Conditioning, | suppose. | trained in England.”

Philip nodded. He had noticed many English turns of phrasein

McNeil's speech though his accent was purdly American "What
brought you here, then?'

"Not the shortcomings of their state hedlth service, as most people
ingantly assume ™ McNeil chuckled. "Hell, it may be amess, but half
the doctors I've met over here-Clayford, for one-get offended if people
fdl ill out of office hours. Try refusng house calsin Britain and you get
struck off the medical regigter...No, my mother was born right here,
and when my father died she decided to retire to her home town. So
when | passed twenty-six | cametojoin her."

Why-? Oh, of course. The draft limit.

McNeil dapped the desk and rose. "Think it over. I'd makeit as
easy on your wife as possible, of course. But I'm afraid | must indst on
your bringing the matter into the open. Good afternoon.”

"Bad news," avoice said at Philip's elbow as he descended the
dairs. The clinic was over agtore sdlling sports equipment and lanky
leather goods.

"What?' Philip glanced around. The speaker was the man who'd
been in the waiting room.

"| said bad news. | could read it in the stoop of your shoulders.”
"It's none of your fucking business," Philip snapped.

"Wl put. I'm feding pretty low mysdelf. Come and have adrink.”
"Ah, goto hdl!"



"I'm there," the Stranger said, suddenly serious. "Aren't you? Shit,
I'm thirty-seven and | never caught a dose before, thought it was
something you could laugh off nowadays, like ahead cold." He had
one, by the sound of him; his n'swere more like d's, as though he were
holding hisnose. "Turns out the stinking bug's resstant. So far it's been
four months.”

"Four monthdl™ Philip was appdled, envisaging how endlesssuch a
sentence would be for himsdif.

"Now they're giving me sx million unitsaday of some new miracle
drug. Inthe ass. It hurtslikefire, but at least it's started to cure me.
What about that drink?" Philip hesitated.

"Name's Alan Prosser,” the stranger said. "Prosser Enterprises.
Plumbing equipment, sewage pipes, garbage-disposa systems, that
kind of shit."

"Chrig." Philip blinked a him. "We had your stuff put in at our last
place. | remember. But | never met you." He frowned. " Someone
cdled-"

"Bud Burkhardt?'
"Yes Your patner?'

"Ex-partner.” With ascowl. "The mother walked out on me. Went
to Towerhill, manage the new branch of Puritan...Did you say 'our’ last
place?"

"Yau

"So you're married, hm? Then maybe | shouldn't talk about my
troubles!"
"You not?'

"Was." Prosser's face suddenly grew strained and lined, as though
ten years had passed between words. Heraised hisleft hand to display
the palm. There was around mark on it to match the scar on the back,
likeabrand.

"What hgppened?' Philip said uncertainly.



"Shot. The same dug that |eft this mark on me. Weld wandered into
the fringes of a Trainite demongtration, and some trigger-happy
Nationd Guardsman...Oh, shit, it'sancient history. And luckily Belle
couldn't have kids. What about that drink?"

"Yes. Okay. Only one, though. It's supposed to be-uh-bad for the
condition.”
"Ah, shit. Not having it isfar worsefor the mind."

THE INDISPENSABLE ASSISTANTS

Grade-A MEXICAN HONEYBEES $165.95/gallon!
Grade-A EUROPEAN BEES only $220/gallon!
Best quality IRISH EARTHWORMS $67.50/quart!

GUARANTEED live on delivery! Plant Fertility Corp., San
Clemente, Calif. (Licensed by California State Board of
Agriculture)

BROKENMINDED

After the terrible collective madness of Chrismestidein Noshri,
Lucy Ramage somehow managed to keep going for awhile dongside
those members of the original Globe Relief and UN teamswho hadn't
been deported. It was as though the work of the preceding four months
had been wiped out like chalk writing by awet cloth. Indeed, things
were worse than before. When shefirst arrived, people used to come
out willingly from wherever they had found shelter-tumbledown shacks,
smashed cars, wrecked buses, holesin the ground-and asked for food
and firgt ad. Now they skulked and shied away, remained in hiding and
stared at the world with mad distrustful faces, eyeswide and
white-rimmed. To persuade someoneto take food, you first had to
swallow amouthful yourself; to bandage awound was often possible,
but they wouldn't dlow you to gpply ointment or administer oral drugs.
They were dl agreed on what had happened to them: they were victims



of aterrifying magic.

Some, it seemed, had been driven totdly insane. For the rest of
their lives they would limp around moaning, or break into causeless
tears, or scream until their throats were raw at the sight of aharmless
ingsect.

Therewere insectsin Noshri again now. During the war they had
completely disappeared.

Directly after the worst time, Lucy had been interrogated by hostile
government officias concerning the nature of the madness. Fretting to
get back to the miserable people who needed her help, she condensed
what she had to report into the briefest possible verson and ddlivered it
in dry emotionlesstones.

"Characteristic symptoms? They included violent perspiration, fecia
tics, occasond spasms of thelong musclesin the thighs and calves, and
extremdy marked pupillary dilation. Vomiting? That was reportedin
only aminority of cases. But everyone suffered acid diarrheaand
occasiondly the stools were mixed with fresh blood.

"How long to take effect? Typicdly, about one to three hours after
the onset of the sweeting and pupillary dilation, asensation of floating
ensued, and one saw the victims staring at their hands and feet unable
to believe they any longer belonged to them. This stage wasrapidly
succeeded by one of hystericd terror, with visua and auditory
halucinations, and in the great mgjority of casestota |oss of
sef-control. Outbursts of wild rage, often leading to random wrecking
of theimmediate surroundings and particularly to arson, and later to
assault on anybody and anything that moved-especidly crying children,
who were frequently kicked and beaten to death by their own parents
because their noise proved intolerable-lasted six to thirty-six hours.
Mogt sufferers did not deep for the longer period. If no other target
offered itsdlf their own bodies took the brunt and they gashed or
battered themsdlves. | aso saw many run to the river and jump in,
crying they were dying of thirdt. This probably connectswith the
extreme dehydration the diarrhea entailed.

"The content of the hallucinations? Remarkably uniform. VVoices



camefirdt, especialy those of parents, senior relatives, and-in the case
of ex-soldiers-officersand NCO's. Since the mgority of these were
deed the conviction that ghosts were walking followed logicaly. Many
of those killed were mistaken for evil spirits. Because persond
gppearanceisradicaly changed by the condition (e.g., the huge staring
eyes, the awkward walk due to muscular cramps) close relatives often
did not recognize one another and ran screaming even from awife or
husband.

"After-effects? Me ancholia, acute hypnophobiathat's fear of going
to deep because of the high incidence of nightmares-anxiety,
unaccountablefits of violence...A man was murdered the other day for
no better reason than that he let his shadow fall on someone else'sfoot.

"Treatment? Well, we've had some success with doctoring the
water supply-you know we're till salling drinking water from carts, and
dumping half apound of tranquilizersinto every barrd seemsto have
helped, alittle. But the tranquilizers are running short, so..."

Shrug.

She, too, was afraid to deep. She dreamed always of thelittle
bloody bits of human flesh that had spattered her. Either she doped
hersalf with amphetamines, or-when they ceased to have any effect and
her eyelids began to sting-she took enough barbituratesto drive her
into coma, insulated againgt dreams. While she was awvake she hardly
ate, but wandered around coaxing people from hiding, washing
gangrened wound's, helping to rig improvised shelters. At first the black
soldiers now cleaning up the town were hostile; when they saw how
meekly she worked, and how hard, they grew used to her and more
than once when she found hersdf faling down with fatigue strong
anonymous black arms carried her bodily home. Often the man was
surprised at being caled mgor when he was amere private.

She learned about the charge that the relief food contained a
halucinogen from Bertil, who believed the suggestion that it had been
infected with ergot or something likeit; he said that had been
respong ble for outbreaks of medieval dancing mania. Shewastold



about it again by the army officersinvestigeting the cdamity, who
believed there had been poison deliberately added. She hersdlf had no
views on the matter.

Reporters naturaly camein swarms. Although the news vaue of the
war had more or less died with the armistice, General Kaikawas
anxiousthat the whole world should see the extent of the continuing
disaster, 0 he put government planes at the disposd of journalists and
TV camerateams. He even rdaxed his embargo on Americansfor the
sake of ateam from ABS's Paris office, provided they were led by a
Frenchman. When they heard about L ucy they sensed an angle:
beautiful blonde caught up in anight of horror. No one apparently
knew exactly where shewas, so they set off in search of her.

They came on her burrowing in the ruins of a house. She had
uncovered abody the soldiers had overlooked, that of a child about ten
yearsold. She was disinterring it with a pocket-knife.

When sheredized the interviewer was an American she bared her
teeth and attacked him. He had to have eight stitchesin agash that ran
from his collarbone to his sternum.

They flew her, under sedation, to England, to a country mental
hospital, where she awoke to discover green lawns, thefirst flowers of
spring peering out under the overcast sky, cowsgrazing in afield the
other side of apleasant valley, and sted bars across an unopenable
window.

EAT IT IN GOOD HEALTH

Soecial thisweek at your Puritan Health Supermarket!
Okinawa squash, reg. $0.89 $0.75!

Penguin egg's (low on DDT, PCB), reg. $6.35 doz. $6.05!
Pacific potatoes (unwashed), reg. $0.89 Ib. $0.69!

Butter from sunny New Zealand, reg. $1.35 grt. $1.15!



YOU TOO CAN AFFORD GOOD HEALTH AT PURITAN!

THE STRONG CAME FORTH

His haunted dreams had finally faded and Pete Goddard was
deeping okay again.

Hisfirst wakening after the collgpse, though, had been gppalling:
terror, pardyss, pain.

Except that he wasn't pardyzed. They had merdly put hislegsinto
traction, cased thewhole lower part of histrunk in tight plastic wraps,
stretched him with weights hung from ceiling-mounted pulleys. Assoon
as hewas dert enough to understand, they explained what they were
doing to him, and why, and he very nearly couldn't believe the why.

They said that al by himsalf he had held up three-quarters of aton.

Oh, it wasn't any kind of arecord. The physiotherapist who
attended him daily had mentioned awoman, hysterica with fear for the
life of her child, who had lifted acar weighing aton and ahdf; dsoa
professona strongman who had demonstrated alift of two full tons,
dung from aharness around hiswaist. It had something to do with the
engineering properties of the femur. She showed him diagramsthat he
fought to comprehend.

But it was strange how the nurses seemed to be frightened of him,
and kept asking whether he had trained as aweight-lifter. Well, he had,
though not for over ayear, not since he met Jeannie. He said wearily he
had kept in shape.

Obvioudy one couldn't do thiskind of thing and not be very badly
damaged. All the musculature of his shoulders had suffered
subcutaneous hemorrhage, so that he wore a colossal bruise afoot
wide, and even supporting the weight of hisown arm now tired him
within seconds. The cartilaginous discs separating his vertebrae had
been crushed when his spinelocked into the single solid column that
enabled him to stand the weight. All the synovia membranesin hisleg



joints had been overloaded, so that his knees and ankles had also
locked rigid, and the arches of both hisfeet had collapsed. He had
briefly become apillar of bone, and he didn't remember. He had
known only onething during that terribletime: he couldn't do anything
any more except stand straight.

For thefirst few days helay therein the hospital he was frightened
as much of having to pay for what was being done to him as he was of
not being able to walk again. He was doped to kill the pain, of course,
and that made his mind fuzzy too, so when they alowed Jeannieto see
him he couldn't explain what was troubling him and findly he broke
down crying from frustration and they thought it was pain and doped
him with adouble dose.

But, aday or two after-he wasn't keeping track of time right
then-they let him have other visitors, and it al came clear. Therewere
reporters, and photographers, and a man from California, the uncle of
the two children he'd saved. Harry had crawled under the beam and
brought them back with him, but hed held up the roof.

Their parents were dead. So their uncle, a successful bee importer,
was going to adopt them, and pay for this hospitalization-the best of
everything, he said, up to fifty thousand bucks. Heinssted he could
eadly afford it; hed got right in on the ground floor when the bees of
Cdiforniabecame extinct in the sixties, and now heran amillion-dollar
undertaking.

He aso remarked, sounding puzzled, that he'd tried to get Harry to
accept areward, too, but the guy wouldn't take a cent. Said something
about ghouls. Some kind of Trainite prejudice.

Then aweek or two later a senator called Howard or Howell or
something brought him an illuminated scroll, acitation for courage,
sgned by Prexy himsdlf. They framed it and hung it facing his bed.

"Hi, honey."
"Hi, dall."



They brushed lips. Jeannie had comein asusud, regular as
clockwork. But there was something odd about her appearance. Lying
surrounded by the papers and books he used to pass the time-hisarms
were moving fredly thanks to the physiotherapist's massage and he
could turn pages fine-he took a second look. Her left hand was
bandaged.

"Y ou cut yoursdlf, baby?" he demanded.
"Uh..." She madeto hideit, changed her mind. "No, | got bitten."
"Bitten! What by-adog?'

"No, arat. | reached in the cupboard for abag of flour...l keep
cdling the exterminator, but he can't come. Got too many cals-hey,
what you doing?"' Pete had seized the bell-push by his bed.

"Cdling thenurse! Y ou put that dressing on yourself?'
"Well-yes"

"Y ou haveit attended to properly! Y ou know what rats carry?
Sometimes plague! Or it might go septic.”

The nurse came, prompt because of his benefactor's money, and
led Jeannie protesting away. While she was gone he lay there fuming,
thinking: Rats? So many rats the exterminator can't cope? Hell!

Andit wasjust aswdl heingsted. Jeannie had asub-clinica fever
due to septicemia. When they found out she'd kissed him, they gave
him aprophylactic injection aswell.

Trying to lighten the mood when she came back with her hand
nestly wrapped in white, he said, " Say, baby, good news. Tomorrow
they're going to let metry and walk!"

"Honey, that'sredlly great!" Her eyes shone. But mainly with tears.
"Isit...?"

"Isit going to be the same?'
She nodded.
"They think it will be. But not for a pretty long time. I'll have to wear



abrace for my back, to start with anyway."

"How long?"

He hestated, then repeated the physiothergpist's estimate. "Two
years”

"Oh, Peter!I"

"But everything elseis okay!" He brought out the worst terror, the
most fearful fear. Therés nothing wrong with...I mean, I'm till aman.”

Thank God. Thank God. Hed prayed, redly prayed, when that
point occurred to him. And one of the doctors, whom he was going to
remember every time he prayed again, had told him well, asfar as can
be judged that ought to be okay, as soon as you've got the strength
back inyour armstry it for yourself. I'll send you some deep-dirt books
in casethey help.

Jeannie clutched his hand and beganto cry.

Eventudly she was able to ask about the future. Obvioudy acripple
couldn't go back on theforce. Could he?

He shook his head. He could do that now without atwinge of pain.
They'd been wonderful, the care they'd taken.

"No. But | got the offer of ajob dready. Man cdled by this
morning who'd heard | can't get back in the police. Friend of one of the
doctors, cat caled Prosser. Saysto let him know as soon asI'm fit and
hell givemeadesk job | can handle”

"Back in Towerhill, you mean?'

"No, herein Denver. Of course we'd have to move house, but he
said the pay would be good. .. Ah, don't worry, baby. Everything's
goingto bedl right."

MY FINGERS ARE GREEN AND SOMETIMES
DROP OFF



Dear Sr: Thank you for your letter of 18th and enclosures.

The sample of dirt contains an exceptionally high proportion of
lead and mercury, trace quantities of molybdenum and selenium,
and a small amount of salts of silver. Thereis no detectable
cadmium. The water sample is contaminated with lead, arsenic,
selenium and compounds of sodium and potassium, particularly
sodium nitrite. We suspect that the garden of the house you have
bought is sited on infill derived from mine tailings, and suggest
you raise the matter with the former owners. You do not mention
whether you have children, but if you do we would draw your
attention to the danger s they face from lead and sodium nitrite in
such quantities. Early settlement of your account would be
appreciated.

Yours faithfully.

THE REARING OF THE UGLY HEAD

Having dropped Harold, Josie and the Henlowes boy at their
play-school-socia behavior should be encouraged at an early age and
the hell with therisk of infection that caused parentslike Bill and Tania
Chamers (RIP, victims dong with Anton of the Towerhill avalanche) to
keep their kids at home aslate as was|egdl: what anasty personality
poor Anton had devel oped! -Denise Mason continued to Dr. Clayford's
office.

The room was a perfect framefor his persondity. He sat a a
mahogany desk, an antique, with a gilt-tooled leather top, in aleather
armchair with aswive base. He was gruff, bluff and tough. Hewas
proud of belonging to what, in arare moment of jocularity, Denise had
once heard him term "the sulfageneration.” She had been on hislist for
years, sncelong before her marriage, even though she didn't much like
him because he was distant and difficult to talk to. All the samethere
was something reassuring in his old-fashioned manner. He reminded her
morethan alittle of her father.



For thefirgt time ever he didn't stand up as she entered, merely
waved her to the chair facing him. Puzzled, she sat down.

"Wdl, what'sthe trouble?!

"Wdl-uh..." Absurdly, shefdt hersdlf flushing bright scarlet. "Well,
I've been pretty run down lately. But now I've developed-well, a
discharge. Andirritation.”

"Vaginal, you mean? Oh, that's the gonorrhea your husband gave
you.”

"What?'

"| told him to go to the clinic on Market. They specidizein that sort
of thing. Hedidn't tell you?"

She could only shake her head wordlessly. So many things had
suddenly become clear.

"Typicd," Clayford said with contempt. "Absolutdly typica. These
products of the so-called permissive generation. Dishonest. Greedy,
lazy, self-indulgent, ready at the drop of ahat to tell any liethat will
protect them from the consequences of their actions. They're the cause
of dl thetroublesin the world today!"

He leaned suddenly across his desk, shaking apen &t her.

"Y ou should seewhat | haveto see, daily in my practice. Children
from good homes, subnorma from lead poisoning! Blind from
congenita syphilis, too! Choking with asthmal Bone cancer, leukemia,
God knowswhat!" He was beginning to spray little drops of spittle
fromhisthinlips.

Denise gtared at him asthough seeing him for thefirgt time.
"Y ou've been treating Philip for asocia disease?' shesaid at last.

"Of course nat. | told him where he could get trestment, for you as
well ashimsdf. I'm not going to help him cover up histracks. It'sthat
kind of refusal to admit responsibility that's put the world in the messit's
int"

"He asked you for help, and you refused?!



"| told you," Clayford grunted. "I recommended him to the proper
dinic.

Suddenly she couldn't see him any longer. There were singing tears
in her eyes. She stood up in asinglejerk that snapped her spine straight
like a bowstring when the arrow isreleased.

"You bastard,” she said. "Y ou smug pompousdevil. Youliar. You
filthy dishonest old man. Y ou put the poison in the world, you and your
generation. Y ou crippled my children. Y ou made sure they'd never eat
clean food, drink pure water, breathe sweet air. And when someone
comesto you for help you turn your back."

Suddenly shewas crying and hurling things-abig glassinkwell, full
of lovely pitch-black ink, ahuge beautiful messal over hiswhite shirt.
A book, atray of papers. Anything.

"Philip isn't-what you cdled him! He's not, he's not! Hes my
husband, and | love him!"

She spun around. There was atall glass-fronted cabinet full of
medica texts. She caught at one of the doors, that stood gjar, and

leaned her full weight oniit, and toppled it in a crashing smashing
marvelous miracle of noise.

And marched out.

Itwasall insured by Angd City, anyway.

DISGRACE

"O Lord!" Mr. Bamberley said, head bowed at the head of hisfine
long table of seasoned oak, "enter our hearts, we pray, and as thisfood
nourishes our bodies so may our souls be nourished by Thy word,

Amen, said aragged chorus, cut short by therattle of porcelain and
glver. Theslent black girl who worked as the Bamberleys maid-her
name was Christy and she was fat-offered Hugh a basket of rollsand



breaddticks. He took aroll. There was as usual too much vinegar on
the sdlad. It made histongue curl.

He was home for the weekend from college, and thiswastheritua
of Sunday lunch after church. Apparently servants, in Mr. Bamberley's
cosmos, didn't have to be alowed time off for worship, although both
Christy and Ethel, the cook, were devout. They could be heard singing
gospel songsin the kitchen most of the day.

But Sunday mornings they worked like davesfrom six A.M. to get
thisfamily med reedy.

Opposite her husband, plump, with asmile on her face asfixed asa
wax doll's, sat Mrs. Bamberley-Maud. She was ten years younger than
her husband and twenty points lower on the 1Q scale. She thought he
was wonderful and sometimes gave talks to local women's groups
about how wonderful hewas. Also she judged flower-arranging
competitions and was regularly interviewed by theloca pressand TV
when some vet with a bad conscience joined the Double-V adoption
scheme. Shewas, by courtesy of her husband, agreat adopter hersdlf,
and when they asked needling questions about race and religion she
was prompt with the proper replies: achild of adifferent color from the
rest of the family fedls so pitifully saf-conscious, and surdly al parents
want their children to be brought up in their own faith?

Behind her chair, from awal covered in avery expensve
velvet-flock paper, aportrait of her grandfather looked down. He had
been an Episcopdian bishop, but the picture showed him in the
costume of aNew England gentleman keeping up the Old English
custom of riding to hounds: red coat, brown boots, distinguished with a
white dog-collar and black sk front.

Hugh referred to him as being dressed to kill.

The sdlad was repl aced-though Hugh had sampled only amouthful
of his-by adish of cold fish with mayonnaise. He didn't even touch this
course. He was suddenly afraid of it because it had come from the sea.



It was the firgt time he had been here since the disastrous interview
Mr. Bamberley had given on the Petronella Page show, and the
consequent closing down of the hydroponics plant. Everyone had been
prepared to believe, as soon asthat expert in Paris had published his
verdict about the victims, that there was indeed poison in the Nutripon.
Hed arrived-home-on Friday evening. So far there hadn't been asingle
reference to this event.

Petronella Page was notorioudy mercilesswith any kind of fake.
Hugh had been interested to learn that she agreed with hisopinion: Mr.
Bamberley was a phony on the grand scale.

Correspondingly, behind Mr. Bamberley's own chair, another
portrait looked down, of his grandfather. It showed him-a burly man
with hislegs planted ayard apart, fists on his hips-committing rape. At
least that was Hugh's description. People who didn't know the story
might be content to recognize the oil gusher in the background.

Thefish wasreplaced by platters of roast mest, dishes of baked
and boiled potatoes, carrots, cabbage, peas. Also there were
sauce-boats of gravy and imported English horseradish cream. Silent as
ever, Christy brought a pitcher of beer of abrand Hugh didn't like, a
weekly treat for the older boys, and another of lemonade for Maud and
"thekids"

So far nothing of any consequence had been said.

The remainder of the company at table consisted of Mr.
Bamberley's adopted sons, with omissions. Cyril, who aswell asbeing
the oldest was dso the longest-established, wasin Manila. Hed
graduated with distinction from West Point and was now persona aide,
at twenty-four, to one of the general's setting up what Prexy kept
terming "the Pacific bagtion"-in other words, awhite dlianceincluding
Audlrdia, New Zedand and what few Latin American countrieswere
gtill right-wing dictatorships, designed to contain the pro-Chinese,
neo-Marxist tida wave surging around the planet.

Hugh had met Cyril only oncejust after his own recruitment to the



family and taken an ingtant loathing to him. But at the time held been
too overwhemed with his new prospectsto say anything.

The second omission was Jared. Jared, who was twenty-one, was
injall. One didn't speak of himin Mr. Bamberley's presence. HEd
been convicted of helping to organize a pro-Tupaman movement
among the Chicanes of New Mexico. Hugh hadn't met him; hewas
sarving afive-year term.

But he thought held probably like him alot.

And Nod, five, wasin bed with afever, but the rest were here.
Down at Maud's end there sat Ronald, who was sixteen and rather
dull; Corndlius, dutiful and bright but the victim of occasond fit since
his twelfth birthday-not epilepsy, something to do with enzymesthat
fouled up the interchange of energy between one nerve-cdll and the
next, kept under control by a specia diet; then Norman, eight, with the
facidl tic, and Claude, ten, with the bad teeth that sometimes cracked
edgeto edge and fell out of hismouth. A fairly typica family initsway,
despite having been assembled from so many different sources: thosein
their teens physicaly hedthy, those younger, not. Hugh had agirlfriend
in college with ayounger brother who vomited back anything cooked in
corn-oil.

And il those mothers won't admit how they've fucked up the
world.

"Hugh," Mr. Bamberley said, "did you spesk?’

He hadn't meant to. But he recalled the echo of hiswords. Not
looking to hisright, he reached for his beer.

"I'm sorry, Jack. Did you ask me a question?"

"Yes, | did" Mr. Bamberley laid down hisknife and fork next to
massve dices of beef partly sectioned. "It was my digtinct impression
that you-an-murmured aword | disapprove of."

Hugh drained his glass and leaned back with asigh. "So what if |
did?'



Mr. Bamberley dowly turned pink al the way to his receding
hairline. "What reason had you for employing such aword?'

"The reason's dl around you," Hugh snapped, and made agesture
that embraced the luxurioudy furnished dining-room, thefood piled on
the table, the maid waiting in the corner like astore-window dummy.

"Explain further!" Mr. Bamberley was about to choke with the effort
of controlling hisfury.

"Okay, | will!" Suddenly Hugh could stand the pressure no longer.
Helegpt to hisfeet, his chair crashing over backwards. "Here you sit,
suffing your fat paunch with food from al over the stinking world when
you've poisoned thousands of poor black buggersin Africa-haven't
you? Areyou out sharing their suffering helping them pick up the bits?
Thehdl you are! Y oure fighting tooth and nail the one thing that might
help to get to the bottom of the disaster, screaming that aUN inquiry
would 'serve no useful purpose’-I saw that quote in the papers! Here
you are & your beautiful table gobbling and guzzling and saying grace
for Chrissake, as though you expect God to thank you for dl the
people you've killed and driven out of their mindg"

Mr. Bamberley extended toward the door a shaking hand from
which his napkin depended like acrumpled flag.

"Leavethisroom!" heroared. "Leavethis house! And don't come
back until yourewilling to apologizel™

"Exactly what I'd have expected you to say,” Hugh said in adead
voice. He felt suddenly very grown-up indeed, very mature, most old.
"Right square in the tradition: you kick peoplein the balls and expect
them to do the gpologizing. Because of you and people like you we sit
here in the richest country in the world surrounded by sick kids-"

"Y ou have afoul mouth and afoul mind!"

"Y ou trying to tell me you adopted Norman because of histic?
Don't give methat shit. I heard from Maud: you found out when the
papers had been signed. Look at Claude'steeth, like punk from a
rotten sscump! Look at Corny envying us because we can egt regular
food! You-"



But the tenson overcame Corny at that point. It was dways stress
that brought on his attacks. He collapsed into his plate, face down,
shattering it and spattering his specid mush dl over everywhere. As
Maud and Christy rushed to atend him, Hugh ddlivered his parting shot.

"Y ou and your ancestors treated the world like afucking greet toilet
bowl. Y ou shat in it and boasted about the mess you'd made. And now
itsfull and overflowing, and you're fat and happy and black kids are
going crazy to keep you rich. Goodbye!"

He dammed the door as hard as he could when storming out,
hoping the crash might shake down the portrait of Jacob Holmes
Bamberley .

But the nail wastoo solidly imbedded inthewall.

NOT MAKING HEADLINES

...guilty of using brominated vegetable oil, anillegal
emulsifying agent. Despite defense submissions that no harm had
been proved to anyone who ate the food in question, the company
was fined one hundred dollars. Now the weather. SO, ozone and
lead alkyl counts all remain high...

A CALL TO ALMS

Outside the gray stone house that Michagl Advowson caled home,
onthe gray road, agreen officia car was standing, the dirty rain
smearing its smart paint. Heignored it. Heignored, equaly, themanin
the fawn raincoat who rose to meet him in the hallway-or would have
done 0, but that the stranger blocked the door to his surgery, and
Advowson was carrying ableeding child in hisarms, crying a the top
of her lungs.

"Get out of my way!" he snapped, and shouldered the man bodily
adde.
"But, doctor, thisis" Thevoice of his housekeeper, Mrs. Byrne.



"l know Mr. Clark! He was here last month! There, there, darling,
itll stop hurting soon. Y ou becdm!” Laying thelittle girl on his
examination couch. At once the white disposable cover turned bright
red around her foot.

"Comeingde and make yoursdf useful or get the hdl out,” he
added to the man in the raincoat. "Better make yoursalf useful. Wash
your hands, quick!" Meantime he was seizing from the cabinets around
the room bandages, powders, a syringe, scissorsto cut away the shoe
and sock.

Taking an uncertain step into the room, Clark said, "What-ah-what
happened?'

"Glass. Use that soap, the dark red one. It's antiseptic.”

"l don't quite-"

"l said glassl" Michadl soothed thelittle girl with apat on the cheek.
She was 0 terrified she had wet hersdlf, but that could be cleaned up
inamoment. Continuing as he drove the needle of the syringe through
the rubber sedl of aphid: "She was playing up by the Donovan farm,
wherefor years they used to dump rubbish. Shetrod on abroken
bottle, and..."

With sudden perfectly-controlled strength he grasped the child'sleg
and hdd it till by force while he sank the needle home. Almost at once
her eyelids closed.

"And she'slikely to lose her great toe. Blood-poisoning too, unless
we're quick. Isthat your car outside, agovernment car?'

"Wel-yes"

"Then maybe we shan't have to wait on an ambulance. My own car
isin to be mended. Now come and help me. Do as| tdll you, that'sall.”

Clark came: too young to be afather, perhaps, and live day and
night with fear of what might hgppen to hisor any child. The gresat toe
had been wholly severed. Michadl gaveit to him to hold while he
staunched the blood.

Hewas valiant, and at least managed to set the toe on atable



before running from the room, and in amoment was heard vomiting on
thelawn.

Y et he came back, which dso was vdiant, and held the toe while
Michael secured it with rough rapid stitches-all according to principles
enunciated inamedicd journd from China (make sure you maintain the
blood supply at dl costs until theré's time to match the nerves and
muscles)-and then an ambulance arrived and Michael didn't need to
requisition the government car after dl.

"When achild can't even play safdly inafidd..." Michad sad. He
had called Clark into the sitting-room and the offer of atot had been
approved. Two fingersfor each of them. It was sometimes necessary
to give the hedlers medicinetoo. " Sainte!"

"ainte!"

"Now, what wasit you camefor?' Michad inquired, dropping into
hisfavorite chair. "Did they send you to gpologize for that scandal at
Murphy'sfarm?"

The government man had the grace to look uncomfortable. "No.
But | wastold that you wereright al dong.”

"Kind of them to admit it!" Michael snorted. "I'm not even avet, just
aboy raised on afarm, but | recognize dicoumarin poisoning from
spoiled hay when | seeit. But you didn't believe me, did you? No more
did they-probably never heard of dicoumarin! Oh, they're such foals,
they make me seered. Y ou know if they'd had their way | might not
have saved young Eileen'stoe?"

Clark blinked a him. He found this aggressve redhead with the
green eyestoo close together curioudy disturbing.

"It'safact. | learned the right way of it out of a Chinese medica
journd, that they tried to stop me subscribing to because it would mean
giving the Chinese Western currency!" Scowling, he drained hisglass.

"Well, | wouldn't know about that," the other said, reaching to the
insde pocket of hissmart blue suit, likely English. "1 wastold to give
you this" He proffered an envelope bearing agreen wax officia sedl.



"Ah, perhgps they sent the apology in writing!" Michad grunted,
tearing it open. A long pause. Eventudly helooked up with abitter
anile

"Well, that'll teach me not to try and beet the government. Even if
you win they find away of doing you down. Did you know | spent five
yearsasamedica officer inthearmy? No?Well, | did. So now they're
recalling me from the reserve to go with aUN team to investigate the
matter of this poisoned food a Noshri. Well, | suppose it's one means
of putting me out of theway!"

Hethrew theletter angrily to the floor.
"But who's going to tend the next child like Eileen Murphy?*

MARCH

LONG MULTIPLICATION

Behold! th' industrious Hind, who daily waks
Hisnarrow fields, and with amiser's care
(Tho' with anobler motive, for to spare
Foul waste, and weeds) inspects the sep'rate stalks,

Who rootsout dl that areinfect with blight
(For plants, like men, fal ill) and, mouthing ire,
Setsthe sere stalks upon asmoky fire,
Then chooses from the seed that grew aright

Such aswill, after golden harvest-time,
Repeat their kind, but bettered, sweet and sound,
Their chaff gtript off by thrashersas of yore:
Himdo | sing, asworthy of my rime,
Him whose devotion to the pregnant ground
Makes two ears grow where one ear grew before.



-The Agricultural Muse, 1710

A SIFT OF INSECTS

Thishigh up therewas dtill alot of snow. Peg drove cautioudy aong
the steep and winding road. She had seen scarcely any other carsfor
severa miles. Still, there was dway's the chance of encountering some
idiot who believed he had the road to himsdlf. Idiot...Am | one?

She hadn't intended to utter the rhetorica question aloud; however,
Felice-shivering because the driver's window was open despite being
wrapped to the ears In fur, and real fur at that, Peg suspected, though
sheld not been so impolite asto ask outright-said wryly, "1've been
wondering the same about mysdlf. But | should have taken over from
Bill Chamerswhen hewaskilled, and finding that bastard Halkin
dotted in over my head..."

Peg gave anod. She knew exactly how Felicefelt. She hersaf was
sorry to have lost her job, but underlying her decision had been afierce
pridewhich was gill sustaining her.

"l wasn't thinking about that," she said. "I mean, here we are, going
to arrive after dark, without even having phoned ahead..."

"Y ou can phonethe wat?' Felice sounded surprised.

"Sure. They even have alisted number, just the one for the whole
fifty-sixty of them." In the name of Jones. Perhaps that waswhy she
hadn't called ahead. She was trying not to think too much about
Decimus being dead, even though his sster wasright herein the car
with her, even though they wereretracing hislast journey the opposite
way.

Asthough at theend of thetrip | expect to find him dive and well.

"Somehow | didn't think of them ashaving aphoneat al," Fdice
sd.

Well, that was natural, knowing their distrust of modern technology.
Moreover, they didn't have too much truck with the outside world. And



the outside world disapproved of them, which was areason. A brief
moment of approbation had followed the Towerhill avalanche, when
even the governor had commended their rescue work. But that was
over.

It being so late, she'd suggested to Felice when they cameto the
turning signposted for Towerhill that they spend the night there. Since
the avalanche it was no secret that the tourists had vanished, phfit.
There would be plenty of vacant rooms. No one but ghouls now cared
to makefor the town.

But Felice had said she preferred not to be aghoul.

Suddenly, at the very edge of her headlight beams, Peg spotted
another car drawn up by the roadside: alittle Stephenson eectric not
meant for long distances, with only a hundred-mile range between
rechargings. A young man wasinspecting itsworks. Hearing the soft
cat-hiss of the Hailey, he turned and waved.

"Think | should stop?' she muttered to Felice. Normdly theidea
wouldn't have occurred to her; she'd have carried straight on, and the
hdll with whether the guy was found frozen in the morning. But Since
reaching the thousand-foot line, ‘way back, she'd been ableto drive
with the ventilator off and the window down, and crisp fresh mountain
ar had made her lightheaded. Even the cold was refreshing; she hadn't
beenthiscoldin years, living in LA where the only chance of staving off
her snustislay in wearing afiltermask and changing the air-purifier on
the car every thousand miles and spending as much time as possible
indoors.

Apparently Felice had been affected the same way. Instead of
uttering sensible warnings about being mugged and |eft in the snow
while thieves drove off in the car, she said, "Oh, helooks pretty
harmless. And | wouldn't like to be stuck herein this cold.”

So Peg pulled up dongside him.

"Say, are you going to the Trainitewat?' he demanded, leaning to
her window and brushing back lank hair.



IIYS.II

"Metoo. Only my car quit on me-the stinking charge-level gauge
guck at high. Can | ridein with you?'

Peg gave adoubtful glance at the tiny back seet of the Hailey, a
mere shelf intended to save a couple with akid from having to change
to abigger car. It was dready amost covered with Felice's
traveling-bag and abig canister with alabe in bold red and black
saying LIVEWITH CARE.

"l just have the one smdl bag," the young man pleaded.
"Oh...Okay."
"Great, thanks!"

So she got out-the Hailey had only two doors-and watched him
closdly and noted that he locked the electric car. Then it was
presumably hisown; sheld haf imagined it might be stolen. Sherelaxed
and held the door for him as he returned, carrying an airline-size bag.

"Youll haveto movethat canigter,” she said. "Mind, it'sheavy."
He complied. "What isit?" he asked as he read the labdl.

"Gdlon of imported worms," Fdlicetold him. "Thought it would
make auseful present for thewat.”

"Yeah, good idea." He settled himsdf awkwardly, hislong legs
folded amost double. "By the way, I'm Hugh, Hugh Pettingill.”

The name sounded as though it ought to mean something. It
declined to.

"I'm Peg. ThisisFelice" She dammed the door and drove off.
"Youliveat thewat?'
“No. You?'

"Thinking maybe | ought to." In thewindshield, by thefaint glow of
the instruments, she caught aglimpse of hisface set inafrown, likea
Pepper's ghost against the black road and white-grey soiled
snow-banks. "l just been drifting around the past few weeks. Trying to
figurethingsout.”



"Metoo."

Peg thought of the long hours sheld wasted in her apartment, staring
at the TV asthough it were some kind of crystal ball and would suggest
aright course of action, until that unexpected phone-cal from Felice,
who wanted to meet her for dinner, wanted to talk about the way she
had regarded her late brother, wanted to find out if shed beenwrong in
quarreling with him when he committed himsdlf to Trainiteidedls.

She said she'd been wondering ever since the day she wastold that
life expectancy in the United States was going down.

The calmly spoken statement had shaken Peg to the core; the
dinner had lasted past midnight, conversation turning to argument and
back again, until eventudly this plan had come fromit: to vist the
Denver wat, talk to Decimusswidow Zena, forget the officid view of
Trainites ("their founder went crazy and his chief disciple died stoned!™)
and try to make up their own minds for achange.

Peg had fadlen in with the proposd with asense of fatdism. The
prospect of seeing the wat again, Zenaand Rick and the other kids,
without Decimus-that frightened her. But it had to be done, she
recognized that After al the world hadn't ended with that one man's
desth.

Not quite.

She grew aware that the boy in the back-youth, young man,
whatever-was talking as though he'd spoken to no one for days and
desperately needed the chance to disburden hismind.

"1 mean, | couldn't go on taking things from him after that, could 1?1
mean could 17"

She fished back into memory, and abruptly recognized the name.
Pettingill. Click. One of Jacob Bamberley's adopted sons vanishing
from college. But gpparently Felice had been listening with more
attention, because she said now, " Seen any of thisfood of his, this stuff
they claimed was poisoned and killed al those people a Noshri?"

"Seen, sure, but not on histable.” There was venom in Hugh'stone.



"Oh no. Prime beef for him! Smug sdlf-important do-gooding bastard.
Expectsyou to lick hisboots for every favor he does, whether you
asked for it or not. Wantsto be surrounded by billions of people al
saying, 'Yes, Mr. Bamberley! No, Mr. Bamberley! Anything you say,
Mr. Bamberley!" Makes me sick to my stomach.”

Hefished insde his heavy parkaand produced somethinginalimp
plastic envelope. "Say, | got some khat. Either of you want achaw?'

"Sure," Felice said, reaching back. Peg repressed a shudder. Putting
something in your mouth that had been soaked in astranger's
sdiva...Evenif they did say the stuff contained anatura bactericide
and therisk of infection waslessthan from kissng.

She didn't go too much for the kissing bit, either.

She said in aharsh voice, "Better make the most of it. Those must
be the lights of the wat, acrossthe valey there. And you know how
they fed about drugs.”

"Peg, baby! Oh, Peg, how wonderfull And this must be Felice,
yes?' Tdl, very dark, with agtately presence Peg had dways envied
because it might have helped to put down pestiferous men, Zena
embraced her and hurried them al away from the cold, into the curious
abdtract cave that was her home: marveloudy warm from only afew
light-bulbs because it was so efficiently insulated, full of addicious
aromaof beans and herbs.

"How's Rick? How are the girls?’

"Oh, they'refine. Just gone to bed aminute ago. | won't disturb
them right now, but they'll be so pleased to see you in the morning.
Felice dear, I'm s0 glad to meet you at last-Decimus talked about you a
lot, you know, and he was dways so sorry you'd fallen out.” And
kissed her too.

Meantime Hugh waited by the door with alook on hisface that
struck Peg as somehow hungry. Asthough there were no place on
earth he could go and find awe comethis effusive. She did her best to



make amends by presenting him to other members of the wat
community asthey gppeared: burly Harry Molton, bearded Paul Prince
and his pretty wife Sue, Ralph Henderson who had gone bald since she
last met him, and half adozen more who were new. Y es, of course
they'd offer hospitality. It was part of the thing. They madeit literdl and
brought bread and salt.

Later, showing her to a bed that was going spare tonight, Zena
mentioned how badly they were being plagued with people who
claimed to be Trainites and weren't: wanted to wreck and bum and kill
and went away in aweek or two when they didn't find any support
herefor their violent plans.

A STRAW TO A DROWNING MAN

...positively identified as Uruguayan. Following this disclosure
the Honduran government called on one million dollars of standby
credit which will be applied to the purchase of arms and other
urgently-needed supplies, and appeal ed to Washington for
assistance in combating the Tupamaro threat. The Pentagon
announced an hour ago that the aircraft carrier Wounded Knee
has been diverted from routine patrolsin the Atlantic and is
already flying survey missions over the rebel-held area.
Commenting just prior to leaving for a vacation in Honolulu,
Prexy said, quote, They can pull just so many feathers out of the
eagle'stail beforeit pecks. End quote. Contacted at his West
Virginia home, the president of the Audubon Society, Dr. Ike
Mostyn, stated that the last reported sighting of a nesting pair of
bald-headed eagles three years ago had proved to be a hoax. New
York: Professor Lucas Quarrey of Columbia University, under
attack for his allegedly anti-American statements recently in the
press and on TV, said at a press conference this morning that his
contract to research into improved airplane ventilators had been
terminated without warning. Asked whether political motivations
underlay the decision, the professor said...



RIPOSTE

About forty miles out of Medano, dmost exactly due west of the
border between Californiaand Bgja California, the boat hoveto,
drifting very dowly on thevast circulation of the Pecific.

Even thisfar from shore, the night stank. The seamoved lazily, its
embryo waves aborted before cresting by the layer of oily residue
surrounding the hull, impermesble as sheet plastic. A mixture of
detergents, sewage, industrial chemicas and the microscopic cdlulose
fibers dueto toilet paper and newsprint. There was no sound of fish
breaking surface. There were no fish.

The boat's skipper was blind in one eye and had been so from birth.
Hewastheillegitimate son of awoman who had goneto Cdiforniato
pick grapes and inhaed something they sprayed on the vinesto kill
insects, and died. Befriended by ahelpful priest, he had survived and
goneto school and won a government scholarship. Now he knew
about physics and chemistry and meteorology and combustion and the
action of poisons.

Hewas dso a Tupa, but that went without saying.

The calendar said there should of afull moon tonight. Perhapsthere
was. One couldn't seeit; one dmost never could-or the sun, either. On
the afterdeck twenty-four big balloonswerelaid out like the empty
skinsof figh, dightly gligening asaflashlight played acrossthem. There
were cylinders of compressed hydrogen. And twenty-four precisaly
caculated payloads. Carrying them, the baloons could berelied on to
rise to about two hundred meters and float shorewards at nine or ten
kilometers an hour. They would crossthe coast above or near the city
of San Diego.

Roger Halkin was exhausted. Strain, like that of the past few days,
aways aggravated his diabetes. Still, everything wasreedy for the
morning now; al the fragile stuff had been packed dl the records and
books, and the house was littered with full cardboard cartons waiting



for the moving men.
"Brandy, darling?' asked hiswife Bdinda.
"l guess| could risk asmdl one" he muttered. "l surely need it.”

Hedidn't look or sound like aman who had just been promoted
vice-president of his company. There were good reasons. Ashed said
with gallows humor to Belinda, he was going to vice-presde over a
wake. Today had brought bad news, worse than anyone had expected.
Except, presumably, for Tom Grey; that cold fish with hisalmost
symbiotic comprehension of computed trends would have known or at
least suspected long ago.

It had never been a secret that Angel City had been hit hard by the
Towerhill affair, but theload, one assumed, must have been
Spread-they regularly reinsured asfar afield as Lloyd's of London-and
in any event therewas aclear casefor aclam againg the airline whose
SST had triggered the avaanche.

Only thismorning he'd heard that the airline was going to fight,
maintaining that it hadn't been the boom which caused the disasater, but
an earthquake; they'd started occurring around Denver in 1962 and
were now common. And the suit might take ayear and cost amillion.
So when he stepped into Bill Chalmerss shoes hisfirst task would be
to shed half the section he was supposed to bein charge of, Angd
City's out-of -state operations.

"If | could get my hands on that stinking idiot from Denver, that

Philip Mason,”" he said between clenched teeth, "1'd tear him limb from
limb. And I'm not the only one. I-"

He was interrupted by acry from the back of the house where their
boy Teddy was supposed to be adeep. He was eight, and among the
lucky ones; he had nothing worse than occasiond asthma. Ever since
news of their impending moveto LA broke, it had been touch and go
whether held collapse with another bout, but so far they'd escaped that.

"Dad! Mom! Hey, look-there's fireworks!"

"Chrig, isn't that lad adeep yet?' Hakin jumped to hisfeet. "I'll give
him fireworkd"



"Rodge, don't be angry with him!" Belinda cried, and came running
after him.

And the kid wasn't in his bed, or even in hisroom. He was out on
the back patio, staring at the sky. Over the city there was nothing to be
seen except the usud yellowish reflection of itslights on the low haze
that had blotted out the stars since last October.

"Now you comeright back indoors!" Belinda snapped, diving past
her husband and sweeping the boy off hisfeet. "How often do | haveto
tell you?You never go outsde without your mask!"

"But | saw fireworks!" the boy howled. "Right from my window! |
wannawatch the rest of the show!"

"l don't see any fireworks," Hakin muttered, gazing around.
"Maybe you dreamed it. Let'sget back inside." Already the night air
was making his eydidstingle. He could foresee another stint of
watching by Teddy's bed with the oxygen mask poised, and that was
the last thing he wanted right now. Tomorrow heéld haveto haveal his
witsabout him.

"Right up there!" Teddy shouted, and began to gasp and wheeze
and choke aswell ascry.

They looked up automaticaly. Y es, overhead! Something very
bright, aflower of flame!

And, on the dant roof of the house, a crash, and awave of fire that
gplashed, and soaked their clothes, and clung to their skins, and killed
them screaming. It was very good napa m, the best American brand,
made by Bamberley Qil.

THE PRECAUTIONARY MEASURE

Twicein the past week aman had followed him home.

It was the same one who, for the firgt time about ten days ago, had
shown up at the garbage termina of the SCRR where the wagons were
loaded for digposd inland. He was there ostensibly because he was



curious about this notion of reclaiming desert by using metd-free and
plagtic-free household refuse to impregnate the dusty ground with
humus, but held shown more interest in the men themsdvesthan in the
job they were doing.

If he wasn't apoliceman, he was probably areporter. Hetried to
reach Peg Mankiewicz, but at the office of her former paper al they
could tel him wasthat she had quit the city. Before the third time could
arive, therefore, Augtin Train left hisrent for the balance of the month
where the landlord would find it first and took a bus north to San
Francisco. There was plenty of garbage there too.

And there was something going on insde his head he didn't want
screwed up by aglare of renewed publicity.

PICK YOURSELF UP AND START OVER

Weary, Philip Mason let himsdf into the apartment and hung up his
coat and filter-mask. As soon as she heard the door Denise appeared
to kisshim hello, and instead of making it a casud embrace threw her
armstight around him and drove her tongue violently into his mouth.

"How can you bear to after what I've done to you?' he muttered
whentheir lipsfinaly separated.

"Youslly fool!" She sounded as though she was crying, but her face
was againg his cheek where he couldn't seeit.

"But it's definite now. I've been fired, and they're selling the office
complete to some other company-"

"Idiot! | married you because | love you, not to put aball and chain
onyou, and | married you and not your job! 'In sickness, in hedth-and
al that shit.”

"l don't deserveyou," he said. "'l swear | don't...Say!" Struck by a
sudden thought. "Did you remember to call Douglas?' They had taken
to caling Dr. McNell by hisfirs name.

Her face clouded. "Yes."



"What did he say?'
"Improving, but il not fixed. Another month. Still, that's better

news than we've had before..." Shetook hisarm. "Comeinthe
living-room, honey. Alan'shere, and | wasjudt fixing him adrink.”

"Alan Prosser? What does he want?"
"Totak toyou, he said. Comeon."
"Where are the kids? Aren't they here?'

"No, down with the Henlowes. It's Lydias birthday. They'll be back
in about an hour."

And after greetings Alan leaned back in the big chair held been
allotted and accepted the drink Denise poured. "Y ou lucky devil," he
sadto Philip.

"Am 1?' Philip said sourly, dropping into hisown chair.

"Sure! Having abeautiful wife'-Denise waswithin arm'sreach so he
patted her bottom and provoked awan smile-"abeautiful homethat's
properly looked after...Christ, my placeisashambled”

"Don't you have-well, a housekeeper or something?' Denise asked.
She had only met Alan a couple of times, and on neither occasion had
he talked much about himsdif.

"| tried that." Alan looked lugubrious. " Got me one of those girls
from Dominica"

"Oh, theidand where they cut down all thosetrees?" Philip said,
more to make polite chitchat than because he was interested.

"That'sthe one. Now dust sormsblow off it dl thetime, reach as
far away as Trinidad, so | wastold. Soundslike hell. But anyway, this
chick: shedidn't work out. Pretty, sure, and likable enough, but-well, |
practicaly had to show her how to use the can, you dig? So when she
had to go home, nurse her mother who'd taken sick, | wasn't
sorry... Sill, | guessyou aren't thinking so much about your luck as
your troublesright now. You arein trouble, aren't you?"



"Did Denisetdl you or did you guess?'

"Neither. | just have good financia contacts coast to coast. And the
rumors about Angd City are so loud now you can't ignore them. | had
stock inyour firm-like insurance companies, they cut the meet closeto
the bone-but | shed my holding weeks ago. Are they going bankrupt,
or arethey just going to sall their out-of-state operations and retrench
on Cdifornia?"

"Sdl off thefringes, of course.” But Philip waslooking at Alan with
new respect. The company had sweated blood to conceal the fact that
their total losswasin afair way to breaking them, and their shares had
falen by only twenty or thirty per cent instead of the probable ninety.
"Which includesme," he continued. "I've been given the copper
handshake and the business hereis being traded as a going concern to
aNew York company who'l put their own peoplein. So asof now I'm
unemployed.”

"No, you're not."

"What?'

"Got any money? Or can you raise some?'

"Ah...I don't think I'mwith you."

"Plain English, isn't it?" Alan waved hisglassintheair. "Do you have

any money? A life policy you can borrow against? Second mortgage?
Bank loan? Savings?'

"Wdl, weve never touched what Denni€'s father |eft her-Say!
What'sdl this about?'

"I'mtelling you you're not out of work. Not unlessyou ing<.
Remember | told you my partner quit me, Bud Burkhardt that you said
youd met?'

"Sure. What about him?"

"Well, | think he was adamned fool to start with, taking that post at
Puritan, so | wasn't sorry to be shut of him-"

"He'swith Puritan now?' Denise interrupted. " The man we met
when we had the plumbing done over at our last home?"



"That'sright." Alan nodded. "He's managing their Towerhill branch.”

"Oh, | seewhat you mean," she said, and bit her lip. "The place
iswell, not quite aghost town now, but..." A wave of her eegantly
manicured hand.

"l didn't mean that,” Alan said. "The profits Puritan take on
everything they sdl-hell, he's probably aready made twice what he
could have madeif hed stayed with me. But the Trainites are gunning
for Puritan. Didn't you know?"

"No, | didn't!" Philip sat forward in hischair. "I got some Puritan
stock. Always understood it was rock-solid. They do say it'sa
Syndicate company, don't they?"

"Well, it is. But the Trainites are aforce to be reckoned with now,
and quite pigheaded enough to take on anybody. Besides, what the hell
could the Syndicate do againgt them?"

"Sotel metherest of it!" Philip said impatiently. "I'm far enough
down on my luck not to want to lose what | have left.”

"Well, | got alot of Trainitesworking for me, you know-it'sthe kind
of job they approve of, like providing clean water and getting sewage
whereit can be useful, and dl that stuff. Me, | don't hold with their
adarmist idess, but they're conscientious, reliable, turn up for work on
time..." Hisglasswas empty; when hetilted it againgt his mouth Denise
roseto refill it. "Thanks. Well, most of the ones work for me come
from thiswat over by Towerhill, and | heard the other day they're
involved in this countrywide project, buying stuff at Puritan and
andyzingit."

"Canthey?' Denisesad.

"] guess s0. They're not ignorant, you know-haf of them are college
dropouts, but they learned plenty before they quit formal study, and
apparently every wat has at least one chemist who keegps a check on
their food, makes sureit's safe.”

"That sounds sensible,” Philip approved. "Especidly for the sake of
the children."



"Oh, don't think I'm putting down dl their ideas. Thanks'-as Denise
handed his glass back. " Just the extremist ones. Must admit, if | had
kids, I'd like routine food analysisfor them.”

"So would wel" Denise said forcefully. "Only we made
inquiries-and the cogt!"

"You don't havetotdl me." Alan scowled terribly. ™Y ou know |
bought that house when Belleand | got married, and sold it off when
she-uh-when she got shot." Absently curling hisfingers around to touch
the scar on hispam. "Well, the other day | got this|etter from the guy
who bought it, saying he's had the dirt in the garden anadlyzed and it's
full of poison because it waslaid out on aheap of old minetailings, and
he'sgoing to sueme.”

"That'snot fair," Denise exclamed.

"l guess| might have donethe sameif...But the hel!" Gulping a his
fresh drink. "The lawyerstdl meit's caveat emptor stuff, soit'sno skin
off my nose. But when | think what could have become of my
kids...l..." He shuddered.

"Y ou were talking about your ex-partner,” Philip ventured. The
prospect of becoming not just unemployed but unemployable, like so
many thousands of others, had been haunting him; that tempting
half-promise of Alan'swas intriguing, and he wanted to hear more.

"Ah, yes! | was going to say, you know I'm having hell's own job
since he quit, coping with the business on my own. I'm not a saesman!
I'm the practical type. It'smy boast that | never hired anyone to do
anything | couldn't do mysdif. | started off laying pipe and digging
drains, and | can till drive some of those lazy, bastards on my payroll
into the ground. But-well, my head's ringing with projects | don't have
timefor! Cometo that, oneday I'd liketo get married again, and | can't
find timeto go look for agirl!"

"Y es, you should remarry,” Denise said. "Y ou'd make agood
husband.”

Alan pulled aface, "Sure, agreat husband! Home at midnight, out
again at seven...Hedl, that's not the point. The point is"-and hisnew



drink emptied at the second swig-"Phil, | need help. | need someone
who understands the adminigtrative Sde of abusiness. If you want to
buy in, ten thousand bucks worth, even five, I'd like you for my new
partner. I've got my eye on something | know | can't handle on my
own."

He hunched forward and continued before Philip could speak.

"Y ou think of what'sgoing on dl over the country-al over the
world, cometo that. Y ou've beento LA recently, for example. How's
the water?'

"Makes you want to puke," Philip said.
"Did you go down to the beach?
"Who'd want to?"

"Exactly. Who'd want to? Masochistiswith ayen for pharyngitisand
bowe upsets Who goes swimming any more except in a private pool ?
Itisn't safe. Hell, | know girlswho won't wash their faces except with
bottled water, in caseit runsinto their mouths."

Philip glanced at Denise, who gave afirm nod. "l useit for the kids,"
shesad. "To beonthesafesde”

"Well, then, look at this-shit, | thought | brought my bag in with
mel" Alan sared around him.

"Under your chair," Denise sad, pointing.

"Ah, thanks." He drew out a black portfolio and from it produced a
pack of brightly-colored brochures.

"There, that's the latest of Mitsuyama's gadgets. A home
water-purifier. Rechargable cartridge system. Chegp-I figure ahundred
gxty bucksingdled. Cartridgesfive bucks, |last the average family a
month, sell 'emin packs of six, lots of repeat business. Recondition
them by boailing in asolution that cogts fifteen cents agalon-though
naturaly you don' tell the clientsthat. Hell, given the right promotion
we could have 'emin every homein Denver insde the year, go on and
cover the state!”

"A hundred sixty bucks?' Philip frowned, turning the shiny bright



pages of the brochure. "Doesn't sound like it leaves much margin for
profit, what with [abor costs.”

"Hdl, | could ingdl one of those thingsin thirty minutesfrom the
moment | camein thefront door!"

"Ah. Y ou're after the city franchise” Philip fdt hisheart suddenly
hammering on hisribs. Alan wasright; something like thisdid have
immense commercid potentid.

"I'll takethe sate franchiseif | can,” Alan grunted. "And what's
morel think | haveit sewn up. My ex-partner Bud-well, | persuaded
him he owes me afavor, and he's not so stupid he's forgetting that he
may need afavor himsaf one of these days. He has good contacts at
Colorado Chemical. I've been to see them, they like theidea, and if |
can convince them | can handle the volume of businessthey'll back me
to abid five per cent higher than anyonedse."

He sat back with asatisfied grin.

"Well, | don't know they'd approve of me," Philip said after a
pause. "1 mean, Angel City aren't going to give me the best references
intheworld, arethey?'

"Oh, shit on Angd City!" Alan waved hishand arrily. "I explained
my publicity gimmick to them, and they likeit so much | could hire
Fidd Cagtrofor dl they'd care.”

"What isit?'
"Remember that black cat who made like ahero because of the

Towerhill thing? The policeman-what's his name? Oh, yes: Peter
Goddard."

"But isn't he pardyzed?' Denise demanded.

"Right now, he's on the mend. Waking dready, likefrom onesde
of theroom to the other. Well, more hobbling, | guess. So naturaly
they won't take him back on the force. But | was down at the hospital a
while back, talking to adoctor | know, and | met the uncle of those
kids he saved. Stinking rich bastard, rolling in it! Beeimporter. And he
was going on about this poor bastard who can't go back to hisold job,



and getting his hospitd care paid for but you can't like have permanent
pensioners on your roster for the one favor, and | thought Chrigt, a
hero and ablack man, what more do you want? And now this comes
up, and bang, ingpiration! We shame those fat white cats-like you and
me for example-into buying our filters, and we get everyone dsetrailing
right dong.”" Alan rubbed his hands glesfully.

"Oh, yes! Doesn't it al go click-click into pretty patterns?”

