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BEARS DISCOVER FIRE

| was driving with my brother, the preacher, and my nephew, the preacher's son, on I-65 just north of
Bowling Green when we got aflat. It was Sunday night and we had been to visit Mother a the Home.
Wewerein my car. Theflat caused what you might call knowing groans since, as the old-fashioned one
inmy family (sothey tdl me), | fix my owntires, and my brother isawaystelling meto get radidsand
quit buying old tires.

But if you know how to mount and fix tires yourself, you can pick them up for dmaost nothing.

Sinceit wasaleft rear tire, | pulled over to the left, onto the median grass. The way my Caddy
stumbled to astop, | figured thetire wasruined. "' guess there's no need asking if you have any of that
FlatFix in thetrunk,” said Wallace.

"Here, son, hold thelight,” | said to Wallace Jr. He's old enough to want to help and not old enough
(yet) to think he knowsit dl. If I'd married and had kids, he'sthe kind I'd have wanted.



An old Caddy hasabig trunk that tendsto fill up like ashed. Minesa'56. Wallace was wearing his
Sunday shirt, so hedidn't offer to help while | pulled magazines, fishing tackle, awooden tool box, some
old clothes, a come-along wrapped in agrass sack, and atobacco sprayer out of the way, looking for
my jack. The spare looked alittle soft.

Thelight went out. " Shakeit, son," | said.

It went back on. The bumper jack was long gone, but | carry alittle quarter-ton hydraulic. | found it
under Mother'sold Southern Livings, 1978-1986. | had been meaning to drop them at the dump. If
Walace hadn't been dong, I'd have let Wallace Jr. position the jack under the axle, but | got on my
knees and did it myself. There's nothing wrong with aboy learning to change atire. Evenif you're not
going to fix and mount them, you're il going to haveto change afew inthislife. Thelight went off again
before | had the whed off the ground. | was surprised a how dark the night was dready. It waslate
October and beginning to get coal. "Shakeit again, son,” | said.

It went back on but it was weak. Flickery.

"With radidsyou just don't have flats," Wallace explained in that voice he useswhen he'staking to a
number of people a once; in this case, Walace J. and mysdf. "And even when you do, you just squirt
them with this stuff called FlatFix and you just drive on. Three ningty-five the can.”

"Uncle Bobby can fix atire hissdf," said Wallace Jr., out of loyalty, | presume.

"Himsdlf," | said from hafway under the car. If it was up to Wallace, the boy would talk like what
Mother used to cdl "ahdot from the gorges of the mountains." But drive on radids.

"Shakethat light again,” | said. It was about gone. | spun the lugs off into the hubcap and pulled the
whedl. Thetire had blown out aong the sidewall. "Won't befixing thisone," | said. Not that | cared. |
have apile astall asaman out by the barn.

Thelight went out again, then came back better than ever as| wasfitting the spare over the lugs.
"Much better," | said. Therewasaflood of dim orangeflickery light. But when | turned to find the lug
nuts, | was surprised to see that the flashlight the boy was holding was dead. The light was coming from
two bears at the edge of the trees, holding torches. They were big, three-hundred-pounders, standing
about five feet tall. Wallace Jr. and hisfather had seen them and were standing perfectly ill. It's best not
to darm bears.

| fished the lug nuts out of the hubcap and spun them on. | usudly liketo put alittle oil on them, but
thistimel let it go. | reached under the car and let the jack down and pulled it out. | wasrelieved to see
that the spare was high enough to drive on. | put the jack and the lug wrench and the flat into the trunk.
Instead of replacing the hubcap, | put it in there too. All thistime, the bears never made amove. They
just held the torches, whether out of curiosity or helpfulness, there was no way of knowing. It looked like
there may have been more bears behind them, in the trees.

Opening three doors a once, we got into the car and drove off. Wallace was the first to speak.
"Looks like bears have discovered fire," he said.

When wefirst took Mother to the Home almost four years (forty-seven months) ago, shetold
Wallace and me shewas ready to die. "Don't worry about me, boys," she whispered, pulling us both
down so the nurse wouldn't hear. "I've drove amillion milesand I'm ready to pass over to the other
shore. | won't havelong to linger here." She drove aconsolidated school busfor thirty-nine years. Later,
after Wallace left, she told me about her dream. A bunch of doctors were sitting around in acircle
discussing her case. One said, "Weve done dl we can for her, boys, let'slet her go." They dl turned their
hands up and smiled. When she didn't die that fall she seemed disappointed, though as spring came she
forgot about it, as old people will.

In addition to taking Wallace and Wallace Jr. to see Mother on Sunday nights, | go mysdlf on
Tuesdays and Thursdays. | usudly find her gtting in front of the TV, even though she doesn't watch it.



The nurseskeep it on dl thetime. They say the old folks like the flickering. 1t soothes them down.
"What'sthis | hear about bears discovering fire?' she said on Tuesday.

"It'strue,” | told her as| combed her long white hair with the shell comb Wallace had brought her
from Florida. Monday there had been astory in the Louisville Courier-Journal, and Tuesday one on
NBC or CBS Nightly News. People were seeing bears dl over the sate, and in Virginiaaswell. They
had quit hibernating, and were gpparently planning to spend the winter in the medians of the interstates.
There have dways been bearsin the mountains of Virginia, but not here in western Kentucky, not for
amost ahundred years. The last one was killed when Mother was agirl. Thetheory inthe
Courier-Journal wasthat they were following 1-65 down from the forests of Michigan and Canada, but
one old man from Allen County (interviewed on nationwide TV) said that there had dways been afew
bears|eft back in the hills, and they had come out to join the others now that they had discovered fire.

"They don't hibernate anymore,” | said. "They make afireand keep it going dl winter."

"l declare," Mother said. "What'll they think of next!" The nurse came to take her tobacco away,
whichisthesgnd for bedtime.

Every October, Wadlace J. stays with me while his parents go to camp. | redlize how backward that
sounds, but thereit is. My brother isaMinister (House of the Righteous Way, Reformed) but he makes
two thirds of hisliving in red estate. He and Elizabeth go to a Christian Success Retreet in South
Caralina, where people from &l over the country practice salling things to one another. | know what it's
like not because they've ever bothered to tell me, but because I've seen the Revolving Equity Success
Pan adslateat nighton TV.

The school buslet Wallace Jr. off a my house on Wednesday, the day they left. The boy doesn't
have to pack much of abag when he stays with me. He has his own room here. Asthe eldest of our
family, | hung on to the old home place near Smiths Grove. It's getting run-down, but Wallace Jr. and |
don't mind. He has his own room in Bowling Green, too, but since Wallace and Elizabeth moveto a
different house every three months (part of the Plan), he keeps his .22 and his comics, the stuff that's
important to aboy hisage, in hisroom here at the home place. 1t'sthe room hisdad and | used to share.

Walace J. istweve. | found him gtting on the back porch that overlooks the interstate when | got
home from work. | sdll crop insurance.

After | changed clothes | showed him how to break the bead on atire two ways, with ahammer, and
by backing acar over it. Like making sorghum, fixing tires by hand isadying art. The boy caught on fast,
though. "Tomorrow I'll show you how to mount your tire with the hammer and atireiron,” | said.

"What | wishis| could seethe bears," he said. He was|ooking acrossthe field to I-65, where the
northbound lanes cut off the corner of our field. From the house at night, sometimesthe traffic soundslike
awaterfal.

"Can't seethar fireinthedaytime,”" | said. "But wait till tonight.”

That night CBS or NBC (I forget which iswhich) did a specia on the bears, which were becoming a
gory of nationwide interest. They were seen in Kentucky, West Virginia, Missouri, Illinois (southern),
and, of course, Virginia. There have dways been bearsin Virginia. Some characters there were even
talking about hunting them. A scientist said they were heading into the states where there is some snow
but not too much, and where there is enough timber in the medians for firewood. He had gonein with a
video camera, but his shotswere just blurry figures sitting around afire. Another scientist said the bears
were attracted by the berries on anew bush that grew only in the medians of the interstates. He claimed
this berry wasthefirst new speciesin recent history, brought about by the mixing of seeds aong the
highway. He ate one on TV, making aface, and caled it a"newberry." A climatic ecologist said that the
warm winters (there was no snow last winter in Nashville, and only oneflurry in Louisville) had changed



the bears hibernation cycle, and now they were able to remember things from year to year. "Bears may
have discovered fire centuries ago," he said, "but forgot it." Another theory wasthat they had discovered
(or remembered) fire when Y ellowstone burned, severa years ago.

The TV showed more guys talking about bears than it showed bears, and Wallace J. and | lost
interest. After the supper disheswere done | took the boy out behind the house and down to our fence.
Acrossthe interstate and through the trees, we could see the light of the bears fire. Wallace Jr. wanted to
go back to the house and get his .22 and go shoot one, and | explained why that would be wrong.

"Besides," | said, "atwenty-two wouldn't do much more to abear than make it mad.
"Besdes," | added, "it'sillegd to hunt in the medians.

The only trick to mounting atire by hand, once you have besten or pried it onto the rim, is setting the
bead. Y ou do this by setting the tire upright, sitting on it, and bouncing it up and down between your legs
whiletheair goesin. When the bead sets on the rim, it makes asatisfying "pop.” On Thursday, | kept
Wallace J. home from school and showed him how to do this until he got it right. Then we climbed our
fence and crossed thefield to get alook at the bears.

In northern Virginia, according to Good Morning America, the bearswere keeping their firesgoing
al day long. Here in western Kentucky, though, it was still warm for late October and they only stayed
around the fires a night. Where they went and what they did in the daytime, | don't know. Maybe they
were watching from the newberry bushes as Wallace Jr. and | climbed the government fence and crossed
the northbound lanes. | carried an axe and Wallace Jr. brought his .22, not because he wanted to kill a
bear but because aboy likesto carry somekind of agun. The median was all tangled with brush and
vines under the maples, oaks, and sycamores. Even though we were only a hundred yards from the
house, | had never been there, and neither had anyone elsethat | knew of. It waslike a created country.
We found apath in the center and followed it down across a s ow, short stream that flowed out of one
grate and into another. The tracksin the gray mud were thefirst bear sgnswe saw. There wasamusty,
but not redlly unpleasant smell. In aclearing under abig hollow beech, where the fire had been, we found
nothing but ashes. Logs were drawn up in arough circle and the smell was stronger. | stirred the ashes
and found enough coasto start anew flame, so | banked them back the way they had been | eft.

| cut alittle firewood and stacked it to one side, just to be neighborly.

Maybe the bears were watching us from the bushes even then. There's no way to know. | tasted one
of the newberries and Spit it out. It was so Sweet it was sour, just the sort of thing you would imaginea
bear would like,

That evening after supper | asked Wallace Jr. if he might want to go with meto visit Mother. | wasn't
surprised when he said yes. Kids have more consideration than folks give them credit for. Wefound her
sitting on the concrete front porch of the Home, watching the cars go by on I1-65. The nurse said she had
been agitated dl day. | wasn't surprised by that, either. Every fdl asthe leaves change, she getsrestless,
maybe theword is "hopeful,” again. | brought her into the dayroom and combed her long white hair.
"Nothing but bearson TV anymore," the nurse complained, flipping the channds. Walace J. picked up
the remote after the nurse left, and we watched a CBS or NBC Specia Report about some huntersin
Virginiawho had gotten their houses torched. The TV interviewed a hunter and his wife whose $117,500
Shenandoah Valley home had burned. She blamed the bears. He didn't blame the bears, but he was
suing for compensation from the state sSince he had avdid hunting license. The state hunting commissioner
came on and said that possession of ahunting license didn't prohibit (“enjoin,” | think, wasthe word he
used) the hunted from striking back. | thought that was a pretty liberd view for a state commissioner. Of
course, he had avested interest in not paying off. I'm not a hunter mysdif.

"Don't bother coming on Sunday,” Mother told Walace J. with awink. "I've drove amillion miles



and I've got one hand on the gate." I'm used to her saying stuff like that, especidly inthefal, but | was
afraid it would upset the boy. In fact, he looked worried after we left and | asked him what was wrong.

"How could she have drove amillion miles?' he asked. She had told him forty-eight milesaday for
thirty-nine years, and he had worked it out on his calculator to be 336,960 miles.

"Have driven,” | said. "And it'sforty-eight in the morning and forty-eight in the afternoon. Plusthere
werethe footbdl trips. Plus, old folks exaggerate alittle.” Mother was the first woman school-bus driver
inthe state. She did it every day and raised afamily, too. Dad just farmed.

| usualy get off theinterstate at Smiths Grove, but that night | drove north al the way to Horse Cave
and doubled back so Wallace Jr. and | could see the bears fires. There were not as many as you would
think from the TV—one every six or seven miles, hidden back in aclump of trees or under arocky
ledge. Probably they look for water aswell aswood. Wallace Jr. wanted to stop, but it's againgt the law
to stop on theinterstate and | was afraid the state police would run us off.

Therewas acard from Wallace in the mailbox. He and Elizabeth were doing fine and having a
wonderful time. Not aword about Wallace Jr., but the boy didn't seem to mind. Like most kids hisage,
he doesn't really enjoy going places with his parents.

On Saturday afternoon the Home called my office (Burley Belt Drought & Hail) and left word that
Mother was gone. | was on the road. | work Saturdays. It'sthe only day alot of part-time farmersare
home. My heart literally missed abeat when | called in and got the message, but only abest. | had long
been prepared. "It'sablessing,” | said when | got the nurse on the phone.

"Y ou don't understand,” the nurse said. "Not passed away, gone. Ran away, gone. Y our mother has
escaped.” Mother had gone through the door at the end of the corridor when no one was looking,
wedging the door with her comb and taking a bedspread which belonged to the Home. What about her
tobacco? | asked. It was gone. That was a sure Sign she was planning to stay away. | wasin Franklin,
and it took me less than an hour to get to the Home on 1-65. The nurse told me that Mother had been
acting more and more confused lately. Of course they are going to say that. We looked around the
grounds, which isonly ahaf acrewith no trees between the interstate and a soybean field. Then they had
me leave amessage a the sheriffs office. | would have to keep paying for her care until shewas officialy
listed as Missing, which would be Monday.

It was dark by thetime | got back to the house, and Wallace Jr. wasfixing supper. Thisjust involves
opening afew cans, aready salected and grouped together with arubber band. | told him his
grandmother had gone, and he nodded, saying, "Shetold us shewould be." | caled Floridaand left a
message. There was nothing more to be done. | sat down and tried to watch TV, but there was nothing
on. Then, | looked out the back door, and saw the firelight twinkling through the trees across the
northbound lane of 1-65, and redlized | just might know whereto find her.

It was definitely getting colder, so | got my jacket. | told the boy to wait by the phonein casethe
sheriff caled, but when | looked back, halfway acrossthe field, there he was behind me. He didn't have a
jacket. | let him catch up. Hewas carrying his .22 and | made him leaveit leaning against our fence. It
was harder climbing the government fence in the dark, a my age, than it had been in the daylight. | am
sixty-one. The highway was busy with cars heading south and trucks heading north.

Crossing the shoulder, | got my pants cuffswet on the long grass, dready wet with dew. It isactudly
bluegrass.

Thefirst few feet into the trees it was pitch-black and the boy grabbed my hand. Then it got lighter.
At firgt | thought it was the moon, but it was the high beams shining like moonlight into the treetops,
alowing Wallace Jr. and meto pick our way through the brush. We soon found the path and its familiar
bear smdll.



| waswary of approaching the bears at night. If we stayed on the path we might run into onein the
dark, but if we went through the bushes we might be seen asintruders. | wondered if maybe we shouldn't
have brought the gun.

We gstayed on the path. The light seemed to drip down from the canopy of thewoodslikerain. The
going was easy, especidly if wedidn't try to look at the path but et our feet find their own way.

Then through the trees | saw their fire.

The firewas mostly of sycamore and beech branches, the kind that puts out very little heat or light
and lots of smoke. The bears hadn't learned the ins and outs of wood yet. They did okay at tending it,
though. A large cinnamon-brown northern-looking bear was poking the fire with a stick, adding a branch
now and then from apile at hisside. The others sat around in aloose circle on thelogs. Most were
smdler black or honey bears, one was a mother with cubs. Some were esting berries from a hubcap.
Not esting, but just watching the fire, my mother sat among them with the bedspread from the Home
around her shoulders.

If the bears noticed us, they didn't let on. Mother patted a spot right next to her on thelog and | sat
down. A bear moved over to let Wallace Jr. Sit on her other side.

The bear smell isrank but not unpleasant, once you get used to it. It's not like abarn smell, but
wilder. | leaned over to whisper something to Mother and she shook her head. It would be rude to
whisper around these creatures that don't possess the power of speech, shelet me know without
speaking. Wallace Jr. was silent too. Mother shared the bedspread with us and we sat for what seemed
hours, looking into thefire.

The big bear tended the fire, breaking up the dry branches by holding one end and stepping on them,
like people do. He was good at keeping it going at the same level. Another bear poked the fire from time
to time but the others|eft it done. It looked like only afew of the bears knew how to usefire, and were
carrying the othersalong. But isn't that how it iswith everything? Every oncein awhile, asmaler bear
walked into the circle of firelight with an armload of wood and dropped it onto the pile. Median wood
hasasglvery cas, like driftwood.

Walace J. isn't fidgety like alot of kids. | found it pleasant to St and Stareinto thefire. | took alittle
piece of Mother's Red Man, though | don't generally chew. It was no different from visiting her at the
Home, only more interesting, because of the bears. There were about eight or ten of them. Insde thefire
itsdlf, things weren't so dull, ether: little dramas were being played out asfiery chambers were cregted
and then destroyed in a crashing of sparks. My imagination ran wild. | looked around the circle at the
bears and wondered what they saw. Some had their eyes closed. Though they were gathered together,
their spirits fill seemed solitary, asif each bear was Stting donein front of itsown fire.

The hubcap came around and we al took some newberries. | don't know about Mother, but | just
pretended to eat mine. Wallace Jr. made aface and spit his out. When he went to deep, | wrapped the
bedspread around al three of us. It was getting colder and we were not provided, like the bears, with
fur. | was ready to go home, but not Mother. She pointed up toward the canopy of trees, where alight
was spreading, and then pointed to herself. Did she think it was angel's gpproaching from on high? It was
only the high beams of some southbound truck, but she seemed mighty pleased. Holding her hand, | felt it
grow colder and colder in mine.

Wallace Jr. woke me up by tapping on my knee. It was past dawn, and his grandmother had died
sitting on the log between us. Thefire was banked up and the bears were gone and someone was
crashing straight through the woods, ignoring the path. It was Wallace. Two State troopers were right
behind him. He was wearing awhite shirt, and | realized it was Sunday morning. Undernegth his sadness
on learning of Mother's death, he looked peeved.



The troopers were sniffing the air and nodding. The bear smell was till strong. Wallaceand |
wrapped Mother in the bedspread and started with her body back out to the highway. The troopers
stayed behind and scattered the bears fire ashes and flung their firewood away into the bushes. It
seemed a petty thing to do. They were like bears themsdlves, each one solitary in his own uniform.

There was Wdlace's Olds 98 on the median, with itsradia tires looking squashed on the grass. In
front of it there was a police car with atrooper standing besideit, and behind it afuneral home hearse,
asoan Olds 98.

"First report we've had of them bothering old folks," the trooper said to Wallace.

"That's not hardly what happened at all," | said, but nobody asked meto explain. They have their own
procedures. Two men in suits got out of the hearse and opened the rear door. That to me was the point
at which Mother departed thislife. After we put her in, | put my arms around the boy. He was shivering
even though it wasn't that cold. Sometimes death will do that, especidly at dawn, with the police around
and the grass wet, even when it comes asafriend.

We stood for aminute watching the cars and trucks pass. "It'sablessing,” Wallace sad. It's
surprisng how much traffic thereisat 6:22 A.M.

That afternoon, | went back to the median and cut alittle firewood to replace what the troopers had
flung away. | could seethe fire through the trees that night.

| went back two nights later, after the funerd. The fire was going and it was the same bunch of bears,
asfar asl could tdl. | sat around with them awhile but it ssemed to make them nervous, so | went home.
| had taken a handful of newberries from the hubcap, and on Sunday | went with the boy and arranged
them on Mother'sgrave. | tried again, but it's no use, you can't eat them.

Unlessyou're a bear.

THE TWO JANETS

I'm not one of those people who thinks you have to read abook to get something out of it. Y ou can
learn alot about abook by picking it up, turning it over, rubbing the cover, riffling the pages open and
shut. Especidly if it's been read enough times before, it'll speak to you.

Thisiswhy | like to hang around used-book stores on my lunch hour. | was at the outdoor bookstall
on the west side of Union Square, the one that opens out of huge crates, when my mother caled. It is
tempting here to claim to remember that | was looking at an old paperback of, say, Rabbit Run, but
actualy it was Henry Gregor Felsen's Hot Rod, the cover telling the whole story through the hairdos.

The pay phone on the corner nearest Sixteenth Street was ringing and wouldn't stop. Finaly, | picked
it up and sad, "Hdlo? Mother?'

"Janet? Isthat you?' My mother hasthis uncanny, redlly, ability to call on pay phonesand get me. She
doesit about once amonth.

Wedl, of courseit was me; otherwise, would | have answered "Mother"?
"Did you havetrouble finding me?" | asked.

"If you only knew. | cdled three phones, and the last two you wouldn't believe.”" It doesn't dways
work.

"So how's everything?' | asked. It came out "everthang.” My accent, which | have managed to
moderate, dways reemerges when | talk with anybody from home,

"Fine." Shetold me about Alan, my ex-fiancé, and Janet, my best friend. They used to cdl usthe Two



Janets. Mother keeps up with my old high school friends, most of whom are of course dtill in
Owensboro. Then she said: "Guess what. John Updike just moved to Owensboro.”

" John Updike?"

"Thewriter. Rabbit Run? It was about aweek ago. He bought a house out on Maple Drive, across
from the hospitd there."

"Thiswasin the paper?"

"No, of course not. I'm sure he wants his privacy. | heard it from Elizabeth Dorsey, your old music
teacher. Her oldest daughter, Mary Beth, ismarried to Sweeney Kost Junior who sellsreal estate with
that new group out on Leitchfield Road. She caled to tell me because she thought you might be
interested.”

Itiswell-known that | have an interest in literature. | cameto New Y ork to get ajob in publishing.
My roommate aready hasone at S& S (Simon and Schuster) and | called her before | went back to
work. She doesn't go to lunch until two. She hadn't heard anything about John Updike moving to
Owensboro, but she checked PW (Publishers Weekly) and found an item saying that John Updike hed
sold his house in Massachusetts and moved to asmall Midwestern city.

That bothered me. Owensboro sitsright across the river from Indiana, but it's il the South, not the
Midwest. The northernmost statue to Confederate heroes sits on the courthouse lawn. I'm not touchy
about that stuff but some people are. Then | thought that if you just looked at amap, asthey might have
done fact-checking at the PW office, or as Updike himself might have done, looking for anew placeto
live, you might think Owensboro wasin the Midwest sinceit'smuch closer to St. Louisthan to Atlanta
Then | thought, maybe Updike was just saying "Midwest" to throw people off. Maybe hewas, like
Sdlinger, trying to get away from the world. Then | thought, maybe he didn't move to Owensboro at al,
and the whole thing was just amistake, a coincidence, awild flight of fancy. The more | thought about
thistheory, the better | liked it. "Smadll city in the Midwest" could mean lowa City, where awell-known
writer'sworkshop isheld; or any one of ahundred college townslike Crawfordsville, Indiana
(Warbash); Gambler, Ohio (Kenyon); or Y ellow Springs, Ohio (Antioch). Or even Indianapolis or
Cincinnati. ToaNew Y orker, and dl writers, even when they live in Massachusetts, they are New
Y orkers (in away); Indianapolisand Cincinnati are small cities. Or if you wanted to get redlly closeto
home thereis Evansville, Indiana, at 130,500 definitely a"small city" (Owensboro at 52,000 isonly
barely acity) and one that might even attract awriter like John Updike.

With dl this, | was even minutes late getting back to work. But what are they going to do, firea
temp?

That was on Thursday, May 18. | had the usua weekend, and on Monday night, right after the rates
changed, Alan, my ex-fiancé, made hisweekly call. "Found ajob yet?' he asked (knowing he would
have heard from my mother if | had). Then he added, "Did you hear Saul Bellow moved to Owensboro?'

"Y ou mean John Updike," | said.

"No, that was last week. Saul Bellow moved here just yesterday.” Alan runstwo of hisfather'sfour
liquor stores. Heand | till share an interest in books and literature.

"How could that be?' | said. | would have thought he was making it up but Alan, to his credit (I
guess), never makesthings up.

| thought about calling Janet but | am aways calling her, so the next morning | caled Mother from
work. | wastemping for an insurance adjuster withaWATSine. "Mother, did Saul Bellow moveto
Owensboro?' | asked, getting right to the point.

"Well, yes, dear, he did. HE's living out in those gpartments on Scherm Road. The ones where
Walace Carter Cox and Loreena Dyson lived right after he got hisdivorce.”

"Why didn't you tell me?"



"Well, you didn't seem very excited when John Updike moved here, dear, so | thought you didn't
much care. Y ou have made anew life for yoursdf in New Y ork, after al.”

| let that go. "It sureis mighty nice of you to keep up with where everybody lives," | joked.
"When afamous person movesto atown likethis," she said, "everybody notices."

| wondered about that. | didn't think people in Owensboro, outside of Alan, even knew who Saul
Bellow was. I'll bet not twenty people there have read his books. | have only read one, the most recent
one. The other Janet reads only nonfiction.

The next week Philip Roth moved to Owensboro. | found out from Janet, who called me, anew thing
for her sinceit's usualy mewho puts out the effort, not to mention the money, to stay in touch.

"Guesswho we saw inthe mall today," she said. "Philip Roth."
"Areyou sure? How did you know?" | asked. | couldn't imagine her recognizing Philip Roth.

"Y our mother pointed him out. She recognized hisface from astory in People magazine. I'm not sure
he would be considered handsome if he wasn't afamous writer.”

"Wait aminute,” | said. "Was he just visiting or has he moved to Owensboro too? And what mall are
you talking about?"

"What mall!" Janet said. "Therés only one, out Livermore Road. It's so far out of town that hardly
anybody ever goes out there. | couldn't believe it when we saw Philip Roth out there.”

"What were you doing out a the mal with my mother?" | asked. "'Is she bothering you again?"

"She getsalittle lonesome. | go by and see her, and maybe we go shopping or something. Isthat a
crime?'

"Of coursenot,” | said. I'm glad my mother hasfriends. | just wish they weren't my best friends, with
the samename as me.

Mother called me at work the next day. | have asked her not to do thiswhen | am temping, but
sometimes she can't make the pay-phone thing work. Most companies don't like for tempsto get cdls,
even from family. E. L. Doctorow had moved to Owensboro and was staying in Dr. Crippen's house on
Wildwood Drive, only two blocks away.

"Hehasalittle beard,” Mother said, "He has alittle dog and waksit regularly every day. He's renting
the house while Dr. Crippen and hiswife arein Michigan.”

"S0 he hasn't exactly moved to Owensboro,” | said, somehow relieved.
"Well, he'sout here every morning,” she said, "walking hisdog. Cal it whatever you want to."

I know the house very well. The Crippens are not ostentatioudy tacky the way some (indeed, most)
doctors are. It was the Crippens who had encouraged me to go ahead and moveto New Y ork if that
waswhat | wanted, when everybody elsein my class was getting married. It's not an older home, of the
kind | prefer, but if you had to live in asuburban-style house, theirs would do.

All day | imagined E. L. Doctorow watering the plants and looking through Dr. and Dr. (they are both
doctors) Crippen's books. They have the most books of anybody in Owensboro. The next day at lunch |

went to Barnes and Noble and looked through Doctorow's novelsin paperback. All together they made
anest little stack the size of a shoebox.

| decided | was glad he had moved to Owensboro.

It's hard to makefriendsin New Y ork. | wondered what it was like in Owensboro for famous
writers. Did they ever meet? Did they know one another? Did they pay vidits, talk shop, drink together? |
asked Alan when he called Monday night (right after the rates changed) but he seemed embarrassed by
the question.

"Apparently, they have dl moved here independently,” he said. "They're never seen together. |



wouldn't want to speculate.”

When William Styron moved to Owenshoro the last day in May, | wasn't so surprised. At least he
was from the South, athough two more different regions than the lower Ohio Valey and the Tidewater of
Virginiacould hardly beimagined. May and even June are nice in Owensboro, but July and August were
coming, and when | thought of Styron blinking in the fierce muggy heet, he seemed even more out of
place than the urban Jewish writers like Roth, Doctorow, and Bellow. And Updike, aNew Englander! |
fet sorry for them dl. But that was Silly. Every place now has air-conditioning.

When | cdled Janet, she reminded me that Mother's birthday was coming up. | knew | was expected
to fly home. Janet told me al about how she and Alan were planning to take her out to dinner. Thiswas
to makemefed guilty. | wasn't planning to fal for it like | did last year, at the last minute.

It isvery hard to make friendsin New Y ork. My roommate and her ex-roommate had sharesin a
house in the Hamptons (well, amost the Hamptons) and | had been invited out for the weekend. "Y ou
can't go home for your mother's birthday every year,” | tell mysdif.

Mother called me afew dayslater—apay phone again, thisone near addi on Thirty-ninth Street
where she had gotten me once before—to announce that J. D. Sdinger had moved to Owensboro.

"Wait aminute," | said. Thiswas getting out of hand. "How come no women writers ever moveto
Owensboro? What about Ann Tyler? Or Alice Walker? Or Bobbie Ann Mason, who is actualy from
Mayfield (not that far away)? How comethey'real men, and al these old guys?*

"| suppose you expect meto ask them that!" Mother said. "'l only found out the author of Catcher in
the Rye moved here because Mr. Roth told Reverend Curtis.”

"Mr. Roth?' So now it was"Mr." Roth.

"Philip Roth, Goodbye, Columbus? He's renting Reverend Curtiss son Wallace's house out on
Livermore Road, and you know how Reverend Curtiswon't take checks, and they saw this
strange-looking man at the cash machine, and Mr. Roth whispers, That's J. D. Sdinger. Catcher in the
Rye? Man said he looked like some hillbilly in town from Ohio County.”

"How did Alan get into this?*

"He was standing in line behind them at the cash machine," Mother said. "He just happened to
overhear."

On Monday night, Alan told me Philip Roth had seemed as surprised as the rest of them to see J. D.
Sdinger in Owensboro.

"Maybe they had dl moved to Owensboro trying to get away from him," | said, trying to be funny.
"I doubt that,” Alan said. "Anyway, it's hardly the kind of question you can ask."
It'sMother who should marry Alan, not me. They think exactly dike.

As Mother's birthday approached, | tried to concentrate on my upcoming weekend in the Hamptons.
| knew what | had to guard againgt was the last-minute temptation to fly home.

When | called Janet later in the week from alawyer's office—they never watch their phone bills—she
sad, "Do you know the movie Bright Lights Big City ?"

"Michadl J. Fox has moved to Owensboro,” | said, astonished in spite of myself.
"Not him, the other one, the author. | forget hisname.”

"Mclnerney,” | said. "Jay Mclnerney. Areyou sure?' | didn't want to say it because it sounded so
snobbish, but Jay Mclnerney didn't exactly seem Owensboro caliber.

"Of course I'm sure. He looksjust like Michad J. Fox. | saw him walking down at that little park by
theriver. Y ou know, the one where Norman Mailer hangs out.”

“"Norman Mailer. | didn't even know helived in Owensboro,” | said.



"Why not?' Janet said. "A lot of famous writers make Owensboro their home.”

Make Owensboro Their Home. That wasthefirst timel'd heard it said like that. It seemed to make it
officd.

Janet's call made methink, and for thefirst time since | broke up with him, | called Alan. At least he
knew who Jay Mclnerney was, athough he had never read the book. "The other Janet said she saw
Mclnerney and Mailer down there a the park,” | said. "Doesthat mean the famous writers are starting to
meet one another and hang out together?"

"Y ou dways want to jump to conclusions," Alan said. "They might have been in the same park at
totaly different times of the day. Even when they do mest, they don't talk. The other day a the K Mart,
Joe Billy Survant saw E. L. Doctorow and John Irving both in Housewares, and they sort of nodded, but
that wasadl.”

John Irving?But | let it go. "Housewares,”" | said ingtead. "Soundslikefolks are redly settling in.”

"We're taking your mother to dinner at the Executive Inn for her fifty-first birthday Friday night,” Alan
sad.

"I've been invited for aweekend in the Hamptons," | said. "Wdll, dmost the Hamptons.”

"Oh, | understand,” he said. Alan likesto imagine he understands me. "But if you change your mind I'll
pick you up a thearport in Evansville"

Evansville, Indiana, isthirty milesfrom Owensboro. It used to seem like abig city to me, but after
eighteen monthsin New Y ork, it ssemed pathetic and inggnificant: al treesfrom the air, and hardly any
traffic. The one-story terminal |ooks like a shopping-center bank branch. Y ou climb down out of the
plane on aladder.

Therewas Alan in his sensble-with-a-flair Olds Cutlass Supreme. | felt the usud mixture of warmth
and dismay on seeing him. | guessyou might call it warm dismay.

"Who'sthat?' | asked, gesturing toward a bearlike figure at the USAIr ticket counter.
Alan whispered, "That's Thomas M. Disch. Sciencefiction. But qudity stuff.”

"Sciencefiction?' But the name was familiar, a least sort of. Although Disch isn't exactly famous, he
seemed more the Owensboro type than Mclnerney. "He's moving to Owensboro, too?"

"How should I know? He may have just been here in Evansville for the speedboat races. Anyway,
he'sleaving. Let'stak about you."

We drove back home on the Kentucky side of the river, through Henderson.

That whole weekend in Owengboro, | only saw three famous writers, not counting Disch, who is not
redlly famous and who was in Evansville, not Owensboro, anyway. Tom Pynchon was at the take-out
counter a the Moonlight, buying barbecued mutton. He bought three liters of Diet Coke, so it looked like
he might be having a party, but on the way home from the Executive Inn we drove past his house on
Littlewood Drive and it was dark.

For dinner, we had steak and salad. Mother was ahoot. Alan inssted on paying as usud. We were
home by ten, and by ten-thirty Mother was adeep in front of the TV. | got two cans of Falls City out of
the refrigerator and sneaked her Buick out of the garage. | picked up the other Janet, just likein the old
days, by scratching on her screen. "The Two Janets," she whispered melodramaticaly. She said the cops
were rough on DWI (Driving While under the Influence) these days, but | wasn't worried. Thiswas il
the South; we were dtill girls. We cruised down Griffith, out Frederica, down Fourth, down by theriver.
Therewas hardly any treffic.

"Has Alan asked you to marry him again?' | asked.
"Not yet."



"Well, if he does, | think you should.”

"Y ou mean you wish | would."

The streets were still and dark and empty.

"Sureisn't New York," | sghed.

"Well, nobody can say you haven't given it ashot,” the other Janet said.

At midnight we went to the dl-night Convenience Mart at Eighteenth and Triplett for two more cans
of beer. John Updike was looking through the magazines (even though the little Sign says not to). At
12:12 A.M. Joyce Carol Oates camein for apack of cigarettes, and surprising us both, they left
together.

THEY'RE MADE OUT OF MEAT

"They're made out of mest."
"Meat?'

"Meat. They're made out of mest."
"Meat?'

"There's no doubt about it. We picked up severd from different parts of the planet, took them aboard
our recon vessdls, and probed them dl the way through. They're completely meet."

"That'simpossible. What about the radio signals? The messagesto the stars?”

"They usetheradio wavesto tak, but the sgnas don't come from them. The signas come from
machines”

"'So who made the machines? That's who we want to contact.”

"They made the machines. That'swhat I'm trying to tell you. Meat made the machines.”

"That's ridiculous. How can meat make amachine? Y ou're asking meto believe in sentient mest."

"I'm not asking you, I'm telling you. These crestures are the only sentient race in that sector and
they're made out of mest."

"Maybethey'relike the orfolei. Y ou know, acarbon-based intelligence that goes through a meat
dage”

"Nope. They're born meat and they die mest. We studied them for severa of their life spans, which
didn't take long. Do you have any ideawhat's the life span of meat?"

"Spare me. Okay, maybe they're only part meat. Y ou know, like the weddilei. A meat head with an
electron plasmabrainingde.”

"Nope. We thought of that, since they do have mesat heads, like the weddilel. But | told you, we
probed them. They're meat al the way through.”

“"No brain?'

"Oh, therésabrain dl right. It'sjust that the brainis made out of meat! That'swhat I've been trying
totdl you."

"S0 ... what doesthe thinking?'

"Y ou're not understanding, are you? Y ou're refusing to deal with what I'm telling you. The brain does
thethinking. The meat.”

"Thinking meet! Y ou're asking meto believein thinking meat!"
"Y es, thinking meat! Conscious mesat! Loving mest. Dreaming mest. The mest isthewhole dedl! Are



you beginning to get the picture or do | haveto gart al over?"
"Omigod. Y ou're serious, then. They're made out of meat.”

"Thank you. Finaly. Yes. They areindeed made out of meat. And they've been trying to get in touch
with usfor dmost ahundred of their years."

"Omigod. So what doesthis meat have in mind?’

"Firg it wantsto talk to us. Then | imagineit wantsto explore the Universe, contact other sentiences,
swap ideas and information. Theusud.”

"We're supposed to talk to meat."

"That'stheidea. That's the message they're sending out by radio. 'Hello. Anyone out there. Anybody
home." That sort of thing."

"They actualy do talk, then. They use words, ideas, concepts?’
"Oh, yes. Except they do it with mest."
"| thought you just told me they used radio.”

"They do, but what do you think is on the radio? Meat sounds. Y ou know how when you dap or flap
mest, it makes anoise? They tak by flapping their meet at each other. They can even sing by squirting air
through their meat."

"Omigod. Singing meet. Thisis atogether too much. So what do you advise?'
"Offiadly or unofficdly?'
"Both."

"Officialy, we are required to contact, welcome, and log in any and al sentient races or multibeingsin
this quadrant of the Universe, without pregudice, fear, or favor. Unofficidly, | advise that we erase the
records and forget the whole thing."

"l was hoping you would say that."
"It ssems harsh, but thereisalimit. Do we redly want to make contact with meat?'

"| agree one hundred percent. What's there to say? 'Hello, meat. How's it going? But will thiswork?
How many planets are we dedling with here?!

"Just one. They can travel to other planetsin specid meat containers, but they can't live on them. And
being meat, they can only travel through C space. Which limits them to the speed of light and makesthe
possibility of their ever making contact pretty dim. Infinitesmd, in fact.”

"So wejust pretend theré's no one homein the Universe.”

"That'sit."

"Cruel. But you said it yoursdlf, who wants to meet meat? And the ones who have been aboard our
vessdls, the ones you probed? Y ou're sure they won't remember?”

"They'll be consdered crackpotsif they do. We went into their heads and smoothed out their meat so
that we're just adream to them.”

"A dream to meat! How strangely appropriate, that we should be mesat's dream.”
"And we marked the entire sector unoccupied.”

"Good. Agreed, officialy and unofficialy. Case closed. Any others? Anyoneinteresting on that Side of
the galaxy?"

"Y es, arather shy but sweet hydrogen-core cluster intelligence in aclass-nine star in G445 zone. Was
in contact two galactic rotations ago, wantsto befriendly again.”

"They dways come around.”



"And why not? Imagine how unbearably, how unutterably cold the Universe would be if onewere dl
done..."

OVER FLAT MOUNTAIN

They didn't used to cdl Louisvillethe Mile High City. | know because | wasraised there, inthe old
West End, when the Fdls of the Ohio were just dry limestone flats bypassed by acana, and theriver
was dow and muddy, and the summer nights were warm.

Not anymore, though.

It was chilly for August when | rolled into Louisville from Indianapolis, heading south and east for
Charlotte. Theicy mist wasrising off the fals where they plunge into the gorge. It was too much trouble
to dig aflannd shirt out of the back so | bought a sweatshirt in the truck-stop annex, figuring | would give
it to Janet or one of the girlslater—they wear them like nightgowns—and rolled on out of therewithout a
second piece of pie.

Theshirt said "Louisville—Mile High City of the South.”

| bought aCD, 50 Truckin' Classics, forty-nine of which | dready had. | have alibrary of deven
hundred CDsin my cab. Imagine how much space that would have taken in the old days when they were
as big as cookies.

| don't generdly pick up hitchhikers but I must have felt sorry for thiskid. | was an hour south and
east of Louisville, just under the cloud shadow, when | saw him standing in therain by the CRAB
ORCHARD COG WAY 40M/64K sign, wearing a black garbage bag for araincoat, and | figured,
what the hell. He looked more than alittle wet. It rains Six days out of five south of Louisville sncethe
Uplift.

When we Fat Toppersrun, werun. | just barely pulled over and was back in low-two before he was
up the ladder and through theingde airlock lens, pedling off his garbage bag like alandlobster molting.
He couldn't have been more than sixteen. He had greasy blond hair tied back with arubber band under a
Delco cap, and under his garbage bag awind-breaker over a T-shirt. Glad to see he had a coat at least.
Boots had "hand-me-down" written al over them. Carried histhingsin aK Mart plastic bag.

He combed the rain off the bill of his cap with one finger and perched on the edge of the seat until |
swept the CDs off the seat into my own hat and dumped them into the glove compartment.

"Nicegun,” hesaid. | had aBrazilian 9mm in the glove compartment. | closed it.

"Wet out there," he said.

I nodded and popped Ricky Skaggsinto the player. | hadn't picked him up for conversation. | picked
him up because I'd done some hitchhiking myself at his age. Sixteen going on twenty-one.

"Appreciate your stopping,” he said.

"Nicerig," hesad.

| was pulling atwo-piece articulated, with a Kobo-Jonni. The KJisan eight-liter stedl diesdl with that
mighty ring that engines used to have before they went to plagtic. A lot of guysfal al over the new plagtic

mills cause they don't need ail, but | like ail. I had built the KJ three times, and was just through bresking
inthethird set of deeves. Pladtic, you just throw away.

Thekid told me hisname but | forgot it. "They call me CD," | said. | popped out Ricky and popped
inthe Hag to show him why.

He had those narrow eyes and sallow skin, like hed never seen the sun, and if he was from south and
east of Louisville he probably hadn't. And | could tell by his accent hewas. Listen, | knew thiskid. He
was methirty years ago. Y ou narrow up your shoulders and narrow up your eyes, and since everything in



theworld isnew to you, try to look and act like nothing is.
"I'm going up to Hazard," he said.
| had figured that from his being by the cogway sgn.
"My paworks up there at therobot train,” he said.
"Guessyou're going on over Flat Mountain,” he said.

Anybody could tdll that from my arlocks. Hesad it asif it was the most natura thing in the world, but
it wasn't. Not many trucks go over Flat Mountain. Most just go up the cog-way to Hazard and offload
for the robot train, and come right back down.

"Wdl, thereitis" hesad.

The bottom part of Flat Mountain isthe only part most folks ever see. Sinceit'samost awaysraining
under the cloud shadow, you can dmost never see it from more than ten miles away. We were rounding
the old Winchester bypassjust east of where Lexington used to be, and from thereit looks like awall of
logs and trash and rock, running almost straight up into the clouds that are dwaysthere at 11,500.

| turned off onto the Crab Orchard feeder road, which follows the front twenty miles south and west,
then turnsin a aghost town, Berea, where the wall eases off to alittle less than 45 degrees. There were
about six trucks ahead of me at the cogway, none of them Flat Toppers. | got in line next to astream
choked with old cars and house pieces. It didn't have aname. Lots of these new rivers don't have names.

Whilewewerein line for the cogway | caled Janet and the girls from my cab phone and the kid got
out. Maybe he was embarrassed by al the family stuff. | watched him walking up and down under the
long board shed trying al the candy bar machines. | moved the truck up ten feet at atime and other
trucks pulled in behind me. Gravy Pugh came by in hisydlow dicker to clip my ticket. "Going up top?"
he asked. "Watch out, CD, lobsters got Sanders yesterday.”

Thisishisstandard joke. | don't lobster anymore and he knowsiit.

" Snapped his pecker off," he said, and clipped another corner off my violet Crab Orchard Cogway
pass.

The kid climbed back into the truck just as| was flagged to the approach grade. He was shivering.
He had |eft his garbage bag in the truck and it rains about as hard under the board shed as outside of it.
When | was hisage | had hitchhiked a thousand miles, but thiswas out west whereit never rained in
those days. | let the flagman wait while | leaned up over the seat and fished adry flanne shirt out from
under the tools and spare parts. The kid pulled off his T-shirt and wrapped my flannel shirt around him.
He could havefitinit twice.

"l hope your pa's expecting you," | said. "Y ou know, you can't go around outside up at Hazard."
"l been up there," wasdl he said.

The guy behind me was honking but Gravy didn't et him around. The cogway never sops, and there
isacertain trick to magging on. The ramp is concrete but it's cracked and crazy tilted, and theres only
one stretch where you can make enough speed for ahitch. If you miss, you have to turn down the cutoff
and get back inline. | aways makeit, but I've been doing thisrun for twelve years.

"Piece of candy?' Thekid held out a Collie Bar but since it looked like his entire supper | turned him
down. It was getting dark. Magged on, | let the big old KJidle. With the truck tipped dmost straight up,
it's better to have the pumps running to keep the air out of the lines.

It'salong ride up the western front. The Crab Orchard Cogway is dow and noisy, fourteen miles of
squesking, rattling chain. It's powered by steam generated from the coal and trash that rolled off the
lower dopes when the mountain uplifted, helped by the weight of the trucks coming down. Eveninthe
dark | could see them through the rain twenty yards away. | know most of the drivers, even the



up-and-backs, or yoyos aswe Hat Toppers cal them. The mountainside looked junky in the headlights.
The lower dopes, from 7,200 to the clouds at 11,500 are overgrown with weeds and weird new ferns
and what's | eft of the trees—plus whatever el se rolled down when the land rolled up. Some say they see
giant volunteer tomatoes back in the weeds but | never see them.

Thefirst hundred trips or S0, it'sascary ride. Thekid tried to act cool but | knew exactly how he felt.
Y our truck istipped back at 45 degrees, you're wondering if the mag and the safety under it will hold,
and even if it does, what about that clattery old chain? Then every oncein awhile the chain hauls up
short—maybe a truck had trouble unhooking at the Hazard end, or maybe the world is coming
apart—and the boards under your tires creak and the leaf springs sway, and the wind howls acrossthe
splinters of the trees, because we're ill low enough on Hat Mountain for there to be wind, and you
redlize you'rejust hanging there like awet pair of jeanson aline.

| popped in some Carl Perkins, the early stuff where he sings like George Jones, and managed to
mostly close my eyes.

Then here come the clouds, above 11,500. The clouds make it easier. Thinking | wasn't looking, the
kid unfolded aten-dollar bill from hiswatch pocket, folded it up again, and put it away. | remembered
hitchhiking and fegling the same way: checking it every hour or o to make sureit hadn't turned into a
five

At Hazard, you're till in the clouds but they loosen up as the mountain levels off alittle and the
cogway ends. All of a sudden there's noise and lights all around. For most of the trucks, the robot train
roundabout isthe end of theline. It'sabig semicircular modular building—hauled up since the Uplift,
naturaly, since nothing of the old town survived. The yoyos unhitch and snake in and unload, load up
whatever's contracted down, and get back in line for the cogway down. No deadheads in this business.
Of course there are some loads that can't wait three weeks for a backed-up robot train, and that's where
me and the other Hat Toppers come in—trucksthat go al theway over FHa Mountain.

| figured the roundabout was where the kid's dad worked, since theré'salot of hand |abor involved
loading and unloading, not to mention the guys who jockey the trucks through the line for afew bucks
whilethe driversare stting in the Bellew Bdle. Thisisbardly aliving. They deepin apressure shed
behind the roundaboui.

"Thismust betheplace” | said.

"Appreciate theride, migter."

"CD," | said. He started to open the airlock and | said, "Whoa. Aren't you forgetting something?”
Helooked back at me, scared, and started to unbutton the shirt.

| had to laugh. "Keep the shirt, kid," | said. "But you can't go around up here without bresth spray.
Y ou're amile higher than Everest. Open your mouth.” | sprayed histhroat with C-Leve and told him to
run before it wore off.

Carrying his plastic bag, he hurried out the airlock and into the roundaboui.

| drove acrossthelot to the Bellew Bédlle. 1t'sthe only diner in Hazard and the drivers call it the Blue
Bdls. It isn't airlocked and the revolving door spins on its own from the pressure inside, easing out a
continud little cloud of coffee and hamburger sseam. Hazard can useit. It'sacold, dark, nasty place
where nobody would live unless they worked there, or work unlessthey couldn't work anywhere else.

| wondered if the kid's dad knew he was coming. Or if he even existed. When | was hisage| told
folks | was hitching to Ddlasto see my dad, who was a police officer. If you don't lie people will figure
you'rearunaway.

Flat Topperstend to Sit together. "How's the weather down under, CD?" they ask. "How'sthe
weather up top?' | ask back. That's our standard joke, because the weather below the western front is
awaysthe same—awaysraining. And of course there's no weather on top of Flat Mountain. Y ou can't



have weather without atmosphere.

| used the lobby phoneto cdl Janet and the girlsagain. | was aready too high for the cab phone and
thiswould be my last chance until | got back from Charlotte, Snce satellite calls over the mountain are so
expensive. One of the guys at the table told me claws were bringing $100 in Charlotte, but they had to be
unmarked because nobody eatsroad kill. | told him | didn't lobster anymore anyway.

It wasjust after midnight and | was getting up to go when the kid came in the revolving door, nursing
abloody nose with the deeve of my shirt. He had run across the lot without any breath spray.

"Find your dad?" | asked, and he shook his head. He sat down, looking at the french friesthe other
guys had |eft on their plates. | bought two hamburgers out of the machine, even though | had aready
eaten, and acted like | didn't want one of them. That's the way you haveto do it with akid like that.

But | had to get going. "l guess you better head back to the roundabout and catch aride back down
themountain,” | said.

The kid shook his head. He said his mother had got married and moved out of Louisville. He clamed
his dad had | eft ten dollars for him back at the roundabout, to catch aride across to Charlotte where his
grandmalived. | didn't believe that for aminute. He showed me the same folded-up ten I'd seen him
looking at on the cogway.

| said, "Insurance won't alow meto carry you over Hat Mountain.” Thiswasalie. Thefact is, no Flat
Topper'sinsured. Not because it's dangerous, although it can be, but because it's not a part of any state
anymore. It'snot actuarily part of theworld anymore, my insurance man says.

"l know exactly where shelives,” the kid says, acting like he hadn't heard me. He took ayellow piece
of paper from hiswatch pocket and started unfolding it. He was doing good at not crying.

When | was hisage, and | was hitchhiking, | had aten-dollar bill in my watch pocket. That wasit.
This Mexican guy from St. Louis picked me up. He kept a pearl-handled revolver under the car sest.
Firg timewe stopped to edt, | tried to unfold my ten so he wouldn't see what it was, figuring | knew
about Mexicans. And hetold meto put it in my shoe because everybody knowsto look in your watch
pocket. He bought my medlsal theway across Missouri and Oklahoma.

"One twenty-one Magnolia Street,” the kid read off the paper, but he pronounced it "mangolia’ like
an arcraft meta. | could tell he'd never been to Charlotte. | wasn't surprised. Too high to fly over, too
thick to tunnd through, Flat Mountain has plit up alot of families. It's not like an ocean that took a
million yearsto form. They say it's even making the dayslonger, a amost an hour ayear, because the
bulge makes the Earth turn dower, like askater throwing her arms out.

Slower days, that's al we need.
The other Flat Toppers had all |eft, heading down the Crab Orchard to Louisville and points beyond.

What the hell, | figured. "Let'sgo,” | said. "And don't keep your money in your watch pocket.
Everybody knowsto look there."

At 34,500, Hazard would be snowy if the vents off the mountain didn't keep the clouds half steam.
Cold steam. | was hdf frozen by thetime | had finished letting al but eight pounds out of my tiresand
topping off the oxy and fud in theinjection system. Y ou don't need an oversuit down so low, but you do
need to keep a can of breath spray handy. C-Level givesthe cells enough oxygen to get by, and fools
your nervesinto thinking you're breething. | keep acan in my pocket.

"I could have helped,” the kid said when | got into the truck. "I know pretty much about trucks." |
handed him an oversuit and made him dip it on, even if he didn't want to zip it up. My rig is pressurized at
fifty-five hundred and I've never had an accident, but you never know. Stuffed with fries, he went to
deep. | popped in old Lyle Lovett and hit the road, the only road east.



For the firgt two hours out of Hazard it's nothing but clouds. Flat Mountain's not flat yet and you're
riding an 8-percent switchback patched together out of old highways.

If you ever saw the origind Appaachiansfrom theair, they looked like arug somebody had kicked,
with theridgeslike long folds running parald. The theory wasthat Africahad bumped into the USA a
million years ago and folded them up. The Uplift killed that theory. Now they say that the Appdachians
were the wrinklesleft when the Cumberland Dome collgpsed amillion years ago—unwrinkled when it
rose up again twenty years ago. They say it'snot stable, and it'strue: if you get out of your truck you can
dill fed the ground humming through your shoes. Cold fusion, twenty miles down.

It'sfunny, the Appaachians are gone but their ghost isin theroads. The route over FHlat Mountainis
patched together out of the old highways which followed the valleys, running close enough to pardld to
make a natura switchback. Y ou back-and-forth your way up what used to be Pine Mountain,

Crab Orchard Mountain, Black Mountain, Clinch Mountain—all humped together now into one
gravelly dope, invisblein the permanent fog. Low-range fourth or high-range second gear dl the way.

Twenty miles up and east of Hazard theres allittle snow belt, which in the winter extendsall the way
down to the roundabout and the town. Thistime of the year, though, it's no sooner noticed than gone.
Then it getstoo high to snow and too high to breathe al & the sametime. | came out of the clouds a
2:10 A.M. and it was amost dawn. "Dawn's dawn," Janet used to cal it, back when she used to ride
with me, before the girls were born. Above one hundred thousand feet the days are nineteen hourslong
inthesummer.

| was tempted to wake up the kid. Behind me and below, in the big mirrors, a sea of clouds stretched
two hundred miles. Ninety percent of the atmosphere was below us. Y ou never actudly see Kentucky
and Tennessee from up here, only their permanent cloud roof. The clouds are pushed in from the west by
the jet stream and they pile up like foam aong the west front of FHlat Mountain for two thousand miles,
from Maineto Alabama. It's as beautiful from the top asit is gloomy from the bottom. The clouds ate the
whole city of Lexington, not to mention Pittsburgh, and Huntsville, and ahundred little country towns thet
nobody remembers anymore, north and south.

| let the kid deep and popped in Loretta Lynn. For somereason | like girl singers better up on top.

A few more hours of driving and the clouds are hidden under the bulk of the mountain. Theré's
nothing in any direction but stone and sky, bone-white and blue-black. The starslook like chips of ice,
too cold to twinkle. It's a hundred below outside and you're at 122,500. Thisiswhereif you're looking
for landlobgters you gtart finding them.

The kid woke and sat up, rubbing his eyes. He didn't say anything for forty milesand | appreciated
that, becauise when you're looking at the high top of FHlat Mountain thereistruly nothing to say. It'smy
favorite part of the route. It getsflatter and emptier the higher you go. | dwaysimagineit'slike Crestion
must have looked before they got to the plants and animals, and how it'll look whenit'sdl over.

Toward the very middle of the hightop | dways play Patsy Cline, and if you don't know why, don't
ask.

Therésno longer asign of Knoxville. No longer asign of Asheville. During the eight years of the
Uplift, the congtant high-frequency vibration from the dome expanding turned the soil to jelly, and most of
it ran into the cracks opening in the ground or ran off the mountain in sheets like dow-motion water
taking the trees and what was I eft of the townswith it. All theway in Nashville, you could hear the
mountain groan. The high top looks scoured, with every oncein awhilealong shalow ditch filled with
logs and leftover trash. These ditches are dl that'sleft of mighty forestsand citiesand it can't help but put
your pride into perspective to ook upon them.

The road acrossthe top of Flat Mountain is straight and the dope is gentle, less than 3 percent, up for
forty miles, then down for another forty. The road jogs between old 23 and Interstate 40. Thisiswhere



Flat Toppers can gear up and roll out, to gain back the time they spent sniffing steam at the Blue Bdlls.
The log ditches are where you look for landlobsters.

"My dad sold one once," the kid said. He was looking hard for one, maybe thinking | would stop to
kill it. He didn't know how hard they wereto kill.

Y our dad must have swapped or stole it off aFlat Topper, | thought to myself, since they never
wander down asfar as Hazard, though | didn't say this.

"He got ahundred dollars. Said they were descended from other planets.”

Actudly, theredl truth is better. When the Appaachians uplifted, it either proved or disproved
evolution, depending on who you're talking to. Onething it proved wasthat it doesn't take millions of
yearsfor anew speciesto evolve. Thefirg landlobsters showed up lessthan six years after the Uplift
dtarted, although they weren't nearly as big asthe onestoday.

"Do you sl them?' the kid asked.
"Used to."
"Wonder what they eat," thekid said.

"Wood and glass." At least they say they eat glass. I've seen them eat logs. They won't eat anything
divebut if they get hold of aman they'll drag him off until he dies and then gnaw him likeadog with a
bone.

It's not often you see one on the road. The kid was watching the log ditches off to the Sde so he
didn't seeit. | wasligening to Dolly sng "Blue Ridge Mountain Boy," a song they don't play much
anymore, and | dmost didn't swerveintimeto hit it.

"What wasthat?' the kid saysas| throw on the brakes. He started zipping up his oversuit and got
two zippersjammed. It wasthefirgt time I'd seen him get excited and | had to laugh. He thought we were
having awreck. | had my oversuit zipped up and my mask on—it protects your face and
eardrums—nbefore helooked in the rear-view mirror and saw what we had hit.

"Y ou don't want to be getting out,” | said. | sprayed my throat with C-Leve and stuffed the canin my
pocket. "Hand me that Boy Scout hatchet from under the seet,” | said.

He was watching it in the mirror, gray-white, the color of gravestones, and at least thirteen feet across
the claws. | doubted held seen one before, dive. Not many people have. ™Y ou going to kill it?" he asked.
"Itsdill flopping.”

Once you crack the shell, they're dead from decompression, but dying can take al day. | hadn't gone
looking for it, but since it came to me—I flipped down my mask and climbed acrossthe kid, sincethe
arlock ison hisside. | crossed under the truck and approached it carefully. It was still venting steam out
of the cracksin the shell where my truck had passed over it. | had missed al but one claw. There's about
sixty pounds of mesat under the back but High Top Meat won't buy |ob out of the shell. With the hatchet,
jumpingin, | cut off the one big and four smdler claws| hadn't marked, tossing them under the truck.
Sincethe lobster was dragging itsalf away from me, toward the shoulder, | turned my back on it. After all
that activity, | needed another shot of C-Leve, which meanslifting your mask for asecond. | gathered up
the claws and | was about to strap them onto the spare tire rack with a bungee cord when, next thing |
knew, the thing had pulled my leg out from under me and was dragging me toward the side of the road.

It wasthetire-marked claw. | should have cut it off and tossed it away. | shouldn't ever have turned
my back onit. It had me by the boot and was starting that dow sdeways cut even whileit pulled, and |
knew | wasin trouble. He still had six legs, each as big as afencepost, and he was taking me home with
him.

| reached for but missed thetire rack. | reached for but missed the hatchet. | reached for the big, soft
rear trailer tire, even though there's no place to grab it—then | saw two shots crack the lobster's shell.



Y ou don't hear shotsin anear vacuum. | looked back and saw the kid ducking under the truck from the
other sde, shooting. Even with the big gloves on he hit it twice more, but you can shoot those things all
day long. They're like snapping turtles. | pointed at the Boy Scout hatchet, waving my arms, but the kid
wasfaling. | hadn't |eft any breath spray for him. Hewas sedled in his suit and turning blue. But just as he
fdll he pushed the hatchet close enough for meto reachit.

Thank God for the Boy Scouits. | chopped my foot free, and wearing the claw like aclamp on my leg,
dragged the kid under the truck, up the ladder and into the cab. Eveninsidein the air, he could barely
breathe. Thefdl had knocked his mask loose, and his tongue and throat had swelled up from
decompression. Luckily they make aspray for that, too, and | had somein my first-aid kit under the sedt.
I've had it used on me and it's bad. It puckers you up like eating a green perssimmon but it works. It's
caled GAZP.

| pried the claw off my boot and stuck it up under the seat. When | was sure the kid was breathing, |
went back out and got the 9mm where he had dropped it. The lobster was gone and the claws | had cut
off were gone, too, so the whole thing was awaste. | wasn't surprised. They say he eats them.

"Well, kid," | said when we werein gear again. "Y ou saved old CD's butt back there.”
"Weren't nothing. Y ou get the claws?”’

"Jugt the one he had mewith. It'sunder the seet. That'sthat smell.” Landlobsters smell like pisson
coals until they're decompressed, and then it's gone.

The claw wasn't worth anything because it wastire-marked, but | didn't mention that.

All that talking wore me out, and the kid too, | guess. | looked over and saw he was adeep. | wasin
high third. On either sde of the highway, nothing but miles and miles of stone. It'samazing to methat SO
many people could live for so long in those little mountains and leave so little Sgn. Twenty milesfurther
and the road got steeper, going down. | had to gear down to low fifth. | popped in Hank Senior and the
kid whimpered alittle from adream. At that minute I might have been driving past his great-grandaddy's
grave. | could tell from the way he talked it was up here somewhere—somewhere between eastern
Kentucky and western North Carolina, northern Virginia, and east Alabama. Somewherein those
endlesswrinkled little hills that got unwrinkled and raised up, and rolled their children out into the world,
rubbing their eyes and wondering when they get to go home.

Maybe someday. | read in Popular Science that Flat Mountain issinking again, at about afoot and a
half ayear. At that rateit'll only be one hundred thousand years.

From the edge of the western dope you see a snow-white roof of clouds, but from the eastern dope
you see what |ooks like the edge of agiant blue-green ball. You fird seeit just asthe switchbacks start,
at about ninety thousand, when thereisjust enough air to leave alittle vapor trail back over the road. Far
ahead the sky is not black anymore but dark blue. Then you seeit'sreally the sea. And not just afew
miles of it: you are looking hafway to Bermudafrom eighteen miles high. From here you can see that the
water and the air are two versons of the same stuff.

The roads down the eastern dope are better, probably because the highways were newer, mostly
four lanes. The switchbacks are long—forty, fifty miles aswoop. Morgantown, Hendersonville, Bat
Cave, just names given to turns anymore, since the towns are long since gone. At Bat Cave (no bats, no
cave) the kid woke up, and thistime he didn't try not to look impressed. We were far enough east and
far enough down Flat Mountain to see the Atlantic Coast adl the way from Morehead City to Savannah.
The Carolina Desert is the color of October woods, red and orange and yellow and brown. It'safast trip
down, with no cogway needed. Here on the eastern dope, the yoyos are muscle trucks, and the robot
train roundabout is set in acold, dry cloudless perch called Shelby, which looks down fifty miles onto
Charlotte. Thereésagood diner there but | just rolled on past and hit the hard switchbacks below 21,500
with my KJbarking like ahundred-dollar hound.



It getsdark early in Charlotte, but it felt good to be down inthe air. | unsealed the locks and let the
dry night wind run through the cab. There used to be magnoliatreesin Charlotte but that was before the
Uplift. Now they were just street names, like the towns on Flat Mountain. We found Magnoliaon my
map, but firgt | took the kid and bought him supper.

The reason | bought his supper was, | kept remembering the Mexican who bought my medsdl the
way across Missouri and Oklahomawhen | wasjust akid. He said he used to hitch, and he even tried to
give me afive when he dropped me off, but | shook my head and wouldn't takeit. Thething is, when he
looked under his car seat later on, his pearl-handled revolver was gone. | sold it in Fort Worth for twenty
dollars. | have dways felt ashamed of that ever since.

The kid had two black eyesfrom the decompression but his throat was better, good enough for him
to eat. He didn't complain when | paid for his supper. Then | stopped a High Top Mest. | told the kid to
wait in the truck. The night broker shook his head when | unwrapped the claw and he saw the tire marks.
"Too bad, CD," hesaid. "I can't buy road kill unlessit don't look like road kill."

"How about for dog food?" | said, and he gave me afive.

The kid looked nervous and asked how I'd done, and | lied. "Good," | said. | gave him atwenty and
told him it was half the money. Hefolded it and put it in hiswatch pocket with the ten.

Magnoliawas one of those dirt Streets with no sdewalks and little modular houses, dl dike. Any one
of them could have been his grandmas house, or any one not. "Don't turnin, I'll get out here," he said at
the end of the sireet, gathering up his stuff in ahurry.

"Vaya con Dios," | sad.”

"What's that mean?"

"Means good luck finding your pa" | never did find mine,
| dept deven hours while my rig was serviced and |oaded.

| was halfway up Flat Mountain the next day before it occurred to meto look in the glove
compartment for my 9mm. Of course it was gone. | popped in Crystal Gayle and had to laugh.

PRESS ANN

VWELCOVE TO CASH- I N- A- FLASH

1324 LOCATI ONS

TO SERVE YQU CI TYW DE

PLEASE | NSERT YOUR CASH- | N- A- FLASH CARD
THANK YQU

NOW ENTER YOUR CASH- | N- A- FLASH NUMBER
THANK YQU

PLEASE SELECT DESI RED SERVI CE—

DEPCSI T

W THDRAWAL

BALANCE

VWEATHER

"Wegther?'
"What's the problem, Em?"
"Since when do these things give the wegther?'

"Maybeit's some new thing. Just get the cash, it's 6:22 and we're going to be late.”

>W THDRAWAL
THANK YQU
W THDRAWAL FROM—



SAVI NGS
CHECKI NG
CREDI T LI NE
OTHER

>CHECKI NG
THANK YQU
PLEASE ENTER DESI RED AMOUNT—
$20

$60

$100

$200

>$60

FOR A MOVI E?

"Bruce, come over here and look at this."
"Emily, it's6:26. Themovie dartsat 6:41."
"How does the cash machine know we're going to the movie?'

"What are you talking about? Are you mad becauise you have to get the money, Em?Can | helpitif a
meachine ate my card?"

"Never mind. I'll try it again."

>60
$60 FOR A MOVI E?

"Itjudt didit again."

"Didwhat?'

"Bruce, come over here and look at this"
"Sixty dollarsfor amovie?"

"I'm getting money for dinner, too. Itismy birthday after dl, evenif | have to plan the entire party.
Not to mention get the money to pay for it."

"l can't believethis. Y ou're mad at me because amachine ate my card.”
"Forget it. The point is, how does the cash machine know we're going to amovie?'
"Emily, it's6:29. Just press Enter and let'sgo."

"Okay, okay."

VWHO IS THE GQUY W TH THE WATCH?
BOYFRI END

HUSBAND

RELATI VE

OTHER

"Bruce"

"Emily, it's6:30. Just get the money and let'sgo.”
"Now it's asking me about you."

"It's6:31!"

"Okay!"

>OTHER
"Excuse me, do you two mind if |—"

"Look, pd, theré's a problem with this machine. There's another cash machine right down the Street if
you'rein such agoddamn hurry."

"Brucel Why be rude?'
"Forget it, heésgone.”



HAPPY BI RTHDAY EM LY WOULD YOQU LI KE—
DEPCSI T

W THDRAWAL

BALANCE

WEATHER

"How doesit know it's my birthday?"

"Jesus, Em, it's probably coded in your card or something. It isnow 6:34 and in exactly seven
minutes ... What the hdll isthis? Weather?"

"That'swhat |I've been trying to tell you."
"Y ou're not going to pressit!”
IIW},1y rDt?'
>WEATHER
THANK YOQU
SELECT DESI RED CONDI TI ONS—
COOL AND CLOUDY
FAIR AND M LD
LI GHT SNOW
LI GHT RAIN
"Em, will you quit playing around!"
>LI GHT RAIN
"Rain? On your birthday?"

"Jugt alight rain. | just want to seeif it works. Were going to the movie anyway."

"Not if we don't get out of here."

PERFECT MOVI E WEATHER
WOULD YQU LI KE—
DEPGCSI T

W THDRAWAL

BALANCE

POPCORN

"Em, thismachineis serioudy fucked up."

"1 know. | wonder if you get butter.”

"1t's 6:36. Just press Withdrawal and let's get the hell out of here. We have five minutes until the
movie garts.”

>W THDRAWAL

THANK YQU

W THDRAWAL FROM—
SAVI NGS

CHECKI NG

CREDI T LI NE
OTHER

"Excuse me. Are you two going to see Gilded Palace of Sn?'
"Shit. Look who's back."

"l wasjugt at the theater and the newspaper had the times listed wrong. According to the box office,
the movie garts at 6:45. So you have nine minutes."

"| thought you were at the other machine.”
"Theresalineand | didn't want to stand outside in therain.”
"Rain?Bruce, look!"
"It'sjust alight rain. But I'm wearing my good suit.”

>OTHER



"Emily, it's6:37 and you're pressng Other ?'
"Don't you want to see what € se this machine can do?'

"NO!"
THANK YQU

CHOOSE OTHER ACCOUNT—
ANDREW

ANN

BRUCE

"Who the hdll are Andrew and Ann? And how the hell did my name get in there?'
"Y ou told me the machine ate your card.”

"That was ... another machine.”

"Excuse me. Annismy fiancée. Well, was. Sort of. | thought."

"Areyou butting in agan?'

"Wait! Y ou must be—"

"Andrew. Andrew P. Claibornethe Third. Y ou must be Emily. And he must be—"
"He's Bruce. Don't mind him if he'salittle uncouth.”

"Uncouth!"
>BRUCE
"Hey, that's my account, Emily. Y ou don't have any right to press Bruce!"
"Why not? Y ou say you wanted to pay for dinner and the movie, but the machine ate your card. So
let'sgoforit.”
GO FOR IT, EMLY

PLEASE ENTER DESI RED AMOUNT—

$20
$60
$100
$200
>$60

SORRY. | NSUFFI Cl ENT FUNDS. WANT TO TRY FOR $207?
>$20

SCRRY. | NSUFFI CI ENT FUNDS. WOULD YQU LI KE A BALANCE CHECK?
"NO!"

BRUCE' S BALANCE: $11.78
SURPRI SED?

"Surprised? I'm furious! Some birthday celebration! Y ou didn't even have enough to pay for amovie,
much lessdinner! Andyou lied!"

"Excuse me, it'syour birthday? It's my birthday too!"

"Y ou stay out of this, Andrew, or whatever the fuck your nameis."

"Don't be vulgar, Bruce. He has an absol utely perfect right to wish me a happy birthday."
"He's not wishing you ahappy birthday, he's butting into my life.”

"Allow meto wish you avery happy birthday, Emily."

"And to you, Andrew, the very same.”



"Plus he'san asshole!"

NO NAME CALLI NG PLEASE

WOULD YQU LI KE ANOTHER BALANCE CHECK?
BRUCE

EM LY

ANDREW

ANN

" il don't understand who Annis.”

"My girlfriend. Sort of. She was supposed to meet me at the movie but she stood me up for the last
time"

"How terriblel On your birthday! Andrew, | know exactly how you fed."

"Asamatter of fact, you're both a couple of assholes!”

NO NAME CALLI NG
PLEASE EM LY AND ANDREW
PLEASE ALLOW ME TO TREAT YQU TO A BI RTHDAY DI NNER AND A FI LM

"A hundred dollard™

"It saysit'streating us. Takeit, Emily."

"You takeit, Andrew; | think the man should handle the money. And you can cdl meEm."
"l can't fucking believe thid"

"We'd better hurry. Excuse me, Bruce, old pa, do you have the time?"

"It's6:42. Asshole.”

"If we run we can catch the 6:45. Then, how about Sneeky Pete's?”

"I love Tex-Mex!"

PLEASE REMOVE YOUR CARD
DON' T FORGET TO TRY THE BLACKENED FAJI TAS

"Youredl threeassholed | can't fucking beievethis. Sheleft with him!™
WELCOVE TO CASH- | N- A- FLASH
1324 LOCATI ONS

TO SERVE YQU CI TYW DE
PLEASE DON' T KI CK THE MACH NE

"Goto hdl!"
PLEASE | NSERT YOUR CASH- | N- A- FLASH CARD
"Fuck you."

GO AHEAD, BRUCE
VHAT HAVE YOU GOT TO LOSE?

THANK YQU
IT WASN T ' EATEN AFTER ALL, WAS I T?

"You know it wasn't. Asshole.”
NO NAMVE CALLI NG PLEASE

WOULD YQU LI KE—
SYMPATHY

REVENGE

VEATHER

ANN

"Excuseme.”

"Jesus, lady, quit banging on the door. | know it'sraining. Tough shit. I'm not going to let you in. This
isacash machine, not ahomeless shelter. Y ou're supposed to have a card or something. What?!



"l said, shut up and press Ann."

THE COON SUIT

I'm not much of ahunter and | don't care for dogs. | was driving out Taylorsville Road in Oldharn
County one Sunday, when | saw this bunch of pickups down in ahollow by apond. My own old yellow
and white 77 Ford half-ton was bought from a coon hunter, and it could have been the truck as much as
me that dowed down to take alook. Men were standing around the pickups, most of which had dog
boxesin the beds. | saw a Xeroxed sign stapled to a telephone pole, and realized | had been seeing the
same sign for acouple of milesaong the road.
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If thiswas Carpenters Lake, it was not much more than apond. | could hear dogs barking. | pulled
over to watch.

There was a cable running across the water. It ran from a pole where the trucks were parked into the
trees on the other side of the pond. Hanging under it, like a cable car, was awire cage. While | watched,
two men took six or eight hounds out of the back of a haf-ton Ford and down to the bank. The dogs
weregoing wild and | could see why.

Therewas acoon in the cage. From where | was parked, up on theroad, it wasjust alittle black
shape. It looked like a skunk or a big house cat. It was probably just my imagination, but | thought |
could see the black eyes, panicky under the white mask, and the handlike feet plucking at the wire mesh.

A roperan from the cage, through a pulley on atree a the far end of the cable and back. A man
pulled at the rope and the cage started across the cable, only three or four feet off the water. The men on
the bank |et the dogs go and they threw themselves into the pond. They were barking louder than ever,
swvimming under the cage asit was pulled in long dow jerks toward the woods on the other side.

My wife Katie tellsme I'm awatcher, and it'strue I'd generally rather watch than do. | wasn't even
tempted to join the men by the pond, even though | probably knew one or two of them from the plant. |
had a better view from up on the road. There was something fascinating and terrifying at the sametime
about the dogs splashing clumsily through the water (they don't call it dog-paddling for nothing), looking
up hungrily at the dark shapein the wire cage.

Once the cage was moving, the coon sat dead-4till. He probably figured he had the situation under
control. | could amost see the smirk on hisface as he looked down at the dogsin the water, asort of
aviator look.

On the bank the men leaned againgt their trucks drinking beer and watching. They al wore versions of



the same hat, drove versions of the same truck, and looked like versions of the same guy. Not that | think
I'm better than them; I'm just not much of ahunter and don't care for dogs. From the boxesin the truck
beds, the other hounds waiting their turn set up ahowl, a background harmony to the wild barking from
the pond.

The Stuation wasn't fair, though, because whenever the dogsfell behind, the man pulling the rope
would stop pulling and et them catch up. While the cage was moving the coon was okay, but as soon as
it topped he would go crazy. He would jump from side to sSide, trying to get it going again, whilethe
hounds paddled closer and closer. Dogs when they're swimming are al jaws. Then the man would pull on
the rope and the cage would take off again toward the trees on the other side, and | could amost seethe
coon get that smirk on hisface again. That aviator look.

The second act of the drama began when the cage reached the tree at the end of the cable. Thetree
tripped the door and the coon dove out and hit the ground. In aflash he was gone, into the woods that
ran up over the hill dongside theroad. A few seconds later and the dogs were out of the water after him,
the whole pack running like aydlow blur up the bank, shaking themselves asthey ran, the water rising off
their backslike acloud of steam. Then they were gone into the trees too.

One of the pickups was dready on itsway up the road, presumably to follow. Theguysinit looked
a mekind of funny asthey drove by, but | ignored them. Down by the pond the cage was being pulled
back, six more dogs were being taken out of the trucks, and a man held asquirming gunnysack a arm's
length.

Another coon.

They put him into the cage and | should have |eft, snce | was expected somewhere. But therewas
something interesting, or | guess fascinating is the word, about the whole business, and | had to see more.
| drove a hundred yards up the road and stopped by the edge of the woods.

| got out of the truck.

The brush by the roadside was thick, but after | got into the woods things opened up alittle. It was
mostly oak, gum, and hickory. | made my way down the dope toward the pond, walking quietly so |
could listen. | could tell by the barking when the dogs hit the water. | could tell when the cage stopped,
and when it started up again. It was dll in the dogs voices. Through them, | could amost fed the coon's
terror when the cage stopped and hisfoolish arrogance when it started moving again.

Hafway down the hill | sopped in alittle clearing at the foot of abig hollow beech. All around me
were thick bushes, tangles of fallen limbs, and brush. The barking got louder and wilder and | knew the
cage was reaching the cable's end. There was ahowl of rage, and | knew the coon was in the woods. |
stood perfectly ill. Soon | heard a sharp dithering sound and, without awarning, without stirring aleef,
the coon ran out of the bushes and straight at me. | wastoo startled to move. He ran amost right across
my feet—a black and white blur—and was gone up the hill, into the bushes again. For asecond | dmost
felt sorry for the dogs. how could they ever hope to catch such a creature?

Then | heard the dogs again. Pitilessisthe word for them. If they had looked dl jawsin the water,
they sounded dl claws and dobber in the woods. Their barking got louder and wilder asthey got closer,
at least six of them, hot on the coon'strail. Then | heard a crashing in the brush down the hill. Then | saw
the bushes shaking, like astorm coming up low to the ground. Then | heard the rattle of clawson dry
leaves, getting closer and closer. Then | saw ayellow blur asthe dogs bolted from the bushes and across
the clearing traight at me. | stepped back in horror.

That'swhen | redized, or | guess remembered isthe word, that | had my coon suit on.

GEORGE
The summer before George was born, Katie and | lived in ahouse on ahigh hill. The hill doped up



gently on three sides, covered with thick grass kept short by the wind; but in the back, behind the house,
it fell off sharply, down ahigh, rocky cliff, to the sea. The house wasright at the top, about thirty yards
from the edge of the cliff, and al we could see of the ocean from there wasitstop edge, whereiit tilted up
againg the sky. The cliff was s0 high and the wind from the seawas so noisy that usudly we couldn't hear
the surf, even from the edge of the cliff. | would go there sometimes and peer down; there was no sound
except the wind; and the surf moved in and out like great wings, beating againgt the wind and rock that
pinned them down.

On the other sde of the house, at the bottom of the hill, there was a highway, and the house was
turned inland toward it, away from the wind. Often Katie and | would sit here, on the porch steps, and
watch the cars passing and the gullsriding over on thewind. It was nicest in the evening right before
dark. Sometimes, just as the sun went down, the wind would quit al of a sudden; the gullswould catch
and tremblein theair and wait; Katie and | would amost hold our breaths; and then, findly, the noise of
the seawould comein, low, tofill theair.

It was a such atime that the baby first moved—the quickening, they cal it. The noise of the surf was
just breaking in on the quiet; the wings of the gulls began to stir, ever so dightly; Katie started, caught
hersdf, and then turned to me. She said that the baby had moved—just a quick flutter, like atiny bird
besting against her womb.

Then the summer was gone, and it was too cold for the house on the hill. We moved to asmall town
about thirty milesinland where | got ajob and we settled down to wait. Katie had never made friends
eadly before, but now she had something in common with al of the ladiesin the neighborhood; we were
heaped with baby clothes, good wishes, and advice. The minister called on us severa times and we
joined the church. We were sure that the baby would be a boy; we decided to cal him George.

Findly, in December, thetime came. | couldn't Stay in Kati€'sroom at the hospital, so | sat out inthe
waiting room. It was a nice waiting room, with new leather chairs and lots of ashtraysand agaily colored
picture on thewall of bathers at Donal dson Beach.

Inthe picture, it was summer again. The surf was gentle, and it must have been warm, for there were
children playing init. Their mothers were gathered in little groups up on the beach, talking and sunbathing.
Far off in the distance you could see the cliffswhere the high land broke out into the sea, where we had
lived during the summer. Here, though, in the picture, the land doped down gently, and the beach was
broad and even and covered with people.

| studied the picture for hours: everyone was having agrest time at the beach. | began to enjoy mysdlf
too. The nurse camein every so often and interrupted me, telling methat it would only be another three
hours, or two, and that the pains were coming at such and such intervals. | hoped that it wasn't hurting
Katie too much, but the nurse said she was doing very well. The pains, shetold me, were sort of like
waves—it was only amatter of relaxing and rolling with them. After that, | began to seethe painsas
waves, each one bigger than the last. Where was K atie, though? | searched the beach, trying to complete
this curiousimage. My son wasin the water, struggling to reach the shore—or struggling against it? Or
were thewaves of pain the child himsalf, beating against his mother like the sea againg the earth, like the
mile-long wings of surf against the rock and air. | began to get seasick. The whole room was rocking and
swaying. Then suddenly it stopped, and the nurse camein to congratul ate me.

| wasthefather of aboy, she said—George. He was perfectly healthy, and he weighed eleven
pounds four ounces. Mogt of theweight wasin hiswings. "Yes" shesad, "he haswings! But he's
beautiful!”

Katie was back in her room, exhausted but gtill awake, when | ranin. "Oh yed" she said. "He has
little white wings, like an angel. When they held him up, he looked like an angd!"

| was surprised at this, and the doctor was too. "I've examined the boy," he said, "and he's strong and
hedthy. Hisarms and legs are perfectly formed—but these wings are very strange. Frankly, I've never



seen anything likeit.”

Fathers aren't usudly alowed in the nursery, but the doctor decided that thiswas a pecid case, so
he took me with him. There was only one other baby in the nursery, and it was crying. George was very
gill. Hewaslying on his somach, and thefirst thing | saw were hiswings, folded carefully aong his back.
They weren't very big, but they were very bright. When we shut the door they trembled.

When the word got around, the whole town wasin an uproar. Everybody congratulated Katie and
me and had alook at George. Reporters and doctors came from all over, and we were famousfor alittle
while. The doctor wrote areport for amedical journd, and | got two weeks off from work. We al
answered alot of questions, but there wasn't redlly very much that anyone could say. There weren't any
explanations or theories, it wasjust a curious fact; George had wings.

So things quieted down pretty quickly, especidly after | took Katie and George home. A baby was
born soon afterward in Kansas which could whistle—no tunes or anything; it just whistled instead of
crying. This became the big story, and we were quickly forgotten. A few more reporters and doctors
cameby; | told them | would call when George learned to fly.

Asmight be expected, we had afew peculiar problems. One was with the down: after George had
been homefor afew days and had shed whatever coating had protected him in the womb, small bits of
down began to come off hiswings. We were afraid that he might choke on them at night, so Katie began
brushing hiswingswith her hands after each feeding so that they wouldn't shed in hiscrib. It wasaso
difficult to bathe him, becauise once hiswings were wet it took them hoursto dry. Soon, however, both
these problems were solved as his wings became coated with akind of oil. We kept them brushed and
smoothed, and they became bright and water-repellent. We were dso afraid of fire, so | reluctantly
pulled one of hisfeathersand tried to light it. It didn't burn. Hisbig problem was deeping. At first we
were afraid to lay him on hisback for fear that he might injure hiswings. He grew tired of degping on his
stomach, though, and we found that hiswings were very tough. He began to prefer deeping on his back
with hiswings folded under him like apillow; | believe he could have dept on a stone floor. Perhapsthis
was what the wings werefor; he never unfolded them, but kept them tight againgt hisback asif they
warmed and comforted him.

The doctor told me one afternoon, in the most matter-of-fact way, that he wanted to cut off George's
wings. He thought that in afew months George would be strong enough for the operation. | was
shocked; | had never even thought of it. The doctor said, "Of course! We can't leave them on—the boy
would be afresk. We must wait, however, until heisalittle older before operating.”

| began to look at my son with amore critical eye. He did look strange, unusua—but what father's
firgt child doesn't? Asfor thewings, he seemed perfectly at home with them. They trembled dightly with
pleasure, astoes curl up, when he was at his mother's breast; but otherwise, they just remained folded at
his back, asthough for decoration only. | tried to visudize how he would ook without his shining wings:
with nothing between hisarms and his behind except a naked, fatty back.

| was reluctant to tell Katie about the doctor's proposal. | knew that she would be againgt it for the
same reason that | was—we both liked George just as he was. But on the other hand, his whole future
was at stake; we couldn't get emotional about it. So | decided to talk to the doctor again. "Doctor,” |
sad, "l liketheboy just asheis.”

"Of course," said the doctor, "but you must think of his future—of the way he will be. Right now he's
just ababy; thewings are smdl and unobtrusive. But consider: if the wings are functional—as I'm sure
they are—they will become much larger in proportion to his body. Hewill no longer look like acherub,
but like abird; hewill be afreak.

"Hewon't be ababy dl hislife," the doctor continued. "He will grow up, and what then? Hewon't be
ableto run or jump, dragging those ponderous wings like an abatross. Hell barely be able to walk. He
won't be able to swim or take part in any sports; hell hardly even be ableto sit down. | tell you, we must



cut off thosewingd”

The doctor wasright. | had visions of George standing on the sidelines, watching the others play
football, hiswingswaving heavily in the breeze. Or | could see him walking dowly aong the beach, past
the children playing in the surf, past the curious groups of mothers, bent forward like a hunchback to
counterbal ance the weight of hiswings dragging in the sand.

How could | be sure, though? The wings might be a handicap, but what if there were worse
consequences in cutting them off? What if George had the soul of abird? Perhaps, | thought, he was
spiritualy and emotionaly formed for wings, and would be unhappy walking around anyway. Still, |
couldn't talk to Katie; she would just get emotional about it. So | took my doubtsto the minister.