LAB REPORT

SUMMARY : In the presence of Dr. Michael Advowson, the
observer gppointed by the UN, samples were taken from the batch of
"Bamberley Nutripon™ alegedly reclaimed from the collgpsed cdlar in
Noshri. These were not from a sedled container and therefore the
possibility of later contamination cannot be excluded. Portions were
triturated in avariety of solvents and the solution in each case was
assayed by standard paper chromatography techniques (Hanson's
Analytica Paper Typelll). Traceswere found in al samples of the
same complex akaoid as had previoudy been isolated from the urine
and blood-serum of human beings from Noshri, resembling certain
hydrolyzed derivatives of ergot. Adminisiration of this substanceto
laboratory animals engendered muscular spasms, aberrant behavior,
irrationa panic and bloodstained tools. It appearsin the highest degree
probable that this substance was the causative agent of the Noshri
disagter; however, it has not been possible to determine a what point it
wasintroduced into the foodstuff.

-Paris, at the Institut Pasteur :
L.-M. Duvd (D. Mé&d., D. Chim.)

THE MARVELS OF MODERN CIVILIZATION

The smal neat secretary, agirl in the smartest of advanced
fashionable stylesincluding askirt dit up to thewaist to display at her
crotch atuft of shiny stedl wool attached to her panties, listened to the



ultramodern intercom on her highly-polished desk. The sound was
directionalized, of course. It was cool and quiet in here because instead
of windows there were cosmoramic projections, latest of late devices
to prevent the intrusion of untasteful exterior redity. Nearby the
chimneys reeked a twenty-four-hour day yet the view was of clean
white clouds, blue sky, yellow sun not so bright that it dazzled. Superior
to the naturd article, yes.

Also birdsflew or perched between two layers of glasson red
branchesin air-conditioned environment. It was not ordinary to see
birds. Very yes.

"Mr. Hideki Katsamura," the girl said. Mr. Hideld Katsamurarose
from the pladtic seet, faultlessimitation of natura fur without risk of
disease or perhaps peorative associations owing to demise of so many
regretted species. Solid family man, well-established, excellent
command of English, correctly clad with sober fabric. Unflighty. Not
excessively anxious to please and bowing to secretaries as some.

The wait had been long but one understood: the pressure of urgent
business,

Very modern, the girl opened the door to Dr. Hirasaku's office by
pushing a hidden button.

Later, when Dr. Hirasaku and his co-directors had clearly given
ingructionsfor the vist to Americadlotting the franchises for new
water-purifier, aso many lists of competing productsto be explained
inferior and amounts of bids recorded so far and further detailsto be
studied with care, Mr. Katsamura went home to new house in suburb
of Osakawhere the honey-carts called promptly and the center of the
street received replenishment of other household watersin landscaped
rivulets arched at one-block intervalswith highly artistic ancient
Chinese-pattern bridges, typica of supermodern pedestrian-precinct
city planning must not be jammed uptight with cars. All excdlent. All
nylon.



RAVELED SLEEVE

Theflight they put Michagl Advowson on from Paristo New Y ork
was routed via London. Subsonic; heinssted. A minor but regular
feature of his practice a home had been dressing the scalds of people
who had been startled by a sonic boom when picking up the kettle
fromthefire.

The plane was scheduled to depart Orly at 2129. It was ninety
minutes late. There was abomb scare and they had to search the

baggage.

Hewasinfirg class, snce he wasn't paying the fare himsdf. When
he came aboard he was the only passenger ahead of the dividing
curtain. First class kept getting smaler and smdler, harder and harder
tofill, and the airlines were dways pleased when some large
internationa organization, or amgjor corporation, lashed out with the
higher rate by way of compensating somebody for sending him or her
to aplace they didn't want to go.

But then there weren't many peoplein second class, ether. People
didn't fly the Atlantic any moreif they could help it, except from
bravado. Even if your plane wasn't sabotaged or hijacked, it was
certain to be behind schedule.

Not that there was much to be said for ocean trave either, since the
anking of the Paolo Rizz last summer and the drowning of thirteen
hundred passengersin aseamade foul by ahundred and eighty
thousand tons of oil from the tanker she'd collided with.

Mord, definitdy: say home.

When they shut off the gppalling Muzak, he tried to doze, and
nearly made it, but was awoken by the order to fasten his seat belt for
thelanding at London, which effectively put paid to his chances of
deeping for the moment

Here, two new passengers took the seats acrossthe aide from him.



In the nearer there was a pretty blonde girl with adrawn, sad
expression, and in the window seet a dark-haired man some years her
senior who was snoring almost before the plane took off again.

Inthe vast dim insulated cabin, feding like Jonah in the belly of the
great fish, Michedl sat railing againd fate.

Why me?Why pick me from the quiet fidds of Iredland and pitch
me into the horrible battlegrounds of the world?

Oh, intelectualy he knew very well the reasonsfor hisbeing
selected. Irishmen had often been the mainstay of a UN peace-keeping
force; asex-MO, till on the reserve, who had recently cometo the
attention of awide public because he had kicked up anoisy fuss over
the daughtering of cattle which were not in fact suffering an infectious
disease...Everywhere there had been the gantlets of reportersto run,
incompetently aided by minor officids of WHO and/or the Commission
on Refugees. He detested public life, which was why he had opted for
aquiet country practiceinstead of the posts he could have had his pick
of in mgor city hospitals, advancing to consultant rank before forty, but
condemned to involvement in hospita politics, subservient to
committees of civil servants-no thanks, he had sad, very firmly.

But this he hadn't been able to turn down.

Now when he closed his eyes he saw that poor child Eileen who
had nearly lost her toe, multiplied over and over and turned black. He'd
never before understood, in the guts where it counts, the misery a
modern war could cause.

They had shown him the state people till werein a Noshri, victims
of mindlessterror, dazed, incapable of concentrating on the smplest
tasks, often unable to work out how to feed themsalves. Then they had
flown him back to Paris, to meet the handful of other victims being
cared for in good hospita conditions because Professor Duva was
studying them. He had taken with him, in aportfolio chained to his
wrist, asample of Nutripon which, during his stay a Noshri, had been
discovered in acdlar-aholein the ground, redly-hdf-filling a
shell-case, ahoard perhaps put away by someone who did not believe
there would be more food tomorrow, and who had goneinsane or died



before returning to eat the rest of what he had been given. He had
taken part in the examination of it, watched the andys's, supervised the
adminigtration of minute dosesto laboratory rats and monkeys... There
could be no doubt any longer; the food was poisoned. But it remained
to be determined how, when, where.

So now to New Y ork, to the UN. When he had never been further
from Ireland before than on vidtsto relativesin Glasgow, Liverpool
and London. Often, during the army service which entitled him to his
rank of captain and the uniform he was currently compelled to wear
since hewastraveling on officia business, hed talked to people who
had served with peace-keegping forces, sensed the vague pride they felt
at being recruited to a cause that had as yet barely been invented, that
larger and wedlthier countries seemed to despise.

He had tried to encourage that pride in himself. He hadn't had much
SUCCESS.

"What'sthe uniform?"

An unexpected question from the girl acrossthe aide asthe plane
settled to its cruising dtitude.

"Ah...Irish Army, miss"

"Do they approve of foreign soldiersinvading America?' Therewas
ahard bright sneer on her face, ahard bright edge of sarcasm on her
voice.

He sighed, and turned his jacket-hanging from a hook at the side of
his seat-to display the green-and-white UN brassard on itsarm. The
world-map symbol was becoming better known as the people of the
planet became more frightened of themsdlves.

"Areyou going to the UN, then?

"Wes"

"Metoo. What for?'

"I'm tegtifying before the inquiry into the Noshri disagter.”
"Soaml."



Heblinked at her in surprise.

"Y ou don't believe me?' Her tone was mocking. "Then you don't
know who | am. I'm Lucy Ramage. I'm anurse. | wasworking at
Noshri. | saw what those devilsdid." The words had an eerie quaity in
the thrumming twilit cylinder of the plane. "I'm going to tdl theworld
about it, too. Y ou know they locked me up to try and stop me? Said |
was crazy and dumped mein amental home. Well, maybeit'strue.
What | went through would drive anybody insane. Thisisthe guy who
got me out, snoring beside me. Without him I'd still be behind bars.
Senor Arriegas, that's his name, but he lets me call him Fernando. He's
from the Uruguayan Embassy in London." The mention of her name
had struck a chord in Michad's memory; heldd heard about this girl from
one of the doctors at Noshri, abig Swede called Bertil or something.
But the reference to Uruguay atered the whole perspective. What in
the world could have interested the Tupamarosin anurse from-wasn't
it New Zed and?who had been working in Africa? Purely because
they didn't want to miss another chance to foment anti-American
feding? They were, everyone knew, embittered; when they seized
power in the midst of the chaos their sabotage and Robin Hood-style
attacks had created, the United States had kicked Uruguay out of the
OAS, like Cuba, and then attempted to banish them from the UN as
well. Thanksto abrilliant coup by the Secretary-Genera, who whistled
up the support not only of both communist blocs but of al but a handful
of thenomindly neutralist nations, the motion had been overwhelmingly
defested.

So, fuming, Washington had had to choose between expelling the
entire UN from its soil-amove that had alot of backing of course-and
permitting these avowed Marxist-Maoists to enter the States. The
compromise had been to let them in, but only on UN passports, not
those of their own country. A fiction, and everyone knew it, but at least
it had saved the rest of the world from ganging up on America

Lucy had gone on while he wasreviewing dl this. He heard her say,
"Y ou know, back homein New Zedland | never thought much about
politics| never voted. If | had, | suppose | might have been aLiberd. |
only went to work for Globe Relief because it was achanceto trave,



see the world before | got married and settled down. It'sagood place
for kids, New Zedland. | mean | have three nieces and a nephew and
they'reall okay. But then | saw al those horrorsat Noshri and |
realized: What they say about the Americansisn't just propaganda, it's
al true. Have you been to Noshri ?'

"Yes" Michad'svoicefdl likegrave in histhroat. It was becoming
clearer by the minute that this girl was mentally disoriented, to put it
kindly. She had dl the Sgns. wandering gaze, high-pitched nonstop
talking, irrdlevance of affect, the lot. How to break off this
unwished-for conversation without being downright insulting? Which
would certainly lead to abig fuss.

"Yes, | saw in Noshri what the imperidistsare doing,” Lucy went
on, staring straight ahead now. "Therich countries have ruined what
they own, so they're out to stedl from the people who have alittle | ft.
They want the copper, the zinc, thetin, the oil. And of course there's
the timber, which is getting scarce.” She sounded as though she was
reciting amemorized list. Probably was. "Now they've thought of anew
way to get it-drive everybody crazy so they can't set up astrong stable
independent government. It nearly worked at Noshri, would have done
but for Generd Kaika, so now they're trying it in Honduras."

Michael started. He knew, of course, that there had been some sort
of rebellion there and that the government had called on American aid,
but thiswasthefirst held heard of this particular accusation.

"Ah, you don't want to talk about it, do you?' thegirl said. Y our
mind's made up and you don't want to be confused with any more
facts" She crowed with laughter and turned her back, curling up on her
seet, knees doubled up and her hands interlocked around them.

The plane droned on through the black sky, above the clouds
masking the Atlantic. It suddenly occurred to Michad that he ought to
look at the moon. He hadn't seen it al thetime hewasin Paris, nor the
das.

He did up the blind of hiswindow and peered out. There was no
moon visible. When he consulted hisdiary he discovered that it had s,
atiny diver, a exactly the time the plane had taken off from London.



Turn right and go home. (Heredlized he wasin hishometime zone.)
Wish | could.

APRIL

HERO FIDDLING
Hey, man with the big muscled!
Y es, you!
Steam-powered, gas-powered, el ectrically-powered,
Y ou with the big concrete and cement footprints!
Globe-girdler, continent-tamer, putting the planet through hoops,
Youl hal!
Packer and preserver of food in incorruptible cans,
Blocker-out of winter-blast with bricks and mortar,
Whedled, shod, tracked with rails of shiningiron,
Multiplier of goods and chattels, chewer-up of forests,
Furrow-maker across the unpopulous plains,
Flier higher than eagles, svimmer swifter than sharks,
Trafficker in the world's wedth, miracle-worker,
| sduteyou, | Sing your praises...
-"Song of the States," 1924

A VICTIM OF THE FIRST WORLD WAR

"I've done my best," Gerry Thorne said, sounding aggrieved, and
well he might be. Both he and Moses Greenbriar had been doing nicely
out of the aid shipments from the Bamberley hydroponics plant-half a



cent per person fed had added up to a considerable sum over the
years. Moreover, severd of the left and center group in Congress,
small though that might nowadays be, had been advocating purchase of
Nutripon by organizationslike Earth Community Chest to maintain the
welfare alotmentsin mgor citieswhere right-wing mayorswere axing
their welfare budgets on grounds of economy. There had been fairly
widespread starvation during the past winter.

"l can't work miracles," he added.

Wedl...maybe only conjuring tricks. Like this second homein the
Virgins, splendid with its high stone-and-timber walls and this verandah
on which you could pretty often it right outdoors, provided thewind
was from the south, not from the fetid puddle of the Gulf of Mexico or
the colossa revolving sewer of the Sargasso. Never mind that the
venom of the Trainites had reached thisfar and there was afading line
of skull-and-crosshones symbols facing the sea. Nobody really
begrudged such luxury to aman who'd made his money in aGood
Cause. He might have gone to work for DuPont.

Themost remarkable thing of al wasthat you could till swim from
here; dthough the Canary Current did sometimes sweep the ordure of
Europethisfar over, the Antilles Current came from the rdlatively
cleanly coast of underdevel oped South America. Thismorning's Coast
Guard bulletin had said the water was okay, so Elly Greenbriar and
Nancy Thorne were provingit.

"But where the hell did the stuff come from? The drug, the
whatever!" Thorne's question was rhetorica; the UN inquiry had been
Set up to determine exactly that.

"Well, it wasn't the factory,” Greenbriar said, and took another sip
of hisgin. "We asked the Federa Narcotics Bureau for one of their top
forensc chemigts, and he tested fifty random samples from the
warehouse. All clean. We're st to give his report to the inquiry next
week, but it won't be much help.”

"l guess not. Weve got everybody against us now, from the stinking
isolationists who ‘don't see why we should give away our precious food



to ungrateful bastards,’ clear to the ungrateful bastards themselves.
Anyway, adenia never catches up with arumor. Did you hear about
the raid on San Diego, for example? Some crazy Mex-Tup kid-say,
you heard that one? Petronella Page used it on her show the other
night. Mex-Tup lad! | thought it was kind of neat."

"What do you mean, raid?" grunted Greenbriar.
"Raids, plurd. Three so far, according to my cousin Sophie.”

"How many?'

"Three. Sophie'slived out there for twenty years, but when she
caled methe other day she said she's thinking of moving back esst.
After thefird raid they had another-they don't think it was the same
gang, because the pay-load was thermite instead of napam-and then
there was athird that burned out ablock of black tenements.”

"Bagtards," Thorne said. "Burning peoplein their homes, hdl!" His
eyeswere following a ship that had emerged into blurred view from the
haze to the north: new and smart, one of the latest deep-trawling fish
factories designed to bring up squid from the relatively safe bottom
water. Surface fish nowadays were either so rare asto be prohibitively
expensive, like cod and herring, or hopelesdy high in dangerous
substances such as organic mercury. But so far squid were generdly
okay.

"Isthat the second or third we've seen today?' Greenbriar asked.

"Third. Must be agood season for fishing...l imagine you told your
cousin she ought to move?'

"Oh, I've been telling her since the LA quake of 71, but of course
sheld have taken such aloss on her home... Still, | guess she'sfindly
made up her mind.”

" Speaking of losses,” Thorne murmured, "did you have stock in
Angd City?'
Greenbriar gave arueful amile.

"Metoo. And they went through the floor. | switched into Puritan,
but I lost apacket even s0."



"Y ou take my advice," Greenbriar said, "you switch right back out
of Puritan.”

"Why in the world? They're a Syndicate operation, aren't they?
Which makes them just about the solidest stock in the market.”

"Oh, sure, anything the Syndicate is backing turnsto gold.
But"-Greenbriar dropped hisvoice-"l hear gossip. Maybe only
scuttlebutt, of course. Even so...."

"Such aswhat?'
"The Trainites are after them."

"Impossible!” Thornejolted upright in hischair. "But the Trainites
areon their Sde, dways have been!”

"Then why are they conducting massve andyses of Puritan
products?’

"Who saysthey are? Or even if they are, what doesit signify? Y ou
know how paranoid they are about what they eat."

"Paranoid enough to enlist Lucas Quarrey of Columbia?'
Thorne stared.

"It'safact,” Greenbriar said. "I know someone who knows him; in
fact he's done some minor contract work for the Trust now and then.
Apparently he was discreetly approached the other day and asked if he
would coordinate this project the Trainites own chemists have aready
launched.”

Thorne rounded his mouth into an O. "That's achange of gear for
them, isn't it? But what can they hopeto gain by attacking the only
company that devotesitsdf exclusively to pure foods? Let done
bucking the Syndicate, of course.”

"My guessisthat they want to try and drive their prices down.
Maybe collect data on as many dip-ups as possible-in an operation
that Sze, some stuff must leak through now and then whichisn't as
good as the advertising clams-and use these asa pistol to hold to the
company's head.”



Thorne rubbed his chin. "Y es, that fits. | remember an article by
Train inwhich he was very scathing about people profiteering from
public concern about diet. Who's behind this, though-it couldn't be
Train himsdf, could it?!

"Hardly. Train'sdead. Killed himsdf. | had it on very good
authority. Never redly recovered from his breakdown, you know. But
| guessit could be one of these people who took over hisname.”

Greenbriar cocked his head and sniffed loudly. "Hey, spring must be
redly herel"

"What?' Bewildered, both at the irrelevance and also because here
inthe Virginsthere was dways luxuriant vegetation the year around.

Greenbriar chuckled. "Try anoseful. Violetd"

Thorne complied: hmff, hmff! "You'reright,” he said in surprise. "But
if it'sthat strong it'snot likely to be flowers, isit?"

"l guess not. Hmm. Very odd! Which way's the wind now? Oh yes,
itstill off thewater." He stared down toward the beach where Elly

and Nancy were splashing about in the shallows, obvioudy on their
way back to the house.

Wi, theworld wasfull of mysteries. Thorne shrugged. "Looks as
though they're coming in for lunch,” he said. "I'll just go tell-"

He was interrupted by a scream.

Both he and Greenbriar legpt from their chairs. Down therein the
water Nancy was thrashing wildly about, and Elly, who had wandered
some distance from her, had spun around to rush and help her.

"Quick!" Thorne snapped, dumped his glass on the handiest table
and ran down the stepsto the shore. He continued Straight into the
water as Elly tried to raise Nancy to her feet.

Thedtink of violetswasincredibly sirong.

"Look-out!" Nancy choked, and with one arm around Elly's
shoulders pointed to an object just barely showing above the water.
Shapeless, encrusted, it could have been mistaken for arock. But
something ye lowish was dispersing from it through anarrow crack in



itsend.
Thorne stared a hiswifein horror. Her eyeswere swelling, puffing
out amost literdly as he watched, turning the whole upper part of her

face into a hideous bloated mass. Also her lips were dotted with
pustules, her shoulders, her breasts.

"Moses! Phone adoctor!" he screamed. "Helicopter ambulance
svicd"

The fat man turned and stumbled back indoors, and in the same
moment Nancy doubled over, vomiting, then dumped in afant.

Helped by one of their loca manservants who appeared in answer
to Greenbriar'sfrantic shouting, Thorne and Elly carried her awkwardly
into the house, laid her down on a couch, sent the cook for clean
water, soothing ointment, the first-aid kit.

"They're sending the ambulance right away, with adoctor,"
Greenbriar panted, hurrying back from the phone. "But what can have
happened to her? A jelyfish?

"Damnit, no!" But of course he hadn't been down on the beach,
seen the drum, or barrel, or whatever, haf-sunk in the sand. "Did they
say what we should do in the meantime?' Thorne demanded.

"|-" Greenbriar put his hand to hismouth in asurdly childlike
fashion. "l didn't ask.”

"ldiot!" Thorne was beside himsdf with panic. "Get right back and-"
But Greenbriar was dready on hisway.
"What the hdll can it be?" Elly moaned.

"Lewidte" the doctor said when hedd finished administering
emergency oxygen. Not only the doctor, but anurse and a sergeant of
police had turned up in the helicopter.

"What'sthat?' Thorne asked, bewildered.
"A poison gas.”
"What ?'



"Yes, the smell of violetsis unmistakable. I've seen two or three
caseslikethis-not here, in Floridawhere | used to live. It'san arsenica
compound they invented in the First World War. Didn't get around to
using it, so they dumped it in the ocean. What happened in Floridawas
that they'd dropped a batch into the Hatteras Canyon, and one of these
new deep-trawling fishing boats hauled alot of it up. They had noidea
what they'd got-after sixty yearsthey were dl crusted with barnacles
and things, of course-so they cracked one of the drums open, thinking
it might be valuable. When they found it was dangerous, they just
pitched the lot overside again, but by then they werein shalow water
and some of the drums smashed on the bottom rocks. A hell of alot
washed up on shore."

"I never heard about that," Thorne whispered.

"Would you expect to? It would have ruined the winter vacation
trade-not that there's much left of it anyway. | got out because | wanted
clean beachesfor my lads, not because Floridawas so hedlthy | didn't
have enough patients" With an ironical chuckle he turned to examine
Nancy again; the oxygen had had its effect and she was breathing
eage.

"l guess we can move her now," he said. "Don't worry too much.
There may not be permanent scars. Though of courseif sheinhaed or
swalowed the stuff...Well, well see”

"Thistime," Thorne said asthough he hadn't been listening, "the
newsisgoing to get around. I'll seeto that.”

DON'T TOUCH

...alleging, quote, intelligence with a proscribed country. End
guote. It's claimed that he attempted to obtain air-pollution data
from Cuban sources. Protesting the arrest, some two hundred
students from Columbia were joined by approximately a thousand
Trainites in a demonstration which the police dispersed with tear
smoke. Eighty-eight hospitalizations were reported, but no deaths.
Asked to comment just prior to his departure for Hollywood where



he will again preside at the Oscar ceremonies, Prexy said, quote, If
that's the guy who claims we're running short of oxygen, tell him|
don't find any difficulty in breathing. End quote. Heavy fighting
again today in Guanagua province as Honduran gover nment
forces supported by American air cover ...

REHEARSAL

Exactly what Hugh Pettingill had expected to find at the wet, he
couldn't have said. After only a short while, though, he was certain it
wasn't there. Day in, day out, he drifted through it and around it,
watching the snows met and spring come hesitantly to the surrounding
high valeys. He didn't click. He didnt fit in. Hefelt excluded. And
despite not being sure whether he wanted to fit in or not, he resented
being denied the choice.

Physicaly, the environment was comfortable: shabby, pieced
together from scrap, but practical and in many respects attractive.
What jarred on him, though, was the way in which everyone at the wat
took it for granted that thiswas arehearsd: not for the aftermath of an
al-over war, just adry run for the ordinary life of the twenty-first
century. He couldn't seeit. For him it was more like escapism, running
to hide from the red world.

Granted, they had some things going for them: the food, for
example, though plain was delicious, better even than what he'd had at
the Bamberleys, and he ate voracioudy of the savory soups, the
home-baked bread, the vegetables and salads grown under glass. That
interested him, alittle. He hadn't watched things grow before, except
some pot seeds held planted at college, and for awhile hejoined in
with some of the routine spring tasks out of doors. When he had to
disgtribute the gallon of worms Felice had brought, though, he found the
job so distasteful-tipping al those anonymous wrigglers out in doses of
ten or adozen and watching them dive among what was going to
become food that he might eat-he moved on to other things. There was
ahandicrafts shop, and he helped in the making of some rough stools



and tables, because last year for the first time ever more Americans had
taken vacationsinland than by the sea, and theideawasto run a
restaurant for tourists during the coming summer, get some wholesome
natura-grown food down them in the hope of showing them what they
were missing. But turning out one stool exactly like another grew
monotonous. He moved on again.

All thetime, though: thisfeding that the world was bound to go to
hell! Okay, so it'strue these mothers have turned prairiesinto
dustbowls and used the seafor agiant sewer and laid concrete where
there used to be forests. So stop them! Don't just let them walk over
you, crush you face-down into the dirt!

Crush them firgt!

That strange cold Peg: she must, he concluded, be queer, because
she didn't-not only not with him, not with anybody. (Not even with
Felice whom hed naturaly assumed to be her girl, who did, though dso
not with him. Shit!) Y et she seemed somehow happy.

Found something here. What? Resignation? Could aformer
crusading reporter and campaigner for Women'sLib be satisfied with
such adrab existence?

W, thefact stood. Even though Felice had | eft after aweek or so,
uttering some kind of weird apology to everyone and saying she'd had
afantadtic vacation-hdl, vacation, in aplace where work literdly never
stopped! -Peg had stayed, and seemed content, inasmuch as you could
figure out what she was thinking behind that lovely but stone-cold
face...

If he'd been asked before he came here, "Areyou a Trainite?',
Hugh would have answered that he was without hesitation, on the
grength of having taken part in Trainite demongtrations at college.
Recruitersfor the big corporations came around al the time nowadays,
not just in spring and summer, because the number of studentstaking
up science and engineering had fallen by around 60 per cent and those
taking business management by 30 per cent and those who couldn't get
into something congructive like agriculture or forestry (which generdly



meant emigrating, of course) preferred to drop out. So these frantic
recruiters were a nuisance and now and then one of them gave
particular offense and it was necessary to dump himin adirty river or
strip him and paint the skull and crossbones on hisbelly.

The people here, though, weren't in the least like the Trainitesheld
known outside. And obvioudy thiswas morewhat Augtin Train himsalf
had had in mind. This cat Jones had been a persond friend of Train's,
and held had the guy to stay severa times before he vanished. (He
wasn't dead; Hugh had learned that much for certain. Nobody, though,
would admit to knowing where he was.)

He struggled and struggled to make sense of what was going on
around him, and bits of it fitted fine. Only whenever he thought he had
the pattern straight in his head, something turned up which completely
screwed him.

Thesimplelifebit, the natural foods-so far, so good. Also the
clothing woven from naturd fiberswhich would rot: cotton, linen, wool.
Fine. The composting of vegetable pedings and such, the sorting and
cleaning of the inescapable cans, the return of plasticsto the nearest
reclamation company, which called for aonce-monthly trip by the
commundal jeep. Great. But if it wasthe smplelife they were after, how
comethey used dectricity? 1t was all very well to say it was clean
power and could be generated from waterfalls and tides. The fact
gtood: it hadn't been. And their ins stence that tomorrow it would have
to be and (here it came again, the same dirty argument) they were
rehearsang for tomorrow, devisng aviablelife-style by trid and
error-that didn't convince him. Sixty-some peoplein thiswat, and this
the largest out of only about four or five hundred in the whole of the
States and Canada: how many of the human race were going to learn
about thislife-style before the crunch came? Every day in the news
some fresh warning sign!

Of courseit wasaswell they did have eectricity, or his car would
gtill be stranded where Peg and Felice had found him. Instead they'd
brought the batteriesin and recharged them, and now it was here and
any time he wanted to get the hell out, he could. He was becoming



daily more tempted. The whole scene here struck him as play-acting.

They listened to radio news alot and talked alot about things he
was sure they didn't properly understand, like the Honduras war and
the starvation in Europe since the Med stagnated. And didn't give.
Somehow. Even the kids. There wasthisRick in particular that made
his skin crawl, Zena's adopted son (and formerly Decimuss, the cat
being dead you'd think they might stop talking about him, but they
never seemed to, especidly Rick who claimed that when he grew up he
was going to find the person who'd poisoned his dad. Christ!)-this
Rick, anyway, kept hanging around him al day maybe because other
people were busy, and asking crazy questions he couldn't answer, like
why isn't the sun always square overhead when it's noon on the clock
and if you can't tell mewhat book do | look in for the answer, huh? He
wanted to be an astronomer when he grew up, he said. Fat chance.
They were closing down observatoriesall over.

What the hell did dll this have to do with being a Trainite? Out there
those stinking bastards raping and murdering and poisoning. ..Chrigt.
Where's apistol? Where's a bomb?

Hetried to read Austin Train'sworks. They had a complete st. It
wasdull.

The only person he met during his stay at the wat whom hetook to
was an outsider, laid off from the Bamberley hydroponics plant: a
light-colored cat about his own age, named Carl Travers. Hehad a
vague feding he might have seen the guy before, but he wasn't sure.

Carl looked in pretty frequently, and talked friendly, but didn't show
any inclination to stay-wouldn't have come so often but for being out of
work. He had good khat, which right now Hugh didn't dig too well
becauseit intengfied hisfeding of having too much energy dl pent up
insde and no way to let it out, and aso pot. So now and then they
went out together for asmoke. It had to be out. The Trainites didn't
approve.

"Y ou got family?' Hugh said one day when they were pretty high,
parked in Carl's second-hand Ford on a curving mountain road



watching the sun sink red toward the haze a ong the coast.
"Like brothersand ssters,” Carl said.
"Older, younger?'

"Y ounger except Jeannie. | don't see her too often. She married into
the fuzz. This cat who got made like ahero in the avalanche.”

"Ah-hah?"
Time passed. Impossibleto tell how long. It wasthe high.
IIYGJI?I

"No." Don't count the Bamberley gang asfamily. Never mentioned
that bunch of creepsto Carl.

"That why you're at the wat?'

"Hdl, | don't know why I'm a the wat."
"Youdontlikeit?'

"Nope. Y ou livewith your folks?"

"Shit, no. Furnished room, other side of town from them.
Sdf-supporting, me. Working man. | mean, | was."

Moresilence. Toroll another joint.

"Thinking of moving away. Wait till hell freezes over before they
reopen the plant. Never liked the work anyhow."

"Whereto?'
"Maybe Berkeley."

"Ah, shit, Cdiforniayou don't see the sun one year'send to the
next! Whole state stinks"

"Maybe 0, but they gon' have that big quake one day soon, and I'd
kindalike to be on hand and laugh. .. Got friendsin Berkeley, though.
Wasin collegeayear.”

"Metoo."
"Dropped out?'
"Dropped out."



More silence. To burn up the joint. "Make the scene together?*
"Yesh."

"Man, I'm high. Want to screw?’

"Yesh."

BEFORE WE ARE SO RUDELY INTERRUPTED

"I have an gppointment with Mr. Bamberley," Michad said, and
glanced & thewall clock. "I see I'm afew minutes early, though.”

"Oh, you must be Captain Advowson!" the girl &t the reception
desk said brightly-but not very clearly; there was something in her
mouth and her voice was hoarse. On the corner of her desk, an open
package of throat padtilles. They scented the vicinity strongly with
menthol. "Do st down and I'll tell Mr. Bamberley you're here. Would
you like meto take your filtermask?'

"Thank you." He undid the strap and gave it to her, and she added it
to arack where there were aready eight or ten dangling.

Moving to achair on the other Sde of this spacious anteroom, he
glanced back at her, and she noticed and smiled, thinking it was
because she was pretty. In fact it was because she reminded him of the
nurse from Noshri-the same shade of fair hair, the same generd cast of
features. Though much plumper and lacking the dark undereye pouches
that marred Lucy Ramage's good 1ooks.

He'd seen her twice again snce their meeting on the plane, oncein
the flesh a the UN building and oncelate a night on TV, on atak
show run by awoman cdled Petrondlla Page. Sheld sat dead ill,
imperviousto even the most subtly vicious verbd jabs, and recited a
low-voiced account of incredible suffering which the commére had tried
to interrupt, and tried again, and each timefailed. Cold asfdling snow,
settling ultimatdly into adead weight of horror, huge, massve, sifling,
the words followed one another until when they turned the camerason
the audience they weren't quite quick enough to avoid the Sght of agirl
in the second row fainting and falling from her chair.



When she started on accusations of deliberate genocide they
brought the next commerciasin early.

Who the hell had poisoned that relief food? Someone out to
discredit Western aid programs must have got at the affected
consgnment, opened the cartons, sprayed the contents, resed ed them.
Even though Duvd inssted that thiswasincons stent with the uniform
digtribution of the drug throughout the interior of the pieces hedd
examined...

How much longer was that damned inquiry going to drag on? He
wanted more than anything to go home, but he was under ordersto
reman until the ditinguished internationd jurists now sfting the
evidenceissued their find report. If he survived that long.

Gingerly hetouched abruise a the comer of hisjaw. About aweek
ago he'd been to aparty, six blocks from his hotel, and held been
incautious enough to walk home after midnight. Someone had jumped
him with ablackjack. Luckily the bruise was the worst effect.

Also held devel oped conjunctivitistwo days after hisarriva, and as
aresult was till wearing apiratica black patch over hisleft eye. Then
he'd been warned to get rid of his beard, because the police didn't like
them, and aminor shaving cut-on the side opposite his bruise-had
become infected, and he'd been assured it was because held been
stupid enough to shave with regular tap-water. No one held met at the
UN used anything but an electric shaver, and in fact the drugstore clerk
from whom he'd bought his razor and shaving cream had looked
puzzled and tried to ing st on his buying abactericida after-shavelotion
aswell. But held thought the man was just trying to squeeze out adrop
of extraprofit.

Now the cut had festered into aminiature boil, with an ugly white
head onit. It was protected by a bandaid, but sooner or later he feared
it would haveto be lanced.

Incredible. But he'd been told repeatedly that every stranger to
New Y ork suffered the same way. The natives, of course, were
resstant, but anyone from more than say a hundred miles distant lacked
the immunities the residents had acquired.



And even the residents weren't too happy ... At one of the many
parties around the diplomatic circuit which held been obliged to attend
hed met agirl in her middle twenties, pretty with dark hair and agood
figure, very drunk athough the party had only been under way for an
hour. She was looking for an ear to bend, and out of politeness-or
perhaps boredom-Michadl lent her his. She wasworking at the UN as
asecretary, because, she said, she'd wanted to do something to
improve the world. And found it Smply wasn't possible. She claimed
that she/d hoped to marry a man she knew from college, who turned
her down when he learned she wanted to work for those stinking
commie-front bastards; that he was so far from unique that she'd lost
friend after friend until now her only socid lifewasonthisleve, these
endlessforma cocktal parties where people of adozen different
nationalities misunderstood one another at the tops of their voices.

"But weredl stuck on thissame ball of mud, aren't we?* He heard
her voice again in memory, nearly bresking into asob. "And the only
people who seem to care are the wrong ones, | mean the onesyou're
not supposed to be friendswith. | met this Uruguayan the other day,
Fernando Arri-something, | forget But did you hear what happened to
him?'

Michagl shook his heed.

"He was going home to the place where dl the Uruguayans
live-they're not alowed off Manhattan, you know, and they havetolive
inthisblock near the UN Plaza-and it was raining, and four men who'd
been pretending to shelter under an awning jumped him. Kicked himin
the balls and knocked out four of histeeth.”

"Good lord," Miched said. "Did the police-?"

"Police!™ A hard brittle laugh, like a scream. "They were the policel
They found the sole-marks of apolice boot on hisface!"

At which point she sobered, dmost like magic, becauseit wastime
for the party to break up, and said, "Thank you for listening to my
drunken babbling. Unless| get someone to take me serioudy now and
then | think it must redly dl be adream. Can | buy you dinner?You
deserveit.”



And, when he hesitated, she added, "1 know amarve ous restaurant
wherethey till haverea food."

Which wasthe bait he couldn't resst. Everything he'd eaten here
tasted to him of plastic and chewed paper.

Over the medl-which was good, despite his astonished discovery
that what he thought of as everyday basics a home, such asham and
herring, appeared herein the "gourmet” section of the menu and were
charged extra-she talked calmly and reasonably of fearful things. About
her elder sster who had borne two children in New Y ork, and they
were both sub-norma: not moronic, just dow, the older beginning to
read a last after his ninth birthday; about flowers she had tried to grow
in awindow-box at her apartment, that wilted and dropped their leaves
after aweek; about the cost of hospitalization insurance; about the
panhandler she had found wheezing againgt awall, begging aquarter
for oxygen; about the rain that melted stockings and panty-hose into
holes. Michael had experienced New Y ork rain. It had ruined one of
hisuniforms. But &t |east he was ableto revert to mufti now.

And then, when he escorted her home-by taxi, of course-she said
on the threshold, "1'd like to ask you up and make love. But it'll haveto
be next time. | have another week to go before it's safe.”

He'd thought: rhythm method? But sheld disabused him.
The commonest disease after meades. ..

"Captain Advowson!"
He rose and went through the door smilingly held for him.

Bamberley's office was like every other room he had beenin since
arriving here: armored againgt exterior redlity. Windowsthat must not
be opened. Air processed and scented. Pictures, originals, expensive
but bad. Much modern gadgetry. A built-in bar with itsdoor gar. And
not one book.

How long, Michael wondered, before he went mad for lack of an
Atlantic breeze blowing across the butter-yellow miles of flowering
furze?



Mr. Bamberley, affably extending his hand, was not done. With him
was the thin man Gerry Thorne whom Michael had met a the UN
inquiry which he'd attended on behdf of Globe Rdlief, and Moses
Greenbriar, the trust's senior treasurer. Thorne appeared distracted.
Dutifully Michael shook hands, refused a cigar, accepted adrop of
Irish whiskey from afull bottle probably specialy obtained in his honor.

"Well, now!" The preiminaries over, Mr. Bamberley didn't seem
quitein control of the Stuation, and looked beseechingly at Greenbriar,
who coughed discreetly. Which was amistake, because a second later
he coughed for real, and wheezed, and had to gtifleit with atissue and
sniff somekind of acure from awhite plagtic tube. Michagl waited.
Eventuadly he recovered and gpologized.

"Well, cagptain, | imagine you can guess why we've asked you to
goare usalittle of your vauabletime. Werein an impossible position.
Our Colorado plant is shut down, as you know, the staff has had to be
lad off-"

"And starving people are being deprived of what could make the
difference between life and death!” Mr. Bamberley burst out.

"I'm sorry to have to say this" Michadl sghed. "But a Noshri | saw
people who would literaly be better off dead."

There was an awkward pause.

"Perhaps,” Greenbriar said a length. "But the fact stands:
Bamberley relief foods have saved thousands, one might even say
millions, of lives on previous occasions, and the sabotaging of one
consignment must not be alowed to put afull stop to our work. And if
these damned Tupas manage to make their accusations stick,
regardiess of what the officia inquiry reports, that'swhat will happen.”

"Y ou have heard what they're saying, have you?' Mr. Bamberley
sad. "Lies, of course-damnablelies! They'll stick at nothing to malign
this country.”

Outsdethe UN building itsdf, thiswasthefirst time Michael had
heard reference here to the charge that relief food sent to Honduras
had been poisoned the same way asthat in Noshri. The Uruguayans



had made aforma depostion to theinquiry and demanded thet a
neutra team of doctors be sent to investigate, but no action had been
taken. Hed watched for comment on TV or in the few surviving New
Y ork newspapers, expecting at least an indignant rebuttal, but to his
amazement the matter was being ignored. He'd been told a home, a
year or S0 ago, by someone returned from visiting an American cousin,
that the news mediawere complying with the president's celebrated
dictum, "If the papers know what's good for them they'll print what's
good for Americal" He hadn't believed it. He was till trying not to. But
it was getting harder by the day.

"According to whét | learned at theinquiry,” he ventured, "the
Nutripon sent to Honduras was manufactured and dispatched at just
about the same time as the African supplies”

"Y es, and no doubt the Tupas next step,” Greenbriar brokein, "will
be to fake up some poisoned Nutripon and claim it was found a San
Pablo! But if thiswere true, why did we hear nothing about it until last
month? Why haven't Honduran government doctors reported mass
psychosissmilar to that at Noshri? Why did the forensic people give
the stored Nutripon aclean bill of health, dthough our stocks went right
back to the end of the Christmas-New Y ear holiday and must have
been the very next batch off the production line?"

"Well, of coursethat'swhat the inquiry'strying to find out," Michadl
said. "But one assumesthat either someone got at your vats and
deliberately added the drug-and you ins st that's impossible-or some
natura ergot-like fungus contaminated your regular yeasts.”

"That seemsto be the only acceptable explanation,” Mr. Bamberley
said with ashrug. "And it's not something we can be blamed for. We
can only take stepsto prevent arecurrence, and of course offer
compensation for what it'sworth."

"And in pursuit of that god," Greenbriar said, "we're having the
ar-purifying system of the plant redesigned by afirm specidizingin
germ-free operation theaters. | think you'll concede they must work to
pretty demanding standards?"

"One would hope s0," Michad said dryly. "But standards are only



as good as the people who comply with them. | once saw asmall boy
given gangrene in amodern hospital because a surgeon who should
have known better lifted a dressing to ingpect an incision without putting
on amask. He breathed resistant staph al over the wound. The boy
died."

There was another pause, thistime avery uncomfortable one.
During it, Michadl decided he didn't much like Moses Greenbriar. He
had aready concluded he didn't like Gerry Thorne.

Why not? He was getting aglimmering of the reason. It had
something to do with the fact that these incredibly rich people had
grown fat on charitable undertakings. For Michael-raised as a Cathalic,
athough no longer abdiever-theimage they evoked wasthat of the
Borgia popes.

"Naturaly we'd go to any length to avoid that kind of oversight,”
Greenbriar said at last. "But the main point isthis, captain. Clearly,
before we can put the plant back into operation, we shall need to have
our new arrangements approved by some disinterested party. We can
hardly ask for aUN team, as such-as you know, any hint of 'UN
meddling” in the domestic affairs of this country provokes atremendous
outcry. On the other hand theré's agreat traditional sympathy, one
might amost say agreat love, for Ireland, so it occurred to usthat we
should inviteyou to-"

He got that far, when there was a sudden vast thump, asthough the
building had been kicked by a passing giant athousand feet tal, and the
not-supposed-to-be-opened windows fell in big brilliant splintersand
the ceiling dammed down on them and the ssomach-turning street air of
New York camerollingin.

Minutes before, acar painted with a skull and cross-bones had
beenillegdly parked in front of the building, on 42nd Street. The
driver-masked, of course, like everyone on the sdewaks-jumped out
and ran toward a nearby drugstore. A patrolman across the street
noticed, and thought little of it; Trainiteswere forever drawing
skull-and-crosshones signs on cars, and not everyone could spare the



time or money to clean them off Sraight away. Besides, if the guy had
run into adrugstore he was likely in need of urgent medicine.

S0 hejust made amenta noteto tell him off when he came back.

Only he didn't come back. He continued out the other door of the
drugstore and doubled into the bowels of Grand Central Station, and
waswell out of reach when the fuse in the back of the car reached
what they later estimated to be over fifty sticks of dynamite.

BLEST ARE THE PURE IN BOWEL

It turned out that Doug McNeil had actually been to Japan. Denise
was gossping in his office after held treated Josie for aminor bout of
worms-probably picked up off adog, and how could you stop akid
fondling apuppy or akitten?-and he happened to mention that he'd
attended amedical conferencein Tokyo.

So naturaly when the question came up of how to entertain thisMr.
Hideki Katsamurawho wasin the States | etting the franchisesfor the
new water-purifier, they consulted him. Katsamurawas making agrand
tour, starting in Cdifornia-where the franchise was obvioudy going to
Roland Bamberley and thank goodness held confined himself to bidding
for asingle ate because no one el se stood a chance-and continuing
via Texas and the Atlantic seaboard to New Y ork and New England,
and finaly doubling back to Chicago and Denver. Afraid of being
outdone because a big Chicago-based corporation was bidding for
exclusverights covering Sx sates, Alan had ingantly let hisreflexesbe
triggered: the Denver Hilton, arestaurant in Larimer Square, the best
nightclub in town, where can | get agirl because of geishas-?

But Doug said hold it just amoment: not the Hilton but the Brown
Paace, and the old part at that provided they've fixed the earthquake
damage. These Japanese are nuts about other countries traditions. And
don't take him to arestaurant, either; lots of Japanese are envious of
the freedom with which Europeans and Americansinvite guestsinto
their own homes, ingtead of entertaining them in restaurantswhichis
Japanese SOP.



Fainly, though, Alan couldnt invitethe guy for dinner in hissmal
bachelor pad, and &t first it looked as though Philip couldn't either
because Denise went straight into atizzy. Sheld never minded being
hostess to Philip's superiors from Angel City, but a Japanese was a
different matter. She kept talking about not knowing how to make
tempuraor sukiyaki.

"Come off it!" Doug chided her. "If you went to Tokyo would you
want to be greeted with hamburgers and French fries? | admit you
probably would, because even when | was there four years ago they'd
had to give up most of their traditiond disheslike raw fish. | tried some
that was supposed to be okay, and it tasted great, but | went down
with dysentery the next day-did | have cramps! But anyway that's not
the point. Y ou fix stegks, with lots of fried onions, and maybe start with
some New Zealand clam chowder, which is pretty much like the New
England stuff and asight safer, and get lots of salad from Puritan,

"It'sgoing to cost the earth!” Denise worried, making up her
shopping lis.
"It'sonthefirm,” Alan said. "Just get the Stuff!"

So of course because held been such ahelp, they invited Doug, and
his pretty English wife Angela, and inevitably, his mother, aspry,
bright-eyed woman of sixty-five called Millicent by everybody including
her son and daughter-in-law with whom she gppeared to have a
marvelous relationship. And Alan, of course, and the man from
Colorado Chemica who was sponsoring the Prosser Enterprises bid,
Sandy Bollinger with hiswife Mabd, and to make up the even number
because Katsamurawas traveling alone without a secretary Alan's
right-hand woman, Dorothy Black, thirty-five, plain, sngle, but agood
talker with afund of jokes.

All planes of course were dwaysl|ate, but they hadn't expected
Katsamurasto be quite so far behind schedule. When Philip, tired by
an hour'swaiting a the airport, made inquiries, he learned that among
the baggage being loaded at Chicago O'Hare had been a case marked



with askull and crossbones, which naturaly they opened. When it
proved to contain nothing but a printed data sheet repeating Professor
Quarrey'sfindings on high-dtitude exhaust resduesthey concluded it
must be meant to distract attention from something else, maybea
bomb. So they searched everything and everybody and instead of
arriving a 1650 Mr. Katsamuralanded at 1912.

During thewait Alan had said, "By the way, how are you?'
"Doug says another week at most."

"lan't it hell, swesting out thetime? Thisis my longest stretch without
gnce | was Sxteen."

At least it was arelief to be ableto talk casualy about it. With it so
common, it was absurd to pretend it didn't exist.

Theflight number went up on the arrivals board and they headed for
the barrier, looking. Philip was vaguely expecting someone smal and
ydlow with horn-rimmed glasses and a habit of continua stooping,
half-formed bows. But there wasn't anyone like that. Therewas only a
man of about forty, wearing ablack coeat, roughly astall as himsdf,
dightly sallow and with the skin around his eyes drawn tight on the
bone.

"Mr. Katsamura?' Alan said, offering hishand. "Yes, ar!" said Mr.
Katsamura, who had learned a great ded very quickly during hisso far
two and ahaf weeksin the States, chiefly concerning proper socia
conduct and right use of jargon-correction, dang. He shook, smiled,
was introduced to Philip too, and apologized for making them wait yet
one moment longer.

It was face-losing. But utterly unavoidable. Had been so on the
plane. Troublesome and problematic. Moreover, of excessive
long-standing: sincethefirst day of the tour! Medicine bought in Texas
was used up and had not cured the distressing malfunction. It would be
congtructive to investigate a doctor here.

Behind him the door swung to which was marked MEN.



Nervousin agown bought specidly for the occason and a
brand-new wig, Denise served cocktails and appetizers when they
brought him on from the hotel where held dumped his bags-and made
further use of excedllent American gpparatus. Her nervousness faded
within minutes. He talked fredly and fluently with everyone: to Doug
about their respective reactions to the forelgnness of each other's
countries, to Sandy Bollinger about the impact of the European
depresson on internationa finance; to Denise about the aillments of
children because his own were continually suffering minor dlergies,
fevers, amilar disorders. Behind hisback Millicent caught Philip'seye
and ringed her thumb and forefinger: okay! Philip grinned back, thinking
what astroke of luck it had been to meet Doug.

And Katsamurafaded to the bathroom again.

" Something'swrong with that guy,” Alan said inalow tone. "He
went at the airport too, and the hotel.”

"Turismo?" offered AngdlaMcNall

"But he's been in the country over two weeks," Mabel Bollinger
objected. "Evenin Brazil | never had it longer than three or four days."

"Well, we have adoctor right here," Dorothy Black said practicaly.

Doug hit hislip. "I'll seeif | can help,” he said, but sounded
doubtful. "Phil, do you keep any specificsfor diarrhea?
Chlorhydroxyquinoline, say?'

"Well-uh-no. | generdly use khat, and we could hardly offer him
that. | mean it'snot legd. Honey, you got anything for the kids?"

"Not right now," Denise said. "'l used up thelast lot. Meant to get
somemorebut indl thisrush | forgot.”

"Khat, did you say?' Dorothy inquired. "What does that have to do
withit?'

"Entrains congtipation as asde effect,” Doug answered. And
snapped hisfingers. "Side effect! Yes, | think | have something in my
beg"

"If it'snot impolite of me," he murmured aminute later, "you do



know I'm adoctor, don't you?"
Katsamuraflushed sdlow rose.

"Swallow two of these-not with tap-water, | got you some bottled
water from the kitchen. Here, Tomorrow I'll arrange for Phil Mason to
deliver you something better, but thiswill help for afew hours." Sipping
alittle white packet into the other's hand.

Alone again, Katsamurareflected that thiswas most sound, most
sensible, caculated to reduce therisk of later and worse
embarrassments. It was known there were substantia funds behind the
Prosser bid, if not as great asthose at Chicago. Thishad led to
acceptance of the dinner invitation in a private home and other ungtrictly
protocolic gestures.

He decided suddenly: | will recommend the Colorado franchise go
to these people, | should likeit to go to them. Most uncommercid.
Anti-businessike. Not allow persond hiasto interfere with better
judgment. Even so.

How long for the tablets to work? It was to be hoped another two
minutes would not spoil the dinner. Hadtily helifted thetoilet lid again.

THE TRIAL RUNS

Latro, California: "Terrible diarrhea, Doctor, and | fed soweak!" /
"Take these pills and come back in three daysif you're not better."

Parkington, Texas: "Teriblediarhea..." / "Takethesepills..."
Hainesport, Louisiana: "Terrible..." / "Take..."

Baker Bay, Florida...

Washington, DC...

Philadelphia, Pennsylvania...

New York, New York...

Boston, Massachuetts...

Chicago, Illinois: "Doctor, | know it's Sunday, but the kid'sin such a



terrible sate-you've got to hep me!™ / " Give him some junior aspirin
and bring him to my office tomorrow. Goodbye."

EVERYWHERE, USA: asudden upswing in ordersfor very small
coffins, theright size to take ababy dead from acute infantile enteritis.

MAY

GRAB WHILE THE GRABBING'S GOOD

When | came here there was nothing to be seen
But the forest drear and the prairie green.
Coyotes howled in the vale below

With the deer and the bear and the buffalo,

To my whack-fol-the-day, whack-fol-the-do,
Whack-fol-the-day-fol -the-didy-o!

So | took my axe and | cut the trees

And | made me a shack for to lie at ease,
With the walls of log and the roof of sod
And | gave my thanks at night to God,
To my whack...

And | took my gun and my powder-horn

And | killed the varmints that stole my corn.
With meat and bread | had a good life,

So | looked for a woman who would be my wife,
To my whack...

When he was a boy | taught my son
To use the plow and the hoe and the gun.
The fields spread out as the trees came down-



There was room at last for a little town,
To my whack...

There's a church of clapboard with a steeple,
And Sunday morning it's full of people.
There's a bank, a saloon and a general store
And a hundred houses weren't there before,
To my whack...

And now that I'm old and prepared to go
There are cattle instead of the buffalo.
They'll carry my coffin to my grave

Down roads they say they're going to pave,
To my whack...

So I'm happy to know | made my mark

On the land which once was drear and dark,

And I'm happy to know my funeral prayer

Will be heard in the land that was stark and bare,
To my whack...

-"Boelker's Camp Fire Songster,” 1873

BLANKET

"Where arethey?' Gerry Thorne kept muttering dl through Nancy's
funerd in the smal Pennsylvaniatown where she had been born and
her parents till resided. "Where are the mothers? It'safucking
conspiracy!"

Everyone understood he was overwrought; however, thislanguage
did not seem fitting while the subgtitute minister droned through the
sarvice. (Theregular minister had enteritis)) So they pretended not to
hear.



It was not the guests he meant. There were agreat many of those,
some of them important and/or famous. Jacob Bamberley had flown
eadt specidly to attend, with Maud but without the children. (They had
enteritis.) Minor officids from the embassies or UN delegations of
countrieswhich had been helped by Globe Relief werelikewisein the
chapel. Moses Greenbriar had intended to come but he and Elly were
unwell. (Enteritis.) Old friends of the family who were prominent in the
community, such asthe mayor, and the principa of the school Nancy
had attended (free today because it was closed through enteritis), were
aso on hand. But he didn't mean them.

"Chrigt, not even one reporter!” he muttered. "Let donea TV team.
And | kicked ABSin the ass over and over!"

He waswrong. There was one reporter. A girl had been sent by a
locd weekly with acirculation of nearly twenty thousand.

Therewas adightly embarrassing incident just before the cremation,
when alady trying to dip away to thetoiletsfdl in the aide and-well,
they did their collective best to ignore that, too. But eventualy the coffin
was consigned to the flames and they emerged under the yellow-gray
ky.

Gerry had been against cremation at first, because of the smoke.
He'd changed his mind when he saw how she was scarred.

The sun showed as a bright diffuse blur today; the weather had
been exceptiondly fine al week. Casting no shadow, face aswhite as
paper, the muscles of his jaw standing out, Thorne kept on saying,
"Where are the bastards? I'll murder them for thig!"

"Thereisan epidemic, you know," said Mr. Cowper, his
father-in-law, who was very much one to maintain the proprieties and

had been shuddering under his black suit throughout the service. "I'm
toldit'svery bad in New York."

Hiswife, who had aso annoyed him by snuffling at hisside loud
enough to be heard by everyone in the chapd, not from grief but ahead



cold, excused hersdf for amoment. Usual trouble.

"Epidemic, hell!" Thorne snapped. "It's officia pressure! They don't
likethe stink I've been kicking up!”

That was true enough, not just aboast. He had taken a savage
pridein exploiting his status as a senior executive of Globe Relief to
publicize Nancy's death and the cause of it. In consequence resorts al
down the Atlantic coast, and throughout the Caribbean, and asfar into
the ocean as Bermuda, were suffering tens of thousands of canceled
bookings. Officidsingsted that the quantity of Lewisite dumped in
1919 could not possibly affect so vast an area, and it was mere chance
that trawling had brought up two separate batches, and in any case
westhering rendered the stuff harmlessin aday or two. It made no
difference. Thorne had publicized at least one other death from the gas,
previoudy concea ed-he had traced relatives of eight other victims, but
someone was |leaning on them and they wouldn't talk-and that was
good enough for the public, having been lied to once before. Thisyear
we take our vacation somewhere e se. Where isthere where
Americans aren't likely to be stoned by a howling mob? Spain,
Greece? No, got to be out of range of the stench from the Med. Looks
likewe might aswell stay home.

The subtitute minister, Reverend Horace Kirk, cameto join them.
"A very touching ceremony, Reverend,” said Mr. Cowper.

"Thank you."

"I'll suethe bastards, then," Thorne said suddenly. "If that's the way
they want it!"

Mr. Cowper touched hisarm solicitoudy. "Gerry, you're
overwrought. Come homewith usand try to relax.”

"No, I'm going straight to my lawyers. If it takes every cent | have
I'll get back at the mothers who dumped that gas!”

"One understands how affected you've been by thistragedy,” Mr.
Bamberley said, matching Mr. Cowper's soothing tone. "But surely you
mudt redize-"



"Jack!"

To everyone's astonishment, the interruption came from Maud, who
was stuffing into her deeve the handkerchief she had soaked with tears
during the service.

"Gerry'sright!" she exclaimed. "It'sdisgraceful! It'sdisgusting! |
don't care how long ago they say they threw that stuff in the seait
bel ongsto the government, and it's killing people, and the government

isrespongble!”
"Now, Maud dear-"

"Jack, it'sdl right for you! Theworst thing that ever goeswrong for
you iswhen some bug eats your precious what-you-call-um
thingumbobii! You don't spend every hour of every day wondering
which of theboysisgoing to fal sick next! That'sal | ever do, from
oneyear's end to the next-if it isnt fitsit'sfever, if it isn't nauseaiit's
diarrheal How long can we go on likethis? It'slikelivingin hd|!™

She broke off, choked with sobs, and leaned blindly on the minister
for support, which he awkwardly provided, while her husband stared at
her as though he had never seen her before.

Mr. Kirk coughed gently, which wasamigtake. It wasinvariably a
mistake nowadays, apparently, even in asmal town, and Mr. Cowper
had to take over Maud from him. But he recovered without losing his
gplomb, and said, "Wdl, Mr. Thorne, though I'm not fully acquainted
with the details of your sad loss"

"Aren't you?' Thorne brokein. "That'snot my fault! I gotiton TV, |
put it in the papers and magazines™

"As| wasabout to say..." Frigidly; we are il in the presence of a
death and it's not seemly to shout. "I do fed you'd beill-advised to sue
an organ of the government. The chance of securing compensation is
bound to be smdl, and-"

"The hell with compensation!” Thorne blasted. "What | want is
jugtice! Y ou can't tel me that when they dumped that gasthey didn't
know people would want to fish the ocean, bathe init, build houses
fronting on the beach! Y ou can't tell me the bastards didn't know what



they were doing-they just relied on not being around when the trouble
garted! So I'm going to make trouble! Before I'm through I'll have
those stinking generasfishing it up with their bare handd™

He spun on hished and headed at arun toward his car.

After along pause Mr. Kirk said uncertainly, "I think it may rain,
don't you? Perhaps we should make amove."

"Ah-yes," Mr. Cowper agreed. "One wouldn't want to be caught in
ashower, would one?'

THUS FAR: NO FATHER

Later, when they were done, Mr. Bamberley snapped a Maud,
"Well, what would you have me do with the boys-lock 'em up like
Roland does with Hector, so hewouldn't know what dirt lookslike if
he saw it?"

THE ILL WIND

Like most modern high-priced gpartment blocks, the building where
the Masons lived was protected by adiding sted portcullis,
bullet-proof glass, and aman with agun on duty night and day. Doug
McNeil presented hisID to the suspicious black who sat in the
gas-proof booth today. It was a Saturday, which probably accounted
for hisnot having seen this guard before. What with the soaring cost of
living, especialy food, alot of people moonlighted jobs like thisfor
evenings or weekendsonly.