"Absurd!" said the minister. "No one has the soul of abird, except perhaps, abird. But boys—boys
are not born, but made. If Georgeis brought up asanormal, healthy boy, he will be happy asanormal,
hedthy boy. What dternative do you have—to raisehim asabird in afamily of people? A seegull ina
city of men? If those wings are not removed he will be an outcast; everywhere he goes he will be stared
at and tormented. He will not only be physically handicapped, but emotiondly crippled aswell. What
kind of life could he have? Congder: dl the norma courses of human lifewill be cut off from him. The
most ordinary activity, likeriding the bus, will become for him anightmare of stares and whispers. If he
goesto schooal, the other children will pull hiswingsand set themonfire... "

"They don't burn,” | said.

"He will be unable to wear asuit or drive acar. How can he get married, make friends, or run for
office?| plead with you, sir, for the child's sake, deliver him from those wingd™

"Georgeisover amonthold,” | said. "If we remove hiswings, won't he remember them? Even a
normal, hedthy boy sometimes|ongsfor strange powers.”

"Never," said the minigter. "Does the child remember the womb or the kingdom of Heaven? Better
yet: tel him about them. Save the clippings and photographs from his birth and show them to him when
heisolder. Let him have the pleasure and amusement of afamous birth, but not the bitterness of an
edtranged life”

All thismade sense. | could make George's birth only acuriousincident in ahappy, normd life. | had
only one more hesitation—the operation itself. Would it be difficult or dangerous?

"Nothing toit," said the doctor. "Nothing to it. The wings can be removed as smply as any other
growth. We must only wait another month until the child is old enough to take anesthesa.”

"It may take melonger than that to convince Katie" | said.

"We can't wait too long. The wings must be removed as soon as possible, before the cartilage and
muscle begin to harden. Asit isnow, the boy will be barely scarred. He will be left with only two smal
stumps, like handles, for aremembrance.”

"Okay!" | thought. "Fine!" All that was|eft now wasto persuade Katie; | must be firm. | went home
decided, full of resolution, but it was soon gone. Katie was quiet and surly; she seemed to know thet |
was up to something. And | couldn't take my eyes off George'swings. They lit up thewholeroom, likea
snowbank at night.

The next morning | went back to seethe minister again. "It al boilsdownto this™ | said. "Why did
God give George wings only to have them cut off?!

The minister told me that the ways of God were sirange. "Why does He give man life," he said, "only
to teke it away again? Why did He create the sky and not allow thefish to seeit?' He continued in this
vein for several minutes, and then concluded: "Y ou know in your heart that the doctor and | are
right—the child'swings must be removed.”

"Maybe he'sright,” | thought. "Maybe they're both right.” | was dizzy from thinking. It wastimeto tdll
Katig, | Ieft the minister and started for home, determined to go ahead, to do something. Katieand |



would haveto st down and talk thisthing ouit.

| tried to get my arguments straight. It was just asmple choice: was George to have anormal, happy
life, or was heto be astrange, lonely boy with wings?| saw George as areal boy, with acrowd of
others, playing; there he was with hiswife and his own children; then aboy again running unencumbered
across ashort grassfield. But there were two Georges: the other was thin, delicate, dark in color. His
dight body was dl but hidden by huge wings; hisfingerswere so thin that | could see the blood run
through them. His greet, dark eyes were marked with the light from hisshining wings ... Suddenly, |
stopped and walked back to the doctor's office. Thiswas no good; my thoughts were clouded with
vison.

"Doctor," | said, "what will happen to the wings after they are removed? Will you take them off
separately, or together? Will they stay bright and clean, or will they shrivel up and die?"

"Why," said the doctor, "we can do whatever you like with them. They will come off separately, and
can easily be preserved. | had thought that you might want to give them to amuseum or something. Or
perhaps you might want to keep them; George could hang them on the wall of hisroom as a sort of
trophy."

Wéll, | had best around the bush too long. | went home. "Katie," | said, "the doctor sayswe should
cut off George's wings—have them removed.” She didn't say anything. "The minister says so, too, and o
do 1." I told her about how he would be an outcast, an emotiona cripple. "Hewon't always be ababy,” |
sad. "Look a thefuture.

She was holding him and watching me curioudy as| spoke. | waswatching him, older, ill runningin
thefield of short grass. But there was the other, the thin boy with dark eyes and great white wings. "Don't
you see, Kétie, heisaonel" It was hard for me to think; he wasooking back at me, out of his dream.
"Heisacripple. He can't run, can't dance, can't even sit down!” He was on ahigh hill, | could see that
now, with the sea behind him. Katie looked toward the ocean, then back at me. As she began to speak,
George began to turn into the wind, hiswings trembling as he lifted them over hisheed ...

"Ohno," said Katie. "He's not a cripple—he can fly!" We watched him fall forward and then up; as
hisfeet lifted off the thick grass, hiswings, held out, began to gtir. Katie laughed: "Why should he want to
ride abus? Why should he walk when he can ride and float on the air?' Katie and | watched him dl the
way out of Sght. Another watched him too: the boy running in the field suddenly stopped and looked up.
Thelast light of the sun caught aflash of white, way up, and then the boy on the ground waslost in the
great shadow of wingsthat covered haf the hill.

The wind was suddenly quiet; the low sound of the water camein. Katie and | looked up asthe gulls
wings stirred and they fell back toward the sea. Then it was dark; the wind came up again and George
started to cry. Katie began to rock him and smiled at me across the room.

When spring came, we went back to the house on the hill. We stayed on through the next winter, and
the next. George learned to walk before | tried to teach him to fly; then, during the third summer, | would
take him out on the side of the hill and tosshim into theair. At first he would fall with awild flutter and
thump, laughing. By the time cold wesather came, he could rise off the ground by himself and stay up for a
few seconds. By that time, he had ababy sister. Her wings werered, likefire,
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"NEXT!"

"Wewant to get amarriage license, please.”
"Name?'

"Johnson, Akisha"



"AGE?
"Eighteen.”

"Groom's name?'

"Jones, Y usef."

"Yusef?Y ouwith him? Honey, you kidsarein the wrong line"
"Weare?'

"Try that line over there, on the other side of the Peps machine. And good luck. Y ou're gonna need
it, child. Next!"

"NEXT!"

"Wewant to gpply for amarriage license.”

"For who, might | ask?"

"For us. For meand him."

"l beg your pardon?"

"Shetold usto get inthisline. | guess because—"

"l can't give you amarriage license. He's black."

"I know, but | heard that if we get a specia permit or something—"

"What you're talking about is a same-race certificate. But | can't give you one, and | wouldn't if |
could. The very idea of blacks marrying each other, when—"

"Sowhy'd shetdl usto get in thisline?"

"Thislineisfor same-race certificate applications.”

"So what do we have to do to get one of those?"

"Under the law, just ask for it. Even though there's something disgusting about—"
"Solook, lady, I'm asking."

"Here. Fill thisout and return it to window A21."

"Doesthat mean we haveto sart inlinedl over again?'

"What do you think? Next!"

"NEXT!"

"Hello, I'm not even surewerein theright line. We want to get one of those specid certificates. To
get married.”

"A same-race certificate. You'rein theright line. But under the Equa Access Provisions of the
Melanin Conservation Act, we can't just hand those out. Y ou have to have an Ozone Waiver to even
apply for one."

"| dready have the gpplication filled out. See? That white girl over there told me about it."

"Shetold you wrong. What you filled out is the gpplication for the waiver. But you can't get the
waiver without twelve and ahalf minutes of counsdling.”

"Can't you just samp it or whatever? Welve already been stlanding in three linesfor hours, and my
feet are—"

"Excuse me? Maybe you know more about my job than | do?'
"No."



"Good. Then listen up. I'm trying to be hel pful. What I'm going to give you is an gppointment dip to
seethe marriage counsglor. Takeit to Building B and giveit to the clerk at thefirst desk.”

"We haveto go outsde?’
"Theresacovered wakway. But Say to the left, severd panelsare missing. Next!"

"NEXT!"
"We have an gppointment dip."
"For what?'

"Counsdling. To get awaiver, so we can apply for a certificate, or something. So we can get
married.”

"Sit down over there. The Sergeant Mgor will call you when he'sready.”
"The Sergeant Mgjor? We were supposed to see amarriage counsglor.”

"The Sergeant Mg or isthe Marriage Counselor. Has been ever since the Declaration of Marita Law,
under the Ozone Emergency Act. Where have you been?’

"We don't get married every day."

"Areyou getting smart with me?*

"l guessnot.”

"l hope not. Take aset, in those hard chairs, until | call you. Next!"

"NEXT! At ease. State your business.”

"We need to get the counsdling for—"

"l wasn't talking to you. | wastaking to him."

"Me?

"Y ou're the man, aren't you?"'

"Uh, yes, gr! We, uh, want to get married, sir!”

"Speak up. And don't call me air. I'm not an officer. Cal me Sergeant Mgjor.”

"Yes, gr; | mean, Sergeant.”

"Sergeant Mgor."

"Sergeant Mgor!"

"Now tell meagain what it isyou want."

"Thisisridiculous. Y usef dreedy told you—"

"Did | ask you to speak, young lady? Maybe you think because I'm black I'll tolerate your
insolence?’

"No. Sergeant. Mgor."

"Then shut up. Carry on, young man.”

"We want to get married. Sergeant Mgor!"

"That'swhat | thought | heard you say. And | guessyou want my approval asyour marriage
counselor? My blessing, so to spesk?”!

"Wel, yes"
"Well, you can forget it! For Christ's sake, boy, show alittle backbone. A little socid responsibility.



Y ou kids are the kind who are giving our kind abad name. Y ou don't see white folks lining up trying to
evadethelaw, doyou?'

"They don't need to line up.”

"Watch your mouth, young lady. And nobody told you to it down. Thisisamilitary office.”
"She's been standing for hours, Sarge. Mgor. My fiancéeis, uh—"

"I'm pregnant.”

"Will you quit butting in, young lady! Now, let me get thisstraight. Is she pregnant?”
"Sheis™

"Why didn't you say 0 in thefirst place?’

"That's why we want to get married. Sergeant Mgor."

"You'rein thewrong office. I'll need to see aMdanin Heritage Impact Statement and arelease from
the Tactica Maternity Officer before | can even begin to counsd you. Takethisdip to Office
Twenty-threein Building C."

"Outsde again?'

"Only for afew yards."

"But the sunscorch factor iseight point four!™

"Quit whining. Show alittle pride. Imagine what it's like for white people. Next!"

"NEXT!"

"We were told to come here and see you because I'm—"

"I'mawoman too, | cantell. At ease. Sit down, you both look tired. Want a cigarette?

"lsn't smoking bad for the baby?'

"Suit yoursdlf. Now, how can | help you? Captain Kinder, here; Tactical Maternity.”

"All we want is a certificate SO we can get married.”

"Negative, honey. No way. If you were both sterile, or overage, maybe. But nobody's going to give
you kidsasame-raceif you are dready PG. Not with active replicator AAsin such short supply. Who
ared| uswhitefolks going to marry?'

"Each other?'

"Very funny. And watch our kidsfry. But serioudy, you don't have to get married to have achild.

Y ou can have al the AAsyou want OW. What's the problem?"

"Wewant to keep it."

"Keepit? Negative. Y ou know that under the Melanin Heritage Conservation Act, Out-of-Wedlock
African American children must beraised in Protective Custody.”

"Y ou mean prison.”

"Haven't you heard that old saying, 'stone walls do not a prison make? And thisis not like the bad
old days, since the Ozone Emergency, AA children are a precious resource. Y ou should be glad to see
them in such good homes.”

"But they are prisons. I've seen them.”

"So what? Does an NB, that's newborn, know the diff? And it's for the child's own good aswell as
the good of the society. Do you redize the culture shock for African American youth when they find
themsalvesin prison at age sixteen or s0?If they areraised in prison from infancy, the TA or Trangtiond



Adaptation goes much more smoothly. Besides, they get out as soon asthey marry, anyway."
"What if we don't want our kid to go to prison at al?"

"Whoa, Akishal Do you mind if | cdl you Akisha? Arewe back in the Dark Ages here, wherethe
parents decide the child's future even before it isborn? Thisis afree country and kids aswell as parents
haverights. Sure you don't want a cigarette?

n I lm ere.n

"Suit yoursdlf. Let's cut the BS. Y ou're nice kids, but under the Melanin Digtribution Provisions of the
Ozone Emergency Act, thelaw isclear. If you want to raise your own children, you'll haveto marry

legally."
"Which means marry awhite person.”

"Asawhite person mysdf, I'll overlook your racist tone of voice, which I'm sure you didn't mean. Is
there something so terrible about marrying awhite person?’

"No. | don't guess s0."
"Okay. Now why don't you get with the program. Don't you know some nice white boy to marry?'
“Then | can kegp my baby?"

"Not this one, but the next one. This one's double M and belongs to Uncle Sam, or &t least to the
Natural Resources Administration of HEW and M.."

"But what if | don't want to marry some damn white boy!"

"Jones, | was hoping we could handle thiswithout emotiond outbursts of naked bigotry. | seel was
wrong. You arein danger of making mefed like an inadequate counselor with thisracigt attack on my
professond sdf-image. Isit because I'm white?”

"It's because | want to marry Y usef.”

"Who just happens to be black? Let's get redl, girl. There's nothing subtle about you same-race
couples. Theway you strut around, asif daring the world to rain on your disgusting littleintraracia
parade.”

IIBL[t_H

"Whoa! Before you go blaming al white people because of your persona problems, let me warn you
that you are dready in violation of severa applicable federd Civil Rights Satutes. I'm afraid you've taken
this matter out of my hands. | have no choice but to send you up to see the Colond.”

"The Colond?'

"The Civil Rights Prosecutor. In the big office on the top floor of the main building.”
"What about me?"

"Y ou can go with her if you want, Y usef. But if | were you—"

"You'renot."

"—I'd find anice white girl and get married. Fast. Before you both get in more trouble than you can
handle. Dismissed. Next!"

"NEXT!"
"We're hereto see the Colond ."

"l anthe Colond. I'm hereto help you if | can. And let me begin by warning you that anything you
say will be used againgt you.”

"Will be?"



"Can be, will be, whatever. Y oung lady, are you splitting hairs with me?

“No."

"Good. Now, | see you are under indictment for Discrimination and Conspiracy.”
"Congpiracy? All we wanted to do was get married.”

"Which isagaingt the law. Surely you knew that or you wouldn't have goneto the Marital Law
Adminigrationinthefirs place.”

"Weweretrying to get aspecid license."
"Precisdly. And what isthat if not trying to evade the Me anin Redigtribution Act which prohibits

black intramarriage? The mere presence of you two inline A21 isin itself evidence of acongpiracy to
circumvent the provisions of the Mdanin Hoarding Ban.”

"But we were trying to obey thelam!”

"That makesit even worse. Thelaw isajust master, but it can be harsh with those who try to
sabotage its spirit by hypocritically observing itsletter. However, I'm going to delay sentencing on
Congpiracy and Hoarding because we have an even more serious charge to ded with here.”

" Sentencing? We haven't even been convicted yet.”
"Y oung lady, are you splitting hairswith me?"*
"NO."

"Good. Now let'smove on to the Discrimination charge. Deep issues areinvolved here. Y ou two
aren't old enough to remember the Jm Crow Days in the South, when blacks weren't permitted to swim
inthe public pools. But | remember. Do you know what Discrimination is?'

"| read about it in schoal.”

"Well, then you know that it iswrong. And blacks who don't marry whites are denying them the right
to swvimin ther gene pool. Discriminating againg them.”

"Nobody's denying anybody theright to do anything! | just want to marry Y usef.”

"That'saconveniently smplistic way of looking at things, isn't it? But it won't wash in acourt of law.
Y ou can't marry Y usef without refusing to marry Tom, Dick, or Harry. It'sthe same difference. If you

marry ablack person, you are denying awhite person the right to marry you; and that'saviolation of his
rights under the Fourteenth Amendment. Do you recogni ze those two pictures on the wall?"

"Sure. Martin Luther King and John Kennedy."

"John F. Kennedy. Somehow your generation haslost sight of the idealsthey died for. Let me posea
purely hypothetical question—would it befair to have asociety in which oneracid grouping, such as
yours, had specia rights and privileges denied to the rest of us?'

"It never bothered anybody before.
"Areyou getting smart?'
"No. But what about the Fourteenth Amendment? Doesn't it apply to me?”

"Certainly it does. To you asan individua, and to your young man aswell. But as African Americans
you are more than just individuals, you are also a precious natura treasure.”

IIHLl,]?I

"Under the Meanin Heritage Act, your genetic materid isanationa resource, which Americais now
claming for al its people, not just for aprivileged few. It isthe same genetic materia that was brought
across the ocean (bought and paid for, I might add) in the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries.”

"But the daves were freed."



"And their descendants aswell. But genetic materid, being immorta, can be neither dave nor free. It
isanirreplaceable natura resource, like the forests or the air we breathe. And whether you kidslikeit or
not, the old days when our resources were squandered and hoarded by specid interests are over. Y our
genetic heritageisapart of the priceless national endowment of every man, woman, and child in
America, not just your private property to dispose of asyou please. Am | making mysdlf clear?'

"l guess™

"You guessl Would it befair to have an African American child born double M; while awhite child,
denied his or her Meanin Birthright, was doomed to twice the chance of skin cancer and
god-knows-what-else?"'

"Nobody ever worried about white kids being born with twice everything before.”

"Enough, young lady. | am sentencing you to nine months at Catskill Tolerance Development Camp,
or until the baby isborn, followed by nine years at Point Pleasant Repeat Pregnancy Farm. | sincerdly
hope you will use your time at Pomt Pleasant to think about how racit attitudes such as yours threaten
the rainbow fabric of our multiethnic democracy.”

"What about me?'

"I'm putting you on probation, Y usef, and taking you home for dinner as soon as court isover. | want
you to meet my daughter. Marsha, put the cuffs on this one and take her away. Pay no heed to her
crocodile tears: they are masters of deceit.

"NEXT!

NECRONAUTS

Thefirg time| died was an eye-opener. Literdly.

| got acdl from aresearcher a Duke. He said he had seen my paintingsin the National
Geographic and Smithsonian magazines and wanted to engage me asillustrator for an expedition he
was planning.

| explained that 1 was blind and had been for el ghteen months.

He said he knew; he said that was why they wanted me.

The next morning | was dropped in front of the university's Psy Studies Ingtitute by my ex. You can
tell alot about a space by its echoes and the one | entered was drab and ingtitutiond, like a hospital
waiting room.

Dr. Philip DeCandyl€'s hand was moist and cold, two qualities that don't dways go together. | form a
menta picture of those | am dedling with and | saw an overweight, soft man, amost six feet tal; later |
wastold | was not far off.

After introducing himsdlf, DeCandyle introduced the woman standing beside him as Dr. Emma Sordl.
Shewasonly alittle shorter, with a high-pitched voice and a cold, tentative touch that told me she was
more skilled at withdrawing from the world than engaging it; acommon quality in ascientist, but curious
for an explorer. | wondered what sort of expedition these two could be planning.

"We're both very excited that you could come, Mr. Ray," said Dr. DeCandyle. "We saw the work
you did for the undersea Mariana Trench expedition, and your paintings prove that there are some things
that the camerajust can't capture. It's not just atechnical problem of lack of light. Y ou were ableto
convey the grandeur of the ocean depths; its cold, avesome terror.”

Hedid dl thetaking. It was my introduction to amanner of speech that struck me as exaggerated,
amost comical—before | had experienced the horrorsto which he held the key.

"Thank you," | said, nodding first to his position and then to hers, even though she had said nothing



yet. "Then you both undoubtedly also know that | lost my eyesight on the expedition, asaresult of a
decompression incident.”

"Wedo," said Dr. DeCandyle. "But we also read the feature in the Sun; and we know that you have
continued to paint, even though blind. And to greet acclaim.”

Thiswastrue. After the accident, | learned that my hand hadn't lost the confidence that almost forty
years of training and work had built. | didn't need to see to paint. The papers called it a psychic ability,
but to me it was no more remarkabl e than the sketcher who watches his subject and not his pad. | had
aways been precisein how | lined up and laid on my colors; the fact | was ill able to sensetheir shape
and intensity on my canvas had more to do with moisture and smell, | suspected, than with ESP.

Wheatever it was, the newspapersloved it. | had discussed it in severd interviews over the past year;
what | hadn't told anyone was how badly the work had been going lately. An artist isnot just a creator of
beauty but also its primary consumer, and | had lost heart. After amost two years of blindness, | had lost
al interest in painting scenes from my past, no matter how remarkable they might appear to others. My
art had become atrick. The darkness that had fallen over my world was becoming total.

"l dill paint, it'strue," wasdl | sad.

"We are engaged in aunique experiment,” said Dr. DeCandyle. "An expedition to arealm even more
exotic and beautiful—and dangerous—than the ocean depths. Like the Mariana Trench, it isimpossible
to photograph and therefore has never been illustrated. That iswhy we want you to be apart of our
team."

"But why me?' | said. "Why ablind artis?"
DeCandyle didn't answer. His voice took on anew authority. "Follow meand I'll show you."
Ignoring the awful irony of hiswords, and somewhat againgt my better judgment, | did.

Dr. Sordl fell in behind me; we passed through a door and entered along corridor. Through another
door, we entered aroom larger and colder than thefirst. It sounded empty but wasn't; we walked to the
center and stopped.

"Twenty years ago, before beginning my doctoral work,” said DeCandyle, "I was part of aunique
series of experiments being performed in Berkeley. | don't suppose you are familiar with the name of Dr.
Edwin Noroguchi?'

| shook my head.

"Dr. Noroguchi was experimenting in techniques for reviving the dead. Oh, nothing as dramatic and
snister as Frankenstein. Noroguchi studied and adapted the recent successesin reviving people who had
drowned or suffered heart attacks. Learning to induce death for aslong as an hour, we—I say we, for |
joined him and have since devoted my life to the work—began to explore and, you might say, map the
aress of exigenceimmediately following death. LAD or Life After Desth experience.”

My aunt Kate, who raised me after my parents werekilled, awaystold mel wasalittledow. It was
only at thispoint that | began to understand what DeCandyle was getting at. If | had been nearer the
door, | would have waked out. Asit was, in the middle of aroom where | had no bearings, | began
backing away.

"Using chemica and eectrical techniques on volunteers, we were able to confirm the soriesthose
who had been revived told about their spiritslooking down on their own bodies; about floating toward a
light; about an intense feding of peace and well-being—all thiswas scientifically investigated and
confirmed. Though not, of course, photographed or documented. There was no way to share what we
discovered with the scientific world.”

| had reached the wall; | started feeling aong it for the door.
"Then lega and funding problemsintervened, and our work was interrupted. Until recently. With the



help of the university and interest from the National Geographic, Dr. Sorel and | have been ableto
continue the explorations that Dr. Noroguchi and | began. And your ability to paint will enable usto share
with the world what we discover. The last unexplored frontier, the ‘undiscovered country' of which
Shakespeare wrote, is now within the reach of—"

"Y ou'retaking about killing yoursdves" | interrupted. "Y ou're talking about killing me."

"Only temporarily,” said Dr. Sordl. It wasthefirst thing sheld said; | felt her hand onmy arm and |
shuddered. "Dr. Sorel has been to LAD space many times," DeCandyle said, "and as you can
see—forgive me; | mean tell—she has returned. Can it be cdled true death, if it isnot find? And the
compensations are—"

"Sorry," | interrupted again. Feding behind mefor the door, | was staling for time. "What with
insurance and royalties, I'm pretty well fixed.”

"l am not speaking of money," Dr. DeCandyle said, "Although you will of course be paid. Thereis
another and, perhapsfor you, more important compensation than money."

| found the door. | was just about to go through it when he said the only words that could have turned
me around:

"In LAD space, you will once again be ableto see”

By two that afternoon | had completed my physica and was being strapped into what DeCandyle
and Sord cdled "the car” for my first missoninto LAD space.

Of dl the scenes of heaven and hell and the regions between which | was to witness, the one | most
wish | was ableto paint isthat empty-sounding room and the car that wasto carry me beyond thislife.
All I had was DeCandyl€'s description of the car. It was a black (appropriately) open fiberglass cockpit
with two seats: | visualized it as a Corvette without the whesdls.

Dr. Sord strapped mein, while DeCandyle explained that the frame contained the electroshock
reviva mechanism and the monitoring systems. Around my left wrist, shefastened a Ve cro gauntlet
which contained the intradermal injector for the atropine chemica mix that would shut down my
sympathetic nervous system.

Inwhat | later reglized was a shrewd psychological move, | was seated on the left: thefirst timel had
beenin adriver'sseat sncel had lost my sight.
"Giveyou alift to the cemetery?" | joked.

"You must takethisfirg trip done,” Sorel said; | wasto learn that she had no sense of humor
whatsoever. Thishbrief orientation trip (or "LAD insertion”; DeCandyle was fond of NASA-typejargon)
was supposed to be perfectly safe; it wasto provide achance for me to experience LAD space, and for
them to evaluate my reaction, both physica and psychologica, to induced desth.

Sord clipped the belt over my shoulder with her big, cold hands, and | heard her footsteps walking
away. | had theimage of her and DeCandyle hiding behind alead curtain like X-ray technicians. The
car's monitoring systems started up with alow hum.

"Ready?' DeCandyle cdlled.
"Ready.” But | had to say it twice before the word came out.

| et abrief sting in my wrist. "Mr. Ray? Can you hear me now?" asked DeCandyle, who had
somehow acquired a high, tinny edgeto hisvoice, like Sordl's. | tried to answer but couldn't, wondering
why, until | redlized that the injection was working, that the trip was beginning.

That | wasdying.

| felt an instant of panic and reached to pull off the wrist cuff, but my reflexes were dowing and by the
time the impulse reached my left arm | wastoo week to lift it. Dr. Sordl (or wasit DeCandyle?) was



saying something now, but the voice was receding from me. | tried again to lift my hand; | can't remember
whether or not | succeeded. | felt a sudden strong sense of shame, asif | had been caught doing
something terribly, irrevocably wrong; then the shame was gone. It had blown away. There seemed to be
awind blowing through the room as if anew door had opened. My skin grew cooler and seemed to be
expanding; | felt like abaloon being inflated.

In those first moments, | didn't have the experience of which so many have spoken, of floating
upward and looking down on their own bodies. Perhaps because of my blindness| had lost theimpulse
to "look™ back. | was conscious only of floating upward, faster and faster, with no desires and nothing
tying meto what was below: | felt mysdlf dwindling, and therewasagladnessin it, asif | were dwindling
toward sometiny bright point which al of me had dways yearned to be.

My naturdigt'singtincts, which | have carefully nurtured over the years as an essential balanceto my
artigtic vison, were somehow missing in dl this: | had no objectivity. | was what | was experiencing,
whichisjust another way of saying there wasno "me" to experience my experiencing it. Somehow this
pleased me, like an accomplishment.

It was as | was becoming conscious of this pleasurethat | saw the light, alattice of light, toward
which | wasfloating, asif it were the surface of apond in which | had been submerged so long, and so
deeply, asto forget that it had asurface at all.

| saw! | was seeing! It seemed perfectly naturd, asif | had never stopped; and yet agrest joy filled
me

| grew closer to thelight and | seemed to dow; | felt mysalf spinning and "looked" back, or "down."
For thefirg time, dl inarush, | remembered the car, my blindness, my life, theworld. | saw specks
floating like dust in shafts of light and wondered if that was dl it had ever amounted to. Even as| puzzled
over this| wasturning back toward the lattice of light, which drew me toward it dmost like alover.

Intheir preiminary briefing, Sorel and DeCandyle had warned of the"chill" of LAD space; but |
didnt fed it. | felt only awe and peaceful ness, like the feding one gets gazing down from a mountaintop
onto aseaof clouds. Perhaps my experience was moderated by the wonderful new gift of vison; or
perhaps somewherein my bones | knew that this death was not final and that | would soon return to
Earth.

| turned back toward the lattice of light (or wasit turning toward me?) and saw that it was adisplay
of light and light, no shade. | bathed in it, floating under it with akind of blissthat | can compare only with
that of orgasm, though it lasted for along time, never pesking, never diminishing—anever-ending climax
of quiet joy.

Wasthis, then, Heaven? Whether | asked that question then, or later, on reflection, | have no way of
knowing; for memory and experience and anticipation were one to me then.

"After” (thereisno sense of timein LAD space) | had bathed in this glory for what seemed an eternity
| felt myself drifting back, down, away from the light. The light was receding and the darkness below was
growing closer. | could see both in front and behind as| "fel" and | was vaguely conscious (or did
memory add thislater?) of the darkness reaching up toward me, like welcoming arms.

And | wasblind again. Blind! | pulled back, toward desth—and the light—and suddenly felt a sharp
shock, and the outrage that pain brings. Redling, | felt another shock; both, | learned later, were from the
electroshock system built into the car, bringing me back to life.

| was conscious of hands on my face. | tried to raise my own hands but they weretied. Then |
realized they weren't tied, but dead.

Dead.

To describewhat | felt as"'fear” understates the wave of terror that filled me. Though something—my
consciousness? my soul 2—had been revived, my body was dead. | had no sensation and couldn't move.



My mouth was open, but not by my own will, nor could | closeit.
It was only when | tried to scream that | redized | wasn't breathing.

Thethird electroshock came asafriend: | welcomed its violence asit ripped through me. | felt, for
thefirst timeinmy life (or wasthismy life?), my heart stir in my breast asit clutched itsalf inward, sucking
for blood greedily, like achild sobbing; | heard it bubbling asit filled. Then the blood flooded into my
brain, ice-cold, and | could hear screaming al around me,

It was my own scream, echoing.

I must have lost consciousness again, or perhaps there was an injection to smooth out the reentry
process. When | awoke | was breathing smoothly, relaxed, lying on atwo-person whedled gurney. It
was 4:03 PM. according to my braille watch; only two hours since my trip had begun.

| heard voices and sat up; apaper cup of hot tealaced with bourbon was thrust into my hand. My
lipswere numb.

"That first retrocution can be rough,” DeCandyle said.

"How do you fed ?* Sordl asked, a the sametime: "Are you with us?'
| hurt al over but | nodded.

Thus began my journey to the Other Side.

"There's something creepy about those two," my ex said when she picked meup a 5 P.M. as
arranged.

"They'reokay,” | said.
" She has no chin but her nose makes up for it."

"They're researchers, not moddls,” | said. "It's an experiment where | paint dream-induced images.
Perfect job for ablind man." Thiswasthe agreed-on lie; therewasno way | could tell the truth.

"But why ablind man?' she asked.

My ex isacop. Itisto her that | owe the independence | have enjoyed since the accident that blinded
me. It was she who brought me home from the hospita and stayed with me, commuting daily from
Durham where she works. It was she who managed the contractors and used the financid settlement
from the Mariana Ingtitute to rework my mountainsde studio so that | was ableto move (at first on
ropes, like a puppet, and then independently) from bed to bath, from kitchen to sudio, with aslittle
hasde aspossible.

Then it was she who went ahead with the divorce she had been planning even before the accident.

"Maybe they want somebody who can paint with hiseyesclosed,” | said. "Maybe I'm the only fool
wholl do it. Maybe they like my work; though | redlize you would find thet alittle farfetched—"

"Y ou should see her hair,” she said. "It'swhite at the roots." She turned off the highway up the short,
steep driveway to my studio. The low-dung police cruiser scraped on the high spots. "This driveway
needsfixing."

"Frg thinginthe goring,” | said.

| couldn't wait to get to work. That night, | began my first new painting in dmost four months—the

one that appeared on the cover of the "Undiscovered Country" issue of the National Geographic and
now hangsin the Smithsonian as"The Lattice of Light."

One week later, at 10 A.M., asarranged, Dr. Sorel picked me up a my studio. | could tell by the
door handlesthat she was driving a Honda Accord. Funny how the blind see cars.



"Y ou're probably wondering what a blind man's doing with ashotgun,” | said. | had been cleaning
mine when she came. "l like thefed of it even though | don't shoot. It was a gift from the Outer Banks
Wildlife Association. | did aseries of paintingsfor them.”

She said nothing. Which isdifferent from not saying anything.
"Ducksand sand," | said. "Anyway, it'sred slver. It's English; aCleveland. Eighteen seventy-one.”

Sheturned on theradio to let me know she didn't want to talk; the college FM station was playing
Roenchler's"Funera for Spring." She drove like abat out of hell. The road from my studio to Durham is
narrow and winding. For thefirst time since theincident, | wasglad | couldn't see.

| decided | agreed with my ex; Sorel was creepy.

Dr. DeCandyle was waiting for usin the lobby, eager to get started, but first | had to stop by his
officeto "sign" the voiceprint contract; that is, affirm our agreement on tape. | wasto join them onfive
"Insertionsinto LAD space’ one week gpart. National Geographic (which dready knew my work) was
to get first reproduction rightsto my paintings. | wasto own the prints and the originals and get afirst-use
fee, plusafairly handsome advance.

| signed, then said: ™Y ou never answered my question. Why ablind artist?"

"Cdl itintuition," DeCandyle said. "'l saw the Sun article and said to Emma—that's Dr.
Sored—'Here's our man!’ We need an artist who is not, shal we say, distracted by sight. Who can
capture the intensity of the LAD experience without throwing in alot of visua referents. Also, quite
frankly, we need someone with areputation; for the Geographic, you understand.”

"Also you need somebody desperate enough do it.”
Hislaugh was asdry as his pdmswere moist. "L et'sjust say ‘adventurous. "

Sorel joined usin the hal on theway to what DeCandyle caled the "launch |ab.” | could tell by the
rustling sound of her walk that she had changed clothes. | later learned that she wore aNASA-type
nylon jumpsuit on our "LAD insartions”

| was pleased to find mysdlf in the driver's seat again. Sorel sirgpped hersdlf in besde methistime.

My left hand was free but my right hand was guided into an oversized stiff rubber mitten.

"The purpose of this glove, which we cdl the handbasket,” DeCandyle said, "isto join our two LAD
voyagers more closdly together. We have learned that through constant physical contact, some
perceptua contact ismaintained in LAD space. The nameisour little joke. To hdl in ahandbasket?!

"l getit," | said. Then | heard a click and realized he had not been talking to me but into atape
recorder. "How long will thistrip last?" | asked.

"Insertion," DeCandyle corrected. "And we have found it's best not to discuss duration; that way we
avoid clashes between objective and subjective time. Asamatter of fact, we prefer that you not verbalize
your experiencesat dl, but commit them gtrictly to canvas. Y ou will be driven home immediately after
retrocution, or reentry, and not expected to participate in any debriefingswith Dr. Sorel and mysdlf.”

Click.
"Now, if you have no further questions—"

If I had any further questions, | couldn't think of them. How much can you want to know about
getting yoursdf killed?

"Good," DeCandyle said. | heard his footsteps walking away, and then | heard the drawing of the
curtain that meant the trip—insertion—was about to begin.

"Ready, Dr. Sord?" The car's monitoring systems started up with alow hum, like an idling engine.
Sord said, "Ready." Her hand joined minein the glove. It felt awkward. Rather than hold hands, we



turned them so that only the backs of our hands touched.
"Seriesforty-one, insertion one. Click.

Agan | fdt thetiny sting; the sudden sense of shame and then the wind from somewhereese; and |
was floating once more upward toward the lattice of light. Thistime, darmingly, | could "see” adark
shape below that could only be the car, with two bodies dumped forward hideoudy, one of them
mine—But | was gone. Then far off | saw the Blue Ridge, and Mount Mitchell, which | had painted from
every Sdein every season, even though | knew it was not visible from Durham. The mountains arelost
forever to the blind and | felt asharp sorrow; then my sorrow, with my mountain, waslost in thelight.
Thelight! A shadow, chasing from below, drew closer and flowed into me, and then out again aslight. |
fdtit asan other: apresence not quite separate, womanly yet part of me, linked to melike two fingers
on one hand as under the lattice of light we spun. Again | fdt the sweet warmth like unending
orgasm—only therewas no "again": each moment was asthefirst. The lattice of light stayed dways at the
same distance, dmost close enough to touch, and yet as distant as a gaaxy. Space was as indistinct and
undifferentiated as Time. The presence linked with me somehow doubled my own ecstasy; | felt, | was,
twice everything.

Then something pulled me downward, and | was done, unlinked (unwhole?) again, spinning away
from the light, feding the warmth fade behind. Life from herelooked as dark and lonesome asthe grave.

Asbefore, there was the shock, the insult of pain, the agony as the cooled blood with its cold
understandingsrushedin ...

Bringing another darkness.

"Retrocution at five thirty-threep.m.” Click.

| was on the gurney again. Sorel must have revived (or "retrocuted”) first, for she was helping
DeCandyle. | sat dazed, silent, numb, while they recorded my vital sgns. Her fingersfelt familiar and |
wondered if we had held hands while we were dead.

"How long?' | asked, findlly.

"| thought we weren't going to ask that question,” DeCandyle said. "I'll drive him home," said Sordl.
She drove even faster than before. For the twenty-minute ride we listened to the radio—Mahler—and
didn't spesk. | didn't invite her in; | didn't have to. We both knew exactly what was going to happen. |
heard her steps behind me on the gravel, on the step, on the floor. While | knelt to light the space
heater—for the studio was cold—I heard the long pull of the zipper on her jumpsuit. By thetime| had
turned around she was helping me with my clothes, slent, efficient, and fast, and her mouth was cold; her
tongue and her nippleswere cold; | was naked like her and falling with her into my own cold unmade
studio bed, exploring that body that was so strange and yet so utterly familiar. When | entered her it was
she who entered me: we came together in away that | had forgotten was possible.

Forgotten? | had never known, never dreamed of passion likethis.
Twenty minuteslater, she was dressed and gone without aword.

My ex came by on Thursday with her boyfriend—excuse me, partner—to drop off some
microwavables. Sheleft himin the cruiser with theengineidling. "Y ou're painting again?* shesaid. | could
hear her shuffling through my canvases, even though she knowsit annoys me. "That'sgood. They say
abstract art's good therapy.”

Shewaslooking a "The Lattice of Light"; or perhgps” Spinners.” My ex thinksal art istherapy.

"It'snot therapy,” | said. "Remember the experiment? The dreams? The professors at Duke.” | felt a
sudden foolish impulse to explain mysdlf to her. "And it's not an abstract, ether. In the dreams, | can
%‘ll



"That'snice," shesaid. "Only, | had those two checked out. | have afriend in the dean's office.
They're not professors. At least, not a Duke."

"They'refrom Berkdey," | sad.
"Berkdley? That explains everything.”

On Monday at ten, Sorel picked me up inthe Honda. | offered her my hand, and from the tentative,
amost reluctant way she shook it, | could tell that our sexual encounter had taken place in another realm
atogether. That was fine with me. | found the university's FM station on the van's radio and we listened
to Shulgin dl the way to Durham. "The Dance of the Dead.” | was beginning to like the way she drove.

DeCandyle was waiting impatiently in the launch |ab. " On this second insertion, we're going to try and
penetrate alittle deeper,” he said. Click.

"Deeper?' | asked. How could you get deeper than dead?

He spoke to me and the tape at the sametime. "So far on this series we have seen only the outer
regions of LAD space. Beyond the threshold of light, there lies yet another LAD redm. It, also, seemsto
have an objective redity. On thisinsertion we will observe without penetrating that realm.” Click.

Sordl entered the room; | recognized the swishing of her nylon jumpsuit. | was strapped into the car
and my hand was guided into the glove—and | recoiled in disgust. Something wasin there. It waslike
putting my hand into abucket of cold entrails.

"The handbasket now contains acirculating plasmasolution,” DeCandyle said. "Our hopeisthat it will
keep amore positive contact between our two LAD voyagers.” Click.

"Y ou mean necronauts,” | said.

Hedidn't laugh; | hadn't expected himto. | did my hand into the handbasket. The stuff was dick and
gticky at the sametime. Sorel's hand joined mine. Our fingers met with no awkwardness, even with a
kind of comfortable, lascivious hunger. DeCandyle asked: "Ready?"

Ready? For aweek | had thought of nothing but the intengity, the excitement—the light of LAD
gpace. Thelab's machines started with their low harmony of hums. It seemed to be taking forever. The
solution in the glove began to circulate while | waited for the injection that would free me from the prison
of my blindness.

"Seriesforty-one, insartion two," DeCandyle said. Click.
Oh death, whereisthy sting? My heart was pounding.
Then it stopped.

| could fed my blood pool, grow thick, grow cool. My body seemed to e ongate—then suddenly |
was gone, peding away, up from the car, away from my body, into the light.

| wasrising asif being pulled. There was no timeto look back at my own body, or the mountains.
Faster and faster, we were ascending into the realm of the dead: LAD space. | say we, for | wasa
shadow pursuing a shadow, yet together we were acircle of light, spinning in adance harmonious. |
ached for Sorel asaplanet achesfor its sun. Thelight loved us—and we spun basking in its sweet
climactic endless glow, luxuriating in anakedness so totd that the body itself has been stripped off and
st asde. | felt like the gods must fedl, knowing that the world we lurch through in lifeis only their cast-off
clothes. Weroseinto the lattice of light and it opened before us...

And | felt asudden fear. It was dight, like the chill on the back of your neck when adoor opensthat
shouldn't be opened. The light was darkening around me and the presence &t the end of my fingertips
was suddenly gone. | was aone. | thought (yes, deed, but | "thought"!) something had gone wrong in the
lab.



All wasill. | wasin anew darkness. Only this was adarkness unlike the darkness of blindness: here
somehow | could see. | was alone on agray plain that stretched forever in every direction, but instead of
gpace | felt claustrophobia, for every horizon was close enough to touch. The chill had become a deep,
crue, vicious, bone cold. | tried to move and the darknessitself moved withme ...

"Retrocution at three oh seven,” DeCandyle was saying; Sorel was dapping my cheeks. "We lost
contact,” | heard her say.

| wasn't in the car; | was lying down on the whedled gurney. | was freezing. "Duration one hundred
thirty-saven minutes,” DeCandyle said. Click.

| sat up and held my face in my hands. Both cheeks were cold. Both hands were shaking.
"I'll drive him home," Sord sad.

"Wherewerewe?' | asked, but she wouldn't answer me. Instead she drove faster and faster.

My studio was cold and | knelt to light the space heater. | fumbled with the damp matches, afraid she
would leave, until 1 felt her hand on the back of my neck. She was undressed dready, pulling me toward
the bed, toward her plump, taut, cool breasts; her opening thighs. | forgot the chill | had felt in her womb,
as cold and sweet as her mouth. How backward romance's metaphors are! For it isthe flesh, scorned in
song for so many centuries, that |eads the spirit toward the light. Underneath our nakednesswe
discovered more nakedness dtill, entering and opening one another, until together we soared like
crestures that cannot fly alone, but only joined; the naked flesh going where our naked spirits had been
only hours before. What we made was more than love.

"Does heknow?' | asked, afterward, when we were lying in the dark. | like the darkness; it equalizes
things

"Know?Who?'

"DeCandyle. Who do you think?'

"What | doisnone of hisbusiness,” shesaid. "And what he knows, is none of yours." It was the end
of our first and longest conversation. | dept for sx hours and when | woke up she was gone.

"Turnsout | have afriend at Berkeley too,” my ex said when she came by on Thursday to drop off
some microwavables. Cops have friends everywhere; at least they think of them asfriends.

"DeCandyle wasin the medicd school until he was kicked out for salling drugs. The other onewasin
comparative it until shewaskicked out in her junior year. All very hush-hush but it seems shewasusing
drugsto recruit students for experiments. | think there was even adeeth involved. | have another friend
who's checking the PD files"

"Dum de-dum dum,” | said.
"I'm just giving you the facts, Ray. What you do with them, if anything, isup to you." She was shuffling

through my stacked canvases again. "'I'm glad to see you're doing mountains again. They were dways
your best sdllers. And what have we here? Pornography?"

"Eye of the beholder," | said.

"Bullshit. Don't you think thisisalittle—gynecologica—for Natural Geographic"? | know they
show titsand dl, but—"

"It's National," | said. "And do me afavor—" | nodded toward her partner, who was standing just
ingde the door, foolishly thinking thet if he stood perfectly still | wouldn't know he wasthere. "Aslong as
you and your boyfriend are playing Sergeant Friday, check out one more namefor me."



On Monday | was supposed to ddliver the first batch of paintingsin the series. DeCandyle sent a
hired van to pick me up. | knew the driver. He was alocal part-time preacher and abortion-clinic
bomber. | was careful to keep the paintings covered as we loaded themin.

"l hear you're working with the Hell Docs" he said.
"l don't know what you're talking about; I'm just going in for atreatment,” | lied. "1 am blind, you
know."

"Whatever you say," he said. "I hear they're sending aman and awoman to Hell. Sort of anew Adam
and Eve”

Helaughed. | didn't.

"Magnificent," said DeCandyle, when he unwrapped the paintingsin his office. "How can you do it?|
could understand touch, sculpture; but painting? Colors?"
"l know what it looks likewhile 'mworking onit,” | said. "After it'sdry, no. If you need atheory, my

theory isthat colors have smdlls, smellsthat are pitched too high for most people. So I'm like adog that
can hear ahigh-pitched whigtle. That'swhy | paint in oil and not acrylic.”

"So you don't agree with the article in the Sun that it'sapsychic ability?"
"Asascientist, surely you don't believe that crap.”
"As astientist," DeCandyle said, "1 don't know what | believe anymore. But let's go to work."

There was something different about the echoesin the launch lab. | wasled directly to the gurney, and
helped onto it. "Where'sthe car?' | protested.

"We are dispensing with the car for the rest of thisseries,” DeCandyle said. | knew hewas only partly
talking to mewhen | heard the click of hisrecorder. "With thisinsertion we will begin usngthe C-T or
Cold Tissue chamber developed while | wasin Europe. It will alow usto penetrate degper into LAD
space.” Click.

"Deeper?’ | wasdarmed; | didn't likelying down. "By staying dead longer?*

"Not necessarily longer,” DeCandyle said. "The C-T chamber will cool the home tissue more rapidly,

alowing faster LAD penetration. We hope on thisinsertion to actudly penetrate the threshold barrier.”
Click.

By home tissue he meant the corpse. "I don't likethis" | said. | sat up on the gurney. "It'snot in my
contract.”

"Y our contract callsfor five LAD insartions,” DeCandyle said. "However, if you don't want to go—"

Jugt then Sordl cameinto the room in her jumpsuit. | could hear the swishing of the nylon between her
legs.

"l didn't say | didn't want to go," | said. "l just want—" But | didn't know what | wanted. | lay back
down and shelay down beside me. | heard the snap of tubes being attached; guided by hers, my hand
didinto the smelly, cold mash of the glove. Our fingers met and entertwined. They were like teenagers,
getting together in secret, each withitsown little libido.

"Seriesforty-one, insertion three," DeCandyle said. Click.

The gurney was rolling and we were pushed into asmall chamber. | felt rather than heard a door
closejust behind my head: asofter click. | panicked but Sordl clutched my hand and the smell of
aropine and formaldehydefilled theair. | felt mysdf faling—no, risng, with Sord, linked, hand in hand,
toward thelight. Thistime we went more dowly and | saw our bodieslaid out, spinning, naked asthe
day we were born. Werose into the lattice of light and it parted around us like a song.

And it was gone.



All around wasthe gray darkness.
We were on the Other Side.
| fdt nothing. It filled me. | wasfrozen.

Sordl's presence now had aform; she who had been al light was dl flesh. | find it impossibleto
describe even though | wasto paint it several times. She had legs but they were strangely segmented;
breasts but not the breasts my lips and fingers knew; her hands were blunt, her face was blank and her
hips and what | can only cal her mind were bone-white. She moved away into the gray distance and |
moved with her, il linked "hand" to "hand."

| flt—I knew—I had always been dreaming and only thiswasredl. The space around mewas a
blank and endlessgray. "Life" had been adream; thiswas all therewas.

| drifted. | seemed to have abody again, although it was not in my control. For hours, centuries,
eternitieswe drifted through aworld as small as a coffin, yet never reached an end. At the ill center of it
al wasacircle of sones. | followed Sorel down toward them. Somebody—or something—was insde.

Waiting.

She passed through the stones toward the Other, pulling me with her. | pushed back; then pulled

away, filled with terror. For | had touched stone. Nothing herewas red and yet—I had touched stone.
Suddenly | knew | was awake because everything was dark, only | could no longer see.

Besde me was her body; its dead hand clutching mine. | had never before
awakened—retrocuted—before Sordl. | reached up with my left hand, fearfully, tentetively, until | felt the
lid of my coffin just where | knew it would be. It was porcelain or stedl, not stone. But cold as stone.

| tried to scream but therewas no air. Before | could scream there was ashock, and | fdll into
another, adarker, darkness.

"What you felt was the roof of the C-T chamber," DeCandyle was saying. "It enablesyou to remainin
LAD space longer without damage to the home tissue. And with ultrasonic blood cooling, to cross
directly to the Other Side." It wasthefirgt time | had heard theterm yet | knew immediately what he
meant.

Someone was clutching my right hand; it was Sorel. She was till dead. | waslying on the gurney; it
rocked on itswheelsas| struggled to Sit up.

| shuddered as| remembered. "Before | touched thelid, while | was il dead, | touched stone.™

DeCandyle went on: "Apparently there are reelmsin LAD space whose accessibility depends on
resdud eectricd fieldsin the hometissue." | waited for the click, which never came, and redlized he was
talking only to me. "There isamagnetic polarity in the body that endures for severa days after death. We
want to find out what happens asthe dectricd field decays. The C-T chamber alows usto explorethis
without waiting on the actud mortification of the flesh.”

Mortification. " So there's dead and then there's deader.”
"Something like that. Let me drive you home."
| was gill holding Sorel'shand. | pried my fingersloose.

| couldn't deep. The horror of the Gray Realm (as| wasto cdl it inapainting) kept leaking back in. |
felt like aman halfway up the Amazon, afraid to go on but afraid to turn back, because no matter what
horrorslay ahead, he knowstoo well the horror that lies behind. The Devil'sldand of blindness.

| ached for Sordl. We blind are said to be connoisseurs of masturbation, perhaps because our
imaginations are so practiced at summoning up images. Afterward, | turned on the lightsand tried to
paint. | dwayswork inthe light. Painting is a collaboration between the artist and his materids. | know



paint loveslight; | figure canvasat least likesit.

But it was no good. | couldn't work. It wasnt till after dawn, amid the harsh din of the awakening
birds, that | realized what was bothering me.

| wasjedous.

My ex came by aday early (I thought) to drop off some microwavables. "Where have you been?'
sheasked. "l wastrying to cal you dl day."

"l was @ the university on Monday, asusud,” | said.
"I'm talking about Tueday.”
"Y esterday?"

"Today is Thursday; you've lost aday. Anyway, we struck paydirt with your other name. Noroguchi
wasthered thing, atenured professor a Berkeley, in the medica school, no less. That is, until he was
murdered.”

| could hear her flipping through my canvases, waiting for meto respond. | could imagine her
helf-amile

"Don't you want to know who murdered him?”
"Let meguess,” | sad. "Philip DeCandyle."

"Ray, | dways said you should have been acop,” she said. "Y ou take the fun out of everything.
Mandaughter. Plea-bargained down from Murder Two. Served Six years at San Rafagl. The creepy one
was an accessory but she never went to jail.”

"| thought you said they were both creepy.”

"She's creepier. Did you know her tits are different Sizes? Don't answer that. Did you know you have
ablank canvas herein the finished pile?!

"It belongsthere" | said. "It'scaled The Other Side." "

On Monday, it was DeCandyle who picked me up in the Honda. "Where's Sorel?" | asked. | had to
know. Even if shewas dead | wanted to be with her.

"She's okay. She'swaiting for us at thelab."
"I'mdying to seeher," | said. | didn't expect DeCandyleto laugh and he didn't.

He drove maddeningly dowly. | missed Sorel's breathtaking speed. | asked him to tell me about
Noroguchi.

"Dr. Noroguchi died during an insertion; that is, failed to retrocute. | was blamed. But | get the distinct
feding you've heard thewhole story."

"And he'still there”
"Wheredse?
"But why him? Millions of people are dead but we don't see them.”

"Y ouve seen Edwin?' DeCandyle stopped and there was a scream of brakes as someone amost hit
usfrom behind. He stepped on the gas. "We don't know why," he said. " Apparently the connection
persstiswhen it's strong enough. He and Emma were partners on many insertions. Too many. Emmals
convinced that it's possible to penetrate deep enough to find him."

"To bring him back?"
"Of course not. He's dead. Edwin adwaysins sted on going deeper and deeper even though we didn't



havethe C-T chamber then. It's Emmas obsession now. If anything, she's worse than him; than he was."
"Were they—"
"Werethey lovers?' It wasn't what | was going to ask, but it waswhat | wanted to know.

"Toward the end, they werelovers,” he said. He laughed; abitter little laugh. "1 don't think they knew
| knew."

When we got to theingtitute | heard rhythmic shouts and the unfamiliar crunch of gravel.

"WEIl haveto enter through the back,” DeCandyle said. "We have demongtrators out front. A local
preacher has been telling the natives that we are trying to duplicate the Resurrection in the [aboratory.”

"They dways get it backward,” | said.

We entered through aside door, directly into the [ab. | sat on the gurney waiting to hear the swish of
Sorel's nylon jumpsuit between her legs. Instead | heard the suss of rubber tires and the faint ringing of
Spokes.

"Youreinawhedchar?'

"Temporarily,” shesad.

"Thrombophlebitis™" said DeCandyle. "The blood clotswhen it poolsin the veinsfor too long. But
don't worry; the C-T chamber diffusion fluid now contains ablood thinner."

We lay down together, sde by side. My hand found the glove, which was between us. Wasthe
solution getting old? There was afunny smell. Sorel's hand found mine and our fingers met in their familiar
lascivious fond embrace, except—

Shewas missing afinger. Two.
Stumps.

My hand froze, wanting to pull away; the handbasket started gurgling and we wererolled forward,
then stopped.

"Ready?
"Ready." A part of me was scared; another part of me was amazed at how impatient athird part of
me wasto die. We wererolled forward again, feet firs, into the cold, dightly acrid air of the chamber. A
door closed behind my head. Before | had time to panic, Sord's fingers found mine and comforted them,
opening them like petals, and there was the sting. My heart stopped, likea TV that has been turned off.

Or on. For there came akaeldoscope of colors, through which | arose, faster and faster. There was
no floating, no looking back, no basking in the lattice of light; for no sooner had | seen—no,
glimpsed—the familiar splendors of LAD space than they were gone and we were in that other darkness.

The Other Side.

It stretched around us endless and yet enclosing. The"sky" waslow like acoffinlid. Sord and |
moved giffly, drifting, no longer spirit but al flesh. | was dead awake. | was conscious of her buttocks,
the flesh on her arms which was fluted somehow like toadstool skin; the cold insect smell aswe circled
the stone pillarsthat pinned the low sky down.

We seemed to get no closer aswecircled "The Pens' (as| wasto cal them in apainting): they spun
dowly in the center of our immobility, like asystem of stone stars. Again someone, some Other, waited
ingde. Under the lattice of light there was no sense of time's passage, perhaps because the spirit (unlike
the body) moved at time's exact speed; but here, on the Other Side, time no longer buoyed usinits
stream. There was no movement. Every forever was inside another forever, and the moments were no
longer a stream but a pond: concentric circles that went nowhere.

There were other differences. In LAD space | had known, even dead, that | was dive. Herel knew
that | was dead. That even dlive, | was dead: that | had aways been dead. That thiswasthe redlity into



which dl dseflowed, from which nothing came. That thiswasthe end of things.

My terror never diminished, nor did it grow: atill panic filled every cdl of my body like uncirculating
blood. Y et | was unmoved; | watched mysdlf suffer as dispassionately as a boy watches abug burn.

Sorel was dead-white. She was somehow closer to the pens and when she reached out the stone was
right there. She turned toward me and her face was blank, a gaze of bone. Mine back at her was the
same; our nothingness was complete. We were at the standing stones and through them | could seea
figure. He (it was ahe) beckoned and Sorel passed through the stones, but | pulled back: then 1, too,
touched the stone (colder than cold) and | was with her again. We were inside the pens and now there
werethree of us, and it was asif there had always been. We were following Noroguchi (it was surely he)
into asort of dark water, which grew deeper. 1t was | who stopped; it took al my will. | turned away
and thistime Sorel, her face bone-blank, turned away with me.

| woke up in darkness, the blind darkness of the world.

| touched thelid of our coffin. It was porcelain, smooth and cold. | felt Sorel's hand locked in minein
the stedl grip of the dead. | felt not panic but peace.

There was a shock, then another shock, and darkness came over the darkness, and all was till.

"We made contact,” | heard Sorel'svoice say. | wasglad. Wasn't 1?
| was onthegurney. | sat up. My hands were burning; my fingertips were onfire.

"The painisjust the blood coming back around,” said DeCandyle. "Y ou were inserted into LAD
gpace for over four hours."

It was unusua for him to volunteer aduration. And therewas no click. | knew hewaslying.

"I'll take him home," Sorel said. Her voice sounded tinny and far away, as when wewere dying. "l
can dill drive”

It was morning. Dawn may not "come up like thunder” as Kipling put it, but it does have asound. |
rolled down the Honda's window and bathed in the cold air, | etting the new day cover over the night's
horror like afresh coat of paint.

But the horror kept bleeding back through.
"Weweregoneadl night,”" | sad.

Sorel laughed. "Try two nights," she said. It wasthefirst time | had heard her laugh. She seemed
happy.

She pulled up in my drive but left the engine running. | reached over and turned the key off. "I'll come
inif youwant meto," shesad. "Youll haveto help mein the door.”

| did. She could hop on one leg okay. Under her nylon NASA-style jumpsuit | was surprised to find
smooth sk underwear with lace through the crotch; | could tdll by my fingertipsthat it was white. One
leg was puffy like asausage. Her skin wastight and cool .

"Sordl," | said. | couldn't call her Emma. " Areyou trying to bring him back or go with him?”"

"There's no coming back,” she said. "No body to come back to." She pressed my hand to the ssumps
of her fingers, then to her cold lips, then between her cold thighs.

"Then stay herewith me," | said.

We fumbled for each other, our lips and fingers numb. "Don't take my braal theway off," she said.
She pulled one cup down and her nipple was cold and sticky and sweet. Too sweet. "It'stoo late," she
sad.



"Then take mewithyou,” | said.
That was the end of our last conversation.

"Sort of a Stonehenge,” my ex said when she came by on Thursday with some microwavables. She
was shuffling through my paintings again. "And what'sthis? My God, Ray. Porn isonething; thisis, this
is—"

"I told you, they're images from dreams.”

"That makesit even worse. | hope you're not going to show these to anybody. It's against the law.
And what'sthat smell?"

"Smdl?’

"Like something died. Maybe araccoon or something. I'm going to send William over to check under
the udio.”

"Whao'sWilliam?'

"Y ou know perfectly well who Williamis" she said.

Saturday night | was awakened by abanging on the studio door.
"DeCandyle, it'stwo inthemorning,” | said. "I'm not supposed to seeyou till Monday anyway."

"l need you now," he said, "or therewon't beaMonday. " | got into the Hondawith him; even when
he was hurrying he drove too dowly. "I can't get Emmacto retrocute. She's been in LAD space for over
four days now. Thisisthelongest she's ever gone. The hometissueis starting to deteriorate. Excessve
sgnsof morbidity."

She'sdead, | thought. Thisguy just can't say it.

"l let her go too often,” he said. "I left her inserted too long. Too deep. But sheingsted; she's been
like awoman obsessed.”

"Step onit or welll get hit from behind,” | said. | didn't want to hear any more. | turned up theradio
and we listened to Carmina Burana, an operaabout a bunch of monks singing their way to Hell.

It seemed appropriate.

DeCandyle helped me up onto the gurney and | felt the body beside me, swollen and stiff. | quickly
got used to the smdll. Tentatively, with afeding of fear, | dipped my hand into the handbasket.

Her hand in the glove felt soft, like old cheese. Her fingers, for thefirgt time, didn't seek mine but lay
passive. But of course—she was dead.

| didn't want to go. Suddenly, desperately, | didn't want to go. "Wait," | said. But even as| said it, |
knew | hadn't achance. He was sending me after her. The gurney was areedy rolling and the small
sguare door shut with asoft dick.

| panicked; my lungsfilled with the sour smell of atropine and formadehyde. | felt my mind shrink and
grow managesble. My fingersin the glovefdt tiny, miserable, one until they found hers. | expected
more stumps but there were only the two. | made myself quiet and waited like alover for the sting that
would—Oh! | floated free at last, toward light, and saw the dark [ab and the cars on the highway like
fireflies and the mountainsin the distance, and | realized with agtart that | wastotaly conscious. Why
wasn't | dead? The lattice of light parted around me like acloud and suddenly | was standing on the
Other Side, done; no, she was besde me. She was with the Other. We drifted, the three of us, and time
looped back on itself: we had dways been here.

Why had | been afraid? Thiswas s0 easy. We were inside the pens, which were aring on the horizon



in every direction, so many, so much stone; close enough to touch yet asfar away asthe stars| could
barely remember ... and at my feet, black till water.

Plenty of darkness but no stars on the Other Side.

| was moving. The water was dtill. | understood then (and | understand now) what physicists mean
when they say that everything in the universeisin motion, whedling around everything else, for | wasin
the black il water at the center of it dl: the only thing that doesn't move. Wasit asubjective or an
objective redity? The question had no significance. Thiswas morered than anything that had ever
happened to me or ever would again.

Therewas certainly nojoy. Yet no fear. We werefilled with acold nothingness, complete. | had
aways been here and will be hereforever. Sorel isin front of me and in front of her—the Other—and we
are moving again. Through the black water. Degper and deeper. It islike watching mysdf go away and
get smdler.

Thisisno dream. Noroguchi isgoing under. Sorel grows smadller, following him into the black water:
and | know that thereis another realm beyond this one, and other reallms beyond that, and the knowing
fillsmewith adespair asthick asfear.

And I am moving backward, dive with terror, ripping my hand from Sorel's even as she pulls me with
her; then shetoo is gone under.

Gone.

I reach up with both hands and touch the lid of my coffin. My hand out of the glove drips cold plasma
down on my face. | am screaming soundlesdy without air.

Then a shock, and warm darkness. Retrocution. When | woke up | was colder than I'd ever been.
DeCandyle helped me sit up.

"No good?' He was weeping; he knew it.

"No good," | said. My tongue was thick and tasted bad from the plasma. Sorel's hand was till in the

handbasket, and when | reached in and and pulled it out her flesh peded off like the skin of arotten fruit,
and stuck to my fingers. Outside, we could hear the protesters chants. It was Sunday morning.

That was two and a half months ago.

DeCandyle and | waited until the demonstrators left for church, and then he drove me home. "I have
killed them both," he said. Lamented. "First him and then her. With twenty yearsin between. Now there
isno oneleft to forgive me.”

"They wanted it. They used you,” | said. Likethey used me.

| made him let me off at the bottom of the drive. | wastired of him, sick of his sdf-pity, and | wanted
to wak up to the studio alone. | couldn't paint. | couldn't deep. | waited dl day and al night, hoping
irrationally to fed her cold touch on the back of my neck. Who saysthe dead can't walk? | paced the
floor dl night. | must have falen adeep for | had adream in which she came to me, naked and shining
and swollen and al mine. | woke up and lay listening to the sounds coming through the half-open window
over my bed. It'samazing how full of lifethe woods are, evenin thewinter. | hated it.

The next Wednesday | got acall from my ex. A woman's body had been found at the Psy Studies
Ingtitute, and there was a chance that | would be brought in to help identify it. Dr. DeCandyle had been
arrested. | might be asked to testify against him, aso.

Asit turned out | was never questioned. The police aren't eager to press ablind man for an
identification. "Egpecidly when the university istrying to hush up thewhole business” my ex said.
"Especidly when the body is as erratically decomposed asthisone," said her boyfriend.



"What do you mean?"

"l have afriend in the coroner's office," he said. " 'Erraticaly' istheword he used. He said it was the
most peculiar corpse he had ever seen. Some of the organs were badly decomposed and others amost
fresh; it was asif the decedent had died in stages, over aperiod of severa years."

Copslovewords like "decedent” and "corpse.” They, doctors, and lawyers are the only ones |l eft that
till spesk Latin.

Sorel was buried on Friday. Therewas no funeral, just abrief graveside procedure so the proper
papers could get signed. Shewas buried in the part of the cemetery set aside for amputated limbs and
used medica school cadavers. It was odd mourning someone | had known better dead than dive. It felt
more like awedding; when | smdled thedirt and heard it hit the coffin lid | felt | was giving away the
bride.

DeCandyle was there, handcuffed to my ex's boyfriend. They had let him come asthe next of kin.
"How'sthat?" | asked.

"Shewas hiswife," my ex said as sheled meto her cruiser so she could drive me home. " Student
marriage. Separated but never divorced. | think sheran off with the Jap. The one he killed first. See how
it dl fitstogether? That's the beauty of police work, Ray."

The rest of the story you dready know, especidly if you subscribe to the National Geographic. The
story was a Ballantine Prize nominee: the first pictures ever from the other side, the far relm, or as
Shakespeare put it best, the Undiscovered Country. DeCandyle even madeit into People magazine

The Magellan of the Styx Speaks from his Prison Cell

and my gdlery show in New Y ork was a huge success. | was ableto sdll, for an astonishing price, a
limited edition of prints, while donating (for ageneroustax breek) the paintings to the Smithsonian.

My ex and her boyfriend picked me up at the Raleigh-Durham airport when | flew back from New
Y ork. They were getting married. He had checked under the studio but found nothing. She was pregnant.

"What'sthis | hear about your fingers?' my ex asked when she called last Thursday. She no longer
has time to stop by; a country woman cooks for me. | explained that | had lost the tips of two fingersto
what my doctor clamsisthe only case of frosthite in North Carolina during the exceptionally mild winter
of 199-. Somehow my touch for painting has gone with them, but no one needs to know that yet.

It'sspring at last. The wet earth smells remind me of the grave and awaken in me ahunger that
painting can no longer fill, evenif I had my fingers. | have painted my last. My ex—excuse me, the future
Mrs. William Robertson Cherry—and her boyfriend—excuse me, fiancé—have assured me that they will
send adriver to pick me up and bring me to the wedding next Sunday.

I may not makeit, though. | have asilver shotgun behind the door that | can ride like arocket anytime
| want to.

And | hate weddings. And spring.
And envy theliving.
And love the dead.

ARE THERE ANY QUESTIONS?

Wecome.

I'm glad to see you dl looking so dert, so eager, so prosperous this morning. | promise you that a the
end of our little talk and tour, you'll be even more eager, and potentially more prosperous, because you



didn't come here to be entertained. Y ou came hereto get in on the ground floor, and "ground” isa good
word for it, of the most unique investment opportunity since the opening of the American West.

So let's get down to the nitty-gritty, as my grandad used to say. We're here to talk about something
people don't usudly like to talk about. Even though there's plenty of it around. Last year, in 1999, the
average family in the New Y ork metropolitan area produced 157.4 pounds of it in aweek. This comes
to 645,527 cubic yards of it a day, or—uncompacted—an Empire State Building every 16.4 daysor a
truckload every sx and ahdf minutes.

What in theworld is he talking about? Well, we al know, don't we?Y ou there, madam, on the
second row. | can seeyour lipsforming the very word itsalf.

But you're wrong.
I'm not talking about garbage. Not anymore. I'm talking about real estate. I'm talking about land.

"Land," my granddad used to say, "isthe only surefire investment thereis, because God's not making
any moreof it."

Hewasright about it being a surefire investment. But he was wrong about why. Because even though
God's not making any more of it, we at Eden-Prudentia are. But | don't haveto tell you folksthat. That's
why you're here.

| see some of you are getting your calculators out. Good. Let'slook at those numbers again.
11,987,058 cubic meters of solid waste, and that's what we can collect, process, transport, and placein
amonth, can, in theright hands, trandate to a quarter acre of beautiful mountain view property, or Sixteen
feet of ocean front. Notice | say "in theright hands." That's where Eden-Prudentia comesin. Even asyou
and | speak, EPstrucks are running and EP's barges are under sail. We have four fleets of 138 trucks
apiece—all independent contractors, by the way; real mom 'n' pop types—operating from our catchment
and processing center on Staten Idand. Every elghteen minutes seesfive trucks dispatched, threeto
south Jersey, and two to Montauk; al working around the clock to make Americanot only more
prosperous than ever, but alittle bit bigger. And more valuable.

But enough poetry. Let'stalk opportunity. What area produces the most solid waste in the world, per
square mile of aready existing land? The New Y ork metropolitan area. And what area containsthe
world's most vauable red estate? Or to put it another way: isthere any other place in the world where
land isin such short supply and where people are so willing—not to mention able—to pay for it?

Again, you just can't beat the New Y ork area.

A surplus of garbage. A shortage of land. Put those two facts together in the right equation, and you
come up withwhat we at EP cal IP, or Investment Potentia. But it was only potentia, and potentia only,
until theinvention of the Eden Land Devel oper, the solid-waste transformer that turns ordinary garbage of
any kind, shape, or origin, into quaity, consstent, durable real estate.

If you will be kind enough to take one of the foil-wrapped souvenir samples Miss Crumb is passing
around theroom ... Go ahead, open it. It'sgoing to make you rich. Don't be afraid of getting your hands
dirty because you won't. Doesit look like dirt? Not with that attractive gold color, it doesn't. It's Eden
Earth. Go ahead, sniff it. Tagteit if you want to. My great-great-granddad was afarmer, God rest his
soul, out in lowa, | think it was, and he never judged a piece of land without putting a piece of it on his
tongue.

No takers. Well, | understand.

Y ou can take my word for it: what you hold in your hand is a piece of solid waste that has been not
only recycled but reconstituted, not to mention eye- and odor-enhanced, to make an earth that isthe
equa to, and in many ways actualy superior to, the earth that the Earth itsdlf ismade of.

Do | see eyebrowslifting?
Widll, try to crumbleit. This cookie doesn't crumble. Dunk it—it's water-resistant and therefore it



doesn't turninto mud. Y ou'll noticeit doesn't soil your hands or stain your shirt. 1ts epoxy polymer
additives mean that smellsand stains are locked in, and that once we put it in place it stays there—it
doesn't dry up and blow away like the Great Plainsin the dust bowl, or wash away like the beaches of
Long Idand in ahurricane. Eden Earthis real estate, in thetrue, biblica meaning of the word, not
ephemera dirt and dust that is dependent on every caprice of Nature.

But people who know Real Estate—and | can seethat you are dl professonasin the field—know
that the value of land depends on its location. We at Eden-Prudentia not only collect and process Eden
Earth by the tons every day; we truck and barge it to the areas where people want to be. The locations
people are most hungry for and most willing to pay big money for. We're creating the kind of redl estate
that isin short supply and high demand.

A homein the mountains. A home by the sea.

Eden-Prudentid is making Americagrow, with two areas currently under development. In the
no-longer-barren Pine Barrens of south Jersey, our environmental designers areright now putting the
finishing touches on an attractive range of smal mountains called the Credtfills. Miss Crumb, could we
have the first video please? The magnificent pesk in the background is Eden Peak. It soarsto an
elevation of 2,670 feet, dmost athousand feet higher than any other mountain in New Jersey, and over
haf again the height of Fresh Kills Peak on Staten Idand.

Eden Pegk'slovely summit isanature preserve. If you want to see the breathtaking view from the
top, aswe're seeing it here on video, you'll have to park your 4X4 and wak up one of our beautiful
nature trails—thefirg trails | might add that were planned and built dong with amountain, not added as
an afterthought.

Of more interest to yourselves, as brokers and devel opers, are the winding drives dong the crest of
Atlantic City Ridge, so named because it overlooksthe lights of that greet capita of chance only
forty-five minutes away by car. The three planned neighborhoods here—Eag| efill Estates, Hawkfill
Glade, and Baronfill Manor—will be open to the public in October, and sold through selected brokers
only. Our hopeisthat you will be among them.

The foundation for another qudity ridgeis even now being laid to the west, nearer to Philadelphia.

Therewill be those who will want to live in the Crestfills year-round, but for most these will be
vacation homes, hideaways for busy executives who want to lay aside the world's caresand
communicate with nature. And herein the Crestfill Mountains, natureisat itsbest. Y our clientswill hear
birds snging winter and summer. They are drawn to the Crestfills not only by the pleasant pine scent,
renewed monthly, but by the fact that the mountains des are warmed severa degrees by the gentle
internd action of Eden Earth asit ages, making the Crestfills aunique and precious winter wildlife
sanctuary.

These pine-covered dopes, with their cunningly spaced "rocky" outcrops—there's one right
now—were created by ateam of environmental designers who spared no expense, even dropping fill
from contai ner-coptersto create those hard-to-reach spots that give wilderness areas their special
appedal. Free-range deer and even an occasional bear roam the rugged dopes. There's adeer now. Put it
on"pause," Miss Crumb, and let's have another look. How many here are old enough to remember the
origind Bambi ? How many took their children to seeit? Their grandchildren?

Metoo.

But suppose your clients and prospective buyers dream of ahome by the sea? What if Fire Idand,
Cape Cod, Nantucket are the kind of names that fire their souls and loosen their checkbooks?

How does Bayfill Idand sound to you?

If we may, Miss Crumb, let's cut away to our second video, and another type of paradise—arocky,
fogbound New England-style idand of the kind featured in so many romantic movies. How many of you
have dreamed of the opportunity to buy and sal summer homes on one of these exclusive sites? Well,



hang on—your dreams are about to come true.

Bayfill Idand lies a the opening of Long Idand Sound, between Montauk and one of the older glacia
debrisidands, Block Idand. It isby comparing Bayfill with the rather rundown—geologically
speaking—idandsin the area, that we can best understand why we say Eden Earth puts standard earth
to shame. Large areas of Nantucket Idand are carved away by the ocean waves every winter—valuable
real estate becoming silt and sand in the ocean degps. Not so on Bayfill Idand. Since Eden Earth isboth
sdt- and water-resstant, it stands firm againgt the weather. Large areas of Martha's Vineyard are
swamps and marshes, filled with vicious insects. In contrast, there are no wastelands on Bayfill 1dand,
wheredl theland isdry land and rain runs off as clear and clean aswhen it fell. Large areas of Block
Idand are out of Sght and sound of the ocean, dragtically lowering property vaues. Oningenioudy
S-shaped Bayfill 1dand, every property is ocean-front property; there are no "cheap seats' in the house.

But enough poetry. It'stime to go and see for oursalves. Miss Crumb hasjust signaled me that
Eden-Prudentid's chartered airbus has arrived to take us on our tour of the two sites. We only haveto
walk ablock to board. Asyou leave the office here, welll be crossing the East Thirty-fourth Street
Extension. Watch your step; the ground is il alittle soringy.

Arethere any questions?

TWO GUYS FROM THE FUTURE

"We are two guysfrom the future.”
"Y eah, right. Now get the hdll out of herel”
"Dont shoot! Isthat agun?’

That gave me pause; it was aflashlight. There were two of them. They both wore shimmery suits. The
short onewaskind of cute. Thetall onedid dl thetaking.

"Lady, we are serious guys from the future,” he said. "Thisisnot ahard-on."
"Y ou mean aput-on,” | said. "Now kindly get the hell out of here.”

"We are here on amissonary position to al mankind," he said. "No shit isfixing to hang loose any
someday now."

"Bregk loose" | said. "Hey, are you guys talking about nuclear war?'
"We are not alowed to say," the cute one said.
"The bottom line is, we have come to salvage the artworks of your posteriors,” thetal one said.

"Savethe art and let theworld go. Not abad ideg,” | said. "But, mira, it'smidnight and thegdlery's
closed. Come back en la manana.”

"Que bueno! No hay mas necesididad que hablaren ingles,” thetall one said. "Nothing worse than
trying to communicate in adead language,” he went on in Spanish. "But how did you know?"

"Just aguess” | said, aso in Spanish; and we spoke in the mother tongue from then on. "I you redlly
aretwo guys from the future, you can come back in the future, like tomorrow after we open, right?”"

"Too much danger of Timedip," he said. "We have to come and go between midnight and four A.M.,
when we won't interfere with your world. Pluswe're from far in the future, not just tomorrow. We are
here to save atworksthat will otherwise be lost in the coming holocaust by sending them through a
Chronodot to our century in what is, to you, the distant future.”

"| got that picture,” | said. "But you're talking to thewrong girl. | don't own thisart gdlery. I'm just an
atig.”

"Artigsswear uniformsin your century?”



"Okay, so I'm moonlighting as a security guard.”
"Then it'syour boss we need to talk to. Get him here tomorrow at midnight, okay?"

"Hesaher," | sad. "Besdes, mira, how do | know you redlly are, on the leve, two guysfrom the
future?'

"Y ou saw us suddenly materiaize in the middle of the room, didn't you?'
"Okay, s0 | may have been dozing. Y ou try working two jobs."
"But you noticed how bad our ingles was. And how about these outfits?"

"A lot of peoplein New Y ork speak worse ingles than you,” | said. "And here on the Lower East
Side, funny suitsdon't prove anything." Then | remembered a sciencefiction story | had once heard
about. (I never actudly read sciencefiction.)

"Youdid what?' said Borogove, the galery owner, the next morning when | told her about the two
guysfrom the future.

"l litamatch and held it to hisdeeve.”
"Girl, you're lucky he didn't shoot you."

"Hewasn't carrying agun. | could tell. Those shimmery suits are pretty tight. Anyway, when | saw
that the cloth didn't burn, | decided | believed their story."

"Therésall sortsof materid that doesn't burn,” Borogove said. "And if they're redlly two guysfrom
the future who have come back to save the great art of our century, how come they didn't take
anything?' Shelooked around the gallery, which wasfilled with giant plastic breasts and buttocks, the
work of her dead ex-husband, "Bucky" Borogove. She seemed disappointed that dl of them were il

hanging.
"Beatsme," | said. "They ingst on taking to the galery owner. Maybe you haveto sign for it or
something.”

"Hmmm. There have been severd mysterious disappearances of greet art lately. That'swhy | hired
you; it was one of the conditions of Bucky'swill. Infact, I'm gtill not sure thisisn't one of his posthumous
publicity stunts. What time are these guys from the future supposed to show up?”'

"Midnight."

"Hmmm. Well, don't tell anyone about this. I'll join you at midnight, like Macbeth on the tower."
"Hamlet," | said. "And tomorrow's my night off. My boyfriend is taking meto the cockfights.”

"I'll pay you time and ahalf," shesaid. "I may need you thereto trandate. My espanoal isalittlerusty.”

Girlsdon't go to cockfightsand | don't have aboyfriend. How could 1? There aren't any singlemen in
New York. | just didn't want Borogoveto think | was essy.

But infact, | wouldn't have missed it for theworld.

| was standing beside her in the gdlery a midnight when acolumn of air in the center of the room
began to shimmer and glow and ... But you've seen Star Trek. Therethey were. | decided to call thetall
one Stretch and the cute one Shorty.

"Bienvenidos to our century,” said Borogove, in Spanish, "and to the Borogove Gdllery." Her
Spanish was more than alittle rusty; turned out she had done amonth in Cuernavacain 1964. "We are
described in Art Talk magazine as'thetraffic control center of the Downtown Art Renaissance.' "

"We are two guysfrom thefuture,” Stretch said, in Spanish thistime. He held out hisarm.
"Y ou don't have to prove anything," said Borogove. "1 can tell by the way you arrived here that you're



not from our world. But if you like, you could show me some future money.”
"We're not alowed to carry cash,” said Shorty.

"Too much danger of Timedip," explained Stretch. "In fact, the only reesson werehereat dl is
because of aspecia exemption in the Chronolaws, alowing usto save great artworksthat otherwise
would be destroyed in the coming holocaugt.”

"Oh dear. What coming holocaust?

"We're not dlowed to say," said Shorty. It seemed to be the only thing he was allowed to say. But |
liked the way that no matter who he was talking to, he kept stealing looks at me.

"Don't worry about it," said Stretch, looking at hiswatch. "It doesn't happen for quite awhile. Were
buying the art early to keep the prices down. Next month our time (last year, yours) we bought two
Harings and a Ledesmaright around the corner.”

"Bought?' said Borogove. " Thaose paintings were reported stolen.”

Stretch shrugged. "That's between the gallery owners and their insurance companies. But we are not
thieves. In fact—"

"What about the people?’ | asked.

"You stay out of this," Borogove whispered, in ingles. "Yourejust hereto trandate.”

I ignored her. "Y ou know, in this coming holocaust thing. What happens to the people?”

"We're not alowed to save people,” said Shorty.

"No big ded,” said Stretch. "People dl die anyway. Only great art isforever. Well, dmost forever."

"And Bucky made the short list!" said Borogove. "That son of abitch. But I'm not surprised. If
sdf-promotion can—"

"Bucky?' Stretch looked confused.

"Bucky Borogove. My late ex-husband. The artist whose work ishanging al around us here. The art
you cameto save for future generations.”

"Ohno," said Stretch. He looked around at the giant tits and asses hanging on the walls. "We can't
take this stuff. 1t would never fit through the Chronod ot anyway. We cameto give you timeto get rid of
it. We're here for the early works of Teresa Algarin Rosado, the Puerto Rican neoretromaximinimaist.
Y ou will hang her show next week, and well come back and pick up the paintings we want.”

"I beg your pardon!" said Borogove. "Nobody tells mewho will or will not hang in thisgdlery. Not
even guys from the future. Besides, who's ever heard of this Rosado?!

"l didn't mean to berude,” said Stretch. "It'sjust that we aready know what will happen. Besides,
we've dready deposited three hundred thousand dollarsin your account first thing tomorrow.”

"Wdl, inthat case ... " Borogove seemed mallified. "But who is she? Do you have her phone
number? Does she even have aphone? A lot of artistss—"

"How many paintings are you going to buy?" | asked.
"Y ou stay out of thig" shewhisperedin ingles.
"But | an Teresa Algarin Rosado,” | said.

| quit my job as a security guard. A few nightslater | wasin my gpartment when | noticed a
shimmering by thesink. Theair beganto glow and ... but you've seen Star Trek. | barely had timeto
pull on my jeans. | was painting and | usudly work in aT-shirt and underpants.

"Remember me, one of the two guysfrom the future?' Shorty said, in Spanish, as soon as he had fully
appeared.



"Soyou cantak," | said, in Spanish aso. "Where'syour companero?'
"It'shisnight off. HEs got adate.”

"And youreworking?'

"It'smy night off too. | jus—uh—uh ... " He blushed.

"Couldn't get adate,” | said. "It'sall right. I'm about ready to knock off anyway. TherésaBud in the
refrigerator. Get me onetoo.”

"Y ou dwayswork a midnight? Can | cal you Teresa?"'

"Please do. Just finishing a couple of canvases. Thisismy big chance. My own show. | want
everything to bejust right. What are you looking for?'

"A bud?'

"A Budisacerveza, "l sad. "Thetop twists off. To theleft. Areyou sure you guys are from the
future and not the past?' (Or just the country, | thought to mysdif.)

"Wetravel to many different time zones," hesaid.
"Must be exciting. Do you get to watch them throw the Chrigtiansto the lions?!

"Wedon't go there, it'sdl statues” he said. " Statues won't fit through the Chronodot. Y ou might have
noticed, Stretch and | broke quite afew before we quit trying.”

"Stretch?!

"My partner. Oh, and cal me Shorty."

It was my firgt pogtiveillustration of the power of the past over the future.

"So what kind of art do you like?' | asked while we got comfortable on the couch.

"l don't like any of it, but | guess paintings are best; you can turn them flat. Say, thisis pretty good
cerveza. Do you have any roll and rock?"

| thought he meant the beer but he meant the music. | also had ajoint, left over from amore
interesting decade.

"Y our century ismy favorite," Shorty said. Soon he said he was ready for another petdl.

"Bud," | sad. "Inthefridge.”

"The cerveza inyour century isvery good,” he called out from the kitchen.

"L et me ask you two questions,” | said from the couch.

"Sure”

"Do you have awife or agirlfriend back there, or up there, in the future?!

"Areyou kidding?' hesaid. "Thereare no ngle girlsin the future. What's your second question?”
"Do you look as cute out of that shimmery suit asyou do init?

"Therésonemissing,” said Borogove, checking off her list asthe workmen unloaded the last of my
paintings from the rented pand truck and carried them in the front door of the galery. Other workmen
were taking Bucky's giant tits and asses out the back door.

"Thisisdl of it," | said. "Everything I've ever painted. | even borrowed back two paintingstheat | had
traded for rent."

Borogove consulted her list. " According to the two guys from the future, three of your early paintings
arein the Museo de Arte Inmortal del Mundo in 2255: 'Tres Dolores,' 'De Mon Mouse,' and 'LaRosa
dd Futuro.’ Those are the three they want.”



"Let meseethat lig," | said.

"It'sjust thetitles. They have a catal ogue with pictures of what they want, but they wouldn't show it to
me. Too much danger of Timesplits"

"Sips" | said. Welooked through the stacked canvases again. | am partia to portraits. "De Mon
Mouse" was an oil painting of the super in my building, arastawho dwayswore Mickey Mouse T-shirts.
He had acollection of two. "Tres Dolores' was amother, daughter, and grandmother | had known on
Avenue B; it was a pose faked up from photographs—a sort of tampering with timein itself, now that |
thought of it.

But "LaRosadd Futuro"?

"Never heard of it," | said.

Borogove waved thelist. "It'son here. Which meansit'sin their catalogue.”

"Which meansit survivesthe holocaust,” | said.

"Which meansthey pick it up at midnight, after the opening Wednesday night,” she said.
"Which means| must paint it between now and then.”

"Which means you've got four days."

"Thisiscrazy, Borogove."

"Cdl meMimsy," shesaid. "And don't worry about it. Just get to work."

"Therdspickled herringinthe nevera,” | said, in Spanish.

"| thought you were Puerto Rican," said Shorty.

"l am, but my ex-boyfriend was Jewish, and that Stuff keepsforever.”
"| thought there were no singlemenin New Y ork."

"Exactly the problem,” | said. "Hiswife was Jewish too."

"Y ou're sure I'm not keeping you from your work?' said Shorty.

"What work?" | said forlornly. | had been staring at ablank canvas sinceten P.M. "I ill have one
painting to finish for the show, and | haven't even darted it.”

"Which one?'

"LaRosadd Futuro,” | said. | had thetitle pinned to the top corner of the frame. Maybe that was
what was blocking me. | wadded it up and threw it at thewall. It only went halfway across the room.

" think that's the most famous one," he said. " So you know it gets done. Isthere a blossom—"
"A Bud," | said. "Inthe door of thefridge."

"Maybe what you need,” he said, with that shy, dy futuristic smile | wasgrowing to like, "isalittle
res.”