"Y ou making ahouse cdl on a Saturday?' the guard said,
dishdieving.
"Why not?' Doug snapped. "Theresasick kid up there!™

"Well, hdl," the guard said, shaking his heavy head with its fringe of
grizzled beard. He opened the grille. Doug was halfway to the eevators
when the man cdled after him.



"Say, doc!”

He glanced around.

"Doc, do you take-uh-colored patients?'
"Sure, why not?'

"W, doc..." Emerging shyly from hisbooth, as though afraid of
being reprimanded. He was much older than he had |ooked at first
sght, Doug redlized; well preserved, but probably in his upper sixties.
"It'smy wife. Nothing you can like put afinger on, if you seewhét |
mean, but dl the time she getsthese like fits of weakness, soif it dontt
cost too much...?'

Ending on arising, hopeful note.
Doug tried not to sigh. Without seeing the woman he could make
his diagnosis. poor food leading to sub-clinica malnutrition, poor water

leading to recurrent minor bowe upsets, generd debility and therest.
But he said, "Wel, I'm in the phone book. Douglas McNell."

"Thanks, Sr! Thanksamillion!"

Hewas still upset by the encounter when he entered the Masons
gpartment. Denise was S0 eager to greet him, she had al thelocks
open ready, the door on amere security chain, and didn't bar it as she
rushed himinsde.

"Doug, thank God you're here! I've had to change Harold's bed
twicesncel cdled you!"

Resignedly hefollowed her, and it was what he'd expected. Three
minutes, and held written out a prescription the duplicate of-how
many?-maybe ninety in the past week. Washing his hands, he recited
the usud advice concerning diet and not worrying about minor ssomach
cramps.

At which point Philip showed up demanding the verdict.

"Not serious," Doug said, throwing histowe at a hook.

"Not serious! Doug, they've had to close schools dl over the city,



and every kid in thisbuilding seemsto haveit, and most of the adults,
and-"

"And babies sometimes don't recover,” Doug snapped. "1 know!"

He caught himsdlf. "Sorry," he added, passing atired hand over his
gyes. "Thisismy sixth call today for the samething, you know. I'm
worn out.”

"Yes, of course" Philip looked gpologetic. "It'sjust that when it's
your own kids..."

"Y ours aren't babies any more," Doug pointed out. "They should be
finein another few days."

"Yes, but...Oh, I'm being stupid. Say, can you sparethetimefor a
drink? There are some people here you might like to meet.”

"l guess| need it," Doug said wryly, and followed him.

Intheliving-room: aplump, pretty, light-colored girl, perched shyly
on the edge of achair, and next to her aman severa shades darker
who sat with the characterigtic stiffnessthat Doug ingtantly assigned to a
back-brace. Hisface was vaguely familiar, and the moment Philip made
the introductions he remembered where held seenit.

"Mr. Goddard! Very glad to meet you, very glad indeed!" Andto
Denise as she handed him hisregular vodkarickey, "Oh, thanks."

"Areyour children okay, Mrs. Mason?' the girl asked.
"Doug saysthey will bein afew days."

"What isit, thisthisepidemic?’ Peteinquired. "1 had atouch of it
mysdlf last week. Which made for-uh-problems." A sdf-conscious grin.
"l don't get around too fast right now, you see.”

Doug smiled, but it was forced. Dropping into an armchair, he said,
"Oh...Badcdly it'san abnorma drain of E. coli. A bug thet ordinarily
livesin the bowd quite happily. But the Srains vary from place to
place, and some get dtered by exposure to antibiotics and so forth, and
that'swhy you get diarrhea. It'sthe sameredlly as turismo, or asthey
cdl itin England 'Ddhi belly.' Y ou aways adjust to the new drain,



though. Sooner or later."

"But don't babies...?" That was Jeannie, hesitant. "Wdll, yes, they
arevulnerable. They get dehydrated, you see, and of coursetheir food
squirts through the system so fast they-well, you get the picture.”

Pete nodded. "But why isthere so much of it right now?It'sdl over
the country, according to the newsthismorning.”

"Somebody told me it was being spread ddliberately,” Jeannie
ventured.

"Oh, redly!" Doug snorted and sipped hisdrink. ™Y ou don't haveto
invent enemy agentsto explain it, for heaven's sake! I'm no public
hedlth expert, but | imagineit'sasmplevicious circle process. You
know we're at the limit of our water resources, don't you?"

"No need to tdl me," Denise sighed. "We have adon't-drink notice
inforceright now. Matter of fact, | suspect that's why the kids caught
thisbug. They're so proud of being ableto go to the sink and help
themselvesto aglass of water...Sorry, go on."

"Well, figureit yoursdlf. With eight or ten million people-"

"Eight or ten million?" Philip burst out.

"So they say, and we can't have hit the peak yet. Well, obvioudy,
with that many people flushing the pan ten, fifteen, twenty timesaday,

were using far more water than usua, and at least hdf thiscountry is
supplied with water that's already been used.”

He spread his hands. " So there you are. Viciouscircle. It'll probably
drag ondl summer.”

"Christ dmighty,” Philip said.

"What are you worrying about?' Doug said sourly. "Y ou and Alan
got your water-purifier franchise, didn't you?'

Philip scowled. "That'sasick jokeif ever | heard one. Still, | guess
you'e right-look on the bright side. And it's nice to be one of the few
who have abright sdeto look on...By the way, Petel”

"YS?'



"Didn't Alan say he was going to recommend you to Doug?'
"You'reafriend of Alan'stoo?' Doug put in.
"Sure." Pete nodded. "Going to work for him."

"Oh, he'sbeen just great!" Jeannie exclamed. "Found usan
gpartment, and everything. That's why we came to Denver today, to
look it over, and it'sfine."

"Not like having ahouse," Pete said. "But." He contrived asketch
for ashrug despite his back-brace.

Jeannie frowned a him. After amoment she added, "One thing |
didn't ask, though. Mrs. Mason-"

"Denise, please!™
"Uhm-sure, Denise. Do you have much trouble with rats?!

"No, why?'
"They're bad right now in Towerhill. | been bitten mysdlf. And the
other day..." Her voicetrailed away.

"What?' Philip prompted.
"They killed ababy," Pete grunted. "Just chewed it to death.”

Therewas a pause. At length Doug drained his glass and rose.
"Well, | don't know of any plague of ratsin Denver," hesaid. "Buit |
guess you may have alittle trouble with fleas and lice. Around haf the
houses | go to on my rounds have them now. Res stant, of course.”

"Even to the-uh-strong ones?" Philip said, usng the common
euphemiam for "banned.”

"Oh, especidly those," Doug said, smiling without humor. "These
arethe survivors. They've taken the worst we could offer and come
back jeering. The only thing they care about now isadirect hit witha
brick, and I'm not too sure about that...Well, thanks for the drink. I'd
better be on my way."

Hewas amused to notice, as hetook hisleave, that dl of them were
trying not to scratch themselves.



But he didn't find it so funny when a psychosomatic itch overtook
him too in the eevator going down.

SIDE EFFECTS

...officially attributed to the debilitating effects of enteritis
among troops newly arrived from this country. This marks the
greatest single territorial gain for the Tupamaros since the
uprising began. No comment on the battle was available from the
president this morning owing to hisindisposition. The epidemic
continues to gather momentum in all states except Alaska and
Hawaii, and many major corporations are working with a skeleton
staff. Public services have been heavily hit, especially garbagemen
and sewage workers. Bus and subway schedules in New fork have
been cut back, on certain routes to as few as one per hour, while
the chief of police in New Orleans has forecast an unprecedented
crime-wave owing to the sickness of more than half his men.
Trainite demonstrations this morning...

OVERCAST

"These potatoes ook aslimp as| fed," said Peg, attempting ajoke
as she set down the bucket of compost she'd brought to hoe in among
the sickly plants. It was her first day back at work after her recent bout
of enteritis, and she was gill weak and atrifle lightheaded, but she
couldn't stand any more Sitting around.

"Yes, | guesswhat they mainly need issome sun,” Zenasad
absently. Ralling up her deaves, shefrowned at the high faint gray
cloud that masked the entire sky.

Peg heard the words and experienced a sudden moment of
enlightenment: asort of rapid astral projection. She seemed, for aflash,
to belooking down at hersdf, not only seeing herself in space but in
timeaso.



It was over, and she was Saring at the by now familiar mountains
that surrounded the wat, and the curiousirregular roofs of the buildings
which themselves were like mountains, dome next to pyramid next to
cube. One of the community's architects had studied in England under
Albam.

"Peg, honey, you dl right?" Zenademanded.
"Oh, sure," Peginssted. She had swayed alittle without redlizing.
"Well, don't you overdo it, hear? Take as much rest as you need.”

"Yes, of course" Peg muttered, and picked up her hoe and began
to do as she'd been shown: make alittle pit next to each of the sickly
plants, scoop in an ounce of compost, cover it over. Later they'd water
thefertilizer in.

Before she had finished thefirst hole, however, she heard asharp
exclamation from Zenaand glanced around to discover-with atremor
of nausearthat she was holding up something thin and wriggly. "Hey,
look at thid" she cried.

Peg complied, reluctantly, and after amoment could think of nothing
better to say than, "It'san odd color for aworm. Aren't they usualy
pink?' Thisthing wasalivid color, somewhat bluish, asthough it were
engorged with venous blood.

"Yes" Zenamuttered. "1 wonder if it's been affected by some sort
of poison, same as the potatoes, or if..." One-handed, she used her
hoe to expose the roots of the nearest plant.

"Well, there's our answer,” she said grimly. The tubers, which by
now should have been afair size, were only aninch or two in diameter
and riddled with holes. And each hole was surrounded by a patch of
blackish rot.

"If that'swhat's ruining thiswholefield..." Zenaturned dowly,
surveying the acreage they'd put down to potatoeslast fal. "We been
taking it for granted it was-well, something in therain, or the ground. It
usudly is”

Yes Itusudlyis.



And then, garing at the wriggling thing, Peg was struck by ahorrible
suspicion.

"Zenal That-Oh, no. They were adifferent color.” "What?'

"That galon of worms Felice brought. | thought for amoment..."

Peg shook her head. "But we looked at them in the store, and they
werepink."

"And they came from Plant Fertility,” Zenasaid. "Weve had their
insects before. Got our beesfrom them, in fact.” There were adozen
hives around thewat. "So...Well, we sure as hell don't have enough
garlicjuiceto trest an areathissize. So | guessal wecandoiscal the
State Agriculture Board and find out if there's something we can plant
between the rows to attract the little buggers. Come on, let's go back
ingde. No futurein this"

"Zenal" Peg said abruptly.
IIYS?I

" think I'm going to move on.” How to explain that fit of ingght a
moment ago? She'd viewed hersdlf asit werein the role of a passenger
on the stream of time. Sheld been content for weeksto let the wat
insulate her, because life here was so undemanding and harmonious.
Meanwhile, though, Out There, bad things were happening. Like the
bad thing which had drawn her here. Like death and destruction. Like
poison in the rain which killed your crops.

"l was expecting that,” Zenasaid. "It isn't your land of life, isit? You
need competition, and we don't haveit here.”

"No, not exactly.” Peg hunted for the right words, leaning on her
hoe. "More-more making a mark. More wanting to do one thingto

change the course of theworld, instead of preparing to survive while
the world doesitsworgt.”

"That was why you became areporter, | guess.”

"l guess s0." Peg pulled aface. She was more relaxed here, more
ableto reved her fedingsin her expression or with her body. The wat
made its own herb wines, to traditiona European recipes, and sold



them not only to summer tourists but by mail, and the other night there
had been a party to try out an especially successful brew. Sheld danced
for hours and felt great-just before she went down with enteritis. And
no man had plagued her to get in the sack with him, except that poor
disorganized boy Hugh whom you couldn't really count asaman yet,
and perhaps because of that she'd recently found herself wondering
whether she might not try it again and enjoy it thistime. On thefew
previous occasions she'd been aslocked up as abank vault

That was the point at which young Rick turned up, and they showed
him the wriggling insect and he took authoritetive charge of it, promising
to compareit with dl the pictures of pests he could find in thelibrary.
Onimpulse, she added, "Rick, I'm thinking of moving on."

"Go back to work on apaper?’ he asked absently, examining the
insect with concentration.

"l don't know. Maybe."

"Ah-hah. Come back and see us often, won't you?' Hefolded a
handkerchief carefully around the creature and made off. A moment
before going out of Sght, he called back, "And seeif you can find out
how my dad was poisoned, please!”

It was like being doused inice water. She stood frozen for long
seconds before shewas able to say, "I didn't tell him Decimuswas
poisoned, Zenal™

"Of course not"

Though..." She had to swalow. "Though I'm certain be must have

"I think s, t00," Zenasad. "But wedl are

That sngpped together in Peg's mind with lack of sunlight and rain
that didn't nourish plants but killed them, and dll of asudden shelet fdl
her hoe and was crying with her facein her pams. Part of her was
gtanding back in amazement and thinking: Peg Mankiewicz crying? It
can't betruel



But it was a catharsis and a cleansing.

"l cant gand it!" she said after awhile, feding Zenasarm
comforting around her shoulders. She blinked her tears away and
looked at the dying potatoes. stock selected on the assumption that
every plant would be doused with artificid fertilizers, systemic
insecticides, plagtic leaf-spraysto minimize water |oss, and the hell with
how they tasted so long asthey looked good and weighed heavy. Cast
back on the resources of nature, they wilted because the resources had
been stolen.

"What kind of future do we have, Zena? A few thousand of usliving
underground in air-conditioned caves, fed from hydroponics plantslike
Bamberley's? While the rest of our descendants grub around on the
poisoned surface, their kids sickly and crippled, worse off than
Bushmen after centuries of proud civilization?'

She fet Zenawince. The younger of her adopted daughters suffered
from dlergies, and haf the time went around wheezing and choking and
gesoing.

"Weve got to make them listen!" Peg declared. "Isn't that the
message of dl Austin'sbooks? Y ou can't blame the people who can't
hear the warnings; you have to blame the ones who can, and who
ignore them. | have onetalent, and that's for stringing words together.
Austin's vanished, Decimusis dead, but someone's got to go on
shouting!"

On the point of striding away, she checked. "Give the kids my
love," she said. And added, to her own surprise, in ahusky whisper,
"And remember | love you too, won't you?"

FROM THE BOWELS OF THE EARTH
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THE DOG DAYS

Chridt! Fied

Austin Train stopped dead in histracks, listening to the buzz of
wings around the hegped-up garbage. There hadn't been aclearance
herein five weeks. The epidemic meant the remova gangswere
working at under haf strength, and there had been an order from high
up that the prosperous areas should get the benefit before the poor
ones.

"Héll, they chuck their trash straight out the window anyway,"
someone had said.

And it looked asthough held been right. Every canin sght dong the
narrow aley, which angled back between two buildingsfour and five
stories high, was overflowing, and huge sodden cartons bulged and
leaked beside them and on top of that messwas yet one more layer
which certainly must have been tossed from windows. The ot stank.

But therewereflies. Incredible. Last summer down in LA he hadn't
seen oneg, that he could remember.

His back ached and hisfeet were sore and that condition on his
scap had killed off most of hishair and the whole of his head itched
abominably, but al of a sudden he was cheerful, and hewaswhigtling
when he forced the nose of histrolley under thefirst of the cansto be
whedled to the truck waiting on the main street.

"Hey! Hey, miger!"

A cry from overhead. A smdl swarthy boy peering from awindow
on thethird floor, most likely a Chicano kid. He waved.



"Wait aminute! Please don't go 'way!"
The kid vanished. Now what was dl that about? He shrugged and

went on trying to load up the can. It wastricky with so much loose
muck in the way. In the end he had to use his boots to expose its base.

A door to the alley swung open and here wasthekid, in atorn shirt
and faded jeans, agrimy bandage wrapped around hisright arm. His
eyeswere swollen as though from long weeping.

"Migter, would you take away my dog, please? He-he died.”
Oh.

Austin sighed and brushed his hands on the side of his pants. "He
upstairs? Too heavy to carry down with your bad arm?"

"No, he'sright around the corner in the aley. Not alowed to keep
him in the apartment,” the boy said, and snuffled alittle. "I wanted to
take him and-well, bury him properly. But mom said not.”

"Your mom'squiteright,” Austin gpproved. Right herein the
dense-packed city center you didn't bury carcasses, though the odd
dog or cat rotting in the ground wouldn't be haf the hedlth hazard of
thisuncleared garbage. "Okay, let's see him."

Hefollowed the kid around the angle of the dley, and therewasa
kind of kennel nailed together out of scrap wood and plastic. The dog's
muzzle protruded over thelip of the entrance. Austin hunkered down to
look at the body, and whistled.

"Say! He was a handsome beast, wasn't he?!

Thekid sighed. "Yeah. | cdled him Rey. Mom said that was 'king'
in Spanish. He was half German shepherd and half chow...Only he got
inthisfight, see? And where he was bitten it went al kind of rotten.” He
pointed.

Austin saw, on the sde of the dog's neck, an infected wound. Must
have hurt like hell.

"Wedid everything we could for him. Didn't help. It hurt so much
he even bit me." Waving the bandaged arm. "L ast night he was howling
and howling, you could hear him even with the windows shut. Sointhe



end Mom had to take deeping pills, and said to give him one as well.
Wish | hadn't! But the neighbors were kindaangry for thenoise..." An
empty shrug.

Austin nodded, estimating the weight of the beast. Not under
seventy pounds, maybe eighty. A load. How could afamily this poor
feed that big an extramouth? Well, better drag him out. He reached for
purchase, and his hand brushed something dangling from the underside
of the kenndl's roof. What the-?

Oh no!

He unhooked the thing from itsnail and drew it out. A fly-killing
strip. Spanish brand name. No country of origin, of course.

"Where did you get this?' he demanded.

"Mom bought abox. Flies got so bad when the garbagemen
stopped coming. And they were crawling all over Rey's sores, so | put
that up.”

"Y our mom got more of thesein the gpartment?’

"Why, sure. In the kitchen, the bedroom, al over. They work fine"

"Y ou go straight up and tell her she must take them down. They're
dangerous.”

"Well..." Biting hislip. "Wéll, okay, I'll tdl her you said s0. When
shewakesup."
"What?'

"Sheain't up yet. Heard her snoring when | got up. And she hates
for meto disturb her."

Austin clenched hisfigts, "What kind of deeping pills does she
take-barbiturates, aren't they?"

" don't know!" There was fear and astonishment in the boy's eyes.
"Jud pills, | guessl™

Stupid to have asked. He knew already that they had to be. "Here,
take me up to your apartment, quickl”

"Smith!" A roar from the gang-boss, storming up the dley, "What



the hell are you playing a&? Hey, where do you think you're going?'

Austin waved the fly-gtrip under his nose. "There's awoman sick
upstairs! Taken barbituratesin aroom with the windows shut and one
of these hanging up! Know what they put in these stinking things?
Dichlorvod It'sacholinesterase antagonist! Mix that with barbiturates
a,Ki_ll

"What's dl this crazy doubletak about?" the gang-boss snapped.
"It's about what killed that dog! Come on, hurry!"

They saved her life. But of course reporters wanted to talk to this
unexpectedly well-informed garbage-man, so he had to move on again
before they got the chance.

A PLAN TO MAP THE PLANET

Asyet they had undertaken only makeshift repairs to the facade of
the Bamberley Trust building. The broken windows had been covered,
of course-you couldn't let street air leak in-but the store at ground level
had been boarded up. Shortage of labor, Tom Grey deduced.

"Lookslikeit'sbeen hit by an earthquake!" said his cabdriver
chearfully.

"Wdll, not redly,” Grey contradicted. "An earthquake produces a
highly characterigtic type of damage, readily distinguishable from the
effect of abomb." But he was extremely late for his gppointment with
Moses Greenbriar, so hewas disinclined to pursue the point.

Besides, out here on the Street it was most depressing. Garbage
was piled high by the curb and againgt the walls of the buildings.
Moreover, the air was unbelievably cdlammy, from air-conditioning
systems no doubt-and people at bus-stops were coughing and wiping
their streaming eyes because of the fumes. On the way from the airport
he'd seen afight break out a one stop, between two men in working
overals who-astonishingly-were belaboring each other with umbrellas.

His cabdriver had volunteered the informeation that this bus-route



had been particularly hard hit by the enteritis outbreak, and those
people might have been waiting in the open for more than an hour,
which was bad for the temper. He'd asked about the umbrellas, and the
man had chuckled.

"Ah, that'sNew York rain!" he said with asort of perverse pride.
"Got one mysdlf, wouldn't be without it!" He pointed at the shelf under
the dash. ™Y ou know, I'm going to quit thisjob next month. Sick of
them Trainites! Saw the skull and crossbonesthey painted on this cab?'
Grey had not; doubtlessit was on the other side from the one where
he'd entered. "Had enough, me. Gon' put my savingsinto a
dry-cleaning business. Coining it in that line. Five minutesintherain,
umbrellaor no umbrela, and if you don't go to the cleanersright away
you need anew suit."

Many streetlights had broken down and not yet been repaired.
Nationa Guardsmen, masked and helmeted but armed only with
pistals, were controlling traffic. It had been in the news: the mayor had
reserved al policemen who were wdll enough for duty to cope with
essentia jobslike night crime patrols.

There had been huge State Hedlth Authority posters at the airport,
warning dl out-of-town arrivas to purchase arecognized brand of
prophylactic ssomach tablets, and under no circumstancesto drink
unpurified water.

"I never had so many drunksto take homein my life," the cabdriver
had said. "Likethey took thiswarning not to risk the water as ordersto
fill up on hard liquor.”

"l don't drink," Tom Grey had said.

He was alittle nervous, because he set so much store by his
world-smulation program now. Since the financia setbacks suffered by
Angd City, first with the Towerhill avalanche, and now because of the
enteritis epidemic-they had had enormous success in persuading their
youngest clientsto take out life insurance policies on their babies at
birth, and over ten thousand had so far generated claims-they'd been
compelled to find every possible means of improving the Stuation, even



down to renting their computers a cut price to evening and weekend
users. Grey therefore needed an dternative sponsor.

Having reviewed every mgjor corporation, he'd decided that
Bamberley Trust met al hisrequirements. It had plenty of capitd; it had
Spare computer capacity, snceit was primarily an investment firm and
used computers solely for market andysis, and it was desperately in
need of something to boost its public image. The UN inquiry into the
Noshri disaster had not been able to prove how the dangerous drug
wasintroduced into Nutripon, and the lack of afirm exoneration had
alowed suspicion to continue.

Hed forwarded afully detailed prospectus of his project, with
appendices describing sample gpplications of the completed program.
Obvioudy he had madeit persuasive, for they had now invited himto
New Y ork to discuss the document.

And, within five minutes of entering Greenbriar's office, he knew-to
employ ametaphor that was especidly apt on Bamberley territory-hed
gruck oil first time.

Of course, with New Y ork in this mess you'd expect peopleto
gppreciate the potential advantages.

BURNING YOUR BRIDGES BEFORE YOU
COME TO THEM

Chairman: My apologiesfor the repeated postponements of this
meeting, ladies and gentlemen, but-ah-as you know it's been dueto
the fact that fate wasn't obliging enough to make our various
indispositions coincide. For the record, I'm Edward Penwarren, and
I'm the President's specid representative in this metter. | believeyou
al know Mr. Bamberley, but | guess| should draw attention to the
presence of Captain Advowson-sorry, Major Advowson, specia
delegate from the UN observation team that went to Noshri.
Congratulations on your promotion, by theway, mgor; | believeit's
recent. Y es, senator?



Sen. Howell (Rep., Cal.): | want to go on record as objecting very
strongly to the presence of thisforeigner. I've repeatedly stressed
both in public and private thet thisisapurely internd affair and the
UN has no business meddling-

Advowson: Senator, | have been trying to get the hdll out of your
country for the past month. It inks, and | mean that literdly. I've
never been so sick in my life. I've never had so many sore throats or
so much diarrhea. And I've never before been blown up in abomb

outrage.
Chairman: Gentlemen, if you please-

Howell: Isn't that proof enough that everything this man says and does
isprgudiced?

Advowson: Prejudice be damned. Based on the experiences of my
first and | devoutly hope only vist to-

Chairman: Order! Mgor, may | remind you that you are here by
invitation? And asfor you, senator, | must stress that the president
persondly approved the composition of this committee as best
suited to the requirements of the situation. Thank you. Now the
proximate reason for this meeting is areport which has not yet been
publicly announced, but which I'm afraid will dmost certainly be
ddivered to UN deegates within the next few days, because a copy
of it isunaccounted for. | won't go into the background; the matter
issub judice. But what it is, thisreport, it'saconfidentia US
Medica Corpsreport on the condition of certain of the survivors
from the-uh-the village of San Pablo. I'm sorry, mgjor; did you say
something?

Advowson: Only "ah-hah!"

Howell: If that's your idea of a constructive contribution to these
proceedings-

Advowson: It'sjust that I've been hearing rumors about-

Chairman: Order! Order! Thank you. Yes, as| was saying, this

report. It-ah-it tends to the conclusion that the survivors from San
Pablo do display many of the same symptoms as were reported



from Noshri. Now | must stress something at once. It's been along
time since Dr. Duvd in Paris analyzed the Nutripon from Noghri. It
isour firm belief that what has happened isthis. The Tupas have
had asmilar substance prepared, to give identicd effects, and have
deliberately administered it to hapless civiliansto discredit the US
intervention in Honduras. What was that, mgjor?

Advowson: Never mind. Go on.

Chairman: Supporting this assumption I'd adduce the following point.
If-1 say if-Nutripon were again at the root of the trouble, the
symptoms would have been noticed long ago, back in January
maybe at the time when the search was going on for Dr. Williams
and Leonard Ross. Y et the first mention of recognizable mental
disturbance, according to the Medica Corpsinvestigation, was not
until March, and was so-uh-so unremarkable in the circumstances,
what with the necessity of interrogating suspected Tupas and so
forth, that...Wdll, the point isthat avery smdl proportion of the
persons detained for interrogation showed any mental abnormadlity,
and it was not until the beginning of April that any symptomswere
recognized which were sufficiently seriousto lead to close
psychiatric examination and eventud-uh-serum analyssand so
forth. I'm not an expert on this, I'm afraid, just quoting the report.
Yes, Mr. Bamberley?

Bamberley: San Pablo wasthefirst place we were asked to send
Nutripon to, | think. Globe Relief asked us before Christmas and
we got some off, thanks to my workers putting in alot of overtime.
| never heard that Globe's people out there noticed anything in the
way of bad effects.

Chairman: Well, I'm afraid it wouldn't follow. Their local agent was
Mr. Ross, wasn't it? And he died. Y es, mgor?

Advowson: Could | ask Mr. Bamberley how many people the contract
wasfor? | mean, how many people was he supposed to feed for

how long?
Bamberley: | believe | havethose data. .. Y es, here. A hundred adults
and eighty children, initidly for two daysin order to get somekind



of relief out on the ground straight away.

Advowson: Wdll, even at a couple of pounds apiece that doesn't
sound like much!

Bamberley: We were closng down for the holiday, remember. It was
what we had |eft from the previous contract, you see-jug, like you
say, acouple of hundred pounds or so for the worgt-hit village. And
we sent much grester quantities directly after New Year's, tonsand
tons of it, and there was no complaint about thet |ot!

Advowson: If | might ask you something, Mr. Chairman? How many
survivors have displayed this menta derangement?

Chairman: Only about adozen or fifteen including children.

Advowson: |Isthat because only adozen or fifteen of thevillagersare
being held for Tupamaro sympathies, or isit because dl the rest
have been killed?

Howell: Tupasympathies! Hell, every damn thing he says comesright
out of their own lying propagandal Mr. Chairman, | demand his
remova from the committee!

Chairman: Senator, kindly do not presumeto give me orders! |
welcome that question, dthough | don't approve the way it was
phrased, because that's exactly the sort of question we're going to
have to answer in the UN. Mgor, I'm afraid the report doesn't
specify, but thank you for drawing my attention to the point and I'll
try and find out. Now Mr. Bamberley knowsthe point I'm going to
rasenext, | believe.

Bamberley: Yes. We seem to have no dternative. We have agreat
ded of Nutripon still in store, which was prepared before the new
filtration sysem wasingtaled at our plant. It's been suggested that
we should have it destroyed with maximum publicity, haveits
destruction testified to by an unimpeachable witness-the Mgor
here, if heswilling, and ascientist of internationa reputation aswell,
Lucas Quarrey for example-

Howell: That anti-American bastard! Y ou must be crazy!



Chairman: Senator, you missthe point. The new ingtdlation at the
factory must be approved by someone whom no one can
conceivably call a-alackey of theimperiaists or whatever the
phraseis. Professor Quarrey isnot noted for his reluctance to
gpesk hismind, asyou correctly observe. Hisopinion will carry that
much more weight abroad. Now, if | may continue-

Howell: | haven't finished. Jack, that stockpile must be worth money.
How much?

Bamberley: About half amillion dollars. And modificationsto the plant
have cost as much again.

Chairman: Naturdly therewill be compensation.

Howell: Whose pocket isit going to come out of ? The taxpayer's, as
usud?

Chairman: Senator, we shdl haveto think of it asthe premium on an
insurance policy. Don't you redlize what a desperate Stuation this
country isin right now? Weve got to get that plant back in
operation, and wipe out the prejudice against Nutripon, before the
fal, because were dmogt certainly going to have to digtribute the
stuff here a home. Over the past few weeks thirty-five million
people have been sick for aweek or longer. Factories, farms, al
kinds of public services have been shut down or cut back. And
according to HEW we're going into asecond cycle of the epidemic
because we've run out of water, we're having to re-releaseit before
it's been completely sterilized. All the don't-drink warningsin the
world won't stop people here and there from catching the bug a
second time. And you know what it did in Honduras, don't you?

Advowson: Probably not. | doubt that he reads Uruguayan press
releases, and you've kept the matter under wraps.

Chairman: Shut up, mgor. Sorry. In asense you're right, much asit
gals meto admit it. Publicity wouldn't have been very good for
morae, would it?

Howell: What the hell are you talking about?
Advowson: The Tenth Counter-Insurgency Corps, | imagine.



Chairman: Damnit, yes of course. Senator, they didn't just fight a
rearguard action and withdraw owing to their debilitated condition,
which was the story we released to the media. There's been nothing
likeit sncethe First World War. They ran awvay. They were sick.
They had fever over ahundred degrees and most of them were
delirious. | guessthat's an excuse. But it meant that the entire
equipment of the Corps was captured intact by the Tupas. Asa
result Tegucigapais having to be supplied by air, and we may have
to pull the government out any day now. And of course practicaly
every big-city ghetto isdive with pro-Tupablack militants, and you
can imagine what will happen if we can't clear the name of Nutripon
before we haveto sart issuing it asrelief alotments. Not content
with poisoning innocent Honduran peasants and African blacks,
we're sarting genocide operations against black Americanstoo!
That'll bethe line, and we've got to prevent it at al codts.

THE UNDERGROUND MOVEMENT

Lem Walbridge had built up his holdings from the five hundred
acres hisfather had left, until now he had over three thousand, al under
vegetables: potatoes, beans, salads, beets, plus some corn and
sunflowers-for oil-and afew gourmet delicacieslike zucchini and
scorzonera. The man from the State Board of Agriculture knew him
well.

"Never seen anything likeit!" Lem said for the tenth time, jumping
down from hisjeep at the edge of afield of sickly-looking beets. He
pulled one up at random and displayed it, dive with horrible writhing
worms. "Haveyou?'

The other nodded. "Y eah. Few days ago. Right the other side of
thosehills"

"But what the hell are these things? Chrig, if thisgoeson I'll be
ruined! I'm only going to get haf my usud crop to market asit is, and
unless| stop these stinking buggers...!" He hurled the rotten beet away
with asnort of fury.



"Buy any earthwormsthisyear?'
Lem blinked. "Wdll, sure! Y ou haveto. Like for soil conditioning.”
"Put any down around here?"

"I guess maybe sixty, seventy quarts, same asusud. But | got a
license, they were dl gpproved.”

"Y ou get 'em from Plant Fertility in San Clemente?”

"Surel Alwaysdo! They've been in the businesslonger'n anyone
else. Best quality. And bees, too."

"Yeah, | wasafraid of that. Their stuff goesal over the country,
doesn't it? Clear to New England!”

"What in hell doesthat haveto do with it?*

"It's beginning to look asthough it has everything to do with it."

BY THE DEAD SEA

The wind was bad today.

Hugh'sfiltermask was used up, al clogged, and he didn't have the
seventy-five centsfor another from aroadside dispenser, and anyway
the quality of those thingswas lousy, didn't even last the hour claimed
for them.

Lousy...

Absently he scratched his crotch. He'd more or less got used to lice
by now, of course; there just didn't seem to be any way of avoiding
them. For every evil under the sun thereisaremedy or therésnone. If
thereisonetry and find it, if thereisn't never mind it.

Theremust beahell of alot of evilsin the world nowadays that
there weren't any remedies for. Anyway: what sun? He hadn't seen the
sun in fucking weeks.

It was hot, though. Leaning on the wall overlooking the Pecific, he
wondered what this beach had been like when hewas akid. Scattered
with pretty girls, maybe. Strong young men showing off their musclesto



impress. Now...

The water looked more like ail. It was dark gray and barely moved
to the breeze. Along the edge of the sand was arough demarcation line
composed of garbage, mainly plastic. Big sgnsread: THIS BEACH
UNSAFE FOR SWIMMING.

Must have been posted last year. Thisyear you wouldn't have
needed to put up signs. One whiff of the stench, and yecch.

Still, it was great to be out and about again. It had been bad since
he hit Cdifornia. The runs. Everybody had them, but everybody. Back
in Berkeley, along Teegraph, hedd seen them lying and whimpering, the
seats of their jeans stained brown, no oneto turn to for help. There had
been afreeclinic, but it treated VD aswell, and the governor had said
it encouraged promiscuity and had it closed.

Wall, a least you didn't die of the runs, not over about Six months
of age. Carl had found a part-time job for acouple of weeks after their
arriva, nailing together chesgp coffinsfor babies; the cash had been
useful.

Though sometimes the runs made you fed youd like to die.

Wherein hell was Carl, anyway? The air was hot and harsh, so hed
goneto asoft-drink stand for some Cokes. Taking histime. Bastard.
Probably picked someone up.

They were shacking with agirl named Kitty, who'd spread half a
dozen mattresses on her floor and didn't really mind who shared them,
how many or what sex. She and Carl had been lucky and escaped the
runs, and what they brought in, by working, panhandling and hustling,
kept the others fed. When Hugh got over the aftereffects, he promised
himself, he was going to get a decent job. Garbage clearance, maybe.
Beach cleaning. Something congtructive, anyhow.

Still no sign of Carl returning. But, drifting toward him, a
wind-blown newspaper, aimost intact and too heavy for the breezeto
move it more than afew inches a each gust. Hetrod onit and picked it
up. Ah, grest! A copy of Tupamaro USA!

Leaning back against the wall, he shook it around to the front page



and at once aname leapt out at him: Bamberley. Not Jacob, Roland.
Something about Japanese water-purifiers. Hugh glanced over his
shoulder at the befouled ocean and laughed.

But other things of more interest. Trainitesin Washington rigged a
catapult, Roman-style, bombarded the White House with paper sacks
of fleas-hey, crazy, wish I'd been in on that. And a piece about Puritan,
saying their food isn't redlly any better, costs more because of al their
advertisng...

"Hugh!”

Helooked up and here came Carl, and Carl wasn't alone. For an
ingant he was trangfixed by jealousy. Hed never imagined he might
drift into thiskind of scene. But it had happened, and Carl was agood
cat, and...Wdll, at least Kitty being around allowed him to keep
his-uh-hand in.

"Hey, you should meet thisguy!" Carl said, beaming as he handed
over the straw-stuck Coke bottle he'd brought. "Hugh Pettingill, Austin
Tran!"

Austin Train?

Hugh was so shaken he dropped the paper and nearly let go of the
Coke aswdll, but recovered and took the hand proffered by the
thick-set stranger in shabby red shirt and faded blue pants, who grinned
and exposed arow of teeth browned by khat.

"Carl saysyou met at the Denver wat."
"Ah...Yeah, wedid."

"What do you think of them up there?'

"Full of gas," Carl chimed in. "Right, Hugh baby?'

It didn't seem right to put down abunch of Trainitesto Train
himself, but after amoment Hugh nodded. It wastrue, and what was
the good of pretending it wasn't?

"Damned right,” Train said. "All gab and contemplation. No action.
Now down herein Cal the sceneisn't the same. Y ou're shacking in
Berkdey, right? So you seen Telegraph.”



Hugh nodded again. From end to end, and down most of the cross
dreets, it was marked with the reics of Trainite demongtrations. Skulls
and crossbones stared from every vacant wall.

Like the one on this guy's chest. Not atattoo but adecal, exposed
when he reached up to scratch among the coarse hair insde his shirt.

"Now Carl saysyou quit the wat because you wanted action,” Train
pursued, moving to perch on the seawall at Hugh's side. Overhead
there was aloud droning noise, and they al glanced up, but the plane
waan't visible through the haze.

"Well, something's got to be done," Hugh muttered. "And
demondtrations aren't enough. They haven't stopped the world getting
deeper in shit every day.”

"Too damned true," the heavy-set man nodded. For the first time
Hugh noticed that there was a bulge-not muscle-under the deeve of his
shirt, and without thinking he touched it. The man withdrew with a
grimace.

"Easy there! 1t'sill tender.”

"What happened?' He had recognized the softness: an absorbent
cotton pad and a bandage.

"Got burned." With ashrug. "Making up some napam out of
Vasdine and stuff. Thought we'd take aleaf out of the Tupas book.

Y ou heard they caught that Mexican who staged the raids on San
Diego, by theway?"

Hugh felt adtir of excitement. Thiswasthe kind of talk held been
yearning for: practica talk, with adefiniteend in view. He said, "Y eah.
Some stinking fishery patrol, wasn't it?"

"Right. Clamed hewasfishinginillegd waters. Found these
baloonsdl laid out on the foredeck, ready to go.”

"But like | wasjust saying to Audtin,” Carl cut in, "wereright herein
the same country with the mothers. We don't have to strike at random
from adistance. We can pick out and identify guilty individuds, right?'

"Only we don't,” Train sngpped. "I mean, likethis cat Bamberley."



"Shit, he's got as much trouble as he deserves," Hugh said with a
shrug. "They closed his hydroponics factory, and-"

"Not Jacob! Roland!" Train pointed with histoe at the paper Hugh
had dropped. " Going to make afucking fortune out of these Mitsuyama
filters, isn't he? When back before he and his breed got to work on the
world, when you felt thirsty you helped yoursdlf at the nearest creek!”

"Right," Hugh agreed. "Now they've used the creeks for sewers,
and what happens? Millions of peoplelie around groaning with the
runs”

"That'sit,” Train gpproved. "We got to stop them. Hell, d'y u hear
this one? Some pest got at the crops in Idaho-worm of some kind-so
they're demanding to be dlowed to turn loose dl the old poisons, like
DDT!"

"Shit, nol" Hugh said, and felt his cheeks pae. "It'safact. Aren't
there better ways of handling the problem? Surethereare. Likein
Chinathey don't have trouble with flies. Y ou see afly, you swat it, and
pretty soon-no moreflies.”

" likethetrick they usein Cuba," Carl said. "To keep pests off the
sugar cane. Plant something between the rows that the bugs make for
firg, cut it down and turn it into compost.”

"Right! Right! 'Stead of which, over here, they shit in the water until
it'sdangerousto drink, then make afucking fortune out of selling us
gadgetsto purify it again. Why can't they be made to strain out their
own shit?'

"Know what I'd liketo do?' Carl exclamed. "Like to soak those
mothersright in their own shit until they turn brown!

"Weredl in thistogether now,” Train said somberly. "Black, white,
red, yellow, we al been screwed up until we got to stick together or go
under.”

"Sure, but you know these bastards! Darker you are, more they
screw you! Like the atom-bomb. Did they drop it on the Germans?
Shit, no-Germans are white same as them. So they dropped it on the
little yellow man. And then when they found there were black menwho



were standing up on their hind legs and talking back, they joined forces
with the yellow ones because they were kind of pale and pretty
damned near as good at messing up the environment. Truth or lies?'

"Trying to make me ashamed of being white, baby?* Hugh snapped.

"Shit, of coursenot." Carl put hisarm around Hugh'swaist. "But did
they send that poisoned food to awhite country, baby? Hell, no-they
sent it to Africa, and when they found it worked they gaveit to the
Indiansin Honduras, got the excuse they were after to march in with
their guns and bombs and ngpam and dl that shit.”

Therewas along pause full of confirmatory nods.

At length Train dtirred, fedling in his pocket for apen. "Well, right
now | got to split-this chical'm shacked with promised to fix amea
tonight. | get theimpression wetalk the same language, though, and I'm
working on akind of plan you might like. Let meleave you anumber
whereyou can reach me."

Hugh dived for the abandoned newspaper and tore astrip off its
margin for Train to write on.

JUNE

A VIEW STILL EXTREMELY WIDELY ADHERED
TO
There's an 'eathen bint out in Maacca

With an 'orrible 'eathenish name.

Asfor black, they don't come any blacker-
But she answered to "JlI" just the same!

Wdl, aman 'oo's abroad can get lonely,
Missn' friendsan' relations an' such.
Shewasn't "me sweet one-an-only"'-
But there's others as done just as much!



I'm not blushin' or makin' excuses,
An' | don't think shed want that, because

When she stopped blubbin' over 'er bruises
Thelong an' the short of it was

That I'd bust up 'er 'orribleidol
An' I'd taught ‘er respect for agun-
Yus, | broke'er to saddle an' bridle
An'| |eft 'er an Englishman's son!

-"Laysof the Long Haul," 1905

STEAM ENGINE TIME

Although the sun showed only as a bright patch on paegray, it was
asunny day inthelife of Philip Mason. Againg al the odds everything
wasturning out okay. Tak about blessingsin disguise!

They had their franchise. They had the first consgnment of a
thousand units. Their first spot commercid ontheloca TV
stations-featuring Pete Goddard, who'd done an excellent job
congdering he had no training as an actor-had brought six hundred
inquiries by Monday morning'smail.

Pausing in the task of sorting theinquiriesinto seriousand
frivolous-most of the latter abusive, of course, from anonymous
Trainites-he glanced at the clothing store catty-corner from Prosser
Enterprises. A man in overalswas scrubbing off adogan which had
been painted on its main window over the weekend; it now read
ROTTING ISNATU. The accompanying skull and crossbones had

gone.

They were having aman-made fiber week. Trainites objected to
orlon, nylon, dacron, anything that didn't come from aplant or an
animd.

Hah! They don't mind if asheep catches cold, he thought cynically,



s0 long asthey don't-and speaking of colds...He dabbed his watering
eyeswith atissue and soaked it with athorough blast from his nose.

The door of his office opened. It was Alan.

"Hey!" Philip exclamed. "I thought you had to stay home today.
Dorothy said you-"

Alan grimaced. "Y eah, | havethe runs again okay. But | heard the
good news and decided | couldn't missout.” He stared at the heap of
correspondence on Philip's desk.

"Chrig, thereredly are Sx hundred!”
"Andfive" Philip said with asmirk.

"I'd never have believed it." Shaking hishead, Alan droppedinto a
chair. "Wdll, | guess Doug wasright, hm?"

" About the enteritis being on our sde? | thought that wasin kind of
bad taste.”

"Dont let that stop you getting the point,” Alan said. "Know whét |
like about my job, Phil? They tak al the time about the businessman,
the entrepreneur, being an 'enemy of mankind' and dl that shit, and it is
shit! | mean, if anyone has areason to hate society and want to screw it
up, it ought to be me, right?* He held up his bullet-scarred hand. "But |
don't. I got my chanceto grow fat-least, it looks like that's what's
happening-and do | have to be ashamed of how | doit? 1 do not. Here
| am offering a product people redly want, really need, and into the
bargain creating jobs for people who'd otherwise be on relief. True or
fds=?'

"Well, sure,”" Philip said, blinking. Especidly the point about new
jobs. Unemployment throughout the nation was at an dl-time high this
summer, and on this side of Denver it was particularly bad and would
remain so until they finished the modifications to the hydroponics plant
and hired back their former six hundred workers.

That too was naturally rebounding to the benefit of Prosser
Enterprises. Anyone with an ounce of wit could be taught to fit these



purifiersin an hour.

"Well, then!" Alan said gruffly, and swiveled hischair to facethe
window overlooking the sireet. " Say, there's another bunch of kids.
City'sdivewith them today. Wherethey dl coming from?"

Acrossthe street agroup of about eight or ten youngsters-more
boys than girls-had paused to jeer a the man washing the dogan off the
clothing store.

"Yes, | saw awholelot of them getting off abusat the Traillways
termind," Philip agreed. "Must have been-oh-nearly thirty. They asked
me the way to the Towerhill road.”

"Lookslikethislot is heading the sameway," Alan muttered.
"Wonder whet the big attractionis."

"Y ou could run over and ask them."

"Thanks, | don't care that much. Say, by the way: how come you're
sorting these letters yourself? What became of that girl we hired for
you?"

Philip sighed. "Called in to gpologize. Sore throat. She could barely
talk on the phone.”

"Ah, hel. Remind me, will you? Top priority onfiltersfor the homes
of our staff. Seeif we can cut the sicknessrate abit, hm? Charity
beginsat home and dl that shit." Heleafed curioudy through afew of
the letters. "How many of these are genuine orders and how many are
junk?'

"| guesswe're running ten to onein favor of genuine ones."
"That'sgreat. That'sterrific!”

The door opened again and Dorothy entered, a sheaf of pages from
amemo pad in one hand, ahandkerchief in the other with which she
waswiping her nose. "Moreinquiriesdl thetime," shesaid. "Another

thirty thismorning aready.”
"Thisisfantagtic!" Alan said, taking the papersfrom her. From
outsde there came arumble of heavy traffic, and Dorothy exclamed.



"What in theworld are those things?"

They glanced up. Pausing at the comer before making aleft toward
Towerhill, astring of big olive-drab Army trucks, esch trailing
something on fat deep-cleated tires from which protruded asnub and
deadly-looking muzzle. But not guns.

"Hell, | saw thoseon TV!" Alan said. They'rethe new thingsthey're
trying out in Honduras-they're battle-laserd!™

"Chrigt, | guessthey must be!" Philip jumped up and went to the
window for acloser look. "But why are they bringing them up here?
Maneuvers or something?’

"l didn't hear they were planning any,” Alan said. "But of course
nowadays you don't. Say! Do you think al these kids coming into town
might have got wind of maneuvers and decided to screw them up?”’

"W, it'sthekind of damn-fool thing they might do,” Philip agreed.

"Right. In which case they deserve what's coming to them."”
Absently Alan rubbed the back of his scarred hand. ""Wicked-looking,
aren't they? Wouldn't care to bein the way when they let loose. And
gpesking of letting loose-excuse me!”

He rushed from the room.

IF IT MOVES, SHOOT IT

...that the Army is using defoliants in Honduras to create
free-fire zones. This charge has been strongly denied by the
Pentagon. Asked to comment just prior to leaving for Hawaii,
where he will convalesce for the next two or three weeks, Prexy
said, quote, Well, if you can't see them you can't shoot them. End
guote. Support has been growing for a bill which Senator Richard
Howell will introduce at the earliest opportunity, forbidding the
issue of a passport to any male between sixteen and sixty not in
possession of a valid discharge certificate or medical exemption.
Welcoming the proposal, a Pentagon spokesman today admitted
that of the last class called for the draft more than onein three



failed to report. Your steaks are going to cost you more. This
warning was today issued by the Department of Agriculture. The
price of animal fodder has quote taken off like a rocket unquote,
following the mysterious...

A PLACE TO STAND

"A lady and a gentleman to see you, Miss Mankiewicz," said the
hotel reception-clerk. He was Puerto Rican and adhered to the
old-fashioned formalities. "1 don't know if you're expecting them?

"Who arethey?' Peg said. She sounded nervous, knew ft, and
wasn't surprised. During the previous few weeks she had initiated a
very tricky venture, and she was sure that for the past ten days at least
someone had been following her. It wasn't beyond the bounds of
possibility that she had broken one of the increasingly complex
didoydty laws. The Stuation was beginning to resemblethat in Britain
during the eighteenth century: any new law involving aharsher
punishment for avaguer crime was certain of passage through
Congress and ingtant presidentia approval.

Granted, Canada wasn't yet a proscribed country. But at thisrate it
wouldn't belong...

"A Mr. Lopez," the clerk said. "And aMiss Ramage.
Uh-Ramaige?'

Peg's heart seemed to stop in mid-beat. When she recovered she
sad, "Tel them I'll beright down.”

"They say they'd prefer to come up.”

"Whatever they want."

When she put down the phone her hand was trembling. Shed
pulled al kinds of strings recently, but she hadn't expected one of them
to draw Lucy Ramageto her. Incredible!

Hastily she gathered up some soiled clothing scattered on her bed



and thrust it out of sSght. The ashtrays needed emptying, and...Wdll, it
was aropy hotel anyhow. But she couldn't afford a better one. Thirty
bucks aday was her limit.

Sheld cometo New Y ork because she had a project on her mind.
Asshéd told Zena, she had only one talent, and right now the logica
useto put it to seemed to be muckraking. So she'd asked hersdlf akey
question: what was the most important muck? (Actudly she had
phrased it, subconscioudy, in terms of what Decimus had hated most.
But it cameto thesameintheend.)

It dmost answered itsdlf: "Do unto others..."

Very well, the starting point would be that claim of Professor
Quarrey's, which had been in the news a the beginning of the yesar, that
the country's greatest export was noxious gas. And who would like to
gtir up the fuss again? Obvioudy, the Canadians, cramped into a
narrow band to the north of their more powerful neighbors, growing
daily angrier about the dirt that drifted to them on the wind, spoiling
crops, causing chest diseases and soiling laundry hung out to dry. So
sheld called the magazine Hemisphere in Toronto, and the editor had
immediately offered ten thousand dollars for three articles.

Very consciousthat al calls out of the country were apt to be
monitored, sheld put the proposition to himin highly genera terms: the
risk of the Baltic going the same way as the Mediterranean, the danger
of further dust-bowlslike the Mekong Desert, the effects of bringing
about climatic change. That was back in the news-the Russians had
revived their plan to reverse the Y enisal and Ob. Moreover, there was
the Danube problem, worse than the Rhine had ever been, and Welsh
nationalists were sabotaging pipelines meant to carry "their” water into
England, and the border war in West Pakistan had been dragging on so
long most people seemed to have forgotten that it concerned ariver.

And soon.

Almost as soon as she started digging, though, she thought she
might never be able to stop. It was out of the question to cover the
entire planet. Her pledged total of twelve thousand words would be
exhausted by North American materid aone.



Among her mogt useful contacts was Felice, nee Jones. Having
gpent more than two months after her return from the wat in hunting for
anew job, she had finally resigned herself to being unemployable and
married some guy sheld known for years. He had an unexciting but safe
job and she was now &ble to devote much of her timeto acting as
Peg's unpaid West Coast correspondent. Despite her former dismissal
of her brother'sidedls, she was obvioudy very worried now. What
seemed to have revised her opinions was the fact that her new husband
was going to ingst on children.

Among the questions she had drawn Peg's atention to...

Why had there been asharp fdl in the vaue of sharesin Plant
Fertility? In the spring there had been such ademand for their beesand
earthworms, they'd been booming; they'd even initiated a market
survey to determineif they should add ants and ladybugs. (Felice said
there was a Texas firm which had cornered the market in ichneumon
wasps, but Peg hadn't got around to finding what they were wanted
for.) There had been no official comment about the company's decline,
but undoubtedly someone on the inside was sdlling his stock in huge
quantities

Was there a connection between Plant Fertility's problems and the
fact that potatoes were up adime apound over spring prices and still
risng?

And could animal feed redly have been so severely affected asto
account for the rise of meat prices from exorbitant to prohibitive? (It
had been years since cattle could be grazed on open land anywherein
the country.) Or was there-as rumor claimed-awave of contagious
abortion decimating the herds, which no antibiotic would touch?

Peg thought: likely both.

Another question. Wasit truethat Angel City had decided to give
up lifeinsurance and redize the vaue of their out-of-state property
because the decline in life expectancy was so sharp it threatened to cut
through the profit line?

Similarly: Stephenson Electric Trangport wasthe only car maker in



the States whose product met with complete approva from the
Trainites. They had been due for acolossa takeover bid from Ford.
The negotiations were hanging fire; wasthat redly dueto athreat from
Chryder that they'd have them hit with an injunction under the
Environment Actsfor generating excessve ozone? (Which would leave
the pure-exhaust field wide open for foreign companies. Haliley,
Peugeot who had just unwrapped their first steamer, and the Japanese
Freon-vapor cars.)

Wasit true that the Trainites had turned sour on Puritan and dug up
some land of dirt about their operations?

Shedidn't know. And she was becoming daily more frightened at
her inability to find out.

Of course, there were good reasons why companiesin trouble with
the Trainites should fight tooth and nail to keep their dirty secretsfrom
the public. The government couldn't go on forever bailing out
mismanaged giant corporations, even though it wastheir own
supporters, people who ranted against "UN meddling” and "creeping
socidism,” who yeled the loudest for Federal aid when they got into a
mess. With an eyeto her next series of articles, shed compiled aligt of
companies which were state-owned in al but name and would go
broke overnight if the government ever cadled initsloans. Sofar it
included achemica company caught by the ban on "strong"
insecticides; an oil company ruined by public revulson against
defoliants; a pharmaceutica company that had nearly become a
subsdiary of Maya Pura, the enormoudy successful Mexican
producers of herba remedies and cosmetics (to be bought out by
Dagoes! Oh, the shame!); six mgor computer manufacturers who had
glutted the market for their costly products, and, inevitably, severd
arlines

And every day senators and Congressmen who in public were
inclined to turn purple at the mere mention of state control whedled and
dedled behind the scenesto secure for their home states the fattest
government-financed contracts they could nab, or pleaded thet if
such-and-such afirm which had been run into the ground by its



incompetent directors wasn't helped, the unemployment index would
rise another point.

It was as though the entire country had been turned into a
pork-barrel, with two hundred million people squabbling over the
contents. Talk about taking in each other's laundry-this was more like
termites, each eating its predecessor's excrement!

On top of which, in some sense at leadt, the most crucid point of al
was not what had happened but what people were afraid might
happen. Consder the calamitous drop in air passengers, down 60 per
cent in ten years. Consider that one man, Gerry Thorne of Globe
Relief, had ruined the summer tourist trade from Maineto Trinidad, just
by securing publicity for the deeth of hiswife.

One man with abomb could break an airline. One man with a cause
could break ten thousand hotel proprietors. One man with enough
leverage...

Or onewoman. Peg was &fter leverage of her own. That was why
shewanted to talk to Lucy Ramage.

At which point there came aknock at her door. She checked the
spyhole before opening; it was afavorite mugger'strick in New Y ork
hotel s to hang around the desk until someone was invited up to aroom,
then club the vigitor in the devator and come calling in his place.

But she recognized Lucy Ramagefrom seeingheron TV.

She admitted her and her companion, a swarthy man with recently
hedled cuts on hisface, lacking teeth from both top and bottom jaws.
Shetook their filtermasks, asked if they'd like adrink-both refused-and
got down to businessright away, sensing they were impatient.

"I'm glad | finally managed to reach you," shesaid. "It'sbeena
hasde. Like plodding through aswamp.”

"It must have seemed harder thaniit really was" the man said with a
faint smile. "1 gpologize. The delay was on our side. We work

under-ah-difficulties here, and we wanted to investigate your
credentials before reacting.”



A blinding light broke on Peg. "Y our nameisn't Lopez! It's" She
snapped her fingersin frustration. ™Y ou're the Uruguayan who got
besten up and claimed it was by off-duty policemen!”

"Fernando Arriegas," the man said, nodding.

"Areyou-are you recovered?' Peg fet hersdf flushing, asthough
from shame for her country.

"l waslucky." Arriegas curled hislip. "They destroyed only one of
my teticles. | antold | may sill hopeto be afather-if it isever safe
againto bring achild into thissick world. However, let us not talk
about me. Y ou have been trying to contact Lucy. Trying very hard."

Peg nodded.

"Why?" Lucy said, leaning forward. She was wearing aplastic coat
despite the warmth of the weather, and her handswerein its deep
pockets out of sght. But there was nothing particularly surprisngin
that; plastic was the best armor against New Y ork rain. Rubber just
rotted.

"1-well." Peg cleared her throat; she was dreadfully catarrhd at the
moment "I'm working on aseries of articlesfor Hemisphere, in
Toronto. The generd themeiswhat the rich countries are doing to the
poor ones even without intending to harm them, and of coursethe
tragedy at Noshri..." She spread her hands.

"Not to mention the tragedy in Honduras," Arriegas murmured. He
glanced at Lucy, and from the big pockets of her coat she handed him
atransparent bag full of objects like soft macaroni.

"Y ou recognize?' he asked, showing it to Peg.
"Isthat Nutripon?'

"Yes, of course. What ismore, it is Nutripon from San Pablo, a
sample of the suppliesthat drove its people mad and caused them to
kill an Englishman and an American, believing them to be devils. For
which involuntary crime someten or twelve thousand Hondurans have
now been killed." His voice was asflat asamachines. "We
recaptured-that isto say, the Honduran Tupas did, but their causeis



our cause-recaptured San Pablo and went over it with afine-toothed
comb. Part of the origind delivery of thisfood wasfound in the ruins of
the church, where apparently the people took it in the hope of
exorcisng the evil from it. They must have been dreadfully hungry. We
have sent some for andlysisin Havana, but the rest we have reserved
for other important applications, such asinsuring that any American
who writes about the tragedy"'-he leaned on the word with heavy
irony-"should know what he or sheistaking about.”

Peg felt her jaw drop. Sheforced out, "Y ou mean you want me to
egt some?’

"Exactly. Most of your brainwashed reporters have repeated the lie
that our accusations are untrue. We wish at least oneto be able to say
the contrary.”

Hetore astrip of cdlulose tape from the bag with atiny crying
noise. "Herel It says on the carton it can be eaten raw-and you need
not worry about it being stale. The carton we took thisfrom was
completely intact when wefound it."

"Hurry up!" snapped Lucy. Peg glanced at her, and suddenly
realized that those big pockets were big enough to concedl agun. They
had concealed one. It wasin Lucy's hand now, and the muzzle seemed
aswide asasubway tunnd.

It was slenced.

"You'reinsane!" Peg whispered. "They must know you're
here-they'll catch you in minutesif you use that thing!™

"But we shan't haveto," Arriegas said with athin sneer. "You are
not so stupid asto resst. We have studied this poison very carefully.
We know that this much”-hefting the bag-"produces the effect of alittle
trip on acid, no more. Or perhaps | should better say STP, because I'm
afraid the trip has not been known to be agood one. Maybe you'll be
the lucky firg, if your conscienceisclear.”

"And youd rather live until tomorrow than die now," Lucy said.
"Besides, you wont die. I've eaten more than that. Much more.”

"Wh-when?' Peg sammered, unableto tear her fascinated gaze



from the bag.

"l found somein aruined house," Lucy said. "Next to the body of a
child. I don't know if it was aboy or agirl, it was o crushed. And |
suddenly redized | had to sharethisthing. It waslikeavison. Like
licking the sores of aleper. | thought 1'd stopped believing in God.
Maybe | have. Maybe did it because now | only believein Satan.”

Sheleaned forward with sudden fearful earnestness.

"L ook, take some and edt it-please! Because you've got to! Well
makeyou edt it if we mugt, but it would be so much better if you
redlized what you have to understand! Y ou've got to see, fed, grasp
what was done to those poor hel pless people-coming to my table
where | was doling out the relief supplies, thinking they were being
given wholesome nourishment after so long without any food but afew
poisoned leaves and roots. Y ou can't write about it, you can't even talk
about it, unless you know what ahorrible loathsome disgusting trick
was played on them!"

Almost as though they were acting of their own accord, Peg's
fingerstook hold of apiece of thefood. A sense of doom engulfed her.
She looked beseechingly at Arriegas, but could read no mercy in his
stone-chill eyes.

"Lucy isright," hesad. "Think to yoursdf: | am soweek from
hunger | can barely stand. Think: they have sent help for me, tonight for
thefirg timein months | will degp soundly with my bely full, and
tomorrow there will be moreto egt, and the day after. Thisliving hell
has cometo an end at last. Think about that while you est. Then later
perhaps you will comprehend the magnitude of this cruelty.”

But why me? It's not my fault! I'm on their side!

And redlized in the same ingtant as the thought was formul ated that
it was wrong. It had been shaped, over and over, more times than
could conceivably be counted, by millions of others before her...and
what impact had it had on the world? Had she not spent these past
weeksin continua horror a the migudgment, the incompetence, the
outright lunacy of mankind?



These two must be crazy. No doubt about it. But it was even
crazier to think that theworld asit stood could be called "sane.”

Perhapsif she ate just one or two bits, enough to satisfy
them...Convulsively Peg thrust the piece she held between her lipsand
started to chew. But her mouth was so dry, her teeth merely baled it
into alump she couldn't svalow.

"Try harder,” Arriegassaid clinicaly. "'l assure you not to worry.
Hereisonly two ounces, what | mysdf have eaten. Those who went
mad at Noshri ate more than haf akilo."

"Give her water," Lucy said. Cautioudy, so as not to block her aim,
Arriegas reached for apitcher and glass that stood on the bedside
table. Peg obediently gulped a mouthful, and the food went down.

IIMa.e.II
Shetook more.
IIMorell

Shetook more. Wasit illusion, or was something happening to her
aready? Shefdt giddy, cardess of the consequences of what shewas
doing. Thefood tasted pretty good, savory on the tongue, and her
salivawas back so she could get it down very fast. Shetook haf a
dozen bitsand thrust them dl in together.

And the room seemed to rock from side to side, in rhythm with the
chomping of her jaw.

"|-" shesaid in surprise, and they looked at her with eyeslike
laser-beams.

"] think I'm going to faint," she said after a pause. She reached for
the table to set down the water-glass, and missed. It dropped on the
carpet and didn't break, but lashed out a crystalline tongue, the last of
its contents. She made to stand up.

"Stay whereyou arel” Lucy ordered, jerking the gun. "Fernando,
grab hold of her. Well haveto force the rest down her throat.”

Peg tried to say that wouldn't be any use, but the world tilted and
she did to meet the ground. With adistant corner of her mind she



assured hersdlf that thiswasn't dueto adrug in the food. This semmed
from pureterror.

Therewasavast rushing noisein her ears.

But her eyeswere open, and she could see everything with a
weirdly distorted perspective, asthough she were awide-angle lens
with very sharp curvature at the sdes. What she saw was the door
damming open and someone man-griding in. Hewas horribly out of
proportion, hislegs asthin as matches, historso grotesquely bulging
toward ahead the size of a pumpkin. She didn't want to look a anyone
s0 ugly. She shut her eyes. In the same instant there were two plopping
noises and a heavy weight dumped across her legs. Infuriated, she
thrust at it with her hands, trying to push it away.

wet?

She forced her eyes open again and saw thistime through a
swimming blur like awind-blown vell. Bright red surrounded by pae
gold. Yes, of course. The back of ahead. Lucy Ramage's head. With a
hole clear through. A shot perfectly targeted. She had dropped
Sideways across Peg's thighs. Also there was Arriegas, doubled up and
spewing pink froth and red trickles. It was on her now, on her clothes.
Lessgold, morered. All thetime morered. It flooded out to the limits
of her dready hazy vison. Therewas darkness.

THE GO SIGNAL

"Wdl, honey, how doesit grab you?' Jeannie said proudly as she
helped Pete into the living-room. He wouldn't be ableto drive himself
for along time, of course, so she had to take him to and from work.
But hewas getting very clever with his crutches, and this apartment was
on the entrance floor, so there weren't too many steps, which he did
find hard.

It had been filthy, because it had stood vacant for months-few
people wanted ground-floor apartments, they being the easiest for
burglars-and as they'd been warned it had been full of fleas. But the



exterminator said they werein the best families nowadays, heh-heht!,
and they were dedlt with, and there was new paint everywhere and
today Jeannie must have worked like fury because she had new
curtains up and new dipcoverson the old furniture,

"Looks great, baby. Just great." And blew her akiss.
"Like abeer?'
"l could useone."

"Sitdown, I'll bringit." And off to the kitchen. It was still equipped
with their old stuff from Towerhill, except they'd had to get anew
icebox; the old one had died and the only firm in Denver till making
repairs had atwo-month waiting list. Through the door she caled,
"How wasyour first day a work?'

"Pretty good. Matter of fact | don't hardly fed tired."
"What does a stock supervisor do?"

"Kind of like adigpatcher, | guess. Make sure we record everything
we send out for ingtdlation, keep a check on what's used and what
comes back. Easy bread.”

Coming back, she found he wasn't in his chair but heading for the
other door.

"Whereyou going?'

"Bathroom. Back inaminute.”

And, returning, took the beer. In aglass, yet. Moving up the scale!

"I got newsfor you," Jeannie said. "Did you hear they're going to
open up the plant again? All the modifications are done, and as soon as
they-"

"Baby, you're not going back to the plant.”

"Widl, not straight away, honey, of course not. I mean until you can

drive again, and like that. But herein Denver it's..." A vague gesture.
"Paying so much rent, and dl.”

"No," Pete said again, and fished with two fingersin the breast
pocket of hisshirt. Thelittle plastic dispenser of contraceptive pills.



New, untouched. The monthly cycle began today.

"And you can forget about these, too," he said.

n %e n

"Cooal it, baby. Y ou know what they're going to pay me."

She gave ahesitant nod.

"Add onwhat | get for these TV commercids, then."

Another nod.

"Well, isn't that enough to raise akid on?’

She didn't say anything.

"Ah, hdll, baby, come on!" he exclaimed. "Now while we got the
chance, now'sthe time! Shit, you know how they're going to lay out the
next commercid | make? In the middle like Santa Claus surrounded by
kids, teling the mothers dl over the state that this here big hero who
saved those kids lives wants them to buy water-filters and save their

lads from bellyache!" Histone was abruptly bitter, and just as abruptly
reverted to normdl.

"Well, it'sagood thing to be sdling if you haveto sdl something for
aliving. | talked to Doc McNeil and he said so. Said it could have
helped alot of babiesthat died of that enteritis."

"Yes, honey," Jeannie said. "But suppose-ours..."

"Baby, | said | talked to Doc McNeil. That's one of the things|
talked about. And he says shoot. He says..."

"What?' Sheleaned forward on her chair.

"Hesaysif | likefdl down gtairs, or do something €lse bad to
myself, there may not-uh-be another chance.”

Therewasalong cold sllence. At length Jeannie set her glassaside.

"l get you, honey," she whispered. "Sorry, | never thought of that.
What about right now?"

"Y eah, and right here. Doc saysit's better if | lieon my back ona
hard floor."



RIGHT ABOUT NOW

A DC-10 coming into land at Tegucigal pa was hit by
Tupamaro tracer and crashed on the control tower, which
confirmed the decision to pull out. The previous record for the
duration of a don't-drink notice was broken in New Orleans (that's
alongriver and a lot of people use it). The Bamberleys family
doctor called to treat the latest of Cornelius's fits-which was going
to earn him a good ol d-fashioned beating when he recovered,
because he knew he was forbidden to eat candy. The enteritis
epidemic was declared officially over for the fourth time. And they
completed the autopsy on Dr. Sanway, conducted at his own
morgue: verdict, the extremely common one of degenerative
nephritis.

He was, admittedly, only thirty-one. But he had after all spent
hiswhole life in Los Angeles and Orange County.

Not surprising.

COMPANIONS IN ADVERSITY

"Delighted to meet you, Mr. Thorne," Professor Quarrey said. His
clothes hung loose on him, asthough he had lost ten poundsiin the past
few weeks. "Do st down. Would you like some sherry?

An agptly academic drink. Thorne smiled and took the nearest chair
asthe professor's wife-looking even more exhausted than her husband,
with large dark rings under her eyesilled glasses and offered a dish of
nuts. She had a plaster on her nape; the shape of the lump undernegth
suggested abail.

"Heresto afelow-sufferer,” Quarrey said. Thornegavea
humorlesslaugh and drank.

"Congratulations on your acquittal, by theway," he said. "'l confess|
was expecting you to be pilloried.”



"There was some-ah-horse-trading behind the scenes," Quarrey
sad. "You're aware that they plan to resume production at Bamberley
Hydroponics?'

"Yes, | saw Moses Greenbriar recently and hetold me.”

"Well, they want someone who can't be accused of being a
government yes-man to gpprove their new filtration system. Asyou
know, that'smy field, and | was approached, very discreetly, and
asked whether 1'd cooperate in exchange for adismissal of that
ridiculous charge." A sigh. "It may not have been very courageous of
me, but | said yes."

"But they haven't sopped persecuting ud" hiswifechimed in,
joining her husband on the shabby davenport facing Thorne. "'I'm sure
our telephoneis being tapped.”

"And they definitely open my mail,” Quarrey grunted.

"Which I wouldn't mind if they had the courtesy to screen out the
abusive letters... Y ou get any of those? | imagine you do."

Thorne nodded.

"Theresour prize exhibit,” Quarrey said, pointing to thewall behind
hisguest. "I had it framed to remind me just how important it isto keep
trying."

Thorne twisted around. In asmart new frame, a sheet torn from a
cheap yellow memo block. He read the semi-literate capitals that
amogt coveredit: "TO MISTER COMMIE ASSLICKING
QUAREY YOU SAY ONE MORE WORD AGANST AMRICA
WELL HANG YOU BY YOUR PRICK ON A FAGPOLE GET
OUT ORWELL BURN DOWN YOUR HOME AND YOUR
NIGGERFUCKING WIFE TOO OUHT TOHAVE A GUN
STUFF UPHER CUNT NOW YOU NOW WHAT LOYAL
AMRICANS THINK OF TRATORS."

"Thefagpoleisan origind touch,” Quarrey said with atired smile,
and spped hissherry.



Therewas along silence. Thorne wanted it to end, but he couldn't
think of the best words. He had been growing daily more ashamed
since Nancy died-ashamed of not having understood before, in the guts
whereit counts, what suffering redly meant. It was atough job
managing the vast sumsthat the guilty conscience of the Western world
sphoned into Globe Relief, and no one denied that, including him; he
was dealing with sums that exceeded the turnover of dl but the largest
European and American corporations. That aone, though, wasn't
judtification for theincome held been drawing, evenif it did average out
to less than half a cent per person helped. So he'd taken refuge behind
the additional defense that he had awife to provide for and might well
one day adopt akid. (By atwenty-two-to-one chance he and Nancy
had both been carrying the recessive genefor cystic fibrosis, and a
child of their own would be mentaly retarded.)

Without Nancy, it was as though cataracts had been taken from his
eyes. It had become suddenly clear: there are madmen in charge, and
they must be stopped!

He had read feverishly, beginning with Audtin Train'sfamous
source-books that had taken one, two, even three years apiece to
compile, soberly documenting the course of organochloridesin the
biosphere, factory-smoke on the wind, pinning down some-not al,
because often the information was denied to the public-of the places
where dangerous substances had been dumped. Among the first things
he'd come across was a description of the gas-disposal programin
1919. And on top of that radioactive waste, nerve gas, fluorine
compounds, cyanide solutions...

It was as though you tore up the floorboards of an apartment you'd
just bought and found a corpse grinning at you.

But even more educational were the things he couldn't find out. In
the New Y ork Public Library Train'sworks were on open
shelves-there would have beenriotsif they hadn't been-but of the total
of 1130 other books cited in the various bibliographies, 167 were
withdrawn or restricted.

Hed asked why, and the answers came back pat-"Oh, there was a



libel case over that. Something about General Motors, | believe."
And-"WEell, someone defaced our only copy, it says here, and it was
out of print by then, I'm afraid.”

One book in particular he remembered, atext on accidents with
nuclear wegpons, which was duly brought to him by asmiling librarian.
But when he opened the front cover he found a hole had been carefully
cut from first pageto lag.

"Do you know what's become of Austin Train?' Mrs. Quarrey said
suddenly.

Thorne blinked. "As amatter of fact that was one of the questions |
cameto ask your husband. | understand the Trainites contacted you
some while ago and asked for help in anationwide survey they're doing
on Puritan products-is that true?"

Quarrey nodded.

"And I've been hunting high and low in the hope of locating Train,
but so far al my leads have taken meto one of these-these
Doppelgangers of his" Thorne hesitated. Do you think he's dead?”

"One does keep hearing rumors,”" Quarrey sighed. "He never had
any direct connection with the Trainites, of course, but the latest story
I've heard did come from a Trainite, for what that's worth. Claimed that
he was burned to degth in that dum gpartment in San Diego.”

"I've heard that too," Thorne agreed. "But | think its another of
these mistaken identity cases. Incidentaly, do you know where that
crazy fisherman got hisnggdm?”

"I don't think s0."

"It was part of aconsignment we supplied to the Mexicansto burn
off marijuanafidds"

"Well, that's the chickens coming home to roost with a vengeance,”
Quarrey said with asour chuckle. "Why have you been hunting so hard
for Train, by the way? More sherry?'

"Pleasg, it'svery good...Wel, | guess because he seemsto be



about the only person who might lead us out of thismess. | mean o
many people respect him and at least give lip-service to hisprinciples.
Do you agree?

"Inaway," the professor said thoughtfully. "We need something to
break us out of this-thisisolationism weve drifted into. | don't mean
that in the andard sense; | mean moreisolaionismin time, asit were.
We're divorced from redity, in the same way as the Romans went on
thinking of themselves asinvulnerable and unchalengeable long after it
ceased to betrue. The most awful warnings are staring usin the
face-the stagnant Mediterranean above dl, dead like the Great
Lakes-yet were o proud of being the richest, the most powerful, the
whatever, that we won't face facts. We won't admit that we're short of
water, we're short of timber, we're short of-"

"Food," Thorne said pogtively. "Or we shdl be next winter. That's
why they're S0 eager to resume production of Nutripon. | met avery
interesting guy the other day, used to work for Angdl City, an actuary
called Tom Grey. He's based in New Y ork now, and | met him through
Moses Greenbriar, a the Bamberley Trust. He's been compiling
masses of socid datafor years, for some obsessive project of hisown,
and M oses asked him to extrapol ate the question of thisyear's crop
failures. Y ou know crops are bad everywhere.”

"Bad? Disastrous!" Quarrey snorted. "Idaho, the Dakotas,
Colorado, Wiscongn... Y es, you mentioned this survey the Trainites
asked meto coordinate; frankly, I'm of two minds about going through
withit."

"Not surprising!" hiswife said with asperity. "He'shad hislife
threatened, Mr. Thorne-no, dear, | will not keep quiet about that! It's
disgraceful! Weve had at least hdf a dozen anonymous phone calls
threatening to kill Lucasif he carrieson, and snce as| said I'm surethe
police are tapping the phone they must know we're telling the truth, but
they won't do anything about it."

"But that's serioud " Thorne exclaimed. "They must
know-everybody knows-Puritan isa Syndicate operation, and if you're
trying to drive their prices down-"



"It'snot quitelikethat,” Quarrey cut in.

Thorne stared a him for amoment. Then heleaned back in his
chair."I'm sorry. | seem to have been jumping to conclusions. |
assumed that you were looking for food being sold by Puritan which
doesn't match their clams, so asto-uh-pressurize them into cutting their
extravagant profit margins.”

"There's no question of having to look for food which isn't up to
their advertised standards,”" Quarrey said. ™Y ou stand about an even
chance of finding it & random.”

There was dead silence. Eventually Thorne shook hishead. "I don't
think | quite understand.”

"It'svery ample. It must have struck you that in spite of their
exorbitant prices Puritan sellsacolossa volume of food?"

"Yes, fantadtic. It'san index of how frightened peopleredly are.
Especidly parents of young children.”

"Well, what some Trainite has discovered-1 don't know who, thisis
al being conducted on an anonymous footing-what he'sworked out is
this. If you divide the amount of home-grown produce Puritan sdlls per
year into the amount of ground you'd need to grow it on, there literadly
isn't enough uncontaminated land left in North America. Not after the
watershed defoliation program of the sixties. And he's andlyzed their
stuff, and as | say about half of it isno better than you cangetina
regular supermarket I'm gtill checking out his caculations, but I'm fairly
sure he's proved his point.”

"I'm wondering," Mrs. Quarrey said, "whether it could be Austin
Tran himsdf.”

Thorne glanced at her and back at her husband. "Well, | don't see
why you don't publish straight away!" he exclaimed. "If you've been
threatened, wouldn't publicity be the best protection?’

"l told himthat," Mrs. Quarrey said firmly.

"And | wasgoingto,” the professor said. "Until the Trainitestold me
what's happening to those crops that are failing. Do you know what



weve et into the country?”

"Well, some sort of insect pest, | gather. Or pests, at least, seeing
they ruin so many different plants.”

"It'sthe worm that caused the famine in Honduras, and indirectly led
to thewar."

"Oh, no!" Thorne's mouth was suddenly dry. "But how?'

"Imported under Federd license" Quarrey said with gloomy relish,
asof apreacher at the graveside of an unreformed drunkard. "They
were discovered at the Trainite wat in Colorado, and someone with
Tupamaro contacts managed to identify them. Apparently one of the
big insect importers sub-contracted his worm businessto aguy who
was supposed to supply Argentine worms, but he didn't give ahoat,
cheated them right and left, palmed off thousands of gallons of these
damned pests, and skipped to Augtraiawith the proceeds.”

"Incredible!” Thorne breathed. "But didn't they redlize they weren't
getting regular worms?

"Oh, they were mixed in with ordinary worms. And apart from
being dightly bluish and a bit differently sheped, these jigras, asthey
cal them, do look pretty much like rea worms.™

"But the experts at theimporting company!" Thorne clenched his
figts. "Or the customs! Didn't they worry about them being blue?’

"Of course not. He dyed them pink."
"Of course" Thorne said bitterly.

"The Trainitestakeit for granted that the customs officers and the
firm'sinspectors were bribed, but | find that hard to believe." Quarrey
shrugged. "However it happened, though, the damage is done. And the
damned things are resistant to just about every known insecticide,
banned or legd.”

"So you're afraid of the consequencesif you frighten people off
Puritan," Thorne said dowly.

"Yes, precisaly. We're headed for ahungry winter. My Trainite
contactsfed the same way, because even if half the Puritan food isn't



asgood asit's claimed to be, we're going to need every scrap that's
even remotdy edible.”

"Hdf aloaf,” Mrs. Quarrey said.

There was another slence. Eventually Thornedrained hisglass. "I'd
better be on my way," he muttered. "I'm dining with my lawyer. | guess
hell have another shot at making me drop my suit against the Defense
Department. What the hell can you do when even your lawyer doesn't
think you can get justice?'

"l understood you were enlisting the support of-well, other
support,” Quarrey put in.

"Angel City, you mean? Yes, | had high hopes of them. | mean, it's
no secret | had ahaf-million dollar policy on Nancy'slife. But they've
paid up and kept their mouths shut. Asfor the nine cases of Lewisitein
Horida"

"Nine?'
"I'm mordly certain, plus maybe one more. But everyone I've
tackled so far has been well paid not to make afuss.” Thornegavea

bitter smile. "They can't reach me, though; | wasrich aready, and now
Ange City has made mericher." He checked hiswaich.

"Might | have my umbrdla, Mrs. Quarrey? And | think you took my
mask aswell."

But when she opened the apartment door to et him out, there were
three men in dark clotheslounging againgt the opposite wal. His heart
lurched into his shoes.

And stopped.
Like the professor's, and hiswife's.

"Fishinabarrd," sad one of thekillers scornfully, and led his
companions avay.



BUILDUP OF FORCES

Doug and AngdlaMcNeil saw the troops encamped near the
Towerhill road on their way to dinner at afavorite restaurant in the
mountains. They had decided to go out on the spur of the moment.
They could do that sort of thing because they had no kids. A lot of
doctors nowadays didn't have kids.

All dong theway they kept passng groups of the strange young
people who had been drifting into Denver during the previous few days.
By thistime hundreds must have arrived. Most had come by bus, and a
few among these had brought folding cyclesthat fitted in abuss
baggage compartment, but the mgority were on foot. They obvioudy
hailed from big cities. They had filter-masks around their necks, likethe
winter tourists who couldn't accept that Colorado air was safe.

"What arethey al doing here?' Angdlasaid asthey passed one
bunch of adozen or so who had sat down to rest against abig
billboard showing the monstrous silhouette of aworm, captioned:
HAVE YOU SEEN ANY OF THESE INSECTS?IF YOU DO
INFORM THE POLICE RIGHT AWAY'!

"| thought at first they must be somekind of Trainite reunion, on
their way to the wat. But they're not. Notice they're wearing synthetics?
Trainiteswon't."

Angdanodded. Right: dl the way from nylon shirtsto plagtic boots.

"So | guessthey're just the mountain counterpart of beach bums.”
Unconsciously, Doug had dowed the car to look more closdly at them;
realizing they wouldn't take kindly to being Stared at, he accelerated
agan. "They can hardly go to Cdiforniathis year, can they?"

"l guess not." Angeashuddered.

"And they can't or won't go to Forida because of the poison-gas
scare. So that |eaves the mountains. Probably the sameis happening
back eat, in the Poconos for example.”

"l can't see them being very warmly welcomed.” Angela sounded



troubled. "Can you?'

"Well, no. And the forces of lawnorder seem to agree." Doug
pointed ahead. Two patrol cars were drawn up on the hard shoulder at
acurve, and agroup of ssem-faced officers were photographing the
kidswith a Polaroid. Behind one of the cars others were searching a
pale youth of about twenty. They had him down to under-shorts. One
of the police held hisarms, though he was offering no resistance;
another wasfeding in his crotch with evident enjoyment; athird was
searching the knapsack he'd been carrying.

A short distance further on was where they saw the troops. on a
farly level stretch of ground they'd erected tentslike orange fungi. Five
olive-green trucks were parked by the road.

Doug started. "Say, those are battle-lasers, aren't they?”
"What are?'

"Thosetraller things Chrigt, arethey expecting acivil war? They
can't mean to use them againgt those kidg!"

"l should hope not,” Angelaagreed.

And then, around the next bend, aheavy iron gatewas setina
concrete wall with spikes around the top. Alongside it wasabig
illuminated Sgn, which reed:



BA
MB
ER

LEY
HY
DR
OP
ONI
Ccs

INC.
SE
RVI
NG
TH

E
NE
ED

S
OF
TH

E
NE
ED
Y.

There was another sign hung on the gate itsaf which stated that
parties of visitors were welcome daily at 1000 and 1500, but that was
covered with a piece of sodden sacking.

CRITICAL

Wil at least you could breathe up here. Even if you couldn't seethe
gars. Michael Advowson drew what consolation he could from that.
Relishing freedom from the tyranny of afiltermask-though till irritated
by afaint burning on the back of histongue, which had haunted him
gnce hisarriva from Europe-he strolled uphill away from the
hydroponics plant. It was good to go on grass, dthough it wasdry and



brittle, and brush between bushes, dthough their leaveswere gray.
Above dl hewas on hisown, and that was arelief.

Chrigt. What wouldn't he give to be home right now?

What hurt him most of dl, made him fed likeasick child aware of
terrible wrongness and yet incapable of explaining it to anyone who
might help, wasthat in spite of the evidence around them, in spite of
what their eyes and ears reported-and sometimes their flesh, from
bruises, stab wounds, racking coughs, weeping sores-these people
believed their way of life was the best in the world, and were prepared
to export it at the point of agun.

Down in Honduras, for example. Heaven's name! Cromwell had
donethat sort of thing in Ireland-but that was centuries ago, another
and more barbaric age!

He wore hisuniform mogt of the time now. It indicated that he was
more than just aforeigner, that he possessed rank in ahierarchy, and
these people worshipped power. Recognizing his status, they behaved
to him with frigid politeness. No. Correctness.

But that wasn't what he'd expected. He had kinfolk, going back to
the brother of his great-grandfather, who had come here to escape the
oppression of the British. He had expected somehow to be-well,
greeted asa cousin. Not as afellow-conspirator.

Lonelinessin New Y ork had driven him more and more into the
company of the drunken girl who'd picked him up at that diplomatic
cocktall party. SylviaY oung, that was her name. He had found
something waif-like and wistful behind her facade of sophigtication, as
though she werein search of adream from which she could recal only
amood, no details.

Thelatest meeting had been the night before last, and shewas
cured, she said, and wanted him to come to bed. But his subconscious
was S0 disturbed he couldn't do anything, and when she snapped at him
in frustration he snapped back, saying hed never known agirl before
who'd been infected, at which she gave a bitter laugh and swore she



didn't know one who had not and the laughing dissolved into tears, and
shefdl againg his shoulder and clung therelike afrightened child, and
from her moans emerged the shreds of that unspeskably pathetic
dream: wanting to live somewhere clean, wanting to raiseason with a
chance of being hedthy.

"Everybody'skids | know have something wrong! Everybody has
something wrong with one of their kidd"

Asadoctor Michagl knew that wasn't true; the incidence of
congenital abnormality, even in the States, was till only three or four
per cent. But everyone did insure againgt it as amatter of course, and
talked asthough the least fit of ill-temper, the least bout of any childish
alment, were theend of theworld.

"There must be something that can be done! There mugt, there
mug!"

It had crossed hismind: | could offer you-well, not entirely aclean
placeto live, because near Ba penny, when the wind blows from the
direction of theindustria estate around Shannon Airport, you go out for
adeep firg-thing-in-the-moming breath and find yourself choking. But
they've promised to do something about that.

Also animas are sometimes born deformed. Still, you can kill
animalswith more or lessaclear conscience.

But | could say: let me show you lakesthat are not foul with the
leavings of man. Let me regp you crops grown on anima dung and
pure clean rain. Let me feed you apples from trees that were never
gprayed with arsenic. Let me cut you bread from a cob loaf, that greets
your hands with the affectionate warmth of the oven. Let me giveyou
children that need fear nothing worse than a bottle dropped by a drunk,
graight-limbed, smiling, clear of speech. And would you careif thet
gpeech were full of the echoes of atongue that spoke civilization a
thousand years ago?

But he hadn't said it, only thought it. And probably now he never
would. After tomorrow's burning of the suspect food he intended to go



graight home on an Aer Lingusflight from Chicago.

Onthe crest of arise he paused and looked around. There wasthe
hydroponics plant sprawling like acolossa caterpillar along the sde of
ahill. He could just make out by uncurtained lighted windows the home
of the plant's manager, an agreeable man named Steinitz. More than
one could say of hishost, Jacob Bamberley...Staying in that grest
mansion, the enlarged ranch-house of the estate his grandfather had
bought, was somehow wrong, even though it was surrounded by what
were reputed to be marvel ous botanical gardens. He had only glimpsed
them; they appeared to be drab and ill-doing.

He must drive back there shortly. He had been engaged in afind
review of preparations with the American officersin charge, Colond
Saddler, Captain Aarons and Lieutenant Wassermann, and the other
UN observer, aVenezudan caled Captain Robles. Michael didn't like
any of them, and following the meeting had needed to unwind. Which
waswhy hewas out here at midnight under the sky.

Not the stars. Apparently they hadn't been seen here this summer.
Mr. Bamberley had said at dinner, "A bad year."

But would next year be any better?

He shivered despite the warmth of the light breeze, and an ingtant
later had the fright of hislife. A voice spoketo him from nowhere.

"Well, shit. Who'sthis nosy son of abitch?’

He stared frantically around, and only then saw that a shadowy
figure stood less than ten paces away: ablack man in black clothes,
very tdl and lean. Andin hisright hand something lighter, aknifehddin
the easy fighting poise of someone who understood the proper way to
useit, not stupidly raised to shoulder height but low whereit could dash
open the soft muscles of the belly.

"Wheét the hell-? Who are you?' Michadl demanded.

A moment of dead silence. During it other forms materidized from
what had seemed bare empty ground.

"Y ou're not American,” the black man said. Man? Maybe boy;



there was alightnessto hisvoice, al head tones and no chest.
“No, I'm not. I'm Irish!"

A flashlight speared him like a butterfly on apin. How long before
that image would be meaningless? He hadn't seen abutterfly in this
country.

A new voice, agirl's, said, "Uniform!™”

"Cooal it," the black boy said. "He sayshe's Irish. So what are you
doing here, Paddy?'

Micheel felt siveet prickly on hisskin. He said, "I'm aUnited
Nations observer."

"And you're cbserving us, hm?' With irony.
"| didn't redlize there was anyone here. | just came out for awalk."
"Hey, man. You surely are aforeigner.” The black boy sheathed his

knife and moved forward into the flashlight beam. "Thought you must
beapig. But they hunt in gangs."

"He'saskunk!" the girl sngpped. Michael had heard theterm; it
meant soldier. He felt menaced. "But heisn't wearing agun,” the black
boy said. The girl's voice changed suddenly. " Shit, that'sright. Hey,
Paddy, what kind of army isit where you don't carry agun?'

"I'm amedicd officer,” Michad forced out of hisdry throat. "Want
toseemy ID?

The black boy moved closer, looking him over from head to toe.
"Yes," hesad after awhile. "l guesswedo.”

Michadl tugged it from his pocket. The boy studied it "Well, hell. A
magor, yet. Welcometo thissick shit-pilewelivein, Mike. How do
you likeit?'

"1'd give anything to get the hell out,” Michad blurted. "And they
won't let me."

"They"-heavily stressed-"won't let you do anything." He handed the
ID back and stepped out of Michael'sway. "I'm Fritz," he added.
"That's Diana-Ha-Curt-Bernie. Come st down.”



There seemed to be no dternative. Michaal moved forward. The
group had camped here, he saw now: deegping-bags hidden by aring of
bushes, afew dull embers on ahearth of flat rocks. "Smoke?' Fritz
sad. "Chaw?'

"Fritz!"-from the girl Diana

Fritz chuckled. "Ain't no skin off Mike's ass how we screw
ourselves up. Right, Mike?"

The reference to achaw had suddenly explained to Michael thelight
tone-close to shrillness-in Fritz's voice. He was high on khat, popular
among the American blacks because it came from Africa: astimulating
leaf to be chewed or smoked or infused, exported from Kenyain
enormous quantities by the Meru people who called it merungi.

"No thanks," he said after apause.

"Man, you don't know what you're missing.” That was-Bernie? Yes,
Bernie. He giggled. "One of the great natura medicines. Y ou get the
runslady?'

"Yes, of course

"No 'of course' about it. They said thirty-five million people caught
them. We didn't. Where'sthe chaw?'

"Here." Curt, next in line, produced the sodden lump from his mouth
and handed it on. Michae! repressed a shudder. It was interesting, that
point about escaping the universal diarrhea. Because of the congtipating
effect of the drug, no doulbt.

Hesaid, "What bringsyou here?'

"Tourigs, us," Fritz answered with ahigh chuckle. "Just tourists,
Andyou?'

"Oh, they're going to burn al this suspect food tomorrow. I'm here
to seethejob's properly carried out.”

Dead pause. Suddenly the one called Hal said, "Well, you won't."

Thegirl Dianagave him afearful Sdelong glance. Shewasvery fair,
and pretty with it athough plump. "Ha, you watch your mouth!™



"Fact, ain't it? Nobody going stop us!"

Michadl said dowly, increduloudy, "Y ou're hereto try and get your
hands on that food?"

Hestation. Then nods. Firm ones.

"But why?' Hethought of al the young people hed seen trudging up
from Denver: hundredsl And Steinitz at the factory had said they'd
been arriving for days on end.

"Why not?' That was Curt.

"Yegh, why not?' Hal again. "It'd bethefirst time, the very firg time
the government of thislousy country turned some of its citizens on." He
made the word "citizens' sound obscene.

Dianalicked her lips. She had broad full lipsand abroad long
tongue. Therewasasound like "hlryup.”

"Areyou crazy?' Michael gasped before he could stop himself.

"lsn't crazy the only saneway to bein thisfucked-up world?' Fritz
retorted.

"But thereés no drug in the food they have stored! I've seen the
andyses"

"Sure, that'swhat they say." Shrugging. "But they said the same
about that place in Africa, now they're saying it about
Honduras...Stinking liard "

"Oh, you don't know what you're talking about 1've been to Noshri!
I've seen!”

Without warning it took possession of him: the memory of sghts
and sounds and smdlls, the clutch of mud underfoot, the sense of
despair. He told about the children battered to death by their own
parents. He told about the soldiers who fled weeping and screaming
into the bush. He told about the women who would never again see
such acommon household object as aknife and not run away fromitin
terror. He told about the stench and the sickness and the Starvation. He
told it dl, words flooding from him like water through a breached dam.
And it wasn't until he had talked histhroat sore that he redlized he had



been saying dl thetime, "The American food did this, did that..."

Lucy Ramage and her Uruguayan friend would have been pleased.
But they were dead.

He broke off abruptly, and for the first timein long minutes |ooked
at hisligenersinstead of the recollected horrors of Africa. They wore,
al of them, identical wigtful smiles.

"Ho, man!" DianasSghed a last. "To get that high!"
"Yeah!" Curt said. "Imagine a high that never stops!”

"They want to stop me getting a piece of that,” Hal said, "they going
to have to burn me before they burn the shit."

"But you can't want to go insane!" Michadl exploded. He groped
for the right phrase. ™Y ou can't want a-abum trip that goes on for lifel"

"Cant |, baby? Areyou ever wrong!" Fritz, hisvoice cold, dead
serious, dead. "Listen, Mike, because you don't understand and you
ought to. Who's going to be sanein this country when you know every
breath you draw, every glassyou fill with weter, every svim you takein
theriver, every med you edt, iskilling you? And you know why, and
you know who's doing it to you, and you can't get back at the mothers.”

He was on his feet without warning, towering over Michadl, even
when Michael dso rose. He was more than six foot three, maybe six
foot five. Helooked like amedievd figure of death: merciless, gaunt,
hungry.

"l don't want to die, baby. But | can't stand having to live. | want to
tear those stinking buggerslimb from limb. | want to gouge out their
eyes. | want to stuff their mouths with their own shit. | want to pull their
gutsout their ass, inch by inch, and wind 'em around their throats until
they choke. | want to be so crazy-mad | can think of the things they
deserve to have done to them! Now maybe you understand!”

"Yeah," Dianasaid very softly, and spat the chaw of khat into the
embersof thelr fire, whereit hissed.

"Go 'way, Mike." Fritz sounded suddenly weary. "Far's you can.
Like go home. Leave ustake care of the mothers. One day maybe you



could come back-or your grandchildren-and find afit place for people
tolive, black or white."

"Or green," Dianasad with alittle hysterica giggle. "Irish, green.”

He stared for along moment into Fritz's eyes, and what he saw
there made him turn and run.

Although the mgority of the unskilled and semi-skilled workers
from the plant had been sent to swell the crowds of unemployed in
Denver, ahandful of staff had been kept on standby, and with their
ass stance he and Robles spent the following morning poring over stock
records and making sure that every single carton of the suspect
Nutripon was removed from the interior of the factory. Troopswith
fork-lift trucks carried them out to an empty concrete parking lot and
stacked them in amongtrous pilein front of the battle-lasers which had
been lined up to calcinethem into ash.

The records were good, and exact. The work went quickly. He
kept hearing-he was meant to hear-comments from the soldiers. what
the hdll business have these lousy foreignerstdling uswhat to do? One
man in particular, asergeant named Tatum, thin, gangling, tow-haired,
seemed to be encouraging his squad to pass such remarks whenever
Michagl was around. But he bit back his bitter, angry responses. Soon,
soon it would be over, and he could go home.

Every now and then he glanced up at the blank gray-green hillside
behind the parking lot, expecting to seeit alive with human figures: Fritz
and hisfriends, and al the hundreds of others. But athough hefancied
he saw movement among the bushes, he never saw aface. Almost he
could believe he had dreamed that terrible experience last night.

Wanting to go insane? Hardly more than children!

But finaly the echoing dome of the warehouse was empty, and
nothing € se waseft in the rest of the factory where new clean shiny
ar-purifiers dotted the roof and little certificates from the firm
specidizing in operating theaters had been pasted under ventilation
grilles...and he agreed with Robles that they could safdly go and inform



Colonel Saddler. Robles had been chafing to do that for haf an hour.
Michadl took a perverse ddight in making him wait awhile longer.

He had worked out, on the basis of what Fritz had said, that among
thereasonsfor hisinstant didike of Robles wasthat the Venezudan
wore an automeatic dl thetime.

"Y ou took your time," Colonel Saddler rasped. "I thought wed
burn thislot before lunch!™

Hed sad last night that he was hoping for a posting to Honduras.

Distant on the concrete, gray under the gray sky, reporters waited
by their cars and cameratrucks, ready to record the act of destruction
as proof of good intentions toward the world.

"But now | guesswe might aswell go to chow firgt,” the colonél
went on ill-temperedly. " Sergeant!”

It was Tatum, the tow-headed man who so resented Michad.

"Sergeant, tell 'em to break for chow, and make sure the fire-hose
sguad is back here ten minutes ahead of the-What the hdll?

They dl swung around, and discovered that what Michagl had been
expecting dl morning had occurred. They must have been watching
from the hillside with the skill and patience of trained guerrillas. Now,
redlizing that thejob of bringing out the food from the warehouse was
over, they had risen into plain sight and were advancing on the
chain-link fence that here defined the grounds of the factory. They
looked like amedieva army. Two hundred of them? Three? With
motorcycle crash-hemets, rock-climbing boots, and on their arms
home-made shields that bore like a coat of armsthe Trainite symbol of
the crossed bones and grinning skull.

"Get those crazy fools out of herel” the colond roared. "Bring me a
bullhorn! Sergeant, don't et the men go for chow after dl! Tell those
idiotsthat if they're not gonein five minutes-"

"Colond!" Michael exploded. "Y ou can't”
"Can't what?' Saddler rounded on him. "Areyou presuming to give



me orders-major ?'

Michadl swallowed hard. "Y ou can't risk firing the food when those
kidsare out therel"

"1 wouldn't berisking anything,” Saddler said. "They'd beno lossto
this country. | bet haf of them are dodgers and the rest lied to the draft
board. But I'm going to leaveit up to them. Thank you, sergeant”-as he
was handed the bullhorn he'd requested. Raising it, he yelled, ™Y ou out
there! Infiveminutes..." He strode towards the fence.

In the background, sensing the unexpected, the reporters were
scrambling to their feet, cameras and microphones at the reedy.

Onthehillsde, next to afar-haired girl, athin black figure, very tall.
In his hand, something gleaming. Knife? No, wire-cutterd

Saddler completed the recitd of hiswarning, and turned, checking
hiswatch. "WEell play thefire hoses on them firs, sergeant,” he
muttered. "Don't want that stinking mick-"

And redized that Michael had kept pace with him and stood in
earshot. He flushed, and raised hisvoice.

"| trust that meets with your approva?' he barked. "1 bet most of
them could do with a bath anyhow!"

"Maybe they don't come from homeswhereit's safe to take a bath,"
Michael said. Hefdt alittle lightheaded. He had dept very badly after
his encounter with the youngsters on the hill.

"What the hell do you mean by that?"

Michadl glanced from the corner of hiseye a the strange army
descending the dope. All around sergeants were ranking their men to
guard the perimeter fence. Hoses were being rolled out, that were here
asaprecaution in case the battle-lasers fired the dry grass and bushes.
Over at the wellhead-the plant had its own wells, five of them, because
the hydroponic process needed such vast amounts of water-engineers
stood by their pumps, prepared to start up on the sgna. With adull
roar, ahelicopter roseinto view from the far side of the factory, aman
leaning out of its open door with amovie camera. Theletters"ABS'



were painted onitsside,

"Let mego tak to thesekids, colond," Michad said. "1 met some of
them last night, | think | can handlethis-"

Walking steedily, ignoring criesfrom the noncomsingde the fence,
thefirst wave of young people had reached thewire. A cry from one of
the nearest soldiers, nervoudy watching.

"Say, that bastard's got agun!™

"Fix bayonetd" the colond shouted through the bullhorn. "Don't let
them get to thefencel”

Click-click-click. A line of spikesaimed at the bdllies beyond the
wire,

"Colond!" Catching Saddler by the deeve. "I have anidea”

And ashout: "Colond! Colond Saddler! Over herel™ Waving from
apoint near the reporters, it was Captain Wassermann.

"Oh, goto hdl," Saddler snapped at Michadl, and strode away.

All right, then...Michael took a deep breath and walked toward the
fence, around the low edge of theirregular heap of food cartons. Inthe
middle it was maybe twenty feet high by thirty each way, but around
the sides it spread out untidily. Some of the cartons had burst.

"Hey, mgor!" It was the man who had called out about seeing a
gun, aPfc. "Don't go any closer-theyll kill you!™

"Shut up, soldier!” From Tatum; it was his squad guarding the wire
closest to Fritz. "Let themgor do ashelikes. It'shisfunerd.”

Michagl walked on. He passed between the soldiers and
confronted Fritz, who was standing ayard back, his mouth in atwisted
amile, hiswire-cutters dangling lax in hisright hand.

"So that'swhat you look like by daylight, mgor,” he said, and the
girl Dianagiggled a hisside.

"Y ou want to taste thisfood," Michad said.
"That'sright. So?'



"Which carton?"'
"What?'

"l sad which carton." All around, eyeswere turning to him. He
raised hisvoice ddiberately, wishing he had abullhorn. "Last night |
told you thisfood had been analyzed and given aclean bill. Y ou dont
believeit. None of you do. So pick acarton and I'll give you some of
it. When nothing happensto you, go away."

There was adead slence. Eventuadly Fritz gave a sketch for anod.
"Yeah, itfigures. | can pick any carton | want?"

"Any one"

"It'saded.”

"Good. Soldier, your knife, please,” Michad said, turning to the
man & hisright.

"Mgor!" Tatum again. "Y ou can't do that!"

"Why not? They're here for the drug there's supposed to bein the
food. When they find out thereisn't any they'll go away. Right, Fritz?"

A hedtation. Then: "Sure"

"And you were going to chow anyhow, before burning the pile.
Soldier, your knifel"

"Dont giveit to him!" the sergeant rapped.
"Heresaknife!" Fritz caled. "I'll takethe carton it landsin!™

He produced his own and threw it, high in an arc over the fence. It
struck one of the nearest cartons and sank home.

"Right," Michadl muttered, and used it to rip agash inthe
polyethylene-reinforced cardboard. By now dozens of the young
people, were converging on this point of the fence, and the news of
what Michadl was doing was spreading among them like wildfire. Some
of them laughed and gave an ironica cheer, and those who were
armed-mostly with pistols and knives, but Michagl saw one
shotgun-tucked their wegponsin their belts or laid them down. Tatum,
fuming, watched for afew moments, and then suddenly doubled away



and could be heard shouting for Saddler, out of sight behind the pile of
cartons.

Carrying ahuge double handful of the Nutripon, Michadl returned
to the fence. Seeing him come, Fritz snip-snipped with his cutters,
ignoring an order to stop from the Pfc, so that there was agap afoot
square to pass the food through. It was like feeding animals at the zoo,
Michad thought detachedly, and watched the stuff melt into greedy
hands and gaping mouths.

"More!" someone shouted who hadn't been lucky in sampling the
firgt batch.

"Wait and seewhat it doesfor that lot," Michad answered. "It
won't do anything, but telling you that doesn't seem to-"

"Morel" It was athrestening growl. Yes, likefeeding animals.
Dangerous, savage animds. ..

He gave a shrug and turned away, and found Saddler confronting
him, purple with fury. "Mgor, what the hell are you doing?'

"Those kids believe thisfood is poisoned,” Michad said. "They
won' let you burnit until you proveit isnt”

“I'm damned if-"

"Or do you bdieveit is poisoned? Do you believe it was used to

drive thousands of innocent people mad, in Africa, in Honduras?'
Michael roared that at the top of hislungs.

A surprised cry from behind him-Fritz's high tones. "You tdll him,
Mike! Youtel him! Great work, baby!"

For an instant Saddler didn't react. Then he flipped back the top of
his holster and drew his pistol "Y ou're under arrest,” he said curtly.
"Sergeant, take this man into custody.”

"Hey, no!" A girl'svoice, Dianas maybe. Instantly echoed. A buzz
of questions and answers moved away on the hillsde, like the blurred
complaint of insects, and reached a sudden unexpected climax ina
gngleshrill voice, eerie, dmogt sexless. "Kill the skunks!"



Later they listed Michael Advowson #1 of sixty-three. When they
tried out the battle-lasers on the food, they worked fine.

JULY

GALLOPING CONSUMPTION

The fourteenth of October isaday to be remembered forever
Because ascion of the Roya Family set in motion the new power
dation by pulling alever.

It was in the presence of many distinguished nobility and gentry.
There was such a press of interested persons the remainder had to
be excluded by a sentry,

A tal and handsome private of the county regiment
Who from the barracks at Darlington had been sent

And stood guard with the rest of hismilitary fellows,
Resplendent in scarlet, amuch more attractive colour than yellow's.

There was amemorable address from the Lord Lieutenant of the

county,
Who spokein literary and poetica terms concerning this new fruit
of Nature's bounty.

From this day forward there can be power in every humblefarm and
cot,
Which will inevitably improve the sandard of living quitealot

When we enjoy the benefits of thislet us hope everyone's thoughts will
centre
On Mr. Thomas Alva Edison, the cel ebrated American inventor.

-"McGonigd Redivivus" 1936

FUSE



...now known to total fifty-nine in addition to the four US
Army personnel previously reported. Commenting on the fate of
these latter just prior to leaving for Gettysburg, where he will
mark Independence Day by delivering the Gettysburg Addressin
the character of Abe Lincoln before an audience predicted to
exceed one hundred thousand, Prexy said, quote, Let it not be
forgotten that they have hallowed American ground with their
blood. End quote. Among the first items the inquiry will consider is
the allegation that the riot was triggered off by Nutripon
containing a hallucinogenic drug. It's known that some of the food
was distributed, against the orders of the senior American officer
present, by the ill-fated Irish observer fromthe UN, Major
Advowson. Now Europe. The frontier between France and Italy
has been closed since midnight to stem the horde of starving
refugees from the south, and an outbreak of typhus...

THE CRUNCH

Sincetheterrible day of the-the trouble at the hydroponicsfactory,
Maud had kept mostly to her room, refusing to spesk to her husband
and to do anything but the minimum for the boys. Mr. Bamberley had
been compedlled to hire the older sster of their maid Christy to help out.
She needed the money because her husband was unable to work,
having some form of palsy dueto achemicd held once handled. She
was vouched for as very capable.

Just aswell that somebody was around here. She was effectively in
charge of running the household right now. The sixty-three deathsright
on hisown land-even if they were a the plant instead of on the
estate-had driven him nearly asfar into adaze as Maud. He had
forgone last month'strip to New Y ork, his occasiona visitsto anearby
country club, even most of hisinvolvement with his church. He sat every
day for long hours staring out of the window of the room he invariably
termed "the den"-not "my," "the"-which he had pre-empted when he
inherited the house because of its splendid view.



This summer it wasn't what it should have been. For dl thework his
gardeners put in, the magnificent flower beds that stretched beyond the
terrace eighteen feet below the sl were dusty and ill-doing. The grass
was patchy and they'd had to returf several sections, at enormous cost.
It wasn't dueto lack of water. He'd been meaning to call in an expert
soil andyst and find out whether it waslack of sunshine or some
deficiency in the ground. But he hadn't got around to that yet.

Also the leaves on some of the most magnificent shrubswere
marred by dull dry coin-sized blotches, and the flowers seemed to be
dropping amost before they opened, and beyond, over the mountains,
hung this permanent vell of pae gray haze.

So far this summer he hadn't seen blue sky except from an airplane.

He felt undermined. He fdlt battered. He fet exhausted. Until a
week ago he had only been to the funerals of ahandful of peoplein his
wholelong life: hisgrandmother, his parents, and of course most
recently Nancy Thorne. Now al of asudden sixty-three had been
added to thetotal. That mass buria had been appalling!

But the worst part had been the parade the funeral cortege met at
the cemetery gates. The police said later that more than two thousand
people had joined it, mostly from Denver and the Air Force Academy.
There they had stood at the side of the road and clamored their praise
of Jacob Bamberley. They had brought flags with them, and banners
that reed TOHELL WITH THE UN and HANDS OFF AMERICA.

Later, someone had kindled aflaming cross on the mass grave.

Beddes, officersfrom the Army'slegd department, collecting
evidence, and the FBI, and a smooth-tongued Republican lawyer
acting asthe governor's specia representative, and the governor
himself, whom held met a fund-raising dinners, and Senator Howell,
who was barely less than astranger, who'd sat in that chair there and
said how glad he was that (obscenity, apology) Advowson had got
what was coming to him and of course he must himsdlf have put the
drug in the food and probably the Tupashad paid himto doiit...



All of them asked after Maud. All of them.

Now, though, most of the fuss had died down. It was bound to
drag on for awhile, as hed explained to the boys when they put their
diffident questions, but only so that justice might be done. Therewasa
greet tradition of justice in this country, held explained, founded on
English common law that dated back athousand years. If someone had
been guilty of those deaths, he would be punished.

Asfor Maud...

It wasthe strain, of course. Dr. Halpern had said so. Accordingly
he hadn't made an issue of her retirement to her room, her ingstence on
eating and deeping done, her refusdl to greet him when they happened
to encounter one another.

The time had come, though, to put an end to thisfarce. Today was
after dl agpecid day. There was atradition about the Fourth of July in
the Bamberley household, which he had inherited from hisfather and
grandfather. He had risen at dawn to hoist the flag, and the
boys-except Cornelius-had been roused to watch. Later, at breakfast,
there had been presents: for the youngest, replicas of the Peacemaker
Colt and the Bowie knife, for the others facsmiles on parchment of the
Declaration of Independence, the Bill of Bights, the Gettysburg
Address. Next there would be aforma luncheon, with alittle homily
such ashisfather used to ddiver concerning the meaning of this
anniversary, and in the afternoon they would watch the president on
TV, dl together, and finally before bedtime there would be fireworks.
A firm of contractors from Denver had set up afine display ready on
the lawn; they tackled thejob every year.

S0, it being twelve-thirty, the-the ordeal Mr. Bamberley swalowed
an extra capsule from the bottle of tranquilizers Dr. Hapern had given
him, and headed for the dining-room.

Maud was dready in her place: thefirgt time for weeks. Beaming,
he kissed her cheek-she barely flinched-and continued toward hisown
throne-like chair with agreeting for each of the boys. Therewas ahint



of tension, but no doubt that would fade quickly enough.

Taking his stance, he checked that Christy wasin postion by the
sdeboard where bowls of salad were laid out-yes, fine-and bowed his
heed.

"OLord"

"No, Jacob," Maud interrupted.

Agtonished, hefound she was gazing fixedly at him.

"No, Jacaob," she said again. It wasthefirst time since before they

were married that she had called him " Jacob" instead of "Jack™ or

"Y ou have blood on your hands. | will say grace."
"What?'

"Y ou have killed hundreds of innocent people. Maybe thousands. It
isnot seemly that you should say gracefor us.”

A huge bursting pressure developed in Mr. Bamberley's head. He
thundered, "Maud, have you taken leave of your senses?”

And remembered belatedly that servants must not witnessaquarrel
between their employers. He gestured for Christy to leave the room.
But before she reached the door Maud spoke again.

"Wrong, Jacob. | have cometo them. | know why you have never
served the food made in your factory at your own table. I've been
reading, shut away by mysdf. I've found out what you did to those
poor black childrenin Africa, and in Honduras, too. And of courseto
the people who were buried last week. I've learned that Hugh was
telling the truth about you."

Mr. Bamberley couldn't believeit. He stood with his mouth gar like
anew-hooked fish.

"So | will say our gracein future,” Maud concluded. "My
conscienceisreativey clean. O Lord, Thou Who-"

"Slence”
And that wasthe signal for Corndliusto kedl over.



Maud made no moveto go help him as he crashed to the floor.
Over the sparkling slver and handsome porcelain shelocked eyeswith
her husband.

"I'll call thedoctor,” Mr. Bamberley said at length. "Clearly you
haven't recovered from your-uh-recent indisposition.”

He turned to the door.

"After thisincredible outburst | no longer have an gppetite. If
anyonewantsme, | shdl beinthe den.”

He was shaking from head to foot when he reached it and dmost
fell back againg the door asit swung to.

Dear God! What had taken possession of the woman? Never in all
their years of marriage had she uttered such-such foulness!

He groped on his desk-handsome, English, antique, roll-topped-for
his bottle of tranquilizers, and took another dose: two capsules.
Obvioudy the ones he'd taken aready today weren't enough. He was
after dl atrifle heavier than average.

Facing the desk, avelvet chair. Helapsed into it, panting alittle. To
think of Maud saying that in front of the boys! What poison might she
not have poured into their innocent ears? Even granting that she
was-uh-disturbed, on thisday of al days...!

Oh, it was al too much. He abandoned the struggle to think. And
was thereupon reminded by his body that held told awhitelie a the
table. He did indeed have an appetite. His belly was growling.

What to do? One could hardly phone to the kitchen, since Christy
had heard what he said about not being hungry, and in any case she
was probably hel ping to attend to Corndlius-

Cornelius. Of course. That secret store of candy he'd confiscated
from the boy, the Stuff that had triggered hislast attack. Well, a
chocolate bar would at least stave off the worst pangs. Perhaps when
Dr. Hapern had called, Maud would calm down or be confined to her
room and they could eat lunch after dl, pretending things were back to



normd.
He bit savagely down on dightly stale chocolate.

Giday?
Airl
Window!

Eighteen feet to the polished stone flags of the terrace.

"But he said he never ate candy,” Dr. Hapern muttered, hismind
full of visonsof madpractice suits. "1 warned him about cheese, but he
sad henever ae...Didn't he mention that?"

Knuckleslocked around atear-wet handkerchief, Maud
whimpered, "Y es, he said you asked about that. He thought it was
because he was-uh-overweight.”

That wasdl right, then. Thank God. Dr. Halpern rose.

"l guessweld better carry him indoors. Is there someone?’
"Just the maids and the cook.”

"They'll haveto do.”

BLOWBACK

"Weve duplicated it," the Cuban chemist said tiredly. It had been a
terribly long job, and exhausting. But it was done. "Here. It's exact,
down to the last Sde chain. Thereisn't much-we don't have facilitiesto
manufacture nerve gas. So be sure you put it to good use.”

"Thank you. We shdll."

Fifteen minutes out of Mexico City for Tokyo a passenger
aboard a 747 screamed that he was being eaten by red-hot ants,
and managed to open the emergency door at 23,000 feet. He had



been to the washroom and drunk from the faucet there before
takeoff.

It was, after all, labeled DRINKING WATER.

"What the hdl?' the ex-soldier said. "She's American, isn't she?
And you know what those mothersdid at Noshri!"

They found her by the washy light of dawn. According to the
forensic experts she had been raped by at least three men and
possibly as many as twelve. They couldn't say whether it was
before or after she was strangled.

It had taken three days to locate her. Her dark skin was hard
to spot among the under brush.

A car pulled into afilling Sation in Tucson. Two black men got out
and headed for the men's room. But when they reached its door they
brokeinto arun.

The gas station burned for two hours.
Dynamite.

Also in Peoria, Milwaukee, Philadel phia, San Bernardino,
Jacksonville, Albany, Evanston, Dallas and Baton Rouge.

Thefirst day.

Under construction, acloverleaf intersection near Huntsville,
Alabama. The concrete wasjust starting to harden when it was hit. It
turned out to be chegper to scrap the lot than attempt repairs.

Also at eight other places where the roads happened to have
arrived, not famous for anything in their own right.

At the big Georgia paper mill the saboteur was obvioudy achemist.



Some kind of catdyst was substituted for adrum of regular Szing
solution and vast billowing waves of corrosive fumes ruined the plant.
Anonymous calstoaloca TV sation claimed it had been doneto
preservetrees.

The same day, in northern Cdifornia, sgnswere posted on astand
of redwoods that the governor had authorized for lumbering: about two
hundred of thelast Sx hundred in the Sate. The signs said: FOR
EVERY TREE YOU KILL ONE OF YOU WILL DIE TOO.

The promise was carried out with Schmiesser machine-pistols. The
actual score was eighteen people for seventeen trees.

Close enough.

In Little Rock Mrs. Mercy Cable, who had found a skull and
crossbones painted on her car when she came out of the doctor's
office with her sick son, died protesting that she had meant to
wash it off.

WEell, she was black anyway. The mob went home to lunch.

But the most ingenious single coup was later laid at the door of a
Chicano working for the California State Board of Education.
(Prudently he wasn't behind the door at the time; hed emigrated via
Mexico to Uruguay.) He'd used the computerized student records to
organize afree mailing of literaly thousands of identical envelopes,
every one addressed to somebody receiving public education in the
gate. They never did find out exactly how many there had been,
because dthough they were dl postmarked July 1<, the mailswere so
lousy nowadays they arrived over aperiod of aweek, and by the end
of that time parents dert to protect their kids from commie propaganda
had been warned to destroy the envel opes before the intended
recipients could open them. But they guessed that fifty thousand did get

through.

On each envelope was printed: A FREE GIFT FOR YOU ON
INDEPENDENCE DAY, COURTESY OF THE"BE A BETTER



AMERICAN LEAGUE." Insde there was ahandsome print, in
copperplate engraving style, showing atall man at atable with severd
companions handing pieces of cloth to agroup of nearly naked Indians
of both sexes.

Undernegth wasthe caption: First in a Series Commemor ating
Traditional American Values. The Governor of Massachusetts
Distributes Smallpox-Infected Blankets to the Indians.