After our little rest, which wasn't so little, and wasn't exactly arest, | asked him, "Do you do this
often?"

"This?"

"Go to bed with girlsfrom the past. What if I'm your great-great-grandmother or something?”
"| had it checked out," he said. " She'sliving in the Bronx."

"So you do! You bastard! You do thisal thetime."

"Teresal Mi corazon! Never before. It's strictly not dlowed. | could lose my job! It'sjust that when |
saw thoselittle.... "



"Thoselittlewhat?'
He blushed. "Thoselittle hands and feet. | fell in love."
It was my turn to blush. He had won my heart, aguy from the future, forever.

"Soif you love me so much, why don't you take me back to the future with you?' | asked, after
another littlerest.

"Then who would paint al the paintings you are supposed to paint over the next thirty years? Teresa,
you don't understand how famous you are going to be. Even | have heard of Picasso, Michdangelo, and
the great Algarin—and art isnot my thing. If something happened to you, the Timedip would throw off
thewhole higory of art.”

"Oh. How about that." | couldn't seem to stop smiling. "So why don't you stay here with me.”

"I've thought about it,” hesaid. "But if | stayed here, | wouldn't be around to come back here and
meet you in thefirst place. And if | had stayed here, we would know about it anyway, since there would
be some evidence of it. See how complicated Timeis?I'm just adelivery guy and it gives me a headache.
| need another leaf."

"Bud," | said. "You know wherethey are." He went into the kitchen for a cerveza and | called out
after him: "So you're going to go back to the future and let me die in the coming holocaust?!

"Die? Holocaust?'

"The one you're not alowed to tell me about. The nuclear war."

"Oh, that. Stretch isjust trying to darm you. It'snot awar. It'sawarehousefire."”
"All this mischigosch for awarehouse fire?!

"It's cheaper to go back and get the stuff than to avoid thefire," he said. "It dl hasto do with Timedip
insurance or something.”

The phonerang. "How'sit going?'

"It'stwo in the morning, Borogove!" | said, in ingles.
"Please, Teresa, cal me Mimsy. Isit finished?'
"I'mworkingonit,” | lied. "Go to deep.”

"Who wasthat?' Shorty asked, in Spanish. "La Gordita?"

"Don't be crud," | said, pulling on my T-shirt and underpants. "Y ou go to deep, too. | haveto get
back to work."

"Okay, but wake me up by four. If | overdeep and get stuck here—"

"If you had overdept we would aready know about it, wouldn't we?' | said, sarcagticaly. But he was
dready snoring.

"l can't put it off for aweek!" said Borogove the next day at the galery. "Everybody who's anybody
in the downtown art scene is going to be here tomorrow night.”

"But—"
"Teresa, I've dready ordered thewine.”
"But—"

"Teresa, I've already ordered the cheese. Plus, remember, whatever we sdll beyond the three
paintingsthey're coming for isgravy. Comprende?'

"Eningles, Borogove" | said. "But what if | don't finish thispainting in time?"'
"Teresa, | ind<t, you must cal me Mimsy. If you weren't going to finish it, they would have arranged a



later pickup date, since they aready know what will happen. For God's sake, girl, quit worrying. Go
home and get to work! Y ou have until tomorrow night."

"But | don't even know whereto start!"
"Don't you artists have any imagination? Make something up!”

I had never been blocked before. It's not like constipation; when you're constipated you can work
gtting down.

| padded and paced like a caged lion, staring at my blank canvas asif | weretrying to get up the
appetiteto eat it. By eleven-thirty | had Sarted it and painted it out six times. It just didn't fed right.

Just asthe clock was striking midnight, a column of air near the Sink began to shimmer and ... but
you've seen Star Trek. Shorty appeared by the sink, one hand behind his back.

"Am| gladto seeyou!” | said. "l need aclue.”

"A due?'

"Thispainting. ‘LaRosade Futuro.' Y our catalogue from the future has a picture of it. Let me seeit.”
"Copy your own painting?' Shorty said. "That would causea Timedip for sure.”

"l won't copy it!" | said. "l just need aclue. I'll just glance at it."

"Same thing. Besides, Stretch carriesthe catalogue. I'm just his hel per.”

"Okay, then just tell me what'sit apicture of."

"I don't know, Teresa... "

"How can you say you love meif you won't even break the rulesto help me?”’

"No, | mean | really don't know. Like | said, art isnot my thing. I'm just addivery guy. Besdes—"
He blushed. "Y ou know what my thingis."

"Wdl, my thingisart," | said. "And I'm going to lose the chance of alifetime—hell, of more than that,
of artistic inmortalidad—if | don't come up with something pretty soon.”

"Teresa, quit worrying,”" he said. "The painting's so famous even I've heard of it. Therésno way it
can not happen. Meanwhile, let's don't spend our last—"

"Our what? Our last what? Why are you standing there with your hands behind your back?"

He pulled out arose. "Don't you understand? This Chronolink closes forever after the pickup tonight.
| don't know where my next job will take me, but it won't be here.”

"So what'stherose for?"
"Toremember our ... our ... " Heburst into tears.

Girlscry hard and fast and it's over. Guys from the future are more sentimenta, and Shorty cried
himsalf to deep. After comforting him asbest | could, | pulled on my T-shirt and underpants and found a
clean brush and started pacing again. | left him snoring on the bed, a short brown Adoniswithout even a
figledf.

"Wake me up at four,” he mumbled, then went back to deep.

| looked at the rosa he had brought. The roses of the future had soft thorns; that was encouraging. |
laid it on the pillow next to his cheek and that was when it came to me, in the form of awhole picture,
whichishow it dways comesto mewhen it findly does. (And it always does.)

When I'm painting and it'sgoing well, | forget everything. It seemed like only minutes beforethe
phonerang. "Wdl?How'sit going?"



"Borogove, it'sadmogt four in themorning.”

"No, it'snat, it'sfour in the afternoon. Y ou've been working dl night and dl day, Teresa, | cantell.
But you redly haveto cdl me Mimsy."

"I can't talk now," | said. "l have alive modd. Sort of."
"1 thought you didn't work from live models.”
"Thistimel am."

"Whatever. Don't let me bother you while you're working; | can tell you're getting somewhere. The
opening isat seven. I'm sending avan for you at Sx."

"Makeit alimo, Mimsy," | said. "Were making art history.”

"It'sbeautiful," Borogove said, as| unveiled "LaRosadd Futuro” for her. "But who'sthe modd? He
looksvagudy familiar."

"He's been around the art world for yearsand years,” | said.

The gallery was packed. The show was a huge success. "LaRosg," "De Mon Mouse," and "L os
Tres' were dready marked SOLD, and SOLD stickers went up on my other paintings at the rate of one
every twenty minutes. Everybody wanted to meet me. | had left Shorty directions and cab fare by the
bed, and at eeven-thirty he showed up wearing only my old boyfriend's trenchcoat, saying that his
shimmery suit had disgppeared into thin air while he was pulling it on.

| wasn't surprised. We werein the middle of aTimedip, after dl.
"Who'sthe barefoot guy in the fabulous Burberry?' Borogove asked. "He looks vaguely familiar.”
"He's been around the art world forever and ever,” | said.

Shorty waslooking jet-lagged. He was staring dazedly at the wine and cheese and | signaled to one
of the caterersto show him where the beer was kept, in the backroom.

At eeven fifty-five, Borogove threw everybody ese out and turned down thelights. At midnight, right
on time, aglowing column of air appeared in the center of the room, then gradualy took on the shape
of ... But you've seen Sar Trek. It was Stretch, and he was aone.

"We are—uh—aguy from the future," Stretch said, starting in English and finishing en espanol. He
waswaobbling alittle.

"1 could have sworn there were two of you guys," said Borogove. "Or did | make that up?' she
whispered to me, in ingles.

"Could beaTimedip," said Stretch. He looked confused himsdlf, then brightened. "No problem,
though! Happensadl thetime. Thisisalight pickup. Only three paintings!"

"We have all threeright here," said Borogove. "Teresa, why don't you do the honors. I'll check them
off asyou hand them to thisguy from the future.”

| handed him "De Mon Mouse.” Then "Los Tres Dolores.” He dipped them both through adark dot
that appeared inthe air.

"Whoops," Stretch said, hiskneeswobbling. "Fed that? Sight aftershock.”

Shorty had wandered in from the back room with aBud in his hand. In nothing but araincoat, he
looked very disoriented.

"Thisismy boyfriend, Shorty," | said. He and Stretch stared at each other blankly and | felt the fabric
of spacetime tremblejust for amoment. Then it was over.

"Of course!" said Stretch. "Of course, I'd recognize you anywhere.”
"Huh? Oh." Shorty looked at the painting | was holding, the last of thethree. "LaRosade Futuro.” It



was afull-length nude of ashort brown Adonis, adegp on his back without even afig leaf, arose placed
tenderly on the pillow by his cheek. The paint was till tacky but | suspected that by thetimeit arrived in
the futureit would bedry.

"Reminds me of theday | met MonaLisa," sad Stretch. "How many times have | seen this painting,
and now | meet the guy! Must fed welird to have the world's most famous, you know ... " Hewinked
toward Shorty's crotch.

"l don't know about weird,” said Shorty. " Something definitely fedsfunny.”

"Let'sget onwith this™ | said. | handed Stretch the painting and he pushed it through the dot, and
Shorty and | lived happily ever after. For awhile. Moreor less ...

But you'veseen | Love Lucy.

THE TOXIC DONUT

Hi, I'm Ron, the Host's Chief Administrative Assstant, but you can just call me Ron. Let mebegin, at
the risk of seeming weird, by saying congratulations.

Of course | know. I've been doing this show every year for six years, how could | not know? But
look at it thisway, Kim—do youmind if | call you Kim?'Y ou have been chosen to represent al humanity
for one evening. All the birds and beasts too. The worms and the butterflies. The fishes of the sea. The
liliesof thefidd. You are, for one hdf hour tonight, the representative of dl life onthe planet. Hell, dl life
inthe Universe, asfar aswe know. That calsfor congratulations, doesn't it? Y ou have aright to be
proud. And your family, too.

Did you, I mean do you have afamily? How nice. Well, we dl know what they'll be watching tonight,
don't we? Of course, | know, everybody watchesit anyway. More than watch the Academy Awards.
Eight to ten pointsmore. A point isabout thirteen million people these days, did you know that?

Okay. Anyway. Have you ever been on TV before? "L ong shot a a bal game'—that's good. | loved
Bill Murray too. God rest hissoul. Anyway. Okay. TV is ninety-nine percent preparation, especialy live
TV. Soif you'll walk over here with me, |et's take this opportunity to run through the steps for our lighting
people, aswel asyoursdf; so you will be able to concentrate on the Event itself.

After dl, it'syour night.
Watch your step. L ots of wires.

Okay. We cdl this Stage L eft. At 8:59, one minuteto Air-time, one of the Girlswill bring you out.
Over there, inthelittle green outfits. What? Since you're awoman it should be guysin bikinis?1 get it, a
joke. Y ou have quite asense of humor, Kim. Do you mind if | call you Kim?

Right, wedid.

Anyway. Okay. You'll stand here. Toes on that mark. Don't worry, the cameras won't linger on you,
not yet. Youll just be part of the scene at the beginning. There will be one song from the International
Children's Rainbow Chorus. "Here Comesthe Sun,” | think. All you haveto do is stand here and look
pretty. Dignified, then. Whatever. Y ou're the first woman in two years, by the way; the last two
Consumers were men.

| don't know why, Consumersisjust what we call them; | mean, cal you. What would you want usto
cdl you?

That's another joke, right? Whatever.

Okay. Anyway. Song ends, it's 9:07. Some business with the lights and the Host comes on. | don't

need to tell you therell be applause. He walks straight up to you, and—xkiss or handshake? Suit yoursdlf.
After the handshake, alittle small talk. Where you're from, job, etc. Where are you from, by the way?



How nice. | didn't know they spoke English, but then it was British for years, wasn't it?

Anyway. Okay. Don't worry about what to say; the Host has been briefed on your background, and
helll ask aquestion or two. Short and sweet, sort of like Jeopardy.

To meet him? Well—of course—maybe—tonight right before the show, if time alows. But you have
to understand, Mr. Crystal's a very busy man, Kim. Do you mind if | call you Kim?

Right, we did. | remember. Sorry.

Okay. Anyway. A littlead-lib and it's 9:10.1 have it dl here on my clipboard, see? To the minute. At
9:10 there's some business with the lights, then the Girls bring out the Presidents of the Common Market,
the African Federation, the Americas, Pacific Rim, etc. Five gentlemen, one of them alady thisyear, |
believe. There's abrief statement; nothing elaborate. "Y our great courage, protecting our way of life" sort
of thing. A few words on how the L ottery works, since thiswasthefirst year people were alowed to
buy ticketsfor others.

I'm sorry you fed that way. I'm sure voluntary would be better. But somebody must have bought you
aticket; that'stheway it works.

Anyway. Okay. Where were we? 9:13, the Presidents. They have a plague that goesto your family
after. Don't tekeit; it'sjust to look at. Then akiss; right, handshake. Sorry. I'll make anote of it. Then
they're out of here, Stage Right. Don't worry, the Girls manage dl the traffic.

Okay. 9:14, lights down, then up on the Native People's presentation. Y ou're till standing here,
Stage L &ft, watching them, of course. Y ou might even like it. Three women and three men, clickers and
drums and stuff. While the women dance, the men chant. " Science, once our enemy, now our brother”
sort of thing. Y ou'll fed something on the back of your neck; that's the wind machine. They finishat 9:17,
crossto here, give you akind of bark scroll. Take it but don't try to unroll it. 1t's 9:18 and they're out of
here, Stage L &ft. That's the end of the—

What? No, the corporations themselves don't make a presentation. They want to keep avery low
profile.

Anyway. Okay. It's 9:19 and that's the end of the warm-up, aswe call it. The Host comes back out,
and you walk with him—nhere, let'stry it—across to Center Stage. Helll help you stay in the spotlight. He
admiresthe scroll, makes ajoke, ad-lib stuff; don't worry about it. HE's doneit every year now for six
years and never flubbed yet.

Therewon't be so many wires underfoot tonight.

Okay. 1t's9:20. You're at Center Stage, toes here. That'sit, right on the mark. There's more business
with the lights, and the Host introduces the President of the International Ingtitute of Environmental
Sciences, who comes out from Stage L eft. With the Donut. We don't seeit, of course. It'sin awhite
paper sack. He setsit here, on the podium in front of you.

He stands out there, those green marks are his—we call him the Green Meany—and gives his Evils of
Sciencerap, Sarting at 9:22. "For centuries, poisoned the Earth, fouled the air, polluted the waters, etc.,
etc.”" It'sthe samerap aslast year but different, if you know what | mean. A video goeswith it; what we
cal the sad video. Y ou don't have to watch if you don't want to, just look concerned, alarmed, whatever.
| meanit dl redly happened! Dead rivers, dead birds, dioxins. Two minutes worth.

Okay. Anyway. I1t's 9:24, and he starts what we call the glad video. Blue sky, birds, bears, etc. Gives
the Wonders of Science rap where he explains how they have managed to collect and contain al the
year's toxic wastes, pollutants, etc., and keep them out of the environment—

How? | don't know exactly. | never listen to the technical part. Some kind of
submol ecul ar-nano-mini-mumbo-jumbo. But he explainsit dl, I'm pretty sure. | think therésevena
diagram. Anyway, he explains how al the toxic wastes for the year have been collected and concentrated
into asingle Donut. The fiscd year, by the way. That's why the Ceremony istonight and not New Year's



Eve

Okay. Anyway. Hands you the bag. Exits Stage Right, 9:27. Now it's just you and the Host, and of
course, the Donut, till in the bag.

It might be alittle greasy. Y ou can hold it at the top if you want to. Whatever.

Anyway. Okay. It's9:28. Y ou'll hear adrumrall. It might sound corny now but it won't sound corny
then. | know because I've been here every year for six years, standing right over therein thewings, and |
get atear in my eye every time. Every damn time. The camerapullsin close. Thisisyour moment. Y ou
reach in the bag and—

Huh? It looks like any other donut. I'm sureit'll be glazed, if that's what you requested.

Okay. Anyway. 9:29, but don't worry about the time. Thisisyour moment. Our moment, really,
everybody in the world who cares about the environment, and these days that includes everybody. Y ou
reach in the bag, you pull out the Donut—

What happens next? | get it, fill joking. | admire somebody with your sense of humor. Kim.
Anyway. Okay. We all know what happens next.
You edt it.

CANCION AUTENTICA DE OLD EARTH
"Quietly," our guide said.
Quietly it was.

We glided over ancient asphalt, past ghost-gray buildings that glowed in the old, cold light of aruined
Moon that seemed (even though we have al seen it in pictures athousand times) too bright, too close,
too dead.

Our way was lighted by our photon shadow guide, enclosing us and the street around usin an egg of
softer, newer light.

At the end of anarrow lane, four streets came together in asmall plaza. At one end wasastone
church; at the other a glass-and-brick department store facade; both dating (my studies corning through
at last) from the High European.

"Ther€sno one herg," one of ussaid.
"Ligen ... " sad our guide.

There came arumbling. A synthesizer on arubber-tired wood-and-wire cart rolled into the plaza out
of an dley beyond the department store. It was pulled by an old man in black swesters, layered against
the planet's chill, and aboy in aleather jacket. An old woman, aso dl in black, and asmiling man who
looked to be about forty walked behind. His smile was the smile of the blind.

"They 4ill live here?' someone asked.
"Wheredse could they live?'

They stopped and asmal yellow dog jumped down from the cart. The old man opened the
synthesizer's panels and connected its cables to amoldering fuel cell. Sparks flew. The boy took adirty
bundle from the cart and unwrapped a strat and atambourine. He handed the tambourine to the blind
man.

Theold lady carried ablack vinyl purse. She watched not them, but us; and | had the "fedling” she
was trying to remember who we were.

The blind man was smiling past us, over us, asif a alarger crowd that had come into the plaza behind



us. Hewas so convincing that | even "turned” to look. But of course, the plaza was empty. The city was
empty except for us and them; the planet was empty. It had been empty for athousand years, empty
while the seasfdll and rose then fell again; empty sncethetwist.

The old lady watched while our guide flowed out and narrowed into a crescent, arranging usin a haf
circle around the musicians. Her face was as rough as the stones of the front of the church; her facade as
fdlenin.

Except for the boy'sleather jacket, which was too shiny, everything they wore was old. Everything
was cheap. Everything was black or gray.

The old man switched on the synthesizer and started to play chordsin blocks of three. An eectronic
drumbeat kept time, adow waltz. After afew barsthe boy camein on the strat, high wailing tremolos.

"What about the Singing?" someone complained in awhisper. "We came dl theway acrossthe
Universe'—adight exaggerationl—"for thesinging.”

"They used to sing for thetourigts," our guide said. "Now there's only the occasiona specia group
such asours”

The blind man began to dance. With the dog at hisfeet, he waltzed around our little haf circleand
then back, beating the tambourine first againgt the hedl of one hand and then againgt his hip. Where his
feet brushed our photon shadow guide, his shoes sparkled and looked amost new.

As suddenly as he had started, he stopped, and the old man spoke in a shout:
"Hidalgos y damas estimadas—"

It wasavariant of Latin which | could dmost follow, Catalan or Spanish or Romany perhaps.
Looking over us (just as the blind man had) the old man welcomed us back to our ancient, our ancestral
home, where we would aways be welcome, no matter how far we strayed, no matter how many
centuries we stayed away, no matter what form it pleased usto take, etc.

"Yahara, una cancion autentica de old Earth ... " He gave anod to the boy, who played ablues
figure high in the cutaway—

The blind man looked up to where amoon, the Moon, half filled the sky; then rose toward it on his
tiptoes, and opened his mouth revealing blackened shards of teeth; and there was the singing we had
come hafway acrossthe Universeto hear.

Thelittle dog following him, he waked as he sang—up, then down our half circle. It was quite
beautiful. It sounded just aswe had dwaysimagined it might. His eyes were closed (now that he was
singing) but the dog looked directly at us, one by one, from our "feet" upward, asif searching for
something or someone. | could only partly follow the words, but as the song rose and fdll | knew he sang
of the seas and of the cities, and of the centuries before the twist, when geneticslocked our parentsto a
sngle planet and asingle form. His song soared to awail as he sang of the centuries after, and of the
Universethat was ours at last. Listening, we huddled together inside our photon shadow guide;
everything outside it, under that ruined Moon, even thelittle yellow dog, looked abandoned and lost.

"They arethelast?' one of uswhispered.
"According to them," our guide said, initslow tone, "there will be no more."

The song was over. The singer bowed until the echo had died away. When he straightened and
opened his eyes, they werefilled likelittle sees.

"The cancion autentica is said to be avery sad song," said our guide.

The old lady stepped forward at last. She opened the purse and someone produced a coin: the two
met with adink asif along chain had just been closed. The dog followed in her footsteps as she walked
around our hdf circle, holding out the purse, and each of us put in the coin we had brought. | wished |
had brought two. Though where would | have found another? God knows what she did with them



anyway. There was no trade, no commerce, nothing left to buy.

"The cancion autentica seemed very sad to me," someone said. | "nodded” in agreement. Certainly
we can no longer sing, and it is said that since the twist we no longer fed sadness, but what is hearing a
thing if not feding it? What is the difference? How e se account for the desolate colors where our faces
might once have been?

Closing the purse, the old woman returned to stand beside the cart. The blind man seemed ready to
sng again, but the old man began closing the synthesizer, folding its panelsin on themselves. The boy
wrapped the strat, and then the tambourine, in the blanket. The photon shadow guide pulled in, gathering
usinto itsegg of light, while the dog watched.

It wastimeto go.

When the others began moving, | hesitated at the edge of the department store's shadow, just out of
the Moon'slight. The singer stood watching us leave with his shining eyes, dead as moons. It struck me
that he hadn't comefor the coins, but for something else; someoneto sing for. Perhaps he wanted usto
applaud, but of course that wasimpaossible; perhaps he was still hoping we would al come home
someday.

The old man and the boy began pulling the cart away. The old woman caled to the blind man and he
turned and followed; the rumbling of the cart was al the guide he needed. The yellow dog stopped at the
edge of the shadow, and turned, and looked back at me, asif he ... asif | ... But the blind man whistled,
and the dog too was gone, following the cart; and without further ado | caught up with the others, and we
left for our flyer, our starship, and our faraway home.

PARTIAL PEOPLE

Questions are being raised about people only incompletely seen, or found in boxes, perhaps under
benches. Lips and eyes stuck under theatre seats like gum. Feet in shoes in rude doorways.

Whatever mystery may have surrounded them can be cleared up at once. These are partia people.

Partid people are not entire in themsalves. They do not merit your congderation though they may vie
forit.

Partiad people may seem to need medical attention, because of lacking aleg, aside, an essentia
atribute, etc. Their partia quaity [sc] isnot however indication of agenuine medica condition. They do
not need medica trestment, and if so, only alittle,

They may (they will!) claim to be dying, but how can that be? As awise man once said, how can they
truly die, who have only partidly lived.

Read my lips. these are partid people.

There has been speculation that they are from another or aparald Universe. Science, however, has
confirmed that thisis not so; or thet if they are from another Universe, it is not an important one.

The question of food is bound to come up. In generd, it isbest to pretend that partia people have
aready eaten.

Appearanceis an issue. The grotesque and often unpresentable appearance of partia people may
provoke discussion. Particularly among those looking for something ugly to talk about. Such discussion
should be kept to aminimum.

Traffic. Itisrardly that they undertake to drive. Automotive controls, even with automatic transmisson
(most carsthese daysl), may prove daunting. Not to mention rentals.

Partia people can causetraffic delays, however: asLedie R— drove toward abox in higher lane on
G— Avein M—, he/she was surprised to find an arm sticking out of it. He/she was able to judge from



the size of the rest of the box, however, that it was not large enough to contain an entire person, and
therefore was able to maintain speed and direction, thus avoiding lane changing with its potential for
accidents.

To make along story short, Ledie was not distracted by frantic hand waving. Crushing the box.

Partiad people may try to passthemselves off as entire people. Sometimesdl, or dmogt dl, the
customary visua aspects may be present. It may be an interna organ or aspect that is missing, not
apparent to the eye (or eyes, among the entire). For thisreason, it is best to assume that importunate
strangers are partiad people.

Travel. Partid people must pay full fare but may not go thewholeway. Thislimitstheir travel.

Police experience with partid peopleisinconclusive. They are sometimesworth abesting, but rarely
an Arrest.

Money. Partid people usualy have alittle but are certain to ask for more. On the subway do not take
their cards.

In crowds, they stand cunningly so that three or four together may look like an entire person, or even
two embracing. This marksthe limit of their ability to cooperate.

Neither p iscapitdized in "partid people.”

When they insst on having children, their children are aso partia people (partid children). They

hardly play.
They may claim to be veterans, especidly those which are dis-or un-figured.

They may have trouble counting (being less than oneto begin with). Their ideas may appear in
contradiction to the ones you hold. Their speech is riddled with sentence fragments and futile attempts at
dogma. Even ahello can lead to aloud harangue.

Frantic hand waving is not afriendly greeting with partia people. It isablatant attempt to gain
atention.

Do yourself and society afavor. Don't be taken in. Just say no to partia people.
Thank you.

CARL'S LAWN & GARDEN

Let's stop mourning for the good old days, we are largely living in them till.
—EUELL GIBBONS

My last week on the job started (as usud) with acrisis. "Code Four, Gall," Carl said, throwing me my
cap. He never could pronounce my name. "It'sthe Barbers, out in Whispering Woods subdivision, south
of New Brunswick, just off Route One." He backed the pickup to the shed end of the greenhouse and
quizzed mewhile| threw equipment into the back. " Got the drip nozzles? Got the 4 plus 67 Got the
Sylovan, the Di50S? The lawn injectors? The Thumper, just in case? Oh, and a Dutch EIm chip for the
mall. We might make it by there today."

It was abright, mournful June day. The traffic was colorful and hard. The roadsdeswere brilliant
green; newly painted for spring.

"Herewe are, Gail. Whispering Woods." We pulled past the wrought-iron gates between the two big
laser mapleswith Dolby rustling leaves, and around the curved drive lined with big houses set on wide

pseudolawns. It was al "nerf and turf" (that'swhat Carl cals verdachip and astrolawn) until the Barbers
house, at the turnaround.



Their lawn was not green but yellow-green. It was the only organic lawn in the sub. We put it in for
them four years ago, and for two yearsit amost made it; then last summer we had to put it on
twenty-four-hour 1V, and now thislooked like the end of theline.

Mrs. Barber was standing at the door looking worried. Her husband pulled in the drive just aswe
did. She must have caled us both at the sametime.

"Jesus," Mr. Barber said as he got out of his Chryder lacoccaand looked at his yellowing hundred
thousand dollars ($104,066.29 to be precise; | sometimes watched Carl do the books). "It's not too late,
isit, Cal?'

"It'snever too late, Mr. Barber," Carl said. The greenest part of the lawn made a crisscross pattern
likean X ray showing the underground grid where the drip saturators were buried; therest of the grass
was jaundiced-yellow. A darker brown edge ran al around the yard, like paper just before it burstsinto
flame.

"Code Six, Gall," Carl said, reviang hisorigind assessment. "Give me 4.5 liters of raight
Biuloformicaine on aspeed inject. And be quick about it. I'll 1oad up the ambulofogger.”

The nutritank was built onto the Side of the ranch-style home, disguised asashed. | spilledina
four-can of Bi, added some Phishphlakes for good measure, and set the under-pumps whining on super.
Out front, Carl trotted up and down the lawn with a Diprothemytaline sprayer, while the Barbers |ooked
on, worried, from the doorway. A few neighbors had gathered at the curb, amixture of concern and
poorly disguised pleasure on their faces. | could tell that the Barbers and their organic lawn were not
popular.

The quick Diprofix gives agreen flush to the skinny little leaves of the grass. | could hear them sigh
with rdief through the soles of my feet. But unless the saturasolution coming up from the IV grid found
living roots, the whole thing would be awagte.

Carl looked grave as he put the sprayer back into the truck. "If it's not looking better by Wednesday,
cal me" he said to the Barbers. "Y ou have my home phone number. Well stop by on Friday to adjust
the 1V solution, and I'll check it then.”

"How much isthis—going to cost?' Mr. Barber whispered, so hiswife and the neighbors couldn't
hear. Carl gave him amournful, disapproving look, and Mr. Barber turned away, ashamed.

"Hell, | understand where he's coming from, though," Carl told me when we were back on the road.
"It used to be that when you bought alawn you could get insurance, especialy with anew house, but
these days nobody isinsured. Y ou can insure atree, a potted one, anyway, or a cybershrub, and of
course any kind of holo. But aliving lawn? Jesus, Gail, no wonder the guy'sworried.”

Carl'sempathy ishisbest quality.

We stopped for lunch a Lord Byron's on the Princeton bypass; it'sthe only place that'll dlow agirl
with no shoes. Lord Byron was acook at aveterans hospital for twenty years before he saved enough
to Start his own place. Because of thismedica background, he thinks he's adoctor.

"The usual,” said Carl. Two beers and adoppy joe on ahard roll.

Lord Byron lifted my cap and his huge warm black hand covered the top of my head. "Just as|
thought,” he said. "Cold asice. Sure you can't find something on the menu you can eat, Gay?"

He never could say my nameright either.

After lunch we changed the motherboard on aflower bed at afunerad home on Route 303. The
display was one of those cheap, sixteen-bit jobsthat you can't walk through, that only looksright from a
hundred yards or so. Carl had sold it to them last fall. It was supposedly upgradable, but in fact the
company that made it had gone out of business over the winter, and now the chip was an orphan; you



couldn't change the variety or even the colors of the flowers without awhole new unit.

Carl explained this hesitantly, expecting an argument, but the funeral home manager signed for the
new chip, aHalmark clone, in aminute. "It's one of these franchise operations, Gail," Carl said on the
way back to the shop. "They don't care what they spend. Hell, why should they? It's all tax deductible
under the Environmental Upgrade Act. | never liked flowers much anyway. Even organic ones.

Tuesday was a better day because we got to dig. We put in ten meters of Patagonian Civet Hedge at
Johnson, Johnson, & Johnson. Pat is not really Patagonian; the nameis supposed to suggest some kind
of hardy stock. It's actualy cyberhedge, afert-saturated plastate lattice with dri-gro bud lodgements at
20 mmintervalson a3-D grid. But thetiny leavesthat grow out of it areasred as| am. They bask inthe
sun and wave in the wind. The bugs, if there were any, would be fooled.

Carl wasin agood mood. Ten meters of pat at $325 ameter isanice piece of change. And sincethe
roots themselves are not dive, you can put them directly into untrested ground. There's something about
the diding of ashove into thedirt that stirsthe blood of a nurseryman.

"Thisisthelife, right, Gail?' Carl said.

I nodded and grinned back at him. Even though something about the dirt didn't smell right. It didn't
amel wrong. It just didn't smell at all.

After lunch at Lord Byron's, Carl sold two electric trees at the Garden State Mall. The manager
wanted the treesfor adisplay at the main entrance, and Carl had to talk him out of organics. Carl doesn't
like the eectrics any better than | do, but sometimesthey arethe only aternative.

"| sort of wanted redl trees," the manager said.

"Not outdoors you don't," Carl said. "Look, organic treesaretoo frail. Even if you could afford
them—and you can't—they get weird diseases, they fal over. Y ou've got to feed them day and night, Let
me show you these new Dutch EImsfrom Microsoft." He threw the switch on the holoprojector whilel
started piecing together the sensofence. " See how gresat they look?' Carl said. "Go ahead, walk al the
way around them. We call them the Immortals. Bugs don't eat on them, they never get sick, and al you
have to feed them is 110. We can set this projector up on the roof, so you don't have to worry about
carsrunning over it."

"| sort of wanted something that cast a shadow,” the manager said.

"Y ou don't want shadows here at the mal anyway," said Carl, who had an answer for everything
when hewas sdlling. "And you won't have to worry about shoppers walking through the trees'—he
passed his hand through the trunk—"and spoiling the image, ether. That'swhat thisfenceisfor, which my
lovely assgtant is setting up. Ready, Gail?"

| set two sections of white picket fence next to the tree and snapped them together.
"That's not aholo," said the manager.

"No sr. Solid plastic,” Carl said. "And it doesalot more than just keep people from walking or
driving though the trees. The pickets themselves are sophisticated envirosensors. Made in Singapore.
Watch."

| turned on the fence, and since there was no wind, Carl blew on a picket. The leaves on the trees
waved and wiggled. He covered a picket with his hand and a shadow fell over the treetops. "They
respond to actual wind and sun conditions, for the utmost in total realism. Now let's supposeit looks like
ran..."

That was my cue. | handed Carl apaper cup and he sprinkled water on the pickets with hisfingertips,
likeapriest giving ablessing. Theleaves of the trees shimmered and looked wet. "We cdl them the
Immortals,” Carl said again, proudly.



"What about birds?'
"Birds?'

"I reed somewhere that birds get confused and try to land in the branches or something,” the manager
sad. "l forget exactly.”

Carl'slaugh was suddenly sad. "How long since you've seen abird?"

Wednesday was the day we had set aside to service Carl's masterpiece, the Oak Grove at Princeton
University. These were not ailanth-oaks or composite red "woods'; these were full-sized white oaks of
solid wood that grew not out of pots but straight out of the "ground"—a .09-acre ecotrap colloid
reservoir saturated with a high eectrolyte forced-drip solution of Arborpryzinamine Plus, the most
effective (and expensive) |V arbostabilizer ever developed. The ground colloid was so firm that the trees
stood without cables, fully forty-four feet tall. They were grand. The Grove was seven oaksin al, only
two lessthan the state forest in Windham. Princeton wasthe only private ingtitution in New Jersey that
could afford so many organic trees.

But something was wrong. There wasn't aleaf on any of them.

"Code Seven, Gail," said Carl with an undertone of panicin hisvoice. | limped up the hill asfast as|
could and checked the vats under the Humanities Building, but they were amost full and the solution was
correct, 0 | |eft them. Trees aren't like grass; there was no point in cranking up the IV pump pressure.

Carl was honking the horn, so | got back in the truck and we left to ook for the Dean of Grounds.
Hewasnt in hisoffice. Wefound him at Knowledge Hall, watching an outfit from Bucks County do a
scan-in on the north wall ivy. Theivy wasn't quite dead yet; | could hear itsfaint brown moaning asthe
software scanned and replicated each dying tendril, replacing it with avivid green image. Thentheold
stuff was pulled down with along wall rake and bagged. | was getting aheadache.

"| just camefrom the Grove," Carl demanded. "How long have the oaks been bare like that? Why
didnt you cdl me?"

" figured they were automatic,” said the Grounds Dean. "Besides, nobody's blaming you.”
Theimage-ivy came complete with butterflies, hovering tirdesdly.

"It's not aquestion of blame," said Carl. Exasperated with the Grounds Dean, he put the pickup into
gear. "Jumpin, Gail," he said. "Let's head back to the Grove. | think we've got a Code Seven here. It's
timefor the Thumper."

The Thumper is a gasoline-powered induction coil the Sze of the "salamander” we used to warm the
greenhouse back when the winters were cold. While Carl cranked it up, | pulled the two cables attached
toit out of thetruck bed and started dragging them toward the trees; they grew heavier asthey grew
longer.

"We haven't got al day!" Carl yelled. | clipped the red cable to alow branch on the farthest tree, and
clipped the black one to asted! rod driven into the ground-colloid. Then | got back in the truck.

The Grounds Dean pulled up on histhree-whedler just as Carl hit the switch. A few students hurrying
to class stopped and looked around, bewildered, as the current ripped through the pavement under them.
Carl hit it twice more. | could see the topmost twigs of the trees flutter, but there was no fedling there,
and hardly any far below where the taproots were curled in on themsavesin dark and silent misery.

"That oughtawake 'em up!" the Grounds Dean cdled out cheerily.

Carl ignored him. Hewasin the Grove, kneeling at the base of one of the oaks, and he motioned for
me to come over. "Volunteer," he whispered, brushing four tiny blades of fescue with hisfingertips. "I
haven't seen volunteer inyears." | fdt it with my fingertips, anincredibly ddlicate greenfiligree, eagerly
and shamelesdy dive. It wasfeeding on the nutrients that should have gone to the tree roots, which had



somehow lost their will to live.

"I'msorry | yelled a you, Gail," Carl said, brushing his knees off aswe stood up; awkwardly, he
leaned over and brushed mine off too. "I don't know what's getting into me." And it wastrue: it wasthe
first time he had yelled a me since | had sought refuge in his nursery six springs before.

Carl told the Grounds Dean that we would check on the Oak Grove tomorrow, and we |eft. But we
both knew the dectroshock wastoo little, too late. On the way back to the nursery, Carl didn't talk
about hisbeloved oaksat all. Instead, he talked about the volunteer. "Remember when grassjust grew,
Gail?' hesaid. "It was everywhere. Y ou didn't haveto feed it, or forceit, or plant it, or anything. Kids
made money cutting it. Hell, you couldn't stopit! It grew on the roadsides, grew in the medians, grew up
through the cracks in the sdewalk. Trees, too. Treesgrew wild. Leave afidd doneand it turned into a
forest in afew years. Lifewasintheair, like wild yeast; the whole damn world was like sourdough
bread. Remember, Gail ? Those were the good old days.”

I nodded and looked away, but not before tears of self-pity sprang unbidden to my eyes. How could
| forget the good old days?

By noon on Wednesday the Barbers hadn't called, so we swung by their place on the way to lunch.
The ominous brown edge was till there, but the grass toward the center of the lawn was a brighter
green, dmogt feverish-looking in spots. "At least it's dtill dive" Carl said, but alittle uncertainly. |
shrugged. | didn't feel good.

"That girl doesn't look right to me," said Lord Byron at lunch. | had to find achair because | couldn't
bal ance on a counter stoal.

"Shelll bedl right,” said Carl. Next to empathy, optimismis his best qudity. "And I'll have the usud.”

Carl spent the afternoon doing the bookswhile I dozed on a cot at the office end of the greenhouse.
"What | losein plants| make up in cybers” hesaid. "I'm the only nurseryman in the state who il
services organics—but you know that. Funny how it all balances out, Gall. First | make money poisoning
or cutting the grass; then | make moretrying to keep it alive. When that goes, theré'safortunein
greenlawn. Paint it every spring. Same with trees. First it was sales. Then it was maintenance, life
supports. Now it'sdectrics. Hell, | don't know what I'm complaining about, Gail. I'm making more
money than ever, yet somehow | can't help feding likeI'm going out of business ... "

Hetalked on and on all afternoon, while | tossed and turned, trying to deep.

Thursday morning we approached the university with amounting sense of dread. | had known it al
along; Carl knew it as soon as he pulled up beside the trees and shut off the engine. | didn't even haveto
get out of thetruck to fed the silence through the soles of my feet. There was no lifein the Oak Grove.
Carl's pride and joy was dead forever.

The volunteer fescue was gone, too. We got out to look, but it had dried up overnight and only
brown blades were |eft, withering in the network shadows of the bare branches. Maybe the Thumper had
killed it; or maybeit had just run out of life, like everything € se seemed to be doing these days.

"Nobody's blaming you," said the Grounds Dean. He had come up behind us unnoticed and put his
hand on Carl's shoulder. "To tell the truth, Carl, we've been having funding problems. I'm not sure how
long we could have afforded to keep the ground feed going anyway. What would you think of going to
videoleaf? Or we could even try silicyberbud branch implants, at least for a season or two. But don't
worry, we're not going to take out these stately oaks until we absolutely have to. They'relike old friends
to the students, Carl. Do you know what they cdl the Grove?' The Dean looked at me and winked; |
guess because he thought | was young. "The students call it the Kissing Grove!™



"It'snot aquestion of blame,”" Carl said. I'd never seen him so depressed. | wasn't fegling so hot
mysdf.

"Y ou should send this girl home, Carl," Lord Byron said when we stopped for lunch. "How long has
sheworked for you? Gay, honey, have you ever taken asick day?"

"Shelivesin the greenhouse," Carl said. " She doesn't exactly work for me. And leave her cap done;
nobody wantsto look at abad head.”

We spent the afternoon pulling IV fittings. The Delaware Valey Golf Club isone of the fanciest clubs
in the Garden State, and the fairways aswell as the greens had been organic not so many years ago. This
year we had findly lost the battle on the greens. Thursday was the deadline for usto get our hardware
out so they could lay the permaturf.

Carl drovethe pickup straight up the fairways, ignoring the angry shouts and curses of the golfers.
The greenslooked like the moon. Carl angrily unscrewed the nozzles and the fittings and threw them into
the back of the pickup, but |eft the pipes under the ground; they weren't worth the trouble it would take
to get them out, at least for one person working adone. | was too dizzy to do much more than watch.

"Every spring it getsworse," Carl muttered as he bounced acrossthe last fairway, through the ditch,
and onto the county road. "Are you okay? Do you want meto pull over?

| tried to throw up but nothing would come.

Friday | could barely get up. My once dark skin looked pale reflected in the windows of the
greenhouse. Carl was tapping on the glass with the truck key. It was already ten o'clock.

"Code Eight, Gall!" hesad. "'I'm getting the truck."

It was the Barbers. "1 couldn't understand what she was saying,” Carl said as he pulled out into traffic.
He gave me the emergency flasher to plug in and set up on the dash. "But it must be bad. Hell, shewas
creaming.”

It was abright, hard spring day; the sky was cruel blue. Route One was jammed and Carl turned on

the sren aswell asthelight. He drove on the shoulder, with one whedl on the asphalt and the other on
the green-painted rocks.

By the time we got to Whispering Woods | could seeit was aready too late.

The neighbors were standing around the edges of the Barbers front yard, watching the grassturn
ydlow, then yellow-green, then yelow again, flickering like an acohoal firein sickening waves. Therewas
afaint crackling noise and athin dying smell.

"Sounds like cereal when you pour the milk on!" said one of the kids.

Carl knelt down and pulled up a clump of grass and smelled the roots; then he sniffed theair and
looked over a me asif for thefirst time. "Code Ten," he said in acurioudy flat voice. Hadn't we both
known this day had to come?

"Look out!" one of the neighbors shouted. " Get back!"

The brown at the edges of the yard was starting to darken and spread inward. The crackling grew
louder asit closed on the still-green center; it pulled back once, then again, each wave leaving the
yellow-green grassalittle paler. Then the grass dl darkened at once like an eye closing, and there was
dlence. | felt my kneesgive out, so | leaned back against the truck.

"It'snot too late, isit, Carl?' asked Mr. Barber, coming to the end of thewalk. Hiswife followed him,
sniffling with fear, keeping her feet on the center of the walk, away from the dead ground. The thin dying
smdl had given way to afoul, wet, loathsome ugly stench asif some great grave had yawned open.



"What'sthat smell?" aneighbor asked.

"Hey, migter, your boy isfaling over," said one of thekids, tugging at Carl'sdeeve. "His hat came
off."

"She'snot aboy," said Carl. "And her nameis Gaea." I'd never heard him get it right before.

"What'sthat smell?" asked another neighbor. She was sniffing not the lawn but the wind, the long one,
the one that blows all the way around the world.

"Excuse me," Carl said to the Barbers. He ran over and tried to pick me up, but | wastoo far gone.

"Itistoo late, in'tit, Carl?' said Mr. Barber, and Carl, nodding, began to cry, and so would | if |
could have anymore.