OUT IN THE OPEN, SHUT UP

It was kind of afraught scene around the Bay right now-there was
thisbig drive on to catch dodgers. Anyone out on the street (though
who'd want to be, when the wind was blowing off the mileswide
garbage pile that blocked the Bay?) who was young and maeor a
reasonable facsimile thereof, was apt to be dragged into a squad car
and left to cool inacell until he produced adischarge certificate or a
vaid excuse for not serving. Everyone went around sweseting and
wishing they'd made it to Canada, or to Mexico before that crazy spic
mounted hisfire-baloon raids on San Diego. Following that the border
had become tighter than akhathead's asshole.

Must have something to do with Honduras, they figured, though
there hadn't been much news from down there since the Tupas took
Tegucigd paand drove thelega government to San Pedro Sula. The
Pentagon was doing the tar-baby bit.

It eased the problem when Hugh and Carl, together with their
friends-or rather Kitty's-Chuck and Tab got in afight one night with a
pair of ex-Marines and acquired their discharge certificates after
knocking them out. The man they were dill calling Ossie even though
they had long ago redized he wasn't the origind Austin Train knew
where he could get them copied and dtered. So now they al had
documentsto prove they'd done their stint...at least to the local pigs.
Trying them on at a state border post would have been dicey, which
waswhy they hadn't headed inland.

Train-as-was hadn't mentioned hisreal name, but they had



discussed theidea of hisgiving up the dlias. He was disgusted with his
former idol. Why in hell, he kept asking, didn't the mother come out of
hiding and assume leadership of the revolutionary forces awaiting
centralized command? It was afair question. This summer the nation
was aboil. People drifted in from out of state occasiondly, and they all
told the same story, though you wouldn't have known the truth from the
regular news. Y ou couldn't walk the streets of any mgjor city without
seeing the skull and crossbones. People had taken to painting signson
their own front doors, they were being marketed as skin decals like the
one Ossi e had been wearing when Hugh and Carl met him, and
illuminated plastic models were offered to hang on gateposts. The
whole agricultura section of the country was seething because of this
pest that waskilling crops, and that was new-normdly the rura
communities were blind-loya. Moreover, the acts of sabotage
tabulated in the underground papers came from literdly every state,
from sugar in agastank to caltraps on afreaway.

Also bombs-though they weren't in the Trainite tradition, Strictly
speeking.

But for Ossesfar question Carl had afair answer, and it sounded
only too likely to betrue.

"My guessisthe guy's been liquidated. Making too much trouble for
the bosses. Look at what happened to Lucas Quarrey and Gerry
Thorne!”

Still, things weren't so bad you couldn't hold a party, and on the
Fourth of July they decided to hold one. It was kind of swinging ahead
of midnight. Eighteen peoplein the pad and lots of noise. All very high
on pot or khat.

Also therewas wine but hardly anyone touched it. They put things
on the grapes and the pickers died. Kitty hadn't shown, but what the
hell? There were other chicks here. So far Hugh had made it with two
he hadn't met before, friends of Tab's, and he was reassured and felt
great. Making it with Carl so much of the time led to worry, but Tab
had scored for L-dopa, and it worked.



There was a phone. Owing to non-payment of abill it was good for
incoming calls only right now, and was going to be removed atogether
sometime soon. It rang and went on ringing until finally Hugh picked it
up to say drop dead. But after held listened for awhile he yelled for
Quiet.

"It's about Kitty," he explained.

Severd friends of friends asked who Kitty was. He shut them up.

"Been to thisfireworks party on the campus.” Someone turned
down the tape-player until the group on it sounded as though they were
on the phone themsdlves, long-distance. "Well?"

"Busted. Not just busted. Beaten up.”

"Ah, shit!" Carl frog-hopped toward him. "Her, or thewhole
bunch? And who's cdling?'

"Chuck. He saysthe lot. Someone's uptight because they been
bombing gas stations dl over with like Roman candles.”

"Shit, man, why din" wethink of that?" Tab clapped hisforehead
with his open pdm, smack.

"But why bust the campus?' demanded one of the girls Hugh had
madeit with earlier. Name of Cindy, Hugh believed. A student there.
Black.

"Someone hoisted the skull and crossbones on that big flagpole near
the dean's"

"Oh, fantastic! Cindy went sprawling backwardsin afit of
laughter, flinging wide the shirt which was al she wore to show off her
S0-to-say negative tattoo: a skull whose eyes were her nipples, bared
teeth across her midriff, crossed bonesintersecting a her pubis, which
she shaved. It was done by minor cosmetic surgery and could be
reversed. She always assured peopleit could be reversed.

"Yeah," Hugh muttered. "But they got like clubbed and dragged in
thewagon.”

There was slence as he put down the phone. Ossie said suddenly,
"We got to get back at them. We got to!"



"No usejudt hitting and running!" Carl sngpped. "Got to hurt the
man who givesthe orderd"

"Well, who givesthe orders?' Ossie rounded on him.
"Therich! Shit, baby, who 27"

"Right. And we got a pipeline to the rich-you didn't notice? I've
been thinking about thisalot. Hugh, how much is Roland Bamberley
worth?'

Some of the listeners went back to what they'd been doing before,
mainly screwing, but afew stayed to listen because they sensed this
was strong.

"Chrigt, millions! Thirty? Fifty? | don't know!"
"You ever met him?' Ossie pressed.

"Waell, just the onetime. At Jack Bamberley's"
"And thisson of hiswhat's his name?'

"Oh, Hector!" Hugh began to giggle. He was adrift on pot and khat
both and maybe the L-dopa was having impact too; al three were
fighting inside his head to kegp him floating. " Shit, isthat ever a
ridiculous scene! He kegpsthat son of hislike wrapped in Saran.
Know he wasn't even alowed to eat with us? Specia food checked
out by thistame chemigt. Travels everywhere with abodyguard, night
and day-armed, too. Hell, | swear | hardly saw hisface. Made to keep
hisfiltermask on dl the time he's outdoors, even in Colorado!™

"And he's how old-fifteen?'

"l guess. Going on sixteen now, maybe." But Hugh was over his
giggles and beginning to be puzzled. "What's this about?"

"One moment. Oneitty-bitty moment. Y ou read how he got this
franchise for the whole state with these Jap water-purifiers?”

"Y eah, they put onein where we go have breakfast sometimes.
Make athing of it onthewal. Posters.”

"Well, don't you think Hector ought to be alittle less protected, the
rest of usalittle more?' Osse hunkered forward. "Like shouldn't we



get next to him and-uh-invite him to see how the other haf lives?' He
waved a the smoky room and implied the entire filthy city beyond.

Therewas aconfused silence. Carl said at length, ™Y ou mean like
kidnap him?Hold him for ransom?"

"Ah, shit!" Hugh began, but Ossie cut him short

"Not money, baby. Not a cash ransom. I'm thinking of"-he groped
inthe air asthough seizing anumber from alucky dip-"like twenty
thousand water-purifiersinstaled free of chargeif hewantsto seehis
boy again.”

"Hey, that'smusic!" Tab exclamed. Hed stayed to listen. "Y eah,
that makesalot of sense. Go ‘way!"'-to Cindy, who wasfumbling in his
crotch. At once the argument became generd, ideas being thrown out a
dozen aminute and most of them absurd.

But meantime Hugh was sitting back againgt thewal and thinking:
Chrig, it'scrazy and it might work. It just, very just, might.

It wasin the spirit of the whole nationa scene, too-would kick off a
lot of support especidly inthecities-and ahell of asight closer to the
origind Trainiteidedsthan throwing bombs.

If it hadn't been for Ossie, of course, it would never have
progressed from a pipe-dream to actua execution. Hugh wasn't sure
quite how it devel oped-the moment he redlized he was going to be the
key to the scheme, he got high, and stayed high, and was till high the
day they did it. But Ossie had spent fifteen years on the underground
scene, getting busted now and then but never spending long inside
because he had an ingtinct for self-preservation that was halfway to
paranoia. Also he had contacts, and he used them.

Roland Bamberley had divorced Hector's mother years ago and
kept a succession of respectable mistresses, unwilling to remarry
because he wanted total control of hisfortune. He and hisson lived on
a Stronghold Estate (where el s2?) near Point Reyes, built around an
artificia lake with clean fresh water and lots of tall trees nearby to keep
the air sweet. It was obvioudy no good tackling the job right there. Not



with ex-Marine sharpshooters on patrol.

But Hector did emerge into the open now and then, even though he
wasinvariably accompanied by hisarmed bodyguard. A friend of his
from the same expensive prep school he atended lived on the hillside
overlooking Sausdito, which had become a very sought-after location
indeed during the past five years, because the greenery was till lush
and some trick of micrometeorology made the air better than average.
Ossie had an acquaintance who worked for alocal TV dation.
Ohbligingly, the guy established that if he wasn't traveling during summer
vacation Hector called on hisfriend once aweek for amorning game of
tennis (indoors, naturdly), after which he stayed to lunch.

So they scouted the areawhile Ossie worked on afew of his other
contacts, and figured out aroute back to Berkeley from the north
which avoided the main bridges, and did a couple of dry runs complete
in every detail bar one: that for the actual operation they would sted a
car and later abandon it.

And dl of asudden the day appointed was upon them.

It wasjust aswell Hugh wasliving in adream. If held believed what
was happening was redl, held have pissed in his pantswith terror. Asit
was, hefdt quitecam.

Just around the corner from the home of Hector's friend, which was
screened from the road by dense trees and shrubs, there was a stop
ggn. At it the dark-blue air-conditioned Cadillac dutifully halted. Hugh
stepped into plain view and grinned and waved and knocked on the
car'swindow. He had put on his best-or rather, what had been until a
day or two ago someone el se's best-clothes, and shaved, and generally
made himsdlf presentable. " Say, aren't you Hector? Hector
Bamberley?' he shouted.

At thewhed, the bodyguard twisted around, one hand reaching
under hisjacket for hisgun. Not wearing amask insde the car, of
course-Caddies had the best possible precipitators-Hector looked
politely puzzled, atrifle sartled.



"I'm Hugh! Hugh Pettingill! At your uncle Jack'd™ Recognition
dawned. A word to the bodyguard, who gave afrown, and then also
remembered their former meseting. He relaxed, then tensed again as
Hector automeaticaly touched the window switch.

"Hey, put your mask on if you're going to open that-" But by then it
was too late. Hugh had pitched the degp-grenade into the car. It
landed fair on the middle of the front seat. He spun and raced for the
Sde of theroad.

The grenade held the US Army'slatest riot-control compound, PL.
It had been mailed home from Honduras. Ossie knew someone who
knew someone. And there was dways a keen demand for weaponry.

They waited the requisite three minutes. The bodyguard's foot had
dipped off the brake, of course, but the car had only rolled forward
across the main road and gently bumped the bank opposite. They were
prepared to take the risk of his remembering Hugh. In two cases out of
three PL induced temporary amnesia, like ablow on the head. It was
more likely than not that hed wake up to find he couldn't recal athing.

Then the others appeared from the scrawny underbrush, and Ossie
drove up in the station wagon they'd stolen, and they piled Hector in
the back under a blanket and split.

"Helooks pretty green,” Hugh muttered asthey dumped himin the
room-more, an oversize closet-they'd made ready at Kitty's. She hadn't
been back since her bust at the Fourth of July party, and no one
seemed to know where she'd gone, except it wasn't jail, but they were
sure she'd have approved if shed known what they were doing.

Thiswas agloryhole without windows, though very well
ventilated-they'd made sure of that-with concrete walls, agood solid
lockable door, and asink in the corner whose tap worked fine. They'd
fitted it up with adivan bed, achamber-pot and asupply of paper,
some books and magazines to help him passthetime. HEd hate it. But
he wouldn't be getting much worse than some people had to live with
dl thetime.



"Helookssck!" Hugh said, more loudly thistime,

"Sureheis," Osse grunted, pulling the boy's legs straight on the
bed. "They dways are when they wake up from PL. But we havethe
promise of the Pentagon thet it isn't fatal.”" Grinning without humor.

"Me, I'll go mail the ransom note," he added, and turned to leave.

When Hector Bamberley struggled back from the depths of coma,
he found Hugh squatting againgt the wall surrounded by roaches, some
alive and some khat. Y ou could chew it, infuse it, smoke it-come to
that you could stick it up your ass, but Hugh hadn't tried that. Of the
others, held decided he preferred smoking. Hastily he donned his
filtermask.

Hector said, "What...?" Tried to sit up. Fell back. Tried again. He
was big for hisage, astal as Hugh, and in first-rate physica shape. So
he ought to be, the way he/d been coddled dll hislife.

He nearly threw up-they'd left the chamber-pot handy in case-but
managed not to. At the third attempt he reached a sitting position and
focused his eyes. He was very pale, and there was awhimper in his
voicewhen hesaid, "l...Do | know you?1 think | saw..."

It tailed away.
"Wheream 17" With acry. "What am | doing here?’
Hugh kept on looking steadily at him.

"l do know you." Putting both handsto his temples and swaying.
"You're...No, | don't know you after dl.”

There was a slence during which he recuperated from the worst
effects and was able to drop his hands and regained alittle color in his
cheeks.

"Wheream 17" hesaid again.

"Here"

"What are you going to do with me?"

"Take care of you," Hugh grunted. "Very good care. Expensve



care. Look!" He reached under the bed, barely missing Hector's feet,
and drew out a plastic tray on which they had arranged food: sausage,
salad, bread, fruit, cheese, and awater-glass. There was no don't-drink
noticein force a present, so they'd agreed to take thefact literdly.

"Thisisdl from Puritan. Got that?'
"I don't understand!™

"Simple enough,” Hugh sighed. "Y ou are not going to be starved,
that'sthefirst thing. Y ou're not going to be beaten-nothing like that."

"But..." Hector took afirm grip on himsdf. Among the subjects
they taught best at his expensive school was sdlf-contral. "All right, so
I'm not here to be starved or beaten. What for, then?”

"Because your father inherited afortune made by ruining the earth.
Now he stands to make another out of his ancestors shit. So we're
going to keep you here, and feed you-al stuff from Puritan, the best
kind-until your dad agreesto ingtal twenty thousand of his new
water-filtersfree of charge.

But Hector wasn't serioudy listening. "I know who you are!" he said
suddenly. ™Y ou had aquarrel with Uncle Jack and walked out!"

"Did you understand what | told you?' Hugh scrambled to hisfeet.
So much for wearing afiltermask!

"Ah...Yes, | guessso." Hector looked nervous. Small wonder.
"Say, I-uh-I need to go to the can.”

Hugh pointed.

"What?Y ou mean you're not even going to let me go to the
bathroom?'

"No. Y ou can wash down at thesink. You'll get atowel.” Hugh
curled hislip, not that it showed. "Don't know why you're so eager for
the bathroom anyhow. We don't have one of your dad's water-purifiers
here. We have to take the regular supply. Think about that. Y ou'll have
lots of tune.

He reached with bunched knuckles to rap on the door, twice. Ossie
had worked out a scheme: no oneto go in the room without amask, no



oneto go in without someone waiting outside behind the locked door,
not to open until he heard the agreed number of knocks and that wasto
be changed every time.

Prompt, Tab opened to him, and Carl was seen in the background
poised to block an escape. Both were masked.

Hugh stepped out and the door was dammed and |ocked.

"All cool?' Carl demanded.

"Shit, no. He recognized me." Hugh threw aside hismask in disgust.
"Ah, | guess he was bound to. | mean, people wear them so much of
the time, you go by the eyes and forehead. Should have known | had to
taketherisk. Well, never mind." Saying it made him fed bolder. He
added, " Christ, khat makes me thirsty. Got a Coke or something?”

"Here." Chuck tossed one from acarton they had going in the
corner. "Say, did he look at the books yet?*

"Héll, of course not. Why?"

Chuck grinned. "I put astack of porn in with them. Might be handy
for himwhile hésaone™

EARTHWAKE

"What the hdl?'

Elbow in theribs. Philip Mason swore a hiswife. It was dark. Also
hot. But the windows had to be shut because of the smoke from the
river fires.

And then heredlized: another stinking quake.

He sat up. "Bad one?' he muttered, driving deep from hiseyeswith
the pamsof hishands.

"No, but Harold's crying.” Denise was climbing out of bed, feet
fumbling for dippers. There was ancther brief rumble and something
rattled on her dressing-table: perfume bottles, maybe. A walil. No, a
top-of-the-lungsyell.



"Okay, I'll come dong, too," Philip sighed, and swung hislegsto the
floor.

THIS ISN'T THE END OF THE WORLD, IS IT?

Normally Moses Greenbriar distributed greetings like largesse ashe
waddled toward his office every morning. Today he distributed snarls.
He was soaking with perspiration-the air outside was appallingly hot
and wet-and he was more than an hour late. He stormed into his office
and dammed the door.

"Dr. Grey has been waiting for you for over hdf an hour,” his
secretary sad nervoudy viatheintercom.

"Shut up! | know!"

He fumbled thelid off asmall bottle of capsules, gulped one down,
and in afew minutesfelt somewhat better. But it was il horribly hot
and humid in here. He buzzed the secretary.

"What the hell'swrong with the air conditioning?'

"Uh...It'soverloaded, Sir. It'son maximum already. They promised
to send someone along and adjust it next week."

"Next week!"

"Yes, gr. They haven't caught up the backlog they accumulated
during the enteritis epidemic.”

"Ah, hel!" Greenbriar wiped hisface and peeled off hisjacket.
Who cared if he showed awet shirt? So would everybody on aday
likethis. "Okay, send Dr. Grey in."

And, by the time Grey appeared in the doorway, he'd composed
himself with the hep of the pill into something resembling hisnormd
afability.

"Tom, do St down. I'm sorry to have kept you hanging about-it was
thosedirty Trainitesagain.”

"l hadn't heard there was another demonstration today,” Grey said,



crossing hislegs. Greenbriar stared at him resentfully; the guy hardly
showed awrinkle, let lone a patch of swedt.

He said, "Not ademongtration. They seem to have given up such
harmless stunts, don't they? | imagine you heard Hector Bamberley's
been kidnapped?'

Grey nodded. "Was your trouble something to do with-?"

"Shit, no." Greenbriar seized acigar and savagely hit off the end.
"Though | can't say it hasn't caused plenty of trouble for us, that-what
with Jack Bamberley dead, and Maud under sedation, we were
expecting Roland to step into his shoes and help keep the organization
on an even ked, stop this disastrous drop in our share price...But what
happened to me, the police had atip-off that some maniac was going to
blow the Queens Midtown Tunnd by driving through it with abomb in
hiscar. And himsdlf too, | guess. So they're stopping and searching
everybody. Bet it's another stinking hoax!"

"Y es, threets are an excellent sabotage techniquein themsealves,”
Grey said with clinicdl interest "'V ery much akin to the German V-
flying bombs, you know. They carried warheads too smdl to do much
damage, but everyone within earshot naturally took shelter, so they
interfered remarkably efficiently with munitions production and public
svices"

Greenbriar blinked at him. After apause, he said, "Well, maybe, but
itsadtinking nuisance dl the same...Say, | guess| should have Sarted
by saying I'm glad to see you better. Y ou were indisposed, weren't
you?”

"Nothing serious,” Grey said. But he sounded, and was, aggrieved.
Neither adrinker nor asmoker, celibate, and eating abalanced diet, he
suffered from the subconscious assumption that disease germswould
realize he was ahard nut to crack and keep their distance. Instead, he
had gone down with brucellosis-he, Tom Grey, who never touched
unpasteurized milk and invariably ate margarine instead of butter!

Now, naturally, he was cured; there were excellent and fast-acting
specifics. But it irked him that he'd been deprived of three precious



weeks he could have devoted to his project. At Angd City he had had
agresat ded of timeto pursue what he regarded as the most important
aspects of it. Here, by contrast, precisely because he had been
engaged to work on it asamain job instead of a private venture, he
had to subordinate his own preferencesto the priorities of his
employers.

"l believe it was because of Jacob's sad demise that you wanted to
seeme” hesad.

Greenbriar studied thetip of hiscigar with critical concentrated
attention. He said, "Waell-yes. It's no secret that thisisthelatest ina
series of body-blows, asyou might say. Even such an enormoudy
wedlthy organization asthe Bamberley Trust haslimits to the amount of
punishment it can take. Firgt the African business, then the Honduran
affair, then theriot at the hydroponics plant, and now this-it's turned
public opinion againgt us and practically wiped out confidencein our
stock. So we're desperately in need of something, something dramatic,
to improve our image. At our last Board meeting, | raised the matter of
your-ah-precautionary program, and everyonefelt that it had strong
potentid for this application. Isthere any chance of putting the use of it
on public offer in theimmediate future?"

Grey hesitated. He had been haf afraid of this. But...

"Well, actudly, that bringsto my mind a suggestion Anderson made
the other week. That young programmer you assigned as my assstant,
you know? | suspect he intended it as a pleasantry, but I've been
pondering it during my confinement to bed. In effect he argued that we
arelessin need of extrgpolatory analysesto prevent fresh mistakes
being made, than of emergency solutionsto problemsaready in
exigence. Not that he phrased it quite like that, of course.”

"Then how did he phraseit?’

"What heinfact said," Grey replied, "wasthis" Not for thefirst time
Greenbriar decided he totally lacked a sense of humor; the question
had been put, hefelt obligated to answer in detail. "He said, 'Doc,
instead of looking for ways to avoid more and bigger messes, why not
just look for ways out of the messwe'rein right now? Theway things



are shaping, we may not be around long enough to make any more
mistakes!' " Defensively he appended, "As| told you, | suspected him
of being jocular.”

"Joking or not, do you think he wasright?*

"Well...You know, | have sometimes been accused of inhabiting an
ivory tower, but | do keep up with the news even though my tastes
inclinetoward the quiet life. | can't help believing that the public at large
would wel come something similar to what Anderson proposed. | can't
accept that our politica leaders are correct in maintaining that concern
about environmental deterioration was afad, which now sounds saleif
it's mentioned in acampaign speech and boresthe listeners. My
conclusion israther that because the politicians appear to be bored with
it, the public are resorting to more extreme measures. Y ou've noticed
how many acts of sabotage have been committed lately?*

"Damnit, of coursel” Greenbriar spoke curtly. Many of the Trust's
magjor holdings had suffered, being concentrated in growth indugtrids.

"Well, there's one thing to be said in defense of the saboteurs, isn't
there? They are gtriking at industries with high pollution ratings. QOll,
plastics, glass, concrete, products generally which don't decay. And of
course paper, which consumes irreplaceabl e trees.”

"I had the impression you were on the Sde of progress,” Greenbriar
muttered. "This morning you sound like an gpologist for the Trainites”

"Oh, hardly." A thin smile. "Of course | had to reread Train'swork
for incorporation in my program data, dong with every other thinker
who's had amgjor influence on the modern world-Lenin, Gandhi, Mao
and therest. But what I'm driving at isthis. Weve had centuries of
unplanned progress, and the result can justly be called chaotic.
Uninformed people, aware only that their lives may be revolutionized
without warning, are naturally insecure. And they cometo distrust their
leaders, too, for reasons which might be exemplified by what happened
at your hydroponics plant, when haf amillion dollars worth of food,
despite the government'sinsistence thet it was perfectly edible, was
destroyed againgt the background of starvationin Asia, Africa, even
Europe. And, what is more'-he leaned forward intently-"against the



depredations of these jigras throughout the agricultural sates. A huge
advertisng campaign is being mounted, asking everyone to watch out
for and report new outbreaks. But who's going to take it serioudy
when the government authorizes the burning of so much food purely to
scoreapoalitica point?'

Greenbriar nodded. Moreover, steaksin hisfavorite restaurant had
gone up from $7.50 to $9.50 this summer.

"l sugpect,” Grey plowed on, "that young peoplein general want to
believein their leaders good faith. After al, many of them are proud
that theworld'slargest charitable organization is American. But instead
of cagpitdizing on the fund of goodwill that exigts, the government
repeatedly trampleson it. Instead of exclaiming in horror at the fate of
your friend'swife, Mrs. Thorne, they refuse to acknowledge any
responsbility, they even try and deny the danger isareal one. And,
reverting to theriot at your plant: wasn't it aterrible tactical error to use
battle-lasers? There's been a considerable outcry over their
employment in Honduras, and one must confess that the reports of their
effect don't make for pleasant reading. One could imagine young
people being deeply disturbed by descriptions of how a person
ganding at the fringe of the beam may ingtantly find that an arm or leg
has been amputated and cauterized.”

"Y ou're beginning to remind me of Gerry Thorne," Greenbriar said
dowly. Somewhere during that lengthy speech Grey had touched him
on araw nerve. "He put it more-more forcefully, of course. He said,
"There are madmen in charge and they've got to be stopped!" "

Helooked at Grey, and the thin man gave a sober nod.

Y es, damned right. What would happen if someone didn't come
up-and very soon-with arationd, scientific, practicable plan to cure this
country'sills? Y ou couldn't look to that straw dummy Prexy and his
cabinet of mediocritiesfor anything more useful than pious platitudes.
Their attitude seemed to be, "Well, it didn't work last time but it
damned well should have done, so well do it again!" Meantime, what
had been uncommitted support drifted steedily toward the extremist
axis of the Trainites, or theradica right, or the Marxigts. It was as



though the public was taking the stland which came handiest, just so
long as there was a stand to be taken that put an end to bumbling dong
from day to day.

He said, looking down at hisfat hands on the desk and noticing that
they glistened with perspiration, "Do you think your program can be
adapted to offer-uh-real-world solutions?’

Grey pondered. He said findly, "I'll be frank. Right from the
beginning of my project I've proceeded on the assumption that what's
done is done, and the best we could hope for was to avoid
compounding our mistakes. Obvioudy, though, the data thet are
aready accumulated can be employed for other purposes, though
certain necessary and perhaps tune-consuming adjustments....”

"But you'd be willing to let us announce that Bamberley Trustisto
finance a computerized sudy which may reved some useful new ideas?
I'll guarantee to keep it down to 'may.' " Greenbriar was swesting
worse than ever. "To be honest, Tom, were throwing ourselves on
your mercy. Werein terrible trouble. And next year can only be worse
if wedon't hit on something which will make the public fed more
favorably disposed toward us.”

"I'd need extrafunds, extragteff,” Grey said.
"Youll get them. I'll seetothat.”

SCRATCHED

"Yes?...0h, I'm very sorry to hear that. Please convey him our best
wishes for aspeedy recovery. But the president did ask meto passthis
message informally as soon as possible; | may say hefedsvery strongly
about the matter. Of course, not knowing if the rumor iswell founded,
we didn't want to handleit on an officia leved...Yes, | would be
obliged if you could make sure the ambassador istold at the earliest
opportunity. Tell him, please, that any attempt to nominate Augtin Train
for the Nobel Peace Prize would be regarded as a grave and-1 quote
the president’s actual word-cal culated affront to the United States.



PRIME TIME OVER TARGET

Petronella Page: ...and welcome to our new Friday dot where we
break our regular habit and cover the entire planet! Later we shall
be going to Honduras for interviews right on thefiring line, and by
satdlite to London for in-person opinions concerning the food riots
among Britain'sfive million unemployed, and findly to Stockholm
where welll speak direct to the newly appointed secretary of the
"Savethe Bdtic" Fund and find out how this|atest attempt to rescue
an endangered sealis getting on. But right now we have avery sad
episode in focus, the kidnapping of fifteen-year-old Hector
Bamberley. Over in our San Francisco studios-ah, | seethe picture
on the monitor now. Mr. Roland Bamberley! Hdllo!

Bamberley: Hdlo.

Page: Now everyone who followsthe newsis aware that your son
vanished more than aweek ago. We aso know that aransom
demand of avery strange kind has been received. Are there any
cluesyet to theidentity of the criminals?

Bamberley: Some things have been obviousfrom the start. To begin
with thisisclearly apalitically motivated crime. During the
kidnapping adeep gas grenade was employed, and those aren't
found on bushes, so it's plain that we have to ded with a
well-equipped subversive group. And no ordinary kidnappers
would have fixed on such aridiculous ransom.

Page: Some people would argue that on the contrary such agrenade
could have been obtained very easily, and that anybody annoyed
with the notorioudy poor quaity of Cdiforniawater might have-

Bamberley: Bunkum.
Page: Isthat your only comment?
Bamberley: Yes.

Page: It's been reported that afirst delivery of forty thousand
Mitsuyama water-filters destined for your company arrived



yesterday. Areyou intending to-?

Bamberley: No, | am not reserving any of them for this disgraceful
so-caled ransom! | am neither going to yield to blackmail, nor am |
going to connive at the plans of traitors. I've told the police that this
kidnapping isthe work of ahighly organized subversve movement
intent on defaming the United States, and if they're any damned
good at their job they ought aready to have the culprits on record
down to their-their tastein liquor! But | declineto collaborate with
theminany way.

Page: How would ransoming your son amount to collaboration?

Bamberley: During the late sixties and early seventiestherewasa
massive smear campaign againgt the United States. The world was
told that this country was hell on earth. We've won back some of
our proper pridein ourselves, and we dare not waste the ground
we'veregained. If | gavein, our enemieswould pounce on the act
as an admission that we supply our own citizenswith unwholesome
water. Think of the politica capita they could make out of that!

Page: But you've dready made that admission by arranging to import
these purifiers.

Bamberley: Nonsense. I'm abusinessman. When ademand exists|
take stepsto supply it. Therésademand for these purifiers.

Page: Wouldn't some people clam that the existence of the demand
provesthat the authorities aren't providing pure water? And that by
ransoming your son you'd actudly be improving the sete of affairs?

Bamberley: Some peoplewill say anything.
Page: With respect, that's no answer to my question.

Bamberley: Look, any reasonable person knows there are occasions
when you need ultrapure water-to mix ababy formula, for instance.
Usudly you boail it. Using thesefiltersI'm importing, you don't have
to go to that trouble. That'sall.

Page: But whenit'syour only son who-Hello! Mr. Bamberley! Hello,
San Francisco! ... Sorry, world, we seem temporarily to have



logt-Just one moment, let's pause for-uh-gtation identification.
(Breach in transcript lasting appx. 38 sec.)

lan Farley: Pet, you'll have to switch to the next subject. Someone's
put out our Frisco transmitters. They think it may have beena
mortar bomb.

BACK IN FOCUS

There had been this endless-timeless-period of her life when
everything looked flat, like abad photograph. Nothing connected.
Nothing meant anything.

Shewas aware of facts, like: name, Peg Mankiewicz; sex, femde;
nationdity, American. Beyond that, avoid. A terrible vacuum into
which, the moment she let down her guard, uncontrolled emotions
rushed such asfear and misery.

Shelooked at awindow. It was possible to see asmall patch of sky
through it. The sky was as gray and flat asthe entire world had been
for-how long? She didn't know. But it was shedding rain. It must just
have started. It was as though someone out of sight were flipping the
bow! of atiny spoon laden with thin mud. Plop on the pane: anirregular
eliptica darkish splodge. And another, abit bigger. And another
smdler. And so on. Each dirty drop causing runnelsin the dirt aready
accumulated on the outside of the glass.

She didn't much carefor theideaof dirty rain. She looked at the
foreground instead, and discovered that certain things had rounded out.
Therewas adesk across which ablack man of about forty wasfacing
her. He reminded her of Decimus, but fatter. She said, "I ought to
know who you are, oughtn't 17"

"I'm Dr. Prentiss. I've been treating you for amonth.”

"Oh. Of course." She frowned, and passed her hand across her
forehead. There seemed to be too much of her hair. "'l don't remember



quitehow ..."

Staring around the room, she sought for clues. Vagudly, she
remembered this place, asthough sheld seen it before on an
old-fashioned TV s, in black and white. But the carpet wasredly
green, and the walls were white, and there was a bookcase of natural
pinein which there were blue and black and brown and red and
multi-colored books, and behind this black desk sat-just a second-Dr.
Prentissin agray suit. Good. It dl fitted together.

"Yes, | doremember," shesad. "Inthe hotd."

"Ah." Prentiss made the single non-word sound like an accolade.
Heleaned back, putting hislong but chubby fingerstogether. "And-?"

It waslikefdlinginto afary tae not the gentle Andersen kind, but
the Grimm type, drawn from the cesspits of the communal
subconscious. A magic poison, asit were. She didn't want to think
about it, but she wasthinking about it, and since she couldn't stop
thinking about it, it was marginally more bearableto talk than to keep
slence

"Yes," shesaid wearily, "I remember it al now. They brokein,
didn't they? Who were they-FBI?

Prentiss hesitated. "Well...Yes, | guessyou'd have worked that out
anyway. They'd been following the people who called on you."

"Arriegas" Peg said. "And Lucy Ramage.”

Poor babesin the wood. The jungle of New Y ork was too much.
Far away, mindlessterror. Shefelt insulated from it now, asthough she
weretrying to remember by proxy. Perhapswith Lucy Ramages brain.
Had she seen the front of her head after the bullet smashed it, or only
invented the picture in her imagination? Either way it wasrepulsive. To
digtract herself shelooked at the clothes she was wearing: shirt and
pants of pale blue. Not her own. She detested blue.

"How do you fedl now, Peg?’ Prentissinquired.

Sheadmost bridled by reflex, having dl her life hated men who
presumed ingtant familiarity. And then realized: she had lost four weeks.



Incredible. Time scissored out of her life like atape being edited. She
forced hersdlf to take stock of her condition, and experienced a pang
of surprise.

"Well-pretty good! Sort of weak, like when you get up from bed
after being ill, but...Rested. Relaxed.”

"That'sthe cathards. Y ou know the term?"

"Sure. A discharge of tension. Likelancing aboil."
"Yes, that'sright.”

"Wasit the food they made me eat which-uh...?>*

"Landed you in thishospital?" Prentiss murmured. "Y es and no.
Y ou can't have had time to ingest a dangerous dose of the stuff they'd
put init, and of course when we worked out what had happened we
pumped your stomach. But you must have been under strain for a
congderabletime. Y ou were cocked like ahair trigger, ready to go
bang a the least shock.”

That made sense. Although he said something about "the stuff they
putinit..." Surely it wasthere dready? Still, shedidn't fed inclined to
ague.

Shesaid, "Y ou make it sound as though they did me afavor without
meaning to.”

"That'savery acuteindght. | suspect they did. At any ratealot of
repressed material got purged out of your subconscious. That's why
you fed pleasantly relaxed right now."

"What-kind of materid?* With vague darm, asthough shed
suddenly discovered that a spyhole had been bored in her bathroom
wall.

" think you know," Prentiss murmured. "That's the benefit of this
kind of experience, unpleasant though it may be at thetime. Y ou begin
to admit al kinds of things you've dways concedled from yoursdif.”

"Yes." Peg looked at the window. Therain was heavy now, and the
panes were amost opague with dirty water. "Yes, it wasthewhole
gtinking world that had got on top of me, wasn't it? All the water



filthy-liketha." She pointed. "All the ground full of chemicas. Theair
thick with fumes. And not one friend anywherethat | could trust, who'd
tell me how to say dive”

There, it was out. And it must be the truth because this dark quiet
doctor was nodding. He said now, "But you did have one friend you
trusted. Y ou've been talking about him al thetime. Y ou probably know
who I'm referring to.”

With astart Peg said, "Oh! Decimus Jones?' He had seemed to be
there, somewhere in the gray flatness of the other world.

IIYall
"But he's dead.”

"Even s0, didn't he have friends? Aren't some of hisfriends your
friendstoo?"

Peg gave a cautious nod. Now shefet so much more like her
norma saf, her guard was beginning to go up again. There was
something fractionally too casua about this smooth black doctor's tone,
asthough he were leading up to something.

"Y ou certainly talked about them alot. Gave the impression you're
very fond of them. Y ou talked about Jones, as| said, but aso about his
ggter, hiswife, hisadopted children, lots of other people who knew
him and know you. Y ou even mentioned Augtin Train."

So that wasit. Peg gathered hersdlf and said in acool leve voice,
"Did 1?7 How strange. Yes, | used to know him, but only dightly, and
many years ago. And of course I've run across some of these people
who've adopted his name. Ridiculous, that-don't you think? Asthough
it were some kind of protective magic!”

When she had been taken back to her quarters, the man who had
been listening in the adjacent room entered, scowling.

"Well, you botched that!" he snapped.
"l did not!" Prentiss countered. "I did exactly as| wastold. If you



overlooked the fact that her referencesto Austin Train could just as
well apply to someone who's adopted the name, that's your problem!
And why are you so frantic to find the guy, anyhow?"

"Why do you think?" the other man exploded. "1an't this damned
country faling to pieces around us? And aren't dl these dirty saboteurs
doingit in the name of Augtin Tran? Unlesswefind him and pillory him
in public, make him look like the fool and traitor that heis, he can walk
back into the spotlight any time he chooses and take command of an
amy amillion srong!”

AUGUST

FOLLOWED BY THE EXPLOSIVE HARPOON

There she blows, bullies, yes, there she blows now!
There she blows, bullies, abaft of the prow!

Jump toit, bullies, come reef your topsails,

Take to the boats and go hunting for whales!

I'm aNewcastle whder, I've money at home,
But my pleasureison the Atlantic to roam,

To brave the rough ocean and add to my store-
I'vekilled fifty whaesand I'll kill fifty more!

There she blows...

Theholdsaredl full, theresan end to our toil,
We're going to be rich from the blubber and ail,
And when were ashore and | walk down the street,
I'll march to the music of coin chinking swest!

There she blows...

I'll go to the tavern and buy ale and beer,



And the girlswill flock round me and cal me my desar.
There'sno long or emp'ror lives more gdlantly
Than aNewcastle whder just home from the sedl.

There she blows...
-Broadside, about 1860, to the air of "An Honest Y oung Woman'

THE GRASS IS ALWAYS BROWNER

...described as quote disastrous unquote by airlines, travel
agencies and tour operators. Hotel bookings are down by an
average 40, in some cases 60, per cent. Commenting on the report
just prior to departing for Disneyland, where he is dated to deliver
a major speech on education, Prexy said, quote, Well, you don't
have to go abroad to know our way of lifeis the best in the world.
End quote. A warning that food hoarding might be made a
Federal offense was today issued by the Department of
Agriculture, after another day of rioting in many major cities over
sharp price increases. Hijacking of vegetable trucks...

WATERSHED

The phone on Philip Mason's desk rang yet again; it was about the
tenth time in an hour. He picked it up and snapped, "Y es?'

"Well, that'sahell of atoneto useto your wife," Denise said.

"Oh." Philip leaned back and passed his hand across hisface.
ll&)rrylll

"|s something wrong?'

"Kind of. I've had eight or ten callstoday demanding instant
sarvicing. People saying their filters are choked.” Philip tried not to let
his voice convey too much gloom. "Teething troubles, | guess, but of
course it means postponing new indallations and reassgning the
availablemen...Well, what can | do for you?'



"Angie McNell just called. She and Doug can't makeit to dinner
tonight after dl.”

"Chrigt, again? That's the third time they've broken the date! What
isit thistime?"

Denise hesitated. She said after a pause, her voice strained, " So
many emergency cals she says hell be lucky to be through by midnight.
Sounds as though just about everything is breaking loose a once.
Brucdlosisisthe main one, but they have cdlsfor infectious hepatitis,
dysentery, meades, rubdlla, scarlet fever and something Doug suspects
may be typhus.”

"Typhud" Philip dmost dropped the phone.

"That'sright," Denise confirmed soberly. "He says-or rather Angie
says-it's because al these people have come up herefor their vacations
instead of going to the coast. The sanitation and water supply can't
cope.”

"You'vetold Harold and Josie not to help themsalvesto water?”

"Of course | have!" And she added, "Sorry, didn't mean to bite
your heed off."

"Well, thisdl soundsterrible, but what exactly do you want meto
do?'

"Oh, | laidinfood for s, of course, so | thought maybe you could
ask Pete and Jeannieinstead.”

"Sure, good idea. Matter of fact | can see Pete right now, heading
thisway. Hang on." He covered the phone and shouted to Pete, who
was visible through the office door, standing gar because the
conditioning couldn't cope with the heat He was getting around fine
now; held discarded his crutches and was using only acane. Entering
with anod to Philip, he dumped something in a plastic sack on his desk.

"Can you and Jeannie cometo dinner with ustonight?* Philip said
before Pete could spesk.

"Ah...Wdl, | guesswed liketo very much,” Pete said, taken
aback. "Isthat Denise on theline? Would you ask her to cal Jeannie a



home and say if it'sokay with her it'sfine with me? Thanks very much.”

He sat down as Philip relayed the message and cradled the phone,
and reached to open the sack. Philip stared in disbelief at what it
contained.

"What in hell's happened to that thing?' he exclaimed.

It was afilter cylinder from a Mitsuyama water-purifier. It was
discolored; instead of being off-white, it was dark purulent yellow with
patches of brown, and the close-packed plastic leavesit was
composed of had been forced apart, asthough very high-pressure air
had been blasted through it from the tube down its center.

"That'swhat al the faulty oneslook like" Pete said. "Mack's found
threelike that already today. Thought he'd better check with us before

exchanging any more.”
"Chrigt!" Philip touched it gingerly; it was dimy and loathsome. "Has
Alan ssenthis?’

"By now | guess he must have. He went down to Doc McNeil's
clinic. They havered trouble. Twelve unitsadl blocked solid.”

"Oh, hel," Philip muttered. "And have these people who are calling
inredly used up dl their sparefilters?"

"Mack saysthethree he's spoken to have. They're getting through a
pack of six in that many weeks. But | thought they were meant to last
haf ayear."

“They adl”

"So what's going wrong?"

The phonerang. Philip snatched at it. "Tes?'
"Alanfor you," Dorothy told him. "Alan, go ahead-"
"Phill" Alan cutin. "Werein trouble!”

"1 know. Pete just brought me afilter to look at. What in the
world-?"

"Bacterid”



"Y ou haveto bejoking," Philip said after apause.

"Likehdl | am. I'verun acrossthis before, in big purifying plants.
And you get ‘em in domestic softeners, too. But those mothers at
Mitsuyama swore blind their gear was proofed against the problem.
Get asarvice engineer down hereto the clinic right away, will you?”'

Philip repeated the request to Pete, who shook his head. "Nobody
here but Mack, and he has eight more-"

"l heard that!" From Alan. "Tell Mack everybody e se can wait.
He'sto come hereright away. Phil, put me back to Dorothy, would
you? | want to book acall to Osakal"

"Jugt little bugs" Pete said increduloudy, turning thefilter cylinder
over and over. "Making apile of shit likethisl" He shuddered and let
the disgusting object fal. "Scaresthe hell out of me," he added after a
moment. "Y ou know theré's anew epidemic building up-brucellogs?!

"| did hear," Philip agreed.

"They say it brings on abortion,” Pete said, eyesfocused on
nowhere. " Jeanni€'s getting nightmares. She'swell aong now, nearly
two months...Ah, hell, it hasn't happened yet." He hoisted his stiff body
off the chair. "I'll go see Mack on hisway."

The phonerang. It was aman thistime, for achange, but he had the
sametrouble: asix-pack of filters used up in six weeks, and now a
meretrickle of water at hissink.

HAVE YOU SEEN ANY OF THESE INSECTS?
If you do inform the police immediately!

LOW SUMMER

Ddegates from the five largest wats sat in conference with Zenaand
Raph Henderson, in one of the bubble-shaped rooms leading off the



big hall where the whole Denver community met for medls, likeaside
chape from the nave of an ovoida cathedral which had shrunk in the
wash.

Hunched forward on clear blue cushions, Drew Henker from
Phoenix said, "So we're agreed. WEl haveto blast Puritan regardiess.”

There was a depressed silence. On the brown hills surrounding the
wat there were few of the usud bright patches of summer color. Ever
sinceitsinception, the people living here had planted flowering shrubs
round about to improve the view. But they'd been replaced by the tents
and trailers of visitorswho had picked the flowers, chopped down the
smadller treesfor firewood, created garbage dumps overnight and
polluted their one clean stream with raw sawage. There had been alot
of trouble, too, with rowdy drunkswho found it amusing to throw
rocks at the wat's windows.

At least it was dark now so you couldn't see the mess.

Eventudly Raph said, "The ideascaresthe hell out of me, but | fed
it smply hasto be done." He rose and began to pace restlessly back
and forth under the curved dome of the roof, having to stoop afraction
at the end of each pass as he turned. Hewastall. "Those damned fools
out there"-awave at the blank black windows-"won't react to anything
short of areal shock. They've been warned over and over, by Austin,
by Nader, by Rattray Taylor, everybody. And do they take any notice?
Not even when their own bodiesfall them. Christ, weve practically had
to turn our jeep into an ambulance!™

That was an exaggeration. But it was true that at least adozen times
sncetheinflux of tourists began, strangers had come shouting to the
wat for adoctor, or to have septic wounds bound up, or to ask advice
forasick kid.

"Bet they don't offer anything in return,” Rose Shattock from Taos
sad morosdly.

Once more, silence; it became too long. Zenasaid dmogt at
random, "Oh, Raph, I've been meaning to ask you. Rick's been
pestering me to know what's causing the patcheson dl the



broad-leaved plants this summer.”

"Which patches? The brown are from lack of water, | guess. But if
he meansthe yellow ones, that's SO,."

"That'swhat | told him. | just wanted to make sure'd given him the
right answer."

"Wish the pollutantswould kill the jigras,” said Tony Whitefeather
from Spokane. "But they'reresstant to literally everything... Think
therésany truth in thisideathat they didn't get in by mistake, that the
Tupas shipped them deliberately?"

"Why should they have to bother?' Raph grunted. "Just let some
gtinking commercid concern lower its tandards..."

"We bought from them before," Zenareminded him.

"Sure, but only because we had to. And anyway: importing
earthworms, for God's sake! Bees! Ladybugs! Sometimes| think
therésamad scientist in Washington, controlling Prexy by posthypnotic
suggestion, who wantsus dl to livein anice serile factory full of glass
and stainless stedd and et little pink and blue pills so we don't haveto
shit”

"Then he'sgetting rid of alot of usfirgt,” Tony Whitefeather said.
"So when the factory's built it won't have to be too big."

"Like Lucas Quarrey and Gerry Thorne?' suggested Drew Henker.

"Oh, they didn't need to wipe them out,” Ralph countered with a
shrug. "The Syndicate attended to that chore for them. Still, they're due
for ashock shortly. You're dl staying over, aren't you? So we can
discusstheinitid newsreleasein the morning.”

Nodsal around the circle. They started to rise.

"Any of you know anything about these new Mitsuyama
water-purifiers?' Rose Shattock said. "We've been thinking of investing
insome”

"Usto0o," Ralph nodded. "But the housekegping committee agreed
to postponeit. Thiswill bethefirst year we haven't managed to grow
enough food to last us through the winter, so our spare cash will have



to go on provisions bought outside.”

"It's not so much of a problem for you anyhow, isit?' Drew said.
"Come snow-time you can awaysrely on naturd purification.”

"I'm not so sure,” Ralph grunted. "With dl thishigh-level haze,
Chrigt knowswhat the snow's going to be like this year.”

"Grimy," Zenasaid, and pulled aface.

At the same moment the distant drone of alight aircraft could be
heard, growing louder, and they al glanced toward the window. Ralph
excdamed.

"Say! If those are the lights of that plane, he'slow!™

"Sureis" Zenaconfirmed, peering past hisshoulder. "Must bein
trouble!”

"Hisenginesfiring fine...Hey, what's he playing at? He's heading
graight for the wat! Crazy joy-rider!"

"He'shigh, or drunk!" Drew decided. "The damned fool!"

"Let'sget outsde and warn him off with aflashlight,” Zena
proposed, and headed for the door.

Swinging around, Ra ph shouted after her. "Hey, no! If heis stoned,
hell think you're playing gameswith him and fly even lower!"

"But we can't jugt-"

It was asfar as shegot. Theroar of the engine was almost loud
enough to drown out speech, but that wasn't what cut off the rest of the
sentence.

A sudden line of splintered holes, like the stabs of a sewing-machine
needle, spiked the window, the roof, the floor, and Drew and Ralph.

On the second pass the plane dropped a stick of Molotov
cocktals. Then it zoomed away into the night

UNABLE NOW TO SEE THE MOUNTAINS



Surely from here on an August day you used to be able to seethe
mountains?

Pete looked around. They'd been detoured by police barriersfrom
the route they'd intended to take-there was a house-to-house going
on-and now here they were hated at the high point of Colfax, between
Lincoln and Sherman, right next to the state capita, while agroup of
young patrolmen went from car to car checking ID's and chaffing the
pretty girls. On the mile-high step of the capitol frontage parties of
tourists who'd been passed by the guards were taking each other's
pictures, asusua. Usua Saturday morning crowds on the sidewalks,
too.

But no mountains.

Funny. Made Denver fed kind of like astage set. The
arrow-graight line of Colfax pointing into blurred gray.

Almost one could bdieve that the world outs de of what one could
see was dissolving-that what the TV showed, the papers reported, was
afake.

On anotice-board hung to the fence enclosing the capitol grounds
wasasmall verson of the poster showing a jigra which had appeared
throughout the Midwest and West in the past few weeks. Over it
someone had scrawled the Trainite symbol in red;

The patrolmen reached their car, checked their ID'sand looked into
the trunk, and waved them on. He kept staring at that poster until he
amogt cricked his neck, which was sort of dangerous with his back
condition. Another funny sensation: being a passenger dl thetime. He
enjoyed driving. But it would be along while before he could do that
agan.

Those stinking symbols were everywhere. They'd had three painted
on the car, for instance, which Jeannie had had to clean off-trying not to
damage the cellulose-wasting an hour or more on each occasion. If
only, when it cameto getting rid of one of the cars, they'd been ableto
keep the Stephenson. .. But it was so much smaller, so much harder for
him to get in and out of, and of course the trade-in value of an eectric



was far higher than that of any gas-driven car nowadays, and since they
had to find the money for their new refrigerator...

Damned silly not being able to get the old one repaired! But none of
these kids nowadays would have anything to do with technica matters.
Likeit wasblack magic, and just touching it put you in the devil's
power. They'd been expecting to recruit kids quitting school thisyear
astraineefittersat Prosser Enterprises. And hadn't hired half what they
needed: maybe nine or ten, when they'd planned on thirty.

And now thistrouble with the clogged filters. He was handing out
two six-packs of the things as replacements under guarantee for every
one sent to anew purchaser. Alan wastalking about suing Mitsuyama,
but that was talk and nothing more. Y ou couldn't touch abillion-dollar
corporation like that one, foreign or domestic. Best would beif the
same problem hit, say, Bamberley in Cdiforniaor some other, bigger
franchise holder who'd be prepared to make the suit ajoint one.

Jeannie wasn't her usud talkative self today, but that was fine by
him; hewasn't in a chatty mood himsdlf. Anyway, she needed to
concentrate. Therewasalot of traffic. They were headed for
Towerhill, to have lunch with her family, so they were on the road
which led to many things not only tourists but local people out for aride
wanted to see: the Site of the avalanche, the scene of the sixty-three
deaths at the hydroponics plant, the burned-out remains of the Trainite
wd...

Isit true the Syndicate was responsible, trying to kill these daily
louder rumors about the quaity of Puritan food? Haveto be ared
bastard of that kind to do what he did! It's one thing to object to
Trainite demonstrations and sabotage and dl, something eseto kill
children adegp in their beds.

"Say, honey, look!" Jeannie exclamed. "Therésabird!"
But he was too dow, and missediit.

Half amile out of the city she said, "Pete, what's doing it?"
"What?'



She pointed to the sere yelow hillside they were passing. The plants
on it were dusty. Shabby. Like untended house-plantsin an overheated
room.

"Well, pollution, | guess" Pete said uncomfortably.
"Sure, | know. But what does that redlly mean?”

Heforgot to answer. Around the next bend they camein sight of a
highway patrol car drawn up on the hard shoulder. A couple of officers
had got out and were walking up the dope to ingpect something new, a
monstrous skull and crossbones at least thirty feet overdl, etched into
the dry grass with some dark viscous liquid, maybe used lubricating oil.
The driver dtill Stting in the car was an old acquaintance, so Pete called
and waved, but the guy was yawning and didn't notice.

Further on Jeannie said suddenly, "Honey!"

v

"l...Doyou gill think we ought to cal him Franklin?'

That wasn't what she'd been going to say; he was sure of that. Still,
hesad, "l likeit. Or Mandy for agirl."

"Yes Mandy."

And then in the same bresth, in arush, "Pete, | fed so dirty insde!”

"Baby, how do you mean?"

"Like-like al my bones need to be taken out and washed!"

"Now that'sfoolish talk," Pete said gently.

"No, | meanit," she muttered. "I don't have too much to do al day
now, while you're at work. Not having the garden any more, or a
whole house to keep clean...| can't help thinking about it, honey, not
when thereés a baby growing insde me!"

"The baby's going to be okay," Pete declared. "Y ou couldn't have a
better guy than Doc McNeil to see you through.”

"Oh, sure, and | dwaysdo just like he tdls me. Eat the right kind of
food, drink canned water, never touch milk or butter...But-Pete, what
the hell kind of world arewe going to bring thekid into?'



She snapped aharsh stare a him, lasting only a second, but long
enough for him to recognize the redl terror in her eyes.

"The doc says| probably won't be able to feed him myself. Says
practicaly no mothers can. Too much DDT intheir milk!"

"Baby, dl that shit was banned years ago!”
"So how many times did you book someone peddling it?"

Pete had no answer for that. Even during one year of servicein the
police he had helped to arrest five or Six people home-brewing illegal
chemicas. not just insecticides, but defoliants, too.

"And proper food costs so much, too," Jeannie worried on,
sggnding right as she dowed for the Towerhill turn. "A dime here, a
quarter there, without knowing it you're spending twice as much asyou
expected. And it'sgoing to get worse. | wastaking to Susie Chain the
other day. Ran into her in Denver, shopping.”

"Ah-hah?' Shewasreferring to the wife of hisformer sergeant at
Towerhill.

"She has cousinsin Idaho, she said, and they've told her they're only
going to bring in about a quarter of the potato crop thisyear. Therest's
been spoiled by jigras.”

Pete whistled.

"They eat anything, she said. Corn, beets, squash...Say, you seen
the Trainitewat?" She pointed acrossthe valey. Blurred by the haze,
but visblein enough detail to be gruesome, the hollow shell of thewat
lay like arotted lobster. Small parties of Sghtseers were wandering
around it, poking at the wreckage in search of souvenirs.

Thelocd fire chief had said on TV how many warnings hed issued
about building in Fiberglas and scrap plagtic. Worse than timber.
Something about the poisonous fumes given off.

"Isthat the way our lad's going to go?" Jeannie said bitterly.
"Burned dive like those three were?'

Pete reached over to pat her comfortingly on the knee. But she
rushed on. "Think of dl thethings hell never be ableto do, Pete! Swim



inariver, or even row aboat on it-pick fruit right off the tree and eat
it-take off his shoesto walk in wet grass, al squelchy and thick!"

"Oh, honey, you sound like Carl," Pete chided.

"Why not?" She sniffed. "Carl'sthe bright onein our family, dways
was. Wish held write and let me know how heis...Y ou know, I'd haf
liketo catch this brucdlossthat's going around, so there wouldn't have
to be ababy."

"Shit, you mustn't say that!" Pete exclaimed in horror. "If we misson
this one, we may never-"

But at that point the road gave ashudder. It was as though every
one of the hundreds of carsin sght smultaneoudy ran over arock. He
reached for the radio and switched it on, to find out whether the quake
was going to be serious. It wasn't. And in another few minutesthey
were a Jeannie's mother's home and they had to try and pretend that
everything wasfine, just fine.

FED UP

...purchases of Nutripon to supplement welfare stocks,
currently at their lowest level for years owing to the unforeseen
impact of unemployment in resort areas deserted by tourists,
where ordinarily casual jobsin hotels and restaurants absorb
much surplus labor from June through September. Discounting
fears expressed by black and poverty group spokesmen, Secretary
for Welfare Barney K. Deane pointed out that the Bamberley plant
has been refitted to an extremely high standard, close to what you
get in an operating theater, quote, unquote. Asked whether the
plan would be extended later to relieve the impact of scarcity
prices on nnderprivileged families, he said the question was
actively under consideration but no decision had been reached. A
call to ban exports of food to the United States was today issued by



BACK

Not much changed. Garbage-cansfuller than ever and stinking.
Buzzing flies. Kitty Wash was pretty high. She stood for awhile
looking at the flies and wondering-not very seriousy-where they'd
come from. Imported, maybe? Last year, or the year before, or
something, there hadn't been any at dl.

But finally she picked her way among the cans and went indoors,
trying to take off her filtermask as shewent. It got kind of entangled
with her hair. Sheld let it grow while shewas away.

Theair inddewasfull of fumes, too, but that was pot. The windows
were taped to keep the stench out. It was very hot.

"Chrigt, it'sKitty," Hugh said, and rolled away from Carl. They

were both naked. And shewas nearly: just adress, dit up the front,
and sanddls.

"Where you been, baby?' Carl demanded.

"Places.” Shethrew down the canvas airline bag which was al shed
brought with her and reached for the joint they were sharing.

"Met this cat when | got busted at the fireworks party,” she said
after awhile. "Wewent to Oregon. | didn't know it was so good up
there. We had like three days of blue sky. Maybe four."

"No shit!" Carl said.

"No shit. Even found alake we could swimin. And | got atan,
see?' She skinned her dress up under her armpits, and shewasjust a
trifle brown.

After that there was slence for awhile. It wasthe high. Therewas
radio music coming soft from the back room, the gloryhole. She
redized that finaly and straightened her head, asfar as she could.
"Who'sin back?' sheinquired, glancing around. "And-say! Y ou put a
padlock on that door!”

Hugh and Carl exchanged glances. But it was after al her apartment.



"Hector Bamberley," Hugh said.
"What?'
"Y ou didn't hear about that dedl ?*

"Chrigt, of coursel did. You mean..." Sheamost roseto her fedt,
but fell back on the mattress-spread floor in aburst of helpless laughter.

"Y ou mean right here? Like under the snouts of the pigs? Ah, shit!
Thet'sfantadtic!"

Carl sat up, linking his hands around his knees, and chuckled. Hugh,
though, said, "Not so funny. Hisstinking father won't play. And it's
getting to be agrind, keeping watch al thetime. Mustn't leave the pad
empty, of course. And hessck.”

"Playing sck," Carl grunted. "It was one of thefirst ideas he hit on,
trying to make us bring in adoctor he can talk to. Now he's back at the

same game. It's getting me down to throw away so much expensive
food."

"Huh?'

"All from Puritan. Osseingsted. HE's masterminding the dedl.”
Hugh exdamed. "Say, isn't it about timewefed him again?'
"Could be," Carl nodded. "Kitty, any ideaof thetime?"'

She shook her head. "Osse?’ shesaid. "Y ou mean Austin? But you
know he'snot for redl, don't you?'