THE MESSAGE

Thevoice on the phonewas digtinct if faint: "Our call camethrough.”
"I'll beright there."

Although I had wanted thisfor years, had anticipated it, had worked for it and dreamed of it even
when working for other things, it was till hard to believe. And harder il to explain to Janet.

"That was Beth on the phone,” | said.

"And you'releaving." It was astatement, not aquestion.
"We both knew this might happen.”

"Don't bother coming back.”

But she had dready rolled over and was pretending to be adeep. | could amost hear the fabric
ripping: the seam of an eight-year marriage that had held us together from smal collegesin the Midwest
to oceanic exploration centers, to the long winters at Woods Hole.

Onceit started to tear, it tore straight and true. | took a cab to the airport.
Theflight to San Diego was interminable. As soon as| got off the plane | called Doug a Flying Fish.

"Remember when you said you would drop everything to teke meto theidand if what we weretrying
to do came through?”'

"I'll meet you at the hangar,” he said.

Doug's ancient Cessnawas aready warming up when | got there. | carried two coffees, the black one
for him. Wewereinthe air and heading west over Point Loma before we spoke.

"So thefish findly got through,” he said.

"Dolphinsaren't fish and you know it," | said.

"l wasn't talking about them; | was talking about Leonard. He spends so much time underwater he
ought to grow gills."

Doug flew out to theidand twice amonth to ddiver suppliesto my partners. Asthe mainland
diminished to a smudge behind us, | thought of the years of research that had brought usto this remote
Pacific outpost.

Our funding had been cut off by the Navy when we had refused to alow them to use our datafor
wegpons research. It had been cut off by Stanford when we had refused to publish our preliminary
results. Grant after grant had fallen away like leaves; like my marriage, which | now could see was only
another leaf hitting the ground. Janet and | had been going in different directionsfor severd years, ever



since | had turned down tenure in order to continue my liféswork.
The Project.
"Thereitis, Doc."

Theidand had been loaned to us by Algandro Martinez, the nitrate millionaire who was even now on
his deathbed in Mexico City. It was amile-long teardrop of rock, inhabited at one end by sealsand at
the other by the gray (dolphin-colored, | redized for thefirgt time) fiberglass modulars of the Project.

Doug brought the little 172 straight in to the short strip bulldozed out of the sde of ahill. | wondered
how he managed in afog or awind. There were only about ten feet | eft at the end, when he shubbed the
brakes hard to keep the prop out of the rocks.

Beth waswaiting in the jegp with the engine running. Seeing the radiant smile on her broad, plain face,
| wondered what my life would have been likeif | had married not for beauty but for harmony. She and
Leonard were partners before anything else.

"Welcome!" she shouted over the wind and crashing surf. "Want to join us, Doug? Thisisour big
day!”
"Wouldn't missit for theworld," he said, shutting down the engine. "Wherésthefish?'

"Down inthe pool, | imagine" Beth said. "Comes and goes. What kind of intelligent creature would
communicate with usif we kept it confined?”

"He'spulling your leg,” | told her. "He'stalking about Leonard.”
"Soam|," shelaughed.

Expertly, terrifyingly ("Thisis Mexico, after al!"), Beth raced down theidand's only haf mile of road
to the lab, which was built out over therocks. It looked like agray and pink coral shelf left behind by the
tide. The pool it enclosed was open on three sides to the sea.

Leonard was on the sheltered upper deck, dripping in the wet suit he dwayswore, munching a
seaweed sandwich and staring at a computer screen.

"It came?' | asked.
"The message. It came," he said, looking up a me, hisface shining with either seawater or tears.

We embraced, and Beth joined us both. It was a shared triumph. Leonard and | had started the
Project twelve years before. He had done the undersea field work, she had designed and built the voice
synthesizer, and | had written the program.

Whilel got into my wet suit, Beth explained to a puzzled Doug what we had done. It had all been top
secret until now.

"The previous attempts to communicate with dolphins dways failed because of the timefactor," she
sad. "It was Doc who figured out that they think not asindividuas but collectively. Thefirst problem was
to convince them that we, arace that lives and dies asindividuds, is even capable of thought, much less
communication. Their feding was, | think, that al our activity was reactive behavior.”

"What about cities? Ships?' said Doug. "We've been active on the seafor centuries.”

"Oh, they know that. But they have seen cora reefs and seashells, dl built objects. The Austraian
Barrier Reef, for example, isamade object, and it's vaster than all our cities put together. They don't
make things. They don't put valuein things.”

"Thework of their civilization isthought,” put in Leonard. "They are building athought, a concept that
they have been working out over the millennia. It'sagrand project beyond anything we could imagine.”

"So they think they're too good to talk to us," said Doug.
"Don't get your fur up,” said Beth, laughing. "They don't think in words, like we do. Wordsare an



extenson of the hand—a grasping mechanism, and they don't grasp and manipulate ideasin the way we
do. So what we've been working to do over the yearsisto try and break their concepts down into
words."

| was amost ready. | had another gulp of coffee. My hand was shaking.

"The main problem wasthetimeframe," Leonard said. "Wetak in bites. Their conversationsrunin
long, centuries-old strings. They are not interested in communicating individud to individua. They
communicate with their own developing selves and their descendants. Ready?

Thislast wasto me. | nodded.

Leonard led me down the stairs to the pool level. Beth and Doug followed. The surf outside was
booming like agreat heart.

"It till sounds like what you're saying isthat they don't want to talk to us," Doug protested.

"Oh, they do, asit turnsout,” Leonard said. "They were very glad to hear from us. Y ou see, they
know who we are.”

"They remember," said Beth.

"They have amessagefor us," said Leonard.

"It took thirty-one monthsfor themto say it," said Beth. "It was the work of thousands of individuals."

"Solet'shaveit!" said Doug. Wedl laughed at hisimpatience, so typically human.

"Docfird," said Leonard. "The synthesizer only works under the water." Heled meto theend of the
pool, where severa dolphins, dignified and pearl-gray, waited like envoysin the reception room of an
embassy.

| dipped into the water. 1t was cold but it felt good. The dolphins nuzzled a me, then dove. | felt like
diving with them, but | had only my wet suit and no breething geer.

"Ready?' Leonard asked.

| nodded.

"Put your head under, and listen.”

| floated. A deep, dow voice echoed through my bones, like the voice | remembered from along-ago
dream:

"Comehome. All isforgiven.”

ENGLAND UNDERWAY

Mr. Fox was, he redlized afterward, with a shudder of sudden recognition like that of the man who
gives acup of water to astranger and finds out hours, or even years later, that it was Napoleon, perhaps
thefirst to notice. Perhaps. At least no one e se in Brighton seemed to be looking at the seathat day. He
wastaking his condtitutional on the Boardwalk, thinking of Lizzie Eustace and her diamonds, the people
in novels becoming increasingly more red to him as the people in the everyday (or "red") world grew
more remote, when he noticed that the waves seemed funny.

"Look," he said to Anthony, who accompanied him everywhere, which was not far, his customary
world being circumscribed by the Boardwalk to the south, Mrs. Oldenshield's to the east, the cricket
grounds to the north, and the Pig & Thistle, where he kept aroom—or more precisaly, aroom kept him,
and had since 1956—to the west.

"Woof?" said Anthony, in what might have been aquizzicd tone.
"Thewaves," said Mr. Fox. "They seem—well, odd, don't they? Closer together?!



"Woof."
"Well, perhgps not. Could be just my imagination.”

Fact is, waves had dways looked odd to Mr. Fox. Odd and tiresome and sinister. He enjoyed the
Boardwalk but he never walked on the beach proper, not only because he didiked the shifty qudlity of
the sand but because of the waves with their ceasdl ess back-and-forth. He didn't understand why the sea
had to toss about s0. Riversdidn't make all that fuss, and they were actualy going somewhere. The
movement of the waves seemed to suggest that something was stirring things up, just beyond the horizon.
Which waswhat Mr. Fox had dways suspected in his heart; which was why he had never visited his
gderin America

"Perhaps the waves have dways|ooked funny and | have just never noticed,” said Mr. Fox. If indeed
"funny" was the word for something so odd.

At any rate, it was amogt half past four. Mr. Fox went to Mrs. Oldenshield's, and with a pot of tea
and aplate of shortbread biscuits placed in front of him, read hisdaily Trollope—he had long ago
decided to read all forty-seven novelsin exactly the order, and at about the rate, in which they had been
written—then fell adeep for twenty minutes. When he awvoke (and no one but he knew he was degping)
and closed the book, Mrs. Oldenshield put it away for him, on the high shelf where the complete s,
bound in morocco, resided in state. Then Mr. Fox walked to the cricket ground, so that Anthony might
run with the boys and their kites until dinner was served at the Pig & Thistle. A whisky at ninewith
Harrison ended what seemed at the time to be an ordinary day.

The next day it dl began in earnest.

Mr. Fox awoke to a hubbub of traffic, footsteps, and unintelligible shouts. There was, asusud, no
one but himself and Anthony (and of course, the Finn, who cooked) at breakfast; but outside, he found
the streets remarkably lively for the time of year. He saw more and more people as he headed
downtown, until he wasimmersed in avirtual seaof humanity. People of al sorts, even Pakistanisand
foreigners, not ordinarily much in evidence in Brighton off season.

"What intheworld can it be?' Mr. Fox wondered adoud. "I smply can'timagine.”
"Woof," said Anthony, who couldn't imagine either, but who was never called upon to do so.

With Anthony in hisarms, Mr. Fox picked hisway through the crowd aong the King's Esplanade
until he came to the entrance to the Boardwalk. He mounted the twelve steps briskly. It wasirritating to
have one's customary way blocked by strangers. The Boardwalk was haf filled with strollers who,
instead of gtrolling, were holding on to the rail and looking out to sea. It was mysterious; but then the
habits of everyday people had aways been mysteriousto Mr. Fox; they were so much lesslikely to stay
in character than the peoplein novels.

The waves were even closer together than they had been the day before; they were piling up asif
pulled toward the shore by amagnet. The surf where it broke had the odd character of being asingle
continuous wave about one and a half feet high. Though it no longer seemed to be rising, the water had
risen during the night: it covered haf the beach, coming dmost up to the seawall just below the
Boardwalk.

The wind was quite stout for the season. Off to the lft (the east) a dark line was seen on the horizon.
It might have been clouds but it looked more solid, like land. Mr. Fox could not remember ever having
seen it before, even though he had walked here daily for the past forty-two years.

IID@?I
Mr. Fox looked to hisleft. Standing beside him at therail of the Boardwalk was alarge, one might

even say portly, African man with an darming hairdo. He was wearing atweed coat. An English girl
clinging to hisarm had asked the question. She was pale with dark, stringy hair, and shewore an oilskin



cape that looked wet even though it wasn't raining.
"Beg your pardon?' said Mr. Fox.
"That'sadog?' Thegirl was pointing toward Anthony.
"Woof."
"Well, of courseit'sadog."
"Can't hewak?'
"Of course he can walk. He just doesn't dways choose to.”

"Y ou bloody wish," said the girl, snorting unattractively and looking away. She wasn't exactly agirl.
She could have been twenty.

"Don't mind her," said the African. "Look at that chop, would you."

"Indeed,” Mr. Fox said. He didn't know what to make of the girl but he was grateful to the African for
garting aconversation. It was often difficult these days; it had become increasingly difficult over the
years. " A storm offshore, perhaps?' he ventured.

"A storm?"' the African said. "l guessyou haven't heard. It was on the telly hours ago. Were making
close to two knots now, south and east. Heading around Ireland and out to sea.”

"Out to sea?' Mr. Fox looked over his shoulder at the King's Esplanade and the buildings beyond,
which seemed as dationary as ever. "Brighton is heading out to sea?"

"Y ou bloody wish," the girl sad.

"Not just Brighton, man," the African said. For thefirst time, Mr. Fox could hear afaint Caribbean lilt
in hisvoice. "England hersdf isunderway."

England underway? How extraordinary. Mr. Fox could see what he supposed was excitement in the
faces of the other strollers on the Boardwak al that day. The wind smelled somehow sdtier as he went
to take histea. He dmogt told Mrs. Oldenshield the news when she brought him his pot and platter; but
the affairs of the day, which had never intruded far into her tearoom, receded entirely when he took
down his book and began to read. Thiswas (asit turned out) the very day that Lizziefinally read the
letter from Mr. Camperdown, the Eustace family lawyer, which she had carried unopened for three days.
AsMr. Fox had expected, it demanded that the diamonds be returned to her late husband's family. In
response, Lizzie bought astrongbox. That evening, England's peregrinations were al the news on the
BBC. The kingdom was heading south into the Atlantic at 1.8 knots, according to the newsmen on the
telly over the bar a the Pig & Thistle, where Mr. Fox was accustomed to taking aglass of whisky with
Harrison, the barkeep, before retiring. In the sixteen hours hours since the phenomenon had first been
detected, England had gone some thirty-five miles, beginning along turn around Ireland which would
carry it into the open sea

"Iredland isnot going?"' asked Mr. Fox.

"Ireland has been independent since 19 and 21," said Harrison, who often hinted darkly at having
rdaiveswith the IRA. "Irdland is hardly about to be chasing England around the seven seas.”

"Wdl, what about, you know ... ?'

"The Six Counties? The Six Counties have aways been apart of Irdland and dwayswill be," said
Harrison. Mr. Fox nodded politely and finished hiswhisky. It was not his custom to argue palitics,
particularly not with barkeeps, and certainly not with the Irish.

"So | suppose you'l be going home?"!
"Andlose mejob?’

For the next severad days, the wave got no higher but it seemed steadier. It was not a chop but a



continual smooth wake, streaming across the shore to the east as England began itsturn to the west. The
cricket ground grew deserted as the boyslaid aside their kites and joined the rest of the town at the
shore, watching the waves. There was such a crowd on the Boardwalk that several of the shops, which
had closed for the season, reopened. Mrs. Oldenshield's was no busier than usua, however, and Mr.
Fox was able to forge ahead as steadily in hisreading as Mr. Trollope had in hiswriting. It was not long
before Lord Fawn, with something amost of dignity in his gesture and demeanor, declared himsdlf to the
young widow Eustace and asked for her hand. Mr. Fox knew Lizzie's diamonds would be trouble,
though. He knew something of heirlooms himself. Histiny atticroominthe Pig & Thistle had been left to
himin perpetuity by the innkeeper, whose life had been saved by Mr. Fox'sfather during an air raid. A
life saved (said the innkeeper, an East Indian, but a Christian, not a Hindu) was a debt never fully paid.
Mr. Fox had often wondered where he would have lived if he'd been forced to go out and find a place,
like so many in novelsdid. Indeed, inred lifeaswell. That evening on thetelly there was panic in Belfast
asthe headlands of Scotland did by, south. Werethe Loyaliststo be |eft behind? Everyone was waiting
to hear from the King, who was closeted with his advisors.

The next morning, there was aletter on the little table in the downgtairs hdlway at the Pig & Thistle,
Mr. Fox knew as soon as he saw the letter that it was thefifth of the month. His niece, Emily, dways
mailed her |etters from Americaon thefirg, and they dways arrived on the morning of thefifth.

Mr. Fox opened it, asaways, just after teaat Mrs. Oldenshield's. He read the ending first, as aways,
to make sure there were no surprises. "Wish you could see your great-niece before she's grown,” Emily
wrote; she wrote the same thing every month. When her mother, Mr. Fox's sister, Clare, had vidited after
moving to America, it had been his niece she had wanted him to meet. Emily had taken up the same
refrain since her mother's death. ™Y our great-niece will be ayoung lady soon,” shewrote, asif thiswere
somehow Mr. Fox's doing. Hisonly regret was that Emily, in asking him to come to Americawhen her
mother died, had asked him to do the one thing he couldn't even contemplate; and so he had been unable
to grant her even the courtesy of arefusal. He read dl the way back to the opening ("Dear Uncle
Anthony") then folded the letter very smdll; and put it into the box with the others when he got back to his
room that evening.

The bar seemed crowded when he came downgtairs at nine. The King, in abrown suit with agreen
and gold tie, was on the tdlly, ditting in front of aclock in aBBC studio. Even Harrison, never onefor
roydty, set aside the glasses he was polishing and listened while Charles confirmed that England was,
indeed, underway. Hiswords made it officia, and there was a polite "hip, hip, hooray" from the three
men (two of them strangers) at the end of the bar. The King and his advisors weren't exactly sure when
England would arrive, nor, for that matter, where it was going. Scotland and Waeswere, of course,
coming right aong. Parliament would announce time-zone adjustments as necessary. While HisMgesty
was aware that there was cause for concern about Northern Ireland and the Ide of Man, there was as
yet no causefor alarm.

HisMagesty, King Charles, spoke for dmost haf an hour, but Mr. Fox missed much of what he said.
His eye had been caught by the date under the clock on the wall behind the King's head. It was the fourth
of the month, not thefifth; his niece'sletter had arrived aday early! This, even more than the funny waves
or the King's speech, seemed to announce that the world was changing. Mr. Fox had a sudden, but not
unpleasant, feding dmost of dizziness. After it had passed, and the bar had cleared out, he suggested to
Harrison, ashe dwaysdid at closing time: "Perhapsyou'l join mein awhisky"; and asaways, Harrison
replied, "Dont mindif | do."

He poured two Bells. Mr. Fox had noticed that when other patrons "bought” Harrison adrink, and
the barkeep passed his hand across the bottle and pocketed the tab, the whisky was Bushmiills. It was
only with Mr. Fox, at closing, that he actually took adrink, and then it was dways scotch.

"Toyour King," said Harrison. "And to plate tectonics.”



"Beg your pardon?’

"Plate tectonics, Fox. Weren't you listening when your precious Charles explained why al thiswas
happening? All having to do with movement of the Earth's crust, and such.”

"To platetectonics," said Mr. Fox. Heraised his glassto hide his embarrassment. He had in fact
heard the words, but had assumed they had to do with plansto protect the household treasures at
Buckingham Pdlace.

Mr. Fox never bought the papers, but the next morning he dowed down to read the headlinesashe
passed the news stalls. King Charless picture was on dl the front pages, looking confidently into the
future

ENGLAND UNDERWAY AT 29KNOTS;
SCOTLAND, WALES COMING ALONG PEACEFULLY;
CHARLESFIRM AT 'HELM' OF UNITED KINGDOM

read the Daily Alarm. The Economist took aless sanguineview:

CHUNNEL COMPLETION DEIAYED
EEC CALLSEMERGENCY MEETING

Although Northern Irdland was legd ly and without question part of the United Kingdom, the BBC
explained that night, it wasfor someinexplicable reason apparently remaining with Irdand. The King
urged his subjectsin Belfast and Londonderry not to panic; arrangements were being made for the
evacuation of al who wished it.

The King's address seemed to have acalming effect over the next few days. The streets of Brighton
grew quiet once again. The Esplanade and the Boardwalk still saw afew video crews which kept the fish
and chips stals busy; but they bought no souvenirs, and the gift shopsal closed again one by one.

"Woof," said Anthony, delighted to find the boys back on the cricket ground with their kites. "Things
are getting back to normal,” said Mr. Fox. But were they redly? The smudge on the eastern horizon was
Brittany, according to the newsmen on the telly; next would be the open sea. One shuddered to think of
it. Fortunately, there was familiarity and warmth at Mrs. Oldenshield's, where Lizzie was avoiding the
Eustace family lawyer, Mr. Camperdown, by retreating to her castlein Ayr. Lord Fawn (urged on by his
family) wasingsting he couldn't marry her unless she gave up the diamonds. Lizzi€'s answer wasto carry
the diamonds with her to Scotland in astrongbox. Later that week, Mr. Fox saw the African again.
There was a crowd on the old West Pier, and even though it was beginning to rain, Mr. Fox walked out
to the end, where aboat was unloading. It was adeek hydrofoil, with the Roya Family's crest upon its
bow. Two video crewswere filming, as sailorsin dickers passed an old lady in awheelchair from the
boat to the pier. She was handed an umbrellaand atiny white dog. The handsome young captain of the
hydrofoil waved his braided hat as he gunned the motors and pulled away from the pier; the crowd cried
"hurrah" asthe boat rose on its spidery legs and blasted off into therain.

"Woof," said Anthony. No one e se paid any attention to the old lady, sitting in the wheelchair with a
wet, shivering dog on her lap. She had fallen adeep (or perhaps even died!) and dropped her umbrella.
Fortunately it wasn't raining.

"That would be the young Prince of Waes" said afamiliar voice to Mr. Fox's|eft. It was the African.
According to him (and he seemed to know such things), the Channel 1dands and most of the idanders,
had been left behind. The hydrofoil had been sent to Guernsey at the Royal Family's private expenseto
rescue the old lady, who'd had alast-minute change of heart; perhaps sheld wanted to die in England.
"Hell bein Portsmouth by five," said the African, pointing to an already far-off plume of spray.

"Isit past four already?' Mr. Fox asked. Herealized he had lost track of thetime.
"Don't have awatch?" asked the girl, sticking her head around the African's bulk.



Mr. Fox hadn't seen her lurking there. "Haven't really needed one," he said.
"Y ou bloody wish," shesaid.

"Twenty past, precisaly,” said the African. "Don't mind her, mate." Mr. Fox had never been caled
"mate" before. He was pleased that even with dl the excitement he hadn't missed histea. He hurried to
Mrs. Oldenshield's, where hefound afox hunt just getting underway at Portray, Lizziescastlein
Scotland. He settled down eagerly to read about it. A fox hunt! Mr. Fox was abdliever in the power of
names.

The wesather began to change; to get, at the same time, warmer and rougher. In the satdllite pictures
on thetelly over the bar a the Pig & Thistle, England was a cloud-dimmed outline that could just as
eadly have been adrawing as a photo. After squeezing between Ireland and Brittany, like arestless child
dipping from the arms of its ancient Cdltic parents, it was headed south and west, into the open Atlantic.
The waves came no longer at adant but straight in at the seawall. Somewhat to his surprise, Mr. Fox
enjoyed his condtitutional more than ever, knowing that he was looking at a different stretch of seaevery
day, even though it dways |ooked the same. The wind was strong and steady in hisface, and the
Boardwak was empty. Even the newsmen were gone—to Scotland, where it had only just been noticed
that the Hebrides were being | eft behind with the Orkneys and the Shetlands. "Arctic idands with their
own traditions, languages, and monuments, al mysterioudy made of stone,”" explained the reporter, live
from Uig, by remote. The video showed a postman shouting incomprehensbly into the wind and rain.

"What's he saying?' Mr. Fox asked. "Would that be Gadlic?"
"How would | be expected to know?' said Harrison.

A few eveningslater, aBBC crew in the Highlands provided the last view of the continent: the
receding headlands of Brittany seen from the 3,504-foot summit of Ben Hope, on abright, clear day. "It's
agood thing," Mr. Fox joked to Anthony the next day, "that Mrs. Oldenshield haslaid in plenty of
Hyson." Thiswasthe green tea Mr. Fox preferred. She had laid in dog biscuitsfor Anthony aswell.
Lizzie hersdlf wasleaving Scotland, following the last of her guests back to London, when her hotel room
was robbed and her strongbox was stolen, just as Mr. Fox had always feared it would be. For aweek it
rained. Great swells pounded at the seawall. Brighton was dmost deserted. The faint-hearted had left for
Portsmouth, where they were protected by the Ide of Wight from the winds and waves that struck what
might now be properly caled the bow of Britain.

On the Boardwalk, Mr. Fox strolled as deliberate and proud as acaptain on his bridge. Thewind
wasamogt agae, but asteady gde, and he soon grew used to it; it smply meant walking and standing at
atilt. Therall ssemed to thrum with energy under his hand. Even though he knew that they were hundreds
of milesat sea, Mr. Fox felt secure with dl of England at his back. He began to dmost enjoy the
fulminations of the water asit threw itsdf againg the Brighton seawall.

Which plowed on west, into the Atlantic.

With the south coast from Penzance to Dover in the lead (or perhapsit should be said, the bow) and
the Highlands of Scotland at the stern, the United Kingdom was making almost four knots. Or 3.8 to be
precise.

"A modest and appropriate speed,” the King told his subjects, speaking from his chambersin
Buckingham Paace, which had been decked out with nautical maps and charts, alighted globe, and a
slver sextant. "Approximately equd to that of the great ships-of-the-line of Nelson's day."

In actud fact, the BBC commentator corrected (for they will correct even aking), 3.8 knotswas
considerably dower than an elghteenth-century warship. But it was good that thiswas so, Britain being,
at best, blunt; indeed, it was estimated that with even ahalf knot more speed, the seas piling up the
Plymouth and Exeter channels would have devastated the docks. Oddly enough, it was London, far from



the headwinds and bow wave, that was hardest hit. The wake past Margate, along what used to be the
English Channel, had sucked the Thames down dmost two feet, leaving broad mud flats dong the
Victoria Embankment and under the Waterloo Bridge. The news showed treasure seekers with gum
bootstracking mud al over the city, "amud asfoul-smelling asthe ancient crimes they unearth daily,” said
BBC. Not avery patriotic report, thought Mr. Fox, who turned from the telly to Harrison to remark, "I
believe you have family there."

"In London? Not hardly,” said Harrison. "They've dl goneto America"

By the time the Scottish mountaintops should have been enduring (or perhaps "enjoying” isthe word,
being mountains, and Scottish at that) the first snow flurries of the winter, they were enjoying (or perhaps
"enduring") subtropicd rains as the United Kingdom passed just to the north of the Azores. The weather
in the south (now west) of England was springlike and fine. The boys at the cricket ground, who had
usualy put away their kites by thistime of year, were out every day, affording endless delight to Anthony,
who accepted with the Smple, unquestioning joy of adog, the fact of aworld well supplied with running
boys. Our Day's Log, the popular new BBC evening show, which began and ended with shots of the
bow wave breaking on the rocks of Cornwall, showed hobbyists with telescopes and camcorders on the
diffsat Dover, cheering "Land Ho!" on sighting the distant peaks of the Azores. Things were getting back
to norma. The public (according to the news) was finding that even the mid-Atlantic held no terrors. The
wave of urban seasicknessthat had been predicted never materialized. At asteady 3.8 knots, Great
Britain was unaffected by the motion of the waves, even during thefiercest sorms: it wasamost asif she
had been designed for travel, and built for comfort, not for speed. A few of the smaller Scottish idands
had been stripped away and had, darmingly, sunk; but the only real damage was on the east (now south)
coast, where the dipstream was washing avay house-sized chunks of the soft Norfolk banks. The King
was seen on the news, in muddy hip boots, helping to dike the fens againgt the wake. Taking abreak
from digging, he reassured his subjects that the United Kingdom, wherever it might be headed, would
remain sovereign. When areporter, with shocking impertinence, asked if that meant that he didn't know
where hiskingdom was headed, King Charles answered coolly that he hoped his subjects were satisfied
with his performance in arole that was, after al, designed to content them with what was, rather than to
shape or even predict what might be. Then, without excusing himsalf, he picked up hisslver shove with
the Roya Crest, and began to dig again.

Meanwhile, a Mrs. Oldenshield's, al of London was abuzz with Lizzie'sloss. Or supposed loss. Only
Lizzie (and Messrs. Fox and Trollope) knew that the diamonds had been not in her strongbox but under
her pillow. Mr. Fox'sletter from his niece arrived aday earlier ill, on the third of the month,
underscoring in its own quiet manner that England was indeed underway. The letter, which Mr. Fox read
inreverse, as usud, ended darmingly with the words "looking forward to seeing you." Forward? He read
on backward and found "underway toward America." America? It had never occurred to Mr. Fox. He
looked at the return address on the envel ope. It was from atown called, rather ominoudy, Babylon.

Lizziewas one for holding on. Even though the police (and haf of London society) suspected that she
had engineered the theft of the diamondsin order to avoid returning them to the Eustace family, she
wasn't about to admit that they had never been stolen at dl. Indeed, why should she? As the book was
placed back up on the shelf day after day, Mr. Fox marveled at the strength of character of one so able
to convince hersdlf that what wasin her interest, wasin the right. The next morning there wasasmall
crowd on the West Fier, waving Union Jacks and pointing toward a smudge on the horizon. Mr. Fox
was not surprised to see afamiliar face (and hairdo) among them.

"Bermuda,” said the African. Mr. Fox only nodded, not wanting to provoke the girl, whom he
suspected was waiting on the other side of the African, waiting to strike. Wasit only hisimagination, that
the smudge on the horizon was pink? That night and the two nights following, he watched the highlights of
the Bermuda Passage on the telly over the bar. Theidand, which had barely been visible from Brighton,
passed within amile of Dover, and thousands turned out to see the colonia policemen in their red coats



lined up atop the cord dliffs, saluting the Mother Country as she passed. Even where no crowds turned
out, the low broads of Norfolk, the shaley cliffsof Y orkshire, the rocky headlands of Scotland's (former)
North Sea coadt, al received the same salute. The passage took nearly aweek, and Mr. Fox thought it
was quite atribute to the Bermudans stlamina, aswell astheir patriotism.

Over the next few days, the wind shifted and began to drop. Anthony was pleased, noticing only that
the boys had to run harder to lift their kites, and seemed to need adog yipping along beside them more
than ever. But Mr. Fox knew that if the wind dropped much further, they would lose interest dltogether.
The Bermudans were satisfied with their glimpse of the Mother Country, according to BBC; but the rest
of the Commonwedalth members were outraged as the United Kingdom turned sharply north after the
Bermuda Passage, and headed north on a course that appeared to be carrying it toward the USA. Mr.
Fox, meanwhile, was embroiled in ahardly unexpected but no less devastating crisis of amore domestic
nature: for Lizzie had had her diamonds stolen—for red thistime! She had been keeping themina
locked drawer in her room at the loathsome Mrs. Carbuncle's. If she reported the theft, she would be
admitting that they hadn't been in the strongbox stolen in Scotland. Her only hope wasthat they, and the
thieves, were never found.

COMMONWEALTH IN UPROAR
CARIBBEAN MEMBERS REGISTER SHARP PROTEST
BRITSTO BASH BIG APPLE?

The British and American papers were held up side by side on BBC. Navigation experts were
produced, with pointers and maps, who estimated that on its current course, the south (now north) of
England would nose into the crook of New Y ork harbor, where Long Idand meets New Jersey; so that
Dover would bein sight of the New Y ork City skyline. Plymouth was expected to end up off Montauk,
and Brighton somewhere in the middle, where there were no place names on the satdllite pictures.
Harrison kept a map under the bar for settling bets, and when he pulled it out after Our Daily Log, Mr.
Fox was darmed (but not surprised) to see that the area where Brighton was headed was dominated by
acity whose name evoked imagestoo lurid to visudize:

Babylon.

Ontheday that Lizzie got her first visit from Scotland Y ard, Mr. Fox saw acharter fishing boat
holding steady off the shore, making about three knots. It was the Judy J out of Idip, and therailswere
packed with people waving. Mr. Fox waved back, and waved Anthony's paw for him. An airplane flew
low over the beach towing asign. On thetelly that night, Mr. Fox could see on the satdllite picture that
Brighton was dready in thelee of Long Idand; that was why the wind was dropping. The BBC showed
dipsfrom King Kong. "New Y ork City is preparing to evacuate," said the announcer, "fearing that the
shock of collison with ancient England will cause the fabled skyscrapers of Manhattan to tumble.” He
seemed pleased by the prospect, as did the Canadian earthquake expert he interviewed; as, indeed, did
Harrison. New Y ork City officiadswere gloomier; they feared the panic more than the actud collison.
The next morning there were two boats off the shore, and in the afternoon, five. The waves, coming in a
an angle, looked tentative after the bold swells of the mid-Atlantic. At teg, Lizziewas visited for the
second time by Scotland Y ard. Something seemed to have gone out of her, some of her fight, her spunk.
Something in the air outside the tearoom was different too, but it wasn't until he and Anthony approached
the cricket ground that Mr. Fox realized what it was. It was the wind. It was gone altogether. The boys
were struggling to raise the same kites that had flown so eagerly only afew days before. As soon asthey
stopped running the kites came down. Anthony ran and barked wildly, asif calling on Heaven for
assistance, but the boys went home before dark, disgusted.

That night, Mr. Fox stepped outside the Pig & Thistle for amoment after supper. The Street was as
gtill as he had dwaysimagined agraveyard might be. Had everyone left Brighton, or were they just



staying indoors? According to Our Daily Log, the feared panic in New Y ork City had failed to
materidize. Video clips showed horrendous traffic jams, but they were agpparently normal. The King
was ... but just asthe BBC was about to cut to Buckingham Paace, the picture began to flicker and an
American game show came on. "Who were the Beatles," said ayoung woman standing in asort of bright
pulpit. It was a statement and not aquestion.

"Thetelly hasarrived before us," said Harrison, turning off the sound but leaving the picture. "Shal we
celebrate with awhisky? My tresat tonight.”

Mr. Fox's room, left to him by Mr. Singh, the origind owner of the Pig & Thistle, was on the top floor
under agable. It was smdll; he and Anthony shared abed. That night they were awakened by a
mysterious, musical scraping sound. "Woof," said Anthony, in hisdeep. Mr. Fox listened with
trepidation; he thought at first that someone, athief certainly, was moving the piano out of the public
room downgtairs. Then he remembered that the piano had been sold twenty years before. There camea
deeper rumble from far away—and then silence. A bell rang acrosstown. A horn honked; adoor
dammed. Mr. Fox looked at the time on the branch bank across the street (he had positioned his bed to
savethe cost of aclock): it was 4:36 am., Eastern Standard time. There were no more unusua sounds,
and the bell stopped ringing. Anthony had already drifted back to deep, but Mr. Fox lay awake, with his
eyes open. The anxiety he had felt for the past several days (indeed, years) was mysterioudy gone, and
he was enjoying a pleasant fedling of anticipation that was entirely new to him.

"Hold till," Mr. Fox told Anthony as he brushed him and snapped on hislittle tweed suit. The
wesgther was getting colder. Wasit hisimagination, or wasthe light through the window over the
breskfast table different as the Finn served him his boiled egg and toast and marmalade and teawith
milk? Therewas afog, the first in weeks. The street outside the inn was deserted, and as he crossed the
King's Esplanade and climbed the twelve steps, Mr. Fox saw that the Boardwalk was dmost empty too.
There were only two or three smal groups, standing at the railing, staring at the fog asif at ablank
screen.

There were no waves, no wake; the water |apped at the sand with nervous, pointless motionslike an
old lady'sfingers on ashawl. Mr. Fox took aplace at therail. Soon the fog began to lift; and emerging in
the near distance, across agray expanse of water, like the image on the telly when it hasfirst been turned
on, Mr. Fox saw awide, flat beach. Near the center was a cement bathhouse. Knots of people stood on
the sand, some of them by parked cars. One of them shot agun into the air; another waved a striped flag.
Mr. Fox waved Anthony's paw for him.

America (and this could only be America) didn't seem very developed. Mr. Fox had expected, if not
skyscrapers, a least more buildings. A white lorry pulled up beside the bathhouse. A man in uniform got
out, lit acigarette, looked through binoculars. Thelorry said GOY A onthe side.

"Welcometo Long Idand,” said afamiliar voice. It wasthe African. Mr. Fox nodded but didn't say
anything. He could seethe girl on the African's other sde, looking through binoculars. He wondered if
she and the GOY A man were watching each other. "If you expected skyscrapers, they're fifty miles west
of here, in Dover," said the African.

"West?'
"Dover'swest now, since England's upside down. That's why the sun rises over Upper Beeding.”
Mr. Fox nodded. Of course. He had never seen the sun rising, though he felt no need to say so.

"Everyone's gone to Dover. Y ou can see Manhattan, the Statue of Liberty, the Empire State Building,
al from Dover."

Mr. Fox nodded. Reassured by the girl's silence so far, he asked in awhisper, "So what placeisthis,
where are we now?

"Jones Beach."



"Not Babylon?'
"Y ou bloody wish," said the girl.

Mr. Fox was exhausted. Lizzie was being harried like the fox she hersalf had hunted with such
bloodthirsty gleein Scotland. As Mgor Mackintosh closed in, she seemed to take a perverse pleasurein
the hope essness of her situation: asif it bestowed on her avulnerability she had never before possessed,
atreasure more precious to her than the Eustace family diamonds. "Mr. Fox?' asked Mrs. Oldenshield.

"Mr. Fox?" Shewas shaking his shoulder. "Oh, I'm quite dl right,” he said. The book had falen off his
lap and she had caught him deeping. Mrs. Oldenshield had aletter for him. (A letter for him!) It wasfrom
his niece, even though it was only the tenth of the month. There was nothing to do but open it. Mr. Fox
began, as usud, at the ending, to make sure there were no surprises: but thistime there were. "Until then,”
he read. As he scanned back through, he saw mention of "two ferriesaday,” and he couldn't read on.
How had she gotten Mrs. Oldenshield's address? Did she expect him to come to America? He folded
the letter and put it into his pocket. He couldn't read on.

That evening BBC was back on the air. The lights of Manhattan could be seen on live video from
atop the dliffs of Dover, shimmering in the distance through the rain (for England had brought rain).
One-day passes were being issued by both governments, and queues were aready six blockslong. The
East (now West) Kent Ferry from Folkestone to Coney Idand was booked solid for the next three
weeks.

Therewastak of service to Eastbourne and Brighton aswell. The next morning after breakfast, Mr.
Fox lingered over histea, examining a photograph of his niece which he had discovered in hisletter box
while putting her most recent (and most darming) |etter away. She was a serious-looking nine-year-old
with ayelow ribbon in her light brown hair. Her mother, Mr. Fox's sister, Clare, held an open raincoat
around them both. All thiswasthirty years ago but aready her hair was streaked with gray. The Finn
cleared the plates, which wasthe signa for Mr. Fox and Anthony to leave. There was quite acrowd on
the Boardwalk, near the West Pier, watching the first ferry from America steaming across the narrow
sound. Or was"steaming” the word? It was probably powered by some new type of engine. Immigration
officers stood idly by, with their clipboards closed against the remnants of the fog (for England had
brought fog). Mr. Fox was surprised to see Harrison at the end of the pier, wearing awindbresker and
carrying apaper bag that was greasy, asif it contained food. Mr. Fox had never seen Harrison in the
day, or outside, before; in fact, he had never seen hislegs. Harrison was wearing striped pants, and
before Mr. Fox could speak to him, he sdled away like a crab into the crowd. Therewas ajolt asthe
ferry struck the pier. Mr. Fox stepped back just as Americans started up the ramp like an invading army.
In the front were teenagers, talking among themselves asif no one el se could hear; older people, dmost
asloud, followed behind them. They seemed no worse than the Americans who came to Brighton every
summer, only not aswell dressed.

"Woof, woof!"

Anthony was yipping over his shoulder, and Mr. Fox turned and saw alittle girl with light brown hair
and afamiliar yelow ribbon. "Emily?" he said, recognizing his niece from the picture. Or so he thought.
"Uncle Anthony?" The voice came from behind him again. He turned and saw alady in afaded Burberry.
Thefog was blowing away and behind her he could see, for the firgt time that day, the drab American
shore.

"Y ou haven't changed abit,” the woman said. At first Mr. Fox thought she was hissigter, Clare, just
as she had been thirty years before, when she had brought her daughter to Brighton to meet him. But of
course Clare had been dead for twenty years; and the woman was Emily, who had then been aimost ten,
and was now almogt forty; and the girl was her own child (the niece who had been growing up
inexorably) who was amost ten. Children, it seemed, were dmost dways amost something.



"Uncle Anthony?" The child was holding out her arms. Mr. Fox was startled, thinking she was about
to hug him; then he saw what she wanted and handed her the dog. " ou can pet him," he said. "His name
isAnthony too."

"Redly?’

"Since no one ever cals us both at the sametime, it creates no confusion,” said Mr. Fox.
"Can hewak?"'

"Certainly he can wak. Hejust doesn't often chooseto.”

A whigtle blew and the ferry left with itsload of Britonsfor America. Mr. Fox saw Harrison at the
bow, holding his greasy bag with one hand and the rail with the other, looking alittle sick, or perhaps
gpprehensive. Then hetook his niece and great-niece for astroll aong the Boardwalk. The girl,
Clare—she was named after her grandmother—walked ahead with Anthony, while Mr. Fox and his
niece, Emily, followed behind. The other Americans had al drifted into the city looking for restaurants,
except for the ma e teenagers, who were crowding into the amusement parlors aong the Esplanade,
which had opened for the day.

"If the mountain won't come to Mahomet, and so forth,” said Emily, mysterioudy, when Mr. Fox
asked if sheld had anice crossing. Her brown hair was streaked with gray. He recognized the coat now;
it had been her mother's, hissster's, Clare's. He was trying to think of where to take them for lunch. The
Finn at the Pig & Thistle served apretty fair shepherd's pie, but he didn't want them to see where he
lived. They were content, however, with fish and chips on the Boardwalk; certainly Anthony seemed
pleased to have chipsfed to him, one by one, by thelittle girl named for the sister Mr. Fox had met only
twice: once when she had been astudent at Cambridge (or wasit Oxford? he got them confused) about
to marry an American; and once when she had returned with her daughter for avigt.

"Her father, your grandfather, was an Air Raid Warden," Mr. Fox told Emily. "Hewaskilled in
action, asit were, when ahouse collgpsed during arescue; and when hiswife (well, she wasn't exactly
hiswife) died giving birth to twinsaweek later, they were each taken in by one of those whose life he
had saved. It was a boarding house, al single people, so there was no way to keep the two together, you
see; the children, | mean. Oh dear, I'm afraid I'm talking al in aheagp.”

"That'sokay," said Emily.
"At any rate, when Mr. Singh died and his Inn was sold, my room was reserved for me, in

accordance with hiswill, in perpetuity, which meansaslong as| remaininit. But if | wereto move, you
see, | would lose my patrimony entire.”

"l see" said Emily. "And whereisthis place you go for tea?"

And so they spent the afternoon, and arainy and an English afternoon it was, in the cozy tearoom
with the faded purple drapes at the west (formerly east) end of Moncton Street where Mrs. Oldenshield
kept Mr. Fox's complete set of Trollope on ahigh shelf, so he wouldn't have to carry them back and
forth in dl kinds of weather. While Clare shared her cake with Anthony, and then let him doze on her &ap,
Mr. Fox took down the handsome |eather-bound volumes, one by one, and showed them to his niece
and great-niece.

"They are, | bdieve, thefirst complete edition,” he said. " Chgpman and Hall "

"And were they your father's?' asked Emily. "My grandfather's?'

"Oh no!" said Mr. Fox. "They belonged to Mr. Singh. His grandmother was English and her own
great-uncle had been, | believe, in the postal servicein Ireland with the author, for whom | was, if | am
not mistaken, named." He showed Emily the place in The Eustace Diamonds where he would have
been reading that very afternoon, "wereit not," he said, "for thisrather surprisngly ddightful family
occason.”

"Mother, ishe blushing,” said Clare. It was a statement and not a question.



It was dmogt six when Emily looked at her watch—a man's watch, Mr. Fox noted—and said, "We
had better get back to the pier, or welll missthe ferry.” The rain had diminished to amisty drizzle asthey
hurried along the Boardwal k.

"1 must gpologize for our English westher,” said Mr. Fox, but his niece stopped him with ahand on his
deeve

"Don't brag," she said, smiling. She saw Mr. Fox looking at her big stedl watch and explained that it
had been found among her mother'sthings; she had always assumed it had been her grandfather's.
Indeed, it had severd dids, and acrossthefaceit said: "Civil Defense, Brighton." Acrossthe bay, through
the drizzle as through alace curtain, they could see the sun shining on the sand and parked cars.