"Oh, sure,”" Hugh sighed. "Been thinking of giving the name up, too.
Sayshe'ssck of waiting for therea oneto come out of hiding and do
something.”

"If hedid,” Kitty said, "hed raise the biggest army in history, just by
snapping hisfingers. Up in Oregon | saw-Hell, never mind. I'll take the
food in. Always wanted to meet amillionaires son. Whereisit-in the
icebox?"

"Sure, al ready on atray. And when you come out, bang the door
for usto unlock. One, one-two." Carl demongtrated. "So well know it's
you and not him."



"Okay," Kitty said, and took one more drag on the joint before
going to the kitchen.

Hector was lying asleep, his back to the door. She made a space
for thefood tray among amess of books and magazines, mainly
porn-German and Danish, good-qudity stuff. Then she went around the
bed and found that he had hisfly open and his hand clasped around his
prick. Half-hidden under the pillow was another porn magazine, a
leshian one. On the floor, asoiled tissue. Wet. She dropped it into the
chamber pot.

Wdl, so that waswhat amillionaire's son looked like. Kind of
ordinary.

But cute with it, she decided after awhile. Handsomekid. Silly thin
fuzz of beard showing on his cheeks. Hmm. Pussy cat.

Wakehim?

Wait him out?

She sat down on the floor with her back to thewall and stared at
him, not particularly thinking. She was adrift. Sheld been floating
aready when she arrived, and that last extra charge from the joint Hugh

and Carl were using had blown her way way up. Somehow it seemed
like too much trouble to rouse him.

After awhile, though, the sight of that open fly had its effect. She
parted her legs and started fingering her crotch. It was good when she
was as high asthis, very dow, amost getting there and then not quite,
but not getting lost ether. Like climbing asnow-dope, dipping back a
little at each step but never quite asfar as where you'd been.

She amogt failed to notice when his eyes opened and he redized
shewas in the room. She didn't stop what she was doing when she did
notice.

"Who areyou?' he demanded in athin voice.

Shelooked at his prick. It wasfilling out. He redized, and dragged
acorner of the sheet over it. The bedding was all tangled.

"Kitty," shesaid. "l guessit'skind of boring for you in here, huh?*



"What?' Shakily, hewastrying to sit up.

"I mean likeisthat dl you got to passthe time?' Pointing with her
unoccupied hand at the magazine poking out under the pillow.

He blinked at her several times, rapidly. Then heflushed bright pink.

"You're cute" she said. "Kind of good-looking, too. Say, | made
myself pretty horny by now. Y ou too?"

"What the hell'skeeping her?' Hugh said muzzily, along while | ater.

"Probably screwing him,” Carl said indifferently. "Ever know Kitty
to miss the chance? But what the hell? The poor kid deservesit. | mean
like he's been cooperative. It'sonly hisstinking old man who's holding

CHECK AND BALANCE

Petronella Page: Friday again, world, the night we break the regular
rules and go clear around the planet. Later, well betakingtoa
senior officer from the famed Special Branch at Scotland Y ard,
London, about the new British computerized system for control of
subversion, widely praised as among the most modern in the world,
and then we're going to Paristo talk about the weird weather
they're having there, with snow in August, yet right now, though,
we're going to tackle a subject closer to home. Waiting in the
Chicago studios of ABSisanoted educationa psychologist with
strong views on amatter that concerns everyone with kids-or who's
intending to have lads. He prefers to remain anonymous because his
views are controversia, so we're going to bend our own standing
ordersand dlow himto be caled Dr. Doe. Areyou there-?

Doe Suream, Miss Page.

Page: Fine. Well, let's start with your explanation for the present
nationwide shortage of technicians, high incidence of college
dropouts, and so on. Most people assume it's the result of distrust
of industry and its effect on our lives, but you say it's not that Smple.



Doe: Not too complicated, though, despite the fact that alot of factors
areinteracting. The patternisreally pretty clear. It'snot so much
that lads today are more stupid than their parents. It'sthat they're
moretimid. More reluctant to take decisions, to commit themsalves.
They'd rather drift through life.

Page: Why?

Doe: Wdll, there have been alot of studies-on rats, mainly-that
demondtrate the crucia importance of prenatd environment. Litters
born to harassed mothers, or poorly fed mothers, grow up to be
eadly frightened, afraid to leave an open cage, and what's more
their life expectancy isreduced.

Page: Can experimentswith rats prove anything about humans?

Doe: We know alot nowadays about how to extrapolate from ratsto
people, but we don't only haveto rely on that. In asense weve
made oursavesinto experimenta animals. There are too many of
us, too crowded, in an environment we've poisoned with our
own-uh-byproducts. Now when this happensto awild species, or
to ratsin alab, the next generation turns out weaker and dower and
moretimid. Thisisadefense mechanism.

Page: | don't believe many people will follow that.

Doe Wédll, the wesker onesfal victim to predators more easily. That
reduces popul ation. Competition isdiminished. And the fouling of
the environment, too, of course.

Page: But our populaionisnt diminishing. Areyou saying were having
too many children?

Doe: It wouldn't be too many if we could guarantee adequate
rel axation-freedom from anxiety-and plenty of nourishing food. We
cant. Our water isfouled, our food is contaminated with artificia
substances our bodies can't cope with, and al the time there'sthis
feding that we'rein life-or-death competition with our fellow
creatures.

Page: Thisdtrikes measvery sweeping. What evidence haveyou
gpart from rats and these wild creatures you haven't specified?



Doe: The schoal records, the employment roster, the panic the big
corporations are in this year because there's close to a ninety per
cent shortfdl in graduate recruiting-isn't there?

Page: | didn't say anything. Go on.

Doe: Also, around the beginning of the year, a United Nations report
was published which purported to show that intelligence wasrising
very markedly in the poor countries of the world, whereas by
contrast in the wealthy countries-

Page: But that report was discredited. It was pointed out that you can't
apply the same criteriato ladsin-

Doe: Wrong. Sorry. | know al about that, and about the argument that
owing to our superior medica facilitieswe're kegping dive
sub-normd children who diein the underdevel oped countries
instead of surviving to drag down the average. But that's not what
I'm talking about. I'm referring specificaly to gpparently normd
children, without obvious physical or menta defects. I'm convinced
people are subconscioudy aware of what's going on, and becoming
adarmed by it. For example, therésan ingrained distrust in our
society of highly intdligent, highly trained, highly competent persons.
One need only look at the last presidential election for proof of that.
The public obvioudy wanted a figurehead, who'd look good and
make comforting noises-

Page: Dr. Doe, you're wandering from the point, aren't you?

Doe: If you say s0. But I'd claim that thisillugtrates the fundamenta
anxiety which isnow coloring our socid attitudes. I'd say weve
subconscioudy noticed that our kids are less clever, moretimid, and
begun to worry that we may be less able than our parents were, and
in consequence we're running away from anything that might tend to
show that wastrue. When the politicians claim that the public isn't
interested any longer in environmenta conservation, they're half
right. People are actually afraid to be interested, because they
suspect-1 think rightly-that well find if we dig degp enough that
weve gone so far beyond the limits of what the planet will tolerate
that only amajor catastrophe which cuts back both our population



and our ability to interfere with the natura biocycle would offer a
chance of surviva. And it can't be awar which doesit, because that
would screw up even more of our farmland.

Page: Thank you for talking to us, Dr. Doe, but | must say | fed most
people will regard your theory asfarfetched. Now after this break
for dation identification...

THE END OF A LONG DARK TUNNEL

Christ, Oakland had been bad. But New Y ork was awful. Even
indoors, evenin thelobby of thishotd with itsrevolving door and the
ar-conditioning blasting so hard it dmost shook thewalls, Audtin
Train's eyes were smarting and the back of histhroat hurt. He thought
of losing hisvoice. Also of losing his mind. He had done that once and
sometimes he sugpected held been happier without it. Like those kids
who'd tetified before the inquiry into the riot at Bamberley
Hydroponics, one after another sating in dull flat tonesthat they
wanted most of al to beinsane. But he was here, anyway.

Many times on the journey held feared he might not reach his
degtination. Naturaly, with afaked 1D in the name of "Fred Smith," he
dared not risk flying to New Y ork, so it was amatter of taking a
roundabout route on buses and by rail. Felice had offered him one of
her cars, but that too was out of the question, because cars were the
favorite means employed by saboteursto deliver bombs, and they
stole, or rented in afadse name, so security wastight. Not that acar
would have been much faster anyway, what with the police posts at
date lines, the searches, the restricted zones not merely in cities-one
expected that during August-but right out in the country, in agricultura
areas. Because of hijackers after food trucks, of course.

Problemslike that had been among the many reasonswhy he hed
postponed his decision to re-emerge into the open. All summer long he
had prevaricated, haf made up hismind, changed it again and gone
back to toting garbage, driving adumper truck, loading the endless
succession of wagonsthat carted imperishable plastic up the mountains



to be jammed into abandoned mine-shafts, baling kitchen refuse to be
sold as compost for the desert-reclamation projects, tramping in huge
tough swest-saturated boots over mounds of glass and piles of
sguashed cans. Initsway the job was fascinating. A thousand years
from now these scraps that he was helping to bury might be seen on
display in amuseum. If there were any museums.

It had been the attack on the Denver wat which settled the matter.
When helearned that Zena had taken refuge a Felice's home, only a
few miles from where he was staying, he had had to call up and talk to
her. And from that it had just dl followed logicaly. Like aflower

opening.

And here she came, after held been waiting only an hour. It had
started to rain during that time-not that rain in New Y ork cleared theair
any longer, merely moistened the dirt-and she pushed through the
revolving door in ashapeess bundle: plastic coat, plastic one-piece
brooties which combined boots and breeches and were on show in
every other clothing-store window, and of course afiltermask. She
didn't even glancein hisdirection, but went directly to the desk to
collect her room-key.

He saw the clerk lean over to inform her in hushed tonesthat aMr.
Smith waswaiting to see her.

Sheturned to survey the lobby, and thefirst time she looked his
way failed to recognize him. That was hardly surprising. Theinfection
which had turned his scalp to yellow scurf had killed most of hishair;
now he was three-quarters bald and on the bare patches there were
irregular smears of granular scar-tissue. It had spread to his eyebrows
aswell, and held lost the outer haf of the right one. Since they had
congtituted his most recognizable feature, hed shaved the other to
match. And his eyes had grown weak, so he had arranged for Feliceto
take him and get glasses made. Altogether he looked very unlike the
Austin Train who had been in the spotlight afew years ago.

Then, dl of asudden, she reacted. Came running to throw her arms



around him. Chrigt, what's happened to Peg Mankiewicz, the Ice
Princess?

She'sarying!

Eventudly she regained control of herself and drew back with a
gesp.

"Oh, lord, I didn't mean to do that! | am sorry!"

"Dowhat?'

"Spoil your clothes. Look!" Sheraised her plastic-swathed arm and
pointed here, here, here, to the big dirty wet marks she'd left al over
hisnew uit.

"Oh, forget it," Austin said, in atone that brooked no contradiction.
Standing back, he looked her over, and added after amoment, " Peg,
baby, | think something's changed.”

"Yes" Shegmiled. It was anice amile; it went deep into her dark
eyes. "Theworld broke meinto little bits. And when | was being put
back together, | had a chance to decide which bit would go where this
timearound. | like mysdlf better than | used to."

Hastily she peeled off her street gear, shaking it regardless of what
might become of the carpet-it was shabby anyhow-then folded it over
one arm and took Austin'swith the other. A gesture that hadn't beenin
the repertoire of the old Peg.

"Chrig, it'smarvelousto seeyou! Let'sgo havea"

And broke off in mid-sentence, her face clouding. " Shit, | forgot.
Thistime of the afternoon the bar's probably shut. Half the saff has
gonesick again. Mono, | think. Well, let's go look anyway; we might
be lucky. We can't go up to my room-it'sfull of bugs."

"Which kind?'
"Both." Shegaveawry grin. "Also I'm followed on the street pretty

often. But they don't generaly bother mein the hotel. They havethe
desk clerksin their pocket, paid to report my movements.”



"Isthisthe same hotel where-?"
"Wherethey killed Arriegas and Lucy Ramage? Sureit is.”
"But why did you come back to the same place?’

"Because I'm sck and tired of being cowed al the time, looking for
acomer to hidein. I've decided to stand my ground, and the hell with
themdl."

"Isthat going to get you very far? Think of the people who'vetried
before. Lucas Quarrey-Gerry Thorne-Dedmus!”

"And what are they going to do to you?' Peg said, looking levelly
into hiseyes.

There was an absolute, dead, terrifying pause, during which his
face was asimpassve as a stone mask, al life drained except from his
eyes. And they blazed. Shefdt her mouth open alittle and achill down
her spine made her tremble. In his gaze she could read judgment.

When he spoke, it waslike lightning striking.
"Crudfy me"

Then they wereingtalled at adark table in acomer and aresentful
man in awhite jacket was bringing them drinks. The air was perfumed
with something disgustingly artificid, but one had to endure that
everywhere.

She wasfrightened. It was not until their order had been delivered
that she was able to frame words again, and instead of asking about
him-she sensed that she had learned too much too quickly amoment
ago-she sad, "How did you trace me?”'

He explained, in anorma enough tone, seeming relaxed.

"l see. How did Zenatake theloss of the lads?"

"Very hard-how ese? But Fdliceisbeing very kind to her, and so's
her husband.”

"Have you spoken to anyone else from the wat? Are they going to
make afresh sart somewhere else?'



"No, they're just scattering to the other wats," Austin sighed. "I
phoned Ralph, and apparently everyone was adready sotired, so
frustrated. .. The attack was the last straw. Chances were they couldn't
have got through the winter. The jigras ruined so many of their crops
and what they did have in store was soaked with fire-fighting chemicals.
And do you know what the worst blow of al was?'

She shook her head wordlesdly.

"They'd just had a conference about their findings on Puritan. Drew
Henker was there, Tony Whitefeather, Rose Shattock. And the only
complete copy of the report was burned. Of course, they'll try and do it
over, but..."

"Oh, Chrigt!" Peg clenched her figs. "So it was another Syndicate
job, wasit? Like Thorne and Quarrey?1'd been wondering.”

Audtin hesitated. "The grapevine says,” he murmured at length, "that
the plane was hired by a guy who works for Roland Bamberley."

Peg's mouth rounded into an O. "But it can't be true! He's not that
crazy, is he? | mean, | know he's convinced his son was kidnapped by
Trainites, but surdly if hereally believed his son was at the wat-"

"Oh, the grapevine carriesalot of garbage,” Austin cut in. "It may
very well not betrue. If it is, he must have meant it asawarning, |
guess.”

"On the other hand..." Peg tirred her drink absently; the swizzle
gick had afleur-de-lis on the top. "Have you ever met that stinking
mother?1 did once. Interviewed him. | wouldn't be surprised if held
rather lose his son than give in to the ransom demand. Afterwards hed
excuseit to himself by saying the boy died for the sake of his country.”

"Meaning held rather have the profit on the water-purifiersthan his

"That'sright. He's proud of being abusinessman, isn't he?' Peg gave
athin sour smite. "Still, there's nothing much we can do about that. Say,
do you know who does have the kid?'

Austin spread his hands. "All kinds of crazy rumorsin Oakland. |



don't believe aone of them."

There was another pause. During it, she plucked up the courage to
put adirect question about his own plans. By now, seeing him so much
changed yet in some indefinable way so much more like himsdf than he
had been for the past three years-perhaps because his confidence was
back-she had dmost convinced hersdlf that that fearful instant by the
door of the bar had been imaginary.

Still, her voice was unfirm as she said, "Why have you come here,
Audin?'
"l guess I've come to the same decision as you. Or not so much

cometoit. Been driventoit. | haveamisson, Peg. | don't want it. But
who the hdll dseisthere?"

"Nobody," Peg said ingantly and positively. "And there are millions
of people dl over the country who'd agree.”

He gave abrief bitter chuckle. "But that's the irony of it, Peg.
Remember you once asked me whether it bothered me to have my
nametakeninvain? Wdll, it does. My God, it does! It wasthething |
findly found | couldn't stand any longer. I'm not a Trainite!™

Peg waited for him to continue. She was trembling again, but this
time from excitement. She/d hoped and prayed for thisfor solong. He
was|ooking past her, into infinity.

"But then," he said, "Jesuswasan't a Christian, was he?'
She started.

"Think I'm crazy, Peg?| can read it on your face." He leaned
forward earnestly. "So do |, much of thetime. And yet...| can't be
aure. | think perhaps | may really be very sane. If you want meto spell
out what's happened to me, I'll have to disappoint you. It can't be
described, and if it doesn't show it isn't true. It'sjust that-well,
somewhere under this bald ugly dome of mine there's a sense of
certainty. Knowledge. Asthough this sweaty summer shoveling
garbage has taught me something no one ese understands.” He drew a
deep breeth.



"Peg, | think | may be able to save the world. Do you believe me?"

She dared a him for along while. " 1-" she tried to say, and found
the next word wouldn't follow. She went on staring. Cam face. Leve
mouth. Those odd, unfamiliar halves of eyebrows. The glasses
which-where had they been when she saw that lightning in his eyes?
They had seemed to melt away, not be there at dl, so she waslooking
direct into hissoul.

Voicdedy, at last: "If anyone can, it must beyou.”

"Fine." He gave agrave amile and leaned back. "Sowheredo |
begin?| cameto New Y ork becauseit seemed logicd. | thought
maybe the Petronella Page show. If they'll have me."

"If they'll have you?' Peg dmost upset her glass. "L ord, they'd
throw out Prexy himsdlf to make adot for Augtin Train! Giveyou the
whole hour without commerciasl”

"Do you think s0?' Heblinked at her with surprising shyness. "I've
been away so long, and-"

She banged the table with her fist. "Augtin, for heaven's sake! Don't
you redlize you're the most powerful man in the country right now?
Whatever you think about the people who call themsalves Trainites,
they picked the name because you exist. Everyone's on your Sde who
can't afford contract medical care for hiskids-black, white, young, old!
You'vejust crossed the States west to east. What do you see
everywhere from Watts to Tomkins Square? The skull and crossbones,
right? And the dogan, too-'Stop, you're killing me!' They're waiting for
you, Audtin! Waiting with their tongues hanging out!"

"l know!" Histonewasamogt acry. "But | don't want that!"

"Youvegotit," shesad ruthlessy. "What you do withitisup to
you. | tell you this, though, and | meanit. | don't know about saving the

world, but I'm damned certain if you don't speak up this country won't
get through the winter without civil war."

Therewasalong cold slence. He punctuated it by uttering asingle
word: "Yes"



And then let it resume.

Eventualy, however, he seemed to reassemble himself from many
far-distant places, and said in acasua voice, "Y ou know something
odd?| can't remember the name of the guy who hit on that symbol.”

"What, the skull and crosshones? | thought you did.”

"No, it was the designer they assigned to my books at I nternational
Information. He had allittle logo, made of it and put it next to the
number on every page. And I've forgotten hisname. It isn't fair. He
ought to have the credit for it."

"Maybe held rather not,”" Peg said.

"Inthat case | sympathize," Austin grunted, Staring at the backs of
his hands on thetable. "I have thisterrible feding sometimesthat I've
stopped being myself. Do you understand that? | mean, I've been taken
over-made over-into the patron saint of bombing, sabotage, arson,
murder, God knows what. Maybe rape! If the skull and crossbones
has ameaning, itsawarning. Like theinternationd radiaion sgn.
Instead of that, it'swhat everyone scrawls when they bregk a
store-window in afit of drunken rage, break into abank vault, sted a
car. It'san excuse for anything."

"So what's new about that? It happened to the Suffragettesin
England. Any petty crimina would write 'V otes for Women' as he left
the scene. And people did it deliberately, too, to discredit the
movement. Women's Lib had adose of the same medicine.”

"l guessyoureright.” Absently he was sketching the stylized form of
the symboal on the table, usng the liquid from the wet ringstheir glasses
hed |eft. There were no coasters. Trainites had branded them awaste
of paper, like disposable towels, and this was one case where they'd
madetheir opinion felt.

"Yes," hewent on, "but if something could be said to have driven
me crazy, it's knowing I've been converted into a person who doesn't
exig.”

"But you do exig."



"I think 0."

"Then get up and proveit." Peg checked her watch. "When do you
want to be put on the Page show?"

"You redly think you canfix it?'

"1 keep tdlling you, honey! Y ou're past the point at which you have
to fix that kind of thing! You just ask."

"Solet'sask." Hedrained his glass. "Where's a phone?

DIRECT HIT

Target: Grand Forks Missile Base, North Dakota.

Means: apsychotomimetic drug introduced into supposedly secure
groceries delivered to the home of Mgor Eustace V. Barleyman,
one of the officers responsible for the group of eeven Minutemen
code-named "Five West Two." Heingested it in aportion of
stewed prunes while breskfasting alone after histour of duty.

Effect: henearly killed his son Henry, aged six, and his daughter
Patricia, aged four.

Suspect: any Tupasympathizer with accessto the food.

Theimplications were serious. Martia law took off like aforest fire.

THE GENUINE ARTICLE

"Chrig, it'sgoing to pull the biggest audiencein televison history!
The Wednesday after Labor Day, when everyone's broke because of
the holiday and staying home! Weve got to lean on them!™

"Leaning on ABSisout of the question. Damn Prexy's loud mouth!
Firg timewe ever had apresident with all the newsmediagunning for
him!"

"Then well havetolean on Train. Ah-itis Train, isit? Not one of



these gtinking ringers?'

"Hell, yes, it dl fits. We had areport from LA months ago that he
was working on agarbage gang under the name of Smith, but he
skipped and after that we got screwed up by the phonies. We had a
check run on the prints he left on his beer-glass, though. HEs Train."

"Any ideawhy he's chosen now to come out of hiding?'

"Mugt be big, that'sdl we know."

"What would he regard as big enough?"

"Maybe something that would lead to Prexy being impeached?"
"Well, inthat case-Ah, shit. Y ou're putting meon.”

"l don't know if I amor not, | swear | don't. But it's definite that
when ABS gart their spot announcements, twenty or thirty million
peoplewill head for their TV setsat arun, wanting to be told what to
do. Now | know what Germans must have felt like waiting to see how
Hitler did in the dections”

"l guess s0. Well, helll just haveto vanish, won't he? Get on to
Specia Operations and-"

"Hethought of that."
"Wha?'

"He's given ABS atape to be broadcast if he doesn't make the
show. We can't get at it; it'sin ABS's safety-deposit at Manufacturers
Hanover. And if heisn't on the show, you can rely on Page to make
maximum capital out of that.”

"He'sgot usover abarrd, then.”
"YS"

INSUSCEPTIBLE OF RIGOROUS ANALYSIS

Justice: Theinquiry established that there was no psychotomimetic
drug in any sample of Nutripon held at the warehouse. It cannot
have been this substance which caused theriot at the plant. That has



been proven absolutely, even to the satisfaction of the UN.

Defense: On the other hand, analysis of the groceries at Mgor
Barleyman's home shows that such adrug had been introduced into
severd items. The characteristics correspond

[PORTION OF TRANSCRIPT OMITTED. ACCESSIBLE
ONLY TO PERSONNEL WITH TRIPLE-A-STAR SECURITY
CLEARANCE]

found to cause unpredictable mental disturbances and other
unacceptable side effects. Consequently no studies of it have been
conducted since 1963.

Intelligence: It'srelevant herethat severa informants have advised us
of an dleged synthesis of the substance which the Tupasclamto
have found in relief food at San Pablo, carried out in Havanaon the
bass of Duva'swork in Paris.

Health: Putting that together with the now definitely established fact
that the timing and location of the first outbreaks of that crippling
enteritis coincide with ajourney made by aforeign nationa during
the preceding couple of weeks, ostensibly for legitimate business
PUrPOSES. ..

Agriculture: And nobody can make me believe that these damned
jigras acquired immunity to such awide range of pesticides without
help. Nor that aresponsible and respected firm of importers could
simply have overlooked the presence of the wrong kind of wormin
S0 many of their consgnments.

Sate: Soit'sobviousthat we don't have to deal with the work of an
isolated fanatic, like those fire-baloon raids on San Diego.

President: Yes, there's only one possible conclusion. I'd appreciate at
your earliest convenience your views on whether or not to make the
meatter public, but there can't be any doubt any longer. The United
States is under attack.



SEPTEMBER

MOTHER-RAPERS

..."Mid fume and reek

That caused unmanly Tearsto lave my cheek,
Black-visd as Moors from soil, and huge of thew,
The Foundersled me ever onward through

Th' intolerable Mirk. The furnace Spire

They broach'd, and came a sudden gout of Fire
That leach'd the precious Water from my corse
And strain'd my Vision with such awful force

It seem'd | oped my eyesto tropic Sun

Or lightning riving Midnight's dismal dun,

Or stood amazd by mighty Hekla's pit.

| marvel'd how Man, by his GOD-sent wit,

Thus tam'd the salamander Element

And loosd the Metal in the mountain pent

To make us Saws, and Shears, and useful Plows,
Swords for our hands, and Helmets for our brows,
The surgeon's Scalpel, vehicle of Health,

And all our humble Tools for gaining wealth...

-"De Arte Munificente,” Seventeenth century

STANDSTILL

...unanimously ascribed to fear of Trainite atrocities by traffic
experts across the nation. In many places the car-per-hour count
was the lowest for thirty years. Those who did venture out this
Labor Day often did not meet with the welcome they expected. In
Bar Harbor, Maine, townsfolk formed vigilante patrolsto turn
away drivers of steam and electric cars, persons carrying health



foods, and other suspected Trainites. Two fatalities are reported
following clashes between tourists and residents. Two more
occurred at Milford, Pennsylvania, when clients at a restaurant,
angered at not obtaining items listed on the menu, fired it with
gasoline bombs. The owner later claimed that supplies had been
interrupted by food-truck hijackers. Commenting on the event by
the shore of his private lake in Minnesota, Prexy said, quote, Any
man has a right to his steak and potatoes, unquote. California:
experts assessing mortar damage to the Bay Bridge...

FRAUGHT

"We can't go on," Hugh said doggedly. "The scene'stoo fraught.
Chrigt, | been stopped and searched four timesin two days.”

"And your ID didn't stand up?' Ossie snapped.

"Shit, if it hadn't would | be here? But for how much longer? No,
Ossie, we haveto let thekid go."

"But his old man hasn't come acrossl”

"That ginking mother never going to come across!" Carl snapped.
"He hasthe Abraham complex in abig way."

"And Hector issick," Kitty said. She was unusualy sober. "Hardly
ate anything for aweek. And his shit-ugh! All stinky and wet. And he
swegtsrivers.

The other two present were Chuck and Tab, the original
co-conspirators. Ossie apped ed to them.

"Hugh'sright,” Chuck said. He scratched his crotch absently; fleas
and crabs were worse than ever around the Bay. Tab nodded
agreement.

"We got to scatter if weturn him loose" Osse said after apause.
Hewas frowning, but he sounded as though held been expecting this
decison for agood while.

"No skin," Hugh said. "He's seen us, sure, but he doesn't know who



any of usare. Except me, and that's my problem.” Saying that made
him fed heroic. HEd been rehearsing. "Osse, he only knowsyou as
'‘Audtin Train,' doesn't he?'

"Did you see ABS found Train?" Kitty putin.
"Surel"-in chorus from them al, and Ossie continued.

"And | tell you onething straight! If that bastard doesn't say what
needsto be said, I'm going to walk clear to New Y ork and tear him
into little pieces. Unless someone bests meto it.”

"Yeah," Hugh said, and reverted to the subject "Well, therest of us

he knows by first names, but there are thousands of Hughs and Chucks
and Tabs. And Kittys. Sorry about the pad, baby."

She shrugged. "Nothing here | specidly want. | can pack al my
gear intheonebag.”

"But we can't just like take him down to the street and let him go,”
Tab said, worrying.

"When he's adeep, we smply drift,” Hugh countered. "We leave the
door unlocked. When he wantsto, he walks out.”

"If he'stoo sick?' Kitty said.

"Shit, he's not going to die in twenty-four hours. Give oursaves that
much gtart, then call the pigsto comelook for him if he hasn't madeit
on hisown feet...Oss e, what're you doing?'

Ossie had taken a scratch-pad and a pen. Without looking up, he
said, "Drafting the note we should leave behind. Got to make our point.
Now we gave the kid the best food, like from Puritan, right? And
regular water because there's no don't-drink noticein force. So if hefdll
sck it's because of the filthy mothers who are screwing up the world,
right?'

Nods.

"All because his old man loves money more than his son, right?
Wouldn't give water-purifiersto the poor.”

"Maybe he did them afavor," Carl said.



"What?'

"Up in Colorado they're al getting blocked with bacteria. It'sa
scandal. Taking about suing the makers.”

"Won't mention that,” Osse said.

Darkness. But starred with the brilliant horrible images of nightmare.
Hewas sick at his stomach. He was wet with perspiration. His penis
hurt, his anus hurt, his belly hurt. He screamed for someone to cometo
him.

No one answered.

Hefédl off the bed when hetried to stand up, bruised hiship and his

left elbow. Staggering to the door to hammer on it, he knocked against
the chamber pot and splashed urine and liquid excrement over hisfeet.

Banging the door opened it. He was too giddy to realize what had
happened and was | set to best on it again. Hisfistsstruck air. He fell
forward, crying and moaning. Beyond, aroom with soiled mattresses
covering thefloor. Somelight from astreet lamp. The sky was dark. It
wasthefirg timein eternities that hed seen the sky.

He shouted again, hoarsely, and the world swam. He had fever, he
was sure of that. And ached. And there was afoulnessinside his pants,
fore and aft. Hell. Thiswas hell. The world ought to be clean, swest,
pure!

Wesaker and weaker, he hobbled moaning toward the front door of
the gpartment and found that open, too, giving on to sairs, and hefdll
down thosetwo or three a atime. At thefoot afilthy halway where
children certainly, adults maybe, had relieved themsdlves. Like paddling
inasewer. But he made it to the street door. Clawed himself up to
reach the catch on it. There was a step beyond. Hefell down that also,
gprawled on hard sdewalk, screaming.

"I'm Hector Bamberley! Help me! Therésareward! My father will
giveyou areward!"

But boys stoned or crazy were acommon sight, and anyhow



everyone knew that Roland Bamberley had downright refused to offer
areward for hisson, for fear the kidnappers might recaiveit. It was
more than an hour before any of the rare passers-by took him
serioudy, and by then he had lgpsed into delirium.

Besdes, the ar had deprived him of hisvoice within afew minutes,
and then it was hard to make out what he was trying to say through the
bouts of coughing and vomiting.

"Well, doctor?' Leaner than his older brother Jacob, dedicated to
exercise and what outdoor life was nowadays possible because he was
proud of hisstringy, tough, Western-pioneer good looks, Roland
Bamberley addressed the masked man emerging from the hospital
ward.

The doctor, removing his mask, passed his hand wearily acrosshis
forehead. Hesad, "Wadll...1..."

"Tel mel" Stern, like a patriarch secure in the knowledge that God
gpproved of him.

"It'salong ligt," the doctor said, and sat down, taking a hotepad
from the pocket of hiswhite coat. "He's had acouple of lucid intervals,
but much of the time he's been-uh-rambling. Let's see...Oh, yes. Says
he's been well fed. Says the kidnappers gave him nothing but stuff from
Puritan and kept complaining about how expensiveit was. He'shad
regular breakfast, lunch and supper. But he had to drink tap-water.
Straight tap-water."

"And?' No emation discernible.

"He has hepdtitis. Acute. HE'S running a high fever, about
one-oh-one point eight. Also he hasviolent diarrhea, enteritisor
dysentery | imagine, though I'll have to wait for astool culture on that.
Those are the most important things.”

"What about the rest?"

It was an order. The doctor sighed and licked hislips. "Wdll...A
skin complaint. Minor. Impetigo. It'sendemic in the dumsaround here.
One of hiseyesisabit inflamed, probably conjunctivitis. That's



endemic, too. And histongue is patched and swollen-lookslike
moniliass. Fungus complaint. What they cal thrush. And of course he
had body-lice and fless."

The mask of Roland Bamberley's self-possession cracked like a
grained ice-floe. " Lice?' herasped. " Fleas?'

The doctor looked at him with a sour twist of his mouth. "Sure. 1t'd
have been amiracleif held escaped them. About thirty per cent of the
buildingsin the city center are infested. They'reimmuneto insecticides,
eventheillegd ones. | imagine the enteritis and hepatitiswill turn out to
be resigtant to antibiotics, too. They usualy are nowadays."

Bamberley's cheekswere gray. "Anything ese?' he said. In thetight
voice of aman looking for an excuse to pick afight, wanting to be
needled one more time so he can let go his charge of ill-temper.

The doctor hesitated.
"Comeon, out withit!" Like acoarsefile against hardwood.

"Very well. He dso has gonorrhea, very advanced, and if he has
that he's virtualy bound to have NSU, and if he has those then he most
likely has syphilis. Though that'll have to wait for the Wassermann.”

Therewasalong silence. Finaly Bamberley said, "But they must
have been worse than animas. People can't live like that."

"They haveto live likethat," the doctor said. "They aren't given a
choice”

"Liar! Fleas? Lice? Venered disease? Of coursethey havea
choicel" Bamberley barked.

The doctor shrugged. It wasn't politic to argue with aman asrich as
this. Since his brother Jacob died he was dmost unbdievably rich. Hed
been next in linefor the entailed portion of the fortune. Jacob's adopted
children weren't digible.

Nor was Maud.
"Can | ssehim?' Bamberley said after awhile.
"No, gr. That's medical orders. I've put him to deep, and he must



be alowed to rest for at least twenty-four hours. The combination of
drugs weve had to give him might-ah-disturb his reasoning powers
ayway."

"But antibiotics-" Bamberley checked, like ahound-dog catching a
new scent. He said suspicioudy, "Therewas more. You didn't tell me
everything."

"Oh, hell!" The doctor findly lost patience. Hed been on thejob
three hours without abreak. "Y es, Mr. Bamberley! Of course there
wasmore! You raised himin that practically gnotobiotic
environment-he doesn't have the regular naturd immunities! Inflamed
tondld Pharyngitid Allergiesfrom the shit Puritan sel in their so-called
'pure foods! Scatches that have gone septic, boils on hisassfull of
dinking pus! Exactly what everybody haswho livesthe way he's been
living the past couple of months, only more so!"

"Everybody?' Stedy; dangerous.

"Sure, everybody! | guess that was the point the kidnappers were
intending to make."

The instant the words were out, he knew he'd gonetoo far.
Bamberley jumped to hisfest.

"Y ou sympathize with those devils! Don't deny it!"

"I didn't say that-"

"But that'swhat you meant!" In aroar. "Well, you can take your
filthy Trainite ideas somewhereesg!”

The doctor debated only amoment whether to speak hismind and
clear his conscience or keep hisfee and multiply hisincome. He opted
for the second choice, the sensible one. He was thinking of moving to
New Zealand.

"l didn't mean to offend you," he said in a soothing tone. "Only to
point out that your son isn't suffering from anything-well-extraordinary.
He hasn't been beaten, or starved, or tortured. He'll recover.”

Suspecting irony, Bamberley glared a him. He said, "Has he talked
about the kidnappersat al?'



"Not redly," the doctor sighed.

"Y ou're holding something back. I'm used to dedling with people-|
cantdl.”

"Well..." Thedoctor had to lick hislips. "Well, hes mentioned this
girl Kitty, of course. HES not avirgin any more, obvioudy."

"Thanks to some whore who gave him the clgp!”

"Wadl, sr, he must have cooperated. | mean, you can't rape aboy,
canyou?'

"Areyou sure he wasn't rgped?’ Bamberley gritted.

"What? Oh!" For an ingtant the doctor thought he might not prevent
himsdf from smiling. "No, you can rest assured he waan't the victim of
homosexud assault.”

"Wouldn't have put it past the bastards!” Bamberley checked his
watch. "What e se has he been talking about since you brought him
here? Come on! The police will be back as soon as they're through
searching the place where he was locked up, and then you'll damned
wdll haveto tak, won't you?'

The doctor said rductantly, "Wdl, onething..."
"Out with it, damn you!"

"Well, he has been saying, over and over, that he was kidnapped by
Austin Train." The doctor shook hishead. "I don't get it. I'm sureit
must bethe ddirium.”

A SHIFT OF EMPHASIS

Of course everyone knowswhat amarvelousaid Lenabix areto a
dimmer'sdiet, with their balanced combination of essentid nourishmernt,
hedth-giving vitamins and specidly sdected tranquilizer. But hasit
occurred to you that they're also the perfect answer to the question
which isfacing more and more housewives without aweight problem?
"What can | keep in the house for the rare occasions when our stocks
run low, bearing in mind that | have alimited budget?' Y es, the answer



has to be-Lenabix! They offer remarkable vaue for so much
nourishment and so many vitamins, and what's more they can berdied
on to calm that child who'swoken up in the night asking for food.
They'll send your kiddie back to refreshing, restful dumber. And havea
Lenabix yoursdf while you're up, won't you? Lenabix!

MINE ENEMIES ARE DELIVERED INTO MY
HAND

Oh, marvelous! Wonderful, terrific, fantastic, great! PetronellaPage
kept running out of superlativesto fit the Stuation. And shed come so
close to missing the chance: aphone cal she amost hadn't taken
because she was so furious a having her apartment searched
again-another house-to-house, the third in amonth. Christ, you'd
think they'd go look for Trainites where they hung out, inthe dumsd!

And then sheld changed her mind because the name Peg
Mankiewicz rang afaint bell, and wow! Thered Audtin Train! A man
the nation-the world-had been crying out to hear from, who had hidden
himsdf away for forty months and chosen her show to bresk hissilence
on. The research department had come up with that evocativefigure,
forty, and it was exact, and thanksto its Biblical associationsit was
pregnant but pregnant with overtones. Forty days the waters were
upon the face of the earth, forty daysin the wilderness tempted of
Satan..." Anyone would think you had Jesus on the show!" lan Farley
had said crosdy at one point during the frantic pre-broadcast hasdes.

"YS,"

Which stopped him dead. W, it was true that the crucifixion
teams were ready and rehearsing, wasn't it? Not that she was going to
let the guy be crucified thefirst time out. 1an had expected that she
would, and it had taken two daysto disabuse him and explain why to
the Big Bossesin back of him. The crucifixionisfor the second
show-didn't you ever hear of the Right to Reply?

And are there ever going to be people who demand it!



Never inits history had ABS lavished this much attention on one
single performer. Cometo that, nor had Petronella. But it was essential
that they actualy put out the show. They'd asked their audience
research unit two questions: how many people would watch the first
show because they'd heard Train was on it, and how many would
watch a second show because they'd seen thefirst or because they'd
misd it?

The answer in both cases was an unbelievable sxty million.

Naturdly, threats had started to flood in within minutes of the first
spot announcement. They ranged from routine bomb scaresto a
warning that the studio would be occupied by armed volunteers and the
show converted into akangaroo court to try Austin Train for treason.
S0, againg emergencies, they derted every loca studio they controlled
within five hundred miles of New Y ork, and set up extralandlines and
line-of-dght linksto their main transmitters, so that within half an hour
of their deadline they would still have saverd options open. Then they
scheduled the real show-Train had dismissed the idea of
pre-recording-for alocation they'd never used before, aderdict theater
they'd bought for rehearsa space and were anyway intending to fit up
beforethe fal season. Even the techniciansingtaling mikes and cables
didn't redlize the place was going to be used for the crucia
transmission. They only knew they were getting record wages.

But then there weren't many people in their trade nowadays.

"Sixty million, hm?1'm not surprised,” Train said, and that wasn't
vanity. He had reasonable grounds. Sitting with Petrondllaiin the
high-security penthouse where the Big Bosses had immediately inssted
on putting him-at their expense-when they learned he was staying in the
same shoddy hotel as Peg Mankiewicz. She was behind and to one
sdeof him, in dmogt literdly the same place she had occupied ever
snce Petrondlafirst met them. Like abodyguard. Not amistress, ABS
had verified through their bugs that she dept done and so did he. Small
wonder, Petrondlla had thought once or twice. She had been dismayed



to find what the man looked like now, bald and with those hideous
scars on his scalp. Moreover, she found his statue-like composure
repdllent. He barely moved even his hands when he wastaking like
this, and refused to touch tobacco, pot, khat, anything stronger than
beer or wine and very little of those.

Peg was extremdly attractive. But the ABS researchers said she
was graight.

Too bad. Petronellareturned her attention to what Train was saying.

"It would have been different afew years ago. That size of audience
would only have been available for amgjor public event suchasa
moon landing or the funeral of acelebrity who'd been assassinated. But
now, of course, people so seldom go out. In the cities, becauseit's
dangerous; in the country, because-well, what isthere to go out for?
The puritan backlash has closed haf the movie theaters and most of the
drive-ins, particularly where they were amajor socia center, and
thanksto the fear of shortage people don't make more than one
shopping trip aweek because they keep enough in the houseto see
them through asiege. Y es, for most people nowadaystelevison isther
only contact with the world beyond their daily work.”

Ah. Thiscould lead him on to lawnorder. Petrondla baited her
hook and cast it, and was rewarded.

"But the police encourage peopleto be afraid of them-in some
cases, more afraid than they are of criminas. Theintelligent onesamong
our young people catch the habit early and grow up with it. Recently,
for example, I've seen agiant roundup of every man under thirty ina
twenty-block area of Oakland. Mogt of them spent the night in acell.
No wonder there are twelve cities under martial law."

"But if they'relooking for draft dodgers, who are by definition
criminds”

"More exactly revolutionaries, whether they know it or not. Our
society fosters criminds, asthe blood of a sheep nourishesthetickson
its back; indeed, they often find it more profitable past a certain point to
conform rather than resst. The money made from bootlegging now



finances Puritan, for ingance, just as fortunes made from piracy
ennobled many famous English families. But draft-dodgers have opted
out of this system, which has proved that it both demeanstheindividua
and degrades his environment.”

Yum.
"Still, men who refuseto train in defense of their country-"
"No, that's not what an army trains men to do."

Shelet him interrupt. Thiswas one guest who wasn't going through
the stock interrogation; let him convict himsdf out of hisown mouth. He
was doing a better job than she'd ever dreamed of.

"It'snatural for aman to defend what's dear to him: hisown life, his
home, hisfamily. But in order to make him fight on behdf of hisrulers,
the rich and powerful who are too cunning to fight their own battles-in
short to defend not himsalf but people whom he's never met and
moreover would not care to be in the same room with him-you haveto
condition him into loving violence not for the benefitsit bestows on him
but for its own sake. Result: the society hasto defend itself fromits
defenders, because what's admirable in wartime is termed psychopathic
in peace. It's easier to wreck aman than to repair him. Ask any
psychotherapist. And take alook at the crime figures among veterans.”

Petronellawas dmost beside herself. So far, if thiswas asample of
what he planned to say during the actud show, held have managed to
aienate both mgjor politica parties, the armed services, dl the
ex-service organi zations except the bleeding heart Double-V, al big
businessinterests, and the police dong with everyone who il trusted
them. (And possibly Puritan, one of her sponsors-but most of the
Syndicate people shed met were rather proud of their romantic
gangster origins and didn't mind who knew about them.)

Oh, yes! Thiswasgoingto bea* S*E*N*S*A*T*I1*O*N*. She
could amost see the big blue-and-red headlines which would appear
thefollowing day.

Memo to sdif: have extra phone linesrigged and hire extra
operatorsto take the cdls.



"S0"-needling-"what have you done to the people who cdl
themselves Trainites, who kill and blow things up and generdly behave
like your description of an army, ahorde of madmen?”

"Nothing. | am no more respongible for the actions of the Trainites
than Jesus for the behavior of the Christians on whom Paul of Tarsus
projected his persona neuroses.”

Add the churchesto thelist of people offended. Keep rolling, baby!
"So you don't approve of their sabotage and arson?"

"l don't @pprove of the Situation that's driven people to such
desperate measures. Thereis, however, such athing asrighteous

"Y ou think their anger is righteous, when al that we can foresee
beyond it isanarchy, nihilism, aworld where every man's hand isturned
agang hisbrother?'

"Not against his brother. The man who's being poisoned by the
additives Universal Mills put in hisfood knowswho hisbrother is-a
Stranger, starving in Africa because afoolish war has destroyed hisfield
of medlies. The brother of the man who has to waste haf hisincome on
treatment for achild who was born deformed isthe peasant in Laos
whose wife died aborting an egg-bundle fetus. No, not againgt his
brother. Againgt the enemies of his species. That they also happen to
be human-well, that's regrettable. Isa cancer cdl inyour lung or liver
any more welcome for being tissue spawned from your own body?*

That, unexpectedly, touched her. She was afraid of cancer. Among
the reasons she had never married was that she thought of pregnancy
asakind of maignant growth, an uncontrollable independent organism
in her belly. She spoke harshly to drive away such thoughts.

"Then you advocate violence asasurgical operation.”

"The people who have brought it about have no more right to object
to it than the long-time smoker hasto object to cancer and bronchitis."

"1'd say they have as much right to object as someone who's been
promised surgery and discoversthe local butcher doing thejob,"



Petronellaretorted, quite pleased with the image. "Hacking off an arm,
aleg, abreast"-better not say that on the show!-"and leaving the patient
crippled...Unless someone can offer superior dternatives, he has no
right to interfere.”

"But there are superior dternatives,” Audtin Train said.

Under those curious abridged brows sharp eyes fixed her. Suddenly
the room seemed to recede to a great distance.

She had of course seen him both in person-at amgjor academic
conference where he had been afeatured speaker-and repeatedly on
televison during hisspell of previous notoriety. Despite his baldness,
she had dready been sure he wasn't afake even beforethe ABS
researchers surreptitioudy contrived to check hisfingerprintsagaing his
FBI dossier-in other words, managed to bribe the right person. She
recaled him asaforceful and witty speaker with aready repartee and a
penetrating voice. He had once, for example, put down a spokesman
for the pesticide industry with aremark that people till quoted at
parties. "And | presume on the eighth day God caled you and said, 'l
changed my mind about insectd™

Up to now, he had confirmed thislong-standing impression.
Thousands of people, though, could be both articulate and outrageous,
and if it was going to turn out that she'd allotted an entire show to a
man who was no more than that. ..

And then, al of asudden, it was as though through those dark eyes
an dectrical circuit had been struck. She sat fascinated.
Snake-and-bird fascinated. Afterwards she could not recall the details
of what he had said. She remembered only that she had been
absorbed, rapt, logt, for over ten minutes by the clock. She had
perceived images conjured up from the dead past: ahand trailed in
clear river water, ddicioudy cool, while the sun smiled and ashod of
tiny fishes darted between her fingers; the crisp flesh of aripe apple
sraight from the tree, sojuicy it ran down her chin; grass between her
bare toes, the turf like springs so that she seemed not to bear thewhole
of her weight on her soles but to be floating, dreamlike, in dow mation,



ingtantly transported to the moon; the western sky painted with vast
heart-tearing dapdash streaks of red below the bright stedl-blue of
clouds, and stars coming snap-snap into view againgt the eastern dark;
wind gentlein her hair and on her cheeks, bearing flower perfumes,
dusting her with petals, snow cold to the pam asit was shaped into a
ball; laughter echoing from adark lane where only lovers waked, not
thieves and muggers, butter like an ingot of soft gold; ocean spray
sharp and clean asthe edge of an axe; with the same sense of sdfe,
provided rightly used; round pebbles polychrome beside apooal; rain to
which athirsty mouth could open, distilling the taste of a continent of
ar...And under, and through, and in, and around dl this, aconviction:
"Something can be done to get that back!"

Shewas crying. Small tearslike ants had itched their paths down
her cheeks. She said, when sheredlized he had falen silent, "But |
never knew that! None of it! | was born and raised right herein New
York!"

"But don't you think you should have known it?* Augtin Train
inquired gently.

Petronellawoke the morning of the show-or rather, afternoon,
because her day was askew-with the muscles of her cheeks strained
toward cramp; she had smiled so long and hard in her deep.

Thenit dl stormed in on her: what they expected her to do tonight.

She sat up, afraid of drifting back to those tempting dreams, to that
other impossible world where the ground was clean and the trees were
green and the sun beamed down after the pure rain. She reached for a
cigarette from the bedside shdlf to distract herself, and instead of
lighting it turned it over and over between her hands, frowning.

The present-day world was fill here: the air on the Manhattan
streets you breathed at your peril, the food in the Manhattan storesiit
was safer not to buy, the rain from the Manhattan sky that smirched a
new dressin amoment and kept the dry-cleanersin business on wet
days, the noise, the rush, and now and then abang-an SST



overshooting Kennedy, a saboteur taking revenge on abuilding, a
policeman trying to stop afleeing suspect.

Hell, she'd been conned. That other world could never have
existed. It was smply a pipe-dream of paradise.

Thoughif Train'simagination could conjure up that kind of vision, it
was smal wonder he wouldn't touch drugs.

He didn't need them.

She reached findly for the phone and caled lan Farley, and said,
"lan baby! 1've been thinking. The people we need for the second
show, the cruaifixion...”

Y &, in spite of everything, the vison haunted her. Asthe echo of
her regular greeting died away-"Hi, world!"-and the star commercias
of her sponsors went up on the monitor, she looked at them without her
normal pride. Filtermasks? We evolved on this planet; why should we
haveto srainitsair before wefill our lungs? Steam cars? Why cars a
al? Ground isthere to be waked on. A man, an athlete from England,
had crossed North America on foot to show it could be done-and so,
cometo that, had relays of people protesting...something. (It had
happened years ago and she had forgotten the reason. Likely
something to do with awar that got aborted.)

And Puritan. She was worried about that account. Train had said in
his smple dogmatic fashion that the Trainites were going to ruin them. It
might be palitic to dissociate from Puritan. ..though not until the current
contract ran out. The Syndicate could be brutal.

Sheld wanted to interview someone from the Denver wat that got
burned. Of course, with Puritan as a sponsor she hadn't been able to-

And she should have been ableto! Suddenly, in the space of less
than aminute, she reversed dl her decisions about the handling of the
show tonight. He had come to take his place beside her, soberly
dressed in green-well, it had to be, didn't it? And she wasin sky-blue
and white. Overtones, baby. And the backdrop: a panoramaof a



snow-capped mountain range for thefirgt set, then avast long
pam-fringed beach, then aforest, then arolling wheat-fidd. ..

Right! The hdll with the crucifixion tesm. Their turn can belater.
Much later. | want to know if that charismaof his will go across.

Because | shall never get another chanceto find out

Shefdt ingtantly calm, absolutely in control, whereas moments ago
she had been more nervous than the first time she was alotted her own
show. Shelooked up, not at the prompter, but at the audience,
wondering how they would respond. Heaven only knew how many
digtinguished guests they had here tonight: in every row she seemed to
recognize a dozen faces, ABSs own stars and severd senior
executives of the network, the entire group Body English who were
currently number onein the charts and Big Mama Prescott who was
number three, a couple of academics, an author, amovie director, a
fashion photographer, a psychoandyst, an Olympic runner, the
highest-paid call girl in New York...

She wanted to rub her hands as she thought of the admass out
there, drawn to their TV sets by the twin compulsions of thirty spot
announcements aday during the past week and the nationwide
shortage of cash which awaysfollowed Labor Day.

A breath, not too deep, for the smple introduction she'd planned to
conss of twowords "Audin Train!"

And-

Like aphysica wound. Like astab penetrating her back just below
her |eft shoulder-blade and entering her heart. Something not right.
Something happening inthe sudioin full view of how many millions?
Guards! Where the hell are those guards? Why did they let these three
men in, who are tramping down the aide and attracting everyone's
attention? Onein black, onein gray, onein blue.

They separated, black turning to right, gray to left, the leader in blue
marching stolidly toward her, holding alarge sheet of white paper with
writing onit.



And spoke, before she could.
"Audin Tran?'

"What?' she whispered, dazed by the interruption, incapable even
of using the mikein the back of her chair to cal 1an Farley.

"] am an agent of the Federa Bureau of Investigation,” the man said.
He had agood voice; it carried right to the microphonesin front of
Petrondlaand Austin, which were live for the admass to hear them by.

"Thisisawarrant for your arrest on charges of complicity inthe
kidnapping of Hector Rufus Bamberley, aminor, and of conspiracy to
deprive him of hiscivil rights, specificdly hispersond liberty and his
good hedlth, in that you connived a hisinfection with"-drawing himsalf
up alittle, conscious that some of the words he had to utter were not
common fare on televison-"hepatitis, syphilis, gonorrheaand other
dangerous diseases. | apologize for interrupting your show, Miss Page,
but I am required to execute thisarrest. Miss Page...?"

"l think Miss Page hasfainted,” Augtin said, rising and offering his
wrigtsfor the handcuffs.

L ater, when she had been brought round, lan Farley said furioudly,
"Kidnapper! Torturer! Christ knowswhat else-murderer, maybe! And
you were going to make ahero out of him! Don't deny it! | could seeit
inyour eyed™

TO NAME BUT A FEW

Opague and pale as tissue paper the sky overlay America.

Everywhere the voices of people saying in adoubtful tone, "But it
didnt useto belikethis, did it?"

And others saying with scorn, "Don't give methat shit about the
Good Old Days!"



The mental censors rewriting history, not through rose-colored
glasses, but gray ones.

Reading, asyou might say, from the top down:

Dead satellites.

Discarded first and second stages of rockets,
mainly second.

Fragments of vehicles which exploded in orbit.
Experimental material, e.g. reflective copper
needles.

Combustion compounds from rocket exhausts.
Experimental substances intended to react with
stratospheric ozone, e. g., sodium.

Very light radioactive fallout.

CQO,

Aircraft exhaust. Medium fallout. Rainmaking
compounds.

Smoke.

Sulphur dioxide.

Leadalkyls.

Mercaptans and other bad smells.

Car exhausts.
Locomotive exhausts.
More smoke.

Local fallout.

Products accidentally vented from underground
nuclear tests.



Oceanic fluorine.
Nitric acid.
SQulphuric acid.

Sewage.
Industrial effluents.
Detergents.

Selenium and cadmium from mine tailings.

Fumes from garbage incinerators burning plastic.
Nitrates, phosphates, fungicidal mercuric
compounds from "compacted soils."

Qil.

Oil-derived insecticides. Defoliants and herbicides.
Radioactives from aquifers contaminated by
underground explosions, chiefly tritium.

Lead, arsenic, oil-well dudge, fly ash, asbestos.
Polyethylene, polystyrene, polyurethane, glass, cans.
Nylon, dacron, rayon, terylene, stylene, orlon, other
artificial fibers.

crap.

Garbage.

Concrete and cement.

A great deal of short-wave radiation.
Carcinogens, teratogens and mutagens.
Synergistic poisons.

Hormones, antibiotics, additives, medicaments.
Drugs.

Solanine, oxalic acid, caffeine, cyanide, myristicin,
pressor amines, copper sulphate, dihydrochal cones,



naringin, ergot.
Botulinus.

Mustard gas, chlorine, Lewisite, phosgene, prussic
acid. T, Q, GA, GB, CD, GE, GF, VE, VX, CA, CN,
CS DM, PL, BW, BZ.

CO.
-to name but afew.

CONSPECTUS

Philip Mason in his office at Prosser Enterprises. burdened with
work that had occupied him clear through the holiday weekend, just
about getting on top of it, but bothered since afew days ago with this
dight but recurrent achein the joints, especidly the knees and ankles.
At the edge of hisawareness ascrap of information gathered during his
brush with the clap: among the minor symptoms are achesin thejoints.

But Doug gave me aclean bill of hedlth. Let it not, please not, be
arthritis! At thirty-two? (Well, coming up to thirty-three...)

"Brothers and sgters, we are gathered together in the Sight of the
Lord and the presence of our friends to mourn the passing of Thich
Van Quo, whom so many of you knew as Thad. Though, through no
fault of hisown, hewas so grievoudy dfflicted in body, he endeared
himsdf to usal by hisgenidity, good nature and long-suffering spirit.
We hoped that he might spend long among us, but it was not to be."

Ah, shit, another gate guard gone sick. Which of 'em thistime, and
complaining of what? (Not that it made much odds. Mot likely a
hangover, asusud.)

"You're Mrs. LauraVincent? Sit down, please. Well, asyou



certainly know, there's an ordinance in the State of Nevadawhich
requiresthat any person against whom a complaint has been recorded
concerning the transmission of asocid disease must be compulsorily
hospitdized, and in your case I'm sorry to say we havefive."
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HALKIN-In loving memory of Roger, Belinda and Teddy,
victims of a cruel and unprovoked attack by a maniac on this our
beloved country. RIP.



In hisoffice a the Bamberley Trusgt Building (it sill had an
unmended crack acrossthe celling, but that wasn't relevant): Tom
Grey, cursing. He was seldom a profane man. But there was a painful
whitlow on hisright forefinger, and it had just caused him-for the eighth
or ninth time today-to mis-hit acrucia key on the computer reading he
wasusng.

Dear Mr. Chalmers: Enclosed please find our check for
$14,075.23 in respect of your claim against this company
concerning the regretted demise of your son William. The delay in
settlement is regretted but recurrent illness has handicapped our
staff in recent months

"Angie? Denise here. IsDoug-?...Yes, of course, it must be awful
for himright now. But if heésgoing to bein hisofficethis
afternoon?...Fine. Nothing serious, no. Just this headache, and nausea
withit...Yes, but | never suffered from migrainein my life"

Rioting at New Fillmore East. Body English didn't show for their
scheduled concert. Acute pharyngitis.

"Master Motor Mart, good morning...No, I'm afraid hesin the
hospital. He got badly burned when the Trainites bombed us."
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In the Prosser warehouse: Pete Goddard with acid indigestion.
Doubtless due to worry. He hadn't felt it right to bother Doc McNell
what with the typhus outbreak. So he just kept gulping tablets from the
box held bought at the drugstore. And...something.

"Ah, shit! Okay, here you are-another pack of filterd"

Thank you for your recent letter addressed to Mr. Sacy.
Unfortunately Mr. Sacy died in 1974. No doubt our present
managing director, Mr. Schwartz, will be pleased to deal with your
inquiry directly he returns from Mexico. However, we have just
learned heisindisposed and will not be well enough for the trip
before the end of the month.



INTESTACY :-Sanway, Brian Alderson, B.Med. Any person
having aclaim againg the estate of the above-named should at once
contact...

In her deazy hotel room: Peg Mankiewicz, boiling mad and saying
so by way of her typewriter. Bare to the waist for the heat and
resenting even the panties she had on because it was her period.

Bad this month. Funny. Mostly she got off lightly, but thiswasthe
ninth day of bleeding. Some time soon the ought to see agynecologist.
Right now, though, painkillers. She had urgent work.

They were holding Train incommunicado. Of course they denied
it-said he himsdf was refusing to see or talk to anyone, even alawyer.
Dirty liars! (Though of courseif the shock had caused arecurrence of
hisformer trouble, a second and more severe breakdown...)

No. They werelying. She was convinced, and had to say so loudly
to anyone who would listen. Half the country was dready of that
opinion anyway.