"Doyou il livein, you know ... " Mr. Fox hardly knew how to say the name of the place without
sounding vulgar, but his niece cameto hisrescue.

"Babylon? Only for another month. We're moving to Deer Park as soon as my divorceisfind."
"I'mso glad,”" said Mr. Fox. "Deer Park sounds much nicer for the child.”

"Can | buy Anthony agood-bye present?' Clare asked. Mr. Fox gave her some English money (even
though the shops were dl taking American) and she bought a paper of chips and fed them to the dog one
by one. Mr. Fox knew Anthony would be flatulent for days, but it seemed hardly the sort of thing one
mentioned. The ferry had pulled in and the touristswho had visited Americafor the day were streaming
off, loaded with chegp gifts. Mr. Fox looked for Harrison, but if he was among them, he missed him. The
whistle blew two warning toots. "It was kind of you to come," he said.

Emily amiled. "No big ded," shesaid. "It was mostly your doing anyway. | could never have madeit
al theway to England if England hadn't come herefirgt. | don't fly."

"Nor do1." Mr. Fox held out his hand but Emily gave him ahug, and then akiss, and insisted that
Clare give him both aswell. When that was over, she pulled off the watch (it wasfitted with an
expandable band) and dipped it over histhin, sticklikewrigt. "It hasacompassbuiltin,” shesaid. "I'm
sureit wasyour father's. And Mother dways ... "

Thefina boarding whistle swallowed her last words. "Y ou can be certain I'll take good care of it,"
Mr. Fox called out. He couldn't think of anything elseto say.

"Mother, ishe crying," said Clare. It was a statement and not a question.
"Let'syou and mewatch our steps” said Emily.

"Woof," said Anthony, and mother and daughter ran down (for the pier was high, and the boat was
low) the gangplank. Mr. Fox waved until the ferry had backed out and turned, and everyone on board
had goneinside, out of therain, for it had started to rain in earnest. That night after dinner he was
disappointed to find the bar unattended. " Anyone seen Harrison?" he asked. He had been looking
forward to showing him the watch.

"l can get you adrink aswell ashim," said the Finn. She carried her broom with her and leaned it
againg the bar. She poured awhisky and said, "Just indicate if you need another.” She thought indicate
meant ask. The King was on thetdly, getting into along car with the President. Armed men stood dll
around them. Mr. Fox went to bed.

The next morning, Mr. Fox got up before Anthony. The family visit had been pleasant; indeed,
wonderful; but he felt aneed to get back to norma. Whiletaking his congtitutional, he watched the first
ferry comein, hoping (somewhat to his surprise) that he might see Harrison in it; but no such luck. There
were no English, and few Americans. The fog rolled in and out, like the same page on abook being
turned over and over. At tea, Mr. Fox found Lizzie confessing (just as he had known she someday must)
that the jewels had been in her possession al dong. Now that they were truly gone, everyone seemed
relieved, even the Eustace family lawyer. It seemed a better world without the diamonds.



"Did you hear that?'
"Beg your pardon?' Mr. Fox looked up from his book.

Mrs. Oldenshield pointed at histeacup, which wasrattling in its saucer. Outside, in the distance, a bell
wasringing. Mr. Fox wiped off the book himsalf and put it on the high shelf, then pulled on his coat,
picked up his dog, and ducked through the low door into the street. Somewhere acrosstown, ahorn
was honking. "Woof," said Anthony. There was abreeze for the first time in days. Knowing, or at least
suspecting what he would find, Mr. Fox hurried to the Boardwalk. The waves on the beach were
flattened, asif the water were being sucked away from the shore. The ferry was just pulling out with the
last of the Americans who had come to spend the day. They looked irritated. On the way back to the Pig
& Thistle Mr. Fox stopped by the cricket ground, but the boys were nowhere to be seen, the breeze
being ill too light for kiting, he supposed. " Perhaps tomorrow," he said to Anthony. The dog was Silent,
lacking the capacity for looking ahead.

That evening, Mr. Fox had hiswhisky aone again. He had hoped that Harrison might have shown up,
but there was no one behind the bar but the Finn and her broom. King Charles came on the tdly,
breathless, having just landed in a hdlicopter direct from the Autumn White House. He promised to send
for anyone who had been left behind, then commanded (or rather, urged) his subjects to secure the
kingdom for the Atlantic. England was underway again. The next morning the breeze was brisk. When
Mr. Fox and Anthony arrived at the Boardwalk, he checked the compass on his watch and saw that
England had turned during the night, and Brighton had assumed its proper position, at the bow. A stout
headwind was blowing and the seawall was washed by a steady two-foot curl. Long Idand wasalow,
dark blur to the north, far off the port (or l€ft).

"Nice chop."

"Beg pardon?' Mr. Fox turned and was glad to see abig man in atweed coat, Standing &t therail. He
redlized he had feared the African might have jumped ship like Harrison.

"Looks like we're making our four knots and more, thistime.”

Mr. Fox nodded. He didn't want to seem rude, but he knew if he said anything the girl would chime
in. It wasadilemma

"Tradewinds," said the African. His collar was turned up, and his dreadlocks spilled over and around
it like vines. "Well make better time going back. If indeed werre going back. | say, isthat anew watch?"

"Civil Defense chronometer,” Mr. Fox said. "Has acompass built in. My father left it to me when he
died."
"Y ou bloody wish," said the girl.
"Should prove useful,” said the African.
"l should think s0," said Mr. Fox, smiling into the fresh sdt wind; then, saluting the African (and the

girl), hetucked Anthony under hisarm and left the Boardwalk in their command. England was steedy,
heading south by southeast, and it was twenty past four, most timefor tea

BY PERMIT ONLY

"What about the environmenta costs?' my boss asked. My boss, Mr. Manning, aways thinks about
the environment. He's Persond Paints Environmental Control Officer. Every company has onethese
days.

"That'sthe beauty of it, Manning," the sdlesman told him. (At least, | thought he was asdesman.)
"Our system accommodates the scientific straight-through smokestack stylethat isthelatest in
environmenta off-load technology. The fumes go directly into the atmosphere—"



"What?Y ou want me to release the poisonous byproducts of Personal Paints directly into the
atmosphere, and you say there are no environmental costs?

"l didn't say 'no,' | said 'low,' " the sdlesman said (at least, hetalked like asalesman). "As you know,
pollutionislega thesedaysaslong asit is properly licensed and paid for. And the new administration has
lowered the toxic-particul ate fee to twenty-five cents aton. If you factor in your capital-improvements
credit, and the discount you get if you buy the new smokestack from aU.S. company, you will save 39.8
percent thefirst year over your current smoke-scrubber system. Which doesn't do al that damn much
good anyway, judging from what | see out the window."

"Hmmm! Wéll, you've got a point there. Are you getting dl thisdown, Miss, Miss—"

" 'Mrs,," and it's Robinson,” | said, trying to ignore Mr. Manning's hand on my thigh. His sexud
harassment permit (on file at the main office) didn't cover actua genita contact, so | didn't have to worry
about him going much higher, thank God. "I'm writing it right here on my steno pad.”" (Recycled paper; |
domy part.)

"It'sdl covered inthe literature | gave you, anyway," the salesman went on (I was il thinking he was
asaesman). "Unrestricted atmospheric off-load is only one element of atota waste-management system
that also includes unlimited solid debris dispersal and full-flow aguatic effluent dimination, al for onelow
EPA fee"

(EPA! So hewas agovernment man.)

"Widl, now, you tak agood game!" Mr. Manning said. "But can you help with our solid-waste
disposa crisis? We're talking heaps of stuff here.”

"With our new accounting system, you no longer spend precious resources trucking trash dl over
creetion looking for legd landfills," the Environmenta Protection Agency representative (for that was
what he was) said. "Y ou pay aone-time pollution penalty fee and pile the shit in abig fucking hegp on the
poor side of town."

" likethat," said Mr. Manning. "But what about the sticky, stinky stuff? We have oodles of ordure
that emit radioactive steam and drool dioxins directly into the groundwater. Y ou're going to let us dump
this anywhere we want?'

"No, we have aresponshility to protect the public,” said the EPA rep. "Thered stinky stuff, you
dump it in the woods."

"| likethat too," said Mr. Manning. ""But what about the endangered species? Y ou wouldn't believe
the grief we get from the environmenta do-gooderslately.”

"Forget them,” said the EPA rep. "If we listened to them, we'd be up to our assholesin owls."
"| thought it was eyebrows,” | said.

"Don't worry your pretty little head about it," said Mr. Manning, his prowling paw pausing a the hem
of my panties, where his permit ran out. "Just be sure you're getting al this down.”

"It'sdl coveredinthe literature | gave you, anyway," said the EPA agent. "Since there are no
endangered species | eft, the ES fees have been waived. That makes our direct environmental penaty
payment plan even more attractive. According to the most conservetive figures—"

While he droned on, | looked out the window. Mr. Manning's twenty-third-floor office commanded a
beautiful view of theriver, looking with its gleaming oil dicks like Joseph's coat of many colors. (I read
the Bible every day. Do you?)

The EPA rep was showing Mr. Manning afour-color picture of athirty-six-inch pipe. "The beauty of
ascientific sraight-through system isthat it never clogsand rarely backsup,” he said. "The effluents are
taxed once only and dumped directly into the river, which runs conveniently into the sea. It'slike apay
tollet.”



"Thisguy'sapoet,” mused Mr. Manning, running his hand along the crack that separated my
buttocks. | tried to ignore him (jobs are scarce these days) and kept |ooking out the window. It wasa
gorgeous day. Y ou could amost see the sky. The radioactive dump across town glowed warmly,
reminding me of home. Since the dump wasin my neighborhood, the high-geiger penaty pennies (we
cdled it clickety-clink, or mutation money) had provided bonus burid benefitsfor five of my six children.

"Plus, it'sal plenty patriotic, Snce one hundred percent of the environmental penalty money goes
directly into the U.S. treasury, and not to some high-tech Jap clean-up scam,” the EPA rep said, winding
up hisspid.

"I likethat," said Mr. Manning.

| snesked aglance a my watch. My chronically underemployed husband, Big Bill, would be waiting
impatiently for meto get hometo cook supper for himsalf and our last remaining child, the hideoudy
deformed, demented little cripple, Tiny Tim.

It was 4:59. Mr. Manning and the EPA rep were still working out the details of the quarterly pollution
payment plan, which meant | would have to work late, whether | wanted to or not.

Of course, | would get paid overtime.

Findly, at 5:59, the papers were signed and | headed home. The stairs were crowded but the
elevator was amost empty. Lots of people are afraid to take the eevator, after the terrifying incidents of
the past few weeks, but just knowing the ingpection certificate is on filein the building superintendent's
office (even if were not dlowed to seeit) isenough for me.

The expressway was bumper-to-bumper with the big-finned fifties replicas that are popular now that
leaded gasolineis available again. It warmed my heart to think of al the ethyl-penalty bucks going into the
HEW budget. | knew it was hel ping to pay for the remedia education of my deranged,
learning-didocated, double-dydexic little boy, Tiny Tim.

| drove only half listening to the ads and to Howard Stern, who was back on the air (his station had
gpparently purchased another obscenity authorization). | wastired and didn't redly fed likelistening, so |
turned it down aslow asit would go, longing for the day Big Bill and | could afford acar without aradio.

But it's better to light acandle than curse the darkness, so | concentrated on the beauty of the
many-colored cars crawling through the magenta-tinted air. The carbon penalty fees have certainly eased
the tax burden on working wiveslike me.

Traffic was dowed amost to acrawl near the airport. At first | feared it was another crash (which can
tie up the turnpike for hours) but it was only a set of landing gear that had worked loose and falen onto
the highway. This was happening more and more lately since the Federal Aeronautics Board had started
sdling maintenance waiversto the airlinesto augment the FAB retirement fund.

| was glad to see the lights of our peaceful suburb, Middle Elm. My pleasure was spoiled alittle (but
only alittle) by the cross burning in the park. It looked like the KKK had purchased another bias
license—not as expengve as actud violence permits. The lynching last week must have cost them a
pretty penny (if you can use the word "pretty” for such agrim event).

It was dmost ninewhen | pulled into the drive. | knew | would bein trouble, so | hesitated at the
door aslong as| could—until | started to gag on the stench from our next-door neighbor's pigpen. It'sa
terrible odor, but what could we do? Mrs. Greene had paid her feces fees, and the money went to |ower
our property taxes, after all. Plus, her animas were not eaten but tortured to death for science, and |
knew that these anima experiments were helping improve the qudity of life of my terminaly-twisted,
pus-encrusted, semi-psychotic son, Tiny Tim.

Barbara (I will not call her Babs!) wasin her doorway, waving arubber glove, but | didn't wave
back. Not to be snotty, but | hate it when ordinary people take on the airs of giant corporations.

"Wherethe hdl you been, bitch!" Big Bill muttered. He took another swig of gin (ignoring the labd,



which said, WARNING, DRINKING MAKES SOME PEOPLE ACT UGLY). He grabbed my ass,
and when | pulled away he made afigt like Raph Cramden (don't you love that old show?) and pointed
not toward the Moon but toward his framed wife-besting authorization certificate hanging on the wall
over the dinette table, next to our marriage license.

Ignoring hisantics, | put the chicken in the oven, damming the door quickly against the smdll. |
wondered how old it was but there was no way to tell. The expiration date was covered by an official
USDA late-pendty override sticker, and it's againgt the law to pull them off, like mattresstags.

Wherewas Tiny Tim? Just then | heard automatic-weapons fire (everybody has a permit these days)
and he burst in the door; or rather, rolled in, hisface al bloody and hiswheelchair bent out of shape.

"Where have you been?"' | asked. (Asif | didn't know! He's had to travel through abad
neighborhood lately, ever since the town floated abond issue to buy a permit allowing them to bypassthe
handi capped-access laws.)

"Got mugged,” he said, spitting broken teeth into one clawlike, grasping little hand.
"Who didit?" said hisdad. "I'll kill them!"

"They had their papers, Pop!" whined our bruised, battered, blubbering baby boy. "They whipped it
out and waved it in my face, and then it was whack whack whack!"

"Poor kid," | said, trying not to ook a him. Never apretty child, he looked even worse than usud.
Instead, | looked out the window at the sunset. They say sunsets are better now than ever, now that
pollution is controlled. Certainly they are colorful asal Hell (if you'll pardon my French)!

"God damn them every one,” Tiny Tim said, wrinkling what was€ft of hislittle button nose. "What's
for supper, chicken again?'

And that'sthe end of my story. If you don't likeit, fuck it.

Please direct any complaintsto the New Y ork office of the Nationa Writer's Union, Plot
Department, where my Climax Bypass Permit Number 5944 ison file. Fee paid.

THE SHADOW KNOWS
If alion could talk, we couldn't understand it.

—Wwittgengtein

When it comes to property, even old folks move fast. Edwards hadn't been abandoned for more than
ayear before the snowbirds began moving in. We turned the pride of the U.S. space program into a
trailer park in sx months, with Airstreams and Winneys parked on the dabs that had once held hangars
and barracks.

| was considered sort of the unofficia mayor, sincel had served in and out (or up and down, as
earthsders put it) of Edwards for some twenty years before being forced into retirement exactly six days
short of ten years before the base itsalf was budget-cut out of existence by a bankrupt government. |
knew where the septic tanks and waterlines had been; | knew where the eectrical lines and roads were
buried under the blowing sand. And since | had been in maintenance, | knew how to splice up the phone
linesand even pirate alittle eectric from the LA-to-Vegastrunk. Though | didn't know everybody in
Sab City, just about everybody knew me.

So when a bald-headed dude in a two-piece suit started going door to door asking for Captain
Bewley, folks knew who he waslooking for. "Y ou must mean the Colond," they would say. (I had never
been very precise about rank.) Everybody knew | had been what the old-timers cdled an "astronaut,”



but nobody knew | had been alunie, except for acouple of old girlfriends to whom | had shown the kind
of tricksyou learn in three years at .16g, but that's another and more, well, intimate story altogether.

This story, which also hasitsintimate aspects, starts with aknock at the door of my ancient but not
exactly venerable 2009 Road Lord.

"Captain Bewley, probably you don't remember me, but | was junior day officer when you were
number two on maintenance operations at Houbolt—"

"Onthefar side of the Moon. Flight Lieutenant J. B. 'Here's Johnny' Carson. How could | forget one
of the most"—I searched for aword: what's a polite synonym for "forgettable" >—"agreeable young lunies
inthe Service. No longer quite so young. And now acivilian, | see.”

"Not exactly, 9r," hesaid.
"Not 'gr' anymore," | said. ™Y ou would probably outrank me by now, and I'm retired anyway. Just
cal me Colond Mayor."

Hedidn't get the joke—Here's Johnny never got the joke, unless he was the one making it; hejust
stood there looking uncomfortable. Then | redized he was anxiousto get in out of the UV, and that | was
being a poor host.

"And comeonin,” | said. | put aside the radio-controlled model | was building; or rather, fixing, for
one of my unofficial grandsonswho couldn't seem to get the hang of landing. | don't have any grandkids,
or kids, of my own. A career in space, or "in the out" aswe used to say, hasits down sde.

"l seeyouve maintained an interest in flight,” Hereé's Johnny said. "That makes my job easier.”

That was clearly my cue, and since we lunies never saw much usein beating around the bush (there
being no bushes on the Moon) | decided to let Here's Johnny off the hook. Or is that mixing metaphors?
There are no metaphors on the Moon, ether. Everything thereiswhat it is.

Anyway, accommodatingly, | said, "Y our job, whichis—"

“I'm now working for the UN, Captain Bewley," he said. "They took over the Service, you know.
Even though I'm out of uniform, I'm here on officid business. Incognito. To offer you an assgnment.”

"An assgnment? At my age? The Service threw me out ten years ago because | wastoo old!"

"It'satemporary assgnment,” he said. "A month, two months a most. But it means accepting anew
commission, so they can give you clearance, since the whole project is Top Secret.”

| could hear the capsonthe T and the S | suppose | was supposed to be impressed. | supposel
might have been, fifty years before.

"They're talking about a promotion to maor, with increased retirement and medica benefits,” said
Here's Johnny.

"That would be ade facto demotion, since everybody here calls me Colond dready,” | said. "Nothing

persond, Here's Johnny, but you wasted atrip. | aready have enough medica and retirement for my old
bones. What's alittle extra brass to a seventy-six-year-old with no dependents and few vices?'

"What about space pay?"

" Space pay?'

Here's Johnny smiled, and | redlized he had been beating around the bush the whole time, and
enjoying it. "They want to send you back to the Moon, Captain Bewley."

Inthethrillers of the last century, when you are recruited for atop secret international operation (and
thisone turned out to be not just internationa but interplanetary; even interstdlar; hell, intergdactic), they
send a L earjet with no running lightsto pick you up at an unmarked airport and whisk you to an unnamed
Caribbean idand, where you meet with the well-dressed and ruthless dudes who run the world from



behind the scenes.
Inred life, inthe 2030s at least, you fly coach to Newark.

| knew that Here's Johnny couldn't tell me what was going on, at least until | had been swornin, soon
the way back East we just shot the bull and caught up on old times. We hadn't been friendsin the
Service—there was age and rank and temperament between us—but time has away of smoothing out
those wrinkles. Most of my old friends were dead; most of hiswerein civilian life, working for one of the
French and Indian firmsthat serviced the network of communications and westher satellitesthat were the
legacy of thelast century's space program. The Service Here's Johnny and | knew had been cut down to
a Coast Guard-type outfit running an orbital rescue shuttle and maintaining the lunar asteroid-watch base
| had helped build, Houbolt.

"l was lucky enough to draw Houbolt," Here's Johnny said, "or | would probably have retired mysdlf
three years ago, at fifty."
I winced. Even the kids were getting old.

Wetook acab straight through the Lincoln/Midtown Tunnel to the UN building in Queens, where |
was recommissioned as amgjor in the Space Service by abored lady in amagenta uniform. My new
papers specified that when | retired again in Sixty days | would draw amgjor's pension plus augmented
medicad with afull dental plan.

Thiswas handsome treatment indeed, sincel still had severd teeth left. | wasimpressed; and aso
puzzled. "Okay, Here's Johnny," | said as we waked out into the perfect October sunlight (at my age you
notice fall more than spring): "Let's haveit. What's the dedl ? What's going on?"

He handed me aroom chit for amidtown hotel (the Service had never been able to afford Queens)
and aticket on thefirg flight out for Reykjavik the next morning; but he held on to abrown envelope with
my name scrawled onit.

"l have your ordersin thisenvelope,” he said. "They explain everything. The problem s, well—once |
give them to you I'm supposed to stay by your sde until | put you on the plane tomorrow morning.”

"And you have agirlfriend.”"
" figured you might."
So| did. Anold girlfriend. At my age, dl your girlfriendsare old.

New Y ork is supposed to be one of the dirtiest citiesin theworld; it is certainly the noisiest. Luckily |
like noise and, like most old people, need little deep. Here's Johnny must have needed more; he was late.
He met me at the lcelandic gate at Reagan Internationa only minutes before my flight'slast boarding call
and handed me the brown envelope with my nameoniit.

"Y ou're not supposed to open it until you're on the plane, Captain,” he said. "1 mean, Mgor."
"Not sofadt,” | said, grabbing hiswrigt. "Y ou got meinto this. Y ou must know something about it."

Here's Johnny lowered his voice and looked from side to side; like most lunies he loved secrets. "Y ou
know Zippe-Buisson, the French firm that cleans up orbitd trash?' he said. "A few months ago they
noticed anew blip in medium high earth. Thereweren't any lost sats on the db; it wastoo bigto bea
dropped wrench and too small to be a shuttle tank.”

Ding, went the door. | backed into the gate and held it open with one foot. "Go on," | said.

"Remember Voyager, the interstellar probe sent out in the 1970s? It carried adisk with digital maps
of Earth and pictures of humans, even music. Mozart and what's-his-name—"

Ding ding, went the door. "I remember the joke. 'Send more Chuck Berry,' " | said. "But you're
changing the subject.”

No, hewasn't. Just asthe door started to close and | had to jump through, Here's Johnny called out:



"Voyager isback. With a passenger.

The sedled orders, which | opened on the plane, didn't add much to what Here's Johnny had told me,
| was officialy assgned to the UN's SETI (Search for Extra-Terrestrid Intelligence) Commission, E
Team, temporarily stationed a Houbolt, Luna. That was interesting, since Houbolt had been cut back to
robot operation before my retirement, and hadn't housed anybody (that | knew of) for aimost fifteen
years.

| wasto proceed to Reykjavik for my meds; | was to communicate with no one about my destination
or my assignment. Period. There was no indication what the E Team was (although | had of course been
given aclue), or what my roleinit wasto be. Or why | had been chosen.

Reykjavik is supposed to be one of the cleanest citiesin theworld. It is certainly one of the quietest. |
spent the afternoon and most of the evening getting medicd testsin a sparkling new hospital wing, where
it seemed | wasthe only patient. The doctors seemed lessworried about my physica condition than my
brain, blood, and bone status. I'm no medical expert, but | can recognize a cancer scan when | am
subjected to one.

In between tests | met my new boss, the head of SETI's E Team, by videophone from Luna. Shewas
aheavyst fiftyish woman with perfect teeth (now that | had my dentd plan, | was noticing teeth again),
short blond hair, piercing blue eyes, and abarely perceptible Scandinavian accent.

She introduced hersdlf as Dr. Sunda Hvarlgen and said: "Welcometo Reykjavik, Mgor. | understand
you are part of Houbolt's history. | hope they are treating you well in my hometown."

"Thefilmsin thewaiting room aren't bad,” | said. "'l watched E.T. twice"
"l promise an officid briefing when you get to Houbolt. | just wanted to welcome you to the E team.”
"Doesthismean | passed my medicas?"

Sherang off impatiently and it struck me as | hung up that the whole purpose of the cdl had been to
get alook a me.

They finished with me a nine P.M. The next morning at seven, | was|loaded into afat-tired van and
taken twelve miles north on a paved highway, then east on atrack acrossalavafied. | wasthe only
passenger. The driver was a descendant (or so he said) of Huggard the Grasping, one of the origind lost
settlers of Newfoundland. After an hour we passed through the gates of an abandoned air base. Huggard
pointed to asmall lavaridge with sharp peaks like teeth; behind it | noticed asingle silver tooth, even
sharper than the rest. It was the nose cone of an Ariane-Daewoo 1V.

The Commission had given up the advantages of an equatoria launch in order to preserve the secrecy
of the project; this meant that the burn was dmost twenty-eight minuteslong. | didn't mind. | hadn't been
off planet in deven years, and the press of Six gravitieswas like an old lover holding mein her aamsagain.
And the curve of the planet below—well, if | had been asentimental man, | would have cried. But
sentiment isfor middle age, just asromanceisfor youth. Old age, like war, has colder fedings; it is, after
al, astruggleto the desth.

High Orbita waslighted and |ooked bustling from approach, which surprised me; the station had
been shut down years ago except for fuding and docking use. We didn't go insde; just used the universa
arlock for transfer to the lunar shuttle, the dirty but rdiable old Diana in which | had made so many trips.
Shewas officidly Here's Johnny's command, but he was on rotation: presumably his reward for bringing
meindive

When we old folks forget how decrepit and uninteresting we are, we can count on the young to
remind us by ignoring us. The three-person crew of the Diana kept to themselves and spoke only
Russo-Japanese. It made for alonely day and ahalf, but | didn't mind. Thetrip to the Moon is one of the
loveliest thereis. You'releaving one ball of water and heading for another of rock, and therésadwaysa



view.
Sincethe crew didn't know | speak (or at least understand) alittle RJ, | got my first clue asto what

my assgnment might be. | overheard two of them speculating about "ET" (anamethat isthe samein
every language) and one said: "Who would have thought the thing would only relate to old folks?"

That night | dept like ababy. | woke up only once, when we crossed over what we lunies used to cdl
Wolf Creek Pass—thetop of the Earth's (relatively) long, steep gravitationa well, and the beginning of
the short, shallow dopeto the Moon. In zero g theré's no way thistransition can befelt: yet | awoke,
knowing exactly (even after eleven years) where | was.

| was on my way back to the Moon.

Situated on the farsde of the Moon, facing aways away from the Earth, Houbolt lies open to the
Universe. In amore imaginative, more intelligent, more spirited age it would be a deep-space optica
observatory; or at least amonastery. In our petty, penny-pinching, paranoid century it isused only asa
semiautomated Near-Earth-Object or asteroid early-warning station. It wouldn't have been kept open at
al if it were not for the near-miss of NEO 2201 Oljato back in 14, which had pried loose UN funds as
only stark terror will.

Houbolt lies near the center of the farsde's great Korolev crater, on agray regolith plain ringed by
jagged mountains unsmoothed by water, wind, or ice; as sheer asthe lavasills of Iceland but miles
instead of meters high; fantastic enough to remind you over and over, with every glance, that they are
made of Moon, not Earth; and that you arein their relm; and that it isnot arealm of living things.

I lovedit. | had helped build and then maintain the base for four years, so | knew it well. Infact, on
seeing that barren landscape again, in which lifeis neither apromise nor amemory, not even arumoar, |
realized why | had stayed in the desert after retirement and not gone back to Tennessee, even though |
gtill had people there. Tennessee istoo damn green.

Houbolt islaid out like agtarfish, with five smdl peripherd domes (named for the four winds, plus
Other) dl connected by forty-meter tubesto the larger central dome known as Grand Central. Hvarlgen
met me at the airlock in South, which was till the shop and maintenance dome. | felt at home right away.

| was alittle surprised to see that she wasin awheedlchair; other than that, she looked the same ason
the screen. The blue eyes were even bluer here on the blueless Moon.

"Welcome to Houboalt," she said as we shook hands. "Or back, maybe | should say. Didn't South
here used to be your office?' The Moon with its.16g has aways drawn more than its share of ‘capped,
and | could tdll by the way she spun the chair around and ran it tilted back on two whedls, that it was just
right for her. | followed her down the tube toward Grand Centrd.

| had been afraid Houbolt might have falen into ruin, like High Orbita, but it was newly painted and
thear smelled fresh. Grand Centra was bright and cheerful. Hvarlgen'steam of lunies had put in afew
gpots of color, but they hadn't overdoneit. All of them were young, in bright yellow tunics. When
Hvarlgen introduced me as one of the pioneers of Houbolt, none of them blinked at my name, even
though it was one of twenty-two on aplague just insde the main airlock. | wasn't surprised. The Service
islikeamoald, an organism with immortality but no memory.

A young lunie showed me to my windowless pie-shaped "wedgi€e" in North. A loose orange tunic with
aSETI patch lay folded on the hammock. But | wasn't about to put on Hvarlgen's uniform until | learned
what shewas doing.

| found her back in Grand Centra waiting by the coffee machine, a giant Russian apparatus that
reflected our faceslike afunhouse mirror. | was surprised to see myself. When you get to a certain age
you stop looking in mirrors.

A hand-drawn poster over the machine read D=118.



"Hoursuntil the Diana returns,” Hvarlgen said. "The lunies see this as a hardship assignmernt,
surprisingly enough. They're only used to being here aday or two at atime.”

"You promised a briefing,” | said.

"l did." She drew me a coffee and pointed out aseat. "I assume, Since gossip istill thefue of the
Service, that in spite of our best efforts you have managed to learn something about our project here."”
She scowled. "If you haven't, you'd be too dumb to work with."

"Therewasarumor,” | sad. "About an ET."

"AnAQ," she corrected. "At this point it's classfied only as an Anomolous Object. Even though it's
not in fact an object. Morelike an ideafor an object. If my work—our work—is successful and we
make contact, it will be upgraded to an ET. It wasfound in Earth orbit some Sixteen days ago."

| wasimpressed. Here's Johnny hadn't told me how quickly dl this had been pulled together. "You all
movefadt,” | sad.

She nodded. "What else did you hear?!
"Voyager," | said. " 'Send more Chuck Berry." "

"Voyager I, actudly. Circa1977. Which |eft the heliosphere in 1991, becoming the first
human-made object to enter interstellar space. Last month, more than fifty years after itslaunch, it was
found in high Earth orbit with its batteries discharged, its nuclears dead, seemingly derelict. Space junk.
How long it had been there, who or what returned it, and why—we still don't know. Asit was brought
into lock aboard the recovery vesse, the Jean Genet, what had appeared to be a shadow attached itself
to one of the crew, one Hector Mersault, apparently while they were unsuiting. They didn't notice at firdt,
until they found Mersault Stting in the airlock, half undressed and dazed, asif he had just come out from
under anesthesia. He was holding his helmet and the shadow was pooled in it; apparently our AO likes
small spaces, likeacat."

"Likes?'

"We dlow oursalves certain anthropomorphisms, Mgor. We will correct for them later. If necessary.
More coffee?"

While she poured us both another cup, | looked around the room; but with luniesit's hard to tell
European from Asan, malefrom femde.

"Sowheresthis Mersault?' | asked. "Ishe here?"

"Not exactly," Hvarlgen said. "He walked out of an airlock the next morning. But our friendthe AO is
gill with us. Come. I'll show you."

We drained our coffee and | followed Hvarlgen down the tube toward the periphery dome known as
Other. Sheran with her chair tilted back, so that her front whedlswere dmost afoot off thefloor; | was
to learn that thisangle of eevation reflected her mood. Other was divided into two semi-hemispherical
rooms used to grow the environmental that we'd called "weed & bean." Therewasasmall storage shed
between the two rooms. We headed straight for the shed. A lunie with aceremonia (I hoped) wiregun
unlocked the door and let usinto agray closed wedgie, small asaprison cell. The door closed behind us.
The room was empty except for aplastic chair facing awaist-high shelf, on which sat aclear glass bowl,
like afishbowl, in which was—

Wdl, ashadow.

It was about the size of akeyboard or a cantaloupe. It was hard to look at; it was sort of there and
sort of not there. When | looked to one side, the bowl looked empty; whatever was (or wasn't) iniit,
didn't register on my periphera vison.

"Qur bio teams have been over it," Hvarlgen said. "It does not register on any instruments. It can't be
touched, weighed, or measured in any way, not even an eectrica charge. It's not even not there. Asfar



as| can guess, it's some kind of antiparticle soup. Don't ask me how our eyes can seeit. | think they just
seethe isn't of it, if you know what | mean.”

| nodded even though | didn't.
"It doesn't show up on video; but | am hoping it will register on andog. "
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"Chemica. Werefilmingit." Hvarlgen pointed to a gun-like object jerry-rigged to onewall, which
whirred and followed her hand, then aimed back at the bowl. "I had this antique shipped up especidly for
the job. Everything our AO doesis captured on film, twenty-four hoursaday.”

"HIm!" | said. | wasimpressed again. "So what exactly doesit do?'

"Sitsthere in the bowl. That's the problem. It refusesto—but is'refuse’ too anthropomorphic aword
for you? Let me gart over. Asfar aswe cantell, it will only interact with living tissue."

A shiver went through me. Living tissue? That was me, for afew more years anyway, and | was
beginning to understand, or at least suspect, why | was here. But why me? "What exactly do you mean
by ‘interact'?" | asked.

Hvarlgen scowled. "Don't look so worried," she said. "In spite of what happened to Mersaullt, thisis
no suicide assgnment. Let's go get another cup of coffee, and I'll explain.”

Weleft the AO to its bowl, and the lunie with the wiregun to lock up. Back at Grand Centrd,
Hvarlgen poured two more cups of thick, lunar coffee. | was beginning to see her asawheded device
that ran on the Stuff.

"SETI was set up in the middle of the last century,” she said. "In asense, Voyager was part of the
program. NASA took it over toward the end of the century and changed the name, but the ideawas the
same. They were searching for evidence of intelligent life, the assumption being that actua communication
over such vast distances would be impossible. Contact was considered even more remote. But in the
event that it did occur, it was assumed that it probably would not be a 'take me to your leader' sort of
thing, aspaceship landing in London or Peking; that it would be more complicated than that, and that
plenty of room for human sengitivity and intuition should be built into the sysem. Someflexibility. So
SETI'sdirectors set up the E (for 'Elliot’) Team which would swing into operation on first contact and
operate, for twenty-one days only, in strictest secrecy. No press, no politics. No grown-ups, if you will.
It would be run by asingle person instead of acommittee; ahumanist rather than ascientis.”

" A woman rather than aman?"

"That's just been the luck of the draw. Y ou'll be surprised to learn how it has backfired in this case.”
Hvarlgen scowled again. "Anyway, by thetime | got thejob, the E Team was more of a sop thrown to
the soft sciences than aworking position. A brief orientation, a stipend, and a beeper that was never
expected to beep. But the mechanismswere il in place. | was visiting psychology professor at UC
Davis, onleave from Reykjavik U, when | got the call—within hours of the Jean Genet incident. | was
dready on my way up to High Orbita when Mersault died. Or killed himsdf."

"Or waskilled," | offered.

"Whatever. WEl get into that later. At any rate, | exercised the extraordinary authority which the UN
had granted the E Team—figuring it would never be used, I'm sure—and had thiswhole operation set up
here at Houbolt."

"Because you didn't want to bring the AO down to Earth.”

"It didn't seem like agood ides, a least until we knew what we were dedling with. And High Orbital
was in such bad shape, plusit's hard to find people who can tolerate zero g for long periods. | know the
Moon since | did my doctora project here. So here we are. Everything that has happened since
Mersault's death has been my decison. My E Team mandate only extends for six more days. After that,



our friend here goes either to the full SETI Commission, asan ET, or to the Q Team—the Quantum
Singularity Team—as an AO. Timeis of the essence; I'm on afairly short string, you see. So while | was
waiting a High Orbita for my lunie staff to prepare Houbolt, | initiated the second contact mysdif. | stuck
my hand—my right hand—into the bowl."

| looked at her with anew and growing respect.

"It flowed out of the bowl and up my arm, alittle above my ebow. Like along glove, thekind my
great-grandmother used to wear to church.”
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"l wrote thisdown." She showed me apad on which was written:

"It'slcelandic and it means'New Growth." | had brought the pad and pencil with me, dong with a
tape recorder. It was over before | knew it; it didn't even fed strange. | just picked up the pencil and
wrote."

"Thisisyour handwriting?"
"Not a al. I'm right-handed, and | wrote thiswith my left. My right hand wasin the bowl."
"Thenwhat?'

"Then it flowed—sort of rippled; it's quite strange, but you'll see—back down my arm and into the
bowl. All thisisa High Orbitd in zero g, remember, and there's nothing to keep our little ET in the bowl
except that it wants to be there. Or something.”

"Yourecdlingitan ET now."

"Wouldn't you cal thiscommunication, or at least an attempt to communicate? Unofficialy speaking,
thisand its method of arriva are enough to convince me. What elsewould you cdl it but an ET?"

"A Ouijasmudge?’ | thought—but | said nothing. The whole business was beginning to sound crazy
to me. The dark nonsubstance in the bowl had looked about asintelligent as the coffee left in my cup;
and | wasn't too sure anymore about the woman in the wheelchair.

"I can seeyou're not convinced," said Hvarlgen. "No matter; you will be. At any rate, | spent the next
few hours under guard, like Odysseus lashed to the mast, to make sure | didn't follow Mersault out an
arlock. Then| tried it again.”

"Stuck your hand in the bowl."

"My right hand, again. Thistime | was holding the pencil in my left, ready to go. But thistime our
friend, our ET, our whatever, was very reuctant. Only after acouple of triesdid it ripple onto my arm;
and then only aninch or so up my wrist, and only for amoment. But it worked. It'slikeit was
communicating directly with my musculature rether than my consciousness. Without even thinking about
it, | wrote this—" She turned the page on the pad and | saw:
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"Which says'Old Man." "
| nodded. " So naturdly, you sent Here's Johnny for me."

Hvarlgen laughed and scowled, and | understood for the first time that her scowl wasasmile; shejust
woreit upside down.

"Y ou're getting ahead of yourself, Mgor. | interpreted all thisto mean that there was arductance to
communicate with me, which had something to do with my age or my sex or both. Since we hadn't left
for the Moon yet, | used my somewhat extravagant authority and sent the shuttle back down. | recruited
an old friend, aformer professor of mine—aretired advisor to SETI, in fact—who had spent sometime
a Houbalt, and brought him to Lunawith me. That clipped another three days out of my precioustime.”



"So whereis he? Out the airlock, | suppose, or | wouldn't be here."
"Not quite out the airlock yet," said Hvarlgen. "Come with me and you'll see.”

| had never met Dr. Soo Lee Kim, but | had heard of him. A tiny man with long, flying white hair like
Einstein, he was an astronomer, the leader of the deep-space optica team that had been kicked out of
Houbolt when it had been turned into a semiautomated warning station. Dr. Kim had won aNobdl Prize.
He had agadaxy named after him. Now he occupied one of the two bedsin the infirmary under the clear
domein East. The other one was empty.

| smelled degth in the room and redlized it was PeaceAble, the Snsemillanasa spray given to terminal
patients. It's acomplicated aromafor me, the smell of love and loss together, a curious mixture | knew
well from the last weeks of my first wife, the one | went back to when she was dying. But that's another
gtory adtogether.

Dr. Kim looked cheerful enough. He had been expecting us.

"I'm so glad you're here; now perhaps we can begin to communicate,” he said in Cambridge-accented
English. "Asyou probably know, the Shadow won't talk with me.”

"The Shadow?'

"That'swhat | cdl it. From your old American radio serid. 'Who Knowswhat Evil lurksin the Hearts
of Men? The Shadow knows!" "

"You don't look that old tome," | said.

"I'm not; I'll be seventy-two next week, when the Diana returns, if I'm unfortunate enough to last that
long." Hetook aquick shot of PeaceAble from an imitation ebony spraypipe, and continued: "Collecting
old radio tapes was a hobby | picked up when | was at university. They wereforty-five yearsold even
then, forty-five years ago. | don't suppose you remember Sky King and his Radio Ranch?

"Nobody'sthat old, Dr. Kim. I'm only seventy-six. How old do you have to befor this
ghost-in-a-bow!?'

"The Shadow," he corrected. "Oh, you're quite old enough. I'm old enough, actudly, I think. Or
would have been, if it weren't for—"

"Start at the beginning, Dr. Kim," said Hvarlgen. "Please. The Mg or needsto know everything that
has happened.”

"The beginning? Then let's sart at the end, asthe Shadow starts.” Helaughed enigmaticaly. "'l have
learned onething, a least: language is contained as much in the musculature asin the brain. Thefirg time,
| did as Sundadid; | stuck my hand into the bowl, and my brain was looking on, unattached, asthe
Shadow picked up my hand, and with it picked up a pencil—"

"And wroteyou aletter,” | said.

"Drew meapicture,” Dr. Kim corrected. "Korean is at least partly ideographic.” He reached under
the bed and pulled out a paper, on which was written:

"Takemeto your leader?" | guessed.

"It means, more or less, 'okay'; and it suggests a more intimate relationship, which | immediately
implemented, so to speak, and which—"

"Moreintimate?'
"—resulted inthis"



"Like Sundas message, it means 'new growth,
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I must have winced, because he said, "Oh, it'sdl right. | knew it dready; colon cancer; | had known
it for four months. | just hadn't told Sunda because | didn't think it mattered.”

"Then it waan't the Shadow that—7?" | asked.

"Gaveit to me?No," said Dr. Kim. "The Shadow was in aposition, so to speak, to detect it, that's
al." Heeither grinned or grimaced in pain (it was hard to tell) and took another shot of PeaceAble.
"Don't forget, The Shadow knows.""

Theyoung are sentimental around desth but the old have no such problem. "Tough,” | said.

he said, "which | took, in my case, to mean cancer."

"There are no happy endings,” Dr. Kim said. "At least, thanks to the Shadow, | got my trip back to
the Moon. With any luck | might even end my days here. Wouldn't it make a greet tombstone, the
Moon? Hanging therein the sky, bigger than athousand pyramids. And lighted, to boot. Would put to
rest forever the dander that all Koreans have good taste.” He paused for another shot. "But the problem
is, that because of the cancer—apparently—the Shadow won't relateto me. | think it mistakesthe
cancer for youth. That second contact was my last. So tomorrow it'syour turn, right?' Helooked from
meto Hvarlgen.

Hvarlgen and | looked at each other.
"SoI'mnext," | said. "Old man number two."

"Thisisthe point at which | give you the chanceto back out,” Hvarlgen said. "Much as| hate to. But
if you turn medown, I'll ill havetimefor one more shot; your aternate is doing his medsright now in
Reykjavik."

| could tell shewaslying; if she had only six days|eft, | was her only hope. "Why meinthefirst
place?"' | asked.

"Y ou were the ol dest reasonably heathy male| could find on such short notice who was space
qudified. | knew you'd been to Houbolt. Plus| liked your looks, Mgor. Intuition. Y ou looked like the
kind of guy who might stick his neck out.”

"Neck?" laughed Dr. Kim, and she shot him adirty look.
"Of course, | could be wrong," she said to me.

She was gut-checking me but | didn't mind; | hadn't been gut-checked in years. | looked a Hvarlgen.
| looked at Dr. Kim. | looked at the million stars beyond and figured what the hell.

"Okay," | sad."l guess| can stick my hand in afishbowl for science”

Dr. Kim laughed again and Hvarlgen shot him an angry look. " There's one thing you should know—"
she began.