Now and then, when she broke off from the typewriter, she
scratched the inflamed spot on her left wrist.

"Zena, honey! Zenal ...Oh, God. How much longer before that
gtinking doctor gets here?'

IN MEMORIAM ISAIAH JAMES PRICE WILLIAMS, BORN
1924 IN CARDIGANSHIRE, WALES, FOULLY MURDERED IN
GUANAGUA, HONDU (remainder deleted. By amortar shell.)

...aswell as can be expected, according to his personal
medical attendants. Unofficially, the President is said to be
suffering from...

Esteemed Sefior: While we gppreciate that the Stuation in your
country iscurrently very difficult, we must now INSIST on an answer



to our letters of May 2, June 3, July 19 and August 11. It was our son
Leonard's specid wish that he should be interred in our family vault if

anything awful happensto him.

"These cramps arekilling me! Y ou've got to give me another shot or
| can't make tonight's show.”

"Y ouwon't makeit if | do give you another shot, MissPage. You
might very well fal adeep on camera™

Three hundred and sixty thousand fans turned out in Nashville
for the funeral of Big Mama Prescott, dead in New York of
pneumonia aggravated by extreme obesity.

"Next!...Ah, hel, you again, Train! A'right, St down and hit me
with some more of your jawbreaking words. Me, I'm just a poor
ignorant prison doctor! What's given you the collywobbles thistime?
Something else about jail your delicate congtitution can't-? Hey! Get
up! | said GET UP-that'san ORDER!

"Hey! Nurse! Quick!"

An American Hero: Jacob Bamberley

A Personal Account of his Last Days, by Gaylord T. Elliott
(Reprinted from Colorado Patriot)

In aHoward Johnson'swhich till bore the scars of arecent price
riot: Hugh Pettingill. Even without his mask, which he wished he didn't
have to take off to eat because the stench here was pretty bad, the
plaster he wore to protect the weeping sores around his mouth
disguised hisfeatures. Nonethel ess he kept glancing anxioudy around
as he forced down the hotcakes which were the only item available
from the menu today.

The coffee was awful. Probably wasn't coffee at al. Sincethe



jigras, they said in lots of placesit was burnt corn kernels or even
acorns.

Another two or three mouthfuls and he'd be on hisway. Not too
soon. Chrigt, if only the car held out...

FOLLOWING THE REGRETTED DEMISE OF THE
PRESIDENT OF THE ANGEL CITY INTERSTATE MUTUAL
INSURANCE CORPORATION DEALINGSIN THE STOCK OF
THE COMPANY ARE HEREBY SUSPENDED UNTIL
TUESDAY NEXT.
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Darling Lucy! It'sso long since | heard fromyou! 1 know this
isn't exactly the best placein the world for postal services, but it's
among the few highlights of a two-year tour here when the mail
plane comes skidding in. Do please write to me soon. | ook
forward every day to seeing you when | come back to Auckland,
away fromthis eternal polar whiteness.

IN RE: Dependents of OBOU, Hippolyte (Mgjor), age 24,
deceased Nodhri, verdict shot

RULED: Unentitled to pension, degth not having occurred on active
srvice.

"What's your name?...Please, I'm trying to help you! Name! Who
you? Name!"

"Maual Y ou want screw, soldier man? Twenty-five francs onetime,
hundred francsdl night, baby!"

"Oh, God. She's off her rocker like the rest of them. Here, someone
get-Hey, let go, you little bitch! Hey!"



THISISTHE LAST WILL AND TESTAMENT OF MR.
BERTIL OLAV SVENSSON ordinarily resdent at 45 Vasagatan,
Mamo, who, being of sound mind and not having sampled or tasted or
ingested poisoned food at Noshri (contrary to rumor) but having
diagnosed in myself astrain of trachomaresistant to al known therapy
which will inevitably make me blind, do purpose to terminate my life. |
DEVISE AND BEQUEATH...

"Chrigt," hesaid. And repested, "Chrid! It'sasif theworldisjust..."

"Crumbling?' she offered, and when he didn't disagree, gave anod.
She hadn't looked hisway. She was watching the tanks and armored
carsclosng in on thefood rioters. A stray rock had starred the
window, but they'd fixed that with adhesive tape to keep out the Street
ar.

"But | can't go to the House with a-afucking tube stuck up me!"
Howell barked.

"Yes, | know that," the doctor sighed. "But would you rather liveto
be governor or diein two weeks?'

"It'sthat bad?"

"Senator, you try going without apeefor aday or two, seeif you
prefer the catheter or not.”

"What the hdl isit dueto, anyhow?"

"I don't know. Sorry. I'm waiting for the [ab report, but they're
taking anything up to ten days."

Command of the armed forces was today assumed by Colonel
Joku Amnibadu, following the indisposition of General Kaika. It's
under stood that Brigadier Plitso, widely tipped as the heir
apparent, isin Switzerland for a medical examination.

Washing the windshield of her-their-car: Jeannie Goddard. Taking
Pete to work this morning the wipers hadn't coped with the greasy



deposit left by the last rain. And she wanted to see her way clearly to
the prenatd clinic. Find out whether this constant nauiseawasto be
endured, or needed treatment.

But the size of thehill dready...
Will, it wasfor the baby's sake, after dl, not just her own.

"Oh, nothing to worry about, Mrs. Mason. A very common thing
these days, this blepharitis, nothing at dl to do with your little girl's
grabismus. Why, | must have seen twenty or thirty Smilar casesinthe
past month. Now I'll give you anote for your own doctor-isnt it Dr.
McNeil?-and..."

"The number you have reached is not a working number.
Please hang up and-"

"“The number you have reached is not-"

"“The number you have-"

"Operator, can | help you?...Yes, Sir, but you must appreciate
we're very short of staff right now...Well, ar, what isthe problem?1
have lots of other-Can you spell that?...H-E-N-L...Henlowe. Yes, gir,
just amoment. Ah, hereitis. All calsto that number are being referred
to-What wasthat?...Well, sr, on thememo | have hereit says her
gder islooking after therr little girl until they come out of the hospitd.... |
don't know, sir, but the memo is dated-I'm sorry?... Y ou're welcome.”
Y ou son of abitch!

In hisoffice at his handsome antique desk: Dr. Clayford. The phone
rang.
"Helo?...No, | will not accept acal from my wifel Tdl her to wait



until I'm done with my morning gppointments. She knows she mustn't
bother me at work."

He dammed down the phone and looked toward the door, trying to
discern who the next patient was. But the features blurred, and there
was this discomfort at the corner of hisright eye.

Funny.

Seemsto be swimming.

And that damned noise. Got to complain to the police about-

"Doctor? Doctor!"

That hurt. Nose and cheekbone. Symptoms consistent with...

"Nurse, | think the doctor's passed out.”

In hismagnificent office, Roland Bamberley Sgning aletter to his
lawyers concerning the faults so far found in the Mitsuyama
water-purifiers and requesting advice on the possibility of asuit for
breach of contract. He broke off after the Christian name because his
arm had devel oped cramp al of asudden. He shook it, and continued:
Bam-

Agan, without warning, the agonizing pain. Helooked at his hand
grasping the pen and saw with surprise how white the fingers were.
Experimentdly, he flexed them. The pen fell on the paper and left along
black streak; the letter would now have to be retyped.

But he couldn't fed hisfingers, only the cramp.

Heraised hisleft hand and began to massage hisright one. A minute
passed; so did the pain.

"Leavethat bal done! It'sRick'd"

"What? Ah, shit, | know it was Rick's, but like Zenasaid he's gone
away and hewon't be coming-"

"Heisso coming back! Let go that ball-that's right! Now I'll put it
back where you found it, so when Rick comeshere hell find dl his



thingswaiting nice and nest. .| don't like you!™

Shouldn't have tried washing that foot in seawater, Tab thought.
But when you tread on anail sticking out of apiece of board that runs
itsrusty spike clear through your shoe, and you can't affordtogotoa
dinic...

Heforced himsdlf to forget about the pain and the swelling and the
nasty wetness of the pus. Another passerby was turning the corner. He
hobbled forward.

"Say, friend, can you spare a7
"No!"

THINGS AROUND HERE JUST ARENT THE SAME
WITHOUT YOU.

WE ACTUALLY GET SOME WORK DONE!

Only kidding! Best wishesto Mel for a quick recovery fromthe
gang at the office.

Dear Sergeant Tatum:

I'm pleased to advise you that in view of your length of service
you are to be granted 48 per cent of your eventual pension. |
honestly wish it could have been more, but naturally you'll
appreciate there is a necessary distinction between injury in the
line of duty which entails premature retirement, and the
contraction of a disease, even one as severe as polio.

(Onwall after wal after wall, from Cdiforniato Nova Scotia,
painted or scrawled or chalked or even carved, the same dogan
accompanied by the same device: STOP, YOU'RE KILLING ME!)

"In place of the advertised program, regrettably postponed owing to
the indispogition of key staff membersat our New Y ork studios, we're



giving you another chanceto see..."

Terry Fenton? Septicemia. (Something got into a sdf-inflicted cut
while he was razor-styling Petronellas hair. She quit going to Guido's
the third time there was something awful in the water.)

lan Farley? Bronchitis. (Hed left hisfiltermask a home, dl the
dispensersin the lobby of the ABS Building were empty, and it was a
long time before he found acab.)

LolaCrown? Earache and swollen parotid glands. (It won't yield to
the stlandard therapy for mononucleos's, so maybeit isn't mono at all.
They took her off antibiotics. Sulfadrugs might turn the trick, with luck.)

Marlon? Alternating between Terry's bedside and the can.
(Convinced the doctor tending him is usdless, because he makes such
nasty remarks about his-uh-hemorrhoids. Oughtn't to be allowed to
practice medicineif hewon't help peoplein red pain. Wish he could
fed that acid diarrheagoing ouit!)

And others, from the Big Bossesright on down.
Same as everywhere.

"Mr. Greenbriar, look. Uh-would you have any objectionto a male
secretary? Weve tried every agency in town, and-I'm sorry?...

"An out-of-work actor, sir. Stranded by the cutback in programs at
ABS...

"Oh, highly recommended, sr...Yes, sr. Which ones are those-the
blue pills, or the green ones?'
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The priest looked doubtfully at the vast bluish bruiseson his
forearms. Then he hauled up the skirts of his habit to inspect those on
hislegs. They werejust as bad.

Why wouldn't these Satan-serving Tupas go ahead and hang him,
asthey'd hanged the American, Hannigan, and the mgjor?

Oh, of course. The Tupas had gone away. Hed forgotten.

Since they left, many peoplein the prison-camp had talked about
going home. Somehow they hadn't done anything about it. Severd of
them had smply lain down and not moved again. All with these dark
marks under the skin, many with bleeding mouths, too.

Something to do with food. The Tupas had said something. But one
would not take advice from servants of the devil.

Then he saw amosguito and weakly made to swat it, and missed,
and after that he couldn't quite recall what he'd been thinking about.

Entering his office after acal at the hospita, where they had trouble



with blocked filters again: Alan Prosser.
"Dorothy! What in hell's happened to your eye? It'sdl swollen!™

"Just asty," Dorothy said wryly. "My own fault | washed a the sink
when my filter was out. Got something in the root of an eyelash. Come
to that, you're not looking so good yoursdlf.”

"No, I'm ahit bilious. Can't seem to keep any food in my belly
these past few days. I'll go see Doug this afternoon. Or maybe
tomorrow. Chrig, isthat my mail ?It'ssix inches high!™

"Dr. Farquhar?...0Oh, morning, Alec. ThisisAngie McNail. Look,
Doug'slaid up with amild bout of*-cough-"so sorry!"-cough, cough,
COUGH-"0h, dear! ... No, no, nothing serious, Doug's given me
something aready, just thedust, | guess...But what | was calling about:
Doug has dl these patientsin the hospital and...Oh, blast!" Cough
cough cough, COUGH. "Sorry!...What? Mervyn got to you dready?
Damn. Well, do you know"-cough, cough, cough cough,
COUGH-"Sorry! Do you know agood source of what-you-call-'ems
around Denver-locums?' Cough. "Areyou sure? No one a al? Doug
thought maybe amedica officer at the Air Force Academy... They
what? Are you putting me on? Mumps? Oh, Christ. How long isthe
Quarantine going to last?"

(Asthough a bucket of sand had been thrown into a complex
machine. Thisyear, so many of the people who matter out of
circulaion, evenif only for aweek or two, and so many more-millions
more-working far below their peak. On the Stock Exchange, dedlings
suspended in Angel City, Bamberley Trust Corporation, Plant Fertility,
Puritan Health Supermarkets. ..and others.)

"Lady, | don't careif they're crawling up your cunt, you understand?
| have thirty-five more callsto make before | get around to your rad™

The use of the fine house had been assigned to Maud Bamberley



during her lifetime, but Jacob had omitted to provide adequate fundsto
support it, her, and the remaining children. Querulous on the last
morning before departure, sherang her bl for Christy. But it was Ethel
the cook who answered, limping alittle for the verrucaein her right hedl
(She'd cometo ask advice about them yesterday, but the sight was too
disgusting; Maud had told her to wait for Dr. Halpern to cdl again,
forgetting that they were compdlled to move from here))

"Christy'ssick, maam," Ethd said. "It'sher lungs, | guess. She
wheezing dl thetime."

"Whereis she?' Maud demanded. "In bed?"

"No, maam. She seeing to Mister Noel. He done wetted himsalf
agan.”

Dear Jesus. Dear sweet kind loving Jesus. Maud gathered the silk
sheets of her bed into abundle on her left arm and began to croon to it.

Dr. Hapern had to come after al, despite his papitations (snce
about two weeks ago), and the moving gang went away without
anything; perhaps aswell because they were eight men under their
scheduled strength of fourteen. Corndius went with the empty van-it
was deemed advisable to hospitalize him what with hisrash, his
blocked sinuses and his non-stop trembling. Claude was pretty well
okay. His broken wrig, three weeks old, was hedling nicely consdering
hisinability to metabolize cacium properly.

But Maud had to be given an injection, and when Ronald cameto
him al adult, asthe oldest maein the house and the father of Christy's
baby (not yet known to Maud), demanding information, the doctor did
not fed judtified in offering afavorable prognoss.

Christy's child was about three months gone when she miscarried it
from brucdllosis. Just aswell. Mongoloid. Shewasforty.

"Honestly, Mrs. Byrne, | don't know how Dr. Advowson
coped-no, no, don't move your head, just hold till... There! That'll do
thetrick, thoughitll smart for awhile. Very nasty, these furuncles,



especidly to someone like yoursdf-if you'l forgive my saying so-with a
generous growth of facid hair. Put the ointment on night and morning.”

Running water into the sink, reaching for the anti septic soap.
"Sad about little Eileen, wasn't it? Tetanusis aterrible discase”
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"Brian, do you spell that name with or without an E a the end?”"
"Without. Wasit the drink that did for him, then?'

"It was indeed. Trying to drown his sorrows and somebody taught
themto svim.”

Before the shrine of his honorable ancestors. Mr. Hideki
Katsamura. In hisright hand the necessary knife. About his body the
correct silk-gtrictly, dacron-robe. No respectable dternative, following
announcement of suit impending from Cdiforniawhere Mr. R.
Bamberley had so much difficulty with water-purifiers. Alsoin
Colorado, Illinois, New York and Texas.



Placeto aim for would be site of ulcer reputed doctor, friend of
family, warned yesterday will perforate and cause marked physiologica
mishap within short time,

In company of ancestors conceivably not burdened with ulcerable
intestines.

Arriegas! That nameis onein our minds with those of
Guevara, Ufiil, and other great heroes of the continuing
revolution, struck down by the foul agents of the imperialist

conspiracy!

OWING TO THE INDISPOSITION OF PROFESSOR DUVAL
THE FOLLOWING CLASSESWILL NOT BEHELD, VIZ...

"Yes, thisls Maoses Greenbriar...Oh, how isshe?...Cyditis? Isthat
srious?'

...ascribed to the continuing shortage of manpower. Many
local policeforces...

(The sound of creaking, aswhen atree grows old and can no
longer endure the thrashing of the gale))

Of dl the damned silly things, Carl thought, lying out on ahillsde
under bushesto wait for dark and his chance to elude the Colorado
border patrols. Hiccoughs! And he couldn't stop them. They must have
been going on for hours.

After being angry he had started to be afraid. They were making
him sotired.
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"Yes, honey?'

"l don't want to worry you, but I've tried to get through to Millicent
at least adozen times, and there's no reply. Do you think | ought to run
over there and see how sheis?'

DURING THE INDISPOSITION OF MR. BOLLINGER THE
FOLLOWING TEMPORARY RE-ALLOCATION OF
RESPONSIBILITIES...

"Thiswill clear it up in afew days, Mr. Cowper. It'savery effective
vermifuge, this. | imagine it must have been badly-cured pork that
caused the trouble, I've had anumber of cases of trichinosomiasis
lady."



Owing to the indisposition of the Reverend Horace Kirk, joint
serviceswill beheld at...

"Wherethe hdll isthat black bastard? He should have been here
two hoursago! | can't hang around al night!"

"Hecdledinto say hiswifésdied.”

"Oh, Chrigt. Who's going to let peoplein the building, then?1 can't
do histour aswel asmy own!"

"Mom?' And then, louder: "Mom!"

Thekid advanced dowly on the still dark form in the untidy bed. A
fly was buzzing againgt the shut window, trying to get in, againgt itsown
interests because there was a fly-strip hanging right over the bed. Also
on the seat of the chair that doubled for abedside table, there were the
usud degping pills

The boy said again, "Mom!" Thistime the word pesked into acry.
Who takes advice from a garbage-man?

"Sorry, Mr. President, Mr. Penwarren isn't in today. His doctor told
him to take the rest of the week off...No, nothing serious, |
understand. Something he ate disagreed with him."

FOR SALE: A substantial holding of 3241.5 acres down to
vegetabl es between Bockvitte and Candida, formerly operated by
Mr. Lent Walbridge, together with the farmhouse (18 rooms, 2
baths, good structural condition), various outbuildings, all
necessary plant and equipment including late-model tractors (6),
cultivating and spraying machinery...

In aback room at afriend's pad: Ossie. He was making bombs.
Now and then he paused to scratch his crotch. He had urticaria, and so
did thefriend, and so did everybody around here this month. It was the



in disease. But those mothers mustn't be allowed to get away with
aresting Audtin Train on afdse chargein plain Sght of sixty million
people.

NOTICE OF POSTING: Cal. Rollo B. Saddler

From: Wickens Army Basg, Col.

To: Active sarvicein Honduras.

WITH IMMEDIATE EFFECT your unit isreassigned to...

Fritz and hisfriends were among the Sixty-Three. (One capitalizes
the number now. Martyrs.)

"Mr. Steinitz? Sorry, he's not in the office. HEs unwell. So'shis
deputy. We had thisleak in the ventilating pipes, you know, and some
of these here spores got loose and they breathed them in. Kind of

nesty!”

To all patients of Dr. David Halpern:

Please note that until further notice your physician will be Dr.
Monty B. Murray, at the Flowerwood Memorial Hospital.

Shivering and coughing, Cindy alowed them to undress her. When
they found the skull and crossbones on her body they told her to get
out of the clinic before she was thrown out.

"Y ou'll be up and about in aday or two, Hector my boy! And then
weéll fix that devil Audtin Trainfor good and dl.”

Chuck in prison hospitd; hisforged ID let him down &t last. The
male nurses making alot of jokes about hisbeing yellow.

Jaundice.



Dear Mrs. Barleyman: It is my sad duty to inform you that your
husband is unlikely to be well enough to return home in the
foreseeable future.

"Kitty Wdsh? Sit down. | have bad news, but I'm afraid it's your
own fault. Y ou should never havelet it go on solong. Y ou have acute
sdpingitisthat'sinflammation of the Fallopian tubes, from the ovariesto
the womb. Y ou'll never be able to have ababy."

"What you mean, bad news? Who'd want to bring ababy into this
filthy world?'

MEMORANDUM

From: Dr. Elijah Prentiss
To: Hospita director
Owing to thisdamned fibrogitis, | shall not be ableto. ..

Drew Henker and Ralph Henderson, like the majority of
Trainites, had willed their bodies for medical teaching purposes.
But they turned out not to be required by any hospital in the state.
All of them had as many gunshot wounds as they needed.

"Harold? Harold, where are you?...Oh, there." Painkillers had
helped Denise's migraine, alittle, and sheld dozed off. Wakingin darm
she wondered what had become of the children. But it was okay; Josie
was lying down, and Harold was sitting in the corner of his bedroom,
quite quiet, his bad leg tucked under him asusud.

"Harold darling, it's about timeyou...Harold?"

Hejust sat there, saring a nothing.

Hewasthefirg.



THE IMAGE

isof ahouse: large, old, once very beautiful, built by someone
whose imagination matched his skills. But he squandered his substance
and fdl on evil times. Sublet and then again sublet, the house became
infested as though by vermin with occupants who felt no sense of
attachment to itsfabric, and were prepared to complain forever without
themselves accepting responsibility for its upkeep.

Thusfrom adistance it may be seen that the roof is swaybacked
like astandard whale. Certain of the dates were cracked in along-ago
hurricane and not repaired; under them wood has warped and split. A
footstep, beit never so light-as of atoddling child-will cause the boards
anywhere on any floor to shift on thelr joists, uttering cregks.

Also the basement is noisome. It has been flooded more than once.
The foundations have settled. A stench permegatesthe air, testimony to
generations of drunks who pissed where the need overtook them.
There is much woodworm. Closets and cupboards have been shut for
years because ingde there are the fruiting bodies of the dry-rot fungus,
and they stink. The grand staircaseis missing atread about hafway to
the noble gallery encircling the entrance hall. One or two of the
ancestral portraits remain, but not many; the mgority have been sold
off, along with the marble satues that once graced the front steps. The
coach-houseis dank and affords crowded lodging for afamily of
mentally sub-normd children, orphaned, haf-clad, filthy and incestuous.
Therearefless.

Thelawn is covered with wind-blown rubbish. The goldfish that
used to dart among the lily-padsin the ornamental pond were seento
float, belly-up and bloated, one spring following awinter of hard frogts,
now they are gone. The graveled driveway is obscured with danddions
and docks. The gates at the end of it have been adrift from their hinges
for far longer than anyone can remember, half rusted through. So too
the doorswithin the housg, if they haven't been chopped into firewood.

More than haf the windows have been broken, and hardly any have



been made good. The rest are blocked with rags, or have had bits of
cardboard tacked over them.

In the least damaged wing the owner, in an acoholic haze, conducts
delightful conversations with imaginary ambassadors and dukes.
Meantime, those of the other inhabitants who know how to write pen
endless|ettersto the government, demanding that someone come and
fix thedrains.

SPASM

L ater, they mapped the earliest cases on the western side of
Denver, around Arvada, Whesatridge, Lakewood and other districts
which had exploded during the past few years. To meet an dmost
doubled demand for water, which Denver was dready sucking from a
vast area of thousands of square miles by a piping system as complex
and random-seeming as the taproots of atree, the lakes and reservoirs
were no longer adequate: Ralston, Craoss, Granby, Carter, Lonetree,
Horsetooth. ..

So they had drilled, and sunk pipesto deep porous Strata, and
moreover carved great gashesinto the rock of the mountainsto expose
the edges of those strata. The principle was this: when the snow melts,
vast quantities of water run off and go to waste. If we draw on the
water-table under the mountains, thus making room for more, we must
arrange that every spring melting snow will soak into the porous rock
and replenish the supply.

It had been new last year. It had worked fairly well, bar the teething
troubles which occurred when one of the newly-tapped aquifers
proved to be contaminated with sawage. That led to the issuing of
don't-drink notices now and then. There had been afew complaints,
too, that Boulder Creek and the Thompson and Bear Creek had been
even lower this summer than they should have been-but those came
only from people with long memories, not from the wedthy new arrivas
who had abandoned the old boom state of Californiafor the new boom
state of Colorado. Now, today ...



Black Hawk: Giddy, the owner of anewly-built housewith a
meagnificent view fumbled out acigarette, felt for hislighter, couldn't find
it, used amatch ingtead. It fell from his shaking hand onto the day's
newspaper. He watched the flame take to the edge of the paper,
fascinated. It spread-beautiful, how beautiful! All yellow and gold and
orange, centered with black, like amoving flower!

He started to laugh. It was so lovely. He picked up the paper and
threw it a arug to seeif that would burn too, and it did, and so, not
long afterwards, did he.

Towerhill: "Mom," thelittle boy said in aserioustone, "'l hateyou.”
And pushed the butcher-knife hed brought into her belly.

US72: "The more we are together, together, together!" sang the
driver of the Thunderbird howling a ninety toward Denver, to the air of
Ach Dti Lieber Augustin, "the more we are together the happier well
be! For your friends are my friends and-"

Caught sight of a pretty girl in the next car ahead and jammed on
the brakes as he drew alongside and crowded her off the road so he
could say hdllo and kiss her and share his ecstatic happiness.

There was a culvert. Concrete. Crash.

Golden: Luxuriating in the deep warm bath, she sipped and sipped
at thetdl julep shedd brought with her, the ice-cubes making a
melodious jingle as they melted. She was there about an hour and a
haf, listening to the radio, humming, and at one point masturbating
because she had avery specid date this afternoon. Eventudly, when
the glass was empty, she lay back and |et the water close over her face.

Wheatridge: He struggled and struggled with thefaulty TV, and il
the picture wouldn't comeright. It was al wavy and the colors bled into
one another.



Astime passed, though, he redlized that in fact thiswas much
prettier than regular TV. He sat down before the set and stared at it
sometimes chuckling when one of the faces turned green or bright blue.
Unthinking, he put his hand to his mouth, meaning childliketo suck his
thumb. He happened to be holding atest lead connected to the power.

Thump.

Arvada: Timeto gart dinner, damnit, or my stinking husband
will-and the kid bawling again, and. ..

Absently, her mind on the TV sheld spent the afternoon watching,
she bundled up the baby and put him in the oven and set the
thermostat, and went back to her chair cradling the chicken.

That stopped hisracket. Sure did!

Westminster: "Y ou stinking white bastard,” the black man said, and
swvung hiswrench at the man behind the counter. After that, he sat
down and began to stuff his mouth with odds and ends. candy, aspirin,
chocolate bars, indigestion tablets. Sometimes he dipped them in the
blood from the clerk's head, to improve the color.

Lakewood: Hey, man, wowowow! | never had pot like this before.
Thisisahigh-I mean*H*I*[*I1*G*H*! | | Ho-ho! | fed light, likel
could fly, I mean likel amflying I mean like I'm not even on the floor
aready just bobbing around in the draught from that fan there WOW!
But these four lousy wallsin the way-get in the open, enjoy it more,
they keep coming and banging up against me, where's the door? Door.
Window closer. Openit. Fall out on thewind and just blow away
across the mountains, wow!

Four stories from the street, which was hard.

Denver ...



FIT
"Alan-n-n-n"

It was Pete's voice, from the warehouse. Philip broke off in
mid-sentence and looked at Alan and Dorothy. They were having a
kind of council of wer to review thefirm'sfinancia Stuation. It wasn't
good. Replacements under guarantee had wiped out about athird of
their expected income and screwed up most of the regular plumbing
businessthey were il carrying on. The only good news was bad:
Bamberley in Cdiforniahad hit the same trouble and they expected to
mount ajoint suit againgt Mitsuyama. Outcome, in about eighteen
monthswith luck...

It was another close, clammy, hot day with dense overcast, so the
door was open for what breeze might be around and they'd heard
shouts and banging noises from the warehouse, but paid no attention.
People'stempers dways frayed in weather likethis.

"That sounds bad!" Alan snapped, and headed for the door. The
othersfollowed. Down the corridor separating the administrative
section from the-

"ItsMack!" Pete shouted. "He's gone crazy!"

They stopped, crowded into the doorway of the warehouse:
grutted shelves full of cartoned parts, mostly thefiltersin green and red
boxes with Japanese characters on the end. At the door of his
cubbyhole office, wood and glass about ten feet on aside, Pete, his
face agonized, clinging to the jamb for support because his cane was
out of reach. Lying on the floor ayard away. Philip grabbed it, gaveit
back, steadied him and felt him shaking. From out of sght behind a
barrier of shelving came noises: things being dragged down and flung
asde.

"What happened?’ Alan rasped.

"He-he camein afew minutes ago without his hel per,” Pete forced
out, panting so violently he could hardly spare the breath for speech.



"Y dled something to me about black mothers thinking they own this
place, and went ssorming down there and started smashing things!™

"Anybody ese around?’ Philip demanded.

"Nobody! It'sfour o'clock, so thefittersare il out, and | sent
Gladys home. She'ssick-tonglitis.”

"Dorothy, cal the pigs,” Philip said. She nodded and ran back along
the passage.

"But we can't just let him go on!" Alan snapped. "Whereishe?"

"Herel am!" Mack shouted. "Peek-a-boo!" He forced apart the
two top cartons of apile about six feet tall, at the end of anaide
between the shelving, and leered at them. He was a big man with broad
shoulders. Hisface gleamed with perspiration.

"And jigaboo, too!" he added. "Y ou get that filthy nigger out of my
hair or I'll wreck everything in the placel”

"Mack-!"

Alan took astep forward, but in the same instant Mack pitched the
cartonsto the floor, crash-crash, and there were little crunching noises
asthe brittle plastic shells of adozen purifiers broke. Then he started to
stamp on the pile. He weighed a good hundred and sixty, maybe eighty.
"Y ou bagtard, stop that!" Alan roared. Mack curled hislip and seized
something from the nearest shelf and threw it. Alan ducked. It smashed
the glass of Pete's office. Mack giggled like athree-year-old child and
went on pounding the cartons to pulp. After amoment or two he
darted to Sng in rhythm.

"I'm-the king-0' the castle! Go wipe-y'r fucking-asshole!™

"He'sredly crazy," Philip whispered, feding asthough dl the blood
had drained from his head to hislegs, making his brain duggish and his
feet lead-heavy.

"Yes" Alan wiped hisface. "Go get my gun. Know where| keep
it?"

IIYall



But as Philip turned, he dmaost bumped into Dorothy running back.

"Phil, thelinesdead! And I've seenfires-dl over the placel Half the
downtown section is ablazel"

Thethree of them froze: Pete, Philip, Alan. They recdled suddenly
things heard during the past half hour-fire Sirens, police srens, shots.
But onewas aways hearing those, dl day, in any big city!

Mack, meantime, went on happily trampling those cartonsflat. Now
and then he dragged more down to add to the pile.

"Arewea war?' Alan said dowly. It wasthe thought in al their
minds

"| got aradiointhere," Pete said, pointing into his office now bright
with shards of glass.

Philip rushed to it, soun the did, hunting for a station broadcasting
something other than music. In amoment, aman saying, "Hey, Morris
baby, you pissin this cah-fee or sump'n? Say, | hate that |ast disc.
Gonnabreak it. Hen-heh! An' fuck Body English, they're abunch of
creeps and queers!”

The station went off the air as though a switch had been turned, and
that was the moment Mack chose to get bored with his game and

shatter another of the office's windows. They all ducked, except Pete
because of his back brace.

"Dorothy, bring my gun,” Alan whispered. "Pete, could you stand
him off with it? | guessthey taught you to use agun when you werea
pig, huh?'

"Taught mel" Pete snorted. "My wholetraining lasted like Six
weeks! But yeah, | can shoot pretty well."

"Dorothy-"
She was dready gone.

"What the hdll can have happened to him?' Philip muttered to Alan,
crouching.

"Come on, everybody!" Mack yelled, jJumping up and down. "This



isfunl Whynchajoinin?'

"That DJ didn't sound as though he had his head too straight,” Pete
said equaly softly, keeping awary eye on Mack. "And what about
thesefires?'

"Rioting!" Alan snapped. "Don't worry about that right now, we got
problems of our own-ah, thanks!" To Dorothy as she handed him the
.32 hekept in his office againgt intruders. " Pete, take this, and Phil and
| will try and get in back of him, see? If we can jump him we can
maybe knock him out. Phil, come on-"

Which wasthe point at which Mack noticed the gun, not quite
hidden as Alan held it toward Pete. His face ingtantly deformed into a
meask of blind fury.

"Y ou son of abitch!" he bellowed, and charged them. Philip cried
out and drew back, thinking to protect Dorothy, and Alan fired.

"Y ou mother!" Mack looked down at his chest, barein the opening
of hisshirt, and saw the round hole beside his breastbone. His
expression dtered to complete astonishment. "Why, you..."

A dark patch spread down his pantsleg. "Hdll," hesaid mildly. "I
wet mysdf."

And dowly collapsed on hisknees and laid hisface on thefloor.

Dorothy started to sob.

Therewas along slence. Blood began to mingle with the urine,

"Now we got to contact the pigs somehow," Alan said at length.
"Phone dead or not dead. Buit..." Helooked from one to another of his
companions, beseechingly. "I did haveto doit, didn't 17?7’

"Yeah." Petelicked hislips. "If ever | saw murder inaman's
eyes...Christ, what could have done that to him? He never even joshed
me about being black, like some of the men do. And then dll of a
sudden-thig™

"Dorothy," Alan said, not tearing his eyesfrom the corpse, "could
you drive down to-?"



"No," Dorothy interrupted. She was pressing her hands together to
stop them trembling. ™Y ou haven't seen what it's like out there. | can't
drive anywhere by mysdf right now. Wouldn't dare.”

Philip and Alan exchanged glances.

"l guess we better see what she means,” Philip said, and led the way
back to his own office-not Alan's where they had been conferring
earlier, from which the view was of ahigh black wall the other side of
the road. Theingtant he thrust open the door, he exclaimed in horrified
amazement

In the distance, smoke wasrising in vast billowing cloudsto join the
eterna gray overcast. Opening the window let in the stench of burning:
rubber, plastic, wood, heaven knew what dse. It wasinfinitely worse
than any river fire.

A moment, and ahighway patrol car came screaming past and
made afrantic |eft toward the downtown area, Sren blasting. They
caught aglimpse of aman next to the driver, perfectly white, barking
into amicrophone.

After that, rumbling, Army trucks, at least eight or nine, each
crammed with masked men carrying guns.

"Run out and ask what's happening!" Dorothy cried, and Philip
jolted into action. But before he made it to the road they'd driven past.
He came back wiping his eyes and coughing.

"Too latel" he forced out. "But there must be some way to find out
what's going on! Do we have another radio?’

"Yes, mine," Dorothy said, and hurried to fetchiit.

Set to the Conelrad band, it uttered alittle girl's voice, chanting. Or
wasit alittle girl?" Castor was bigger than Pollux / So when they were
both at their frolics/ Pollux offered hisassto / Give pleasure to Castor
/ Who had ahuge prick and three bollocks."

The voice dropped an octave and a haf and added in normal
businesdlike tones, "Stand by. Keep your setstuned to thiswavelength
for further information.”



Philip, growing frantic, wound the did again. Pasty-pae, Dorothy
tried the phone and confirmed that it wastotally useless, not even a
humontheline.

"Wowee, man!" theradio said, and gave aneighing laugh. "Thisisa
great high, surely is Thisisa fantastic-Hey, you stinking mother, leave
that switch done! Thisis my show! Y ou cut me off and I'll cut you off."
The sound of a bottle being smashed. "Get away from there or I'll carve
you good, hear?'

Another station was playing the Ode to Joy from Beethoven's Ninth
at 45 ingtead of 33, and someone was finding that so funny he was
laughing louder thanthe music.

Therewas nothing ese onthedid at al, not even on the police
band, but that meant nothing. Thelie of the land here was bad for short
wave, and this set wasn't avery good one.

Alan reached past Philip and switched the set off.

"Phil, you got awife and kids down there. Get dong home."
"BUt"

"You heard mel" Gruiffly. "I'll lock up with Dorothy, then drive her

home. | got my gun, I'll beall right. Y ou tell the police about Mack on
the way, okay?"

Philip nodded, heart hammering. "I'll ride Pete home too, then. He
cant drive" He hesitated. "Thanks."

THE DESCENT INTO HELL

It was hard for Pete to get into Philip's car. Some impulse-a pang of
conscience, maybe-had led him to switch to the next size smdler inthe
range he patronized when he bought the year's new one back in June.
Having made sure Pete was settled okay, hefelt in the glove
compartment. Filtermasks.

"Here!l" he said, offering the one Denise generdly used-the kids
would befar too small. Pete took it with amutter of thanks. Even with



the precipitator on the ventilator, this stench would be hard to endure.
Already thear wasfull of greasy black smuts.

"Think itisan attack?" he said, muffled. "Or judt riot-fog?’

"God knows," Philip answered, bringing something e se out of the
glove compartment: Denise's.22. "Takethisaswdll."

"Right" Pete st it on hislap, dark hand loosely around the buitt.
"Solet'sgo. Your placefirs”

Philip gunned the engine and headed for the exit from the parking
lot-and had to stand on the brake as he reached it. Coming from the
city center likeabat out of hdll, amadman with wide staring eyes a the
whed of aMaserati.

VROOM!
"Whét the-?'

And behind him aMustang, and a Camaro, and abig Lincoln,
and...

Therewas agap. Philip grabbed it. And heading into the city:
nothing. Not acar for ten blocks, twelve, fifteen! But coming the other
way so many carsthey were cramming the whole of their haf of the
road, overflowing into the other half, ignoring red lights, cutting in on
each other, scraping though not in fact colliding. ..

"| seen that before," Pete said. "'Panic,”
"Yesh"

Ahead, an Econoline jumped ared from their right and cut across
their bowsto try and join the out-from-town traffic. It locked fenders
with a Cadillac and both stdlled.

"Oh-oh," Philip murmured, and dodged around the Econolinestail
beforethe light turned red againgt him. He fdlt extraordinarily cam. It
was as though he had been subconscioudy awaiting this day, the day
when the heavenswould fal, and had used up hiswhole reservoir of
fear and anxiety. Hewould get home, and either find Denise and the
kids, or not find them. Then held ether find them later somewhere else,



or never find them because they were dead. It was dl fixed, al outside
his control.

He glanced at Pete. "Is Jeannie home?" he demanded.

"Likely," Pete grunted. His hands tensed suddenly on the gun.
"L ook out ahead!"

A block infront of them: agas gation afire, huge ydlow licking
tongues of flame. Someone vainly struggling to rig ahose. Passers-by,
delighted, yelling and trying to prevent him by throwing cansand
bottles. Philip made afast right and dodged through some side Streets
he hadn't known about, which brought them out eventualy in the right
place. Miraculous. People obeying ared light. He got on to the parallel
avenue and rolled.

All thetime the scream of Srens.
Now and then the crisp snap of guns.

"Try theradio again," Pete said, and pressed the on button. Music.
Everything quite normd. Roaring Mortimer's crazy version of
Summertime with the high-speed double talk like an old King Pleasure
number.

"Summertime boys and girls and those intermediate and the killing is
wheezy laze an' gemmun an' itsaGASaGAS aKNOCK SEE JM!
Heddle-ah-hoh!"

At which point: silence. Pete, surprised, turned the set off and on
again, but now there was nothing anywhere.

Here, the windows of five or six stores broken. But so far none of
the other regular symptoms of ariot day like barriers closing streets and
patrol cars and detour signs and...\Wonder what became of the Army
trucks and the men in them? And everyone on the sidewalks kind of
cheerful. Sowing astraffic became more densein the road ahead,
Philip stared from side to sde. They were till nowhere near themain
areaof thefirewhich was making theair so dirty. It might be
somewhere around 18th and Stout, he guessed, maybe at the big post
office. He saw aboy grab amiddle-aged woman by the skirt and
smack her bottom, and she jumped away and left the skirt in his hand,



and she wore no panties and waked on quite unconcerned.
"Everybody's going crazy!" Pete whispered. "Like Mack!"
"I don't beieveit," Philip snapped. "L ook, theres asquad car
ahead. We can ask them..."
Surrounded by agrinning group of young people. Hell!

Very dowly, Philip crept past the squad car, drawn up by the curb,
and saw increduloudy why the crowd had gathered. The driver and the
man beside him were locked in each other'sarms, kissng passionately.

A girl was drawing a skull and crossbones on the car's trunk with a
lipgtick. It was agood one, artistic, with the right number of teeth and
everything.

But at that point someone shot at them, and there was a sudden
hole in the rear left corner of the car's roof and the back window
shattered and starred.

Philip was so sartled, he almost ran off the road, but recovered
before he hit any of the pedestrians. And then there was a proper
police barrier. Being familiar, it was areassurance aswell asastinking
nuisance.

"Hell, | know that cat!" Pete said as ablack patrolman waved them
to astop. He wound down hiswindow and pedled off his mask, risking
afit of coughing.

"Chappie! Chappie Rice!" hecaled.

"Who the-? Ah, shit, it's Pete Goddard! Didn't see you in months,
man!" The patrolman glanced up to make sure no more cars were
approaching, and bent to Pete's window.

"Chappie, meet Phil Mason that | work for now. Say, what the hell
isgoing on?'

"Man, | just got here! Didn't ought to be on duty, but they recalled
everyonethey could reach. All | know isthe city'slike bent its brain.
Back in Arvada and Wheatridge they put the Army in, two hundred

fifty men from Wickens. Like three or four hundred houses &fire, gangs
of crazy kids out on the sireet bare-ass naked, singing thiswild song



and breaking everything up. Over by the post office they'slike four big
buildings &fire, stores and office blocks, and gas stations being blown
up al over, and now right here we got a sniper-Say, you seethat hole
inyour roof?"

"Wesaw it!" Philip snapped. "Officer, I'm trying to ride Pete home.
What'sthelikeliest way? He lives at-oh, shit! What's the number?*

Pete gave it. Chappie Rice looked grave.

"Likethey say, man, if | wanted to get there | wouldn't start from
here! But if you back up to that last intersection and go three blocks
southand...”

And they madeit.

The areawas dead. Everything disturbing the city seemed to be
very far away, though in fact it was no more than five blocks distant at
itsclosest. The street Pete lived on had closed up tight like ascared
clam. Therewasliterally no onein sght as Philip drew up in front of his
gpartment building, except that curtains were fluttering at windows.

"Wait," Philip advised. " Snipers?'
Thirty tense seconds. Nothing happened. Pete said, " Oh God.
Thank God. | see Jeanniel”

Philip glanced toward the window of their home. There shewas,
waving wildly.

"Thanksfor the mask-and the gun!" Pete said, opened the door,
awkwardly struggled to get hislegs out of it. Philip set the parking
brake, hastened around the car to help him, but here came Jeannie at a
run.

"Oh, Pete baby! | been trying to call you, and dl the phones are
out!" Sheflung her aams around him and nearly knocked him off
balance. "Are you okay, honey?'

"We-uh-we had a bit of trouble at the warehouse," Pete said. Philip
recalled with apang of dismay that held said nothing to the patrolman
about Mack's death; againgt the scale of what was happening to the



city it had seemed neglligible.
"But are you okay?"
"Y eah, fine, thanksto Phil."

Jeannie rounded on Philip and hugged him and kissed him and | eft
his cheek atrace wet: tears. "I don't know how to thank you!" she
exclamed. "If anything bad happened to Pete, I'd go crazy.”

Likeeverybody d<e..."That'sdl right," Philip said gruffly. "1-uh-I
better be getting home mysdf. Can you make it indoors, Pete?"

"Oh, from hereit'sessy. | doit al thetime. Uh-thanks again.”

Philip turned to get back in the car. Crossing the sidewalk, Pete
cdled out.

"See you tomorrow, if they sort dl thisout!”
"Yesh!"

In hisown home Street: acar burning lazily, itsnose againgt a
mailbox. On the opposite sdewak, adog squatting on its haunches
howling. The sound made Philip's spine crawl. Nobody wasvisble
around here, either.

Across the entrance to the underground garage beneath his
gpartment block, the stedl anti-thief grille. He stopped inches fromiit
and blasted hishorn.

No onecametolet himin.

Somewhere he had akey they'd given him, but he'd never used it
because...

He rustled in the glove-compartment, hoping it might be there, and
while he was gtirring up the contents-used tissues smeared with
Denisg'slipstick, broken sunglasses belonging to Jose, BankAmericard
receipts, aspare spark plug, incredible junk-the car, and the ground,
shook, and a monstrous thump hurt his ears. He jumped and stared
wildly over his shoulder. Soaring into the air not morethan ahdf a
block away, acloud of smoke shot through with dazzling sparks, like a



magnesum flare.
The hdl with the car!

Heleapt out, not damming the door, not even shutting off the
engine, and ran for the street-level entrance. For thisgrillehe did havea
key; he'd demanded one because the guards kept faling sick. He didn't
shut it behind him, but raced for the elevators-

And couldn't wait for oneto arrive, so made for the sairs.

Panting, he reached his own floor, and the door of the gpartment
was locked againgt him, and he hammered and banged and pounded
on it and there was another explosion outside that shook down dust
from acrack inthe calling he didn't recal seeing before.

Inside the gpartment, the sound of movement.

He shouted.

L ocks being unfastened. The clink of the security chain.
And there was Denise weeping.

"Oh, honey!" He swept her into hisarms, frantic, and felt her shake
and shake. "Honey, it'sdl right now! I'm here, and..."

And | left my guninthe car, and | |€eft the car door open and the
engine running. Chrigt, am | crazy too? Has the whole fucking world
taken leave of its sensesin an hour?

"It'snot al right,” Denise said. Her tears had ceased, and her voice
had the chill of marble. She shut the door and turned to face him. "
can't contact the police.”

"Hm—"

"It'snot dl right. It'sJose.”

Therewas an ingtant of utter silence. Nothing happened. Inside,
outside the building-anywhere, to the ends of the universe.

"| thought she wasjust adeep. But Harold killed her."

THE REFERRED PAIN



...burning out of control. As darkness falls, Denver fromthe
air looks like the pit of a volcano. Gas stations, stores and private
homes are going up in smoke. All the time, mingled with the roar
of flames, one hears the crackle of shots. Sometimes that's the
police fighting a desperate rearguard action against the populace
of a city which seems to have turned against them in the blink of
an eye. Sometimes it's the Army and National Guard
reinforcements which are trying to restore order in the
surrounding suburbs. Already two thousand men destined for
Honduras have been reassigned and parachuted into the area with
full battle equipment. For thisisno ordinary riot. And the lava of
this volcano-well, it's people. Tens of thousands of them, old and
young, black and white, overflowing into the surrounding country.
All major highways serving the city are blocked by colossal jams,
involving an estimated eighteen thousand cars. Some collided,
some broke down, the drivers of otherswere killed by snipers...but
the reasons don't matter, only the outcome. Abandoning their cars,
often within a block or two of home, the population is on the
move, carrying what they can, leaving what they can't to the
flames. Observers are comparing this to the aftermath of war to
give an idea of the scale of it, but that doesn't tell you much. The
catastrophe has struck from nowhere, and no one knows what the
hell isgoing on...

OUT OF HAND

President: But we need those men! The Tupas are within mortar range
of San Pedro Sulal

Sate: Let the spiesdo their own dirty work for achange. Thisian't just
ariot-thisiscivil war.

Defense: I'm afraid that's broadly true, Mr. President. Thisisnot a
subversive uprising, though. It's more like what you'd expect if
someone wereto



[PORTION OF TRANSCRIPT OMITTED AVAILABLE
ONLY TO PERSONNEL WITH TRIPLE-A-STAR SECURITY
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S0 of course the antidote was never stockpiled. We must try and
obtain suppliesfrom apharmaceutical company at once. Inthe
meantime-well.

Intelligence: In the meantime, there's only one thing to do. Put the area
under martia law, the whole sateif need be, and cordon it with
troops under ordersto shoot to kill if anyone refusesto obey them.

Justice: Yes, therésno dternative, Sir. This country issSmply not
equipped to cope with four hundred thousand lunatics.

OCTOBER

THE TICK-TOCK MEN

FERNANDO.:...Why, he does,
Nor will contented rest until the world,
The whole great globe and orb by land and sea,
Ticksto hispleasure like a parish clock.
Y ou areacogwhed, Juan, asam I
He's shaped us round, and prettied us with jags,
And gilded uswith gold-

JUAN: Add: gelded us

FERNANDO: Aye, so he has, my brother.
And 'tisal part of hisclockwork.
Seeyou, he'sthe weight;

Wefollow fromhiminanengined train;
Ducats are oil to make our axlesturn
Without a squesk.

JUAN: I'll squesk, i'faith! I'll rant



And cdl down hurricanoes on his head,
I'll conjure earthquakes to beset his path!

FERNANDO: Y ou've no escapement, Juan. Y ou're enchained.
At your vain wrath he will politely nod
And say you have comeforth to strike the hour,
He's'bliged to you...

-"The Tragedy of Ercole" 1625

STATEMENT OF EMERGENCY

"Thank you. Friends and fellow Americans, no presdent of the
United States has ever had a more melancholy task than | have at this
moment.

"It ismy sad duty to inform you that our country isin astate of war.
A war that is none of our choosing. And, moreover, not awar with
bombs and tanks and missiles, not awar that isfought by soldiers
galant on thefield of battle, sailors daring the hostile seg, airmen
streaking vaiant through the skies-but awar that must be fought by
you, the people of the United States.

"We have been attacked with the most cowardly, the most
monstrous, the most evil weapons ever devised by wicked men. We
arethevictims of acombined chemical and biological attack. You are
al awarethat our crops havefailed disastroudy last summer. We, the
members of my cabinet and |, delayed announcing the truth behind that
gory in the vain hope that we might contain the threet of the jigras. We
can no longer do so. It is known that they were deliberately introduced
into this country. They are the same pest which ruined the entire
agriculture of Central Americaand led to the sad and unwished-for
conflict in Honduras.

"That by itsdf we could endure. We areresilient, brave,
long-suffering people, we Americans. What is necessary, wewill do.
But alasthere are some among us who bear the name'American’ and
aretraitors, determined to overthrow the legitimate government, fredy



elected, to make the work of the police impossible, to denigrate and
decry the country we love. Some of them adhere to dien creeds, the
communism of Marx and Mao; some, detestably, adhereto acreed
equally dien yet spawned within our own borders-that of the Trainites,
whose leader, thank God, issafdy injail awaiting hisjust punishment
for kidnapping an innocent boy and imprisoning him and infecting him
with foul diseasesthat endangered hislife.

"We arefighting an enemy dready in our midst. Hemust be
recognized by hiswords aswell as his deeds. One of the grest cities of
our nation today writhesin agony because the water supply, the
precious diamond stream that nourishes our lives, has been poisoned.
Y ou may say: how can weresist an enemy whose weapon isthe very
faucet a the sink, the very water-cooler we go to for rdlief in the
factory or the office? And | will say thidl 1t isyou, the people of our
great land, who must provide the answer!

"Itisnot going to be easy. It isgoing to be very hard. Our enemies
have succeeded in reducing our stocks of food to the point where we
must share and share alike. Following my speech, you will beinformed
of the emergency arrangements we are putting in hand for equa and fair
digtribution of the food we have. Y ou will beinformed, too, of the plans
we have for slencing known traitors and subversives. But the
remainder isup to you. Y ou know who the enemy is-you met him at
work, you heard him talking treason a a party, you heard about his
attendance at a commie-front meeting, you saw the anti-American
booksin hislibrary, you refused to laugh at his so-called jokes that
dragged the name of the United Statesin the mud, you shut your ears
to his anti-American propaganda, you told your kidsto keep away
from hiskidswho are being taught to follow in histraitor's footsteps,
you saw him at a Trainite demongtration, you know how helied and
dandered theloyd Americanswho have built our country up until itis
the richest and most powerful nationin history.

"My friends, you ected meto lead you into the third century of our
country's existence. | know you can be trusted to do what isright. You
know who the enemy is. Go get him before he getsyou!”



THATS TELLING 'EM!

"Did you hear whet that son of abitch said about Train?'
"l suredid! And he hasn't even been put on trid yet!”

GETTING STRAIGHT

Knock.

Grimy, unshaven, in clothes he had worn for more than aweek,
Philip snatched for his gun even before opening hiseyes. It was il
nearly dark in the living-room of the gpartment, which they had decided
on as a home base. There had been no power since the start of the
emergency. Nor had there been water. Before the battery of their one
trangistor radio ran down, they had learned it had been the water
supply which drove the city mad. ..and Harold.

He sat there in the corner, soiled, uncaring, sucking his thumb and
garing at infinity. He had not spoken since the moment he killed his
sgter. He might aswell have been autigtic.

Josie wasin the deep freeze with the lid shut. She was Sarting to
gink. But that was nothing to the reek from the toilet.

Denise, asdirty as himsdlf, without her wig, her ringworm scarslike
brands across her scalp, sat up and whispered, "Who can that be?

"How the shit should I know?" Philip snapped, steedying himself on
the corner of atable and rubbing deep from his eyes with the knuckles
of hisgun hand. Hewasfeding very sick thismorning, worse than
yesterday, but they'd broken their one thermometer when trying to take
Harold's temperature, and on his only two expeditions out-of-doors so
far he hadn't made it to adrugstore. Thefirgt had reclaimed his gun; the
second had yielded nothing except the information that al the nearby
food stores had been looted. They were living off deep-frozen
hamburger and orangejuice.



Detour on the way to the spyhole, around their improvised hearth. It
was no fun living in amodern gpartment with dl the utilities out. Gas
had been cut off around the same time as the power. They'd been lucky
to find a sheet of ashestos on which they could rig cook-stove bars.

He peered cautioudy out, and tensed.

"Army!" he said under his breath, and at the same time became
aware of noisesfrom the gpartment next door, which had been dead
slent for two days.

"Areyou sure?' Denise on her knees, trembling. "It could be
someone pretending-"

But there was something convincing about the man outside the door:
atop sergeant, face haf-hidden by an issuefiltermask, holding a
clipboard and a pen, making some kind of register, maybe. Then,
behind him, another man came into view, a private with medica corps
collar badges. He carried abox of phidsand ajar of white pills.

"It'sokay," he muttered, and dipped the locks, dthough he retained
the security chain and made sure his gun was poised where it could be
seen.

And-

"Drop thegun or I'll drop you!" Asthough by magic, the sergeant
hed a carbine leveled; it must have been dung at his back, muzzle
down, where aflick of hisarm sufficed to bring it into firing pogtion.

"But I'm not going to do anything," Philip said weskly. "l live here.
[tsmy home!"

Filthy. Stinking. Grimy. Foul. Mine.

"Dropthegun!”

He shrugged and tossed it on to a nearby cushion.

"That's better," the sergeant said. "Are you Philip A. Mason?'
"Y-yes"

"1D!I"

Philip fumbled in his hip pocket for hishillfold and offered his



driver'slicense. Taking it, the sergeant added, "And open this stinking
door, will you?'

"l-uh, sure!" He released the chain. The private entered and glanced
around, wrinkling his nose. Hed dropped hisfiltermask below hischin
and looked as though he wished he hadn't. But the air in here was no
worse than you got by opening awindow; some of thefiresin the
downtown area had burned five days, and the wind was il bringing in
smoke from the suburbs,

"And you're Mrs. Mason?' the sergeant said, handing the license
back. "And you got two kids?'

The sound of authority in the sergeant's voice, Philip found, was
curioudy reassuring. Since Josi€'s degth he had been ableto imagine
that no one any longer anywhere in the world knew what he was about.
He himself had spent hours on end, sometimes haf the day, staring out
of the window at the wreaths of smoke, incapable of reacting, let alone
of making plans.

Denise struggled to her feet, clutching ablanket to her basom. Since
shewasfully dressed-neither she nor Philip had had their clothes off in
the past week-it made no particular odds.

Now athird man entered the gpartment, another private, carrying a
gunny sack with something heavy in the bottom. On spotting Philip's
gun he snatched at it, stripped the remaining shells out, and dropped it
in the bag.

"Hey, that'smine!™ Philip objected weakly.

"Ban onfirearmsinthiscity,” the sergeant grunted. "We had like
twenty thousand people shot to desth so far. That your son?" Pointing
at Harold, who was not even following the intruders with his eyes.

"Uhryes"

"And the other kid, the girl?'

"Wdl-"

"Shel'sdead." Clearly, from Denise.

The sergeant made a check mark, not in the least surprised.



"Uh-huh. How?'
"Harold killed her. Want to see her body?"

That penetrated the sergeant's matter-of-fact pose. Lowering the
clipboard, he stared at her.

"Hekilled her. | thought she was just adeep, but he'd cut her up and
covered her with her favorite blanket." Denise's voice was quite leve,
drained of al emotion. It had been aweek of hdll; there was nothing lft.

The sergeant and the medica private exchanged glances.

"l guess|'d better get the doc to check thisone out,” the private
sad after amoment. "It's beyond me, sarge.”

"Yeah." The sergeant licked hislips. "Go seeif he'sthrough with the
bodies next door."

"Bodies?' Philip took haf apace forward. They'd never been very
friendly with the Friedrichs in the adjacent gpartment, but they had been
on nodding terms, and the day the crisis broke, when he was il
thinking of joining forces and resources, held goneto try and talk to
them-but they'd refused to open the door.

"Sure, bodies," the sergeant said curtly. "We didn't find anyone but
you diveinthisbuilding yet. Y ou done your military service?' Pen
poised to make the next check mark on hisform.

"l..." Philip swalowed hard. "Y eah, herés my discharge
certificate.” Out with the billfold again. One had had to carry that al the
time since about the time the Honduran operation turned sour; they
were very fierce on dodgers.

"Mm-hm? Manila? | wastheretoo,” the sergeant said, busily
writing. "Why in hdl didn't you report like you should have done?!
"l don't understand,” Philip said dowly.

"Y ou were supposed to report to Wickensif you weren't either sick
or crazy. Or to the Arsend. Three daysago." The sergeant handed the
certificate back. "Y ou gon' bein trouble, Mr. Mason.”

Philip shook hishead. "Wasit on the radio or something?' he said



faintly. "Because our radio's been out for more than three days-we kept
it on al thetime at the beginning because we were trying to find out
what was going on-and the phone's out, and last time | went down to
the street | got shot at.”

The sergeant looked at him thoughtfully. "Wdll, | guessthey won't
be hard on you. We need everyone we can find who's neither sick nor
cazy."

"l amkind of sick,” Philip said. "Fever, | guess.”

"Ah, that's easy. It'sthisrabhbit thing that's giving us
headaches-what'sit called, Rocco?'

The medicd private said, "Tularemia. But the typhusisworse, and |
keep hearing they got smdlpox, too."

Philip looked at Denise and found she was so overcome she was
samply gaping. Hefdt that way himsdif.

"Got abag for thekid?" the sergeant went on, turning to the other
private, the one collecting guns. The man nodded and produced athing
likeafat black cigar; shaken, it unrolled into aplastic bag about six feet
by eighteen inches.

"Coffins" the sergeant said with awry grin. "Best we can-"

"My God, it's Phil Mason!™ A shout from the door, and Doug
McNeil thrust hisway in. "And Denise! Thank God youre dive, a
leest!"

He was haggard, newly bearded, and dressed in khaki fatiguesa
gzetoo big, but from the way he moved he waswell. Philip wondered
whether he dared fal on hisneck and cry.

But before he could react in any such ridiculous fashion, Doug had
caught sight of Harold. A single glance, and he rounded on Denise.

"Hegot at the water!"

Denise gave adull nod. They'd been over that a hundred times,
recongtructing the way in which, while his mother was dozing after
taking that massive dose of painkillersfor her migraine, he must have
drunk from the deadly supply, then taken aknifeto hissigter'sbelly.



Il‘kﬂ'el?l
"Here," Philip said, and led Doug to the kitchen.
Hewas dlent for along time, then turned away, shaking his head.

"Digposa detail!" he snapped at the man with the plastic bag, and
added, "Sorry, Phil. But we haveto get al the bodies out of the city
and burned, quick aswe can. Ther€lll be amass cremation, with a
service. We're holding three aday. Denise can attend if shelikes.”

"But not me?*

Doug hesitated. Then, with rapid professiona deftness, he checked
Philip's pulse, rolled back one of hiseydids, and asked him to put out
histongue.

"No, not you. You'relucky. You havenoidea at all how lucky
you've been. Rocco, you have treated them, have you?"

"Not yet, gr,” the medical private said awkwardly.

"Hell, get onwithit!" Moving out of the way of the man trying to get
Josieinto the plastic bag. Denise had made no moveto help.
Presumably she couldn't. And continuing to Philip: "I'm told we had
about one and ahaf gunsto every two people. Those that haven't been
shot went insane, those that aren't insane mostly have one of the three
or four killer diseasesthat arerife...Were till picking up the bits.”

Rocco was offering apill and aphid. Numb, Philip took them.

"The pill isabroad-spectrum antibiotic,” Doug said. "One of the
tallored penicilling, dl we could get in sufficient quantity right away. It's
better than nothing, | guess, though it does provoke allergy reactionsin
some people. Which iswhy it hasn't already been sown broadcast to
the point where the bugs don't give afart about it. And theliquidisa
specific antidote to the nerve gas."

"Nervegad" A cry from Denise, accepting her own alotment from
Rocco.

"Well, that'swhat were cdling it for convenience. It'sactudly a
military psychotomimetic. God knows how they got it into the water.
Must have been literdly aton of it to do this much damage! | don't



know dl the details, but experts from the Defense Department came
rushing in the day before yesterday with supplies of the antidote.” He
sghed. "Troubleis, in most casesit'stoo late. People who weren't
warned in timedid the logicd thing, likefilled the bathtub and every
container they had, and went right on drinking the poisoned water.
Forty-eight hours, and they were beyond hope.”

"But who did it?" Philip whispered. "And isit the whole country, or
jugt us?'

"It'sjust Denver and the environs" Doug said with ashrug. "But it
might aswell have been the whole country. They've put us under
martid law, they'veindituted rationing, and it'sgoing on until the
government change their minds.”

"Doctor, you watch your tongue!" the sergeant snapped.

"Oh, shut up!" Doug retorted. "'I'm not under military discipline-I'm
acivilian volunteer. And what's more, | seem to be one of only about a
dozen doctorsfit for work in the whole of the city and its suburbs. And
al I'm saying isthat my job would be asight easier if they told usthe
wholetruth. I'm working in the dark half the time-and so areyou, aren't
you?”

The sergeant hesitated. "Well, doc, when it's a case of thousands of
lunaticsdl of asudden..." He spread his hands.

"Yes'" Doug sadironicaly. "All of asudden!" Looking past Philip's
shoulder to where Rocco and Denise were trying to persuade Harold
to take the pill and the antibiotic-with no success, helet himsdlf be
handled like a dead rabhit, but would not cooperate.

"Phil." Dropping his voice suddenly. "Y ou've got to report for duty
now-everyone who was ever in the armed forces has been recalled
from the reserve, and you'refitter than most of the serving soldiersi've
seen around here. That meansit's going to be tough on Denise.”

"How do you mean?’ Philip's mind had been full of fog for days. It
was obgtinatdly refusing to clear.

"Wdl...Wdl, Harold's never going to be any different, you know.
We're certain about that, when it comesto kidsthat young. And if



you're going to be whipped away, and-1 didn't tell you!"

He had been haf turned away; now he siwung back to confront
Philip directly.

"Alan! Hewaskilled!"

"Oh, my God. How?"

"Burned to degth in hiswarehouse. Along with Dorothy. | was on
the detall that checked out the ruins” Doug licked hislips. "Wethink
someone who'd had trouble with hisfilters must have put two and two
together when the warning went out about poisoned water. Decided it
was the Mitsuyama purifiersthat had caused it. He and Dorothy went

back to the office the day after the crisis, and someone threw gas
bombsin. Burned a cop, too. Hadn't someone been shot?"

"Mack," Philip sad dowly. "Whotold you?'

"Pete Goddard. He's okay-and Jeannie. They're helping with
casudty admin.”

So afew people at least were likely to survive. Philip said, "About
Harold?'

"Oh. Oh, yes. He's going to be a-a burden for Denise.”

"l guess 0." That damned mental fog wouldn't lift; it wasliketrying
to think between the anesthetic and the coma. "Buit they'll get help,
won't they? And | mean we do have some money, and-"

"Oh, shit, Phil!" So agitated, he had to grasp Philip'sarm to hdt his
words. Still inalow tone, privatdy: "The banks are shut, everything's
closed down here, and there's no transport out of the city, nothing,
nothing! And Harold in his condition..." Hewaved his hand.

"But I've seen worse than him. Being tended like by Earth
Community Chest." So far back in the past, aboy with ashrunken leg
hobbling across the entrance to Angel City'sparking lotin LA. "Or
being helped by Double-V. | mean, hesasick kid."

"They've been proscribed,” Doug said.

"What?'



"Earth Community Chest and Double-V. They were both on thelist
of subversive organizations to be closed down when the country went
onto awar footing. Along with al the civil rights groups, dl the
left-wing publishers..." Doug shook his head. "And they won't tell us
who werefighting."

"Them!" the sergeant said. Philip hadn't redlized he was listening.
"Thisisthefilthiest attack in history! Kidslike yours driven crazy!
Women! Everyone! Not even killed clean!™

Philip gave adow nod.

"Okay, | won't make my offer after all,” Doug said, and turned
away as Rocco offered him apad of printed forms. "By the way, what
was Jose'sfull name and date of birth?1 haveto clip thisto her bag."

Philip supplied the data dully. And went on, "What-whet offer?"

"A bag likethisone," Doug said, not looking around. "It's that, or
garveto death, or bekilled in an accident, or die of typhus...Well,
you've madeit clear you'd refuse.”

"Youre killing kids?' Philip burst out.

"No. Saving them the trouble of dying by themselves" Doug turned
and faced him again. There was something in his eyeswhich might have
been pity, but Philip wasn't receptive to pity any more.

His voice softened. "L ook, I'll do you another favor. Right now you
can't think straight. Y ou may even have had asub-clinica dose of the
nerve gas-the hdlucinogen. I'll give you anoteto say you won't be well

enough to report for duty until tomorrow. Think about Harold and
Denise while you have the chance. It'sthe only oneyou'll get.”

Philip gazed a him without comprehension.

"One morething," the sergeant said. "Y ou got any food? Because
we got to take away anything more than you need for tomorrow. They
promised ration wagons the day after, with like soup and bread.”

And that was too much. Philip turned away to the kitchen with a
gesture and went to lean hisforehead on awadll. It was covered with a
film of greasy dirt, but it was at least coal. In the background he heard



Denise saying, "What about Angie? And Millicent?"

"My mother'sdead,” Doug answered. "But Angie's okay. Shewas
anurse. She'swith another detail like this™

When the door had closed Philip said, "If | could get my hands on
the bastards responsiblefor this, I'd-I'd..."

And couldnt think of anything bad enough.

THE ROUGH DRAFT

...include prima facie but not ipso facto the following:

(a) Homosexuality or gross indecency with another male
person;

(b) Possession of or trading in an illegal narcotic or other drug;

(c) Living upon the earnings of prostitution;

(d) Membership in the Communist Party or one of its front
organizations (see schedule attached);

(e) "Trainism";

(f) Advocating the violent overthrow of the gover nment;

(g) Sandering the President of the United States;

t)...

ACID TRIP

Hugh was very sck. Sometimes he thought it must be
bl ood-poi soning because he had these like sores on hisface, right up to
his mouth so when helicked around he tasted the foul sweetness of
pus. Sometimes he thought it was something else he could have caught,
aseparate fever altogether. But most of the time he thought it was atrip
he was taking, only he'd forgotten when he dropped the cap of acid.
Theworld wasdl rubbery, especidly hisown limbs.

But he knew where he was going, and he'd got there, despite



dodging pigs and skunks and there not being any cars on the road to
hitch aride with. Hisown had quit on him, or hed driven it into
something, or something. He wasn't thinking too good, what with the
fever and the lack of food-he hadn't eaten in days, though he'd found
plenty of water.

Water?

A drop of rain on hishand. Shit. But at least he wasin sight of
home. These were the botanical gardens around the Bamberley
house-weren't they? He looked, bewildered, the darkness gathering.
Red evening.

Thosetrees. Too bare for thisearly in the fall and some of them not
the kind to drop their leaves anyhow. Blight of some kind? He touched
atrunk, found the bark come away at the brush of hishand.

Shit. Never mind trees. The housein that direction. Morerain. It
reminded him hewas thirsty again, and hetilted hishead to let the
drops run on histongue. His sense of taste was poor. Some sort of
thick whitish mass had covered theinside of hismouth. Kitty had had it
in her cunt, he remembered. Fungus. Thrush, they called it. Fucking
stupid name. Everybody knew there were no more birds.

The rain was sour. He stopped dead, not believing what his senses
reported. Sour? Must be the stinking thrush or something. Rainisn't
sour. Only-

"Chrigt," he said doud, and ashaft of terror went down his spine
likeanicicle. Battery acid! There was no doubt about it; hed owned an
electric car long enough to be certain.

Raining acid!
He screamed and ran headlong for the house, and under the next

tree but two a sentry challenged him with a carbine. He stopped and
looked &t the man blankly.

"Acidran," hesad. "It'simpossble.”
"Shut up,” the sentry said. "Who are you?”'
"l live here," Hugh said. "1t'smy home."



"Y our name Bamberley?" The sentry cocked his head.

"No-uh-no. I'm Hugh Pettingill." There were papersin his
pocket. ..somewhere. He found something that felt right, handed it over.

"Youwerein the Marined" the sentry said. "Ah-hah!"

"Y ou're going to be useful when you're cleaned up.” He scrutinized
Hugh's face in the gathering dusk. "Bad sores on your face. Y ou been
lad up Sck?'

"Y-yeah." Whenwas| inthe Marines?
"But you're reporting now?"
IIY@.II

"Fine. Go straight onin and ask for Captain Aarons.” The sentry
handed back the discharge certificate.

"Where are the-the family? Maud and the res?'

"Huh? Oh, Mrs. Bamberley? Went crazy, | hear. A bit before the
rest of them." A sour grin. " So since the place was empty, and big, they
put usin. Handy to Denver."

"What are you doing here?’

The man shrugged. "Work gangs. Clearing the wreckage in the city.
Dodgers, Trainites, people like that. Pacifists. Wak 'em into the city
every morning, bring 'em back at night. Get some honest work out of
‘em. Y ou better carry on to the house and report. Seeyou later,
maybe."

"Yeah," Hugh said dully, thinking: acid rain? Hell!

One of thework gangs was being returned for the night as he
reached the house. They werein chains.

"This certificat€'s aforgery,” Captain Aarons said curtly. "He was
never in the Marines. Whereis heright now?"

Startled, the sergeant said, "1 think he's seeing the doctor, sir. Got
like soreson hisface."



"Get him out of there and put him on awork gang,” Aarons said.
"Unless the doc says he's not even fit to dig rubble.”

WORK IN PROGRESS

"Tom, thisisMoses. Do you il not have anything we can use?!

"No, damnit, | don't! When the power went out the other night it
was like-like hitting aman on the head with a blackjack! Sorting out the
data after that isn't being made any easier, either, by the way you keep
pestering me! Goodbye!"

HOMECOMING

Gradudly, this sense of adjustment to the strange new way of the
world...They had cleared thisareanow and officialy declared it safe
for habitation, but it was so-so empty!

Even though it hadn't been home for long, though, it was greet to
put her key in her own door, Jeannie thought. And they'd got off so
lucky! Thefireshadn't come within aquarter-mile of here; the building
hadn't been shot up, or bombed, or anything.

Though of coursethe Army had put them into amotedl out of the city
for the time being, and they'd worked a what they could, she tending
the sck in spite of being not so well herself and Pete dedling with
casualty registration forms and degth certificates, the land of thing hed
learned dready in the police, easy.

But it was so weird, so weird! Knowing the gpartments upgtairs
were vacant, awhole building with like thirty homesin...and the stre<t,
with the carsjust standing there, no traffic, not even audiblein the
distance, except the rumble of Army trucks...and the state of the
country! Every fit man drafted, no excuses: loyd, to serve under
military command, or didoyd, to servein some other way like clearing
ruinsand carrying corpsesto be buried. They were till unearthing
corpsesdl thetime,



Home, though. Just to check whether she could bring Pete here
tonight They didn't have gasolinefor the car, but the Army was
mounting regular patrols and so were the police, and Chappie Rice, this
old friend of Pete's, would fix it so they could ride to and from work
every day. Until the crisswas over. Would it ever be over?

She was thinking so hard about that she didn't see him.
"Don't move. Put your hands-Chrigt, it's Jeannie!”

She cried out and spun around, and there he was looking at her
over the back of their long chesterfield: Carl.

But Carl changed, nearly out of recognition. He was so much older.
Histhin face was drawn into the lines of premature maturity; he wore a
dirty black sweater with abandolier crossing the shoulder, and held a
gporting rifleleveled at her.

Helooked at her, then at the gun, and abruptly lost the extrayears
he'd acquired. Leaping to hisfeet, he dropped the gun and rushed to
embrace her.

"Oh, Carl! Carl, baby!" She was dmost crying; she'd been sure her
favorite brother must be dead. "What are you doing here?’

"Hiding," he said, and laughed cynicaly. "Y ou? |s Pete with you?"
"No-uh-we been put in thismotel, see, but tomorrow..." She
explained rgpidly.

"All empty upstairs? Groovy. Then | can moveinto one of the other
gpatments.”

"No, they're going to use them to rehouse people whose homes got
burnt.”

"Ah, shit." Hisfacefel."Am | ever astupid bastard!"
"What?'

"See..." Hisagereturned to him; he moved away to St down
besdetherifle, histhin fingers caressing its stock. "See, | got to hide
out, Jeannie. Thiskilled astate border guard.”

"Oh, Carl!" She pressed her hands tight together.



"Had to. Him or me. | wanted to get by. And | don't have thislove
of skunksanyhow...See, | wasout in Berkeley, but | had to plit from
where | was. And when | heard about this big thing herein Denver, |
thought Chrigt, it'sthe revolution and not before time and I'm damned if
| miss out. See what | mean about being a stupid bastard?*

She nodded, her face drawn.

"So when | found out what the real scenewas, | could've kicked
myself back to Berkeley. | tried to find you, then. Y ou wrote me, | got
the letter, said you'd moved, and | knew the street though | forgot the
number, so | just worked aong till | found Goddard on the plate.
Waan't hard; so few buildingsleft sanding here"

He stared at nothing.

"l did think it wasthe revolution. Really did. Guess | was out of
touch.”

"But what are you going to do now?" Jeannie cried.

"God knows." Suddenly weary. "I'm adodger, in possession of a
forged ID, killed aborder guard...l did haveto, Jeannie. He caled me
ablack motherfucker and put up his gun. Would've shot me. Only | got
him. I guess!'ll haveto lielow at least until they lift the martid law here,
then try and snesk into Canada or something. They got an underground
rallway going over the border.”

He hestated. "That is, unless Pete gives me away firg."
"Hewouldn't do that!"

"No? Hejoined the pigs, didn't he? Matter of fact, | think | may be
crazy talking to you thisway-you married him. Only | been so long
without anyoneto talk to."

"I-1 know!" Inspiration. " Pete'sworking in casudty administration.
Got al kinds of officia forms. I'll snesk one, say you were hit with the
nerve gas, gill kind of on atrip, antidote hasn't worked properly yet!
We got dozenslike that every day, people like found wandering.”

"Ah-hah?" Interest woke in Carl'seyes. "And-?'
"And you pretend to be kind of woozy. Not al there. Act dumb,



act supid. Y ou'll haveto get in on some kind of like work gang,
but...And hide the gun!”

"l heard. They put aban on private guns, didn't they? Found acar
with aradio that was till working, caught one of the officia
broadcasts." He rose and came to embrace her again. " Jeannie, honey,
if you weren't my sster I'd kissthe hdll out of you. Ten minutesago |
wasthinking | should shoot mysdlf.”

All of asudden the lights came on. They stared in sheer amazement
for long seconds. Then Carl let go ayell of purejoy and did kiss her.

Shelet him. It seemed only fair. Besdes, hedid it very well.

MAKING A GOOD RECOVERY

"The bagtard'sfaking it to evade retribution!™

"No, Mr. Bamberley, | assureyou. Hesgenuindy ill. Suffered a
massive kidney collapse. But he's responding well to treatment and we
should be ableto st thetrid for the first week of next month. I'm
making the arrangementsright now. Such asthey are. Hewon't
cooperate, won't nominate alawyer, nothing. Still, that's hislookout.
How's your son?"'

"Him? Raring to go. Wantsto settle with that bastard-what do you
think? By the way!"

IIYS?I

"Don't cadl me'miger.’ It's Colond Bamberley, evenif | anonly in
the reserves. And cometo that, why aren't you in uniform?”

EVEN KEEL

...restored this evening, and some areas of the city are due for
resettlement tomorrow, though others where the fires were fiercest
will have to be razed. Commenting on the speed of thisreturn to
more-or-less normal circumstances in Denver, the President said,



guote, It will be a source of dismay to our enemiesto see how
rapidly we can get the ship of state back on an even keel. End
guote. Pockets of Trainite and black militant resistance in city
centers up and down the nation are collapsing as hunger and cold
take their toll, and the illnesses which are everywhererife. New
smallpox war nings have been issued in Little Rock and
Charleston, Virginia. Pressure to put Austin Train on trial
continues to grow, as the long delay has encouraged his
supporters who eluded the mass roundup of subversives to resume
their sabotage attacks and propaganda. Jgrainfestation has been
reported in Canada and Mexico today. Now the weather. Over
much of the West and Midwest acid rain has been falling, the
result of atmospheric action on smoke containing sulphur, and...

THE LATE NEWS

"Thanks," Peg said to the driver of the truck. Sheld ridden the last
part of the way with one of the teams checking out the purity of the
locd water, making sure the last trace of poison had been flushed away
before the pipes were reconnected. The man didn't answer, but
Sheezed instead.

She showed her authorization to the gate guards and was passed
through toward the former Bamberley mansion. They weredlowing a
lot of privilegesto the press; foreign propagandists were making hay of
the use of chained prisonersin and around Denver, and shewas
supposed to write an objective piece about the Situation. It wasthe
usua technique, the same they'd used for Train when he was appearing
regularly on TV and advising government committees, the samethey'd
meant to use in the case of Lucas Quarrey.

But sheld taken the assgnment purely for the sake of having atravel
permit. After this stopover she was determined to get to Cdifornia,
legdly or illegdly. They'd taken Austin there, because Bamberley
refused to bring hissonto New Y ork.

In any case, that was where he had been held captive.



A gang of prisoners was being marched the opposite way aong the
drive as she approached the house, and to her astonishment she
recognized thelast man in theline. Hugh. Hugh Pettingill. Horribly
changed-his cheeks and lips covered in scabs, his expresson dack as
animbeciles But it was Hugh dl right.

She exclamed, and he turned, and the light of recognition dawned
in hiseyes. He stopped, and that pulled the chain taut, and the man
ahead cursed, and the guard in charge swung around and for a moment
Peg thought in horror Hugh was going to say, "Didn't | meet you at the
wa?'

For the guard to know she had ever remotely sympathized with the
Trainiteswould be fatal. Why shewas till & large at dl, she hadn't
known until afew days ago, and she dtill hardly credited the reason.

It was thanks to Petronella Page.

That hard-boiled bitch who had pilloried hundreds of better men
and women on her show had been touched by Austin'steaching;
perhaps she was his only genuine convert up to now, perhaps she
would remain unique. But she was using the leverage her show gave her
to do Peg favors.

She had called up and asked Peg to visit her office; reluctantly, Peg
had complied, and there she had been shown a photostat copy of a
detention order in the name of Margaret Mankiewicz.

"l had it suspended,” Petrondlasaid.

"How?" (Peg remembered the way her nails had bitten into her
pams as she asked.)

"Who do you think has the tape Austin made in case hewas
prevented from gppearing on my show?'

"What ?'

A dight smile. "Yes, that's apoint you'd probably overlooked.
Before anyone e se thought of claiming it from the safety deposit, | got
my handsonit." Turning them over to inspect the neglected Sate they
werein, some nails cracked, dl the lacquer growing away from the



half-moons. Also she was wearing a swester and old jeans, but that
was ingtant fashion-we're a war, so put on shabby clothesto prove
you care.

"It'sterrifying,” she said. "I've played it adozen times. Made copies,
too. At home. | have agood dectronics setup. They'rein the proper
hands. If anything happensto me, they'll be used. The Trainitesaren't
beaten, just held in check for the moment. Stunned.”

Peg was amost beside herself. "But why haven't you released the
tapes? Had them broadcast? Published the text?"

"Because Audinis still with us, isn't he? And | guesshehasa
reason for what he's doing, though | can't for thelife of meimagine
what itis. Still..." Shehestated. "l trust that man. Theway you do, |
guess.

When Peg didn't answer, she raised her head sharply.

"Don't you?' she demanded.

"He-he had abreakdown once. | wish he'd let metak to him! I'm
S0 afraid they could drive him insanel Permanently!”

"Y ou know, after theinquiry into theriot a the Bamberley
hydroponics plant, | had some of the kids who gave evidence on the
show. All of them said crazy was the only way to be. Maybe they were
right.”

But shewas|oosg, at least, and freedom was too precious to be
gambled with. By amiracle, Hugh redlized. He let hisface dump back
to sullenness.

"Stubbed my toe," he told the guard, who drove the gang onward.

"...S0, you see" Peg concluded her explanation to the reluctant
Colonel Saddler, who had aready mentioned three times how furious
he was to be back in the States when he'd been besting the pants off
those Tupasin Honduras, "1 thought if | could talk to afew of
these-uh-workers...?"



"Pick any you like," the colonel grunted, and sneezed, and
apologized, and went on. A lot of people were sneezing around here
today. Peg hoped she wasn't due for another bout of sinusitis. "Y oull
find them blatant-blatant! Doesn't matter which you hit on; I'll guarantee
you'l find he'sasubversive, or atraitor, or pro-Tupa, or a
draft-dodger. It isan absolute lie that weve arrested innocent civilians.
They are people who in time of need have failed to answer their
country'scdl.”

Which was how Peg found hersdlf talking to Hugh in rdlative safety
thet evening.

"Sorry," Hugh said in alow voice. "l nearly gave you away. My
head's kind of funny now and then. | drank some water on the way
here and it must have had the stuff init." He hestated. "It isyou, isn't it?
| mean, I'm not mixing you up with someone ese? It's so hard to keep
track!" Almostinawhine. "Y ou werethefriend of that
guy-uh-Decimud™

Peg nodded. There was agreat achein her heart. When sheld
known Hugh before she hadn't liked him. But he hadn't been inthis
pitiable condition, trembling, talking as though to prevent himsdf from
thinking.

"l know someone e sewho wasafriend of his," Hugh said. Hiseyes
wereglazing. "Carl. Y ou met him. Worked at Bamberley Hydroponics.
He knew Decimus. Liked him. Maybe | would have, if I'd met him.

Carl gave him apresent once, he said. Gave him food. Took some
from the plant. He worked at packing it or loading it or something.”

"Did you say he gave Decimusfood from the plant?' Peg said
dowly.
"You'renot lisening! | just told you, didn't 1?7 A Christmas present,

he said. Y ou remember Carl, huh? Seen him lately? Wish | knew
where hewas. | love Carl. | hope he'sokay..."

He started drumming on his knee with hisfingertipsashisvoice
talled away.



"Your friend Carl." Peg said, her throat astight as though anoose
had been drawn around it, "gave Decimus some of the food from the
plant, as a Christmas present?'

"Chrig, if you don' listen to what I'm saying | might aswell shut
up," Hugh said, and walked away.

"Oh, my God," Peg whispered. "Oh, my God."

NOVEMBER

WHEREWITHAL SHALL IT BE SALTED?

A chemigt in an old-established corporation
succeeded after many decades of research
in isolating the active principle from oceans

Hopeswere high for itsimmediate gpped
asasafe additive for preserving food
and miraculous enhancer of naturd flavor

Regrettably however it was discovered
that in asolution as week asthree per cent
it caused dehydration and delirium and desth

-"Our Father Which Art in Washington,” 1978

ALIAS

He had used the name for so long he had even come to think of
himsdf as"Ossie,” but he didn't want the credit for what he was doing
now to go to that mother who had tamely et himsdlf be arrested-and
worse yet was now meekly going to stand trid!-by the lackeys of the
establishment held had it in his power to overthrow.

So he had put in his pocket apiece of paper which said, "l am
Bennett Crowther." With his photo.



He didn't expect to last much longer. HE'd hoped to go down
fighting. Now he could barely walk, barely see, barely breathe. They
sad it wasanew kind of influenza; it waskilling peoplein Chinaand
Japan and just getting afoothold here on the West Coast. Still, the
news from Honduras was good: the Tupas had taken San Pedro Sula
and were spreading north, and their first edict as de facto rulershad
been to make al industries generating noxious effluent or fumes subject
to immediate nationdization. Takeawhilefor it to be implemented,
what with thefamine, but. ..

He placed the last of his bombs and coughed and spluttered and
wheezed. His temperature was a hundred and three but arevolutionary
can't go to the hospitd, arevolutionary is solitary, self-reliant, dies
aoneif need belike awounded wolf. Hisfingers shook so much he
had trouble setting the timer. Also he could scarcely read the didl.

But it would blow some time tomorrow morning and right now that
would haveto do.

Heleft thetoilet, |eft the building, went home and never came ouit.

THERE IS HOPE YET

Armed guards at the courthouse. Someincredibly foolhardy Trainite
had waved a skull-and-crosshones flag earlier, had been arrested and
dragged away, but the crowd had mostly been quiet. There were two
hundred National Guardsmen in the street and fifty armed policein the
corridors and the courtroom. The quietness might beillusory. The
sabotage wasn't showing any sign of letting up. Every city inthe nation
over about two thousand population had had some kind of incident by
now, and people were frightened. Hungry, too. Thefirst prosecutions
were pending for food-hoarding and evasion of ration laws.

But the Trainites generdly-or people who had thought of themselves
as such, which meant most of the moreintelligent young people and
some of their eders-were puzzled and dismayed and didn't know what
to do. After that incredible gaffe in the president's state-of-war
announcement, they'd expected an instant request for the chargesto be



dropped, on the grounds that they could now never be tried by an
unbiased jury. Like ashout of jubilation another wave of
demonstrations and riots had broken out. ..and been suppressed.
Without aclue from Train himsdlf, dl these people who'd imagined they
had found aleader began to wonder whether he might indeed have
been involved in the Bamberley kidnapping. The most optimigtic started
to murmur that he must be dead, or being starved and brainwashed into
confessing regardiess of hisguilt. Only the most sophisticated looked at
the sky, which was overcast as usua, and watched the rain eat into
clothing, brickwork, concrete-and despaired.

Therewere TV lightsin the courtroom. They would be transmitting
the caselive, dl over the country. The precedent had been set years
ago in Denver, but the Watkins case was recorded and edited for
broadcasting. Thiswas being covered like the Army-McCarthy
hearings, only more so. It was going to have a colossa audience
despiteitsdaytime dot. It didn't seem right for the networksto be
putting on old movies and repeats of comedy shows when the nation
was on awar footing. (One said carefully: "war footing." Because there
was no enemy et to throw the big bombsat.)

Moreover, the networks were glad of the chance to economize,
Some of the wedlthiest sponsors had had to withdraw support. WWho
was buying cars a the moment? Who was sdlling insurance?

The country, so to speak, wasidling. Industries were closed down
al over, ether through sabotage or because they wereintrindgcaly
non-productive, like advertisng. Men, if fit, had been drafted. But
millions upon millions of women were a home, not out shopping or
vigting friends, because of rationing and the economy drive. There was
gasoline only on apermit. There was a policeman or Nationd
Guardsman on the corner with agun, ready to check the permit. There
was TV, though, and "in the nationa interest” the mgor networks were
today going to pool their facilities.

So the number of viewerswould be fantastic.



Great, Roland Bamberley thought as he steered his son in the wake
of the armed guards clearing away through the pressmen before the
courthouse. Well, pillory the bastard the way he deserves. Even the
president, we know, will be watching.

He sneezed and apol ogized to Hector, hoping his mask had trapped
thegerms

Great, Peg thought, taking her place among the reporters, rubbing
her arm where she had received an obligatory injection. Againgt the
new flu, the medic on the door had said, but not to put too much faithin
it because it had been rushed into production.

Sheld managed to see Audtin. Just for afew minutes. And she
wasn't worried any more about him being crazy.

She wasn't sure even yet what bombshell he had up hisdeeve. She
was convinced, though, that his purposein refusing to cooperate, to
apply for bail, to engage alawyer, must be avalid one. He had
dropped one clue; when shetold him what she'd just learned about
Decimussfate, he gave afaint smile and commented thet at least in jall
he wasn't exposed to that kind of risk. And that was that. But it was
enough.

It hadn't occurred to her before, but it had now crossed her mind
that maybe things were going the way he wanted, the right way. And
that being so he was safer in prison than ot.

She'd know soon, anyhow, and so would the world. If only Zena
could be here! And Fdlice! But Felicewastoo sick and Zenawasin
jal. Widow of afamous Trainite.

That would be put right when they tore down thejails.

Thejudgetook his place, trying not to scowl at the TV lights
because he knew he was the star of the show. He looked out over the
court; prosecuting attorney (nod), lawyer appointed by the state to
defend Train who hated his client anyway and had learned to detest him
even more owing to his obstinate non-cooperation, press, TV



commentator murmuring into his mike, prospectivejurors...

"Iseverything in order?' he asked the clerk. "Then let the prisoner
be brought in."

Meekly into the box, amid arustle and buzz as people haf roseto
dareat him.

"Who'sthat?' Hector Bamberley asked hisfather.
"What do you mean, ‘who'sthat?""

The prosecuting attorney twisted in his seat. "What did Hector say?
| didn't quite catchiit.”

The judge, poised to launch the proceedings, noticed the
conversation and frowned his disapprova. TV cameraswere closing
on Hector and hisfather, while another remained fixed on Austin. The
judge coughed to attract attention back to him, which wasfooligh; it
was agood thirty seconds before hewasin agtate to talk clearly again,
and by then Augtin had said in aclear voice, well carried by the
microphones, ™Y our honor, if that's Hector Bamberley over there,
perhapsyou'd ask if he's ever seen me before. My name, of course, is
Audin Tran."

Someone booed from the back of the court. Gasping, the judge
sad, "Bequiet! | must make onething clear from the very outset-1 will
not tolerate any disturbances during thistria!"

"But that'snot Austin Train!" Hector shouted. He looked asthough
hewas about to cry. "'l never saw himin my lifel”

There was amoment of astonished silence. Then Peg, ddliberatdly,
gaveagiggle. A niceloud one. It was echoed.

"Quiet!" thejudge snapped. Sherecaived glaresfrom dl sdesand
one of the armed ushers moved menacingly toward her. She subsided.

"Now, young man,” thejudge said in an avuncular tone, "l redize
thistria isagreat srain for you after al you've been through, but |
assure you your chance to speak-"

"l won't shut up!” Not to the judge; to hisfather who wastrying to



keep himin his seet. Forcing himsdlf to hisfeet, hewent on, "Sir, that
isn't in the least like the man who locked me up. That one wasfatter,
with lots of hair, brown teeth, no glasses, dways dirty-"

"But you said you were kidngpped by Austin Train!" hisfather
roared.

"That's not him!" Hector cried.

It looked as though the judge might be going to faint; acamera
zoomed in on him as he briefly shut his eyes. Recovering, to the
accompaniment of ahubbub of comment in the court aswell asthe
coughs and snuffles which were so continua now in any public placeit
would have seemed uncanny for them to stop, he said, "Am | to
understand that this boy has never been confronted with the accused?”

A hasty consultation. Then: ™Y our honor, arecess please!"

"Denied!" the judge said without hesitation. "Thisisthe most
extraordinary, | may say the most ridiculous case of confusion | have
ever encountered in nearly twenty years. I'm waiting for an answer to
my question!”

Everyone looked toward the Bamberleys. Eventualy Roland rose,
very diffly, likean old man.

"Wdl, your honor, in view of the strain on my son-and he's barely
recovered even now from al the disgusting diseeseshewas given..."

"l see" thejudge said. | see. Who isresponsible for thisincredible
piece of incompetence?’

"Widl, your honor," the prosecuting attorney said, looking dazed as
though the sky had just falen on him, "he did positively identify pictures
of Tran-"

"| said yesto make you stop badgering me!" Hector flared. ™Y ou
were worse than the people who kidnapped me, the way you kept on
andon!"

By thistime the court wasin uproar; the boy's voice could scarcely
be heard. Peg wasjigging up and down in her seat with sheer delight.
Oh, shameto have suspected Austin of being crazy! They built the



pillory and here they'rein it themselved

"Order!" the judge shouted, rapping with his gavel, and the noise
died away little by little. Obvioudy everyone present wanted some sort
of explanation as much ashedid.

"Now!" he continued when he had the chance. "Am | to understand
that you, Hector, identified this man from photographs?”

"Oh, they kept on showing me photographs dl right," was the sullen
answer. "They said he could have been wearing awig, couldn't he?
They said he worked as a garbage-man-wouldn't that make him dirty?
Sointheend | said, yes, yes, yes, just to make them leave me done!™

He sat down suddenly and buried hisfacein hishands. At hisside
his father stood, frozen and pale as a marble statue.

"Y our honor!" Austin said suddenly. The judge turned as though so
bewildered he would accept help from any quarter.

"What isit?'

Peg clenched her fists because if she didn't keep control she feared
she might scream like ateenager at a Body English concert. There hed
been a-aring to those last two words. Something of the timbre which
had been in his voice when he converted Petronella Page. Was he
going to get a chance now to spesk to al the millions watching?

"Y our honor, | gather you'd welcome an explanation of the way this
laughable Stuation has arisen.”

"l do indeed want an explanation!” the judge rasped. "And certainly
it ought to comefrom you! You've sat injail with your mouth shut when
asngleword could have saved usthisthisfarcel” And he added, "But
be brief!"

“I'll try, your honor. Briefly, then, it's because even though my
prosecutors knew there are some two hundred people who've adopted
my name, they were so eager to crucify methey ignored the fact and so
stupid they didn't bother to show meto Hector."



"Train!" The judge was on the verge of explosion. "Silence! Thisisa
court of law, not aforum for your treasonable mouthings!”

"l have kept quiet in face of even a prgjudgment by the president!”
Austin barked. "I'll leave it to the American public to decide what
justice I'd have received from ajudge who accuses me of
treason-which I'm not on tria for!"

"Madeit!" Peg whooped, discovering to her surprise that shewas
out of her seat and waving despite the orders of an armed man to sit
down. She obeyed, contentedly enough. Now he was over the
watershed; if they cut him off at this point, literdly millionsand millions
of people would be demanding why, and prepared to do something
about it.

And the judge knew it. Hisface had gone paper-white, and his
mouth was working as though he was about to throw up. Suddenly,
without warning, he left his chair and stormed out of the court. There
was commotion in hiswake.

Austin waited, his hands on the bar of the box. At length he
murmured to the microphone nearest him, "1 think most people would
liketo hear what | haveto say, evenif thejudgeisafraid to.”

"Oh, I loveyou! | loveyou!" Peg whispered. Shefdt tears coursing
down her cheeks. It was the most spectacular theatrica gesture she
had ever seen: Petronella Page's treatment of the studio audience
amplified to the tenth power. Shetried to shout, "Yes, go on!" But her
voice was|lost somewhere in the depths of her throat

It didn't matter. There werefifty other shoutsto compensate.

"Thank you, my sick friends," Austin said asthe cameras closed on
him. " Poisoned, diseased, and now about to be starved aswell...No,
I'm not joking; | wish | were. And abovedl, | wasn't joking when |
spoke of the people who have put me on trid asbeing stupid.

"That isthe worgt thing they have done to you: damaged your
intdligence. And it'ssmall consolation that now they aredoing it to
themsdlves.

"Those chargesthat the intelligence of peoplein this country isbeing



undermined by pollution are dl true-if they weren't, do you think I'd be
here, the wrong man, the man who didn't kidnap Hector Bamberley?
Who could have been so slly?'

There was laughter. Nervous, drive-away-the-ghogts laughter.

"And because of that"-he drew himsdlf up straight-"at dl codts, to
me, to anyone, at all costs if the human raceisto survive, theforcible
exportation of the way of life invented by these stupid men must...be...
stopped.”

Hisvoice suddenly roseto aroar.
"The planet Earth can't afford it!"

He's got them, Peg thought. | never believed held do it. But he's got
them. Chrig, that cameraman: he's shaking, shaking from head to foot!
In amoment he's going to weep like Petrondlladid!

"Our way of life" Augtin said, resuming a conversationd tone.
"Yes...You're aware that were under martia law? 1t's been clamed
that we're at war, that at Denver we suffered a sneak chemical attack.
Asamatter of fact, the stuff that caused the Denver Madnessisa
military psychotomimetic based on the ergot that infects rye, known by
the US Army code 'BW', manufactured on an experimental basis at
Fort Detrick, Maryland, from 1959 to 1963, stored at the Rocky
Mountain Arsend until the latter year, and then disposed of in stedl
drumsin an abandoned slver mine. Areyou interested in hearing what
happened to it?"

He grinned suddenly; it made his newly bald head resemble the skull

of one of the Trainite symbols they had-for avery short time-marketed
for peopleto hang on their gates, three-dimengdiond in Serile pladtic.

"Well, shortly before Chrismaslast year, one of the now frequent
earthquakesin that area ruptured thefirst of the drums. Its contents
lesked into the water-table serving the wells at the Bamberley
Hydroponics Plant. Asfar as|'ve been able to discover, only one
American citizen died from that contamination, my late friend Decimus



Jones. Hearing he was about to make atrip to Cdifornia, an
acquaintance of his made him a present of some Nutripon filched from
the factory. Part of the same batch that went to Noshri and San Pablo!
Hewent insane, and he died.

"Y ou now know who started the war in Honduras, by the way."

Quite distinctly, Peg heard severa people say, " So that's what
happened!™

"L ater there was another earthquake. 1t must have broken open not
one but scores of the drums containing BW. So now you know about
Denver and the Madness, too. Y ou know why you're eating scant
rations, why you're forbidden to travel freely, why you're at risk of
being stopped and searched by any soldier who didikes your face. The
other thing you should know concernsthe jigras. They weren't made
deliberately resstant for use as aweapon againgt usl They smply
learned the technique of biologica adaptation. Any of you had trouble
latedly with fleas? Lice? Roaches? Mosquitoes?!

Roland Bamberley was sitting silent, Peg redlized suddenly, when he
should by rights have been on his feet screaming. Why? She glanced at
him, and saw that his face was perfectly rigid, his eyes were shut, and
hewas clutching hisright arm.

But no one was making any moveto help him, though he was
obvioudy in such pain he had amost fainted. What could be wrong?

And then sheforgot about that. Austin was talking again.

"l could have said most of thismonths ago, all in fact except the
story of Decimus Jones. Indeed, | was going to. On the Page show, as
you'l recdl. But then, when | redlized what was going to happen to me,
| decided | was better advised to wait. One more thing remained to be
done.

"When did you last bask in the sun, friends? When did you last dare
drink from a creek? When did you last risk picking fruit and egting it
sraight from the tree? What were your doctor's bills last year? Which



of you livein citieswhere you don't wear afiltermask? Which of you
spent thisyear's vacation in the mountains because the seaisfringed
with garbage? Which of you right now is not suffering from anagging
minor complaint-bowel upset, headache, catarrh, or like Mr.
Bamberley there’-he pointed-"acute claudication of amgjor artery?
Someone should attend to him, please. He needs an immediate dose of
agood vasodilator.”

Astonished, the medic by the courtroom door who had
administered shotsto the press sdected the right hypodermic from his
kit and ran to obey. There was a spontaneous burst of clapping which
Austin waved down.

"Hell recover, though I'm afraid he can't expect to live very long.
None of us can. | don't mean because we're going to be gunned down,
though that's likely, but because our life expectancy isdipping. Ten
years ago it was thirty-second in the world-strange, that: the world's
richest country having only the thirty-second-best life expectancy-but
now it's down to thirty-seventh and gtill faling. .. Still, there's hope for
men!”

Let there be, Peg said under her breath. Oh, let there be! She
remembered: "1 think | can savetheworld!"

Sheld been right about the cameraman. His cheeks were wet.

"In Europe, as you know, they've killed the Mediterranean, just as
wekilled the Great Lakes. They'rein afair way to killing the Bdltic,
with help from the Russans who have dreedy killed the Caspian. Well,
thisliving organism we cal Mother Earth can't stand that treatment for
long-her bowels tormented, her arteries clogged, her lungs
choked. ..But what's happened inevitably as aresult? Such asocid
upheavd that al thoughts of spreading this-this cancer of ours have had
to be forgotten! Y es, there's hope! When starving refugees are
besieging frontiers, armies can't be spared to propagate the cancer any
further. They have to be caled home-like ourd™

Again hisvoiceroseto that pitch that commanded total attention.



"Keep it herel For God's sake, if you believein Him, but in any
case for Man's sake, keep it here! Althoughit'saready too late for us,
it may not betoo late for therest of the planet! We owe it to those who
come after that there never be another Mekong Desert! There must
never be another Oklahoma dustbowl!! There must never be another
dead seal | beg you, | plead with you to take a solemn oath: though
your children will be twisted, and dull-witted, and dow of speech, there
will remain somewhere, for long enough, a place where children grow
up hedthy, bright and sane! Vow it! Swear it! Pledgeit for the species
we have 0 nearly-Y es?!

Blinking at the cameraman with tear-wet cheeks, who now sniveled,
"I'm sorry, Mr. Train, but it's no good!" He tapped the earphones he
was wearing. " The president has ordered you to be cut off!"

Therewastotd dlence. It was asthough Austin were an inflated
dummy and someone had just located the valveto let the gas out. He
seemed inches shorter as he turned aside, and scarcely anyone heard
him muiter, "Well, | did try."

"But you musin't stop!" Peg heard hersdlf scream, legping to her
feet. "You-"

Thewall behind him buckled and the celling leaned on his head with
thefull weight of a concrete beam. Then the roof began to cascade
down on everybody in astream of rubble.

Ossie'slast bomb had worked well.

ARMED
"There, baby-how doesthat grab you?' Pete said proudly.

Jeannie clapped her hands and gasped. "Oh, honey! | ways
wanted one of them! A microwave cooker!" She rounded on him. "But
how did you get hold of it?"

He knew why she was asking. Goods of dl kinds had become
scarce in the past weeks. Partly it was due to lack of transportation;



trucks were being reserved to essentia's, mainly food, and convoyed
from city to city under Army guard. But also it was because people
were dropping out of their jobs, emigrating from citieslike anew wave
of Okies. "One had seen what happened in Denver. If the same fate
overtook New York, or Los Angeles, or Chicago...

There were reports of farmers standing off would-be squatters with
agun. Not, of course, inthe papersoron TV.

"It wasliberated,” Pete said with agrin.

"Y ou mean you stoleit?' Carl, from the doorway. "Tush, tush. And
you an ex-pig. Who shdll guard the guardians?"

"l did not stedl it!" Pete snapped. He found his brother-in-law
amogt impossibleto tolerate. Even after that crazy speechon TV he
gtill seemed to think that Austin Train was God. And the hdll of it was,
so did far too many other people. It was making Pete nervous. The
gation house in Towerhill where he'd worked most of last year had
been bombed and Sergeant Chain, hisformer chief, was dead. There
had been arattle of gunfire only afew blocks distant as he came home
tonight, most likely a suspected curfew-breaker being stopped from
running. Thewhole city fdt like afactory whose owners had gone
bankrupt without warning: ashell, emptied of itsworkers, who now
good at its gate seething with fury.

"Then how did you get it?' Carl pressed. Aware he was being
needled, Pete drew a deep breath.

"It came from that big discount warehouse over in Arvada. The
owner got killed. Hiswidow's just been telling people to help
themsdves”

"L ooting with permisson, huh?*
"No! The Army'ssupervisngit dl, and | got acertificate-"

"Oh, quit wrangling, you two!" Jeannie ordered. "Don't spoil my
treat. Thisis something I've wanted for ages, Carl. | don't care how we
got it, so there.”

Carl sighed and turned away. After amoment Pete said awkwardly,



"Like abeer, Carl? | managed to locate a six-pack. In theicebox."

"Ah...Yeah, | guess| would; thanks. I'll bring you oneinthe
living-room, shdl 7"

It was s0 hard dl the time pretending to be dull from the aftermath
of the BW, when at long long last the revolution had arrived!
Well-maybe not quite THE REVOLUTION, in capitals, but certainly
the chance to make arevolution work. There had never before been so
many people so absolutely angry with the system, and striking back
agand it.

He was stuck here, though, until the opportunity aroseto dip
through the cordon around the city and go underground. Because of the
massive forces which had been poured into Denver to clear up after the
Madness, thiswas amost certainly the most completely controlled city
inthe nation. What a place to be stranded! He distrusted Pete because
he had been in the police, and he was even afraid of Jeannie because
he'd confessed to her the killing of that state border guard.

Hell, how could these two be so wilfully blind? They conceded that
the Madness had been caused by poison gas, but because it was Train
who had given chapter and verse about it, they were ready to argue
that it waan't the government's fault!" They wanted the clock turned
back to where it was before, they wanted the government to regain
control even though it had lied to and cheated and even killed its
people!

If they were capable of that degree of supidity and docility, they
might al too eesily sl himout. ..

"Y ou picked the right day to haveit delivered, too," Jeannie was
saying as she patted the cooker's shining side. "Mom got me a chicken.
Don't hang around too long with your beer, will you? Dinner's only
going to be aminute with this beauty.”

Carl curled hislip in disgust as he collected the beer cansand
headed for the adjacent room in Peteswake. Sitting down, he said,
"Seen the sun latdy, have you?”

"Oh, stop it!" Pete snapped. "I've heard it all before! But thingsare



getting back to normd, aren't they? We got water on again, morning
and evening. We got power though we don't have gas. Y eah, back to

"You'redamned right,” Carl said with earnestness. "Thisisgoing to
be 'normd’ from now on. The Situation werein now, | mean. Martia
law. Travel restrictions. Protest banned. Half the country rocking with
dynamite explosions. Thisisthefuture, unlesswe prevent it. And what
sort of alifeisit going to be for my nephew?'

"The kid'sgoing to be okay," Peteinssted. "Doc McNell sayshe's
coming on fine, we got specid rationsfor Jeannie because she's
pregnant-"

"And you're happy with that?' Carl exploded. "Y ou're happy that
he's never going to be able to move from one city to another because
he wants to, without applying for police permisson? That'sthe kind of
freedom we're going to lose for good unlesswe seize it back for
oursgves”

"| thought you were the one who objected to freedom,” Pete
sghed. "At least the freedom to make what you want, where you want.
Wherewould you let someone build afactory?”

"Any placeit wouldn't spoil other peopleslives,” Carl retorted. "But
why have so many factories, anyway? Why can't you like have acar
thet lasts half your lifetime? Why-?"

"Now then, you two!" Jeannie shouted from the kitchen, interrupting
the cheerful tune she'd been humming. "1 want thisto be a nice happy
evening, heer?"

"Okay," Carl cdled back, and went onin alower tone. "But what
bugs meisthis-and I'm not the only one, thank God. They're ill
there. The people who covered up the sun, the peoplewho jailed Train
on acount he wasn't guilty of, the people who made that poison gas.
they're fill there, and they'll be there until the stink gets so bad they
moveto New Zedland. They'll be ableto afford to. You and | can't.
That's what we've got to put right!”

"Evenif it'strue about the gas" Pete grunted, "Train himsdlf said it



was an accident. An earthquake.”

"What's accidenta about an earthquake in Denver? Mom told me:
there weren't any around here when | was ababy. All that poisoned
waste they poured down old mine-shafts made the rocks dip under the
mountains. Nothing accidentd there, man!"

It was the same argument. Tenth time through? Twelfth?

"Here goesnothing!" Jeannie sang out merrily from the kitchen.
" Sharpen your appetites”
"Know one of the reasons | got that cooker?' Pete said under his

breath. "To cut short thetime L haveto listen to your talk before we go
to thetable." He chuckled and sipped his beer.

And there was a thump from the kitchen and the sound of adish
breaking, and Carl ran to the door and stared in, and said, "Oh, Christ.
What happened? She get a-a shock, maybe?’

Hobbling franticaly in hiswake, clutching at tables and chair-backs
because his cane was out of reach, Pete stared in horror at Jeannie
prostrate on the floor. Carl dived for the socket and unplugged the
cooker.

"But it'sbrand-new!" Pete said foolishly. " Jeannie! Jeanniel”

There was an hour to wait in the lobby of the hospital, where the
breeze drifted in through broken windows and brought with it the scent
of smoke. They had passed the fire on the way, and the police escort
who was riding with them to vouch for their right to traverse the
street-corner checkpoints after curfew-it was Pete's old friend,
Chappie Rice-said it was the third he'd heard about tonight, al dueto
arson.

Carl paced up and down, staring at the flames and wishing they
might engulf the country. Pete, confined to achair by hisweak back,
gpent thetimein quiet cursing.

At long long last Doug McNeil came down the passage and Carl
rushed to meet him.



"Isshe-?

"Jeanni€sgoing to live," Doug muttered. "Just. Pete, what makeis
that cooker of yours?Isit an Instanter?”

"Why..." Staring, Pete gave anod. "How did you know?'

Doug didn't look a him. He said, "I thought it might be. Weve had
trouble with that brand before. |'ve seen-oh, four cases. Don't know
what the hell stopped them from closing down the company.”

He drew a deep breath.

"It leaked, Pete. Leaked some of itsradiation. Bad shielding. And it
literally cooked Jeanni€'s baby in her womb."

At two in the morning Carl was roused by the sound of movement
in the living-room, and padded barefoot to see what was happening.
He found Pete turning the pages of abook and making noteson a
memo-pad.

"What are you doing?' he demanded.

Pete didn't raise hishead. He said, "'I'm learning how to build a
bomb."

THE SHOCK OF RECOGNITION

Still not used to being in uniform again after ten yearsin civilian
clothes...Philip Mason wriggled his shouldersingde hisshirt. The cloth
was rough. But discomfort was among the penalties people were going
to haveto pay to buy back the good life of the past, and it didn't really
amount to much, inhisview.

Theremust beahell of alot of people refusing to part with even
that token, though. He glanced up uneasily asavast noise came from
the sky, and saw aflight of helicopter gunshipsjust disgppearing into
the overcast, no doubt to mount another strike againgt the insurrection
in Cheyenne. It wasincredible how the cities were going off like astring
of firecrackers, one after another...



He wondered whether the guy he'd taken over this demoalition gang
from was up there in one of those gun ships. HEd been pulled out, like
the mgjority of the career soldiers originally assgned to reconstruction
duty, asthe Stuation worsened. They said that in Harlem and the Bronx
the Army was committing tanks. ..

But best not to worry about other people's problems. Best to
concentrate on the way things were coming right for himself, little by
little, just asthese ruins here were being cleared. It was going to take
months to make Denver presentable again; it was dready showing sgns
of the firm central control it enjoyed, though, and there were even afew
stores open around noon each day for three hours. For himself life had
been fairly easy since he was promoted acting sergeant: agasration,
use of hiscar, permission to deep and eat at home with Dennie except
when it was histurn as duty noncom.

And with Harold. But hetried not to think about Harold any more
than Harold apparently thought about him.

"Hey!"

He turned to see who was calling. From across the street where
another gang was clearing a house which had been burned to ashell
like the one his own men were pulling down, a Nationa Guard
sergeant. He looked vagudy familiar. Hunting in memory, Philip placed
him. One of thefittershe and Alan (poor Alan!) had hired to ingtall the
Mitsuyama purifiers.

If only they'd been ingtalled dl over thecity! If only they hadn't
clogged with thosefilthy bacterial

But it was no use wishing.

Hetold his Pfc to keep the gang working and strolled over to say
hello. He couldn't quite remember the man's name. Chicano, though.
Gomez? Perez? Something like that.

"Y ou're Mason, aren't you?' the man said. "Thought | recognized
you. Y ou're the mother that put in those foreign filters and poisoned the
water. What the hell are you doing running around loose-and in one of
our uniforms, too? Well, if no one e'se hastaken care of you, | will-"



He undung hisrifle and shot Philip at pointblank range.

THE RATIONAL PROPOSAL

Page: Wdll, I'm sorry about the gunfire on that last segment, which |
hope didn't spoil your viewing and listening pleasure, but asyou
heard thefirein Chicago Old Town isnow officialy "under control”
and therioters are being contained. Before we go on to our next
guest, I've been asked to say that the guerrilla strikes against
Jacksonville, Omahaand San Bernardino, which our on-the-spot
reporter mentioned while speculating about the cause of the
Chicago fire, are unconfirmed, repegt not confirmed. So! Let me
just reassure our audience herein the studio that even if something
similar to what we were just hearing about took place in New
Y ork, we'd be in no danger-this building was designed in
conjunction with Civil Defense experts. Arewe ready for...? Yes,
fine, | ssewe are. Well, world, everyone knows by thistime that an
agtonishingly large proportion of our population accepted the
precepts of the late Augtin Train and till clingsto them, despite
what the president has said about their being based on an apped to
emotion and argection of rationdity. Just wherethat'sled us, you
al know. One man, however, while dl this hasbeen going on, has
been quietly and persstently pursuing another path. Asyou've
amogt certainly heard, the famous Dr. Thomas Grey of the
Bamberley Trust has been trying for yearsto work out, with the aid
of computers and al possible modern methods, asolution to the
desperate problems facing us. I'm delighted that he's chosen this
show to take the wraps off hisfindings. Tom Grey! (Audience

applause.)
Grey: Thank you, MissPage.
Page: Speaking of wraps, | notice you have your aminading, Tom. |
hope-Oh, excuse me just a second...I'm sorry, world, but we've

been asked to yield aminute of air timefor a public service
announcement Wl be back with you in amoment. Go ahead.



Naval commander: Thisisan emergency announcement from the
Department of Defense, Navy. Hear this, hear this, al personne
currently on shore leave in the following states: New Y ork, New
Jersey, Pennsylvania, Florida, Texas, Cdifornia. Report at onceto
the nearest Army or Air Force base or National Guard
headquarters and place yoursdlves at the disposal of the
commeanding officer. Y our assstanceisrequired in quelling civil
disorder. That isdll.

Page: | see we have someone right herein the studio who's off to
answer that call. Well just sand by for amoment while he's leaving.
(Audience applause.) That's okay, then. Tom, | waswondering
about your arm.

Grey: It'snothing serious, I'm glad to say. I-uh-I got caught on the
fringes of one of those civil disordersthey were just talking about.
(Audience laughter.) But | got off with just awrenched shoulder.

Page: Fighting back? (Audience laughter.)

Grey: No, my car ran over acaltrap and hit alamppost. (Audience
laughter.)

Page: Wdll, I hope you're better soon. Now about thisidea of
yours-Just asecond, is something wrong?

Voice from audience: Smoke! I'm surel can smell smoke

Page: I'll check with my producer. 1an?...Y ou'reright, friend, but it's
nothing to worry abouit. It's blowing up from Newark, apparently.
Y ou know theres abig fire there. Count yoursdlf lucky to bein
here-I'mtold it's far worse out-of-doors! (Audience laughter.)
Tom, this undertaking of yours must have been incredibly complex.
Y ou've had to analyze literdly every mgor factor affecting our
predicament, right?

Grey: Yes, every one.

Page: Andyou're now inapodtion to reved the chief
conclusion-Sorry! Hold on. Yes, lan, what isit thistime?...Oh.

Y es, of course; that sounds urgent. I'll tell them...Another
announcement for you, world-sorry to keep interrupting like this,



but of course we can't ignore what's going on. And thisisan
important and very tragic piece of news. It seemsthe NiagaraFalls
Bridgeis out-either blown or collapsed, no one yet knowswhich,
but because there are so many people trying to get over the
Canadian border there, al TV and radio networks are being asked
to tell people to avoid the area so that essentia help can get
through-the highways are kind of crowded up that way, I'm
told...Tom, as| was saying: you can unveil your conclusons now,
right?

Grey: Yes, and they're cruciadly important. Of course, I've been ableto
take into account only such items as natura resources, oxygen levd,
food stocks, water reserves, and so on, and-ah-it's curioudy
ironica in away because one might say-

Page: Tom, I'm sorry, but the producer isbuzzing me again. Yes?...l
see. Will do. Tom, they're going to pre-empt usin about two
minutes. The president iswinding up to anew pitch. Can you keep
your main point short, please?

Grey: Well, as| was about to say, it's sort of ironical, because we're
aready engaged, in asensg, in the course of action my findings
dictate.

Page: Don't keep the world on tenterhooks, Tom! Out with it! What's
the best thing we can do to ensure along, happy, hedthy future for
mankind?

Grey. We can just about restore the balance of the ecology, the
biosphere, and so on-in other words we can live within our means
instead of on an unrepayable overdraft, as we've been doing for the
past haf century-if we exterminate the two hundred million most
extravagant and wasteful of our species.

Page: Follow that if you can, Mr. President. It's your reward for
pre-convicting Austin Train. World, what about lighting hima
funeral pyre? Doesn't he deserve-?

(Transcript ends.)



THE SMOKE OF THAT GREAT BURNING
Opening the door to the visiting doctor, al set to gpologize for the
flour on her hands-she had been baking-Mrs. Byrne sniffed. Smoke!

And if she could smdll it with her heavy head cold, it must bea
tremendousfirel

"We ought to call the brigade!” she exclamed. "Isit ahayrick?"

"The brigade would have along way to go," the doctor told her
curtly. "It'sfrom America. Thewind's blowing that way."

NEXT YEAR

The hungry sheep look up, and are not fed,
But swoln with wind, and the rank mist they draw,
Rot inwardly, and foul contagion spread.

-Milton: "Lycides’
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