Dr. Kimfinished for her: "The Shadow doesn't want to shake hands with you, Mgor Bewley. It
wantsto crawl up your assand look around. Likeit crawled up mine."

| showed up at Grand Central the next morning wearing the bright orange tunic with the SETI patch,
just to prove to Hvarlgen | was on her team. We had coffee. "Scared?’

"Wouldn't you be scared?’ | said. "For one thing, this Shadow is a cancer detector. Then, the
businesswith Mersault ... "

"It'sunlikely that our peoplein Reykjavik missed anything. And indications are that Mersault may
have been independently suicidal. Zippe-Buisson hires some weirdos. But you're right, Mgor, one never



knows."

| followed her down the forty-meter tube to East. We wereinitiating the first contact sessoninthe
infirmary, so that Dr. Kim could participate, or at least observe. Hvarlgen wasliteraly rearing to go: the
chair wastilted back so far that she rode it dmost prone.

Three of the five periphery domes have magnolias—those reptilian treeslove the Moon—buit it is
Eadt'sthat isthe most lush, itsleaves picking up the lunar palette from the regolith of the crater floor and
processing it into anew, complex gray unseen before.

Dr. Kim's bed was under the tree. He was awake, waiting for us. He caressed the spraypipein his
fingerslike agood-luck charm. "Good morning, colleagues,” he said.

Hvarlgen rolled to his bedside and kissed hiswithered cheek.

Two luniesrolled in awheded table; on it was the Shadow inits bowl. Another lunie carried thefilm
cameraon her shoulder. Another carried abright yellow plastic chair. It wasfor me.

The big moment had arrived. Hvarlgen and | approached the table together. When she picked up the
bowl, | noticed that the Shadow pulled away from her hands toward the center. It moved in arippling
motion that both repelled and attracted my eyes.

She put the bowl on thefloor in front of the chair. "Let's begin,” she said, clicking on the video
recorder she carried on her Iap. Thefilm camerawhirred as| dipped my pants off, over my shoes, and
stood there naked under my tunic. It was 9:46 HT (Houston/Houbolt time) on thewall.

| felt frightened. | felt embarrassed. Worse, | Tt ridiculous, especidly with the young lunies—girls
and boys—sitting on the empty bed, watching.

"Oh, Mgor, please quit worrying!" Hvarlgen said. "Women are used to being prodded and poked
between their legs. Men can put up with it oncein awhile. Sit down!™”

| sat down; the yellow plastic was cold on my butt. Hvarlgen nudged my knees gpart wordlessly and
pushed the bowl between my feet, then rolled backward to the head of Dr. Kim's bed, under the
magnolia | clutched pencil in one hand and paper in the other. Hvarlgen and Dr. Kim had explained what
would happen, but it was till a shock. The Shadow moved—twisted—out of the bowl, flowed up
between my legs, and disappeared up my ass.

| watched it, fascinated. | felt no fear or dread. There was no "feding" assuch; it redly was likea
shadow. | kept mysalf covered by the tunic, out of modesty; but | knew as soon as the Shadow was
insde me, because—

There was someone e se in the room. He was standing across the room, not far from the foot of Dr.
Kim's bed. He was not quite solid, and not quite full-sized, and he was flickering like abad light bulb; but
| knew immediately "who" it was.

Itwasme.

I moved my arm dightly, to seeif he would move his, likeamirror image, but he didn't. He flickered
and with each flicker got either bigger, or closer, or both. There was no frame of reference; no way to
judge hissize. It was somehow very clear that he or it was not in the room with us; not occupying the
same space. It raised the hair on the back of my head, and judging from the papable silence in the room,
everyone elsgsaswll.

We were seeing aghost.
It was Hvarlgen who findly spoke. "Who are you?"
Therewas no answer.

| tried moving my arm again but the Shadow (for dready, that was how | thought of the image)
answered none of my movements. Somehow that made it better; it was asif | were watching afilm of
myself and not areflection. But it was an old film; | looked younger. And when | looked to onesidea



little, the image disappeared.
"Who areyou?' said Hvarlgen again; it was more a statement than aquestion. "He," "it,"—the
Shadow—started flickering, faster and faster, and | suddenly felt sick at my stomach.

| bent over, dmost retching; | covered my mouth and then tried to aim toward the bowl at the foot of
the chair. But it didn't matter—nothing came out, even though | saw the Shadow was pooled back in its
bowl.

| shook my hands and examined them; they were clean.
The ghost was gone.

The session was over. Hvarlgen was staring at me. | looked at my watch; it was 9:54. Thewhole
thing had lasted Six minutes.

The pad and pencil lay on the floor where | had dropped them. The pad was blank.
"Wdl, now, that wasinteresting,” said Dr. Kim, taking along shot of PeaceAble.

Hvarlgen sent the lunies out, and had coffee sent in, and we discussed the sesson over alight lunch.
Very light; | was on the high-protein, low-fiber "astronaut'sdiet” of moonjirky. Plus, | was lill feding a
little quessy.

Weadl agreed that the image was me, or an gpproximation of me. "But younger," said Dr. Kim.

"Sowhat isit trying to say?' asked Hvarlgen. Neither Dr. Kim nor | answered; it seemed uselessto
speculate. She clicked on her video recorder. Instead of a holovid image, what came up was aball of
bright static. She fast-forwarded but nothing changed.

"Damn! Just as| had suspected,” shesad. "'If we areto get any image at dl, it will beon film. But film
has to be processed chemically, which meansit hasto go dl the way back to Earth before welll even
know if it works. In the meantime—"

"Inthe meantime," Dr. Kim sad, "Why don't wetry it again?'

Hvarlgen got on her chair-phone and soon the lunies arrived with the Shadow initsbowl, thefilm
camera, and the rest of the crew, who had presumably heard about the morning session. It was 1:35
(HT). Surprisingly, it wasjust as humiliating for me the second time. But scienceis science; | took off my
pants. The film camera wheezed and whirred on alunie's shoulder. | held the pad and pencil in one hand,
ready. Hvarlgen rolled back to Dr. Kim'sbed. | sat on the cold plastic chair and spread my legs. | forgot
my embarrassment as the Shadow twisted out of its bowl and up—and disappeared—

And there hewas again. The Shadow. Again, the figure started small and flickered itsdlf bigger and
bigger, until it was about haf the size of someone standing in the room with us; though we al knew
somehow that it wasn't. That it was far away.

Thistime he was talking, though there was no sound. He stopped talking, then started again. He was
wearing blue coveralslike | used to wear in the Service, not the orange tunic. | couldn't see hisfeet no
matter how hard | looked for them; it was asif my eyes glanced off. | wear aServicering but | couldn't
seeit; the Shadow's hands were blurred. | wanted to ask him who he was, but | felt it was not my place.
We had agreed earlier that no one but Hvarlgen was to speak.

"Who are you?' she asked.
Thevoice, when it came, surprised usdl: "Not awho."

Everyonein the room turned to look at me, even though it was not my voice. | would have turned,
myself, had | not been the point toward which everyone waslooking.

"Then what areyou?"
"A communiceations protocol.” The sound of the voice was completely out of synch with the image's



mouth. Also, the sound did not seem to come from anywhere; | heard it directly with my mind, not my
eas.

"From where?' asked Hvarlgen.

"A two-device"

Thelunies sitting in arow on the bed were absolutely still. No one in the room was breething;
induding me.

"What isatwo-device?' asked Hvarlgen.

Thistimethe lipswere dmost in synch with the words; "One and"—the Shadow inclined toward usin
acurious, dmost courtly gesture—"the Other."

The sound seemed to originate insde my heead, like amemory of avoice. Like amemory, it seemed
perfectly clear but characterless. | wondered if it were my voice, astheimage was"my" image, but |
couldnt tell.

"What Other?' Hvarlgen asked.
"Only one Other."
"What do you want?"

Asif in answer, theimage began to flicker again, and | was suddenly sick to my stomach. The next
thing | knew | waslooking down into the bowl, at the origina dark non-substance we had caled the
Shadow. Though still dark it seemed clearer, and cold, and deep. | was suddenly conscious of the cold
gars blazing through the dome overhead; the fierce vacuum al around; the cold plastic chair on my butt.

"Mgor?'

Hvarlgen's hand was on my wrist. | looked up—to applause from the bed where the lunies were
gtting, like bright yellow birds, dl inarow.

"Nobody leaves" said Hvarlgen. She went around the room. All agreed on what the Shadow had
sad. All agreed that it had been insde their heads, more like the memory of avoice, or animaginary
voice, than asound. All agreed that it had not been my voice.

"Now everybody leave," shesaid. "Dr. Kim and | need to have atalk."
"Including me?' | asked.

"Y ou can stay. And he can stay.” She pointed toward the bowl, which the lunies were placing back
onitstable. They |&ft it by the door.

"Damn!" said Hvarlgen. Irrationally, she shook the recorder but there was no record of the Shadow's
words, any more than of itsimage. "The problem is, we have no hard evidence of any communication at
al. And yet wedl know it happened.”

Dr. Kim took a snort of PeaceAble and smiled somewhat inscrutably. "Unless we think the Mgjor
here was hypnotizing us."

"Which we dont," said Hvarlgen. It was |ate afternoon. We were having <till more coffee under the
magnolia. "But what | don't understand,” she said, "'is how can it make us hear without making aprint, a
track intheair."

"Clearly, it works directly on the hearing centersin the brain,” Dr. Kim said.
"Without aphysica event?' said Hvarlgen. "Without amaterial connection? That's telepathy!”

"It'sdl physicd," said Dr. Kim. "Or none of it. Isthat thing materid ? Maybe it accesses our brains
visudly. Wewere dl looking at it when we heard it talk. The brain is Stuff just asmuch asair is Stuff.
Light isstuff. Consciousnessis Suff.”

"So why the physical contact at all?* | asked. "The Shadow's not redlly here; | can't fed it, we can't



touch it or even photograph it. Why doesit have to enter my body at al?If it does, why cantt it just sort
of dip inthrough the skin, or the eyes, instead of ... theway it does."

"Maybeit's scanning you," Hvarlgen said. "For theimage.”

"And maybeit can only scan certain types,” said Dr. Kim. "Or maybe it's restricted. Just aswe might
be forbidden to trade with Stone Age tribesmen, they—whoever or whatever they are—might have a
prohibition againgt certain tagesor kinds of life."

"Y ou mean the 'New Growth' business?' | asked.

"Right. Maybe old folks seem less vulnerable to them. Maybe the contact is destructive to growing
tissue. Or even fatal. Look at what happened to Mersault. But I'm just guessing! And my guessisthat
you have not quite finished menopause, Sunda, right?'

She amiled. Just as her scowlswere smiles, her smiles were grimaces. "Not quite.”

"See? And in my case, perhaps the flourishing cancer with its exorbitant greed for life was mistaken
for youth. Anyway ... perhaps we are dedling with prohibitions. Formalities. Perhaps even the innovative
mode of contact isaformdity, like ahandshake. What could be morelogica?' Dr. Kim took another
snort of PeaceAble, filling theinfirmary with asweet heavy smell.

"It'shard to think of it asahandshake," | said.

"Why? The anus, the asshole in vulgar parlance, is sort of ajoke, but in our secret heart of hearts, for
all of us, it'sthe seat—s0 to speak—of the physica being. It may be perceived by this Other as the seat
of consciousness aswell. We're much more conscious of it than, say, the heart. Certainly more conscious
of it physicaly than the brain. It derts usto danger by tightening up. It even speaksfromtimetotime... "

"Okay, okay," said Hvarlgen. "We get the point. Let's get back to work. Shdl we go agan?’
"Without the lunies?' Dr. Kim asked.

"Why not?'

"Because without avideo or sound image, they are our only corroboration that thereis any

communication going on here. | know it'syour project, Sunda, but if | were you | would move more
deliberately."

"You'reright. It'samost five o'clock. Let'swait and go after supper.”

| had supper done. Hvarlgen was on the phone, arguing with somebody named Sidrath. A poster on
thewall over her head said D=96. Hvarlgen sounded pleading, then sarcastic, then pleading again; | felt
like an eavesdropper, so | left without coffee and walked to East alone.

Dr. Kimwas adeep. The Shadow lay initsbowl. It was fascinating to look at it. It lay still but
seemed, somehow, to be moving at great speed. It was dark but | could sense light behind it, like the
gtars through thin clouds. | was tempted to touch it; | reached out onefinger ...

"That you, Mgor?' Dr. Kim sat up. "Where's Sunda?’
" She's on the phone with somebody named Sidrath. She's been arguing with him for amost an hour.”

"He'sthe head of the Q-team. He's probably setting up in High Orbitdl, for when the Shadow arrives.
They are assembling al sorts of fancy equipment. They think we're dedling with some sort of antimeatter
here, which iswhy they can't take it down to the surface.”

"What do you think it is?" | asked. | pulled the plastic chair over and sat with him, looking up at the
gars through the clear dome and the dark magnolialeaves.

"I think it'sunusud, surprising,” Dr. Kimsaid. "That'sdl | require of life these days. | no longer try to
understand or comprehend things. Dying isfunny. Y ou redize for the first time you are not going to finish
Dante. You give up onit." Hetook a shot of PeaceAble. "Did you ever wonder why the Shadow |ooks



younger than you?'
"Y ou have atheory?

"Robert Louis Stevenson had atheory," he said. "He once said that our chronologica ageisbut a
scout, sent out in advance of the 'army’ of who we fedl we are—which awayslags severa years behind.
Inyour mind, Mgor, you are fill ayoung man; at mogt, in your fifties. That's the image the Shadow gets
from you, and therefore the image he gives us.”

| heard hispipe hissagain.

"1'd offer you a shot, but—"

"It'sokay,” | said. "l know, I'm atest bunny.”

"You guysready?" It was Hvarlgen, rolling through the doorway. It wastimeto go again.

The plastic chair had been |€eft in place. Two lunieswhedled the bowl in onitstable. Therest of the
lunies drifted in, Sitting on the bed and clustering by the doorway. At 7:34 P.M. Hvarlgen cleared her
throat and looked at me impatiently. | pulled off my pants; | sat down in the chair and sporead my
withered old shanks—

Thistime, without ascending between my legs, the Shadow twisted initsbowl and disappeared; the
movement was somehow sickening, and | gagged—

And thereit was, hewas. Wasit my imagination, or was my image, the Shadow, clearer and more
positive than it had been? It seemed to have akind of glow. He smiled.

Hvarlgen wasn't waiting around thistime. "Where are you from?" she asked.
"Not from awhere. The protocol isawhere.”
"What do you want?"'

"Adjusting the protocol,” said the voice. It was so clear now that | thought it must be asound. But |
watched the aurd indicator lights on Hvarlgen's video recorder, and there was nothing. As before, the
voice was only insde our heads.

"Where are the Others?' asked Hvarlgen again.

"Only the protocol iswhere," said the Shadow. "A where-when point.” It seemed to enjoy answering
her questions. It had stopped flickering and its speech was now in synch with its lip movements. Its
movementslooked familiar; gentle; graceful. | felt acertain proprietary affection for it, knowing it wasan
idedlized verson of mysdif.

"What do they want?' Hvarlgen asked.

"“To communicate”

"Throughyou?'

"The communication will end the protocol. The connection isone-time only." The Shadow |looked
directly toward us, but not at us. It seemed alwaysto belooking at something we could not see. It was
dlent, asif waiting for the next question.

When nobody said anything, the image began to fade, ghostlike once again—

And the Shadow twisted into being in the bowl a my feet. It ssemed even clearer than before. |
could see stars behind it. It was like seeing the stars reflected in apool, only | had the distinct (and
uneasy) feding | was looking up. | even checked the back of my neck with my hand.

That wasit for the first day. We'd had three sessions, and Hvarlgen thought that was enough. Dr. Kim
asked usto join him for 4-D Monopoly. He had a passion for the game with its steep mortgage ramps
and time-release dice. While we played, the lunieswatched moviesin Grand Centrd. We could hear



gunshots and bluegrass music in the distance, dl the way down the tube.

We began the next morning with aleisurely breakfast. | was till on moonjirky, but | had no appetite
anyway. The poster over the coffee machine said D=77.

"How many hoursuntil sunrise?" | asked.

"I'm not sure; somewhat |ess than seventy-seven,” Hvarlgen answered. But it wasn't a problem. Even
though Houbolt was no longer environmentalized for the lunar day, it would be comfortable for al but the
gx days of the lunar "noon"—and would probably have been managesble even then, in an emergency.
According to Hvarlgen's plan, Here's Johnny wasto arrive and take us off soon after sunrise.

Hvarlgen went down the tube toward the infirmary first, followed by me, followed by the lunies. East
smelled like PeaceAble, indicating that Dr. Kim had been up for awhile. He suggested that he be
alowed to ask one question, and Hvarlgen agreed.

Me, | wasjust the hired asshole. | took off my pants and the bowl was did between my feet. Ignoring
me (or seeming to) the Shadow in the bowl twisted itsdf into nothingness. Thistimel didn't fed sick. In
fact, it was beautiful, dick and fad, like awhae diving.

"Isthere amessage for us?"

It was Hvarlgen's question. | looked up from the empty bowl and saw the Shadow standing across
the room—or acrossthe Universe.

"A communication.”

"Areyou conscious.”

"The protocol isconsciousand | am the protocol.”

"Who is communicating with us?"

"The Other. Not awho."

"Isit conscious?

The Shadow said, "Y ou are conscious. The protocol is conscious. The Other is not awhere-when
gring.”

Therewasalong slence. "Dr. Kim—" Hvarlgen said. "Y ou had aquestion?”’

"Areyou aFeynman device?' Dr. Kim asked.

"The protocol isatwo-device."

"What isthe distance?' Dr. Kim asked.

"Not adistance. A where-when loop.”

"Where does the energy come from?'

Asif in answer, the Shadow began to flicker and fade, and | leaned over the bowl (even though | no
longer believed that the Shadow was inside of me). And like adark whae surfacing, the Shadow twisted
into its bowl. | wondered how such atiny space could contain a space so huge.

While the lunies cleared the room, and Hvarlgen hurried down to Grand Central to make a phone
cdl, | pulled my chair over to the bed and sat with Dr. Kim.

"| seeit'sno longer accessing our universe through your butt,” he said. "Maybe it haswhat it needs.”
"Hope s0," | said. "Meanwhile—what's a Feynman device?"

"Have you ever heard of the EPR paradox?"

" Something to do with Richard Feynman?"

"Indirectly," Dr. Kim said. "The EPR paradox had been proposed by Einstein and two colleaguesin
an unsuccessful effort to disprove quantum physics. Two linked particles are separated. The 'spin' or



orientation of each isindeterminate (in true quantum fashion) until oneis determined, up or down. Then
the other isthe opposte. Instantaneoudy.”

"Evenif itsamillion light-yearsaway,” Hvarlgen said, from the doorway. Sherolled into the room,
shutting the door behind her. "I told Sidrath about your question. He liked it."

"It was never answered.” Dr. Kim shrugged.
"In other words, we're talking about faster-than-light communication,” | said.

"Right," said Dr. Kim. "Theoreticadly, a paradox. It was Feynman who proved that the paradox
wasn't aparadox at dl. That it wastrue. And that FTL communication was, &t least in theory, possible.”

"So that'swhat our little isn't is” | said. "A muon bridge.”

"Anansble" sad Hvarlgen. "A device for faster-than-light communication. As| said, Sidrath agrees.
What we have here ssemsto be some version of a Feynman device. Everything that happensto it here
happens s multaneoudy, perhaps asamirror image, at the other 'end.’ "

"Acrossthegdaxy,” | sad.

"Oh, much farther away than that, | think," said Dr. Kim, taking another shot of PeaceAble. "We may
be dedling with realms of space and time that don't even intersect our own. | think, for sure, that we are
dedling with forms of life that aren't biological.”

At noon | asked for asandwich. "I'm going to quit worrying about my lower intestine,” | said. "The
Shadow has quit worrying about it."

"We're not sure," said Hvarlgen. " Stay on moonjirky just one more medl. This afternoon, well try the
session with your pants on and see what happens.”

The Shadow didn't seem to notice. (I wasalittle hurt.) It twisted initsbowl, diving into—another
form (my own) which appeared across the room as before,

"When isthis communication going to occur?' asked Hvarlgen.

"Soon." The way the Shadow said theword, it sounded amost like a place—like "Moon."
"What issoon?'

"When the protocol is adjusted.”

Therewasalong slence.

"What kind of communication will it be?" asked Dr. Kim. "Will we hear it?"
“No."

"Seeit?'

“No."

"Why isit that you never speak unlesswe ask aquestion?’ asked Hvarlgen.
"Because you are half of the protocol,” said the Shadow.

"| thought s0," said Hvarlgen. "Weve been talking to oursdves!”

The Shadow started to flicker. | resisted the urge to bend over the bowl, and watched him fade
avay.

| wastired. | went back to my wedgie to deep, and | dreamed, for thefirst timein years, of flying.
When | got up, Hvarlgen was il in East with Dr. Kim. They were on a conference cal with High Orbita
and Queens; they were somewhere between caling the Shadow an ET and an AD (alien device).

| left it to them. | ate done (another sandwich) and then watched the first half of Bonnie and Clyde



with the lunies. They had akind of cult thing about Michael J. Pollard. Now | understood why every time
something went wrong around the station, one of them was bound to say "dirt.”

Hvarlgen rolled into Grand Centrd a amost nine P.M. "We're going to skip the evening session
tonight,” she said. "Sidrath and the Q-Team don't want to miss this promised communication. They are
afraid well speed things up, or wear the Shadow out, like an eraser.”

"But you arein charge." | was surprised to find mysdlf disgppointed.

"True. But that'sonly aformdity. In fact, Sdrath isaready on hisway herewith Here's Johnny, in
case this communication occurs before they can get the Shadow back to High Orbital. We made aded;
| agreed to limit the sessonsto one aday.

"Oneaday!"

"l think we've learned al were going to learn here. All it doesis answer the same questions, in asort
of aloop. Well go in the morning, Mgor, as usud. Meanwhile, want to play Monopoly?!

That night | dreamed again that | wasflying. Theflying itsalf wasflying, so fast that | had to chaseitin
order not to disappear. The next morning, after breakfast (sausage and eggs) | followed the lunies down
the tube to East, where Hvarlgen and Dr. Kim were waiting.

Hvarlgeningsted that | St in my usua spot. Like apriestessat aritua, she placed the bowl a my feet,
then rolled back to Dr. Kim's bedside. The Shadow twisted in the bowl and disappeared; the Shadow
gppeared again in hisblue coverdls, bluer than | remembered.

"Who are the Others?" asked Hvarlgen.
"They are not athey. They are an Other."

(Maybe Hvarlgen was right to limit the sessons, | thought. It was beginning to sound like word
games)
"Another what?' Hvarlgen asked. "Another civilization?"

| heard asound like agrowl. It was Dr. Kim, snoring; he had fallen adeep propped on one elbow,
with hisspraypipein hishand.

"Not acivilization. They are not—plura like yoursdlf. Not biologicd .

"Not materid?' asked Hvarlgen.

"Not awhere-when string,” the Shadow said.

"|sthe communication ready? Can it take place now?"

"Soon. The protocoal is completed. When the communi cation takes place the protocol will be gone.”

| wondered what that meant. We were, supposedly, part of the protocol. | was about to raise my
hand to ask permission to ask a question—but the Shadow was aready flickering, aready twisting back
into being initsbowl.

Being careful not to awaken Dr. Kim, Hvarlgen shooed everyone out of the infirmary and we went to
Grand Centrd for alate breakfast. | didn't tell her | had already eaten. | had soup and crackers.

The poster said D=55. | had less than two days |eft on the Moon.

"lsn't Dr. Earn using alot of that stuff?" | asked.

"Hesinalot of pan,” Hvarlgen said. "1 just hope he lagts until this communication, whatever it is. At
the same time—"

"It'sfor you," said one of thelunies. "It'sthe Diana. They just completed TLI and they're on their
way."
| went back to my wedgie for anap, and dreamed again of flying. | hadn't dreamed so much since



Katiedied. | didn't have wings, or even abody—I wastheflight itself. The movement was my substance
inaway that | understood perfectly, except that the understanding evaporated as soon as | sat up.

Thewedgiewas cold. | had never felt so done.

| got dressed and went to Grand Central and found two lunies watching Bonnie and Clyde, and
Hvarlgen curled up with Sidrath on the phone. | had forgotten how londly the farside could be. It isthe
only placein the Universe from which you never see the Earth. Outside was nothing but stars and stones
and dust.

| went to the infirmary. Dr. Kim was awake. "Where's Sunda?' he asked.

"On the phone with Sidrath and Here's Johnny. They made Trans Lunar Injection right after lunch.
Y ou were adeep.”

"So beit," said Dr. Kim. "Did you say hdllo to our friend?!

| saw the Shadow in the corner, under the magnolia, near the foot of the bed. | felt ashiver. It wasthe
first time he had ever gppeared without our—summoning him. The bowl on the table was empty.

"Helo, | guess” | sad. "Have you talked to him?'

"He'snot talking."

"Shouldn't | get Hvarlgen?'

"It doesn't matter,” said Dr. Kim. "It doesn't mean anything. | think he just likesto exist, you know?"
"I'm here anyway," Hvarlgen said, from the door. "What's going on?"

"l think hejust likesto exigt," said Dr. Kim, again. "Did you ever get the feding when you were
running aprogram, that it enjoyed running? Existing? It'sal in the connections, the dance of the particles.
| think our friend the Shadow sensesthat he won't exist very long, and—"

Even as he spoke the Shadow began to fade. At the same time the dark substance twisted into being
inthe bowl. | looked down into it. It was dark yet clear yet infinitely deep, likeinfinity itsdlf. | could see
dars beyond starsinit.

Hvarlgen seemed relieved that the Shadow was gone. "I'll be glad when the Diana gets here," she
said. "l don't know which way to turn; which way to proceed.”

| sat on the foot of the bed. Dr. Kim took another shot of PeaceAble and passed the pipe to me.
"Dr. Kim!"

"Relax. He's no longer the test bunny, Sunda,” he said. "His bowel isno longer the pathway between
the dars.”

"Stll. You know that's only for people who aretermind,” Hvarlgen said.
"Wereadl termind, Sunda. Wejust get off at different sops.”

That night after supper, we played Monopoly. The Shadow appeared again, and again he had nothing
to say. "He doesn't gpeak unlesswe call him up,” said Hvalgren.

"Maybe the ceremony, the chair, the lunieswatching, are part of the protocol,” said Dr. Kim. "Like
the questions.”

"What about the Others? Do you think welll seethem?”' | asked.

"My guessisthat theré's no them to see,”" said Dr. Kim.

"What do you mean?"

"Imagine abeing larger than star systems, that manipul ates on the subatomic level, where the



Newtonian universeisanillogica dream that cannot be conceptudized. A being that reproduces itself as
waves, in order to exi, that isone and yet many. A being that is not awhere-when string—asthe
Shadow cdlsit—but aseries of one-timeevents ... "

"Dr. Kim," said Hvarlgen. She played a conservative but deadly game.
"Yes, my dear?'

"Pay attention. Y ou just landed on my city. Cash or credit?"

"Credit," hesad.

That night | dreamed. | dept late, and woke up exhausted. | found Hvarlgen in Grand Central, on the
phonewith Sidrath, asusua lately. A lunie was changing the poster from D=29 to D=lI.

"Here's Johnny and Sidrath just crossed Wolf Creek Pass," Hvarlgen said, hanging up.
"They'rebdling thejack," | said.
"They'reusing boosters" she sad. "Wedl have the fedling were running out of time."

Thiswasto be, by agreement, our |ast contact sesson. All the lunieswerethere; in their yellow tunics
they were as dike as bees. | sat in the usua spot, which seemed to be part of the protocol. | enjoyed the
position of prominence—especidly since | got to keep my pants on.

Hvarlgen placed the bow! on the floor and the dark whale dove—twisted beautifully out of its
bowl—and the Shadow appeared in the image of aman.

Hvarlgen looked a me. "Do you have aquestion?”

"What happens after the communication?' | asked.

"| ceaseto be"

"Will we cease to be?'

"Y ou are awhere-when gtring.”

"What areyou?" asked Dr. Kim.

"Not awhat. A where-when point.”

"When does the communi cation take place?"' asked Hvarlgen.

"Soon." He was repeating himself. We were repeating ourselves. Wasit my imagination, or did the
Shadow seem weary?

Hvarlgen, nothing if not democratic, turned her chair toward the lunies gathered in the doorway and
on the bed. "Do any of you have any questions?’

There were none.

Therewas along silence and the Shadow began to fade. | felt like | was seeing him for thelast time,
and | felt asense of loss. It was my image that wasfading away ...

"Wait!" | wanted to say. "Speak!" But | said nothing. Soon the Shadow was back in its bowl.
"l haveto get some deep,” said Dr. Kim, taking ashot of PeaceAble.
"Comeon, Mgor," said Hvarlgen. Weleft, taking the lunies with us.

I made my own lunch, then watched alittle bit of Bonnie and Clyde with thelunies. Likethem, | was
tired of the Moon. | wastired of the Shadow. Tired of waiting for either the communication, or the arrival
of the Diana—~both events over which we had no control.

| took awak around the little-used periphery tunnel that led from South to North viaWest. It was
cold and smelly. Ahead of me| saw anew, unfamiliar light. | hurried to West, suspecting what it was.



Forty kilometers away, the high ragged rim of 17,000-foot peaks at the western edge of Korolev was
touched with sunlight.

Dawn was still hours away, but it had aready struck the tops of the nameless mountains, which were
as bright in the sky as anew moon, the Moon's moon, casting temporary backward shadows acrossthe
crater floor. Everything seemed reversed.

| stood for what seemed like hours, watching. The dawn was as dow as an hour hand, and | grew
cold.

FromWest | cut straight through to East, even though | hadn't been invited. Hvarlgen was il on the
phone, and | fdt like talking with somebody. Maybe Dr. Kim would be avake.

Theinfirmary smelled like a Tennessee hayfield, bringing back sudden memoaries of childhood and
summer. The Shadow was standing in the shadows under the magnolia, looking—worn out. Like an old
person, | thought, he was fading away.

Dr. Kim was staring straight up at the stars. His spraypipe had fdlen from hisfingers, onto thefloor.
He was dead.

Dr. Kim had left four numbersin an envelope marked "Sunda,” with instructions that they wereto be
caled as soon as he died, even though they lived in four different time zones, scattered around the Earth.
They were his children. Most of them were awakened from deep, but they weren't surprised; Dr. Kim
had already said his good-byes.

As| watched Hvarlgen making the cdls, for thefirst timein years| fet lonesomefor the family | had
never had. | wandered from Grand Central back down to East. Dr. Kim's body had been put in the
airlock to decompress dowly, and the room was empty except for the Shadow, which stood silently at
thefoot of the bed, like amourner. | lay down on Dr. Kim's bed and looked up through the magnolia,
trying to imagine what his eyes had |ast seen. The dawn light still hadn't touched the dome, and the
gaaxieshung in the sky like sparks from aburning city.

Hvarlgen cameto get me, and we held abrief servicein Grand Central. Dr. Kim's body was till in
the airlock, but the Portable Dante and the spraypipe on the table represented him. The lunies attended
in shifts, since they were preparing the station for incoming. Hvarlgen read something in Old Norse, then
something in Korean, then abit from the King James Bible about the Valey of the Shadow of Desth.

Then we suited up.

Burid onthemoonisillega according to at least three overlgpping legd systems, but Hvarlgen didn't
seem to mind. Here's Johnny and Sidrath had made LOI (lunar orbit insertion) and told her to finish
before they landed, so they wouldn't be compromised by her bending of the rules.

The dawn was dready hafway down the mountains by the time we locked out. Soon the raw sunlight
would beracing, or at least loping, across the crater floor. The station would be livable for several more
weeks, at least until mid-morning; but aswe didn't have proper suitsfor asunlight EVA, even adawn
EVA, wewould haveto hurry.

It wasmy first EVA in years. One of the luniesand | were the pallbearers (only two are needed on
the Moon), while Hvarlgen followed in her fat-tired EVA chair. Even though we had decompressed Dr.
Kim'sbody asdowly as possible, he had still swelled in the vacuum. His face wasfilled out and he
looked amost young.

We carried him a hundred meters across the crater floor, to afairly flat stone (flat Stonesare rare on
the Moon), following the ingtructions we had found in the envel ope. Dr. Kim had picked out hisgrave
gtefrom hisbed in Eadt.

Welaid him faceup on the table-shaped rock, the way. they used to lay Indians so the vultures could
swoop down to eat their hearts. Only here was a sky too deep for vultures. Hvarlgen read afew more



words, and we started back. The crater floor was haf lit by the mountains to the west. The sunlight had
painted them from pesk to foot; so that we cast long shadows—the "wrong" way. In afew weeks, as
noon approached, with its 250-degree temperatures, it would cook Dr. Kim into bone and ash and
vapor; until then hewould liein gate letting the stars which he had studied for over half acentury study
him.

When we locked back in, the chimes for incoming were ringing. Here's Johnny and Sidrath had timed
it al perfectly. Hvarlgen rolled off on two whedlsto meet them; | wasin no hurry. By thetimel| got to
Grand Centrd, it was empty—everyone was greeting the Diana at South. | walked back down the tube
to East. The bowl was gone; it had been returned to Other for Sidrath's arrival. But the Shadow didn't
seem to notice. He was standing at the foot of the bed, no longer faded. For the first time he seemed to
be looking directly at me. | didn't know whether to say hello or good-bye. The Shadow seemed to be
receding faster and faster, and me with him. | lost my balance and fell to one kneejust as| "felt" what
came to be known, much later, around the world, as the Brush.

Four days short of eleven months later, there was aknock at the door of my Road Lord.
"Mgor Bewley?'
"Cdl meColond," | said.

It was Her€'s Johnny. He was wearing afaux leather suit that somehow told me he had gone ahead
and taken retirement. | wasn't surprised. Hewas on hisway to Los Angelesto livewith hissigter. "Aren't
you going to ask mein?'

"Better than that,” | said. "Y ou're spending the night.”

It was dmost asif we werefriends, and at my age dmost isas good astherea thing, dmost. |
cleared a place on the couch (my picture—the same one—was in an eighteen-inch stack of magazines)
and he sat down. Here's Johnny had gained twenty pounds, which often happensto lunies when they
lock in for good. | put on afresh pot of coffee. It must have been the smell of the coffee that made us
both think of Hvarlgen.

"She'sin Reykjavik," Here's Johnny said. "When the film didn't show anything, that wasit for her. The
last straw. Sheleft therest of it up to Sidrath and the Commission.”

"Therest of what?' There was no more Shadow; both the image and the substance in the bowl had
disappeared with the Brush. As promised. "What did they have left to do?"

"All the surveys, interviews, population samples. All the stuff you've read about the Brugh; it al came
from Sidrath and the Commission. But without Hvarlgen's help. Or yours, | happened to notice.”

"I'd had enough, mysdlf,”" | said. "I felt likewewere dl getting alittle crazy. That whole week waslike
adream. Plus, there seemed, at the time, to be nothing to say. What | had experienced was, literdly, as
you know—as we al know now—indescribable. Since my contract was up, | sort of cut and ran
because | didn't want to be roped into some elaborate effort to figureit al out.”

"And you thought you were the only one."
"Well, didnt wedl? At firs, anyway."

It had taken severd months of research to determine, positively, that every man, woman, and child on
and off the planet (plus, it was now thought, a high percentage of dogs) had experienced the Brush at the
same ingtant. We were no more able to describe it than the dogs were. It was intensely sensual but in no
way physicd, brilliantly colorful but not visible, musica but not quite asound—an entirely new sensation,
indescribable and unforgettable at the sametime. The best description | heard was from an Indian
filmmaker, who said it was asif someone had painted his soul with light. That's poetic license, of course.



It had happened in less than an instant, but it was days before anyone spoke of it, and weeks before the
SETI Commission redized it was the communication we had been promised.

By then it was only amemory. And lucky it wasthat we al had felt it: otherwise some of uswould be
spending the next few centuriestrying to describe it to those who hadn't. A new rdligion, maybe. Asit
was, most people on the planet were going about their business asif it had never happened, while afew
were dtill trying to figure out what the Brush meant to the children. And the dogs.

"It was a bitter disappointment to Hvarlgen,” said Here's Johnny. It waslate; we were Sitting outside,
having awhisky, waiting to catch the sunst.

"I know," | said. "To her, it wasan insult. She called it the Brush-off. | can understand her point of
view. We arefindly contacted by another, maybe the only other life-formin the Universe, but it has
nothing to say. No more than ahello, how are you. A wave from apassing ship, shecaledit.”

"Maybe because it happened to everybody," Here's Johnny said.
"l can understand that too,” | said. "Wedl thought it was going to be just for us.”

One of my unofficid grandsonsrode up on abicycle carrying aturtle. | gave him adollar for it, and
put it into a polyboard box under the trailer with two other turtles. I pay the kidsfor the onesthey pick
up off theroad,” | said. "Then after sundown | let them go, away from the highway. "

"Me, I'm more optimigtic,” Here's Johnny said. "Mayhbe the children who experienced the Brush will
grow up different. Maybe smarter or lessviolent.”

"Or maybethedogs,” | said.
"What do you think?" he asked. "Y ou were, after al, the first contact.”

"l wasjust the pattern for the protocol,” | said. "1 got the same communication as everyone else, no
more and no less. I'm convinced of that. | wasjust used to, you know, set up the tuning.”

"Y ou weren't disappointed?’

"l was disappointed that Dr. Kim didn't get to experienceit. But who knows, maybe hedid. Asfor
me, I'm an old man. | don't expect things to mean anything. | just sort of enjoy them. Look there."

Off to the west, arange of barren peaks was hurling itsalf between Sab City and the nearest Ser,
painting our trailerswith new darkness. The clash of photons set up abarrage of colorsin the sky
overhead. We watched the sun set in silence; then | got one end of the box and Here's Johnny got the
other, and we dragged it out to apile of boulders at the edge of the desert and deposited the turtles onto
the gtill-warm sand.

"Y ou do thisevery night?'
"Why not?' | said. "Maybeit'sturtlesal the way down."

But Here's Johnny didn't get the joke. Which goes to show, as Chuck Berry once said, you never can
tell.

AFTERWORD

| cameto the short story both early and late. In 1964, after the birth of my eldest son, Nathanid, |
wrote astory about akid born with wings. "George" won honorable mention in a Sory magazine contest
and made mefifty dollars. After acouple of fase sarts, though, | gave up theform entirely.

Then in 1988, after two or three published novels, | wrote "Over Flat Mountain." It was to me not
redlly astory but thefictiond illustration of aconceit—the Appaachiansbeing al rolled up into one
mountain; agoof, if you will. By thistime | was a published SF and fantasy author, and when Ellen
Datlow asked meif | had ever tried short fiction, | sent her this one with the warning that it was "not an



OMNI sory.”

She told me she would decide what was and what wasn't an OMNI gtory, thank you very much. And
bought it. There's nothing like an eighteen hundred dollar sdeto revive aninterest in short fiction.

The rest of the stories in this book were written between 1988 and 1993.

"The Two Janets' is, like"Over Hat Mountain,” thefictiona illustration of aconceit that turned into a
short gory in spite of itself. Owensboro is my hometown.

"They're Made Out of Meat" hasitsinspiration in Allen Ginsberg'sreply to an interviewer who kept
prattling on about their souls communing. "We're just meat talking to meat,” the poet corrected him.

"The Coon Suit" cameto mein avivid daydream while driving through Oldham County, Kentucky,
twenty-five years ago, and never went away. | find most horror unintentionaly funny; this story, which |
thought funny, wound up in ahorror anthology.

"Cancion" ismy attempt at capturing the unaccountable sadness | felt watching street Sngersin
Madrid one Christmas Eve. It is (also unaccountably, perhaps) one of my favorites.

"Carl'sLawn & Garden” ismy hymn to the Garden State.
| thought of "Partid People’ while driving over abox.
"Are There Any Questions?' iswhat you might call athrowaway.

| heard of acircular polluted areain Chicago caled "the toxic doughnut" while | was reading Shirley
Jackson's biography; the two influences converged in astory.

"By Permit Only" is il another environmenta short short. It was written over Christmas, which
probably accountsfor its overheated sentimentdity.

It's no coincidence that so many of my environmenta stories are short shorts. Save atree! Even
beyond the paper, think how much imaginative timber iswasted on plot, background, character, action,
and atmosphere. Better to dispense with them dl! Like the lemon cream pie on Saturday Night Live
("No lemon, no cream, just pi€e") these short shortsare dl story.

| associate thetitle story with my daughter, Kristen. We were driving on an interstate with beautiful
timbered medianswhen | said, "'l just got an ideafor agtory.” "What isit?" she asked. "All | know for
aureisthetitle” | said. | agree with Ted Mooney, author of the overlooked SF (well, sort of)
masterpiece Easy Travel to Other Planets, that thetitleis (or can be) the target toward which you
shoot the arrow of the story. Inthis case, agood title, "Bears Discover Fire," gave me my best shot ever,
going on to win the Nebula, the Hugo, and the Sturgeon awards, being published in Japan, Germany, and
Russa, and even making a college lit anthology.

"They're Made Out of Meat" was aNebulanominee; "Press Ann" was a Hugo nominee; and "Next"
won The Chronic Rift TV show's coveted Round Table award (a plastic device from a pizza box).
Adapted for the stage, it was directed and produced at New Y ork's West Bank Theater by Donna
Gentry (dlong with "They're Made Out of Meat" and "Next").

"Two Guysfrom the Future' ismy homageto Classcd Time Travel Paradox Light Romantic
Comedy.

Yearsagoin Louisville, right after "George," | wrote agtory caled "Mr. Zone' about aman to whom
nothing ever happened. The story was never published but the character turned up (as Fox) in "England
Underway."

ShellaWilliamsof Asimov's has been kind enough to describe my short fiction aswarm and
charming. "Necronauts' is my attempt to undermine that image. Itsoriginisin aproject by artiss Wayne
Barlowe; heand | oncetried to think of astory to illustrate aseries of paintings and drawings he called
his"Guideto Hell." The sory reaffirmsfor me how much wedl oweto Mary Wallstonecraft Shelley.

"The Message' ismore of the old-time mad scientist stuff. Or maybeit's "The Coon Suit" minusthe



dogs. Or maybeit's"Bears' without fire (or hair).

Every onceinawhile| find mysdf compelled to revist the old dominions of hard SF—my home
country asareader, if not awriter. Voyage to the Red Planet was that among my noves; in the stories
itis"The Shadow Knows." Somehow, these visits home aways seem to start with an old fellow returning
to space. " Shadow,” my longest story, and "Mest," one of my shortest, both ded with the same
venerable SF theme: first contact.

It wasin the midst of writing these storiesthat | found "George” inthefiles of my literary
ex-mother-in-law and read it, for the first time in years, with some trepidation. | was pleased to find that
though | wouldn't writeit again, | wouldn't change aword init. Sinceit was noticed (if never published)
by Whit Burnett of Story magazine, it ismy connection with another erain literature; that aso pleasesme.
And it isreassuring to mein another way.

| have sometimesfelt that | was a gate-crasher in theworld of SF, passing off odd mainstream works
asfantasy and sciencefiction in order to get them published. "George" assuresmethat | have, in fact, for
better or worse, been afantasy writer from jump, engaged in along process of coming home.

I hope you like these stories, the contrivances of my heart.
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